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. WNBC & NET THE_BIG STORY PROGRAM ;£184

( )¢ ) .
10:00-10:30_PM OCTOBER 4, 1950 WEDNESDAY

{JOSEPH C., HAFF;: NEW YORK (NEW YORK) TIMES)

HARRICE: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES PRESENT..THE BIG STORY!
{MUSIC: _ _ _FANFARE] _
JASPAR: {STORE OWNER) Well, here you are, sir., That's -- uh --

six dollars apd.bliekocnweonber,
ELLIOT: Hey, ~what' 80 -you” Knowe + I-nustrav el ottmlpmiohesaihe
| MEGMs Glve me silx bucks, will you, dear?
HELEN: {A TRIFLE ANNOYED} I told you I wasn't bringing my purse,
ELLIOT:

JASPAR:
(A CHECK PRODUCED FROM AN ENVELCOPE)
ELLIOT: 1 it's from the
electric company for 39 deollars.
JASPAR: Got some 1dentification, please?
ELLIOT: Sure. Here's my social security.
(CASH REGISTER IS PRESSED)
JASPAR: That'1l be fine, Mr. Ewing. That's six dollars and
thirty-three make thirty-nlne and thank you.
ELLIOT: {APFABLY) So long.
HELEN: Thank you.
(STEPS, DOOR OPEN, CLOSES, MORE STEPS, OUTSIDE NOW)
ELLIOT: Well, that's not bad, not bad g; gll. Four bum checks in

s L
P L

one afternoon - 169 dollars. .I'd say & nice day's work.

B i l{
b

o
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THE BIG STORY -3

PROGRAM #184
{Music: _ _ _BEHIND}
HARRICE: THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) ~- THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) -- -

THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT)
CHAPPELL: Guard agalnst threat-scratch! (EFFECT)
HARRICE: Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos.

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos

- travels the smoke further,...

HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes it mild,

CHAPPELL: Puff by puff you're always ahesd when you smoke PELL MELL
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is flltered further than
that of any other leading clgarette. Moreover, after 5
puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL st1ll gives you a
longer, natural filter of traditionally fine tobaccos -to
guard against throat-seratch, Yes, PELL MELL'S fine

mellow tobaccos pgive you a smoothness, mildness and

satisfactlion no other cigarette offers you.

HARRICE: Don't let throat-scratch spoil your smoking enjoyment.
CHAPPELL: Guard against throat-scratch!

HARRICE: Enjoy smooth smokling:

CHAPFELL: Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "outgtandine!

HARRICE: And - they are mlld!

ATKAT Q1/°150%



CHAPPELL:

NARR

PAUL

JOE:

-

—_— T e —— —

New York City. The story as it actually happened, Jod%ﬁéw’
Haff's story as he 1llived 1t,

You stand there, Joe Haff, reporter for the New York
Times, .and wait in é@g'shabby boardlng house in
Plainfield, New Jersey whemesblrymibeye, Walt for the
bitter man (whose face is ugly because there's been s0
much tragedy ln hils life} -- walt for him to talk. He
says very little.

(DEFEATED MAN, ABOUT 55) There's nothing tc say, watdaharit,
I don't want to live 1t over agaln. You expect me to pour
out my guts? Turn myself inside out? I'm not geing to

do 1t!

(VERY FRIENDLY) Look, Paul, I've known you 20 years-- not
well, but I've known you. This doesn't make sense. I
asked you what happened., Forget I'm & reporter, forget
I'm from the Times. Forget the Times 1s -- Well, maybe
the most powerful paper in the East, maybe in the country.
Forget we can get behind you, maybe we can do something

about 1t. Just tell me, Joe Haff -- a friend of yours.

vou knew this man -- Paul Winters. Knew him pretty well
when you were worklng con the Jersey papers, before you got
the job eight years ago covering Jersey for the New York
Times.

{HORE }

ATHEQT Q171510




PAUL:

JUDGE:

PAUL:

Cop Il:

T

(NARRATING) We laughed, Tina &énd I. I mean, what the
heck? Somebody made & mistake -- okay. SDavieairodgrne

&BS&BanﬁqmdﬂuthwemSQQdﬂﬂhﬁﬁwﬁ“u.-u-.._.k

her
wlistepdag, We sat in jail that night and{péople came =-
{

people Itd never seen pefore in my life. JLat-bavesoeen

Py

100 OB edidecpa it . Sy e e
ixameRs: He's the one. Took me for i dé1lars. Tl

waliiSumisize  They're the ones. )

=3 - Ll LX) . ¥ourdare n11m

firfel-L2
J

a2 Grand Jury and the Judge passed sentence.

You, Paul Winters, are hereby sentenced tc 18 months in

the County Workhouse, convicted of the crime of pas§£ng
forged checks on four counts. The defenaant, Tina w%éﬁeé&'

9 months in the Women's Penitentiary.

It was crazy, but there we were in jail. We never passed
a bum check in our lives, We had never seen the people
that said we passed the checks. And when I got out, &
yvear an¢ a half later, I didn't walk 25 steps from the
workhouse --

You better come with me, Winters. We picked up slx more

of your beauties. Bergen County wants vou.

RTHOT Q171511
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PAUL: If the first arrest was a horror, the second was &

nightmare.

JUDGE: You are hereby sentenced to a term of 27 months for second
offense or: the crime of passing forged checks.

{MUSICz _ _ PAUL_THEME IF YOU THINK r_ JEDED }

PAUL: So I got out once more. This time, after 2 vears and 3
months in jail. And then try to get a job. I went ta the
outfit I had worked for before. The fund raising outfit.

MAN: Paul, if it was up to me, you know what I'd do. Yould be
working just like that ... glve you a raise and everything.
But people are funny. You know, wa're trying to raise

}f‘f' - e )t—(«‘\k
money for the new wing. ﬂ\How would it be for the man

representing us te be -- You know what I mean. (PAUSE)
(MUSIC; _ _PAUL..THEME I¥ YQU_THINK BEEDED) _
PAIL: Se that's how it's been. Just that. For ten stinking

years. HNahi XNobody believes I did it, but will they

give me a job? qﬂgx@;uxﬂnxﬁelﬁuup»nibh«di?b?“tijfﬁ:ggr-

“die." e
i ™ -
JOE: Ton yedre-of, that. ™
_____ -
TINA: Yes. FPeople are vefvtsuﬁny, Mr. Haff. Like for instance,

they're very partlcular who waﬁhes thelr dirty c¢lothes.

That's, whit I do -- take in clothes. laybéuage out of ten

AT ] S R LTI e e

ﬂﬂmllles“z‘ﬂﬁkniet Her  You see I'm ex-con 3
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- PAUL: Shall I tell you how crazy it7§£3- When I got out of Jail
on the second offense, the 27 month sentence, what do yow
think happened?

JOE! You got arrested again?,

e
- PAUL: Surs. This time theysay 1 forged 5 checks in Essex

County. But this rap I was able to beat. BAronydeodyiaiidiliwn

et

maWMWﬂnMMMW.
was in jail,/at the time
Serthey - Ottt Eon i me-miie

JOE: But thatts crazy! It sounds like -- you were mistaken for

You know what my defense was?

that the checks were passed

somebody else.

PAUL: OF course I was, efsccwnsesfswa®. bBut could I prove it?
Whateoontt I FS HEFTE S L s s T e TIRE R Tia
guy=khat-forpesschecksd Don't you see, Joe, Until I get

a virdication, a parden, 5 , I
might as well put a bullet in my o= head.

JOE:_ Wetll see, Paul.

PAUL: Please don't give me any of that "we'll see™. I've been

tsceing" for ten years. Letters to the Governor, the
district attorney, the pardon board, the Judge - Hever got
an answer to one., You won't "see™ anything.

{(MUSIC;: Up}

ATHaT 0171513



NARR:

ALY e -

JOE:

RAY:
JOE:

RAY:
JOE:

~10-
But you will see, Joe Haff. Because, one: Yoﬁ remember
Paul Winters as the kind of a guy who would send the
nickel back to the phone company, who raised money for
hospitals, asylums. And two, you're Joe Haff, a careful

reporter, who if he finds that what he's just been told is
tpue -- he'll do something about it.

PRSI s

You go to the Court records, stuly them with gquiet care,
Then, you walk into your friend's office -- the assistant

district attorney of Bergen County -- Ray Miller.
Ray, maybe this is all old hat to you, but Itll say it for
what 1t's worth.
I'm listening. r

gl
Everyone of thos Aﬁhecks = e e OW TSIy P R e
Luepuane: was drawn on a big company. THe=edevatobifiwemy
cheeks. Company?’s name printed on the check, payee's name
typed, BhestetE=StampEt-aibimiraiadb i B aY, and the sum
oS money printed in that -- What do you call that type,

)

witn the raised edges?

et
£

L,r'.

i

Drotecto-type. L'm listening.

The work of a pro-- a real pro. Those checksﬁwcre from 33

™

doilars up to 59, eV er—a e e L Ot et e LT TR

ind in sach case, the forger went in the store on Saturday
afterncons when the banks were closed. Do you know

Winters? Do you know Faul Winters?

ATHAQL Q171514
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RAY: I gzot nine letters from Winters. I know Winters very well.
JOE! Is he a pro? Is he a professional forger? HomGrrbdbiidue
RAY: You tell me what a professional forger looks like. I'd

like to hear that.

JOZ: Would a professional crook spend the rast of his life
trying to prove he's innocent, L N Lo rindl S ALE IRy

RAY? If you were a crook, Jog, you would. I would. It would
ba the best protective color in the world.

NARR: Hets got something. Assistant district attorney Ray
Miller has got something. A erock might do just that.

But it's not enough to stop you, Jou Raff, from going on
to a next step. The next step is a visit to the Martin
Irternational Detective Agency -- & national clearing
house for information on con men and forgers -- from
sceing a fellow named Lance, head of the c¢criminal division
at the agency, a tough, non-committal, honest guy.

JOE: P'ape arc some of the photostats of the checks passed. Yo
S mAOWmB-ihancbBEY AT,  For a man who ¥nows as much as
vou I'm sure they say more to you than they possibly could
to me.

LANCE: That's pro work all right. Top nqtch pro wark. Even a

P

S, 4

7 R g AN
protactograph. Toll me something}' Whai,nanes did he useel...

as payee? qLmmaaﬁTn6erwhemmuana-bREveheﬁks~payabfh?

ATHQT Q171515



JOE:

LANCE:

JOE:
LANCE:

JOE
LANCE:
JOE:
LANCE;
JOE:

LANCE:
JOE:

-12-
Well -~ Bwing was one name. Murdock. And the Essex

County batch -- Toland.

VAl i cipmiatiyeniee. (Ewing, Murdock, Toland. )
ringing -- not a big bell, but a little hell, Ioireweiee

4 bell is
%ﬁmﬁn@w“ﬂmmmmwﬁmmwep@%&pwmeMQ'"?nmmumu

eI BEETLY ,-
{PAGES BEING TURNED }

AL
What'!s that?}ﬁa\ya-z,d,
(READING & ANSWERING) Just a bulletin put out by the
Bankers? Association, —-iQHr%&ﬁnw-ﬁhey-géééﬁﬁﬂﬁaxﬁnhg

“h&hdWNWJMMMﬂwﬂmmmﬁmmﬁ?”ﬁvtm$4mE@Mwuu3

WL, o et i i A

HulletIRPETERnenily The newest wrinkles in forgery,
the newest forgers. Ah hahi Ah hah! Who's this?
(EXCITED) Thatfs Paulfs picture.

And who is the dame?

v/
That's Tinaed/ i

Let me read you the captlon under it. Or read it yourself.

(2TADING) "HNotorious forger pair recently passing chacks

in Wisconsin, Minnesota, Forthern I1llinois area™., That's

crazy? They haven't been out of Jersey JAn.=ails
honz}ong!

Read on.

tanted by police of Maine, MNew Hampshire, Vermont,
Massachusetts, Rhode Island, Connccticut, New York and
New Jersey." lloly mackerall (THEN VIQLENTLY} "Names of

the forgers -- William and Helen Ellict." Elliot?

RTHOT1 Q171516



LANCE:

JOE:
LANCE:

-13-

William and Helen Elliot are the smartest forgers in the
Fast -- maybe the whole country.

But thatt!s Paul's picture, and Tina's.

(SMIL1NG) You know when you started talking, I figured it
had to be something like this smd-ddmwoA. One of the most
fantastic coincidences in history -- PO LT i - A i M 0

hpandmotm That's not(W'nters, that's Elliot. And the

JOE:
LANCE:

JOE:

LANCE:;
JOE:
LANCE:

[T Y
woman is not,ﬂ;absraﬁﬂW*ﬁa . itfs Elliotts wife.
_‘/l

Lt .

I te)l you, thatt!s Winters and Wty !

No, sir. fXauwsee;ﬂiﬂvé"hﬁén“ﬁafCﬁiﬂg”%ﬁigm@§§§*TUT*Qﬁtv!
B.yEtE™ If you saw the two men and the two women in the
the same room, you'd be able to tell them apart. But

separately? Look, even you just made the same mistake.

(NOW WITH AESOLUTE AUTHORITY) {E;:;;_;;;;IBRZ)th;s is ..
Py .

e
S T, *
-~

Elliot and this is Elliot's wife and~£he Hwnters were

picked up for & jobs pulled by the Elliots.
WL IEECY S

Then if we can get Elliot -- &l 5 b ~- bring them

before the witnesses, the ones who said the couple that

o

passed the checks were bia-Winters Gt

Thatis a-big- “1f“~w&oe.v;€¢§u&nbig

Sore; Plck up’Elklct*andthS Wif&® That's something a lov
of other people would like t©o do too, including the police
forces of Maine, New Hampshire, Vermont, Massachusetts,
Rhode Island, Connecticut etc.

And there it is. The simplest thing in the world. Free a
TLe

man -- vindicate a man and hls,yi£e~by finding two of the

wiliest, cleverest crooks that ever turned out a forged
document. {MORE)

ATHO! Q1721517
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NARR: Nobody else has been able to do it in ten years. Can

(CONTD)
you, Joe Haff? Can anybody?

s Y e ma o e e A e e e me =

ATHOT 0171518



THE BIG STORY
PﬁGGRAM #184

~15-

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

(MUSIC:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRIC:E

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

Guard against threat-seratch! {EFFECT)

Fnjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos.

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine
tonaccos 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
rurther than that of any other leading clgarette,
Moreover, after 5 puffs,or 10, oT 15, or 17, PELL MELL
still gives you a longer, natural filter of fine
tobaccos - to guard against threat-scrateh,

For FELL MELL'S greater length travels the smoke further
on its way to your throat - Tilters it naturally
thretgh PELL MELL'S traditionally fine, mellow
toozceos - guards against throat-scrateh.

ves, PELL MELL'S flne mellow tobaccos give vou &

smoothness, mildéness and satisfaction no other

cizarette offers you. Guard against throat-scratchl
Enjoy smooth smoking!

ssk for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished
red package- PELL MELL FAMCUS CIGARETTES - toutstanding!"

and - thev are mild!

ATHKOT Q171519




- _(_:MUS IC:

HARRICE:

NARR:

JOB:

PAUL:

JOE:

PAUL:

RAY:

JOE:
RAY:

~16-

This is Cy Harrice, returning you to your MNarrator and
the Big Story of Joseph Haff, as he 1lived it and wrote 1t.
mime -~ it's all time, it's all taken time., Precious time
in the lives of two people who once were decent and now
are broken / “Toe Haff of the New York Times wems take,
what to you, is the exciting information you have just
gotten from the detective Agency, fto Vlinters,

Thercls no light in his ded® eyes as he listens.

But look, Paul, now we know. Ve know It's this Elliot
and his wife,

411 slong I knew it was someone c¢lse. Now I know the
néme. Does that help, really?

But if we can find them. And even if we can't find them,
we can bring this information into the district
attornay's office.

If -- an "if" ten thousand miles high.

iesistant district attorney Ray Miller is interested
(maybe the Vif" is not 10,000 miles high).

Sure I'm interested., Maybe I would go along with you on
tre fact that Elliot and Winters look alike. But the
two women to look alike too?
ook at the pleture. Co
¥kat about those eye witnesses%}_bo wou know over ten
people identified Winters .as the forger? What are you
going to do, just throw that down the drain? This fellow

Jaspar who ran the liguor store--- the first one.

Get him to change his mind and the rest of them and then
mavbe we'can do something -- A e mmm e o

ATHCT Q171520



_gMUo IC:

JOE:
JASPAR:

JOE:
JASPAR:

(MUsIC:

NARR:

MAN TIT1:

NARR:

PAUL:

JOE:

Pi"LUL:

JOE:

PAJL:

NARR:

-17-

Nowr ple%pe look at this picture carefully, Mr, Jaspar.
bork -

Oh, -~ again! look, my affidavit's on file - that's

Winters and that'!s all there is to 1t.

Suppose I told you it wasn't Winters,

(VIOLENTLY) Gedaeat. Don't try and get me mixed up,

Winters' & forger and T'11 stake my 1life on it. Get

out!

Vou persist; to cther witnesses: a grocer, a butcher,
a landlord; and always..

T sald everything I got to say in Court. Yhat do you
mean coming around trying to confuse somebody with
pictures!

jlow ihe "if" 1s 50,000 miles high - zrnd time, alwavs
precious time, while a woman rounds “ei hands in scrub

11t - O BTN - L B

sl
water, and & man peddlsshten:cenh‘comﬁafﬁou .

(But he pauses to tell you something urgent) ----
Gre hlnquﬁh—+e§45 never keforc in my life --

Don't say it, Papl, hot vet --

I zot to,ngxﬁiEEEEZ Somebody's really tryirg to help
me - vou --- that's a thing never hanpzned before in
ny life —-

Thanks, but don't say it yet - till we really get
samething done.

Even so, thank you,

(PAUSE )

ind five years goem. by, five ineredibly long years - and
then ----

(PHONE, ANSWERED.)

ATHOT Q121521




JOEs
LANCE:

JOE:
LANCE:

JOE:
LANCE:

(MUSIC:

NARR:

HELEN:

(MUSIC

JOE:
PAUL:

JOE:
PLUL:
JCE:
PAUL:

{MUSIC:

-18-~
Joe Haff speaking.
(ON FILTER) This is Lance over at the Martin Detective
AZENCY.
Yes, Lance.
A couple of friends of yours got picked up vesterday.
v111iam Flliot and his wife Helen,
You mean it?
Yup. He's in the hoosegow 1n Milwauxee and they pot her
in Watertown, New York.
Becanse Watertown 15 nearer, and Helen Ellio% is a
woman and maybe susceptible, you gef over tnere. She
2l 11ke Tina:kmbib:!@é“, it srakes you.

. ﬂ’?"/"_ﬂ?m:y(.’;-f .
73t her sentiments are so “womeerdbdwssdss diffcerent --
LRad)

s e g

lonks so P

Mister, as long as I'm in jail, as far =5 I'm concerned,
tka rest of the world can croak dead., (oil.dhoWeiiile
wiha b FeunreahiG0odiih - ¥ PsPaul ca e FI TREWimiere .

Let's go to ¥Milwaukee Paul., Let's sez Dllict himself.
That for?k-It's been five years now and nothing's
happened -

It might work =-

How many times do you want me to die?

Okay, Then I'1l go alone,

Ge, but den't tell me what happoned. I den't want to

kneow. Juslt leave me alone.

ATHKOT Q171522



" NARR:

JOE:

ELLIOT:
JOE:

ELLIOT:
JOH:

ELLICT:

JOk;

ELLIOT:

(MUSIC:

—

-19-

You go and the startling resemblance of the £2 year

old man in the Milwaukee prison in fraent of you and the
60 year old man in ¥ew Jersey is amazing.

Look, Elliot, maybe nothing in the world can evef get
inside of you and reach you and bothcr you. But will
you listen?

Sure., I 1listen to loits of things.

You got 18 years. fnd after youtre through serving those
18 years, you then have a sentence of 11 years. That's
29 years ahead of you in jail., You're 63 Ellioct,

How long do you thirk you're golng to 1ive?

I'21 live,

You'll be 91 { if vyoutre alive) befors you get out

“ow look at these checks. We know you passed them --
the ones on which Winters was convicted. Supposc

vouu admit that you passed the checcks. What will

they give you? §8ix years moref What's six years

when a guy's got to serve 297 Tt L6 ontkyc ERERTEA R perc
botuween.35.: ARA-RG ST I N BN TS N A T PETR TN
Hogause yeu'il“b?'d&a& You going to 1ive to 9f% Glve
tnls poor gui;:E ;1;e\him a couple of ycars..

(MOVED) You should havc been a preacher. Got a pen?
ﬂﬂﬁ?v‘ﬁfﬁ“?ﬁﬁ“gningutoagg@

I'li*wyite you sometbiﬁg. How's this? '"These checks
cashad ;Q'Ebe Jasﬁar Liquor Store etc., wirae cashed by

me =- dilli"m E11 {5t and not by Paul Vinters. I did

M iy

it., He'didn't. Signed: ”1iliam Hl iot clias Toland,

ATHKGT Q17152



 N&RR:

RAY:
JOE:

RAaY:

40

B.J;Y:

(MUsIC:

B

—

MARR:

JASPLR:

JOR:

-20-
You don't let the triumph burst into words yct. You
don't tell Paul, and hﬁ:ﬁu&ﬂo-Tin%f; ?Di)ﬁifbe’jiffiijl
be znotheér slip. Instead, you tak%iét to Ray Miller,
the assistant district attorney.
(UNIMPRESSED) 1I'd forget about it.
What! What are you talking about? Jgad.thewsbeis-ammid
Bl dobeadmmed,
What's a statement

Qgiworth? 115 3 {ke~a~confesstonofeppup g rREiboskiod

A et

a guy facing 29 years at the age of

. 8lectrig~chiftmss

{AIMOST AT WIT'S END) But it's truel! 1T knew it's true!
The way he said it -- the way he listened to me!

Okay., Maybe I believe it too, Butjthere's 5till the

testimony of ten eye witnesseg on ﬁﬁgh;EE§§ET)

_ _“BiBKS. . _._.)

Yow veu're glad you didn't tell Winters. It would have
bren too much to take, fnother heartbreag‘qight htave
killed him. You go over to Jaspar, the Shedi’ ttore
owner -- perhaps the hardest in tue bunch to erack and
if vou crack him -----

Eedontaeurrer BT pIStErMe. I don't care about
statzments of a guy in jail. I say it was Winters and
notting you can say is going to change me,

¥You mean vou're afraid maybe he'll suz you for false
arrast?

(SILINCE -- LONG P.USE)

ATKGT 0171524



JOE:

JASPAR:

MAN IIT:

MAN IIT:

(vusIc:

N/RR:

P.UL:
JOE:

/ﬂb,éﬁﬂﬁ“‘” ~21-
Lookafwﬁntcrs swore he'd sue no onu for false arrest.
Read what he wrote saying that.
(KONESTLY) Look, mister, I don't know your angle, but
people have a way of denylng sometimes what they put
down on paper when there's wmoney involved. 8ure, maybe
he said he won't sue. T got a small business, a family,

kids. T eantt take a chance like that,

;re they all golng to be "Jaspar's' -- 21l small people
frightcned and afraid of reprisal, of suits for false
arrest? You're going to find out.

Gee, I didn't know, (PAUSE} I'11l say maybe 1t was
Elliot, not Winters.

STING, IN TRIUNMPH)

o —— T

Eoy, that poor guy -- 12 years this has heen going on

and 21l the time it was somebody elsel! Surc I'1ll sign.

:nd others cgme in. MNinc of the eye witnesses ceme in.
ind even then Joe Haff, you don't tell«ihe Wintcrs,
No. Instead, you go to the ministers, preachers, the
rabbis, the doctors -- the respectable ecitizens of the
community. Get statements from them. Get statcements
from the police officors involved, from the district
atiorney's office, from everyonc-- asking vindieation
for this man, asking full pardon for him, JSnd then
vou tell him, Fc listens quietly, and after a leong
momenl of thoughtfulness says.

Joe, when does 1t go (to the board?)

TomoTrrow.

ATHGT 0171525




PAUL:

—_an_
Vhatevor happens, 1'11 never forget you the rest of my

life, But I'm not expecting a thing. HNot one single
thing. It's nearly 15 years row and if it
happens, it'll be a miracle. Personally, I don't

beliove in miracles.

VOICE:

1t goes now before the three man pardon board of the
State of Hew Jersey. L1l the careful information you
have cellected. fnd they sit and announce --

411 thzt can be said at this time is that the
recormendation of this board has been passed along to

the Covernor of this State,

Al ki et S e e e T T - e ——

VOICE:

(HGSIC:

JA46PSARs

P.UL:

JLSPAR:
PalL:
JOE:

P.UL:

Tipe, time, time. A week, a month, - month of
condenscd years, And then, woré comes from the
Governer's mansion,

Full and unconditional pardon is harewith granted to

Paul Vinters mmcirissesrfefirrr-idmdens:

TP, INTO, . . .)

(VERY FRIENDLY) Mr. Haff, Mr. Vinters, Mrs;--Winterak
Ttis aeponiplontunes—Fois, bo Elevin youi., Mhat'11 it

br?

(A CCMPLFTELY CH/NGED MAN, YOUTHFUL, VIGOROUS, ALIVE)
I dsn't knew Mr, Jaspar. We thought we'd have 2 kind
of celebration and --

Sparkling burgundy! Or chompagne!

Let's have both. Eow much will that be?

Let me pay, Paul, will you?

ey
Oh no! This is on mcF-but I didn't bring any money
with me. I brought ﬁy check. Will you cash my cheek,

Mr. Jaspar?

RYTHQT Q171526
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¥ope. T won't cash your check, Mr. inters. On account
of -~ \lell, thera's no charge, Let's say it's a present
from me and a lot of other people around here.
(PLUSE)

Thank you Mr., Jaspar - thank you very rmuch.

a
e TR

In just a moment we will read you a telegram from
Joseph ﬂ{ waff of the New York Times with the final
outeome of tonight's BIG STORY.

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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HARRICTE:

CHAPFELL:

HARRICI:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPEELL:

HiRRICE:

HARRICE:

SELPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIC STORY
FROGRAL ;184

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

i et

THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) ~- THROAT-SCRETICH (EFFICT) ==
THROLT-SCRLTCH (EFFECT) --
cuard aczainst throat-scratchl {XFFECT)
Fnjory the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos.

F2LL 1TLL'S greater length of trzditionally Tine

tobrecos Graveles the smolte furtiner ...,
Filters she smoke and makes 1t plld.

PRff by pulf you're alweys shexzd when you cmoke PELL

WELL, At the firet puff PrLL iliLL snoke 1s filtered
further thon thet of any other leading cigorette.

toreover, after § puiis, or 16, or 13, or 17, PUll
LELL still gives you a longer, azsurst filter of
traditioneliy fine tobacecos -~ 1O guard azgaianst throat-
ser:iea., “es, PELL MILL'S fine nellow tobaccos give

you 2 siwoobhness, mildness and sagisfaction no other

eigcvette ofifers you.

30 dor'i let throat-scratch spoll 7our cnoking enjoyment.
Guerd egainst throat-geratehl

Enjov snooth smoxing!

4sk for thc longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

»ed package - FELL MiLL FALOUE CIGARITTES -

"Qutgtanding !

ind - they gre mildl
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(MusIc: _ _ _ IAG). o zi
CHAPPELL: Now we read you-%hﬁrtelegram from UOSEp#}é< Haff of
the New Yorx Times. - L /4
/z{ o ﬂ__’_, f"y i 1.
s Pl o “a justed and h%p J,iﬁurﬁﬁntcrs ar“ cq30y1ng,bherr* K
b/ j’/'\ﬁ (et T At R et e e e, £

2 a'at last ¢ vwndzcafv&‘?@ﬁﬁfa‘ Al dadkpieaiii ?; ”?--
rdgnts- ta-svew£0?5?§*sc’# (‘_

6";. b‘ff‘x}
a bill to re-imburse-i=@ for his t;mc in prisen and
,J'u ; A
his 19 years of heartbroak ;s;hezng presented,

1mpitﬁﬁﬁﬁ%a%* in 3?5 Ney Jer;qy legislature next year,
T A

Many thanks for tonight's PELL MELL [LRD.

CEAPPELL: Thank you, Mr. Haff ,... the makers of PELL MELL
7.MOUS CIG/RETTES are proud to present you the PELL
VELL $500 lward for notable sorvice in the field of
jeurnalism,

EARRICE: Listen again next weck, same time, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another ZIG
STORY - A BIG STORY from the front pages of the

Vildwood New Jorscy Lnad?r By 11ne Penrv o Lanluus. -
: f’f\_ . -

.. BIG ﬁTORY about avrupurtﬂr“wva“sc_ by
r!’.& e
uoqthwat the end of an .gelri=" £1sHerman s Spaateme

L(MUSIC: THTOME WIPE AND_FADE TO_BG QN_CLE)
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CELPPELL:

(MUSIC:

e — . -

CHAPPELL:

o6~
TEE BIGC STCRY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with
music by Vladimir Selinsky. Tonight's program was
adapted by .arneld Perl from an actual story from the
front pages of the New York Times. Your narrateor was
Bob Sloan, and Les Damon played the part of Jaseph Haff.
In order to protect the namcs of people actually
involved in tonight's authentic BIG STORY, the names
of =11 characters in Yhe dramatization were changed
witn the exception of the reporter, Mr. Eaff.
THEME UP_FULL [ND F.DE_FOR)
This is Erncst Chappell speaking for the makers of
PELL MELL FiMOUS CIGLREITES,
(PLUSE)

ATHOT Q171530




"?HE BIG STORY! -27-

SMNOUBCEMENT FOR BROADCAST ON RADIOQ SHOW - WEDNESD.Y, 10/4/50

CH/PPELL:

This is the tenth /nnual Newspzper Week celsbrating
the importance of the imerican newspaper, and

nowspaper reporter, in the lifc of our communitics.

We are proud that we of Pell Mell, in presenting

The Biz Story" program, have, in our own way,

enphasized the importance of newspapers in fmerican

1lifc. "The Big Story" 1s bassd upon the courage,
intelligence, and persistence of hundrads of newspapermen
and newspapcrwomen in cities throughout the country.

The nowspaper poople, whose efforts crcated these true
storics, went beyond the cz2ll of daty to proteet

thoir cormunitics, often risking their own lives,

Wga i ’
by the nowspaper -- without whose vigi

*"n reel democeracy

exchonge of iaéﬁ%aang informatigmng

.-..'\:\,‘,.._-“h . -
aonld-not exisgt--wn S :@r'

TP,

S g

"Thus skoll the proess the poorlals trust

madintain Unnswod by influcnes. anc uraribod by

rain.,

TETIS IS NBC - THE NATIOWAL BROSDCASTING COME.NY

1111y. mib/ le.

ATHOT 0171531




AS BROADCAST

THE_PIG STORY

PROGRAM # 185

CAST
HARTATCOR BRC3 SLOMHE

Y HILL GUIIH A

e :
- P g e
CHEARLIR B R G e

MALDE TN JUE DE SANTIS
GLORGE JOE DE SANTIS
JOLY MICHAEL OTDAY
T/ PEEHDER MICHATL 21DRY
LIS AR JIM BOLTS
KILEY JIM BOLIS

POF BILL SMITH
UBSSCH BILL SMITH
STLTEHS HUNPHREY DAVIS

LRI LEY HUMPHREY DRAVIS

WEDNESDAY, OCTCTEER 11, 1450
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NBC & NET THE BIG STORY #1865

( ) )
10300 - 10:30 PH O0TOBER 11, 1950 WEDNESDAY

CHAPPELL: PFLI-MELL FAMOUS CIGARBITES present.... HE BIG STORY,
(GENTLE WHINE OF WIND, OARS IN VATER
JOEY: (SHIVERING) Gee, Dad, I'm freezin'. It!s pretty ¢old to
zo fishin' for ccls today.
BLAINE: lickce, son, DBut there's no bettsr cating than a good
mess of fried cels.....

{OLRS BTOP;

BLAINE: Jooy,....Lo0k down there,...in the weter.
JORY: Dai) Jtl's an eel!
BIATHE: veu, Hold the boat steady, son, I'm going to try «nd

sscer him,....(GRUNT)
JOEY: Didve get him?
BIAINE: T junno. Got something on the ond of this spear, “elge.-
B WAGO0D. . Seems mighty heavy for an sgel, though.
(CRUNTING, A5 WE HEEAR SPLASHING SCUKDS) Wait'll I get It

noap the surface ond.,..{CUTS, THEN GLEP3)

JOFY: (i3 £WE) Dadl Holy Smoke! Look whet vou caught!
BLAINE: (17 AWE) Lerd Atmighty!
(MUSIC: HIT TP AND UNDER)

ATXAT 0171533
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAN ;1157

OPENING COMMLERCTIAL:

QuUsIC: _ __

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRIGCE:

CHATPFELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAYTELL:

FARRICE:

BRHTID).
TH304T-SCRATCH (EFFECT) - -THROAT-SCRATCII (EFFECT) -~
THRCAT-SCRATCH (ZFFECT)

Guard ageinst throat-scratch! {EFFECT)

Enjoy the smooth smoking of Fine tokaccos.

PILL MELL1S greater lenmth of traditicnally fine tohaccos

Lrszvels the smolke further......

Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

Puff by puff youlre always gheed when wycu smoke PELL MELL,
%% the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further than
trat of any other leading éigaretto.

Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 13, o» 17, PELL MELL
sti11l gives you a longer, natural filter of tradgitionelly
~ime tobsceos - Lo guard sgainst tnree<-geratch, Yes,

7L MEL'S fine mellow totaccos give ou & smopthness,

nilrness and antisfaction no other cigarette offers you,

namtt 1ot throat-seraten spoll your smoking anjoyment.

02

yeerd agelinst throat-scratchl!
Znioy smooth smeking!
Asic for the lopger, finer clgarette ir the distinguished

red packmpe - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARPITES-

ratstanding!"

—

An? - they are mild!
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THE BIG

..3.-

3TORY

PROGRAWM f10=

OPENING COMIERCTAL Y

(uUSIC: . . _

FARRICE:

CHA FPEI.L:
HARRICE:

CHAPFETLL:

HARRICHE:

CHAPPELL;

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHATFELL:

HARRICE:

BEHIND)
THROAT -SCRATCH (EFFECT) ~-THROAT-3CRATCH (EFRECT) --
TIRCAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT)

Guard against threat-scratch! {EFFECT)

Enjsy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccas.

PILL MELL'S greeter length of traditicnzlly fine fotaccoes
tpryele the smole ITurther......

Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

Puff by puoff you're always ehesd when you smoke PELL MELL,
A%t the first puff PELL MELL smoke is riitered further than

that of eny other leading clgaretts.

lMoreover, after © pufiz, or 1¢, or 13, ar 17, PELL FELL

£till gives you a longer, natural £ilter of traditionally

tobaccos - to guard against threct-gerztch, ¥Yes,

ey
Iine

zive you & smoothnese,

H—

5711, MELL'S fine mellow totaccos

mildness and satisfactlion no other cigerette offers you.

Dottt let throst-scratch spoil your amrkinz enjoyment.
Guard against throst-scrateh!
Inioy sigoth smoking!

neie for the longsr, finsr cigerette ir the distingaishel

weld peclmge ~ PELL, NMELL FAMOUS CIGARELTES -
fputstanéing!"”

And - thev are mild}l
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CIHAPPELL: WVildwood, New Jersey....the story as it actuelly

hanpened. .. Henry Tapidus! story, as he lived 1t. ...

MARR: The Wildwood Leader is a weekly, published every Thursday.

snd aa & small-town newspaperman you, Eenry Lapidus,

cye more than just a reporter. 7You &]so eiit the paper,

yrite the ads and headlines, and take & turn et makeup

wand in the composing room. Aside from this, you handle
a few community chores 1in your spare time....pollce
pacorder for North Wildwood, justice ci the peace,
cipector of city publicity, and & member o the Volunteer
wirs Departront. Naturally, you kncw everybedy in town,
insluding the kids, by their first rname. And you are not
ot all surprised, when on thisg cold anl hlzak Feoruary
roerning.. o
(PHONE RINGS)

(RECELIVER OF'F HOOK )

HENEY: Wildwood Leadep, -- Lanidus spec<ing

JOEY: {FILTER, oYXCITER) Mr. Iapidus, this hare is Joey Blalne.
HEHRY: wel1l! Ilow are you, Joey?

JOEY: lir, Lawidus, I gct semething to tsll ou, I wes just

out eel fishin' with my Dad....
H=MRY : Thot sa?  Pretty cold o go spearing gels, Did you
have any lueclk, son?
JOEY: cee, Mr., Lepidus, that!s what I'm tryint to tell you.
vou oughta see what we caught! You gotta come over Lo
Jtten Cunal right suwey!
HENRY: Serry, Joey., I'm pretty busy right now. Tell your Dad
I111 drop In at the house & 1ittle later, and take a

picture of that eal,...if 1lt!'s a big one,

RTHQT Q1715306



THE BIG STORY
PROGRAR (#1017

OPENING CCOIMMERCIAL:

pusIC: .

HARRICE:

CHAPPFRIL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPFLL;

FARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

EARRICE:
CHAPPELT
HARRICLE:
CHATFELL:

HARRICL:

BEHTID).

THROAT-SCRATCH (ESFECT) --THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) --
THRCAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT)

Cuzrd against throat-scratch! (EFFECT)

Enisy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccss.

2TLI MELL'S greater length of traditiconclly Fine tobaccos

troyels Lhe smele further......
Ti:ters the smoke and makes it mild.

Puff by peff youTre always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL.
~% the first puff PELL MELL smcke is fiitered further than
thzt of any other leading éigarette.

Moreover, 2fter 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, 5 17, PELL MELL
£4i11 gives you a longer, naturel filter of traditionally
rine tobageos - to zuard againsl throat-scratch. Yes,

7:71 FELL1S fine mellow tokaccos give you & smoothness,

4

~ilAness end sotilafaction no other clgarsite olfers you,

T-nlt let throat-scrasch spoil your smolinz enjoyment,

Guoara against thyoat-scratichl
Enjoy smooth smolking!

Lsir for the longer, finer clgarstie In Uine diztinguished

rel veckege - PELL, MELL FRMOUS CIGARZTLLG-
"cutetanding!”

And - they are mildl
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CHAPPELL: Wildwood, New Jersey....the story &s it actually
hapmened. ... Henry Lapidus! story, &s he 1ived 1t.......
(JUIC:_ _ _UZ AND UNDER)
WARR: The Wildwood Leader ls & weekly, published every Thursdéay.
'nd es & small-toun newspaperman you, LEenry lapidus,
ore morc than just a reporter. You £lszo ed1t the paper,
write the ads and headlines, and teke 2 turn at makeup
waad in the composing room. Lside from this, you handle
o few community chores 1in your sHare time....pollce
rscoprder for North Wildwood, justice ¢ the peacs,
sincetor of clty publlcity, and a membter of the Volunteer
wipe Dopariment. Ketwurally, you know sverybody in town,
i1vcluding the kids, by thelr first nams. 4and you are not
ot all surprised, yhen on this cold en’ blesak Feoruery
morning.. ..
(PHONE RIKGS)

{(RECEIVER OI'F HOOK)

HENRY: wildwood Leader. -- Lapidus speaking

JOLY: (ZTLTER, FXCITED) Mr. lapidus, this reye 1s Joey Elalne.
HFIRY: Weil! How are you, Joe¥?

JOEY!: tin, Lapidus, I =0t semething to tell rou. I wes just

out eel filshin! with my Dadeess
HEMRY: peat 0% Pretly cold Lo go spearing se.5. Dig you
have any luck, &on?

JOEY: Gec, Mpr. Lapidas, thetts what 2

v tryint to tell you.
Tou ocughta see what we ceught)  ¥ou gottés come OVer to
otten Cenal right awey!

HENRY: sorry, Joey., Ifm pretty busy right now. Tell your Dad
111 drop in at the house & jittte later, and take &

picture of that eol,...if 1t's a big one.

ATHOT Q171538




JOEY:
HENRY:

JOEY:

{MUSIC:

NARR:

BILINE:

HEWRY :

BLATNE:

IENRY:
BLATHE:
HAURY ¢
BLATNE:

HENRY:

HENRY:
BLAINE:

_5..'
Fut we dldn't coteh an eel. We caught a ran!
(A BEAT) A what®
A drowned man} My Dad's got him hookes on his spsar

now! But he con't pull him out of the weter!

Vildwood is & summer resort known to thousands. But this
is winter, =2nd Jts locksd and boarded cottages are
covered by an icy shroud, You race by them, past the
niers and bulkheads rattered by the stiantic, and finallyt
you reach Ottenls canal. Thers you se= a dory which has
Apifted into shore. And 1n it is Frari Rlaine, the
~ishepman, holding a water-logged, shapeless mass in the
yater, on the end of his spear.....

(WHINE OF WIND)
(PANTING) Hooked it about & hundred yarls out, Henry.
Caulén't pull the dody Ub...,.it's weizhted down. Had
to drift inghore so my boy could call,.us.
Frank.....mayhe the two of us could pull IT vo.....
fiembc. The pollce will be along eny minute, .., but letls
cry. ‘The wody's zst rope around it.,.fezls like 1t's
enchored belew,
You greb thot vart of ths PODPE. ..., 1112 taks this.
£11 rlght, We'll Try.
Neo 377
Rendy.
(GRUNT) Heave!

(WE HEAR GROANING AND GRUNTING)

(SPLASHING IN WATER)
(PANTING) Keep pulling, Frank. It's ...coming. .. up.
something....mighty heavy's holding....it..,.down!

ATHOT Q17,1538



BLATNE:

HENRY:

HANRY:

RIAINES

HENRY:

BLATWE:

HENRY:

(MUSIG: . .

NrER:

CHARLIE:

-5-
(MORE SPLASHING)
700 there.....1t'!s weighted down by tvo cement pler
Tlocks.,
(GRUNTING} Heave.....Frank.. Over....into the boat.....
novi
(PINAL SPLASH., THUD OF BODY AND CEMENT BLOCKS
INTO WOODEN BOAT)
(EANTING) Therc we arel
(WE HEAR SOUND OF TWO EXHAUSTHED HIN BANTING
FOR A MOMHENT)

iord, AMipkty, Henry, what a sight! Look E%..ee8F 15,0

17

smen abiff 28 8 toard.

by
=

(cJI97) dnow who 1t 1s, Frank?
o, Cen't even cee his face. Ttlg & mest. ., .a mesk of
fyoazen mud, .. ’ v{x
A
. ) ) pha LT
ves. Welll have to wait awhile, Fraenk, Sill is.-face ... ..

thaws out.

_U2 1D UNDER)

re policec come, and & crowd gathers, And rou, Henry

T¢ *1dug, stare Jown at +he grisly horror, and wonder.

v-4 wait for the irozen face to thaw, =nd you wonder, Vho
e thiz nameless derclict? Who weizhaed him down with

L e

concreote, and drornped him Geep.into the cold, mur Ky

copths of Otten's Canal, Why? You difnlt know all the
aaswers then, You 44on't kmow that a w~enth before the

£poll led from the muddy bottom »f the cansl to & housz
cn Mineteecnth 3treet.
?on, looks like & hlizzerdts coming up, You really goin!

to take the bus to Bridgeton?
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POP:
CHARLIE:

POP:

CHARLIE:

FOF:

CHALRLIE:

FOr:

CHARLIE:

FOP:

CHARLEEY

POP:

CHARLIE:

FOP:

CHARLIE:

Yep, son. I am.....

But what for? /(;'.,

I went to see your Lrouher. Hoven't veid him or his

ramily & visit for & long time.

Bui Pop, you can sce Georgs an Alme sone other time....

Lo, Charlic. Alumats teen sick....may neod an operetion.

Gefore your mother died, & yoar ago....well,....she took

cape of these here family matters. Hew,...l guess
un to me, The fact {s.....George necdis help,

Y21 moan.....monasy?

ity

Yeo, -—%%hewkﬁuuykpmdxamneﬁdﬁﬁﬂn-O"P““Lﬂan_ and. I know

Gzorge hasn't got a dollar €0 pay. Lorigy T

et

T figure

I'm onlty doin{ymyvfamily duty if T help out, After all,

'_Q“ngﬁﬁiéwﬁiwhgﬂduﬁ§m9 63 YOU.....

Too, you mean youlre golng to give Gesrzc the insurance

waney Mom left Fer the family?

vew., Got it right on me. 4 thousand collers,

.nd 1f George necds 1it, he's welcome to 1%, cvery

sorny. (PAUSE)  Thet is, 1f you donts object, Charlie.

(-, SEATY Me? Wiy should I, FPop? itttz o1l in the family,

5 ghead, Give it to him,

(GUIETLY) I'm glad you said that, son.

v it? TIf CGearze really needs 1t thzt much, surec,

(ZIBARRASSED) Aw, cut it oub, Pop. vou rale me sound,
1ike...well, never mind. (A PAUSE 7y wWhot bus are you
toliings

The five ofclock,
T gqunno., T still think you're foolish, Top.
That asnow's really coming down heavy. (. PAUSE)

Pop, will you do something for me?

AYTHDT Q17
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POP:

CHARLIE:

POP:

CEARLIE:

POP:

CH~ARLIE:

FOP:

CHARLIE:

POR:

WILEY:

STEVENS ¢

KILEY:

Vhat 1s 1t, son?
iThen you get to George's will you phone me, just so

111 know you're oway?

Hl

A1l right, Charlie.
Lgd another thing. I suppose you'll be storping &t the

. [~ P

P
WMEayern for your usual, before you take the tus?

Well, it's pretty sharp putside, end & m&n needs a niup
in weather like this.

(RESIGNED) All right, Pop, all right. I/gucss thatts

A N A
one thing 1 could never talk you out of , ~To—buRe-Fau:
"‘“mww

etz cnly one q;;nk,wthoughf ind Povn, one last thing....
Den't tell anyone youtre carrying thaet kind of monoy,

Zsveclally down ot the tavern. You hear nc, Pop?

Deontt ell enyone!

(IMPRESSIOK OF WIND OUTSIDE)
(B.G. TAVERN. :UBBUB OF VOICES.
CLANG OF CASH REGISTER ETC.)
(SINGING, HE!'S HIGH) A sailor's wife, ¢ sallor’s star
shall be.....Yo ho, boys, he,..ho he, [0 02.... ..
{3TARTS TO CLCKLE}
(APFLAUSE AND LAUGHTER. Ab ZIEg:  "HREY,
TEAT'S GCOD, POP)  SING SOME MIETIM)
Fov, youlre sure In godd velce tonlght]
vooh! Dest singin' clamdigger on Cape L&y, cintt he,
Wiloy?
(HIGH) Hore's to ya, Pop!  Best-singin? clemdigger from

Barncgate Bay to Delawarc!
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N3G & HEY TUE BIG 3TORY #1805

( ) )
10:00 - 10:30 Pif OCTORBER 11, 1950 VELHESDAY

CHAPPELL: PRIL-MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES preasent....THE BIG STORY.
(MUSIC: _ _ EANFLRE)
(GENTLE WHINE OF WIND, OARS IN WATER
JCEY: (SHIVERING} Ges, Dad, I'm freezin’, Iuts vretty cold o
go fishint for cels today.
BLAINE: Lorcbe, son. But therefs no better cating than a good
mess of fried celz... ..

(0DARS STOP)

BLAINE: Joey..... ook doun there, ...in the wvetsr.
JOEY: nez! It's en eell
PLATIHE: Yoo, Hold the boat steady, son. Lim going to try and

suear him,,...{GRUNT)
JOZY: Dizye get him?
PLAINE: I dunno. Got sometiing on the ond of thnis spcar, “wajm-
A FORAGOOD  OBEM3 mighty heavy for &n ael, though.
(ZRUATING, A3 WE HAAR SPLASHIBG aoUMDs) Weit'll I get it

resr the surface cnd,,,.{(CUT8, THEN Gr275)

JOEY: (T¥ AWE) Dad! Holy Smoke! Look whet wou caught!
BLATWE: (I AW3) Lord Alwmighty!
(MUSIQ: . _HIT _UPR AND UNDER)
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CHAFPPELL: THE BIG STORY. Here 1s fimerlca. Its sound and I1ts fury,
its joy and its sorrow, as felthfully rezorted by the men
and wemen of the great Amerlcan newspeuners, (FLAT)
Wildwood, New Jersey., From the pages of the Wildwood

,eader, a story of a reporter who untied & knot,...8nd

A—t

roved & killer. Tonight, to Henry lepidus of the Wildwoed,
lew Jersey, Leader, for his BIG STORY, goes the

FILL MELL Award!

(COMYERCIAL)
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POP: Clem digger? Who's a clam digger, Kiley? Vhy, I vas
out at doep sea trollint! for tuna afors any of you was
out of your dlapers! T brought in morc bluss and
mockerel and cod than all you young squirts'll ever sce
the rest of your life.....(YELLS) Hey, Rarkeep! Barkeen!

BALRTENDER: (MOVING IN) What is it, Pop?

BARTENDER: Took, Pap. Youfve had had enough, haven'!?t you?

FOP: (HIGH) Don't tell me I had enough, Monehan!
vou think I'm drunk llke Kiley here....or this old coot,
Zievens?

(LAUGHTER. "THAT'S RIGHT, POF, YOU TELL 'EM")

BARTENDER: FPop, lisften. You ssld you had to get & hus to Bridgeton,
;md this herc's a real bllzeard.....

POF: T'11 get the bus, I'll get the bus. Whota =2fraid of &

1ittle snow! Come on, Monahan, set up the drinks.

Drinks for the house.,..! Everybody, step un! I'm
buyin! for the houae!
(YELLS: LAUGHTER: "ATTABOY, FCZ! ")
STEVENS ¥gwr, Pop, Go casy. You ain't got that Lkind of mcney.
FOP; ¢, eintt I, Stevens?
SRR wTthc”mﬁﬁt“bE“;Tft?“ﬁéﬁﬁiéjfﬁﬁhcref”POP';;E?i}};ﬁgﬁmmyou
rapatn }'?Hﬁﬁ;@t« U R Ealaal
POP: mﬂﬂéaﬁf%;£~3ﬂ7“&119??“*§%~thatwso? Here. ... ycu want to

seo money? 1111 show you money. Got it right here, In
o pocket,....talke & 1nok &t that, wili voal
(THE HUBDUB, DISS DOWN., WE HIZiR REMARKS:
" LO0K AT THAT FISTFUL. HOLY SHOKE!")
RALRTENDER: (MNOVING IN) Pop, nut eway thaet money. Vhat are you,

crazy”?

POP: Mow look here, Monahan.....

ATHKGT 8171545



RARTFHNDER:

FOP:

"BARTENDER :

{MU3IC:

KILEY:
STEVENS:

KILEY:

STRVEES:

KILEY:

STEVENSY
KILEY:

STEVENS:

{MUsIC:

GEORGE:
CHARLIF:
GEQRGE:
CHARLIE:

_9_

Put 1t away, you old fool!- How drunl cen you get,
e
flasghin! a-?oii?like that, in hcre? You want to get

rolled or something?

Rolled? / /
Lop's & fird
Kadlaaadbebt ?oplf Got on that

bus and go where you're golng, before ycu gnt into

Yeah, Stugged. Robbed,

troublel .. gt .
‘—f - D ﬂ“"‘ r’-'!"- " r .-:"-""J‘-’\:' 1 e ' c’v’ e .:‘.I e
PRIDGE) ! -

(WIND MUFFLED OUTSIDE TAVERW)
{T#VERN HUBBUB B.G.)
Say, Stevens.,
Yen?
I wonder where Fom Leonard got that fiztful of douzh he
just welked out with?
I dunno, Kiley. He must've robred 2 Tanl,

vgoh., He must of. 1'd say he hed nger 2 thousond tucia

cn him, wouldn't you?
J";t ]..Easto

Gratts what I figured. (& BEAT) Well, Stovens, I gotie

cet goint, Itve pol a date.
(4 BRIT) WNow thet I think of it, mevbs I'd better got
moin! myselll
ERIDGE)
(PHONE RING, A& PALSE, THEN AGLIE
RECEIVER OFF FOOK)
(SLEEPY) Hello?

(FILTER) George, Charlic down in Wildwacd.
Ok, hello, Charlile,

How's Alma?
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" GEORGE:

CHARLIE:
GEORGE :
CIL\RLIE:
GEORGE:

CHARLIE:

GEORGE:
CHARLIE:

GEORGE:

CHARLIE:

CIARLIE:

GEORGX:

MAHR:

~10-

Mot so good. But why arc you calling &t fhis time of
nizht, |
George, did Pon get there?
Pon? Was he coming here?
Yes., On the séggzho'clock bus.
He never got hoero.
George, I don't understand 1ﬁ: I l.cd Pop to be aure
znd call mo when he reached Tuj . I've been sitting
cp-und hore at home weolting For his c¢all. He started out
to take the bus, but in this snowstorm, I ¢UNNO......
Forzet it, kid.
Fut CGeorgC., ves
You kneow the old man. Probably steoppes in 2 tavern
somovheres, hed foo many, end ended up by wanderlng off
scmovhers. Ho's Jone 1t more than oncs efOrc.s...
“ut George, this hlizzard 1s flerce, And itts btelow
BOP30 vasas
gton worrying, kid, The old man's proratly sleeplng 1t
72 serewhere., Ee!ll turn up in a few 1273, He alweys
halch: RN
Bre GoorEde ., .
Co to bed end forget it, kid., Goed night!

(RECEIVER G HOOK)}

U2 AYD INDER)

You, Uenry lapidus, of the Wildwood Lezicr, stand in &
circle of silent onlookers, on the bank of the Otten
Cenal, shivering in the biting cold.....and walting.
vou wotch Dotective Licutensnt Art Madden wipe the fece
of the desd man with & wet towel, You watch the mesk

A €, r'; ,‘3-?_ C\"\__.._:;

0f MUd Sl e~ T Y T = o v »
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" GEORGE:

CHARLIE:
GEORGE:
{HARLIE:
CEORGE:
CHARLIE:

GEORGD:

CHARLIE:

GEORGE:

CHARLIE:

GEORGE:

CHEARLIE:

GECORGE:

(IMUsIC:

F¥ARR:

_10-

Mot so good. Bubt vhy arc you calling &t this time of
night, |
George, d1d Pon gct there?
Pop? Was he coming here? -

Yos., On the woven o'clock bus.

Hc never got here.

Georgs, I don't undotstand it, 1 =02 Pop to ke sure
end call me when he reached .  Ifve been sitting
¢round hore at home waiting for his ccll, He started out
to take the bus, but in this snowstorm, T dunnO.eses -
Forget it, kid.
ubt Georgl.eres
vou know the old man. Probably stoppes in & tavern
somewhere, had tco many, and ended up by wandering off
somewhere. Hels done 1t rmore then once before€.....
But Georgeo, thils blizzerd is fierce. and 1tts below
BOIOvavss

top worrying, kid. The old man'ts proredly slecping It

~¥7 somewhere., He'll turn up In e few days. He olways
ACCS . v s ans
RUl GeOrECs a4

Go to bed and forget it, kid, Good nizht!

(RECEIVEE ON HOOK)

circle of silent onlookers, on the tank of the QOtten
Cenal, shivering in the biting cold.....and waiting.
vou wotch Detective Licutenant Art Medden wipe the fece
of the dead man with & wet towel., You watch the mask

of MUl SRcaboo-moEtTIVI T 7 .-
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NARR: And thon from the crowd a voy steps forward, his face
pa16. 4. 8 bOy namad Charlie Leonard. And he cries out..

CHARLIE: {STRICKEN) Thet?s Top! That's ....My fother!

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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" THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #1185

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

HARRICE!

CHAPPELT.:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAFFELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) --THROAT-SCRATCE (EFFECT) =-
THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT)

cuerd against throat-scratehl {EFFECT)

Tnioy the smooth smoklng of fine tobocecos,

FFLL MELL'S greater length of treditionelly fine tobhaccos

travels the smoke further.....

