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NBC THE BIG STORY #262
APRIL 2, 1952 WEDNESDAY

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES presenbt..,THE BIG STORY.
(HUM_OP—~EEEVATOR ——EEEVETOR STOPS)
(ELEVATOR DSQR-SLIDESQPENT (WE HEAR ECHOING
FOOTSTEPS DOWN A CORRODCR AND STOP, )
{KNOCKS ON DOCR)

CRAWLEY: Madam...{NO ANSWER, ,KNOCK AGAIN)} Madam, this-4s the hotel

clerk. Now, I know ycu've got a gentleman guest in the

room and I'm afraid you must ask him to leave. After all,
there's the reputation of the hotel to consider, (PAUSE)

(STILL NO ANSWER) In that case, you leave me no

alternative {WE HEAR CLANK OF RING OF KEYS,.,KEY TURNS IN

LOCK, . .DOOR OPﬁNS...STEPS INTC ROOM,,,STEPS STOP)

CRAWLEY: {2ASP) Good Lord!

(MUSIC: _ _ HIT UP_AND_UNDER)

CHAPPELL: The Big Story! Here 18 Amerlca, its sound and 1ts funry,
its joy and its sorrow, as faithfully reported by the men
and women of the great Amerlean Newsapapers. (FLAT} New
Bedfcrd, Massachusectts. From the pages of the New Bedford
Standard Times, the spory of a reporter who turned
thumbs down on a medical report and {inally Qointed a

finger at a killer, Tonlght to John Flanagagﬁkor hils

Blg Story, goes the PELL MELL $500 Award!

— — — e . e —

e i —Aa - — —

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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CHAPPELL:
GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

IEEL I

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM 262

OPE COMMERCIAL

(START E,T.)
guard against throat-scratch.
EnJoy the smooth smoklng of fine tobaccos. Smoke a
PELL MELL.

(END E,T.)
yYeg, smoke a PELL MELL and dlscover how PELL MELL'S
greater length of flne tobaccos filters the amoke on the
way to your throat -- flliters the smoke and makes 1t
mlld.
Remember this - the rurther your clgarette filters the
smoke through Fine tobaccos, the milder that smoke becomes,
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 18 f1l1tered further
thrcugh fine tobaccos than that of any obther leadlng
cigarette. And what's more after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 -

by actual measure- PELL MELL'S greater length of

traditionally fine tobacces 3ti1ll travels the smoke
further - filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellcw tobaecos glve you a

smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no othar clgarette

cITers you,

55 smoke PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES- "Qutstending!”

And - they are mild &
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PHYLLIS:
JOHN:
PHYLL:
JOHN:

PHYLL!

JOHN ¢

PHYLL:

JOHN:

PHYLL:

JOHN:

{MUSIC:

-3~

e o — w

New Bzdford, Massachusetts, The story as 1t scetually

w
hap.=ned.,.John Flanagan™g story as he lived 1f......

— e e p——— ——

The fourth of February is the date that you, John
Flanagan, can never forget, It 18 a date that will be
bpanded on your memory as long as you live, It was

snowing that night and anowing hard, a real northeaster

i477aFa., The flakes of snow whipping like needles

against your office window, You had Just finished your
early evening chore at the standard-Times apout 8 o'clock,
and now you get on the phone and call your wife,

(FILTER) Hello?

Thliss, John.,.I'm Jus® leaving the office.

wall, you'd betber hurry up and get here.

Yes? Why?

if you don't, you'll never be able to get Into the
dpivewzy., And, darling, please drive carefully. There's
ice underneath the sncw,

Don't worry, I'1l get there alright, How are the kids?
They're all asleep dreaming of the snowmen they're golng
to make Lomorrov.

Gocod.

Oh, by the way, darling, we had a date to drop over at the
4llen's tonight, What do you think we ocught to do?

