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NBC & NET

THE BTG 3TCRY 1k

50:00)- iO:iQ)PM JANUARY 4, 1949 WEDNESDAY
CHAPFELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present ... THE BIG 3TORY!
(MUSIC:_ _ FANFARE. ._.) |
(A MAN PACING BACK AND FORTH)
NURSE: My Norton, do =it down. I'm sure Doctor Parish will be
coming cut of the maternity ward any moment nove...
(STEPS STOP)
ALBERT: Oh yes, But I wish he'd hurry, Nurse.,.
NURSE: (S8IGHS} 1T never saw a prospective father yet who wasn't
a bundle cf nervesz., If you'd try to be éalm, Mr Nortonaes
{(DOOR CPENS CI'F)
Oh. Here's the doctor noWeas
(STEPS COMING UP)
DOCTOR: Welll Cdngratulations, Mr Norton! You're the father of a
healthy, eight-pound baby girl!
ALBERT: (3TUNNED) Avsso.a ginl?
DOCTOR: That'!s right. And you may go in and see your wife now,
1f you like.,
ALBERT: (HARSH) No!
DOCTOR: What?
ALBERT: I won'!t gee hen!
DOCTOR: {SHOCKED) You don!t want to see your wife, Mr Norton?
ALBERT: (BIT'TERLY) That'!s what I said,Peetcr, (FADING A LITTLE)
I don't vant to see hen!
RoeR=Srall )
(MUSIC:_ _ UP_AND_UNDER)
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CHAPZEILL: THE 31IG 3TORY., Hexre ls Americal Its sound and its fury,
its joy and 1lts sorrow, asg faithfully revorted by the
men and women cf the great Amerilcan nevwspapers. (FLAT)
Kansas City, Miasscurli ~ From the wires of the United
Pregss the mtory of murdsr and a frustrated father,
Tonlght to reporter Sam Melnick of the United Press,
for his szensatlonal BIG STORY, goes the PELL MELL Award!

—_— e e e e e e

{COMMERCIAL)
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-3- TEE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #145

OPENING COMMERCTIAL:

CHAPPELL: Guard against threat-scraten! Yee, guard agalnst

throat-zcratchi

EARRICE: Enjoy smooth smoxingl
CHAPPELL: FELL MELL'S greater length of traditicnally fine

tobaceos travels the smoke FUPthEr oos

HEARRICE: Fllters the gmocke and makes it mild,
CHAPPELL: Puff by puff youlre always ahead when you smoke PELL

MELL., At the firgt puff PELL MELL smoke i3 filtered
further than that of any other lzading cigarette,
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL
gt1ll glves you a lonper, natural fllter of traditionally
Tine tobaccos =- %o guard against threat-ceratch. Yes,
PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos zive you 2 smoothness,

rildness and gatisfaction no other cigarette offers you,.

HARRICE: Don't let throat-serateh spoll your smoking enjoyment,
CHAPPELI: Guard against throat~scratchl

HARRICE: Enjoy smooth smoltingl

CHAZ?PELL: Agsk for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red package - 2ZLL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETT=S -

Qutstanding!"
HARRICT: And = they are mildl
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MOTHER:
SAM:
MOTHER:
SAM:
MOTHER:
SAM:
MOTHER3
SAM:
MOTHER:
SAM;:
MOTHER:

— v - e

i
Kanegas City, Missouri ... the story as it actually
happened .. Sam Melnick's story as he lived it ...
UP_AND UNDER)
You are Sam Melnick, a police reporter for the United
Prees, operating out of the Kanasas City Bureau. It's
been a long day, a dull day, and finally your stomach
tells you it's dinner time, There's one place you always

go for dinner, and for your money, 1t's the best meal

in Kangag City. 5o ... you get on the phone and make a

regsgrvation ...

(FILTER) Hello eas

Hello, Mom. Sam,

Oh. BSam, What time will you be home?
In an hour. Wnat's for dinner?

Fot proast,

Aaazahl! Pot roast.

With potato pancakes and applesauce.
Tell me more. Whatls for desgert?
Your favorite.

You don't mean lemon meringue ple,

I do. And now, Sam, you'll have %o excuse me. I've

got to get back to the kitchen. I'll expect you in
an hour.

Mom, wailt a minute!

Yee?

I've changed my mind. Better make thate..a half hour!

UP_AND UNDER)

e — A
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NARRATOR:

JACKIE:
ED:

JACKIE:
EDz
FORET
ED:

JACKIE:
ED:

JACKIE;

..5_

On your way home you stop In at Frank!s Bar, next to the
City Natlonal Bank Building and acrose the street from
the Kansas City Star. Just for a guick one. And you
don't know it at the time, but while youlre there gabbing
with the other newspaper boys, your Blg Story ls just
beginning to break, over on Twenty-Seventh Street ....

(CAR UNDER)
B¢, Tussusbetter stop the car here.

But we're gtill a couple of blocks from your house,
Jackle!

I mow., Bub ...

But you'ye afraid to let me take you homs,
inc RPN

(RISING)} You're afraid your father will see us)
e L o e

(BSBLERN—B Ty oitey.

(CAR TO STOP. IGNITION OFF)

(W I DETPRITITION F—Fachtes—3oak]

Ed, please,...let!s not talk about it any more!

Welve got to talk about it, honey.,,heve and now! I
glck of meeting you on street cofners, away from the
house,s I'm fed up with seeiﬁg you only in the daytime,
when your father's at the office, I'm tired of dodging
him, hiding from him. What are we, eriminals or "
something? '

Ed, you don't understand...!
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ED:

JACKIE:

ED:
JACKIE:

ED:

JACKIE:
ED:
JACKIE:

ED:

JACKIE:

ED:

JACKIE:

ED:

b
I do understandl Maybe you're afrald of your father,
Jackies. but Il not] What right has he got to run
your 11fe 1like this? VWhat kind of man is he, anyway?
He'ls been good to me, Ed. He's been a gocd father to
me, every since I can remember, Only...
Only what?
(LAMELY) Onl¥«...well, he has some funny Ildeas.
(BITTERLY) 1I'11l eay he has. Here you are, Jackle, 19,

Nineteen years old, and he's never let you go out with

boyse! I'm the firet boyfriend you ever had, And I _
have to meet Fou ewr—semmadi! Afé'&Cﬂ"ﬁf

[ S T . I
Ay 3w i a nULlL.Ll:'J.‘?

MHha S ooy menn 7

Wm&tmx, TV 0470 = e s wae o e =1 iy o el - PRt - B
SR TR T T T TSR Fow s bivapowend, Buk=memwenclt
-}e%454mwhﬂmﬂ*ﬁ%ﬁﬁ%&n-u—mﬁie-ofﬂy@&r"{ﬁ-ﬁﬁhiﬁ-ﬂhy%—w
(MISERABLY} I don't kmow, 2d, I don't know. |
Helther do I, Buf I'm going to find out...tonight.
Tonight?

Yezs You and I arvs golng tc have & date tonight, Jackie.
And vwhat's move, I'm coming to the house to get you.

Edl You can't] Dad!ll De home...

That's just the point, Welll sztand up to him together,
Na, Ed, nc! Ilm afraid; Iudesmbbei-od—fuminmdapmJdlioy
c&ﬂ"ﬁ-—?ﬁm‘mgﬁ

(EXPLODS) Dad, Dad, DAD! (THEN QUIETLY, GENTLY) Look,

honey. Youlre going to have to make a cholce.
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JACKIZ:

MARTHA:

JACKIZ:

(14 RTHA 3

JACKI=Z:

.-'T('-..
A cholee? Wnat...what chioice?
Elther vour father.,..or me, (SLOWLY) Tilther I come to
vour nousze tonight...or uwelre all washed up.
Ed, nol
Yes, That's the way it'e got to be, honey. Youlve got
to stop being afraid of your father some time, Ag long
as he owng you like thilis...there's no place for me.
(PAUSE) Well, Jackie? (QUIETLY) Stall I call for you
tonlight...or not?
(A BEAT) A1l vight, Ed. All right. You come to the

house., T., I!'11 bs waiting for youl

other, Teveoltnm afraid, ZA4'11 be here in half an hour,
And Dad..

Yee, Hel!ll be hore any ninute nova..

(FJITMTERY) I don't know, I don't Ynow. I shculdn't

have let Bd comc! What'll Dad sgay? Whatlll I tell himl?
(QUIZETLY) This time, Jacqueline, I'll talk to your |
father.

You? But Mothen ...

I know. For years, el -- cver since you were bormae.
Itve never dared stand up to him. But now...well, it's
time I did., You'lrc a grown girl now .. you Geserve a
1ife of your oWna...2 young man of your own,

Hother, I've asked you a hundred times .. and you've
never told me., Wy doee Dad let Zéna and Ruthie have all
the dates thoy want, but when 1t comes to me...well, why

am I different from my sisters?
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MART=A ¢
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MARTHA 5
ALBZRY
FARTZA
ALBERT:
MART=ZA Y
ATRERT:
MARTEA:

ALBERT:

MARTHA:
ALBERT:
MARTHA:

ALBERT:

MARTHA :

-5

It's a long stery, Jacqueline, And it goew way back,
Bome day I'1l tell you ...

(SLAM OF DOCE OFF)
ilother! 1It'e Dadl He Just came in the front door!
{ 0P etebomtrada ok’ 6 ymdl S RELATE T YOU
(PARABSZRD P~ Mrtherress | |
Quick, Jacqueline, Run upstairs to your room. F-wani
Fo~FrHe-toyourr ~fathep~atons. ..

(3TEPS RUNINING UPSTAIRS. SLIGHT PAUST)

{DCOR OP¥HS ON)
Jackie, T.,.(CUT8, TYEN, DISAPPOINTED) ©h, itfs you,
Martha.
(QUIETLY) Yes, Albert,
Wrerets Jackie?
Upstairs. Dreésing...
Pressing? For what...
She's gof a date tonight...
A date? Ycocu meanee.
I mean with a young man, Albert,
(AFTER PAUSE) (GRIMLY) I sece. {(JUST BEGINS T0 MOVE OFF)
Well, IT'11 soon put a stov to thatl
Albert! Just a minutel
Yez?
You're going to leave that girl alone.
Ohe Am I?7 {PAULEZ, TITN QUIETLY) You're taxzing a lct
for granted, arcn't ycu, Martha?
I'm trying to ztop you from ruining Jacqueline's life,

that's alll
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AT.BERT: What are you teliiing aboui?

MARTEA 3 Ok, I krnow wbat's golng on in your mind, Alcert. Ilve
known 1t ever since Jacgueline was borm. You wanted a
Doy .. you wanted a boy desperately, And you nated me

pecauge I bore you 2z thiwnd daughter, And all these

FEarS. ..
ALBERT: Yez, Martha? What about...z2ll these years?
MARTEA: You've tried to oring her uvrc as a boy. You've always

called her Jackie,..never Jacgueline, Youlve never let
her live a girl'ls life., G8he never had a doll, Allert,
You wouldn't let her have one. She never had a narty

dreess, nor a palr of dancing shoes, nor a string of

beads |
ALBERT: {QUIET AND GRIM) Go on, Martha. You interest me,
MARTIA: You never let her joln a2 sercrity, nor have glvifriends

iere at the house, o¥ go out with boys. Instead you
took her filshing, or bowling, or to tazeball and hockey
games. Yes, Alvert! A1l these years, to satisfy your
own frugtration, you'lve tried to bring ter vwp as a boyl
But now....now, you'lve failedl

ALBERT: I have, n?

MARTHA ¢ Yes, Yes,lAlbert, you have, She's a lcvely, mature
girl now, =BShe's In love with a young man, and she's
going to load her own 1llfe, and neither you nor anyone

€lse in thie world can stor Sh.vee!

ALBERT: {STMMFERING) 071, T can't, en? Well, we'il gee about thatl
MARTHA : Albert, you let that girl alcne)
" AILBERT: Get out of my way, Martha,
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MARTHA «

ALBERT:

JACKIE:
AIBERT:
JACKTE:

ALBERT:

JACKIE:
ALBERT:
JACKIE:
ALBERT:

JACKIE:
ALBERT:
JACKIE:
Pada I 3

| SICLE 1

-
Nol Ard don't you dare...!
Get out of my way, you-eddewenc! She's my child, do
you hear? And no ohe elses ig going to tell me how to

bring her upl

el I B =y L A

o MG
dff%bur mother tells me that you've got a date with a

young fellow...vhat he's comling here tonight,

Tez. \}ﬁ#‘i

Tou khoW my wighes in the matter...

(DEFIANTLY) Dad, I'm nineteen now! I'm not a child any
more!

I'm 2tlll your father, and I still know what's best

for you ...

But ...

Have I been a bad Tather to you, Jackie?

No, HNo, Dad, you haven't. |

Haven't we been....well, pals? Gone everywhere togethe »?
Dene everything together? ' |
Yes, but ... .

(GOES RIGHT ON) Why, welve been almost like...

Like father and son, Dad?
whyqn%“???“iwé@n%twkneanMEt~ju§w“ﬁ§@@pe&“th “re
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AT BERT:

JACKIE:

LT

JACKIZ:

Tl e -

"1 {51i'
(SUDDENLY, SAVAGE) Why did you say +#87 Hagz your mother
beer. taelkXing to yout
{FRIGETENED] No, DPad. No. Why? Whak...
(BLCK INTC QUIET MOOD) Nothinz, Only...I forbid you
to go out with thilz boy.
I'm gorry, Dad. I'm going out with him, anyway, I,..I
e ey
love him, and I'm going, ewsuidh himl
(R Pt L errim?

g,
Exeugh~to-mrrer-trinyrto go-awa Fiaid e tins--a-home of -
e s 49
e,

(QUIETLY) T ses. Then I'm.,.we're zoing to lose you.
(PLEADING) Dad, Dad, pisase. Try to understend...
T dg understand, (PAUSE) ‘What'e thie boy's name,
Jackie?

Ed, Ed Carligle,

2d Cariiele. And what time will he be here?

At eight, (ANXIOUSLY} Dad, you won't raise any fuza?
Youlll talk to BEd,..meet 2im?

(SINISTZR UNDERTONE) Yes. Under the circumetances,
Ilm looking forvard to meeting him, Jackie,

Oh, Dad, Dad, I xncw you'd see 1t my wayl (A BEAT)
Only...only ons thing.

Yea?

Please don!t call nz 'Jackie! any more. It soﬁnds toc
much like a Dboy'sz name, and I'm....wsll, grown uvn. Just

call me Jacqueline, Dadi

—_— T = A
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ATSERT:

ED:

ED:

=17-

{DOORBELL RIKGS)

(EEEPS~TO—DOtR——2T0T )

{(DOOR OPENS)
ey, |
(PN RPN R CT T ETE T It o e t—dacikic .
(BPHBE) Come in.

(DOeR-CHEBT )

HIE o)

Te Jackiesee?
She'ls in her roon. She’ll e down in a minute.
Ch,
(AN AWIWARD PAUSE )
(SUDDENLY} Br Nortor, I wanted to tallr tc you about....
(INTERRUPTING) I!'1: co all the talking around here, |

Carlisle, WMy daughter tslls me you two are In love...

And that you plan te marry hern, and take her away from
here,..from ﬁgf

Thatte right, sgir. With your permissicn ...

(SNAPS) You dont't have my permissiond

(AUISTLY) Itm scrry, Mr Morton. But in thai case,...
I guess we'lll have to get rarried without 1t,
(SIMMERING) You %try anything like that, you young
whippersnapner, and IT111 ®ill yeul

Ny Nortona..s

She bélongs to me, understand? Shels gy child, and
nobody's going to steal her fﬁcm me |

But HMr Nortonaes
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ALZERT: Get outl

ED: Iass

ALBERT: Get out of this house, I galdl

ED: No! No, I won't. Not until I say what I came to sayl

You might a=s well face it, Mr Norton, Jackle's
nineteen, BShe's a grown woran. Welve In love, and
youlre going to lose her. You know you're going to
lose heleasel

ALBERT: Oh, I am, am 1%

(DRAWER'OPENS)
ED: She's got a right to her freedom just like any other...
lants 20l B ploiares

(CUTS) Mr Norton! Zhevowrrtheoreisva-gunin-that-desk
~Arawerriiott « o

AL3ERT: (THICKLI) Nobody s going to steal Jacl:ie from me.

Nobeody's going to take her from me...

ED; (ALARMED) Mr Norton, No{ Put that gun GoWn...
(STEPS RUNNING DOWM STAIRS)
JACKIE: (OFF A LITTLE) Dad! Dad, nol Don't!
AL3ERT: (WILDLY) If I cant't have you, Jackle, nobody else will}
ED: (PRANTIC) Mr Novtonl! Nol
~foeREn)
{SHOT)
(MUSIC:_ _ _ UP_AND UNDER)
M&RR: It's a little after dlnner time vhen you, 3am Melnick of

the United Trese, get to your mother!s house, You gniff
the odors coninz from the kitchen, end you ralsze your eyes
to heaven, and your mouth “eginag to water. And you think,
Life Can Be Beautiful, in Xensas City or anyvhere else,

with cocking like that. And then your mother comes in,..
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MOTHER:
SAM:

MOTHER:

MOTHER?:
SAM:
MOTHER

SAM:

SAM:

SAM:

MOTHER:

SAM:

—

~14-
Sam, where have you been?
Just down to Franxls plaée, acrogs from the Star.
O0h. I wondered what happened to you. Itlve got
everytliing all ready. You'd betier get washed up and...
{PHONE RINGS)
Oh, noi Bam, don't ansver it,
I!'d tetter, Mom,.
Itfs probably that night manager down at the Bureau
again. And if that horritle man thinks hels going to
take you away from my dinner again, just because of a
2oy e
(PHOLZ RING AGAIN)
Forget it, Mom., Don't worry. It's been a very éull
day. 1711 just brusn him off and 31% down to dinner...
(PHONE RING BEZGINS, ANMD CUT OFI BY)
(RZCEIVER OFF HOOK )
Melnick talking. Oh. Hello, Bill. What? WHAT? On
Twenty-3eventh Street? Yeah., BSure. I'il get fight on
1t, T'm on my way noﬁl

{RECEIVER ON HOOK}

ST e e T T TR R T 7

(MOVING OFF A LITTLE) Mom, I gotta rushi

Bty ooy omremes?  Whai about my pot reast and
pancakesg? -

Keep 1t warm, Moms I!'ll be back as soon as I can. A
blt story's breakings..

What big story!

A father juszt murdered hils daughter.. ord-Refa—pctonm-

-
UP_AND _INTO)

{MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

A RRICE:

CHAPPFELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

..15_

MIDDLE COMMERC IAT:

(KO FILTER) THORAT-SCRATCH -~ THROAD-SCRATCH -- THROAT-
SCRATCH !

Guard againet throat-scratch!

Enjoy smooth smekingi

PELL MELL'S greaster length of traditionally fine

tohaccos travele the smoke further...

Fllters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

Puff by puff youlre always ahead when you smoke PELI MELL.
fit the finst puff FELL MELL smols is filtered further
than that of any other leading cigarstte, Moreover,
after & puffe, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still gives
you a lonzep filter of fine tobaccosgs - to guard agalnst
throat-scratch.

For PELL MELL'S greater lenzth travelz the smoke further
on 1ts way to your throat -- filters 1t naturally through
PELL MELL'S traditicnally fine, nellow tobaccosz - guards
against throat;scratch.

Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobacecos glve you & smoothness,

mildness and satisfaction no other clgawrette offers you,

Guard againzt throat-scratend
Enjoy smocth smokingd

Ask Top the lonzcy, finer clgarette in the distinguilshed

red package -~ PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstandingi’

And - they ave mild]l
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HARRICE:

NARR:

SAM:

2RACKETT:

SLEM:

BRACKETT:

SAM:

BRACKZTT:

DL

BRACKETT:

S4M:

3HACKETT:

-1E-

This 1s Cy Harrice roturning you to your narratore..

and THE BIG STORY of Bam Melnilck as he lived 1t...

and wrote 1t,.

You, Sam Melnick of the Unifed Press, have just been
tipped off that a senzaticnal murder has taken place

on your heat...Kangas Clty. BSo..you leave your mother's
dinner table and rush down to pollce headgquarters to get
yourself a few facts. Luckily, youlre the first reportern
there, but you know the rest of the wolves are on the
ways, And the first tiing you deo 12 corner Lleutenant
John Brackett, in charge ¢f the investigation...

So this Albert Norton kliled his own daughter, John..,
That's right, 3am. Started to go for her boy friend
firet, but when the girl came downsgtalrs, he spun arcund
and let her have it. Then he brouks away.

And no trace?

No trace, But welve blocksd all the hipghways, got

men at all the pallroad, air and bus terminals,

You know, John, he gould be right here In XKC.

Could be. Hie wifec called uz right after he shot

the daughter. Whercever te 1z, he didn't have time to
get very far.

Speaking of Worton'! wife, where Iz =l nouwt

We'lre keeping her and her itwo daughters and the boy,

Ed, Caprlisle, down here at headquarters.

Hmmmm, Protective custody, &h?

Yep.
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SAM:

BRACKETT:

-17~

Then you figups this Hortan is stlll dangerous...
that he might come back and try somsthing clse.
Can't afferd to think otherwisze, Sar, A man who'd do

a job like thiz iz more than a killer. He's a manlac.

ERACKETT:
SAMs
3RACKET:
SAN:
SRACKETTs
SAM:
ERACKETT:

BRACKETT:
SAb:

BRACKETT:

SAMe

il —or— b e t—orrey ooy Got-an-ldeteof the.
2

moblve, John?

Well, it scems that Norton was dead sef agalnst tpié

kid, Ed Carlisle, taking out hisz daughter.

. $0s..he shot hor, instead of him. o

‘f’t—rs,p .
Funnf}\
“
Phat's funny.
S _.r"'
I don't know. ™It just doesn't,2dd up.

Nething adds up iﬁxg killingfiike thig, Samw.

Hmmm. Guess you'lre figgt} Wall, much obliged John.
RN

I'd better be golng..: ™~

hy
-

- S
Any place in particular? x\\\
Well, for the_séke of peace in my\oWn family, I ought

Y
B

to go home fo dinner, o
But? .
But_right now toey'rec walting down at the Bufeau for &

stéry to send over the UP wive. And I1'd better. see

1P I ean aig up onel
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SAM:
MOTHER:

SA4Ms

MOTHER:
SAM:
MOTHER:
SAM:
MOTEER:
AR
HOT:IER:

5AM

HOTHER:

MOTEER:

SAMe

MOTHER

~18«
By this time, everyone and his ccusln in Kansas Clty
are svamplng the svwitchboards, claiming theylve seen
A1bert Norton. You check a few leads, Phony. TYou talk
to Horton's sister, a Mrs, Anna Regal, 3She hasn't heard
a thing. You pldc with a prowl car for avhile, and draw
blank, Finally, in decp dizgust you ask the police
despateher to ecall you in case anything breaks, phone
your rother that you'lre coming home for that dinner.
And when you got thcre...
Hczllo, tlom,
Dor.'t you ‘helle! me, Sam Melnick!
Av, lisgsten, MomeseI couldn't help it. I had to go out
on a story. {BRIGHTLY) HoW...how about that pot-roast.
Did you get that story, Sam?
No, |
Wzll, you're not goling to get that pot-roast, sither.
I'm not?
oo T képt it walting for you so long that 1t'lz all
dried out.
Ch.
And now, you'll have to cat meat loaf.
{BRIGHTENS } Meat loaf! Well, what'e wrong with that?
i like meat loaf'l
(SUDDEN SMILE) I know you do, son. I'Wwe got 1t
gizzling on the pan now. And in a few minutes,..

( PHONE RINq) _
(IN ANGUISE) Ch, nol
Mome s

Don't you dare answer that phone, Sam Melnickl

RATHKO1T G170452




SAMe

n
SAM:

SERGEANT :

SAEM:
SERGEANT:

Sabls

SAMs

SAl:

ri0THER:

i‘iE‘.S L] REGAL:

REGAL:

MR3, REGAL:

..19..

Mom, live pgot tol

{(PHONE RINGS AGAIN)

{RECEIVER OFF HOOK)
Melnick talkingaes
(FILTER) Sam, this 1z Sergeant Blalne, down at
Headquarters.,
Yes, Sergeant?
Juzt wanted td tiz you off that the killer just phoned
his sistevr, Mrs. Regal.
What!
Yaah, 3Better get up 2nd sgee her before the rest of the
wolvce got wise,
I'm on my way, Scrgeant. And thanks!

(RECEIVER Ol HOUK}
Mom, I've got to rusal (FADING) See you laterd
(WAILS) But Sami What abeut my meat loafl
3RLIGE)
Mres. Regal, just what did your brother say when he
phoned?
Why, firet of all he wanted to make sure that...that
Jackiec was dead.
Yce?
And.then he wanbted to dnew where his wife was. Then,
before I could say anything elss, e Win% UD.
I sce,
(SHUDDER) Mr. Melnick, 1t gave me goossflcsh just to
listen to hir. Albert's alwayes been 2 llttle peculiar,

but his voice over the phonc,..uwell, it sounded crazyl
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L03. REGALs

0}
i

MES. REGAL:
SAM:
MRS, REGAL:
SAM:

1IR3« RECGAL:
SAM:
MES . REGAL:
SAl:
(IR . REGAL:

SAM:

— At ——

IRACKETT:
SAl

TRACKETT:

SRACKETT:

Sk

BRACKETTs

-2 (-

Mrs. Regal, &id you ask him where he wan calling from?
Why, yee. L asked him right off. Mo said he wasg
¢alling from a reztaurant, |
(PUZZLED) A restaurant? At this time of night?

That!e what he sgaid, |

Hmmmmm, Mrg. Repggl.es

Yea?

While you were listening, did you hcar anything over
the phone that might suggest a reataurant..you Know,
diches rattling...pots and pang?

Why, no.

Any sound of strect care golng by?

No. No, there was nothing over thé phone exccpt Albert's
volice.,

Hmanonnt «

Gucgs I haven't teen of much help, Mr, Melnlck.

On the contravy, Mre, Hcozol, you have. Youlve becen

a mighty big help. In fact, you've Jjust given me an

1dzal

S0 you'lve got a hunch on where the killer is, Sam?
That's righ%, Look, John...detls add thls thing up.
Okay. Go ahsad and addl

The ¥iller ealls als sister at ong aycm and saye hete
calling from a rcetaurant...

307

So.there aren't very many restaurants in KC open at that
time of nilght.

There &TC SOMG.
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D.(I.'n‘l‘{:

BRACKRETT:
SAM:

BRACKETT:

SRACKETT:

BRACKETT:

P
BT
‘.

SA

.

SRACKETT:

SAM:

. BRACKEDT:

-2~

Sure, But they'vre mostly on the maln stycets, And

./:'*/ 2
you'lve goct prowl caras patroling b Ottt O] o
It stands Lo reascn that Norton wouldn't take a chance

expoging himzclfs And Mre. Regal heard no strect cars...

el s A
Ratbdng like that,
In other words, ..
In other words, John, the killer wasn!t calling from
a restaurant at all, He was phoning from a private home.
That's interecsting, Sam. Very. Do you know how many
private homes there sre ln Xansas City?
Sure. But my hunch is that the killer.was calllng from
his own home.
¥Hot that old cliche about the killer returning to the
gcene of his crime,
I can't back it

I know. 1 =aid 1t was only a hunch,

up with anytkhing concrete. Stillaa.

5t1i11 what?

He might héve gone back to his own house. You're holding
the rest of hiz family down here under protective custody,
and the house 1lg empty.

Hmmrmmmm .

Anyway, I'm going to havas a look. ( A BEAT) Care to
comg along, Jchn?

{PAUSE) Maybe I‘& hetter. If your hurch Yurned up right,
and I wasn't thewre, I'd never forgive myszelf. (CEUCKLE)
Nelthey would the Folice Commisszioner.,

Qkay, John. Let's go.
Right with you, But Tefors we leave, 3am, thers's

zomething T forget to tell you.
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aAM:

ZiLCKETT:

SAM:

BRACKETT:

BRACKETT:
S

-

SAM:
BRACKETT:
SAM:

CAIHEDT
SAM:

ORACKETT:

~22;
What'e that? _
Your mother.phaned.headquarters here a little while
ago. Wanted to talk to you rsal bad.
Yes? What did she say?
Well, she was so upset.over the phone I didn't quite
get what she was gaylng, But 1t was zomething about

a meat loafll

The Norton house 1s dark, with the shadeq drawn. .

&hnz— Tt
You and Lieutenant Brackett try the, door,_t. Feyrtes locked
Then In the moonlight, you notice a car standing in the
back yard, ¥You Iollow Brackelt Into the yard, the
shivers running up and down your gpine as you reflect

on what a beautiful target you make there in the moonlight
St o ts g Cwak

just in jaﬂe the killer ig home. & Te

or,,, fei d i zgﬂ,{_z;.;‘? Mﬂ-‘/(f A T g = d}f»«--‘d;-ef "’,—':-
Sromabhecasr~in-chee

Aol A - . -

st imble-upaor-

rs f’-f} ¥

(COMING IN) Yes? Waat is 1t, Sam?

"~ Look what I found,

Hmmm,” ‘A screudriver.

ind theae .:Di"t of glaza, ’//_f__,—-

Looks like the klllen fo’rf’et his keve ublen he pughed
out after thermu;der, and had to jlmny through 2 window.

Then...then Norton may be in the house nov.

Iep. Your hunch may turn up paydlrt at- that, Sam.

Let's go. T
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SAM Go where?
CT.CERTT: To the fﬁont deor,
SAM But it's locked,
BRACKRTT: I've got some passkeys with me. They usually"ﬁork.
Come on eve _
(MUFFLED BEAT OF STEPS'bN GRASS, THEN 3TEPS ON
SIDEWAﬁﬁ?H3;HEN/SfEPS UP STAIRS AND ONTO PORCH.
THENfsToEj‘ o )
/,(?iﬁy VOICES LOW OR IN WHISPERS)
BRACKETT: _Heii; here!s the door! Let's see about & key Nnow ...
’ (CLIMK OF KTYS, THEN KEY IN LCCK)
SAM: Any luck?
mmwmw%mmm—momwﬁ« T
(KEY TURNS IN IOCK)
RBACKETT: That's 1t, Sam, It werke, The door's open.
SAM: {SCARED) Okay. Let....letls go in,
- et £l
3IRACKETT: On sscond thought, Sam, maybe I'd better go *n and-flweh—
thise 4£ﬁg§;_myself...;£ he's there.
SAM: Oh no, Joln, I'm golrng in with you.
SRACKETT: You don't have to, Sam. Youfre a reporter. But I'm
a police officer, I've got to go in. Ittls my duty,.
SAM: But it's my story.
BRACKETT: It night be dangerous +ua

o

DRACKETT:
SAM:
BRACKETT:

-23

1111 keep my fingers chosged,
Okay., DBut before we go In, have you got a gun?
Asesas gun? Ha. |
You earry this

All »ight. I'll keep my fun ready.

flashlight. (PAUSE) Wall...let's go in,

{DOOR CREAKS OFFM)

ATHKOT 0170457




ZELCERTT:
SAM:

BRACKETT:

SAM:
BBEACKETT:
SAM:
BRACKETT:
SAM:
BRACKETT:

3RACKETT:
SAM:
BRACKETT ¢

BRACKETTy

BRACKETT:
3AM:
TRACKETT:

A VI .
N T -4

Shi:

-2l
(4 PAUSE)
Zee anything?
No. |
Let's look around.
(A FEW 3TEPS. THEN.STOP)
John!
Yea?
I..;.I emell zomecthing.
What?
Stalé coffee,
(OFF A LITTLE)

Hmmme You're right.

light over here. There's a tabless.

(ChEoK )
{PAUSE)

Do you =see what I cee?

Sam, rlazh the

Yeah. A cup of cold coffes...and some cigapette butts,
Dooks like ocur friend is sorcewhers aroundeairs

(DOOR SIAM OFF)

(SHARP) Saml

EFo e o o
(PAUSE)
He'z in the other rcom.

¥eah.

Put out that flashlight!

Sam, you move to one =zlde ., avay from the door.

But,..

Do as I say!
okay.
{PAUSE)
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' BRACKETT:

3PACKETT

BRACKEIT:

ERRRT ¢
BRACKETT:
ALBERT:

3NMe
BRACKETT:

S"\"o

2RACKETT:

-25-
{PROJECTS) All right, Norton, coms cutl And come out
with your hande upi
(NGO ANSWER)
Okay, Norton. If you don't come out, we'!ll have to
corme in after youl
(A PAUSE, THEN)

(&4 SHOT, MUFFLED IN OTHER ROOM)

69 )y dﬂ/faéf o@#‘“f;f el

(YELLS) M , Sam!
{DCOR PLINGS OFPEN)

1

Pamypmromedprmprmes =TI i-you?
(YELLS) Drop that gun, Norton!
Hobt belersz. .l glve you...this!
(3HOT, THEN ANOTHER SHOT)
{GROAN. THEN 30DY THUD)
(SHAKY] Jolni Johnd...are you all right?
Yoah, -He=mrbmsedewms, (4 BEAT} And many fhanks, Sarn.
For what?
If yeou hédn't flashed that 1light in his face when you did,
hc'd have killed me sure. From where I wag standing, I

was looking right down the mouth of his gunl!

¢R§Hﬁf;?**ﬂwﬂnﬁndﬂthﬁt43“?6@ﬂxBigﬁiborrwwwks~i$mtumnadwoutlﬁglhap&m

»”the arbulance came.

~Merton himself had fired thb Jatxl-e ot fn his bedroom,

ard Lieutsnant Br@c?ﬁff'had vinzed him In the arm, so

L [

that hewdropped his gun. “Rnyway, Norton died just before

e
=,
...,

(HCRE )
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NARR: And you, Sam Melnick, very tired and very hungry, phone
{(cout o)
in your story to the U.?. 3Bureau. Finally, at four

ololock in the morming, you coms home ».s

MOTIHER: Hella, 3am,

SAM: Mom! You still up?

MOTHER: T 2ti11 waiting for you to come home for dinner, son,.
ShMs Oh. Gee, Mcrm, I'm sorry. Had to cover 2 big story.

A father killed hi:z &aughter because...well, because he

wanted a boy, in the first place.

MOTHER: Heve...eat your dinner.
SAM: But Mom, thie is just pie and mllki
MOTHER: It's all I got lefs, The meat loaf cocked dry, just

1ike the pot rocast. And do you know what, Sam?

SAV What, Mom?
MOTHEER: I wish you'd been born a girll
(MUSIC: . _ _ CURTATN. . )

CHAPPELL: In just a moment we will read you a telegram from Sam
tleinick of the United Press with the final outecone of
tonight's BIG 3TOHY,

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PRIGRAM #145

TIOC NG COMVERCIAL:

HARRICE: Don't let throat-scrateh spoil your mmoking enjoyment.
CIAPFELL: Guard agalnst throat-scratch!
HARRICE: Enjoy smooth swmolkirz!

CHAFPELL: PELL MZLL ‘'z greatepr length of traditlonally fine

tobaccos travels the smoke further...

ZIARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild. _

CHAPPELLY Fulf by puff you'lvs aluays ahaad when you enoke PELL MELL e
At the first puff PZLL MELL znoke 1z filteyrsd further
than that of any othsy leading clgarette. Moreover,
after 5 puffez, or 1C, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still gives
you a loenger, natural filter of traditionally fine
tobaceons - to guard against throzt-zcratch. Yes, PELL

MELL 'S fine tobaccos glve you a emoothness; mildness

and satisfaction no other cigarette offeys FOU,
HARRICE: 80, don't let throat-scraten gpoil your smoking
enjoyment .
CHAPFELL: Guard against throat-scratch!
ZARRICE: Enjoy smooth smoltingl

CHAPPELL: Azk for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red package - PRLL IZLL FAMOUS CIGARITTES -~

"Qutstanding!"
T rnTaw, 4nd ~ they are mildl
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-28- 2ud HEV.

Muszc: | IAG._.d -

CHAPPELL: Now we read you that telegram fron Sam Melnick of the
United Press. _

ez A

MELNICK: As it turned out, killer in tonight!s Big Story had -<ftred
Z Qﬂe;w,z"'tftud-cdﬁ?
sho—fabal-ohet in his bedroom, and the Licutenant had
winged hin in the arn, so that he dropied his gun. Killer

Freve Aeeg £tdd el ez
die@?just beforc the arbulance cane. Truc to her husband
to the bitter end, widow declared that, except for
insanely jealous rages, he was a good father. Many thanls
for tonight's PELL MELL AWARD.

CHAPPELL:  Thank you, Mr, Melnick...the mekers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL 3500
award for notable serviece in the ficld of journalismn,

HARRICE: Listen agnin next wcek, sane time, same station, wnen
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present ancther BIG
STORY - 5 DIG STORY from the front pages of the Reno
Nevada Gazctte --by-line, Frank McCulloch., 4 BIG STORY
about 2 nillionaire who was rmurdered in the ueconlizht
for eight dcllars and a bag of rolls.

(MUSIC: _ _ THEME WIPE oND_FaDh I0_DBG ON _CL

CHAFPPELL: THi BIG STORY is produced by Bernerd J. Prockicr with
rmusic by Vladimir Selinsky, Tonight's program was
adapted by Max Ehrlich fron an actual story fron the
front pazes of the Unltcd Press. Your narrator was Bob
Sloane, and Grant Richards played the part of Sanm Melnicl.
TR Brdéer to Frotéet” the names of poople actually involved
in tonight's authentic BIG STCRY the nares of all
characters in the dramatization were changed with the
exception of the reporter, Mr. Melnick.

AMysic: THEME UP_FULL AND FADE FQR:)

e Y e mm AR v e wn iR emT A e el T
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CHAPFELL: This is Ernest Chappell speaklns for the makers of PELL

MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.
ARNCR: THIS IS KBC sse THE NATIORAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #146

CAST

NARRATOR
WOMAN
WAITRESS
GIRL
FRANK
MAN
FETERS
HEAD WAITER
STEVENS
TOMMY
-CLERK
SHERIFF
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EDDIE
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THE_BIG STORY #146

NBC & NET
(3 )
12:00 - 10330 FM JAMUARY 11, 1949 WEDNESDAY
(Frank McCullock, Reno, Nevada Gezette)
CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present ... THE BIG STORY!
(MUSEC;, _ _ PANFARE)_
STEVENS:. (COLD, UNEMOTIONAL THROUGHOUT} You the night clerk?
CLERK: You just signed the register -~ you just gilve me your
money --
STEVENS: (INTERRUPTING) Okay, vou'vre the guy. Juet tell me this.
How's the hunting in these parts?
CLERK: You mean deer, Year, robbit -- that kind of thing?
STEVENS: Yeah, Where can I zet a 227 Automatic pistel of rifle,
CLERK: Gee, I don't know.
(STEVENS UNFOLDS A NEWSPAPER)
STEVENS3:: A1l yight, Tell re this. I see a big, full pages ad 1n
the paper -- "Open house at Cal-Neva Ranch." What's that?
CLERK: It's o blg place out near the Callifornia border -- about
thirty miles out. They do 1t the opening of every senscn.
Free drinks on the house, frece ueal --
STEVENS Big crowd?
CLFRK: Packed,

STEVENS:

Maybe that'll be even better thon =-- what did you say --
desrs, bears and rabbits, Yeanh, that ought to be even
bettor. (HARD) Now I want a .22 -- rifle or automatic

plstol., Eow!
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CHAFPELILS The Blg Story., Herc ls Amerieca, its sound and its fury,
1ts joy and 1ts sorrow as folthfully reported by the men
and the women of the great Armorican nowspapers. {PAUSE)
(FLAT )} Reno, Nevado. The story of o reporter who shoved
thet gombling ~nd ¢iverce can alsc mean murder. Tonight

to FPrank McCulloch (PRONOUHCED—IMesdizi ) of the Reno
Nevada Grzette for his Big Story, goes the PELL MELL

AWARD,

(OPENILG COMMERCIAL)
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-3- THE BIG ST0RY
PROGRAM #1146

{LmTTTTE COMMERCIAL

CHAPPELL:

EARRICE
CHAPFELL:

EARRICE:
CHAPPFELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE
CEAPPELL:

FAHRICE:

Guarc sgainst throat-scrateh! Yes, guord ageinst throat

gerateh,)
Enjoy smooth smokingz!

PELL METL'S mroater Longth of traditionally fine tobaccos

travels the smo%e further...

Filters thce smoke ond rokes 1t mild.

Puff by puf'f vou're always ahead vhen you smoke PELL MEIL,
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1s filtered further
than that of any other leading cigarette, Moreover, aofter
5 puffs, or 10, cr 17, or 17, PELL MELL still glves you 2
longer, naturnl filter of traditionally fine tobaccos -

to guard ngainst throot-scroaten. Yes, PELL MELL'S fine

tobacces glve you = grmocthness, mildness ond gatigfaction
ne other clgarette offers you. '
Don't let throat-scratch spoil your'smoking cnjoyment.
Guard agoinst throat-serotch!

Enjoy snooth smoking!

Azl: for the longen

nger, finer cigoretic in the dlstingulshed

red package - PELL UFLL FAMCUS CIGARETIES - "outstonding™!

And ~ they crc mildl
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LHBPPELL ¢
_ e % {ﬁeno-ﬁevada, the story as it actually happened -- Fronk

McCuallochts story os he lived it%’l‘he body was found
AR =

gslumped over the wheel of o Cadillane, a bullet having

entered through the loft tomple and lodged 1in the brain,
The neektle was drown up tight agalnst the thront., He
was ldentificd by o loecal »esldent of the Lake Tahoo
region, just inside the Hevedn border, near Californiso,

MAN: Sure, Sheriff everybody knows him. eme's Wenzel, 0Owns
a let of pronerty in these ports. 3cme say he's rich ns
Croesus, some say he didn't have a dime.

SRR, T had i f-Hongoddamdioegua Bt e i B wE 1o

b 160 516 i SO £ ROy WO 0 Loy L0 B854 16
Chipge

{MUSIC: _ _ IN VITH NARRATIOHN)

NARR: Two feobt fream the rich (or poor) rcol estate dealer on

the floor ef the car, wao the cnsing from o ,22 ecalibre
shell, and on the scot next %o him wos o bag of sweet
rolls bought ot the Flixir Bakery ncar Iake Tahoc.

SHERIFF: These rolls beusht here?

WOMAN: That's right Sheriff, Those cre our six for a guorter,
They 're very good.

SHERIFTF : I'm sure, I'm sure. Did o biz f2t mon about -- 70 =-- buy
thom?

TOMAN You mean Mr, Wenzel? That's right., He buys them olmost
every other doy. Y&u know, sometimes I can't understand
whather he buys them accruse he likes them like he says,

- or beeoause thot’s whot he ents for his lunch. Sl
FEwefollcs. bt eyl | Ve de o lilE - -
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. CHEZRIFF:

WOMAN:

SHERIFEF:

— . e

HEAD
WALTER:

THORIFF

HIPAD
HUATTER:

SHERTYF :

..5..

~-birembd ., Did he say anything to you about going to the
open house at the Cal-Neva Ranch?

Isn't that funny? Wovw that you montion it, I soid to my
husband, "What's ho buying rolls for if he's going to the
Cal-Neva Ranch orening? He'll get enough to sat there.”
o I s s S agat VS R (O

. n

et by

(INTERRUPTING) Okoy thanké.l Lot mo have one of them
brovnies, They look good.

By nov the nous of the dcath had rveached you, Frank
MéCulloch, reporter for the Renc Gazette -- renched all
of Reno -- and you were out at the Cal-Novo Ranch with
Sheriff Parsons oz he guestioned the hoad-waiter. The
Ranch was a beoubiful, spravling place, its dining room
in California, (open ti1l 2) its bor and gambling room in
Nevada {cpen all nite). Vory pleasant and comfortable
and very convenient, and the hoad walter wont with the
place.

(SMOCTH) Well you see, Sherdff, our open house is perhops
the most popular event of the scason., We get -- oh

2500, 3000 peoplo in thet doy. (deasis A lobo.-ateible
Nttt O ~Earma b obwps . |

(IMPATIENT} And Wenzel was in?

Oh yes, homoukéri-t—miso—t—bhimmeddiowrths bonmol foaanenl,
aRe-SPoo=drinio--on—bhevenre --

Someiong ,
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FEAD ~tmbad- 1ike I said, it was crowded and Mr. Wenzel was
WATITER:
waiting on the line for a table ané I didn't have a table
-~ I mean, I couldn't give him a table alone, so I asked
him 1f he would mind doubling up. He said, "Sure” and
he =a%t down at the table with this other fellow.
SHERIFF: What was the other fellow like?

HEAD Just a fellow -~ young -- I really d4idn't notice.
WAITER:

SHERIFT': What did they tealk about -- I meen at the table?

HEAD: Well, I woulén't eavesdrop.
WAITER:

SHERIFF: Okay. Show me the wvaitress.
{MUSIC: _ _ VERY_BRIEF)

WATTRESS: Well, he was very fussy. I brought him the curried
chicken and he seid, "You call thls curried chicken?” and
he sent 1t back. And then he sald the mashed potatoes
had lumps in them and the ccffee was ¢cold --

SHERIFF This was Yenzel?

WATTRESS Oh no, sir. The cther fellow, the voung fellow -; the
gaed lookirg one. You couldn't do nothing to please him.
Zven about the ice-aresm he had to say something.

SHERTFF & What did they telk alout?

WALITRESS! Well, as rear as I could get -~ (you know, I vas very
busy} -- the young one was Interested in buying property
in the area and the fat ons --

3IFE: {INTERRUFTING) Wenzel?

]

b

W Tl
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HAITREGS

SHERIFTE :

WATTRE3Z:

Bz imn O

EDDIE:

-7 -

I guess that's his name. He keot saying that there

wvasn't any better land in the Lake Tahoe region -- you
wnovw, like a sales talk. And the young one kept saying,
vell, he didn't ¥now if he vanted to stay in this pert o~
the country, and the fat one kept savirzy how he couldntt
da better., He kept =saying these were the choicest lots in
the vhole area, but T was busy. I dldn't really hear what
they =said. .

They leave together?

Well, they mast have becmuse they were there, and vwhen I

1

locked the next timre,

ere was a lady and gentlemen
sitting there. T was surprieed because the young one left
a dollar, He éidn't act lixe a tivper to me. The fabt one
didn't leave nothing.

IN WITE NARRATICN)

The last 1linl oeiween the %wo nen -- the fat dead one and
the thin young one -- came from an acscoiate of Wenzel's,
a young mAan whe worked with him in the real estate office.
Bt b G diOll 1 i @it B b@a g 0r-aMd - § heretrairirrsetivtaed ocithe 42
eand f-undereban i o ~Wheatl OUFd-Wan L. £0=Gtmdmbhit Bilmbdriie ~4 ha £
I 2 [ pepracon) el ol
WHﬁEbf—aﬁty"Eﬁyearj*ﬁﬁt“ﬁvﬁwas~éﬁe~@£gaheﬁﬂe&&tvﬁt”§ﬁd
SR e gy 3o,

{ LU RALTRSG e Y 0t S b b N S L AagaC 1
Peddemmopewentie.  Lfter he finished eating (I was at

Al

another table), he came over ard said, "Eddie”, (that's
3

my name -- Eddie) "I think I got a sale." And I said, "Gee
Mr, Wenzel, 1t's a funny time to be golng out with a

crospect.” It was going on 11 o'elock,
(MORE)
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E?PEE? Phen he gaid, "Listen, if I can't sell that boy a piece cof

ge D) property by moonlight, I'll eat my own necktie." And then
to find the tie tied around his neck like 1t was, He was
a fine, happy, fcod man.

{MUSIC: _ _ UP_AND UNLER)

NARR: And <t stops there, A rich (or poor) man shot through
the temple, last seen wlth a good-looking young prospect.
Period, And thai's 211. UNothing else shows up.

(MISIC: _ _ PUNCTUATES

NARR: But you, Fronx Melulloch are & crime reporter and for you
the casze 1s not "olosed, Becouse of a thcory you hayﬁ
that is thls: Somevhere, sometime, somsone ﬁiiﬁ;fiﬂﬁifé“
ordbediem nbout every A jody crime cormmitted. That's been
your experience -- 12 years of 1t, And so you start on
your beer-and-listening-system., In the dives along
Comnerclal Avenue {vhere somevhere sometime someone rust
talk) --

{2RER HALL., & GLASS 02 PLACED IF FRONT OF FRAMK. HE
f DROPS A QUARTER ON THE COUNTER)
L S

FRAMK : -"'ABe-er, Tonr:y ¢

TOMMY ¢ Whiskey.

FRAITC: You zot it, Tommy, this one heppencd thirty miles out.

TOMIY ¢ Thirty-ons. From here to the Cal—ﬁeva Ranch 18 31 nlles
-- 1T measured it cnece By car.

FRALI ¢ How d1id vou know whot T was teoiltiins ohoutb?

TOMTY e You asked guesticns -- a 1ot of rloces.

PRATK 3 (S0TTO) What do you ¥nov about Wenzel? (PAUSE) I'm

interested in findins out about --
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TOMTY s

FRAYK :

PETERS
FRANK:
PETERS

FRANIC
FETERS

FRANK:

FETERS
TREATIT:

PETER

[#2]

*
-

-.9_
(INTERRUPTS ) Morbe you shouldn't.
Shouldan't what?
You said you was 'Interested', Maybe you shouldn't he,

What does that mean?

Just what I soatdé, Do yourself g Tat favor -- save

Py
yourself trouble, ond I mean-g+Bféswit trouble. Forget

about it. Come on -- where's the whiskey?
Tommy knowve. No crime within 100 miles he doesn't knov
about but thore's no more. He swvallovs his whiskey, and

another onc, and 2 third, but therels still no morc --

Just the enigmntic "nmybe vou shouldn't Be interested.”
Then Sgt, Dave Peters sidfies aver.

Where you golng, Mesuldeen? @?fﬂijgz

Just walking around, -

What gave you the iden you would =zet ony answers on the
. " Loy

-

/'tl -
= p

Wenzol ¥illing ip=Rene?

How di¢ you %now I was on Wenzel?

Loolk, let's don't spar, huh? I got other things to do.
What de you Lnow, MeCulloch?

I got ldeas. I got theories and I got idens,

Okay. You ploy it clesc to the chest -- so will T.

I know Jenzel wasn't rich., I knov he was o fourflusher,
that he hnd those lots on consigmment and if he sold
them he had a dollar, and if he didn't, he hod bubtons.
Thet much I know. I figure thls ‘prospect' -- the young
guy, the good looking one -- he thought he had a toke, but
he found out he didn't have o toke. Something got

c¢rossed up somevhere ond the gun went off.
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FRAITC: 4nd want do you know aboub the 'prospect'?

PETERS® Kothing. But I ¥now this -- two doys bhefore the killing
there was n gunman in town -~ I don't Lknow where he
stayed, I don't krov what he did, I don't know what he
was after,

FRANIK: That I heard about also.

PETERS: T know this guy -- the gunman -- was out shopplng for 2
.22, That's the only connection, Whot he looks like I
don't ¥now and what he was ofter, I don't lnow, oxcept
he tricd to met o .22,

FRAMK: You want to team up? What I got, you got -- and vice
vorsd. -

PETERS: A1l right. You got & denl. But no storics Lo i /-”ﬂﬁ'f'ff—'"'

PR ey,

RRERR S ( LoV T hearmbout—thi s-boy IR Tdn t=toi-opow-%o
nabodyu::*ngg:sxaa—my~has%~§réend7vnotmevcﬁ"mymwife.

FRANTE: F-woenliplonning - o eedwpod Nomgdck L oleadbolw-De-se8lng
B koo yuae i rbs b o

RELRERST Yook,

(MUBIC: _ _ F¥e@BRIQUS SLFEGHITE, IN WITH_NARRATION)

IARR: Athrrpie--bestreon o ehmirpafipures —- A‘gunman and
a prospect buying recl estote -- a 22 callibre gun and
from the way Sgt. Peters tolked, from the way Tommy talked
a ange thnt isn't very healthy to mention. And so you
don't -- not to vour best fricnd, nob to your wife. (PAUSE)
But the next moraing, Tommy (whose lost name nobody knovs )
comes over to you in another Commercinl Avenue bar,

TOMMMY & You got a loose half-Tuck on you?

-10-
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FRATIC:
TOMMY 3

IPRANK:

TOMMY ¢

FRANK :

-11_
All the time, Tommy,
Whiskey, no choser, {CASUAL) So, you and Sgt. Peters 18 o
palr, You'll e getiing in the goszip columns next.
dow do you know?
(CALLING) Make 1%t a beer chase, You know the Golden Idght
Hetel?
I've heord of it,
Trere 18 a1 rnight clerk thers, nome of Addiscn, but like I
teld you belore -- 1t's something you shouldn't be
interecsted 1in,
(SMILING) I'=m not, Toumy. It's just I 1ike to got o room

ot the Goldon ILight.

FRAMK:

CT.ERK

FRANK 3

CTIERI ¢

(SCARED) Where vwould I get a .227 T don't krow nothing
about o .22, ¥ou think if a fellow comes in here ond

says 'Get me n ,22" I'11 20 out and et him a 227
(TVEULY) Locok, Addisen, I Feard ycu weren't veryl
particular,

kay, I ain't denying it -- thies ain't the best hotol
in town. You cnxn oot things here -- zure. But guns?
Do gir! That's ocut oF my iine. That's way out. |
Laock, let's stop kidding around. You knov just whot I'm
tal¥ing about. I'm tolking obout Honzel,

(REAL SCARED NCOW)} Iook, you know wintle the worst thing in
the world te knew? It's to know zomething about --
something you don't wvant to Wnow -- (SOTTO} obout o feilow
kiiling another fellow. That's the most dangerocus thing
in the worid to know. You cught to be glad I'm not

tolking to you.
(MORE )
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CLEFIT:

(CONT 'D}

FRANK:

CLERK !

FRANK
GIRT:

FRAMK:

GIRL:

-12-
I've been walking around wilth thls thing for three days
now, and I'm going crazy with it. I don't want to know
it, I don't want to talk sboubt it. Let me alone,
What did he look 1ike? (HARD) What did the gunman look
like?
I'm telling you, three days I'm going cragy with it. I'm
not golng to =av another word. Don't you think I want
to live toof

( PAUSE)

The informetlon clone could frighten somgone. 3But
paraiyze & man asg the clerk is paralyzed? Only one thing
could de that...the presence of the !ller 1in town. And

then -- in o hotsl bor --

Ec saye -- (you MeCulloch?)