Filters the smoke and makes 1t milid.

Pusf by puff youlre always shead when wvou smoke PELL MELL,
At the flrst pufl PELL MELL smoke 18 filtered further

+hen that of any othor leading cigaretie.

iloreover, altor © puffs, or ig, er 15, ¢r 17, PELL MELL
sti11l gives you & longer, naturél f1lter of fine tohacces-
to guard agalnst throat-scretch.

For PELL MELL'S greatcr length trevels the smakce furthor

s 1ts way to your throat - filters it naturelly through
PRLI, MELL'S traditionnlly Tinc, mellow tolbaccos - gUBrds
eofuinst throat-scratch.

vea, PELL MELL'S finc mellow fobocces zive you &

s=cnthness, mildnosse z2nd satisfoction o other cigorsttc

e ———

si7ors vou, Guord azainst throat =seratch.

Tnjoy smooth smoking!

Aoz for the lonper, finer clgarstic 1n the dilstinguishecd
»od packoge - PELL MELL FAMCUS CIG.RETTES -
"outgtanding!"”

And - thoy pre mild!
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HiRRICE: This 1s Cy Harrice, roturning you to your narrator.....
and the BIG STORY of Heonry lapldus....,.8s he lived 1t....
and wrote it.....

HARR: You, Henry lapidus of the Wwildwood leadcr, stare down at
the frozen body of Pop Leonard as hils son, Charlile,
stops forvard to identify him. Everybody in Wildwood
'nows the old, retired fishermon, everyonas calls him Pox,
Ard then, while waiting for the Medicol Examiner's report
to come in you go down to hondguarters cnd hoar Charlic's
whole story, as ho tells 1t to Detectivo-Licutenant Art
lMedden. vaes

CHLRLIE: (;/GITLTED) Thatts all I Kpow,-Lieutcnant. Pop had all

this dnsuranco monby,and he said he wos geing to stop at
Ir _' ,' AN

RN

il tayern hafore he toolk the flve o'cleck bus. fnd when
T called my brothor George In Bridgeton, Pop never got
trhore.

YADDEM: g ee—Gotani-ldad.gildch tavern your father might have

i i R

stoppcd in?? e

CHARLIE: vessiv, He alweys went tc the Sendbar Tovern.

SEOTITS ﬁ&ﬁ FagarTtehangout,
HEWRY : Charlic, one question,
CH/RLIZ: Yoah, Mp, Lapldus?
HENRY: Your fatheor disapzcarcd in the blizzers twy woclks ago.
My didn't you report to the pollec trot he was misslne?
CHLRLIE: woll, I telked 1t over with my brother George.
Vo doeided wo'd walt awhile. Y'soco, aftcr Mom diod,
Pop took to drinking, and ho'd wandcr off, Sometimes,
he'd only be gone & couple of days, somctimes & ﬁcok or

two. { MORE)
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CHARLIE
(CONT'D)

MADDEN

CHARLIE:

HENRY:
M.DDEN:

BARTENDER :

MADDEN
BARTEMDER &

HENRY:

BARTENDZR:

EENRY:

MADDEN:

HENRY:

-1k-
But he slways ceme back homs. {BREAK) I....I dldn't
fizure that,....that he'd never meke 1t,.,.this timc!

T scc. (GENTLY) All right, Charlic. You can go nov.

Welll call you if we noed you.
(FADING) Yessir....
(DOOR CLOSE OFF)
Well, Tt. Where do we go from here?
T.eb's try tne Sandver tavern, Honry.

RRIDGE)

(IN WITH TLVERN B, G, - piRHePI—FHRE-
B Err e PO OT O e

Yev, Licutenant. FPop Leonard was herc in my place the

day of the blizzard. He was olled to tho gllis, and
filoshed o big wad Df=idbirtrree

Vhat was ho wearing ¢t the time, Monehan?

in old, bluc and red reckinsw.,  nlwels wore it.

vou sajs he showsd 2 lot of moncy, Who wes in hore

thot night?

Everyhcdy p—berpbdasy

the kind of crowd I gob.....local craraciers, odd job

/
JL.L"_/ 4] ,71 "f
; . It was Saturdzy nizht, and you Know

W

men from inland, Cishormen, sailors T©ror

L. Pop Loonard mizht keve boen sluzzed shortly after

i
[pia}

he walked cut ol hars,

robably. He eouldn't have gone to Brid-eton,

% cheeked with the bus line, They pulled tho busses off

after the three olelock lef't that dej.
TOO much SHCW.. ..

Well, ke might hove walked out of hore. and any one of
“ifty or & hundred men drinking in here thet pipht might

have killed him, Not much to go on, is 1t7
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MADDEN :

MADDEN:
WESBOI

HEZNRY:
MADDEN:

HENRY:

MADDEN
HENRY :

M/ DDEXN:

HEHNRY:

WESSONM

HEWRY ¢

M.\ DDE

HEMRY:

MADDEN &

_15_
Mot much., Letts =sce what Doc Wosson, the medieal

crxaminer, has to say!

Funny thing about this corpss, Lieutenant,

Yes, Doc? ﬁhy?

Hordly any blood in the body. This man Leonard was hit
£t tho basc of the skull by & blunt instrument, and ho
tlcd something fierce before he dica,

Lt., walt a minute!

Yhet Is it, Ecnry?

Just got an idez, Fop Leonard must have been killed
insidec, somowhero,

Inzide?

¥Yos, Insido a car, mayhe, or & housc, or & bullding.
In other words, out =f the storm,

Buy how do you figurc....?

It was below =zoro the night of the tlizzard., If he
bled outslds, the blood would congeal and freeze, instoad
of ilowing frecly. Locs that make sensc, Doctor Wesson?
Sure dogss, Henry's right, Lt,

ISomow-THm-wdght.  dncther thing., Waen they pulled

Por Loonard out, ©ll he was weering was & shirt and
trousers, IT he were killed outsidc in the blizzard,
wouldnft he be wooring that mockinaw of nis?

He would. But moybe the killer stripped the cozt from
Pon.

Wry should he? Why should he taks a chance on having

incriminating evidcnce around?

I don't know. ey L Y /
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WESSON: To get back to that 1oss of blood, boys, I wgs”ﬁust
thinking. Jﬁfﬁf
MADDEN : Yos, Doc? ;,;’
WE3SSON; The killer dropped Léonard 1nﬁ0ﬁfhc cannl about a
ra

hundred yards offshorc. _HG had to take him out in a

noat. Maybe If we qoﬁid find & koat with bloodstalns.....

-

HENRY: It's no good, Doct
WESSONs No. Vhy not?
HENRY: Every boé£ along the conzl has old klecdsteins....from

fi;hf. £1]1 kinds of fish......blucrlsh, Tlukc, woaks,
rgcﬁén killic tait.

MEDDEN;;”Fﬁ (WITH & SIGH) Henry's right, Doc. Wolre on tho

) Gr s d, 4 mon woalks Inte a blizzard.......
end then whot!

ML.RR: Lnd then what, Thoe anawer so far is nothirng, The answyor
£o for is frustrotion. Licutcnant Moddon mekes & check
of old clothes decalers, all the way from Vesiwood to
Bridgeton, on Chorlic's description of nis fathor's
nmigsing ceat. DNothlng, But suddenly, ou, Henry Lapidus
pot on ided. You sce Frank Bloinsz, the cel fishermon
who found the boay, And yosu hove him »ow ou out on
{ttents cenal.. ...

(OL.RS I WATER, THEN STOP, )

HENRY: This the spot where you found the tody, Irank?
BL:AINE: Yo, This is it, Henry.

HENRY: Protty docp right hore.

BLAINE; Lcopest spot on tho whole eannl., 3till not so dooy-

Most of it is pretty shallow.
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HENRY :

BLAINE:

HENRY ¢

BLAINE:

HENRY:

BLATNE:

HENRY:

HENRY:

BLAINE:

HENRY:

HENRY:

..17 -
Frani, tell mec something.
Yor?
A man would have to kmow this canal pretiy woll, to
krow that this particular spot was tho best placo to hide
a corpsc, wouldn!t ho?
He suro would. You can't just tell by looking down.
This horo canalts pretty muddy......
Keld have to use these wators protby regularly....maybe
oven live right on the canal. ind In thet cesc he'd
probebly own & toat.
Wait a minute, Henry. You trying to s2y one of the
noighbors déld poor old Pop Leonard In?
I'm not trying to say anything yet, Frenk, But 1%¢'1l do..

£111 a better ldeca comes along!

Tt1s somothing. You're sure of it, yald bet on 1it.
Clrcumstantial mayh s ab?gggct toglie, tut somothing,

You gosbask-to the Wbr, and take Frank Blaine
with you. You want cnother look ot Pcp Loonard!s hody....
and also o littlc adviece., You gt 1t.....

Fronk, take & loclk ot these conerete blocks tho killer
vscd to gnehor the tody. Ever sce anything like 'om
before?

surce thing, Henry. They're common ns IIvi, A1l

the folks olong the waterfront use 'em for mooring small

craft.
(DISAPPOINTED) I sce. ~Hethrimp—tmussal.cionb.thesn,-thon.

b v 9 ¢ 152 L 4] STandard twehty—poundefé.

What about the nowve?
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T BLAINE: Plnin moorin! ropo. You can find yards of it in evory

shed up and down tho canal,

HENRY: Thetts what I thought., I.....{CUTS) Frank, wait o minute.
BLATNE: Yop?
HENRY: Thosa knots.....tho knots the killer tiled arcund Pop's

hody and the concrete. They look funny to me.,..0nusuval,

BLAINE: That's right, Thoy do.
gh. v é.; %‘..;. - J‘{i-é{{v-( L!,-rh. '{’W

HEMRY: Frank, you're an old handesidwyouive uu:kaSOGn this
zind of knot hefore? |
) BLAINE: Nope. Squore knots surc. Clove hitches, surc. But not
thilg-=--
HENRY: | agmepir o AN ST ATHE THIE ™ ¢ outd-bo i bret ke -

Tf T could check this knot, it might give mc a clue end...

{CUTS) Wait a minute, OF coursa,

BLAINE: 0f coursc what?

HEMNRY: The Coast Guard, 4They might identify this type of knot,
BLAINE: i, Could be, Henry.

HENRY : It has to be, I'll sce you later, Franil

(MI3IC: Up 4ND UNDER)
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NARR:

HARTLEY:

HENRY ¢

HARTLEY :

BARTENDER:

HENRY :

BARTENDER!

HENRY :

...19-

You cut off a seection of the rope wlth one of the
knots in it. Then you go to the Coast Guard station
at Hereford Inlet, talk to Chief Bosun's mate Hartley.
And he tells you ...

That knot, Mr. Lapidus, is what we call & studdingsall
halyard bend, or simply speaking, a2 halyard bend.

T see. And it's not just a common knot, Chief?

The ordinary person wouldn't use 1t?

No. It's a speclalized knot, I don't think there

are men in the area who'd know how to tle it., It's
used mostly by old time sallors, stevedores, waterfront
mern ...

Phanks, Chief., Thanks ...very much!

_—T e L a e

Wildwood Leader., HNow youlre reaching for the brass
ring on the merry-go-round. Your next stop: The
Sandbar Tavern., You ask the bartender, Monahan, a
question., And he tells you ....

Sure, kapidus. My Joint was loaded with strangers
thatiﬁééﬁéﬁ“gat there were a couple of Pop Leonard's
neighbors here too. They were drinking with the old
man,

Yes? Who were they, Monahan?

Joe Stevens and Fete Kiley. Both live up Otten's
canal a ways, not far from Pop Leonard's.

(A BEAT) T see. Monahan, tell me this. What do

these two men do for a living?
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BARTENDER ¢

HENRY :
BARTENDER
HENRY :
BARTENDER :

HENRY :

BARTENDER :

HENRY :

HENRY :

NARR:

STEVENS:

MADDEN:

STEVENS ¢

-2 =
Stevens? He's an old-timer sallor., Works on a dredge
out on Barnegate Bay now., And Kiley's a stevedore
and dock-walloper.

CMITTERS Y THEN "t HEY M votirprebably-dmoir theThatys

bend. et

(PUZZLED) The what?

or_;,,mthi?{éﬂ;:h nothing. Monahan...

é&eah?‘““

Do you remember when Stevens and Kiley left your
tavern?

(SLOWLY) Why, yeah. A couple of minutes after Pop
Leonard, *ﬁipatwﬁtevenS%wenbwoub;mthenAK%ggxy»aae

e
L

after the other, But I don*t~sEc....

el tDeT 0L vl rnBUb-T--hOPE-52, 500N -

(CLINK OF HALP DOLLAR ON BAR)
Change this into nickels will you, Monahen? I want

to call Lieutenant Madden!

You brief Lt. Madden, 4And he starts to ask gquestions,
First, Joe Stevens...

{(AGITATED) What are you tryin' to do, Lieutenant?
Tryin' to say I killed Pop Leonard? Why, me and

Pop Leconard have been neighbors for twenty years an'...
Answer mwy question, Stevens. Where did vou go after
vou left the tavern?

Why, I went to the Boulevard diner. Had somethin’
to eat, an'! walted for the storm to stop., Didn't
leave there t111 three in the mornin', an' I can

prove 1it!
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HENRY :

CHARLIE:

HENRY :

CHARLIE:

HENRY :

CHARLIE:

HENRY :

-21-

—_— e — = T

He does. His story checks, HNext, Pete Kiley...

Look, TLieutenant, don't try to pin any killin' on me!l

I took the train to Atlantic Clty fifteen minutes
after I left the Sandbar, Had a date with my girl-

there, an' I can prove it!

He can prove it, And he does. And for you, Henry
Lapidus, that's a setback. You were sure....s0
sure, But now, you're almost back where you started
from. VYou feel like giving up. But you don't. You
start all over ... drop in on Charlie Lezonard....
Charlie, listen, You know everybody along the Canal,

don't you?

_That's right, Mr, Lap#dus. A few ol 'em moved 1in

while I was with the.égégygé;ﬁgaaii, but I guess I
know most of 'em, Why?

Which of them are cld-tinmers,.,..ycu know, old sallors,
or stevedores? wﬁenwﬁvﬂgg%g%dwéi%éigglngﬂnopesuandwnﬂnﬁ
L. {oursy. ..,

(4 PAUSE) What's the matter, Mr, Lapidus. You

started to say something ard—thremr—r:..(CUTS)...
AnythInE WEIng?
Whi,~Rop-Sharidey-rio I i, I just- noticed that belt
you're wearing. That belt.,.woven cut of cord. Never
saw anything like it before.

Oh, that! I wove 1t mysell, WMrrhemidus.

You made 1t....yourself?
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'CHARLIE: Why, sure. When I was in thecavms, I had a lot of
time on my hands...nothing much to do off duty but
whittle and weave, An old petty offlcer in the Navy
showed me how to weave that cord. (& PAUSE, THEN
PROUDLY) Some Job, ch?

HENRY : T'11 say it is. It's gsome Job. Those knots In the
belt, Charlie ... they're all halyard bends, aren't

they?
CHARLIE: Why, veah..,.yeah,,.they are.
HENRY: (A BEAT) You want to know something funny, Charile?
CHARLIE! Funny ?
HENRY ; (.-wa"‘ The man who murdered your father and tied him

to those concrete blocks ... used the same kind of
mot., It'z a pretty rare t, Charlie, something
speciallized. The average :ggik wouldn't know how
to use it,
CHARLIE: ( A BEAT) Hey! Walt & minute, Lapidus, What are you
trying to say?
HENRY: I'm trying to say that you may have tled a knot in a
rope to hang yeurself. I'm trying to say you killed

vour father!

CHARLIE! That's a lig!
HENRY : Is 1t?
CHARLIE: That's a lle, see? Why, he was my father. Why

should I want to kill him?
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HENRY :

CHARLIE:

HENRY :

CHARLIE:

HEHRY :

CHARLIE:

GHRRTTEL

HENRY &
CHARLIE:

HEIRY:

CHARLIE:
HENRY:

—23_
Because he had a thouszand dollars on nim. He left the

sendbar tavern and couldn't eatch a bus, ST

-CHIYEY He came home drunk, end then you and he had

a quarrel maybe, and you knew he had 21l that money
on him, so you killed him!
You're lying, Lapidus. I don't know who killed my
father, but I dldn't do 1t, you hear me, you hear me?
(INEXORABLE) That's why he was found in the canal
without an overcoat, He was killed irside ... here
in his own house. That's why he was dropped intc the
geepest spot in the canal, because you lived near 1t
and knew Jjust where that deep spot wes, didn't you,
Charlie,.?
{HYSTERTICALLY)} I didn't kill him, Lapidus. I don't
care what you say, I didn't kill him!
A1l right. You didn't ki1l him, But you'd betfer
tell that to Lieutenant Madden, down 2t the police
station. You'd better get your hat and coat, Charlie,
My car's outslde, and we're going right down there...
Okay. Okay, I'm not afrald, ssze?

{s COUPLE OF STEPS. CLOSET DOOR OPENS )
P LE. TH27-1 A
(INTERRUPTS) Charlic! Wait a minute!l
Yeah?
(4 BEAT) Better take that other coat out of the
closet and bring 1t with you.
What other coat?

The coat you've got stuffed away on the upper shelf of
of the closet .... the blue and red macklnaw, Charlie
...your father's coat!
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CHAPPELL: In just a moment we will read you a telegram from
Henry Lapldus of the Wildwood, New Jersey, Leader with
the final outecome of tonight's BIG STORY.

{CLOSING GOMMERC IAL)

RTHO1 0121562




HARRIGE!

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

_25_
THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM # 185

CLOSING COMMERCTAL

BEHIND )

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

Guard against throat-scratch! (EFFECT)

Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobrccos,

PELL MELL's greater length of traditicnally fine

tobaccos travels the smoke further...

Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL
MELL. At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1s filtered
Purther than that of any other leading cigarette.
Morcover, after % puffs, or 10, or 18, or 17, PELL
MELL 5till glves you a longer, netural Tilter of
traditionally fine tobaccos - tc guard agalinst throat-'
scratch. Yes, PELL MELL's fine mellow tobaccos give

you o smoothness, mildness and gatisfaetion no other

cigerette offers you,

So don't let throat-scrateh speil your smoking
en joyment,

Guard agelnst throat-scrateh!

Enjoy smooth smoklng!

Ask for the longer, finer clgaretie in the
distinguished red package - PELL ¥ELL FAMOUS

CIGARETTES -

"outstanding!'
And ~ they are mild!
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CHAFPPELL: Yow we read you that telegram from Henry lapidus of
the Wildwood Leader.
LA PIDUS: Under guestioning killer in tenight's Big Story
finally broke down and admit}ed killing his fatherﬂég-zﬁ;
He was tried and sentenced.gb"murder in the second Ry
degree, He 1s now serving from twenty to thirty years
in the State Prison at Trenton. My sincerest thanks
for tonlight's PELL MELL AVARD.
CHAPPELL: Thenk you, Mr. Lapidus,..the makers of PELL MELL
FAMOUS CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL
MELL $500 Award for notable service in the field of
journaliem,
HARRICE: Listen zgaln next week, sameé time, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMCUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY - A BIC STORY from the front pages of the
Hartford, Connccticut, Times. By-lirc Albert I.
Ppince. A BIG STORY about a weird cult, and a man
who could not rest ... until he found cternal sleep.

{MusIC: THEME WIFE AND FADE_TO BG ON CUE)
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CHAPPELL:

{MusIC:

CHAFPELL:

louise/dolly
9/28/50 pm

..27-.
THE BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with
music by Vladimlr Selinsky, Tonight's program was
adapted by Max Ehrlich from an actual story from the
front pages of the Wildwood, New Jersey, Leader.
Your narrator was Bob Sloan, and Blll Quinn played

the part of Henry Lapidus., In order to protect the

_names of people actually involved in tonilght's

authentic BIG STORY, the names of all characters in the
dramatization were changed with the exceptlon of the

reporter, Mr, Lapldus.

Prnis 1s Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES. (FAUSE)

Stop fires -- save Jobs., Remember that Jobs as well
as buildings go up in smecke, Fires destroy foodetuffs
and materials we need to ralse our productlon higher
thaen ever before, You owe it to your country to do
all you can to prevent fires. Heed all fire
reguletions. Put out burning matches and clgarettes
before digearding them. It 1s your duty to

yourself and your country to stop fires and save Jobs.

THIS IS NBC .vvsees.s ,THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY
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THE BIG STORY
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CAST
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- KATHERINE AGNES YOUuG

A0 AMZIE STRICKLAND
AL BOB DRYDIH
MAC VALTER GREAZA
HAROID 1UTS VAN ROOTEN
YOICE LUIS VAN ROOTEN
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NBC_& NET THE_BIG STORY #186

10:00 = 10:30 PM QCTOBER 18, 1950 WEDNESDAY

(ALBERT I. PRINCE: HKARTFORD (COIW.) TIMES)
CEAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMCUS CIGARETTES present ..,. THE BIG STORY!

————————— l_‘— et ey M et WS — T —
3 e ready-any ..
o
: - ' o gt PUBL 10T LIRRRD ,

rLe

- bk

NOow IN TAUT CON?BQE'OF HER EMOTICHS.
.liﬁ.

SONG DREAMLIKE QUALITY IN HER YOICE.) Ready -- I'm

THERE IS A SING

,;:ea'dﬁﬂ‘f wasn't any different from usual. He came
hore late ==

VOICE: {(INTERRUPTS) Your husband?

HATHERINE: (NO REACTION, BUT EER TONE INDICATING IT WAS HER HUSBAYD,
— and he knew it was golng to be one of his insomnlac
nights, He said, "I won't sleep." 5o he took his
kandkerchief and he poured some¢ chloroform on it,

VOICE: Chloroform?

KATHERINE: e called it the scent of the zods becausewibmstumiTe

~iimvecaen. Ho took a little and put it on his
handkerchief and put the handkerchief over his face and
went to sleep, He had done it .seamany times before,
S Tis 12k e Fl ok 491,411 il s oY) G o

VOICE: He used to take chloroform to go to sleep?

CATHERINE:  And about five, Wwdedsbibeserewt®, I thought I heard a
noise dovnstairs., Andwiwwekewsss, I said, "Harold,
pleass seco what it is." And I reached over and touched
him and he was cold. (CONTROLLED) Harold was dead,
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CHAPPELL: The Big Story. Here is Amecrica, its socund and its
fury, its Jjoy and 1ts sorrow as faithfully reported by
the men and women of the great American newspapers.
(PAUSE, FLAT) Hartford, Connecticut. From the pages
of the Hartford Times comes the story of Puritan
morelity and violent death. ande fonight, to Albert I.
Prince of the Hartford Times Tor his Big Story, goes the
PELL MELL Award.

(MUSIC: _ _ BéNBisiiine

' — — e T ae e

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY 10/18/50
PROGRAM 7+ 186

OPENING COMMERCIAL:

HARRICE: THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) -- THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) --
THROAT -SCRATCH (EFFECT) --

CHAPPELL: Guard against throat-scratch! (EFFECT)

HARRICE: Enjoy the smooth smoking of flne tobaccos.

CHAPPELL; FELL MELL'S Greater lesngth of traditionally fine ftobaccos

travels the smoke further..... .

HARRICE : Filters the smoke and makes it mild,

CHAPPELL: Puff by puff you're always shead when you smoke PELL MELL.
it the first puff PBELL MELL smoke 1s filtered furthar
than that of any other leading cigarette, Moreover,
after 5 puffs, or 10, or 1%, or 17, PELL MELL still glves
youi & longer, natural filter of traditionally fine
tokaccos - to guerd against throat-scratch. Yes, PELL
MELL'S fine mellow totvaccos glve you & smoothness, .

nildness and satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.

HARRICE: Don't let throat-seratch spoil your amoiking enjoyment.

CHAPPELL: Guard against throat-scratchl!

HARRICE: Enjoy smooth smolking!
CHAPPELL: 2sk for the longer, finer cigarstte in the distinguished

red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -

"OQutstandipe!"
HARRICE: And - they are mildl
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CHAPPELL: Hartford, Connecticut. The story as it actually happened-
Albert Princels story as he lived it.

NARR: Tt was & scoop, @ clean sCoop == and youfd been sCcoopod.
There 1t was in black-and-white on the front peges of
the opposition paper. "wife finds husband dead in bed.
Fepold Durand, prominent meteorologist and weather gxpert
dead of chloroform poisoning.” But tho scoop didn't
bether you much -- Albert Prince -- reporter of the
Zertford Times -- not really. (Sure; it hurts to be
scooped) What really pothered you, vas that you knew
Harold Durand, !mew him for & qg;pt, good-lcoking,
middle~aged sclentist, S%Q;;;;éékdf the Hartford Weather
Pureau: acourate, conservative, essy with reporters.
e man almost everybody turned te first in the paper
to gee whet today's weather,ugs going o te like, or
tomorrow's. Whel hit you?f3;sturbed wou, made you

restless, wes that therc was gsomething --

(MUSIC:_ _ _ SNEAK)
NARR: (M0 PAUSE_ -- welrd zbout it. Thet wes the only word
that acourately described 1t -- weird., Harold Durand

end chloroform, S0 to clear up the weirdness of 1%,
you s&% now on tho porch cf & nilce kousz in Fast Hartfovrd,
vhere the Widow Durand speaks to you in her small,
controlled wvolco.

KATHERINE: e had been married 25 years. We were going to celebrate
our 8ilver Anniversary.at my folks houge in Stoncham,

Mass.
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NARR: (IN VERY CLOSE) She stops, musing on wvhat that 25th
¢elebration might have been like and you look &t the
face, waidweowbbsnicd®, not an attractive wvoman., A woman
who never learned to dress. A woman vho was not allewed
by her up-bringing to give in to vanity. A woman with
thin, pale 1ips and thin, long fingers. A frail woman
weighing no more than a hundred pounds. Pure Puritan
stock.

KATHERINE: We wore childhood friends in Stoneham, Boiir-or-usenme=

woppthersn  We playod.together as children. We married

there in my fathert!s blg house. A beautiful, simple

CoTEmMeny.

AL ¥rs. Durand, I knew your husband pretty well.—F—romemicie

Ctrasbppr st =PI HE 10 (30 DoW Lo riryedeteirieemouhe -
FerATT- WO, I heard him lecturc at the
University., I even recad some of hils sclentific articles.
Sugh a clear clecn mind.
KATHERINE: He was lilke that in overything, Harold was the kind
of man you drear about and meet once in a lifetime.
Th e QDO I Bl dblio o bomesa it ot e~ THE T il i
name) .= 1tis- o posd HERFIERS. "
£L: That's what I meen, Eow does a man like that wind up
with -- Well, (HE TRIES TO SOFTEN THE WORD) --drugs.
KATHERINT : The chloroform, I don't know what to sey, Only that he
wcrked so2 hard, He was too tired to sleep so often--
Al Vhero did he get ity & men doesn't just buy chlornform

in a drug store,

RTHXAO1T 0171571
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KATHERINE

AL
KATHERINE :

AL:
KATHERINE:

NABR:

KATHERINE:
ALy

—_ e T T T

6=
I never thought of thab.
he took his work. JHousedetswmbindemdioinseandeadiisy

But if you knew how seriously

mwmw How ships at sca

depsnded on his accuracy, and airplancs, and fermers

Fvon benks used to call,

(SHE STOPS) - -I'm-terribly sorry.

I beg your parden?

I'vo kept you out on the porch, Ifve offersd you

nothing.

Thatt!s a1l right.

I didn't even ask you inside, Surely a cup of tesa,
I knew I'd like & cup.

for a moment, she wes ocut of herself -- just o briefl
moment. Bui now the Puritan morelity, the politeness,
the kindness to other people assorts itsclf and the
tight, pinched fece-- has tho smile hostoesses usc when
you walk into e rostaurant or tea shoppe,

Plcase have & cup of tea.

Thank you, I -~ I don't want to troutlc you, but I would
aprreciate it.

1t had slrost seemecd normal -- the bereoved women
talking, offering tea on the porch of & housc like any
other house on the clean street. Ther you find yourself

in the living room wiée-bbesdoor-to-tho DadnoO-SRekn
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NARR:

KATHERINE:

n
i1

KATHERINZ

-'T_
The elter hit you first:- 4 red lacqueorcd base, bright
az a fire engine rising three feet above the orientsl
rug, in the conter of the large wail. Candles in
profusion, burning -~ perhaps a hundred et the foot of
the altar and at the apex, And an idol --a fantastlc
1doi. Three hidcous monkeys, half life size, grinning,
smirking, glering -- their eyes fantastlcally reel, as If
there were 1lifo inslde these grotesgue monstors,
And the sweet, almost sickeningly sweet arom2. A4And then
its source, Two blue incense burncrs &nd the odor of
musk and sandalwood -- & fantastic horror in the ordinary
house. .
Most people didn't know that abeout Harold, But Harold
vas & cultist, you see, Harold was a dizseciple, & student
of* metephysies. A believef in the inner life, the pure
light, the sanctified light,
(LSTONISHED) I sce something in the tedroom --I didn't
nean to look in, but--
snother altar, The mein onc. This onc here vas for tho
ordinary days, The one in the bedroom “or cult days,

Eere 1s your tea, Croam? Lomon? Sugar?

You never tasted the tea, Never saw 18, nover smelled
it, ¥You could never take your eyss fron those two
fentastic altars., Your nose was filled with the burning
incense. 4And even . now, & block from tzc house, the
same word -- welrd, weird, again welrd -- had been
plented, almost physically, in your mind, For a

conservative, scientific, meteorologlst with a Furitan
wifo -- this comes to your mind (A LONG PAUSE)
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MAC:

Als
Ot

ALz

MAC :

Al

MAC:

8-
(HALF ALOUD) Lizzilc Borden took an axe, gave hor father

forty whacks..eeus

The famous poem forms In your mind. The story of the

New England woman years &4go nemed Lizzle Borden, killed
her father with an axe. And you find yvourself sitting
talking to & very flat, very srart, very skeptical
detective, name of Sargeant MacGovern.

Whatevor 1t Is you'lre after, 111 lay cight to ome youlve
nothing.

hy are you so sure?

Because I too ar about to celebrate my Silver Annlvoraary.
25 yoars at this dosk.

Look, Mac, Ih3ahunuL9tuoﬂ~respEct*fur*youwendmyauuknau

4., You never gava me & bum steer and-I-donbtbabirbae

et ngerss fake 1t ocasy '

,ff¢ - -.-gf{-

i answer me this guestion. Wers the Durend's ever a~4¥;“

any time in the last ten yoars in any trouble? Lrrcata?
Difficulties? Maybe cven & flght? s .
Just becausc you wont to somebodyl!s housc and thoyfgéﬁl%—'/’
got it furnished the way you think they should have it
furnished --

vou'vo secn that altar, the monkeys.

T nover was in the house, But I get the geonerel ldoa,

Even so, okay, itls crazy. Incense, sandalwood, candles,
ronkoys- 30 I got a collectlon of Fearless Fosdlick.

~m I suspect twe in your book?

Please don't get wilse with me. Mac, wore they over 1n?

Ever ~=- any time?
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MAC:

HAROLD:

KATHERINE:
HARCLD:
KATHERINE:
HAROLD:

MAC:
HAROLD:
MAC:
KATHERINE:

HAROLD:
MAC :
HAROLD:

_9..
(HANDS OVER FACE) Durend, Durand. Wait & minute!

¥athertinc Durand, Harold Durand.

Koy ai-les i

Nope.

Mevor?

o wailt a minute, Hey., Hey. (DISCOVERY, BIG) Hey!
Whert™ P 7 -

‘mhéﬂfiszﬂrnmzmﬂmanyagoé;— Two yoars 2go, the Fell. ~Ta-
nad BT
-Iwgot«itTnnow:I:ranmbey.
FurryePeRMg et - - vhat & sconel
That's what

I wes on the Jdeosk, Suwesnew

The two of them came in,
I, and Mras. Durand.,
vou kmow how that kind of poreon whisners?
they were delng, but loud.

(THESE LINES AND KATHERINE'S OVERLAP AND PUMP INTQ EACH
OTHER ~- VIOLENT, TENSE, S0TT0) Why did you haove to come kel
T -came: borOUSSSToMENTEE=tET™

e could have scttled it.

Itvae hed cnough.

e don't have to -- Sargeent, 1t's £1l & misundorstanding
Tim going to take my wife home now, soO--
Just o sccond, VWhatls 1t ell atout?
Tttg absolutcly nothing., She's just a little upsct and--
vou think I could hear it from the ledy?

kind of

tha

fhe thinegs he says, tho things ho dec:o,
things_ho brings home, The ldind of thnince I havo te put
up with,

Kathorinc, for heaven's sako--!

What ¥ind of things?

Like what, lady?

(TENSE) Since wher, RKatherinoc, do woe mako our private

affairs public?

ATHOYT 0171575




KATHERINE ¢

MAC™

KATHERINE:

MAC:

LL:

MACT

AL

MALC

MALC s

AL:

_ -10-
I -- (THEN HAROLD's POINT REGISTERS} (SHE RECOVERS,
PURITAN TIGHTNESS AGAIN) It's nothing, Sargoant. wmi—
Waibi-tooitypryser=sotiy I think I did somothlng very
foolish. Coming horo and bothering you --
Wow just a socond. You started to sty somcthing and all
of & sudden--
T'm vory sorry. Thore's nothing to tall ebout &nd I
think I would rotlly liko to go howme with my hushand.
(AN ATTEMPT AT HUNOR) 4 fomily affeir, Sargeant, that I
just let get a 1littlo away from ne.
(AUSE, I¥ SCENE WITH AL) Thatfs £l1l thero was to 1t,
;1. 8o thoy had & tiff end they came In and thoy decldod
not to have the tiff -- in front of me onyhow.
Thet doocsnlt gibe. 25 years of blissful harmony,
childhood sweethoarts =-- I don't bcliovo it.
Don't belicve what?
T don't boliove things aroc the way they saoH,  Tie e
yhon you hove & look at the out a7 the housc you
think itts just & hgusUT’“But vhen Tou go‘;ﬂéld -
Sand that 1itfle orisode I just told’ yoa, thot makos you
right2mnM%ﬂt”aruvrcu—sayingrtngﬂmMﬁa
(LMREFULLY)' I;n not %idding, Foe, I'n asklng you a
straight question, Could this e murden?
{LAUGHING) Whoooo!  Modical cxemlnoris report 8ay¥S
{anddthe:dociaua;wﬁry%ﬁ&rérﬁtfgﬂy% "secidental dcath by
asthixia, chloroform, poisening.” The guy thought ho
imow how much he wes taking and ho took a 1llttle moro
then he thought,
And vhy couldnt't i1t be that someone gove him a little

moro thaon he took?
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A0 on account of tho medical examiner lookcd Into that
gspcct., On account of two of my bost non intervicevoed
Mrs. burand. ©On account of pigs dontt whiatlo., You
soriously think that frightoncd 1ittle lady-- you think

sho killed tho husband sho'd boen merricd to 25 yoars?

AL \$¢£zis;Bnmdon:was:n:ﬂnightunmdnapinszaav&aéy—%eo.
Jo e o __“:' BN
AL Youtmowxm=: Idzzto-Bondeny Lizzlc Borden took an oxe,

pave her father forty whacks.

MAC: Yoah, I knov,
AL (0 PAUSE) And vhon sho saw the deed wes done, she
gave hor mother feorty-one.
AC Youtre out of your head, ingh$;£SZEEE¥:3§EEﬁFfﬁﬁﬁara&-
DO ROSIAZIVOFTO -
AL: Okay, Mpoc, I've bocn Wrong pofore, 2ut then ageln,

once in & while Itfve also beon right.

M L Y e o A =T e T e e

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL}
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. THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #1886

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

{musIc:

HARRICE:

CHAFFELL:

BARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE s
CHAPPELL:

RARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

(BERTND)

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

Guard against throat-scrateh! (EFFECT)

Enjoy the smooth smoking of [lne tobaccos,

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine tobtaccos

travels the smoke further...

Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL.
At the first puff PELL MRLL, smcke is filtered further
than that of any other leading cigesrette. Morsover, after
5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still gives you

a longer, natural filter of fine tobaccos - to guard
against throat-scraich.

For PELL MELL'S greater length travels the smoke fruther

on its way to your threat - filters it naturally through
PELL MELL'S traditionally #ine, mellow totaccoz - guards
against throat-scratch.

Yes, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos glve you a smocthness,

mildness, and satisfaction no other clgarette offers you.

Gurad against throat-scratch!
Enjoy smooth smoking!

Ask for the longer, flner ecigeretie In the distingulshed

red package - PELL MELL FAMQOUS CIGARETTES -

"Ooutstanding!"
And - they are mild!l
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" MISTC:_ _ _ INZRODUCTION AND_UNDER, i u)

HARRICE: This is Cy Harrlcc returning you to your Narrator and the

Big Story of Albert I. Princo as ho livod 1t and wrote 1t.

S 1 s BORHB SN -DA BHGROBN! o ae)

MARR: Therets got to be more to this dcad man, this metoorologlst,
scicntist, Harold Durand; this bizzerc cultist with the
inconse and the candles and the monkcys in hig living room
and bedroom. There must bo other bizarrc things, othor
waird aspccts. Ln ordinary man docsn't take chloroform
Lefore he goes to slcop at night, .nd & conscrvative
scicntist -~ cven loss, Othor what? Other women? Othor
ﬁracticcs in his cult? You went to know more. 4Hnd so you

say all this, you, Albert Princc, rcporter -- you say all

thiz to Ernic MacGovern., Sargeant Moc to you. And ho

s o7, {’i et . e s S
MAC: Look, I just pmhb' intorcatcd “n vhe-—td-iuemmﬂ-e-e
Fthet=tho=w ";j; ollow dicd of cccldental asphyxle,

AL Evcn when ho--7
MAC s Even 1f sléﬁt in bed with the three nmonkeys.

AL Have you:bocn rough his privatc papers:

A uin4% intorcsted pors -- wrivate or otherwisc, --
I ADVRNCTO
AL: 11 right. Accidental asphyxia. WIll you give me
rormlaslon?
MLCs ‘Pormiss ton«bo-whottreanlils 0020 llos COSCuw
Al \To go into his office down at the burcau, raybe his housc.

MLC: I got no right to give permission like thot, Eeeddnipli,
~1t '

ALy 411 right, At least you know about it, If I get plckoed

un for ~Ch, I don't know--siooping I gucss, breaking ond
cntoring or somcthing --
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Rl
MAC: My advise is don't snoop, don't break an$/enter. Go take
a trip down to Yale. The boys are having & good football

game tomorrow afternoom, Yo PE TSt e Tt S TANGE—THLS

‘TO"CONFORM“ﬁTTH-THE"ﬂﬂTﬁﬁIFYRﬁE’BUHEIﬁEE)
AL: Look., I still 1ike the Lizzle Borden theory. ™ I sorrl’

MHierthe=eTTTIRANH "B&fé}';f
MAC: The which? K
AL: The case ofqa‘ﬁicé ¥ew England family, remember? Gilligan,

»

She had four guests over for dinner. Killed them a2ll and

\-=.--- d““th%%?yﬁ heﬁmmotﬁ.
MG Boy, arc wcsmgg;d tbis morning!
ALz Well, enyhow, you lmow what I'm dolng,
(MUSTC:_ . IN_MOVEMENT, UNDER. .)
NARR: The Woather Burecau was ncat, precisc, gulet with tho tig

maps on the wall., 11 kinds of gadgets: roters, baromotors,
ancmomotors, things yout!ve vaguely hoard atout, but never
looked at before. And the gulot, distingulshod looling
cubby-holc ond tho closed decor with the nane ncatly
lottored -~ "eniePewrTEwroaw, Harold Durand.™
(DOOR KNOB TURNED, DGOR FPARTILLLY OPENED)

DOROTHY: (VERY YOUNG, VERY SWEET, VERY CONCERNED) I'm terribly sorry.

You canft go in thcre. '

AL gustm-- I'm from tho Times and we want to Zo a story on

L

/’
Hp, o=2 72

DOROTEFrms BTARTS - SNIFFTNG“

'._'/_'

La—n—waﬁﬁgﬁ?:Elmzﬁurrﬁ.. You knew him wcll?
Ll o A e

T wos his sccrcotary.

AL: cll, miss, you can help me if you'd 1liko to and I think

help him too if you wanted.
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. A,‘( -
- DEROTH: He was the nilccst boss a glrl over nhed. Swoot, thoughtful-

LL: 2 Could I ask your nane?
.'_..r.//I N r . ’-f_./'_.:f e
BORSEWER i%hﬂ‘-ﬂemor.
AR SR S

AL 771 lmow he was working on on annual revort, a summary of

some kind, A4nd I thought it would be & tribute if wo

(tho paper thot iz) tbrought it out or maybo scild sometihiing

9 about it.

e RO THE Hold like thet.

AL: - S0 won't you help me?

—~PIHOTH Ttm sorry. If you went to go in, g9 chocd, but his things

svo 211 in there end I just couldn't tring mysclf to do it,

I TE R PrTsTyou woulgs

VAR "M.__‘_‘
DOROTR: 17 I Want-t those papers, the pcn on his desk -- his

very owa“pen -- (8HFE BREMKS A ETTTEE}jﬁag -« I gove 1t to

L for-HT e DTTE Y -~

ALz (XINDLY) That'ls oley, ¥iss Reincr. I'il gob the story
mrsolfl,
(MUSIC:_ _ _UIDER. . .)

MARR: .~ dovoted sccretoary upsct, &as overybedy vho knew him

anperently 1s. So yoybdon't 1ike yoursolf cxoctly for

fhat vou!re doing. $we popers are just TLROTS.

How Englaond

-

"enparitive Hi-lots yooars 1046, 47, =

rrecivitation, 1oh8, 49, Weathor Prediciion Jccuracy
Retios, 1941 through 1945," Nothing hore.
(PAPER3 HAVZ PEEN RIFFLED DURIHC THI®, DRAWERS
OPENED)
WARR ind then in a small mahogany humldor (ke aldntt smoke) --
(BOX BEING OPENED) |

NARR: --& packot of lettors and & dlery. Ané waon youtve
2] I e 'HA’??”‘T‘FW-

glimpaed at the firat fow word
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NiRR:

Al
KATHERINE:

ILL H

KATHERING:

AL:

KATHERINE:

ﬁ@ﬁﬁé?ﬁ&:

JﬂtL H

lydaaldnggoeieypd=Borold, -~

vou cen't wait to got out of the office end into a placo

vheroe you can road what youtve gottem., You £ind o bopr and

you get a beer in o qulet corner with & smell light and

vou start first the diary - reading. --

Pronerty of Katherine Durand. Her book., Entry-

(BUIIDING IN HYSTERIA, FILTER} T don't think I con tako

1% any more, Itts got Lo stop. It's z2% to stop.

Entry. 10 doys lator =~

T lm.ow whatls beon going on. It's him zrd thet girl, I

imou it. I thought I could decelve mysclf, but I can't
aNITIore,

Intry, 3 doys later. Onc wock befors <ho foeath of Harcld
Durand.

(DE.D SOBER, ) Now I know, finolly, gyootly what 18 1s T

nove to do, -- about ther. But gspceially about him,

You ¢lmozt stop t%ﬁ;g, almost got up, eimest run to
e -~
THOs o=t

dnr) ing; “beIaved Havold"-dettors, datsd Irom & yeor 480

Mac. Bub <dosdé, thosc lottors,

(FILTER) Oh my derling, whon you &ro owoy from mg all I
con think of &ro those klsscs. Those stoclal kisscs that
just yeu and I hove elene in the world.
Lotter dated throe months later--

Wmen are you coming back from Boston? Vhen con I osay to
rconle I meet -- "this is my husband, Ho»gld". Whon?

Lother dated one month boefore tho denth of Harold Durend--
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— o T

WP
o A

MLC:

e !

o

M\C:

-17-
Harold, I don't know whet you aro dolng. -I=Sewdd
W SRSt nbmledoniileedse Why ero you lecturing

so much away from homo, and cwoay from me? You seid we wore

going to be marricd. Hazoldeedzudiiemtbomdaisdie If youlvo
tecn lying to me, I don't kmow what Ifll do. But I'i1 do
something.,
_HITS 4ND UNDER) o
PR

ing tho name, the nomo on all the lettors -

"‘Léb'%ﬂ% Reincr -- tho devoted soorctory 1-;110.M

poRwfor-his-blwtr—end “touldn't go in the room bhecauseo
she couldn't bring hersclf to touch his things, &t
hoadquarters, SBargeant, Mac listens es rou tell him,
you're morc convinced then over that Dr. Jokyll R

4 /
A

(sciontist Herold Durand) was Mr. Hydc es for as—Bowethy.
Roiner was conccrnod, When you both zonfront hoer she says--
You must be out of your mind suggesting & thing like that.
T ioved him., I elways loved him ¢nd -~
Oiey, you loved him. Only it says herc in your writing--
"Ts wou are lylng to me, Horold, I denlv imew what I'1l dofl
Bui you 'mow what I meant, Sgt. For hcovenls sael
11 I meant was I would go out of my mini, Horold end I
Wouo ==

Yeoh, you wore speclal. The first two teonle on ecrth that
roolly loved coch other, Efeofertnsid-so-L00ileemJlahont..
11ttrerquesbton, . Yhere were you on the night -- thot ho
wes killed®

*Filled?

Killed.

AIVES s my=famidy. I was homo with my fathor,

my mother, my sister end my older brother.
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MAC: [

NiRR:

— e ———

Al
KATHERINE:

Al
KATHERINE:

ALt

KATHERINE:
{ ALz

..18..
on they verify fthat?
Do they have to? I mean do you really think I -=2
~nd Moe 1s quiotly shaking his head end sc are you
Albort Prince becatse it 1z obviocus, very opvious she
ad1an't do it. Shcls confuscd, she's disturbed. Sho wos
in love and he wasnlt coming through on his promiscs --

hut ghe dildntt do 1t,

—_— i e e e T vy b e

But somebedy did.
lizzie Borden took an axe and gave her fother 40 whacks.

Thet'!s my sontimeonts too.

But if things are -- as in this casc ther are-- hardly
whot thoy seom, end it ds a Lizzlc Borden ~-- & violent,
pesssionate women inside & calm, Puritan cxterior, thon
141g o doliente instrument thot his to tc nlayed caroefully.
No slugzing, no ropld flre: epogs-oxeminotion is going to

Lring this out. Lnd Mac agrees, ind so, Fou, and 3gt.
M-c zo and sit on the porch with her.

Thore was nover anything wrong, wes there, between you?
I thought I told you everything you wantod to lmow, Mr,
Frince.

I+ wos one:of thosc marrieges made in hoaven, wasn't 1¢7

{COITROLLED) Whet do

Why 4o you torturs me llke this?
oo want?

;. childhood romance and a marriage thet sucstoned and
rizoned every yoear it lasted.

Fleaze -=

There wero no comnloints by you against him wore there,

cver?
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" KATHERINE: Tho cruelty was always polite. Tho hurt 1iation always
dono vith gontility, Do int-SRE SeBerrrrrerrSomwhor3I-

i demy-Tr OB TR YT T I Tt e —ttons. -~ Ch dear-&odzﬁﬁ;tyﬁ;
how I hoted the cult, the incense, the altar, the
hidcous statues, those vulger, burning lights -- and Ono
night he ceme homo and he fell down on the bed and he
scid to me -- {FADE)

HAROLD: Geot me the bottle.

KATHERTNE: Youlre not golng to tako thet again!

HAROLD ¢ Civo me the necter of the gods, the scent of the angels.
(SE.RPLY) Give it to me and don't stand thore looking like
g Jjockass.

KATHERINE: all right, Horold, Here you ara.

( POURENE T T DR O S RO TR GHE B e

HAROLD: ;. Pew drops on a handkerchiefl and I skzll taste'thc

woouties of oricntal slceep -- the slgzo of forgetfulness.
Faulmow.something? It would be the groctest joy in the
wonld some night to go ouwt, to ge on end on wntil you go
sut on an everlasting diet of slowp. (ZR3H) Get out of
tho room, You slckon me,
KATHERINE: (2.USE) And so I waited until hatg felisn aslecp and then
I welked back in, The bottle woz besiis thoe bed, on o
totle -- the chloroform, Lna~-I-trew-eoontEhterof orHT
ing ce I pourcd it, I szld to him == you wont to go out on
on cveriasting dict of slecp, Horold, (.3 IF SHE WERE
LIVING THE SCENE OVER) You will, Herolsd, On e dlct of
ovorlasting sleep, (PAUSE) I did 1t ani may the Lord hove

rercy on my soul,
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o dﬁAPPELL: In just & moment we will read you & telegrem from
' L1lvoart Princo of the Hariford Conn Times with
the ‘firel outcome of tonight's BIG STORY,

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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'THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #1186

CLOSING COMMERCI.AL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

H/RRICE:
CHAPPELL:

H,.RRICE!:
CHAPPELL:
HARPICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE!

HROLT-3CRATCH {EFFECT) == THROAT~3CRLTCH (BFFECT)--
THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) --
Guord ogeinst throat-scroteh! (EFFECT)
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobeccss.

PRIT, MELLS grector longth of trpdlticrally flne” thhdecos

tvovols tho smoke further.....

Filtors the smoke cnd mokes 1% mild.

Fuff by puff you'lre alwceys shead when jou gmoke PELL MELL
1% the first puff PELL MELL stoko is filtcroed further thon
thet of ony othor lcoding cigerctte. Horoovor, aftor B
ruffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still gives you B
longer, noturel filtor of troditionnlly Iino tobaccos -

to suard ngeinst throat-seretch,  Yos, $ELL MBLL'S fino

mallow tobaccos givo you o smoothness, nildness, &nd

sc.%isfaction no othor cigerotte offors Tot.

Sc¢ dsonlt let throat-serateh spoll four sroidng cnjoyment.
Guapd agoinst throat-scratch!

n joy smooth smolking!

5k for the longor, fincr ¢igorctto in ond distinguished

wc¢ package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -

1 yn

cutstanding)
And - fhoy arc mild}
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{MUSIC:

| CHAPPELL:

PRINCE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

T -

- 23 =~ 2nd REV.

— R Ve M -

Now we read you that telegram from Alpers I. Prince
of the Hartford Times.

When questioned in her cell, rurderess in tonight's
Big Story calmly;éiﬁéffaé&’all the gruesome details
which led to the kxilling of her Twsband, In aourt,
although neivous, she een£haae&eﬁouthe-eréne-aﬂdr'
pleaded guilty to & charge of mansiaughter. Bhe

yas sentenced to the State Pris:n a% Weathersfield.
Many thanks for tonight's PELL MELL, AWARD.

Thank you, Mr. Prinee....the makers of PFLL MELL
FAMOUS CIGAREITES are nroud to present you the

PELL MELL $500 Award for notabhls sarvice in the
field of jcurnalism.

Listen again next week, sans tima, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETITES wiil rresent another BIG
g7CRY - A BIG STORY from the front pages of the

San Francisco Chronicle, By-line Zenneth C. Adams.
A BIG STORY about a reporter ho came across a

battered hat, and death ... in the fog!

-—.——.—-—.—-..—.—-.—.—...—.-_—.—.—_.—
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CHAFPELL:

CHAPPELL:

- ok -

THE BIC STORY 1s produccd by Bornard J. Frockoter with
rusic by Vliedimir Sclinsky. Tonightt!s srozram vwas

cdapted by Arnold Perl from en actusl story from the

front poges of the Hartiord Connectlcut Timcs. Your
norrator was Bob 8Loan, and Bob Drydon playod the port

of Llbert Prince., In order to protect tho names‘of poonlo
actuclly involved in tonight's authentlc BIG STORY, tho
nencs of all characters in the drormeilzotion were changed

with the cxception of tho roporter, Mr. Princc.

This is Erncst Choppell spcaking for the rokers of PELL
MELL FLMOUS CIGARETTES. (PAUSE)

Thig 13 the scesen of Lmorlcals most shomeful wiasto -

conest fipgs - m;—u‘:u;g wenT Jufuxuwﬁ;mﬁbf

acres of priccless timbor “Snle our watorsheds ...

2l hlast th ©~1 rcsourcos upon which our notion's
ﬂatréﬁggh—ﬁupenﬂs. Help provent forest fircs by cxtro
carc in the hondling of metchos, cigerottos and in
oxtinguishing comp Iires. Remombor -- 2nly you can

srevent forest £iros,

THIS IS NBC .eevvsnnness THE N, TINH.L BROADCASTING COMPLIY,

louisc i JOICE
OCTORER 3/50
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CHAPPELL!

EMILY:
ALBERT:

EMILY:
ALBERT:
EMILY:
ALBERT:
EMILY:

ALBERT:

-1~

PRIZ, MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present,..THE BIG STORY!
_ FANFARE)
((EY TURNS IN LOCK...DOOR OPENS)
(STEPS INSILE HOUSE)
Whew! MNever thought we'd get home through that fog, Emily.
I1ive and learn. The next time we gO to a movie in weather
1ike this it'll be...{CUTS AS)
(WE HEAR CONTACT SOUNDS OFF)
(SUDDENLY) Albert! Listen!
Yes?
(PAUSE)
(4 LITTLE HYSTERICAL) There's someone in the other room...
Now wait a minute, Emily,
I teil you there is! I heard someone moving around!
(LAUGHS) Sure. Sure you did. It's Skippy.
(WITH RELIEF) ©Oh, Of course, Cleazn forgot we shut up the
dog in your study.
JL.Better take him down for & walk before I turn in...
{DOOR OPENS3)
Yere, Skippy. Here Doy...-
(SHOT... THEN ANOTHER SHOT)

Alvert! ALBERT!

RTKG1T G117

L
v
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CHAPPETL:

-pa

THE BIG STORY., Here is America, 1ts gound and its fury,
1fs joy and its =sorrow, &5 faithfully reported by the men
and women of the greaf American newspapers. 3an Franclaco
california. From the pages of the San Francisco Chronicle,
the story of & reportér whose persistance and courege
helped snd & maniunt. Tonight, to Kenneth Adams of the

Chronicle, for his Blg Story, goes the PELL MELL AWARD.

{0 PENING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
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L e i e m— e

HARTICE: THROAT-SCRATCH ITFRCT) =~ TERONT-SCRTICH (EFFICT) ==
480 'T=SCRATCE (IFFECT) --

CHAPFELL: Cusrd sgainst throat-seratehi
EARZICE: Enjoy t'e smooth smoking of fine tob=ccos.

CHAPPELL: Smoke PELIL, MELL - the cigarette vhose mildnesgs you <an
measure,

HARTIC:: Fuff by puff you're rlways chend when you suoke
FELL MELL.

CHAPPELL: Aemember this - the further a pulf of smoke is filtered
through fine tobacces, the milder 1% tocomes. At the
first puff by zctusl measure PELL LI smoke 1s
filtered further thrn th~t of any other leading

cigrrette. Moreover, ~fter § pufis, or 10, or 15, or

17, PELL i(iLL'S grester jength of trrditionally fine
tobreeos still travels the smeks further - filters the
smoke and mrkes it mild, ’

HRTICH: Thus, PELL MILL'S fine mellow tobzccos give you a

smoothness, mildness ~nd satisfrecticn no other

cigeretie offers you,

JE.PPELL: Guard =grinst throat-scratch.

[I'BRIC:E: Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine Tobrccos.
CEMPPELL: Smoke PELL MiLL.~ the cigerette whose mildness you

can measure, PCOLL MELL FAHOUS CIG E2T238 - "Outstandinzi”

HARRICE: Anéd - they cre mild:
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(MUSIC:

San Franclsco, california, The story as it actually

nappened. Kenneth Adams story, as he llved 1t...