Only one thing to. do,..cancel 1t. Me, I wouldn't get
caught dead outslde on a nlgnt 1ike this., If I ever saw
a night for the fireplace and slippers, this 1s the one,
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NARR:

CRAWLEY:

MARY :
CRAWLEY:

MARY :

CRAWLEY :

MARY :

CRAWLEY :

.

you get cut into the car and crawl 1llke a snail through
the drifting snow, and—sire—fiakesare—asor T WIll,; T
4ot te shroud ahéad of you, YOur car SKids—on—the—
éee—heneath-and—yeu—refient’tha})even in an old whaling
town like New Bedford, where dirty weather is routine, this
one'a golng to make news., But you den't realize at thils
point that it was golng to make a special kind of news,
and that before the nilght was over you, John Flanagan\ﬁk
the New Bedford Standard-Times, would be in it up to your
neck, Juat a couple of hours earlier that evening the
skein had started to unwind, the thread was belng spun at
a small hotel down town, e (fjii}
(PHONE RING, RECEIVER URE _HOOK)
Avenue Hotel, My, Crawley. No, I'm sorry we haven't any
FISTY rOSi. That's right welze full up!
(RECZIVER 08P HOOK)

{COMING IN) Evening, Mr. Crawley.

Oh, good evening, Miss Tabor. Golng out?

Yes, I ’ust couldn't stand sitting in the room any longer.

Thougnt I might go to & movie, and then get a bit to eag

aftorward. There's a good picture at the Palace.

I wouldn't stay out too long, Miss Tabor. It's started to

snow hard., Looks as though we're in Jor a blizzard.

Go an. I'm no baby, besides i1f I had to stay alone ln the

room another ﬁight and stare at the furniture, I'd go

batty.

Well, I can't say a3 I blame you. I guess belng alone is

the worst thing there is, Do you care to leave a call

for the morning?
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MARY:

CRAWLEY:

MARY:
HENRY:

MARY:
HENRY!

MARY:
HENRY:

MARY:

_5-
The usual time, Mr., Crawley. So long.
Good night, Miss Tabor,
(EMBARRASSED) Pardon me, Miss
Yeg?
My name 1s Meekins, Henry Meekins.
I'm sorry, but I don't KNOW,saeeses
Of course, you don't, but I was sitting at my table alone
and T saw you come into the restaurant. I know it's
presumptuocus of me even to ask, I realize that we haven't
been introduced formally, but I thought perhaps I might
join you and we might have a bit of supper together.,
Well, really,. now Mr. Meekina.
Gh, I understand you're not in the habit of talking to
any stranger you meet. It's Just that loneliness makes
a man desperate, Belleve me, the last thing in my mind
is to anney you in zny way. It's Just that T wanted to
talk to some one,
{DUBIOUSLY) Well --
Naturally, if this embarasses you, and I can understand
how it would, I wouldn't for a moment dream of intruding,
I'm sorry if I annoyed you and of course I should have
{STARTS TC FADE) Imown better....
Oh, Mr, Meekins. +Walt a moment.
(COMING BACK EAGERLY) Yes?

{SEXY) 1If you really want to Joiln me, I see no harm 1n 1%,
You must understand, I'm not accustomed to this sort of

thing. DBut I know what 1t means to be lonely. My name
i3 Tabor, Mary Tavor,
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HENRY:

MARY:
HENRY:

MARY:
HENRY!
. NARY:

HENRY:

MARY:

HENRY:

MARY:
HENRY:

How do you do?

Won't you sit down?

Thank you. (PAUSE) You know, Miss Tabor, I'm a traveling
man. In the leather goods business., Life to me i3 one
strange town after another, one lonely hotel lobby after
another, Strange faces like ships that pass in the night;
who they are, where they go, nobody knovi. After a while
the mere desire to simply talk to someone odecomes a kind

of desperation, I'm so grateful to have this chance, 80
grateful,

4Hr1r1mItter—of—£act7~i4m’atﬁﬁ5‘mySE1;x

Oh, I see. Then you're not marriéA?

NO.

¥hat a plty, a charmlng and attractlive young lady 1like you.
You kKnow I'm a bachelor myself?

Really”® ,

Why ves, Not that I'm agalnst matrimony, The fact 18 that
I'm all for 1t, if the right woman comes along. Yes, i€
thg right woman comes along. I'm a very fastidlous man,

— - e - ula

Fties Tabor, I can't pemember when I've enjoyed an evenlng
more., I'm very grateful to you, very. You've veen charming
Thank you, Mr. Meekins, I've enjJoyed 1t myself,

There's nothing.like good talk, I always say. Good tallk

over goed Food, There's nothing like it, I've always gaid
trot the best antidote for loneliness is the simple
companicnship of two mature and mutually sympathetic people.