Go nhead, -

(WITHOUT PAUSE) Hc says stop talking to Peters -- the cop.
Ee sayes, stoy avay from Tommy, the stoolic --

Whog‘ifiﬁ(

{STIiL CONTINUINT) Hl¢ says loove Addison zalone. Stay out
of the Geclden Light.

(I ANGER) Lock, stop getting mysterious.

He says forget akout it becouse Lo soys -- he says he'a
watching you -- cvery single step of the woy. 4And he
Nt

5ays maybo you'reﬁsnmrt enoughpto want to go heme to your
wife and the two %ids you got. Ons'ts =ix ond one's two,
aren't they? Thet's what he snid.

UP_FULL TO TAG THE ACT

—_——— e R e e T e el
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-13- THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #146

MIDDIE COMMERCTAL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE 3

CHAPFELL;

HARRICE:

CHAPFPELIL:

HARRICE:

THROAT-SCRATCH -- THROAT-SCRATCH ~- THROAT-SCRATCH!
Guard against throat-scratchl
Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine

tobaccos travels the smoke further ......

Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild,

Puff by puff you're always shead when you smoke FELL
MELL. A% the first puff PEIL MELL smoke is filtered
further then that of any other leadlng cilmarette.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15; or 17, PELL
MEIL =till gives you a longer fllter of fine tchaccos -
to guard agalnst throat-seratch.

For PELL MELL'S greater length travels the smoke further

onn its way to your throat - filters it naturally through
PELL MELL'S traditionally fine, mellow tobaccos -

guards agalnst threoat-scratch.

Yes, PEL MELL'S flne tobazccos glve you a smoothness,

mlldness and satisfaction no other clgaretts offers

you, Guard agalnst throst-sereteh!
Enjoy smeooth smokinzl

Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!”

And - they are mildl
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{MUSIC: _ _ INTRODUCTION_AND_UNDER )

HARRICE: This is Cy Harrice returning you to your nnrrator and
The Big Story of Frank McCulloch =8 he lived 1t and wrote
it.

NARR: Youlvre on a cose of murder, but you haven't spoken about
it to anycone, not even your wife. You, Frank McCulloch,
reportecr for the Renc Wevnda Gazeotte and Sgt, Dove Peters
are working together op the cose. -- and though you kecp
it to yourseclves, somecne knows every move you make,
Streohn 's Vatching you -- noybe the killer -- and you just

left a zirl, » zirl you never savw before, vho told you --

GIRL: He says fovgat about it, forget all about it. That what
he says.
NARR: {(NO PAUSE} And =0, of course, you go to your partner,

Dave Teters.

PETERS!: Your =silpping, Frank,.
FRANK: Why?
PETERS: Becnuse obviously she knows more than she told you. And

beeouse there are wore of getting to Jearn what thot

‘mere! is, and vou didn't do it.

FRAM: SO?. 9%?& éﬂ!&ffﬁ 'ZZQ er{%"‘ A @’{’

PETERS: So I think I can. AWQ'll find out vwhot it is. Okay,
reriner?

FRAN 0xay. |

(rsIos 3PEEDY MOVEMENT )
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GIRL:

PETERS:

GIRL:

PETERS:
FRANK:
PETERS :

LUDIGAN:

FRANK:

IUDIGAN:

-15-
(IK TERROR) T can't tell you, I can't. I swear I can't.

He'll k111 me 1f I tell you.

(BORED) Did you ever hear of the Pclice Department,

lady? Guys don't go around killing people just like that.
Now, who i3 he and where is he, and talk. (STILL BORED)
You want me to go through the whole routine and arrest
you for "Surpressing information”, "Hindering the
prosecution of justice”, and so on and so forth --

Where Is he?

(WHISPER). H2's up in room eou; asleep, Iudigen is his
narie, DBut please, Y erbepgluog-peu -- maybe I'm stupid,

but don't say it was me, huh?

A11 risht, Ludigasn, come cut of 1t, come out of 1t.
Look at his eyes. He looks coked up.

Maybe. Come on, Ludigan. Come on, come on. Let’s sit
Up, Pl oumt e o-~doetmbioathe. - -COMe:- 08 « mud iy UL,
Come— T T O T ey

{CONFUSED) What are you dolng? Take your hands off me.
Whedwnro-yon~dotnzd  Leave me aloue.

411 right, Ludigen. Where did you get the gun? ieewgere.
JoUr—the-gant—tihe gt d~yor-g o-oitbe lowthe -falolieva~fwnchs?
onmmarmeed ol gEm.,

(DULLY) What d4id you call me? Fo-dhat—sHref—amt—What
At yor—cerrme?

Sttt TRrbme g6
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LiImTGAN:

PRANK:
PETERS !

LUDIGAN:

FRANK:

LUDIGAN:

PETERS:

LUDIGAN:

=16~

Fompani-mmensie , Tudigan? ITs that wvho I am? (SHAKES
KIS HEAD) It don’t sound right. It don't sound right,
What are you doing? Putting on an ect here?

Come on, stand up. Stand up stralght. Come on, stand
up,

(TN A RUSH) I was walking around when all of a sudden

T said, "You kuow, I don't know who I am," All of a
sudden -- like that and then I heard z violln playing.
Some musle somewhere ~- a violin, And It started to
tingle all down my crms and In my legs ~-= 1% began to
tingle arnd I said it nust be I got something to do with a
vieolin -- that'!s who I am, Something to do with a
violin.

( IMPRESSED, BUT STILL PLAYING DETECTIVE) What are you
glving us?

(WHO HASN'T HEARD HIM) So I wen% to the store, this
music store, and I says, "Gilve me a vielin and a bow",
and T put 1t up on my shoulder under my neck and I started
to play. And I says, "Please God, let me know how to plaj
the violin, maybe then I'1ll find who I am.”
(PATHETICALLY) But I couldn't play. It came out sour,

I couldn't play =& thing. Not o note, It only made
seratehing sounds and T never found ouf ~- stdk: —-
until you just now sald "Ludigan”, And I don't think
thatts right. T don't think thatfs who I am,

You registered In the hotel, ¥ou slgned the register.
The only time I felt anything that was right wes when

I beard that muslc. And now, that don!'t mean nothing

CVETL aaun
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TRANE:

PETERS:

~RECn e
PETERS

FRANK:
FETERS:
FRANK:

FETERS:

PRATK:

FETERS:

FRANE:
PETERS:
FRANK:

PETERS:

—_—a T —— —

~17-

(50TT0) What do you think?
All right, Ludigan. Sit down, Go back to sleep.
Don't go anywhere.
ol wher-sbahorrd-denb—rdolin ~-
Come on, Frank.

{THE TWO ¥OVE AND A DOOR OPENS AND SHUTS)
T think he's on the lewvel.
Me, too.
But if he 1s oun the level, then --
(TNTZERUPTING) Then our girl friend is glving us 2
heautiful line.
(EXCITED) Sure. That's what it is, She threw us
Ludigan figuring that we would take him in ~-- a dopey,
arnesia, can't prove where he was, where he wasn't.
Pigured we would te satisfied with him., That means she --
That's right. nd I'11 tell you another little surprilse.
T talked to your friend Tommy Just to mcke sure. You
know who she 1is?
Who?
Shels the wife of the night clerk at the Golden Light,
(SURFRISED) Well seev well suaes Well o0
Only we're not going there right uow. We'lre going
to walt until it's nice and dark and late and tﬁi;i;;
slecring. Then welll pay $kewm that call ~- the night

clork andhis-—swdbic, Hels off dubty tonizhi,

L L L L R
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PETER

2

CIERK:

CLERK:

PETERS:

CIIRE;

18-

(A LOUD SLAM OF THE DOOR)
{1.0UD) Put the light on, Frank.

(A TOUD CLICK OF THE LIGHT SWITCH)
Hey, what are you dolng? What's the idea? Hey! (THEN HE
SEES WHO THEY ARE) Oh --
Yeah -~ "oh". Thaet was a nice idea, Addison. Throvw us
a fall guy. Throw us a guy vho don't know who he 1s and
maybe we'll pick him up &nd maybe that'll end the case --
Look -- I tell you, you got to belleve me -- ‘
{INTERRUPTS)} We'll believe you when ycu start talking
about the tall, thin handsome guy -- the guy wlth .22.
{QUICKLY) There's nobody around, we checked, There's
nobedy around but two of my men, s¢ if you want to talk
guiet thatfs okay too. DBut talk,
You think I'm kidding, huh? About it being dangerous to
know. I'm telling you nevér in rmy life I never meet a
guy like him and I've met a lot. Ice cold -- everything
he said, everything he did -- planned, careful, icy. -fees
you look in his eyes, you have to turn your face away.
All right, fine., Iow let's get down to the facts.
The first thing he done was -- you know akout the ad in
gg;vpaper that Cal-Meva Ranch takes for the open house?
Go on -- no more stalling. |
I'm not =- I swear, I'm telling you. Well -- he agked me
about it. He turned to the page and showed me the ad
and says -- (FADING) -~ that was two days before the

killing --
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STRVENS: (CCLD) I think the hunting there might be better thar
deers, bears and rabbits., WNow get me a .22.
CITRK: I never got nobedy & gun before -- never, But you know

ust tc look at this guy that 1f you didn't do what he

said --
PRATH ¢ {INTERRUPTING) Wever mind. Go on,
CLERK: So I got it for him through a guy I know, and then I

didn't sec him for 24 hours and then he came back. He
came back going on one in the morning., I waa all alone,
STEVENS: (saME COLD) How much roney you got, Addison?
CLERK: Gee, I ain't got any ncney, What do you mean?
g
STEVENS: I'11 tell you a Tunny story about that gun you semt me.
I went out to the place -- the Ranch -- and I met this
big fat dove VWenzel, Tells me hovw rich he 1=, all the
land he owns -- five acres there, 20 acrcs there. So I
gnys, this ie what I'm.waiting for, He's got a fat
Cadillac and he takes me out there in the mocnlight to
see the prlre 1lots and I savs, "Okay, pop, whatlve you
got in your pocket? And the dumb fat slob, he started
to scream, so what could I do? {PAUSE) He had eight bucks

"

in his pocket and a tag of sweet rolls. Ain't that a

laugh!
CLERK : {SCARED) You sho% him?
STEVENS: How ruch money vou got? I gzot s 1949 Mercury cownstalrs

and T'11 leave it with you for the security bscause
there'll probebly be road-blocks anyhow. Now, how much

b == Lhe carmaiea o
w [F)¢] JUMIDS e\ Lauwh

L1

A 4
el L™
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CLER¥: And that's the truth, Sargeant. I got it for $200 ang he

give me the car. I never drove it. I never touched it.

FRANK $ Where is 1t°?

CIERK: It's out in the back in the garsge.
FRANK: License plates?
CLERK s There ain't none, He mede me bury them. He says, "Don't

look at the numbers." If you ever seen a man's face cold

toy 1ike -~
PETERS: (INTERRUPTING) All right. Let's go vhere you buried the

plates
Gt 3 —4»do#£;uﬁmmmhs¥ﬂnmr.

ra

romebivg-ra-ris
nnglao%eéitommentfon.

BRMC Wn&lﬁ‘quha$wﬂgwyvg;_ W7 An-awhomebbon pierbod o BEMET hye < -
Iidmbote 7 ' |

NARR: gygpgqggggg)And now it's & matter of waiting. You choek

the plates with the Texes euthoritics and £ind his name s
Martin Stevons. A record m rage and a half long, --
vanted for robbery, for assault, creaped from prison, thie
man is dangovous ~- everything in the book, And you wailt.

And then a disturbing rcport comes in from Houston, Toxas.
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FRANK:

PETERS ¢

FRAUK :

FETERS:
FRANK

PETERS

— T E—— e

STEVENS:

-21..

(TELETYPE FADE UNDER)
(READING) "Martin Stevens plcked up Houston, Texes today.
Claima to have beoen thls clity past five weeks,
Corroboration by wife, local school teacher completely
rcliable. Do you want extradition?" (PAUSE) I don't got
it, Pcters, I don't get it st all;
{ANGRY) ILct me sce that.

(RIFFIE OF PAPER)
Unless -~ Dave, unlcss --
Yeah --
Thosc ie¢y cyos -- the tind of thing he made Addison do,
It shouldn't e hard for & guy like that to have his own
wife lie the same way,
I'm putting in for oxtradition right nov.
He comes: Martin Stevens, well-dressced, thin, tall, good
looking, A tolerant smilc plavinzg on his facc.
I was never in Nevada. I ncver heard of this Ranch --
vhat do you call it? I ncver stayed ot the Hotel on
Commereial Avenuc aﬁd I don't know how to uso a gun,
Otherwisc, I'm at your scrvice,

— AT e i T R

Tho eyes arc as Addison said -- absolute lco, now varm for
srezen e fﬁw& ﬂx’.,béu.'rﬂds' Zinf O -/u*f/&rs?.";p
purpo%ps_of charming people, convineing then. Sgﬁyouqmnd
las” Kelprsoldo provcls - Yol gy porgorcit odeils
Sgt, Peters linc them up -- the incxorable array of

poople, onc after the other.
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HEAD
WAITER:

FRANK:

CIERK!

FRANI:

STEVENS:

_po-
As I solé before, he valted on the line because I didn't
have ary free tables, And then I showed Mr., Wenzel to n

table, Thlis gentleman wag sitting there.

Oh, I can't make o mistake. No sir., Him belng so good
looking and with that cutec mustache and the way he left

me o tlp -- it wos a vhole dollar bill.

Mr. Wenzel said to me, pointing to him, "If I can't sell

him by moonlight" -- "I'il cat my own necktie,"

It was his 1deca to tell the cop and the reporter that
this Ludigan -- the Tellow who loat his mind -- that he

wng the one whe done 1t.

Okay, Addlson, Take ¢ good lool,

I don't know.

Thosc arc bare between you, One inch steecl bars and hels
been frisked and his eycs can't do any morc than look at
you. (PAUSE) Wcll?

(FINALLY) He's the ono. I got him the gun and I gave him
the $200 and he mede mo bwy' the plates spd-the pun gnd --
Emﬂﬁh*ﬂmﬁwf#ﬁéyn/%ﬁiéﬁw‘
s. Go on
home and forget all about it.

{SAME COLDMNESS) Even with a1l that, you still won't prove
it, You still won't prove a thing. I spent the vhole

time In Texas. Houston, Texas,
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FRANK:

{MUSIC:

NARR @

FRAT ¢

-03-

I wouldn't be so sure, Stevens. I think we'll prove 1%
fine.

And you do. The jury listens to the witnesses, the
waitress, the head-walter, the buslness associate, the
night clerk and his wife, and then they listen to the
handsome men with the mustache and icy eyes and they make
8 judgment. And the judgment ls as you stated. And once
more, your theory iz right.

Somewhere sometime someone always talks.

UP_TO TAG)

In just a moment we will read you & telegram from Frank
MeCulloeh of the Reno, Wevada Gazette with the final
outcome of tonight's BIG STORY,

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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~2i- THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #146

CTOSIG COMMERCIAL

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Don't let throat-scrateh spoll your smoking enjovment.
Guard agalnst throat-scrateh!
Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greatér length of traditionally fine ﬁobaccos

travels the smolke further..,

Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

Puff by puff you're always shead when you smoke PELL MELL,
At the first puff PRLL MELL smoke ls filtered further

than that of any other leading cigarette. Moveover, after
5 puffs, or 19, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still gives you a
longer, natural filter of traditionally fine tobaccos -

to guard against throat-zcratch., Yes, PELL MELL'S fine

tobaccos glve you & gmoothness, mildness and satisfaction

no other cigarette offsrs you.

50, don't let throat-seratch speoil your smoking enjoyment.
Guard apainst throat-scratch!

Enjoy smooth smoking!

Ask for the lonzter, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red package - PELL MELI, FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outetanding"!

And - they are mild!
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CHAPFPELL:

MCCULLIOCH:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

-25..
Now we read you that telegram from Frank MeCulloch of the
Reno, Nevada Gazette.
n trial for first degree murder killer in tonight's
Big Story asccused the night clerk of heing the murderer.
But the state clinched their case by produclng the

Willee Haof Pawin sl
murder gun vhich wrteddrta-odiiiibiiie i -seniur-een 11 Los
Angeles. Killer was sentenced to 1life imprisonment.
My sincere appreclation for tonight's FELL MELL AWARD.
Thenk you, Mr, McCulloch...the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS3
CIGARETTES are proud to prezent you the PELL MELL $500
Award for notable service in the f131d of journaliem.
Listen again next vweek, same time, same sitation when PELL
MELL FAMCUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG STORY -
A BIG 3TORY from the front pages of the Richmoné Virginla
Times Dispaich - by-line, Maurice 3. Dean. A BIG STORY
that reached its climax in a lonely swamp wheére a reporter
get &8 trap for a killer with a8 new l:ind of balt,
THE BIG 3TORY is produced by Bernard ¢. Proclter with
mugic by Viadimir Selinsky. Tonight's program waz adapted
by Arnold Perl from an sctual story from the front pages
of the Reno Nevada Gazette. Your narrator was Bob Sloane,
and BI1l Quinn played the part of ¥renl MeCulloch, In
order to protect the names of weople socectunlly invelved
in tonight's authentic BIG STORY the nomes of all
¢haracters in the dramatization were changed with the

exception of the reporter, Mr. MeCulloch,
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CHAPPELL:

ANNCR:

connle
i 12/30/49 pn

-2

This 1z Ernest Cheppell speakling for the makers of PELL

MELL FAMOUS CICGARETTES.

THIS IS NBC ,.. THE MATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY,
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NBEC % NET THE BIG 3TO #147

( ) )

10:00 - 10:30 PM JANUARY 18, 165C WEDNESDAY
ANNCR: PELL MELL FAMOU3 CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY!
(MUSIC:_. _ _ _ FANFARE)

(PHONE RINGS, AGAIN & AGAIN)
DEAN: (GRUMBLINGLY AWAKE) Awright, ewrightl
{PHONE PICKED UP)
(3LEEFY) Whozat? Whayawant? Whassatime?

A yotele .

per (FILTER)} It's fcur a.m,, this is the police. This
Cean? From the paper?

DEAN: ¥eah, yeah. Whacsemetta?

—

GeF: (FILTER) You sald to call you if anything ever
happened =-

DEAN: Yeah, yean,

1

Jorer (FILTER) Well, you know that guy you helped send up --
the guy who threatened te kill you If he got out?

DEAN: Y¥esh. What zbout him?

égé: (FILTER) He just escaped. (Fa¥8B} Watch yourselfl.

DEAN: (STILL SLEEPY)} Scaped, huh? Thass fire, fine. (BEAT &
TAKE) He -- he what?

(MUSTIC:_ _ _ _ HIT & GO_FCR)

CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY. Here is Americe... 1ts sound and its
furyese. its joy and its sorrow... as falthfully
reported by the men and women cf the great American
newspapers, (PaU., COLD & FIAT} Richmond, Virginia.

Frem the vages of the Times Dispatch, the story of a
reporter wno had to get h;s story -- to save hils life.
,Aad'gor his work ~- to Ms&%iae S. Dean for hls Big
Story goes the PELL MELL AWARDI!
(MUSIC:_ _ _ _ FANFARE) (OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #157

OPENING COMMERCIAL:

CHAPFELL: Guard ageinst throat-scratch! Yes, puard against throat-
scrateh!
HARRICE: Enjoy smooth smoking!

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL'S grester length of traditionally fine

tobaccos travels the smoke further...

HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes 1t miid.

CHAPPELL: Fuff by puff vou're always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL.
At the first ouff PELL MELL smoke 1s flltered further
then thst of any other leading cigarette. Moreover,
after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still gilves
you a longer, natural filter of tradltionally fine
tobaccos - to guafd agalnst thrcat-scrabch., Yes, PELL

MELL'S fine tcbaccos give you a smoothness, mildness and

sgtisfaction no other cigaretts oifers you.
HARRICE: Don't let throst-scratch spoll your smoking enjoyment.
CEAPPELL: Guard against throat-scretchl
HARRICE: Enjoy smooth smoliing!
CHAPPELL: Ask for the longer, finer clgarette in the distinguished

L

red package - PELL MELL FAMCUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!

HARRICE: And - thev are milg!l
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CHAPPELL: Richmond, Virginia -- the story as it actually happened.

Maurice Lean's story as he lilved 1it,

NARR: It's your own fault, chum, When they phone you in the
herrible hours of the morning ~- nobody to blame but
yourself. Who told the police --

DEAN: [BASER) Any time -- morning, noon, night -- call me,

Any time -- but callt

HARR ¢ Ve o= Tes s s~ eo—-PegRet—the=SaterPollice. -~

DEAN: { SAMES=Ro—eroW y—plee hrmwhatde—— hifstoane~pl fzrard -~
augweather. Call me and I'11 roplt

NARR: Nobody but you,IQ;;;;ge Dzan of the Rishmond Times

Despateh and who impressed upon the hespltals --

DE:N: {SAME) Remember -- accidents, quacruplets, corpses --
phone me., 4ny time -- especlally for corpses!

(MUSIQ:  _ _ COMMENT UPON_IT & FADE BEHIND)

-Neekif 30 Whosawftaatl =t wher-ounr-beds-ide—phone—rings—Iong
dFhermmirigit? s .

(PHONE -8 RUNG;& I3 PICKED UP)

INTERNE: (FTITERED) Mr. Dean?

DEAN: Yez sir,

INTERNE: (FILTERED) This 1s?§;~ Farker down at Johnston Willis
Hespital., BMr. Dean -- could you come down here?

DEAN: That depends,?é;u Parker, Anything up?

INTERNE: (FTLTERED) Ch yes. I've got a couple of deal men ox—i#y

~hande——epd—t-don it tmew-wirEtto—dvwitirthenr,
DEAN: WHAT'?
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INTERNE:

INTERNE:

DEAN:

INTERNE:

TEAN:
INTERNE:
TEAN:

INTERNE:

MARR:

DEAN:

.

{FILTERED) Uk-huh., Somebody brought them in -- and
P J07 LTPR
drove aWny. I uhOJght you might be Interested.

apwet 4 PR

lﬁ*ELJmtgebd;uLih—ﬁhQ&ﬁ=ﬁﬂﬁvbOdieag

- — HIZ & GO_OUT)

Stab wounds, Mr, Dean. Three in this one's chest --
seven in that onels,

Brother.

Rrothers, you mean. 1 checked thelr wallets., Everything
was there, so whalever the motive was, 1t wasn't robbery.
That one's named Carl Stubo -- hels 22 ~- |
Was, you mean --

And this scne's brother Otto... 27.

o idea where they came from?

Oh sure. The—aéght-oyen&banugeb~a—}ittie-excited:

Geems there waz a brawl at the Hlickory Lodge around 1:30,
They were in it. {PAUSE) Boy -- do they play roughi
Rough is the word for the Hickory Ledge, btwenty miles out

of Rickmond in Goochland County un the River Road. 3¢

—rta EE
rr‘h-

rough, %hat you go out there with 2 ~eep~vwho before you
leave makes you raise your rignt hand.

Dean, you solemnly swear to tursue the speecial duties to
which I hereby appoint you bemporarily to the best of
your abilify?

I sure do, {PAUSE) Low what dic I swear to?

Youlre now a special Gepuby —- just in case there's still

2 crowd at the Lodge.
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TEAN:

NARR:

NARH:

——

TEAN:
KILLER:
TEAN:

KILLER:

Ll g i e e

_5_

What -- after a Jouble murder? Neh. The joint'1ll be
degerted,

Wanra bet?

TONK_TYPE DIRTY B.C. AND_STAYING BEHIND).
You lose. Hickory Lodge Is still jumplng. A motley
crew of about forty people in various advanced stages
of alecoholic disrepsir are stilll there.
{A DRUNKEN CROWD'S BABBLE UP AND BEHIND)
The floor hos two things on 1t. One - & handful of
couples engzzeéd In vhnt might charitably be called
dancing. The other - stalns on the same dance floor,
All right, Dean, Iet's go. (HE YELLS) Hey! Break
it up!
(HUBBUB SUB3IDES, EAND GOES ON PLAYING)
You -~ shubt up!
{BAND OUT)
(LcW) bon't let anybody out, Dean. And start questioning
that guy by the door.
(FCOTSTEES)
Ah, where'd you get the shiner, friend?
Don't te nosy, bud, |
Look -- I'm & deputy. I said where'd you get the shiner?

T!m the bouncer here. Who better's got a right to a

shiiner - NESeY.
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DEAN:
KILLER:
DEAN:
KILLER:
DEAN:

{vusIcs
NAERR:

OTTO;

GIRL:

OTTO:

GIRL:
OTTO:

-6 -

Bourcer, eh. Were you in on that brawl tonighte
Brawl? What bravi?

Didn't a couple of brothers get stabbed here tonight?
¥hat you been érinking, nosey?-

No stabbing here, huh? What's that on the floor --
ketchup?

Could be.

(FROM OFF) Deant

(FROJECTING) Yeah!

C'mere a mirute!

You drop your gulzzing to go over to the bar. The

Aperift A

cops got his hands full - but he'ls beginning to make
some sense out of the story. Itfs very simple. 3Seems,
garlier in the evening, there'd been a 1ittle fuss on

the dance {100l eeas

C%to -- the older brother ~-- was on the Zloor with some
girl....(FEPENG ) teying to persuade her to leave her
Partyes s
Whaddaya say, honey. Leave them drips, hey?
(DRUNK TQO) No. No. I'm gonna stay with who I come
wilth.
AW, come on. Let's get out of here. ti your gal

Yreu e
friend and you and me s£nd her and my:gr6ther'11 go have
some’ fun zomevhere elsc.
No. No. I like 1t here.

Aw, come On.

RTHGT 0170497
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GIRL:

QTTO:

GIRL:

OTTO:

GIRL:

GUT:

OTTO:

GUY:

NARR:

QLD GUY:

HARR:
BARTENDER:

NARR:

-7 -

Why don't you kring your own girls, huh? You got a

nerve, draggin' me from my table Just because my boy

[elend went to =~

Drogged you? Baby, I didén't have to drag you --

vou come along awful easy.

You better lemme o. My boy friend's lockin' for me,

Tettim look.

I sold lemme go. {STRUGGLE) Lerme go, you big yapl

Lenne ---- gol

ey -- legeo my girl. Whaddayz dein' pusnin'! my girl

around}

You want your girl back, come an gebter.q..

£11 right! (COMES HOW A BIG FIGHT, YELLS, IN WHICH I3
HEARD OTTO CALLING "CARL! CARL! GIMME A HAND
YERE, CARL!" AND IT ALL GOES BEHIND AND
FALES, )

Up to that point -- the point at which Ctto yelled Tor

help from his brother Carl -- all the stories agreed,
But then -- the differences started. 3ald the
prorrietor --

Then tke whole kit and caboodle of ‘em vent ocutside to

3aid the hortender -~-

And they started a~mixin' It right there on the Iloor.
(FAUSE) After 1t was all over, I tried to clean up the
Mess, .. .but folks vented to dance, so I give up.

Seid everybody else in the jolnt -=- including the

musicians -- "I ain't seen nothin'",
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MARR:

KID:
DEAN:
KID:
DEAN:

KID:

DEAN:

KID:
DEAN:

KID:

DEAN:

KIo:

-8 -

Weil -- there's nothing to dc bubt arrest the cwner of
the lodge, the bartender, and the orchesiras -- as
material witnezses, The trocper gilves zyou the job of
gettlng the names and addresses ol the crowd.,.and
wvhen you come to one glrl -- soberer bthah the others -
just a kid, reelly --

(SOFT) Mister =- T -- T'11 get in awful troudle % -
gk, deurans 2b <

W e et ~- I I gel in trouble,

Locks like you'ze in ewful trocuble all around,

If I tell ycu somebbing, will you leot me o?

You better teil me anyhow, if you xnow. (PAUSE) And

now I know ycu know, honey -- you betfer tell.

Honesst, I den't know much, but -- bhut the fight was
rizht on the floor -- right there.

Yeal,

I don't know vho the girl was the Cight was about --
but I know wnge Trole the fight up,

Waot

The bouncer. The brothers vere fightin'! with the
zivlls boy friend =- and the bouncer came jumpin' into
the “ight --

Bare hands?

Oh ne. He zmoshed a chalr sand Susted Bhe fight up with
that. Tnen I sav Lim drag the brethers of? the floor -
all over bload.

Ycu're sure he didn't have a knife?

No. (PAUSE) Why?
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KID:

DEAN:

KIDs
DEAN:

KID:

1
Tor:

BARTENDER:

BARTENLER:
-

-9 -
What do you mean = wiy?

Why should he have a knife?

Beczuse that'!s what the brothers were kllled with -
not & busted chailr.

(AFTER A PAUSE) You mean ~ they were killed?

Sure. (PAUSE) Didn't you lmow?

No. {PAUSE) (#=868®) Why didn't you tell mc they got
( SOEBENS~ENTO )

killed. I'm gonna get in troublel

Troubis is E?E word for what she ids in -—*ﬁanah?r e e o
3 F,JJ /W-ié' g "ﬁa\:t ey T4 oLl B /’.,;a. ANV ST

Sapbrmemnt -H-&sﬁfhe bouncer 's girl friend -- implicates

liim, And double trouble is the word for your fix,
Because when you pess the dope to the ZEQQ%EL
Okay. Let's pick up bthe bouncer,
That ought to be easy., He's got & shiner,

(AFPTER A& SECOND} I don't sce enybody here with a shiner.
(DITTO) Meither Go I. (PAUSE)} Oh, no!l

What's the matter?

I was talking to Himi The first one I talked to --
when we came in -- right by the door]

The door, huh? (PAUSE) What a deputy you turned out to
be !

I'm sorry. (PAUSE) Say, what's this behind the bar?
A hunting knife., (CALLS) Bartender,
Yesslr?

Thls yours?

No sir.
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BARTENLER:

A

3] g\

LRTENTCER:

B

DARTENDER:
<

5

BARTENDER:
-t
get

BARTENDER:

JULGE :

- 10 -
Whose?

I dunnc,

Well, then we'll just say it's yours. Come on.
Ah ==~

Yes?

T ain't sayin® whose it is, and vhose it ain't --
A1) right. Then it's still gonna be called yours ==
But the guy's it is ~-

Go chn.

His name rhymes with -- rat,

Names on your t==r lists? Owner =-- Gene Hurley,
TN
Bartender -- Paul Robinson, Bouncer --- Shamdey Spratt.

ey i

That -- EE=kbad,

Rat -~ Gpratt,

That tip =-- the bloodstained knife -- the runaway rrom
the scche -- and a confession that he hed been Teuding,
ofT and on, with the two Lrothers, and had used the
brawl e3 en cxeuse to kill them -- gquickly trapped
Srratt,. He didn't get far, He got, instead --
(GAVEL) John Wesley &pratt. Step forward,
(SHUSTLE SHUFFLE}

The Iury having found you guilty as charged in the
death of Ctto Stubb, I sentence you to twenty years ln
the State Penitentiary. (PAU3RE) You will be returned
here in three months for trial on the scecond charge of

rurdering Carl Stubb., (PAUSE) Remove the prisoner.

RYHO
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DEAN1

NARR:

KILLER:
DEAN:
KILLER:
DEAN:

KILLER:

DEAN:

KILLER:

AVRR:

NARR:

_11—

3¢ far, s0 good.n‘Nice story, =211 wrapped up in ti&
headlines; iﬁgluﬁiﬁgwonc which says ---
Killer Threatens
Trisl Witness., (HE CHUCKLES) That's me.
It sure is, Begause you appeared against him. . And
when the verdict came through -- naturally, you,?ﬁﬂﬁ*ﬁ}gﬁw~/
interviewed him in his cell, And there --
You here ezgaln, Hoscoy?
Uh~huk, Anything to say®
Yeah., You won't print 1%, though.
Go shead, See if I don't.
It's this. (PURE HATE) Maybe if it wasn't for jou,
Nosey, I wouldn't be here. Maybe if 1t wasn't for your
blg nose poking around,'they wouldn't of got me.
Maybe, Is that 211%
No. Maybe I'1ll beat that 20 yeal's, maybe not. But
wnenever I get out -+ I'm gonna get you. And that's no

maybel

So whose fault is 1t that the volice call weu in the
middle of the night, & ccuple of weeks later with the
information that =-

(FIITER) He's escaped, Dean! Watch yourself)

Whose fault? Yours. (PAUSE) And whose life will you

save if you find him? (PAUSE) Ditto, Dean, Dittol

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #147

MIDDLE COMMERGIAL:
HARRICE: THROAT-SCRATCH -~ THROAT-SCRATCK ~- THROAT-SCRATCH!
CHAPPELL:  Guard egainst throat-scrateh! '

HARRICE: Enjoy smooth smoking!
CHAPPELL: PELL MELL'S grester length of traditionally fine tobacces

travels the smoke Turther,.

HARRICE: Filters the smoke and mekes 1t mild.

) CHAPPELL: Puff by puff you'lre always ahead when your smoke FPELL MELL.
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further
than that of any other leading cigarette. Moreover,
after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still
gives you a longer filter of fine tobaccos ~ to guard
agalnst throat-scratch.

AJARRICE: For PELL MELL'3 greater lenmth travels the smoke further
on 1its way to your throat - filters it naturally through
PELL MELL'S traditicnally Tine, mellow tobaccos - guards
agalnst throat-scratch.

CHAPPELL: Yes, PELL MELL!'S fine tcbaccos give you o smogthness,

mlldness and sctisfaction no other cilgarette offers

you, Guard against throat-seratch!
HARRICE: Enjoy smooth smokingl

CHAPPELL: Ask For the lonper, finer, clparette in the distinguished

red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES ~ "Outstandingl”
HARRICE: And - thew sre miligl
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HARRICE:

MNARR:

KILLER:

NARR:

.-13-

Thls 1s Cy Harrice, returning you now to your narrator

and the Big 3tery of Maurlce Deah...as he llived it and

Hlee ke

P S Py )

wrote 1t. me4:fﬁLa ST IOLRR R R JVPRN
L TeypEetel .

S0 you helped the police lock up thils double murderex..e.

g e
so you testiried egalnst him in court.,ﬂ;so they give

im twenty years. S50 he tells you --

(PURE HATE) Maybe I get out, maybe T don't, But when

I do -- I'm gonna get you. And that's no maybe,

50 what does he €0? One fine morning, the cops wake

yOU up.,

(FTITER) He's escaped, Dean, Watch yourself,
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NARR: Watceh yourself is Just what you begiln to do =-- :Pight then
and there. And‘Lhilé‘;EL'Q;Hg;t;ikgxi;tohyéag shirt and
shoes, to lock Into the jfail-break ~-- you furn on the
radio - tupesdeto—polioa fnaguerncy.

VOICE II: (4 (FILTER..SNEAK).,,about five feet five inches tall...
swarthy complexion,,.reddish hair...now at large after
eseape from Henrico County jail.,.Citizens are urged to
exercise cautlion during hours of darkness. Bolt your
windows, Lock your doors. (PAUSE) Drivers are warned
not to pick up hitch~hikers outside Richmond. (PAUSE)
This man may be armed,

NARR: May be armed. Something tells you you'd better find him--

before he finds you. You start looklng at the jall...

MAN TI: Right thar you ¢'n see whar he sawed the bars.

DEAN: Where!d he get the saw blade?

MAN 113 Mister Dean -~ if'n I knowed, he'!d stlll be here. (SAD)
Cause I don't -- I mebbe won't be here long. They're

golnt' to fire somebody for this,

DEAN: Did he have any visitors?

MAN II: Nope. Only thing was, somebody sent in a watermelon,
'Magine the saw blades was in that. (PAUSE) Shucks,

Luas

I puwee hate to lose a prisoner,

— e et g mw gma -
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NARR:

KID:
DEAN:
KID:

NARR:

DEAN:

—.15-—

He hates it. Huh. How dees he think you feel. All you
have to lose 1s your Bweet 1life. So you back-track, You
try‘ﬁis old girl friend.

ua§£§, no, I haven!'t seen him. And I hope I never dol
You pure?

Am I surel Dontt you think he lmows who told con him?
! Tybe
Qés£$§1?i I wish you'd hurry up and find him!

Just like that. Find this criminal needle in a haystack
as large a5 all Virginia, Clues..,clues,,..you need a
lead, 8o =-- back to the police. They haul out the
evidence from the trial...

There's the kinife,..there's his police record. Long as
your arm.

Huh, &o'as the sticker, almost, What would you call that?
Oh...s0ort of an outsize hunting knife, llke, Claimed he'd
skun & deer with 1t that day...splalning away the bleood,
Deer, Was he a hunter?

Oh yeah. Checks with his polilce record, too, {LAUGH)
Twanty-eight arrests, Half of 'em bootlegging charges,
the other half practically all license violations.

Using a shotgun for deer...Jacklighting at night..stuff
11ke that.

Deer, huh.,.(PAUSE) Lend me a copy of those hunting

violations, wlll you?
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DEAN:
EDITOR:

DEAN:
EDITOR:
DEAN:
EDITOR:

DEAN:
EDITOR:
DEAN:
EDITOR:
DEAN:

- 16 -
Sure. Why?

I'm going hunting.

It's out of season,

Not for escaped convicts, 1t iIsntt!

Five minutes later, you and the game aditor of your psper
have your head together over a map of Goochland and
Hanover countles,..¥You check the reports of the hunting
viclations on Spratt's record -- and he sticks pins in
the map.;..And when you're through =--

How's 1t look?

Well,..the one place he got arrested the most times..bygx““i
wardens and such --

Yeah =--

Is -- here., Seven timesz in this one area,

Uh-hm, What kind of country 1s that?

Oh...Hanover County..!bout,,,twenty miles north of here,,
a1, That's swamp land.

Swamp, huh,

Uh~huh. Good deer country.

Good hideout country?

If a fellow knew it, yeah,

Would you say a man who'd been arrested for taking game

illegally seven timee 1n one spot would know the area well?
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EDITOR:

DEAN:
EDITOR:
DEAN:

{MusIC:

NARR:

Well,..figuring he got away with it more times than he got
caught -- I'd say he lmew it lixe a native,

Oh, People live there, too?

Swamptrotters, sure,

Swamptrotters-- here I comel

—— i —— i — — — o — -

(BRUSH CRUNCHING AND CROWS CAWING UNDER)
Two houre and twenty-odd milep later, you're deep in the
gwamp., And every crow for miles has cawed a warning that
a reporter and a'Eggﬁiimﬁho thinks this 1s a wild goose
chase -- are slodging through their woodsy balliwiock.
7 S
Hours go by -- then the cep grabs your sleeve.
(WHISPER) Hey.
(SAME} Huh?
(DITTC} Saw something.
Where?
There. Shhhh -- walt. {(PAUSE) Therel
Oh-ch., He's got a gun, What do we do now?
Starting cireling him, Try to be gulet, We -~
(OFF...A SUDDEN BELLOW) _Co-bawsh, CO-bawsh, bawsh-bawsh-

bawsh, HO-0-0~0-0H, bawshee bawshee bawshee!

{ NOTE: THIS—IS—H-SOUTER RN DReNO0DS COW=CALL, - FTS. LONG. =

DRAWN ~0UT -AND- PROBABLY ‘ONE~ OF “THE-MOSP-HORRIFY ING--S8QUNDS
PRODUGED-BY TAN )
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DEAN: For petets sake -- what's thatl
Ed heatd 104
GO Thatsﬁmhiml
FARMER: (NEARER) COQ-bawsh, CO=-bawsh, CO~bawsh]

(CROWS FLAP AWAY CROWING IN DISTANCE)

pﬁ&ﬂ: What kind of a language is that?

S Cow language. Hets hollerint for a lost cow., I guess
that ain't our man. (PAUSE) Hey! Hey -- mister!

F"?l}MER: (COMING ON) Eh?

OoF: Looking for something, mister?

FARMER: Uh-hm, Cow=-critter,

DEAN: Ch. You haven't seen a man in thle swamp, have you?

FARMER: Nope., Haven't seen a ¢¢w, have ye?

Gg;: No -- but if we do, welll tell you.

FARMER: Thankee, Fn I see the man, I'11 tell you where to find
him. Feol cow's been gawn three days now. ({SUDDEN)
CO-bawsh, CO-bawsh, CO=bawsh, CO-hash-bawsh-bawsh-bawsh=
bawsh -

(MUSIC: _ _ ECHOES_AND_UNDER)

NARR: Towards dark -« you find «-

(MISECazra S SGHIBTENG )

NARR: == the cow. ¥You glve her a wide berth...though she seems
perfectly contented in a 1ittle clearlng, chomplng marsh-
grass and following you with her eyes, the way cows do =
then one of those odd bits of information reporters atore
up comes up to the surface »f your mind, like a bubble
busts through a swamp pool « and popa!l

DEAN: Hey -~ that cow!
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DEAN:

g -\

DEAN:

(MUSICs

NARR:

NARRt

....19.-.

Yeah, You've seen a cow before.

Sure, But =-- the o0ld geezer sald she!d been lest for
three days.

Yeah,

Don't cows have to be milkad every 4ay?

Twice & Gay, I gvess, Marning and night.

Thatts what I thought., And if they don't get milhed--
they holler something awful.

Well -- wouldntt you?

Don't be funny. The polnt is -- that cow wasn't
hollering, Somebody must have been milking her ~-=- and not
the farmer.

Ch-oh,

Oh-oh 1s putting it mild., Let's get back to Bossy -- and

see if that somebody turns up again for his evening milk!

— T Ama i w—— o m—

You wark your way carefully back to Bossy's c¢learing --
and there she 1s, Contented as the conventional cow HR-
—the—een,

( SCRUNCH SCRUNCH)
You and the cop hide in the underbrush on elther side of

dtgr?

the clearing..and again the sews give you away!
(CROWS CAW UP AND AWAY)

But Bossy goes on chomplng grass. ard you go on waiting.

.—-—.—--..-...-.—-——..-—..-._.._..--.-—--—.——_-—-_....—.-..—..—_.—
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NARR:

NARR:

NARR:

NARR:

KILIER:

DEAN:

AT o

DEAN:
el

DEAN:
NARR:

- 20 -
You walt.,.,the blackflies torture you...a million crawling
bugs make a park of you.,.evening falle (BEGIN SQUNDS AS
INDICATED) ... and the myriad small things of the swamp
begin thelr night song...{SOUND OF) tree-toads...(SOUND
OF)...katyd1ds,, .somewhere a dog-fox coughs (SOUND
THEHEOF) -~ and suddenly --

(cow BELLOWS LOUDLY AND KEEPS IT UP BEHIND)
Bossy cuts loose! She wants to be milked!

(BOSSY CUTS LOOSE AGAIN..BACK UNDER)
The question is -- who'!ll get there first. The farmer --
1f he hasn't glven up looking -~ or the guy you're out to
get before he gets you!

(BOSSY UP.,.BACK BEHIND)
You hug the mouldy earth and peer through the brambles,
Itts all but dark now -= but then --

(CRUNCH CRUNCH CRUNCH)
{CAREFULLY, BUT CLEARLY) Hey, bossy, bossy, bossy == hey,
hey, hey --
That's no swamptrotter talk!
Shhh}
(WHISPER) Can you see who 1t 1s%
No.
Oh, Tine!
The neweomer gingerly approaches Bossy. He's carrying a
battered tomato-can....(COW BAWLS) And -- a rifle. Well
-- that lets out friend Spratt. Where'd he get time to
get arms?

(COW BAWLS )
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KILLER: (CLOSER NOW) Okay, pal, okay okay., Take it easy.

WARR: He hunkers down on his haunches, ducks the swishing tail
-~ and goes to work, Unpractlsed -= hasn't even got the
know-how to bury hils head in her flank -- but effective.

(SWOOCOOSH OF MILK HITTING CAN) RsJL

KILYLER: Attas girl,.Glve, baby, glve. Boppa%g'e nothint' bub WEts

ang herries and squirrel steak ,, and milk,

DEAN: (WHISPER)} Look. He's drinking it right down.

Gé¥; (SAME) And turning the tap on for morel

DEAN: Well what!re we gonna dGo -- walt here?

NARR: The mysterious milker answers that one for you. He

drains one more can full of creamy fresh fluld -- reaches
into a pocket -- drage ocut a clgerette - and 1in the light

of a struck and flaring match --

DEAN! ( HARSH., . . HOARSE AND LOUD WHISFER) It's him! Itta the

councer -~ Spratt!
,-r’

P Get him!

(SCRUNCH OF BRUSH UNDER)

NARR: You and the’gggiéet to him before he gets to the gun -~
planted beforehand, you discover, 1n a swamp hideout.
And after all the fuss 1s over and he's well tled-up in
the prowl car ==

KILLER: Nosey -- Im gettin' tired of you buttin! in on me.

DEAN: Yeah? I'm getting tired of haulilng you in:

KILIER: Huh. Youl're just lucky. I never meant for you to take
me. {PAUSE) I meant to take you., And so help me -~ I'm
gonna tryl

{MUSIC: _ _ HIT AND GO_UNDER) _
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NARR: WEItTTThe"ﬁeeﬁ?fﬂﬂﬁi_Qﬂﬁﬁ_mQ2e*ﬂ-Ch3$&tmaB~EV07—f§§EeS‘Upmh
it -
salt and sugé?}“makes«a~blackjaskw::J@ndwslﬁés the Jaller
ageln. But never gets aaufar”éEJthe door;"And that --

‘%hismtimamﬂinallEQmiagﬁgggzrfnrﬁnr3§“3{§“—***w~

CHAPPELL: In Just a moment we will read you a telegram from Maurice
3, Dean of the Richmond Virginia Times Dispatch with the
final outcome of tonlghtts BIG STORY,

{CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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_ THE BIG STORY - 23 -
PROGRAM #1147

CLOSING COMMERCIAL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAFPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Don't let throat-scrateh spoll your smoking enjoyment,
Guard against throat=-scratch.

Enjoy gmooth smoking!

PELL MELL!S greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos
travels the smoke further..,

Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

Fuff by puff you're always ashead when you smoke FELL MELL,
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further
than that of any cther leading clgarette. Moreover, after
5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still gives you a
longer, natural filter of traditicnally fine tobaccos -
to guard agalnst throat-scratch., Yes, PELL MELL!S Ilne

tobaccos give you a smoothness mildness and satlsfection

no other clgarette offers you,

S0, dontt let throat-scrateh speoll your smoking enjoyment.
Guard.against throat~scratch,

Enjoy smooth smoking)

Ask for the longer, finer cigarette 1n the distlnguished

red package - PELL MELL PAMOUS CIGARETTES - “"OQutstanding".
And - they are mildl
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CHAPPELL: low we read you that telegram from Maurice 5. Dean of the
Richmond Virginia Times Dispateh.

DEAN: Killer in tonight's Big Story did try to get me, Just onc
more - Christmas Eve. He saved up salt and sugar, made
a blackjack, slugged the jaller, but never got as far as
the door. Second escape having failed, killer was
gquickly tried on the second charge of the murder of Ottokl;uﬁzﬁ
and Carl 3tubb. Faclng possibility of & additional yearrs
behind bara for his cscape, he pleaded guilty 2nd was
given another 20 year sentence, making a total of LD
vears. Nany thanks for tonight's PELL MELL AWARD.

CHAPPELL: Thanlt you, Mr. Dean..the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTZS are proud to present you the PELL MELL $500
Award for notable service in the field cof journalism.

HARRICE: Listen again next weck, same time, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY -~ & BIG STORY from the front pages of the Wichita
Kansas Beacon -- by-line; Frnest &, Warden. 4 BIG STORY
of love and trust and friendship and murder!

CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY is produced by Bermard J. Prockier with
music by Viadimir selinsky. Tonight's program was
adapted by Alan Sloane from an actual story from the
front pages of the Richmond, Va. Times Dispatch. Your
narrator was Bob Sloane, and Larry Haines played the
part of Maurice Dean, In order to protect the names of

people actually involved in tonight's authentic BIG
STORY the names of all characters in the dramatization
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CHAPPELL: (CONT'D) were changed with the cxception of the

reporter, Mr. Dean.,

B - i — . e o)

CHAPPELL: This is Erncst Chappell speaking for the makers of
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.
ANNCR: IS IS ¥BC....THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY,
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NRC & NET THE BIG STORY #148

Al

( R )
10:00 - 10:30 PM JANUARY 25, 1950 WEDNESDAY

(ERNEST 4. WARDEN: WICHITA, KANSAS BEACON)

CEAPPRLL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES presents....THE BIG STORY!

(PICKS AND SHOVELS DIGGING INTO HARD EARTH . )

MAN: (TIRED) This is tough, Shariff.
DOANE: {ANNOYED) Dig.
MAN: I've been at 1t four hours.
DOANE {SAME) Just dlg.
WARDEN: Take it essy, Sherlff., This is pretty tough on
gverybody. - . . _
ol B, Josdl™  pilacte T 0 gor-edon
TOANE: Youraimy—puh-e-thiarr-Tusbtkoop=your—veporter 'y nogs”
cderEady |
MAN: {SUDDENLY) Lookit!
WARDEN: It's & -- (IN HORROR) -- & hand! (TENSELY) Stop digging
R R N O Y 4 B A,-" Dents I
DOANE : Whak: oo -mear St T gt 7= det~tifas (JaTR™ bt
WARDEN: Sheriff, don't.
DOANE:; What's the matter with you?
/";‘u.‘_«’_, -'f-‘.:.f_'. doal_
WARDEN: (SOFTLY) ~Bhewtre standing over there. You want them to

see 1t? Sheriff, get those kids intc the aousc before

you dig another 1npeh.

CHAPPELL: The Big Story! Here Is America, 1ts sound and its fury,
its joy and 1ts sorrow as faithfully reported Dy the men
and women of the great American newspapers. (PATBE)

(MCRE )
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CEATPELL: Wichita, Kansas.

From the pages of the Wichita Beacon,
(coNTD)

& story of love and trust and friendship...and murder.
A E Yo f- e b raRd—of- Sates, AT ?Br his work, to
reporter Ernest A. Warden of the Wichita, Xansas Eeacon

-~ for his Blg Story ~-- gees the PELL MELL Award.

{COMMERCIAL)

ATHKOT C170519




THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #148

OPENING COMMERCIAL

CHAPPELL: Guerd against throat-scratchl Yes, guard apainst
throat-seratch!
HARRICE: Enjoy smooth smoking!

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL'S ereater length of traditionally fine tchaceos

travels the srmoke further....

HARRICE: Filters the srcke and rzkes it mild.

CHAPPELL: Puff by puff you're always sheead when you smoke PELL MELL,
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further
thern that of any other leading cigarstte, Horeover,
after 5 puffs, or 10, or 19, or 17, PLLL MELL still gilves
you = longer, natural filter of traditionally fine
tobzecos - to guard sageinst throat-seratch. Yes, PELL

MELL'® fine tovaccos sive you a gmeothness, nildness and

getisfaction no other cigarctte offers you.
HARRICZ: Don't le: threoat-serateh spnil your smoking enjoyment.
CHAPPELL: Guard agzinst throst-seratchl
HARRICE: Enjoy snoeth snoking!

CHAPPELL:

S
n
13

far the lgneer, finsr cigarette in the distingulished

red puaeckazz - PELL MELL FaMOUS CIGARETITES -
"outstandingl"

HARRICE: And - thev are nildl
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WARR:

DOANE:

WARDEN:
DCAYE :
WARDE:

DOANE .

-4 -
Wichlta, Kaphsas....the story as it actually happened.
Ernest A. Warden's story as he lived it...
_______ ‘&ﬁyvi;.é;'ai.;gﬁgA o B e
You, Erple Warden and Sheriff Deve Doazne, arse birds
of a feather -- qulet, cool, cynical. Know your busines
You've seen most everything and there's little about
human nature that shocks you. A9q oqfthis pleasant
evenlng, you silt together iﬁ%ﬁéguggﬁ}giggble home playin.:
a fire game of checkers -- (fins because you're winning).

(UNDER . . .TELEPHONE RINGS)
(CONTINUING) Then the phone rings and cool Dave Doane
iz performing & famillar task -- reassuring some
dlstraught person on the other end --
Aw now, I wouldn't get upsat =beut that. That could be
a lot of things..,..well, maybe she changed her plans.
serpe—shm=—geod.gl cit=————who-lepotes 7T O OrN - Ccheclethe
kospstaie-—amd-~ ......0kay, i you want, I'll come over,
bul 1t's probably nothing. (THEN, FRIENDLY) aAnd tell
the kids not to worry...About half an hour.
(PHONE IS HUNG UF)

3 T
What's the advice to the distressed today%./CJth{{

(EVENLY) Mrs. Woodring -- know her? -Mrew—&derWoodsing.
Gfs—s=wee . Doc Woodring's wife. What about 147
Well -- seems she's got 2 slster lives out in Mulvans --

about twenty miles ocut. Her sister seems to have --
well, she's been gone about 24 hours, and she's left two

klds out at their place alone -- the farm. Those two
kids called their Aunt (Mrs. Woodring) to see if maybe
Momme was there. But she wasn't.
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WARDEN:

DOANE:

DOAIT

t

WARDEN:

DOATE :

HARR:

PATEY:
DOANE:
PATSY :

DOANE:

PATSY:

WARDEN:

PATSY:

-5 -

Wnat about Poppa?

I +hink she sald he's away on business somewhere.
Anyhow, I'11 go out there end --
(a&sﬁiﬂevfwwﬂpﬁfxgﬁﬁmﬁr”knowuzzmand«ho&dahermhandgxand
themzidﬂgh&nd“reas?dgaaahgmmandmﬁanénMommy -
(B&@E@#E=ET“ﬂ?jﬂﬁﬁﬁ#ﬂ“ﬁﬁﬁﬁﬂm¥ﬁ?==9604awenatce~guyu
Sheutadies ajiixxiezﬁoeﬂmucﬁywbutﬂm~-Lmﬁﬂﬁ&54&é&&ugemawb.
(oasuaLxx}vﬁant to coma?

Sounds es exciting as a cup of tea. But you can't play
checkers slone. Say, Wwasn't she the one got all hot
and bethered the time tnngchool was going to burn down?
Terned cub to be—bhr;;ﬂhéé;jégbkiég;;?%a@eatesﬁinm$he
%

The same.

Their reme ‘s Ulrlch, ard the Woodring®s are their first

cousins. It's the Ulricw klds whose mother is missing -

or at least not around. ind it's Patsy Ulrich who meels
B

VoL SEyesPr—aar-puti-up—en.thelr farm.

(QUITE GROWN UP. SHE'S 12.} 4re you the Sheriff, sir?

Thet's right.

I'm Fetsy Ulrich.