Uit e T T T T =

BILL:
KEW:
BILL:
KEN:
BILL:
KEK:
BILL:

KEN:

BILL:
KEN:

‘inet are you looking at?

Yog, Thick, ccld, mysterious, fog. It is this night in
December, and outside your offlce window & white—gréy
ahroud drifte and bellies and awirls wetly, like something
alive. It has always fascinated you, Kenneth Adams,
reporter for the San Francisco Chronicle., In thls, the
city of the Golden Gate, therse have veen WANY fogs, but
thts is the one to end them all, And now, you absendon your
gin rummy geme, and stand by the window, and stare moodlly
out into the white night, and 1isten to the fearful ships
tn the harbor...

(SNEAK HERE ... .INTERMITTENT, MOURNFUL FOGHORNS OFF)
Lrd your friend, B{1l Evans, another reporter, 98¥S...
Hey, Ken.

Yea?

Tre foR.

What do you see?

Hothing.

Then what's the polnt? )

T don't know. It kind of gets me, B1ll, glves me the
gshivers.

Yeah? Why?

Tt's hard to explain, But to me, & fog is evil, there's

something frightening about 1t, somethling sinister.
(MORE )
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KBEN:
(CONTD)

BILL:

BILL:

NARR:

EMILY:

COFP.

EMILY:

COF:

EMILY:

COF:

-5-
Tt's cold and clammy, it's got the feel of death, the
touch of death, Look out there tonight, Bill. Seven
hundred thousand people in a great American city, end -
every one of them blinded by the swirling mist,. ‘A-dﬁiﬁiﬁﬁé
night for murder. _ .
(STARES, UNEASILY) Ken,,.you're nuts!
Am 17
I swear, you give me the creeps How about coming back

and finishing this gin game? You'v %&aﬁkeﬂ me twice, and

I want to get even!

— et i

A nice night for & murder, & neat cliche, nicely rounded,
But somehow it stilcks, and so does the rood, And almost

by some mysterious assoclation, at this roment somewhere
hehind that clammy curtsin, a killer has struck. Bnd a
hysterical woman runs down 1into an apertment house lobby,
and sees a patrolman talking to the doorman...

(SCREAMING) Officer! Officer!

What is 1t? What's the matter, Lady?

My husband. He's been murdered..sheéFﬁﬂﬂﬁ‘Iﬂ'UUtﬂ—biooér
& robber in my apartment;4m»4&é&eﬂ-uwrﬂﬂﬂr!ﬂﬂ'TnEn-t&%oat
enttar Tt . « \BREAKING ) _

Iady, listen! Pull yourself together nol, IMd you szee the
killer?

(HYSTERICALLY) Albert's desd! Don't you understand, my
husband's dead,

The killer, lady. Did you see him, d1d you get & look 8t

him?
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EMILY: No! No, I didn't see his face. But he just ran down the

fire BSCEBDE,. s &

WW(SOB@) ’ilbert!
Albert!
CoP: You stey here, Lady. I'm golng around to the back!
{MusIC: _ _ BRIDGE)

(IONELY FOG HORN OFF)
BILL: How about the three of clubs, Ken?
(SLAP OF CARD)
KEN: Can't use 1t,
(SLAP OF CARD)
BILL: six of spades, No good. If I had any sense, I'd knoek
with the cards I have,
KEN: You'!d better go for gin, You need the points,
BILL: Yeeh, Ain't it the truth,...
(SLAP OF CARD ON TAELE)

KEN: (CHUCKIE) Thanks, Bill,
BILL: Thanks for what?
KEN: Gin. |
BILL: Why you...{CUTS AS)
\J? (IDOB FLUNG OPEN..,IN WITH SINGLE TICKER TAPE OFF}
ED: -MH&W. Drop those cards and get going!
KEN: What's up, W& @,ﬁﬂ_,, ¢
ED: (RAPIDLY} Call just came in. Man named Hendricks, Albert

Hendricks | wastemttenkaiew just murdered by a ourglar,
apartment house on CGak Street. The crook got down ths
street on the fire escape, a cop chased him into Golden

Gate Park, lost him there,
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Golden Gate Park?
Yeah, The policé have thrown & cordon around the park,
they're trying to close in on the killer in the fog. Now

peat 1%, both of you!

— T

Fog., White and evil, &8 molst shroud, 8 cleak for a klller.
And semething in you Ken Adams of the 3an Franclscao
Chronicle, something in you said this is the night, the
kind of night for murder. AL the park, by a2 miracle, you
manage to locate Chief of Detectives Mati K:Lley. And he
tells YOU..ss

(FOGHORN OFF, INTERMITTENT, CLEARER THAN BEFORE, )
Tt's murder, Adams, Trying to flnd anyone in this soup
13 murder. We've got B couple of hundred men beatling this
rark...bukt you can't see your hand in front of your face.
Any particular plan of operation, Chief?
T'm working them in a converging circle;..moving in towverd
the center of the park.
In thig fog, the killer could slip right out between ‘em,
ard nobody would ever know the difference.
(GRUNTS) He could, And he probably will. That's why
Tlve glven my men only one order, Adans,
Unat's the order, Chlef?
If they see anyone, anyone In the fog who doesn't stop 8%

a halt order...shoot to k¥ill.

S e = — A = e

(FOGHORN OFF)
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Adams,

Yes Chilef?

What time is 1t?

Four a,m,

Pog's thinning a 1little,

Seems to be.

7111 be glad when this is over, My boys are all trigger

happy. I hope they don't mistake each other in thils soup

and,..

(THE RATTLE OF A TOMMY GUN OFF , o » S AN St
Fosbi—r

Chief! Those Guns! They came from the left!

I've got Burke and his squad beaziig the” pcwde there!
’ p"'-E. #ro

They must have flushed the killer!/\}et’s go!

— — ——r— Ty A

(RUNNING FOOTSTEPS UP)

(CALLS) Burke! Burke !™\Where i rrkbemmeeyand

(RUNNING FOOTS UP FOR A MOMENT AND STOP.)
(PANTING} What happened?

We saw him just for s sedcnd...yelled at him to halt., He
kept going. We fireg..mlssed ,...lost him in the fog.
But he dropped this... .

His hat, eh?

Yes, sir.
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‘ KILEY: Hmmnm, A dirty, crummy black homburg. .
BURKE 3 That's right, Chief, With three lnitials in the hatband, .
R.Q.F.
{music: _ _ uP_AmD_UNfA_y,L,

4

NARR: pﬁMoming, The fog vanishes, So does the killer, Youpr

sidekick, Bill Evans goes back to the office, but you,
Ken Adams, go back to Headquarters with éhief of
Detective &ley. ~Sw# meanwhile, in a rooming house
somevhere in 3an FranclscO.s..

(PHONE RING...A PAUSE...PHOCNE RING ACAIN,, .ANOTHER

PHDﬁE RING JUST BEGINS WHEN)

(RECEIVER OFF THE HOOK)

VICKI: {SIEEPY) Hello?
ROY: (FILTER) Hello, Baby.
VICKIE: Rey! Roy, for heaven's sake, what's the ides of calling

me up at this time of the nMorning...
ROY: Take it easy. Baby, take it easy. I just vanted to tell
you, I've had a bilg night, Jjust swung a big business deal,,

VICKI : You? (SHE LAUGHS) I'1l bet. Nickles and dimes. L/;_; (
. L el A "
ROY: (LAUGHS) Guess agaln, Sweetheart, I just #o% myself Ptve

~prae, , .and.you're in.

VICKI: F%W/ZJMKWW“CK

ROY: Ios ot .. Co out an' buy yourself something nice, /c/'zl‘—z,?
e ILLIIK “Mdly, or S?ﬂﬂ;@jﬁﬁ'. ‘

VICKI: Roy! You mean it?

ATHGT Q1715983




BILL:

BILL:
XEN:
BILL:

=0

NARR:

-13_
Me, I've been upstairs, downstalrs, everywhere. twdireiip.

. it ;,_nuuh TR T
wowETE 510 hats. Everybody, including George Was
Stophebiteneymiai- nobody initialed R.Q.F. - e T

ur, I guess d{
ck at £ﬁat place

geross the street fodr—lnaStnees

L]

The Superba. = .

Leb's go over and take a look, Jjust for luck,

Not me, I'm golng home &nd sosk my feet, And mbye seoak
my heed, for belng stupld enough to teke up reporting,
1nstead of brickleying. (A PAUSE]} Coming?

No, You go ahead, B11l, I'll hang around.awhile.

You have another beer, stare at the small proken-down hotel
ncross the street, the Superba, And then, you figure, one
more of these fleabags won't hurt, one more, just for luck,
So you érag your weary feet up a flignt of rickety stelrs,
Ané at the desk is the majordomo of the Superba, a big,
blowsy bleached blonde with straggling hair, a Mrs,

7111ie Meehan, And pu tell her...

ATKO1T 0171600
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KEN:

MRS MEEHATI:

KEN:
MRS MEEHAIl:
KEN:

-~ MRS MEEHAI:

KEN:

~14-
(WEARILY) This man wore an old, beat-up black hat.
.nd his initiels were R.Q.F. That's all I know.
R.Q.F., huh? Mister, listen. Was this here hat
one of them kind the Fency Dans wear, ,, turned up
on the brim, all around?
That's right. It was a Homburg.
Then it's him, It must be him!
Who?
Roy Ferris.
Roy Ferris! Listen Mrs. Meehan, do you know where I
can £ind him?
3ure, right here in my hotel - Room Fifteen..,Third

Floor front/

{MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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CHAPPELL:

HinTICEs

CilAPPILL:

ZREICE:

CH FPELL:

TRNICE:

Ca'FPFaLLs
EIREICE:

CEAPPELL:

HARRICE:

TEE BIG STORY
PROGR M {187

MIDDLE COMZERCI L

BETHIND)

— o — —

THRO *T-SCRVICH (EFECT) ~- TUROAT-SCR HCE (IFIECT) --
THRO *‘T-SCR*TCH (BF7ECT) ~--

Gusrd against throst-scratch!

Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tebreccos.

Smoke PELL MILL - the ciz-rette whose mildness you cz2n
messUra.

Puff by puff you're elweys -head when you smoke

PELL MELL.

Remember this ~ the furthsr a puff of saoke is filtered
through Tine toberccos, the milder iu becomes. At the
first puff by rcturl meszurz PELL MELL smoxe is

lezeding

L

filtered further then ith-t of rny othe
cigarette, Moreover, ritsr § puifs, or 10, or 1%,

or 17, PELL MILL'S greater lensth of tr-ditionally

fine tobrccos still trrvels the smole Further - filters

" the smoke ~nd m-kes it =ild,

Thus, PLLL MELL'S fine mellow tobrccos give you &

smoothness, mildness ~nd ggtisf-ection no other

cigrrette offers you.

Guard sgeinst throat-scrztcn,

Enjoy the smooth smcking of fine tobsccos,.

amoke PELL MELL - the cigsrette whose mildness you cen
mes sulre.

PRLI, MILL FAMOUS CIG'RETZES - "Qutstandingt™

Mmd - they are mildl

ATHKOY 0171602




— o — e —

HARRICE:

NARR:

MRS.MEEHAN:

KEN:

MRS.MEEHAN®

IEN:
MRS ,MEEHAN;

KEN;

MRS.MEEHAN?

~-16-
This is Cy Harrice returning you to your nerrator and the
Blg story of Kenneth Adams, as he 1ived it and wrote it..
To you, Kenneth aAdams of the San Prancisco Chronilcle,
Tady Luck 1s & plonde. Lady Luck 1s a big blowsy blond
with straggly hair; lady Luck is this Mrs. T111lie Meehen,
who owns and operates the shabby, third-rate hotel called
the Superba. Thls is where the killer who used to own
the beat-up hat lives, the killer vho struck and ran in
the fog; ROy. Q. Ferris... |
Funny thing. Never could get over what that initiel Q.
meant., Geed—%o-&rive-me—cfa&?7«wenéer&n*—#ﬁgi:ZEZEEE:::
Finally, couldn’t stand it any more an'! asked him.
Tarned out to be Quincy. Peculliar name ain't 1t,
Quiney...
( INTEKRUPTS) Mrs. Meehan, listen...
Yeah?
I'zs this Roy Ferrls beemn around lately?
No. Matter of fact, he aint. He's been away & couple
of days. (SUSPICIOUSLY) Say, what's the matter? What's
he done?
Hcothing. Nothing you'd be interested in. (A BEAT) How

about letting me take a look at his room?

Nothing doing. W\e—m

gOil’)J-n‘ut-G' v‘iulqtc ;‘ug pEES ;.v_&!:'j Ayl ULy 5 3

————

on your ~

T don't care who you are = jt's against the law, it aint

legal...
(A BEAT) I've got something here that 1s legales..

ATXOt1 0171603




VMRS .MEEHAN:

MRS . MEEHAN:

¥EN:
MR3.MEEHAN:
KEN:
MRS.MEEHAN:

K=l

MRS ,.MEEHAN:

KEls
MRS .MEEHAN:

— o —

~17-
Whatdya mean?
Ten dollarsa.

(A PAUSE) Well, I don't see as 1t can do any harm. Come

ol

(STEPS ALONG CORRIDOR AND STOP)

Here 1t 1s...
(KEY TURNS IN LOCK)
{ DOOR OFENS)
Remember, no tricks. Don't try to take nothin' or..
(CUTS) Why, the rat! The dirty, 1ow-down skunk!
What's the matter?
He's gonel..gone for goodl
How do you know?
Cantya see? No clothes arcund, nothin'. He had a blg
hand trunk in that corner, an! 1t aint there any more.
(FURIOUS) Why, the no good tramp, he owed me three weeks

rent, He must have come pack here in the middle of the

nizht, an' then sneaked out...
Mrs. Meehan, would you have any idea where he'd go?
How should I know, Mister? If I kmew, I'd go over an' see
him, with a cop. I'd collect the remt, or see him in the
clink, that's what I'd do.

Wwhat'!d this Roy Ferrls look like?

Had a face like a rat. Slick pleck hair, little black

mustache. If 1

The low down, no good, sneakin' bumi
ever get my hands on himl...

You say he had a blg hand trunk?

ATHCT 0171604
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MRS, MEEHAN: Yeah. And I nope he trips on it and breaks his filihy
neck, the thievin! chiselerl!

(MUSICs _ _ UP_AND_UNDER)

NARR: You get out of there, leave the squalid room, and Mrs.
m111ie Meehan. You've lost the killer for awhile. But
you figure when he left the hotel, he wouldn't carry &
hand trunk around the streets, he'd be locking for some
xind of transportation. So...¥ou play the hunch. Just

outside the Superba, there's & taxl stand., For two hours

you ask one cab driver after another. Finally.....

DRIVER: Yeah, Buddy.u/ ow that you ask me, I remember a guy 1ike
that. i S carryin! a small trunk.

KEN: Do you remember where you took him?

DRIVER: Yesh., To the Hotel Plaza-Royal, on Sutter Street.

KEN: Take me there now?

DRIVER: Sure. Hop 1nl

(MUSIC: _ _ BRIDGE)

KEN: vou remember this man, Clerk?

CLERK: T!'11 =ay I do. couldn't forget a hat like that 1n a

hundred years. Only he reglstered under the name of
Harper..John Harper.

KEN: Wwhat room is he 1in?

CLERK:! g1xteen. Jt's a double room, second floor rear. But he's
not in right now. 3ald he was leavin! for & day or two

. .00 business.

KEN: T1d 1like to take a look at his room.

CILERK: Where do you get that stuff, Priend? What makes you think
- I'm gonna.«éé/i;frﬁzF

KEN: This!

ATHOT Q171605
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(MUSIC: IN WITH )

—— T — e m—

NARR: You flash your Press Badge quickly and put it back in your
pocket. An old trick; but you had to try it. You gamble
...and you win. He thinks it's & police badge...

CLERK: Oh., Police, huh? Listen, Tieutenant, I don't know what
this here Ferris has done; vut I don't want no trouble,

see? I run e respectable hotel, nice ant! quiet, an' I

don't want no...

KEN: (INTERRUPTS) There won't be any trouble..if you glve me
the key.
VLERK: Okay. Okay, Lieutenant. Here you are. Room sixteen.

Second floor!

s e e e e - e

NARR: The room has two broken-down brass beds in it..peeling
wallpaper. There are clothes strewn all over the place.
You see Ferris's hand trunk, open it. It 1s empty. But
on the bottom, you see the torn bits of a photograph...
a woman. <You gather up the pleces, put them Iln your
pocket. And then, suddenly..

(DOOR SLAM HARD)
KARR: PR P, PP DX P LT VO = D1 cn Bt L

1EWIS: (COLD AND HARD) What are you doing in my room, Buddy?
start talkin'. (SNAPS) Start talkin' fast, Who let you

in?
XKEN: I...the desk clerk.
IEWIS: He did, eh? What for? Who are you?
KEN: T,..look. I'm a reporter...for the Chronilcle.
IEWIS: Come again; Buddy. It aint good enough.

ATHKQOT C171606



KEN:

IEWLS:

{(MUsSIC:

NARR:

-20-

Tt!'s the truth. Here...here's my press badge ...
(CLINK OF METAL :ON TABLE . . )

(A BEAT) Reporter; eh? What do you want?

Wait a minute. Youlre not...Roy Ferris?

Never heard of the guy.

Allas Harper...John Harper.

Oh. [That crumb-bum. He was my rocm~mate.

Your.room-mate?

Yezh., Came in two days ago. The hotel was full up,

and the clerk asked me 1f I wanted %o double up the room,

gplit the rent, I sald, sure, what can I lose, a tuck's

a buck., 8o he moved 1in...

What's your mname?

Tewls, Pete Lewls.

Do you know where he went?

No., I hardly talked to the guy. Xind of peculiar

character, kept by himself. He left early last night,

and looks 1ike hets gone for good.

And you don't know anything sbout him? You don't know

where he's gone?

T told you, I didn’t. And il you ask me 1t's good

rilddance .-

vou £111 him in on the story, tell nim not to leeave town,
the police will Te looking him up. And novw, aga*n xgou
JO
Ken Adams reporter arxe stymled. The killer w&%b—the beat-
up hat 1s still at large elusive, like a wpralt foR. .
y ! P ;/r “"J& J/J"/y\_,,

£
Back at the office, you bedi Bi1ll Evans
’
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Ken, you want my advice?

I know what you're goling to say...

KEN: Yes? What?

at pastepot, will yeu, Bill? I want to put this“m\&

"

picture together! ~

. o

o |

BILL: Ken, it's & glossy, a publlcity sti11l,...a girl sitting

at one of those l1lttle whlte pilanos.
KEN: Yes., And obviously, a night-club kid. 7You can tell by
the low-cut evening gown, the professional smile. And

the inscription..

BILL: (READS) Hummm. To Roy...With Love and Klsses ...7rom
Baby.

KEN: Hmmmm,. Not very origlnal.

BILL: No. Too bad she dildn't give her name. Baby, huh? . »That

could be most anybody.
KEN: Bill, take & hard look at thls girl. Do you think she's

quality, flrst-class?
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BRILL:

KEN:

BILL:

KEN

BILL:

KEN:

KEN:

DOYLE:

KEN:

DOYLE:

KEN:
DOYLE:

KEN:
DOYLE:

~ KEN:
DOYLE:
KEN:

-0 -

No. More the midway type, I'd say. The gown's cheap, so!s
the quality of this glossy. And Baby looks a little on the
purlesque, full-blown slde.

Then you figure she might play in scme chean ~rtoumpmeren
roadhouse somewhere,

If she's working at the moment... yes... But San Francisco's

full of joints like that. How are you going to find her?
A

g Ay
Therels only one waycf?_fﬂv*/> Al

Yes? VWhatts that?
Hand me that phonehook, will you, BI1l1? I wvant to logck under

clessified,., theatrical booking agents.

(DOOR CLOSE)

Mr, Doyle?

(GRAVELLY VOICE, CIGAR CHEWING TYPE) Yeh, yeh, Thaet's my
monicker, What can I do for you? -

My nume's Adams... from the Chronicle.

(SUDDENLY CORDIAL) Well! Well! 8it down, Mr. Adams, sit

jown. Alweys glad to do business with the press, TR RS LTS

Rl LB

O AT OIT i BTG KB w b OFT

Toa ktad, Lo0 halw-elnege~aTe eI ARG O Gilbdaae 0 Ulxgtinl b
Rvame—B ot 1T Yo dont e, Tour-ysHYe, WNow... what cen I 30

for you, Mr. Adems?

Do you book girl planists?

I Loolk anything. Clcwns, trick dogs, acrokats, animal ects,
riddle players, hoofers, everythling. You wanne ‘book an act
for a stag or smoker, I can do that, too. Why?

Ever see the glrl In this plcture?

(A PAUSE) Yesh. Sure, I know the dame.

Who is she?
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DOYLE:
KEN:
DOYIE s

(MusIc: _ _

5_23_
Vickl Dawn.
Dawn?
Yeh. I know it sounds phony, Adams. But y'see, all these
night-club entertalners go in for thesi,ngga fancy names..
stuff like Flame O'Day, Nancy Knight, ehedamE® DA
like that...
Vicki Dawn, e¢h? Xnow where she's worklng?
Yeh., Yeh, Adams. Last time I heard, she was poundin’
the ivories out at the Seven-Eleven Club.
The Seven-Eleven. Where's that?
Tt!s a second class dine-and-dance joint for the highway

trade...out near San Mateo,

UP AND UNDER)

— e e ¢ —

Now youfre close, Ken Adams; you're sure of it...close %0
the end of the manhunt. This is where you call the
police..and you dc.. Chief of Detectives Kiley glves
you & tongue lashlng for not phoning sooner, and you take
1t, because t1n your heart he's right, youlve got it
coming. But you've gone this far...and now you went to
go all the way, youlve got to..,

(IN WITH NIGHT CLUB B.G.OFF, MURMUR OF VOICES,ETC)

. — o — w— et s —

P
L SN

And so you go the Seven-Eleven olub. .and there is thds
givrl at the pilano...this Vicki Dawn...the girl who sent
love and kilsses to the killer in the fog. You walk

toward her...

e e Tt — i — —— — — =

(A BEAT) Hello.
Oh. He:l.lo, HOne',Yoo.-

That'!s a nlce plano yJou pleyesis.:

BTHOT Q171610




VICKI:

KEN:
VICKI:

KEN:
VICKI:
KEN:
{MUsIC:

VICKI:

BOY:
KEN:
ROY:

KEN:

~24.
Thank you, darling., I do my rest, Can I play you

something speclal?

Why, uh...no.

Itve got a lot of numbers in this instrument, honey,
sweet stuff, low down, anything you like. Don't let lem
dle on the vine, lovely boy, don't te bashful; you must
have a request.

I have.

Now you're telklng. _What is 1t?

where 1s ...Roy Quiney FPerris?

— e — e — — S — —aa m———

That's right. He's wanted for murder.

. A e e

she stares at you open~mouthed. Then her eyes turn

away toward a man sitting at & table.. He's got slick
black hailr, a small dlack mustache...and he sees you both
...staring at him. He gets up, goes to the checkroom.
You move howard him...

Hello, Ferrls,

(& BEAT) You got the wrong party, Mister.

Heve I?

You heard me. You got the wrong party.

T don't think so. I see you bought a nice, new hat,

A Homburg, just like the 0ld one, eh, PFerris?

( & BEAT) What are you talking about?

vour old hat. The one you lost in Golden Gate Park. The

one with your inltials in it.
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Friend, look. Take your hand off my arm before I break
it for you. I don't know who you are, and I tell you
you've got the wrong party, see? {A BEAT) Now, listen.
TI've got to leave. Ilve got to leave, see, and I don't
want you tryin' to follow me. DBecause if you do, I'll...
T don't think you're going to leave, Ferris?

No? Why not?

You sece those three men coming through that door?
doale What of 1t?

The one 4in front happens to be..Chlef of Detectlves
Matt Q\ileyl

In just a moment we wlll read you a telegram from
Kenneth Adems of the 3an Francisco, Chronicle, with the

rinal outcome of tonight's BIG STORY.

— oy m— e dmm m—

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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P g iai-niialll = B

EARRICZ:

CHAPPZLL:

TARTICE:

CHAPPELL:S

EARRICE:

CI e PPILL:

RARRICE:

CHM"PPLLL:
H*RAICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #187

CLOSING COMMRCIAL

BEAIND)

THEROT-SCH TCH (APFECT) -- TrROAT-SCR'TCE (EFFECT) --
TUA0AT-SCRTCH (ZFFECT) -~

Cuerd 2goinst throat-seretehl

Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos,

Smoke PELL MILL - the cigaretie wnose mildness you Cen
measure,

puff by puff yeu're nlw=ys shesd when you smoke

PELL MELL.

nemember this - the further 2z puff of smoke is filtercd
through fine tobrccos; tho wilder it becomes. At

the first puff by actual me-sure PELL MELL smoke 18
filtered further th~n th-t of -ny cthar lerding
cigrrette. Horeover, ofter 5 suffs, or 10, or 15, oT

17, PHLL MDLL'E grester 1encth of trerditionelly fine

tobrecos still trovels the smoke further - filters
the smoke rnd m~kes it mild.

Thus, PELL MELL'S fine nellow tobrecos glve you a
no other

smoothness, mildness #nd gztisractzo

o

3
iy

cigarette offers you.

Iherever you go today you'll se2 mCre and nmore people
smoking POLL MULL - the cigrrette hose nildness you

Con mes SUIC.

ssk for thc longer, finer cigrrette in the distinguisk:cd
red packags.

PELL MOLL 7 °MOUS CICARETTAS - noutstendingl"
And - they are mild!
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CHAPPELL: Now we read you that telegram from %emmeth Adams of the
San Francisco Chronicle.

ADAMS: Xiller in tonight's BIG STORY refused to confess. But
after a three day trial, jury brought in a verdict of
guilty, and he was sentenced to life jmpriscrment ab
dan Quentin. My sincere appreciation for tonight's PELL
MELL AWARD.

CHAPPELL: Thank you, Mr. Adams...the makers of PELT, MELL FAMOUS
GIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL $500
Award for notable service in the field of journalism.

HARRICE: 1isten again next week, same time, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY - A BIG STORY from tne front pages of the
Associated Fress. By~-line Walter V. Becsley. A BIG
STORY about a reporter whoge Big Story turned out to
be a death warrant.

(vysIC: _ _ IHEME WIPR AND_FADE T0_5G ON_CUE) _

CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY Is produced by pernard J. Prockter with
misic by Vliadimir selinsky. Tonight's progran was
adapted by Max Enhriich from an actual story ircem the
front pages of the San Franclsco Chronicle., Your
narrator was Bob Sloan, and James McCallion played the pa™’
of Kenneth Adams. In order to protect the names of
people actually involved in tenight's authentic BIG
STORY, the names of all characters in the dramatizatior

were changed with the exception of the reporter, Mr, AdanS

—...--.-..--n——————--——— =
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CEAPPELL:

1s/ro
10/13/50

=28.
This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of PELL
MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES. (PAUSE)
By this time tomorrow night, eleven hundred American
homes will have had a fire. And the day after that,
another eleven hundred homes will burn. And every day
thie year this destruction will go on, unless we do
something aveut It. You cen stop fire 1n your own home
by using jusf a 1ittle care. Don't smoke in bed, Have
heating and electrical equipment repaired promptly.

Fire prevention 1s your jovl
This 18 NBCessss .« THE RATTONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.
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THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #188
CAST

NARRATOR BOB SLOANE
MILLIE ANN SHEPHERD
BEESLEY LES DAMON
NEWTON PHIL STERLING
CLERK PHIL STERLING
JUDGE RAY JOHNSON
COP RAY JOHNSON
PROSECUTOR FRANCIS de SALES
PHOTOGRAPHER FRANCIS de SALES

DEFENSE ATTORNEY
SHERIFF

EUGENE FRANCIS
EUGENE FRANCIS

WEDNESDAY, NOVEMBER 1, 1950

AS BROADCAST
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WNBC & NET

( ) )
10:00 - 10:30 PM

THE _BIG STORY #188

NOVEMBER 1, 1950 WEDNESDAY

ANNCR!

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY!

BEESLEY:
CLERK:
BEESLEY:
CLERK:
BEESIEY:
CLERK:
PROS:

DEFENSE:

CHAPPELL:

You swear the testimony you are about to give in these

proceedings will be the truth, the whole truth, and nothing

but the truth, so help you God?

Spmdretme—trod, I do.

What 18 your name?

Walter V. Beesley.

Y cccupatlon?

Newspaperman, Assoclated Press,

All right, Mr. Prosecuting Attorney.

Mr. Beesley, I show you thls newspaper ¢lipping, this
tmunder confession" of the defendant. Will you tell the
gourt the circumstances leading up to ---

Your Honor -- I object! On the grounds that thia witness;

a newspaperman, who received a confidentisl communicaticon

is NOT a qualified witness -~ when & man’s life is at stake!

— T e i — — —

THE BIG STORY. UHere 1s America...its sound and 1ts fury...

sts joy and its sorrow...as faithfully reported by the men
and women of the great American newspapers. {PAUSE: COID &
FLAT) Boise, Idaho. Off the tickers of the Asaoclated

Press -=- the story of a reporter who became a trial witness.

s fﬁr nis work -- to Walter Beesley for his Big Story

goes the PELL MELL AWARD!

{MUSIC: _ s

{ OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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(USIC:
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RARRICE:
CHAPPZLL:
EIRRICE:
CHAPPELL:

IARRICH:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

G

(%

PELL:
HARRICL:
CEAPPSLL:

TET BIG STORY
PROGAIM #188

QPENING COM ERCIAL

_BESLD).

TEROAT-SCRTCH (ZFFECT) -- T30 AT ~5CRITCH (EFFECT) ==
THROAT-SCRATCE {EFFECT) ~-

CGusrd egainst +urost-scratehl

Enjoy the cmooth smoking of fine tnhaccos.

gmoke FuLL MELL - he cilgarette waese milcéness you can
MErSUTE.

reff by puff you're slways ahead vhen you simoke

FELL MELL.

Remember this - the further a puff of smoke is filtereld
through fine tobazcos, the milder it becomes. AL the

first puff by actusl mersure PalLL MELT. smoke is

f11tered further th-n that of sny other lerding
cigarette, Horeover, -fter § puifs, or 10, oT 15, orT

17, PELL (ZLL'S creater length of traditionally fine

tobrocos still tr-yels the saoke further = filters the
smoke ~nd makes 1t niid.
Thus, PELL MBLL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you &

smoothness, miloness and s-tisfaction no other

cigarctte offers you.

Cuerd against throat-seratcis.

Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos.

Smoka PELL MILL - the e¢igarette whose nlldness you
con measure, PELL MELL F#:M0US CICARETTES -
ngutstandini®

And - they cre mild!
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CHAPPELL: Bolse, Idaho. The story as 1t actually happened. Walter

Beesley's story as he lived 1t.

(MUSIC; _ _HIT_AND_GO UMDER) parvcce hus-
NARR: You, Walter Beesley, serving the M in Idaho -- which
means serving the AP's papers all over Amerlca -- are on

the witness stand in & murder trial. Why? You've written

a story, That story is evidence. And now, the proaecutor_

has shoved a photostat of your story under your nhose and

asked you to identify 1t. It's your story all right.

Headline -- Killer Confesses. Byline -- by Walter Beesley.

But the lawyers are arguing -- and the judge is declding.
{GAVEL OVER HUBBUB OF CONVERSATION)

JUDGE: {ECHO)} Mr. Defense Attorney - your obJection ds cover-ruled.
DA: I would 1like to argue the point,
JUDGE ¢ The court will hear the arguments of counsel in chambers.

The balliff will escort the jury, for the tlme being --
back inte the Jury room.
BIZ: (RATTLING OF CHAIRS, MANY FOOTSTEPS STOMPING OFF)
JUDQE ¢ In the meantime, pending argument -- there will be 2
recess. (PAUSE) Mr. Beesley --
BEESLEY: Yes, your honor?
JUDGE* You may leave the stand. But you will, of course, held
yourself in readlness to resume?
BEESLEY: Yes sir, I wlll. {PAUSE) After all, Your Honor -- T am aliﬂ

covering this trial,bess
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. NARRATOR:

FOTOG:

NARRATOR®
FOTOG:
BEESLEY:
FOTOG:

BEESIEY!

{wusICc:  _

NARRATOR:

BEESLEY:

FOTOG:
BEESLEY:

FOTOG:

Y-
coffee. That's what you nead. Coffee, strong, black, hot
-- and immediate. You head across Courthouse Square in
Twin Falls, where trial’s being helda, for a cafe, when
(HEAR IN B.G. RUNNING FOOTST:S) you hear --
(OFF) Walt! Hey -- Beesley! Wait up!
Your turn. It's the fotograrher from the local paper.
(COMING UP BREAfHLESSLYJ Where you going, Walt?
Coffee., I know those lawyers. They'il take a long time.
I could use a cdp myself -« 1f you don't mind. I was up
all night printing and d:veloplng --

I don';vfind. Come on,

I U,
e e wm ————

He was up all night! H:h., A royal lot of sleep you've

&)

had yourself! (SNEAK SOUNDS OF RESTAURANT IN B.G., AND
COFFEE CUPS CLINKING CN CLOSE) As you explain over the
coffee -~--

{TENSE & QUIET) I conlan't sleep a wink. Ib's oy story
that's gonna hang tha poor gUy . - - it's my testimony
that'1l put the nonse arcund his neck. SermIeeSEyl
Lhat | Jeempae ey, ( PAUSE ) Sleep’With that on your
mind?p |

I see what you wsan.

No. You don't. You can't. (HARSH) They're back there
arguing over whother to admit wmy evidence. (NEAR OUTBREAK!
Has anybody asked me how I feel about having to give 167
But you have to glve 1t,_what's the sense of beatlng

yourself over the head?
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-JBEESLEY: Does he know the glrlis body's been found?
SHERIFF:  No.

BEESLEY: Sheriff -~ how's about my talking to him?

SHERIFF': You won't get anything out of him,

BEESLEY: That doesn't answer my question. What's he doing?
SHERIFF: Hollering for a smoke.

BEESLEY:I You give him one?

SHERIFF: Him? Not me.

BEESLEY: {AFTER A PAUSE) Sheriff -- let me talk to him,

~ SHERIFP 1o~ Gomahetdr—Nobodyastoprtiy you .

SHERIFF: You reporters are all nuts, Come on.

(ECHOED FOOTSTEPS TO DCOR UNLOCKED, FOCTSTEPS CLOSE,
DOOR ILOCKED |

SHERIFF: Holler when you want out. I'll be eatln’ lunch.
{FOOTSTEPS WALK AWAY)

BEESLEY: (GENTLE, QUIET) Hello, John,

NEWTON: Who're you? A cop?

P =i s e S W LR Vg

NEWDON ———fr—taWiLaIn
“He
BEESLEY: Tl trypbnp—go—tetimpen -;(t'm a newspaperman. Assoclated
Press.
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MILLIE:
NEWTON:

MILLIE:
NEWTON:

MILLIE:

MILLIE:

BEESLEY:
NEWTON:

MILLIE:
NEWTON:

\ -8-

(A BIT OFF)iﬂft:‘kPAUSE) John -~ stay away from me, willys,
please.

I gotta talk to you, Millie, Please.

No == no.

Paby -=- I'1} get out of the car, I'll follow you up the
gtreet, I'll holler righindé-bhacairesh. i youcgentt
DB Dot Pr—

(EMBARRASSED} All right, all right!

(QUICK FOOTSTEPS, CAR DOOR OPENS, CAR STARTS UNDER}

But not long. Just around town & little -- then I got

to be home!

Sure, Millie -- sure. Just around town a little!

UP AND AWAY}

But I didn't take her home. I drove stralight off, out of
town -=-

That's kidnapping, John.

Kidnapping, for a guy to want to talk to hils own wife?
She wasn't your wife any more. She got her decree,
Interlocuteory, mister, S5till had two months to go before
it was [ilnal!

All right, Jochn. Have 1t your way. What then?

I drove. And 211 the way, I dldn't tell her where we
were golng yet -- all the way, I begged with her. I
pleaded with her, all my might I pleaded -- but it was
always the same -- (BROSS) No, no, no ---

No, no, ne, John, I won't come back. MNever.

Millie, you never gave me a chance!
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MILLIE:

NEWTON:

MILLIE:
NEWSTON

-

MILLIE:
NEWTON:
MILLIE:

NEWTON:
MILLLE:

NEWTON:

~9-

T never gave you a chance! When I did, what'd you do?
John, you keep saylng you love me -- {SHE SOB3) & man
loves his wife, he don't WR®t her!:

Honest! Listen -- you think if I didn't love you, I'd

glve a hoot? Sure I hit you -- I hit you cause I loved
you. I loved you enough, I loved you 80 much, it hurt
me so much when you left me, there was nothing I could
do. nothing I could say --

80 you hit me.

I was so crazy sbout you, yeah, I hlt you.

I éon't want any of that kind of love, John. I don't want
any more of you, either. {PAUSE)} Listen, where are we
golng? where are you taking me?

No place.

No place! 1It's late! I got to go home! My father'll
worry --

(THIS IS THE SORE SPCT} Your father! Always your father!

This 1s all his fault! THAT QGUY HATES MY GUTS:

Mau
That's not true, Uer'doesn't hate anybody --
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Y01 '8 10~E0edy-TOImI eI e -
NEWTO W (QUIET) You don't manwmm-«

= .
MILLIE: (STARTS TO SOB) John, John, you're no good for me! It

don't work, it just don't work out, you and me! Let's

ferget 1t all, let's just go our ways -- listen, John ~--
turn around, bteke me home, let me go == you don't want
me, you don't need me -- there 's plenty of other girls --

NEWTON: ~0h no, Not for-ne---

MILIIE: Plenty of girls, Joan, Nice girls -~ pretty girls --
John, I'm not even pretty -- (SMILE IN TEARS) 014
Ugly~face, you called me --

NEWTON: (HOLDING BACK) That was = way of speaking --

MILLIE: John, please, let me go -=

NEWTON: (GOING RIGHT ON OVER HER) ~ that was & vay of saying
you were beautiful, Yesh -~ 1lke hitting you was
cause of loving you, ugly-face, that wasz saying --
you're beautiful, (HE RISES, MORE AND MORE) And therels
no other girl, no other girls in the whole world for me -;
there's only you for me, only you -- and if I can't have
you --

MILLIE: John =-- please --

NEWTON: -; I don't want anytody.

MILLIE: (LOW) John, please, It's so late. Almost mlidnight,
John -- please, Turn &round,

NEWTON: Vo,
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MILITE:

NEWTON:
MILLIE:

NEWTON:
MILLIE:
NEWTON:

MILLIE:
IEWTOW:

MILILIE:
NEWTOT:

MILLIE:
NEWTON:
MILLIE:
NEWTON:
MILLIE:

_11_
Then -- then just stop. ILet ms out, T have money,
I can take a bus -- I can stop & greyhound ==
No.
(TERRORSTRICKEN) John - do you know vhere you're going?
Where are you taking me?
(QUIET) Mexico,
(WHISPER J=mtwe-- you're crazy!
MEX100, wit T TGO bR opmiri - OTTIE P T, T T TN

d b genromebiting o bfanns
ikt igiyiigen- - WE CADN start all over, like on a
honeymoon -~ you and me, sunshine, palm trees, you'tll see.
(TRYING TO HUMOR HIM) Mcney, John, it costs --

(VILDLY) I got it! Every cent I got, I pgot with me --
welll make out! 4 brand new start, Millie --

(A WAIL) John, ey, take me home, take e home }

No, never! (PAUSE: VERY QUIET) Millie -- this is all my
heart and all my soul, talking, Millle - believe me,

cross my hsart, IT1ll be good, I love you, give me

this one chance %o prove:E; Millie, everything I got

jg in this one try., Let me make thls try -- and 1f 1t
dontt work -- okay.

¥ill you do cne thing?

Anything you say, Millie, everything you say -~

Stop? A&nd let me send a telegram home? Please.

A11 right -- but not to tell them where we're goin',

No, John, Just so they won't worry. I'1l just say --

we've trying again, Please, John = please?

ATHOT 0171626




~

- 12 -

NEWTON: Al11 right, Millie ~-- the vory next place. «.«.

NEW Say 1s that & car following ug?

MILLIE: o - I don't =ee =nything, John,

Tyt wet 'ih;.ﬂ—c T._ZI -t
NEWTON: It is a caré Cops! They're after me!l H:Eml’aa-ut

'n& Lo .
fefgotng toacateh Q?_%W-\t /

(CAR UP FAST AND FASTER AND PASTEST THTO )

{Mysic: UP_AND_AWAY INIC) .

e e ey e T e e T

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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HARRICE:

CHAFFELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPFELL:

HAPRICE:

CHAPPELL ¢

FARRICE:

CIPPELL:
H*RRICE:
CHAPPELL:

KARRICE:

THE BIC STORY
PROGRAM #188

MTDCLE COMMERGIAL

THROAT-SCR ' TCH {EFFECT) -- THRO ' T~SCRATCH (EFFECT) =~
THROAT~SCRATCE (STFECT) --

cuerd against throat-scratehl

Enjoy the gggggg‘suoking of finc tobaccos.

Smoke PELL MELL - the cigaretle whose nildness you can
measure.

puff by puff you'rs ~lways shend when you smoke

PELL MELL.

Remember this - the further 2 puff of smoke is Tiltared
throurh fine tobaceos, the milder it becomes. At tha
first puff by acturl measure PILL LI smoke 1s
fiitored further then thet of any other lerding
cigerctte, IoTeover, ~fter 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or
17, PELL YELL'S greater lenggh of traditionally

fine tobaccos r£iill trevels the smoke further - filters

the smoke ond mokes it =11d,

™

Thus, P3LT IGLL'S finz mellow tobzczos gi~e you

smoothness, nildness and satisfretion no othor
cigarette offers you.

Guard against throat-scratch.

Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaceos,

Smoke PELL *ELL - the cigarette whose nildness you ¢rn
measure. FoLL MELL FAQUS CIGARETTLS - ngutstrpdingt”

and - they zre pildl
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" HARRICE: This is Cy Harrice, rcturning you to your narrator and the
Big Story of Walter Beeslcy, as he lived it and wrote it,

NALRR: You, Walter Beeslcy of the ﬂSSQCiated Press, are waltlng to
be called back to the witness stand in a murder trial --
where your testimony may cause a man to hang. You're
remembering that man's story as he told 1t to vou in his
cell...how he kidnapped his ex-wife, and how, riding the -
midnight roads, (SVE/K CLR BEHIND) Ee spled a patrol ear
and sped inte the night...

(C4R UP LMD DOWN BEHIND)

MILLIE: (CRYIKG OUT ) John , John, don't go so fast --

NEWT QH: 1 can't let them get me, I can't --

MILLIE: If you speed, John, they!ll really --

NEWTQN: It's not speeding they want me for -- they want to
take you away from me! -

MILLIE: I won't let them, John, I won't let them. Honcst,
honest, slow down and when they stop you -- I'll tell
them everything's all right, It11 tell them I'm with
you of my owa free will!

NEWTON ¢ You promise, cross your heart?

MILLIE: Cross my heart, John, I promiscl

NEWTON: 411 right.

(CAR SLOVS DOWN, STEESANES, C.R COMES LLONG SIDE
HCRV BLOWS, BOTH SLOV TC STCP)
HEWTON: (LOW) There's two of 'em, Don't say nothing unless theay
ask., {(UP /iS5 FCOTSTEPS COME') VWhat's the matter, fellas?
Was T goin' too fast?
CoP; That's puttin' it mild, Better step out of the car,
NEWTON: (TENSE) What for?
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COP:
NEWTON:
MILLIE:
COP:
MILLIE:

NEWTON:

MILLIE:

 {MUSIC:

BEESLEY:
NEWTON:

BEESLEY:
NEVITON:

BEESLEY:

-15 -
Don't start askin' questions -- get out of the car.

listen, if I wes speedin!, okay, give me a ticket, but «-
Do what tiwews snyg John, please --
Your name wouldn't be Mildred, by any chance, would
it, lady? Guess you're the ones the alarm's about so --
(A SCREAM) No, John don't.

(4 SHOT, A CRLSH OF GLASS)
(VILDLY) Let go my aTm, let go --

(BANG BANG AND CALR STARTS AND CAREENS UNDER)
(SOBBING) John, John, you're erazy, craizy mad! I was
gonna teil them 1t was all right, John -- and now you
went and killed two cops -- John, John, you're crazy!

(QUIET) Vhy did you shoot the cops, John?

(LOV; I don't know. Just when she promised to coma
witt. mc, they come slong, everything went to pieces ==
T -- I lost my head.

You lost your head.
I -~ I didn't mean to kill them. In fact, I don't
even know if it's true they're dead, --- I ---

They're dcad, John., (PAUSE) What next?

NEWTON ¢ vemitming

RIFESLEY:
NEVYTOHN:

BEESLEY:
NEWT QN+

BEESLEY;

Gmeemwes) 1lc drove., We put up in a tourist cabin

that night ---

Yeah.

ind the next merning -- that wos yesterdoy, I guess --
we took off again.

For Mexico? You were heading for Mexico and you came

by way of Idaho -- from Tacoma?
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"NEWTON:
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NO sir.

BEESLEY: t¥Umere were you going then?

NEWTON :

MILLIE:
NEWTON:

MILLIE:
NEVTON:
MILLIE:
NEWT'CN:
MILLIE:

HNEVTON:

MILLIE:

NEWTON:

MILLIE;

— e e

NEWTON:

fnyplace, Just -- anyplace. (SMEAK C/R) I just had
to keep goin', that's all.....Jjust keep zoin'. (F/DE)
(C4R UP LMD BACK BEHIND)
John where zre we going?
Fonest, Millie -- I don't lmow, Canada, moybe, e
can cress over into Canada --
John pleasz, I beg you, pleasc -- let me g0 ==
I can't
Please! '
(TORTURED) I ccn't! The cops, thgnungtbldtﬁit J:c‘%&k
They're dezd, John, you ean't bring them back -~
but you con let me g0 -=-
=« S0 you can tell the police?
But John -- a wifc cantt testify against hor husband --
Oh -- right away vou're my wifec again -« wo're
divorced, you forget a little thing like that?
(FRIGHTENED SILLY) John, John, I don't undurstznd vou -- .
it's one tring one minute and Tabppowdte the noxt el faen
(YHISPER) John -r.wﬁgaljy crazy,
(PAUSZ) let -- me ont oo pleasc let me go!
(CAR UP AMD MY UNBER)
YIPE_IT ZND DOWN_BEHTED)
(LIKE IF 4 DREBAM) ¥y mind wes going around and sround --
I didn't xnew where I was going. . ., whrt I was doing.
I drove up one road, I drove down another, over angd

back, and around -- and finally, it got night...last
night, it must have been. ,
(CAR UP, DOWN BEHIND)

-
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" MILLIE:
NEWTON:

MILLIE:
NEWTON:
MILLIE:

NEWT ON:
MILLIE:

NEWTON:
MILLIE:

NEWTON:
MILLIE:

NEWTON:
MILLIE:

R

- 17 =
John -~ please, Stop. I'm s0 tired. .

(NEAR BREAK) I'm tired too, . . but I don't know vwhere

to go .... they're lookin' for us...they must be leokin'
for us. (WHISPER) It's drivin' me crazy!

(SOFT) John -- honey - -wibiiliauieigm.

Huh?

If you're worried, I*11 go into a hotel or a restaurant

and tell on vou -- honest, John, I won't, I wouldn't do
that. .

How do T knoew, how do I know?

(SHE MEAFS I7) Cause you need me, John. You're not

bad. . . you're -- you're sick, Your head's sick, John

GELﬁﬂ'iw"Awu.ﬁ PET
(SQleuﬁ&ﬂk&mﬁﬁﬁﬁwftgﬁtﬂmﬂgﬁﬁﬁagﬁwmfBIﬁ‘*% TR
HERWeTed -

razu—f-wasTreey? St T T

FEInE N IRzir .V TRIFS Y AT LV S5 L D15 ooty ’

Wm I'11 stay with vou,

I‘lllstay by you, I'll do anything you sawr.

(BREAK) Aw, Millie, Millie, what'll I do, what'il I do:
(SOFT) Do 1ike I say, John, Stop somewherss =-- anywheres
get some sleep -- and tomorrow, when you're rested ==
we'll see, But first -- you got to get some rest!

(A PATHETIC ATTEMPT AT HUMOR) Ater all -- I'm tired too
and yvou'll start callin' me ugly-puss again if I don't

get some rest!

(VERY LOW) T pulled the car into.a field, I got it
behind some trees. I grabbed a blanket out of the

back,  (SUBAHEANE-CONMRY-CHERE) .
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-NEW.'.’T ON:
(CONTD)

BEESLEY:
NEWION:
t
BEESLEY:
NEWT ON ¢
BEESLEY:
NEWTOWN:

BEESLEY:

NEWTON:

;gfflﬂi;l N
SHERITY:

BEESLEY:
SHERIFT:

BEESLEY:
SHERTFF:
BEESLEY:
SHERIFF:

4 -
do Tt 1k webhets aire

- 18 -
And we walked kind of into the woods. (PAUSE) There

was kind of a bridge there .... I gave Millie the

blanket and said, 8¢ lie down, Baby ...

go 1ie down, I said...and T walked away, & ways.

(SILENCE)
(GENTLE) Then what, John?
Nothing. She went one way with the blanket, I went
the other.
Yeah —w-
Thatts all.
(SOFT) Sure, John?
Yessir, (PAUSE) I went one way, she went the other,
Next morning, I went lookin' for her -- and she was
gone,
(SOFT)’ Are you sure, John?

(PP NN ).
Yessir. I went down to the road by the car, and all
of a sudden I felt so sick -~- and it was then the cops
came and grabbed me.
frees T R opENS 5
You through yet? ’
Mot quite, Sheriff. (PAUSE) Vhat's that?
Coffee and sammidges left over. Thought you coulld
use ‘em . I'11 set Tem down here and come back for
you in -- Well, 1t's got to be soon. The lawyers
are comint,
His?
No. The state's.
Has he got a lawyer?

Nope. He's heen hollerin' for cne, but --

ATKOT Q171833




BEESLEY:

SHERIFF: -
- BEESLEY:

SHERIFF:

BEESLEY:
NEWTON:
BEESLEY:
NEWTON:
BEESLEY!

HEWTON ¢
BEESLEY:

NEWTON ¢

BEESLEY:

NEWTON 3
BERSLEY:

NEWTON &

BEESLEY:

~1g-

{QUIET: HARD) Get him a lawyer, Sheriff, Fast.

Now listen --

Tt's his right, Sheriff, and you know it. Get him &
lawyer. (PAUSE) That 1s, unlass you forget I'm from the

Aggociated Press.
411 right, all rignt! (GOING OFF) But you better finish

up quick!
CELL DOOR OFENS & SHUTS }
(APTER A SEC) Here, Jobhn, drink this coffee.

6 Qe Zmiiiids =~

—laaayiivhe
T just want you %o tell me a few more things, John., But

(HE STARTS TO MUNCH AND GULP CORFEE)

first, can I tell you scmething?

(THROUGH FOOD) Yessir. Sure.

They found Mildred.

{ A PAUSE THEN)

(A GULP OF COFFEE)} They did?

Yes,

Wh=~where?

Under the culvert. It wasn't a bridge, John. It was &
eulvert. She~-{PAUSE) (VERY VERY GENTLE} John - John, kid--
why don't you tell me? You know she was dead. There was a
pullet through the right eye, 1t came out the back of hep--
(QUIET) No. (DULL) No. Not in the --(PAUSE: A SOB) I
didntt shoot her in the face. She was sleeping ~- I--I
wouldn't shoot my baby in the -- 1in her poor sweetb face, &
- (ug BEOINS 70 80B) T U T 7T

T e T e e e
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BEESLEY: (GENTLE) You want to tell me? ‘ w*;,éﬁ“

3ggcent-guy, you ==

NEWTON : (S0BS) Yes, yes. You're the only
(A RACKING BREATH) Listen. This is the truth. {5 B
MymeE) 1T ~- I give her the blanket., She says -~ goodnight,
éﬁi;: baby, goodnight, 1t's gonna pe all right in the
morning. I sald, ckay, ugly~face == dont't be cold -- and
- and she goes to sleep under the bridge —-

BEESLEY: (MURMUR) Culvert --

NEWTON: gulvert, bridge, I don’t know. T walk a little ways away.
T find the gun in my pocket. All of a sudden, I realize;
the cops. They're maybe dead., Even 30, itfs jail anyhow
for me. (ANGUISH GROWING) I can't have her if I'm in
jail, I can't have her 1f they're killed and I -- hang ==
and if T can’t have her -- nobody can have her -=- and I
walk over there - and she's sleeping 1nddiauiinbmmei 10
Sl o bpmilatdi sl LORRL 2~ and I lean over --and ===
(LONG SHUDDERING PAUSE) == (WHISFER)I kissed her on the nair
soft, and I shot her. Once. (PAUSE) That's all, She
never knew nothing.

{MUSIC: _ _UP AND MOURN AND AWAY _FOR)

TWITH FOOTSTEPS) Sheriff! Hey Za

eriff!

__SHERIFF: Get anyth

BEESLEY:
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Confession?

BEESLEY: 'm not saying, Sheriff, (PAUSE} What I ge “1s between

SHERIFF: .

BEESLEY: =~ and anythirs, 140 yourself -- you'lll have to
get for yourself, ~

SHERTFF: . (RBRLLOW) John Newton - did you
k111 thg ' |

NEWTON 1 (Q story, But I ain't

and every

tellin' you nothing, And that goes for no

time from now on!

wyic P T R s e A

e o T T
. el ﬁﬂéﬁ-
NARRATOR: 8o there you Werqﬁe- with a'eonfession your stery. You

put it on the wire -- adding the words -~
(TICKER UP BEHIND)

BEESLEY:  John Newton however refuses and continues to refuse to

eonfesa to police., This is =~ exclusive --
(TICKERS GO BEHIND)

NARRATOR: And there it stends. John Newton will noi confess, Jomn
Newbon pleads NOT GUILTY -- and leaves it to the court to
decide. And after your story appears -- you, Walter
Beesley, are subpoenaed as a witness.,

(GAVEL UP, HUBBUB DIES DOWN )

JUDGE! o Adietsbpittpgtitirma D080 Al e AL IBFER AR GGy~ Mo

Beesley, asmgatimeme, this court has ruled your testimony

ot paglad

admissible.-'Proc%ed,*ﬂt.ﬁﬂﬂfc@n;"
PROSECUTOR:Thank you, Your Honor. - Now Mr, Beesley, I show you this
story from the Assoclated Press wire. Do you recognize this

as your story?l
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BEESIEY: (AFTER A LONG PAUSE) Your honoT...

' JUDGE: (SURPRISE) Yes? '

BEESLEY: May I speak to you 2 second?

JUDGE s Yes.

BEESLEY: (NEAR WHISPER) Your Honor -- do I have to answer these
questions?

JUDGE: Yes. (PAUSE) But may I ask the reason for your doubts?

BEESLEY: Ves sir. (HALTINGLY) Sir, I -~ I'm a newspaperman, My
business is -- wrlting stories. I Just happened to get
this one ~- and 1t Just happened to be a confesslon of
murder —- by a-- a fluke, Just cause I was decent to the
poor bewlldered guy —- ‘

JUDGE: Mr, Beesley, the law --

BEESLEY: (WHISPER) Please, Your Honor; I -- 1 know my testimony's

. important, I know it's cruclal, but -= but can!t the story!’
ctand for itself? (PAUSE) Must I, must my word send thls
man to -- to death?

JUDGE+ (VERY QUIET) Mr. Beesley, your story cannot stand by
1tself. You must testify to the truth of the facts 1t
contalins,.—=

BEESIEY: (WHISPER) But they're true,Jjudge. I'm & newspaperman, I
don't write lles --

JUDGE: You must testify to that. And Mr, Beealey, I wish %o
point out that 1t is not your word that will send thls man
to nis death. (PAUSE) It will be -- if he is found guilty--
no man, Not myself, not the jury -- but =-%he law.