I no longer consider us strangers, do you, Miss Tabor?
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No, no I don't, Mr, Meekins.

T hope I may ¢sll on you the next time I'm in New.

Bedford.

O0f courae, I'll be looking forward to 1%,

May I see you home?

Well ww=

T insist. In weather like this I certainly wouldn't

allow you to go home alone. (CALLS) Waitress, oh, waltress,
(COMES IN) Yessir?

et me have the check, please.

[ e

(HUM OF-ELEVATOR;—SFEOPST—DOORSLIDES UPENT STETS
OFP—LWO—PROPLEDOWN—GORRIDOR—3EEP3~STOT,~ KEY
FURNS—FN-H06EK)
Well, good night, Miss Tabor
Mr, Meekins, cne moment,
Yes?
vour feet look scaked through and through, and cold.
(LAUGHS EMBARASSED) Perhaps you might 1like to dry your
scozs on the radiator before you leave? After that
perhaps you can get a cab from the hotel here,
(COUGHS A LITTLE) well, under any other circumstances I
wouldn't dream of intruding on you {LAUCHS FMBARASSED) I
know this situation 1s most peculisr, but still rather
than rlsk amy chences of catching cold---well, I --- thank

yvou - I wlll.

(HUM~QF ELEVATOR, ELEVAT T0PS,) {ELEVATOR\DOOR
SLIDES WE HEAR GCHOING ¥ TEPS DOWN A
CORRIDOR AND S . (X¥NOCKS ON DO )
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CRAWLEY:

CRAWLEY:
(MusSIC:

NARR:

JOHN:
PHYLL:
JOHN:

PHYLL:

PHYLL:

JOHN:

PHYLL:

8-

Miss Tabor...(NO ANSWER.,KNOCK AGAIN} Milss Tabor, this is
Mr, yawley. Now, I know you've got a gentleman gﬁsst in
the rgbm and I'm afrald you must ask him to leave, After
all, thefe‘s the reputation of the hotel to consilder,
(PAUSE) (STILL NO ANSWER) (KNOCKS AGAIN) Iiiss Tabor,
why won't yo&\answer? (NO ANSWER) 1In that case, you
leave me no al%h;native. (WE HEAR CLANK OF RING OF KEY¥S...

K=Y TURNS IN LOCK;..DOOR OPENS,...STEPS INTC ROOM,, .STEPS

STOP) A

{(GASP) Good Lordl \\\

kN
HIT AND BEHIND) \

. Standard Times, are sitting\before your fireplace with

LY
your wife, Phyllis, gutside the ground 1s buried 1ln a

foot of snow. and inside, youﬁre buried in & good book,

\

when... \
{PHONE RING)}

Oh, no!

John, dan't =znswer 1it, \\

X
Buz i1t may be the office, or tne police,

Ay
5

That's Just the volnt. ‘\
(PHONE RING) "
When they call you at this time of night it Gsually means
vyou have to go oub somewhere. And on 2 night like this...
(PHONE RINGS AGAIN) -\\
Phyllis, I Just can't sit here and listen to it. Ibkg,got
to answer 1t, )

(3IGHS) Well, nobody can say I déidn't try,
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JOHHN:
CLIFP:
JOHN:
CLIFF:
JOHN:
CLIFF:
JOHN:

CLIFF:

JOHN:

CRAWLEY:

JOHN:
(MusIC:

HARR:

JOHN:
CLIFF:

e

(PHONE OFF HOOK)
Hello? & Lm~yp N T
(FILTER) John, C1iff Woods down at headquarters.
Yea, CLliff?®
(F} Better get your snowshoes out of the garage.
What are you talking aboubl?
(F) Just got a hurry call from the Avenue Hotel,
Yes? What about? _
(F) The clerk was hysterlcal, I could hardly understand
him, but I 4id catch one sentence --- they found a corpse

U7 ;WD _UNDER)

Over and above your wife's obJectlons,yon bundle yoursell
up, look longingly at tne fire, discard the slippers in
ravor of a palr of heavy brogans, and leave.You get the
capr out of the driveway, get part of the way douwn town,
pushing your way through the drifts, but about two blocks
from the hotel, you stall for good, You walk the rest of
the way, and in the lobby see & man at the desk...

where 1s 1t? Where's the body?