This 1s Mr. Werden, from Wi~hita.

ae e et
If/ﬂ'f,'o“( . ,&n.t ‘—_f_fw & e f Bty
(AD LIB GREETINGS) —— T ; -
R S B N s i e

(CONFIDENTIALLY) I met you cut here because I don't
want to worry Aant Fanny...
(INTERRJPTING )} Mrs. Woodrling?

TPhat's right. You know kew-bhe worries about averything.
and then Michael's inside -- my brother. He's only bnine.

so can we talk out nere?
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DOAYE:

PATIY:

WaRDBEN: -

PATEY :

BefE :

PATSY:

PATSY:

MICH.EL!

MICHAEL:

MICRAEL:

WARDEW:

PATSY :

-6 -
(AMUSED) Sure.
Well, as you see, we're llving in the garage right now;

(oh, 1t's very comfortable!) while Daddy builds the house

use 1%, bub.dlbewssf?E usable, and Daddy tore it down.

‘ 7 all the lumber and the bricks are over there --
In that plt.
Plhep gt rEtirITtion T sttt 0

(L NDULEEN TSN S LTS
Well, znyhow ==

(RUNNING STEPS BY A KID INTERRUPT HER )
(AREOYED) Oa, that's Michael.
{CALLING FROM QFF) Patsy! (AS HT SEES THE MEN) Oh!
(FRIFNDLY } Hello.
(4D LIEB "HELLOS".)
You sz2id you would tell me when the Sherlff arrived.
Wrat'!s thes idea?
(LoUD) Oh now, Michael. Quit it, (IN EXPLANATION) He's
alwavs sticking hls nosc inte everything.
Well, I've got a right to talx to the Sheriff as much as
you have, haven't I?
Hey, let's not flght. You Aunt Fanny'll hear 1t znd
shefll be out here --
{(THINKING IT OVER) That's true. Michael, kesp your voice

down.
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MICHABRL:

PATSY:

WARDEN:

PATSY :

TARDEN:

MICHAEL:

PATEY

TLRICH:

KANWZ :

ULRICH:

KANFE:

JLRICH:

_7..

e —Now et T e T Y
Well, vou see, the day before vesterday, Daddy had to
go away on business.
He's er auditor with the National Land Bank.
Michazl, I'm telling them. And he went away to
Minneapelis the day before yesterday.
Sbeioml |
It's-the‘samev¢hingt;rDon&t:gonzgnowwanyfﬂing;‘Miéﬁ&él?
Minneapolis- and=S&a Paul are-the>Twin-Ctttes.
Ang?
Well, ke told us goodbye that morning and he sald for
Mr. Xane to lock after us.
wno's Xane?
6h, he's nice. He lets wus rlde the horses all the time
(ANNOYANCT IN HER VOICE) He's a handyman Deddy hired.
(BEézxnzﬂG TO FADE) And that morning we were all there
Memmy, was in the houseyqugnd Michael and Mr. Kape
=zad 2 were oul here,

Frawr
(FADING IVW. TASY MANKER) Well,aI won't be gone -- oh,
three days at the mest. &ame, I don't have to tell

you whet a relief 1t 1is to have you around.

(VERY FRIENDLY VOICE) Well, thank you, Mr. Ulrich.

"Not that I think in & million years that anything can

happen, but just == just with the constructuon golng on.
the farm's a little isolated --

(INTERRUPTING) Now, don't you worry about a single
thing. .
— 4?;:;—€P
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MICHAEL:
THICH:
MICHAEL:

KANE:

KANE:

ULRICH:

EANE:

PATOY :

MICHAED:
PATSY:
YICH/EL:

PATSY :

KANE:

PATSY .
KANE:

PAT3Y:

(FXCIT=D) Can we ride the horse, Daddy?
(WﬁRM) That 1s up to your Mommy &£nd Mr. Kane.
Can we, Mr. Kane?
{MGCK PARENTAL) Wa'll take that up later, Michael. Now
Kt S foddeliireproemb ye .

LIHEYCKTSS )
Aren't you taking the car, Mr. Ulrich?
No, you keep 1t. Mrs. Ulrich might want to go to
Wienlia, (I think she's.gct a viclin lesson) You might
have Lo get something from the store...youddd-~hayonsmerc

gl - A
e pinh
T

nae for it than I. So 1ogg“¢w”‘

=

And I'11 keeg“aitefwihem builders -=- keep 'em hopplng.
o

L. oW gousfotkemwen t-that-heuse - LTSS O TFARING . QUT)
(FEDISS ZN¥ ) Well, we went to school that moraing --
aftzr Dadiy lef: -

g5 1 gecgraphy.

Oh, Tlcrezl, shut up.

Well, I did.

(ANJOYED) Well, anyhow -- whnen We came back Irom school,
(FADING) Momms wasn't home..

(FADING IN) Your Ma told me to tell you to be sure to
drivk your milk and have your suppsr - and to get to
bed at 8:30, and, Micheel, no running arcund after you
gat 1in bed.

Where did she go?

Ste had to go to wichita. gﬁj/

{INTERRUPTING) Oh, her violln lesson.
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MICHAEL:

KANE:

MICHAEL:

KANE:

MICHAEL:

KANE:

MICHAETL:
PATSY :

MICHAETL:
PATSY :
MICHAEL:

PATSY:

MICHAEL:

PATEY

- 9 -

That's right. 3he sald to tell you net to worry, she
was taking her lesson, and that she would be back -- a
little late. 4&nd for you to go to Bed at 8:30.
Can I pide the heorse this afternoon?
But don't take her out of the field. No going in the
woods, Michael.
Just down by the stream?
All »ignt. Just down by the stream - but no further.

(MICHAEL STARTS)
Oh boy!
(CALLING) And Michasl --

(STEPS) _
If you get back by 5 o'clock, you can help Patsy milk
the cow...if you want teo.
{FROM OFF) If I want to!
(PADIKG IN} We had a wonderful time. We really did.
iAnd tken, Sheriff, (Mr. Warden), and then the next
morning when we woke up, two things surprised us.
(FADING IN) (PUZZLED) Pstsy, you xnow Mommy's not back,
(REASSURING) That's all right.
But she didn't teke her violin. I locked. It's still
ip the case.
Well sometlmes she uses the teacher's violin or maybé
1t was a copcert or something.
But she always takes her violin. {PROJECTING) Mr. Kane,
Mr., Kane!

{INTERRUPTING) Stop scroaming. Maybs he's still asleep.
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MICHAEL:

MICHAEL:

PATSY:
MICHAEL:
PATSY:

JET LR
AT
DO}“\. WE:

PATSY:

AUNT FANNY:

- 10 =
Wsll, I'm going down to see. hv-‘ﬁau ' Eul'j&u&”
(DOOR OPENS, KE RUNS DOWN THE STEPS) (PATSY WALKS
DOYWN AFTERWARD)

(IN MIDDLE OF PATSY'S WALKING) Ee's not here. Mue<Rened—-
Jiweerfame! (TENSE) Patsy, he's not around.

Now sftop belng a bhaby, Michael.

But he's not anywhere around.

Now loak, Waigggéafback up and w='ll call Aunt Fanny in
Wichita and Mommy 1s probably there and stop worrying.

(A PLUSEY} And that's what we dld, Mr. Warden, (Sheriff)}.
We called, but Mommy wasn't there. And Aunt Fanny
haén't seep her, didn't even know she was in Wichilta.
ATd “shewdivays.-LellaAvnbHapny.,,

Micheed obaD-Worpying .

Now, suppose we go In the garage and talk teo your Aunt.

I wouldn't have called you, Sheriff. It wes her idesa.
Aunt raony's. “Foumkpew—hoW.lbside-shewgehs-abowiasthlng .
S0 would you please tell her that Mommy'll be back scen
and maybe she stayed at some friends and maybe they
didn't raeve a phone and not to worry. Will you, Sheriff,

(Mr. Warden)?

(DRY=#eICRD )y Sure , ~wure—webhddatell han, . COoRead ..o
(UPSET) First thing I did, of course, Sheriff, was to

Lt
call Mr, Ulrich 4&g Mlinneapolls end I told him what a
state he left things ir and whkat's happened, and he's on

a plane coming back right now.
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DOANE :

PATSY:

AUNT FANNY:

WARDEN:

ATNT FANNY:

PATEY:

ULKRICH:

DOANE:

UIRICH:
“ER e
ULRECH:

WARDEN:

JLRICH:

WARDFN:

- 11 -
I wouldn't worry about 1t too much, Mrs. ¥Woodring.
It's probably like Patsy said.
Sare, Aunt Fanny.
(VIOLENTLY) What friends does she have ln Wichita? Were
would she stay? This nonsense about taking a vio;in
lesson or hearing a concert! There wasn't a concert
and I called her vielin teacher and he never saw her
this week at all. M. Wa.decw
(COVERING FOR THE CHILDREN) What you say, Mrs. Woodring,
might have a point, but let's take 1t easy. These things
have a way of coming out themselves, and we'll walt for
Mr. Ulrich to get back. Meanwhile, the Sheriff and I
wlll look around.
Isn't there something you can do?
I'm sure they'll do everything they can, Aunt Fanny.

I'm worried, Sheriff. I'm very worried,, Theresa never
e -

did anything like this ~- My wife.

Lok, Mr. Ulrich. A lot of strange things happen to a
1ot of nlce peopls.

Like what?
3 f ot i) IR BT 2 O Y O

Heavens, man, say what you mean!

(FRIENDLY ) The 3heriff means, Mr. Ulrich -- I think =--

dld you have any problems, you two -- you and Mrs. Ulrick

(VIOLENTLY ) Qlup-trameens nol (‘t,l_,fa.u_.l_.zt-t! N W R
Okay. Just asking. (CASUALLY) Tell us something about

the fellow Kane.

ATHKGT 0170528
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JLRICH: Kane? Whet about Kane? He's competent, ablz, nice with
the kids =-- they like him., What's there to 1tell?

DOANE : (CASUGALLY) Well, forinstance, we found [now mind youn,
this may not mean anything) (EVENLY) -- some blogd-stain
rags uvnder ths bunkhouse. o

SdtecbCan

ULRICH: (IMPATIENTIY) You people! We killed z buwikey—for-
~Cirrivtmew—imeand—%: -- and he cleaned up aftervard.

DDANE: Okay. Just cautlous.

WARDEN: (CASUALLY) Your car is missing. What kind of car was it’

ULRICH: (SAME IMPATIENCE) A Bulck sedan. (THEN RELIEVED) Ok,
that explains it ~- ke probably took the car scmewhere
and he'll ke back. (ummm-mwww

WARDEN: Tell us a 1ittle more about Ka.ne.f/

ULRICH: Why do you keen harpingrpn 'ﬁ§?‘ Kane, for your
information, igyﬁhe“%g;;er gardensr of the Governor of
this q;afﬁT#wTheve i1sn't a man I've met that I would
@m{&-mp.wpmnmnd—fmﬁmﬁ-- (HE STOPS
HE'S BEGINNING TO UNDERSTAND) What do you think heppened’
My wife and Kane?

DOANE: Let's not jump to any conclusions. Let's just go slow
and get the facts and see what happens. (FAUSE) Okay?

{MUSIC: _ _ _UP QUERIQUSLY. . UNPER. ., )

HARR You get the facts, slowly, carefully. One nelghhbor says,
"Kane? Fine man. Children loved him. Mine did too.”
Another nelghbor asaw nothing, heard nothing. A third,
sorry to hear about Mrs. Ulrich missing. But a fourth -

{HYBED treren SPING T HNDRRS L)
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FOURTI: _¥bia~iswprobab&¥mnr&zy?waa&~Tdeu*t“1&kewt0LBay;1b;m

He W&.-{.WJ
Ll linapotre-bostatdwyous Lt wWwas yesterday about

9 o'clock at nlght I guess. I happened to be walking
past the Ulrich property and +—e—ble—srgbaptd-L--
~paebahly--shouddn 't ~-oveR supilt .

WARDEN: Go ahead, %W S
FOURTH: Well, I saw,Kane -- at least I think 1t we.s/Kane. It

was protty dark. He was standing near the construction

-~ ROV RO Bl G- oot . and I heard a kind of
a sound. It was like 2 ~-- lika 2 bird or g little

seream, I don't know, And I put it out of my mind.

WARDEN: (ENCOQURAGING) And now?
FOURTH : Well -- 1t's just becnuse she's missing apnd ---d=puab.
thie—bemebiew and I wonder now -(CAREFULLY) I just wonder

if 1t really wos 2 bird I heard.

WARDEN: (TENSE) You mean maybe 1t was X human --_.asmeam?

TR | ettpmitveseageme i bod -t drmat e -sma - tomemnd ~bi ke,
YD SO ob Bt S eV et et T Tttt R W .

WARDEN: (TENSE) Where did you say hs was atanding?
FOURTH « I only saw it faintly, but noar where the --
WARDEN; (INTERRUPTING) The debris pit?
~ FOURTH: I think s0. Well, I think 1t might have becn there.
{MUsIC QUICK...INTO)

(DIGGING IN HARD EARTH -- STONES, ETC.)

MAN: (A LITTZE OFF) Nothing over here, Sheriff.
DOANE : How abeout cver there?
MAN: Thosc are pretty big concrete blocks and --
DOANE: Let's try 1t.

{RESUMES )
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WARDEN:

DOANE !

MAN:

DOANE:
WARDEN:
LOANE :
WARDEN:
DOANE:

WARDEN:

PATEY ¢
MICHAEL:
WARDEN:

PATSY:

WARDEN:

- 14 -
I hops we're wrong.
You den't hope =znymore than I do.
(DIGGING)
(SUDDENLY) Sheriff!
No! (HORRIFIED) It's a -- well dig! Dig some more!!
Sheriff, don't.
(SURPRISED) What's the matter with you? Gt 7
(WHISPERING) Over there. Michael,.Patsy..
{SAME) Get them inte the house. (LOUD WHISPER) And you
dig.
(A FEW STEFS)
Come con kilds. Tet's go in the garage. I want to telk
to you.
(FIRMLY} I'm not budging en inch.
(FRIGHTENZD) What 1= it?
Patsy, let's not frighten Micheel.
(UNDERSZANDING) A1l right. Let's go in the garage,
Michael. Mr. Warden's right. (IOW) But it 1s,
Mr. Warden -- isn't 1t? It's --- (SHE DOESH'T SAY
"MOMMY ")

Yas, Patsy. It is.

AR Qereira i iaprrmipeage Bh ] ege-f o OB e 0 iy L] byl
You don't have to tell her whet 1t 1s because the hand

Tt i

wasn't Just a woman's hand ——ﬁnot-éast her mother’s
hand..burled under the tons of debris. It was & hand
clenched in violent struggle and a hideous gquestion forms
in your mind as you walk the two sober children. into the
garage. (MORE )

ATHET Q170531




- 16 -

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #148

MIDDLE COMMARCIAL:

HARRICE: THROAT-3CRATCH -=- THROAT -SCRATCH -~ THROAT-SCRATCH!
CHAPPELL: Guard against throat-scrateh!
HARRICE: Enjoy smooth smoking!

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL'S greater leneth of traditlionally fine tobaccos

travels the smeoke further...

HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

CHAPPELL: Pﬁff by puff you'rs always aheed vhen you smoke PELL
MELL. At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1s filtered
further than that of any other leading clgearette.
Moreovsr, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL
atlll gilves you a longsr fllter of flne tobaccos - to
guzrd zgainst throat-scratch.

HARRICE: For FELL MZLL'S greater length travels the smoke further

on its way to your threat - filters 1t pnaturally through
PELL MELL'S traditicnally fine, mellow tobaccos - guards
agelinst throat-scratch.

CEAPPELL: Y=s, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you a smopofhness,

mildness and satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.

Guard apainst throat-scratch!
HARRICE: Enjoy smecoth smoking!

CHAPPELL: fsk for the longer, finer clgarette 1n the distingulshed

red packags ~- PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -

"Qutstanding!”
HARRICE: And - they nre milg!
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NARR:
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This is Cy Harrice returning you to your narrator and
The B‘g Story of Ernest Warden as he lived 1t and wrote
it.

Something has happened to you, Ernest Warden, reporter

for the Wichita Beacon, theb-iteemritdrappomed-dnsfienr sy

n e
/é@aﬁﬂwﬁthat hesn't happensd ever before In your life. You've
J

WARDEN:

JLRICH:

M EOHABY, ¢

come to hate a killer vieolently. You don't knovw who

1t is or even if 1t is n "he", but you hate what he has
done to a decent housewife, te her husband, and to her
children -- especlally to her children. The cool
collacted you is zone, and you and Sherlff Dave Doans

sit with the bereaved famlly and try to find scmething
to go on -- someéﬁé&g to sink your anger ifto.
;J‘!f_.i . lf/'ﬁ.‘tﬂt-
What a2bout money?(1Was there money In the house?
! W slaas.

e -
(VER UPSET, LOW) No?;there wasn't any money.

How much_@33w%h§¥é%“

Ao pedeldersy

(PAUST)
EPIAL T

PATSY Qui fWhat about the money, Beddeys you had in the house --

TLBLET :

PATSY:

WARDEN

I think about n week ago?

Yhadmemaney ?

Medt, you sall you were golng to take 1t to the safe
deposit box &ad you kept it over night and --

How much was that?

ATHAOT 0170533




ULRICH:
WARDEN:

ULRICH:

WARDEN:
ULRICH:
WARDEN:
ULRICH:

DOANZ ;
ULRICH:
PATSY

DGEEECH?

PATPSY:

WARDEN :

PATSY ¢

MICHAEL:

TSV

(e

- 18 -
About fifteen hundred dollars.
Di¢ Kane ever hear about that?
Kane, Xane, Kane. You keep talking about Kane. You
don't know him.
Maybe not, but did you talk about 1t in front of him?

(LOW} Yes.
Lol Lo .

Did he knowfit was put in the, deposlit box?tuvﬁia’fﬂﬁdt
I don't know,

Redrrthob -tk Les—ui.-something~to~ge—en. low, glve me &
deseription of Kane. A full onre.

I don't know. He was medium height, and dark halr -
Gray nalr, Daddy.

( BREAKIHG e Tomparrttn Mo ghtdb -ty amad i mmmet e Wio ke
—“Hhringtadest-gob me - -

(RESCUING ULRICH) He talked quiet and he had gray hair,
Mr. ¥ane. And a few teeth 1n the front were mlssing.
And he welked stooped. He parted hils kair on the left’
side and he had a blg Adam's apple -- like Mr. Warden.
(SMILING) But...{TOUCHED) ..go shead, Patsy. What was
he wearing?

He alwvays Wwore & white shirt with his overalls -- blue
overalls. And an overcoat, I think -- yes, grey and

he had big ears. Funny, blg ears.

Tell about his hands.

They were a1l kind of wrirkled and ?oqgh, you know.
Aaéahéeﬂmwse*wuﬂﬂtutefﬂpaéhﬁeduap.%:Biae eyes.

{MOVED) Thanks, Petsy. Thank you.
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NARR: You get it into :gg raper -- into all the papers --
"atch for this man." Apd tﬁé: Parsy's full, brave
description...mmd it goes cut. "Watch for this man.
Possibly driving 1942 Buick Sedan. This men 1is
dangerous. May be armed. "f‘BevérEmane sends out a
dragnet over four steates and the hatred toward the
man, toward the crime, brings 1ln the reports.

MAN IT: He cem= into the store and he says, "How much will you

give me for this ring?" (It was & gold wedding ring.)

WARDEN: Initials inslde the ring?

MANW II: Yeah. A. U. to T. T.

WARDEN: Alfred Ulriech to Theresa Tatum.

] ADNADoY yaamhio—inm- o rry o e T LRIl h O

for . thamplag.:Hestool-ter—am~peat~it.

WARDEN: And he looked 1like -- thls description?

MAN II: Exactly. He talked very loud and he signed the book -
Chester White.

WOMAN I: That's right, I sold this fellow & ticket on the bus
to Ragsrs, Arkansas. (ot hls pame right here, just
a secornd. (We-mbwayssssaRe tHETNEMe S OT «aBwen 2or by
KOS pETys podbey . ) Hmm -~ pame of Hanson.
Thomas Hanson. I think he was drunk. Locked to me

like he had been drunk golng on a veek.

}

WOMAN-TTees~—Bhatls right, he stayed at the hotel one night.
n_m'-f*m M; —

WARDEN: Wes pe drunk? IR
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WOMAN II:

WARDEN:

WOMAN II:

(MUSICS

NARR:

STOREKEEFER:

WARDEN

STOREKEEFER!

NARR:

- 20 -

'Drugk? He was sober as a judge, and a perfect

gentleﬁéﬁrmtl offered him & driq&fpec&ﬁée he looked
e g

kind of tired. He Said.

ever touched it.
St
What was his na T —

i

Theodore T. Smithson. See, he signed Fight

Thie L e

e na?eg -- &brae descriptlions. Is agy of them Kane?
Or are égg}ﬁf them Kane? And then, over the teletype,
you read a little story -- "4#2 Bulck Seden wrecked
outsids Cherryvale, Kansas.' (PAUSE) You get there
fast, by plane. \
Thet's right. I bought L1t. What a wreck, Gave him
$40 fer the car. Asked for 75, he dld. What 2
sour-puss! Didn't have e deccnt word to say for
enything or anybody. Must have been o bum. Couldn't
even “alk Fnglish,

What was hig name?

lLet's see -~ hummm -- Wilson, that's it. Fhil Wilson.

White, Willson, Smitizsen, Hanson, Kane, drunk, sober, 2
gentlemen, & sourpuss, a bum, loud talker. What is this?
Who 1s this man? Is there opne man or a deozen? Apd new
confusion 1s twice compounded. Hundreds of leads come, =

{{ﬁ ive fhos efare U il At .
ir frem the four-state arca and you'qj‘got to chocae
which cnz to follow. This murderer has lald a careful,

gonfused trall. ¥You stay in Cherryvalé.
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DOANE:

WARDEN:

(MUSIC:

WOMAN III:

WARDEN:
WOMAN III:
WARDEN:
WOMAN IJI:

WARDEN:

WOMAN III:

WARDEN:

WOMAN III:

WARDEN:

- 21 -

But why Cherryvale, Ernie, Wiy here? We've got a
dozen leads from -- well, you know wherc.

TLook, he pawned ths ring for ten dollars, sold the
tools for three fifty, and forty dollars for the car.
He's broke. Chances are -- remote I admit -- he didn't

’"f'if‘- ;r{bu y_r;.-;a\a-éra

have to get out of here. I'm checking the

hotels, and the flop houses.

Thet's right. I run the All Nite Motel, =nd he was
nere -=- I wonld say three nights.

No gquesticn about 117

Nape . }eﬁtt.
What nams?

Name of Parker.

J. €. Parker. Sald he was from

Fredonia.

- '
K A - .

Douden?

Do you think he really was from Fredenisa?
Matter of fect, I'm sure. You see, I have somd relatives
in Fredonia, and I sald, "Do you knov the Clark family?"
He seid, "Sure.'

(INTERRUPTING) That doesn't prove anything.
T'm not trylng to prove anything, young man. I'm just
trying to answer your guestlons. "sure", he sald, "I
¥now Gerrott Clnrk and Matilga.” That was thelr right
names. 4 man doesn't maks up pames llke that.
(TENSE) That sounds like something. Glve me their

address -- ths Clarks.
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WOMAN III:

WARDEN:

WARDEN:
DOANE:
WARDEN:

DOAXNE:

WARDELN:

DOANE ¢

- 22 -
Oh, I'm awfully sorry. Mr. and Mrs. Clark passed away
twoe years ago.

. INTO. . )

But even so, this 1s the first sure fact. He knew
people in Fredonia -- knew thelr first nemes -- unususal

first names. 8o you go to Fredonia to the County Court,

to the County Directery and you do a fantastle Job.

You check White, W;lson, Srirbivewt:, Hanson, and Parker.
vt Al
too? And then yoy psglize it -

Fe TTewt

Could Kane be a

(ALOUD) He took the name of Kane.
Sereindt ol  Frbete

e povyd--mefinly ,
IN AGITATION., . LUNDER, , .)

sak

You Mk furiocusly. Rdset names to be checked and each

of them -=- every singls one yilelds nothing -- until --

(IN TRIUMPH) Parker. Not J. €., but T. M. Parker,

1421 South Turner Street. Fredonia. (PAUSE) (TENSE)
/.(-,y»:.«\.n‘a ,I‘.{.-b‘a.\rf (s .':‘A--"J )LJ‘_QA? D At e
okay. —

UP IN MOVEMENT. . .)

(WALKING UP 3TEFS3.
[ g

Look at that, Dave.

STOPS SUDDENLY )

(WORRIED) "Quarantine. Scarlet Fever.”

I don't cars if it said "Beware of the Lions."
Look, Trnie, you got two kids. This might be on the
level.

(sAME TONE) Look, 1t might not be on the level. You
got one life.

Okay.
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DOANE:

WARDEN

DCANE:

WARDEN:

NARR:

DOANE :

WARDEN:

KANE:

WARDEN:

DOANE s

(MysIC:

- 23 -

(DOORBELL IS RUNG. PAUSE. ANOTHER RING)
{QUIETLY) Try it.

(DOOR OPENS SLOWLY . STEPS)
Not & sound. WNo kids, no scarlet fever. (CALLING NOW }
BBl i Eane |

(STEPS . ANOTHER DOOR OPENS)
Ten't there a light switch? I cen't sec a thing.
(TENSE) I sce something. Put your light over thers
under the bed., Go shead. (TENSE) Under the bed.

4 PRI ELICK )
(IN CLOSE) The eyes are blue, the hair is gray. There
are o few teeth missing from the grimacing mouth.
The napds are rough, the skin wrinkled. It lles huddled
under a blankst under the bed.
Dead?
(MCVING CLOSER TC THE BODY) Uh-uh, Not dead st all.
(RAFPILY) Not 1n the least bit deed. Get up! Get up
you, Parkcr, Kanc. Get up! {IN EXPLANATION TO DAVE )
Just so frightened he can't move,
I didn't mean te. If she'd a gilven me the meoney like
I acsked, I wouldn't have --
(VICLENT) But you tock her -- took her intc that pit.
You tock her and you dldn't even walt uptil -- I'd like
to strangle you with my own hands!
Cut 1t out. (SHARPLY) Ervie, cut 1t out! You're

talking crazy. (THEN SHARPLY) Come on, you, Come on.
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NARR:

WARDEN:
PATSY;
W it

-

WARDEN:

PATSY:

WARDEN:

PATSY :

WARDEW:

PATSY :

WARDEN:

{Music:

..24_
Sheriff Dosne takes him to the 3tate Penitentary --
perhaps the only placd in the State of Kansas where he
is sa’e, from the hatred of the people in Xansas,
(incluéing you Ernle Warden, ineludling you - cool,
collccted, nothing-bothers-him Ernie Warden). And you
write the bitter story -- hatred ip every line for what
he has done to a woman, her husband, and two aweget kids.
(UNDER THE LAST LINE OF THE NARRATION, THE PHONE
IS PICKED UP)
(STILL VIOLENT) Yeah?
{oN FILTER) Mr. Ernest Warden, please.
PEESR I RECONN 1 77~ HER VO TR aBitibe MANN R FoPhatrl
iiiaaiiasi-ct ey

rig}lt, NNM

(WoT UNDER%T&NETﬁﬁTP;”;ag vour pardon? I vant to talk

This 1s Mr. Werden.

(WARMER) This 1s Patsy Ulrich, I just called, Mr. Warden,
to tell you for Daddy and Michasl and me -- thank you.
(DOESH'T KNOW WHAT TO SAY) You're welcome, Patsy.
You're very wslcome.

Isn't it awful, Mr. Warden, about poor Mr. Kene -- what
he had to go end do. Gee, I sure pity him, don't you?
(DRY MOUTHED) Yeah, Patsy, I -- I do.

So anytime you're oub near Mulvane, Mr. Warden, please
come 1n, We're always glad tc see you. e OB
Well....goodbye, Mr. Warden.

Goodbye.
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THE BIG STORY
PHOGRH #1148

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

HARRICE: Don't let throat-scratch spoil your sroking enjoynent,
CHAPFELL: Garrd against throat-serateh!
HARRICE: frjoy gmooth smoking!

CHAPPELL Pl MELL'S rreater lensth of troditicnally fine

tobagaos travels the smoks further....

HARRICE: Filters the smcke =znd nekos it mild.

CHAFPELL: PuSf by puff you're always ahcad when vou snoke PELL MELL.
4t the first puff PELL MELL snoke 1s filtersd further
th~r that of any other lendinrg eclgarette. loreover,
aft:r § puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PLLL MELL still

pivee you o lenger, Artural filter of traditionally

L=

fire tobmceos - to guard asninst thront-sertteh, Yes,
3L MELL'SG fine totsmccos give you 2 smeothness,
hitAness and satisfoebion no other cizarette offers you.
HAILLICE: S0, dontt let thront-scrotch spoil your ancking
enjoynant,
CHALFPELL: Gurrd apgainst throat-scratcehl

BaudiilCE: Tnicy spocth smoxing!l

CHaPPELL: Lal Por the lomger, finer cignretse in the

distinguished red package - PELL MELL Far0Us
CIGLRETTES - "Outstardings!"

b P Lt

SWRRICE:  And - they are mild!
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NERR: AbakhotoRanges it ihab-puts-it-into perspecilve .
Ané you become yourselfl agaln. ngﬁgnétﬁﬁry, somewhat
cynlcal, cool, collqugqﬂhumﬁﬁﬂgglpg who writes a

gt
good, cleghe~dispassionate story about & terrible

.

CHAPPELL: In just a moment we will read you a telegram from
Trnest &. Warden of the Wichita Kansas Beacon with

the final ocutcome of tonlght's BIG STARY.
{MusIC: STING. . o)

(CLOZING COMMERCIAL)
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{(MUsIc:

CHAPPELL:

WARDEN:

CHATPELL:

HARRICE:

(MUSIC:

CEAPPELL:

. 27 -

Now we read you that telegram Irom Frnest A&. Warden of
the .ichita Kewmeas Beoacon.

Though killer In tonight's Big Story mads & full
confession, maby people thought only an insane man éould
commit so revolting a crime and it wesn't until a
Lupacy Commisgion had declared him sans that he was
placed oD trial and convicted ofgggéiﬁwin the first
degren . [adep—toiass 12w he was sentencsd to 1ife
tmprisonment 1ip ths state penitentiary =t Lansing.
Thank you very much for tonight's PELL MLl AWARD.,
Thank you, Mr. Wepden...the makers of PELL MELL FAMODUS
CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL-$:5%0
Award for notable service {n the field of journalism.

I4sten agaln next week, same time, sams statlon, wheDn

PFLL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present anothar BIG

S o TEZ

STORY - A BIG STORY from the front page of thanOntana
gtandard -- by-line, Clayton Maxwell. A BIG STORY
about & killsr who handad out a deadly praoscription

end & reporter who gave him & dose of his own medlcling.

THE BTG STORY ig produced by Bernard J. Prockter with
maslc by Vladimir Selinsky. Tonlght's program was
ncdanted by Lrnold Perl from ah actual story from the
frort pages of the Wichita Kansans Beacon. Your narrator
wes Bob Sleane, snd Cort Benson played the part ctl
Ernest Warden.

{MORE)
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CHAPPELL: In ordsr to protect the names of people ocetually
{CONTD)
involvedln tonlght's authentlc BIG 3TORY the names of
all characters in the dramatization were changed with
the exception of the repeorter, Mr. Wardsn.
CHAPPELL: This is Ernest Chappell spesking for the makers of
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.

ANNCR: THIS I5 NBC....THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.

dl
1/13/50 pm
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OHAFPRLY.: Tcnigh:, to Reporier Clayton iaznvell of tne Butte, Montana

(CCHT'D)
s sensational BIG 3TCRY, zoes the PELL

=

Standard, for h

(CCIDIERCTAL)
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THE BIG STORY -3-
PROGRAM #2149

CPEITING COMMERIT.AD

TUIT A P?ET .

widk Ldsa

HARRICE::

CHAPFELL:

AARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

PARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

EARRIC

e
-

CEAPPILL;

HARRICE::

Guer< aszainst throat-scratch! Yes, guavrd against throat

o smcoth smoking!

PRI MELL'S greater lenztn of traditionally fine tobaccos

trav=2ls the smcke further...
Filters the smcke and makes 1t nlld.
Puff wy pult you've always ahead when you smoke PELL MEILL,

At She fipst vuff PELL MELL smoke 1s filtered Further than

trhas of any other leading cligaretie., Mcrecver, after o
or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still gives jcocu a
longer, natural filter of treditionally Tine tobaccos -
b

to suard against throat-serateh, Yes, PELL MELL'S fine

14

tobacacs give you a smoothness, mlidness 2nd gatisfaction

ns cTner cigarette offers you.

Don's 12t throat-gcpatoeh spoll your snoling enjoyment,

Lgk Tor whe lonzey, fiper cigaretbe in the distingulshed

red rackege - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstandin;i”
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QAURIC: _ _TNTRC_AFD UNDER)
CEAPPEIL:  Butze, Meontana...the story as 1t astvally zaprened...

hon Maxwell's ztory as he lived 1%...

HARR s Janusrr ig murder Iin Monlana, January hes ioy finzers,
Januery Lz a snowy shroud., The wapm Jnincslt Dreeszés mave

of tho Honsapa Standard are loolking thmouzr the Irosc
finewamad window panes of your office, vwat:rzing the

snowllakes cone swirling down, and then, our office docr

(DCCR QPENS, JJE HEAR TELRETYPES IM 2,3., DOOR CIGSES )

JOE: Clay, 1zov at this digpateh, 7F iy Triaen ey |

AN A i :"&ﬁm;cm»,, Joe -

JOE! Tneg nolice have just izsued 2 statewlide zznmeral alarm Ior
8 killer,

LAY (MIZDLY ITWERESTED) Yez? Who?

JOR S Trev don't know nis rome. But he uge: g very zeculiar
tralfemanry,
i Seaf Lgctemrerds 7

JOzZ 4 Cne bullet, clean throﬁgh the middle =l the forhead,

CLAY: Hrozas, Meat, but rot gaudy. What'lc hiz socire?

JOE Two, o a2y, Viciim Numter cne -- 2 si.exrill, neay Seaitzile.

And treon, fust this evening, a4 g9s stotisn L¥ner on toas
highway, wsst of Helena.

CTAT ! Any descriztlon?
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J0E Nothing much, Clay. The gas station!s wfémed-a~guick
loekma%-%hemkiﬁﬁﬁrwéurfng«bhawhoﬁﬁhup.;“Thin faced guy,

e
¥ind of scrawny, pale, tasty lookino. -$he was under the

'U

impression that he looked sick,
CLAY: Sicr, eh? Maybey-dooewmayiber—drt therce's nothing sick
about nis trigger finger. And 7ou say thot last job vas

vest of Helena?

JOE: That's right.
CLAY Un. That's getting close.
JOR: Clozer than you think, TPhat~rdati-mrovnepds-viife-gay-the-

ke Junptnto-as cayeded e hit the rced in the
diression of Butte,.

NARR @ For a month, the %iller vaniilies. For a month, he drops
out o5 gight. And finally, the iftem fodesz, and you put
it 22y, in a pigeonhole in your orain. O1d nevs lg dead
nevs. 4And yet, this is the zerm of your 3ig Story. This
is where it really beglne...oh a street in Butte.,.laie
on ancther snowy night in Fedbruary. ..

(CAR UNDFR)

- w) wd T

+. 7
Lty 11 1M f—{.e_ L

DORLIS: (SHIV=RING) E »l, 39&4¥9f6¥&ﬁ¥ .4 Driving cll over Butie

at one o'zlock 1n the morn’nz. ..

EARL: (JITTERY) Y've got to find & drugstors, Deris. I've just
got bl

DORIS: Are ycu crazy? Every drug ztiore in toun iz 2losed at thils
hour. l

EARL: (HI¥NT OF DESPERATION) There mast be one open! There has
to be!l
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=ARL

ol

1
Y
B
[&H

ORI

g% cn

vou wor 't tell

vou Zoing bo do atout it?

Enarl, I'n breating our engagemcnt. Fogep Ayt po-entl -

Ok, running out on me, eh?
o, Tarl, a0. 3ut you'ws got to understand...Il...I'm

T'w n bkealthy norrnl woman, Zorl, ond I want 3o

Torrs A nealiny norwel men., I want childron, lotas of

i
3

cn, and T want them to nove cvery anance...

S50 B TR TOW WAN GO~ G ko Mo ey

ayl Xernz., Zow undesretand?  You mnde o ¢¢tl with we, and

if I aaws to 311 scmebody for it,

t

Farl, vou'lrc crazy! You wouldn't...
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Zrandlole

o
]
H
!

DORIS:
[N W EN WPy )

=
=3
=]
Lo

14

1y
v

g
s
i
L)

DORT S

On, woulin't I, taby? Houldn't I? Uell, I'1l show Jou,
Yoo honr e, rou potten, double-cfossi:g, uo foeed damefX

te twoconing bool hfre in o minute,
and 2f vou don't chnnge your mind and charps 1t gulek,
Ititl ... ...

ETE

(“T HEAR

STAIRS . J

Waltl

g ! 'F‘arxlj T_O!

_— F i

PSRN
('::L.'_.'_'_.S)

e

carm oA
Ll

RUNHINIG IOWXY

(8C/RED) Oh, no, no!

{4 WOMAMIS STEPS RUNNING ALSH

POUNDIAG O+ DOCR)

Furpy.
(*EY TURNS IN LOCK;
{DOOR OFPENS)

HE 3 F e g Lo a1
1t? thot's the moctor, Dord

——

el
i
{1
|
|
=3
H
U
"'1
=

gy
£
el

e

"JJ
L

[}

o

4]
[

I-—.l
'_I

the poiia

DBut unnt.,.,?
Iv's Zowl., . ho's gone down to the con
NGekn!l TFoed, Fred, ne's gore crozyl

in! Let me in, do you near?

Fred! It's BEopl.,.

RUNNIIIG ALOING CCOERIICRH,

THEN DOV

IRS, CPENS DOOR, SLALLS

7 CCREIDOR. UHEM STCP,

a?

._
o
v
b
'_)
3

e
o

¢! Please

Lo DO T ZUD. EeROW-—
Plgozz.,.c2ll the
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FRED: Try to keop calm, Doris, Ifve callsd the zolice. Besylee

ppdteed—a—squié—ear, They'll De here 2ny minusc ancd...
{5 MUFFLED SHOT)
DORT S Fred! Ze's blown the lock off. Ha...
{DCOR FLUNG OPEV)
RAR®r (MADLVY - Fry Lo- take. my ~girk-avay-frew me~wouidyou,
Wattors |
FRED: (I PANIZ; Karms! No! Don't shooid)
DORLS: Farl! {S5CRIAMS) XC!
{EHOT, GORAN, EODY THUD }

-
L}

EARL: Taxpedg--for your new hoy friend, 2abyt
SING FOOTSTEPS ALONG CORRILCR, THEY STARY DOV

{RU

ST4IRS, THEY STOP SUDDENLY, AT WE AR A IOOX

CPEY AND CLOSE BELOW)

0O0P I (0PF A LITTLE) Fey, youl! Yhere you goinc?
EARL: Crh, zoppers, nhuh?
O0P IT (YELL3, Look out,'Mikei He's zot a,..

(20T, THEN ANOTHER SHOT, GRCANE CfT, 3CDY FALLS)

(E YSAR TARL TAUGHING, HYSTERICALLY)
(SR PE-RACTNG-DOW i - STATRE ;DO RS NE- 350

(MysIC: JE AND ULDER)

MARR ¢ Vou, Clavson Maxwvell, get there From the 3tendard TIUDLce
in te- mi=utes. You check the toll with Aszzistant Chierd

of Folice Ray Marsin. And gray faced, zhaitling vita
emction, ne tellz you...
HMARTIHY Three of 'en, Maxwell, Fred Walters.,.Patrclman SUTHUD . vy

angd Zerzeznt Kane.
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CTAY And 211 witn the sare trademari...a »sllet nele cloan
throuzl: the {orehead. (A DEAT) The uiller mace his

JARTT My Yep, wacde & clsan getaway. But he wor't 29 yery rar,
Maxrell. Mot in this srow,..not in ithiz weather. We Tre

throwing 8 biock on every highway in every direction.

CTAY Where's the girl?
MARTIN: Ir ner amartment. Hysterical, Ina fsvw minutes, When

) -

cre's gestled down, we'll ask ker a I'eW % stionsg!

e

le gtory. The killer's name is Earl Xarns, ancé he
proome in a house owned by a Mrs. Barrbws, on South
Olarcria Street. You and Chief BMartin o there...

(¥30CK O DOOR, DOOR OFPENS)

- =

HARTZI N Ch, nells, 1little girl,

SAMIE: Helillz,
CLAY:S Wrat's your nanme’

JAYTIE Ch, ns. Daddy went to Greatv Falle,.,on muzinsss,  2ut omy

DSkt ,

[IR11

MARTIM: Mre. Barrovws, I'm Asslstant Chis
Mawwell, > the Standard, We'd lika to ses Zarl Karns

TOont.,
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MRD. B3 Mz r. . why, of ¢ourse. le Iives umzbalve, Iz
hne...iz he in lroutls?
CTAY: (GRINZIZ} e sure is, Mre., Bevrove. Ile's In,..nlenty of

waszebasket,., . insulin, and liver extract, Ani they prove
the willer 1z sick...-hat he'ls sulffPering Zpom both dizbeues
and anem’sa. Andé then two days later, == the zearch moves

coihvand., .

(¥I0CY C¥ TOOR)

MRS, 2 Yeg? lho 1s 1w?
EARL: guzi = Triend, Mrs. Sarrowz, One of ycur nelzhborsg, acress
e sircoh.,
AR, i Ih, roegtoa romend.., .
(X&y TURNS I 10CK, TCCR OPRND;
RS, Di Come in. I...{CUTS AND CASP3] You!

3
[
L

Quizii

EARL: { H: ;T =aid,..shut the doop! = -
HR3. B But.. ,tut.,.where Jdid you come Tromx?
TART: Uz north, I've been workin' my way <own ©I Butie for Twa

i
Cll'
93]
[Vsf
[
5
3
o)
2
e
)
[md
o
3]
=
o
o

Butte? The police,..they’ze
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=ARL: Trot's wheve you'lre Wwrenz, I rocuesd soro onee. This is

the Iazit place they'd fizure I'¢ cone hac' to,
MRS, 3t Yo owean, yoa're, .,
TARLS Yes, that's virki, Mrs, Darvows! (IAUSES) I'm goin' to hide

out nere for a fev days...be your guest fovr a little whilel
IES, B N...I.,.no, Ycu can't.

EARD! Whr ocan't IF

FART: Youpr mueband'z out of town. I horpen to inow he'll be in

T
Seebhiv for oa month. 2o...vou'vwe got 8 beoarder, llre,

Barrowa. (CRUBLLY) Whether you iike 1% oy not, (A 3EAT)

the c¢ther» rocon.,

MR3 B Janis,.,zhc'y asleep in
BARL: Geood, Xuep hor outa my vay. I den't brate, can't

stand 'en, never could, How,..nh w abszuit zome gupper. I

maven'T zZaten in Swo dayo.

MRS, 3 Fol 2 wonts let you zuay!
TARL: Warty vou, Mre, Bavrows? Wac's r2inn to stop me!

MR3. I, 0T ZUDDEN PALN) Ho, don't., dbydon 'ty -dentte—idy-

1.
..

Aok, ., [S0T3) Please.,..you're hursfLng mel  (SHE SORBS
LTARL: That's

glck mon, I've Toen freeclng an ziuriinT Tho zolize have
nesn niuncing me like a rabbit., I aecd rost, pet me, rest,

T e

andé I'm ostaying here Tor o whils, vhothe» you like 1t op

not. A BEAT) Any objections, nou, lii's, Barrvows?
M3, M I...n2,..ke!
EARL: O%ay! Mow »ustls me up some cupper, and I want it hot!
{17sIC: _ _CURTALN TZ)

(MIDDIE COMMERCIAL)
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HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

H&RRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HEARRICE:

CHAPPELL+

HARRICEH:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRANM #149
HIDDLE COMMERCIAL
THROLT-SCRATCH ~~- THROAT-SCRATCH -- THROAT-SCRATCH!
Guard egainst throat-scratchl
Enjoy smooth smokingt

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos

travels the smoke further....

Fiiters the smoke and makes it mild.

Puff by puff you're alvays thead when you smoke FELL
MFLL. At the first puff PELL MELL smoXe 1is Filtered
fur<her than that of any other leading cigarette,
Moreover, after § puffs, or 10, or 15, cr 17, PELL NELL
still pives you a longer fllter of Tine tobaccos - To
guard against throat-seratch.

For PELL MELL'S greater length travels the smoke further

on its way to your threat ~ filters it raturally through
PZLL MNaLL!'S treditionally fine, mellow %obaccos - guards
against throat-seraicil.

Yes, FELL MELL'3 fine tobaccos give you 2 smoothness,

mildnecs and satisfactlor no other cigarette offers rou.

Guard agzinst throat-seratchl
Er.joy smooth smokingl

Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red packaze ~ PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -

"gutstanding!!
And - they are mild.
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HARRICE:

NARR ¢

CLAY:
SERGZANT ¢
CLAY

SERGEANT :

CLAV:

SERGEANT :

MARTIN:

CLAU:

-1h=

This 18 Cy Harrice roturning ¥ou to your nmarrctor.,.and
THE 3IG STORY of Clayton Maxwell,..as he lived it.,.and

vrote 1t...

- . . Doel A ;P 3 , ot
The sictaiaty af e Ta tTnaads e dod Dt Tt - it A2 T e o
; A=ifatfiompex

ag,.uheq(gou, Claytor
Maxwell of the Montans Standard, Eax the next lead on -the
killer'ts trail. Jee Willioms, = gﬁ&;;;;’ls found lying
dead near the highway, & bullet hole drilled through his
Terchead, Trademark: Earl Karns. And then, a couple of
hours later...

(PHOME RING, RECEIVER OFF HOOK}

Mazxwell, 3Standard,.
(FILTER) Maxwell, Sergeant Donovan, Headquarters,
Yes, Sergeant?
Just a little'tip for you. A state trooper found the
¥1ller's car...abandoned on the highway.
Whrat! Where, Sergednt?
In the mountains, nearxr hnaconda. And 1P wyou want to see
Chief Martin, you'd better get down here fast, He's taking

cff for Anaconda any minute!

Mexwell, this Earl Karns may be a manlac with a gun, 3ut
ke's got o broin like a fox when it ccmes to covering his
trall. He Tigured we'd have a dragnet out, figured if he
kept working the hignways he'd end up in 2 rcad block,..
So he took to hils legs, counting on the blizzard to snow

in his tracks. That 1t, Chlel?

ATKC1T Q170558
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MARTTI:

(!

NARR:

WooDSs

CLAY:

o, -6
ke,

Mapbmomilasmetd—meswbs , But if he needs medicine, he moy

try a drug store in Anaconda, It's necorer to where he

ditched his car. And 1f he does,..wc'll be waiting!

You disagree with Chicf Martin, Earl Kerns 1s shrevd.

He knows thot Anoconde will be ¥nee deep in armed officer
walting to kill him. If he mokes hls move, he'll moke 1t
where hels lenzt cxpected...back to Butte, And then..,

then you get on idea., And you staxy to move...

ILiver extract and insulin together, Mr. Maxwell? That's

a mighty peeuliar comblination. '

Yes, I know. But if anyone comes Into your drug store ond
ordere it...anvone, you undersiond,..phone me ot the

Standard, Newmiies-Woedsrrarhere le—bhe -nextumerrest

KING:

CLAY:
KING:

CLAY:

CLAY:

STACEY:

3¢ this killer has both diabetes and onewxla, eh, Mr,
Maxwell?

Thot'le vight, Mr, King,

Den't get many ecalls for 2 setup lile that, But if I do,

I*11 sure call you,

:

P Ao g T
Fine. How,.,vhere can T find your ncarsst esmdeddtorl

You unéerstond, Mr. Stacey, don't try anything rash., Thie
man's dengerous....ne'll shoot to %i1il. Wait $11l1 he
ledvas Foir drig store,..then call.

Don't worry, Mr, Maxwell., I'll give him o good start,

I'm no hero!
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EARL®

HRS. B:

EARL:

MRS. Bt
EARL:

JANYE s

MR3. Br

JANIE

EARL:
JANIE

_17-
Up 2nd down every street in Butte, one by one ti11 youlre
leg weary, vou, Clayton Maxvwell, cover cvery drugstore in
i
Babés, One by one, you try to forge the links on o chziin
hooked on & trop to coteh o Liiller. But the time posses,

ané no phone coll comee, It is threo days sinee Earl .

- 2deye ccteet AE J“,,; “a /lﬂ"’c
Karns ran amok on Main Street. wkﬁéf;ewTuitméaﬂshrs"

evoaéngy-and7yeuﬂﬂit’pﬁﬁ?fﬁ@‘fﬁﬁﬂﬂgh“ru&r«w&néewy
& b F A
A st eadde _ppland Ao T
P po~mende, And ot this moment, although you
are =till unavore of 1t, your hunch hos borne fruit., At
this moment, on South Oklahoma Stroet,..
(CLINK OF CUP AND SAUCER)

Mere coffee, Mrs. Barvows,
Mr, Karng, I.,.
(CRASH OF COFFEE CUP ON FLOOR)
Hlore coffec, I sanid! You hcer me? More coffee!
(AGITATED) YG8, ¥E9... '

That's better, That's much better. The next time.
{cuTs AS)

(DOOR OFENS)
(SIEEPILY) Mommy! Moumy!
(WORRIED) Janoy. Janey, darling.,.
Mommy, I heard o blg nelse, And 1t woke me up, ond...

{cuTs} Oh, why, Mommy, it's Mr. Korns. (SMILE) Hello

Mr, Karns,

Get pack into your room!

But Mr. Karng, I only seid....
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FARL:

MRS, B

EARL:

EARL:

JANIE:

MRS, Bi
FARL:

MRS. Bi

JAKIE:

MRS. B:

JANIE:

MES, B2

-18-
Cet bael into that room, you hear me? [rs. Borrovs, get
+hat wrat out cf here!
Please, Mr. Karng, she's only a chlld,..
T said I coulén't stand kids around, $idn't I? I sald they
mede me nervotus, 6idn't I? You know what hapﬁens when I
get nervous, don't you? f'm a sick man, you hear me,
Mrs. Barrows, a sick mﬁn, and I can't stend....
{(JAUIE STARTS TO =08}
(YELLS) Stop 1t! Stop that sniveling, you little devil,
before I brain you!
(smmnm)Mmmﬁ Mommy ==
The chlild's frightened, She...
(QUICK CEANGE OF MOOD, FROM IOUGD, TO LOW AND DEADLY) For
the last time, Mrs. Barrows, get her outv of here. I told
you she gets on my nerves, didn't I? I do funny things
vvhen I'm nervous, Mra, Barrove.. vefy Tunny things, ..
(AS JANIE SIILL S0B3)
Darling, go back into your room and shut the docr. Try
to go to sleen., .
But -hels.a Dbad-dasy-demmys He!ll hurt you!
(QUIETLY) No, Janie. He won't hurt me, Yew—jutb—gebimtT

ey

L T

oG and- T B TSR] we-you-goodniwe . Go ahoad nowy
dariing...
(SNIFFLING) All right, Mommy.

(DOOR CLOSE)

Mr. Karna..,
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EARL:

MRS. Lt
EARL:

MR3. B
FARL:

MRS. Bl

EARL:

MR3, B:

EARL:

KING:
MR3. B:

KING:

"lﬂ"
(INTERRUPTS) Shut up! Shut up! Mrs. Barrova, and listen
tome, I'm not feeling so good., I'ma sick man, and I
need some medicine. I need it bad, and I need it guick.
Ard you're going to get 1t for me.
I..,how?
I want jou to g0 to the nearest drugstore.,.the nearest
ohe, you understand, I'll write out the names of the
medicine I need on this paper. You 2o cut and get it,
You mean, ..leave Janle alone,,.with you?
Yeah, Just a 1little guarantee that you ﬁon't call the
pelice., Just a 1little guarantec.,.that you'll come back
«.with that medicine.
But my 11ttle girl...Janle...alone with...
(DEADLY) Don't worry. I'11l take care of her! I'll take
care of hepr fine!l DNovw, get pcing!
Mr. Karns, please...

{SHARP) You hear me? Get going!

E@RﬁFFiGﬁS&BﬁEﬂ‘O?P, DOCR CPEN AWD CLOSE, TRAFFIC
SOURDS 0UT. TADE UP, CLANG QF CASH RECISTER, A3
WOMAN'S STEPS MOVE IXN)

(HEARTY) Well! Good evening, Mre., Barrows)

(DULLY) Good eveningz, Mr. King.

Last time you ceme in here, it was a prescription for

Janie's cold. Eow is tshe?

Ch., B8he...she's fine,

Good, geood. Nov,..what can I do for you?

I...I need some medicine. It...the name;s Wwritten cut on

this plece of paper.
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KING:

MRS, Bi

KING:

MR35, B:

KING:

ZARL:

MRS, B
ZARL:

MHES. B
EARL:

ME3. B:

=2 0=
(CRACKIE OF PAPIR)
I see. Well, ve'll get it for you in a jif'fy and... {CUTS)
Mr, King, Mr. King, vhat's the matter?

{NERVOUSLY) Matter? .Vhy, why, nothinz's the matter, Mrs.

. Barrowvs, nothing at all. But you're surs this 1=z the

medicine you wvant?

(AGITATED)} Yos, yes, I'm sure., You o have i%t, don't you
Mr. King? Please,..you've got to have 1t!

(SIOWLY)IYes, Mrs, Barrowvs. We have it, 1'1l get it for

you...right avay!