LT —
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_23-
- NARRATOR: You look at John Newton in his chair, You look at his

ther, crushed, erumpled, You look at the parents of the
You look

girl told you -- and only you -- he ki

at the othe Again, you look
at John Newton, d, mixed-up guy -- maybe
he didnt't know what s doing. Maybe he was crazy, 88
prove., It's not for you
k: deep into your

and soul. And you know that wha you do here,

P - -

BEESEB¥t—YER, Mr, PIOSTCwbond—
vdG & Nard v, fen,tl .?

-iﬂeSEGGEOR;Are you ready ¥o testify?

“—

BEESLEY: (LONG PAUSE: VERY Low) & -- (PAUSEP?-I am, g,
{MusIc: _ _BIT_AND_GQ FOR CURTAIN)

CHAPPELL: In Just z moment we will read you a telegram from Walter
Beesley of the Assoclated Press , with the final outcome
of tonight's BIG STORY.

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL}
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HARRICI:

CH.'PFELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPILL:

EYERICE:

CE"PP3LL:

H)ARICO:

CHPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPSLL:

ErRRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM 71288

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

THROAT-SCRMTCH (EFFLCT) =-- THRO..T~-SCRATCH (EFFECT)

TURO ‘T-SCRTCE (EFFECT) ~-

Guard against throat-scratehl

Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos.

Smoke PELL 1¥LL ~ the cigarette whose mildaess you can
FMEASUTE.

puff by puff youtre always cherd when you smoke

PELL MELL.

Remember this ~ the further = pnff of smoke 1s filtered
through fine tobaccos, the milder it becomss., At the

first puff by actual messure PELL JELL stioke 1is

filtered further then that of any other lerding
cigmrette, loreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or

17, PELL 1LLL'S greater length of tr-ditionally fine

toboceos gtill trawvels the sncke further - filters
the smoke and m-kess it mild.
Thus, FZLL MZLL'S fine mellow tobraeos glive you a

smoothneze, mildnces snd sotisf-ction no chner

cigrrette offcre you.

Vherever you go tod-y you!ll see Dore and more people
smoking PELL MZLL - the cigarotte whose mildnoss you

Ccor BerSUrGa.

sk for %the longer, finer cigrreotte in the distinguished
red packacge.

PELL MBLL FAIOUS CICARETTES ~ "Qutstandingl™

And - they 2re mild!
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CEHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THAPPELL

(MUSIC:

- 25 = REV.

Now we read you that telegram from Walter Beesley of the
Assoclated Press.

Despite defenseryfuinsanity, my testimony based on
killer's confession to me satisfied jury that he kncw
what he was doing, and he was sentenced to be Qg;é:
Heowever before his scheduled exccution he committed
suicide. Many thanks for tonight's PELL MELL Award.
Than% von, Mr. Beesley.,.the mekers pf PELL MELL FAM'Y
CTGARETTES arc proud to present you the PELL MELL $509.
ymard Tor notable sorvice in the fleld of journalism.
Listen again next week, same time, same station, when
PELL Mrnl FAMCTS CIGAREITES will wresent cnother BIG
STORY - A BIC 8TCRY from the freont pages of the New
Yery Journal Amer;can - by-lins Poul Schoenstein. A
BIC ST0XY ahout a reporter who rigrad nis 1life in
tpacring do-n over 300 of the 1ewest form of criminals
ever to ~nerate in e great city.

THYME_'1173 4ND FADE TC BG_ON CURL.

TR RIG STCRY is produced by Bernard J. Proakter with
migic by Vliadimir Selinshy. Tonirhtt's prograrn was
a@apted ty Alan Slean from =n astual story from the gpmess
22;:5-of the Associated Press. Your narrator was Boh
Sloan, znd Les Damon pleyed the part of Walter Beasle’.
In ordcr to protect the names of people actually
iavalv 1 in tonight's authontie 3IZ 5TCRY, the names

of all characters in the dramatization were changsd wi”
the exception of the reporter, Mr. Beesley.

THEME UP FULL AND FADE FOR)
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CHAPPELL:

- 26 - REV.

This program is heard by members of the Armed Forces
overseas, through the racilitles of the Armed Forces
Radio Service.

This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the mekers of
FELL MZLL F.MQUS CIGARBITLSS. (PAUSE)

At this minute a ners story is being mede., Fire is
brearing cut in somebody's honsz. The people didn’'t
plan to hove o fire but,..2 carelessly discarded
cigarette, an overloadad tire....it doesn't take much-

How aboub vour home? J Jo--biemdmiiikdis Lthoro that

mhghE—cameer=fa. YT i Lo e yeceatiiam e T )

Make £ =~revention your responsibilityd

TEIS IS I=C....THE FATICH.L BRO,DOLETING COMPANY.
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NARRATCR
TLONL

18T GIRL
2ND GIRL
TEACERR
HICMAN
MLRIL
PLUL
PARTY BOY
DRIVER
RACHT
VOICE I

RARTANDER
TURLN
VOICE ZX
b.A.

VOICE

TEE BIC STORY

PROGRAM #1849

WED

AS BROADCAST

20B 3LCAND
PAT HOSLEY
PLT LCSLEY

ZRACE Z7EDDY

:LTER CREAZL
MUTDEL TRAMER
M FDEL FULMER
HaT PRLAT

J47 PDLEE

GIL MACK
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CRANT RICHARDS
GRAET RICH.RDS
CEORCE PRIRIE
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“ " WNBC & NET

o )
10:00_- 10:30 PM

THE BIG STORY #189

NOVEMBER 8, 1950 WEDNESDAY

CHAPPELL:

DRIVER:

15T GIRL:
DRIVER:
2ND GIRL:
DRIVER:
18T GIRL:
2ND GIRL:

DRIVER:

2ND GIRL:

13T GIRL:
2 ND GIRL:

(MUsIC;

(Paul Schoensteln: N.f. (N.Y.) Journal-American)
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present ... THE BIG STORY!

(4 BUS COMING TO A STOP .. DOOR OPENS)

u*UﬂUU " ‘])q;~‘jt‘$uch

Comg e¢n. We only live tuo bl ocks—dewin—take the Lurn.

QOkay, girls, Last stop.

What do you care? Nobody's watching.

Come on, come on! It's aftef 2 and I'm on this run

since 4 p.m., Even the bus 1s tired. !
LilAg i

Come on, driver. Give US A break. -o-itnew-irowdhree

niceutu S TSNS Bive US A DTEak s

(SLIGHTLY SHARP) Come on -- out! I'm due back at

the terminal fifteen mlnutes.
Come on, Charleen.
(OFF) Soon as I get my purse,
{HORRIFIED) What are you --?
{CLUNK ON HEAD)
We azked you to go. Y bl inhil St et Geelangall.,
time, but -- (QUITE HIGH) no -- you had to get stuffy.
Anita! Get hls change.
{WE HEAR THE COINS BEING TAKEN OUT OF THE CHANGE
SLOTS)
Wrat are you going to do?
(QUITE MAD) I sure ain't golng to leave him here to
blab his big mouth off.
(A SHOT)

s, A e e T AR T T s — o
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CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY, Here is America, 1ts sound and its
fury, its joy and its sorrow as falthfully reported
by the men and women of the great American newapapers.
New York City, N. Y. The story of a city editor who
uncovered one of the most vicilous crime syndicates in
history and knew he had only.&hﬂ.ie surface.
And for his work, to Paul Schoenstein of the New York
Joumal-American, for his Big Story, goes the PELL
MELL AWARD.

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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BARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

FARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPFPELL:

HMRRICE:

CHAPFELL:
IARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #189

OPEHING COMMERCIAL

THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) —-= THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFTCTY ~-
TEROAT-ECRATCE (BFFECT) --

Guard against throat-scratehl

Enjoy the snooth smcking of fine tobaccos.

Smoke PHRLT, MELL - the cigarcite whoase nildness you can
rersure.

puff by puff you're ~lways ~head when you sncke

PULL MELL.

Remerber this ~ the further = puff of snoke is filterod
thrﬁugh fine tobrccos, the milder it beccmes. At the

first wuff by a2gturl mensure FILL MOLL smoke is

filtered Further th-n thet of any othaer leading
eigeratte, Goreover, sfter 5 puffs, or 1¢, or 1%, or

17, PELL MELL'S grester length of traditionzlly {ine

tobacecs still travels the snoke sorther - filters the
smoke ond nakes it »ild.
fwys, PRLL MELL'S fine nellow tob-ccos give you 2

sioothness, nildness #nd setisfrelion no other

cigerette offers you.

Gusrd ngrinst thrort-serateh.

Fnjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos.

Srmoke PELL MELL - the cigorefte whose rildness you
c~n nensure. T MELL T MOUS CIGARETTES -
nontstsndingtl”

And = they are mildl
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i (MUSIC:

- CHAPPELL:

NARR:

WOMAN:

{MUSIC:

NARR:

RACHT:

e e e o —

.

New York City. The story as 1t actuslly heppened --
pPaul Schoenstein’s story as he lived it.

fhe story of the two bobby-soxers who had shot, killed
and robbed the bus driver on East Tremont Avenue --
that was one of several in a series that got you going,
Paul Sehoenstein, city editor of the Journal-American --
That and the story of the wolf-glrl packs -- wpnadatony,
_;anaéer, none over 20, who snatched pursés, tore
clothes, and killed when forced into corners, That
too. That and the woman (ENe—frowsy—bhendsd, Who ran
an uptown night spot and who gasped with her last
hreath --

(DYING) That bunch -- they say they're golng to give
you a break 1f you pay them and you pay them and then
they do this to you., Two hoods that take you apart
With Geedmw-wress and a knife,

STING_AND=RN-WETR) b 0 %&,,wm

That determined yoaﬂ--‘ih,_._.Jch wrmeeeake . To get
to t b Taat S Sl WS SR TE LIS Y- 5 SB[

the cause of thg,horror¥ You call Jim Huran and Leon
Racht into your officei Eoth of them, reporters - “Blbbe..
xmma_xhanﬂsheiq-éhﬁ7‘$97ven 1ike you, who are after the
Pacts Sricafben—champimp-rre—foress, HRacht, 2 vig,
vaw-boned man, has been asslgned to the bobby-2oxer

story.

They picked up the two kids. They were hiding out~in

the most obvious hide-out in the world =-- 2 friend’s

place.
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PAUL:

RACHT:

PAUL:
RACHT:

PAUL:

RACHT:

PATUL:

RACHT:

-6
And --%* Come cn, Leon. I went to know what's going

cn here,

It ain't pretty,—shettraidr—iessasdonally I got G

he juvenile authorities will take care of
AT e Gl S G RO o e dienipdamsiliiiy.  BUtAthE
real point 1s why they did i1ta I-denlbomasn.aozlhedy

thousand kids running around the city with crazy ideas

in their heads, .

A gl

?

(SMILING, THIS IS HIS THOUGHT Tgp), fiiv ecNonrmm armann 510 muvira
\/ *.a
-thﬁHheFe-—'ﬂ-H—*e-hﬂe—getAis some dame =-- gome

woman named Marle, OSomething fantastic, mysterious,
oand st g

exotic -- Ledeknows what else. She'’s behind them some

wayg.

(FAST) A1l right, Leon, that's your assignment -

Get Marie,.

{SMILING)

olbhs . Wou got a week., Come back with the ansvers.

u
—— e AT e R

Leon Racht smiles the smile you know that's calling you
& name for being such a tough nut. But a smile, at the

same time, thatsuggeats if the stuff is getable, he'll

get 1t. And you turn to Hurvan, whe has by now pounded
aut a lead editorizl.
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PAUL:
HURAN:
PAUL:
HUBRAN:
PAUL:
HURAN:

PAUL:

HURAN:
PAUL:

HUERAN:
PAUL:

HURAN:
PAUL:

{MUsIC:

NA RR:

_7.-
Let me hear it, Jim.
It's a 1ittle rough.
80 1t's rough.
) PPV L ICRET I TS F R34 b i L

LoV IS WO o] o] ) 1 T

Them

It von'¥

Rampant white slavery with virtual children as the vice

slaves, drug dens, sale of marijuana, heroin &nd cocaline

What's the matter, Paul?

o tl

It just sounds sensational -- big wens -« cewdebelit.dULC,

euamg—wsud-an—ev-rr'Eruer“ﬁmﬂrﬁmﬂr*sﬂtnE'Eﬁ&‘&ﬁumua
WM"? I want the facts.
Every single detail of thils thing found out, nailed
down, printed.

There could be a lot of trouble.

Then I want names named, the responsibility placed
where it belengs.

That can make it pretty hot -- get pretty high up.

That's exactly the idea -- exactly.

3o begins an investigation into crime in the greatest

eity in the world -wheda—all things have LIaNdeRadadse

s rpiaiewpey 1t begins In 2 par uptown about a
minute before four ofclock in the morning, just before'
the legal closing time, And you are there, Paul

Schoenstelin, with Jim Huran, playing a role.
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HURAN:
FAUL:

BARTENDER:
PAUL:

BARTENDER:

BPAUL:

BARTENDER:

HIURAN:
PAUL:

PAUL:

PAUL:
PARTY BOY:
HURAN:

PARTY BQY:

PAUL:
PARTY BOY:

. HURAN:

-5-
What're you having?
Give me 2 double,
It's four ofelock, brothers.
Maybe your watch 1z fast. Give us two doubles.
No. My wateh keeps very good time, But why don't
you kind of -- Oh, I"I%fﬁ-ﬁ l;z.mw ﬂ:;‘r_!\aﬂi: m%ﬁl}i‘b C-P.n;
corner. Steop at 137. ﬂ
(AMUSED) gQerpursve=cTonT™
ety i AT P A TR T M Tt B i Lt
T—p et 500 (s g a2V ST

the 3
ik il 2T Y L Sttt b A

E4e g s nids it it ihwa

~AERREEELYTING ] The Congress Clumy 23fma,

197 '
?heﬂ!nqnwxe—eéuqqis just a voom with just a2 man and
Just a table, just a bottle and two glasses, And no
clocke,

Give ug a double.
(POURING. EE DRINKS AND COUGHS)
What do they put in these bottles?
(SUDDENLY THERE) Nev around here?
¥ho are you?
Now that ain't a qQuestion folks ask. They call me
Party Boy.
That's nice.
I seen yoq:;alking around. OSeen you wondering. FPinally
3een yJou come in. Seen you wagte your money.

¥ou mean cn the shellac?
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-9.-
PARTY BOY: oh no. The stuff's good., Good as any after-hour
' place. No, what I mean is mostly an out-of-towner
would order himself a double. A Tellow knew the
ropes would order himself a shorty. A sghorty and

a question.

HURAN: What's a shorty?
PARTY BOY: You get yourselfl a triple drink and pay the price of
a double.
PAUL: What's & quesiion?
PARTY BOY: That's something you ask and I ansver. But you got to

be interested.

PAUL: What'll ycu have?
PARTY BOY: I'11 take a shorty.
PAUL: And T'l1l ask a question.

RALL+ e P Y SN T

(wusic: _ _ _ HS eI T I U P o Ll S e DR )

NARR: You ﬁ‘#fﬁg -t%‘e.'rfﬁetgkble stdect thop at & miserable
stalr case and enter a house through a mizerable hall.
The shades are drawn and the doors are clcsed and
the muffied music can't be heard from the street.
But lnaide -

(MUSIC: _ _ _ _UP .. LIKE A SOLID IMPACT)
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NARR:
PARTY BOY:

HURAN:
PARTY BOY:

-1 =
--Hg inside 1%'s hot and moist and fetid, A dozen
dancing couples,
Take a look around, Anything you see, looks 1ike 1t
might be lueky, you just nod at it.
Lucky?®
You gents askéd # question, dldn't you? You might need

a 1ittle luck for the ansver.

e e e - — A e = —

PARTY BOY:

(usIc:kdp

NA RR:

13T VOICE:

2ND VOICE:

_INYITED

The "luck" are bebby-goxers. S}?s 1jke the twe who
Mt ClAA,

Some earmpragoremadsd v

¥11led the bus drlver. others

just standing, walting
! ’ ‘-“‘e Mmb:&
To go through with the role you're playing, ycnknod at

a smokey-~eyed readhead and Jim Huran indicates a

tousled blonde -~ maybe 18,

They '1l1

Let's go on inside to the "questioning" place.

pe around.

P T ST e R i B BELGE L €D «
(WE HEAR MINGLED BABBLE OF LOW VOICES INVOLVED

IN VARIOUS GAMBLING GAMES)

The point i= six, six the pelnt. An even bet, Put

five to get five, ST U WP S ST R o -2 . 1o
e iald polnbo-dee the man's point is six.,
i iliatni S PO Saaldi S B LT LI DE T RIS DD

‘MW .

x -
Lhe Ry L RTIOW
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VOQICE III:

NARR:

ILONA:

NARR:

ILONAs
NARR:

ILONA;

NA RR:

{(MUSIC: _ _

-11-
1 e. The
I';ﬁ, vhat a shame. Not

wy llake your tets becaurse

ﬁét just a roving dice game, nﬁﬁ_jusf a2 corner of

a wall with 2 tough guy cutting 10% for the house, but
8 layout as elaborate and swank as anything in the
famed sporting clubs all over the country. Bowrr—iom—

P e e Ss- L LR R ! L il bigimmiiinne
el £ O P I CET R sl el e T T T OEr?
«shes personalljwacnd JOCITIARETNR . And then --

(SHE'S HIGH) Oooo, play the owbesc, mister, ,play

the sewkebte. That's what I love =-- the ssesdesis.
This here's Dora, My name 1s Ilona. Evmppatagouihpsl 9
il ldogmererfis,
The touzled blonde and the smokey-eyed redhead -- they 'r

there, standing there next to you. 2 t

Oco, daddy, buy me a drink and let's play the »seudeilis.
Stecrers. This is the profession. Little kids that
cught to be at home In bed -- half-crecked on the cut
gin, eyes promising everything in the world and telling
you, in their chlidish voleceg --

T tell yqus, daddy, I'm the lucklest thing in the world
on pooYETTIN

Stecreps, who work on a commiszsion basls.

UP .. SUSTAINED.. AND UNDER)

— o e VR T R e T e
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-12-

NARR: ind so 1n the space of two hours, you, Paul Schoenzteln,
*ﬁh§ﬁﬂ im Huran, reporters posing as two out-gls#¥
yokels id 27 41 : ound a place -

to drink around thewg cp’a dance hall where any
girl will be your partper dgr the peinting at, found
a roving gamblingfnstitution affggeen two glrls

{steerers ), # years old {if that} who'mgke a commigsion,

PAUL: Well ‘guess that's enough for une night,
HURAN: =7ou and me both,

PARTY BOY: Now that didn't cost you too much, gente. I mean, for
| thaE‘E:Ch run.l

PAUL: No.,\yine, fine,

PARTY BOY: Well, you know where to go in the future anyhow.
Introductions alwaye a Little blt expenslve.

PAUL: How do you get thesge girls?

PARTY 30Y: I just told you ~ You point at them,

PAUL: No - where do they come from? '

PARTY B0Y: Now I wouldn't know that, That ain't my conecern. You
ecapecially interested in girla?

HURAN: Well who 2in't?

PARTY BOY: Now ain't that the truth. Well, in that case, you ought
to tie up with Marie.

PAUL: . ~Syilacie .

PARTY BOY: BwewrbreyNoaTa of Marie. 'Cept to tell you the tru
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NARR:

RACHT:

PAUL:
RACHT:

PAUL:

RACHT:

(MusIC:

NA RR:

TEACHER:

-13..
Marle again. Marie, one of the places you atarted from

and now one of the places you comé back to. One of

the big names, together with Big Joe Cattison {protection,

Together with Lenox Avenue Tom (hotels, with rooms for
rent.) One of the big names you've after. Leon Racht
has 2 speeclal look on his oPdimasidammanreregiwc face,

It's four days since he went out for Marie.

ﬁl%'we havi really got is she's had 27 different

-apevtmerrts in the last year.
Where is she now, Leon?
No information at all. She works through the high-

schools. Recruits a kid from some class and that kid's

the colonizer fov hEr.j Brings the glrl after class
to one of Marie's apaxtmsnis and that's where 1t tegins.

Fl

And you got no immediate lead?
dt WHELQQ;PJ
Well, jusyﬂghe’s supposed to be moving into Wedbeyw /

High School.

The high-scheol lies flat in the middle of the area whenre
10 percent of the houses have cutside sanitation, and
wvhere two and three families live In the space where

one should live, and the teachers, perhaps the most

t

harrassed human beinge on eartabzb‘ﬂfaciad&Q:E;Anﬂ

Cooperate? Sure I'll cooperate Ilve talked to police,
civic leagues, reform crganizations, the district

attommey 's office -- I'l1l be glad to talk to you orvr

anyone else (BITTERLY) TS T T s
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PAYUL:

"TEACHER:

PAUL:

TEACHRER:

PAUL:
TEACHER:

MARIE:

H:ey"d T TR T S IR ER

-14~

Now just a second, Miss Hanson. I know there have

been a lot of trys and & lot of flops. The way to go
about this thing -- as least we think so == is one

atf a time., We want Marle.

(VIOLENTLY) I think if I ever saw that woman, if 1 ever
ecame face to face with her, I'd kill her. The things

I have seen her do to the poor kids in my claes --=
Ty R peerm T e T T e seoninh GrreBel BNl LE T

Like what?

T don't have words to say it. Every foul thing you can
imagine.

Where is she operating from now -~ Marie?

I got a hold of two of the glrls' diaries. They brought
them to school to show off to each other what they

were doing. I got one of the girls -- she had a

1i1ttle sense left -- and she told me there was a place on

Fast 114th Street., That's the last addresy I ever heard

of . . TN IR
;but G TU1: 041 v v = P 9 =2 - oy - T E AN mnuth,
By -morwth shut,

e, ,ﬁwmaw AR A e 036 Mot

gLylsbmhgmmbg§.$pe bua drIW%r,

RS e,

eI ET {---.yL A

It's not very hard because the diary entry les very

recent. And the house iz there, and the épartment, and

you and Leon Racht gewiive <. “‘j' e As‘-’""'\

(QUITE CULTURED, QUITE INTELLIGENT) Can I help you?
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PATUIL:
MARIE:
PAUL:
MARIE:
RACHT:
MARIE:
PAUL:
MARIE:
PAUL:

PATL:

{MUSIC:

NARR:

MARIE:
PAUL:
MARIE:

PAUL:

MARIE:

-15-

We'd like to talk to you, Marie
oh? Have we met?
No. You're a well-known woman, that's all,
I'm beginning not to like what I hear,
What do you think you hear?
Logk, you two, stand where you are! You're not coming
in uere.
oh, but we are, Marle.

{DOOR OPENS)
I'11 get on that phone and therz 'l be somebody here
so fast -~
You do that. In the meanwhile, we'll look around.

(PHONE IS DIALED VIOLENTLY)

Tell me, Marile, ls thls the place where you make
highecheol inte ateerera?

There are nine rooms. Amid the squalor of the rest of
the neighborhood, Marie's place is a palace -- indirect
l1ighting, oriental rugs on the floors, the bathrooms
dene in onyx and gzold palnt. A real little payadise
cenjured up out of the braln of one Marie.

Joe saye to tell you to be sure to stick around.,

Big Joe?

Joe Cattison.

I 1like the way you do it, Get them out of those
stinking holes they live In ordinarily with the outside
plumbing. Give them a social club, musie, a room of
their own, a little of the feel of the good life.

Joe says it don't matter whether you stay or not. You

won't get far.
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PAUL: Get them used to the good 1life, Maybe give them 10,
15 dollars in their pockets, Give them a taste for

good liguor and then show them how sasy 1t 1s to keep

golng.
MARIE: /r&kg\{alk your head off.
PAUL: Then all they got to do is show up in cne of Party

Boy's places or somevhere else -- a nice, roving
gambling joint where they'll bring you luck at roulette
or twenty-one or chuck-a~-luck -- or vhatever -- for
ten percent of the house's take.

MARIE: What ave you ~- one of them reformers?

RACHT: And that's only the beginning. First a steerér and then
-- anything goes.

PAUL: Very nice, Marie, Real democratic. Any girl can riee

to the top of the heap. T &M‘M“&Aju.

MARIE: . Well, you think you can change human nature? e
upfdjglways be around, mister, You won't.
(MUSIC: _ _ _ UP_AND _UNDER}
NARR: And she's got something there. A terribly profound
truth. It's not only povertm, ding them 1nto
situations like this, Ibhmm%“m“
the gix . -
PP SR WHRE ST JOU BOINE LU bt sttt
(MUSIC: _ _ _ PUNCTVATES)
MARR: Well, you're getting somewhere -- you and Jim Huran and

Lecn Racht., Something besides editorial anger -- the
facts, And as you walk back to your hotel which you've
get up as headquarters {because home isn't the safest

place on earth), there's a note walting fer you.
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NARR:

_17..
(READING) "I'd stop now while I can. After all, Jyou
can't change human nature. Joe."
Big Joe Cattlson talking philosophy. And with the
subtlie threat 1n your hand, you know you're getting

somewhere. Yew-put THE DoITage—iA-jour wertret—fol 2
> - ; 5 LA TYrbowbis Lo

DenprpdeY UR3 Ld =
sleepr You'll start again tomorrcu, to o beneath the

surface., Beneath the ineredible hovror of the surface

that you've only

—_— e . A AR

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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.- {MIDDLE GOMMERCIAL)

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

-18- THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #183

THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT)} --

Guard agalinst throat-scratchl

Enjoy the gmopth smoking of fine tobaccos.

Smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness you can

measure,

Puff by Puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL

Remember this - the further a puff of smocke is filtered
through fine tobaccoz, the milder it becomes. At the

first puff by actual measure PELL MELL smoke 1s

filtered further than thatof any other leading
cigarette, Morveover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or

17, PRLL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine

tobaceos gtill travels the smoke further - filters the
smoke and mekes it mild.
Thus, FELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccoe glve you &

emoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other

clgarette offers you.

Guard against throat-scrateh!

Enjoy the smooth emoking of fine tobaccos,

amoke PELL MELL - the clgarette whose mildness you

can measure, PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -"Outstanding!”

And - they are mild!
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HARRICE:

NARR:

PAUL H

HURAN:

PAUL:

RACHT:

PAUL:

-19-

AT W TEm e e

This is Cy Harrlce returning you to your Narretor and the
Big Story of Paul gchoenstein as he lived it and wrote
it.

voutre after the story of vice in the ecity you make you
home ~ Paul Schoenstein - vlee in New York City. And
it!s big and infinite end sprawling as the city itaself,
Because youtve touched on part one (1iguor), and part
two {gambling), and part thres (girls), part four
{threats) tmno surprise. And so you sit now,
with Jim Huren snd Lecn Racht, repcrters, who have gone
all the way with you, gnd plan the ansver to the threat.
Dkay. First ve run the editorial, then we start the
serles, Jim.

T knew you'd figurs out something like that,

mherets no ffgurirng involyed, It's the only thing you
can 4o. Wetlll try aaﬁia&g:r“ﬂq

Aind while they’re running, we!ll worl up the rest of 1t,
I zicked the right guys for the job. The rest is

right, Joe Cattlsen, Lenox .venue Teom -- Wetve all the

lesds,

Parts one and two end three and four have been
comparatively easy -~ rro—yotetomrn—tre—toowenimiil.d
,—-W—M - i!tﬂ! T NEL) ruu.lu.:. nim

Whet you want now are the meon pshind the dice games, the

steerers, the Maries, the Party Boys. The men who put

in the fix.
NI S
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4 PAUL:
TOM: -

PAUL:

TOM:

PAUL:

TOM:

(MUSIC:

NARR:

ot e " n
stapen You rake arrengements "wilth beer companizs” --

PARTY BOY:
PAUL:
PARTY :BOY

PAULY
PARTY BOY:

PAUL:

.-20-
You the guy I got to see?
Depends.
I wantlta open & club, I want & nice place with good
appointments -- nothing low-down. —Hent—i-ah bl A0
«ith_a-a9ea-a4fyr1nm}-ehrsmtum-ts%%ea-auaia&-ﬂﬂnaapianﬁ

~Tomre-reyre.,

It still depends,

Marie said you were the guy I should see becauss shels
working with me.

T never heard of Marle. But if you wvant & place, IT1ll
draw you up & lease. All T know about, mister, is I own
the place.

You g2 through a lot of motlons now.: One of the boys on
the paper comes in to "decorate the plece" -- ¥You send
one of your night men to talk terms with the landlord
about the par that's going to run the whole length of the
’
a strictly legitimate operation, 1t seems. ind in time,
the man you've been waiting for shous uz. Youlre &
1ittle surprised at who 1t is,

Going to be & nlce place.

Well, Party Boy! What brings you this nook of the yorld?
Bar in the back, tables out here, little space for
dencing. I hear you rented the rooms upstairs too.

You get éround, dontt you?

First some of the boys were worried, but I got & massage
for youjshéégfsays 1t'11 be 100 dollers a week to start,

BErotectlon.
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PARTY

FAUL:
PARTY

PAUL!

(MUSIC:

PAUL:
TOM :

PARTY
PAUL:
PARTY
PAUL:

PARTY

PAUL:
PARTY

PAUL:

BOY:

BOY:

BOY ¢

BOY :

BOY :

21~
Joe sald he dldn't like the way you talked with Marle,
put thet was on account of he didn't know what you were
after. He says 100 to start.
I'11 be glad to meet with Jce.
Joe mays fine. Joe says tonight about a little before
11. My vlace.
You teil Jos I said "fipe", huh?

You 1o on this;-r:;mqﬂLb

It's my place you're moving into. Didn't you know?
And this here 1s Buster.

Where 's Joe?

Buster's Joe. Well, he's as good 25 Joe anyhow.

{A LITTLE ANGRY} Look, I want to see Joe, 1 don't
want to kid around with --

With what?

I want to talk with Joe direct.

I thought for a minute, maybe, you Were going to say
you didn't went to kid around with small time. Buster
wouldn't like that, would you, Buster? Buster ain't
a guy that talks & lot, but he don’'t like 1t. I can
see, just looking &t him.

Well, look. No hard feelings or anything like that.

Have & drink =-- g0 shead.
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PARTY BOY:
TOM:
PARTY BOY:
PAUL:

PARTY BOY:
PAUL:
PARTY BOY:
PAUL:

FARTY BOY:

PAUL:

PARTY BOY:

~21A-

I'11 have & shorty. Tom?
A sherty.
Buster? (PAUSE) He ain't drinklog.
(A LITTLE NERVOUS) All right. 3o it's set then. I
move in about 3 weeks. Fixtures all iined up. I think
the place'll be ready about then. It's 100 a week.
150.
You said 100.
That was befors.
Before what?
Well, there's a couple of things Joe was asking & couple
of questions about. That’s all. (IN A RUSH) For
instance, where are you from? W

i Gt S SUEE R

N hrerede Whe's 5 on Rac

How do we koow you ain't phoney? _
! DESPERATE CHANCE, FIGURING HE'S CORNERED) A guy cases
a tcwn. A guy lines up all the money he's got -- all
the loose cash. He goes step by 3tep, finding just
what he wants. Get a good after-hours setup, gets
his game room llned up. Got his girls - the steerers -
coming in smooth. Made his numbers connections. A&ll he
necds is the fix and you guys put the squeezs on him!
(A PAUSE)
What do you think, Buster? (4 PAUSE) (FRIENDLY) You're

in. You got your fix. But 150 & week.

L L1 L e
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PAUL:

D.A.t

PAUL:

D.AL

PAUL:
DAL

PAUL:

D.Ae

e Tt e T = e e

...23..
Well, we got to Blg Joe., And from Big Joe we got the
inside on police graft and what is in fact, an integrel
rart of the whole crime set up.
Well, then I think I've about played out my usefulness.
T wouldn't say that at alll, We can stage arrests easy.
Pick up this one and that one. But in the end, these
1ice have & saying -- "You can't change humen naturs,”
I've heard it,
Meaning close up one place, ancther will open right next
door. Stop one hop joint, another will spring up down
the block,
Itts e tcugh thing to change.
That's where you coms 1n. If you can rake this stuff
1ive, get it sc people will see it in terms of their
own daughter, thelr own sons, the price they have to ey
for this thing that hangs over our city -
I wrote an gditorial--
Run it. Run a series of them., Not just high and mighty
tslk -- bilg words. But down fo eartkh, huran--translation
of this stuff 1n terms of people, ordinary peopls.
Conld you do that?

That's what I'n in busineas for.

— mm e A e

and then it begen, WNWot since the days of Al Capone,

the days of Iucky Luclano, have the fzcts been pcured out,
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PAUL: There are dens in this clty where & ran oOr WoOmAn ¢2&n
drink for 24 hours out of 24 ~- drink and gamble &nd

anything else he wants.

PAUL: Tt is eesier to get intc most of the institutions of vice
in New YTork Gity than it is to get inte downtown's more

exclusive restaurants.

PAUL: There ars operetors in this city, who openly boast of

belng able to buy any peliceman, fron ingpector down,

NARR: ind as the articles roll out, the public reacts and the

D.A, moves,

D.hie: 104 more arrested in vice reids over the weekend. Total

now 293,
(MUSIC: _ _ STING)
DAL Round up includes leaders of grestest vice combine since

tucky Luciano went to jail.

(MUSIC: . . _ BTING)

DA, Arreata now total 200-
(MUSIC:_ __ _ STING)

D.i.: Vice group smaghed.
(MUSIC:_ _ _ UP_AND_UNDER,...)
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You see them in the line-up in the D,A.'s offlice.

Party Boy and Duchess who runs one of the dance palaces.
Marie, Frank the Shiek, hop joint owners. Freddy the
Dasher end Lenox Avenue Tom, hotel keepers who rent rooms
for parties, /Andfinally, Buster and Big Jos Cattlson,
200 men and women who have preyed on nilllons; 300 who
have mede a living out of the poverty and anxlety and the
desires of ordinary people. 300 human vultures brought
to the only rightful mest for this kind of blrd of prey;

the lockup- the jeil - the facing of justice.

Tn just a moment we will read you & telegram from Paul
achoenstein of the New York Journal fimerican, with the

final outcome of tonightts BIG STORY.

{CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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CLOSING COMMERCIAL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:
HARRICE:

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

Guard egainst throat-scratehl

Fnjoy the smeoth smoking of fine tobaccos.

smoke FELL MELL - the clgarette whose mlldnesa you can
messure.

Puff by puff you'lre always ghead when you smoke PELL MELL.
Remember this - the further & puff of smoke is filtered
through fine tobaccos, the milder it becomes, At the

first puff by achual mMeasurs FELL MELL smoke 1s filtered

further than that of any other leading clgaretts.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 1¢, or 13, or 17, PELL MELL'S

greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos still

tpavels the smaoke further = filters the smoke and makes
1t mild.

Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobacccs give you &
smoothness, miléness and satisfacticn no other cigarette
offers you.

Vrersver you go today you'll see more and more pesple
smoking PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness you

cen measure,

isk for the longer, finer cigarette In tne dlstinguished
red vackage.

PRLL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstandinél“-

And - they are mild!
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CHAPPELL:

SCHOENSTETIN

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPFELL:

_2?...
Now we read you that telegrem from Paul Schoenstein
of the New York Journal Amerlican, . Seanc
Of the 200 mw
received lengthy sontences. Vice In Iew York recelved
& severe sethaclk but as any honest reporter knows,

i -(-au@(*-'-‘p
1t has by no means ended, but at lesat we SeRetehedsthe
gurface., We set & foundetlon for future investigations-
future campaigns agsinst the many thousands who 55111
prey on New Yorkfs millions. My sincere appreciation
for tonightt's PELL MELL fiward.

Thank you, Mr. Schoenstein ..,the rekers of PELL MELL
FAMOUS CIGARETTES arse proud to present you the PELL MELL
$500.00 Award for notable service in the fleld of
Sournallsm,

Listen agein next week, same time, sane station, when
PELL MELL FAMCUS CIGARETTES will present ansther

BEIGC STORY - 4 BIG STORY from the front rages of “he
Detroit Pree Fress., By-line Kenneth MeGormick.

A BIG STORY about a reporbter who by accidentally dropring
nis percil found & clue to ----muprder,

THE BI¢ STORY is preduced by Bernard J. Prockter with
music by Viadimir Selinsky, Tonlghtl!s program was
adapted by Arnold Perl from an actual ctory from the Ifrcnt
ceges of the MNew York Journal Americen. Your narrator
was Bob Sloan, and Walter Greaze played the part of

Paul Schoensteln.

(MORE)
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CHAPPELL: Tn order to protect the names of people actually involved

(vontte) in tonightt!s authentic BIG STORY, the names of all
characters in the dramatization were chenged with the

exception of the reporter, Mr. Schoensteln,

CHAPPELL: Thiz is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES,

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

le/mer/
10/26/50 pnr
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10:00 - 30:30 M

THE BIG 3TORY #1930

NOVEMBER 15, 1950 WEDNESDAY

CHAFPPELL:

RALCWAY:

— e —

CHAFFELL:

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present .. THE BIG 3TORY!

(TERRIFIC STRUGGLE.. FURNITURE CRASHING.. BODY

FUNCHES, TABLES OVERTURNED .. EIC.)
(PANTING HEAVILY - BARELY ABLE TO TALK) You think -
you think - because I'm an - an old man, I -can't -
hold my own. Well - I'll - I'll show ya I -- (RECEIVES
A VICIOUS BLOW IN THE sTOMACH) (GASPING FOR BREATH)
Don't ~ don't hit me there sgaln - I -~ no == No, don't
-- (ANOTHER BLOW IN THE STOMACH) ( A SPIFLED CRY OF
PAIN)

(THEN A BODY FALL)

— e -

The Big Story., Here is America.. itd sound and its fury
.. 1t3 joy and its sorrow .. as faithfully reported
by the men and women of the great American newspapers,

(PAUSE, COLD AND FLAT) From the

Detroit, Michlgan.
pages of the Free Press .. the story of & sneakling
suspicion that became d:ggg-certain'tr Tonight, to
Kenneth McCormick of the Detroit Free Press, for his
relentless persistence, for his Big Svory, goes the

PELL MELL AWARD!

—

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)

RTXKAO1 0171671




~2= THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #190

OPENING COMMERCIAL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

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

Guard against throat-scrateh!

Enjoy the gmooth smoking of fine tobaccos.

Smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whoae mildness you can
neasure,

Puff by puff you're always ehead when you smoke

PELL MELL.

Remember this - the further a puff of smoke is filtered
through fine tobaccos, the milder 1t becomes. At the
fivst puff by actusl measure PELL MELL smoke 1z filtered
further than shat of any other leadlng cigarette.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL 'S

greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos stlll

travels the smoke further - filters the smoke and makes
it mild.

Thus, PELL MELL' fine mellow tobaccos give you a
smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other clgarette
offers you.

Guard against threat-scrateh.

Enjoy the smootbh smoking of fine tobaccos.

Smoke FELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildneas you can
measure. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstanding!"

And - they are mildl
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KEN:
WAL3H:

KEN:

WALSH:

KEN:
WALS H:

KEN:

+~3=

— e M L e M A T T

Detrolt, Michigan - the story as 1t actually happened...

Kenneth McCormick's story as he lived 1t,

T AT e e —

You've seen 1% before, Ken McCovmick of the Detroit
Free Presas., In twenty years of reporting, you've see
it lots of times. But somehow, you've never gotten
ugsed tc the look of murder, Espeelally violent murder,
Qoo e ekl bd st T T e TR v Yl e b i)
LONE Rt hemgetretirlymminapesbivewiine . The shattered

glass, the shambles of tables and chairs, the twisted
e 4 %mns, |,
body - . + And now,

on this Sunday moralng 1n the suburb of Highland Park,
as you stand In the lilving reoom of & ghabby bungalow,
now you 're geelng 1t all agains

{TO HIMSELF, WITH DISTASTE} What a mess)

(FADING IN) (THIS MAN IS ALWAYS HARASSED AND WORRIED)
Mind showlng me your press card?

Here y'are. Tztrolt Free Pregs. The name is Ken
MeCormick.

I'm Ceptain Walsh, Highland Park detective bureau.
How do you do?

MeCormick, huh? You the guy got the Pulltzer Prize a
few yearg ago?

You have a good memory, Captaln,

Hr DT T R e P VT P bbb S S S e,

b dnekbohmdee

Tminlebandetiob .
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WALSH:

KEN:
WALSH:

KEN:
WALSH:

KEN:
WALSH:

KEN:
WALSH:
KEN:

WALSH:
KEN;:

WALSH:
KEN:

WALSH:

KEN:

R,

What's the dead man's name, wWenianiopia

Radway. George F Radway. Age 69. Worked in 2 candy
factory.

Looks 1like he took quite a beating. What q1d he dle of?
Broken ribs. Probably punctured hils lunge. whiewodidivmas

Death

occurved around midnight last night. Reported early
this morning. Anythihg glge you wanna ¥now?

Well, I'd like to get an interview with his family.
You can't, He hasn't got any. One of the nelghbors
found his bodr.

T see. What - what do you think the motive was?
Robhery, what else? Look at the joint!

Somecne sure took 1t apart. But - this bungalow,
captain ~ the furnishings, the way it's kept - what I
mean, it doesn't look 1like the old guy had much to be
robbed of .

Somebody musta thought he had.

What about all these muddy tracks on the floot.

Who knowes? Anyone coulda made them. Maybe even

Radway himgelfl.
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W LSH:

R .
R

“LLBH:

TEN:
WALSH:
s

WLLSH:

R

-5 -
T hate this kind of a case. You know vhy?7 Because the

motive's too broad, too imporsonal. Robbery! Anyone of

f{ve thousand bums or hoodlums could have armebdngeiniite

o VR e oo a2 e ! pust in, beat up the oceupent,
ransack the joint, and clear out. I hate this ind of
& e2s83,

Whe izs the nelghbor, Captain? You xnow - the one who
found the body.

Mrs. Florcnce Komper. She ~rd her hustond werc good friend.
of Radway. Their house is on the noxt stroet, back Lo
pbac with this cne. You can s$oe a corner ~f it through
the trees,

Thirk I'11 go over and tallt to hear.

voulre westing your time. e alrcady get her story.
Well, at least 1 can get her pleture.

Vasn - thetls hat I envy aboul viu newspapor guys. Teke
a pictura, write a little copy, and ns far as you're
concerned, that's the end of it.

T don't ¥nnw, Captain, Sometlnes it's just the beginning.

_IH 7D UNDER)_ F,Q_.’;‘k-rzm '*&““ﬂ

Torr welt £or Fronk Harmon, your dgmmpwenl, to toke his
shots of th: murder scenc. tn? then the two of you stort
out for Mrs. Kcmper's, You tate a short-cut that lcads
through the back lots from Radwey's bungalow, and rounlve

only gone about fifty yards “hen you see it.
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KEN:

FRANK:
KEN:
FRANK:
KEN:

e — —

MRS. K@

KEN:
MRS. K:

FPRANK:
MRS. K:

-6
(PIRDS CHIRPING, B.G.)
Frenk, look over here - along side the path, See that?
{FEW FOOTSTEFS ON GROUND)
(PAUSE, AS HE LOOKS) Yeah, I see 1t. So what?
Look at the color! Grayish-tani
Whaddya expect from a pateh of mud - magenta?
Don't you remember those €racks in the bungalow? Unlessg
I'm color-blind, this stuff matches perfectly. .
( THOUGHTFULLY) Say - you're right!
dnd look there in the middle of 1t.
(2LOWLY} Yeah =-- looks like raybe - part of a footprint!

You go on to the neiEhbor's house. And a few minutes

g F 2 .
later, you and Frank are sitting in the neat, little
kitchen, talking with Mres, Kemper, 2as she peels potatoes
for Sunday dinner. B B B A e x Sahdmnta | LA 2= ad

Frppihs oﬁ try not to notice the 1ittle tremble in her hands,
You see, my husvand and I knew the Radways for years.

And ever since his wife dled, George - Mv. Radway - took
most of his meals with us. He was just like one of the
family., That's why 1t was gueh a - such a ghock, when --
We understand, Mrs, Kempér.

And that's how I gome to go over there this morning., I
went to call him@breakf‘ast.

Didn't he used to come over of his own accord?

Mostly, yes, Mr, Harmon. But this morning weé were up

earlier than usual - Mr. Kemper couldn't sleep, and ~-
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MRS, K:

MR3. K:

KEN:
MRS. Ki
FRANK:

MR3. K:

FRANK:

KEMPER:

MR3, K:
KEN:

KEMFER:

MRZ. K:
KEMPER:

...?';-

Iz your husband around, now? Maybe we could talk to
him,
No, Harold's at the eleven o'eclock church service,
Besides, he wasn't there with me at the bungalow when I--
oh - you were alone then?
ves. I knocted on the back door and there wasn't any
answer. Then T looked through a windov, and right awvay
I xnew something terrible had happened. I could see the
place all topsy-turvy, and Mr. Radway 1lyin there - all -~
tulgted up.
Then you cameé back here and'phoned the police?
Yeg.
Mps. Kemper, would you mind if T tock 2 few pletures of
you? You knovw - just sittin here in your kitchen, sort
of .
¥Why, I -~ I guess I wouldn't mind -- if you need them,
Pine. Just hold it 1ike that, peeling the potatees.

(DOOR OPENS, OFF)
(FADING IN) Floreénce, have you -= (SUSPICIQUSLY) Who
ape these men - what are they doing here?
It's all right, Harold.
We'lve from the Detroit Free Press, Mr. Kemper, We just
want to --
T know what you want, Who asked you in here, anyvway?
You got no regard for peoplés rfeelings? Tekin pleturcs
-~ askin guestions.
Itte a1l vright, F~rold. They don't meéan any harm,
(TURNING ON HER) 1It's all your fault to begin with! T

told you, Florence. I told you we shouldn't a reported 1t.
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© MRS. K: But we had to: I found the body.

KEMPER: Someone else woulda found him - gomeone else coulda made
the report, But, no, you wouldn't listen. And now 1t's
just 1ike I sald. Police and reporters - gwarmin all
over,

MR3. K: T don't mind so much, Harold. It kinda relieves me to
talk to them. Maybe you'd feel better, too, 1f --

KEMPER: 1 don't wanna talk to nobody, My best friend just dled,
{FADING) I - I got some feelins, 1f you ain't,

MRS, K: I only thought --

(DOOR SLAMS, OFF)

(AN EMBARRASSED PAUSE)

KEN: I -I'msorry, Mrs, Kemper.
FRANK: Yeah, we didn't intend -to --
MRS. K: Please excuse him. He didn't mean 1t, he don't know

what he's sayin. He - he's too broke vp.

KEN1t Sure - ve understqnd,
(MUSICcs _ _ _IN AND UNDER)
NA RR: The two of you leave, Frank goes back to the office with

his pletures and, as Captain Walsh sald, that's the end
of it. But somehow, Kenneth MeCeormlek, you don 't want
i o prerr O TSNt b a0 dTOD this gtory.
Not yet. So - just for the record - you dealde to check
with the rest of Radway's nelghbors, To=seedf—tirere-tiome
i ] - P— : E! !! E E

(MusIc: _ _ _UE AND UNDER)

MAN: Now, come to think of 1t, there was somecne lcooked mighty
suspiciouz. Stranger, Hung around the nelghborhood all

Saturday afternoon.
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(MUSIC:

WALSH:

KEN:
WALSH:

(MUSIC:

NARR:

MRS . K:
KEMPER:

..9.-

—pm M W P —

1 should hope to say I g¢id see him! Why, he even came
nere., Pretended he was a window-washer, but I knew
ttwvas funny - he was wearing a good, brown sult, e
5214 Lo Dielowetrn T, ] Baid:_"].ﬁd you Ever ToE o remr

n nie e

That's right, a brown suit. Dark hair, medium helght,

and a pretty heavy build, He was tryin to get in to

that bungalow in the worst way. -.W%.

Wome back three cor four times

'fope 1t was dark,

— o g - —

Thanks, MeCormick. But we already know about this
vindow-washer. Dragnet's been out for two hours.

You really think he did it, captain?

It bet on- iti--Je's our man, all right - if we can find

him. (WORRIEDLY) 4&nd with my lueck, that's a guestion.

The suspect's description ls fairly complete, But you
wonder 1f perhaps Mra. Kemper =av him, too, and could

supply a fev more detalls. S0 once again you vislt the
1ittle frame house. This time, Harold Kempey stays in

the noom,™ . - er

DB D s AL AL STy F € doesn't =ay much until hils wife

starts to answer youv questlon about the strangey =--
Yhy, no, Mr. McCormick, I don't remember --
(TENSELY ABRUPT) Yes. .Yes, there was someone. T saw

him,
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KEN:
KEMPER:

MHS..K:
KEMPER:
KEN;

KEMPER:

=
— e ——

MRS, K:

KEMPER:

(MUSIC:

NARR:

(MusIc:

— | —

=10=-

You did, Mr. Kemper?

ves., It was late Saturday night. I - I was standing
near the back window, here, and I happened to look over
to Geovge's place. (IMPROVISING FAST) He ~ had the
kitehen light on, and I could see this guy on the back
porcti.

Why, Harold, you never mentioned that to me.

Well, T was too upset, thatfs all. 1 didn't think of it.
What'd this man look like, Mr. Kemper, could you mee?
Well, he was - he vwas kinda tall and thin, Wearing a

Jumberjacket.

But the window-washer Wore a brown suilt, and he wasn't
tall, and he waan't thin.

{UNDER SLIGHTLY) Wby, Harold, that's important..-i-
Srore—mii, oW Jou could forget a thing lilke that, You
should've told the police, first-off.

{SAME PERSPECTIVE) They didn't ask me., Besldes, like 1

gaid, it slippeé .y mind.

While the Kempers are talking, you move casually to the
back window and look out., And 1t's jusi as you thought.l
Earold Kemper couldn't possibly have geén anyone on
Radway's porch, because from this window the bungalow

i3 completely obscured by treesl

—_— A — P T
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NARR: * rhen one of thomv 1ittle fateful accidents happens. The
penclil you've been holding in your hand drops and rolls
under the davenport., You kneel to retrieve 1t, and there
befope your eyes xgﬂtdie something which, in the breath
of an instant, contracts your vague conjectures to a
steel-hard core of susplelond

(MIDDLE COMME.IAL)

RTXOT 0171681




=12~ THE BIG STORY

MIDDLE COMMERCTAL: PROGRAM #190

(Musicy _ _ BERIND)_

BARRICE: THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) -- THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) =--
THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) --

CHAPPELL: Guard against throat-scrateh!

HARRICE: Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos,

CHAPPELL: Smoke PELL MELL ~ the cigarette whoze mildness you c&n
mea SuUre.

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

CHAPPEIL: Remember ~this - the further a puf?f of smoke 1s filtered
through fine tobaccos, the milder it becomes, At the
first puff by sctual measure PELL MELL smoke 1=
f1ltered further than that of any other leading
cigarette. Moreaover, after § puffs, or 10, or 15, or
17, PELL MELL'S _veater length of traditionally fine
tobaceos still travels the smoke further - filters the
smoke and makes 1t mild.

HARRICE: Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccog give you 2
smoothness, mildnegs and satisfaction no other cigarette
offers you.

CHAFPELL: Guzrd against throat-scrateh.

HARRICE: Enjoy the smc:th smoking of fine tobaccos2.

CHAFPELL: amoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildnesa you can
measuve. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - “"Quistanding! "

HARRICE: And - they ave mildl
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HARRICE:

NARR:

KEMFPER:

MRS, KEMEER:
KEMFER:

..13_
TNTRODUCTION AND UNDER)

e e — =

Phis is Cy Harrice, returning you to your narrator,
and the Big Story of Kenneth MeCormick---28 hé 1lived
1t, and wrotc 1it.

You, Kenneth McCormick of the Detrolt Free Press, are
kneeling by the davenport 1n +the Kemper's living room.
And a wild surmlsc is beating inside you. For under
that davenport ; obviously kicked there in an attompt
to conceal them ; are several broken elods of graylish-

tan clay!

You stratghten up with the realization that somehow
you've got to get = gample of that clay - 2 sampic

you can mateh with the tracks in the dead man's
tungalow, But with the Kempors here in the room, itls
out of the gquestlon. You'll have to get rid of them,
iF only Tor @ homent, So you take & long chanee,

You turn to Harold Kemper and you begin asking
questions - about Radway, abcut the man in the
lumberJacket ; question after queation, until finally-
{DESFERATELY NERVOUS, BUT TRYING T0 HIDE IT)} Listen,
mister, I ; Tlye told va a2ll I know,

(WITH SOME THSTNUATION )} Are you sure, Mr, Kemper? Youn
forgot about the man on the porch until tonight.

Maybe therels somethlng elge you --

Hels right, Harold. Perhaps-;—

¥o. No, therc's nothing eclse, Besldes, I - I can't
gtand here talking all night. I got work to do,
(STARTING TO PADE) I gotta fix the car.
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MRS, KEMPER: The car? Bubt therels nothing——i

KEMPER: (STOPPING HER SAVAGELY) Tt's the gas line! Whatta you
know sbout them things!

(FRONT DOOR OFENS AND SHUTS, PARTLY OFF)

MRS. KEMPER: Itm so worried about my husband, Mr. McCormick, Hels
talkin this thing awful bad. And now we have to go to
the morgue fomorrow night at nine o'eleck and identlfy
George's body. Harold hasn't seen him - dead, yet.

T don't know what he'll do!

KEN: Be kinda tough for him, I guess. S5Say, iMrs, Kemper,
could T ; co 1& I trouble you for & glass of water?

MRS. KEMPER: Why , M%o trouble. You just slt right
nere. (FADING) I'1l get it from the kitchen.

NARR: You eross quickly to the davenport, reach under, grab
some of the clay, drop it in your pocket, ard are
just getting up when L:

(FRONT DOOR OFENS)

KEMFPER: { PARTLY OFF) Drop your pencil again, mister?

KEN: Yes, (ADOPTING THE SAME TONE) Fix your car already?
KEMPER : (HIS ANSWER IS READY) I came back for 2 wrench,
KEN: Oh, Well, I.; uh - I111 be leaving now, MNr, Kemper.

Tell your wilfe to never mind about that drink of water,

I don't feel thirsty anymore.

.—.-_—-.—..-._—.-—._..._._-——.—_-—.—.._.__.

WALSH: (PADING IN) You're way out in left f1eld, McCormick.

This Kemper was Radway's best friend.
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WALSH:

WALSH:

KEN:

WALSH:

KEN:

WALSH:

-15-
I know that, Gaptaiﬁ, but --
All right, so you found scme clay in his house, last
night, What does that prove? TP S s T

'3ﬂﬂng&ieum0Ea&ﬂuﬂt@nurﬂﬂa&e-byuiadwayf

T glpimeiogprr=t=prr=t 1T oYaleMESY s R TE i 22—t ok s LRSI Y 8 S

gﬁﬁ look at the samples., Here'ls some from Kempers,
gome from the rurder scene, and some from the mud -pateh
along the path. They're 2ll identical. That grayish-
tan color is -- rh:(:

You canlt prove things that way, S, You need a
thorough, detailed lab analyals, 17111 send the stuff
in, but it don't make much difference, anyway, because
even if it 1s the same, Kemper coulda made those tracks
at some ot :er time.

Then why did he klek the pleces under his scfa? Why
d1d he try to hide them?

Maybe he di1dn't. Maybe his wife just brushed them out
of the way.