(SHAXEN) You'll £ind 1t in Room 8., I don't koow what I'm
going %o do, sir. When I think of what's going to happen
(SLIGHT FADE) to the reputation of this hotelisaes

ncom 2, thanks,

_ ACCENT)
vou take the elevator up to room 2. Detective Sergeant
Aera ) :
Cliff Woods . You look around the room, and then.

I thouzht you sald there was 2 cOorpse here, Cliff.

There is.

ATHO1T 0005??2




=10=-
JOHN: I don't see any. _
CLIFF: Behind that shade over there you'll find a rope hanging out of
the window?

JOHN: Yeah?
CLIFF: Yeah - there's a woman hanging on the end of it.

e e s - — = e e — e A e A

(MIDDLE COMMERICAL)
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CHAPPELL:
GROUP:

HARRICE:

CEAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

GROUP:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

’

s —ma

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #262

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL
(START L.T.)

Guard against throat-scratehl
Enjoy the gmooth smoking of fins tobaccos. Smoke a PELL MELL.
(END E.T.)
Yes; smoke a PELL MELL - and discover how PELL MELL'S gres‘er
length of fine tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your
throat - filters the smoke and makes it mild.
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further than
that of any other leading cigarette. And, what's more after
) puffs; or 10; or 17 - by actual measure - PELL MELL 'S
greater length of tpaditionally fine tobaccos still travels
the smoke further ~ filters the smoke and makes it mild.
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow totaccos give you a gmoothnesg,
nildness and satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.
Guard against throat-scratchl
Enjoy the smogth smoking of fine tobaccos., Smoke a PELL MELL.
Wherever you go today, notice heow many ﬁeople have changed
to PFIL MELL - the lcnger, finer cigarette in the
distinguished red package.
(START E.T.)
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. OSmoke a PELL MELL,
(END E.T.)
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstanding!"

And - thev are mildl
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HARRICE:

NARR:

JOHN:

CLIFF:

JOHN:

CLIFF;
JOHN

This 18 Cy Harrlce, returning you to your narrator, and

the Big Story of Jehn Flanagan?’és he lived it, and wrote
1t.

You, John Flanagan, of the New Bedford Standard Times astare
out of théfﬁ%géow at the limp body swaylng back and forth
In the dark wind-~wept alley. Ycu feel sick inside, -In-
all—year—expE?TEﬁ66‘E§“H‘newspaperﬁwan—ycu4ve*never—ﬁﬁﬁh

anything more grisly than this~—The woman 1is fully
clothed and hangs from a clothesline tled to a hook on the

alll, Ycu ncte certain things;—%h;—broken flower pot on

the floor, a white fur jacket still wet wlth melfted snow
hanging in the open closet, and above all, in the room,

the silence of death, And-eutsicte, tHe DoAY O THE womas,
aho_was_Mary Tabor has eady been covered wit ~wirite—
blanket of snow so thgi_lt_iggkg_like_same_palg,aad—harr%bie—~
goblin of the storm. Twe of the patrolmen there pull up

the body, You stare at it in the room and then you say to

Detective Sergeant Woods.

It've heard of all kinds of ways to dle, CLiff, but of them
all, this is the worst, the wierdest,

Yeah, The’clerk saw a man come in with her but didn't see
him leave. Later he came up and knocked on her door and
there she was.,

Looks like murder eh!

Leoks a lot more llke suicide to me.

Why?

ATHO1 0005?95




CLIFF:

JOHN:
CLIFF:

JOHN:

CLIFF:

JOHM:
CLIFF:
JOHN:

CLIFF:

JOHN:

18-

spding tc the clerk downstalrs, this woman here, Mary

Tabor, W getting pretty lonely. The whole thing was

getting cn her rves., Living alone like this, you know,
People who are alone funny things. I've seen them
commit sulcide before 1;x;§\bareer and I expect %o see
them do it agaln,

You're sure lt's suilclde,

THvegot—+5o
MMM&.___

bhat—;hecryf—-ﬁﬁ%ey—&&i;—thefe—efe—apparen%%y no marks of

violenee on the body as far as we can see; no one slugged
ner, beat her, or knocked her cold. It was easy enough
for her to hook the clothesline onto the slll, put it
arcund her neek and jump off.