(DOOR OPEN AND CLOSE)
Oh, there you ave. DId you get the medicine? (A BEAT, THEN
SMAF3) Well? Did you? |
Yes. Yes, I got it. |
Give 1t to me,,.gulek! (& PAUSE) Azah! Thatt!s it! Thatfs
the =ztuff! You took your own swest time about bringling it
back, I.,.(CUYS} Wait a mimte., What 413 take you so
long?
I...ﬁhc streets. Thev're covered witn ice andé =novw,..
Don't 1te to me! You told someone I was here,..the cons!
No, no. I swemr it, I swear I didn't. Ilr, Karns, belleve
me, I didn't.
Okay, okay. I didn't think you would,..ncht with that brat
sleepinz 1in there.
Flsase, Mr. Karns. :Let us go. You've got your medicine,
now let Janie and,gtéo. My mother—in-law lives across the
street. W%We'll go streight there, and I promise, I von't

tell...
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EARL:

MR5, Bt

EARL:

MRS, D:

HARL:

CLAY:

KING:

CLAY:

KINAG:

CLAY:

KING:

CLAY:

KITG:

(UsIC: _

_21_
{INTERRUPTS) Who do you think you're «ilding, “ps. Darrouvs?
Itve got other plans for you and that brat of yours.
Other plans?
Yealh, I’ve.got'to lie down, after I ta%e this medicine...
get some rest, And I don't want anycne walking out on me
vhile I ¢o. 3¢, I'm locking you and the kid in the attie,
The attle? But Mr., Karne, there's no hest, It's freezing
cold up there!
Is it? Honest? Well, that's too bad, Mrs. Barrows.
(SNAPS) How, e ke up thaet ki¢ and got her out here, And
be quicl aboulb 1t, PoTreRedde

o

(PHOME RING, PAUSE, PHOME RING AGAIN, PAU3SE, PHOIE
RING BEGINS AND THEN CUT OFF AS... RECEIVER COFF
HOCK }

(STERPY) Hello?

(FILTER IXCITED) Mr. Maxwell, thie is Mr, King, King's

:

I tried to get you at the Standard, but they told me you
vere home...

{IMPATIEVT ) Yes, yes? What is 1t?

A woman came in ang drdered voth fhat hizgh potency livern
extract and the insulin,

4 woman? What wvoman? Who is she?

A Mvs. Barrowsz, She lives over on South Cklahoms Street!
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(PHOKE RING, PHOME OFF HOOX)

Dl

CHIZF: Chic? ilartin, Headquarters. o f ?-?5

CLAY: (FTLPER] Chief, Clay Maxwell, My huncﬂbhas paid off]
CHIEF: Vhat ere you taliing about? |

CLAY: " Mne killer's right here in Butte!

CHIFF: What! How do wyou know, Maxwell?

CLAY: I+'s & long story. But if you ﬁant him, you'd better go

get him,..right awvay!

CHIEF: Yhere?

CIAY: He's af his old roondng house,..right now!

KARR = You Cizjton Maxwell, skid all over the icy streets on the
woy to South Oklahoma Street and as you do, you remember
Mres, 3errows, ond the 1istle girl, Janie, and you feel =ick

inside, And then, when you get thers, you hear a fusilade

K

o7 srhote from the housze, and se¢ the nolineg duclking for
COVET ...
{SHOTS OFF, THEN THEY STOP)
MARTII: (FROJECTS) A1l right, Karnse. Come out with your hends upi
Or we'll cove Zn and zet youl
EARL: (0FF, LAUGHS) Come akoad, Copper. I got a woman and her
little brat in here, The minube you sgtart for this

house, I'n golng to let ‘em both have it!

MARR : You salk o Chle™ Martin, as you both huddle behind a
trec...
CLAY: Chief, ne's got us in 8 2pot. And he means what he says

about Mre, Barrovs and her 1little girl.
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MARTIM:
CLAY:
MARTII:
CTAY ¢

MARTII:

CLAY:
MARTII:

SERGEANWT s
MARTIN:

SERGEANT :

MARTIN:

HAER ¢

CLAY:
MARINT ¢

CLAY:

(GRIMLY )} Yes. I knew he does, Manwell.

What are you geing to do?

Tcay gas, -

Tear ges?

Cnly chaﬁce welve got, Try to Dllnd him, before he can
malze 4 move,

But the woman and the little girl...

I'm sorry, Maxwell., We've got to tole the risl. It's our
cnly chence., {CALL3) Sergeant! Serzeant Donovan),

Yes, sir?

Go aroun& the back of the house vhere It's dark with o i
couple of tear gas bombs, Stay low, crawl on your'ézzi;:{/"
When you get to the house, heave them through the windowe,
Yo '3l eover vou with gunfire to divert the killer's
attention, Got I1t?

{FESITATES) I...yes, sir,

Ciny, mct moving. (CALLS) All right, cverybody! Start

It works, You see Eapl Karos, staggering cut of the house,
fining blindly, And then he drozs at a single shot from
Chief Ray Martin's gun. You take a long look at the body
of Faprl Karns. And you tell the Chiel.,.

Chief, sometimes it's funny how justice works?

What do you mean, Maxwell? |

You stole the killer's owﬁ trademark, You drilled him

with 2 single bullet..,.clean throuch the forehead.
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ok
CHAPPEIL: In just a moment we will read you 2 telegram Srom
Cinyton Kaxwell of the Butte Montana Standord with the
final outcome of tonight's BIG STCRY.
{MUSIC: _ _STING...)

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY -2h-
PROGRAM #149

CIOSING COMMIRCIAL

HARRICE: Don't let throat scratch spoll your caciing enjoyment.
CHADPELL: Gucrd agninst throot secratch!
HARRICE: Enjcy gmooth smoking!

CHAPFRIL: PELL MEIL'S greater length of tradltionclly fine tobacceds

travels the smoke further...

HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

CHAPPEIL: Zuff by nuff you're always ahead when jou smoke PELL MEILL.
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke ig filtered further than
thet of any other leading cluarette. Moreover, alfer 5
wuffe, or 1C, or 15, or 17, FELL MELL stl1ll gives you 5
longer, natural Filter of traditionelly fine tobacess - to
guaré nzains throat scrateh, Yes, PILL MELL'S fine

toboccos zive you & smoothness, miléncss, and gatisfaction
&

nc other clgarette offers you,
HARRICE: Sc, don't iet throat scratch spoll your smoking enjoymens.
CHAPPFLL: Guard, zgainst threoat zeratch!
HARRICE: Enioy smacth smoking!

CHAPPELL: Asl for the longer, finer clgorvette in the distlngulshned

.

ved pockage - FELL MELL FAMCUS CIGARETTES - 'Cugstandinz!”
HARRICE! Ancg - they are mild!l
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CHAPFELL:

MAXELL:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

T

New we read you that telegram from Clayton Maxwell of

the Butte Montana 3tandard.

Rushing into gos £1lled house we found the mother and
little girl in the attic very scared but very much alive.
Mag killer in tonight's BIG STORY was buried in Potter's
Tield nfter his mothcr refused to claim the body. Many
thanks for tonlght's PEIL MELL AWARD,

Trank yau, Mr, Maxwell...the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL $500
Award for notable service in the fleld of journalism.
Listen again next veck, same time, some station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG STORY
~- A BIG STORY from the front pages of the Binghamton,
Yioaagows Pross -- by-line, Sidnay M. Cavannaugh., A BIG
STORY about 8 reporter who poged as 2 sucker to catch o

slicker and woubd up in jail with double trouble.

O e e R

THE BIG STORY iz produced by Bernard J. Prockter with music
by Visdimlr Selinsky. Tonighp's progrom Was adapbed by

slax Ehrlich from an occtual story from the front pages of
the Buttc Monteona 3tandard, Your narretor wos Bob S8locne,
and Paul MeGrath played the part of Clayton Maoxwell, In
order to protesct the names of peorle cctually involved in
tonight's authentic BIG 8TORY the namce of all characteors
in the dramatlzation wvere changed with the exception of

the reporter, Mr, Maxucll.
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CHAPPELL:

ANNCR:

connde
1/24/50 pm

This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of FELL

MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES,

THIS I3 NBC ..., THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY,
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THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #150

AS BROADCAST

CAST

NARRATOR BOB SLOANE
VOICE II BOB SLOANE
OID DAME ATHENA LARDE
YOUNG DAME ATHENA LARDE
CAVANAUGH FRANK BEHRENS
FRaR— PRANK EETRENS
SPINE I MANDEL KRAMER
seaunamm:,ﬁatjégbf- MANDEL KRAMER
SPINE II RALPH BELL
VOICE I RALPH BELL
CHIEF WALTER GREAYA
BOSS WALTER GREAYA
PRESIDENT JIM BOLES

coP 11 JIM BOLES

cop X / BILLY GREENE
%Ekni-//:/)xf/: sl BILLY GREENE
UNCLE ED PECK

Y ;;4¢ﬁrul£ ED PECK

WEDNESDAY, FEBRUARY 8, 1980
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NBC & NET THE BIG STORY #150

£0:03-§0: 33) PM FEBRUARY 8, 1950 WEDNESDAY
ANNCR: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY!
{MySIC: _ _ _ FANFARE} _
(CITY ROOM BG AND PHONE RINGS, PICKED UP)
BOSS: Binghamton Press -- city desk,
CAVANAUGH: (FILTER) Boss -- this is Cavanaugh,
BOSS: Good, What've you got, 8147
CAVANAUGH: {PIITER) Well - you know that swindle story I've been

working on?

BOSS: Yeah, Anything new?

CAVANAUGH: (FILTER) Yep. The police Just made an arrest,

EOGS; Good] Who?

CAVANAUGH: (FILTER) Me. (PAUSE) Come on down and ball me outl
{MusIc: _ _ _ HIT AND_0Q FOR)_

CHAFPFELL: THE BIG STNRY, Here is America,..lts sound and i1ts

fury...its joy and 1ts sorrow.,.as falthfully reported
by the men and women of the great Amerlcan newspapers.
( PAUSE COLD &FLAT)Binghamton, New York., From the front
pages of the Binghamton Press the story of a2 reportern
who got arrested for his Blg Story. And for his work,
to S8idney Cavanaugh goes the PELL MELL AWARD|

{"PENING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY -2-
PROGRAM #150

QPENING COMMERCTAL:

CHAPPFELL: Guard against throat-scratch! Yes, guard against
throat-scratch!

HARRICE: Enjoy smecth smoking!

CHAPPELL; PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine

tobazcos travels the smoke further...

HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.
CHAFPPELL: Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL

MELL. At the fipst puff PELL MELL smoke 1ls flltered
further than that of any other leading clgaretite.
Morever, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MILL
st1ll glves you & longer, natural fllter of traditicnally
fine tobaccos - to guard against throat-scrateh, Yes,
PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos glve you a smocthness,

mildness and satisfaction ne other cigarette offera you.

HARRICE: Don't let throat=-seratch spoll your smoking enjoyment,
CHAPPELL: Guard against throat-scratchi

HARRICE: Enjoy smooth smoking!

CHAPPELL: Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the distingulshed

red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGZARETTES -

"Outstandingi"
HARRICE+ And - they are mildl
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CHAPPELL:

{Musc: _
NARR:

voIcE I:

CAVANAUGH:

— e

VOICE II:

CAVANAUGH:

PRESIDENT

CAVANAUGH
PRESIDENT :
CAVANAUGH:
PRESIDENT:
CAVANAUGH:

— —

~. _ HIT AND GO_UNDER)

-3=

— e EA mm b A v e

Binghamton, New York, The story as it actually

happened, Sidnay Cavanaugh's story as he lived it.

e,y A gl f“"/"‘a S &
Yog{wonqg? what newspabermen did before Don Ameche

invented the telephone, Womderful gadget. You Sildney
Cavanaugh 31t at your desk 1in the city room of the
Binghamton Press - this muggy August day - and the news
comes to you,

(TELEPHONE RINGS, PICKED UP)
(FILTER) A blllygoat just ate the wash off a
clothesline on Walnut Street,
Very exciting.

(TELEPHONE RINGS, PICKED UP)

(PILTER)} Theret!s & burglar alarm ringing on Henry
Street. Short circuit,
Faseinating,

{ PHONE RINGS AGAIN.,PICKED UP)
(RILTER) Mr. Cavanaugh, this is the Chamber of
Commerce.,.

£30TTOVOEE )
(FILTER)

Thrilling, (ANSWERING) Yes...
Couid you come dowil here lmmediately?
Well.,.I'm pretty busy...you see --

(FILTER)

This 1s very important, Mr, Cavanaugh, Very.

A1) right, 1I!'1l1 drop by.

{ PHONE HUNG UP)

et et e wew wmm e amm omm mem mea
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CAVANAUGH:

PRESIDENT:

PRESIDENT:

PRESIDENT:

CAVANAUGH:

PRESTDENT :
CAVANAUGH:

PRESIDENT:

gentlemen? Fink,..s1t down ,#“flease.
( CLATTER CH;Q;FS UNDER)

Gentlemen ~- let P 1 take seats ~~ please.
,L,sm-agﬂs )
Mr. Cavanaugh - a@‘ll come to the point immediately

(PAUSE) Binghamton 1s in danger,
/{.Z . f’;’hr s A ‘r“'hv'.axa-e"!f&f
An emergency 1s at hand/}*ﬂa—needsyour ‘help.

Sir?

Thank you, slr. But if 1lt's an editorlal you need
written...some important statement, why, you've got the
wrong man, You see - I'm Jjust a police reporter.

(

reporter can sometimes -_&JZ understand -- do what

Y} Exactly. A police

the police mannot.

GRVAAGMT——— e L, vhat's wnat police reporiers UEItEV&wﬂmﬂh&qQ,gapcr

PRESIDENT:

CAVANAUGH:

‘PRESIDENT:

e Ll A
e
| et T T

themaelves w= e T

L

dHWﬂﬁéﬂéﬁéﬁéﬂgﬁ&evtbyﬂiewnetméndﬁaabedwat«th&aummmnﬂﬁ?

(PAUSE) Do you know what a bucket shop is?
Well,..Tt've heard tell...Some kind of a swindle, lsn't
it?

It certalnly is, And we have reason to believe that
there is one thriving, I might say, 1n our clty, But

so far, we have no proof - merely anonymous reports.
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CAVANAUGH:
PRESIDENT:

CAVANAUGH:

PRESIDENT:

CAVANAUGH:

UNCLE:

CAVANAUGH:

-.5...
I see, Well -
Mr, Cavanaugh - would you undertake an investigation
for us¢?
Well.,.,I'd llke to know a 1little more about 1t,.if it's
a good story, why =--
Young man, 1f you succeed, you!ll get more than a good

thougands

story. You'll save the people of
-- perhaps millions of dollars, And speaking of money,
Mr. Cavanaugh, we of the Chamber of Commerce are
prepared to advance yoU....

WIPES IT ANP GOES UNDER)

L =R = el g e ol

Half an hour 1ater_£i}éé§3what bewlldered nct so much

by the rapid turn of events as by the fact that the o0ld
NI Y A L

¢ of' C'has actually come up with something more
interesting than an 1898 assessort's report -- you are

having a2 quick coffee with a man you've never secen

before in your life - & man who ig fo be -- young unsclel

(CLINKING OF COFFEE CUPS UNDER)

My unelel! I ~~ I dontt guite understand, sir.

Look.l I promised the Chamber Itd do anything to help,
but I won't swear oizfa warrant, I don't vant'ézggg;;

to knew I waéﬁgﬁg;;é;:?...Thc bucketshop took mc for

n=arly all I hed. But thore's nothing I czn do. I

teve 4 family -- and these blrdas ars tough.

They are?
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UNCLE:

LAVANAUGH: T il o eiiitfemt ot @oltirborrmarby

UNCLE:

CAVANAUGH:

{MusSIC;:

CAVANAUGH:

YOUNG DAME:

CAVANAUGH:

YOUNG DAME:

YOUNG DAMNE:

CAVANAUGH:

SPINE:

-
I heard them threaten another sucker with a beating.
Matter of fact, I'm kind of sorry I gave the Chamber

my name...but I want to see those operators go to Jail.

" e
o= An B wil

complainer who didn't qggg;pmanﬁﬁﬁﬁg;;f,

. ﬁa""e‘
WOuldnlgwbeﬂﬁﬁbprised.

But my only satisfactlon'll be

o i
o
el

Well.,..16's worth & try. Now - let!s go over that

again, I'm your nephew.;.my rame 1s George Tipton --
you recommended these operators for my investnents..,

Ten minutes later, you are in the outer cffice of a2

firm called -- Spine and Spine -- Stockbrokers. And
demanding to speak to --
(VOICE NOW IMPERATIVE, A TRIFLE POMPOUS) Mr. Spine

himself, young ladyl
Which one?
Either one! And hurry up about 1t,
It1] see if they'll see you,
(DOOR OPENS ON“rICRCR-ITY"BOT
Mr, Spilne, there!s a fella here --
~BIUSTTERIM™  I'm not used to waliting 1n outslde
offices! Ilve come here on honest business, and -- are
you Spine?

Wontt you step

{VERY VERY DEELP & OILY) I -~ am Spine.

in, Mp, == gh ~-
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CAVANAUGH:
SPINE:
CAVANAUGH:
SPINE:
CAVANAUGH:

SPINE:
CAVANAUGH:

SPINE II:
SPINE I:
CAVANAUGH:
SPINE I:

SPINE II:
CAVANAUGH:

SPINE I71:
CAVANAUGH:
SPINE I1:

wf

I am in. And my name is Tipton, George Tipton,
Ah yes, Tipton, By any chance related to--

He's my unecle, Told me about you =
What do you mean -- "told--"
Said youtd glve a man mérgin. About ftime we had a
broker in this town who'd allow & man enough mergin to
take\a real flyer, eh?

You -- ghe wish to make an investment?

Investment?

« I want to take

a gamble.

That 's the trouble wlth the banks and

brokers around here, Won'tt give a man a run for kis

money, Caution caution caution. (EOBNDE
<8R LobU S ONAREOAK e

{DOOR OPENS)
(AS DRY AND SHARP AS OTHER IS OILY) What's golng on?
Ah =~ this is Mr. Tipton -- Mr. Tipton's coumin -«
Nephew, hephew!}
Nephew, that 1s, He -i;yﬂ wlshes to purchase some
stock,
Does, eh? What made you come to us?
{STILL IN CHARACTER,...DON'T FORGET) Pirst place, my
uncle recommended you == second place, I can't get &
decent margln rate any place else ~-=
What do you want to buy?
General Englneering.

Ah -~ how many shares?
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CAVANAUGH:
SPINE I3

SPINE II:
CAVANAUGH:

SPINE I:

SPINE II:

SPINE I:
CAVANAUGH:

SPINE I

~8-
(VERY QUIETLY AND CONFIDENTLY) One hundred,
Do you realize General Engineering is quoted at one
hundred and seventy-eight --
And three-quarters?
Certainly, And it hasn't stopped yet. Thatts why I
want to buy --
Just a minute, just a minute. When you say "buy" --
can you back that up wlth --
Ah == proof of your --

Financial status? PRI
oAg'fjul é‘/:r.?:'

I can, (PAUSE) ﬁzii- e Binghamton Trust. Go ahead ~--
Cv{ﬁ A ,‘/—L} 2-5’4—»-\..—-'
SR R TRETTrmpeRcoeunt,  And--

alnce you don't seem to trust me - call my uncle, See

what he says! ‘g R e
VI B chpedo o fidm .
1

A1l right!
( PHONE DIALING)

CEPENE~TErrmmrofnde FA T e 8T Ryt uR ol aduod OVER. SECQND, EHONE. DIALING

NARR:

You realize, young man, we do net accept, aq#afﬁﬁie, -
=

o
ah voluntary investors. We usually -—_ahﬁ goliclit
d“r g

preferred -- ah, clients, ol

e

(LOW) And so -- the twofgpiﬁé brothers check up on you
~- then and therg.~"ind thanks to the Chamber of

Commerggwuiwﬁhich has thrown a goodly sum at your

-

. dL8posal -~ thelipr verdlct is -

BPENE“??**”“’“?uu*veaakag,wﬁ
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3PINE II:

SPINE I:

CAVANAUGH:

SPINE I:

CAVANAUGH:
SPINE II:

SPINE I:

SPINE II:

SPINE I:

SPINE II:

CAVANAUGH:

SPINE I3

..9..
m&ﬁhen, a hundred
ghares of General Engineering (PENCIL SCRAFE ON PAPER)
at one hundred and seventy-eight and three quarters...
{HE FIGURES ON PAPER) 2zerc...zero...five seven,,.elght
seven two,,,{UP) That comes to «=
(TERSE) S8eventeen thousand eight hundred and seventy-
five dollars, (PAUSE) That's a lot of money.
I know, But of course, I won't put up the entire sum,
It1t take it on margln., And at 5¢ percent, that'!'d be -~
éggpercent! Where!d you get the idea you could handle
a transactlion like that on aE;?percent margini

Well -- 1snft that peubdme? Lfw> -t 2 g"éiﬂﬁﬁ !

Wot ~- 8k co bibedlliieulie On an investment of this --
ah, wagnitude, we'd requlre at least =--
Stactys 507

Yes, &frty per cent, Which comes to -- {MORE PEN
SCRAPE) F%STS....EO...decimal point,...zero zero,,,flve
.. .2arry the one,,,seven...an -- carry the one --
(TERSELY, OVER THE FIGUQ%NGJ I make it ten thousand
ﬁejzn'hundred and twe#zy-sase-dollars.

Ah =~ correct, Youlre prepared to pay that sum, then?
Certainly, All I want to know 1s -- what firm will
handle the order?

{VERY VERY QUIET.,.THIS IS IT) What do you mean by

that?
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CAVANAUGH: Well -- you've golng to place the order with a Wall

Street flrm, I want to know which one,

SPINE II: We =- ah, are not 1In the habit
Jziﬁfg'i.g-,f pry :f{/f{é’/‘j“’k“’“’
SPINE I: Walt a minute., (PAUSE)
}WM;’
SPINE II: Ah == yes, yes. Will you - ah, excuse us a moment.
CAVANAUGH: Why «- why sure! Bubt let!s get started -- before the

ticker jacks up the price on mel

NARR: They disappear beyond a partition. Apparently you have
made a mistake -« or, on the other hand-- apparently
you have asked Just the right questlon. If they're a
legitimate house == they'll have no objection to
telling you who's brokering the order. If, on the

other hand, itt's a swindle, a fleece, a phoney --

they'll brush you off-- but fast. (RAUSET={Irar-chy
yf

MIKE: ARGUING BETWEEN TWO BROTHERS, AD L;Bm&*“

vﬂu‘hdﬁr

INDISTINGUISHAB,E,SAVE‘ES“HUTmERING UP AND UNDER)

e R

_AknLJkthmaanuLhem"arqu1nz thae point And then -~ you

make your first mistake, You put your ear to the
keyhole -= Just 1n time for -~
{DOOR OPENS SUDDENLY)
SPINE II: Welll What have we here?
CAVANAUGH: I -= ah -- I think weld better,..well.,.call the deal
off -~ you see --

SPINE I: Yeah. I see. 381t down, bub,
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CAVANAUGH:
SPINE II:

SPINE I:
CAVANAUGH:
SPINE II:
SPINE I:
SPINE II:
SPINE I:
CAVANAUGH:

SPINE II:
CAVANAUGH:
SPINE I:

SPINE II:

SPINE I:

-]l-

No, no thanks, I think Itd better be go --
(THE OIL IS WASHED OFF) 51t down, punk.

(CLUNK OF CHAIR)
Now., Talk.
What? What do you mean? Talk about what?
Come off 1t, squirt, Who are you?
Who sent you?
What're you doing here? What's your racket?
Come on -~ who are you -- who are youl
(SORE) Get your hands off me! T don't have to take
that from -

{4 SHARP SLAF)
WHO ARE YOUJ
(YELLING) I told you! George Tipton! My uncle --
Your uncle, my foot] You're a shake-down artlsgt ==
that!s who you arel
Lock = letts clear out of here, Whoever he is -=
somebody's on to us -~ the heat!s on -- let!s clear
out}
Sure -- but not yet. (PAUSE} You start cleaningﬂnncnmﬁi

I'm gonna fix this punk.

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
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MIDDIE COMMERCIAL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THROAT=SCRATCH -~ THROAT~SCRATCE -« THROAT~-SCRATCH!
Guard agalnst throat-scratch,

Enjoy gmeooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine

tobaccos travels the smoke further,.,.

Fllters the smoke and makes it mild,

Puff by puff youlre always ahead when you smcke EELL
MELL, At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1s flltered
further than that of any other leading clgarette,
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL
8till gives you a longer filter of fine tobaccos - to
guard agalnst throat-scratch,

For PELi MELL'S greater length travels ths smoke further

on 1ts way to your throat - filters 1t naturally through
PELL MELL!'S tradltionally fine, mellow tobaccos = guards
against throat-scratch.

Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you a smoothness,
Guard against throat-seratch!

Enjoy smeobh smoking!

Ask for “he longer, finer clgarette in the distinguished
red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -

"Outstanding!"

And - they are mlld,
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NARR:

SPINE I:

SPINE II;
SPINE I:
SPINE II:
SPINE I:

CAVANAUGH:

SPINE I:
SFEINE II:

-13-

— o e g W e e amm e mms

This 1s Cy Harrlce, returning you to your narrator and
the Blg Story of Sidnay Cavanaugh.,.,as he lived 1t,.and
wrote 1t,

W e ey At e
it &=~ this story about a stdék-swindle shop operating
in your home town, Binghambssy The operators are on

fo your disgulse as a would-be 1nvestor -« and while

one brother, Splne, prepares to skip town, the other
Splne brother prepares to - fix you.

Squlrt -« If'm gonna fix yol so0 you won't talk, But
good,

Now - now I wouldn't do that, Isn't there an easler way?
(SARCASTIC) What do you want me to do -- call the law?
Why not?

Are you crazy? Hels probably a dick himself'!

The heck I am! I tell you I'm a legitimate investor!
This 1s all a mistake! My name is George Tipton, and --
I kwow, I know, Your uncle sent you, No. I'm gonna -
Now, now, now walt. Walt, (PAUSE} T have a better
idea, Aftz1 all we have our legltimate business here --
records -~ office = ticker -- perfectly honest business
men, conducting a perfectly reasonsble business -- and
this man, this impostor =- has come here to -- to
swindle us out of a large block of stock. Can't you
see?

No;~ Whatis the idea?
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SPINE II:

SPINE IT:

CAVANAUGH:
COP:
SPINE II:

CoP:

CAVANAUGH:
SPINE II:

CoP:

CAVANAUGH ¢

COP:

~1h- e e, ~
jj?/u/z £ ;i&ét R
Why ~=~ call the police on him =-< - . for a

while ~ so we can ciear out, Go zhead,..call the cops.

A

They call the pollce, And there you are, all decked out
in a false moustache, & doublebreasted sult and a gquilte
unreportorlal Homburg hat. And what happens?

{(OH 80 SUAVE)} You see, sergeant -- there 1s no George
Tipton in the clty directory «-

Now Just a minute. Sergeant, I can explaln --

Shut up! (DEFERENT) Go on, sir --

Thank you, Sergeant. You see =-- you see, we even called
his purported uncle, who of course vouched for him --
Natually, sir. A plant. Oldest gag in the world --
But how about the bank! The bank vouched for me tool
Obviously ancther plant. I'm sure, Sergeant, you can
gulckly ascertain this man's confederates. In the ah--
meantime -=- would you relleve us of him? After all -
Cerueinly silr, certainly, We!ll bring him down %o
headqguarters and --

For Peteim s2uxel T tell you these two guys are --

(FAST) &a21 right?! That's enough out of you! Come on{
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CAVANAUGH:

COP:

CAVANAUGH:
COP:

SPINE II:

-15-
Look -- wiil you 1listen to me a secondl This place
is nothing but a8 -=
Shut up! If you've got anything to say, say it at
headquarters.
One telephone call =~ I'm zllowed to make a phone call--
From headquarters} Come on! (TO SPINE) You'!ll be
down later to prefer charges, sire?

I or my bnother, zh, yes. You see -- we have to stay

with the tickep. Lastjyinute ordersa. ..zh, market
nfrj"’;{""‘“

closing...A fPe aps we could put you in the way of-=

ah, a good investment, eh? (PAUSE} Till we meet agaln,

then , ehd=—

HIT AND GO UNDER

P == = .
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CAVANAUGE: Brothers Spine take said money -- and hie order for

umpty-ump shares of Congolidated dougctrap --

CEIEF: And 8plne and Spline pockst the money --
CAVANAUGE: But what does Joe Citlzen get?
CHIEF: Promises. Or no -- heres. (RUSTLF RUSTLE) Thoney

receipte, saying the stock 1z purchassd 1n hls name.
But did Spine and Spins ever buy the stock? Huh. They
¢ld not.

CAVANAUCH: Juet a bucket-ghop. With the peorles of Binghamton
teft holding the bucket -~ empty. Wesll -- where do you
go from heve?

CHI=F: Thzt's the trouble. They took over 200,000 dollars odt
of this town.

ST But who contributed how much -- we don't know. And
arcbably nover will. You knew, a shecp nsver llkes to
admit in public he wae fleeced. If we only had one

£ e - - > + ¥ —_ 1t
//ﬂ;ﬁvﬂﬁﬁﬁmﬁﬂ.‘ name one pcrson Lo gwear out ,a warray p just, one.
- S Mepde e et @ Koo AR e Vel o ,

r

v o~
(RUSTLE RUSTLE) J. L. ... W. B. ... Number 23 .. so
on ané so cn. And you can bet "T.I. and W.B." are
e
Identiflable only in Spinsrgnd Spine's little black
-

Pl

&

beook. A
CAVANAUGH:  Well-- at least wgsKnow where the little black book 1s.
CHIEF: Where? Rt

CAVANAUGH: Simple, ~With Spins and Spiiw.

3

CHIZF: Very foony,  (PAJS 1)1We'rc stuck, thet's all,
Just one name -- that's all I ask.
CAVANAUGH: How about me? I could suear --
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b

CHIEF: _2That you tried to buy stock -- and got your face pushed
| éround a 1ittle. Assault =- sure. But actual swindling?
No. They never actually sold you any stock. Sc --
know my adviece to you?
CAVANAUGH: No -- what?
CHIEF: Go psddle your papers.

CAVANAUGH: Now loock, Mr Attornsy General -- jcu wouldn't have found
out this much 1f the Chamber of Commsrce and I hadn't --

CEIEF: A11 right, a1l right, all right! Forget it. I'm just
up a trse, that's all. If we only had --

(DOOR OPTYNS)

CHIEF: I'm busy!

SPAGNOLO: I know, Chief -- but there's amn—edé—dame out here
yelling for her money. What'll T tell her?

CHIFF: Tell her 1t's gone. Tell her she shouldn't have
tnvested $t in the stock market anyway. TelT RS to ge
pSGadetrwomendy Tcll her -- (TAKE)} Hey! Yelling for
her money?

SPAGNOLO: Yep. Says she wants her thousand bucks back.

CHIEF: Send her in! Boy -- do I live right! Just what I

was praying for!

(MUsIC; _ _ . UP_AND DOWN QUICKLY FOR:)
CHIEF: Please, Mrs Osborne -- please!
QLD DAME; No. No. No no no ne! I will not. I will most

certainly not swear to any statements!

CHIEF: But Mrs Caborne -- aren't you Interested in seeling
these -~ these swindlers brought to jusztice?
OLD DAME; I'm only interested in getting my thouzand dollars back.

ATHA1 Q17,0588




CAVANAUGH:

CLD DAME:
CEIEF:

CAVANAUGH:

CHIEY

CAVANAUGH:

OLD DAME:

CHIEF:

QLD DAME:

CHIEF:

CLD DAME:

CHIZE:

OLD DAME:

CHIERF:

«10~

But ¥rs QOsborne -~ think of the widows and orphans,

thegse criminals have robbed of thelr --

G rErrTSET  I'm thinking of my thousand dollars!

(NEARLY LOSING HIS TEMPER) Your thousand dollarz:! I'm

trying to make you reallizeg--

Ah =- Chief. Let me speak to you a mlnute.

Hmm? (PAUSE} Oh. Certainly. What 1z it?

Cver here.
{FOOTSTRES OFF, AND LOW CONVER3ATION DIMLY HEARD
IN BG)

{(FROWT) Now what are you cooking up over there! I

tell you I won't have it! I -- want -- my -- money!
(FOOTSTEPS COMING BACK)

(VEDDY VEDDY SUAVE, IT AIN'T TRU%, OF COURSE, BUT)

Ah, Mrz Osborne -- you're absolutely final 1In your

refusal to swear out a warrant?

Lbso-Bermeme-lutely!

Very well., (PAUSE) Go ahead, Cavanaugh. The story 1s

yours.

3tory? Story? What's all this about a story?

Well....it's unfortunate that 1t had to be ycu, of
course... but -- you asee, Mrs Osborne, psople just
sesm to -- take their law enforcement authorities for
granted =-- )

ol Qnls Cfficﬁr-w
R whisl t-.n_tha-b—-m-n-mmnua-gwabmt !

(GOES RIGHT ON, AND REALLY ENJOYING THIS, TOO, CAUSE
IT'S TOO DAMN TRUE} When things are golng well. But
when things go wrong, they get up on their high horse

and start demanding that szomething be done -=- but will
they cooperate? ’

(MORE )
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CEIEF:
(CONT'D)

CLD DAME:
CEIEF:

OLD DAME:
CAVANAUGH:
OLD DAME:
CAVARAUGH:
CHIEF:
CAVANATIGH:
OLD DAMZ:

CAVANAUGH:

OLD DAME:

—20 -
Oh no. Rather let a couple of criminals get off
scot-free, than see their preclous names In the paper.
Why -- why --
It's 2 sheame, Mrs Osborne, that you were fool-- ah,
unfortunate enough te get into thig, but -- but your
attitude leaves me no other alternative., And so --,I've
. gﬁj;*pz
given Mr Cavanaugh here permission to -- to the
story.
What story?
Why, the story about your coming in here during the
investigation and refuesing to coopesrate with the
attorney general.
(BEGINNING TO BREAK, WE REALLY FEEL SORRY FOR THE
OLD DOPE) You -- you wouldn't do that...would you?

(SORRY) I'm sorry...drs Oshorne..I -- I would. I have
notiking against you, personally, you =sece..and neilthsr
haz the chief here -

Not at all, not at all --

But these men must be apprehended, 5o --
Zut will It help get my money back?

That -- I can't promise, (PAUS®E) It might. (PAUSE)
Go ahead, Mrs Osborne. Think it ovar.

(REALLY A BROKEN WOMAN) What -- do you want me to say?
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N4 RRATOR: She says it -- the whole pist@wmestory in a nutshell.
Her life's savings -- that thousaznd dollars -- gone ==
And that's not all, either. Two wceks later a teletype
ceomes from 3yreauge --
(SOUND OF)

CAVANAIGH: (READING) Two men successfully operated a bucket-shop

here for five days, fdo s s g Wt o
«.ﬂ-a —FW' i i
eighty-gsix thousand dolLanSJ-ﬁﬂH’flee;ng when suspicious

¢ dulidhieny SRRy . The men

. w.l-.v—»“""“ .
operated under the name of Price and Prilce, and were

described as being “rothers ... (TO HIMSELF) Price
and Price, eh? Allas -~ Spine and Spine -- alias who
knows what -- or where they're operating now! Qh --

what fools these mortals be ~- wabesessddoaupsnoiul i

NARBATOR: It's all very well to quote Shakespeare -- but that
dozsn't discover hide nor hair ner stock tickesr of the
Jrothers Spine or Frice. Not for a whole year is there
a trace. Then -- from Chiczgo, on 2 routing pollce
information, comes word --

(POLICEZ TFLETYPE FROM UNDFR AND DOWN FOR:)

CAVANAUGH: Holding -- John Spine -=- alizs J. William Price --
alias J. W. Spinner -- for ~- buckst-shop -- swindle --
et il charees --'bﬁtﬁﬁiﬁggpﬁ . Chicago

. gset
interstate two twenty four. (PAUSE) {Notify}if any
\_____,,..a
charges outstanding -- Chicago -- here I come !
(MUSTC: UP AND QUT;
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CAVANAUGH:

EPINE I:
CAVANAUGH:
SPINE I:
CAVANAUGH:

SPINE I:
CAVANAUGH:

SPINE I:
CAVANATGH:
SPINE I:

NARRATCR:

JUDGE:

NARRATOR:

CAVANAUGH:

-

CAVANAUGH:

-22_

(CZLL DOOR OPENS AND CLOSE3)
Thanks Sergeant -~ I'11 only be a minute. Hi ya -
Spine =-- remember nme?
No.
Aw, come now.
Hit the road.
Tcugh, huh? I'm going to be the chief witness against
Fou ﬁo matter how tough you talk, 3o -- come c¢lean.
Where's your brother?
Brother?
Yeah, He going to let you take this rap alone? Con't
be a fool.
You been reading too many detective storise, squirt.
Come off it., Where's your brother!

Brother? (BZAT) What brother?

That -- 1= hils story that he has no brother. But he
geta stuck just the =ame -- by your testimeny -- with --
(PLUS GAVEL KNOCKS) Auburn Priscn -- ten years,

And three year: pass by before anothar break comeg in.
the eagz. The other brother Spine -- or Price -- ox
~Barbewn -- gete himself caught -- a2t of all things --

& ball game., Where?

Mew Orleans! Boy -- my seersucker =uit!

And that's why Binghamton sent me,iade I've followed
this case for yesars. Sent his brother to jail -- and

that's why I've accompanied the request for extradition.
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HENERI: Sure, Chief. Come on, =2ir. We'll shoot him in his
cell.

(MUSIC:_ _ _ _QUiCK _BRIDGE T0)

(FOOTSTEES TC STOP)
- HENRI: {CALIS) Spine -~ turn around and come to the frant

of your ecell, will you?

MAN: (SAME DISGUISED VOICE) Why, ah -- certainly. Pictures,
eh?

EENRI: Yeah. Watch the birdle if you -- (TAKE) Hey -- that's
not Spine!

CAVANAUGH: What?

HFWRI: Of coursze not! I cught to know -- I mugged him when
he was booked! (GREAT LIGHT) Of course! I knew
they loocked alike! This one's Jim Holland -- they
mist have switched wher we brought them out of the
city jail!

(MISIC:  _ _ _EIT_AND GO QUICKLY FOR:)

NARRATOR: That -- they did. And when you hustled over to the old

- City Jail ~- sure encugh, sltting in a cell, gloating
ovzr the success of kls switch-trick was -~

CAVANAUGH: Spine!

SFINE II1: Beg your pardoni!? He -~ ah, seems to be gone, my
yourg friend.

CAVANAUGH: My young friend your old foot! You're Zpine, Spine!

SPINE I1: o bl RO it (THE OIL DROPS CFF} 3o
what?

(MUSIC: _ _ _ _STING. . .)

Q_H'%I\;'h O SIENG, . _'.)
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NARRATOR: S0 =--
JUDGF: (FAST) (WITH GAVEL) Twenty years!
(MUS1C:  _ _ _HIT AND_GQ FOR:]
1ﬁaﬁ132,¢2kmlf
NARRATOR: «  oSe-—omwew S0 long -- 3plne and Spine. One more pair

of swindlers safely stashed away where they can't

gkin the suckers. cREGAHFBripmirtrorpammriiii Gl

CHAPPELL: In just a moment we will read you a telegram from
Sidney Cavanaugh of the Binghamton, New York Press with
the finsl outecome cof tonight's BIG STORY,

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
FROGRAM #150

—

-26-
2/8/50

CLOSING CCMMERCIAL:

HARRICE:
CEAPPZLL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARERICE:

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

Don't let throat-scratch spoll your smoking enjoyment.
Guard against throat-scrateh!
Enjoy smocth smoking!

FELL MELL'S greater lenegth of traditionally fine

tobarcoe travel the smoke further ...

Filters the smoke and makes it milgd.

Puff by puff you're always ahead wnen you smoke PELL
MELL. At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 18 filtered
further than that of any other leading cigarette.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL
8ti1l gilvse you a longer, natural filter of
trac¢itionally fine tobaccos - to guard agalnst throat-
scratoh., Yea, PELL MELL's filne tobaccos glve you a

smoothnzess, mildnesg, and gatisfactlon no other

cigarette offers you,

30, don't let threat-scrateh spoll your smoking
enjoyment.

Guard agalnst throat-scratchl

Enjoy emooth smeking!

Ask for the longer, finsr cigarette in the dlstingulshed

red package ~ PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -"Qutstanding!"

Ané - they are mild!
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CHAPPELL:

CAVANAUGH:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

-27-

Now we read you that tslegram from Sidney Cavanaugh of
the Binghamton, N, ¥. Press,

During trial of Spine the II in tonight's Big Story at
whien I testified 1t was revealed that in additlon to
charges againet him in Binghamton he was wanted for
fraud in at least 2 other States, had 20 Indictments
returned z2zainst him and when arrssted in New Orleans
was out on $55,000 bail, 1Incidentally the man he
switched identities with was chargsd with contempt of
court for his impesrsonaticn. Thank you very much for
tonight's PELL MELL AWARD,

Thank you, Mr. Cavanzugh...the makers of FELL MELL
FAMOUS CIGARETTES are proud fo rresent you the PELL MELL
$500 Award for notable service ir the field of
journaliam.

Listen again next week, same time, same station, when
PELL MFLL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY - A 3IG STORY from the front page of the Ogden,
Utah Standard Txaminer -- by-line, Dorothy Parter Pope.
L BIG STORY ab ut a repe!*nnhnﬁuvﬂnnvmvnvu-geﬁnaenﬁd

who"’;":éngw %11 i(x pf{gl?.&' - "{if Kﬁ/.LL "f/»’ «/{'
L’ H L ’ Vi .
T?{EM’%/ff” AT BT A e

THE BIC STORY 1s produced by Bernard J. Prockter with
music by Vladimir Setinsky. Tonight's program was
adapted »y Alan Sloane from an actual story frcm the
front pages of the Binghamton, New York FPress. Tour
narrator was Bobh Sloane, and Frank Behrens playsd the
part of Sidney Cavanaugh.

(MORZ )
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CHAPPELL:
(CONT'D}

(MUSIC:

g N

CHAPPELL:

ANNCR:

REV.
o8-

In order to protect the names cf people actually
involved in tonlght's authentic BI& STORY the nnmes of
211 characters in the dramaxtization were changed with

the exception of the reporter, Mr, Cavcnaugh,

—e AT IR e e e — I Rt timR M am™ e e T

o

TPhis is Ernest Chappell sp sking for the makers of
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.

Friends - winter is the dangerous season for driving.
Shorter days = Poorer visibility - ice and snow and
slippery strects - all those extra hazards help send
our berrible highway death rotes up ns much as fifty
perecent in winter, Rememper - accidents dontt 2lways

rappen to someonc olse. PRe extra careful this wintcr -

and take your timel

THIS IS NBC ... THE FATIONAL BRO.LDCASTING COMPANY,
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NARRATCR
DORCTHY
WANDA

WOMAN
WOMAN IT
MR3, THURMCN
SAUIE
GEQRCE
CHIZF

SUDGE

MAN

COJSINS

P, A, VOICE

cor
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BOZ SLOANE
MZIBA RAE
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AGIES YOUNG
AGNES YOUNG
BARBARA WEEKS
BARBARA WEEKS
GRANT RICHARDS
CHUCK WEBSTER
CHGCK WEBSTER
BILL SMITH
3ILL SMITH
BLAKE RITTER

BLAXE RITTER
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TEE BIG STORY #151

WNBC

{3 ) .

10:00 ~ 10330 BM FEBRUARY._15, 1953 WEDNESDAY

(DORJTHY PORTER FOFE: OGDEN, UTAH STANDARD EXAMINER )

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

{MUSIC: __  FANFARE)

JUDGE: I guess that's everything, Mrs, Couains?

WANDA: That's right, your honor.

JUDGE: Anything you care to add, Mr, Cousins?

COUBIKS: (ANCRY) I know what you're geoing o da. I know just vwhat
you're going to say, You're supposed to be a Judge? This
i3 supposed to be justice?

JUDGE : {DECENTLY) Now look, Cousins, in svery divorce case
there's --

COUSINS: (INTERRUPTING) Don't give me philososhy. Don't glve me
preaching. It's a frame-up and you ¥nev 1t from the start
and --

JUDGE : {SFRIOUS) Bailiff, have this man reooved.

COUSING: {PROTESTING) Go ahead, Give her a divores, give her the
xid! Make me pay her alimony. 3ut you ain't going to
forget thils divorce. Hone of you.

JUDJE : Balliff!

COJSINS: liot her, not you -- none of you!l

(MusIC: _ _ UP_IN THE VIQLENCE THEN SHARPLY OUT FOR CEAPPELL)

- HF_IN THE VIQLENCE THEN SHARELY DUZ FOR CRAPZRL
Al Py STe

CHAPPELL: A

cre ls Kﬁzrica ~- i%ts sound and its Zury, itz joy and 1lts
sorrov as faithfully reported by the men and women of the

great American nevwspapers., (PAUSE) COgden, Utah. The story
of 8 girl rcporter dresscd in a blue 2ilk cowglrl shiret,
yellow handkerchlef and levies vwho watched one of the most
brutal crimes in American criminal history unfolcé --

watched it and solved it. {PAUSE) (MORE }
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P
CgAPP%LL: Tonight to Dorothy Porter FPope of the Ogden, Utah
(coNT'D) Standard Examiner, for her Blg Story, goes the PELL MELL
Award,
{MUSIC: FANFARE )

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY =3-
PROGRAM #LE1

OPENING COMMERCIAL

CEAPPELL: Guard against throat-serateh! Yes, zuard against throot
scratah!

HARRICE: Enjoy smooth smoking!

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

travels the smcke further...

HARRICZ: Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

CHAPPELL:: Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL.
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke s filtered further

than that of any other leading cigarette. Moreover, after

wn

puffe, or 10, e¢r 15, or 17, PELL MELL still glves you &
larger, natural filter of traditionclly finc tobaccos -
to aunrd against throat-scratch, Yez, PELL MELL'S fire

tobaccos glve you o smoocthness, mildness and satisfoaction

no other eigaresic offers you.
HARRICE: Don't let throat-scrateh spolil your zmoking conjoyment,
CHAPPELL: Gucrd ngninst throat-zerateh!
\RRICE : Enjoy smooth smoking!

CHAPPELI. Ask for the lorger, finer cigaretie in the distingulshed

red paekege - PRLL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstendinz!”

EARRICE: and - they are mild!

Ang
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{(MUsICs

CHAPFELL:

{MysIC:

e — —

NARR:

VOICE ON
Puiat

N.LRR:

LOROTHY s

GECRGE:
P

DOROTHY $

“h-

Ogden, Utah. The story ee it actuzlly happened --

Dorothy Pope's story as she lived it,

—————————— OCFC(‘

It wos the week of the Pioncer Days in Sfedn, Utah. A

weock of Wild West Rodcos, cclebraticns, and fireworks
commemorating the fact that in the early part of the last
century, the Mormon fathers had the good sense and the
foresight to settle in this rich fertile valliey between

the Weber and Ogden Rivers near the tovering peaks of Mt.
Ben Lormond. (PAUSE) And you =at in the_fr;izioz’{iﬂ: 632’; 3?‘Q

Rodeo Stadium loving it, Derethy Fosc/l report y dressed

-

T

.

L
as everybody ¢lse was in levies, tlae silk cowglrl shirtg, oy,
R

v1llow handkerchioef -- loving the czxeitement of 1%, the
norazlcy of 14,

(FADE IN UNLCER NARRATOR'S LAST TWC LINES) And now, ladies
and gentlemen, the gala event -- the Ogdoen $2500 Grand
Prize!

(OVRRLAP} You sat there with dead pan George Willioms,
your photographer, who liked nothinsz.

Mow watch this, Geoorge. This is one that'll sven get &
wnoop out of you,

You really like this, don't you?

(OVERIAP) Iadies and gentlcmen,.ch:mping at the bit just
bechind the barriers are siz untamed, never-been-mounted

paliminos ond =1x of the most daring,the most intropld --

EXCUSC me a morent =- ¢

(GVER HIS SPFECH)
et T wes,  (NOW REACTING TC THE PA INTERRUPTION}
What's that about?
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GEORGE:
DOROTEHY

P.A"L:

GEORGE:

PJFL H

GEQRGE:
DOROTEY:
GEORGE:

DORCTHY:

DOROTHY:

DOROTHY:

CHIEF:

What?

Didn't you hear him? ~3wee -- (HER "SSH" COMES AS PA
RESUMES )

{SLIGHT TENSENE3S IN VOICE} Will Mr. Herbert Boxter, if ho
i3 in the audience, please report to Police Headguarters
immediately.

Lh -- Just some routine --

(TENSELY MNOW) Under no circumstanccs, Mr. Baxtor, go near

your housc. «and now, ladics and gentlemon, therc will be

0 Dricf pAUSC SemehTee—E ey

h?akﬂ
Hoyy]where
B R ey o s
ey

are you goling?

81t theroe. I'21 be back, I'm ealling the police.

HITS FXFWC“ﬂNTLY RACES OUT)

e, this is Dorothy Popc. Quit stalling. I
just neard the announcement,..hore ot the Rodeo. Bad?

What do vou moan "bod”? Bad.hau?..,woll 1f you von't

l‘ EVad

tcll me , at lecst tell me whcro-eee ‘house is. (ANNOYED)
it

Lok, ng&&uh I've donc a lot of stuff for you, now how

about, yeah, I've got 1t. No I wen't forgest you, okay.

U, RACES AGAIN, UNDmky

ALl you knov is somcthing bad's ho-uencd and you know tho
address. You race back, plek up George Williams and the

two of you atart for the housc. But before you lenve the
Stadium, you see somobody who ought to have the anawers,

{CALLS) Chicf! Chief Hendeorson!

(AS HE IS GOING) Oh, lcok. I can't stop, I ---
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DOROTHY ¢

CHIEF:
DOROTHY :

CHIEF:

DOROTHY ¢
CHIEF:
DOROTHY:
CHIEF:

o
Neither can I. But I think we're goling to the same
place -- 1421.5, Franklin.
Eow di¢ you knoﬁ’ e

F,-r- AL

Heard the announcement, called the po&&ee -- two and tvo,
What's it about, Chilef?
(SEEING SHE KNOWS) I nonestly don't know, I was sitting
in the box and I heard the anncuncement and --
Then what are we waitinf for? Your car here?
(SURPRISED) My car? | |
Why not? You crowded?

( PLEASANTLY) Oh, I guess not,

DOROTHY ¢

CHIERS,,
BORQTFR §
CHIHE ¢

DOROTHY :

CHIEF:

{AUTO MOTOR, UNIDER)
{SUDDENLY) Chief, watch out!
{ANOTHER CAR, BRAKES SQUEALING, CIMES ON MIKE THEN
RACES OFF )
That guy must be crazy!
I thought he was golng to take off yecur fender!
Q&iqﬁmpﬁmmbﬁhatmguy9
I-had- all g coumwmeheel

i A

:Tnere vas something familiar about that guy and -- Chlef,

I think we ought to follow him.

Sit back, relax your nerves, We're guing to have enocugh
"n g

troutle where we're oing.ﬂf bd”{

(RELUCTANTLY) Okay, okay.I think -- 211 right.
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WARR:

DOROTHY:

(MUSIC:

NARR 1

WOMAN:

NARR:

WOMAN:

ITARR:

WOMAIT:

NARR:

WOMAN:

7=
You sit baek, hut you don't relax., Thers vas gonething
about the driver of that car, but 1t goes with the Chief's
remark about what's ahead. And iﬁ:éﬁg-minutes pefore you
get there, you compese yourself and looking atb the costume
vou are wearing, the silk ghirt, the levies, the
randkerchief, you say-~ just asz you ieave the car --
Gee, I feel kind of stupid in these -- Well, the way I

lock.

But the feeling of looking foollsh goes. And the
vonderment about the man who nearly hit you -- that goes
too., Everything in the world, except the sight in front
of you, goes, For on the porch of 1421, 3South Franklin --
(FPADE IN, SOPTLY 30BBING, NOTE: PHIS SCBBING NEVER REALLY
GOES ON MIKE, IT FUNCTIONS AS MUSIC WOULD, BEHIND, COMENG
UP WHENEVER NECESSARY, AND DOWN)
(MO BAUSE) On the porch a2 man and woman lie huddled as if
they were ono_bﬁndla. They are both dead,
(SORS BRIFFLY, UNIER)
And in theﬂliv;ng roorm, & girl no wmore that 20, lying on
her back,bgigggié a tawel thrown over her face. (SOFTLY)
Her face has been blown away by a zhoet gun,
(SOBBING 4 LITTIE UP)

oy By Etmbhore. 11 The hankmcbrrethg.. ..
ARG~y

JooN

And in thefward, the fourth victim and the fifth. A man

and & woman, on their Toces a mixture of surprise and
horror and death.

(SOBBING COMES UP & LITTLE)
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MAN'S VOICE:(SLIGHTLY OFF, COMING CH) Martha! ilartha, listen to me.
Try to listen to me, Don't stand here and look at it.
What good does it do to lock at 1t?

WOMAN: {3033 3UBSIDE, HYSTERICAL BUT CONTR&LLED, AIMOST INAUDIBLE)
He said, "What's the matter?” And I said "Don't go over
therc, maybe there's some béd troudlc"” and he said, vl
%Hmw—mmw%%ﬁaﬂ "T*'11 only
be 2 second and ~~"

MAN: What good dces it do? You keep saying it over and over.
Hha&—geed—éaogmﬁb—daé Go back to your houss, Marths,
Fleasc. '

WOMAN: HRAL wA VRO RS e thmdpor e That's you wife laying there
an the posrech., What are yoﬁ meds of stone?

MAN: Martha, go back to the house. What good is 1it? Go back
vo the house. |

Music: _ _ IN WITH JARRATIC

NARR ¢ They stand there, the two eye witnesses to the mass
murder -- & woman whose husband is dead in the back yard
and thc man whose wilife is dead on the front porch. And
you, Dorothy Pope, listen -- impotent as is everyone. ind
slowly, a3 the burning poin is eascd just a fraction, you
move over to  the man and the wWoman.

DOROTEY : (S0FTLY) If you can tcll us what happened -- I mean, maybe
we can find out something gnd --

WOMAN ¢ T said to him "Den't go," I sall, "Don't go," He said,
"I111 only be a sccond, I'11 just see.” I said, “Don't go”

MAW: Martha, 1f you won't go back to the house, sit dovn at

least,
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WOMAN: "Just a sccond,® he scid. "Just a second,” (SOFT) I'll
sit dewn. I'11 sit down, T'11 be guiet.

DOROTHY: You know how we feel, how everybedy feels. But If you con

v r\(

help nme Athe Chief --

MAN: (DRY VOICED) This is the Baxton house and they were
playing cords. Leddiewbeeshosseowdown, My wife vas
playing cards with Mrs. Baxter, Baxter wns at the Rodeo.
And there were the neighbors from the cther side -- the

e, And then I heard,

Willins.
I just heard screamlng and thon -- then shots., They kept
coming, four, five, slx times, I don't know how many.
I got here =-- (SOFT) my wife was decd on the porch and

Martha's hustand was in the bockyord and the Willins'

and -~

DOROTHY & Who did 1£? You didn't see him? rEmedhye-did. Lhe.Jpuederes
BRKwiybhing ? |

MAN: I saw 2 car drivo off, T think, I don't know. Martha,

did you? Did you heor anything?