Nute! His wife 1s as neat as & pin. She'd clean the
dirt up, she wouldn't push 1+ under the furniture. And
another thins-: if Xemper was such 2 good friend, why
wouldntt he have gone to the bungalow and tried to help
Radway after hls wife came tack and told what ehe'd

seen - unless he already knew the old man was dead!l
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WALSH:

BRUNO

WALSH:

BRUNO ¢

WALSH:

BRUNO:

WALSH:

BRUNG:

— e ——

_17_
But you went back to that house three timest
I den't know ; I don't remenber,
Don't 1ie, the nelghbors saw ya! Why'dya go back
there, Bruno? Why? M"'hl arwt &m&
T don't know! I - I guess ¢uz RATI T o the
first times, I dunno.
Where'dye go after 1t got dark? Where were ya that
nlght?
(TRYING TO THINK) That night? Well - T - I went back
to my room, thet's all, Baek to the rooming house.
¢an you prove 1t? Can you prove you stayed there all
night?
T dunne - I a*dnlt sece no one - I live alene, You -
you gotta tale my word, mister, honest - I didnt't go
paclk to that bungalow - I didnlt kt1l no one - henest

- you gotta take my word !

_ _A_STAB OF_PANIC, AND UNDER)
You look at that Mﬂ;t?righ*aenad man in the

brown sult, and you know one thing - John Brune 1s
{pnocent., His story 1s weak, he has no alipi, no

wltnesses - but how many innocent people do? =hmiuerows

it T spbeacipudans.,  Then 1t strikes you there 1s

cne angle you haven't yet tried. Kemper's movements

on the night of the crime.

Well, every Ssturday a lot of the men in the
nelghborhocd sneak off to some tavern or other. It!s

terrible! I wouldn't let my husband do it!
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MAN: Yeah, it'!'s a beer-garden on S1x-Mile Road. Kemper and
Radway usually went out there together,
MAN Oh, I seer them there 1ast Saturday, all right. Bobth
pretty drunk, so I give lem a wide berth, Hedway—reves

Wmmmm
WM ZOL LA VALCh UL FaeIiNrioum
(MUSIC: _ _ _ _CLIMAX, THEN UNDER)
NARR: Is that 1t? Is that the answer? You wish you could

be sure. Then you remember something. At nine ofelock
tonlght the Kempers will be at the morgue to identify
the body, You check your watech. TS L EEL £ O e

N1 Nl bttt yOU C2N Mmake 1t, Maybe -

maybe if you're there when Harold Kemper has to look

at his dead friend - maybe you'll see something -

NARR: You grab a cab, end at one minute of nine you walk

into the F~dical Examiner's office at the City Morguec.

(DOOR OFENS AND SHUTS,.,PEM-POUTSTELS ERERO R

NARR: Mrs. Kemper is there - but she's alone!

Sy :
o -2 R LW SN . W"{
KEN: (T NOT-FRUSIRATION ) Where *_aﬁm Where 1s he,

Mrs. Kemper?

MRS. KEMPER: he decided not to come 1in, At the

1ast minute, he thought it would ke tco much for him,
He's walting for me out on the street corner. { STARTING
TQ FADE) It's Just as well, I guess, because you know

h@w';: CT):#% (3¢*‘*”* <?J?d“¥4~
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KEN :
KEMPER ¢

KEMPER1

KFN:

KEMFPER :

KEN:
KEMPER:

KEMPER:

KEN:

_194-

(FOOT™ EPS, ON MIKE, TO DOOR, THROUGH EER PARTIAL
FADE) (DOOR, ON, OPENS AND SHUTS, CUTTING OFF HER
TAST WORDS)} (RAPID FOOTSTEPS DOWN HALL, SLIGHT
ECHO)
(T0 BIMSELF) A1l right, 1f itts cat and mouse, I can
play that, tool
(STREET DOOR OFPENS., TRAFFIC NOISES, BG..
DOOR SHUTS) (FOOTSTEPS DOWN STONE STEFPS...
ATONG SIDEWALK,.BG UP SLIGHTLY, , FOOTSTEFS STOF)
(BITINGI¥) Enjoying the view, Mr. Kemper?
Huh? Oh ;
Better than the cone inslde, ian't 1t%
What do you want,.mister?
Just thought Ifd tell you how the case is coming., ¥You
were his b.st friend : I figured you'd I1ike to knov .
{TRYING TO ACT NATURAL) Oh - yes, sure, Well - have
they -~ have they found anything yet.
Oh, they know who the mardercr 1s.
(A BEAT) They do?
They'!re Just making sure of thelr cvidence, Found &
patch of mud 1in the beclk lot, you know, with a
footprint in *t. Now they're checking 1t with the
tracks in the bungalow., Soon as the 1ab test comes
through theyl!ll probably make the arrest,
(NERVOUSLY) Well, that - that don't seem 1ike much Lo
go on.

Oh, theylve got other evidence, toc. Plenty of it.
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MRS, KEMFER:

KEN:

MRS, KEMFPER:

KEMPER ¢

MRS, KEMPER:

KEMPER ¢
MR3, KEMPER:

. =20- W’)

(FADING IN) (PLEASANTLY) Well, Mr, McCormick, I see

you found my [asband after all.

Yeah - welve been having a little talk, How about you,
Mrs, Kemper? All finlshed inside?

Yes, I made the identification, all right. And,
Harold, you know, I'm sure it won't be long before

they cateh the man who did 1.
(A NERVOUS ATTEMPT AT DISPARAGEMENT } How could you
know?

Because I saw gomething - and Ifm sure the police saw

it, too. ‘
(TENSELY) What do you mean?
Well, on George's throat there was three or four

fingerprints - just as plain as could be!l

And the Joke «¢f it - the grim, grim Joke of it =~ 13
that Mrs. Kemper has made a mistake, Yhat she saw were
not finger prints, which can be traced, but finger

marks, which can not., Only - Harold Kemper, 1n the
white:heat of hig«fear, is far bgyond figuring that

T el N PV
lighii ofesmstreet Jamp,

out. His face

T i
> h + 2

Foutaebee TR TTTHETTOY,
arguesstoridt I T rerordegbi-dentrt--forever.

More than that - hels a murderer

Mow you know! -

This
man 1s a murderer.
chased by the phantom of hls own fear. He's ripe for
the plucking., If you can just get Captaln Walsh to

streteh out a hang.

— e f e am Ema mm dma Emm W e e e A
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BRUNO: (PADING IN) (TIRED, BUT MORE REASSURED) But I toldya
my story, Captain. I toldya a million times.

WALSH: (WEARILY PERSISTANT ) Never mind, Bruno., Tell me
agaln.

BRUNO: Whatsa use? I'm only gonna say the same thing., 1

didntt do it, So whatsa use?
WATSH: (GIVING UP WITH A SICH) A1l right, Sgt. Take him out,
3GT: Yes, sir.
(FEW FOOTSTEPS,,,DOOR OFENS AND SHUTS )
KEN: (NEEDLING) What's the matter, Captain? You can't
crack him?
WALSH: ( STUBBORNLY } He'!ll crack.
KEN: When ; six mc: ths from now, out of sheet exhaustion?
( PAUSE) Look, Bruno is innccent, you inow that, And
Kemper 1s guilty. You just won't admlt 1t.
WALSH: (WORRIEDLY) I got enough complications, without --
KEN: T told you what I found out about Kemper, I showed
you the motlve,
WALSH: ‘ -wh&b%—4h;4yﬁ*ramen-whan-heés—éaunh4-eu*&uegﬁm;
RIS S TN E 1 N
(DOOR OPENS, PARTLY OFF,,.FEW FOOTSTEPS FADE 1IN,

UNDER)
5GTs (FADTNG TN) Captaln, the lab report is here on those

three samples of c¢lay.

WALSH: (ALERT, HOFING IT!8 AN OUT) What's the gist of it,
Sat?

SGT: They're a2ll I antlcal, slr.

KEN: {Two BEATS) (THEN, OQUIETLY) How much procf 6o you

want, Captain?
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WALSH:

WALSH:

— e anm e

WALSH:

WALSH:

WAL3H:
MRS. KEMYER:
WATLSH:
MRS, KEMPER:

WALSH:

MRS, KEMPER:
KENt

MRS, KEMPER:

a2D -
(WAVERING) I don't know.
If you don't wanna pull him in, at least go out to his
house, now, and question him, The guy'll break, X
know he will, He's on the thin edge of nothing,
But it's late, It's after midnight.
What is 1t you really don't like,  Captain? The
lateness of thé hour : or junking your pet theory?

(TWO BEATS) Come on, Let's go.

Don't pull in the driveway, ggt. Just park out front.

Yes, sir,
(CAR STOFS)
A1l right, Sgt. You walt here.
(CAR DOOR OPENS}
Come on, iL.cCormick.
(FIRST CAR DOOR SHUTS.,SECOND CAR DOOR OFENS AND
SHUTS ) (FOOTSTEPS ON WALK, UP STEPS, ACROSS PORCH)
{KNOCKING ON DOOR) (DGOR OPENS)
Evening Mrs. Kemper.
Helle, Capbtain.
I wonder if I could see your husband for a minute.
(SHE HAS BEE.. CRYING HEAVILY, BUT HAS STIFLED IT FCR

THE MOMENT) I'm sorry, he - he isn't here. He's

"pone out.

Do you know when hefll be back?
Vo, I dontt,
Could we come in for a minute?

Yes, of course, Mr. McCormick, Come 1in.
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MRS, KEMPER!
KEN!

MRS, KEMFER:
WALSH:

MRS, KEMPER:

-23-

(FEW POOTSTEPS...DCOR SHUTS)
Kinda late to go ouk, isntt it?. Do you know where your
husbandte gone?
He ; he didn't tell me, Is there - any message you
want to --
Mrs, Kempc - (AS TENDERLY AS POSSIBIE) - youlve been
crying, haven't you? (SHE DOESN'T ANSYZR) Is 1t
anything to do with--
No. No, 1t's just -- no, I ---
vould better tell us everything, Mrs, Kemper. Wetll
£ind out anyway, You see - We Know what your husband's
dene.
(BURSTS INTO TIARS) Yes - he did 1t - he killed George:
How long have you known this?
(BETWEEN SOBS) He just told me about en hour ago.
When we came back from the - from the morgue - he was
all - sick-1ike, ang . Shatfa— Akl ch et Sl ~
then finally he told me, Sald he and George HASedied it
'a%—ehe-buﬁﬁaJsmLJuEuhxﬂzhﬁf—&Hé-ehey got into a flght

A et
M f,\ over who 1.3 to buy more baer - Harold gets into

WALSH:
MRS. KEMIRR:

KEN:

terrible rages - and he - he beat the old man up -

and then, when he saw he was dead - he upset everything
ts make it look like a robbery ---

Where ig he, now?

I don't know, DBut. he was terriblli afraid, He knew yould
bve coming after him, W—g_.—ﬂr

FHLO ERES S B

Gec on, Mrs, Kemper.
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MES. XEMPBER:

WALSH:

ol

He said, "They're not goin to put me in no prison”,

“to 4 o Te qat c. o
and then®rushed out,

Ol

Well, he won'® get far. Wherels your phoneé
Wailt a minute, Captein, The car's herel

What!

T saw it In the garage as we came UDp the walk.

WALSH:
3G7T':
WAISH:

KEN:

WALSH:

WALSH:

5GT:

(RAPID #OOTSTEPS THROUGH ABOVE...DOOR IS OPENED)

{PROJECTING) Sgt. Jansky?

(OFF) Yes, sir?

Turn your spotlight on thet garage. Then come with

me. We're going in after Kemper!
(FOOTSTEFS ACROSS PORCE, DOWN STEPS, ACRCSS WALK,
THEN ON GRAVEL, THROUGH ABOVE,.,STAY WITE)
GAR~POER-AHEMS O o T T POOTS IR

B BROR m  Pe OE T W DL TR e bl R s
(FADING IN)} Wait up, Captein. T want to be in onm
thls.
vou better stand clear. (PROJECTING) Come oub of
that garage, Kemper! You don't stand a chancel
( PAUSE)

411 right, walre coming in!

{510W SUSPENSEFUL FOOTSTEFPS, UNLER)
(IN 4 LOW VOICE) Jansky, y2u BO in on the other side
of the car. TI!1ll take this side.

Yes, sir, Is he armed?
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WALSH:

8GT,

WALSH:

SGTs

MRS. KEMPER:

WJNLLSH H

MRS. KEMPER:

L T e e e

CHAPPELL:

(MUSIC: _._._

- I don't Know.

._...._...-.-._-—_.-—..—.—.___.._.._

~AG
Be careful.
(FOOTSTEPS CHANGE FROM GRAVEL, TO GEMENT FLOCR)
(CAUTIOUSLY) Kemper?
(PAUSE)
(PARTLY oFF) He's vot on this slde, Captaln.
(pyzzI1ED) He's not here, either. J_oonl i upderstIIT=

Weit a minute! Lock over there, sir! In the corber -

just off the floor!
(FADING PARTLY In) (WILDLY) Harold! Are you in
there , Harold?

(UP, QUICKLY) MeGormick, SarfotteTake , don't let
her in herel

(ALMOST STMULTANEQUSLY) (PARTLY OFF)
don't! Don't go in there = magg}l r—

(10 KEN) To, let me elo ¢ A JPADING IN FULL) Earold!
.}.l.'.‘.g: . %rold, are you --- (g%, THEN 0

TRRRIBLE SCREAM}

Mprs. Kemper,

e d e e amm e

Tn just o moment we will reaed you a telegram from
Kenneth McCormlick of the Detrott Free Press with the

final outecome of tonight!s BIG STORY.

..

(CLOSING COIMERCTIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGR"M #190

CLOSING COMMERCIAL:

HARRICE:
. CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPTELL:

HARRICE ¢

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

\RRICE:

CHAPFELL:
HARRICE:

THROAT~SGRATCH (EFFECT) --

guard agalnst throat-scratehl

Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos.

Smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness you
can measure.

Puff by puff youlre always ahend when you smoke
PELL MELL.

Remember thils - the further = puff of smoke 1=

filtered through fine tobacces, the milder it becomes.

At the rirst puff by actual measure PELL MELL smoke 1s

filtercd further than that of any other leading
cigarette. Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or

17, PELL MELL'S greester teneth of traditionally fine

tobaccos still travels the smoke further ~ filters the
smoke and makes it mild,
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellew btabaccos glve you a

smoothness, mildness and setisfactlon no other

clgarette offers you.

Wherever you go today you'!ll see more and more people
smoking FELL MELL ~ the cigarette whese mildness you
can measure.

~gk for the louger, finer ci;aretté in the
distinguishad red packege.

PELL MEIL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!"

And ~ they are mlld]

AYTKO0T O1/1R95
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e T e W Ve Vi ==

MeCormick:

CHAPPELL:

HrRRICE:

f .
{MUSIC:

—— i —— o —

CH: PFZLLt

Now we read you that telegram from Kenneth MeCormlek
of the Detroit TFrec Press. ‘
Not out of remorse, but out of pure fear the killer
1n tonight's BIG STORY henged himself, with a ploce
of clothesline. His wife's story brought the
{nstant release of the wilndow washer and closed the
case, Many thanks for tonight!s Pell Mell sward.
Thenk you, lMr. McCormick ... the makers of FELL MELL
PAMOUS CIGARETTES are proud to present you the

PELI MRIL $500,000 sward for notable service in the
f£leld of journalism.

Iisten ageln next week, same time, some stetiom, when
PELL MELL FIMOUD CIGARETTS will present another
BIG STORY - 4 BIG SOTRY from the front pages of the
Fortsmouth New Hampshire Ferald. By=llne, Richard
I. connolly. & BIG STORY about a reporter who
proved that robbery {s robbery whether you've read

Emily Post or not,

THE BIG STORY is produced by Sernard J. Prockster
with music by Vliedimir Selinsky. Tonight!s program
wos ndopted by Bruce Standerman from &n actual story
fprom the “root pages of the Cotrolt Free Press., Your
narrator was Beb 8loan, snd i1l Smith played the
part of Kenneth MeCormick., In order %o proteet the
names of people aetually involved 1n tonight's
authentic BIG STORY, the names of all charccters in
the aramatizatlon were changed with the exception of

the reporter, Mr. McCormick.
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WNBC & NET

THE BIG STORY #101
10:00 - 10:30 PM NOVEMBER 22, 1950 WEDNESDAY
CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present . . . THE BIG STORY!
(MUSTG: _ _ _FANFARE) |
( DOORBELL TINKLES, DOOR OFPENS)
PROPRIETOR: (AFFABLY) Yes sir, gentlemen. What will it be?
PAUL: (REFINED, LACONIC) We'd like some champagne, please.
Have you any Moet and Chandon.
PROPRIETOR: (PIEASED) OF course I have Moet and Chandon. Don't
get many calls for 1t arocund here.
(HE SLAPS & BOTTLE)
PROPRIETOR: Filnest champagne there 1s -
PAUL: (INTERRUPTS) Fine, fine. My friend and I will take a
case, please.
PROPRIETOR: (¥&B®MM®) Do you have your car cutside? I mean I'll
carry the case out.
PATL: Yes, wid%f goﬁj?ur Par outside, tut welll carry the case
out, ¥em just geb—ws what you got in there,
(MOVEMENT, CASH REGISTER IS OPENED)
PROPRIETOR: (ANGRY) Get away from that reglster. Keep your hands
of £
PAUL: Please don't make things difficult. We came for champagne
and the contents of your register. We'll take them both
now,
{MUSIC: _ _ _KITS, TIRR SHARPLY CUT FOR. . .)
CHAPPELL: The Big Story! Here is Amerlca, 1ts sound and its fury,

1ts joy and 1ts sorrow as falthfully reported by the
men and women of the great American newspapers. {PAUSE)

( MORE }
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CHAPPELL:
(CONT!D.)

{wsIc: _

.

Portsmouth, New Hampshire. From the front pages of the
Portsmouth Herald, comes the story of a reporter who
proved that one and one and one sometimes make four. And
tonight to that reporter, Richard J. Connolly, for his
Big story, goes the FELL MELL Award.

e ¢

{OPENING COMMERCTAL)
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THE BIG STORY 11/22/50
PROGRAM #191

CPENING COMMERCIAL:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPFELL:

HARRICE :

. CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE :

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

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

Guard against throat-seratchl

Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos.

Smoke PELL MELL~ the cilgarette whese mildness you cah
measure .

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you amoke

PELL MELL.

Remember this - the further s puff of smoke is filtered
through fine tobaccos, the milder 1t tecomes. At the

first puff by actual measure PELL MELL smoke 1a filtered

further than that of any other lesding clgarette.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 13, or 17, PELL MELL'S
greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos still

travela the smoke further - filters the smoke and mskes
1t mild.
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos glve you a

smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other cigarette

offers you.

Guard egeinst throat-scratch,

Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine totaccos.

Smoke PELL MELL - the clgarette whose mildness you can
measure. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstandingl"
And - they are mildl
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CHAFPELL:

WARR:

PROFRIETOR:

LLOYDS;
PROPRIETOR:

LLOYDS .
PROPRIETCR:

LIOYDS

i

e e v — — —

Portsmouth, New Hampshire., The story as it actually

happened -- Richard Connolly's story as he 1lived 1t.

Youlre twenty~-four, Dick Connolly, reporter on the

Portsmouth Herald, Young in some ve¢ys, old in others.

01d in the ways of the way crimes r1e committed, the

way people strike out against other psople. The shabby,

shoddy, sometimes inexplicable motir:s that prompt

actlons that Sool:ty brands crimine’, .lead ?bu ve been
Lt N Al o -

at”erime to:fit “Lito one “of the pitth2rne you've seen sc

often, as Police Chief Lloyds, hard-ncaded Harry Lloyds,

talks to the proprietor of the ligquor store held up

the night before.

One of them didn'# say anything. Just stood there

watching, ¥ind of wmiling, The other ome did all the

talking «- the smodth one.

And they asked for champagne first?

Yeah, and he knew what he was talking about. "Moet and

Chandon", That!s jmst about as good as 1t comes.

(BABBLING ON} I dort!t guess I get & call for that stuff

more than =-

What did they look like?

Kids. T don't know - twenty-five, twenty-six. Well-

dressed, The one who ordered the champagne, he was

wearing one of them wnolo coats. 7You know, tan, fancy.

And they had thls Wig car ocutslde -- I think 1t was a

Cadillaec., T said Qomething sbout tailng the case out to

the car and I lookgd out as I said that --

A Cadillace?

ATHK31 0171701




FROPRIETOR:

LIOYDS:
PROPRIETCR:

LLOYDS:

PROPRIETOR:

LIOYDS:

DICK:

LLOYDS:

DICK:

LLOYDS:

DICEK:

LLOYDS:

.-5_
Well maybe a Lincoln. One of them big jobs o half a
bloek long.
And polite you sald?
Yeah - - "please" and you know -- kind of a cultured
voice, like & college boy.
How much did they get?
Puenty~two hundred and sixteen dollars,
Okay. I'1l get on 1t.
They tied your hands, didn’t they? But you got out of
it pretty quick.
Come on, Connolly. We've been all through that., Now let
the guy alone.
I'm just asking. On account of don't you think, Chief, -=
Well, a guy -- two guys -~ walk in, _They tie this guy's
wrists up, they don’t do a very good job of 1t. This
guy gets loose. Kind of amateur like,
Twenty-two hundred and sixteen bucks -~ that's pretty
professional. They came at the right time -~-
Yeah, but driving up in a Cadillac or a Linceln, pole

eoat, polite -~ amateurs,

(AFFABLY) We won't fight about it. We'll get them and
then we'll ask them "You pro or ameteur?"
Qkay. Just an ldea,

BRIDGE )

You wrote the story, called them the "Considerate Bandits’
forgot about 1t, There was a lot else tc de, but your
story carefully noted {before you forgot about it), that

here wes & crime with a definite imprint on it --- the
champagne, the polo coat, the Cadillac, and g liquor
store in an 1sclated area. (MORE )
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NARR:¢
{cONT'D.)

CLERK:

CLERK:

BOB:

CLERK:
BOB:
CLERK:
BCB:

— e -

-

That was July 21st and on the night of July 27th {six
daye later,) at the Salisbury Beverage (ompany,
Salisbury, Masssachusetis, on one of the buszlest
interscetions of Route 1 --

(TELEPHOME RINGS, IS ANSWERED)
Salisbury Beverages. Good eveninz. Yes, we have some
nice muscetel in., I'1l be glad to send you -- how many
bottles? ... Two? The boy will be pight over, Mlss
Devines.

(PHONE UP. SIMULTANECUSLY THE DOOR OFENS,

FOOTSYEFS)
Oh, I'11l be with you in just a moment, gentlemen. I got
to make up an order.
(TOUGH VOICE, MUG-LIKE, EXAGGERATED) You go ahead, do
what you got to do, buddy. Just show us where the
vourbon is. We like to look over the brands.

(HE MOVES OFF, ON-MIKE STEFPS MOVE QUICKLY, 4

REGISTER RINGS OFEN, HE RACES BACK)
What do you guys think you're doing?
Ain't 1% obvicus, buddy?
Get away from therel
Buddy don't make no more noise., So help me, if you do,
I'11 bust one of these nice hottles of bourbon over the

top of your head.

—_— - — o ———

That was number two - six days after number one. And
agaln you sat with Police Chief Lloyds, and this time
Lloyds had changed because the heat from on top and from

the public was on Folice Chief Lloyds.
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LLOYDS :

~@®lT CIERK:

LLOYD:

_jﬁﬁﬁ?CIERK:

DICK:

G3¥M CLERK:
LIOYDS :
GIRY CLERK:

DICK:
GEM. CIERK:

DICK:
“ARL CLERK:

LILOYDS:

..7...
(DRIVING) Now look. Go over it slow. Go over it slow
and get it right. Just what éz?xiey look 1like?
Well, I didn't take & good look, really. Because I only
saw them -- thelr faces I mean, without the masks -~ for
about a minute.
Masks!
Yeah, Like those rubber masks that you put over your
face. First they came in and sald something aﬁout
wonting some bhourbon. 4And I had an order to make up. /;

;EULLHL%:,

sald "It's over there" aond turned iy back and wWerFe=be~the
back of the store. /E,F I heard them opening the register,
ihen Taateaats they had the’sasks on. And he said if
I =zaild anything -- the big cone thot is, the one who dld
all the telking -- he'!d hit me with a bottle he heléd in
hls haond.
Champagne ?
1 bottle of bourbon,
Waos there 2 car outslde?
I don't know., I didn't see anything. I was so frightened
I =-
Whot were they weorling?
Just regular clothes, Wo, The one with the bottle =--
he hod on dungarees.,
Was he the.one who had a polo coat on? Tan?
T don't thiopk so. MNeo, no, Like one of those army
jockets, A field Jacket
Okoy. Thanks. We'll be in touch with you, (TO NOBODY IN
PARTICULAR} Where are they ecoming from? Where are these

gangs coming from?

ATHOT 0171704




DICK:
LIOYDS:

DICK:

LLOYDS:

DICK:

DICK:

IIOYDE:
DICK:
LLOYDS:

8-

{STEPS BY¥~PRE™GUYRS, DOOR OPENS AND SHUTS).
Meybe it's the same gang.
What are you, nuts? Can you think of two more different
jobs?
T don't know. Both liguor stores, both two guys, both
FoOung.
{+NNOYED) Ome tough, one polite; ome champagne, one
bourbon; one pols coot, one dungorees. What ore you .
talking chout® That's two gangs. Thers's no connection.
Unless this one gong --- because I admit there!s a lot
of differences -- one gang with two personallitles.

Go theorize with some other cop.

— e ———

One of the things you did at college, Dick Connolly,

wos major in math and it's one of the things youlve

kept up with -~ kind of a sideline., And 2ll of a sudden,
mothematics and crime begln to yleld aon exciting result.
Becnuse before you open your mouth to Police Chief Lloyds
(who doesn't care for your theories), you spend five days
rending over the detalls of the two stories youlve
written about the crimes.

Look Chilef. You know anything about permutations ond
combinations?

Go way, will you? I’m busy,

Do you?

(SHOWING HE!S NO IGNORAMUS) Why don't you write a story

somewheres? Permutntions and combinations is -- what!s

the odds on rolling a six as agalnst a seven on the dlce.
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DICK:

LIOYDS:

DICK:

LLOYDS:
DICK:

LLCYDS:

DICK:

LLOYDS:

-G

(SMILIKG) That!s one way of looking at 1t. Itts the
selence of averages. How many ways can you comblne a
round peg, o square peg cnd a triangulor peg in
coméinatiows of two. How many colors cen you maoke from
mixing red and green and blue.

When I want to go to school, I'll register on the G.I.
Bill,

Just suppose there are three guys: Joe; and Jim ard B1ll.
What are you talking about? _

Suppose Joe and Jim and Bill are o gang and this is how
they operate. They work in palrs. Crime number one:
let!s say 1t hoppens in Portsmouth - a liguor store.

Joe and Jim do thot. Then let's soy crime number two:
Jim and B11l knock ever 2 place in 3clisbury.
(INTERRUPTING) Oh, you're on that ageinl The one gang
with the two personalitie§.

Tt could work. Suppose Jee 1s the guy with the tan coot,
likes champoghe. And Jim is the guy who was quiet the
first time and tolked the second, He's the one who likes
bourben, likes to hit people on the head with bourbon
bottlezs -- lilkes wearlng o mask. Tough.

(THINKING THE WHOLE THING IS NONSENSE) And Bill 1s the
guy who opens the register and counts the money. Look,
211 T know is this. 7You ean put out any crackpot theory
you like. We've gol every liquor store in New Hrmpshire
~nd Mass~chusstts nlerted and T just hope -~ I just hope
that Joe and B1ll and Jim try another one., TIf there is
eny Bill and Joe and Jim. Eecause, baby, we'!ll catoeh

them so --
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LIQYDS:

P.h.:

DICK:
LLOYDS:

LIOYDS:
DICK:
11.0YD3:

DICK:

LLOYRS:

-10- _ -t

(PHONE RINGS...) L
Lloyds! tolking. No, it's not on. ¢onnolly, switch that
intercom on. Hurry up, Yeah, I'1ll hang on.

(SWITCH)
(PILTER) Attention all Polic%A/Biqdeford, Maine area.
Two unarmed men tonight.auaﬁﬂ§%E§JBiddeford Beer and
Bevernge Company, 1416 Salem Street, beat clerk ivto
unconsciousness, stole 4 thomsand dellars from reglister -
EevaﬂmmEEaPnA.)wTopk%gwcngeyoﬂuchampagne“ﬁ“ﬁﬁtéﬁ:WFﬁ&?ﬁé
hourbdin s 3
{FILTER) Broke several ;iégiég;ﬁf b, T'ye, éaampugna;
and nbsconded with one case of scotch. Repeating.
Attention all Bilddeford Pollee --
{0l THE WORD "SCOTCH") Scotch!
(0¥ THE PHONZ) Yeah, I just got 1t...What do you think?
...Well, look, Commissioner, I'm no mind reader...3ure
T wns 1n touch with Biddeford Police. I told you -~
these gang's are running wild. Okay., We!ll try
everything we com.

{PHONE H.NGS UP)}
Wwhat does he think I'm made of? Police three stntes now!
It's not gangs. It's gang.
voulre not golg to start that now. Come on.
Ton't you see 1t? This is the third guy, This is Jim{
Jim's the one like scotch -- Jim's the one doesn't use
o gun.
Get out of here, will you? Just get eut, If T ain'y got
enough:trouble - permutations and combinations - Joe, Jim;

Billld!
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- NARR: ond as you are ushered oubt, the permutations whirling Iin
your mind, you wonder whether maybe Folice Chief Harry
Lloyds, hard-headed as ever, maybe is right. Could 1t
be three separctbe gangs or could it be three men
operating ~- two ot a time, pulling jobs with & different
! stamp on each. Whoever is right, it's the most mixed up
! series of robberies; the welrdest set of comblnations

and permutations you ever saw 1in jour life.

H
e T e = e mE e e e e e e

(MIDDIE COMMERCIAL)
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{(MUSIC:

e —

[AHRICI:

CH PFELL:

HiRnICE:

CII'PPELL:

TRMICE:

CHAPFELL:

H ROICO

CHATPEL LS

H'PRICS:

CY PFELL:

o
B3]
vl
b
[
t")

THI BIC STORY
PROGRAM #£191

ATODLE COMMERCIAL

TE20AT-SCRVICE (EFFECT) -- THROMT~ECRATCH (EFFECT) -~
T30 "T-8CR TCH (EFFECT) --
Guard ageinst throat-serateh!

njoy the gmogth smoking of fine tobaccoes.

- &meoke PELL MZLL - the cigarette whose mildness you can

messure.

puff by putf you're alweys ahend when you smoke

PELL ELL.

nemember this - the further ¢ puff of smoke is filtered
through fine tobeccos, the milder it becomes. At the

rirst puff by setual mepsure PETL "ELL smoke is

filtered further than that of any other lecading
cigarette, Morcover, after 5 puffs, or 1i, or 15,

or 17. PELL ITLL'S greater lenpth of traditionelly

fine tobesceos still travels the smoke further - filtars
the smoke -nd mrkes it mild.

Thus, PELL iTLL'S fine mellowr tolzecas give you 2

cmoothness, mildness »nd gafisirction no other
cigarette offers you.
Guard sgainst throat-scratch.

“nijoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos,

Smoke PTLL MELL - the ¢cigarette vhose mildness you can

me~sure, PILL MELL FHOUS CICARSTTIS - ngutstandingl®

And - ther sre mildl
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HARRICE: This is Cy Harrice returning you to your Narrctor and the
Big Story of Richard Connolly, as he lived it and wrote
i1t.

NARR: Becouse you've got o nice manmer, Dick Connolly, reporter,
~nd becouse Folice Chief Harry Lloyds respects the
working press, he lets you come along with him to the
Bidderord; Msine ligquor store held up an hour and a half
ago as reported on the police wircs.

(CAR SPEEDING UNDER. .)

DICK: T tell you 1t's not three separate gangs.

LLOYDS: Look, I told you you could come slong on oune condltlon,
DICK: Okay, okay.

LLOYDS: Beaides, I got to llsten to the czalls.

P.A.: (FILTER)-Expect a bulle gin-on-the Bi&defSndQOfdﬁﬁﬁext

= Tt

i e L P _ .. .

Sourtest HIIEE AN —~ (THIS CONTINUES AND FADES UNIER)
NARR: o0 you sit, half listening to the police eolls and helf

shaplng your theory into bellevabllity,

DICK: fweEER Okay, Joe, Bill, Jim., Joe likes champagne, welrs
a tan polo cozt. Bill's the bourbon boy, rough guy, with
the masks. Jim, scotch, no gun. Job one: Joe and Jim.

Job two: .Bill and Jim, Job three: «-

P.Ax (BURSTS IN) Attention all cars. On the Biddeford holdup.
Two bandits telieved to be Blddeford holdup men seen by
Biddeford police Ffour and a half miles north on route 11%2.

Police moving in now for arrest.
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LLOYTS:

CcoP:

LLOYDS:
COP:

TLOYDS
COP:

LLOYDS
DICK:
LLOYD3:
DICK:

-
We ain't goling to the liguor store. We!re golng four
and & half miles out on route 112,

TN MOVEMENT, UNDER. ._)

And then perhaps the most unbelieveble turn in the entlire
gffair. Becsuse as you pull up on route 112, four and .
a half miles north of Biddeford, the local cops are
making an arrest.

A1l right. In the back. Tetls go. Only let me have that
tag before you get in there.

Hiya; Mac.

Eiya, chlef, Like ducks sitting on & log. Never saw
anything like it in my life. They run out of the store -
Biddeford that is -- grab a cab. See, 1tls over there.
Driverts still in it. The big one, the one on the left,
he tells the cabble to take him out here and guess what
they do.

Welt for you,

21most exactly. Theylre standing cut there; believe it
or not, counting the cash out on the hood of the car.

Did you ever hear anything like that in your life? Juat
waiting there, One of the prowl cars spotted them and --
bingo!l

Not had, Nice svening.

Chief.

6h, oh. Here comes a theory.

Look, the two guys you got there -~ thatts Jim and Joe.
Where's Bill?
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LLOYDS:

DICK:
LLOYDS:
DICK:

LIQYDS:

(MUSIC:

NARR:

DRIVER:

DICK:

DRIVER:

DICK:
DRIVER:

DICK:

~15=

Look; you got yourself & story. One of the pands - to
quote me if you want to - "terrorizing the tri-state area
of Massachusetts, New Bampshire and Mailne, was captured
tonight" ==

(FTNISHING THE THOUGHT) "by Sergeant Mac Thompson under
the Supervision . of Pollce chief Harry Lloyds."

Very good, There jou are. Wwhat do you want?

T want to know where the third one {5, Wherel's Bill?
Look -- good-bye, will you? ain't you got & deadline

to meet or something?

m e R e

Hels right. ¥You have & deadline %o meet and you meet it
quickly, writing the story pretty much as he dictated 1t.
=xcept you suggest that only two-thirds of the gang's
‘been captured, And to make sure, you check with the
taxi-driver whose cab they commandeered.

Yeah, my wife 1s always telling me T'm no good in & erisis.

well, I showed her. / e .
Yeah, sure. Youtre owell in a crisls. What GEd—yeu—ahew.

---------

-

nis oar in the rowboat it busts. Sol nevegmpowmftg

Yeep golng

rowboat~ vwith one oar before so natura}}yJwé
round in citoles. ,w”Jﬁ
M, -~

-
Fhe eab?

Tortpet 1t. 'You're no good in &
e,

Wwhat about the é;bmggzs
20 she never lets
3

crisis.” showed her.

did you show her?

I
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DRIVER:

— T w——

DICK:

LIOYDS:
DICK:

LLOYDS:

DICK:

LIOYDS:
DICK:

LLOYDS:

{MUSIC: _

—

~17-

That's what the other guy said. Hey, mac - stlek it in
the paper, will you? Then when I show that to my wife -
ch boy! B

Yesh, yeah. Sure.-

Now you are puzzled beyond the puzzlement after the
second holdup., And you risk the scornm and the indignity
of being kicked out of Police Chief Lloyds! office with
permutationg and combinationg number 16,

(SHARFLY) Okay, you got them locked up., Why were they
counting cash on the hood of & texi?

How do I know? They're crazy.

Ne, Why did they take a taxl in the first place? Where
was the get-away car? Dontt you see? They were walting
for somehody. Somebody Was supposed to meet them
outside the llquor store and he didn't or he couldn't.
g0 they had a rendezvous - a substitute rendezvous =~
four end a half miles out on route 112, That's why they
were counting cash. They were walting.

For who?

1If my theory's right, the two you got are Joe and Bill.
The third 1s Jim. They were walting for Jim.

What do you want?

Let me have them alone for just o few minutes. I don't
rean all alone. You come too,

Thanks«

_ _QUICK BRIDGE)

"t { —
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DICK:
PAUL:
DICK:

PAUL:
DICK:

PAUL;
DICK:

PAUL:

LLOYDS:

FAULs
DICK:
FAUL:

DICX:

18-
You dldn't have a get-awéy car?
That's right.
There was no plan at all? You were just going to go out
and hail a cab?
That!s right.
£nd you weren't four and 2 halfl miles out of Biddeford
counting the cash walting to bte plcked up.
Ho. We weren't,
Okay. You're Joe. You're the polite one. The champagne
drinker; the tan polo cozt. And you own a Cadillac. You
used that Cadillac on the first job and you used it on
the second. But 1t didn't show up for the third. Now
where is 1t?
I don't know.
That's kind of stupid; bud., Because cars got licenses.
They can be traced. And 1f 1t turns out like Connolly
here suggests, you!ll have another count agalnst you,
Obatructing justice., Where's the car?
(RELUCTANTLY) I lent it to a friend of mine,
When? What'!s hls name?
Eob Croydon.

That's Jim.

(IN A RUSH) A1l night Croydon you were supposed to meet
them outsidelthe liquor store and you didn't do it., Then!
you were supposed to meet them out on Blddeford Read and
you dién't do that. Don't start shaking your head.

Youlve been spending dough all over town.
{MORE)
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DICK;
(CONT?D,)

— A

ITOYDS:

DICK:

II0YDS:
LICK:

LIOYDS:
DICK:

~1G~
Dough you never earned because you haven't worked in six
months, I checked on you, kid, You're the one llkes
your scoitch, You'lre the onijgfcided 90 pull ocut after
job number two. Only theyﬁﬂigég;;;fggﬁ a littie too
carefully, Come on., Oh, I dldn't tell you, That car
parked outside there -~ that!s Police Chief Lloyds',
So don't - you know., Don't try hitting me on the head
with a hottle or something,.
(ELATED) T got to take my hat off to you.
Not yet.
What are you talklng about?
I told you. We got three of them. But I just reallzed
15, One and one and one adds up te four,
T couldn't stand anymore. What are you talkling about,
look, thres jobs. Everyone utterly different from the
other, Two guys on each job., The only possible way
13 Jim and Joe on one, Joe and Bill on two, end then
one of thoseryhree and Sam --
(E:{ASPEFATBﬁ ‘:.:Ir;o 's gam?
Sam's number four. 3am's the one that doesn't drink. No
champagne, no scotch, no bourbon. Hef%a§§o. Frobably the
brains, These kids are kids out for the drinks and the
fun. There's a pro in this because there was real money
in it. What was the total take?
Cleose to nineteen thousund.
A1l right, Tough guy. Used a mask. Doesn't drink. B3am,
Doean't fit the pattern of these other three,
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LILOYDS:
DICK:
LIOYDS
DICK:

LLOYDS ¢
DICK:

PAUL:
DICK:

BOE:

~20-
How are you golng to get him?

Permutations and comblnations.

Meaning what? _

Guys say things - separately guys say things, which when
you put them together in a general pot = they add up to
something,

Talk english.

Give me each of them - 2, 3 minutes slone, First Joe,
then Jim, theun Bill. I'll find 3am.

If there is a Bam.

Thers’s n Sam.

— e e e e T T LT e e aar v e A e mmk T S e e e e e e

Now llsten and listen carefully., You were in on the first
job with Bill. Who was in on the third job, because you
weren'st,

Leave me alone.

Get some sense. Xou want to be booked for three crimes?
Zach one of them carries six years ~- that's elghteen
Tears, Qr would you rather be booked for cone. Eighteen

/- 5 -
mirus sdwmlg tweéég1 That!s quite o difference.

— et maa -

We know you wem in on the second job., Three eye-witnesses
Youlre a dead-sure conviction., But i1t's my private
theory, fellow, you weren't In on nupber one and you
weren't in on number three., But two guys were., Who were
they?

You think I111 tell you?
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-21-
Fov

DICK: Youtll tell me because the second one there was no
assault and battery.Inéhe third one there was, You'll
want to get out of that third one because the @ifference
between the sentence for assault and battery and robbery
end just plein rotbery is twenty years.

{MusIC: _ __ STING)

DICK: You were in on number three. Not number one, not number
two. Only nobody knows that and nobody can prove it
except maybe you and me and 3an.

TOUGH GUY; Who's Sam? '

DICK: That's whot I'm agking you. Who's number four in the
combination? Who's the guy laughing while 211 three of
you are takiné the reps on three jobs that he planned and
took the gravy out of?

{MusIc: ~EQURTH-SEENGr TSP ININTY I ENE v

NARK ¢ And it doesn't take very long. The ideas you've imp¥anted
15 the frighteved criminal gelfish minds yleld

PAUL: sam!s rezal name 1s Jack Tenny,

(muszc: _ _ SLIDKT STTNG)

BOB: 142 southEastern Street.

{MusIC: _ _ BTING)_

TOUGH GUY: 4nd he's hidlng ou '~fw in a2 roomling house 1n Portamouth=-
1512 rvenue I Mo kidditg - will we only come up on one
rap?

mugIe: _ _ IiArdTH)

NARR: And that's it. Signed, sealed, dellwgred. Four crooks

opereting two at a time. One of the mo2y spectacular,
in 211 robbing history.

(MORE }
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. 1 BIG STORY, 11/22/50 -22- REVISED
" (MUSIC: _ _ BUSPENSEFUL?_ITS_UP IN_THE_AIR.)
NARH: You wait, having poured out the best arzuments for talking,
of which you are capable. Youwait & little longer, as
Lloyds grows impatient and, finally, a littlé longer.
(PAUSE)

But none of them says anything except -

TOUGH GUY: Outeide, bum -- you take us for stoolles]

(vysIC: _ _ THE MUSIC SPITS AMD QUL)

Falr. ey VW ‘-
LLOYDS: LookAgon't;take it so hard -- so you were wrong.
DICK: I'm not wrong. More than ever I know I'm right,
LOYDS: Lo TAIREd With The COmmissloner~—fme-h

i i )
he's sending in a commel “for me tn the Governor.
ind It1l bet.#f T ask him, he'll get you one too -- of
e
4@56"6%“thnse‘ttﬁ“ﬁﬁd@ﬁg““?of“servtce“mormeomathingﬁa-

DICK: (ELSEWEERE) I know there's something hers -- 1f 1 could

only put my finsers on it --

LLOYDS: We rounded up three, the whole gang, is that bad?
DICK: Yrerels Sam., fnswer me that - is Sam in the Loosegow?
LLGYDS: I've been polite, I've telerated a lot of zbuse, but

now you --
DICK: IiTEPRUPTING) Fave you mugzed them?
LLOYD: (GOING ON) Kow youlre going too far. (AHSWER) Sure we
mugged them.
DICK: Gimme pictures of the three of them.
LLOYDS: putside. I should of known, with some you guys =--
you give him a foot --

DICK: (TENSE} Give me piectures of the three in prison. Joe
Jim and Bill.
B LLOYDS & liey you mean it.
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BIG STORY, 11/22/50

DICK:
LLOYDS ¢
DICK:

LLOYDS:
DICK:
(MUSIC;

NARR:

DICK:
PROP:
DICK:
PROP:
DICK:
PRCP:
DICK:
PROP:
DICK:
{MUSIC:

— . i

NARR:

CLERK:

-23- REVISED

Down to my toes. Fr
vt

Waste of time. It's over, Bhelr, {No kidding, you can relax,

Look, L1OYGS, sililmiiiibediteamtndlaopmisioiidtaimud-totme
_rtkaemaadaywﬁff?“&ike-teﬁﬁpanéwt&mewuﬁﬂhdxhh.
AT L e LB P e HEm O o WA BT T B Sl

I ain't pald to find SBam.

nexh. g

Mo cracks now.

Then gimme the piectures of Joe Jim and Bill!

AL e o

Tt was once something of an intellectual lark - pemutations

and combinations. Now it's dead earnest. If you can

prove (absolutely prove) there is a Sam -=- the pro of the

the calm collected one who took no chances....then,

gang,
and then only cari:’,lg;t off this story. (Mo cne's making
vou stay on - just you, yourself -- youl) First to the
proprietor where the first holdup took place....

Look carefully and just answer two questions,

(COvWED A LITTLE) Surs, fellow, sure.

Who held you up - which two of thess three men?
(PAUSE) This one - and -~ this one,

Joe and Jim, Okay, sure?
(3/ME) Sure. Ther kill somebody?

Mever miad - you never saw this one belorz?
o,

Ckay -- Joe and Jim, no Bill.

The elerk at the Salisbury store -+ even more frightened
by your mannel.....

Sure I'm sure mister. Just this me,
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'BIC STORY 11/22/50 -24= REVISED

§é§h: Not this one, not this one either?
- A s
f n_wéiaig I told you:gzz mister. Just that one,
f E
DICH: Okey, then b vas”sam.

Y
TEAN S,
é—iﬁ'ﬁl{/&' Sam?

DICK: SAM.

'5/“/ el ‘-’4'//«.!— 185 e
g&Eﬂ?: (UTTERLY COWED) If you say so,-ékruus sam)
(MrgIg:  _ SAME_IHTO: b

NARL: The cop who caught them 1dentifies ‘yo of the three,

Jim and Bill and vou get your-iourth-;dentiricati

from the cebtle,.

CABBIL: You gonna put 1t in the paper abhout By coming thru in the

1 ) 7

clinches® - PR

. 5000 s
DICY: 1111 do & fecture story on you }{ iust thils one waalin
+
the cab?
: /L'f—-;'_..—ﬁ:‘z-

CrRETE: Nomipimitking, Yosh that's she—enes The other two I never sEw.
DICK: Okay, okay -=- KBy -~ then it was Sar,

CABEID: Now-gou=pouidrrivirtd e fetiey e ST 2TV 6 R S R o2 o
e R IR RGN

(:3IG: WIPES SCENE AND INT:)

DICT: Quay Chief TLlcyds,..
LLOYD3 (CEINIUS) Go ahead Connolly, all yours.
DICT: I esked you ren = day age vho was tiie fourth in your

combine, You 2ll sald et out, weln2 no stoolies”. 1ow
omed e kmoy there 1z a fourth In the geng -- and we heve
asveolute troed, I have just this t» say -- we want his

neme..or else, .2 new cherge 18 filed egainst esch of oui
shstructing justice, conceallng informetion and -- whetts

the maximum on that Chief?
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BIG STORY

I

 LLOYDS:

NARL:
PAUL:
(1UsIc:

BOG:
(MISIg:

TOUCGH GUY:

(ITUsIC:

NARR:

{1T8IC:

CIHAPTLELL

11/22/50 -25= REVISED
In thig case -- 20 years.
{PAUSE - & STIR)

Whe'!s Sam?

And Finally 1t comes out,

gsam's rea)l name is Jack Tenny.

= .

And he's hiding out now in a rooming nouse {p Po;%émouth-
a1 '\..U'.\. I - B ”l—

A

No kidding - will~

1512 Avenue D,
wer? L1 rwi SLd

And that's 1it. Four croois

Signed, assaled, delivered,
orerating tvo at & time, One of the most apectaculor,
rezzle-dazzle plays 1n all robbing history. The razzle
stopped, the dazzle gone, --= a good story for you -

the cushy right-hend column on pa&gs Sne and your by-line

in 24 point,

I. Connolly of tne Portsmouth N. Lemushirve Herald, with

the final cutcoms of tonight's BIGC 3TCRY.

{CLOSING COIPERCIAL)
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H'RRICE:

CEANPFELL::

HARRICE:

CEAPPELL:

H'ORICE:

CH'PILE:

H*RRICE:

CHAPTHLI ¢

HARRICE:

CH"PPILIL:
HErRICE:

THE, BIG STORY
PROGRAM #191

CLOSING COMMERCINL

JZENIND)

THRO 'T~SCRATCH (EFFECT) -- TERQAT-GCRATCH (EFFEICT) ==
TrROT--SCRATCE (EFFECT) --

mard against throat-scratehl

Znjoy the smootih smoking ni fine tobaccos.

Smoke PRLL ELI - the cigarette whose mildness you can
mersure.,

puff by puff you're alwrys shesd vhen you snoke

FELL MELL.

Semember this - the further a puff of smoke is filteraed
whrough fine tobaccos, the milder it bocomes. At the

?irst puff br actusl meagure PIII. MULL smoke 1s

“i1tered further than that of 2ny other leading
cigsretie, Moreover, after § puffs, or 10, or 15, or

17, PELL MZLL'S greater length of tr=ditionrlly fine

tobrccos still travels the smoke iurther - {ilters
zhe smnke #nd makes it mild.
Thus, PZLL MILL'S fine mellow tobaccos glve you &

smoothness, mildness and sstisfretion no wther

cigarette offers you.

Wnerever you go to’ay you'll see more and more people
smeking FuIT !ELL - the cigaretts whose nildness you

¢ n MEeFSUTI.

Ask for the longer, finer cigrrette in the distingulshes
red packsge.

PELL MOLL F'HOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstondinglh

And - they sre hmild!l
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(MUsIC:

CHAFPELL:

CONNOLLY:

CHAPPELL!

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

>/
e

How we read you that telegram from Richard J, Connolly
of the Portsmouth Herald.

Holdup gang guickly brought to trial, Two of the four
sentenced to long terms Maine State Prizon. Other two
sentenced for New Hampshire holdup and since all four

vgﬁzﬁjipke to the Mazsachusetts robbery, they will all
- s .

s T /--_,'f,r:..- i

Eenvawssneneass for that crime upon their release. My
sincere appreciation for tonight 's PELL MELL Award.

Trank you, Mr. Connolly...the makers of FELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL $500,
Awapd for notable service in the field of journalism.
Tisten again next week, sanme time, same station, when
?TLL MELL FAMGOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY -~ A BIG STORY from the front pages of the Salt

Lake City Utah Tribune - by-line T. R. Johnson. &

LIG STORY about a rveporter who discovered that when a
zrown man feels 1like 8 lost 11ttle boy...he can do
terrible things,’

ruE BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with
music by Viadimir Selinsky. Tonight's program was
adapted by Arneld Perl from &n actual story from the
fvont pages of the Portsmouth Hepald, Your narrator was
Eob Sloan, and BL1l Lipton played the part of Richard
Connolly, In order to protect the names of people actually
involved in tonight's authentic BIG STORY, the names of
all cheracters in the dramatization Were changed with the

exception of the reperter, Mr, Comnolly.

{MUSIC: _ _ THEME UP_FULL_AND FADE_FOR)
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CHAPPELL:

10
11/6/50 an

=2k
Phis is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.
CHTS TS NEC,..THE NATIONAL BRCADCASTING COMPANY,
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\/ AS BROADCAST

THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #192

CAST

NARRATCR BOB SLOANE
GRACE JANC ROBBIN

MRS COPPIN AGNES YOUNG
ALICE AGHES YOUNG
JENNY ' ANZIE STRICKLAND
WOMAN AMZIE STRICKLAND
AGNES JOAY SHEA
BLANCHE JOAN SHEA

T. R, JOHNSON JCHI SYLVESTER
NEWT 0N OWEN JORDAN

MEL OWEN JORDAN
GEORGE MERRILL JOELS
CARL MERRILL JOELS
CHIEF LES DAMON

WEDNESDAY, NOVEMBER 29, 1970
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WNEC & NET THE BIG STORY #1902
£0:0%—£0:3% PM NOVEMBER 29, 1950 WEDNESDAY
ANNCR ¢ PELL MELIL, FAMOUS5 CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY!

(MUSICs _. _FANFARE)

AR IN TO & STOP)I

BLANCHE : (ABCUT 45, ,IRLED ¥ve you stopplng for?l

NEWTON: {ABOUT 32, .HIGH AND WHINING) Just for & minute, Blanche...
I...just feel good being wlth you like this,..real gootl....

BLATCHE: (BORED) Oh, come on...Start the car.,,I don't want %o Dbe
late for the show....

NEWTON: T like older women, Blanche...I like you...I used to watch
your house when you went out with other men, ., lNow youlre
with me...(BEGGING) Blanche, could.,.I lean my head
agelnst your shoulder...just for a minute?

BLANCHE: Youtre crazy! I knew I should never of glven you & datel
Only you kKept pestering and pestering...like a ...8 kid.
Get away fron me! Let me out!

NEWRON: Blanche, say ycu love me?

BILANCHE $ You make me sick! You'd make any woman sickl

N=ZWTOMN: Sealdé, , . donlt say that...

BLANCHE: You asked for it! You make me sicll DNow let me, ., . (HORRCR
TAKE) DNo!l,..No!

(TWO SKOTS)

{(MUSIC: _ _HIT AND_UNDER).
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CHAPPIYL:; THE BIG STORY...Here 1s Amerlce,..its sound end its fury...

its joy end its sorrov...as feithfully reported by the men
and women of the great American newspapers...(PAUSE,,.COLD
AND FLAT) Salt lLake City, Utah...From the pages of the
Salt Lake City Tribune, the story of a reporter vho knew
enough about children to cetch a triple murderer. Tonight,
to T, R. Johnsen of the Tribune, for his Big Story, goes

the PELL MELL AWARD.

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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CHAPPELL:
EAARICE:
CHAPPELL:

HAR "1CEs

CH*PPITL:

(iAPPILL:

HADRICHS

CH.APFEIL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #1982

OPINING COMMEHCIAL

THEROAT ~-SCRATCH (EFFECT} - THROAT-SCRATCIH (EFFECT) -~
THRO ‘T-SCRATCH (EFFECT) ==

Guard ag~inst throat-seratehl

Enjoy the smooth sumoking of fine tobaccos.

Smoke PELL HELL - the cigsaretie whosc mildness you can
mar surs.,

Fuff by puf’ you'r: alweys rhard whoh ¥5U Smoke

FELL *ELL,

Remember this - tre further a puff of smoke 18 filtered
thremch £ine tobnecas, the milder it Becomes. At the
fivet pufl by ~etuel messurs PELL LWL smoke 1s
£iltered further then that of ~ny other le=ding

ovar, after 5 purls, or 10, or 1F, or

17, Pzl MELL'E grerter length of freditirnally fine
tobacros still trovels the smoke fimther - filters the
smoke -~nd pekss it mild.

Trus, POLL MELL'S Pine mallow tobsocos glve you a

smoothnoss, mildnass snd gatiginetion no other

eigerette ofTirs you.

Guard agninst throat-scrateh,

Fnjoy the smooth smoking of finc tobaccos.

Smoke PELL MELL - the cigarettce whosc nildness you

eon messura. PELL MELL FiMOUS CIG RLTTEG -

And - thev s2re mild!
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CHAPFELL:

NARR:

NARR:

IR:

“he

Salt Lake City. The story sz 1t actually happened...T,R.
Johnson's story a&s he llved 1t.

As you, 7. R. Johnson, geporier for the Salt Leske City
Tribune, drive along the maln highway between Ogden

and Salt Lake Uity everything seems Just right. The new

green gedan you're driving is gquick to the touch, The

sunsef around you is warm and allve. And everything along

the road 1s as familiar to yocu as the hat on your head.

C--r"' :

It cught to be...This is yo }? You've Just passed
through the Mormon town of ?4ent;fhl, waved to a few
frlends...