Yean, tut what about the guy who was with her? What
khappered teo him? Where did he go? Why didn't the clerk
gee him l=ava?

Crawley sald he wasn't at the desk all the time. He'd
heer. in the tack office making cut bills., It's possible
that the man left then, #erg bofore ghe hung herself,
There are a couble of things I can't figure, CILiff.

Yeali? What's that?

For one thing, the broken flower pot ...

That's simple enough, She might nave knocked it over
when she was climblng up on the window sill,

.+. and for another thing, I1f you'll notice, Cliff, there
are faint blood stains on the flcor. Pecullar shape, too,
llle a guarter moon gzrcrescenb, as though scmecne had

tecn walking around with a cut fcot,
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CLIFF: I krew, I saw them, They may have been made by Mary
Taber, '
JOHN: Cliff, I doubt 1t. Mary Tabor's got her shoes on.

Wheoever d41d this had to be walklng around barefoot.
CLIFF: That doesn't change anything, Jchn, Maybe Mary Tabor cut

her foot before she went cut this evening,

o
JOHN ¢ Only one thin;zz:jhe—%ﬁ prove that, Cliff.

CLIFY: Yeah, I see what you mean -- take ner shoes off,
JCHEN: That's Just what I mean.
CLIFF: (WITH DISTASTE) Okay, Lif we have to, we have to. But

first w='11 have to walt till the ccroner gzets here.
(MUSIC:_ _ UP_AND_UNDER)
NARR: A c¢muple of minutes later, the corcner arrives, He
examnines the body snd then at Cliff Woods! request, the
coraner gingarly takes the sheoes and stockings off the

corvse, You stare at the bottom cof Mary Tabor's feet.

JOHN: Taks = Lock, Cliff, There 1sn't any cut on the bottom of
her f==st,.

CLIFF: You're right.\Ram—

JOHN:_ Did thz clzrk glve you a desceriptlon of the man who came in

with nher?

CLIFE: Net a2 very gcod one, Sald he was short, dark, dapper-
lookinz., Ycu might go down and ask him yourself filrst
hand, 1711 te busy wlth the coroner here for a2 while,

(MUSTC:_ _ BRIDGE)

CRAWLEY: Mr, Flanagan, this is horrible, horrible. Nothing like
thls has ever happened in our hctel, We run a very

respoetanls catablishment here and if the news gets

arcund, it'll ruin our reputaticn,
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JCOHN ¢

CRAWLEY:

JOHN:

CRAWLEY:
JOHN:
CRAWLEY:

JCHN:
CRAWLEY:

JOHN:
CRAWLEY:

JOHN:

CRAWLEY:
JOHN:
CRAWLEY:
JOHN ¢
CRAWLEY:

-16-
I'm scrry Mr. Crawley, but news i{s news, and if it's news,

welve got to print it,
Tban—éhe~1§ast~ycu—e&n—ée—Ls—eay‘ft‘was‘sutvtﬂeTd*Murdgg;iz—

one thing, Mr. Flanagan, sulcide ls another. _TherET;’a
difference, and I'm thinking of Fhe,hotéi:f If you have %o

print 1t, will you call 1t suleide?

I'11 print whatever the facts show, Mr. Crawley. Now,
aheu%—%r%wﬂmﬂr+%e—came—tn*wtth—ﬂtssJHﬂﬂn? AYbu saw hme"u“J“‘

in but vou didn't see him go out. Is that right?

Yes slr, that's ri ht.&ﬂ%.',Q Ry M\%’J‘QM?"‘"L\ Wt
| & Ao i led sl [P,

What 21d tnis man lock 1like?

well, as I told Detective Woeods, he was short, dark, wore
glassas I believe, I really didn't get a good look at him.
I couldn't tell you any more.

Neotice anything about his clothes?

Well, you mlght say he was dapper-looking, He could have
been frcm New York,

Wny New Yzrk?

I den't xrow. It's Just a wild zuess. In my business I

.4+

et T2 2T

~= ti=m, They've got a way of dressing. He

3

didn't lxck llke a local man.

Now, 28 I undarstand 1t, Miss Tabor left early in the
eveninz, sald she was golng to a movie znd then &
restaurant. Is that right?

Yes sir,

What rsstaurant?

Sne dlian't s2y.