1

WOMAN He soid, "I'll only be 2 second, just sce what's happening!
Thevetg—ohass. 1'11 only be a sceond" --

DAROTHY : Bk ponpmhions 2Rl tvadddn ottt iditel i dnre 1.7

WOMAN: CPEBEONS e fe b aipen e g T P it ot 8GR ON o dUS D
I H

{MysLc: _ _ IN_WITH NARRATOR)

NARR ¢ There 1s nothing here -- nothing but stork tragedy, almost

roving tragedy. BSo you go into the house. ¥You hove

Geovrge Willlams toke the necossary plctures for your story
and you talk to the Chief,
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CHIEFS

DOROTHY :
CHIEF:

DORCTHY :
WIMAN:
DOROTHY:

_lo_
(AL30 SOBERED BY THE EVENTS) A1l I got is from one of the
neighbor's girls, She heard 1t. The killer was (as near
as the kid could moke out and you cen't be sure of cny of
this), 2 big follow, She said o hecd bigger than me and
I'm & fect. ILet's say over 6 fcet. She snid all she
heard was this big fellow speaking. He said, "Where 1s
sne? I know she's here. Where is she? Whorc's Wanda "
Nnndﬁ? |
You cﬁn‘t be sure he oven sald that or that he sald
anything. Poor kid's nearly -~ that's her mother in the

backyard.

Thia 1= o trapedy that hos the power to paralyze 2ll who
come near 1t, to make you wolk sofbly, corefully, telk in

Aiams Loomero

hushad toncs. deaamw
P et E Yo s cksseenms ), And os if out of the hush
itself, = thought forms in your mind, A toll, gamed man
over slx feoct toll, the nome Wandz, that wild face in

the car -- You go back to the woman HMartha, the one whosc
husband is dezd in the backyard. Not kind, perhops but
necoessary.

Mowptha, Martha, Who 1s Wande?

He only said a sccond -- |

(GENTLY} Martha, this is very important. Think. Did you
hear anything? Did you hear him say "Where is she? I know

ghe's here, Where's Wanda?" (GENTLY) Vho 1s Wanda?
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WOMAN:

DOROTHY

WOMAN:

DOROTHY :
{iysIcs

NARR ¢

DOROTHY :

GEORGE +

DOROTHY :

GXEORGE:

TOROTIHY 4

GEGRGE:

-11=-
(STARTS LAUCEING, HYSTERICAL) Wanda? Wanda Cousins. 3bhe
sald, I mean she wrote a letter to Hrs. Willins and said
she might stos by. Wanda Cousins.
And who was he? D14 you see him? Did you get a lock
at his face? |
He sald, " only golng to go for a second. I'll be
right back. Just for a second.”
(GENTLY) Try to get some rest,

_— — o e e T e T

The nightmare is stark -- nothing moves, the five dead
| ¥ n'{,c«. {‘
and the h$:¥e¥ée&i ones who surviveé. And only that falnt
glimmer of an ldea un¢er conscionsness -- Wanda Cousing,
Lﬂ:ﬁw.,,:.a\ o tbbns = ot s ko

Swberdvemen, (AS IF DISPELLING THE WHOLE ITEA) Woskdsublaak
58 YORE I Re AT B RSP T | '

-_“-G‘:‘._ e,
{BURSTING THROUGKE} George! Don't you see, George, whey

aren't over. There's going tc be more. Thera's got to
be more.
What are vou tallking about?

I just realized 1t, Look, do you remember -- oh, 1t's a

Gene COUSLNE -- VAARante sy gt ecormens
I don't Jknew. ALt A K

LT A

It was a horrible story -- horrible, +me cherged him with
cruelty, said he threatened to cut her tongue out and they
granted her the divorce, gave her custedy of the child with

alimony and --

What's this got to do vith anything?

RTHKGT Q170609
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DOROTHY:

GBORGE:
DOROTHY :

GECRGE:
DOROTHY:

{MUSIC:

..12_
Tisten to me, listen to me! When he walked out of that
court -- a3z a matter ¢f fact he was thrown out (I covered
it), he swore he would get them all - her, the judge, and
the two deputies that helped get the information on hlm.
I think you're crazy.
Hepr name wes Wanda. Wanda Cousins! The Judge was Harry
Thurmar. Judge Thurman. That's vhere I'm going -~ the
Judge's house,
Youlre crazy, Dorothy.

You coming?

MRS THURMAN:(VERY SOFTLY WITHOUT REVEALING WHAT HAPPENED UNTIL THE END)

T had a cold and I wolke up the Judge and he said, drdmesds

Ry onEh ey A Tier . Anc-hes
C ot D fuii i,
eadd- "I'11 get it Porryowr" And he vent to the bathroom
and turned on the badboeemgtap 2ndsbsiremydrigeranning:
And then T heard &2 noize, ldkRwdhesipopiodooprwas-being
@uﬂh&dwhﬂxeﬂiknﬁﬂQ#QWmﬂbod¥m$ﬂQn$a8&hh&H*ﬁﬂt- And I said,
“Hapry, is that somebody devnstairs?' I guess ho didn't
hear me and I heard him stary dovn gic stairs and I heard
nim take one, two, three steps ~- (ST INTERRUPTS HERSELF )
Do you know how at a time 1like that everything becomes slov
and very c¢lear? I could hear his focot even thougn therets
carpeting on tﬁe gtairs and he was wearing =lippers, I
could hear his feet as they went down. One, two, three -=
(SHE STOPS)}(THIS SHCULD AIMOST SOUND LIKE GUN FIRE) And the

sound was so¢ loud that it burst my heed -- everything, the

windovs, the pletures. I thought the house was falling

down.
(MORE )
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MRS 1'EURMAZT: (SHE RESUMES IN HER ORIGINAL TONE) Ané the water spilled
a1l the way down the steps. The glass he was holding.

T must have gone crezy because I watzhed 1t trickling
dowrn for o lonz time before I sav thet it wasn't just
veter., -

DORQTIHY 3 ( MOR Dk S EUABIRST ) Ceorge, don't you see I was
right? He was ofter Wanda., He went to 1421 vhere he
thought she was -- killed her friendz, Don't you sec¢
I'm right. And then he killed the Judge. It's Cousins!

His threat! But therc's still Wanda, she's stlll alive,

,.a-tg¢?1"‘
It f{en't over. Irivewat.
(MysIC: _ _ UP_FULL TC_TAG TO ACT)

({1IDDLE COMMERCTIAL)
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THE BIG STORY ~14-
PROGRAM #151

MICDLE COMMERCIAL

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE :
CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPFRLL:

HARRICE:

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE s

THROAT-3CRATCH -- THROAT-SCRATCH -~ THROAT-SCRATCH!
Guard against throat-scratch!
Enjoy smooth amoking!

PELL MEILL'S greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos

travels the smoke further...

Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild,

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL.
At the Tirst puff PELL MELL smcke ig filtered further than
that of any other leading cigarette., Moreover, after 5
puffs, or 10, or 15, cr 17 PELL MELL still glves you a
longer filter of flne tobaccos - to fuard agalnst throat
scratch.

For PELL MELL'S greater length travels the smoke further

on its way to your throat =- filters It naturslly through
PELL MELL'S traditionally fine, mellovw tobaccos - guards
against throat-scratch,

Yeg, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you a smoothness,
mildness and satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.
Guard against throat-seraten!

Enjoy smocoth smoking!

Ask for the lonhger, finer cigarettc in the distinguished

red package -- PFELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!"

And ~ they arc mild!
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(MJSIC: _ _ LFURODUCTION AND_UNDER)
HARRICE: This is Cr Harrice roourning you to your Narrator and the
Eig Story of Dorothy Popec as she lived it and wrote 1t.
MARR You are a woman, Dorothy Pope, and n reporter, cnd at the
moment, because it's less than on hour after the firs:
gleebrifying announcenent, you're still wearing the silk
shirt ond the levies and the yellow handkerchicf at your
thrpot, But that's all forgotten, cverything's forgotten
in the search now for tne killer of =iz, A killer who has
sworn rovenge on those invelved iIn nis sordid divorce case.
Nedmuedf e
Mayoe you can find s 2ddrcss omeiwweawmd [ind her and sove
her and find him and stor him.
(PAGES BETHG FURIQUSLY TURFED AS IN A DIR®CTORY)
GEJRGE: Neo Woand2a Cousineg in the City Directory,fﬁothing.
/

DOROTHY:  Did you chock the county? Ciowes

T
i

CEJORGE Lookeod through everything.

DCROTHY ; Walt a minute, I knew it. I knev 1¢ was In the nevws story,
Herc it is. (READING) "Wanda Cousine of -- " C'mon, Goorge!

(MUSIC: . _ IMZO...)_

et

WOMAN I1: Gee, I'm sorry, I can'? tcll you, Gg;: I zgucss Mrs,

Cousinz lcft here -- @é;i I don't knov. Marbe two years
ago. Maybe more,.

TOROTHY : Where ¢id she rove, 1f you know?

WOMAN IT: Gee, I don't know after oll thcf troutle with her husband.
¥You tnovw, he uzed to corme arcound herc and all that -- bother
her.:ééﬁo vouldn't tell a2nybody wheie she wos moving.
Nobody. (THINKING) Comc to think of it, I believe she 1oft

Utah altogethor.
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DCRCTHY :
LMUSIC:

MARR:

DOROTHY 2

GEORG

e

NARR:

DOROTHY ¢

COROTIY:
GEORGE!
LOROTHY :
GECRGE:
LOROIHY ;

-16-

Thanks, I hopc =20.

You do hope 8o -- partially at least. You hope shc's far
=uny -- Texas, Alabama, somewhere o thousand miles away
from the modman who's just killed six pecople. And then
another szide of you, the reporter side, the solve-this-case
sidc, that side hopes she's in town, Protected, but in
town because that'll deow him and iIT he's drawn to her --

(IFTERRUPTING SELF) But that's too dangerous too, Nothing

in this cose makes any scnsc.
George, vhy not find him? Go after him. PFind out where he
wa=z, ‘‘here he llves. |

GCa after & cuy armed with a 12 zapge shot~gun who's Lkilled

£ix people? Sure!

That's what you de¢ anyhow. You checli the hotels in tovwn,
the resulars and the translcnts. FHeesodrerewrsir-the

LU ittt . And finally, on a wmolice blotter, an

entry made a year and 2 half apo, a long, long, long shot --

Cene T, Cousiﬁﬁf'IBTl - 7th Street, Okay, Georgie.

(DOOR SLOWLY QPENS, FEW STEPS, A SUDDEN SOUND OF A
COUPLE OF BEER CANS BEING KICKED OVER)

(IN FRIGHT) What's that?

(FLAT) Beer cans. |

Isn't there a light?

Are you kildding? .

Have you a lighter?
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GEORGL :

DOROTHY:

CEQRGE:

DORCTHY ¢
GEJRGE :

DOROTHY :

{(MUSICs

SADIE:

TORCTHY:

17~
{LIGHTER CLICKS)

Teer cens. Dozens of Dbeer cans. Do can a guy live in a

place like this? CQliSeOpeet-ragert =i iahemapu-iror e
Raaakpoers

Upbdpmtpreprrtts . (TEN3E) CGeorge, brin; the lighter over here,

Look! EL
et T
3 ot

Come on, Dorothy. Ouetsessgsappis

He scribbled names and phone numbers on the wall next %o
the phone. Look.

(IMPATIENT} Dorothy, let's get oubt of here.
(READING,MUMBIING TO HERSEIF) Velley 512 -- Henry Milk
Company, Crater 625, Sadie. Sadle! Sadie -- (SLOWLY WITH

FMPHASTS) She's his sister. Granite C124,

(HARD VOICED, RELENTLESS) I don't say it's right to kill,

i

Ed— I': 4 St 4 —1‘:_._:.1.'1.1 _;'JU ;\:_L-J_. ’ Y UUJI‘U%?“W—'R‘&].]_J
aut I'11 tell you this, They framed nim, she:did?AJThem

NI

w3

two fellowvs that trailed him, the steriffs;? ﬁg never
deserved 1t. Taking the kid avay from NimM. ldbdibeedi-d
those Lhing s b0 Yma8 Feho Ol 4 an ST conti beliorehendid)
« ot~

=

. 3he was wciten all the way

through. 3he was rotten.

(GENTLY) Sadie, I didn't say you're rong, Iedidndt.say
kb it tonbidiodght . Bul juglcdefoncoesiteyeusone
thdnge In 4ll humarn decency, Sadie. Six people are dead,
gilx. Do ycu want it to be 7, & end 5?7 When ig 1t going

to stop?
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SADIE: You enculd have seen him, you should have met him before
he married her. The lind of fellow he was -- e&sy going,
made a good living, Hot a lot of wmzney, but 2e earned a
cocd 1iving but she kept on driving him, driving him all
the time. She nearly érove him cragzy. Maybe he hit her --
T c¢on't say that was right --

DOROTEY: cadie, six peonle are dead. If you nad seen thelr
husbhands, their wives, the wife of the Judze --

SADIE: T don't want to know. I dorn't vant to hear about 1t.

DORCTHY: Unere is he? You know where he is. Shall T tell you what

the Juége's wife gaid? And the woman Who sav ker husband

e ook P s.—:.-u:‘_?\_.t..-*— Lripan oo ‘I

éﬁotjmightﬁinmﬁmonﬁhefﬂﬁeﬁﬁay@@? ka1l I tell you what

she sald?
SADIL: 35 avey. Leave me alone, Thig 1is Setiieen him and her. I

den't wvant any part of it.

DOROTEY Ygu ¥now where he 1s?

SADIF: (VEAKENING) I'm not sﬁying another word. Pleaze, get oub
of hora,

DOROTHY: Wnere iz he?
(PAUSE)

(OFF MIKE A DOOR SLAMS, FCGTSTIPS. A CAR STARTS,
PULLS OFF VERY QUICKLY)
DOROTHY : (OVFR THE SECOND SOUED, REACTING) What's that? Sadie,
what's that? |
SADIE: Leave me alﬁno.
(2Y MOV TIE CAR IAS PULLED OFF)
DORCTHY ¢ He was in %tncre! He wag in the next rocm all the time

and --
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SADIE:

DORCTHY:

NARR:

DOROTHY :

ARR ¢

DIRJDTHY:
GEQORGE:
DOROTHY :

GEORCGE ;

-1G-
leave me a8lone. You gpotta leave me alene, Leave me
alone,

George! Ceorge!

¥You race after him, put he's gone. You grab the nearest

phone. You call the police,

¥e's in the neighborhood of N, Franklin Street, Leflt here
no morc than a minute ago -- a '38, '35 Chevvy, beat un.
Cousins, Right,

(A4S IF Hf NEVER STOPPED) You do all that and only then does
the shudder Tully priv you. Becausze then you reallze for
the Tirst time --

Suppose, George, suppose that instezd of what he did, he
opcncd the door and pointed that shkot pun at us and pulled

tre trigper? He cculd have.

(CAR UP AND UNLER)
The thought stuns you, but yourscovor., You
recover because another thought cven nore frightening {or
at least as frightening as your own ncar death), hits you.
George, tell me, am I crazy?

What?

s

e s&id hie vwife, her fricnds, the Judge and the officers,

The sheriffs, the one's he said helzed fwame him, fan he
be insanc enouph to go down inte police hecadquarters and =«
( COMPLETELY UNCYJICAL NOV) I think he's insanc cnough for

anything.
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(CAR UP VIOIENILY BLENDS WITH,.)
(MYSIC: _ _ UP_IN MOVEMENT AGAIN)

NARE: How you're headed for a ¥illing. Somcone musi die in the

next fov minubes. The unsuspecting volice officers or

tnoe killcr himeelf, or maybe you -- but that's the
dircetlon you're headed in., Sedpeciwodumertery, Vith the
police of the city and thc county and thc ztate on the
¢ Iv‘ i Ledi tu ,r;-"-'- ERET =\_ Tl e {_‘;}_ P
lOCkOUu for him, you say -- f / P ~
{ E _..-_.-,'f' [l'f'rn' (r‘. c“me Cf/b“- T, *!-—4‘)
DOROTEY: ’ 'Gcnc Cousipoimsg1m;a:.naliahﬂhnadquaawwr /

(RUNNING, THEN WALKING, THEN STEPS OUT OF DOGRS)

DOROTHY (MHISPERIEG) Can jyou 20C arything o
¢ abeudl B e
GECRGE: There must be o filoAaohéaﬂ tnld windev.

DOROTEY : Lot's po doun a little further.

{Ai FEW MORE STEES)

DCROTHL: Goorge!  Gooroe, bake 1 easy.

GEORGE: Guay, 1'm not rushing.

LOROTEY: Weow watenh cut vhen you turn that corncr, bocavse --
GEQORCE ¢ (WHISPERS) Dorothy!

DOROTHY 3 { SCREAMS} Cousins! Cousins!

(A LOUD O MIKE SHOTGUN RXPLOSION)

{MUsIc: _ _ g, WE_DON'T_KNOW THE QUICOME, THE MUSIC SETTLFS)
[ARR ¢ It's cver 2o fast that no one -- mot ycu, not the policoman
2t vhom the =hot was fircd, nct the Lillcr -- know whoat

really hagnencd., DBut suddenly, o gun 1s vrestoed from

maniacal hands 2nd arms are pinncd baclk.

(MUsIC: _ __STING AND JIDER)
HARR ¢ And now you, Dorothy Pope, =it numbly ot your typewritor --
(TYFEMRITER IN) . o
":r n\uf’Ltu,,, f‘?ut{- .- ET ) ke % Rl %f-ﬂ{""-' £"\{=w
NARR: (NO PAUSE) -- ' siddpereieehbrr=rs A '
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DOROTHY &

DOROTHY :

{KESIC:

HARR:

CHAPPELL:

S e
. 5 -
(AS SHE WRTEESE) Genc Cous&éﬁt‘mass murderer, wasg caplurcd

todny 4t Policc Hoadguarters after slightly woundinz &
policcman vho he meant to bo his goventh victim s6ale
ph@at. The killcr said, “Don't waste time. Take wmec out
and shoot mc. What do you want to waste time for? Go
ahead, kill.me." ‘

Ang ag you slt therc now, tho story In front of you -- tWo
hovre and 30 minutoes sincé the first startling announcoment
2t the rodco, the hysteria touchcs you,

(SLIGHTLY HYSTERICAL) Look, what I'm woaring, look. Bluo
e$1k sairt and levies and a yellow silk handkerchief and o

“on gallon hat!

But in ithe mids of this uncxplaincd, norribly human
tragcdy, nothing 1s blzarre, Everything and znything scems
quitc ordirary, guite normal, And in o day, 2 week, you'll
wrcneh yourscll from this mood 2nd -2 on reporting 1ife o=
o complex of murders -- and rodoeos -- jov and sorrov --
sound ond fury.

UP_TO TAG)

In jast » moment ve will read you 2 tolcgram from Dorothy

Popc of the Ozden Utah Standard Exemircy with the final

outcone of tonight's BIG STORY,
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THE 3BIG STORY 22~
PROCGRAM #1251

CLOIING GO

TiERCTAL

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CEAPPELL:

EARRICE:

CHAPFPELL:

HARSRICHE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Don't let throat-scratch spoil your smoking enjoyment.
Guard againet throat-scratch!
Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos

travels the smoke further...

Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

Puff by puff vou're always ahead when you smoke FELL MELL,
At the first pufl PELL MELL smoke iz Tlltered further than
that of eny other leading cigarette. Moreover, after o
puffs, or 1C, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL stl1ll glves you a
longer, natural filter of tradition=lly fine tobaccos - to
zuard against throat-scyatch. Yes, FELL MELL'S fine
tobaceos glve you a grogihness, miicness and gatisfaction
no other clgarette offers you.

%o, don't let throat-scratch spoil your smeking enjoyment.
Guard agalnst thrcat-scrétch!

Enjoy smocth smoking!

Ask for the Jonper, finer ciparette in the distinguished

red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -~ "Qutstanding!"

And - they are mils!
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CHAPFELL:

FOFE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

(MysIC:

CHAPFPELL:

-23-

TAG) g2

o

sjow we read you that telegrar: from Dorothy :Pepe of the

3

Ogden Utah Standard Examlner.

¥iller in tonight's Big Story plealed Insanity, but his
careful and methodical plamning of each murder proved hin
gaite sane, OSentenced tTo die, ¥iller had choice of death
by hanging, or death by firing squed. He
characteristically chose the latter, Utah 1s the ornly
Stote 1n the U. 8. which allows suzh a cholce, My sincere
eppreciation for tonight's PELL MELL AVARD,

Thanl you, Mrs, Popo ... the makors of PELL MELL

FAMOUS CIGARETTES are proud Lo present you the PELL MELL
$500 Avard for notable service in the flcld of jourralism,
Listen again next week, same time, same station, when

PRLL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETYES will prezent snother 3IG STORY
- A BIG STORY from tae front page of the 3t. Fetersburg
Florida Times -- by-line, Jerry Blizmen, A BIG STORY about
the warnm sun, a net rod and a cold a:irff,

THE BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Procktér wlth masle
>y Viadimir Selinsky. Tonight's propvan vas acdapied by
Arnolé Perl f»om an actual story from the Ircnt pages of
tke Ozden Jtah Standard Examiner. Your narrator waz Bob
S1cane, and Melta Rae played the part of Dorothy Fope.

In order to protect the rames of pecnle actually involved
in tonisht's authentic BIG STCRY the names of all
charactcrs in the draratizaticon were changed with the

exception of the reporter, Mrs, Pope.
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CHAFPPRIL:

ANNCR:

connie
1/31/50 pn

-0l
This 1z Frnest Chappell speaking fov the makers of PELL

“ELL FAMOUS CIGAREWIES,
THIS IS MBC ... TEE NATIONAL RROADCASTING COMPANY.
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THE BTG 3TORY
PROCGRAM #152

CAST
NARRATOR

MOMI4N
BERYLLA
MARY
KID
JERRY
VOICE
FOPFA
Cor
WHITEY
KILLER
PETER
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AS BROADCAST

BOB SLOANE
ADELAIDE KLEIN
CONSUELA LEMBCKE
CONSUELA LEMBCKE
EDDIE BRUCE
JAMES MC CALLION
JAMES MC CALLION
BEARAOTEERS Bl S MUTH
BILLY GREENE
BERNARD GRANT
BERWARD GRANT
MICKEY ‘DAY
MICKEY 0'DAY
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NBC & NET JHE BIG STORY #152

E_o:oo 2 (lQ:jgj}iM FEBRUARY, 22, 1950 WEDNESDAY

ANNCR: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY!

{Musics .. . EAFLARE)

(CAR UP, DOWN BEHIND)

JERRY ¢ You hungry? Dear?

MARY: Well -- 1 could eat some ice crean,

JERRY: 3well. There's a érive-in up the roed. Turn in there.

I can call the paper, too,

MARY : Sults me, Jorry.

{CAR UP, GOES INTO TURN, BReE®% ON SUDDENLY A8)

JERRY: LOCK OUT!

(A SECOND CAR COMES SCREAMING BY, WIDE OPEN
THROTTLE AND UNDER AND AWAY)

JERRY: VEAT =~ was thet! A& low-Tlying jet »lone?

MARY & No. Just onc of thosc crazy hot rods. Y'know -- some
éay thosc kids're gonna kill somcbody -- if they don't
i1l themsclves first!

JERRY: (DISCUSTED) Hot rods! They're murder on wheels)

AMUSIC: _ . HIT AND GO_FOR)

CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY. Here is America,.its sound and its fury..
its joy and its sorrow..as faithfully reported by the men
and women of the great American newspapers, {(PAUSE: COLD &
FLAT) St. Petersburg, Florida. From the pages of the Times,
the story of a reporter and ggg hot rods, £ag for his work,
to Jerry Blizin for his Big Story goes the PELL MELL AWARD!

(MUSIC: _ _ BANFIRE)_

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY e
PROGRAM #152

QPENING COb

CHAPPELL R

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL?
HARRICE:

CHAPPFLL:

HARRICE:

CL..
guerd agsinst throat-seratch! Yes, guard agalnst
threost~seratch!
Enjoy smooth smoking!
PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionslly fine tobaccos
travels the smoke further...
Pllters the smoke and makes it mild,
Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL,
4t the fivst puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further
than that of any other leading cigarette, Moreover,
after 5 puffs, or 10, c¢r 1% or 17, FELL MELL st1ill gives
vou a longer, natural filter of traditionally fine
tobaceos ~ to guard against throat-scratch. Yes, PELL
MELL'S fine tobaccos glve you a smoothpess, mildness and
sgtisfaction no other clgarette offers you.
Don't let throat-scratch spoil your smoking enjoyment.
Guard ageinst throab-scratch!
Enjoy smooth smoking!
As¥ for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished
red package - PELL MELL FAMQUS CIGARETTES -
"gutstanding!"

d - they sxe milid!
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CHAPPELL:

(MUSIO: _

NARR:

{MusIics o —
WARR:

-3

3%, Petershurg, Florida, The story as it actuslly
happened, Jerry Blizin's story as he lived itT.

HIT AND GO_UNDER)L

st, Petersburg, Eff --- ell----¢h, What a place to work,
sunshine, Tishing, sunshine, palm trees, sunshine -- why,
your tan alone ls worth five bucks extra on your salary

as police reporter, Sunshine? Man, when it doesn't shine
in &t. Pete, they glve avsy the vhole edition of the paper,
the Times! Yeshp -~ what more could a guy from St. Paul,
Minnesots ssk -- egg in his orange juice? Yesh, He

could ask for a story!

LIGHT $7ING, AND UHDER)

Yegh. They might as well give the Times away, for all the
news you Jerry Blizln, reporter oun the St. Petersburg
Times have turned in today. 5o you stap &t & drive-in for
Lemme see now...lemme have a couhle-dip pinzapple sundae
with, ah -- crushed pecans, and, en -- whipped crecam.
Yesh. And say -- (PROJECTING A BIT) Don't forget the

cherry!

(MysICs _ _HIT _AND GO FOK)

MARR:

VOICE:

4 reporter's life in Florida. TIce cream at the second
precinct$ Well, that's what they call this drive-in,
because cops and reporters get fres ice-cream. Matter of
fact, theére's a provwl car there now. And just as you spoon
inte your sundae ==

(FILTER) Csr two, car %wo, Go to Whitey!s Service 3tation
Fifth Avenue South. Go to Whitey's Service Station,

(UNDER) Fifth Avenue South.....
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BIG STORY, 2/22/50 -4 - REVISED

(CAR UP WITH SIREN OVER VOICE ABOVE AND SECOND
CAR PULLS OUT AFTER IT)

{MUSIC: _ _ _ WIPES AND BLENDS_FOR}

NaARR Off goes car two =-- and off go you -~ too. At last --
business! But while you're off on that case --
something else is coming off! Over on Tangerine Avenue.

@Bad0:_ . _egB) _

{TRAFFIC IN BACKGROUND, FOOTSTEPS IN FOREGROUND,
UNDER )

FPOPPA: Tangerine Avenue -- how do you like that, Momwma --
Tangerine ivenue., (CHUCKLE) Even the streets got pretiy
nomwes! So, Momma ~ how d¢ you like Florida now, huh?

MOMMA : Wonderful, Sem =~ wonderfull! So warm!

POPPA: Momma -~ you look like & young girl --

MOMMA : Go on --

POPPA: S0 help me - like a young glrl agein. Twenty years
younger, that's how I feel - twenty years younger/

What did I tell you?

MOMMA : Hah -- what did he tell me! Who kept after who for the
last ten years -- let'!s go South, let's go to Florids,
what do you want to stay around Brooklyn for the rest
of your life - who? Me! Why -- if you'd listened to
me, we'd be here long ago -- long ego! (SARCASTIC)

Wnat d1d he tell me! Huh;

PLPA: 411 right, all right - no argument, I was wrong, I
saaitv 1t.

FCHMA: Sure. How many times did you say -- "Me? Go to Florida

and dle, it's for old men, Florida -- "Go to Florids and

die - come to Floride and live, Sam!
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BIG STORY, 2/22/50 ~4a- REVISED

POPFA: You're right, Momms., This 1s the life. (CHUCKLE)
I tell you, -- (WARM) I tell you, Momma, I feel so
wonderful already -- so help me, I feel like I could
go back to pounding a beat again., I feel like &
rockile ngéizz;an again, so help me!

MOMMA ; That's the way I like to hear you talk. (LAUGH) All
you need now 1s one of those hats they wear down here,

With the peak =-- you know?

ATHOT 0170828




LMUSIG

WARR:

POPPA: /

MOMMA: /

)
POPRAS
MOMMA 3
POPEA

MCMMA

FOPPA:

MOMMA:

o . Sure I was righ

-4
(CAR UP WITH SIREN OVER VOICE ABOVE, AND sac?m
CAR PULLS OUT APTER IT.)

YIPES AND ﬁLENDS Fgﬁl
off goes car two -- a.nd of f go you -- too,

f'

‘last --
busine;s' But while yow're off on that cgée -- something

™.
else,is comlng off! Over on Tangerine fvenue.

)
| ?NQESES OF CARS, TRAFFIC, Ep,, BUT NOT TOO HEAVY,
(WARM, LIKEABL Well M?mha
-~ how do you like 4
{SAME) Wonderful, 3
pidn't I tell you?

feel! Twenty years

. We should done this;{ing ago!

Sam, you were rig

Foals! I told you, Momgh -~ I told
ra

vou! (SARCASPIC) Go to Florida and diw ~- (EMPHATIC)

GCome to Fl,?;‘rida and live, Momma -- thi;/is he life!

Ah, Ban, ;_,f _
(WARM,;iOVP) I tell you, Momma -- feeling like is -- s0
helpﬂﬁe I could go back to pounding my beat! I feal 1like

a rookle pai:rolma.n.a.gain, s0 hcylp me!

" (4 DELIGHTED LAUGH) You know! -~ I 1like to see you in one

oL Lh08 et o Ful AR ITe T T T o P PHmmaa e T

(EAGER) The very next store, Momma -- the very next store!
(LAUGH)  And you ~- I'11 get sun glesses -~ with points!

(BOTH LAUGH TOGETHER AND DOWN INTC)

ATHA1T Q1706292
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NARR:

JERRY:

WHITEY:

JERRY :

WHEITEY:

JERRY:

WHITEY:

JERRY:

WHITEY :

-5-

St., Patersburg -- where the good old people come -- to
1i1ve in the sunshine. People like Sam...&n old retired

harness bull...feeling young again in the sun. But that's

pot news In st. Pete. This =-where youa and the cops end
up <= is.
: " Y

You say.bse place was broken into asxepnight, Whitey?

Vhat'd they get?

Clgarettesyf- Iten cartons...maybe twelve...some cigars...
Any money?

Just some change from the ecash box...a cardboerd of sun-
glasses -- the expenslve kind --

Uh-hmm, Well, you're pretty lueky, It doesn't come to
much.

Thet's what you think! For years I beon keeplng a gun --
license and everything =- just in case. 4nd now - the
just in case happens, 4nd vhat do they do? They steal
the gun on me.

Thatfa different. What kind of a gun?

A thirty-cight. Like new -- never been filred, Staal my
sun! Ain't that a note?

4 minor notc. By no ucans page one,wmm yepes

Haoe@ln, Somevwhere, some petty crock hes got himself a brand

~new 38 ~- & stolen gun -- a "hot rod." (BEAT) Oh well.

Beck to the lce-crcam stand.

Bis-and-urmters,

But wnile you order up another double-dip etcetera etcetera

«- not omitting the cherry -- Tangerine Avenue is getting

ready Lo make news.
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POFPA:

MOMMA ¢

POPPA:

STOREMAN :

POFPPA:

STOREMAN:

POPPA:

KILLER:

STOREMAN:

KILLER:

STOREMAN:

¥XILLER:

STOREMAN :

-‘b"’
(TRAFFIC AS BEFORE, AND IN FOREGROUND)
(FOOTSTEES UP AND BEHIND)

Kere, Mommsa -- they got these hats in the window., Wait

here -~ I'11 go get one, huh?
411 right, T'11 sit on the bench. (SIGH) Ah, this
sunghine, this sunshine!

(PCOTSTEPS, DOOR OPENS, CLOSES)
Say, I vanne try on one of those hats -~ with the peaks,
(BROOKLYN)

Hey. You from Brooklyn?

am I from Brooklyn! Forty years I pounded a beat --
- I ..
Brownsville, Greeqjkﬁat, Govanus ==

From the force? Jay -- you ever knovw a Gecrge Cannel -=

a scrgeant, blg man, used to -

I ever know Caunel? Listen -- Cannel and me ==

Sey, mister --

Jﬁst a minute.ﬂlﬁmme take care of this man, then we'll

- ]
talk, What can I do you for, el

(VERY 1OW) Just don't make no fuss Seseadsl,

What? What kind of talk is that! Listen --

You listen! This is & stickup! And this ain't no cap-
pistel In my hand.

Yh -~ vh -~

KILLER: %ﬁpshut up. Gimme the register money -- quick!

POPPA:
KILLER®

POPPA:

low look, sonny -- why don't you stop kiddin' around --
Shut up! ¥s too -- up with your hands -- come on, Fop,
come on, you cld jerk --

(BLOWS TOP) Why you cheap punk, you can't talk to me

like that, gun or no gun, why I'll --
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STORFMAN:

POPPA:T

WARR:

-7-

(BPEGINNING OF SCUFFLE AND OVER IT STOREMAN <
(YELL) Don't, don't, look out --

{A SHOT., THEN A GASP, &4ND TWO MORE SHOTS. THEN
RAPIDLY RUINING FEET, DOOR OPENING, AND BACK TQ)
Brooklyn -- Brooklyn == are ya —- did he -
(STRANGLED;%ﬁ;bﬂ;; ﬁ} wife, Outslde -- my -- (GASP)
Momms -- s —=~ MOKM™&,,...
HIT AND GO_UNDER TRAGICALLY)
(snﬁ onm@ Q:og/mag_/ L NECTD, ,~DOWN
Py

e

Just & nice old guy who'd come down from the North to

-

H ', -----

spend the winter of his life under the sun of the South...
to 1ive in the sunshine...now -- by the time you and the
lavw arrive -- (SIRENS DIE IOWN) ---dead on the sidewali...

under the sunshlne.

LSt | . CB2-Z0R)
MOMMI Tk GORR PG - Roth L gy~ N hll D gL 10D L L 828 b B~ BRRAS LS -

cor:

I'm sorry, Ma. Bub the -- the killer conme out the store

_ door. Just & glimpse -- didn't you catch even a glimpse?

MOMMA &

(MusIc:

o

MARR:

Cop:

(fEE“IuG) Wo, no....ehots, I heard shots -- andjéll I saw
was POppa-~— falling through the door -- that s all, that's

2ll,,.(a SOB) HL -~ he only went in,fér a little hat,

. /
R //

-,

HIT AND GO_UNDER),

4
Maybe you know how 1t in Hbigyps..killings..Victims 88y
s dark, he ;begfavy --" Sure. And

]
found -- he's slendé?yhgo‘s blende, he's

-~"He wes tall, he
when the ziller
fair,,.%ure. And so 1t goes here. Nothing‘gé\{g? certain,
Only one gﬁing iz for sure, according to the polzée{

.
The bulk¥ets were from a 38 caliber automatic. That's all
'fc knq% -- for sure,
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BIG STORY, 2/22/50 ~7A- REVISED

COP:

MOMMA 3

COFP:

MOMMA ¢

CoP:

o

MOMMA T ok yod

(GENTLE) Allright, ma'am == just -- just take 1t easy
now. All we want to know is =~ what did you see?
That 13 -- the == the man who -- shot your husband,
Did you -- get & lsok at him, ma'am --
(DULL) Nothing. I -- T didn't see a thing, vidrtsv
I -~ I know you're all sﬁkaﬂgarf;a'am, but - he come
right out that door, and you were looking in the window-
I don't remember.

{PAUSE)
Sam - sSam =~ ¢can't I see him, mister?
It -~ it won't do no good, lady. But -~ please.
You must of noticed something -~ even if it was only
just a gllimpse ==~

(PAUSE)
You -- you want us to cateh the killer, don't you?

(Sﬁﬁﬂénﬁﬂﬂﬁﬁézjgﬁif....

Then -- tpr to help us, Remember -- try to remember.

my fault,.

My fault, He -- Sam, he never wanted to come. I made
him, T talked bim into it. Go to Florlda and dle,
he said. (GAINING) But I made him, My fault.
(PAUSE: SHE BREAKS)
Aind - end 811 he wanted -- he -- he only went lin for

just a little hat, that's all:
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BIG STORY, 2/22/50 -7B- REVISED

NARR : Meybe you know how it is in holdurs. s killings,
vietims say -- "He was tall, he was dark, he wes heavy -

: Sure. ﬁndiﬁﬁg?ﬁxhe giiler 1s found -- he's slender,

he's blonde, he's fair,...Sure. And so 1t goes here.
Nothing is for certain.. Only one thing 1s for sure,
according to the polilce.

cop: The bullets were from a 38 caliber autowmatlc, That's

2]l we know -- for sure.

el
2/22/50 pm
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NARRt
{MusIcs

JERRY :
WHITEY :
JERRY:

WEITEY:

JERRY :
WHITEY:

JERRY:

WHITEY:

JERRY:

NARR:

STING)..

Mﬂ-ﬂ
A thirty-eight. The 2wi rod, Hmom,
STING) '

Whitey, remember -- Jf-fm Dgneficed. Jre you sure the-
gaa. had never been fircd?

Henest, Jerry. I never so much as btouched the trigger. I
I never had a -- (4THOUGHT) Oh -- oh/..

Wimt's the matter!
I was lyin', I mean -- I foprgot! Sure, Sure -- I fired

1t, Once -- just onee!

Vhen! Where!

When? When I first bought the gun -- just to try it out,
vou know? I wanted to see -=

Yeah, yeah, I understand, But where? Don't tell me out
to sea -- into Matanzas Bay --

¥o, no...into a tree, Into that old dead tree out back.
(PROUD) 4nd I hit it -- too, First time I ever fired a
gun, I --

Good for you, good! Whitey -- gimme a knife ~- and call
the police!

Inte the heart of the tree you dig -- deep through its
dyied-up trunk == and you find the slug. Do the police
jump with joy? They deo, Does it match with the two slugs
from the old cop's body? {PAUSE} It matches.

Three slugs, One from the tree--two from the -- (TAKE) Am?
Wz R TR Backtrack ‘Blizin -- backbrack! See the
Brooklyn storekeepex vboqnow iamttg;mgg&%alk
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JERRY:
STOREMAN

JERRY :
STOREMAN ¢

JERRY:

STOREMAN

STOREMAN 3

JERRY :

STOREMAN:

JERRY :

STOREMAL :

JERRY:

JERRY:

STOREMAL

And T heard three

Ansolutely, I was there, wasn't I?

shots, one, twe, three.

Three, dasd ey T o U‘)L*ew-i ,E«:«.A Lnko Tha Dhee s -

- - e L R . -y i i .

s 1
E?y@dﬂlﬁggld my story & million times already’
o A &Ho thre Wt
the police Found only two bullets in Li’ \
mﬁ T ce Y Vil lm.q,u.t.,.c!
G A P APER
STING)

You take his word -- and you search the floor, the walls ==

3
I heardiand I'11 svear to it!

for mlug.
Say ~- you o reporter or a detective? Let the peolice da
their own work?

Mo, This is different.

Why? What's so dlfferent?

0n...I can't == quite say....

Aah, I know you)gsggfv,stories, stories -- wvou gbt to make
1ike a deteetlve to got a story., Sure, A decent cld man
gots himself killed -- nmot even his business, he gets
¥illed -- and you poke around for stories. Aazah,
(QUIFT & A LITTLE S0RI) A1l right,

(k) (PN DroR)

But since you put it that way -- I'm not just leooking for

I'm threough.

a story.

Laaat,

ATHKO1 01708636




~10-

JERRY ! You see -- I'm from up North too. (PAUSE) And my dad
isn't so young any more cither. I kind of want him to
some down hoere to0...for the sunshine, (VERY QUIET)
People have a right to llve their llves out in -~sunshine.
Then a votten rurderer like this comes along and -=
(MARD) I don't like it. {PAUSE} I'm gonna find him,
mieter -- if tt's the last thing I do,

{MICDLE COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STCRY
PROGR:OM #£1EE

HLRRICE:

CHALPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE!

CHAPPELL:

HWARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

E.RRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HRRICE:

THROLT-SCRATCH =-- THROAT-SCRATCH -- THROAT-SCRATCH!

Guard sgalnst throat-scratehl!

Enjoy smooth smoking!

PFLL MELL'S greater Jleneth of traditionally fine tobaccos
travels the smoke further.,..

rilters tho smoke and mskes it mild.

PUfT by puff you're always ahead vwhen you smoke PELL MELL.,
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1s filtered further
then that of any other leading cigarette, Moreover, after
5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still glves you a
longcr Tilter of filne tobaccos - to guard againat throat-
socrateh.,

For PELL MELL'S greaber length trovels the smoke further
on its way to your thpoat - filters it naturally through
PELL MELL'S traditionally fine, mellow tobaccos - guards
against throat-scratch,

Yes, PHLL MELL'S finc tobaccos glve you a smoothness,
rildness and satisfoction no other cigerette offers you.
Guarc against throat-seratch!

tnjoy smooth smoking!

isk for the longer, finer cigavette in the distinguished

rcd package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -

It

cutstanding!”
and - they are milal
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HiRRICE! This 1s Cy Harrice, returning you Lo your narrgtor and
the Big Story of Jerry Blizin, as ne lived 1% and wrote 1t.

WARR: 4 nice old guy comes down %o St, Petersburg, Florida, to
1ive his 1ife ocut in the sunshine == end a stlckup man
leaves him -- dead on the sidewalk, And you, Jerry Blizin
of the St. Pebersburg Times, aren't just out for & story,
this time, No. HNot this time.

JERRY: (QUIET) People have a right to live their lives oub in
-~sunshine. Then a rotten murderer like this comes along
and ~- (HARD) I den't Llike 1t. TI'm gonna find him, Aatek
~-= 1f 1t's the last thing I do.

(MUsIC: _ _ STING AND AWAY_FOR}

MARR: supe. But what've you got to go on? Two things. The
killer uscd a stolen 38 -- and fircd three shots, Two
nto his victim -= and the third? That's the puzzler. 50
-= you bazkbtrack -- up the allcy.alongsido the atore he
held ug,

(FOOTSTEPS UP, ATONG & WAY, THEN TO STOP)

JERRY (DISGUSTED} INot a thing., Crowd gathered =-- footorints

211 over the alley, Cculd be anybody's.
{FOOTSTEPS)

NARR: Just the game -- you keep going, cown the alley. & blind
2lloy ~- £t the end, a fence. Well -~ that's all. No exit.
(PAUSE) No. You're wrong!

Lw2re: | IHE-EEINY)

JERRY: (Low) Hmmn. It could be, (PAUSE} It looks like one.

(PAUSE} Doggonit --it is!
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&

IARR:

{MUsIC

NARR:

KiD:
JERBY:
KID:
JERFY:
KID:
JERRY:
KID:
JERRY:

KID:

=)
=
Erf
i
ra

=
1-1
o

JERRY :
Kib:

JERRY:

13~
Is what? & hand-print. Part of a pe.lm and twe fingers,
outiined on the whitewashed fence == in red, Standing
there, you now know where the third bullet wentb.
Incredibl g,,.,;;‘.u... %t% err;sJk Mmﬁew o%&“ﬁ'ﬁ ﬁ:ui!‘the
A
same hand he had to use for scallng the fence,
HIT AND GO_FOR)
Now you know vhich way he vent, too. And thet way -- you
go, Over the fencp. And right into --
Boy -- everybody's usin' that fence today.
You sec somebody elsc Jump 17
Your,
¥ho,
i dunno., Nobody I ever saw before.
Whai'd he looir 1like?
I dunne. Just 2 guy, You ¥now.
That'!s the thing., I don't know, You sure you didn't see
him?
surc, I scen him., But not good.
Mute,
What's the matter, Mister?
Well --the probability ie, the man you saw Was &n cascaped
tiller,
Honest?
A, nuts.
s real killer, mister? Somcbody gct t1llzad?
Yes? Right around the corner.
Blood?

You litile so and sol
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KID: and T missed it! (PAUSE) & killer, huh? That's vhy

ne left the motor runnin',

JERRY: Who?

KID: The guy who jumped the fence,

JERRY! WHAT! Whst motor!

KID: The car. The car parked right there,

JERRY: For Pcbe's sake, kid -- there's no car there!

KID: T meon the car he had therc! Sure it ain't there, He

took off in 1t - like --
JERRY What kind of o cer, kid, Whot make? License number -=

wvhat liconse! Holy cat!l

KID: Boy, you gct exciteﬁ fast.

JERRY: he ¢ar, the car -= what'd it look like!

KID: You really vanno lnow?

JERRY: Qoooooh!

KID: Well -- let's sec., Uh -- bleck -~ no foenders --
JERRY: Go on, gO on —-

KID: Wo hood -- and tho cngine -- (AND HE RATTLES IT OFF)

Well, I took & recal close look and I figurc he'd put in

o heavy-duty head, cut down the dismeter of his plstons
4o get higher compressiton, souped up the spark wilth o
heovy-duty coil, ond the way the exhaust was puffin out
end the way shc sang, I Tlgure he'd drilled a hole 1n the

needle=valve and --

JERRY ! Say, vhat's your name -- Elnstein?
KID: o == Joe,

‘ V' St < hepardis
JERRY: A1l »ight, Henry Ford -- youlre way beyond me.R\What‘s

all that mean?
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KID:

A R

COP:
JERRY:

COoP:

COP:

JERRY:

COP:

JERRY 1
CCP:
JERRY :
COoP:

JERRY:
COP:

JERRY ¢

CoP:

..15_

Ya mean you don'‘t know a hot-rod when you see one? Mister
-~ this one you couldn't miss, It hed polke-dots!
HIL AND GO_UNDER)
Sergeant -- I just rode the kild all over town looking for
a hot-rod with polke dots,
No luck, eh?
Nope, But I don't think he's maklng it uwp, sarge. The
things he knows about engines!
Yeah, Ten years fpop nov it'll be rocket ships., Well,
letTs sce what we got on hot-rods in the records.

{FILE DRAWER PULLED OUT)
Huh, Here's a 15-year-old kid drove one &Ebﬁgga miles
an hour over the Gondy Bridge,....Red car....
Ho dots.
No. (PAUSE) Herc's one. Passed o patrol car on the
Beach Drive -- going ninety. 411 they saw was a blue
streak,
Blue, huh.
Hot rods, hot rods, There oughte be a law,..Hey --look.
Got somcthing?
I dunno, But/look. Officers Gorden and Rodney -- tagged
hot-rod =~ éggndles an houy oround the Mirror Lake Drive =~
Vhew!
Swvmons returnable ten o'clock this morning -- He never
turned up!
st
geys hare -- Porter Williams -=- 27 -= 400 Thirty-First
Avonuc South! Gimme that mike!

(CLICK)
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TTER:
COP:
PETER:

Cap:

Cor:
JERRY:
PETER:
caz:
PETER:
CoP:
PETER!
COP:
PITER?:
Cor:

PETER:

~184-
Cnlling all cars, All cars. Go to %0C 31lgt avenue
South, 4CO Thirty-first Avenue South, 2Plek up Portern
Willlams. Porter as in railroad, Williams,

Proceed with caution, This mon may be armed!

Caln are the blue waters of Blg Bayou off the end of

21st Avenue South == and quiet the cops as they cordon

of f Humber 400 -- bul Jumpy are you as you go up the wolk

with the law to the door, After all ~- 1t's only three

hours since the moan behind it %illed another, Then --
(KNOCK ON DOOR)

(0FF) (CRACKER ACCENT) Who's there?

Pollce.

(OFF} Hey?

Police, Open up -- end come out with your hands up.
{ZOOGR OFENS)

411 vight. Jeryy -- frisk him,

Sure, (PLT PAT PAT) WO gun,

Yhat's goin' on herce?

You own a car?

Why sure,

Whet kind?

Yhy, mostly mongrel, Bit o! this, bit o' that,

Hot rod?

Niczine you'ld call it that,

Polka dots?

(LAUGHS) Well, kind of. Rust spots is what they arc.

Abuae LSWA Co P°~?
How come oll m@m,wg
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COP:

{MUsSIC

Ni": RR H

FETER:

COF:
PETER

JERRY:
CCr:
PETER:

cor:

PERLR:

JFREY:

PETERS

JERRY :

PETER:

———

.-17_

I warn vou -- anything you say may be neld agoainst you,
Portcr Williams,

Porter Williams, That ain't me. That's ny brother. I'nm
Pober Williems. (PAUSE) Can I let my hands dovn now?
HIT AND GO_UNDER)

Inside the Williams house, you and the law work on
prother Peter for word about brother Porter, But ell
Pcter can say is --

T tall you, I don't know nothin’, He tooken the cor
this mornin' ond ain't come baek., Honest. ind he ain't
comin' back, neither,

How do you know?

Cause everything's gone from out his room. Clothes,
shoes, carryin! -bag -- cverything. Looky here.

(DOOR OPENED)

Plewn the coop oll right. What do we do now?
You'ht, a [2 OV =M L W —

Bpepedpane, ~- I don't know. Peter --

Yenh-andy,

Iz there enything elsc missing from ke room thot you
tmow of'?

dope, I eloancd it out goed. Threw all the trash out
reek and burned it,

hat kind of trash?

Oh -- trash trash, Cnlendars off¥my the well -- pretiy
girl pictures, stuff like all thet there. Newspapers Trom
inside the hurvecau drovers aond such, Comaeon ol' tresh.
You burned 1t?

Itts burnin! right now -- oul back.
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JERRY:

COoP:

JERRY !
{mgsic: . .
NARR: |

JERRY ¢
COP:

JERRY:

MusIC:
NARR ¢

JERRY:

JMusIc: _ _
JERRY:

{MUsIC: _

-4 JERRY:

outa my way.

Where you going?

To put ocut o fire!

HIT 4ND RUK EOR)

You and the cop stomp out Peter Willlams' trash-fire --
and rescue o mess of half-burned paper,,.You don't even
know whot youlre looking for =- and it's no clean Job,
thanks to some assorted orange-peels, coffee-grounds and
egg-shells, all secqnd-hand ~«» put on the burned stub of
a book of matches --

What do you meke of this?

Lookg like a phone numbeﬁ. Just the lost three numbers
though., Somcthing somcthing -- smshanpegese ~- 475
okay -- maybe it's nothing, maybe 1t's something ==~ but
I'm gonna check The Book!

;IN ﬁﬁﬂa_l
Qre e Luouh oA ‘CW

The Book =~- agnkisl Three of them in ¢very

= e e

town: onc at the phone company, one at the paper, onc ot
the police -- listing people not by name, but by number!
But what o job!

Four exchanges -- pégt possible combinations for each --
,bb%ﬂgé;aiu numbers. Brother!

QUICK STING)

Well -~ that does 1it, HNow =-- let's check, 2-1475, grocery,
Qut, 2—24%5, funceral parlor. Out, 2-3475, printing shop,
Qut, 2-4475, travel bureau,..

WIRES IT AND_UNDER) yy

(WEARY) 4-3475, tatlor shop., Out, 4-75 ----oh-oh,
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COF:

JERRY:

COP:
JERRY :

Caop:
JERRY:
{Music: _

BERYLLA:
cop:
BERYLLA
Cop:
FETER:

Cor:

BERYLL:
COoF:
BERYLLA®
cor:
BERYLL::
JERRY 3
CCP:
JEREY :
COP:

BERYLL ¢

_19..

Whatfve you got?
Four -- x@;ﬁéﬁbtue seven five -- Berylla Stone --
reglstered nurse,
Girl fricnd, maybe?
Waybe. Pretty handy for & guy to have a registercd nurse
for & girl fricend -- especlally when he's got a hele iIn
ais hand, A bullet~hole!
Say == you might be right!
T surc might, Grab your hotegedge -- herc we go it
HIT AND GO _UNDERY

(KNOCKING ON DOCR, IT CPENS)
Yos?
Police., Mind if we come In?
Why -- vhy --
Thenks., (PAUSE} You too, Peter,
What vou want me for?
Huh. Protcetion. (PAUSE) 411 right, Berylla -- where is
he?
Tha?
Porter Willioms.
He == he's gone, Heonest., He --
Gonc huh? Where?
I don't know. Honcst, officer, he --
{LOW) Sergeant,
Hrumm? |
(LOW) TLook, Out the window -=- In the back.
(PAUSE) A hot rod. (PH¥E®) Folke dots, (PAUSE) &ll
right, Borylla, Come off 1t, Which roon,

Th ~= tha =--- that onc,
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Cor: stand back, Jerry, {PAUSE} 4nd don't you go 'way ke,
Berylla., Therc's a charge of harboring o oriminnl just
rado to order for you, Peter -- stend here in front of ne.

{1 KICK ON DCOR, IT SWINGS OFEN)

PETER! (4 YELL) Don't shoot, Porter -- it's mel!

KILLER! (OFF) Got outa my way -- GET OUTA MY LINE OF FIRE!
PETER: (SCREAM) Don't shoot, Porter -- don't!

coP: Drop the gun, Porter! ({PAGSE) Drop -- it.

(GUN DROPS)

COP: A1l right. {(piaem) Ccot out of bed snd come guiet,
Jerry -=- nlck up the gun.
JERRY : (SHAKEN) Sure.
CoP: Thipty-cight?
JERRY: Y-yeah, Thirty-clght.
COF: Thot's oll.
(MUSTIC: _ THAD'S ALL _AND UNDER)
MARRt The con herds Porter Williams, his hand bandaged and 3till

bleeding, out of Berylla's house. Out of the house ==

into the $t. Potersburg sunshine, Emrmm, Sunshine. {FAUSE)
the Aerado to

snd youf? You phone,tnc paper, cxactly five heurs and o

haolf since you liftoed a spoon for —-

JERRY $ in, lemme sce, Lerme have o double-dip pincapple sundac

witi, eh, crushed pccens, ond whipped creorm. Gobs of 1it.