(IN WITH CAR SLOWING Vywy UMDER} -

1 Lﬁ‘/\. A_.

And now, about a mile past ¥s you declde to

\),gﬁ,
stop fer some gas at Mel- "a place...
(CAR TURNS IN AND STOfS...MOTOR cuT)
(FADING IN...CHEERFUL) H1 ya, T. R....How's the great
reporter?
(EARLY 30's) lLooking for & story, Mel, Haven't you
nmurdered your mother-in-law yet?
Nope....Decided to let the old buzzard live til
Mmmf/“ L3y
{BOTH LAUGH)
What'1l it be, T.R?
F1l1l 'er up, Mel...
(SOUND PATTERN OF PUMP AND GAS UNDER)
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"MEL3 (SLIGHT FADE) Sure thing......How do you like driving the

new csr?
TR: Like it fine,..
MEL » Especially driving on an evening like this, eh....3ure a

great time of the year to be alilve..,

NARR: A great time of the year to be alive, sald thgﬁga
Aoz i
attendent, But at that very moment, back in.P%env&£&41

S _(

there was & men who thought otherwise....
(AS OF BODY BEING DRAGGED HEAVILY ACROSS DRY GRA3S...
UNDER)
NARR: {(LOW) In the half-light of dusk, a man slowly dragged
3lanche Wilson's body toward & field of tall dry grass...
Tz hed almost reached the grass when....
GECRGE: (STARTLED, .. SHOUTING FROM OFF) Hey! Hey, youl! What are
you deing there?
NEWTON: ( PERSPECTIVE IS WITH HIM.,,BREATHING HARD AND LOW)
(CUT DRAGGING SOUND)
ALICE: (WIFE OF GEORGZ...OFF,.FEAR) George...he'!s,.he's dragging
something....

(GECRGE AND ALICE HEAD THROUGH GRASS TOWARD NEWTON

UNDER )

GEORGE: {COMING CLOSER) I...can't sse clearly. He's in ths
Shedows.....{CALLING) Hey, you....Whsat are you doing in
our field!?

NEWTON: (JUST HEAVY BREATHING AS HE WAITS FOR THEM TO COME CLOSER)
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] -6_
B ALICE: (MICH CLOSER NOW) George, I cen!t see him at &ll now...
Hets back in the....
(ONE SHOT FULL ON MIKE AS)
GEQORGE: (SHOT) Ugh.ewees,
ALICE: (SCREAMS) GEORGE!

- (TWO SHOTS WHICH:)

ALICE: ( INTERRUPTS HER SCRFAM AND KILL HER) 4Ah -
(USIC: _ _ WIPFS).
- ~{CHENE-OF"STLVER TOINS BELNG FAESED A8 ) !
_ MEL: Two sixty ﬁ;me out of three dqﬁq____rs-z—*‘-"“
B TRs Thanks, Mel,..Sa¥ helloww*fﬁ wife...
(STARTS CAR AS '
T MEL? Sure wil}fs..Stop by 200N,...
TR: Right...So long NOW. ..
_ MET, ‘/ﬁxf’”fSo Long. ..
/_,.f”/ (c&R INTO SECOND AND INTO THIRD AS IT GOES BACK ON
.qu,m,"”_”MW&ngq e T Aoy s i““"#“vuwmwn-qr'¢’i‘ L
(JUSIC:, _ _ BRIDGE_AND_UIDER) T;TH“"’ /
TARRY ~L Now you're beck on the highway!tol alk lake City., At

ripst, you den't notlce that the »oed 1s strangely emnty.
As a matter of fact, you dont't notice anything untll

suddenly ycu hear =~

( HORNS OFF AND COMING IN FAST AS:)

NARR: You lonk Into your rear view-mirror end you think they
rmust be after somebody else. But what you see in your
mirror makes you slam your breaks on hard!

(SUIT DESCRIPTION)

NARR ¢ The two troopers, guns drawn gre on you fast....
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"CARL;:
TR
CARL;:

CARL:
TR+

CARL

TRt

CATL:

NARR ¢

..7-
(COP) 0,K, you! Step out and don't try anythingl
For crylng out loud! Carl Rieslingl What's the matter?!
(TAKE) "T.Ri{....Whew,..You're & lucy gent...,If you '
hadn't stopped right off we'd of started shooting.....
Shooting?
Your car, T.R.....Green sedan.,,Same make, same colour the
nurderer used to get away in.
Mow walt a minute, Carll M
hayve.bhis. readers.ataritglling him whatls-fEWT, .. Whet
murderer? ;- ¢ [
Back in ~P}};é ¥ '.f"'pfj’.LFellow just killed three peoplo..,

Three?

I cantt let you go any further in this car of yourd, T.R.

NOY THIESS you WANt your Nead BLoVE o T ehter BAPTIs Da¥D

-

phoned Ffor road blocks up and down Fﬁt}}ﬁ“highuay:""‘“"E‘é'é‘x":r

M
able—bod.ie_d‘:___x_gap.,iawﬁﬁt‘"'uith a shot-zun iooklng for & green

PEEV e

..... JoR iy
Oh ¢, .73 koo

So I guess you'd better follow us back to Plemt e,

You follovw in the wake of the troorers. The warm, living
sunset haes suddenly turned into a frightening purple and
black sky. The nice time to be allve In hay, become & -

x

time of death....When you drive bock intom;}ph-‘s—
shiyer Axbsste, Everything scems to have lost 1fs
familiar loolc,

(MORE)

BTHO1 01

~J
—
™d
9T ]
%]
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o NARR: Everything looks corie. Maybe it was death gtriicing threse
| times that did it, Maybe it wes death itself,..,atlll .
loose in these streets somawhere.ﬁ_;;,.’:/s% Lot R 21% A ,;;;L
TR: Nobody got & look &t him, Chief?
CHIEF: (ABOUT FIFTY, VERY QUIET, ALMOST CASUAL) Nope ..JE§E=the~s

I told you, T.R. & neighbor...Matt Coppin heard the scre&ms

and the shots from the Yorke's fleld, He starteg
covard 1t. Sew this fellow jump inhis~Gar o brend new

green sedan just llke 4 S
TR (cuTs IN) I remind me, Chlef...
CHIEF: (mmﬁﬁ—mwm \%Ie found

é{r t(_d‘/’-._
Blenche Wilson and George and Alice Yorke, The—us

figure it...this fellow killed Blanche. Sta‘sing

her toward the tall gress on Yorks!g.® 2, Alice and

f‘!,-’

George seen him and. g ffe kills 'em both...

TR Hou_goon~@1d you get word.,

cmmarm?ﬁ"*”" Wy
CHIEF: e r-....I phoned for road blocks up and

down and figure we'll cateh nim hefore the night 1is out,
TR: Isn't...lantt there anything else you...anything else
anyhody can do?
CHILF: (VRY) Sorry.....Afreid I can't make it any mors excliing

for you....

TR Oh now...I dién't mean it thet way, Chief.
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" \CHIEF:
TRz
CHILF:
TRt

CHIEF:

TR

CHIEF

(MUSIC:

-9-

Ttts all right, (ALMOST AN AFTER THOUGHT) Oh, yes..,
Almost forgot..,Had a talk with Blanche Wilson's daughter,
Jennlea...

(FAGERLY) What'd she have to say?

Nothing....She wes ocut when whoever it wes called on
Blanche...

on.....(THEN) Doesn't anybody in town heve any idea as to
who he ls?

Nove....(SIGH} Everybody'll know, though...soon &s ve
catch him,..

{SLIGHT PAUSE,,.THEN)

(SUDDEN) TLook, Chief..I'm a - veporter. Now I kuow it
would be stupld of me to go treinsing around 1n my oun
c&r,...But couldn't you...

(CUTS IN QUIETLY) Nope...No chance at all....TR......Now,
if you reach behind you thers, youlll find some checkers
and & board, We can play & bit....Maybe later on, welll

go out together and take a look around....

NARR:

~ (MUBIC:

vou lmow Chief Harris as well as he kmows you, T.R.
Jonnson. And 1t tekes you just about ten seconds to
figure out what the old man is up to,...He knows there are
nundreds of nen out there in the dark with guns, He knbwa
thet you, as & reporter, might very easily get in the vay
of & bullet chould you declde to go looking through the
night by yoursélf. So...in hils own neat way..he has you
trapped. For without another car, you obviously canlt

join In thre chase..,

—— R e i m—
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- NARR:

TR:

CHIEFR:

CHIEF:

T..R.I

T.R¢
CHIEF:

Ths
CHILF:

TR

=-10=-

You play checkers for about an hour, And with every tick
of the old ¢lock in Chief Harpris! office, you get to
fesling more jumpy and more helpless....Flnally...

( SERDEN EOHRING B Qe CHECKERmBOARD N LTH. . CHECKERS

SLIDING-ATLAROUND 3
(EDGY) No more, Chief,
Too hed,..

{CHAIR SCRAPE AS T.R. RISES)
Goling somevhere?
Gonna vwelk around town,..Get some beckground meterlal.
Then I'1l have ry story all ready vwhen you catch the
murdersr, ...

dark places. (DEADLY SERICUS)} T.R? P

Yesh?

I figure youtre real angry wisA™he ﬁy now, DBut vhen a

town has three of titizens murdsred in celd blood,

=
they got.a~right to shoot first and ask questions later,

Y

Ty Owywbeiaren: .

Where you figure on goiné?ﬂia&b&
Thought Itd heve a talk with Blanche Wilson'!s daughter
feret,, .. Jennle...

e e — — R e et et e

MRS,COPPIN: You feeling any hetter, Jennle?

RTHKCQT Q171735




"JENNIL:

MRS,C:
JENMIL:
MR3.C:

MR5.C¢
JENNIE:
MR3,C:

JENNIE;

- NEWTON:

JENNIE:
NEWTOI:
JENNTE:

NEWTOL
JENNIE$

NEWTIOI:

JENNIE:

-11-

(ABOUT TWENTY,.,.HAS BEEN CRYING) I'll..,,I'll be all
right, h.s. Coppln.,..You've...bean wonderful coming over
Like...,Lilke you did..
Pahaw..,..Least anyone could do --

(PHOME RINGS..,PARTY LINE...TWO LONG, ONE SHORT)
That's your ring, eintt 1t?
Yes,...
(FADING SLIGHTLY) 1I'l1l teke...Don't you bother....

(RECEIVER UP)
(SLIGHTLY OFF) Hello?.....Who?,..,.Jennie?, .. Well..,
It1l.,..talk,
It1s 2 man, Jenmnis...

(RECEIVER FUMBLED AS JENNIE TAKES IT)
Hello?
(FILTER..,QUITE TENSE AND ALMOST TEARFUL) Hello?....Is
-~ that y-u, Jennle?
Yes...Wholsg this?
(FILTER) Jennie...ls...1s your nother there?
(SOMETHING ABOUT THE CALLER IS FRIGHTENING HER) My....
Who is this?
Jennle, is your mother there?
(BEGINNING TO CRY) Mother 1s.,..mother ig...dead...
(FILTER.,.TEARFUL) Oh....Isn't that too ted?....I'll bet
you feel aﬁful.... _
Plesse..,.Please...I don't want to...talk about 1t now...

lese‘. L}
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NEWTOL:

JENN1IE:
NEWTON:

JENNIE+Y
MRS.C:
" JENNIE:

MR3,C3

JENHIE:
TR
JENWIES

MR3,C¢
TR
JENUIE:
TR:
JENNTE:
TR:
JENNIE:

-12-
(FILTER) Oh...You poor child,...You feel awful, dm't
you?
Yes, yes.....But please...
(CRYING) Wow you know how I feel....Now you...knou how..
I feel....

(JENNIE HANGS UP HURRIEDLY)
(CRYING) Urs, Coppin,..Mrs. Coppin...
Whet is 1%, Jennie? What's wronz?
Thet,.,.that rphone ¢all,...80....8trange...I can't make 1t
out...
Jennie this 1s Mr, Johnson, He's wlth the PRDOT ..« HE
came in while you were on the phone,....He just wants to

help, dear,...
That,..phone call, Mrs. Coppin...It'a...upset Mo B80.,..

Somecne you Knouw?
A - MAN....L'¥8 .., never heard his voice....before...

And....vhen I said I felt awful about mother, ke...he
started to cry and,,.seld.. Now y&u know how I...feel.
Well, that's & welrd thing to...
!bﬁ*reﬂeureuaeu-aeueamhaamdqhLanvodoe«beﬁome?

et e et i T St e | ERT PR

No...Heu;f;'seéﬂ@dwggwﬁgﬁ¥pmg?ﬁggagﬁff;:ﬁe“aakéd~for-mea.
TSRS ST question . Miss Wilsohe. .

vrreat

Youlve no idea whom your mother was with tonight?
Mo...Mother's friends usually »lcked her up at the

racking plant..,.after work. ..
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o TRy
JENNIE:

MR3.C: .

JENNIE:

~13- .
Thanks,...JI won!t bother you &ny mMOTa....

(ER MIND STILL ON THAT CALL) Mra. Coppin, you...you
heard hit....He .., w&s & man, wasn't he?
on the phone? He gounded llke a...min...

i L
He...sounded;like...a little boy...crying...

TR:

AGHNES:

TR

AGHES:

TR:

AGIES:

TR

AGNES
TR

THIS . IS, THE OF PLgRe=yr
Some of the women in the plant told me you kmew Blanche

Wilson real well....

(VOUNGER THAN BLANCHE) Yes I did, Mr. Johnson.... Me-
being in the office, she'd drop in for & smoke and we'd
talk....

Digd she have meny .. admlrers?

(SLIGHT PAUSE..THEN) Too meny..,(QUICKLY) She wenlt
vad...She.,. just llked golng out, that's all.

That 's t-2 parking lot out that window, lsn't 1it?
Yes,...Belongs to the plant....

In the daytime, I...imagine you can see clear OVer %o the
gete there, couldn't you? Clear cver to the cafe,
couldn't yeu?

(SLIGET PAUSE, ,,THEN)

You're fishing...aren't you?

{SMILE) That's my joo...

(SLIGHT PAUSE,,THEN)
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AGNEG;

TRz
AGNES:
TRz

AGNES:
TR:
AGNES:
TRy
AGNES:

TR

AGHES:

TRz

AGUES:

TR:

AGNES

-1)-

Yos, I can see right out to the gate and to the cafe.
Aaé—iﬁnal&nabﬁhlyuLJLﬂﬂp@andﬁvaﬁﬁiﬁgEﬂnf&FcarWformharﬁnsar
e ente, z Could.dﬂllﬂﬁhafcDiouraaﬁahia:namu,

Sk A

%o green sedan? wm_ , v gf’m vernd .
"1’
‘4

Nope...

Y. .. (RISING) Well....(SIGH3) I won't bother you any
more, Agnes,,.Thanks....

Any time.....(SUDDEN THOUGHT) Walt...

(SLIGHTLY OFF) Umh? MI

The. ,the way you sald anﬁ#§£;¥5;;;t kind of threw me orf..
(ON MIKE,.SMELLS A LEAD) What do you mean?

Well...this fellow wasn't & boy friend of Blanche!s sc I
gidn't think of him when you....

What fellow?

(DISMISSES IDEA ALMOST WITH A SMTLE) Oh...,Just & fat
1ittle clown who used to wait for Blanche regularly at
the gate...No..,.she would never lreve gone cut with him,
¥y not? .

“h...Blanche used to laugh sbout him...He..,.well, 12 you
were & women, Mr. Johnson, yould understand, I donlt
think he's important...

(PRESSING) Agnes...Anything might be important. Believe
me, What,...what was wrong with him?

.. .don't imow...He'd beg her for a date but 3t!d he more
1ike he was just - begging to be looked at...That sounds
wrong but....

what would Blanche do?
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- AGNES:

TR
AGHES:
TRs*
AGNES ¢

{MUsIg:

NARR:

WCOMAN s

WOMAN 1

WOMATT ¢

(usIcs

~-15-
Oh...Sometimes nothing....Socmetimes she'd just laugh...
Then he'd walk off slowly to the cafe by himself....
To the cafe?
Sometimes.,..
Thanks.,,Thanks an awful lot, Agnss..,
For what? (SMILES) Por remembering that fat little
clown? He never sven struck me like & man...Seemed nors
like,,.like a loast 1little boy,
EMPHASIS_UP, ., DOWN ] gNDWR t

— e —

It's almost eleven uhen you leave the packing plant., You
head across the black empty square to the cafe. "A lost
1ittle boy, & little boy crying”,..Twice already youlve
heard that description and your mind is pounding hard at
it for the mesning insids that deseription...And at the
moment that you're wrestling with that question, ahout

d:f-g e
twenty miles away, & mother and her Ben- are on thelr way

home from a churekh soclal...
e
Hold my hand, Geh - while we cross the road....

(FADE IN FAST A CAR AT TOP SPEED BREARING DOWN ON THEM
SLDDENLY)
{ALARM) E&eﬁerﬂ Step beck! That car!
(CAR COMES FULL ON THEM AS)
{TWO SHOTS AS:)
(SCREAMS )

_UP...TO_TAG)

{MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)

ATKCT 0171740




(SsIC:
HARRICE:

CHIFRILL:

HARRICE:
CH PFILL:

HARRICHE:

CEAPT.OLL:
H RRICL:

CHMAPPILL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
FROCR.M 54192

MIDOLE COMLRCIAL

BETIKD)

PHROAT-SCR TCH (EFFECT) =-- THROAT~SCRITCH (EFFECT) --
THIC.T--SCRMCE (TFTE Ty -

Cuord ngoinst throat-gseratehl

Enjoy thc smooth smoking of fino tobrcecos.

Snoke PELL HELL - the cisrrotte whose mildness you ean
mErSure.,

puff by puif you're ~lu~ys aho~d when you smoko
BETL MILL.

Remenber this - the further a muk sr of snoke js Tiltered

through fins tobrccos, the milder it bzromes, At the
firet puff by retnerl messurs FRL HILL smokoe 1s
fi1<ered fmrther then thet of #ny ctho® le~ding
eig-ratte, loreover, after 5 nuffs, or 10, cr 15, or
17, Fd&LL MELLYS gruntor iength of troditions1ly

fine tobrccoz =till trovels the s.oke Mariher - #iltoers
the gacke ~nd mckes it mild.

Thus, FELT- JELL'S finc nellow tob~ecos give you o

smootnncss, mijdncss And srtisfrotion no Sthor

cigrrette offers you.

Gurrd agrinst throat-scrateh.

Enjoy ths ghooth smoking of Fine tourazeos.

Smoke PELL 7LL - the cigarctie whosc mildness you cau
mergure, riLL

MRLI FIMOUS CICARETTZS - “Outstandingl”

ind ~ thoy cre mildl
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/. (MusIc: _
' HARRICE:

NARR:

GRACE:
T.R.:
GRACE:
T.R.:

GRACE:
T.R.:
GRACE:

T.R.:
GRACE:

T.R.:
GRACE:
T.R.:

-17-

This 1s Cy Harrice returning you to your narrator and the
Big Story of T. R. Johnson, as he lived it and wrote it...
To you, T. R. Johnson of the Salt Lake Clty Tribune, death
has suddenly appeared in the personality of a loigﬁ}itt éiﬂ
boy. Earller tonight, in the Mormon town of ol
death struck three times., And vanished in a green sedan.
But you've heard the possible killer described as being
iike a little boy .. who would sometimeé go into the
cafe to sulk. And now you're at the counter of that very
cafe...

(JUL. BOX IN LOW B.G.)
(HEPTY, HEALTHY BABE..FORTHRIGHT?) What'll it be, T. R.?
Coffee...Black..
Sure thing.. How about a sweet roll to go with?
Just coffee --

(4S5 OF COFFEE CUP AND COFFEE BEING POURED AND SET

DOWN UNDER)
(SLIGHTLY OFF) Doing a story on the killings?
Might - if I can get enough to wrlte about -
(SETTING COFFEE DOWN) What with every palr of pants in the
county stumbling around with a gun, seems to me they should
of caught the fellow by now -
They haven't as far as I've heard -
Can't they track down which of Blanche's admirers had
himself a new green sedan?
How ahout you?
Me? What about me?
Looking out of this caflfe window here, you could Just see

any of Blanche's boy friends waiting at the gate for her..

Any of them have a green sedan?
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GRACE:

T.R.:

GRACE:

T.R.:

GRACE:

T.R.:

GRACE:

T.RE.:

GRACE:

T.R.:

GRACE:

T.R.,:

GRACE:

GRACE:

-18-
Maybe you're right at that, T. R. ... I doen't recall a one-
Grace, you remember 2 fat little fellow used to hang .
around pestering Blanche for a date?
Him? Sure - (LAUGHS) Poorest excuse for a man this side
of wherever 1t 1s they make you boys -
How s0%
Used to come in here regular elther before or after
Blanche'd brush him off.. And he's a2lways ask the same
thing - Miss, have you got a son?
A - son?
ind I'd say - sure. And then he'd turn as serlous as &
preacher who hadn't been pald 1n a year. He'd lecture mc,
wWhat on?
Don't make your son sad, Miss. Treat him nice, Miss. @Glve
him things, Miss. .. (LAUGHS) The funny thing sbout bthat
fat 1lttls fellow - he must have had a poor memery or else
the subject was on hls mind. Every time he'd come in,
the same guesticon: Mlss, have you got 3 son?
Sounds gueer to me -
oh, I don't know .. Just a good natured siobh -
Grace, tell me .. Did you ever get a good look at his car?
{CATCHES ON SUDDENLY) (LAUGHS) Ch, g'wen, T.R! Don't
tell me you suspect that-little man? Why, he was nothlng
but zn overgrown -
(cuTs IN} Do me a favor! Think back. Did you ever see
hiz car?
(BORED) See his car? Of course 1 saw his car. He gave
me a 1ift once. It was a green sed - {GASPS AS SHE REALIZES
WHAT SHE'S SAYING) Oh, my -
{ FADING SPIGHTLY) Thanks! Thanks a milliont
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NARR:

CHIEF:

NARR:

CHIEF:

CHIEF:

-19-
(CALLS AFTER HIM) T.R., walt! He couldn't of done 1it!

wrifign he was llke a - 2 kid!

.-—_..—._.--——.—......_.-—

IN- EMP'I‘Y ‘STREET-UNDER+-)
You rush out of the cafe and hurry through the midnight

streets - to Chief Harris! offilce. For you, at the moment,
the murderer is now the object of m chases! One along the
dark highways, by men with guns .. the other is going on
inside your own mind... Three times now you'd heard hlm
described as a 'little boy.' Desperately, you keep groping
for the conciluslon you know is hidden somewhere in your
own mind. But like the murderer himself, the conclusion
keeps slipping away - escaplng you! .. It's in that
freme of mind that you stalk into the police chief's office.
(CUT~EXTERTOR AS DOOR OPENED AND SLAMMED SHUT ON)
(NQT QUITE AS ChSQ&ngSNBEEQREywHEﬁH¥wﬁNDMJHKED*QﬂmBHGHBJA

How leng ago? Twenty minutes you say? \Was the woman ,

badly hurt? .. I see .. I see. Q’Cﬁ"’;,a’
(Low) It takes you a moment to notice t ief's face -

dead white .. and the air of tense;eﬁ n the room.
the map he has before him fﬁmffjf ///
(SORE NOW) How sho%ﬂﬁiIJE;ow how He escaped our road
blocks? How did he get through/yours? And for that
matter, @bat about those obtheT two places he went through?
411 right.. Never mind.. X'11 let ycu know 1f 1 hear
anything -Purthe® - '

* (RECEIVER-UR}-Y
(SORE WITH THE WORLD) ‘Where have you been? The killer has
been roaring up and down the roads, shooting every woman

NS LY
he saw! Three already!
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CHIEF':

T.R.:

CHIEF:

T.R.:

. CHIEF:

T.R.t

CHIEF:

T.R.:

CHIEF:

T.R.:

-20-
{AGHAST) Oh, noc..
what's more, we've lost him! ind now I could kill him
with my own hands!
Why do you say you've lost him? Hel!s still in the area
somewhere -
¢an't you see? Plaln as the nose on your face ~ or as
plein as that map here on my desk! All three shootings
took place clese to Ogden, ogden's a big elty. If I
were a murderer, that's where T'd head - to a blg clty,
to lose myself. That's where he must be right now.
Heading intc Ogden!
(WITHOUT THINKING} No he's not!
(LOOKS AT HIM AS IF HE'S GONE CRAZY) Why not?
Chief, 1lock. Lock!

(MAP RUSTLED)
vou'tve got the new shootings marTked one, two, threel The
line .. the line thef form! See for yourself!
I don't know what you'lre driving at -
(CUTS IN) Those three shootings form a line! .. There!
Do you see it now? The murderer isn't heading into Ogden!

He's heading back this way!

Heading back this way? But why should he?

(DESPERATELY GROPING FOR LAST LINK} J..z—Ll~donte-know.
That's what I've been trying to fit together in my mi
Foeewdrdorett . . . (BREAKS OFF)

Whas)s-themmatttd? >//'

O S (Nowwmwmmmm Chief Harris.r

listen to me. I - I'm no fancy psychclogist or anything

FHco-timt, But -

something wag Lakiag-toXd Inslde my NeEd—mmd~when I Baw
that map, it - it all seemed %o flit in place...
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" CHIEF:
T.R.:

CHIEF:

T.R.:

CHIEF:
T.R.:

CHIEF:
T.R.:

CHIEF:

- -

_21_
I don't know what you're talking about -
Three times tonight I heard people describe a man .. and
every cne of them used the same words: 1like a llttle boy -
T. R., that madman 1s out shooting up the countryslde. _I
can’t sit here now and --
Chief - 1isten every woman who met him or - talked to him
sald the same thing: like a 1ittle beoy, 2 lost little boy!
He was meybe thipty. Blanche Wilson was forty-five., He

didn't want her like a man. He wanted her like a kid

wants his mothen!

I've heard encugh!

No you haven't! And I'm only telling you =11 thls because
I need your help! Grace over at the cafe definitely
1dentifted him even further. She said he drives a green
sedan!

Well - why didn't you say so before?

I Just got here! Don't you see? Chief, he's like a ¢hild

. a lunatic child! Blanche must have given him s date

and then got disgusted with him! So he had a tantrum.
Liks a kid. Only in his case, it was & murdercus, lunatlcé
tantoum! And it's still going on! But 1t's wearing off.
That!s why he'!s heading back this way! Because that's
what a kid does when his tantrum wears off: he comes

back to see how much damage he's dcne. And %o get his

punishment!
{(PAUSE .. FINALLY:)
(VERY QUIETLY) OK - I think you're right - Let's go

out and watch for him.
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NARR: There in the Chief's offlce, you were absolutely sure of
yourself. But now, sitting in the Chief's car most of your
nerve ls gone. You've both declded that the best place
to watch is the cafe. You can feel the Chief next to you
beginning to lose patience. ..After 2ll, who are you -
T.R. Johnson, a reporter from 8alt Lake City - %o suddenly
start figuring out the involved mind of a lunatic?

{IN WITH NIGHT SOUNDS, .THEN TOWN CLOCK STARTS
BONGING THREE, UNDER}

CHIEF: {SORE AT HIMSELF, .AIMOST TALKING TO HIMSELF) Getting late-
T.R.: (Low) I know, I KNow.
CHIEF: Been here three hours now -
- HO. ANSWER~w=#~EHEN,
CHIEF: I'm going back to the office for a spell, T.R.
T.R.: 1!'11 stand wateh out here in this vacant lot...Good view

of the ecafe.
(CAR DOOR OPENED AND FEW STEPS QUT...DOOR SHUT)

CHIEF: Sure you want to stay?
T.R.: For = whlle -
CHIEF: Tt11 drive back for you later...

(CAR UP AND SLIGHT FADE AND INTO)

(MUSIC: _ _IN WITH ....)

NARR: Now you're alone, 211 alone... The walting and the autumn
chill dig further into your reserve of confidence. And you'
begin to feel like a fool - o cold, lonely focl. So you
decide to warm up a bit by walking guickly around the block.
Nothing to lose - because if 2 car drives up in the
stillness of the night you'd hear it immediately ... You
start walking and hoping - hoping that something will

happen to prove you're not a fool.
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GRACE:

GRACE:

NEWTON:
GRACE:
NEWTON:
GRACE:
NEWTON:
GRACE:
NEWTON

GRACE:
NEWTON:

GRACE:
NEWTON :
GEACE:

GRACE:

NEWTON:

GRACE:
NEWTCN:
GRACE:
NEWTON:
.- GRACE:

..23_

(D1SHES~BREING=WASHED AS)
(HUMMING TO HERSELF AS SHE WORKS)
(DOOR TO CAFE OPENS AND SHUTS.. .AS)
{BREAKS OFF HER HUMMING AS SHE SEES WHO'S ENTERING)
{CUT DISHWASHING..FEW STEFS COME CLOSER AND OUT TO)
(VERY SOFTLY) Hello...
{TRYING TO BE AS CASUAL AS SHE CAN} Oh...Hello -
It - itis eceld ocut...
Yes .. Yes, 1t Is
I - think I!'11 sit in a booth .. 1f you don't mind.
No .. go right ahead..
(AS HE SITS WEARILY..SLIGHTLY OFF} OCh.. It's good to sit
down -
How - how did you come? I - dldn't hear you drive up
I - had 2 1ittle accldent.. My car cracked up .. Sc I
walked..
Oh...
(AIMOST A WHINE) Why do you keep looking out the window?
(NERVOUS LAUGH) Was I? .. I - I dldn't realize... Wait
I'11 come around the counter and take your order..
(GRACE WALKS AROUND COUNTER AND UP TQ NEWTON)
What!'11l it be?
(LIKE & CHILD FEELING AWFULLY SCRRY FCR HIMSELF)} I don't
kriow . I - Just feel so bad...
(GROWING MORE NERVOUS) Hot - coffee, m-maybe?
How - how is everyone 1In town?
In - town?
They're - very angry, aren't they?

An - angry?
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; ﬁEWTON:
GRACE:
NEWTON:
GRACE:
NEWTON:
GRACE:
NEWTON:
GRACE:

. NEWTON:

GRACE:
NEWTON:

T.R.:
GRACE:

CHIEF:
T.R.:

CHIEFR:

T.R.:

-2h.

Oh, they must be.. They must -
W - would you like - some .. coffee?
Miss -
Y - yes?
Mlss, do -~ you have a son?
Yes...
Syttt
5T,
Pon't make your son sad....Treat him - nice..{ALMOST TEARS}
Give him things -
I -1do..
I't1 - have some .. coffee..

{DOOR OPENED AND SHUT AS)
{SLIGHTLY CFF) i, Grace...

(STEPS IN .,SITS DOWN ON SQUEAKY STOOL)
{WEARY) How abcut some coffee, Grace?
Huh?

( OHRSTOPOUTSEDF T T DO0R™SBAMMED ~AS )
(SLIGHT ALERT) I said I'd like scme...

(DOOR CPENED SLIGHTLY OFF A3}
(SLIGHTLY OFF, FADING OFF) Oh, there you are, T.R...
{DISAPPOINTED} Oh,.It's you, Chief...I came 1n for some
coffee -
Nothing?
(DEJECTED} Not a thing... I walted and walted...Maybe

I was wrong. .. Coffee, Grace -
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T.R.:

GRACE:

NARR:

-p5-

Now, fer the first time since you came Into the cafe, you
sense something is wrong...Grace hasn't moved from where
she was first standlng. She has an empty cup In her
hand and is frozen to the spot in front of the coffee urn.
Her eyes are leoking past you to the booths which you
can't see behind you ..
Anything wrong, Grace?
(CAN BARELY GET THE WORDS OUT) .I'1l1 - I'll get your
coffee In - a minute .. Soon as I serve that - man -
behind you -~ in the booth ...

(SQUEAK OF STOOLS AS CHIEF AND T.R. TURN AROUND

o UNDER)

You and the Chilef turn around slowly and crane your
necks to look intc the furthest booth... &né—dherey—looling
sad~and_lonely;~is-the-littie-man-with~the facé ‘of-n~+v

rsulky-hoy . .. Suddenly, Gracel!s control goes to pieces and

GRACE:

T.R.:
CHIEF:
NEWTON:
CHIEF:
NEWTON:

NARR: ™"

she -

(HALF SCREAM) That's him!{ That's him! Don't just sit
there!l

His arm, Chief! He's reaching -

o you den't.

(LITTLE CRY) Ah - h .

Take your hand ocut of your pocket! Take It ocut, I say!
(CLGCSE TO TEARS) I .. I .. 1t!'s not a gun. I - have

a paper for you.
That'fatmlittle-murdererﬂw1thdrawsmhis*hand“:*andwthang?

what .he .was: really<rédéhing for .. a papep.
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NARR:

T.R.:

NEWTON:

- {MUSIC:

CHAPPELL:

{MUSIC:

~06-
(PAPER CRINKLED UNDER )
You, T.R. Johnson, unfold. khewpaper—read-bhewllnal Lo ...
~11nics ant™

Chief.. itTa - it's a confesslon .. all written ocut -

{CRYING NOW) See? .. I .. 1I brought you & confession ..
I .. I didn't mean te hurt anybody .. They - Just weren't
nice to me, that!s all .. Nobedy's - ever been - nice

to me so I -- hurt them a little to get even.. That's all.
In just a moment we will read you a telegram from T. R.
Johnson of the Salt Lake City Tpibune, with the final
outcome of tonight's BIG STORY.

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL}

ARTHOT Q171751




CHAPLZLL:
HARRICSL:
CHAPPSLL :

HARTCS:

CUAPPATLS

CTFRELT:

HIRRICE:

CEE*PFLELL:
’ ; EARRICE:

TER BIG STORY
PROGARAM 54192

CIOSING COMYEECIAL

TEIIAD) _

THEN0. T-8CRATCH (ZEFRCT) -~ TURO.T-SURATCH (EFFECT) --
THEROAT-SORATCE (RFYECT)

Gurrd ngainst throat-s seretehl

Enjoy the smooth smeking of fine tobrecos.

Smoke PILL ¥ELL - the cigorette wioss ailiness you cfn
mE0SLTE.

vy pulf you're ~lueys shind whSn yOu ShoXe

Rama: ber this -~ the further puff of smoke 18 filtered
tnronch fine toleccos, the milder it becomes. At the

firgt pufd by ~cinal mMAsUre PRIT, 1ZLI. smoke 1s

— —

riltered furthor thon that of ~ny othor lecding
sigrretie, OO IOVET, after 5 puefz, or 10, or 15, or
17, DPFTL IGLI'3 grester lenrth of tprditi nelly fine
tobreeos still trovels the smoke fortnar - Tilter

ithe sroke $nd woes it mild,

s, PELL MTLLIC finc wollow tobriecs glve you a

smoothnoss, mildness ~nd 3= tisfaction no other

ci

m

aretza cffare you.
treraver vou go todry you'll see 1EoTC -nd more pecple
sroking PATL 1LL - the cigrretic wicse nildness you
¢In mMeoSuU.

ek for tue longer, finer cig~r~tte in the distingulshicd

[a 1)
o
O
=
3
)
L]

PELL !ELL F.MOUS CTIGRETTIS - noutstrndingl"
And -~ they are mild}l
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© (MUSIC:

CHAPPELL:

JOHNSON:

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

(MysSIC:

CHAPPELL:

{MUSIC:

CHAFPELL:

1ily/mer

-28-

Kow we read you that telegram from T. R. Johnson of the
Salt Lake City Trlbune.

At trial of Murderer in tonlght's Big Story he repudiated
his confession. However after brief deliberation Jury
gentenced him for 1life to the State Asylum where he

dled 2 years later. Many thanks for tonight'!s Pell Mell
Award.

Thank you, Mr. Johnson...the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL $500.
Award for notable service In the field of Jjournallsm.
Listen agaln next week, same time, same statlon, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY - A BIG STORY from the front pages of the Denhver
Colorade Fost - by-line Bernard Beckwith, A BIG STORY

abcut a reporter who used a dictionary to cover a murder.

THE BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter wlth music
by Vladimir Selinsky. Tonight's program was adapted by
Abram 8. Ginnes from an actual story from the front pages
of the 8alt Lake City Tribune. Your narrator was Bob
2loan, and John Sylvester piayed the part of T. R. Johnsorn.
In order to protect the names of people actually involved 18
tonight's authentic BIG STORY, the names of all
charscters in the dramatizatlon were changed with the
exceptlion 5f the peporter, Mr. Johnscn.

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

THIS IS NBC ... THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.
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CHAPPELL:

29~
Motorists; remomber - winter-time is dangel time -
for everyone who drives a car! Take extra
precnutions whon the roads arce icy - use +ire chains
n5 needed - and above 211, avold snooding, ''Take
your time in winter-time!l"

PHIS IS WBC - THE MATICHAL BRCADCASTTHG COUPLNY.
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< THE BIG STORY AS BROADCAST

FROGRAM #193
CAST
NARRATCR BOB SLOANE
OPERATOR ADRIENNE BAYAN
BETTY ADRIENNE BAYAN
BECKWITH VINTON HAYWORTH
GRAY SCOTT TENNYSON

DESK COTT TENNYSON

DETECTIVE - JOHN MC QUADE

SERGEAN JOHN MC QUADE
LARRY NAT POLEN
VOICE ' NAT POLEN
SHERIFF JASON JORNSON
DOCTOR JASON JOHNSON

WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 6, 1950
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~ WNBC & NET

10:00 = 10:30 PM

THE BIG¢ STORY #193

DECEMBER &, 1950 WEDNESDAY

ANNCR:

OPERATOCR:

BECKWITH:

BECKWITH:

DESK:
BECKWITH:

DESK:
BECKWITH :

DESK:
BECKWITH:

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY!

Hello, Denver, Rollinsville, still waiting. (PAUSE)}
Thank you. {CALLS) Go ahead, Mr. Beckwith. There's

your offlce!
{ PICKS UP FHONE)
(FILTER) Hi, Bernle.

Night desk? Beckwilth.
Where you at?
Rollinsville, back in the hills. Listen. In the middle
drawer of the desk, you'll find an envelope marked "HCID"--
{FILTER) Yeah, yeah, I got 1t --

Good,

Open 1t, read 1t, Ii's a story I've been

working up on my own time ~-

(FILTER) What the heck -- / "

fh¢v
Llisten, There are only twojlines Into Denver from this
town. One 1s belng held open for the police -~ the

other, I'm holding, starting right now. If this comes

through, 1t'11 be exclusive, Now -« start reading
that story.I'll hang .on here. . Any questions as you go
along -- ask me =--
(FILTER) Okay, okay. But what're you walting for up there?

The end of the story. If it comes, it'll be murder,
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P~
T CéAPPELL: THE BIG STORY. Here 1s America...its sound and 1ts

fury...lts Joy and its sorrow...as falthfully reported
by the men and women of the great Amerlcan newspapers.
(PAUSE: COLD & FIAT) Denver, Colorado. From the pages
of the Denver Post -- the story of & reporter who sewed
up 2 telephone line to lock up a killer. A for his
work ~- to Bernard Beckwith for his Big Story goes the
PELL MELL AWARD!

pl—iat— A I N

(CPENING COMMERCIAL)
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(usIc:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHNPPLLL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HLARICE:

CHAPPZIL:

HARRICS:

_BERIND)

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #193

OPENING COMMERCIAL

TEROAT~SCRATCH (EFFECT) =~ TEROAT-SCRATCH (EFFICT) --
TFRO AT -SCRATCE (EFFRCT) ==

tnard ngainst throat-scratebs

Enjoy the smeoth smoking of fine tobnccod,.

Smoke PELL 'ELL - the cigarctte vhose nildness you <¢an
menSure.

puff by puff you're slunys sherd when you snoke

POLL MELL.

nemember $1is - the further a puff of saoke s filtercd

throuch fine tobnccos, the pildzr it becomes, At the

T TN

first poff by 2ctucl mersSure ro. "ELL smoxe is

filtered further than thet of sny other le-ding

cigrrette, liovoover, ~fter 5 pafls, or 10, or 15, or

17, FELL IELL' S pres~ter length of treditionnlly fine

tobrcecos 3till treovels the smoke iurther - Iilters the
smeke ~ud 1nken it mild,
Thus, PELL I0LL'S fine mellow tob-ecos glve you o

smootbness, mildness and s~ticsf~etion no other

ciparette offers you.

Gurrd mgrinst thrort-sernteh.

Enioy the smooth smoking of finz tobnzIcos.

Smoke PELL “ZLL - the cigarette vhose mildness you
esr mensura. PELL MELL FAMCUS CIG RITTHEE -

npetstandingl!

And - they ~re mild!
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NARRATCR:

CFERATOR:

BECKWITH:

OPERATCR:
BECKWITH:

OPERATOCR:
BECKWITH:

Y

— e e — " — —

Denver, Coloradc. The story as 1t actually happened.

Bernard Beckwlth's story as he lived 1t,.

This cone, you Bernle Beckwith, reporter for the

Denver Poat, have been plecing together on your own

time --. And now -~ 1t's ready to pop. You're holed

up in the cne-lung telephone exchén;e of Rollinsviilie --

walting. You've sewed up the only remaining trunk

line into Denver -- just in case the oppositiop gets
d&‘bﬁaiwua&Y\f

wind of the story and triles, by phone, to-veaptihe

EmEmaeT your work. But the operator's got something

to say about that.
Mr. Beckwlth, I can't hold the line cpen for you unless

ou actually use 1it. .
¥ ¥ ’,L,*:’L:* L
Im

But he's got the whole story in the offlce, opf
Just walting t111 the police come back --

I'm sorry, I can't hold the line open for you ---
A11 right, all right, all right! I'll talk. What's
that book?

The dictilonary.

Okay. Let me have it. (RUSTLE OF PAGES) I'11l keep
this 1line busy all right. Here pces. It lsn't much
of 8 story, but -~ {HE READS) A. The first letter of
the English alphabet, and one of its {ive vowels, One,

1l

any, same, some particular kind of, as "a" stone, a

man.-..

— i ——— i ———— — — — —
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. NARRATOR:

BECKWITH:

SERGEANT:

- BECKWITH:

SERGEANT:
BECEWITH;

BECKWITH:

SARGE:

BECKWITH:

SARGE:
DECKWITH:

NARRATOR:

BLCKWITH:
SHERIFPF:

BECKWITH:

.

_5_
Yes, you'll keep 1t up all night 1f necessary, to keep
Portirte—xtory-youtIT Tead T romA

threugh-Z—and-hacl again, lf-necepspny. It wasn't
Just a little notles

this line open.

much of a story when you started.

on the official poilce bulletin...

Missing perscns...Betty Gray, female, Rollinsville, Colo,.

Age 24, 5-1, 126 pounds, medium build...etc. ete.(UP A
BIT) Sarge, got snything on this Betty Gray?
Bernias,

Nan. Routine,

Husband reported her missing.

Say == if she 1lives in Rollinsville,.how is it her
husband didn't report 1t to the sheriff up there,
instead of down here Wu

Beata me.

Ah, 1t's not worth the trouble. (NORB WeTITRES] but

Why don't you geo ask him yourself?

give me his name anyway.

Paul. Paul Gray. He's a carpenter.

Paul Gray, Okay, Sarge. Thanks. So long.

By coincidgnce, a week or so later, you run Inte the

Sheriff oﬂkﬂollinsville area, dewn in town on 8 case.
Not meaning wuch, not expecting much, you zak him - -
Paul Gray's wife turn up yet?

Betty? What do you mean, turn up. Isn't she still in
Chlcago?

Chicago? 18 she supposed to be in Chicago?
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~B-
g;“SHERIFF: why sure., Visiting her sister.

BECKWITH: Who says so?

SHERIFF: Paul.

BECKWITH: You know him?

SHERIFF: All my life.

BECKWITH: Okay. Skip it., (PAUSE) Chicago, eh?

BECKWITH: Just tell me this one thing, Mr. Gray. Why didn’'t
you tell your friend, the Sheriff, your wife was
missing? Why d1d you spread that story about golng
to Chicago to viegit her sister?

GRAY: Well, you know how it 1s, A man doesn't like to go
advertising to his friends, around hls own home town,
that his wifefs --- run out on him,

BECKWITH: That's natural, All=rightj<MrwGpayse=Iipesonry=
bothered you. o hard feellngs.

GRAY; Wwhy, no slr, Ndne at all. Always did admire the way

you newspaper fellows work, Sort of an extra arm of

BECKWITH: adpepbrzrits, Ak <= just ohe little thing more, Mr.
Gray. What was your wife wearing when you saw her lapt?
GRAY: Well, I never was g ona for notlcing woments clothes,

but...scrt of a blue coat...blue shoes...pocketbook was

black..,

BECKWITH: Hat?

GRAY: Yessir, she -- (PAUSE) Why 1t was the feather hat!
Bought 1t on our honeymoon -- that was only five months

ago, you know --

RTXOT Q1721762




' © ‘BECKWIT:..

GRAY:

BECKWITH:
GRAY:

BECKWITH:
GRAY:

NARRATOR:

LARRY:
BECKWITH:
LARRY:

BECKWITH:
LARRY:
BECKWITH:

-7~
{SYMPATHETIC) Yes.
{SIGH) Yes, five months married, and now...{SIGH) Yes,
the last thing I saw ag that train pulled out of

Denver Unlon Statlon was that little feather hat. Fiebed

e TN U T O e T et iy oW Tt ettt
Ekuldospr-rrt—rerthersr—bretoy .
{CASUAL) What train was that?

Put her on the four-ten for Chicago. Beautiful train.
Blg, brand-new Zephyr. The California Zephyr, they
ealled it., Got one of those swanky new cars with the
demes on the roof,

Oh yeah, Vista-Domes --

That's 1t. Vista-Domes. (SAD) Last I saw of her. Well...
mebbe she'll have a change of heart and come back. I
dunno...I c¢an always hope, eh?

— M T

Well -- 1t's & perfectly open story. That is -- in

the newspaper-police sense, nc story. But one day,‘
about & few weeks after that --- One of the men on
the staff comes in from a 1ec§ure }n Chicago.,

Klce trip, Bernie. Bettern'nm:any day.

What'd you Sake, Larry -- the Zephyr?

Yep. TFirst time I'd ever been in one of those Vista-
Domes, 'Course, it was mostly a night ride, but you
can still see so much more --

Night ride? (PAUSE) When does she leave Denver?
The Zephyr? Seven p.u.
You know trains, Larry. Does the four o'clock for

Chicago have a Vista-Dome, does the four o'eclock Zephyp
have a --
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" LTARRY:

o — e —

NARRATOR:

. DETECTIVE:
NARRATOR:

DETECTIVE:
BECKWITH:
DETECTIVE:

BECKWITH:
DETECTIVE:
BECKWITH:
DETECTIVE:
BECKWITH:

DETECTIVE:

-8-
Four olelock Zephyr? No such animal. There's only
one Caiifornia Zephyr through Denver, and that's at
gseven p.m. And it's the only train passing through

here with the Vista-Dome!

—r—

Now it begins to leook like a story. But not for

the paper ~- yet. Not t1l1l the police take over. So

you point out the disqrepanciea in Gray's story to

the Denver detectivea, The lleutenant says --

Avw, Bernle, you're belng too susplicious!

But Jjust then somebody ?hrng up with a valise that
fukwprJ

was left in & locker at theﬂstation aroﬁfS'aE?ii t?e /

time Betty Gray first disappeared., The eabdioi

opens 1t =~

Wemen's clothes!

Any name on the vallse?

Nope. And nc way of finding out who left 1t. 1In

the old days, when they 13sued checks, 1t was easler,..

but now, with these ten-cents-a-day keys --- walt,

Laundry marks.

No. Initlials, sewed on 2 blouse,

Monogram, eh? Looks like -- E--R,

Yeah. E-R, Betty Oray. Betty Gray -- E.R. NO'C:;JQ,,-’

Just the same, I think it wouldn't hurt to call -bLdm [

in for questloning.

> (PAUSE) ame will do.
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NARRATOR

GRAY:

DETECTIVE:
GRAY:
DETECTIVE:
GRAY:
DETECTIVE:
GRAY:
DETECTIVE:
GRAY:

BECKWITH:
GRAY:
BECKWITH:
GRAY:
BECKWITH:
GRAY:
BECKWITH:

e

And CGray reels off the same story. She ran

They do.
out on him. He chased her into Denver, found her in

a motor camp, argued with her (CROSS FADE} finally ---
. . . motor camp, argued with her, filnally figured 1t

was best to give her her own head and let her go away

a while. Put her on the train, and haven't seen her
since.

Heard from her?

Nope.

Any 1dea where she might be?

Well, her sister's, in Chilcago, that 1s,

Ever write and try to find ocut?

Well.....no,

Why not?

Oh, you know.

Well!
I figured if I made cut I didn't care too

much, didn't write, didnti wipey—didnltcall.. whyz~eo.

kind of miss me, you know.

Ah, Mr: Gray --

Yes, Mr. Beclwith?

Do you recaegnize these clothes?
(N0 HESITATION} No slr.

They don't belong to your wife?

To Betty? No sir, (PAUSE) Where'd they come from?
Well, since they're nct hefs, it doesn't matter. But
about this sister in Chicago -- would you mind 1f we

communicated with hep?
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GRAY: Why, not at all. Betty sent a telegram from the
station...might have been to her --
BECEWITH: Probably. And this would clear up the whole thing. Ah --
what's her sisteris name?
GRAY: Ridgeway. Martha Ridgeway.
BECKWITH: {AFTER A PAUSE) And your wife's malden name was ==
Elizabeth Ridgeway. {PAUSE) Not Betty -- but
Blizabeth. E--R (PAUSE) Okay ~- you take over,ﬂég;g{
It's yours from here on out.
NARRATOR: The clothes were his wife's all right, That he finally
admlts. And so, you finally have a story. Carpenter
Held Tn Connection With Wife's Disappearance. Not
"neld for"., Just held "1n connection with,” Nothing
really to go on but the fact that she's gone, the fact
that she's gone without her suitcase of clothes --
and one other thing. An anawer %to a checkup in
Chicago.
(TICKER UP AND DOWN) W
BECKWITH: (OVER TICKER) Martha Ridgeway -- reporta -- no
word -- from sister Elizabeth -- since -- January 1, 1950,
NARR: And Gray says he put her on the train March 6. And
1t is now -- May tenth, But that ian't 8ll he says.
He blurts eut the rest of the pathetlc detalls of

his marriage to you and the Lieutenant,
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GRAY: ~ Well, from the first, it didn't work out so good. I
had twenty-one years on her, y'see. Well, you know,
a young woman livin' in a 1little town like Rollinsville...
{SNEAK_MUSIC} not much to do. I'm stay-at-home, she

was more get-up-and-go-out. So we had arguments....

— s e e — o — A A - — e e s —

GRAY: . . R SO when she run out on me, I glve her her head

a while, then tried to persuade her to come back, but

she 1iked it in Denver. 'lagino—tirebrd—poymipionti—e

GRAY : (OUT OF IT AS BEFCRE) ... and,1 agreed to let her stay

in town a while...give her some money, and begged her
at least to write me, let me know how she was gettin®

along, it was the least thing she could do --

BECKWITH: And 444 she?

GRAY: 31r?

BECKWITH: Write to you?

GRAY: Yessir. She did. A lot, too, She wasn't a mean girl.

She wanted me to understand her.

DETECTIVE: Do you have those letters?

GRAY: Yes L. Every last one.

DETECTIVE: Where are they?

GRAY: Up in my cabin. Hid away. (PAUSE) But I'd hate for
them to come out. I mean, there's things :intthem —-

~BECKWITH: wWhat kind of things?
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GRAY:

DETECTIVE:

NARRATOR:

DETECTIVE:
GRAY:

DETECTIVE:

GRAY':

-12-
o ———
(GETTING SORE) Now=Mister Beckwith, private things

in a man's own private letters from his own wife,,[.

{ QUIET) Mr. Grazlfit's only fair to tell you that

this ~-i§?§ak1ng as a law OEEEEEE:L' has gone a little

beyond Just a missing persons case. And for your own
protection, I think you'd better let us see those
letters. Especially, if they back up your story that
your wife has left you, just left you. The fact 1s,
Mr. Gray -- it begins to look llke murder.

HIT AND GOC)

pleAsr

He agrees to 1ead the law to the letters. You go
along with the pdlice (FOO FS,, DOOR OPENING, BEHIND)

qf.c_,-.._, ’-/

to hils cabin 1%R0111nsv111emh&ia-ﬁ. .

(FCOTSTEPS BEHIND)
Now, where are those letters, Mr. Gray?
B'blleve I got tem in a Mason jar in the pantry.
(FOOTéTEPS TO STOP, CLINKING OF JARS)
No. DNot hepre, (PAUSE) Come on, Mr. Gray. Where
are they? Or aren't there any letters at all?
(PEEVED, BUT QUIET) I got 'em. I got 'em! But I
Just can't remember where exactly -- well, they mlght
be in that chest --

(FOOTSTEPS AND LID OF CHEST CREAKS OPEN)
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(RAY: (CLOSE ON, QUIET) Or in this here 1little table -- I
keep things in this drawer --
{DRAWER OPENED AND IMMEDIATELY AFTERWARD, LID
OF CHEST DOWN}
DETECTIVE: (EXASRRRGERE O Ty re—Tot—tr=sihe. -- (UP FAST)
Gray -- put that down -- don't be a fool, Gray --
(A YELL) Look out, Bernle, look out --
{A SHOT THEN)

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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HAPRRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HAHRTICI:

CHAPPELL:

AARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HEIRRICE:

CHLFPELL:
EIRRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

TIE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #193

UIDDLE COMIERCIMAL
BEHTED) |
THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) -- THROAT~SCR.TCH (EFFECT) =--
THRO \P-SCR.FCH (EFFECT) --
Guard sgeinst throat-seratehl
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tc'arceos.
Smoke PELL MELL - the cigaretie whose mildness you can
mensure,
puff by puff you're alwnys nhend when you smoke
PELL M_IL.
Remember this - the further ~ puff of smoke 1is filtered
At the

through fine toh~ccos, the milder it neCOMmEs.,

first puff by rctuel messure PELL JWLL smole is

filterecd further then that of ony other lending
cigrrette. lorcover, after § puffs, or 1C, or 15, or

17, PELI MELL'S greater length of traditionnlly

fine tob-ccos still trrvels the snoke further - filters
the smoke ~»nd mokes it mild.
Thus, PELL 1%LL'S fine mellow tobrecos gzive you &

smoothness, mildness and satisfzetiosr no other

pigarette offers you.
Gurrd against thront-seratch,

Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobrccos.
gmoke PELL 1T0LL - the cigarette vhose mildness you can
menssure., PLLL MELL FIMOUS CIG/RETTSS - fgutstandingl"

ind - they ~re mild!l
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HARRICE: This is Cy Harrice, returning you feo your narrator and
the Big Story of Bernard Beckwlth, as he lived it and

wroie 1t.
NARR: You, Bernard Beckwlth of the Denver Post, had worked up
& story on your own time -- & story for whose ending you

4 telephone line. Yould started

are now walting by al
with & women reported missing by her husband ..., managed
to persuade the police to question hilm, and had gone
with him and them to hils cabin in Rollinsville, And

there, he pulled & gun from hiding -- Y e kima s

(MBS Ee e R B PB ARG RENG~AN DR O™
P
DETECTIVE: {UP) Look out, Bernig 2y €
y -:ff.:r'f')
BECKWITH: (saME) “Took out yourself] He wasn't shooting at me,
K —

DETECTIVE: Grab that phone -- get a doctor! The poor Jerkl!s
killed himself}

(MUSIC: _ _ _KIT_AND GO AWAY FOR) / 1

NARR: o, Not killed himself., Just creased his own '&ogg‘.éFf
Funny how they can miss at such close range. -AnryWeey
now ﬁe lles 1nj§rison hospitalé;;;z_gnd the law waltles
cutside and second—guesaggg_phe‘whole deal ...

DETECTIVE: A1l my fault, Bernle .,. shouldlve guessed he!d have &
zun hidden there, |

BECEWITH: Gh, not necessarily ... We really had nothing- sclid on
him. Ilve gota wilerd ides 1t was a grandstand play.