Did she say what movie she was zolng to?

Why, ves, I telieve she sald the Falace.
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JOHN: Tell me, was she wearing a whlte fur Jacket?

CRAWLEY: Why, yes, as a matter of fact, she was.

JOHN : Thank ycu, Mr. Crawley, thank you very much,

(MUSIC:_ _ UP_AND_UNDER)

NARR: Suicide 1s one thing, murder 1s ancther. You lean o the
murder theory. No one has yet explalned away those
ecrescent-shaped tlood stalns on the flcor, You head
toward the Palace through the blizzard, and the wheel of
logie turns cver in your mind. Iir Mary Tabor did go to a

" pestaurant after she came out of the Palace, the chances
are she dldn’t go very far in this deep snow. She'd pick
the nearsst cne., The nearest one happens to be the
Raintow Restaurant, You talk to a waltress thzre and logle
reang voukr dividends,

ANNIE: Sure, {ir. Flanagan, I remember a lady tn & white fur
jackot, z2nd the man with her, too, Fact is, I walted on

them myszif.

JCHN: Did yoa aear thls man's name?

ANNIE: Ne, I didn't get the name,

JOHN: Could vecu descrive him?

ANNIE: Well, he was short, and dark. Maybe 40, maybe more,

Seemed tz se a nice kind of gentleman, and very well
dressed.
JOHN: Didn't you hsar hlm say anything about who he was cor where

he came from?

ANNIE: I remembter cne titing.
JOHN: viog?
ANNIE: He =211 hz woa 2 traveling man in the leather buslness,

(MUSIC: UP AND UNDIR}
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NARR:

PHYLL:
JOHN:

PHYLL:
JOHN:

PHYLL:

JOHN:
PHYLL:

JOHN:
PHYLL:

JOHN:

PHYLL:
JOHN:

-18~
A traveling man in the leather business. That's something.

8nd the next day you start, You visit one leather house

- after another; manufacturing, wholesale and retail,

Nobody had a salesman in from out of town in the last

couple of days who answere the mystery man's particular
description. You spend two days at 1t ... three ... and
then at home you read off the ligtgor places to your wife...
And that's all there are, John? ‘

That's all there are, There aren't any more. If this man

' was a leather salesman he didn't do any busliness in New

Bedford, I can tell you that. You know—I-bm-abont-remty—be-
glue wp.,

1
No, of course I doE;ja {ACITATED) But still if he were
-~
here on buslngssj where di1d he go on business? He must
have gon;/éamewhere. He Just didn't come up for the rlde.

Wﬁig/é/;inute, John, I've got an idea.
T ; 2 ides,

LY,

##ﬁ:xigftry Fall Rlver? It's not very far away and it's
got quite a leather lndustry.

Fall River. It could te, <{ould be, at that.

Maybe he began his business in Fall River. Maybe he came
to New Bedford as hls next place on the route ...

Yeah. And, if he did, cne thing's sure. After this
happened he didn't hang around selling leather in New
Bedford. Phyllis? Sometlimes you're very close to being
a genlus.

Thank you, darling, But tell me one thing.

Yegh?
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PHYLL:
JOHN:"

JOHN

JOHN:

CLIFF:

JOHN:

CLIFF:

JOHN:

CLIFF:

JOHN:

CLIFF:

JOHN

CLIFF:

JOHN:

-19-
vou're atill convinced it wes murder?
Cronvinced? I'd put up my right arm on it ...

( PHCHE RINGS)
gh, I'11 get it.

{ PHONE OFF HOOK)
Hello?
(FILTER} John, Cliff Woods. Tried to get you at the
office. Your editor tells me you've gobt a story prepared
on the Mary Tabor case ... & murder story.
That's right. Why?
(F) Kill 1it.
Hh&%—ée—yeu—meaaT—kiil—i#i——;Jm—ecnvtnced—she—w&s—
sundened.

! = ‘*)the coroner's golng to
recommend a verdlet of suicide based on thz pathological
evidencs the medics submlitted.

{E571CDES) Ent they're crazy.
(@JEMSWMWMLW
that d-nthn wzg due to hangline, ’§ﬁgpwasn“t“d§éirwhen she
was put on the rpge,/shéféggaélly died of strangulatlon,
and ?EQEmbéfﬁéﬁere were no marks of viclence on the body.
@i&ff, I respect medical evldence, always have, but this
time T'm rot buying this verdlict of sulclde,

(P) Well, you're entitled to your oplnion, but iff I were
you I'd rewrits, or tone dewn that story.