(PAJSEY  4nd eh --- (PAUSE) Nuts, Sulp it.I lost my
appetite,

(wsIcs _ _ UP_TQ CURTAIN)

CILPPTLL: In just o moment we will read you o telegrem from Jerry

Z1lizin of the §t. Petersburg Floridue Times witk the final
oubcone of tonlght's BIG STCRY.
{MUsIC:  8TING)

{(CLCSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STCRY
FROGR:AM #1582

HARRICE:

CH..PPELL:

HARRICE:

CEAPFELL:

EARRICE:

CILZPPELL:

HARRICE:

CEAPPELL:

H.RRICE:

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:

Don't let throat-seratch spoil your smoking enjoyment,
Guard egainst throat-scrateh!

Injoy gnocth smowing!

PELL MELL'S groater length of traditionally fine tobaoccos
travels the smoke further...,

Fllsers the smoke and mokes it mild,

Puff by puff youlre always checd vhen you smoke PELL MELL,
A%t the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtcred further
than that of any other leading clgarctte, Moreover,
alter 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL st1ll gives
wou a longer, natural filter of troditionnlly fine
tobaccos - to guard against throat-scrateh, Yes, PELL

MEUL'S Cine tobacces give you o smgothness, middncss and

catisfaction no other ¢igarebte offers you.

S0, don't let throatfscratch spoil vour smoling cnjoyment,
Guoard ageoinst throat-scrateh!

Tr.joy srooth smoking!

Lg¥% for the longer, finer cigarctts in the distingulshed
rod nackage - PALL MELL FiMOUS CIGAREITES

"guistanding!”

sng = they ere nilal
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CHAPPELL:

BLIZIN:

CH.APFELLY

HARRICE:

{Music:
CHAPPELL:

~n2r

How we read you that telegram from Jeryy Blizln--of the

3%t. Fetersburg Florida Times,

Taken into custody, killer in tonizht's Blg Story admitted
hold up and We strugglc 2 win vhich
he cecidentally shot third bullet inte his own hand. He
protested he hed been drinking ond didn't realize he had
mrdered o man. MNoverthcless he was trled and convicted
of first degree rurder and was scntenced to life
imprisonment. Matiyy thonks for tonight's PELL. MELL AWARD.
Thank you, Mr. Bllzin.,.the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGﬁRETTES arc proud to prescnt you the PELL MELL $500
ivord for notable sorvice in the ficld of journailsm.
Listen ogain next week, some time, same station, when

PELL MFLL FAMOUS CIGARFEITES will present ancther BIG STORY
- 4 BIG STORY from the front poges of the Detrolt Freco
Press -- hy-lino, Ralph Goll. 4 BIG 3TORY abeout a
rcporter vho dug up some now fachts ebout an old story and
came up with a rurdopr,

THE BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with muslc
by Vledinir Seclinsky,., Tonighttls program was adapted by
Alon Sloanc from an nctual story from the front pages of
the 8t, Petersburg Florida Times. Your narrator was Bob
Sloane, and James Me Callion played the part of Jerry
Bllizin. Iﬁ order to protect the nomes of people actually
invo}ved in tonight's guthentic BIG STORY the names of all
chorocters 1n fhe dramoatization were changed with the

exception of the reporter, Mr., Bllzin,
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CHAPPELL:

AWNCR:

HmArge I,

_23—

Tis 1s Ernest Chapncll speaking for the makers of PELL

MELL. FiMOUS CIGARETTES.

THIS I3 MBC....

eV iaVitatin™
e/ Ff oV DN

. THE N.TICNAT BROADCASTIWG COMPANY.
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NARRATOR
eUARD
GIRL
CLERK
EDNA
GIRL 2
GOLL
VINTOW
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STANLEY
JORE
SANDLER
ONE
JUDGE
EXPERT
JURCR
COP

.
[

BOB SLOANE
Bod SHLOANE
ATHENA LORDE
ATHENA LORDE
JOAN SHEA

JOAN SHEA
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BILL SMITH
BILL SMITH
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WALTER GREAZA
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din g STl E #1593 Arnold Perl

{ )« )
ic:oC ~ 10:30 PM MARCH 1. 1950 WEDWESDAY

{Ralph Goll: Detroit, Michigen Free Press)

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

(STEPS WALKING SLOWLY.

SEEoN, A PATIR OF RUNNING STEPS COMES ON MIKE,

STOPS
Stauley ! Huley !
Hey Fewme! gSewme, just a gsecond! How about a statement
Ay lock ~ov yp ?

Stanley -- {(QUOTING)

boerding the train to Marquette prilscn -
{(BITTER) Always glve & guy & bregkevery time, don't you?
Wrat do want, the keys to C Ly all? Knocking off a
nineteen year old gir I'm giving you the best bresak
in the worla ggkigf you for a statement.,

o
;0 won't print it, Tony Stanley says he's
Corme on, come on, You can do

Okay. I’l.l tell you the whole truth aew and you won't
print ﬁhﬂﬁﬂgﬂiﬁhﬂﬂ. I'm guilty. I'm guilty becaunse I'm
nobody, I'm guilty because somebody wanted to get
somewhere.and in order to get there, he put his feet

right in my face, Stepped on me, Sent me up for life to
get where he wants to get. I'd like to see you print that.
(DISGUST) Freedom of the press!

_UR FULL_INTC......).
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CHAPPELL: The Big Story] Here is America, its sound and its
fury, its joy and its sorrow as faithfully reported by
the rmen and women of the great American newspapers.
(PAUSE) Detroit, Michigan., From the pages of the
Detrolt Free Press comes the stopry of a frame-up so
cold, so caloulating, so perfect, that it took 26 years
to explode it, And for the reporter who did explode it,
to Featurs Writer Ralph Goll of the Detrolt Free Press,
for his Big Story, goes the PELL MELL Award,

{MUSIC: _ _ _FANEARE)

{OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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THF BIG ID0CLY #153
PROGRAM #1373

QPENING COMMERCTAL <

CHAPPELL: Guerd against throat-scrateh! Yes, guard againsgt
throat-scratch!

HARRICE: Enjoy smooth smoking!

CHAPPELL: PELL MFLL'S gregter length of traditionally fine tobaccos
travels the smoke furthen,,..

HARRICE ! Fllters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

CHAPPELL: Puff by puff you're alweys ahead when you smoke PELL MELL,
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1s Piltered further
then that of any other leading cigarette. Moreovern,
after 5 puffs, or 1C, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still gives
you a longer, natural filter of traditionelly fine
tobaccos - to guerd against throat-scratch, Yes, PELL
MELL'S fine tobaccos give you & gmoothness, mildness and
satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.

HARRICE: Don't let throat-seratch spoil your smoking enjoyment,
CHAPPELL: Gusrd against throat-scratch!
HARRICE: Enjoy smooth smoking!

CHAPPELL: Asi for the lgngen, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES _

11t

"Qutstending!
HARRICE: And - they gre mild!l
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(MysIC: _ _ _INTRODUCTION AKD UNRER FOR ...)

CHAPPELL:

NARR:

GOLL1
MARR:
GOLL:
MNARR:

Detroit, Michigen., The story as it actually happened --
Ralph Gell's story as he lived it,
.lT_AHD_GQ‘QNQEg)
writing

Tt's a dreamﬁassignment, Ralph Goll of the Detroit Free
Press. A slx month Job of dlgging Into the unsolved
crimes of Michigan, and you've written a dozen beauts,
"The Riddle of the Blue Icicles” (that one called a
special coroner's inquest into being); "The Case of the
Severed Hand" (this one brought a well deserved promotion
to a Cop on the beat) -~ and the others, all good,
honest storiles. And with the public clamouring for
more, you kept digging in and then --

(AR ELE PP AP RRS L O L Grer S U Ror QB DA Frgnlii ~ DO OB

SRR =N R NI RRWROR )
(WO PAUSE) -- out of the morgue, came the yellow pages of
a case 25 years old, Three things hit you: first, the
name =-- _
(READING, IMPRESSED) "The Case of The Picnic Murder",
Second, the by-lline --
{AGAIN, MUSING) By Teddy Larkin.
(NC PAUSE) Teddy Larkin, now dead (died at 31) was one
cf the best reporters on the paper and an old friend, one
of the very best. His by-line in a story meant something:
truth., And three ( t?e_third thing that hit you) was
:::;;bration, 25 yeawrs ago in Sylvan

Gardens just outside Detrolt.

facts., & lUth of July

(SANDWICHES BEING UNWRAPPED FROM PAPERS)
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GIRL:

EDNE& :

FLNA:

GIRL:

EDNA ¢
GIRL:
EDHA:
GIRL:
EDHA:
GIRL:

EDNA @

EDNA ¢

{MUSIC:

(4MUSED, DELIGHTED WITH THE CCCASION) Cheese, cheese,
cheese, Is that all you madé%ingﬂeese?

{S4NE ATTITUDE) Well, T thought Willle was coming, You
know how he is about cheese,

(MOCKING) They had to work. You'd think one holiday
in the year they'd take time off frem that £illing
station and --

What are you complaining about? You know why they're
working,

(PLEASID) Sure I know., I honestly wouldn't mind
waliting the extra months to get married if they would
Just see us onceon a Sunday or a holiday --
(INTERRUPTING) Here's a tuns fish and a devilled egg.

Did you bring the pickles?

What do you thiok this 1s¢ What!s ¢ plenic end no plekle!
(THE TWO START TIPTRRING 5 LITTLE)

(FRIGHTENED) Eéna.

What's the matter, Beat
(VIOLENTLY) Edna!

(GUN SHOT)
(SCREAMS) No!

(GIN SHOT)

The first girl, Bea, was dead instantly. The second glirl,
Edna, a terrible tain in her shoulder - a bullet embedded
= and o memory that w111 live with her forever.

(SOBBIKG) He was big and dirty and he had some kind of

2 bag over his shoulder and he came up to me -- close and

IE suatled fowny = (ke chloyaforma wr j.u-zﬂu‘u.c‘
closer. And then he took out the ¢ tton’\ (DULLY) And

then I don't remember, (WhDismediew I don't remember,

— -IN WITH NARRATTON])
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NARR : A posse of over 500 men combed the area of Sylvan Gardens,
combed the downbown flophouses, -- looking for a man
six feet tall, dark, dirty, with a shoulder-bag, gun,
and maybe still the traces of the cotton and uaékb*'°’?%
had used, There wag one suspect, Teny 3tanley., Tom
Vinton, local policeman, pickéd him up.

STARLEY: (WILD_FYED) What do you mean what was I doing? I told
you what I was doing, officer, They were pouring drinks,
free drinks, all along.Michigan Avenue, (Fourth of July
celebration) I was lapping thea up .as fast as I could.
What's the matter? That's no crime,

VINTONS Let's go, Stanley. I don't want to hear anymore.

STANLEY : You can as¥k any of the bartenders, officer, T was in 8,
10, 12 joints. Ask them. Ah, they wouldn't remember,

VINTOW: (STRONG AKD FAST) You mot mud on your shoes., Mud from
Sylvan Gardens where you tramping around belore you did
it., 4nd you got bleod on your lapel., How did you get
blood on your lapel?

STANLEY: (DEFENSIVELY) I came out of one of the bars the back way,
into the yerd there, I didn't know whers I was golng. It
wes dark, and meddy, I fell, There was a can there, an
0ld sardine can, I fell and I cut myself, Maybe I wiped
1t off on my lapel, I don't know, officer,

VINTOHN 3 (STRONGY Where's the shoulder bzag? VWhat did you éo with
the gun? Where's the chloroform? (HE SHAKES STANLEY)

On your feet. Walk, (COMPLETELY CYNICAL) So you cub

your finger on a sardine can, DI4 you have ilodine handy?
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NARR:

EDNA:

{MysIC:

NARR:

GOLL:
SANDLER:

GOLL:
SANDLER @
GOLL:
S6NDLER:
GOLL:

SANDLER:

GOLL
' SANDLER

—i-
The rest was equally bizarre, equally fantastie,
terrifying. Then the identificatlion by the frighicned
girl.

(HYSTERICAL) Get him out. Please, get him out! He's
the onc, He dild 1it, Get him out.

It is the judgment of the Court that you, Anthony Stanley,
shall spond the rest of your natural 1life in prison for
you stand gullty of the crime of murder, I wilsh 1t were
in my povwer to senftence you to further punilshment,
_UR EULL _WITE A NOTE OF QUIZZICALITY IN IT)
Then the fourth fact about this case, the fourth unusual
aspect struck you, Ralph Goll, Featurc Writer as you read
the yelloved sheets., You said it to Wight Editer Fred
Sandler,
You remember this case, Sandlers?
Veguely, vaguely., Why?
They never disproved this sardine can theory about the
bleod.
(CYNICALLY) Lots of things not proved in lots of cascs.
So?
The girl didn't testify =t the trisl,
50 they took her deposition somevhere clse,
They never found the shoulder bag or the gun or the cotteon
or the chlorofomm.
So vhat? 8o what? How cld is this chestnut anyhow?
20 Yemrs? Moreo.
You knew who wrote it? Ted Larkin,

Sof
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GOLL:
SAUDLER!

GOTL:

SANDLER:
GOLL:

SANDLER ¢

GOLL:
SANDLER:

{MUsTC

NARR:

-a-
Who T1led thls story where its filed now?
What are you talking about?
What's an open and shut muirder cese doing in the file
of unsolved grimes? Who put it there? Mtas it misfiled =
or was it? 4And i you read this story -— he never put
1% dovn in so many words -- but in cvery line, in every

T plied .
sentence almost, Ted Larkin eskwéemwmebhovarsmis Yatch out

-= framc-up,”

Mayte he'd been on thils stuff too long.

Not Lark_in. He was quite & guy., You know that. He
n*ouldn’t‘Wframe—up unless he meant frame-up. Remember
what Larkin used to say about the guys in stir? He used
to quote a plece of poetry -- Walt Whitman, Remember?
"T am one with these conviets and felons." What about
that?

Moybe it's good poetry, Ralpnie, but it don't make a
story.

And 1T I prove thet ~-

' Knock

Ir, if, if, if, if, You print a paper with "if's.’
off for a week, Take the political side. Lay off
features. When you guys get to quoting poctry, brother!
You drop it, beeause orders are crders. But all that
veek 1t gnaws at you -- Ted Larkin's gquote of Whitman,

And then --
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(Dflﬂ LETTER - PulL mﬂ)
STANLEY: (orrs22#ER) Dear Ralph Goll: IYl!ve been reading your

scries about unsclved crimes and I only gol one questlon
to esk., Would you laugh if a fellow aald "25 years ago
T was framed", If you would, tear this up, don't rcad no
more, But If you are & decent guy like Ted Larkin was
(he once worked on your paper, intervieved me, then I
got something to say. My name is Tony Stanley¥.,...
(MusIC: _ _ _IN WITH ._.._._)
NARR: Just one of those things that happen -- one of the

fantastic colnclidenceas that make up life:

GOLL: Wecll sandler?

SANDLER: { ANNOYED) do ahead if you want to. @o ahead., I don't
care,

GOLL: £1)1 T want to do, 18 go up and =see the guy at Marquettes,

SANDLER: I told you go ahead, ~ (MOCKING) "I am onc with the

convicts and felons”!

{MUSIC: _ _ _PRILCE)
{ SRRNTFS
GRS )

STANLEY 3 I thought first I'1l grow azaleas, hyacinths, maybe some

of them little zinnias. But nothing grows up here.

Nothing, Yoty anowicsm-orerore - pindenammnd w3 dvbmiagon. .

Bad soil.

GOLL: I'a like to talk about your letter, Mr. Stanley.
s qmw

STANLEY ¢ nMorning £ 1071 g dppwiris iy Sl g S-Sl e R iy i .
Ry . Some ©, T feet high., You like them,

GOLL ¢ (DOESN'? KNOW WHAT TO SAY)} Yeah, they're nice.
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ek (ncll, when

STANLEY: (INTENSE) -Beaweeee o guy gebs somebody to believe in him
Just a little bit; he don't want it to be over with right
avay. I had this experlence ten times maybe. Somchody
gebs & little bit interested ( bhinsepecmesamolyernwsios
LD vy R ooNbnad-Goaves) ,  You learn not to talk
about it all at once, 'cause 1it'll bust out of you and
disappear maybe 1if you do that. Se~dismlecwemi--- you
understand?

GOLL:+ Sure.

STANLEY !

Who cares about o broken down bum on Skid Row? Who cares
sbout the shoulder bag or the cotton or the gun or
sardine cans? (STRONG NOW, POSITIVE) I'1l1 tell you
vho cares, Former Chief of Detectives Tom Vinton cares,
He cares a lot, Hé's the one sent me up, Framed me;
Usced my face to get where he vwas going. Did you know
that scum?

NiRR: : (IN VERY CLOSE} You remember the name of Tom Vinton,
You remember the cop on the beat, Tom Vinton, You
remember he got a convictlon [the Stanley case); you
remember he got another (8gt. Vinton by now), and another
arnd another: 3kid Rovw bums, nameless people. He bacame
Lilettenants of Detectlves, The big round up of Michlgen
dvenue dives and then -- Chief of Detectlves Thomas J,
Vinten. Thon --

GOLL: (BURSTING IN ON HIS OWN TEOUGHTS) Vinton got sent up
for framing two guys. Caught at it! Right?

STANLEY: That scum.
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GOLL:

STANLEY:

GUARD:
GOLL:

GOLL:

VIMNTCN:

GOLL:

VINTON:

- ll..
(BUILDING) He's right in this jall now, Hc was behind
1%? He d1d the whole thing, 1s that 1t? Vinton?
Fudigwunded feveretrorey v

sonphowsfoniithe. (EASILY NOW) The only thing I cver

smile zboub, the only thing, is I know where thatséog-is.
acress Hhe ard Y
Ee's sitting-oaem theren see? Right ewer there i

solibtary -- {BITTER) for the rest of his natural life!

(CELL TOCR UNLOCKED AND OPENED)
Yau got five minutes. Don't get too close to him,
Thanks.

{# COUPLE OF SHUFFLING RBTEPS)
(FLAT VOICED) Vinton,
(REACTING WILDLY) I told them no visltors. Who's that?
Get out. Leave me alone, Don't come near me!
I'm Ralph Goll of the Pree Press -- reporter.
T gaid I don't want to sce anybody. Never., Leave me
alonc. Don't come near me,
f<aé;=: going to touch vou, (WITH DISGUST} I wouldn't
touch you.
(HE IS SLIGHTLY MAD) You don't lnow. Nobody knows,
They think becrusc vou’re in solitory, becouse you gob
bars on the cell -~ you think you're safe, huh? Well,
look at this -- my ncek. Gobt me with a snoon, one of
the trust.égo
Look at 1it, I
15 seconfls and, owwﬁﬂﬁﬁaghéla shovel came flying ot meo.

! You thiak you're safe, but

they get you. (MCRE)
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VINTOMN:
{CoNT)

GOLL:

VINTON:

{MUSIC: _

NARR:

GOLL:

—l:...
(PITIFULLY) They'll kill me, They'll kill me -~ I
know it. I pleaded with the Wardenh. I got down on my
Ynees. T told him "Send me somevhere else,"
You framed a lot of guys, didn't you, Vinton? You got
to be Chief stepping on = lob of pcople's faces, didn't
{SHARPLY NQW)

you?
Whet about Tony Stanley? What about the Sylvan Goardens
k1lling?

(STARTS LAUGHING) That's all I need -- to talk, to say
1t, Theat's 2ll T need. Then it would get arcund that
I sald it, that I framed o guy, that I sald I did it -
just once, Ycu know whet they would do? Thoy would
nove In on me, They would squeezce me, What they did

before would be like nothing 1if they hesrd I told in one

t
]
ct

czae;  they'd make me tcll them all, {BEATEN) Just g
out of here,

—. —IH WITH_NARRATOR)
But in the horrer, in the incrodikle foulnecss of a
completely corrupt human being, one simple fact emerges.
Tony Stenley was framed 25 years ago, and you feel the
thrase of Welt Whitmen's as never before.
(TC HIMSELF) "I am one with the conviects ané felons.” Now
prove 1t. ﬂEl'rove you nean 1lt.

UP $0_TAG THE ACT)

— = aMm

(MIDDLE COMMERG IATL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGR.AM #153

MIDDLE COMMERCTAL:

ILARRICE: PEROAT=3CRATCH ~-=- THROAT-3CRATCH == THROAT-SCRATCH!

CHAPPELL: Guard against throzat-scrateh!

HARRICE: Enjoy smogth smoking!

CHAPPELL: FELL MELL'S greater lenzth of traditionally fine tobaccos
twavels the smoke further.......

HARRICE: Filters the smoke ond makes 1t mild.

CEAPPELL: Pulf by puff you'vc always chead when you smoke PELL MELL,"
it the flrst puff PELL MELL smoke 1s filtcred further
then that of any other leading ¢igarette. Morcover,
after 5 puffs, or 10, or 1%, or 17, PELL MELL still gives
you a longer filtor of fline tobaeccozs - to guard sgeinst
throat-scratch,

HARRICE: For PFLL MELL'S greater lenstn trovels the smoke further
on its way te your thyeat - filtors 1t nabturally through
PELL MELL'S traditionally fine, mellow tobaccos - guards
against throat-scratch,

CHAPPELL: Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tcbaccos give you a smoothness,

mildness and sabtisfactlon no other clgaretic cffers you.

Guard against throat-scratoh!

IARRICE: Fnjoy smooth smoking!
CHAPPELL: fAisk Tor the longen, finer cigerette in the distingulshced

rod package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGALRETTFES -
"Outstandireg "

HARRICE: And - thev ore mild!
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NaRR:

-1! -

This is Cy Harricc returning you to your Narrator and the
Big Story of Ralrh Goll as he lived it and vrote 1T,

You, Ralph Goll, Feabure Writer, for the Detrolt Free Press
ponder the biggest question you've had in your reporter's
1ife -- how to rcopen a case 25 years doad, (PAUSE) You

begin et Detroit Pollce Headquartors. The mugging shots

(routine pictures taken), the history of the criminal,

sy chologiat's
the tnﬁahaaaniohm report -~ oll yellowed, freyed, all

very unsubstantial bits of peper.......
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GOLL:

GOLL. .

Cop:

GOLL:

COPB:

(¥USIC:

Lyolen

Sl dimespat. Yook at this. "No previous arrest, no

Previous record." HNot even s minor narcotics rap. Nothing.
Bordevers

A One of the nicest emeeds I cver met never made a gingle

wrong move ~- not sven cne - until the day he blew up his

family. Ktlled his wife and six kids,

You're In form today., (BACK AT HIS RESEARCH) Here's what T

don't get. No bag was aver found, no gun, The girl

testified the murderer was six feet tall and Jtanley's no

better than five slx, five seven. And listen to this part of
Hee. , Feport

(READING) ‘Fibeastwaami: Psychologistg

Grimincl tendencies dublous.” Tt adds up., wideesddmeciin;
&*{cht(o abs ?

wmmmm Brother, you go

on up to Marquette some day. Glve soms of them Intelligence

tests sbe. to the guys in celi-block T. They!ll knock

over most of them professors -- zny time, siabbitidod

~Sroppienmeriesiiemevd!  Dontt tell me you helieve that stuff,
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MARR: Where dc you go to find corroboration on s 25 year old
crime? Wheres 3Skld Row? The Michilgen Avenue dives?
Who would remember? Well -- maybe somebody would. (PAUSE)

The old guy who's been 2elling papers for 37 years at ths
torney

-= He renembers.

Ling. What was his name?

i v,

JOR; i Stanley? (CACKLES) Ain't he the guy went over to Alrico,
found that other guy? Remember -- "Mr, Stanley, Dr.
Livingstone." whut’did he do now, get himself loste

(MISIC: _ _ TRACE, SEGUE_INTO MISSION MUSIC ON_THE_ORGAN)

NARR: The Mission of The Friendly Eeart, as old as Detrolt's
waterfront.almost, with characters that go with the
place - beon there for decomdes. But the organist deesentt

Yewtus ler .
mew, ond the guy whe passes the plate around doesn't
“ﬂE:ﬁ&f ner the man who stands up and spsaks of the
brotherhood of derelicts. But one does, Incredibly,'one
does. One who steps off from the platform, gets his bowl
of soup and tolks,
OHE: (WHEN NARR, HAS FINISEED SPEAKING) Yeah, him and me 1iked

the same thing - flowers.

wvasting his time, but ghad-berth

& hyacinths and all that, but it never
Saddest 1little guy in the
whele world, Framed neat-like o pleture. Framed, strung

up on o wnll., 3Saddest ilittle guy in the world. How do T
know? I know., Prove it. Hmmf. Prove that a dead guy's
dead. e ho's dead, Xat's off —
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CLERK :

-lT-

Nothing and o seriﬁss of nothings. Nothing and nothing
compounded., In Pontlae, nearby, whers the trial was held
{becouse Sylvon Gardens is in Rocklaend County), you geb
the compounding of nothing ...,.

Juat 2 mlnute young man - one question at a2 time.

The judge? Well he died 11 years ago. Heart attack,

And the prosecuting zttorney. Thet was Botwin. He was

a major in the infantry. Dled at Guadacanal,

wWhat about the Jjurors?

Jurors? You can search nll over amerlca, spend the next

50 years. You might find one. I doubt that.
A _ TRACE)

GIRL II:

GOLL,:

But miraculously, in only six months, you actually find

one. Juror #7.

You say I served? Well, moybs I served; I gusss I dld.
It's so long ago. Stonleys ‘Isn't that funny, I can't
remember 2 thing. You sgend 2 man up for the rest of his
life and you can't remembsr a thing. Oh -- Oh, wasn't
there a Sheriff? .There was something about a Sherriff,
Something, I don't remember waot.

ek G aff)

{SADLY) Tho Sheriff was my father. I don't mind speaking
cf it. He sald (I was there) at the time he died, he said:
"Tony Stonley never had a chonce."

Your father -- (HE HESITATES) -- I mean --
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GIRL II:

NARR:

GOLL::

CLERK ;

I don't mind 1if yeu say it. He took his own life. I
think he did it because of what he was made to do about
Tony Stenley. He sald, just tefore he died, "That poor
littleo guy, he never had a chance, Promed from the word

go. Tom Vinton's work."

Now the blood beglns pounding within you, The first real
basls for o reversal. Something tonglble, not slipping
through your fingers; A deposition from the daughtsr of
the Sheriff who killed himself bacauss of the Stanlesy case.
Get the proceedings, get the transcripts. You gt them.
And 1t's worse. It's werse thon if you had found nothing
bscause --

(VIOLENT) Wtat do you moan they've never been transcribed?
They must hove been transcribed sometime, somewhere,

Loock, Mister, that's all I know. Those notes in the
handwriting of théigggho, they never were transeribed and
that systen he used wos his own private system. There
ain't o« soul alive thet I sver heard of could meke sense
of them.

That's impossible. A stenos notes can be read,

Well, you try it, mister., 8ix other people tried 1t. You

know how far they got?
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EXPERT: (POMPOUS) I have studied the notes, Mr. Goll, and desdar
+h
—o#ate—aoavou-cavagmrtta&%y¥ﬁthn§z;nvhns can be transcribed.

The tosk will toke, roughly, six months, The cost =--
. (JUDLCIOUSLY) -- would fifteen hundred dollors be too ruch.
ﬂn h L1y "‘d:“q ?
G0LL:: Sﬁ0?-&ﬁu»-?GQJ&OB'o!ﬁnhlek&?QHﬂﬂﬁdﬁ.
EXFERT: Shert of that, I cculdn't help you,
GOLL: Is there anything in there? Can you tell me anything about
the hearings at all?

EXPERT: I spent the time on one sectlon, that dealing with the

witness Edna Percells ol T T e DA RN W ..

ik

EXPERT: (GOING ON) “And on the basls of my difficulty with this
sectlion, I made my estimate. There is incldentally, a
bill of fifty dollars,

GOLL: Cen you glve me her address at leastr?

EXPERT: 0f course, (PAUSE) You'll handle the 11l ...?

(MUSIC: _ _ UP_... UNDER ...}

NARR: One slim hope, a glirl., Edno Percelle is her nome. Is it
gti1ll the same? Is she still in Detroit? Will she
remember?. Where can you find her? You've got this far,
80 you keep golng. aAnd in the ¢lity Diresctory for 1929,
you learn --

GOLL: (READING) Edna Percelle married Henry Stomper, June Tth
ete, ete. (EXCITED) 1262 Buclid avenue!

{MUSIC: _ _ EITS_..._BRIDGES)

EDNA: (¥ATURE WOMAN NOW) D¢ you want to repeat that rleaso,

Mr. Goll?
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I just want to know, Mrs. Stamper, Lf you can remember

anything at all about an incident -- 26 years ago. The

(KNOWS VERY WELL WHAT HE'S TALKING ABOUT, BUT WANTS TO
POSE HER PROBLEM, HER ATTITUDE IS VERY SYMFATHETIC) Mr.

Goll, I started teaching school sbout -- oh, 2C years ago.

s and one of the teachers at the school Seeweasiegnie-dy)
(Bssbmagli-mmiimowmtes) vas very kind to me. He was o

slightly clder man, very understending: Mr. Stamper.-¥

Tl O A B PO G D I R e, We went

asked e to
around together seven years before he

(I nover told
him anything, I cen't. I never telked about it to anyone,}
And then Ellen wos born (kbesbks-weddegt, she's getting
out of college this month), znd Jimmy, and Donna (Iessyeste

oabie ) I've got my children, husband, this house. -~ 1
do the usual things that o womoen deoes, and I polnt a
little. Heas what dtd you want me to s2y7 WReb-edandtOind it
g ¥e  (PAUSE) What de you want, Mr. Goll?

GOLL:
bith of July?
EDRA :
{Musie: AN WwiTH)
NaRR:

{IN VERY CLOSE) You're here, Ralph Goll. It's the meient

and the place, but you don't zsk. You don't pursue the

linc you've been pursulng for over a year? Why? Because

here is the girl hersell, now a woman. The horror Is

papeverd bohind her, A life has been built, a structure,
Cra dew upster 3t Wi oy briugiua Jp Yo past hew )

a family,? You must ask/whather the Innocence of oné mAn

Yourse |
13 more urgent than the lives of five peorple.

{MORE)
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R :
( Comme}

NARR :

EDNA :

Mr
A

. - e T
home? What happens to Ellen grodustinge#edil collsge, and

gt

Jimmy ond Donna and Mr.#gﬁgmpﬁﬁﬁﬁ And what happens to the

" And you think "the end of the rocd,

It's okay, Mra. Stamper. It's not important. It's not

that lmportant.

TOURS Ly ot R p onty 33w S E o 4 0

BB st : “2OT TS you
stand almost Ln‘EEE”gggnaayyaﬁﬁﬁ‘speaks -- & full life n
e ~ersl

]
&go's important? Jitissiimis,  Which one of us? Which cne of

us 1s or lsn't? Don't think I don't appreciate that you

dldn't ask me, but I want to talk, Fwbirkak-Ideo-raoietio
Beoentrn bl o eo e e S tn] - ORI B o L O pmea il ) Fry
Thaemd, 01l these years I wondered, DId I lend myself,

In o moment of hysterin, to the frame-up of an innocent
man? Did I 1dentify the wrong man? And I think now I
did. If you'lliﬁgt me get »y coct and let me leave o note

for Mr. Stamper, I'll be right with you.

fTh&#e#&fﬁ”ﬁ?ﬁ?T83¥%$*EﬂtUﬁbeﬁﬂﬁ3t3d$m%w0“bﬁswtaabeﬁcres§gﬂw

Orie-is.T om Vinton. P

Stay awoy. I dofi*tucpare. No mattew-what, I don't core,
. m"ﬁ"&‘k "

3tay away. You come frem~bthelrI-~ogn tell. You came here

e

B

A
-y
***** Sty

to do thelr work, to kill me. Stoy away. Eﬁandianuard!

Guard!
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SR e REes G000, .0 L LEOroRE: KNG Of T T RS EHBI KInd 08 4,
- with Anthony Stanisy walkling down o streset -—wgpw”ggiking
down o strest in fres olr 1n Detroilt, %gsﬁgvéé years,
Jink e iefnatep The best thing about it is (I nean ﬁg’}ob}, I get off
3 o'ctlock and you know the,ﬁrdfg¥;::t Griddle? (I got o
room above 1t,) The_pp?ﬁgép lets re fiddle around in the
back yand. Riqgféﬁiiwn earth. Come back next Spring,
I'11 shq&;pﬁfzzaleas, hyacinths, mayhe some of them

zinlgﬁég;en. (FAUSE) Hey, fellow - Ralph, no kidding.
e

£

CHAFPPELL: In just a moment we wlll recd you 2 telegram from Ralph
Goll of tkhe Detrolt Free Press with the final outcome
of tonight's BIZ STORY.

{CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #153

CIOSING COMMERCIAT:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE s
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Don't let throat-scratceh spoil your smoking enjoyment,
Guard against throat-scratch!
Enjoy smooth smoking!

FELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos

travels the smoke further ....

Filters the smoke and mokes 1t mlld,

Purf by puf'f you're always aheed when you smoke PELL MELL,
At the first puff PELL MELL smocke is filtered furthar than
that of any othor leading cigarette. Moreover, ofter 5
puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still gives you =
longer, natural fllter of troditionally fine toboccos --
Lo gunrd aogolnst throat-scratech. Yes, PELL MELL'S fine

tobaccos glve you o smooihmess, mildness and satisfaction

no other clgarette offers you,

So, don't 1ot vhroat-scraten spoil your smoking enjoyment.
Guard against throat-scrateh!

Enjoy smeoothr smoking!

Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the distingulshed

red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstonding!"

And -~ thoy cre mild!
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(MUSIC: _ _ TAG sox0l

CHAPPELL: Now we read you that telegram from Ralph Goll of the
Detro%t Free Prass.

GOLL: °Wf‘;}‘s§i‘ﬁs onboniaike Blz torf, and i
reco-mendation of Circult bench of Rockland County;

sl led #HeeGovernor of Michigar?‘issuod a commutation of Stanley's
sentence. Stanley is a useful citizen today, earning
decent living in large factory in Detroit. Tom Vinton;
although never directly cornectad with crime of framing
Stanley, will surely die a prisoner in Marguetie prison.
My sincere appreciation for tonight!s Fell Mell Award,

CEADPELL: Thank you, Mr. Goll ... the nakers of PELL MELL FAMCUS
CIGARETTES are preud to present you the PELL MELL $500
sward for notabie servics in the field =f jourralism.
(PAUSE)

CHAPPELL: Iadies and gentlemer ... here is tne inside story of a
recent Big Story, solved bty Frank Sturken; reporter for
the Bismarckyggﬁgta Tribune. After the broadeast a Mrs,
A. D, Titsworth cf Muplewccd; Hew Jersey; telephoned
reguesting Mr. S turken's address, Yesterday Mrs. Titswort
arrived ir San Francisco for a visit with Frank Sturken,
her brother whom she had velievad dead for the past 383
years, Pell Mell is pleased to have played a part in tho:

happy reunion.
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HARRICE!: listen asgain next woek, same time, same station, when
PELL MELL PAMOUS £IGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY - A BIG STORY from trhe front pages of the Portland
Prgesy Oregonian - by-line; Edward M. Miller. 4 BIG
STORY that began when a happy young kid in a hattercd-up
Chevvy
(CAR UNDER}
was ariving around to see the country and reached the
climax when he stopped to plek up 2 hitechhiker
(CAR STOP - DOOR OPEN)
naned Death.
(TO0R CLOSING)
{MCSIC: THEME WIPE AND FADE TO BG QW _CUE)
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CHAPPELLs

CHAPPELL:

-2 REV.
THE BIG STORY 1s produced by Bernaerd J. Prockter with
music by Viadimir Selinsky. Tonlght's program was
adapted by Arnold Perl from an actual §tory from the
front pages of the Detroit Free Press. Your narrator
was Bob Sloane, and Nat Polen played the part of Ralph
Goll. 1In order to protecet the names of people actually
involved in tonight's authentic BIG STORY the names of
a1l characters in the dramatizatlon were changed with

the exception of the reporter, Mr. Goll.

e T g ™ r R i aum m wt W e e

This is Erncst Chappell speaking for the makers of
PELL MELL FiMQUS CIGARETTES.

In your community, as =21l over the United States; the
Red Cross renders scrvices that are vital to health
and welfare, Today; on Red Cross Day, remcmber that
these services continuz to be needed., You may help -

all may help - through tho Red Cross.

——

THIS IS NBC ... THE N.TION.L BROADCASTING COMPALNY.
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CHAPPELL:

(MUSIC:

CHAPPELL:

ANNCR:

-25- REV.
THE BIG STORY 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 Detroit Free Press., Your narrator
was Bob Sloane, and Nat Polen played the part of Ralph
Goll. 1In order to protect the names of people actually
involved in tonight's authentic BIG STORY the names of
all charzcters in the dramatization were changed with

the exceptlon of the regorter, Mr. Goll.

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

In your community, as all ovor the United States; the
Red Cress renders scrvices that are vital to health
and welfare. Today, cn Red Cress Day, romember that
these services continuc to be needed. You may help -
all may help - through thc Red Cross.

THEME)

THIS IS NBC ... THE NaTION.L BROLDCASTING COMPANY.
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THE BIG 3STOR
PROGRAM 154

NARRATOE
GLORIA
MILLER
MAN

cor

MAN e TL
COLONEL
MAN IT
YOUNG GUY
OLT TIMER
 OLD CLERK
EDITOR
DRIVER
POOR MAN
MAEKE-UP MAN

BRAGGART
Ma %

AS BROADCAST

BOB SLOANE
ROLLY BESTOCR
CORT EENSON
CORT BENSON
SANTOS ORTEGA
SANTOS ORTEGA
BOB DRYLEN

BOE DRYTEN
MICHAEL O'DAY
MICHAEL O'DAY
JIM BOLES

JIM BOLES

BOB READICK
BOB READICK
JESSE WHITE

JESSE WHITE
Bofs SLOANE

WEDNESDA MARCH 8, 1950
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NEC AND NET TEE BIG STORY #3154

10:00 - 10:30 PM MARCH &, 165¢Q WEDNESDAY

ANNCR: PEIL MELL “AMOUS CIGARETTES prescnt THE BIG STORY!

{MUSIC: _ FANFARE}

(CAR UP, DOWN BEHIND)

DRIVER: sure! TYou're sbout the twenty-second hitch-hiker Ilvs
picked up on this trip!

COLONEL: Twenty-second, son? You must have come a far wayi’

DRIVER: (PROUD) A1l the way from Brooklyn. 4nd o guy gets lonesoms
on the road.

COLONEL: Well, laddic-buck, that's only natural. (EARNEST} But you
want to be cnreful.

DRIVER: Huh?

JOLONEL: You want to be mighty careful who you plck up, me bucko.
Course, I'm all right., You can trust the old Colonel,
laddie., But you got to bte awful careful who you plek up
aleong the road.

DRIVER: For Pcta's sake -- why?

COLONEL: Why? Because you might get robbed =- that woy! Or even
killed -- yessireebob!

DRIVER Robbed? Killed? Me? Are you kiddin? (LAUGHTER INTO}*

{MUSIC: _ HIT AND GO_FOR)

CHAPPEIL: THE BIG STORY. Here 1s america....its sound and its fury...

its joy and 1ts SOrroW...cs falthfully reported by the men
and women of the great American newspapels. (PAUSE) {COLD &
FLAT) Portland, Oregon. From the pages of the Oregonian,
the story of an editor who used o whole page -~ to Ilnd a
killer. {MORE)
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CHAPPELL: And for his work -- to Edward M. Miller for his BIG STORY

{CONT'D)
goes the PELL MELL AWARDS

{MUsIC: FANFARE)

{OPENING COMMERCIAT

ARTKO1T CIFOHRZ




THE BIG STORY 3/8/50
PEOGRAM #154 -3

OPENING COMMERGIAL:*

CHAPPRTLS

HARRICE:

CEAPPELL:

BEARRICE:

CHAFPPELL:

AL RHICE:
CHAPPELL:
LARRICE:

CEAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard against throat-scrateh! Yes, guard against throsat-

seratch!
Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S grenter length of tradltionally fine tobaccas

travels the smoke further....

Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

Puff by puff youlre alwnys ahead when youlsmoke PELL MELL.
At the first puff PELL Mell smoke is filtered further than
that of any other leading clgarettc. Moreover, after 5
puffs, or 10, or 15 or 17, PELL MELL still gives you a
longer, natural filter of traditionally fine tobaccos - 10
guard ageinst throatescratch, Yes, PELL MELL'S fine

tobaccos glve you o smoothness, mildness and satilsfaction

no other clgarette offers you.

Don't let throat-scratch spoil your smoklng enjoyment,
Gunrd against throat-scretch!

Enjoy smogth smokingl

i3k for the longer, flner cigarette in the distinguished

red package - PELL MELL ®AMOUS CIGARETTES -
"Outstending!"

- they are mild!

And
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CHAPPELL:

{MusIC:

HARA:

MILLER:
NAFRR:

EDITOR:
MZILLER:

“DITOR:

NARR:

MILLER:

EZDITOR:

MILLER:

EDITOH:

~l-

portlandg, Oregon =-- the story as 1t actually happened.
Edward Miller's story as he lived 1t,

HIT_AND_GQ UNDER)

You, Edward Miller, are no legman, no newshound, no beat-
pounder. No. Youlre just =-- sutomobile editor,

Course, you've got a whole 3unday sectlon to youraelf -~
full of tourist informetion, and highway data, ond Add
handouts -- znd eds, . ,» But hot news? That's for the
front-pege. boys. Just the zame = you have n front page too
-- of 3ection Flve, the autoigégéion. And it's that
particular section youlre having the argument about now.
You say --

I want the vhole front pege!  The whole pagel

And the mannging editor says -~-

For one story? Mol

Look, boss. Let me show you my layoubt, A% least

listen to me!l

411 right. But 1t better be good!

It 1s good -- even If you -- who did 1t -- say sc yourself,
You lay the whole thing out on his desk - and all

for one page.-- one story, With ----

Pictures, of course. And what's more -- a map. I'm
stringing the map c¢lear ncross the top of the page --
Where'd you get 1t? 4dde ?

The pﬁlice helped me Work it up, Boss =--- that map tracesb
the whole story =-- just as 1t happened! You see --

Wailt, What's this?
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MILLER: That's o picture of the spot the body was found in,

EDiTOR: And this?

MILIER: That's a pleture of the murderad kid.

EDITOR: Hmmm. What goes 1In here?

MILLER: Photostats of the signotures on the travelers® checks.
(PAUSE) Whot do you say, boss?

EDITOR: I still sey it!'s too much of & layout for a slx-month old
story 6-‘3&'-“ s

MILLER: 5 murder, boss -- on unsolvedé murder!

EDITOR: But o whole front paege! Can't you cut it down?

MILLER: Not one word,

EDITOR: Well! Aren't you confident)

MILLEE: Frankly -- yes. The hiteh-hiker who murdered that cia is
still somewhere around -- chd this 1s the first time the
story's been told in full. If he's anywhere around
Portland == this will help bring him in.

EDITOR: You hope.

MILLER: I sure do. (PAUSE) For the last time, boss -- what do
you say? It's on the stone, ready to lock up.

What €o you sny?

EDITOR: For the last time ~--- (PAUSE) Oh, go chead. It's only
the automobile sectilon!

{MUSIC: _ _HIT_AND_GQ UNDER)_

NAER: Only the automobile sectlon., Huh. For slx months you nave
been getting the plecea of this particular layout - and now
A8 the makewup man locks up the type --

Fddae
MAKEUF MAN: sMe—=F=der—- where do jou want Ehis to go on the page?
MILLER: Trke phoetostats of the trevelers Sééiiénaa No - that gees

-

over on the jump poge.
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MLYEUP MAN: I could make room orn the front page.

MILLER ¢ Nb. The whole point of the story is in that photostat.
I want it to go at the gpd of the story -~ because the last
thing I sey in the yarn 1s - have you seen this slignature
befere !

(PRESS STARTS BUILDS GOES BEHIND)

NARR: ind now - bthe oress is rolling. .nd as %he Sunday
Oregonian begins to hit the streets - you keep your
fingers crossed. For - without actually knowing you heve

told how the murder was done. .nd having asked She g5

question -
MILLER: Have you seen thls signature before?
N.LRR: You hope somebody will come Torward and say - Jes. And

prove, somehow the truth of the story you have told. This

story!
{MUSIC: _ _ UP_AND_DOWN INTO)
(CLR UP SLOWS TOWN FOR)
{CAR STOP3)
TRIVER: {4BOUT 21, NICE, BROOXLYN) Want a 1ift, felle?
MAM: (4BOUT 30. WESTERN) Sure could use ong.
DRIVER: Well -- hop in. I'1l take you as far as Yellovwstone.
MiN: v, that's be swell! I'm headin' for Boise, Idaho.
(CAR UP AND AWAY}
{Mpszc: _ _ IN WITH)
NARR: A& Brooklyn kid with o beat-up Chevvie gets up = couple of

nundred dollars nnd takes off to see the country. Plcks ub
hitch~hikers along the way. Likes to talk %0 people. Lots

of hitch-hilkers.. . Lezrns something from 21l of them....
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BIG STORY - 3/8/50 -S4~ REVISED

MAN &

MAN IT:

AW IV:

(CAR UP, DOWH)
T make wy l'vinz followin the crops. Wherever it grows,
I narvest it, or pick 1t, or husk 1, or raXxe it. Yes sir.

[CAR UP INTQ)

(CAR UP UNDER)
Wny sure son, used to be buffalo out herc so thick you
couldn't see the ground for ten miles around - gone now =
all gotis now.

{CaR UP THTO)

(CAR UP UNDER)
There y'ar lock out that way. See them snew capped
mounta’ns over there? Look like they're only sways down
the road but you'll travel & night and day before you'll
roach them m'tey., Your looklng at the Rockles - the
great Continental Dividce,

(CaR UP INTO)

N
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(CAR TP, DOWN)
MAN: “.Yess sir, I make my livin' followin' the crops, wheggré%
it‘grogﬁ, T harvest it, or pick 1t, or husk it{;ﬂﬁ/;éke 1,
Yes =1r. ,//H
//
{CAR UP, DOWN -

MAN 2: (VERY OLD) Why sure. Usegktphgéhfiffalo out here.
-
Gone now, All gone nowti,sﬁg - see Them 3nowcap mountalns,
- .
over there? Son ;r’?ou're iookin'! at thg“ﬂqgkies -~ the

great Continental Divide!

FOAR A BN NE0 )

{MgysIc: _ _ IN_WITE )
NARH: Yep., Just a young American from the East learning about

America the right way =-- seeing its mighty stretch from

ocezn to ocean. And never dreaming his big country was so

wonderful! ‘
MAN III: Just travelin', eh?
LRIVER: Yes sir, TI've seen the Alleghenies, an¢ the Great Lakes, '

and the Mississippi, and now I'm going to see Yellowstoned
MAN:TI: (AMUSED) And then whet?
DRIVER: Why, I'11 go right on to the Paciflc and see those blg

trees, sand the ocean, and then drive down the coast and

maybe see the movie stars, and then ---- (HE LAUGHS}
MAN TII: What you laughin' at, son?
DRIVER: Oh, I was just thinking. By the time I get to California,

I'll be broke myself.
MAN III: Then what'll ye do?
DRIVER: Why, I'11 sell the car and hitch-hike back myself.
You know; this'1) maybe be the last time in my 1life I'il

ever see my own country -- and I want to see 1t ell. (PAUSE}
(MORE)

ATHOT 01,0688




DRIVER:
(CONT'D}

(MUsIC:
NARR:

CLD-TIMER:

MARR:
BRAGGART:

NARR:

POOR MAN:

HARR:

MILLER:

CoP:

-8
Gee. What a place this country 1s -- what a grest, big,
walloping son of a gun of a place 1t 1sd
Yeah =-- just s Brooklyn American seelng beyond
the East River for the first time in his life. And --
the last. For among the hitch-hikers he picked up--
the old-timers ----
(QUAVER) Yes sir. Ye kin still see the faint green
outline o' the tracks the kivered waggons cut across
the plains, if ye loock real hard.
The braggarts -==--
I've drove steel Iin Pittsburg, herded steck in Wyomlng --
thinned beets in Imperial Valley, dug coal in Kentucky
-~ chopped cotton 1in Alabama -- and loved lem and left 'em
all over the map!
And the poor --
(QUIET) I thank ye for the ride, son, I thank ye for the
grub ye staked me to, I thank ye kindly, and wish ye
Godspeed.
Amoung the raggle-taggle of the long road, Route 31x,
Route €6, the Lincoln Highway, the long lines, that join
the oceans =- the klc pilcked up one------ rat. And you,
Edward Miller, picked up one story for your paper, down
at police hemdquarters.

Shot, you say, Ligutenant?

[ad I_'a‘,‘.t- ;.'.".L\Iz"b
{Jﬂmzimn Three thirty-eight caliber bullets in hils bvack.
o bade
Thought you, as autolgditor, could use the story best,

A

because you've been crusading agaipst pleking up

hitch~hikers,
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MILIRR:

COP:

MILLER:

COP:

MILLER:

MILLER:

COP:

MILIER:

-g-
You think 1t was a nitch-hiker that did it?

Yes. Oh - by the way we 1dentlfled the body from a
vellowstone Park entrance stub in his pocket ---

Was there anything else in the pockets?

No. No. wallet -- no laundry marks or labels in his clothes
even. Obviously robbery was the motive. But through that
perk stub, we got his name ---

sam Tannen, Brooklyn., Tvwenty-two. Foor kid, Oubt to

gee the gquntry.

Yepyj'dgﬁﬁthalked with many people he picked up -- BO%

a perfect picture of him. But there's one man who nesn't
come 1n.

The killer?

The killer, right. The man who forged the kid's name to
his travelers' checks...the man who took hils car and solc

Qi e
it in Boise, Idaho. The.ﬁaﬂ who lef't the é;y‘who vas

decent enough bto piek him up on & lonesome rcaé¢ -=- lying
bezide that road -- dead., So -- go ahead on the story,:buﬂ
Do what you can Tor us -- and we'll do what we can for e
youl

Tt isn't for the police you do it, It ign't for yourself
you do 1t ~-- it's for the kid who never reached the
Paciic that you went to tat with the boss. Ancé now,
studying the layoub, as the papers come from the pre=s
and go out in bundles, you wonder 1f sou'lve done right,
The whole thing 1z, boss -- the killer cashed Tannen's
checks all over the Northwest. That's why I reproduced

the signabures.
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EDITOR: I don't follow you, exactly.

MITLER: Well =- if anybody remembers a sam Tghnen cashing
g check -- and compares what he remembers with the
plcture of the sctual 3Sam Tannhen == We might --

voUNG GUY: (COMING UP} Excuse me -~
MILIER: Yes?
vOUNG GUYs They sald downatalrs you were the man who wrote thisz story.
MILLER: Yes, Who're you?
YOUNG GIY: Well -- I'm a newsooj for the paper. I mean == I thought
T'd pilek up & bundle end zee 1f T could sell them. And --
MILLER: Just a minute, What do you meaR, you thought you could.
pren't you a regular?
young guy; No sir, I just volled into town, That's why I want
to talk to you . (PAUSE} You see -=° I'm from Idaho,
T hitzh-hiked here.
MILLER!: You're a hitch-hiker?
vOUNG GJUY: Yes sir., (PAUSE] And -- this guy in the paper. (PAUSE )
I rode with him. Honest,
{MUSIC:

LU AL IR LA i

{MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #154

MIDDLE COMMERCTIAL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAFPEIL:

HARRICE:

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPFELL:

HEARRICE:

THROAT-SCRATCH -- THREOAT-SCRATCH == THROAT~SCRATCH!
Guard sgaint throab-scretch!
Enjoy smooth smoking!

Pell Mell's greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos

travels the smoke further....

Fllters the smoke and makes 1t miid.

Puff by puff you're slways ahead when you smoke PELL
MELI.. At the first puff PELL MELL smoke ls filtered
further than that of any other leadlng cigarette. Moregover
after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, FELL MELL st1ll gives
you a longer £ilter of fine tobaccos - to guard against
throgt-scratch,

For PELL MRELL'S grester length travels the smolke fjrther
on 1ts way to your throat - filters 1t naturally through
PELL MELL'S traditionally fine, mellow tobaccos -

guards agalnst throat-~scratch,

Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give'you a smoothness,
mildness and satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.
Guard against throast-scratch!

Enjoy smooth smoking!

Aak for the longer, finer cigarette in the dlstinguished

red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETITES - "Qutstanding'!

And - they are mix3!l
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HARRICE:

NARRATOR:

YOUNG GUY:

NARRATOR:

YOUNG GUY:

MILLER:
YOUNG GUY:

coPr:
YOUNG GUY:

COPs
YOUNG GUY:
COPs

..12-

This is Cy Harrice, returning you ne® to your narrator
and Llhe Blg Story of Edward Miller .. &3 he 1lived it
and wrote 1it,.

You, Fdward Mlller, are not the super-super flash-flash
type newsman. So, ¥When in the course of a story on a
hitech-~hike murder, a young guy turns up saylng --

You see - I'm a hitch-hiker. And I rode with the
murdersd guy -- honest --

It 13 characteristic neither of you nor your paper --
nor for that matter of good newswork anywhere -- to lock
up the witness for_ycuraelf. Sure, you want the story.
Sure, you want the killer. Just the same -- the police

vant thils kind ¢f witness. And -- they get him.

12 ek
A1l right -- why 41d you walf so long to tum up?
LE
I told you, I told you! I never knew anything about the
gay bein' killed t111 I =saw it In the paper!
Are you sure?
}H-' Mo $ e
Gee -- would I say anything at all 1f I had
anythlng to be scared of?

Honest!
You say you rode three days with Tarnnen?

Yea alr. And he wasg a swell guy. Tocok me thirty miles
off his route to drop me off home. Gee -- you think I
killed him?

Well =-- scmebody did.

T bet it was the Colonel.