DETECTIVE: How!s that?

ATHOT Q171771




-

BECHWITH:

DETECTIVE:
DOCTOR:
DETECTIVE+:
DOCTOR :

DETECTIVE:

(MUSIC:

GRAY:

BETTY:

GRAY:

-16-

Well -- 1f he really wanted %O k111 himself -- at that
range, he couldn!t have misged. HNo, I think helll come
tc and ask to see Yyou, then start gpinning some yarn
about --

(DOOR OPENS, FOOTSTEFS TO)
(QUICK) How's 1t going, Dector?
Fine, Just a scratech,
Can we see hilm?
can you? Why the first coherent thing he said was --
"emme talk to the lawl"
Bernie -- youlre patting a thousand! Come on == latts
see what he comes up with this time!
(WEAK) ..a and the minute this reporter come askint
questions. T knew 1t was just & matter of time before
1td get caught. 8o -- o I want to tell the truth,

Everything else wWae 1ies ... this 1s how 1t really

happened ...

After so much fightin? and squabblin? those first five
months we were married, I finally agreed i1t was best
for us to break up. We got in the car, (SNEAK CAR) and
T agreed to drive her as far as a hotel in Denver ...
put instead, T kept on goin! -- South ...

(CAR UP, DOWN BEHIND)
Paul -- you keep paseing motor camps. Arenlt you geing
to stop?
Not for a while, Betty -- not for a while --

ATHOT Q171772




BETTY:
GRAY:
BETTY:

GRAY:
BETTY:

' GRAY:
BETTY:

GRAY:

BETTY:

GRAY:
BETTYy
GRAY:

BETTY:

EETTY:
GRAY:

{MUSIC:

BETTY:
GRAY

-7

But you promised -~

T know, I know.. Honest, I'll stop. Believe me.

Every time you say that, I start not telleving youl I
wouldn't be in this mess if I hadn’t of belleved youl ¥ou
and your lies about Denver bein?! a hot little town --
Well ~-

And-all the tire it_was Rollinsville you lived in. 7You
end your big contracting business --

Aw; honey --

Axd all the time you were just a little old carpenter.
Yeu and your lodge in the mountains --

New, baby ~-

And all the time it was that crummy old shatki “Yealyw— -

yolrend gl

Look; sy tNEEST ~-
i Tobm sk L1 geaniageblrett BT T RN S B Rl e Raliibide =

Pelieve me, dear —-

Believe me belleve me belleve me -- I wouldnlt belleve you
19 you sald it was snowing and I vas gtanding in the
mtddle of a blizzard! Now when are Fou going to stop and
let me off!

colorado Springs, honey == Colorado 3prlngs.

Wwhere!re we golng? When're you gonna let me off?

Tueblo, kakty -- Pueblo.

Whenlre you gomna let me off? Where 're we golng?

Ias Vegas, sweetheart, Las Vegas.

et
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BETTY:

GRAY:

BECKWITH:

GRLY:

BECKWITH:

GRAY:

BECKWITH:

GRAY:

BECKWITH:

GRAY:

-18-
Look, I'm sick and tired of this, Driving all day,
arguing all the way. Lylng, lying, lying, genrer—ret
fre—effETE, gonna Let me Ol vHEFE”fT'EumE—Un7-$EiJ:;E)

TTn gonna take

the longer you keep this u

to make up m Tc come back -- and Lim telling you

, the way youlre behaving, if
you dont't let me off at the very next stop, the very
next town -- I'1l never come back! Where are we,
anyhow?

(QUIET) Alburquerque. Just across the Rio Grande,
and we!ll be in Alburguergue.

A1l right., Alburguerque it ig}! But no farther!}

But I never took her in to Alburquerqgue. I never meant
ts. All that driving, it was just to get up my nerve.
ind when we come to the Ric Grande, I said to myselfl ~--
IThat!s the place.! 350 We crosse? the bridge, I pulled
off the road, 8he started Eég;gééi:me agaln -- and I
choked her. (PAUSE) To death, .

(QUIET) Her body?

In the river,

She was wearing -—.(PAUSE)

Blue dress ... blue shoes .,. black pocketbook,

Eat?

No.

No feather hat?

Feather hat, feath-- oh, yes, ves. The 1ittle Teather

hat, yes.
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BECKWITH:

DETECTIVE:
BECKWITH:

DETECTIVE:
BECKWITH:

DETECTIVE:

BECKWITH:

DETECTIVE:
BECKWITH:
GRAY:

BECKWITH:

GRAY:

-19~

Ak -- Lt. -- Coitld you come OVer here a minute please?

(STEPS)

(WHISPER) What do you think?

(WHISPER) Your first hunch was right. He killed her,

(A8 ABOVE) Yeah. But he's a very smart cockie, Dumped

the body in the river, he says. (TENSE) Don't you see

-- he knowe there's no case without a corpsel A vallse

full of clothing -~ that'!s not murder evidence! You

need a body.
(A5 ABOVE) The Rio Grande -- Alburquerque eould drag it--
Listen -- that was three months ago, before

{PAUSE)

(AS ABOVE)

the spring flood .,. they wontt find any body.

NOL [ kit POSE T LT LIS TSP Ot hedv NG, Hete—_

L

still 1lying --- PP

M"M
You don't think he killed her? out that suicide

attempt, how abo

I think ::;iilled her all right =-- but ncet where he 8&y3.
4 + - . But

I've got an idea.

Go ahead., Try 1t. Whattve we gct to losel

(FOOTSTEPS BACK TO STOP)

Mr. Gray --

vou want me to sign that confession?

(EAGER) Yessir?

Later, Mr. Gray. Just a couple of 1ittle questions flret,
Now -- the bridge. You said you drove cver the bridge --
Thatts right. It was on the cther side, the Albuquerque

side, that I --
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BECKWITH:

GRAY:

BECKWITH:

GRAY:

BECKWITH:

GRAY:

BECKWITH:

GRAY:

BECKWITH:

GRAY:

BECKWITH?

GRAY:

BECKWITH:

=20~

A1l right. Now, we're golng to check, of course, on
that. It would help if we knew where to drag for your
wilfe's body, 1f you could actually preve you crossed
the bridge. Now, the tolltaker, the man in the hooth
who takes your toll -- is there any reason he might
remamber you --

The man in the booth -- (PAUSE) Well, no. I don't

think he would. Wemptheeiesioabpedmana{BAUSE =
Frankly, I don't remember payiqg$gﬂ§ﬁﬁ§§:’:;r:::;ped

et

at the booth, ye we stopped, I pald, I must

o get across, but -- no, I didntt exchange

Did he say anything? For instance, thank you... or
nlce evening.. or --

(SIEZES ON THIS) Yes -- thanks, he said, thanks, Sure,
Not that I really remembered, bub now you mentlon 1it,

of course, he said "rhanks”.

Then you drove on.

Thatts right.

And off the brildge. {(PAUSE) Left or right.

Ah -- let's see --

Well, we're just trying to find out where you pushed
her body in. I mean, above the bridge, or below --

Oh. Well, let's see.. 1t wos -=-

{SUGGESTIVE) There's a turnoff tc the right, down to
the river road, and -- '
That!s right. Right. We turned right. orf the bridge-
-- to the right,

and there - you choked her to death and pushed her into

the river.

RTHQ1 Q171778




GRAY:
BECKWITH:

GRAY:

BECKWITH:
GRAY:

BECKWITH:

QRﬁY:
BECKWITH:
GRAY:

DETECTIVE:
GRAY:

DETECTIVE:

VOICE:

-2].

Yes.

Thanks, Mr. Gray.

You're welcome. (PAUSE: EAGER TO COOPERATE) Any other
information I can give you to help, I mean, now it's .
off my chest, I'll be glad to co—operate. Anything ‘you
want --
(HARD) There is one thing we want, Gray. The truth.
Fer a change -- the truth!

But that's the truth, I admit everything else was lles,
tut -- but --

Never mind the buts, Gray. There'’s plenty wrong with
this "tputhful® story of yours. In the first place,
there!s no toll, on that bridge. Not since 1947. and
in the second place -- there 1is no rlver road turnoff
anywhere near the bridge! (PAUSE) Come on, Gray --
let's have the truth!

(QUIET) All right. The truth 1s -- I killed her.

That we ¥now! But where'fs her body?

Ttlg -- it's up in the hills -=- 1 -- I buried her

I killed

tack in the hillls. All the rest was 11e§;

T d
her in the hills and I turied her sn T i

(DIGGING OF SHOVELS AND FAROFF IN DISTANCE, CROWS)
You're sure 1t was right here?
Yes, yes -- right here, I'm sure. It was by thls creek--
T mean, the creek wasn't running vet, but I buried her
right here --
(UP A BIT) Find anything, boys?
(OFF, SHOVEL STOPS) Nope. This ground's never been dug

up, I'11 lay to that. It's all rock.
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GRAY:
DETECTIVE!:

GRAY:

DETECTIVE:

VOICE:

BECKWITH:
GRAY:
BECKWITH;

GRAY:
BECKWITH:
GRAY:

BECKWITH:

GRAY:

BECYWITH:

-p2a

(SHOVELING UNDER, SAME CROWS)
But I'm sure it was right about here -- right here --

You were sure about the other two places too.

(DISGUSTED) The oreek bottom...the rock outerop..
No -- it was here. I'm sure. That tree -- 1 remember
that tree --

(UP) What do you say, boys?
(COMING ON, SHOVELS OUT) Another w1ld goose chase.

We keep this up, we won't find no body. We'll find gold!

(QUIET) Gold. @add. The magic word rings a bell.

/’}'}'«C-—-v"-ﬂ.-'
Gold. These hills are pocked with Ohiegedd -workings. . .

gadsk, gold. . .{PAUSE)
gambit in this crazy stalling game thils crazy kllling

You try cne last hunch. Cne last

nusband is playing -- leading the law all over the lot.

{CASUAL) Ah, Mr. Gray --

{EAGER} Yessir?

A couple of notes for my story --( (CHUCKLE} If I ever
get around to writing it. AR -- you're a native of

these parts?
Mo sir. I'm from Utah way.
T see. Came up here as a prospector, maybe?

#e? WNo sir (CHUCKIE) I never had the gold fever. But

T made my lilving off those who did.

As a carpenter?

vessir; a8 & earpenter. I lef the other fellows dig for
the stuff. I bullt their shacks and their houses

Aind thelr shafts?
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GRAY:

BECKWITH:

DETECTIVE:

BECKWITI:

DETECTIVE:

BECKWITH:

(MUSIC:

NARR:

BECKWITH:

_23_
And their shafts, and thelr affices, and all of that.
{EXPANSIVE) But 1f you want to put me down as-iggsii—*
gald prospector, 1f that'll make your story better, why--
Okay, Mr. Gray. Thank;. (PAUSE} You've helped & lot.
(PAUSE) (HE CALLS) Lieutenant!
(COMING UP) Wwhat 1s it Bernie?
(VERY QUIET) Forget the shovels. (PAUSE) Try one of
these old mine shafts. (PAUSE) I know there are
nundreds -- bub try tem all.
Do you know, or 1s 1t a hunch?
Both. If there 1s a body -~ ig's down a mine shaft.

I111 ley to that!

They take off, determined to check every mine shaft in
the Ward-Rollinsville area 1f 1t takes all night. And
now yocu, Bernard Beckwith, are holed up in Rollinsville's
comblned telephone exchange-police station -- helding

the wire open to your night desk, determined to keep

it open until they come in with the end cf your story --
-- that is -- IF they do come in with the story. And

if you have to read the dictionary over thepphone from
now till domsday..

averse. Unwilling. Not favorable to. Turned away

from the principal axig. féh"
pversion. Dislike. An objJect of dislike. Avert, §;5=’

e R At
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DETECTIVE:
BECKWITH:

DETECTIVE:
BECKWITH:
DETECTIVE:

BECKWITH:

DETECTIVE:

BECKWITH:

DETECTIVE:

BECKWITH:

DET=ZCTIVE:

ol -
(QUIET) Bewmia ;

&
Aviats, To s heavier- than-gir-craft. Aviation,

-- (PAUSE) Oh, Hi. {PAUSE) Well?
(QUIET) Take & look at this.

(SOUND OF PACKAGE RUSTLING)
Walt., I'll unwrap it.

(RUSTLE RUSTLE)
{QUIET) Oh-oh. {PAUSE) Did he identify 1t?
nidntt have to, He sdmitted to you =-- twice -- sha
wes wearing it, didn't he? (PAUSE) A little feather
hat. (PAUSE) With a bullet hole in lt.
vean. (TO PHONE) Hey -- desk! TI'll give you the
iead in & second! (CRISP) Okay, where was the body --
Like you said, Down 2 mine shaft. The old Dew Drop
mine,

{SOUND COF FEONE BEING TAKEN)
(PROTESTS) Hey -- that's my phone -= You can't take
it -- I've been holding that line -- hey --
Quiet e second. (PAUSE) Hello? Tesk? Listen --
This 1is Detective Higgins of the Denver Pollce -
nere's another angle for your story. Put this 1n,
Your man Beckwith's ald was s=o inveluable through this

investigation --
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BECKWITH:

DETECTIVE:

CHAPPELL:

-£5-

Aw, listen, lemme get my story in --

That without hilm, the investigation might heve bogged
down, (PAUSE) What? (PAUSE) Yes -- you certainly

can quote mel

In just a moment we will read you a telegram from
Bernard Beckwith of the Denver, Colozadns Post,

with the final outcome of tonight's BIG STORY.

{CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY -26-
PROGRAM #1932

CLOSING COMMERCIAL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL::

HARRICE:

THROAT -SCRATCH (EFFECT} -- THROAT -SCRATCH (EFFECT} --
THROAT -3CRATCH  (EFFECT) --

Guard against throst-scratch!

Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos,

Sroke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness you can
reasure,

Puff by puff you're always ghead when you smcke PELL MELL,
Remember this - the further & puff of smoke is filtered
through fine tobaccos, the milder it becomes. At the

#irst puff by actual messure PELL MELL smoke 1s

filtered further than that of any other leading
cigarette, Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15,

or 17, PELL MELL'S grester length of traditionally fine

tsbaccos still travelsg the smoke further - filters
the smoke and mekes 1t mild.
Thus, PELL MELL'S flne mellow tobaccos glve you a

smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other

cigarette offers you,

Wherever you go today you'll see more and more peocple
groking PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mlldness you
can measurs,

Ls% for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished
red package,

(0

SFIL MFLL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!

And - they are mild!
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CHAPPELL:

BECKWITH:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

H R

CHAPPELL:

-27~

Now we read you that telegram from Bernard Beckwlth of
the Denver Colorado Fost,

Killer in tonight's Big 3tory finelly signed 17-page
statement of true story of wife's murder. He pleasded
guilty, wailved jury trial, and was sentenced to fIifty
years to life, from which there 1s no appesl. Thank
you for tonlght's PELL MELL Award.

Thank you, Mr. Beckwith...the mekera of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES &re proud to present you the PELL MELL $500,
Avard for notable sepvice In the field of journalism.
Tisten sgain next week, same time, same station, when
PRl MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STIRY - A BIG STORY from the front pages of the
Herlingen Texes Velley Morning star - by-line ¥W. E.
gailey. A BIG STORY about a reporter who discovered that

g too perfect alibl 1s a perfect set-up for murder!

THE BIG STORY 1z produced by Bernmerd J. Frockter with
music by Vledimlr Selinsky. Tonight's program was adapted
vy Alan &loan from &n actual story from the front pages

of the Denver Colorado Post. Your narretor was Bob Sloan,
snd Vinton Hayworth played the part of Bernard Beclkwith,
In order to protect the names of people actually involved
in tonight's suthentlec BIG STORY, the names of all
craracters in the dramatizatlon were changed with

the sxeepticon of the reportar, Mr. Beckwlth.
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(MUSIC:
CHAPPELL:

- 28 - REV.

THEME UP FULL AND FADE FOR)

This program is heard by mcmbers of the fHirmed Forces
overseas, through the facilities of the Armed Forces
Badio Service.

This is Erncst Chappell specking for the mokers of
PELL MELL F.iMOUS CIGAREITES.

TEIS IS B¢ ... THE NATICHAL BRC.ADCLSTING COMPANY.
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THE BIG STORY #194

M DECEMBER 13, 1950 WEDNESDAY

CHAFPPELL:

HENNESSEY:
JOE:

HENNESSEY:
JOE:
HENNESSEY :

— o —— —

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

— o m —— ww — P

Tt was a blazing hot morning in February. And the big

Diesel-powered hydraulic dredge in shallow Laguna Madre,
suddenly came to & half...
(DIESEL ENGINE MOTOR SLOWS, IDLES A MOMENT, AND
STOFS) |
What!s the matter, Joe?
Mud's stopped comin! through the suctlon pipe on the
ehannel hottom, Chief.
Pump line open?
But the suction line's blocked,

Yep., All clear.

Go down and check., Probably a big piece of driftwood

caught in the opening.

But it wasn't driftwood, It was something else. And

weeks later in every paper in southeast Texas, across
g 7_7 ey fxv'c.:-:f"’:b Fi-or L'{'\r’;

the country of the Rlo Grande, ¥ made big and

sensational headlines!
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* CHAFPELL;

-

THE BIG STORY, Here is America. Its sound and ts fury,
its Joy and its sorrow, &as faithfully reported by the men
and women of the great American newspapers. {FIAT)
Harlingen, Texas. From the pages of the Valley Morning
Star, the story of & reporter who opened a closed case,..
andza'closed mouth...to find a killer. Tonlght, to

weiETeam Balley of the Valley Morning Star, for his BIG

STORY, goes the PELL MELL Award!

{COMMERCTIAL)
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CHLPFPRLL:

EARRICE:
CUHAFFELL:

HARRICE:

GELPPELL

2 ABRICE:

LIG STORY
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0 B Tocopainled L5

OPENING COMMERCIAL

Gu~rd against throat-scratch! Guard cgzinst thront-
soratch! Gu-rd agoinst throctescroteh! Enjoy the gmooth
smooth. smoking of fime tobaccos,

Smo're PELL #ZLL ~ tho eigarette whoss mildnoss you can
measure,

vuff by puff you're always ohend vhen you sioke PRELL MELL,
Remember this ~ the further n ﬁuff of spmoke is Tiltered
through fine tobaecos, the milder it becomes, it the
first puff by 2ctnal peasure FELL MELL smoke 1s filtered
further than thot of any other lending clgarotte,
Horoover; after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15; or 17, PELL MELL'S
greater length of traditionnlly fine tobaccos still
travels the smoke further - filters the smokc and mekes
it mild.

Thus, PELL MELL'S finc wellow tobhaacns glve you o
smoothness, nildness and sptigfnsilon no other elgorotte
offers you,

Spoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildnees you can
mensure, PELL HELL FAMOUS CIGARRITES - "Qutstonding M

ind - they are mild!
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CHAPPELL:

SAM:
JESSE:
SAM:
BILL:

SAM:
JESSE:

BILL:

SAM:

BILL:

C:.'(-_'t.

i

Ha%}ingen, Texas...the story as it actually nappened.,..

{iiem Bailey's story as he lived 1t...

February is hot 1in Harlingen, Texas. February is a humid,
tropic land breeze, shimmering in et across Padre Island
from the Gulf of Mexico. February is a wind from the
south, baked and roasted and bone-dry from the arrcyos of
Mexico, or sneaklng down along the Ric Grande from the
sand wastes of the Texas southwest., And they all meet in
mor i et
Harlingen, and papttetuiarty {n your office, Bill Bailey
reporter for the Valley Morning Star. Anyway, 1t 1s
Lincolnts birthday, and you and Jesse Peters, your
photographer go out to the drugstore, trying to coel off..
(DRUG STORE B,G. CLANG OF CASH REGISTER)
What'll ya have, gents?
segéf’sam.
Make it two, B111?
Yeah.
(WE HEAR COKE FIZZIRG IN GLASS)
Hot, aln't it?
Not in here. £aah, this air-conditioning, this alr
condltioning, Manaha, Maqang, a man's a fool to work,
(LAUGHS} Don't mind Flasﬁ;;ﬁfgeters here, Sam. He's Just
got a little sunstroke.
Speakin' of sunstroke, you should have seen the hombre
who was Just in here,

Yes?
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'{rSAM: Guy just drove up from Los Fresnus., He must've been
£ dizzy with the heat, to tell me a story like that.

BILL: What story?

SAM: Why, it seems that there was & dredge diggin' out the
channel in Laguna Madre near Fort Isobel, All of a
sudden the suction intake pipe was blocked off, an'! no
more sand would come through, The crew took a lock and
what do you suppose was blockin' that pipe?

v BILL: Well, Sam? What was blocking that pipe?

SAM: A bedy.

BILL: A body?

SAM: Yeah,

BILL: Come on, Jesse. Let's gol

JESSE: Wait a minute, Bill. Wa-ait a minute. What about my
coke. .. Jhra codn ]

BILL: TI!11 buy you one inzﬁgiziisebelq Tet's go!

(MysIC: _ _ _UE AND UNDER)

- NARR: Zack at the office, you phone Fort Isobel. The story
checks. Thirty miles and thirty minutes later, you and
Jesse Peters are standing on a dismal marsh in Laguna
Vadre. And there, stretched out in the salt grass and
cactus, lles a2 grisly, waterlogged body. After & 1ong
look Deputr Sheriff Charlle Wall of Cameron County tells
TOU, ..

WALL: Kept the body here, Bailey,tlll the Coroner came up
from Brownsviller.'ﬂgygave it the onceover, and Just left,

BILL: Wnat'd he say, -Dewwiys

-
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~ NARR:
MRS . COOPER:
RAY:
MRS. COOPER:
RAY
MES, COOPER:
RAY:
MRS. COOFZER:
RAY:
MRS, COOPER:
RAY:

-7..
Jeése Peters photographs the corpse, and then you both
head back to Harlingen. And you think of those two small
cuts in the dead man's shirt, and somehow, they bother
vou, But, at this point, Bi1l Bailey, you had no idea
what was to come, You had no ldea that you would trace
that body back some three weeks, to a waterfront house in
Port Isobel.
Ray, I don't 1lilke 1t.
You don't like what, Ma?
You and your friend, Andy Regan, signlng up on that
fishing boat, the Gray Gull.
The wages are good, Ma., Andy and I think 1t's a good
deal.
T don't know, Ray, I don't know, I've heard talk arcund
the docks abqut Captain Hodges, on the Gray Guil. They
say he's a %;;-naay-a~brute of a man, and mean., I've
neard that he's a slave driver with his crew. And Itve
heard other things...
Sure,diire, Ma., I've heard all the stories about Eull
Hedges, I know he's tough. But I'm not afrald of him, I
can be just as tough as he is.
Fzy, please. If you've got to ship aboard the Gray Gull,
if you won't ecnange your mind, do one thing for me.
Tes? What?
Try to keep your temper, son. You've got a fearful

temper, Jjust like your father had, and 1%t worrles me,..

Look, Ma...
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“"MRS, COOPER:

RAY:

-8~
(RUNNING ON) It got you $nto trouble onee, son., Don't
let 1t happen again. If this man Hodges tells you to.do
something, don!t argue with him, Ray, do 1it.
(LAUGHS} Aw, what are we tslkin' about, Ma? 171l be
with Andy -- Quit worrying. I can take care of myself.

e e e v et am e o mm

ANDY:

RAY ¢

ANDY:

RAY:

ANDY'!

RAY:
ANDY:
RAY:
ANDY :
RAY:

(BOATS & WATER)
(WEAK, SICK) Ray...
Yeah, Andy?
T can't get up. I fecl,..slck,
(CONCERNED) You look sick, kid. Here...let me feel
your forehead. ‘
Hot?
Burning. Youlve got fever, Better stay in your bunk
today.
But the Skipper, Ray. Bull Hodges. Itm scared of what
ne!1l do when he finds I'm in sieck bay. He wants alil
nands at the nets...
Don't be secared, kid, Tell him you can't make it thls
morning.
Lay...Ray, T ...,I ocan't., I'm scared of Hodges., I gotta
gdmit 1t, it's no way for & man to talk, but I haven't
got the nerve, {GROANS) Maybe I'd better try an' get up...
Iie hack, kid.
But Hodges...
I111l tell him,
Ray, I don't want you to get 1n trouble.

Don't worry. I can take care of myself,

ATKO1 Q171732



~ "HODGES:

RAY:

HODGES:
RAY:

~ HODGES :
RAY:

HODGES :
RAY:

HODGES:

HODGES:
GONZALEZ:
HODGES:

GONZALEZ:

L Ly maT

-10-
I1m the master hore, and I'1l beat the 14t out of any

map who trles to cross me. That goes for Regan, and the

reat of the crew, (A BEAT) And it gocs for you in

particular, Understand, Cooper?

Meaning what, In particular?

Meaning I don't like you, Cooper, never did. I don't

1ike your face and I donft llke your marner.
Mow I'11 tell you something.

Yegh?
I don't like you, cither. You're a blowhard, Hodges.
Youlve pushed these other men around, you've made them

lmuckle under, But you don’t scare me. And when I

think I'm right, I'™m going to tell you 80,

You're getting too big for your hritches, Cooper. One of

these days, I'm going to break your back!
(QUIETLY) Anytime you want to try, Skipper...17ll be
around.

That suits me fine,-Geemsr. I'11 be lcoking forward to

it, boeforc we go ashore. One of these days...it!s going
. U

to be.ypew...on mel

EREIDGE)

(SLICHT WEINE OF WIND AND WATER)
Conzalez!
51, Capisain?
I gave Coorcr orders to stay out at the mets till dark,

1_1 i B
Uwed's he bringin! the skifp1bhgﬁ@&n;tha-&h&paﬁer?

I do not know thias, Capitain.
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” HODGES:

-1i-

{COLD) Gonzalez, get the regt of the crew up here., Then

stand by. There's going to be & 1ittle trouble!

HODGES:
RAY:

HODGES:

RAY:

HODGES:
GONZALEZ:
HODGES:

RAY:
HODGES:
RAY:
HODGES:

RAY':

HODGES:

(WIND AND WATER)
{(COID) Why'd you bring the skiff in, Cooper?

Because Regan couldn't take 1t, Hodges. The kid passed

out,

I told you to stay out by the nets.
T Ynow. You told me. But when & wid with a high fever
keels over and...

(SNAPS) Gonzalez!

Si, Capitain?

Heave a pall of water over Regan's face, When he comes
to, he's going out again.

No, he's not.

Tryin! to tell me how to run my ship agaln, ch?

Itm trying to tell you this kid 1s going to bed.

Stand aside, Cooper,.

You can‘f send him out again, Hodges. You send him out,
and 1t'11 be over my dead body.

A11 right, Geeper, 1L'11 bo over your dead body. You

agked for it, youiua-beeaaﬁeﬁing,£onaétﬂnight~e&ong,«and

“fanW you're golng to get 1it. 501Gy Uit W oG~ poln-luebo

e«

hn:xnm;;«nﬁ#ne~be$oae~we«gebwbhreugh_u(GRUNT AND GROAN)
Teeeramsu ! (GRUNT)
(THUD OF BODY ON DECK)

(A BEAT, THEN CROWD BUZZ UP)
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~"GONZALEZ:  Capitain, you ki1l him. You k1ll him with the knife.
Madre a Dlos! Madre a,..

HODGES : Shut up, Gonzalcg, Grab him by the arms. You, Garcié,

take his legs. Pick him up, both of you. (ROARS) Pick

him up!
(THEY AD LIB: SCARED: "SI, SI")
HODGES: Now! Throw him ovcrboard!
(A PAUSE)
(A SPLASH OFF)
(MUSIC: _ _ _UP INTO_CURTAIN)
(MUsIC: _ _ _TURNTABLE)

{COMMERCTAL)

RTHQT Q17217385




GROUP:

CHAPFELL @

BARRICE:
CHAPPELL :

HARRICE:

CHAPTELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Tl‘g1 BIG STCRY

ﬂ*ﬂﬁ%&%@ﬂsiiﬁﬁiﬁﬁg..

MIDDLE COMMERC T

Gurrd ngainst throat-seratehl

Guard against throat-

serateh! Guard against thront-seratch! Enjoy tho smogth

smooth smoking of fine tobzezos.

gmake PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness you can

messure.

Puff by puff you're alwnys zheo

d when you smoke PELL MELL,

it the first puff by actusl mesgure FELL MELL smoke 1is

fil1tered further than thet of any other leadiug glgarett:,

Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10,

or 15, or 17, PELL WRLL'S

groater leneth of traditionally finc tobaccos still

travels the smoke further - filters tho spoke ond mokes

it mild,

Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mollov tobnecos give you a2

smoothness, mildness and sobiss

——

gffers yol.

Guard agninst throat=-serateh,

fzgtion no other cigarette

Enjoy the smooth smoking of finec todnecos.

Smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette vhose mildness you can

reasure - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARITTES - "Qutgtonding!”

And -~ thev are pild!
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NARR:

BILL:
JESSE ¢
BILL:

JE33E:
BILL:
JE3S8E:
BILL:

T T

JESBE:

-~ BILL:

~14-

This is Oy Harrice, returnlng you to your narrator...
and the BIG STORY of Bill Beiley...as he lived it...
and wrote 1t...

YOu; B1l1l Bailley, of the Valley Morning 3tar, get back
to your offlce in Harliogen. Deputy sheriff Charlie
Wall of Camercn County has élready cloged the case of
the partielly decomposed bedy found in Laguna Madre,
hefs already arranged for buriail. But somewhere, deep
inside of you, Bill Balley, the same nerve Jjangles out
a kind of rhythm, something's wrong, something's wrong
somewhere, 4nd you turn to Jesse Peters; the
photographer who made the trip with gpou...

Jesse, you've got the pletures of that corpse?

Sure, But don't tell me you're gonna print 'em.

No., ©No, they're too grisly, they'd be in bad taste.
But tell you what you ecan do. With those plctures.
Yeah? What?

Blow ‘em up big.

Why?

T want to take a good look st them..under a megnifylng

glass.,

e T —

Well, Hawkshaw? What do you see under the glass?
Jasse, the way those two tiny tears in the shlrt pun.,
They're almost perallel, and they run horlzentally.
Okay, Bi1ll, ockay. S0 this here dead tramp had a ripped
ghirt, Is that so unusual? |

{SUDDENLY) Jesse,
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BILL:
JES3E:

JESSE:
BILL:
JESSE
BILL:

JESSE
BILL:

JESSE 1
BILL:

JESSE

~15-
Yanh?
Grab my shirt and try to rip it.
sre you nuts?
No. Go shead. Tear my shirt.
You want me to ruin 137 What the devll are you trying
to..
Go ahead. Rip it. Elygupger-anobher=SNTrt,
Okay. You asked for it.
(A PAUSE) '

(A RIPPING SOUND OF CLOTH)

There you are, Bill. Always glad to help out a friend,
{(GROWING EXCITEMENT) Jessel That does 1t}
That does what?
Don't you see? The shirt ripped up and down, not
horizontally, That!s the natural way for the cloth to
tear; vertically. But these cuts in the dead man's
shirta$€-h0r1z0nta1.
So what?
5o this. If you were golng to stab someone to death,
how would you dec 17
Why, I'd...
T111 tell you how, If you knew anything about knives,
gou wouldn’t hold the blade vertically, because the ribs
would stop it, But you would hold the blade sidewlse
or horlzontally, so that it would slip in between the
ribs,
In other words, the dead man was stabbed twice under:

the heart. In other words ---
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BILL: (QUIETLY) That's right, Jesse.t This ls murder.

{MUSIC:_ _ _ BRIIGE)

BILL: Sheriff Wall, Iive presented my evidence, The dead man's
shirt wvasn't just ripped accldentally, those two tears
were made by & knife.

WALL: I‘lllgo eleng with you on that, Balley. But the case is
offleially closed. We've already burled the body,.

But can't we open the case again? This is different..

~ BILL:

WALL:

DAMON:

WALL:

DAMON:

BILL:

DAMON

BILL:

this is murder., Why not order an sutopsy, dig up the

bedy, ask the Goroner to take another look?

(4 BEAT) 411 right, Bailey. Yowwwdw. I!ll talk to
Coroner Damon...right awvay!l
Cx_ _ UP AND UNLER)

The autopsy order goes through. They dlg up the bedy,

bring 1t to a funeral parlor. There, Coroner John

Tamon makes his exemination., And then...

Bailey; you're right. -There are two knife wounds under

the heart. Hard to make out because of the decomposed

conditicn of the body, you'd never find 'em unless you

were lookling for them, but they're bhg;;

Question is now..who is this phile ?ﬁ ‘

That's the question all right, Sheriff. Can't tell a

thing by the face. There 1lsn't any left.

Coproner..what about the fingerprints? | .
Tey fRen¥ pocea™ ol @ TR

5t111 intact...but very faluty mmws.

If we could only get those prints to the identirication

Y, &
pupeszent Austin, somehow...Maybe, just maybe, they're

on record.

ARTHKOT 01”1798
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DAMON :
BILL:
CORONER:

{MusIC:

~17-
Well, Bailey, there!s coly one way we can do it.
Houw?
T111 have to amputate the fingertips..péeide—tem—in
oMndmkng—LlekY, . . .and send them to Austini

— R R - T mmTES e

NARR:

BILL:
WALL:

BILL:
WALL:

BILL:
WALL:

(MUSIC:

WALL:
MRS .CO0OPER:

WATLL:

You, Bill Balley of the Valley Morning Star, walt., You

wait for word from Austin, and you wonder. If there is
no word from Austin, there is nowhere else to go. 50..

you wait. One day...Two..Three,.and then,..

{PHONE RING)
(RECEIVER OFF HOOK}

e d,/gg.-n: -
Balley, Tesier=morhIag sTor.

(FILTER) Beiley, Deputy Sheriff Wall, Just got word

from Austin. They!ve got a check on those flngerprintsl

wEEn] / 2 ,;:_.!J“’f-'.f':.f.,«' ?

They belong to a sailor named Ray Cooper. Got in a
scrape some years back, and they had his prints on
record¥a

A sallor named Cooper, eh?

I'm drivin! down

That's right. Home'!s in Port Isobel,

there now. If you want to come along, get down here

fast!

Tou don‘t kpow where your son 1ls, Mrs. Cooper?

No, Depuﬁi I don't.

What's he done?

Mo (A BRAT) Why arc you looking
for him?

I...(PAUSE) We!ll get to that in & little while.
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BILL:
MRS .COOPER:

BILL:
MRS.COOFPER}

WALL:
MRS,COOPER:

BILL:
MRS.,COOPER:

WALL:
MRS.QOOPER:

BILL:
MR3,CO0PER:

BILL:
MRS.COCPER:
BILL:

-18-
Meanwhile, Mrs. Cooper, suppdse you tell us when you
last saw Ray.
Wh two weeks ago. He shipped ahoard Captain Hodges
Ve & B L b

v"a E'LW:-IJ.“:‘-WQ&? ’Zg_ ,Tf}fd
rishing boat...the Gray Gul%d ind when 1t came b&gk to

port..Ray wasn't on it,
What happened, Mrs, Cooper. Why wasn't he aboard?
T...after he didn't come home, I finally went down &nd

talked to Captain Hodges...and the crew. I talked to
Andy ﬁi;ln, sned.ghhor pf.ours..and.-Bajls.hest-tedond .
They all told me the same sbtory.

What story?

They sald the bost was in the chennel in Laguna Madre
when my son and Capteb Hodges..well, they hed a gquarrel.

And then?

Then they said Ray quit the boat,,jumped overboard and
weded to shore through the shallows. And that!s the
last they saw of him,

( THOUGHTFULLY) I see.

I don't know, I don’t understand it., Why didntt Ray come
home? What heppened to himg (A BEAT) And why are jou
looking for him?

Mrs. Cooper, Weess
(AGITATED) What is 1t? You know something, why don't . you
Why didn't my son, why—ddsebb—Ray come home?
(QUIETLY) I'm afraid he'll never come home, Mrs. Cooper.

(SHOCK) Hedeid+o. DEVET. dwnce jidind +

tell me?

I'm sorry, but your son...is deadl

— e - ——
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NARR:

BILL:

HODGES :

WALL:

HODGES:

BILL:

HODGES :

WALL:
HODGES:

CHORUS ¢

(MUsIC:
WARE: .

BILL:

~1Q-

You find the Gray Gull in the harbor, go aboard with
Sheriff wall, and as the eight-man crew gathers around...
you ask Captein Hodges a faw questiona...

You say Cooper jumped off the hoat and waded through the
shallows to shore?

That!s right./” cde

How fanr? '

y i

Why, I guess it must have been a hundred and fifty vards

A
L

out , -Deputy.

What was this fight about, between Cooper and yourself,
Captain?

Why; this here Cooper was 1cefint on the job, em'! I
told him to nit it up. He wouldn’t and we had some
words.

And that was the last time you saw him,

That was the lest time Sheriff. And for my part, it was
good riddance. This here Cooper now, he'd steal the
eyeteeth from your mouth, 1f he could. He was a real
tpoublemaker. (-PAUSElelhoinlghty-oys?
@h&é*ewf&ght?-Capta1n._.iu»auwa-&wfeeiuzaeub&emakepmaél
rhght .

The crew is unaplmous in backing up the skipper...a
11ttle too unanimous. You wonder. Somehow..1t hits

s wrong note. TYou suggest aon ldea 1o Sheriff Wall., 4
simple ldea, Question each of the mevn. one by one, in
uis offiece. You and the Sheriff do just that.

When was the last time you saw Ray cooper; Jorgensen?

ATXCT 0171802




JORGENSEN

_ T — —

" GONZALEZ:

— e ——

BTLL:
ANTY:

BTILL:
ANDY:

—,

-20-

Cooper? last time I saw him he'd jumped ship and waded
through the shallows about 150 yards to shore. An'! for
my part, it was good riddance. You couldn't trust him,
he was nothin' but a troublemeker. And held steal the
eyeteeth from jyour mouth, 1f he could,

MONTAGE )

And the last tlme you saw Cooper, Gonzalez was when he
vas wading through the shallows?

S, si , Ab t 150 vard to the shore, And for my part,
senor, it was the good riddance. You eould net trust
thees man; Cooper, he was nothing but how you call 1t,
tpoublemaker. And he would steal the eyeteeth from your

mouth, 1f he could!

You say you couldén!t trust Cooper, Reganh?

{AGITATED) I...I no; Sheriff, You eculdn't trust him;
he was nothin! but a troublemaker. And he'd steal the
eyeteeth from your mouth, if he could!

Hew far aid you say he waded to shore, Regan?

(RISING) I told you, Mr. Bolley. A hundred end FIfty
yords!

Excctly a hundred f£ifty yards? WNo more, uo less?
(AGITATED) No more, no less, A hundred and Tifty yards.
Low why donlt you let me alone? Itve told you all I

know!l

ATKO1 01721803
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BILL:

WALL:

BILL:
WALL:
BILL:

vt

AN

-21-

sher? £’ Wall questions the othera. And they all
“;ay the seme thing...ln the exact words,

Tt's too pat. And you tell the Sheriff.

Sheriff, somethling 1s rotten here. Why should

elght men make %the same statement, almost word for woprd?

T111 telil you why, Bailey. Because one of them

did 1t, and told them what to say. Theylre all

covering up for the ¥Klller.

o e v al 'Bum_go_ﬂ‘g_-ﬁwieﬂ“’mch" ame?

( SHRYUG}cx Soereire .

Tet’s talk to this kid, Andy Regan agein.

Why?

T don't know. He seemed a little hysterical, He dldn't
azy what he had to =may glibly, like the others.

Fe seemed to be righting 1t. He's the btest chance we'lve

got for a btreak!

ANDY:
BILL:
ANDY:
WALL:
ANDY:
WALL:
ANDY:

WALL:

You ond Sheriff Wall take young Andy Regon to the
funeral parlor. Hels wide-~eyed, scared, biting uis
oes.
wnat do you want? What'd you bring me in here for?
ftndy, Ray Cooper was a friend of yours, wasn't he?
(.:Al EEAT) Ia .Il 0. No, hE.‘ wasnlt.
He was yeur neighbor, and your test friend.
What mokes you say that? Who told you that?
/”"};!.._;‘JJ
YT mother.

&hqfﬁ
(A BEATS Y. ..mother?

That's right.

ATHO1 01P1804




ANDY:

BILL:
ANDY:
BILL:
ANDY:
~ WALL:
ANDY:
BILL:

ANDY:
“BILL:
ANGY:
BILL:
ANDY:
WALL:

ANDY:

-204
2. .(RISING, HYSTERICAL) Well, she 11ed, see? I don't
care what she sald, she 1ied. Why donft you let me
olone? T told you what I know, vhat are you hounding
me for? I dldnlt kill Ray.
Then who did?
(A BEAT)} T don't knov.
Wwho are you protecting, Andy? Whom are you afrgld of?
Nobody, nobody.
Wwho told you to say what you did, wvord for word?
(HYSTERICAL) Nobody, I said, nobody, nobody.
somebody on the Gray Gull k11led your best friend, Andy.
somebody's scared you to death; so thet you're afrald
to tell. But you don't hove to be afrnild. We have laws
to protect you, Andy, you don't have to be afroid.
(STUBBORNLY) All T know is what T told you. ALl I ¥now
i3 what I told you, see?
(4 BEAT) Andy, I'm golng to show you something., Take o
l1ook into this caskeb...

(CASKET DOOR CREAKS OPEK)
(WE HEAR ANDY'S QUICK INTAKE OF BREATH)
This is what's left of your friend, Andy. Your best
friend, Rey Cooper. (1 BEAT) Not very pretty is it?
(BREAKS AND S088) Ray! Rayl If 1t hadn't been for me,
you wouldn't,.be.,here...now. You wouldn't be..(HE SOBS)
(QUIET) Who knifed your best friend; Andy? Who killed
gl

L

Ray Cooper? "

PR L s
1 clooey Tt e

¢

o gl LT

. But I've got to tell you, Itve got to tell you

now.I com't be guiet any more, I can't be afrald auny more.
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BILL: who ki1lled Ray Cooper, Andy?

ANDY: (S0B3) It was the Skipper! Captain Hodges! He...he
killed Ray! He did 1t!

{MUsIC: _ _ _UP TO_CURTALN) y

CHAPPELL In just a moment we will read you a telegram frmn%%giitam

Balley of the Valley Morning Star with the final
outecomes of tonight'!s BIG BTORY,

{CLOSING COMMERCIAL) .
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CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL :

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL :

HARRICE:

CLOS ING COMMERCIAL

Guard against throat-scratch! Guard against throat-
seratch! Guard against thfoat-scratchl Fnjoy the smooth
smooth smoking of fine tobaccos, |
Smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildnegs you can
measure,

Remember this - the further a puff of smoke 1s filtered
through fine tobaccos; the milder it becomes.

At the first puff by sciual megsure PELL MELL smokc 1s

#iltered further thon that of any other leading cigaretto.
Moreover, aftor 5 puffs; or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL iELL'G
greater laneth of traditionally fine tobaccos still
travels the smoke further ~ filters the smoke and makes
it mild,

Thus, PELL MCOLL!S fine mellow tobaccos give you a
gggggggggg; mildness and satisfectinon no other cigarette
of fers you.

Agk for the longer; fincr cigarette in the distinguished
red package, PELL MELL FANGUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding.'

And - thev are mild!

RTXO1 0171807




BAILEY:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

— o ———

CHAPPELL:

Now we read you that telegram from W&i&*ﬂﬁ Bulley of
the Valley Morning Star.

Killer 4n tonight!s Big Story was indicted by Grand
Jury, for murder, ék the trial he was found guilty and
sentenced to fifty years, a virtual 1ife sentence at
his age. My slncere appreclation for tonight's PELL
MELL Award.

Thank you, Mr. Balley..the mekers of FELL MELL FAMOU3
CIGAREDTTES are proud to present you the FELL MELL $500.
srward for noteble service in the field of journallsm.
Listen cgain next week, same time, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
ITORY - & BIG STORY from the front pages of the

Los Angeles Doily News - by-line Joseth Saldonma. A
BIG BTORY about a repcorter who gave a girl the most

hﬂ

Valuablq\present anyone cen get!

.——-——-—..-__—._-—_——---—

THE BIG STOEY 1s produced by Bernard J. Prockisr with
music\b% 6&&di§¥g aelinsky., Tonight's progrom was
adapted by Max Ehrlich from an actual story from the
front pages of the Valley Morning star. Your narrator
?LﬁFb Sloan, and Sydney smith played the part of
wabsm Balley.

Tn order to protect the names of
people actually involved in tonight's authentlc BIG
STORY, the names of all characters in the dramatization
were changed with the exception of the reporter, Mr,

Bailey.
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CHAPPELL: This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.....Right now = get the
nandsome PELL MELL Christmas gift carton; espeecially
designed to brighten the season, This Christmas
give PELL MELL!

TEIS IS MRC..,THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY,
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WNBC & NET THE BIG_STORY #195
£o:oo)-(1o:3% AM DECEMBER_20, 1950 WEDNESDAY
CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present ... THE BIG STORY!
(MUSIC: _ _ _FANFARE, CHRISTMAS THEME:  "HAVE YOURSELF_A_MERRY_LITTLE
CHRISTMAS," THEN_OUT_FOR,...)
(DOGR CPENS)
EVA: (ENTERS QUICKLY VERY FRESH, ABOUT 21, WITH A GIRLISH BUT
CULTURED VOICE, IN LOVE) We better get moving, darling,
Do you know how many days there are left?
JERRY: (SULLEN, OFF) What?
EVA: Only 26 days left to Christmas.
JERRY: (ON MIKE) Sit down, fffffi
EVA: (QUICKLY, DISREGARDING HIS MOODLiYour present Jeeget, and
I'm not going to tell you about it. But Itve got Lo get
gomething for your mother, my mother and father and -~
JERRY: Itts golng to be g great, big, merry Christmas, isntt 14?7
EVA: (NOT LOCKING AT HIM) What did you say, honey? (THEN
SEEING HIM) (GASP) What are you doing with a gun®
JERRY: Eva, you ever been pistol whipped®
EVA: Whatt's the matter with you?
JERRY: This --
(HE STRIKES HER WITH GUN)
EVA: (CRIES CUT)
JERRY: You 1oosy twoftimeri This and this and this and this --
(ON EACH "THIS,™ A BLOW)
il PSRRI e Gl A4
foramon)
{MysIC; _ _ _THE_CHRISIMAS_THEME_POISONED, UNDER...)
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CHAPPELL: PHE BIG STORY! Here is America, its sound and 1ts fury,
1ts Joy and its sorrow as faithfully reported by the men
and women of the great American newspapers. Los Angeles,
California. The story of a reporter who thought he could
spend the great hollday season -- in the spirit of good-
will and peace, and spent 1t instead, with murder. And
for his work, to Joseph Sabéna of the Los Angeles Dally
News, for his Big Story, goes the PELL MELL Award.

— i e . wm w— — o p— —

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BiG ETCORY
TROGRIM #19%

OPENING COMINERCIAL

GROUP: tuard agninst thre~t-serstehl Ouard agrinst throat-seratel!

Gu-rd against thro-t-serateh! Injoy the smooth smooth

smoking of fine toibnccos,

CEAMIELL:  Smoke Fall MuLL - the elgmrette wicls mildn;ss_you can
Lo 3UrE,

H'RRICE: Puf® by ouff you're plways shend whan you smok: PELL ELL.

CHPRFLL: Remember this - the further = puff of smwke is filtered
through fine tobaccos, the milder it pacomwss. At tha
first puff by :uiusl mepsure PELL %L1 smoke 15 filtecred
further then that of =ny other loading clg-rette,
Morzovir, after § puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, FELL MILL'S

prester lsngth of traditionslly finc tebnaces still

trevels the smoks further - filters the sucke end mokes
1t =mild.

EMRRICH: Thus, POLI MZLIL'S fine mollow tobaccos give you a

smoothness, mildress »nd gntisfection ro other cigerotie
off.rs you. ‘

CH'PPELL: Smoke FITL MZLL - the cigarctte wheo: mildniss you can
meesure. FPELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTZS - "Qutsizndinel"

HARRICRE: fAnd - thev are mildl
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NARR:

COP:

e

.—_....__,,.._._.......-_.—-._.-.-—.—_-_.—-.-_._._._-_.-.._...._.-__—-

Los Angeles, California. The story as 1t actually
happened ... Joe sgldanals story as he lived 1t.
(PLAT, ROUTINE)} This :coronsris Jjury is herewith in
session. Let all persons {THROWING THIS AWAY) with
information proceed to testify under the Jurladiction

of the Honorable William B. Lafferty.

“443.Eyes were blue, the forehead high, the fine dark

e

blonde halr ticd seaivirderibadeorpe-iasiringberT

hes+ L sweet and moving face, but disturbed. And
now, as you watched, Joe galdana, reporter for the

Los Angeles Dally News, she grew more and more
frightenesd, more and more slilent --

T'm the officer on the beat, I got the call to come up
te the house. He was laying on thg ged? bleeding 1n
the stcmach, 3he was standing bha;;ﬁdaﬁ;the gun,

nolding A% like.she didn!t evel, Jhew—she TTS-OTeHE..
4= "I shot him," she said. "I killed him, but I

didn't mean to,"

IN WITH)

The Jawline tlghtens cn the smooth, pale, white skin,
now brulsed by the beating. What little life there
was in the cyes seems to go oub as the wheels of justice

in this coroner's jury room begin grinding fine.
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VOICE:

JUDGE!

JOE:
EVA:
JOE:
EVA:

JOE:

A '
(ROUTINE) All/ persons heving business with this
coronerts Jury herewith come forth to give final
testimony in this inquest of the people of the State
against Eva Lockland. (NO PAUSE) There belng none,
Honorable Willlam B. Lafferty will herewith pags
senbence.

It is the decislon of this Jury that Gerald Lockland
met his.death through fire-arms at the hands of his
wife, Eva Lockland, who is heprewith remanded to the
police authoritles to be held for trial for murder in
ehe first degree,

ERIDGE AND UNDER)

— e e we mm ee em

Open and shub, open and shut. Liks her small, full
mouth that seemed to want to say something, but said
nothing throughout the procesdings - if you ever sSawW
orne, Joe Saldana, here was & 1ife scatence in the
making, or maybe a death sentence . So with very

1ittle preconceived idea, except maybe that of getting

a story, you go seuv her in the county Jall where she now
sits -- £ aad i :
-he PNl a S TOT b -,

I'm Jo¢ Saldana, of the Daily News, Mrs. Lockland,

(POLITE) Hew do you do, sir.

My paper and I and a lot of readars, we'd appreclate
1t if you'd make & statement.

Would that be any good?
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JOR:
EVA:

JOE:

JOE;

EVA:

-6-
Sure. How old are you anyway?
21.
How long were you marrled?
Two years.
You want to tell me about 1t?
(EASILY) Sure, I'11 tell anybody. I don't want to dle.
Well, go ahead then.
(SHE TALKS VERY EASILY, WITHOUT SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS) (SHE
ALWAYS HAS A CULTURED SOUND IN HER VOICE WHICH IS
CONTRADICTURY TO THE DETAILS OF HER STORY) I used to love
to watch Jimmy Cagney in the movies or George Raft -- how
they moved and locked., If you could call 1t a kind of
eross between belng passionate and soft and tough too --
Jerry was like that,
(SOFTLY, S0 AS NOT TO INTERRUPT ALiOST) How long dld you
know him before you got married?
(SHE'S WITH HER JERRY) My famlly wouldn't put up with 1t
- T knew that. My Father teaches at college. (IN ANSWER
NOW) Oh -- I knew him about 2 days. Buf we got married
and moved into his house, My folks thought T was away at
school. There were always a 1ot of pecple there --
friends of Jerry's mostly. Klds our age. And from the
beglnning, his mother hated me -- just hated me. I
overheard her once with Jerry right after we were married.
(BIG, BUT MOTHERLY, ENVELOPING IN HER VOICE) Jerry, you
made a terrible mistake.
Dontt start that again, Ma, wilil you?
I know the kind -- I know them very well. Slumming,

thatts what shets doing. Just slumming.
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JERRY:

MRS. L:

JERRY:

EvVA:

MRS. L:

EVA:

EVA:

JERRY:

EVa;

J Y:

Tl Rl

EVa:

JERRY:

..7-
You're wrong, Ma. She's a heck of a good kid,

I'm telling you here and now she’ll louse you up, she'll

two-time on you.

(SELF-CONSCIOUSLY) Hello, baby,

(FLAT, PLEASANT) I Just heard what you were saylng.
Whattre you doing -- sneaking around behlnd doors?

Thatts not fair, Mrs, Lockland. Why do you say those

things to Jerry, I'm not 1like that.

(PAUSE)
(NARRATING) That's how she'd Go 1t. dusvivevewld.

. hanptrperremrideadme Lics. Decause Beb Cunningham was

one of Jerry's friends, cne of the klds in the house all
the time, He was one of Jerryts frlends and I talked to
him, thatts &11, But she'd leave an 1ldea hanging there
and if I'd try to angwer 1t --
{ANNOYED)} Don't make an issue of 1t, Let's Just dontt
meke an lssue of 1t, huh?
S0 I hoped maybe 1t would pass, go away. Then about two
veeks before (SOFTLY) the shooting, (UP AGAIN) Bob lost
a button from his ccat and he asked me to sew one on fer
him.

(A MAN-DE

W Just et out apd stay ocut, Bob!
.- ,rrm—w

(HERATETED) Tommot

Gilve me that ccat.
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BOB:
JERRY:

EVA:
JERRY:

MR3.L:

EVA:

JERRY:
EVA:

JERRY:

EVa:
JERRY:

-G

(HE THROWS THE COAT)
You're all wet, Jerry.
Keep outl

(DOOR IS SLAMMED VIOLENTLY)
He csked me to sew 2 button that fell off --
Don't make it worse than it is. Don't make an lssue out
of 1t. p
(PAUSE) ﬁg’;”’f‘?‘? /}’K _,ﬁf'.;j'i,!‘w-f*-«
T should have talked to j but what could I say? Just
a2 button on o guy's coat, And then I -- WQll; 1% got to
be shopping time and I thought I'd get them aoll presents,
T4 was 26 days left to Christmas and I got him whot I
knew he always wenbed. Cuff links and & tie-clasp, gold,
with his 1nttials end I hid it in one of my bureau
dravers.,
Whet ave you doilng -- hiding one of the presents for your
toyfriend?
Thatts all she said, /And the next day when I come 1n;
he sat me down on the ved (THE MEIMORY KILLS HER} and he
hit me ten times across the face with the plstol I
thought he hod gone erazyl And then --
Phatls just o taste. Here, Herels the gun.
Jerry; don'tl
Here'ls the gun! Go ahead., Get me out of the way} Go

ahead, Why don't you do what you want to do? Take it

in ¥y Pr hand, point it at me.
..--t/r"i'm-;: ’
For&ﬁ sake, leave me alonel
Pull the trigger. Go aheadl ¥You got hls present in the

drawer. I knowl
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EVi:
JERRY:
EVA:

EVA:

JOE:

JOE;

DANNY:

JOE

DANNY:
JOE ¢

. - _9-
Jerry, you're erazyl Itts yoursl
Youlre no_good.
stay awayl (HYBTERICﬁL) Jerry, don’t hit me again --

(GUN GOES OFF) |

( & LONG PAUSE)
Tt toock me o half a minute more maybe and then I saw he
stas lying on the bed - dead. (PATHETIC) &+ I shot him -
T killed Jerry.
Teke 1t eaiﬁ.;g 1, There's nothlog you can do =~ maybe
nothing&can do, But I'm golng to.?’%,zy

._..-._...-—._.—

But you can see from the way she smlles politely thot she
Goesn't believe you, And, as a matter of fact, you only
half-belleve youpsglf, What can you do? Well, cne thing
-~ the trianlis in a few days. You cin get her the best
lawyer Fhere is. anny Torchin is the best.