The who?
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YOUNG GUY:

DRIVER:

YOUNG GUY:

DRIVER:
COLONEL:

DRIVER:

COLONBL:

YOUNG GUY:

COLONZL:

DRIVER:

.-13-
The Colensl. At least he sald he way a Colenel. We
were ridin' along on the other slde of Yellowstone before
éné?gpped me off home...
(SNEAK CAR UP, FADE YOUNG GUY)
..and we saw thls funny character in the road...wavin'..
(AS CAR COMES UP AND DOWN UNDER)
Look at that character. Let's plek him up, huh?
Qkay by me. It's your car.
(AS CAR SLOWS DOWN)
What's he made up for?
{AS CAR STOPS)
Beats me. {UP) Hey -~ want a I11ft?
(OFF COWMING ON) That I do, laddie-buck, that I do!
Goiln' far?
Far as Portland, why?
&o'm I, son, go'm I,
{DOOR QPENS, SLAMS)
Can't mese with short hitches. Turned down three of 'em
already. But Portland -- that's fine! Let 'er rip!
{CAR UP AND DOWN BEHIND)
He was a real loony. He was wearin' a soldler's hat,
carryin' a funny cane, and sportin' a chest full of
medals. And he had a story for every cne!
Yes sir! There I was - alone -- facing a vwhole platoon
of Boche, Nothing to deo but brazen it out, my lads,
nothing to do but brazen i1t out. I saw them -- they saw
me. Had te think fast -- so I tumed my back on them --

Y 'mean ripght 1n the middle of the battlefleld?
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COLONFEL: Yesgiresbob! Turned my back on the lot and hollersd --
(HE DOES 80) All right men -- hold your fire while they
surrender! And -- they 4id.

DRIVER: Understood English, did they?

COLCNEL: They -- ah -- they must have, eh? Anyhow, that's how I
won the Croix de Guerre -- with palms, my buckoes, with
palms!

(CAR UP AND AWAY) qu,q;ﬂay

YOUNG GUY: Phoney aa a three dollar bill.“ Sald he was headin' for
the Amerlcan Legion convention. Boy =-- 1f he was a
Colongl -~ I'm General Pershing!

MILLER: Well -- what makes you szay he might have killed Tannen?

YOUNG GUY: Rules of the road.

MILLER: How's that agaln?

YOUNG GUY: Rulcs of the rcad. Hitch-hiker's code, sort of. Don't
taks anything from the guy vwho glves you a lift, I mean,
1ik= letting him pay for your grub, unless he inslsts,
you know? And never, never, never hit him for & loan.

MILLER: And this "Colonel” d1a%

YOUNG GUY: Did he! Five minutes after he got in, he wag touchin’
the Brooklyn guy for a buck! And I seen him through

tress!
the rear, wirror, tryin' the lock on Tannen's valise,

A
In ths back.
COP: You actually saw that?

'd
YOUNRG GUY: Yes sir.L Honeat -- he waan't a hlteh-hiker! He was

a buml
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NARR:

CoP:

COLONEL:

COP:

COLONEL:

MILLER:

COLONEL:

CCP:

COLONEL:

MILLER:

COLONEL:

..15.-

And s the alarm goes out for a portly phony, self-titled
"'he Colonel," red of face, loud of mouth, and slick of
hand. And speaking of ved faces =-- that describes yours
exactly two hours later. For when the police call you
back, there in hsadquarters is -—-

The Colonel, Mr Miller -~ in person. Colongl ~-- tell

Mr Miller what you told us.

By all meane, Captain, by all--

Lieutenant to you --

By all means, Lieutenant. You see, there vere two of

us in the car. Bssides the driver, that is --

That I know.

Well, the minute I set eyes on thils other lad, I said to
myself, T said ~- "There is no honest hitch-hiker. There--
1f my military experience means anything ---"

Look, Colonel -- you ean drop that guff around hers.

Just tell the story stralght.

(COMPLETZ SWITCH) Sure. I took one look st this 1ittle
weasel and sized him up for & rat. We'd change seats
fpom time to time, and when he wag in back, I watched

him in the mirror --

oh? I suppcee he fooled with the locks on Tannen's bags?
Mister -- you sald a filstful. That's exactly what he did,
How'd you know?

One of fhe two is a liar. The gquestion is -- is one eof
the two hitch-hikers a killer? The answer is --

We'll hold the both of them for further gquestioning.
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CoP:

MILLER:

CoP:

COP:

COP;
MILLER:

CCP:

MILLER:

COP:

COF:

COP:

O0LD CLERK:
CCP:

QLD CLERK:

-16-
The trouble is, Mr Miller, it's hard to check the
movementa of hitch-hikers. One of these two may have
been the last person to see Tannen alive -- but we need
more than suspicion.
Anyway ~- we've got two suspects. And that's two more
than we had before.
Phanks to your story. But we can only hold them for
twenty-four hours without preferring c¢harges. Now --

(TELEPHONE RINGS AND IS PICKED UP)

Licutenant Swartwood.

{PAUSE} Good. (PAUSE) Eere

in town? (PAUST) Swell, Send tim in!

(PHONE HUNG UP)
That's 2 break -- zgain, thanks to your story.
What's happen=d?
A local hotsl-keerer sav the photestate of the pheny
signaturcs --

From Tannen's travelers' checks --
s N

il
He's on his way up. Keep your fingers crossed.

BRITGE .. SHORL)
(KNOCK ON DOOR)
Comg Inl
{DODR OPENS)
Come in, come in. I'm Lisutenant Swartwood. You say
you rszcognize that signature from the paper?
Yes sir. Brought my reglster around with me.

Let's see 1t.
Right thers. August thirtieth., There's where he zigned

my book. Room 413. Yep,
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MILLER:

COFP:

OLD CLERK:

COP:

COP:

COF:

OLD CLERK:

COF:

COLONEL:

COPs

COor:
OLD CLERK:
CCP:

QLD CLERK:

COoP:

~17-
Comparcs perfectly with the photostat from the travelers!
cheeks, doesn't 1t% .. m;jux
It =urs does.
Well -- here goeg. Tell me, my friend == could you
recognize this man if you saw him again?
Well -- my cyes ain't sc good, but I'da know him 1f I
seen him. Yep. Guess I would,
Well - we can try, anyway.
(CLICK OF TAIK BOX)
Hank -- cend the Colonel up here.
{CLICK OFF)
174 1ike to impress on you, =ir, that your identifilcation
might be instrumental in catching a killer.
A e S
T111 terese—ekenece, young fzller.
(DOOR OPENS )
(UP A BIT) All right, Colonel. Come on in.
(FOOTSTEPS )
Just checking to see if they're treating you all right.
Anything you need, Colonel? |
I could use some smokes.
Take these.

(PAUSE) Well -- that's all.

{FOOTSTEPS TO DOCR. DOOR CFENS, SHUTS)
Well?
En?
That was one of the men we're holding. What do you say?
Never sst eyes on him in my 1ife. Sides, thiz Tannen
feller was much younger.

Wytnae Atem 2ga

Oh. Wikseddidnd b tamteeto ?
(CLICK OF TALK PBACK)
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CoP:

CQP:

QLD CLEEK:

COPs

COP:

YOUNG GUY:

COP:

TOUNG GUY:

CCP:

L]
D

P
OLD CLERK:

OLD CLERK:

-18-
3end up the other cone.

(CLICK OFF)
By the process of elimination, I imagine =-- plus the
fact that he's a younger man, you ought to do better on
ths other suspsct.
Well, I'm willin; to try.
(KNOCK ON DOCR)
Coms 1n.

(DOOR OPENS, CLOSES, FOOTSTEPS )
Comeé on in, son. Just checking to see if they're

treating you all right downstalrs. Anything you need?

Yeg slr.

Speak up.

Could I have some comic books? oy

(DISEUSTED) All right. I'11 send some down. Palco—ets |
(FOOTSTEFS TO DOOR. DOOR OPENS, SHUTS)

Well, what do you say, Pop?

That him?

Thot's what I'm asking you! )

Well -- it ain't him. Neither;gf ‘em 1s.

Now Pop, you're abaclutely sure about that? You sald

yourself your eyce Weren't so gocd =-

Well ths first one had a rzd face and the second one had
blonde halr. &nd the feller who signsd my register had a
vasty face and slick black hair. BSo they couldn't even

of becn him all rollsd togsther into one!l
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OLD CLERK:

OLD CLERK:

CoP:
OLD CLERK:
COP:
OLD CLERK:

{MUSIC:

NARR:

MILLER:
CQoP:
MILLER:

COT:

..19—

All right, Pop. You can go now.

(FOOTSTEPS TOWARD DCOR)
Oh ~- wait a minute.
Yesslr?
You wouldn't ¥now if there was anybody else around
thg hotel wheo saw him?
Yessir, there was. Waitress named Gloria Cooney.
(CHUCKLE) Took quite 3 shine to him, she did. (PAUSE)
Well I be dog.
What's the matter, Fop?
That Gloria --
Yeah?
She up and qult waltressin'. And dog if she didn't
qult, come to think on it, the same day that feller
tock off!
Two shekes of 2 talephons receiver later -- the alarm
1g out for =aid Gloria Cooney and companion. S0 far,
your story has brought results -- and that's not all!
Back in the Orsgonian, there's a barrage of phone calls
about the man whose¢ signature you repreduced. All of
these you -dotmbeddy refer to Lleutenant Swartwocd., &nd
in peturn -- he takes you, half-an-hour later -~ for a
ride.

(CAR UP, DOWN)
Golng to LaCrande, gh? What's therc?
Gloria Coonegy.
o,

Yep, Her mother told us,
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‘MILLER:

CCP:

MILLER:

cor:
MILLER:
COP;
MILLER:
CQOF:
MILLKR:
COP:

MILLER:

GLORIA:

CCP:

GLORIA:

cor:

CLORIA:

CoP:

GLORIA:

—

_20.-
Man with her?
That the mother didn't say. (PAUSE) Know vwhat we're
vaszing right now? PR
Yos. (PAUSE) The spot where {;gﬂggd} was found.
(PAUSE) Lileutenant.
Yeah?
I hope there's 2 man with thls -- Gloria Cooney.
20 do I, Mr Miller. So do I.
If there is -- would you do me a favor?
Sure. What?

I mean, 1f the wan 1s -- him.

If I can. What's the favor? Ty nedin

Dhrr i acshemrand pakd dee ?
;15311 me Eddie.- That's the favor.

¥You park the police car up the block a wayg, and find
the Cooney house. House? Shack. A glattern among
dwellings -- 1lke the woman who answers the door.
Who'd you say you want?

Family named Rocney.

Rooney. My name's Cooney -- thevre must be a mistake.

g
( ARLER-A=PAPIE NN WIS LEKE = =WETTe _}?Eggngd?or-

Mead

./ ¥
Fumter-mirrrtes (PROJECTS)ﬁ:Honey -- you know anyone
around nere namred Rooney?
.!.el A I‘:'\-l—"-*-'
(Low) , Stand back, Eddie. I1'm going in. Out of my
vay, Gloria --
Why -- why you phony! You was looking for me! (A YELL)

Look out, Mike -- he's got a gun!
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(MusTC: _ _ _ HIT AND GO_UNDER)
NARR: But -- he dcesn't have to use It.
( SHEAK—SOUND~OR~AHEO--URmh NE~UNDET )
Ten migﬂtes later -?quu are on your way back %o Portland
bkl € g Heaa
withhthe killer, hi%ggii} —f and a nice Blg Story you
get by vwriting a kﬁgéﬂiﬁgggffor your automcbile section.
(PAUSE) This one -- makes the front page.
(MUSIC:_ _ _ HIT AND GO_FOR)
CHAPPELL: In just a moment We will read you a telegram from Edward

Miller of the Portland Oregonian with the final outcome
of tonight's BIG STORY,

(CLOSING COMMERCTIAL )
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oo THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #154

CLOSING COMMERCIAL:

HARRICFE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:

HEARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
EARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Don't let throcat-scratch spoil your smoking enjoyment.
Guard against threat-scrateh!
Enjoy smogth smoking!

PRLL MELL's greater length of traditlonally fine

tobaccos travels the smoke further ...

Fllters the smoke and makes it mild.

Puff by puff you're always g&head vwhen yol smoke PELL
MELL., At the firast puff PELL MELL smoke is riltered
further than that of any other leading cigarette.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL
st11l glves you a longer, natural filter of traditicnally
fine tobaccos - to guard against throat-scrateh. Yes,
PELL MELL's fine tonaccos give you a smoolhness,

mildness and satisfaction no other cigarette offers jou.

o1

So, don't let throat-gzerateh spoil your smoking enjoyment.
Guard zgainst threat-scrateh!
Enjoy smooth smoking!

Ask for the longer, finer cigarette Iin the

dietinguished red package - PELL MXLL FAMOUS CIGARETTZS -

"outstanding!"

Arnd - they are pildl!
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CHAPPFLL:

MILLER:

Pl s

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

_23_

Now we read yeou that telegram from Zdward Miller of the
Portiand Oregonian,

Parade of wltrnesses identified Gleria's friend asg

casher of victim's travelers' checks. Murderer confeased
to killing for rcbbery..&é%gr ju 4 ;aqaested unusuali&xwﬁvvamé
sentenca{é? 1ife imprisonment with no possibility of
parole of pardon He-wappramied., Police credited
Oregonian with breaking case in tonight's Big Story.

Many thanks for tonight's Pell Mell Award.

Thank you, Mr Miller ... the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARFTTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL $=00
Award for notable service in the fleld of journalism.
Listen agaln next week, same time, same gtation, when
PELL MELL FAMCUS CICARETTES will present another BIG
STORY - & BIG 3TQRY from the front pages of the Nlagara
Falls Gazctte - by-line, Justin Riorden. A BIG 3TORY
about a reporter who found the answer to a nightmare

in a little boy's dream.
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CHAPFPELL:

CHAPPELL:

ANNCR:

mib/ low
2/21/50 p.m.

o4~
THE BIG STORY 1s produced by Bernard J Prockter with
mueiec by Viadimir Selinsky. Tonight's program was
adapted by #lan Slosne from an actual story from the
front pages of the Portland Oregonlan. Your narrator was
Bob 3loane, and Cort Benzon played the part of Edward
Miller. 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 Miller.
This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers cf
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES,

- A MNOUCE MENT —
TH1S T3 NBC ... THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.
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ANNCUNCEMENT
RED CROSS

FOR USE ON: BIG STORY, WEDKESDAY, MARCH £, 1350 ssse-s

ANNCR: During the past fZscal year, two hundred and twenty elzit
thousand persons recelved Red Cross assistance in three

hundred and thirty disaester operations ab—Geweeddmof-—ower

8 LkmBrRGmerha L mi e rees.,  Disaster relief is only e
part of the grest new program being launckcd by the Red
Cress. In addition, your Red Cross maintains a blood

bank, scrvices for voterans and members of the Armed forces,
end countless otheor communlty services., In order to
centinue this vital work, the Red Cross hnecds sixty seven
million dollars this ryear. Support tuis great orgenization.

G’ve generously. ALL MAY EELP THRU THE RED CROSS!
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WNBC & NET THE BIG STORY : #155

() .
10:00 - 10:30 FM MARCH 15, 1950 =~ WEDNESDAY

(JUSTIN RIORDEN: NIAGARA FALLS, NEW YORK GAZETTE )}

CHAFPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present..?.THE BIG STORY!
(MUSIC: _ _ FANEARE) |
NARR: In Wisgara Falls, the ¢ity of honeymoons, at S-awm iD
the morning, & boy stirred (he wes 8) -- and then he
heard the sound,ﬁgJ&J wwidew 5P®“;”91
(STEPS, %v&PENS)
SONNY : (SEMI -WHISPER, HALF-ASLEEP) Daddy, that you? Daddy?
(THE DOOR SHUTS)

SONNY: — Sk dopler=Fotrrt - Mommy?

PISK: (MENACE, BUT SOFT) Shut up.

SONNY 2 FTTEe——— SO

FISK: (SAME WﬁISPER, MORE MENACE} Shut up .. Turn over on your

stgmach stlck your head 1n the'piliow listen to me.
Jrl',u'-r -

et
_Lé+e o drsam, that's what it is -~ a bad dream. You

[Py S

dldn't see anything. Tarn over oh your ‘stomach and Soxe6m -

A o

Anopmespiddov beceuse 1f you scream Bloud I'11 tske

this shimt -- (PAUSE) mew .tre <A —
DOOR OPENS, SHUTS
)’M‘a—w.u ( — #‘Iq_c‘v l«u.-u- ___2,___......_._._- e
SONNY : (SCREAMS INTO 'PILLOW,' MUFFLED, HORRIFYING)
(MUSIC:_ _ _RE-ECHOES THE SPATEMENT, THEN SHARELY QUT EOR._._.)
EC—! ’.! B - af

CHAPPELL: | Here 1s Americe -- its sound and its fury, its Jjoy and
/
"its sorrov as raithrully_reported by the men and wvomen

of the grest fmericen pevwspapers. (PAUSE) Niagara Falls,
New York. : ' '

{MORE)
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CHAPPELL: The story of two dreams: one the wishlng kind, the

(cont2) kind everyones likes; the other, a nightmare -- and of
& reporter who lived through beth. Tonlght, tec Justin
Riorden of the Hisgars Falla,wr Gazette, for
his Big Story, goes the PELL MELL Award.

{MysIC: _ _FANFARE)

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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T™E BIG STORY 3/15/0
PROGRAM #1655

QPENING COMMERCIAL:

CHAPPELL;: Guard against throat-scratch! Yes, guard agalnst
throat-scratchl
HARRICE: Enjoy smocth smoking!

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL'S greater length of treditionslly flne tobaccos

travels the smeke further...

HARRICE: Filters the smcke and makes it mild.

CHAPPELL: Puff by puff you're eglways shead when you amoke FPELL
MELL. At the first puff PELL MELL smoke ia flltered
Tupther than that of any other leading cigarette.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL
51111 gives you a longer, natural filter of traditicnally
fine tobaccos - to guard ageinst throat-scratch. Yes,

PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you a smoothness, mlldoess

and satlisfaction po other cigarette offers you.
HARRICE: Don't let throat-scratch spoll your smeking enjoyment.
CHAPPELL: Guard apalnst throat-seratch!

HARRICE: En joy smooth smoking!

CHAPPELL: Asgk for the lonzer, flnepr cigarette in the distingulshed
red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -

"Cutstanding!”

HARRICE: And - they zre mild!

ATHAT 0170710




TR
(M3SIC: _ _ THEME UP_AND_UNMDER. . .)

CHAPPELL: Niagara Falls, New York, the story &9 1t actually happened

-- Justin Riorden's story &8s he lived it.

{¥ySIC: _ _ PUNCTUATES, GOES_UNDER)

NARR: The first dream came te you, Justin Riordan, reportqufr%'ﬁﬁit“
after a horrible day. Eddie Max, your Glty Editor,-ﬂhﬁ‘qm%rhb
beefed all morning, growled all afternoon, blt off your
head that night. Nothing you did was right. You fell
aslecp apd the dream went (as dreams will) like this:

{MySIC: _ _ DREAM, FAPPY)

NARR: You were sltting at your desk --

{FILTER, TYPING)

NARR: {GOING 0N) You ware sitting at your desk, you dreamt,
typing the yarn. Eddie Max was wveiting wlth bated
breatl: to read the last paragraph.

(PILTER, PAPER WIPED OUT OF TYPEWRITER)

NARR: You handed *t to nim and smiled -- a Pulitzer Prize
smile.

MAX: (0N DREAM FILTER) Mever in all my life, Justln, nsvex.
I read stories. Broun, William Allen Whits, Lincoln
Stasffens -- 2ll the greatest. Nothing like this ever.

JUSTIN: (ON PILTER) Thanks, Max. It's a pleasure to work on
the paper, & pleasure to be appreciated.

MAX: (ON FILTER) Appreciated? You're taking over the Night
C1lty Desk as of pow! 75 dollar raise! TIs that enough?

JUSTIN: (ON FILTFR) 75 dollars, (GENEROUSLY) Sure, Max we!ll

start there.
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JUSTIN:

JUSTIN:
MAX:K

JUSTIN:
MAY :

JUSTIN:

MAX:

JUSTIN:

MAX:

-5 -
(ON FILTER} #/nd I kpow now the phone will ring and
thattll be our publisher, Mr. Bailey, be?guse he'ls
veiting for thls too -- same as the ;GE&léfwaiting.
(FILTER, FHONE RINGS)
{ON FILTER) What is Lt, Max? A bobus? Vacation?
My name on the door?
(0N FILTER} (SWEETLY)} Go on, answer it. TLet Mr. Balley
tell you himself,
(PHONE ON FILTER, THEN SUDDENLY THE FHONE

WITHOUT FILTER, I0UD RAUCOUS. IT IS ANSWERZD.

(SLEEFILY) Hello.

(FILTER, BUT DIPFERENT FRCM THE PREVIQUS DREAM FILTERS
-- 4 LIVE FILTER) Rigrden]

{DISORIENTED) Mr. Balley?

Bailey! Who do vou think you ars? This is Max. City
Editor Ed Max! What are you dolng, sleeping? Drsaming?
Did you think thls was the Pulltzer Prlze Commlttes
calling you an the last story you leumed up?

{DULLY) Oh, Mz, Max!

Yesh, Mr, Max, (SARCASTICALIY) If you can manage 1t,
Riorden, get out of bed and get over to 625 Alice Avenue,
the Elmhurst Fousing Project, Apt. A-3. You awake or do
T got tc repecat 1t7?

Yeah, ne. Sure, I got it.

You better, I want that copy on my desk 9 cfeloci.

Good-bye.
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HARR:

JOHNSAN:

WILT:

JOHNSON:

WILT:

JOAN SO N

WILT:

-6 -
(A3 SOCN AS MUSLIC HAS REGISTERED} That was the first
dream, shaken in the cool morning alr of 6 a.m..
shattered as you got tc the house at 625 Alice Avenue,
breken forsver as you stood in the small bedroom of
Apartment A-3 of the nevw housing project and looked
at the woman on the fleor. The distraught husband
babbled to Lleutenant PhilIJohnson.
(CASUAL) Take it slow, Mister Wilt, slow.
(IN DESFAIR) I left about 8 o'clock last night. I work
the night shift and uh -~ I came in (I hed the rolls and
milk) and I walked in and I says, hHoney?" (She's always
up when I get back, got the coffee on.) But I didn't
smell no coffee and I saild, "Honey?" a 1ittle louder.
Then I saw her.
You didn't touch znything In the room?
(DOESN'T ANSWER, THEN) I had the crazy idea. 1 don't
know why -- maybe she fell ofl the bed, bumped her head,
$o I went aver. I still had the bottle in my hand, the
milk. (IN DESFAIR) You know somsthing, misber,
Lieutenant --
Whet?
We had o fight last night -- stupidest thing in the
world., I 1ikc = rare steak. ZLast night, supper, she
put the steak in the oven, cooked 1t medium -- almost
modium well., T said, "That's no way to cook a steak.”
We got Into a fight and I slammed out of the house. I
was going to call her up and say it waan't anything but --
(IN DESPAIK AGAIN) I never even got a chance to apologize

to her.
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JOHN3ON Thattp=mlemy. (TO REPORTERS) All right, you guys ~--
outside. That's enough.

JUSTIN: ~ff: Can't we get a plecture, Lleutenant?

SOHNSON: (NOT HARSH) I said outslde.

WILT: T can't understand about sonny. (HE IS STILL DAZED)
He's a 1light sleeper. From the way 1% looks, whoever

did it, ke got in thet window, took aslds the screem.

He should have woke up, sonny, he's a llght sleeper.

JUSTIN: Your scn? He didn't see anything?

JOHNSON: {CASUALLY) Lay off the questions, for din.

JUSTIN; Okay, Lisutenant.

JOHNSON: vou talked teo the boy?

WILT: Sure. I asked him. He said he slept through 1t, he

didn't know anything and he's a light sleeper. But ir
T only hed a crhance to apologize to her -- what a stupid
thing about a steak -- and then her -- e wdf

JOHKSON:  Okay, okey. Take it sasy. (A LITTLE LOUDSER) No piotures,
that's 211. Outslde, all cf you.

(MUSIC: _ _ SLOWLY UR IN_TEE_TRAGEDY, UNDER. . .)

NARR: The curleus came, the gapers, the ones who wanted to ses
how he had done 1t, the way he had done 1t, what he had
done. Tenants from 21l over the project, many comlng
directly from thz night shifts where they worked as ifﬁ*
Wilt Red worked, paping, muttering, shaking their heads -
knowing 1t might have teen them, their wives. And then
vou, Justin Riorden, saw the kid, the boy Sonny, stanéing
cutside 1n the morning surn kicking a pebble cutside the

window where hia Mother had been strangled to death.
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JUSTIN:

SONNY :

JUSTIN:

S0NNY:

JUSTIN:

SONNY s

JUSTIN:

-8 -

(FRIENDLY) Hello, sonny. (PAUSE) How do you fesl?
(PAUSE) wWant a mint? (PAUSE) You didn't see anything,
did you, Sonny? I mean maybe a shadow, or o face or -
(PAUSE) Did he te2lk to you? Did he say anything to you?
Wea he close to you?
{TIGHT) I slept through the whole thipng. I didn't see
anything; I didn't heay anything. I didn't hear anything
even when he -- (HE 3TOPS)
(GENTLY) When he what ~- {PAUSE} Maybe it was -- uh -
like & dream. (NOW HE THINKS HE'S GOT SOMETHING. HE
PUSHES JUST A LITTIE) Was it & dream, Sconny -- like a
nightmare, maybe?
(SIOWLY) I had 2 dream like & nightmars. I was laying
there asgleep (in my dream I mean) and he came over.
He had a4 shirt in his hand -- I think it was a shirt,
something white -- and he said, "Turn over on your stomach

dew' 4 polec o il Bt
and wessewreim-de-widdow-Decause 1 you scream eloud,
I'11 take this shirt -- " I don't remember any more.
(GENTLY);Eggb;Du did scream “Swtesebhre—wtiFow; dldn't you?
(PAYSE)} And that’s when he went into your Mommy's room,
isn't 1t? (PAUSE) What did he look 1like?
(IN A BURST) He was tall and skinny and black eyes and
black halr and he looked like -- I didn't see him, 1T
dreamt 14!
Sonny, you go on 1n the house and you tell your Daddy
vhat you told me. (GENTLY) Tell him the whole thing,

everything. Because sometimes when you tell your father a

dream, that's the way to get rid of it and maybe you won't
gver dream it again. OGo ahead in the house and tell him.
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{TYPING: A FEW WORDS ARE TYPED, THE SHEET IS
RIPPED FROM THE TYPEWRITER. A FEW STEPS)

JUSTIN: Max, here's the follow-up on the Wilt killing.
MAX: (ELSEWHERE ) Hmmmm?

JUSTIN: On the woman out at the Elmhurst Project.

MAX: (DISINTERESTED) Oh that,

(RIFFLE OF PAPER)
MAX (CONTINUING) What did you write here, a book? I told

you & quarter column for the 1nside pages.

JUSTIN: Look, Max, you're wrohg on this -- I mesn real wrong.
MAX : Good policy, you ought to learn it young -- never print
(YR A) )

a dead story. Thavhhéven't anything and you know 1it.
JUSTIN: They got the killert!s print =-- &t least the thumb print
and a palm print.
MAX: (SAME BORED EXFRESSION} They got 600 prints -- every

gawker In the project got hils prints all over thet

window.
JUSTIN: They got the shirt -- the killer's shirt.
MAX: Sure. Ee dropped his shirt in the kid's room. So what?

S5irze 153, 33 sleeve, That only fits about 12,000 people.
There's not even a laundry mark on 1t.

JUSTIN: Well, there's something in that 1tself -- I wrote a
whele sectlon on that. The fact that there's no
laundry ﬁark means it was home lrcoed. Never aent out.

That tells us a lot about the guy.
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MAX :

JUSTIN:

MAX:

JU3TIN:

JOHNSON:

WOMAN:

MAT:

_10_

(SAME) Sare. (SARCASTIC) Only one or two pecople in
the whole ares have their shirts done at home. Now do
as T told you and cut it down to a quarter of & column
and ferget about 1t. What do you want to beat a dead
dog forl
Max, you're smart, I don't say you aren't smart -- but
this time you'rve wrong. Thils thing is allve. It's
more alive than you or I know.
Where is it allve? s o {§v+¢ otk
Max, this is terror., A pr0wlerjgpure, sheer terror.
If you heard that kid, his story -- read 1%, it's all
dovwn herﬁf This 1s going to get people. Not what I
wroteéwéhat happened. And it's only begimning, 1t'21
grow iike a cancer. You watch and see it.
{SAME) I'11 watch, Now go cut it down to a quarter
columt for vage six. {BARCASTIC) You watch!
Yeou watch, he weteches, 811 Nlagara Falls watches.

(TELZPHONE )

(ANSWERING PHONE] Detective Johnson =

" (HYSTERICAL) I saw him -- & tall, thin man -- black eyes,

‘black hair -- walking behind the house on Dorothy Avenue

just three minutes ago!l
(& VIOLENT TURNING OF A LOCK ON A DOOR, A CHAIN
PUT UP)
(VIOLENT) That's the way you got to lock and bolt the
door. If wou go out for two mlinutes, even & minute, I

want this doer locked and the guards up on the windows

al]l the time. We aren't taking any chances.
fhanene v
\1"11) .'l((}
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{MUISIC:

- 11 -

WOMAN II:

KAERR:

JUBTIN:

(HYSTERICAL) - I tell you I sent her to the store a
half—ﬁiﬁ?ngou She's ﬁgz tack yet. 3end a patrol
wagon. She! sfonly eiaﬁsa—

FULL_STING, THEN UNDER. ._.)

You're right, Justin Riordln -- terribly right and

what & hoerrible thing te be right about. And in the
honsymoon city of Niagara Falls, behind the drawn shades
and the bolted doors and the chalned windows, nightmare
takes hold; every shadow is a man, every man a shadoﬁ.
And the mightmares, like the one that Sonny told you,
have invaded the minds of 8ll the children and the minds
of 2ll the adults. And all you can say ig --

(HUSHED) It can't go on like this, it can't. It's got

to stop. It's got to be stopped.

=g’ oL WUV S S Lot S ot .=

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY 3/15/50
PROGRAM #155

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CEAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

AARRICE:

THROAT-3CRATCH -- THROAT-SCRATCH -- THROAT-SCRATCH!
Guard against throat-scratch!
Enjoy smeoth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally flne

tobaccos travels the smoke further...

Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

Puff by puff you're always ahéad when you smoke PELL MELL.
At the first puf? PELL MELL smoke is filered further

than that of any other leading cigarette. Morsover,

after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still

glves you & long filter of fine tobaccos - to guard
egalnst throat-scratch.

wor PELL MELL'S greater length travels the amoks further

on its way to your throat - fllters it neturally through
PELL MELL'S traditionally fine, mellow tobaccos - guards
against throat-scratch.

Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos plve you a smoothness,
mildpess, and satisfactlon no other clpgarstte offers you.
Guard against throat-seratchl!

Enjoy smooth smoking!

Ask for the longer, finer clgarette 1n the distinguished

red package - PELL MELﬁ FAMOUS CIGARETTES -

"outstardingl"”

And - they are mild!
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HARRICE: This is Cy Harrlce returning you to Yyour narrator and
the Big 3tory of Justip Rlorden as he lived 1t end
wrote 1t.

NARR: Terror holds the elty, 1ts center the Elmhurst Houslng
Project, where you, Justin Riorden, reporter, go over
the thin clues, the thin prospects with Lieutepant Phil
Johnson.

JOHNSOR: (MORE RUFFLED THAN USUAL) One thumb print, one palm
print =~ half smearsd.

JUSTIN: No record? Chock on the. prints showed -

JOHNBON: Nothing. A hundred prowler suspecta. Nothing.

JUSTIN: (HOPEFUL) There's the shirt.

JOHNSON: Yeah, the shirt.

JUSTIN: Look, if any one of those prowler stories is trus (enc
crobebly & halfl & dozen of them are), the way the prowler
disappeared --

SOHNBON: (INTERRUPTING, 4 COF WHO ENOWS HIS BUSINESS) Surs. He
probably lives in the project. Knows his way arcund!

I rigured that out two days ago. So what?

JUSTIN: What about dogs? Couldn't blecdhounds -- 7

JOHNSON: (BORED} Sure. 3Bloodhounds. ILet them sniff the shirt,
prestol bingo! 1like that -- take us right to the killler.
Everybody's got a million i@eas, What 414 I do, advertise
for suggestions? {ﬂ:ENj\;z;t!(r:;guht not be a bad ides -- if
hGe's Ip the project. If there's anything on the shirt
that the deogs can --

JUSTIN: (ENCOURAGING} Try 1t, Lieutenant. Maybe they'll -
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JCENSON:

(MUSIC:

HARR:

NARR:

TIMMONS:

NARR:

TTMMONS:

NARR:

JOSTIN:

TIMMCNG:

- 14 -
(HELPLESS) Well, we'll see. Other than that I may as
well close the case.

i NE R "
I#, UNDER. . L) v%™%

They're magnificent animals, the two of them.

(BARKING DOGS THAT 3TQP INSTANTANEQUSLY ON COMMAND)

( SuARBWF—STHH -
CoNTivES YN DER
(BARKING ST0RS=PNSIRHetiBensSh
Magnificent animels -- taut &s an ayrow on a bow, alert

as a cocked rifle, intelligent as humans under the hands

of their tralner, Ward Timmons. TSR f

e
(WARMIY, COAXING, PATERNAL, TO THE DOGS)ASmell tt’ggod,
Boy, lLedy. You got 1t? Held on to 1t. All right now,
811 right now. (A COMMAND) Gone!

(THE DOGS START MOVING)

(MUSIC UNDER) The errows fly on the word "Gone ",
Released, the beautiful powerful beasts move. From the
window outside the apartmsnt on Alice Avenue & zig-zag
line 50 yarda down to Dorothy Avenue. A left turn
through and over bushes and then --

(FRANTIC PULLING, PANTING, SCRATCHING -- O RARKING )
(KNOWINGLY) They got something. When they get something
they paw, they never bark, Right thers.

It's a window leading into the eellar. And in the cellar,
the same pawing at the door -- & locked dcor. Opened

you find -~

(DISCUSTED} 0h nol

(ENSTANTANEOUSLY) 8et! Snut that deor! Keep the dogs
out!

(THE DOOR SHUTS)
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JOHNSON:
JUSTIN:

TIMMONS:

NARR:

TIMMONS:

NARR:

TIMMCONG:
JUSTIN:
JOHNSON:

JOHNGSON:
CANTRELL:
JOEN3ON;

- 15 -
This 18 worse than Iﬂtfl?:l‘ghf
(DISGUSTED STILL) Hezdidn't'dc 1%,
No. Just a scent like that -- 1t's too strong for
any dog to resist. Hewdddrttriomitpsho—isnit-the-XTIler.
Just the scent was too strong for them.
{IN VERY CLOSE, ALMOST A WHISPER) The scent that was
too strong for them to reslst was a collie - a collie
dog lylng where someone (the killer) had flung him after
---(DRY) doing what he 4id.

HITS AND UNDER. . .)

The dead dog 1s removed, and cnce agaln the animals are
Tehd)
briefedgi'They nuzzle the shirt and this time --

Got 1t now, Lady, Boy? Sure? Got it? (WARM) Okay,

okay. (A COMMAND) Gone!

This time the errows race 1n another direction. North

on Alice 'ti1 they hit Scuth Feach. A hundred yards down
3guth Peach, 8 sherp right turn and then --
(THE DOG3 43 BEFORE, FANTING ETC.)
This time no mlstake.
What's the name on the door?
Cantrell.

John T. Cantrell. Ring the buzzer.

A1l right, Centrell, I heard you three times now.
(PROTESTING INWCCENCE} But I told you --

I heard you three times. Now shut up., T dfdn't come
here, the dogs came here. Dcgs don't iie, Cantrell,

people lle -- not dogs.
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CANTRELL:

JUSTIN:

JOHNSON:
JUSTIN:

JOHNSON:

TIMMONS:
NARR:

CANTRELL:

JOHNSON

CANTRELL:
JOHNSON

JUSTIN:

- 16 -
I was working, look -- I was working. You ¢Bn check
it at the plant. Ask my wife what time I got home.
Lieutenant, (307T0) how about ancther run?
(ANNOGYED} What d¢ you mean 'another runt?
(SOTTO) I don't know. I was talking to Timmons. He
{S0TT0) Take -hdm

away from the house, Cemmedl, put him 1n a fisld

sald sometimes they make a mistaks,

Aoz
somewhere maybe -- try them géain. I Just checked the

Plant. He wae working at the time.
Okay .
_TENSE, _UNDER, . .)

The frightened Cantrell, whom the dogs ploked out, is
bathed, dressed in different clothes and taken a guarter
of a8 mile out to an old cornfleld past the project, and

v . ;- ot el
the dogs start at the window %34 Lo ey ¢ ’

(IN-oEo8T) Okay, Boy, Lady, Okay. Now,(COMMAND) Gone!
Without deviation, without a mistake, like arrows, to
the cornfield & gquarter of a mile away.
BRENGS)

(IN DESPAIR) It isn't my shirt. Not my shirt.s I was
working, ask my wife, What do you went a man to do just
becsuse a dog --
Ckay, Cantrell. Go back to your house and dol't leave
the place, understand me?

Yes, sir..

Be surs you don't.

(PAUSE) (4766~ Too®  ofed) - Suur )

What'!s the idea? They plcked him out twice,

N M dae
. R TRPIL

-
i
Fl I
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JOHNSON They're not his prints. _I checked. HQ ves working
at the plant. It fsn't his shirt. (HARSHLY NOW)
Timmons! : _

TIMMONS: Yeah -- I know. It happens. Once in azhundrad cases &
strong scent like -- maybe an oil ox aichemical -- and
they make & mistake. - :

JUSTIN: You mean -- uh ~-- becsuse Cantrell ﬁorks in a chemical
plant =--

TIMMONS: Yos, that's right. The man who ovned the shirt worked

~ there, too, or & place like it. 0il can do it, chemicals,

floor polish, something like that. It gets so
Impregnated in the body, .you oan_waéh hll your life -
it still stays there. _; -

JORKSON: Well, that closes it;uﬁmﬂ.lt vas a good idea, pearly.

(HUMAN) We gave that guy Centrell a bad time.
JUSTIN: Wait & minute. :
JOHNSON: (ASIDE TO TIMMONS) Timmy, give the_@ogs 8 good chow.

They deserve it. They did better tﬁan any of us.
TIMMONS 2 Yeah} Ao fgn% — {ﬁwsfﬁf Tord 2@t Guur

4gm4nmﬁL4mxumgasaunaguuﬁﬁhﬁuauéaiF)

JUSTIN: (IN FAST} Look -- Lt.,

JOHNSON: More suggestlons? Go ahead, o

JUSTIN: Look, he 1lives in the project -- at least we know that,
JOHNSON; Yeah., Thgt's only 2,000 people. _

JU%TIN: And we know he works in a place like chemicals or oil

liks Timmy saiqd,

JOHNSON:  Yeah, thet!s only about 300 people. We checked the

records.
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JUSTIN:

JOHNSON:

JUSTIN:

JOHNSON ¢

FISK:

JOINSON

»TSK:
JJISTIN:

JOHNSON:

JUSTINW:

JOHWBON:

FIBK:

- 18 =
Qkay, 300, That's not so many. You've got & thumb
print and a palm print. If you can get prints of all
the people who live in the project and who vork 1n a2
plant of that kind -=
Who jou kidding? You can't just fingerprint people
11k%e that. What do you think this is? . ,
"[L-u;";.z bz deev Lerd

Yes you can. The way people are around here, the-way

tv (l.}'f.ai\.. ‘_. " !Q;L&.L

- phd-ehrthie-biing, they'll do anything

tc cocperate. Try it. At least try 1t.

(GIVING IN RESENTFULLY) Okay, another bright ides:

You're right about this too. They come tn -- 275 men who
1ive in the project and work in a plant like Cantrell,
and happily subject themselves, phemeontly to
fingerprinting . And toward the end --

(PLEASANTLY} I guess I'm next.

(BORED) Yeah. Thumbs here, then your palim please. Yeah,
that's fine, @we}. Thanks., There's & sink over there.
It takes & littla rubbing.

That's okay.

(TENSE, SOTTO) Did you see that?

Yes, I saw that -- scratches on the forearm. You alrsady

| g
<ihat ‘de eflee

got 1t tled in with theedeg, haven't you?

{A LITTLE ABASHED) Just -- did you catch that strong
aroma, like pelish or semethlng?

okay. (UP) Uh - Mlster - uh Fisk --

'{OFF"}"}:EH'H’?' T, [
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JOHNSON:

FISK:

JOHN3ON:

FISK:
JOHNSON:

FIBK:

JUSTIN:

FISK:

JOHNZON:

FISK:
JOHN3ON
HISK:

_19_
You miné walting a minute?

Mind? No., 3ure.

I'm sorry to take this time, Mr, Fisk, but your prints,
your thumh print --

(EVENLY) Yeah?

Matches. The wait was ~ t£111 we checked.

(SAME) You mean on the windowslill? (LADEHS) suve, T
was over there. I'm a sucker for g murder, canft keep
avay. I guess I was one of the first over there.
(EA%GHS) Look, do me a favor -- don't tell my wife
becauss she thinks I'm kind of ghoulilsh, you know --
reading about it in the papers ell the time, going
over to look -- you know. T must have put my hand on
the s1il.

Haw d1ld you get the scratches on your forearm, Mr. Fisk?
{LAUGHING AGAIYN) Ah, they keep a high pollsh on the
floors in thke plant, I told them to watch out about
that the other day, =-- I slipped, skinned my arm on

a pelish vat, could have been worse tooc. I was lucky.
You wouldn't mind coming down with me, would you?
Headquarters.

Jure.

(EVENLY) Lie cetector test?

3ure thing. You got to clear thls thing up. I

understand. 3Sure,
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HARR: The sure man named Fisk contlnues to be sure. The
results of the lie detector test, negetive. The check
at the plant where he works, positlve.. .. He worked:

his eard 1s punched, And so ==

JOHNSON: I'm closing the case, Fiariolem
JUSTIN: Do me one favor, just one more, Get him over o the
- Al e Ddo ~ LA, dacleie q ¥ Fortane

window outslde thsé*iapartment./.Let me Lalk to him,
You listen, And just one more thing. Get Timmons.
Get Timmons and Boy and Iady.

JUSTIN: (CASUAL) mhis is the window, Fisk, he went through
before he did it. (SUDLDENLY) The window you went through
before you did 1t,

FISK: (EVENLY) Hey nhowi

JUSTIN: (DRIVING) The 1lie detector seald "ho!, didn't 1t? The
11e detector said "no" because it dildn't register
because it didn't register anything ~- beceause you,

Fisk, when you thought nobody was looking (KR 2
gou), you bit the tube, didn't you? Just a little hole--
but it didn't worl.

FISK: Hey, you crazy or something!

JUSTIN: . Mot me, And the prints. Yean, like you said,
there were hundreds of prints,yours and hundreds of
otners -- only yours were there first,

FISK: You're crazy.
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SUSTIN:

FISK:

JUSTIN:

TIMMONS:

JUSTIN:

FISK:
JUSTIN:
FI3K:

f\NNaNS?
JOHNS3ON:

_21..
T'm not talking sbout the prints on the ledge outzide,
I'm talking ebout the prints Inside, on the back of the
kid's chair where you told him if he screamed you'd
strengle him with your shirt. and then it's your
shirt =-- your size,
Hundreds of guys wear that size.
And you worked that night -- your card was punched,
sure, your card was punched only you didn't work., Your
cerd was punched to glve you en alibl, but nobody saw
you in the plant that night, You punched it and ran
out and -- And the scratches! You dldn't get those
sk & el yu T
seratehes falling ohaslippary.édeer. You got them
after you killed her, You robbed the house and ran
out the window and the collle saw you. She came
after you the ccllle and went for you -=
(PAUSE)
Listen, Fiak-- just listen, (. "t.".'wuwm
(A= OPP—Oka Y, TIOW Sme 1L 1t -0 0ds~-B oY, LE L, ROt
1t $remiemprone.)
(WE EEAR THE DOGS RUNNING TOWARD MIKE )
“ime pleys fuelos

She came at you just 1ike'$hgrh%?coming at you
row -- you hear them? Doped-—Bouni—iives=theyiii—be-

hepe=—pofpre nas o a VRNl L. 7 -

Nol Nol! I =--

(WE HEAR THE DOGS HEAVY PANTING AND PAWING)
Ao dpe orr ot

One word they'll-gpe—atber—your.
Keep 'em off, I did it] Keep ‘em off, keep 'em off,

keep ‘em offl}
N Lol a
fb 1o - ALY pasy ——

P

Okay, Fisk. Come on, (THEN) Riorden, I apologize.

Not 2 bad suggestion.
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CHAPPELL: In just a moment we will read you a telegram from
Justin Riorden of the Niagara Falls Gazette with
the final outcome of tonight's BIG STORY.
(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY -23-
PROGRAM #155

CLOSING COMMERCTAY.:

HARKRICE: Don't let throat-serateh spell your smoking enjoyment.,
CHAPPELL: Guard agalnst throat-scratehl

HARRICE: Enjoy smeoth smoking!l

CHAPPEIL: PELL MELL!S greater length of traditienally fine

tobaccos travels the smoke Furthelaivaese

HARRICE: Fiiters the smoke and makes it mild,

CHAPFELL: Puff by puff you're slways ahead when you smoke PELL
MEIL., At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered
further than that of any other leading cigarette.
Moreover, after & puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17 PELL MELL
still gives you a longer, natural filter of traditionally
fine tobaccos - to guard apgainst throat-scratch. Yes,
PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos glve you a smoothness,

mildnoss and satlsfaction no other cigarette offers you.

HARRICE: S0, don't let throat-scratch apoil your smoking
enjoyment.,

CHAPPELL: Guard ageinst throat-scratch!

HARRICE: Enjoy smooth smoking!l

CEAPPELIL: Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the

distingulshed red psckage -~ PELL MELL FAMOUS

11

CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!
HARRICE: and -~ they are mildl
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CHAPPELL:

RIORDEN:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Y

Now we resd you thet telegram from Justin Riorden of
the Niagara Falls Gazetibe.

Killer in tonlghtl!s Big sStory was gquickly fried and
though he repudlated his confesslon, the jury quickly
convicted him =snd he was sentenced, to 1ife imprisonment.
My sincerc appreclation for tonlght's pell Mell award,
Thank you, Mr. Riorden...the makers of PELL MELI. FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL $500
Averd for notable service 1n the fleld of journallsm,
Tisten agoln next week, same time, same station,

when PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another
BIG STORY - A BIG STORY from the front pages of the
Omaha Nebrasks World Herald - by-line, Allen Kohen.

4 BIC STORY about o reporter who found snsvers to

his qucstions znd murder for his trouble,.
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CHAPFELL:

CHAPPELL:

ANNCR:

DL~EL
2/28/50 pm

L
THE BIG STORY 1s produced by Bernard J. Prockber with
music by Viadimir Selinsky. Tonight's program was
adapted by Arnold Perl from an actual story from the
front peges of the Niagars Falls Gazette. Your narrator
was Bob Slozne, and lawson Zerbe played the part of
Justin Riorden. In order to protect the names of
people actuelly invelved in tonight's asuthentiec BIG
STORY " the names of all characters in the dramatization
were changed wlth the exceptlon of the reporter, Mr.

Ricorden,

—_—E T T, YR e e e A e m—

This ias Erncst Chappell speaking for the makers of
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES,
THIZ IS HBC ..., THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.
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THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #156

NARRATOR
MAN T
BARRETT
WOMAN T
ALMA
EMILY
YOHAN
CORONER
VINCE
TURNER
SHERIFF
MAN 2
ITAMON
CUTLER
TRAMZ

EAMMOND

AS BROADCAST

BOB SLOANE
BOB SLOANE

JOYCE GORDON

JOYCE GORDON
ATHENA LORIE
ATHENA LORDE
CEUCK WEBSTER
CEUCK WEB3TER
MANDEL EKRAMER
MANDEL XRAMER
ALAN BUNCE
ALAN BUNCE
JACK HARTLEY
JACK HARTLEY
LoG POLAN
LOU POLAN

WEDNESDAY, MARCH 22, 1950
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NBC & NET THE BIG STORY #156
10:00 —)10:30 P MARCH 22, 19350 WEINESDAY
CHAPPELL: PELL MBLL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present,..THE BIG STORY!
(MUSIC: _ _FANFARE)
(WE HEAR A TRAIN WHISTLE OFF. A FREIGHT TRAIN IS
JUST BEGINNING T0 ROLL)
VINCE; Pal, T'm sure glad this frelght rinally pulled out.
Adett
I thought we'd never get rollingjfor Chicage ...
TRAMP: Yeall.
VINCE: Me, I Jjust made thls boxcar et Kensas city, I ... (cuTs)
Hey! Weit a minute. What are you §€::§§§15t?
TRAM?: Kothing.
VINCE: Don't give me that, frisnd. You've been watchin' my face
ever since we left that water steop. Why?t
TRAME : Okay, Bub. You asked for 1lt., Thers was & poster nailed
to the side of the water shack. It had a plcture of 2
guy on Lt ... wented for murder, And it's & funny thing...
VINCE: Yeah? What'!s so funny?
TRAME ; The guy looked just like someone I met lately.
VINCE: Is that so? Who?
TRAMF : You.
VINCE: (COLD) That's not so funny, pal. {GRUNT)
{BLOW. GROAN)
(TRAIN UP, ACCELERATED, WHISTLE OFF)
(MUSIC; _ _UPR AND UNDER ....l
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CHAPPELL: THZ BIG STORY. Here I8 america! Its sound and its
fury, 1ts joy and its sorrow, as falthfully reported
by the men and women of the gresat American newspapers.
(PLAT) Omoha, Nebraska., From the pages of the World-
Eerald, the story of a reporter who always loocked in one
more place ... asked one more question ... and bagged
one more killer, Tonlight, to Reporter Allen Kohan of

the Omaha World-Herald, for his spangeRnd mEngational,

BIG STORY, goes the PELL MELL AwWard!

( COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #1505

OPENING COMMERCIAL:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:

CHATPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:

Guard agelnst throat-scratch! Yes, guard agalnst
throat-scratchl!
Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greater length of tradlticnelly fine tobaccos

travels the smoke further .,.

Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

Puff by puff you're always ahsad when you smoke PELL MELL,
4t the first puff PELL MELL smocke is filtered further
than that of any other leading clgarette. Moreover,
after 5 puffs, or 10, or 1%, or 17, PELL MELL still

glves you a longer, natural filtsr of traditionally

fine tobaccos - to guerd agalnst throat-scratch. Yes,

PELL MELL'S f'ine tobaccos give you & smoothness, mildness

and setisfaction no other cigarettse offers you.

Don't let throat-scratch spoill your smoking enjoyrent.
Guard agelnst throat-scraten!

Enjoy smocth smoking!

Ask for the lonzer, finer cigerette in the distinguished

red package - PZLL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -

(L

"gutstanding!

e

and - they are miid!
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BARRETT:

KOHAN:
BARRETT:
KOHAN:
BARRETT:
KOHAN:

BARRETT:

KOHAN:

BARRETT:

KOHAN:

Omaha, Nebraska ... the story as 1t actually happened ...
Allen Kohan's story as hs 1llved 1t

UP AND UNDER ...)

fo you, Allen Kohan of the Qmahas World-Herald, all this

is very flattering, this sudden projectlon into the
limelight. Here you are at home, and here is this swest
young thing, = rasearch girl from a natlcnal magezine,
sitting opposite you. Her name's Miss Barrett, and she's
interviewing yol. All the way from New York to Qmaha,
just to ilnterview you. You watch her pert little hat, her
baeby blue eyes, and the way she downs her drink, neat.
You ask why this sudden attention, and she tells you ....
Mr. Kohan, our megazins's doling a festure on top crime
reporters in the U. 8. And you're among those elscted.
e, How come?

Is this modesty, HFiseieinieag.

(GRINS) Just curiosity, Miss Barrett.

Well, we checked you beforehand, of course.

Lpd?

and we found that you're known as one of the hottest
police reporters in the Middle West. BSolved four murders,

i1t says here in my notes, had a hand in breaklng six more.

T'm lmpressed!
if you'll check me on the dope I
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BARRETT: M;MM:\Le:: see. (READS RAPIDLY)} Allen Kohan,

Gradusted,~Bes Molnes High School, Began as offilc oy
on the Evening Tri Went to Chicdggwaﬁfﬁéﬁhe
City Press he wes a reporter,™ wa; hired.

KOHAN: {SIGHS) Ah, yes. I ggdfggil in thoss

BARRETT: (READING ON) r & hitch in the war, back td™Dgs Moines
for the #fibune. And then finally here, to the Oma

 WOFTOTHTTETA. (SHE LOOKS UP) Check?

FOTHA N,

BARRETT ¢ Now, Mr. Kohan, what about 1i-7

KOHAN: What about whatr

BARRETT ; How'd you do 1t? Break 211 these murders, I mean?

What's the answer.

KOHAN: I warn you. I'1ll spound pretty stuffy.

BARRETT: Go ahead. You're supposed to. ¥ou know, old hand tells
young reporters how to get famous. It's the pricz you
pay for being 2 celebrity. (A SEAT) Now, Mr, Kohan,
What's your technigque in cotchilng killers?

KOHAN ; 4 lot of things. B8Shog-lganther, Sweat. Memory Jor
a name ... o face. Detalls ... and mors detalls. But
most of all

BARRETT: Yes?

KOHAN ; MosT of all ... always look in one more place and &sk one
more guestion, Then when you've looked in all the places
the killer could be, start looking in all the places he
couldn’t possibly be, After that ... (CUTS AS)

{ FHONE RING)

KOHAN: Oh. Excuse me,.

{RECEIVER OFF HOOX)
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KOHAN:

KCHAN ;

BARRETT :

KOHAN:
{MUSIC;

NARR:

SHERIF®:

KOHAN:

SHERIFF:

KOHAN:

SHERIFF:

KOHAN:

SHERIFF:

KOHAN:

e

Hello. 0h, Yss, andy. What? Where? Bedford, Iova,

eh? When? I seco. QOkay, Andy, I'11 move in right svay.
(RECEIVER ON HOQK)

Miss Barrett, you'll have to excuse me. I've gob to

get back to the mlnes,

But Mr. Kohan, what fore

Murder. What elses

UF AND UNDER ....)

You leave the pretty young lady from Nef/f?rk fqpt'

FRTYoENG ,‘,f‘

Bediord, Iow%{. Elghty miles from Omaha’

somrmenrs | you're staring at the body of a young girl. She's
G P m&ybe e little more. ﬁﬂéyiging dead, on e AL u’:f ?ﬁ'

e LAEE.

rtvorbuﬁr under a bridge. You make your routlne contacts,

protocol for &ny reporter. First, the County Attorney.