This much I found out, Danny. The kid =- Jerry, her
husband, age 23, ©on probation for burglory three years
cgo, suspended sentence fop breaking cnd entering five
years ago == 00 anglie.

{HOH-COMMTTTAL) The best defense 1s on offense. What's
the other side of the coln -- her slde.

Good kid, good fumily. PFather's o teacher, Graduated
with honora; left college ot the end of the second year,
Would have made Fhi Bet,

What'!s she hanglng around with this kind of kid for then?
Wwhy do millions of girls her oge think cagney and Raft
are the greatest thing 1in the world? Will you take the

ccact

ATXOT 0171819




— o —— — —

BOR ¢

JOE:
BOB:

Pt

MEIGHBOR:

JOE :

w~10m .
There's no dough involved; 1s there?
GCome on., You canlt pay your income tax already.
Tim going to need facts. I'm going to need o lot of facts,.

Youlre o great guys

Getting Torchin the best lawyer there islis fifty percent
But only with the foets can he do
What about thils

of the battle.
anything. So you start to get thenm.

Bob Cunningham kid?

— I

-
things in my time - sure. Who hasnig&gﬁﬁﬁWQﬂgas. But
T

Wife of one of my best

T wouldn't put a Tinger on.+

friends, would

I doﬁ;;,kﬂﬁgyﬂ Would you?

wmeave YT: 1 wouid"n'f'%- What I cantt

g —. ra "/ -
4 LA reated her

figure out, I svear, ls why

1illke thot,
dowmeentews The first time she 1nid ejyes on her, she

tiad no use for her. I only wish T had ret her before

Jerpy did.

Partially established fact of the ch;racter of Eva .
//hg_/ lhfvl‘-z - -f/' ey
dﬁnar'boek&anﬁ£n

T,ockland, Her neighbor comments on house..

A filthy, dirty house. 1In all the time she lived there,
T never saw that Mrs, Lockland 1ift her finger to do o
stiltch of wqu -— never.

Anything peculiar going on there?
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NE IGHBOR

~11-
Just millions of kids going in and out all the time.

Kids 21, 22, 23. And racing around in cars all the time.

ey m“m‘_‘:

(SLYLY) And why 1s 1% the front blinds were,drawn ot
tdmefmmEn-adivthewtinme the ¥ 1ived there?

Al h o — e T

GARAGEMAN:

Little established_except one of her neighbors was
unnecessarlly mnl;cious -~ or possibly accurate. A
garageman two blocks away —-

T gon't know. They used to drive around in this blg,
powerful Oldsmobile, And money? (WEISTIES) Used 0O get

o ocar painted pbhout ZJggzﬂbeear. Jerry comes in here
onee and says, "I want this car painted tonight."

nr111 give you e 20 dollar bonus you hove 1t by 5 tonight?

Y e e e e -

JOE:
KID:

. — ———

A ¥1d Jerry Lockland went to schooﬁ with ~-

T seen lots of guys lose thelr nend, bubt not like him.
Once he had a fight with a guy and knocked him down.
Know what he d1d?

You tell me.

He started to kick him in the head, Thatls right. I
swear, he‘d o wicked that suy's troins out if I hadn't
stopped him,

The nature of the girl and the natuve of the husband that
she shot, something of the nature of the house =& all
given to Danny Torehin and then o quiet Danny and &
slightly composed B¥a (now that she knew something was

being dome for her}, at the trial ===
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PROSEGUTOR: (SURE OF HIMS SEIF) The state will show, herddewsee

und%%;ﬁ?éﬂ?é?ﬁdﬁgﬁguﬁf“ﬂﬁﬁﬂﬂﬁ d“ﬂUﬁﬂ@?’Eﬂ"lI.
,p(if«-tr v-‘/
That ghs did, in fnet, nog her husband flaunt herfaffalr,

proseedsbes provoke her hushand sc"that‘ s‘?ﬁé"é'wl&%
ke ad Ko 61 (- At R4t s <
mrks"—i“" “1‘?*&6?@55@“}‘ shoot..-her—hm in cold blood.

BIZ: AD LIB COURT REACTION o
NARR: (.m-aamm?

MRS.L: Why did you kill my som, you murderess, youl coming
intc my home and -~=

{GAVEL)

HARR: Wmmh

DANNY: T call Eva Lockland to the stand.

NARR - * {TN CLOSE) The s2me clear, earnest eyes -~ the high
troubled forehezd, tﬂeuﬂh%ﬁe?“hﬁﬂeeb4*%&?%‘&?d the
stroight~forward story.

EVhs If onybody said to me, IEVG what woald you like to have
most in the world —- what one thing?”, I should have
seld, "To be hoopily married to Jerry Loekland," == If
things had been different, I'd have given everything{
gverything that I ever hoped to own or have, just to be
avle to have a 1little place. Not a lot of money. curtains

maybe, and o picture hanging on the wall maybe, and to
be married to Jerry Lockland.
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VOICE #2:

VOICE #31

— i e -

~13~

Danny Toreshin haa a cevtain kind of smile on his face ==
that he keeps when things are golng well, The jury -=-
even the women == are nodding sympathetically as Evd
talks, And when they file out, and f1le back in within
19 minutes; you have a meomentary fear -=

How do you find?

(LONG PAUSE)

Not gullty.

— e T ey s — by — i —— -

A lovely present, the most preclous gift on earth -~
freedom -- is given to the girl. and it's a good feeling
for you and Danny Torchin, the jury, and the world.

And you go out to buy your own family some presents two

days later.

(STREET SCENE, A SANTA CLAUS IS TINELIRG A EELY)

SANTY CLAUS: (SING=SONG Qu.LITY) Put o nickel in the pot and keep 1t

JOE 3

boiling. FPut & nickel In the pot and keep 1t belling.
nd in the midst of a helf-milllon reople --

Ooops! I beg your pardon, Mess.
Thotts all right.

Eval

(SOFFLY) Mr. Saldama.

Only ten days: left before Christmas. I'1l bet you're
making up the time that you lost.,

(3ADLY) Well, I'm shopping for friends cnd feuily and --
Yhat'!s the matter, kid?

Nothing; nothing.

Hey, come oni This 1s Joc Saldana.
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EVa: T thought I ought to ftake a rest moybe and get over 1t; but
T decided work was hetter -- doing something. I've been
to 20 places, Mr. Sildana, People are funny. I nearly

got a job yesterday 1£11 the man pealized who I was.

L id
You see, they still bellev ‘mother, Not even what the
Jury said stops them.
JOE 3 vou mean after the trial people gtill -

T OEVA: T donlt want to bother you.
qrlTA CLAUS:Put o nickel in the pot, miss; for those with troubles.
EVas Here.
{COTN)
55NTA CLAUS:Bless you, miss, ond a2 very Merry Christmos.
( ANOTHER COIN)
2, NTA CLAUS:Bless jou, sir. A Merry Chrilstmas .
N.RR: ind she's gome 1n the crowd, lost. Eer lifels been
gaved to be riined, What can you do?

ymwmummﬂwrwmmmﬁﬂﬁammm@&%mwmuhmuumhmM

JOE: (BITTERLY) Ten days left before Christras!
(susICy _ _ UP_Z0 ZAG 2
{musIC: _ TURNTABLE)

{MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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CH PFELL:

CH PPELL:

CH"PFELL:

,_
=1
Ca

T BIN STORY
POOGRY #195

MIDRLE COMUERCIAL

Gunrd against throat-scratchl tuard agrinst throat-
corsrtehl Guerd ~geinst throat-scrotchl Enjay the

smooth smgoth smoking off fine tob-ucos.

Smokc PALL MELL - the cigaratfe whers: nildr:ss you can
s SuUre,
paff by puff you're =lways shord whon you smoke PELL MELL.

st the first puff by peoturl messure PEIT MELL smoke 1s

filtered furthzr than thrt of ary olhor lerding cigarstic.
Morcover, ~ft.r § puffs, or 1C, 7 15, or 17, PELL MELL'C
gre-ter lep:ih of tredition»1ly fino tobrecos still
tprvols the encke Further - filtérs tho smoke end mekes
it mild.

Tz, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tebaccos glve you 2

smoothnass, mildness end sstisfretion no other cigerette

of fars you,.

Guard ~g-~inst <kront-scratch,

Iajoy the smooth smoking of finc tobnecos.

Semoke FITT HILL - the cizsretic wicie mildn 55 you cr°n
msgsure ~ PELL FFLL FAMOUS CIG AETTwsG - "ouostandirzl

And - thoy are nild!l
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HARRICE: This is Cy Harrice returning you to your narraftor and

N RR:

JOE =
PETE :

JOE:
FETE:

(MUsIC:

I\RR ¢

the Big Story of Joseph Saldapa, as he lived it and wrote
it, )

Heading back to your office Jos Saldana through the
holiday shoppers == 10 days-ddeberore Ghristmaa; the
heart of the happlness goes out of it for you. Because
of Eva Lockland, the girl now lost in the crowd, You
bump into o few people. They accept your apologles
Jeewbesiagss 10 the spirit of the time. ¥You don't say
ballo to the elevator cperator; you don't nod at the
switchboard-girl. But when Night Editor Pete Salt

throws o teletype message at yOu; another problem moves
in and displaces'the problem of Eva Lockland,

"pnother wolf=pack robbery." (THEN) What!s this "another"?
Where!ve you been? Oh, jou Dbecn On that Lockland thing.
Sure, dJust 2 great 1little gang of people have come to
our fair city. Five weeks ogo they stuck up and beat a
grocery atorefwﬁkscribed as three kids of under 25;

fost car -- in and out,

-

Any shootling? ! -t
F & . /{ L 1..{.4,,7-‘(;1. 2 C(:-,_,'.

- (SOFTLY) == Oune

Just the teating. X
£ Sl X IS B
of the nice boys stepped on hand.

e o o o am o m mm b T e e — e ==

Youtre a reporter again, lnvolved ib anocther story. You

read back on the clips. The first one, the same: blg car,

fast get-away; and o women in & drug store slugged. ind

then; two days later {3 days before Christmas) --
(TELETYPE )
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-17-
JOE: {READ, OVER THE SOUWND) "LoJ Angeles Wolf~pack strikes
again., Three armed youths robbed Shwetamks Dry Goods

Store, , leaving proprietor

dead from bullet wounds."

NARR {CONTINUING JOE'S READING INTERPRETIVELY) Four wild
crimes in the spoce of 12 days. Algaya fost, always a
vig car. Identified in the rirst two crimes as red; in
the third as blue, in the dry goods siore, green. And
slowly -- for no reason, absclutely none, except perhaps

for your own wishful thinking --

(MUsIC: _ _ THE DISTORTED CHRTSTMAS THEME COMES IN)

N.HR: ~- You find yourself wondering about 2 conncetion.

JCE: (A1OUD WITH REALIZING IT) 4h, ridiculous! What's the
connection?

FETE: what did you eoy?

JOE 3 Nothing, Pete, nothing.

PETE: sonny, you ought to toke it gasy. I heard you plain as
doy. e you scld, Whaf;boﬁﬁéction?

JOE 3 ¥ . %

{TENSEQ*ﬁniess“i4nﬁsha:permthan~i*veﬁbeenuin*ﬁ“%ongutima,
Ha3bewthere*isweﬁeeﬁﬂevh&on.

faw=
PETE: Whatlre you talking about?
JOE 7111 let you know when, as and if,
. TH MOVEMENT,, .
fuege; _ LI MOVRIENE.) et A
NARR: Tt!'s flve days to Christmas and even H-detectivets

office shows it: o wreath henging ovgr the sign "reap
out". And a holidey smile on th94§g§;;§§$e*s face, which

facdes as he listens,
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JOE ¢

IETECTIVE:
JOE:
TETECTIVE:
JOE

"DETECTIVE :
JOE:

DETECTIVE:

JOE 3
DETECTIVE:

JOE

TETECTIVE

-] P
Look, ileutenant, one admission I got to make before I

say another gord. Itm prejudlced. Flat-pa

JSaigeenee, DA that!s why I declded toO take 1% here, to
you, because I don't think yau'p..m
Qkay, =0 you're pre judiced, Go on.

You remember the Toockland shootlng?

T can alwaye remember hack to murder cased two weeks 0ld.
apd now this wolf=pack BaNg. Every case, they use the
some blg, powerful car, 1t seems. Two wltnesses sald an

was o different color -- red,

Oldsmobile. Everytime 1t

blue, and green.

) ,,c/ .-(#r/;z{--.:..__, .

When I wos ohecking up on Jerry LOleand

Black anaeﬁiﬁﬁ
Thot's my point.
to find uut whet kind ofa wld he wos, o guragemen told
me -= Wall, first of all 211 kinds of kilds were running

sround in and out of thls kouse, that age too. No vigible

means of support, lots of money. ond the gorogeman sald
he!d plunk down & 20 dollar bonua to have the cor painted

that same 427,
vou want this to be Mre. Lockland don't you? I heard

about you cnd the girl -~ T donlt mean that woy. Just
voulre interested.

veah. I want 1t to be Mrs. Tockland., What do you think?
7111 tell you. (SLOWLY) No doubt obout your telng

pre judiced -- no doubt,

30 T guess just forget 1872

T didntt say thot, what T wosl going’ tu say was I don't
mind how pre judiced a guy 13 this way, Just 80 long as he

mokes sense. I think paghe you GO.
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DETECTIVE:
JOE:
DETCCYIVE:
JOR
DETECTIVE:

JOT:

DETECTIVE:

DETECTIVE:

JOE:
DETECTIVE:

DETECTIVE:

= = —_——a—

_1 9-

BRIDGE_AID_UNDER) / ;A- et
You end the licutcnant &nd five wlain clothcsman
sottlo doun for & wetceh around the hous: on Carolton
Stroot, wherc Mrs. Lockland iives. The blinds ore
arewn as usual and the sun is shining on the cloar,
Deeember afternoon, It looks llkc & bust =-- nothing
to bo scen, nothing to be heard,
Hey! Who's fthet coning ocut of b%f houzo?
That's hor. ?qi’£:®VLf
Whatts she carrylng?
well, I'1l be -- wash! She's corrying wosh outd
Well, that'!s ordinary cnough.
Not for her, it ain't, Every story I cvor heord aboud
that damc shc nover lifted o fingor to do houscwork in
her lifcl ind in thls woother?
Wateh iti
{CAR, POWERFUL MOTCR, PULLS UP AND SEEMS /AROUY
TO STOP, OFF-MIKE )
Thero'!s tvs of them In thot eard
Theoytre stonoing!
(THE CLR WHICE MiS NPARLY COME ¥Q 4 STOP,
PICKS UF AND TEARS OFF)
No they'!rc not! Now I know sbout tho wosh, A siznoli

Woll, we et signals too.

(i CL}CK
f&.{¢;544 7
Hello. Scnd out & 21 cal Bleoc!ls 01ds sedan,

Iicensc Californic 1612, Let's gol
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DETEGTIVE: FQ&EE#EEQEF—— and-ndoa.4yet's g0, ¥vou tuo.

back Mpﬂhowvwmwmuﬂml 1kt

MBS, LOCKLAND: - (HIGE AND MIGHTY) What do you ncan brocking lnto my

- housc like this?

DEYECTIVE: oh, I don't know, Mrs. Locklond., Just that these kids
scomed kind of apprchensive -= Arova up to your placc
end then drove off. We thought ve'!d moybe scared thom

of .

1

13 i
Frbw i

MRS, L: Donl't get fresh with me, %aung_naa, just bocausu youtve
got ¢ policc badge in your pocket somcwherc. Thisg 1s
= decent housc and just bocausco those boys hapnened
to beo fricnds of my dend son-=

JOZs 701l hor absut the gun, licutencnt. Maybe she ought to
imow chout the gun.

DETECTIVE: Good idoa. Onz of these friends of your dend son -~ ho
hed o gun fn the car, under the ariver's scot. And Iim
laying abkout 10 to L, on sccount of tho calibre 1ls the
some---- (IUSSH MOW) that the bullet thot killed the nan
in the dry geoods store canmc from thls gun!

NARR: @hanade«avstiuﬁnﬁ“uﬁmsnv*TD@ksMframmaneﬂwomthu"vfggzjjﬁf
wondering how much thoy've told, how muchhggng”ﬁbo-
saldena, and tho police lmow, ffyi.iﬂﬁgﬁét moment,

the door oncns-- -

(DOOR opEmggrﬁ*ﬁn

NARR: --and Bob Gunningham tho one Eve was supposed to havo

,ﬁ
ku’-i ey bomu—nﬁ Tor == he wh 1S 1l
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JOE!:

MRS, Lt

JOE:

MAS, L:

JOE:

DETECTIVE:

-21=-

Outside, outside! We're busyl .

et him stay, Mrs. Lockland, 4ﬂﬁﬁ*
I'm golng to heve you orrosted for false entry! Iim
going to have you thrown off that dlirty papor of yoursl
FLLL Do EE!!!I

Whatls up -- & littlo operation wclre intcrforing with
Mrg, Locklond? Is that what FEvo did? Thet's whoet
koppenod wasn!t it? Waas hor hueltond Jerry ticd up with
thoso kind of 4kids ond this kind of operation &nd sho
was o decent influence and pullins him awey from thils
sort of thing?

Shut upl

4nd so you sercamed out in Court -- "Why did you ir1lil
ry boy?" Hey, it's beginning t2 vic up!

You're & ilar, & dirty licr! You cen't prove & woréd of
what you saldi

I con.

What, Bob, whot?

®id- like me -- you!ll find thom o1l cver -- scared kids.
vada an ensy buck once, don't lmow how to get out of 1T,
o sotup o1l right,

Sncls got Thig 1s headgurrtors.

she sits cnd plens tho whole worlts and we do it. ©5he
glves us o cor, gots it peinted, chonges the color --
smart operator. {Likc when the woszh Is ocut, don't comd
in hore beecuse the housc is boing watched,) , T only
ften LAy?LLM

wish Iﬂymd the nerve to,ga-anp tell you mwaeés

Thot!s oloy, kid,
Yoch, itts fine. So I think thorels & cLr outside hig

onough to hold tho whole bunch of you.
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EVis
JIE:

CHAPPELL:

..22_
Aftor you, Hrs. Lockland.

gGet out of my way!

(PHONE RINGING, ANSWERED ON FILTER)
(ON FILTER) Hollo.
It's me, Bva.
Hello, Mr, Saldona.
I wont to recd you scmething, Itis In my paper tonworrov
morning. "Mps, Locklond proven fomclo Fagen. Voman
hoading juvonilc gang runs schocl for crime,” Good?
Very good,
Then therc!s ¢ sort of a picturc of you, and undeor 1t,
it says, "Evc Lockland cxonercted." (PAUSE) So pgo out
znd got yourself eny job you went In town. == ond =
Merry Christros. (THERE'S A LONG Z.USE) Didn't you heer
me? Hey, 911 you hecr me?

I heard you, Jac. And the same to you.

In just ¢ moment wo will recd yeu o tolegram from Josonh
Saldana of the Los Angeles Dally Nows with the finel

outcomeos of tonight's BIG STORY.

— e —"— —

{CLOSING COMIMERCIAL)
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GROUP:

CH PFELL:

CH'FFILL:

2

HARE]

i
VN

1

CH PPELL:

H*RAICE:?

THE BIG STOHY
FROGRAM #195
CLOSING COMMERCIAL

gnard againnt throat-scratehl Grard sgninst thro=t-
scrateh!l Currd against throat-seratehl Enjoy the smooth
smooth smoking of Tinc Lobaccos.
Smoke PELL MELL - the cigsrettie whosc mildncss you can
AP SUrC.
Rerember this - the further a puff of gnoke is filtered
through fine tobaccos, the mildser it bocomes,

Lt the first puff by rcturl mepsurc PELL MELL smoke is

filtered furthsr than that of =ny other leeding clgerett
Moreover, after 5 puffs, cr 10y oOT 15, or 17, PELL MELL'C

greater lonpth of traditionally fin. tobsccos still

tpayels the smoke furthor - filters the sooke ond mokes
it mild.
“rus, PELL MELL'S fine mcllow tobrecos give you a

smoothness, mildness and satisfeetion no other cigesrette

offers you,
~sk for the longer, fin.r clgeretis in the distinguished
red peckage, PELL MZLL F'MOUS CIG ZETES - “Cutstandingl"

ird ~ they zre mild!
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(MUSIC:

CHAPPELL :

SALDAIA

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

- 24 - REV,
Now we read you that telegram from Jeseph Saldana of the
Los Angeles Daily News,
Two young men caught in the gang car scntenced to 1life
imprisonment San Quontin, Mrs. Tockland sentenced life
imprisonment Telchapi. And Eva Iocland joined my wife
and me in one of the finest Christrises we've ever had,
Merpy Christmns, and many thanks for tonight's FELL
MELL Award.
Themk you, Mr, Saldsna,,.the mawers of PELL MELL FAMQUS
CIGARETTES ere proud to present you the PELL MELL $500.
Jward Tor no*~ble service in the fi21d of journalism,
Listen again aoxt wcok; seme tii., seme station, when
PELL MELL FiMCUS CIGARETTES will rresent another BIG
§TCRY -~ A BIG STORY frem the front pages of the Duluth,
viinn, Nows Tribune - by-line Fred Weinberg. & BIG STIRY
sheut 2 reporter who followed a murdercr into a trap

and wished e had left decper tracks in the snow,

original music composed and conductxd by Viodimin
Sclinsky, Tonight's program was adapnted by Arnold Perl
from an actual story from the frornt pages of the Los
angeles Daily ¥ews. Your narrator wzs Bob Sloan, and
George Petrie played the port of Jogeph Saldana, In
order to protect the names of poople actually involved
in tonight's authentic BIG STORY, the names of all
characters in the dramatization were changed 'rith the

exception of the reporter, Mr, Saldana,
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(MUSIC:

CHAPFELL:

=25~ REV.

This is Ernost Chappell speaking for the makers of
PELL MELL TAMOUS CIGARETTES....Right new - get the
Yandsome PELL MELL Christmas gift carton, especlally
desizned to brighten the scason. Tais Christmas give
PELL MELL!

THIS 18 FBC...THR NATIONAL BROADCASTIHG COMPANY .,

ATHOT Q171835




THE BIG STCRY
PROGRAM _ #196

NARRAICR

ANNA
MAMA
FRED

SCEULT

JOHN
MAY I
NURMI
JERRY
GUS

MIXE

AS BROADCAST

BOB SLCANE
CONVIE LEMBCYE
JANE ROBRIN
BCB READICK
PEIL STERLING

LCU FOLAN

Bﬁ&i uLJ ROCTEN

ALLTN STEVENSON
GTIL MACY

JEDNESDAY , DECEMBER 27, 1950
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CHAFPELL: THE BIG STURY. Here is America.,.Its sound and its

fury...1ltg joy &nd its sorrow...os feithfuily reported by
the men and women of the great American newspspers...
(PAUSE,,,..COLD AND FLAT) Duluth, Minnesota...From the pages
of the Duluth News Tribune, the story of a reporter vho
was young enough to take the biggest chance of elll...
Tonight, to Fred H. Weinberg of the News Tribune, for his
Rig Stery, goes the PELL MELL AWARD,

e A e T

{OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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GRCUP3

CUAPPILL:

HARRICD:

CHELPPELL:

HAFRICE:

CIAPPELL:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #9196

OPENING COMERCIAL

cuard against throat-scratch! Cuard agalnst throat-

sorzteh! Cuerd against throat-scratchl Enjoy the smooth

srooth smoking of fine tobaccos.

Smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette wnose mildness you can
nes, suré .

puff by puff you're always shenrd when you smoke PBLL LT
Remember this - the further a puff of suoke is filtered
through fine tobaccos, the milder I% becomes.. At the

first puff by actusl measure PEL ¥ILL smoke is filtered

further than th-t of any other le=ding elg-rotte,
liereover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL HELL':

grester length of traditionally {ine tobrecos still

tpavels the suoke further - filuoers o sroke and nakes
it =ild.,
Tws, PLLL MCLL'E fine mellow toprceos glve you a

smoothness, mildness »nd satisfzevion no aother cigarette

offors you.
Smelee PoLL MSLL -~ the cigarettc whossz sildness you can

It

mensure. PHLL MELL FAMOUS CIGRIETTZS - togtstondin

and ~ they zre mildl
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MAMA Y

FRTD:
MATIA :
FRTD:

MALA e
RRED:
MAMA

FRED;:

MAMA:

puluth, Mirnnesota,., The story es it actuelly hapnened,...

A 4

Pred Welnbergts story as he lived 1T,

with silent white fingers.... You Fred Welnberg, nolics
reporter for the Duluth News Tribune lesn against the big
window of Mema Toewe's* Finnish Bar and Grill end stare out

into the desocléte night,..Youfre not & kid anymore.

You beat is the PButwelr-waterfront. But things you felt

&3 & kid sbout nights like this come back te you now,.

o™, Suddenly, you shake yourself - as if your mood vas
something physical, something sitting on the back of your

neck -
(oG HORN, ETC.)

(FINWISH.,,.NORMALLY CHEERFUL.,,,.ABCUT FIFTY] You cold,

' ﬁ‘g’:'bva-/
V I\v flan i 7

...Just got & shiver,”thet'!s &1l -

Fred?
Neh,
You slek maybe?

Men....I Fsel low, that's all....Vetching that snow out
there -

Fred?

(ABSORBED LOCKING QUT) Uh?

You nead sweethsart, thet'!s whet,..(LOW CHUCKLE}
(IRKED) Yhat good would I do & dame?! I'm elways working
til two in the morning.

(CHUCKLE) Vhen I wvas young,j; mest good man - I welt for
It don't meke no difference morning or night-

*TOEWE=PRONOUNCED: TOE-WEE)

him anytime.
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FRED: They don!t make 'em 1lke you any more, Mama Toewe -
(PAUSE, . , THEN: )
MAMA 3 {SIGHS) Look at that crazy snow....Waterfront tough enough
without snow like that -
FRED: I thought you liked 1t?
MATA Not 1ike thet., In old country they say - big snov malke
good man blind...bad man to see better.,.
(1U8Ig: . _ IN WITH:)
MARR Moma Toswels last remarik fits your moed just like the cold
thing on the back of your neck....And while your spirits
sink lower, only a few blocks awcy from where you are a
big hulk of a man slowly gropes hils way up & dark wooden
stalirvay.. ..
{CRFAKING STEPS....OUT TO A LANDING....30FT
RA? ON DOCR.,..PAUSE,,,REPEAT RAP)
ANNAs {SLEEPY, ON OTHER SIDE OF DOOR} Vho- who is 1t?
J OEN: {BREATHING HARD,,...LOW) Anna Weston?
AlTNA ¥ho - is 1t? It's - after one...
JOHMN: Something havpen to Mike.,.Mike Kangas.,.Something bad-
{(RATTLE OF DOOR CHAIN AS DOCR HURRIEDLY
OPENED TO:)
ANNA (ALARM) HMilke?! What happened to - (STABBED) Ugh-!
(RODY TO FLOOR...,STEPS RISUME DOWN STAIRS UIDER:)
FEHAF RIS SALE—S e
(WUSIC:  _ UPws,...SLIGHT BRIDGE.....OUT I0:)
FRED: (SIGHS WEARILY) Well...I think I'm golng to say
good-night to you, Mama Toewe-
MAITA ¢ Where you go now? Home?
FRED1 No...Got enother half houp before I'm through, It's only

one thirty - goodnight,..., {SLIGHTLY OFF)
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(FRED OPENS STREET DOOCR AMD STEPS OUTSIDE..)
IARR ¢ For & moment, the glars of the snow blinds you. ¥You
put up your collar, pull your haet down tighter and &s you
turn your back to the bitter lake wind you suddenly hear -
(CLANGING GONG OF PATROL W.GON COMING IN FAST
AND UNDER:)
NARR: The patrol wagen slows down for jou, you leap sboord
and it taltes you & full minute before you can ask
Sergeant Schulte~
(PATROL VAGON UNDER:)
FRED: (EREATHLESS) Why - why the wagon, Sergeant?
SCHULTE: (ABOUT FIFTY) To plck up stray bums like you andé to answer
murder calls that come inte the stetion -
TRED: Murder?! Vhere?!
SCHULTE: Hotel Bethel -
FRED: That flophouse?! . Uew!, .. Hoy 4o you know 1t's murder?
SCHULT: Someone &t the Hotel had the gall to ring for an uniertaker.
The stiff-handler got there, took one look and screamed
for the cons.,..The dead guy hed been stabbec to doath!

FRED: ST TNDIPUESURTRE W SPSRET SRR . o orpgat 4 TN A KGR YT

SCHULT: ngxéhould I know? It changes hands eggrf'ﬁzgk
Just my luc“**vOn a night like Uhia Worat joint in the
vhole dlstrict, ...Swens t kn fed there a weel ago
trying to break gpvﬁfg;iiﬂfz;—aliw-ﬂ&Al Youngberg gets
slu%zggmaﬂfmnéi g8go on & routlne cali Th““hm%“hhM“
FRED: LTI VPSR VOIS IS SIPAE RSV SO
(WAGON TO & STOP...)

SCHULT: 0K....Here ve are...The Ritz!
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NARR:

SCHULT:

NO ANDWER:

SCHULT ¢

MO ANSWER

SCHULT:

FRED:
SCHULT:

NURMNI:
SCHULT:
o AMSUER
SCHULT:

HURTT ¢
SCHULT:
NURMI:
S5CHULT:
NURMI:

3CHULT:

.—?'_

Everything you felt before aboub & nignht like this hits
you double as you welk into the lobby of the Hotel Bothel..
Dingy...s few caved-in chairs...& couple of rusty
cuspidors,..In one corner, & dying rubber plant, under 1t
the dead hody of & men stretched out on his faco, Lnd
standing around him, looking down silently - about I'ifteen
giant lumberjocks, ...

0K. Whe's the monager here?!

. « THEIN:

(ANGER RISES) VWhat's the metter?! Don't anybody horo talk?!

T said - who's the manager?!

. . THEN:

I'm asking just once morse! Who tut in the call for the
undertaker?!
(LOW) Try the fellow in the white shirt, Sargc...

Fh%....0h....0K! You - in the white shirt! You donlt
look like & logzer to me! Vhere'!s the managor?!
(SCLRED AND DETERMINED To SAY LITTLE CR NOTHING) Mo...

Well why didn't you say so?l

insver my questions or I'm going o lock you upl
Understand?!.....How 4id this corgse get in your lLovby?t-
somsbody found him cutsido-

Qutside where?!

On tho sidewslk -

Then vwhat?!

So they brought him in.

It wos snowing.

Who?
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BIG STORY - 12/27/50 -8~ FEVISED

NURMI:
SCHULT:
NURMI:

SCHULT:

NO ANEWER

SCHULT:

FRED:

NARR:

SCHULT:

NO ANSWER

SCHULT:
FRED:
SCHULT:

I - don't know ...

Who's this guy on the floor?

I - don't KnoW....

Any of you men standing around... Do you know this man

on the floor?i

(LOW.. GRUMBLING) Talking to these guye is like shoutin'
into a forest....

(LOW) Let's turn him over and take a lock at hia face.
S1owly, you turn the corpse OVer. Then you take & look
at his face -- and you feel szlck. You'd seen men before
who'd been stabbed to death by & lumberjack's knife....
byt never one with the end of his nogse sliced cleanly
off....

(NOT SHOUTING KOW BUT WITE A HARD, QUIET ANGER) Who -

dié a thing like that?

(VOICE RISING) If you won't talk --
{LOW) They von't, Serge....
(Low) T know they won't, And Itve got & mind to lock

them up ..... everyone 1n thiz jolinti
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| BIG STORY,
FRED:

SCHULT:
FRED:
SCHULT:

SCHULT:
MAN: I:
SCHULT :
MAN I:
SCULT:

12/27/50 -9- REVISED

(LOW) That won't do you any good. Most of these guys

are honest, hard-working men.,..Yhat we want to know is who
18 he and ‘did he stay here?.....Hov about a room-check?
Well,...The manager gald he didn't know him -

That's vhat he would say -~

(ALOUD MOV) OK.....Gvery one of you men - get up to your
rooms! 1'11 give you three minutes to get into your own
rooms, understand?! Get your work cards and any other
identification you got - get 1t ready! And if any cne of
you is thinking of trying to get away, Jjust remember - I
got men in front, in the back and out 1in the alley!

You live in this room?

Yezh......

let's see your work cari -

Here is work card -

(READING) Lars Hanson ..., OK, manager...Is he the guy he
claims to he?

{STILL SCARED) Yes....

JOHN:
SCHULT:
JOHN:
SCHULT:
NURMI:

What's your name 7

Jokn -

Your full name -

John Arvola.....

You live 4in this rocm?

Yeah - ‘

0K, manager...Is he telling the truth?

YeSaeasa
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. BIG STORY,

SCHULT:
GUS:
SCHULY:
GUS:
SCHULT:

FRED:

SCHULT
GUS:
SCHULT:
NURMY:
SCHULT:
NURMI:
SCHULT:

EFFECT:

SCHULT:

NURMI:

SCHULT:

EFFECT:

NURMI:

12/27/50 - -9A- REVISED
You live in this room?
Yeah -
Let's see your work card -
I'm still looking for it....
Well, step on it...I ain't got all nightl
(SQUND OF DRAWERS BEING PULLED OUT UNDEK)
(LOW) Why don't you ask them if they've got knives?
Or better still - why don't we de a search?
We won't find anything!
Here's my work card -
(READING) Gus Keller?....OK, what do you say, manager?

That's him -

-.-—--———o-—n—

Why's this door locked?
I - don't Know,....
Open it -
(XEY IN LOCK ...DOCRXNOB TURNEZD AND AS DOOR
SVINGS OPEHN)
(ACCORDION (VERY MOURNFUL, EERIE) EITS HARD AT OPEHNIIG
JOTES (F ¥INOR KEY FTNNISH FOLK SOUG LIKE “NUSTALAISLAULU™
("I WAS BORW A GYPSY) AND QONTI}U%E AB:) -

gt _goul et v d . e erngy -v*"ﬂ"nr\.a'"
For cryving out loud, a

ne LI )

veesl = I dont't know....
ik 2

Maiee 'em stop! It gilves me the creeps!

(BY NOW SEVERAL MALE VOICES ARE HUMMING [LONG WITH T
LCCORDION, LOV AWD MOURNTUL. . .CONTTHUZ U¥DER)

They - won't stop...sometimes they sing 1ize that half

the night..... ‘e

el-12/27/50 pm
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SCHULT
FDED:

SCHULTS

FRED:

SCHULTL

SCHULT:

NURMI;
SCHULT:

HQ_ANSWAR

SCHULT:

NURMI:
SCHULT:
NURIL:
S5CHEULT:
NURMI

SCHULT

..1 -
I dontt cawvc! %g ‘em stop! I get the feelling
something 1s going on behind my boek and I don't like it]
(SLIGHTLY OFF, FROM INSIDE ROOM) Scrgeant! I think T
found somcthing! '
(TAKE) What?!

{SWFK P A Y T S e -

s A For ¢crving

out loud, stop that dirge! T can't think!

Let-'cm sing! You can't stop them anyway!

Here....Look at this snavshot I found on the mirror thore!
I think it's somothing you'!ll understand!

(TAKES L LOOK) That's - that's thc guy in tho lobby....
And & woman with him!

Lock on the teck - "Te Mike, from ‘nna."...And hore's his
worit card, JFound 1t in the $op dravor..."Mike Kangns,
lurkerjocl,,.oge -42."

(TO MANAGER) Hoy, you!

. Y-yves?

Why did you say you didn't know the dead man In the lobby?!

Listen, roul This is your last chancef. You answor ny
guestions - or I'il have jour hotol liconse canccllodl
Understond?!

Y-~yes. .

Whose room is this?!

coa Mk -Yanges. ...

The guy in the lohby, righte

“Y-ves.. ..

Whore did he come from?
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NURMI:
SCHULT:

EFPFECT:

SCHULT:

HURMI
SCHULT:
NURNMI:
SCHULT:
FRED:

MATI .
FRED:
[IALML :

FRED:

MALA ¢

FRED:

MALA

TRED:

MAMA
¥RED:

-11-
ve o1 - donlt know,..
Did he have any Triends - or encnies here In the hotel?

(MUSIC: OF ACCORDICN CUTS A3 SUDDENLY A8 IT BRGAN)
Lore?

I « dont't lmow,,..

(EXASPERATED) You don't know gnything, do you?!
PN | [+ S,

(TAKE....TO FRED} Now where are you going? Fred?

I'11l see you in a little while, 3crgesnt...I got a call

to make -

{PHONE RINGS....AGAIN.,,RECEIVER UP)
Hellop?
(FILTER) Mama Toewe?... This iz Frod Welnberg -
Oh,..Il just get ready to close up...How you feel? Battor?
Mama, I nced you help .....Do you mow a2 women around here-
about ferty, I'd say....kind of nlco lcoking....somebody
like that vho's heen going eround vith a Finnlsh logzer
named Mike Kenges?
{(RUMINATING) Mike - Kangas? ,..I - don't know.., Name
is femlliar but I dontt -
Her firet namo is Anna, Mama, ...Anng...I don't thinl she
looks Filnnish -
{TAKE) Anna} Sure! Nicoc woman, Fred....Very nlcec....
Sure! Sho go with Finnish logger remed Mlke,..No...,lcit,,
...Hot Mikc...John..;Sure, John,
Look, Maro Toewo.,. . .His name I'vo got,.Mike Kengas,...It!s

hers I nced...Anm what?
Sure...Ammo Weston...Llves by 127 Lako Avenue...

Thanks! Thanks & million?
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In the excitement of & story, you forget your mood, you
forget the snow-~filled night, you forget everything eicept
two things: the sight of Mike Kengas! face with mart of
his nose sliced off.... And Anne Weston's &ddress,,.Now,
you reech the door to her bullding - an anclent wooden

structure, You would swear 1t's leaning with the wini...

{FOREGRGGND FRED OPENS DOOR}

(LOW) You open the door to the hallway and it's nltch
black insice, You slide your fingers along the wall
ssarching for the mall-bexes, And then - you hezr & weird

sound, close to you,

" (RASPING BREATHING, HALF-UNCONSCIOUS)

(LOW} ¥You try not to be afraid. But you don't quitfe

succeed, .,You fumble in your pociet, Then you strile

& match =---

{MATCH STRUCK)

(LOW) In the tiny circle of flame, you see & hand reaching

up &t you ....You draw back and the match burns your

f/ngers. But.not bgfore you see who btelongs toe the hand.,
quu' st piLdend S e G

woman -~ A Weston., ‘Lylng on the hall floor! - in a

pool of Dblo2d.

N A A i R g L TR g A

{MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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MIDDLE COMiERCIAL

fuard against throat-scratchl Guard against throat-
seratch! Guard ageinst throate-scretehl DEnjoy the

smooth smooth smoking of fine tobaccos,

Smoke PTLL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness you can

ensure,

puf? by puf? youtre alwnye aherd when you snoke PELL MELL.

At the first puff by actual measure Fill MELL smoke 1is
filtered further then that of =ny other leading clgerette,
Moreover, after § puffs, or 10, or 175, or 17, PELL MELL'S

greater length of traditionally fine tobzecos still

travels the smoke further - filters the smokt and makes
it miid,.
Thus, FELL !TLL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you a

smoothness, pildness end satisfaction no other cilgaretie

offers you.

Guerd ageinst throat-scrateh.

Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos,

Smoke PELL iCLL - the cigsretie whose riildncss you c¢an
monsure - PELL 13LL FrUOUS CIGARDTTIES - tgutstandingl"

And - they are nild!

—
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e et e e A —

This 1s Cy Harrice returning you to your narrator and the
Rig Story of Fred Weinberg, as he lived 1t and wrote itf..
You sit in the silent room at the City Hospltal where

you trought Auna, Fred Welnberg, end watch her deadly pale
face, You had found he;g::égﬁécious. How long ago?
.esHours,,.You're s0 groggy now you can't remember. Now,
you try talking with Sergeant Frank Schulte on the other
side of the womants bed. You haven't much to say...But
talking helps keep you aweke, ..

{SDUje

{SAME}~YoulP, . .

STLIT ETOFIE « o

Yeelty s,

When'd the dqcto Bay the hypodermic would wear off?
I don't kncﬁfﬁ?hny time now, I guess.

Said six hours, didn't he?

Yeah..

Gave 1t to her eleven this morning,didn't he?

You can tell time; san!t you?

Just figurisg, that!s all..

« Sk -donter=crrow . “**»-“iib

(PAUSE, THEN)
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ANNA: (GROAN AS SHE BEGINS TO COME TO)

FRED: T think she'!s coming toi

ANNA (VERY, VERY WEAK) (GROANS., . . THEN) WiRRswive, . W-wateT.,
paplease..

FRED! She wants some water!

SCHULT: I heard heri

(PITCHER AND GLASS AND WATER POURED UNDER: )

ANNA: (GROANING WITH PAIN)

SCHULT: Miss Weston, here.,Water...I'll - hold 1t for you, Here ..
(ANNA GULPING SOME WATER..OUT TO:)

ANNA: (FEEBLY) Th - thanks..
{GLASS ON NIGHT TYBLE..THEN)

SCHULT': Miss Weston; I - know § . don't feel like talklng but

-~ we need your help -

ATNA; Who..who are youf

SCHULT: T'm Sergeant Schulte..Thls is --

FRED: Fred Weinberg, News Tribune..I found you; Mlss Weston -

ANNA: Oh. .{SUICDEN TAKE) M~Mike..What - what happened to Mike? !

SCHULT: (PINDS IT HARD) J#%.we = found him at - the Hotel Bethel..

e

FRED: Miss Weston, the same perscn who - hurt you,.the=wewe
poweett ~ (CAN!T SAY IT)

ANNA: Hem- He's dead, isn't he? .. (TEARS) Mike £s = dead..dms
S, ..

FRED: I'm -~ afrald he is, Miss Weston...But we have no ldea who

dld it. That's why -
ANNA: (BITTER) He - did 1t! John...John Arvola -
FRED: (PAKE) John Arvolal Sarge - at the hotell
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T - I used to go with him,.,.Then = Mike came aloug..And =

now..{TEARS)
(HURRIED) Listen, Mlss Weston..We'll send the doctor in 4o

see you.., Thanks.,You - you'll be all right..Iet's go

Fred,

(HARD) Youlve supe this is his room?
Yessir - Two - twenty..elght..
Gimme the key!

(KEY IN DOOR, IMPATIENTLY,.DOOR OPENED)
Nobody here! Sergeant.
(KICKING HIMSELF HARDER AID HARTER) I knew 1ti I never
should have dismissed thabt detell of men.
But - but his clothes...everything.,It's still here..le
-~ owes me for a - week..He'll come back,.Maybe he just
- went out -
{TAKES HIS ANGER OUT ON NURMI) No he didn'ti Hels gonel
But - but he owes me for a weekl

(DRAWERS BEING PULLED OUT UNIER ABOVE )
(SLIGHTLY OFF) He's gone all right! His clothes are here
ety tut no work cards or enything! Nothing to tell
us where he comes from or where he might te off tol
(TAKE) His sccordlonl It's not here! Now I know he's
gonel A week's rent -
I'm glad you're out sometbhing, Why didn't you cooperate
with us last night?!
I -~ I don't know anything..
You!re lying! Youlre the manager here! <You know these guysl

vou know which of them pal together and which of them
hate each others gutsti
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(FRIGHT GROWS) I ~ I don't knowl!
Whe were irpvolals friends ip this place?!
I - I donlt know!l
Did he ever have any fights with any one here?!
T - don't know, I told you..I don't knowl
«s+I8 there a pheone on this floor?! Or don!t you know?i

Right outside..in - the hall..

g g —

(INTO PHONE) Scrgeant Schulte-calling! Ou the Mike
Kangas killing ~ Get thils: check the files for John
Arvola - (SPEILS) A-~R~V-0-I-A-...about forty, six rfoot
three or thereabouts, reddish hair, probably armed]

Check the files and send out a general alarml

(INTO PHOME) Flora%t....Put me through to the deskl
Hurryl ....Hello, Jacke! Listen! This is Fred...luv
the stabbings! Anna Weston talked..¥Yeah - A logger
named John Arvola..jealousy..Schulte has tubrned in a
general alarm! The way I figure 1t Arvola, will probably
try to make it to one of those abandoned loggzing camps up
porth! That weans through the railroad yards, up Thompsonls
H1ll and over the Boulevard Drive! ...I got to hang up
now!  IoMedwmebmeepet s e T T DT BT AR

.

Youlre now up on Thompson's H1ll with Sergeaut 3chulte,

bown below,you can hear the engines In the freight yards...
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(SNOW AND SOME WIND, .S3TEAM ENGINES SHUTTLIRG

AROUND IN THE DISTANCE,,.UNIER:)
You have all you ecan do to keep your eyes open. No sleep

-~ and the blinding snow make 1t 1lmpossible for you to

gee two feet zhead, ~Andgepiw
' —— A B G S P PR Y

I

ganhunt, 4t Keepg

Sileme ., .You move a step closer to Sergeant Schulte -
(LOW) Can - you see anything?!l
(8AME) Yeah..Snow -

(GUNFIRE OFF)

That was down below -~ Come ohi

(5AME B.G. )}
{BREATHIESS,,.DISGUSTED) A hobdo,,,.flushed up from the
vardsl
(BREATHIESS3) Hurt?
Scared..{CAILS QUT) Take him in for the night! He could

use a warm bed..

After the false alarm; you just stend there In the snow...
John Arvola must have flown the coop long ago. But _

the manager -=- Youlre certain he knows something. You're
sure| Maybe Schulie scared him. Maybe you ought te try
another tack,..30 you make some eXcuse and leave the
Sergeant, You go straight back to the hotel.

(IESS SCARED BUT TTIGHP-LIPPED) Honest; Mr. Welnberg..lf

I knew anything I'd tell you -
(KNOWS HE'S NOT GETTING ANYWHERE) Sure, sure..
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T'd ~ cooperate with the police..or with you, in a
minute if -

(LOW) You think any of these Toggers standing sround the
1obby know where he might havé gone®

(HESITANT) No..,.none Of them...

(WEARY) Well...Thanks, anyway..

Night...

—_—— T

You slowly start walking out of the hotel, 41l eyes in
the lobby are on you. You go through the front door,
walk a few ‘steps and...Suddenly, the bagk of your
ncek feels tight..Someone 1s following JOu. A MAD..
Youlre positivel
{ GREOR-CTT UL TR Pand PePar)
You turn a corner and wailbt...
(CRUNCHING STEPS SIOWLY APPROACH,,THEN FULL ON
MIKE WHEN:)
0K! Wwhat do you want?!
You'lre we'inberg; aven't you?
~Yesh...You were rollowing me. Why?
To tell you something -
Your « face is famliliar...l saw jou somewhere -
(curs IN}) Last unlght..When you went through the hotel,.
Gusg Keller -
mhat!s right! You had the room next to srvelal! What do
you want to tell me?
Arvela,..He left early thils morning -
Where 7!

Up North...An abandoned camp..Three Stars..
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How do you know?l!l

Tast night, wien he played the aceordion - he was talking
...to the man on the other sigde of him., He asked - Is

the Three Stars worklng again?...And the men sald - Nose

so that!s why he started playlogi

Mike Kangas was & friend of minef

How &o I know youfre not 1ying?! Why didnlt you tell the
police last night?l

T don't talk to the police. ;;E:nnt-a-htoéief +++ But
W talk to you - because Mike was my friend. . Coiiyrmnme

(CRUNCKING STEPS START UP AND AWAY AND INTO: )

— e e A e mm m—

(S _
He turned and wallked away SO fast, you just stood thers...
Then suddenly = you turned and hurried into the nearest
drug store with a phone..And because you were very
young - and over-eXclited - and because Fou didn't qulte
belleve the man's story, you did something vhich nearly
cost pyou your life,..Something very foolish -
(1.0W .ND EXCITED) Floral? ...Fred! Put me through to
JETTY! aevevsserderry?l Listen! Take your camera.
Meet me at Superior and lake in ten minutes! I'll have
my cer! We're golng North! I got a tip on Arvolal ...
What?! ...lo =- Schulte 1s up on Thompaonls Hill so I
can't reach him.. Ten minutesi

(LOW WAILING WIND...THEN CREAK A3 OF OLD CABIN

DOOR, ,OUT TOgz)
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FRED: (10w) Shine your flashlight in,jpJerry...
(PASSE, THEN)

JERRY: {LOW) Nothing...

FRED: (LoW) Can you see up ehead? How many more of thesc huts?
JERRY: {T00KS , . THEN) Three; T think =

FRED: Come On..

(CRUNGHING STEPS INTO:)

{Muszc: _ UP, .. DOWN TO:)
(8:/ME WIND,..CREAKING DOOR,.OUT T0s )}
JERRY: (BEAT, .THEN) Nothing. /rrv }"m& ..éJ}’."(,x.
(SQUEAK AS OF AN ACCORDION BEING CARRIED OFF. .}
FRED: (10w} T heard somethlugl
JERRY: (BEAT) I didu't hear a thing..
FRED: (L.OW) Maybe a bird -
JERRY: Maybes..Let's finlah this. I got goose-pimples as blg
a§ my head -
FRED: Just one more cabln ...
(STEPS CRUNCH UP.,,,HOLD.,OUT TC CREAK OF DOOR.as
THEN: )
JERRY: (EEAT..THEN) Wovhing...let's go =
FRED: {T2KE,.,LOW) Wait] Flash 1% in the corner agalin,.Near
thet stove =
JERRY: (BEAT) ( A TAKE) & box! With food!
FRED: Ietls take a look lnslide..
(STEPS ACROSS WOODEN FLOOR. . UT T0:) ©
JERRY: { oW STIon S rmaT
FRED: (1OW) He must be around somewhere!l
JOHN: ( DRUNK. , SLIGHTLY OFF IN DOORWAY) OM® What d6 you want?l
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FRED: Arvolal
JERRY: (WHISPER) He's got a gunl N _ o

FRED: FH LSRR R A _
(STEPS ACROSS FLOOR:)
JOHN: OKI What you want heretl
FRED: (THINKING ON HIS FEET) Listen...Arvola..l - I just - left
Anna...
JOHN (TAKE) Avnazi  {BRUTAL NOW) Aumna deadl
FRED: No...No} Listen, John...She!ll - she'll bte all right..
T R I o o o R L L
JOHEN: (STAGGERED BY ANN'S BEING ALIVE) Anna - 1s - living?
SAIMOST: DRUMNK. TEARSAsbhnnsnetteevig:.” eressd = went-
o drink...(ANGER RTSES) Drink, drinkl Where's -
bottleol
(CLINK OF BOTTILE)
JERRY: Here...here's & bobtle..
JOHN: Doutt move, youl ...Give me bottlel
(BEAT, ..THEN CORK OUT OF BOTTLE AND GUZZLE )
JOHN: G00d. .. (THEN TEARFUL VOICE AGAIN) o G R R 8
whalsyRoasaget
FRED1 She - she's golpg to be all right, John...8he - wanted
me to tell you thet - that she made a mistake..She -
fopglives you, John, . .She -~ wants you to come back -
JOHN: T - tell her...\nng

- me - T am hetter man as Mike Kangas!? Better, you heart!
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Sure, SuUrgas.. )

T tell her..Aimma, look.,.Who has bigger noze?l Me or
Mike Kangas?l T tell her..Anna; bigger nose means
better mani EotERTeN,

30 that's why you cut his ncee =

(DRUNKEN LAUGH) Sure, sure...Now Mike got smaller nose...
(TR

She wants you to come back, Johr...She wvants 0 marry

you, She loves you, youl

(SLOBBERING NOW) Anna say that?i ...hnpa 82y that 2l

Puiwauhntmhﬂﬂwl.s“?: ol TE
Mike, KangasS.ss

Anma figured qut for you, Johpe-~fhna sald you tell

paion and you defended yourselfi

That's 1t! You'll.¢et two years maﬁhé'ﬁ-$.:_;'ll walt
for youiﬁf,,ffj o
(GG

(READY TO PASS OUT) 4
(THEL; SUDDENLY HE REARS UP AND ROARS) You liel,..I..kill
you! You,.lie!l
(STAGGERING HEAVY STEPS UNTER ABOVE A5 HE MAKES
FOR THEM DRUNKENLY,.THEN CRASE OF CAMERA AND
HE RALLS TO FLOOR.,.)
(LONG LOW EXHALE OF FELIETF)
{sADLY) Well..there goes a good camerd...
Yéah....
Glve me.a hand with him.,.de?!ll take him to the car..
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Nope..I'm going to sit and let the water out of my knees

for about fifteen minutes...

Fifteen minutes?

Tt!'s gbout how long it!ll stlll take Sehulte o get here..
T put in a call to the police before I left..

(WEARY SARCASM) Thanks...

T didn't want you getting any ldeas that you had a bigger

nose than the police, thatls all...

Tn just & moment we will read you & telegram from Fred
Welnberg of the Duluth Minnesota Hews Tribune with the
final outcomes of tonight's BIG STORY,

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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TFRR BIC STORY
PROGRAIL #196
CLOSING COM:ERCIAL
CROUP: cu~rd against throat-scrétchl Cuard rgainst throat-
seratenl Gunrd against throat-seratell DBnjoy the smooth
snooth smoking of finc tobaccos.
CHPPELL: Smoke PELL ALl - the cilgarette whose mildness you ¢an
mesSure.,
FARRICT:  nemepber this - the further - pulf of stoke is filtered
through fine tobaccos; the milder it bocones.

CHPPOLL: AT the iyt puff by actunl mpeasurc PTLL MILL smokc 1s
3 i

£i1tered Turther than thrt of ~ny othor lending eignrciic,

Yeroover, after 5 puffs, or 10, oT 15, or 17, =72LL 1LLYE

grester lennth of treditionslly fine tabacecos £till

travels the sioke Further - filtors she sookc and makos
wiIRICy:  Thus, PELL VLIS fine =ellow tobrlcos ciye vou oA

smootingss, nildness and sstlsfretien no other elgrrotto

offors you.
CH*PPELL: Ask for +he lonpor, finer aigaretic in the distinruished

red nockage, PSLL MELL FAHOUS CIC IOTTLE - mountstendingl”

EARZICT:  And - they are mildl
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Now we read you that te}egram from Fred Weirberg of the
Duluth Minnesota News Trlbumne.

st trial of killer in tonight!s Big Story, Annc Weston
who finally recovered testificd agalnst him. Her
evidence convinced the jury. He was sentenced to
Minqesota's state Pprison at Stillwater for l;fe...P.S.
Since then; have learned that 1t3s wiser to call the
cops...My sincere appreciation for tonight'’s Pell Mell
pward.

Thank you, Mr. Weinberg..the makerc of PELL MELL F.\MOUS
CTG.RETTES ape proud to present you the PELL MELL $500.
Award for notable service in the Fleld of journalism.
Tisten agaln next week, same time; same station; when
PELI MELL FiMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY ~ 4 BIG STORY from the front pages of the Cincinattl
Times Star - by-line Patriciza Carmichael, & BIG STORY
gbout a reporter who found that 1t's a wise father who
knows his own doughter especially when she leads him to--
Muprder!

THE BIG STORY 1s prgduced by Bernard J. Prockter with
music composed and econducted by Viadimir Selinsky.
anight‘s program wase cdapted by sbram S. Ginnes from an
actuzl story from the front pages ~f the buluth
Minnesota News Tribune. Your narrator was Bob $loan, and

Bob Head;ck played the part of Fred Welnberg.

- (MORE).
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(CONT'D) 1In order to protect the names of people
actually involved in tonight's authentic BIG STORY,
the names of all characters in the dramatization were
changed with the exception of the reporter, Mr.

Weinberg.

— . —— - — i —

This is Brnest Chappell speaking for the makers of
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.
THTS IS NBC....THE NATIONAL BROALDCASTING COMPANY
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