Then the Coroner. Finally Sheriff wayne Harper, Ee

points at ths nody, as you take notes, and says that

cbviously, the girl's been ....

Murdered, Konan. And dead about 3 hours,

Any idee who she 187

Nope. Stranger in these parts.

(48 IF TAKING NOTES) Hmmm, Unidentlflec. Age ... chout

twenty. (TC SHERIFF) Any clothing labels, stuff lixe

that?

Wot a thing.

Hmam., Thet—weree—semss Sheriff. Look at her dress,

What about 1t°

It's hand-stitched. Good guality too. Either she madse

this dress herself ... or & seamstress mads 1T,
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SAERZIFF:
KOHAN :

SHERTIFF:

KOHAN::

SHERIFF:

NARR :

DAMCH

ADMA

DAMON :
ALMA:
DAMON ¢
ALMA =

DAMON 3

ALMA ;

—.7...
What does that prove, koheds
Nothing ... yet. I
That's all ve've got to work with in this one ... nothing,
(SLIGET PATSE) Well, Kohan? You all through here?
Just need o couple of pletures, that's all.
okay, but hurry it up/ ;,ﬂg/’;’(u .
UP AND UNDER ....) v

A white, woxen, pltiful face. Staring blue eyes.
And you, Allen Kohan, wonder., Who 1s she? And who
took the life from her body? And why? questlons,
questions, gquestlons. And no answers ... not ysit
not t1ll later, Big storles are strange storles, MoTs
often than not, you kndw the snd, before the beginning.
Later, you Yound that this one started o few nights
before, ln & South Dokota farmhouse
(WE HEAR A DOOR SQUEAK OPEN, AND SHUT QUIETLY.
THEN A ¥EW LIGHT STEPS ACROSS THE FLOOR)
(SUDDENLY) Alme!
(STEFS STOP ABRUPTLY)
Dad! Dad, the light was off! I didn't know you ware
walting up for m=z.
It's almost midnight. WwWhere've you bsen?
I Jjust went to o moviec 1o town,
Alone?
I ... no.
with thet vince Morgon, eh? {4 PAUSE, THEN SHARP)
Well, ansvwer me, Alma! You begen out with him?

Yes. (RISING) Yes, yes, yes!
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DAMON :

ALMA:

DAMON :

ALNA:

DAMON &

ALMA :

-

Lt Il e

-£a
I told you to stay away fron him,
I know. You told me, you told me. You've been telling
me what to do since the day I was born, slnce Mother died.
Dad, I don't want 1t, I can't stand 1t. Stop hounding
me like this, please, plense, stop watching me. I'm not

o child any more, I 'm twenty-one ....

novgood, Alma) ‘PMRtTVINCE Morgan's no good.~

T unow—ahenacterIFEmm YHe's got shifty eyesz, and a
shiftless manner. Ho knows I T T T TS G ik Y
Dese o kniiigeerdiie ot money loid away in your nome.
That's 211 he wants,....

Thatts & lie, Dad!

Is it?

Vince hes plenty of money of his own., Look st that big
car he drives., And the clothes hg wears ...

It's all front, Alma. It's just bIuff, (ROPTENOI-Arimip
b Eiie e AR Yok i S i Lk ebabred ., There cre plenty

of good, decent boys right here ...

O QW T Povpomsan R N g MGk S Lord. I.ankd hnmﬁgﬁ‘l’;‘b
. ACreys

Tha,
A 1 ITL“’JT"’M f

{RUNNING ON, NG, JEERING} C

pie-supper, Miss DamoR fTom?  Would you care to dance

take you to the

Ma'en? Why, thank you

at the churckjyﬂﬁi Miss Da
kindly, Mp.o Jones. Thank you, kindly, . Country Bumpkin,

I'd _be"\’fery hoppy too, I'm sure!
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DAMON : (ANGRILY L Almat s thoneiil S s ireny |

ALMA ; (BREATHLESS, CONTEMPTUQUS) Nice, decent boys! MNics,

dull boys, with big muscles, and little brains, and one
Sunday suit ... blue serge, with the shine on the seat
of their trousers., What kind of 1ife do you want for me,
Dad? Early to bed, and early Lo rise? Slave in the
kitchen, and grud in the dirt? Breed o mess of drooling

children? @row old before my time?

DAMON It was good enough for your mother, in the old deys.
ALMA: I'm net my mother, and this isn't the old days.

DAMON 3 Alrza, you listen to me

ALMA ¢ (INTERRUPTS, FIBRY) And You listen to me, Dad., I love

Vince Morgan. I love him, and I'm going to morry him.
We're going to Chicago.... and we're going to 1live!

DAMON : You see him ageln, Alma, and I'1l cut you off without a
coent, I'll drive you out of this houss,

ALMA ¢ Do what you want, Dad. I don't core any more. I've
got Vince now. 4and he'll take care of mo!

VINCE: Tho gnll of your old man, Baby. Threatening to cut you
of f without 2 dime.

ALMA: He means 1t, Vince.

VINCE: But you've got ten thousand in bonds in your own name,

haven't you, Alma?

ALMA Yes. AL the benk.
VINCE: Well, then! How can he cub vou off!?
. ALMA ; He wns talking about the farm.
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ALMA
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ALMA
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ALMA ;
VINCE:

ALNA ¢

ALMA

VINCE:

ALM:
VINCE:

VIRCE:
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Let him keep the farm, That's for the blrds .,. and the
cows and the chickens. I don't know, Alma, I cen't
figure your father. I guess he's stl1ll hearing stories
of the city slicker and the farmer's daughter. He's still
playing "way Down East" .. ..
Vince, Dad's sericus.
Okay. Let's save him the trouble of throwing you out.
What do you meang
We'll elope ... tonight.
Elops®?
Yeah? Are you game, Baby? Take & chance?
Oh, darling, yes, yea!
Swell. (Cash in your bonds. Meet me in town ... ot the
hotel ... =t eight. We'll get married by a justice of
the pence, zlong the road, After that ... 2 honeymoon
In Califernia. (LADGHS) California, here we come....
Mr. and Mrs. Vince Morgan!

(RAPTUROUSLY) dr. and Mrs. Vince Mopgan!

(CAR UNDER)
Vince, Iit's owlully late. Almost two In the morning.
How far have we come?
We're a long wey from home, Baby.
Where's this Jjustice of the peacesy
About fifty miles from here, and that reminds me, the
gas tonk's enpty ...,

{SLOWS LOWN, CAR)
I'd better stop at this all night gns statien, and fillﬁf&f‘
Lze L
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(CAR TO STOP., MOTCR, IGNITION OFF)
There we are. 0h .., Almo,
Yos,
All T've got is big bills., Let me hove a few dollars
for gas, will you?
3ut Vince, I didn't bring eny money.
(4 BEAT) You didn't ... what ...?
(A BEAT) Vince, what's wrong? Why are you staring ot me
1ike thate
I thought you were going to cash in tho bonds, and bring
the money along.
oh, That. Vince, I meant to tasll you .,.
(SNAPS) Tell me whot?
I ... 1I4did go to the bank. But the bonds were gone.
Gone, eh?
Yes. Pather must have taken them. But 1t doesn't make
any difference, does it, darling. You'vse got all the
money we need, you've told me so yoursolf......
(coLp) pid, 12
Why, yes.
(COMING IN) Evening, Mister. Fill ‘sr up?
I ... &¢r ... no. No. Just put in four.
Four gallons? Ilster, take my advice and let me pump
more. You've got a big car here, p.Baielwedmives, ond the
next £ll-night gos station's
I sald put in four, didn't I?
But I was only ...
(SAVAGELY) Never mind the sales talk., All I want is

four gallons!

ATKO1T 0170744




AT MA
VINCE:

ALMA ¢

VINCE:
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V.INCE:

ALMA .

VIKCE:

ALMA :

VINCE:

 ALMA:

-12-

This waa a link on & chain ... one of a senles, reti/éﬁzr
unknown to you, Allen Kohan, reporter on the Omnha World-
Herald, And this was the next link ....

{CAR UNDER)
Vince ....
(SULLEN) Yeah?
Why did you dodge that motorcycle policemsn back there?
Why did you put out youpr headlights and turn up that
side rond®
Little girls shouldn't ask so many quéations, Beby.
Vince, this cer ... did you steQI 1te
(4 BEAT) All right. I stole 1t. So whato
Thon Dad was right, You .. you had me foolsd all elong,
All you wanted ... was those bonds. You wsre even
wllling to marry ms. and like o fool, I bslisved you!
Stop it, you're breaking my heart. I'm the aucker,
Baby ... hot you!
Vince, turn the cor around., Take me home .,, (TEE CAR
CO“VINUZS AT A STEADY PACE, SEE SPEAKS WITH MOUNTING

Tx{t0R} Take =me home! (HYSTERICATLY) Take me home, do you
heon? G2 I011 tell the police about this car . ...

(SOFTLY) You know, Baby, I belleve you would, I believs
¥you would,

FPFIRES UN ROAD CHANGE QUALITY. NOW STER P2 JI0UE
ACROGE-HOBFN-PREDTE )
{THE CAR SLOWS TO STOPR)
//...g el
{TERROR) Vince! Vince, why are you stopping IHE oop of o

S T e
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VINCE:

ATMA ;

VIKCE:

fe.ﬂfﬁ’f

&.
/'f (

-13% M"/h / gé‘t’?f/

(A BEAT, THEN COLﬁ;\yﬁu vant me to write you a letters
(IN SUDDEN TERROR) Vince! No!

Yes, Baby, yes! You know o 1little too much about

me now.
(CRYING) Vince ... please .., don't.

You've got a big mouth, Almn. I've been thinking,

maybe I'd better close it ., . (GRUNTS) -wow? f’ ads ’{

{SHE STARTS 70 SCREAM, AND IT IS CHOKED OFF) Vane -
no ,.. don't vince ,.. I ... can't breathe ... con't ...
{SIGHS AYD DIES)
(WE HEAR GENTLE THUD, AS OF BODY PALLING BACK
IN SEAT. WE HEAR VINCE PANTING, Hﬁhﬁ‘fﬁﬂﬂﬂ!ﬂ&+
{THE CAR IOOR OPENS)
(EFFOR, GRUNTS UNDER)
(BTEPS ON WOODEN BRIDGE, A FEW. THEY STOP)
(SNEERS) 8o long ... Mrs. vince Morgan!
(A GRUNT, A PAUSE)

(A SPLASH OF BODY INTO WATER OFF,)

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THROAT-SCRATCH. .. .THROAT-BCRATCH, ... THROAT-SCRATCH!
Guard against throat-scratcech!
Enjoy smooth amcking!

PELL MELL'S grester length of traditicnally fine tobaccos

travels the smoke further,..

Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

Puff by puff you're always ahead when yeu smoke PELL MELL.
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further
than that of any other leading c¢igarette. Moreover, after
5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still glves ycu 8
longer filter of fine tobaccos -to guard against throat-
scratch.

For PELL MELL'S greater length travels the smoke further

on 1ts way to your throat - filters 1t naturally through
PELL MELL'S traditicnally flne, mellow tobaccos - guards
agalnst throeat-scratch.

Yes, PELL MELL'5 flne tobaccos give you a smoothness,

mildness and satlsfactlon no other clgarette offers you.

Guard agalnst throat-scratch!

Enjoy smeooth smokingl!

Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished
red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTE.."Qutstanding!”
And - they are mild!
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NARR:

CORONER::

KOHAN:

SHERIFF:
KOHAN

SHERIFF:

~15-

— e e — v mm o ma m

This 1s Cy Harrice returning you to your narrator...and
the Blg Story of Allen Kohan.,.as he lilved 1t...and

wrote it...

To you, Allen Kohan of the Omaha World-Herald, this 1is
one for the books. In every case you remember, there has
always been something to start with....somewhere to begin.
But in this particular homicide,..nothing,..nothing but a
hand-stitched dress without a label. The bedy of the
unidentified girl lies in the morgue, and relatives of
missing glrls from a hundred miles arcund come pouring in
to view the body., Meanwhille, desperate for any kind of
lead, looking for any foothold, you phone the Coroner...
ask him a question...

(FILTER} Near as I can figure, Mr, Kohan, the girl died

along about three o'clock in the morning,

She was weerlng a hand-stitched dress, and she died about
three o'clock 1n the morning, Two facts. No relation
whatever. Then, you c¢lutech at a third straw, talk to
Sheriff Wayne Harper.... ) ‘Jj; ,a;«-ff

Sheriff, the body was found eﬂéi;;J;;;EQ#;;;'ggiow the
right side of the bridge. Correct?

That's right. What of 1%?

That meens the klller must have been driving sast, from

the direction of Newmarket and Clarinda.

How do you figure that, Kohan?
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SHERIFF:
KOHAN:

SHERIFF:

KOHAN:

SHERIFF:

KOHAN:

SHERIFF:

KOHAN:

SHERIFE:

KOHAN:
{MBsIC:

KOHAN:
MAN 1:

KOHAN:
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He had to be traveling east to be driving on the right
side of the bridge, If he were going west, he'd have to
carry the body of that girl way over to the other side of
the bridge, in order to dump her, And that wouldn't be
natural, Sheriff. '
Makes sense. Dut what are you driving at?
Sheriff, that killer was out late. Maybe he had to stop
for gas at some all-night station near here,
Kohan, you're Crazy....plumb crazy.
Am I°?
That killer might have filled his tank hundreds of mlles
away, 1n any directlion., He might have filled 1t, 1if he
did at sll, as far back a&as Omaha, Sioux City, Lincoln....
Yes, Sheriff, I know. It's a long shot, but it's ocur only
chance, our only starting point,
Might as well start for the moon., Kchan, are you really
serious about this?
I'm golng te start asking questlons, right away.
What 1f you try fifteen or twenty of these gas stations...
and drew blank?

Then I'1ll try cne more place...and ask one more question!

And ycu never saw the girl in this photograph, Mr. Dobson?
bon't think se, What kind of car was 1t?

I don't know,
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What'd the‘zgéé;;ilook 1i1ke?
I don't know.
(A BEAT} Mister, you're crazy!
{WEARILY) I know. Where can I find the next all-night

gas station?

— e o m— e e A

Mister, & lot of fellers and girls carousin! around late
stop here for gas. Don't seem to recollect the glirl in
that pleture. But I usually notice the men. Know what
he locked like?

No.,

What make of car was 1t?

I don't know.

Mister, 1f you ask me, you're wastlng your time. (A

SLIGHT BEAT) Check your gas and oll?

You tried all the night stations on the highway east of
here? -

fhat‘s right, Every one. Clarinda, Yorktown, Shenandoah,
Tmogene, What'!s the next one up the road?

Try Eddie and Chuck's, at White Cloud, Sorry I can't help

you, Mister!
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KOHAN:
HAMMOND 3
KOHAN:
HAMMOND 3
KOHAN:

v

-18-

You try Eddie and Chuck's. No good. ¥eou try another
place...ask another guestion. No good., You stop checking
weBt, move up and down thé n&pthern and southern

highways, through the turnpikes at Shenandoah &nd

1arinda. No good. And you, Allen Kohan of the Omaha

World-Herald, are just ready to quit. You've had 1%,
you've had enough. But maybe...maybe the next place.

Yewlook in one mors place....&sk one more question, And

)

then....

Yessir, that's the girl I saw all right!

Mr, Hammond, you're sure?

Sure as I'm standin' here., They came in my gas station
in & big Buick, bE8, She was sitting in the car, and
mighty scared looking. And he had me put four gallons in
the tank, Then he headed east.

Four gallons? For a blg Bulok?

Yep. His tank was Just about empty, too. Thought it was
mighty peculiar, myself, speclally at that time of night,
Four gallons, eh? Hmm,,.Mr. Hammond...

Yep?

How fer do you think that car would go on four gallons?
Depends, Forty, fifty miles maybe.

Look, Hammond, You got road maps at your gas station
here? |

Sure have. In my garage.

Let's go 1n and have a lookl

A e = i ==Pi i )
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TURNER:
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KOEAN:

EMILY:
KOHAN:

19~
This is your first break. And for you, Allen Kohan,
reporter, it's begun to pay off again. On Hammond's
road map, you draw a circle fifty miles in radius from
the location of his gas station;...
What's the idea of that cirele, Mr. Kohan?
8imple, Hemwmond. Somewhere within the radius of this
circle..,somewhere within this fifty miles, the killer

had to stop for gas again!

— e e - e — A —

Hammond gives you the names of the all night gas stations
in the cilrele. You weed them out, one by one, heading
east, across the bridge. And then.....

Yep, Mr. Kchan...A blg Bulck Qid stop 1n at my station
here, along about Pour-thirty, the other night. Remember,
Emily?

Sure do, Henry.

And there was a man and a girl in the car?

Nope. Just & wan, Mean-looking he was, toeo, Eh, Emily?
Frorrly--an--etTe.

Then that's it. That's it, The killer had the girl with
him west of the bridge. Put east of the bridge,..he was
alone,

Killer? What killer?

Oh. It's a long atory, Mrs. Turner., Er....do you

remember anything else about this man?
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KOHAN:
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Sure do. He didn't have & cent to pay for gas., Found
that out, after I filled his tank,
What'd you do then?
What could we do? He offered us a trade, and we took it.
What kind of trade?
Gave us a Jack-handle, Bnd a valise full of clothes, for
securlty.
{A BEAT) Mr. Turner.,.do you mind if I see what's in that
valise?
Well, X.....
We don't mind. Nothin' in 1t but a lot of old clothes,
Get him the valise, Henry! ‘

This was the killer's valise, Sheriff. The onhe he left
at the gas station.,..

Hmmm, Just a few old clothes.

More than that, Sheriff. Look at this, Exhibit 4., A

dress. Same home-made stitching of the dress the murdered

girl wes wearing,

Yeah. Ko doubt about that.

Exhibit B. A vest...the killer's vest. It was hot
Tuesday night., He took it off....stuffed 1t in his

sultcase,
Gray, pin-stripe cheviot, ch?

That, and a’little more. There's a small manufacturer's

paper tab . under the lining. See it? Here,...
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SHERIFF: Wait a minute, (READS} K-L-18.

KOHAN: Yes. X stands for the brand name. And L-18's the lot
number,

{MUSIC: _ _ UP_AND_UNDER)

NARR You head back to Omaha, check & clothing dealer, a friend
of yours. And 1tem by ltem, you keep Sherlff Harper
posted by phene....

(WS Zo ey

KOHAN: Sheriff, I've Just found the brand name fcr that vest,

K stands for Klassy Clothes. (A BEAT), That's right,
,%%awéﬁﬂnucgiai
K-I,-A-3-8-Y. ﬂ‘é«T—}%‘talk to the manufacturer!

{MysIC: _ _ ACCENT) _ oy o el

SHERIFF; LEFAERY All right, Kohaﬂf\ Tet me take down the four
stores that bought Lot 18. Yep. Yep, go ahead, I'm
ready. Harris and Company, Dubuque. Miller and Scns,
Webster Clty, Fashion (FADE) Mart, Plerce Nebraska.....

{MUSIC: __ HIT IN_ACCNET AND OUT SHARE)

KOHAN: You remember the man you sold thila vest to, Mr. Cutler?

CUTLER: I sure do., I ought to., Name's Vince Mergan, ‘Btuck me
wlth a bad check,

KCHAN: Mr, Cutler, did he live around here?

CUTLER: Lived over 1in 3t. Charles for awhile, but disappeared. He
was courtlng a glrl in these parts.

KOHAN: ¥What girl?

CUTLER: Name's Damon....Alms Damon. Bhe's miassing, too. You'll
flnd her father's farm ouﬁ Turnplke way!

{MUsIC: _ _ UP_AND_UNDER)
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NARR: You've st1ll got one more place to look,..one more
gquestion to ask. You see John Damcn, the farmer. Take
him bezk to Bedford, Iowa...to the morgue. The Sheriff
opins the door for him......

(DCOR OFENS)

SEIRIFF: All right, Mr Damon. Go on in. (A BEAT) The body's

over there....

{WE HEAR STEPS WALK IN, SLOWLY..,THEY STOP...

THERE IS A BEAT)

DAMON: {-sea%m-—{-amm
(MUSIC: _ _ STING INTO_BRIDGE...THEN INTO)_
{ PHONE RING)

( PHONE OFF HOODK)

KOHAN: Kohan, World-Herald.

SHERIFF: {FILTER} Kohan, Sheriff Harper, over in Bedford.

KOHAN: , Yes, Shfjlfﬁi e Ao /ﬁzaw‘;{*‘ e

SHERIFF: ;?'Damon/bicked out “ebeeVince Morgan from a Rogue's Gallery
collection, We're putting his face on 'Wanted! posters!
And we're going to slap them on every wall and telegraph
pele in the Midwest!

(MysIc: _ _ HIT UP_AND UNDER)

NARR: A day passes., Two. And then one morning, & tramp
staggers intoc police headquarters at Sicux City. His
head 1is gaéhed, his face dirty with dried blood, And he

croaks cut to the Sergeant in charge....
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(CROAK) I was ridin' the rods with this guy, see?

On the Illinois Central, the Silver Frelght, eastbound.
I seen this guy's plcture on a telegraph pole at & water
gtop., It was him all rlght, this here killer, Vinge

Morgan. He slugged me an' threw me off the train!

They flag the Chilcago-bound freight, pick up Vince Morgan.
Back at Bedford, the Sheriff and yourself lead him into
the morgue, But he denles everything...

Lock, you twe, I never saw thils dame before,

That's a lie, Morgan. Her father says you.....
(INTERRUPTS, HOTLY} I don't care what her old wan says!

I never met his daughter, and I never drove away ﬁrﬂnévﬂzki
her. And my word's Jjust as good as his 1in a court of

law, see?

Sure, Morgan. We see..

Now you're getting smart, Reporter, Sure, the cops had
my picture framed. Armed assault and robbery. But that's
no reason to tag a murder rap on me. You haven't got a
thing on mel

And that remlnds me, Morgan., You haven't got & thing on
you, Just that shirt and those gray cheviot trousers. ihd
it's pretty cold here in the Morgue.

Walt a mlnute! What'!s this? What are you trying to give
me, Reportenr?

Why, not much, Morgan. Just this vest, Try 1t on for

gize. You Bee...it matches your trousers!

- — A
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CHAPPELL: In just a moment we will read you a telegram from Allen
Kohan of the Omaha-World Herald with the final outcome

of tonight's BIG STORY.

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #156

CLOSING COMMERCTAL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE!
CHAFPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Don't let throat-scrateh epoll your bmoking enJoyment,
Guard against throat-scratch.
EnJoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos

travels the smoke further....

Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you swmcke FELL MELL,
At the first puff PELL MELL amcke is filltered further

than that of any other leading cigarette. Moreover, after
5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still gives you &

longer, natural filter of traditionally fine tcobaccos - to
guard agalnst throat-serateh., Yes, PELL MELL'S fine

tobaccos give you & smoothness, mlldness and gsatilsfaction
no other cigarette offers you.

So, don't let throat-secratch spoll your smoking enJoyment,
Guard agalnst throat-scratch.

EnJoy swmooth smoking!

Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES =-"Outstanding"!
And ~ they are mild!
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Now we read you that telegram from Allen Kohan of the
Cwaha World-Herald.
Despite evidence Klller in tonight's Big Story insisted
on his innocence. However after his arrest string of
beads belonging to vietim and a ks&&~hegative, which
when later developed showed plcbure of Killer and girl
fl AL el
together, were found near scene., After Jury deliberated
L hours Killer was sentenced to life imprisonment. Many
thanks for tonight's Pell Mell Award.
Thank you, Mr, Kohan,..the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL $500
Award for notable servlce in the fleld of Journallsm,
IListen again next week, same time, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present ancther BIG
STORY - A BIG STORY from the'front pages of the Duluth
Minnesota News Tribune - by-line, Louls H. Ga&llop. A BIG

STORY of a reporter whose biggest story he couldn't write.
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ANNCR:

JOAN/LILY
3/15/50 aM

D7
THE BIG STORY is produced by Bermard J. Prockter with
music by Vliadimlr Selinsky., Tonight's program was
adapted by Max Fhrllech from an actual story from the
front pages of the Quaha World-Herald. Your narrator
was Bob Slcane, and Chuck Webster played the part of Allen
Kohan., In c¢rder fto protect the names of people actually
involved in tonlght's authentic BIG STORY the names of
all characters in the dramatizatlon were changed with the
exception of the repcrter, Mr. Kohan.
THEME UP_FULL AND FADE FOR) _
This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of PELL
MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.

THIS 18 NEBC...THE NATIONAL BRCOADCASTING COMPANY
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BC._& NET THE PIG STORY #157
( I )

10:00 - 10:30 EM MARGH 29, 13990 WEDNESDAY
ANNCR: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY:
(MUSIC: . _ FANFARE). T
JUDGE ! A1l right. Nl Wi
(PAPERS RUSTLE, FOOTSTEPS COME FORWARD TO STOP)

JUDGE: Your name?
KILLER: (OLD MAN) Edward Martin
JUDGE Your age?
KILLER: Soventy-tvo.
JUDGE: Charge on vhich convicted?
KILLER: (SOPTLY) Murder,
JUIGE Speak up, Martin. Sentence, and time scrved to date?
KILLER: Life. Ifve done =-- Ifve served —-- thirty years.
JUDGE & and what is the basic reason for your asking a pardon?
KILLER: (VERY SOFT) Cause -~ cause I'm gonna die, sir, I'm

gonna dile,
(MUSIC: _ _ HIT AND GO_FQR)

CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY. Here is America...its sound and its fury
...1ts joy and its sorrow...as falthfully reported by the
men end vomen of the great Amervican newspapers., (PAUSE:
COLD AND FLAT) Duluth, Minnesota, From the pages of the
News Tribunct the story of & reporter whose blggest story
-- he couldn't write. And for his work, te Louls H,
Gellop for his Big Story goes the PELL MELL AWARD!

(MUSIC: _ _ FANEARE)

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY 3/29/50 o=
FROGRMM #1157

OFPENING ! A

CHAPPELL: Guord against throat-scratch! Yes, guard ageinst
throat-scrateh!

EARRICE: Enjoy smooth smoking!

CHAPPELL: PFLL MELL'3 greaber length of traditionally fine tohacceos
travels the smoke further.....

HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

CHAPPELL: Puff by puff you're azlways ghcad when you smoke PELL MELL,
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further
than that of any other leading clgarctbte, Moreover,
after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still glves
you a longer, natural filter of traditionally fine
tobaccos - to guard against throat-scratch. Yes, PELL
MELL!3 finc totaccos glve you a gmoothnesg, mildness and
gsatisfaction no other cigarctte offers you.

HARRICE: Don't let throot-scrateh spoil your smoking enjoyment,

CHAPPELL: Guard against throat-scratch!

RARRICE: Enjoy smooth szmoling!

CHAPPLLL: Agl for the longer,_ﬁlgg; cigarcttc In the distingulshed
red package - PELL MLLL PAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!"

HARRICE: And - they ars mild)
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(MusIC: _ . INZRODUCTION_AND UNEER)

CHAFPPELL+

MusTg:_ _ _
NJF';RR H

{MUSIC: _ _
NARR:

KILLER:

{Musics . _

NARR:

{MusIc: _ _

EDITOR:

GOLLOP:
EDITOR:

Duluth, Minncsota, The story as it actually happened.
Louis H, Geollopis story -- as he lived 1t --
HIT AND GO_UMNDER}
Crime -- 1s what you cover, And pardons -- are part of the
P EG?E} £ crime, 5o, this day, you, Louils H, Gollop of
théﬂ%éws %ribuno, are covering - the Pardon Board, And
coming right up is one case you can't write aboui because
-- you find yourself in 1t!
4 LIGHT RYSE_AND BACK EOR)..
Yes, And vhet's morce -- the man asking for a perdon is
the man you hate wmore than anybody you've ever known --
though yoy.haﬁ?n'ﬁ sce him for thirty years!
(oLD MﬁNfQﬁﬁif€§¢§gérs, sir., But I'm askin' a pardon now,
cause I'm gonna dic, I'm gonna dic...
LA LIGHT RISF_ANC_OUT _FOR}
He starts to plead his case before the board -- and time
spins back those zame thirty years ... and the bitter
taste of hate comes back to your tongue as you remember
why -~ wyou hate him!
HIT AND GO_UNDER}

{WEVISROOM PATTERN UP AND DOWN IWTO)

(FIRE ALARM BELL GOES "GONG-- GONG GONG -- GONG!")
Onc -~ twe -- one., (PROJECTS) Say -- youl! You--
whatsyourname !
(RUSHING UP, EAGER) Yessir! Gollop's my name, sir!
411 right, CGollop. You've becn hanging around the office
a week without anything to do -- grab yourseif a pencll

and cover thet fire,
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GOLLOP :

GOLLOP !
EDITOR *
GOLLOP ¢

EDITOR:

GOLLODP:
EDITOR ¢
GOLLOP:
EDITOR:

GOLLOP
{Music: _ _
NARR:

CopP:

GOLLOT ¢
COP:
GOLLOP:
Cop:

GOLLOP :

Yes sir!

(GOWG —-- GONG GONG -- QONG)
One -- two -- omne, ~- that box is at Duluth and Third,
Huh, How do xou khow?
(APCLOGETIC) Well -- waltin' around for an assignment,
I lesrned 'em by heart,
Hurh! Not bad for a cub. Go ahead, roll, (PROJECTING A
BIT) And 1if it's a good one, call 1t ini
(A LITTLE OFF) Yes sir!
(PROJECTING A LITTLE MORE) If not -- come in with it!
(A LITTLE MORE OFF) Yes sir!
(PULL PROJECTION) Say! Have you ever covered a fire

before?

Me? Why -- ro sir! I never covered anything before!
HIT AND GO_DOWE UNDER)

Yeah, Louils Gollop == cub reporter -- reolling on his

F o
! é’t"‘(w:_.\'

first story -- eager as a moth in a Idmen closet! Your
first story. {(SNEAK SOUND OF ENGINES COMING UP, CROWD
NOISES BEEIND, SHOUTS, CRACKLING OF FLAMES) But -- when
you get to the blaze -~

How where do you think you're golng, lad? Stay hehind
then lines!

Oh, that's 21l right, officer, I'm with the News Tribunc,
Ch, Are ye now?

Yes sir.. You see -- this is my first jJob,

Cho, 1Is if now?

Yes sir, Honest it 1s,
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CCP:

WARR ¢

COP:

GOLLOP:

CoP:

GOLLOP :
CoP:

L
i'-f_t.l] LA

-5
Ah well, Go ahead then, (PROJECTING) And let me know

1f there's anything I can do to help ye! (NORMAL, VOICE)
All right, now, all cof ye....back behind them lines...
Well! 4&nd you thought cops didn't like reporters!
Offering to help you! Nice guy. Awful nice guy.
(CHUCKLE) And do you need & nice guy at this particular
r"Firemen haven't got time te stop and tell you
things~- and there's more to covering fires than standing
in puddles from the pulsing hoses! 8o 1t's back to the
¢op for wou!l

(CHUCKLE) They always come to 0'Leary. Now -- what's
your trouble, lad?

Well =~=~ I == (RUEFUL) frankly, I don't even know where to
shart! |

Well now. Ye start where it started, lad, There's not
going to be much te this one...they've got it under control
already --

Huh? How can you tell?

Yhy, the smoke...lots of black smoke,..means they're
drovnin' it out. In a few minutes T'!'ll take ye over and
make ye known to Chief Lounsbury -- ané in the meantime,
I'1l1 tell ye what to ask him. Now. First -- how'd she
start, Then -~ who discovered 'er... Then -- what's the
damage...{MUSIC SNEAKS} After that -- who owns the
property.,..vwhat companles answered.,.any {lremen overcome

.+anybody in the buildinpg at the time.,

{MUSIC: _ _ WIPES IT_ AP GQES DCWN_SENTIMENTALLY BEHIND)
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MARR: Yeah, old Tom O'Leary...a patrolman all his goodnatured
life -- your one-man schocl of journalism. All through
your apprentice-shlp sz a reporter -- your guide --

Cor: Careful, lad, Don't btouch anything. Ye might ruin
the fingerprints for the deteckatives.

NARR: Your informant --

COP: (WHISPER) Don't say I tipped ye of ', laddie -- but -- &h
-~ ¥e nmight ask the chief about a certain contractin' deal.

NARR: Your =-- friend.

Cop: Go ahead, laddie boy-- have gsome more corned beef.
(PROJECTING) Mother! More beef for the boy! Helll
niver get fat on a reporter's pay!

{MUSIC: _ . HIT AND GO_UNDER)

NARR: Yeah -- and that same week, the big lug walks hisz beat
under the strectlamps of midnight -~ (SNEAK 4 'LEARY'S
WHISTLING) giving hls nightstick the old 0'Leary twirl,,,

(FCOTSTEPS UP, DOWN BEHIND, WITH WHISTLING)

NARR: His white hat at an angle the sergeant would dock him
two cdays' pay for, if he ever caught him -- and walks
right into --

CoP! Ah ~- vanderin' around late, aren't ye, my friend?

KILLER: It ain't so lase,

Cap: Ko sass now., Go on. Move along now.

KILLER ¢ faaaah,

cop: T could run ye 1in, ye know.

KITLER: tn what chafge, copper?

CoP: Lolterin' in front of jewelry stores, (FRIENDLY) Get

aleng with ye, now, Get along home, If ye've got 2 home,
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KILLER:

cor:

NARR:

NARR:

-?-
I ain't.

A£11 right, There’s an all night diner down on Broadway.
/(";‘!t’f .

Here.rfﬂuyhfahrself a bowl of soup and leave town in the
mornin', {PAUSE) Go on, Git,

(FOOTSTEPS UP, DOWN UNDER)
(QUIETLY) The way the detectlves reconstructed it later,
the provler mist have let Tom O0'Leary turn the corncr.
Then --

(CRASH OF GLASS, BURGLAR ALARM LETS GO AND CONTINUES

UNDER}
A orash ol glass and a burglar alarm rudely splits the
night -- and Tom OlLeary came a-running back to the
Jewelry shop --just in time to meet --

(BANG BANG)

(POLICE WHISTLE, OKE BLAST, THEN ANOTHER, THEN)

{A SHOT)

DOCTOR:
GOLLOP:

DOCTOR

GOLLOP:

BIZ:
COP:

GOLLOP:

(waEaPEn) Mo, You can't see him, No renorters,
(8AME)} But I'm Gollop, doc! ¥You know -- Gollop and
0'Leary -- we're friends! Everybody knows =-
(WHESPER) 411 »ight, Go ahead. (PAUSE) Don't make him
tallk,
No. I won't,
(DOCR CPENS SCFTLY)
HEAVY BREATHING TN B.G., WE COME NEARER TO IT.
(HEAVILY WOUNDEDY VWho's -- there, now?

(SOFT) It's me, Tom. ZLoule,
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Cor:
GOLLOP:

00P:

GOLLOP:

CopP:

GOLLOP:

COP:

GOLLOP:

CHIEF:

GOLLCP

CHIEF ¢

GOLLOP:
CHIEF:
GOLLOP :

CHIZF:

B~
But I -- never ~- made the -~ pinch, laddie boy..
Av, Tom .., skih,...
(ATTEMPTED AVGER) And vhat're ye -- doin', hangin' around
here? The foree must be after him, lad -- why aren't ye
with them?
T -- I wanted to see you.
Get along with ye, (GA3P) Get -- along with -- ye..,
(G43F) Just -- a bit of a -- tip, laddie,.,the =-- the
son of a gun was =-- a hobo,,.look for him --
Yes, tom --
Leok vor» him =-- down by -- the -- rallroad... [SMILE)

Make -- wmy -- pinch -- for me -- laddie -- boy!

(TRAIN WHISTLE,FAR OFF, FADING, REPEATING UNDER)
Tom had a hunch held bhe down here, chief,
(FAR OFP HOCT OF TRAIN)
Looks like his nunch was right. (PAUSE) Look,
(TRALITI AGAIN)
It -= could ©e grease ... or oil .,
Ne. It's blood all right, Tom winged him. (PAJSE) All
right, Goliop. This is as far as you go. From niers on in
-- 1t's our job.
Mo, You forget Tom's my best friend,
You forget that Lhoodlum's armed.
S0 he's armed, My best friend, chief,
You st1l1 stay here, (PAUSE) All right, men, Get scme

lights on those empties -- and close in!
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{MUSIC: _ _ SNEAK DARKLY_AND_BITTERLY BEHIND)
NARR: You have to stand and watch, while the cordon closes in,
fhen -+ & figure comes up behind you, You vhirl., It's

clad in -- blue.

VOICE: Gollop?

GOLLOP: Yeah =--

VOICE: Hels gone,

GOLLOE: What?

VOICE: 0'Leary. (Pp&BSFE) I just come from the hospital. {PAUSE)

He said to give you -- this,

{Music: _ __ A LIGHI STING)

NARR: He holdz out his hand., I% is -- a patrolman's shielq,
Number 23, Tom O0'Leary'!s shield. (PAUSE) It -- blurs,
(PAUSE} Then ~- you close in with the copas., Tears in
your eyes -- ané hate -- in your very soul!l

MUSIC: _ .. EIT AND GO_FQR).
(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY

-10-—

PROGRAM #157

DDLE COMMERCTAL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THROAT ~SCRATCH -- THROAT-SCRATCH -- THROAT =SCRATCH!
Guard against throat-scratch!
Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditicnally fine tobaccos

travels the smoke further....

Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

Puff by puff you're always ahead vhen you smoke PELL MELL.
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further
than that of any other lcading cigarette, Moreover,

after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, .or 17, PELL MELL still gives
you & longer filter of fine tobacces - o guard agalnst
throst-seratch.

For PELL MELL'S greater leneth travels the smoke further on
its way to your throat - filters 1t naturally through PELL
MELL'S traditienally fine, mellow tobzeccos - guards against
throat-scratch!

Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos glve you a smoothuness,
mildness and satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.
Guerd agains:t throat-scratch!

Enjoy smooth smoking!

Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red package -~ PELL MELL FAMQUS CIGARETTES -

" [EL

Qutstanding,
And - thei are nilgl
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HARRICE:

NARR

KILLER:

JUDGE :

KILLER:

JUDGE

- 11-

This s Cy Harrice, returning you to your narrator

and the Big Story of Log&s 9ol}op, &3 he llved 1t ~-
You, Leoulis Gellop of thé:ﬁgﬁgﬁﬁribune are covering a
story you can't write....a pardon beoard hearing. A
murderer, asking for a pardon after thlrty years in
jail, is up before the board. And why won't you write
the story? Becanse you hate that man -- and while you
wait the outcome of the sesslon - you'rs remsmbering --
why!

(0LD) 8ir, the police traced me to that box car, and I
come out and glve myself up.

Are youn sure of that, Martin?

{SOFT) I've haed thirty years to remember it, Sir!

But accerding to ths record here, you didn't surrender.

According to the record, the police had to come and take

you. (PRUSE) What do ycu say to that?

NARR

GOT.TOF:

CHIE

B

-- There he stands, trylng to lie his way inte a pardon,
when the record -- (BREAK) Records! You don't need %o
refer to records to remember that night he waa taken.
Tou were thers with the police down in the rallroad yards
checking car after car.

{TRAIN WHISTLE UP AND DOWN EEHIND)
Chief - 0'lLeary's dead. (PAUSE) He gave me his shield.
(PAUSE} And you can't keep me out of this.

411 right. 3tey, then. But don’t you get shot too.
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GOLLOP:

CHIEF:

GOLLOP:

CHIEF:

pea

CHIEF:

CHIER:

CHIEF:

KILLER:

GOLLOP:

CHIEF:

XILLER:

CHIEF:

KITLER:

NARR:

- 12..
I don't care 1f I do! (WHISPER) Chilef -- look.
Eh®
(WHISFER) On the boxcar deoor -- hepre. More blood!

(SAME) Stand back.

. " - - e R ETHE L EICE Arrd--
(SAMEFTerT T T Iy ~doireri~ (RAISES VOICE)

Al11 right -- you -- in there!

(TRAIN WHISTLE FAR OFF)
(LOUDER) Come on eut! You!l

(TRAIN WHISTLE AGAIN, STILL FURTHER)}
{SAME) This is your last chance to come out -- before we
come 1n after youl

(DOOR SLIDES OPEN)
(WHINING) What's -- what's all the shoutin' akout? I
ain't done nothlin'!
(WHISPER) Ha's dragging his leg, chief. He's been shot!
Come down out of that deoor ---- kaep your hands saway
from your pockets!
Honest, chlel -- I ein't done rnothin'!l I was Jjust
waltin' for this freight to pull cut..Honest..
(A SNARL) Come down out of thare and save your breath

for guestioning!

Cops -- don't 1lke ~- cop~killers. And a night of
questioning breaks this one'’s story. PFirst -- It's --
(WHINE) I wasn't nowhere near downtown. I didn't see
nothing.

Later, though, it's --
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KILLER:

N4RR:

KILLER:

(MUSIC: _ .

APE:
DA

NARR:

ATTY:
GOLLOP:
ATTY:
GOLLOP:
ATTY:
GOLLOP:
ATTY:

VOICE II:

-13-

(NFEAR BREAK) Well, I was hangin' around for a steke,
but I didn't bust into no jewelry shop. I wag just an
innocent bystander.

The cops don't go for that either., And after a night
under the lights and the relentless questioning --
(¥N.RL) ALl right -- I done it., T shot the dumb lunk.

It wes either him or me|

{RRGIFREPMIGS The case of the state of Minnesota versus

Edward Martin -- murder in the first degree.
6QUIEE»&NEhiN—OﬁﬁBﬂ&**1ﬂﬂ?ﬁ!BS§e) A straightforward trinl,
o voutine case -- with only one noteworthy feature, as

far as you, reporter and friend of the murdered cop, arc
econcerned., (PAUSE) Something that doesn't often happen
at trials -- to reporters covering them! This!

Yeur name?

Louls Gollop — BRI G-P.

Occupation?

Newspaper roporter.

Strte your relation to the deceased.

(QUIEBT) He was my friend fcr many yoars.

Will you describe to the court the character and
reputation of the deceased, Patrolman Tom O'Leary, as
you knew him?

{QFF MIKE) Objectioni Immaterial and irrclevant!
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ATTY:

VOICE I1:
JUDGE

ATTY:
JUDGE!

VOICE II:
JUDGE:
ATIY:

{MUSIC:

NARR:

wlle

You Honor, I submit that the character and reputation

of the decsased is material to these proceedings. I will
attemst to show, through this witness, = responsicle
newspaper reporter, just whet kind of =z pleasant mild-
mennered good citizenmﬁflled by this hoodlum, this mad
dog --

(LNGRY) Your Honor, I abject:

Your second objectlon is sustained. The attorney for the

orosccution will refrain from characterizing the

dofendant ard I now order the Jury to disregard his

renarks,

But, your Honer -~ my witness, Mr. Gollop -

(WITH &4VEL) as to the first objection, I doem the
testimony to be material and relevant Qrd.yeur obicetlion
15 -- over-ruled, (PAUSE) Thc witness will be nllowed
to testify as to tho character and reputation of the
doccased., {(PAUSE} You may proceed.

I resjectfully excopt to your Honer's ruling -
vour axception has becon noted or tae record.
(TasEwrH) 41l right, Mr. Gollop. Will &ou tell +the jury

about Tom O'Leary -- as you knew him?

(SOPTLY) Yoah -- you told them. You told them what kind

of a plain, simple guy was Tom O'Leary -- cop. ind how
you took up his shield to catech his killer. 4nd by the
time you arc through with your say -- the jury is roady

te heve its say. And that is?

ATKOT Q170

~J
~J
Ui




1=
JUDGE: Gentlemen -- new do you f£ind?
JURYMAN:  Your Honor, we find the defendant, Edward Martin,

4 v
. - . s
guilty of murder, 4% A%« it

FUPRE! ~Fhaduliuabosy UL P tin,
JUDGE: Edward Martin, the jury having found you guilty of
murder in the first degree -- I sentence you to life

imprisonment. (W
KILLER: ves sir. (PAUSE) I got a wife and a~c¢hild over in

Spokane. T -- I don't knouw-~wRat's gonna become of 'um,

JUDGE (QUIET) You s ouIﬁ’Eg;;’thought of them belore you
purdezed @n officer of the law. (PAGSE) Remove the
.J/"-
_...:" . . y

RTHKQT 0170776




{MUSIGC:

NARR:

GOLILOP:
o=y
i P2

CAY.:

o i

CAL:
GOLIOF:
CAL:
RS ¢
ity

GOLLOP «

And that -- is that. (PAUSE} But you miss the storles
from -- Tom 0'Leary. And Duluth Is not the same town,
with him zone. Nor de you ever meke enother frlend ob
the force..no, not in all the yesars from then..years of
deadlines, bylines, headlines -- but never once, not
once, do you forget -- Tom O'Leary.

é&an;f

Then, one day many years later, you're awafiing a
coffee at your favorite spot -- The Cove. And 1f

&
anybody's your friend, 1t's the behind the counter..
Cal. /) L2S)

tal -- lemme have another cup of
»Tem?
e T T T, R
More coffee, Oh -- sure,' Sure.
(COFFEE POURED, CLINK OF CUF AND SPOON)
I TR AT S MR V-G PR S P-WREISS - n S, o ey s s a= R pfre
I'm sorry, Mr. Gollop. I'll d f“another.
{DR&H£§Q¢DF*CU?%EET' TINKLE, ETC)
Tlsso - —_— I --
(CRASH OF CUP DROPPZD)
Gosh -- I -- I dropped it. I -~ I'm sorry --

(SOFT) Cal -- what's wrong? What's bothering you?
{(DESPERATE) Mr. Gollep - I -- I got to talk te you.
a2,
Ao hepmebre g0y tr =110t Lk FOIL =~ LR o HO--DE- YOU--
QL RO ol
Allright, go ahead.
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CAL:

GOTLOFP:

CAL:

GOLLOP:

CAL:

GOLLOP:

CAL:

GOLLOP:

CAL:

GOLLOP:

“16-
Well, Mr. Gollop, this relative of mine. He's in
prisen -- and he's sick, he's dying. Seesdmogot—Feng..
Lot ~- apd -- and I thought maybe you'd help me with
the pardon board -- get them to let him out to die. I --
{GENTIE) Relative, eh? Who 1s he?
(WHISPER) My -- my father.
1 see. (PAUSE) How long has he been in jail?
Nearly thirty years.
On what charge?
(WHISPER) Murder. (PAUSE) But he's my father, Mr. Gollop.
I ~- I don't ¢care what he d4id.

Tl
g Rt w I don't know any murderer named
Kingman 1in the pen. MNagbo- -

My last name's not Kingman, Mr. Gollop. jﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁ&iﬂktts:—
M

Mﬂ’m
1t's not even_Cak+—Tt's -- Martin. Edward Martin.
o

APRIDET I 'm Edward Martin junior -- and my father is the

man you sent to jall for life.

Oh.

Mr., Gollon -- will ya help me? Please ~- he's dyin’',
he's an old men -- will ya help me?

(QUIET) I -- I don't know, Cal. I don't know.

Once egaln, you relive your young years, and sse sgaln in
your memory's mind old Tom O'Leary - and the whining
hoodlum who killed him. And the taste of hate 1ls bitter

In your meouth. Buf -=- no. No. You don't know. There are

questions to ask. 0Of the prison doctor, for one.
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DOCTOR TI: Dylng? Well...nearly dead is better.

GOLLOP: Youlre sure, doctor?

DOCTOR II: Here. X-ray. (PAUSE) See - this shadow?

GOLLOP: Yes.

DOCTOR I: A malignant growth. ({PAUSE} I give him - three months.

NARR: And questions to ask -- the man you hate. You visit him
in his cell.

GOLLOP: (HOLDING BACK) Martin.

KILLER: Sir?

GO Ll ; e T VA T

KFFEESR:  ~Muzir,

GOLILOP: Have you ever sesn me before?
KIL1ER: No slr. Not that I know of.
GOLLCP: Think.

KILLER: 3ir?

GOLLOP: (FLAREUP) Stop calling me sir! Think! Look at me --
have you ever seen my face before!

KILLER: {AFTER LONG PAUSE) No.

GOLLOP: {CHOKED) Then I*1l tell you. I'm the reporter whose
testimony E;;:you ‘b&—g&miﬂv And you
know why? Because you killed my best frisnd!

What do you say about that?
KILL=R: T -- I can only say -- I -- {WHISPER) I been payin'

for deoin' wrong Pees—lopgeysdre, mister.

Aven't you mad at_me?

FPLNE sir.

KILLER: {30
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I -- I've hated you for years. Don't you hate ms?

No sir. (FAUSE) I don't hate nobody. {PAUSE) I Just
want tc get out of here -

(SARCASTIC) Oh, you just want to get out!

(WHISPER) You got me wrong, mister. It ain't for myselfl

I want out. B O e *4re 3z i dud ol ol 4 e v A il o) PRt o oy

nto—mes (PAUSE) It's for
my boy. {WHISPER) I'd - I'd kinde like for his dad to

dle a free man,

4nd one question left - to ask of yoursslf. Will you
help? But you have come to cover the hearing -- apd now -
Is thers anybody to appear in your behalf, Martin?

My son, sir.

Your honor -- I can only ask for my father to be let out.
But -~ but there's somebody -o—=eewet here who could talk
for me.

There 1s? Who?

Him, sir, (PAUSE) Mr. Gollop.

The reporter? (PAUSE) That's very unusual, young man.

I know, sir. But if he'll talk for me --—3= FPAUSE)
e mameyor—tonor ~- 1f he's willing, will you let him?
He ain't a relative of curs, but -

Mr. Gollop.

Yes sir.

Iik4uHhJﬂaha=:r7ﬂu—m&*—appvuz:fgz:ﬁéﬁg;m&a.

Yes sir. Jﬂwﬂﬂ”“ﬂnﬂﬂ ¢ o

ThawyeestSgsows -~ do you wish to speak in hkis behalf?
e
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Well.iwas

Mr. Golleop ~ will you -- please! :?;p ﬁxLxméfr#-

(1ONG PAUSE) Yes. (PAUSE} A1l right. “I'31 - I'll speak.
Procsed.

Eave you femiliarized yourself with the details of the
murdsr, your honor.

I have.

The po?ﬂ} i?ﬁ’gj:§7heﬂur -- this man was found guilty of
killingjﬁ?l beSt FPlond, DomeOuiremrr ks s —ny—temtaefed o ndr-
I see. .

And 1t was my testimopy that was mainly instrumentel in-
sending him up.

Then, in that case, Mr. Gollop, perhaps you)yggld rather -~
No sir. (PAUSE} I -- I hated that men for fvant - years.
But -- what the boy says is true. Hls father is golng to
dls. (3WRkH=MESIC) T heve that on medical autherity.
(PAUSE) Sir -- as 8 reporter, I've learned that the object
of the law is justlce -- and if I, who loved Tom 0O'Leary,
can still never forget hils death -- surely this man who
¥11led him can never have forgotten his crime. °nd so -~

I think justice has besn done in thils case. I thalnk he
has lived with his crime and the memory of his evil all
these years. (PAUSE) For that, I must say, T am glad.

But ne further purpose of justice will be served by keepling
him in prison. (30FT) It won't bring Tom 0'Leary back
wbem—me . S, your honor, gentlemen of ths parden board

-- I --1I ask -- for myself, Whose friend he killed - that

you pardon this man,
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Thank you, Mr. Gollop. (PAUSE) Martin -- step outside.

Edward Martin,
Yes sir,
This board, having heard your case, now glves 1ts
decision.
Yes sir.

{SCRIBBLE OF FEN)
Parcle ~

(SCRIBBLE ) ?%ﬂ“ s
-- granted. (PAUSE) And”you can thank -- that reporter.
You want no thanks, nor the touch of the murderer's shaky,
offered hand. You just want -- out. And -- ocut Fou go.
RBack to the paper, where you belong. With an unwritien
story. (PAUSE) Two mobths later, Edward Martin dled -

f'ree. (PAUSE} That =-- you write sbout. -SRégmIEATy -

In just a moment we will read you a telegram from
Louls K. Gollop of the Duluth Minnesota News Tribune wilth

the final outceme of tonlght's BIG STORY.

{CLOSING COMMERCTIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #157

CLOSING COMMERCTAL
Don't let throate-scratch spoil ycur sioking enjoyment,
Guard against throat-scrateh!
Enjoy gmooth smoking!

FELL MELL'S greater length of traditicnally fine

tobaccos travels the smoke further....

Pilters the smoke and makes it mild.

Puff by puff you're always ehead when you smoke
PRLL MELL. At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is
filtered further than that of any other leading
cigarette. Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15,
or 17, FELL MELL still gives you a longer, natural
filter of traditionally fine tobaccos - to guard
against throat-scratch, Yes, PELL MELL'S fine

tobaccos gilve you a smoothness, mildress and

satisfaction no other cigarette offers you,

So, don't let throszt-scrateh speil your smoking
enjoyment,

Guard against throat-scratch!

Enjoy smooth smoking!

Ask Tor the longer, finer cigarette in the

distinguished red package - PELL KELL FAMOUS
CIGAREITES - "Qutstanding!®
And - they are mild!
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Now we read you that telegram from Louls Gollop of the
Duluth-linmeaets News Tribune.

To best of my knowledge my appearance at Fardon Board

A, ”
%_y,;,d{r;: )

hearing in behalf of convicted murderer’%gg first time
& reporter ever stepped lnto role of pleader while
covering case. I have never regretted my part in
nbtailning his short-1lived freedom. Thenks a let for
tonight's Pell Mell Award.

Thank you, Mr. Gollop..the makers of PELL MELL FAMQUS
CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MSLL $500
Awa»d for notable service in the field of journalism.
Listen again next week, same time, same statlonm, when
PELI, MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY - A BIG STDRY from the front pages of the
Lumberton, Nsrth Carclina Robssonian - by-lire, Ray
Pittmap. A BIG STORY about & small bay, a fierce dog,

end a8 murder.
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CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter
with music by Vladimir Selinsky. Tonight's program
wag adapted by Alan Sleoan from an actual story from
the front rages of the Duluth Minnesota News Tribune.
Your narrator wes Bob Sloane, and Mandel Kramer
played the part of Louls Gollop. Ip order to protect
the names of people actually involvedin tonight's
suthentic BIG STCRY the names of all characters in the
drematization were changed with the exception of the
reporter, Mr., Gollop.

CHAFPELL: This 1s Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of
PELL MELL FAMQUS CIGARETTES.

ANNCR 2 THTIS IS NBC...THE NATIONAI BROADCASTING COMPANY.

mr/d1
3/20/50 pm
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