I tell ysu thay're off the beam, This—ls a murdep--sage—if
I-ever—SaW cAT. For the luvva Petz, Cliff, don't let that

sulcide repcrt come out. When—thre-reali—evidetrcs—comes oUT

11 d-make s BT IMOK ool ish, We I e tim Iaughring-

steoolk=f—the comm
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| ' CLIFF1
JCHN:

CLIFF:

WYCOFF:

JOHN:
WYCOFF:
JOHN:

WYCOFE:
JOHN:
YCCFR:

JOHN:

(MUSTC:

CLIFF:

- Tel

(F) i ; ‘: o
Look, I'm on the trail of something, IL.may never make 1%,

bub-taepatsthe—ehance—I—wtdt, Give me two days. Try to

get them to impound ;E;T%E;Efct, or at least change the
wording to keep it warm. You know, double talk it a little
for the time being.

(F} All right, John. I think you're crazy, but I'1l see 3

what I ca&n do.

_______ § - Q_g

The next day thehverdict is published., It reads merely,
quote Cause of death :iizzgzzgftgf;cumstances undetermined
pending furthor investlgatlion; unguete, You drive over to
Fa1l River sbart making the reounds agaln, About three
olclcex that afterncon, you his é gshoe manufacturer.

Why yee, Mr. Flanagan, as a matter cf fact, we did have a
salesnian in from New York on the day of the bllzzard.

Frem New york?

That's rizht, Man by the name of Meekins. Henry Maekins.
(EAGZRLY) was h2 short, dark, mlddle-aged, wore glasses,
dapger?

Why yeg, you've described him very well.

Where can I find this Henry lecklns?

At the iﬁ?ﬁ”ﬁgzzher Corporation in New York City.

g;ex Leathar Corporation, (A BEAT) Mr, Wycoff, may I use

your phene?

_ BRIDCE)

(FEOKE RING, RECEIVER CFF HOCK)

Letcctlve Sergeant Woods, Headquarters,
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JOHN:

CLIFF:
JCHN:

JOHN:
HENRY:
CLIFF:
HENHY:
JOHN:

HENRY:

JOHN :

HENRY:

JOHN:

01—

(F) Cliff, there's an §:00 Al train tomorrcw morning
l1e2aving for Haw York, Be on it. -

What ars you talking about?

(F}) If I'm lucky, and with your help I'm golng to prove
that Mary Tabor was murdered. You get the necessary legal
machinery to work. And if my luck hclds out, I'm geing

to produce the killer.

Rezlly, Gentlemen, I'm afrald you're out of your minds.

I'm dreadfully afraid you've made this long trip for
nothing. I've never heard of Mary Tabor., The lady's

name ls ccmpletely strange to me.

You'rs sure of that, Mr. Meekirs?

I told ycu, didn't I?

But you were in Fall River the day of the bilzzard?

veo, that's true, I was in Fall River,

AnS vou came to New Bedford on tne same day?

on t.z ccntrary. The minute I finlshed my buslness in Fall
River T tzok an evening train for New Yerk., I don't
beliews I've been ln New Bedford in cver a year, Now,

look here gentlemen, I'm gqulte busy, very busy. You come
all the way down here frem Massachusetts and you tz1l me
sorme fantastle story atcu: scme stupld woman hanging out of
8 window and you say I hung her. Now, after all thils

wholz thirng is ridiculous, don't you think?

Maybe. Ané maybe 1t isn't, Mr. Meeklns, would you do us
a favor?

Yes? Wnat?

would you mind taking off your snoes and socks?
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HENRY: (A BoAT, STARES)  What? (SPUTTERS) What kind of
nonsens: 13 this? What 1s thls, scme sort of sillj
adolescant jcke?

CLIFF: {QUIETLY) Ycu'd better do as he says, Mr, Meekins,

HENRY: Lock here, I don't understand ...

CLIFF: vou'll understand in a moment. And if we're wrong, wotll
te the Tirst tn apologlze. WNow, take cff your shces and
sccks.

(MUSTC:_ _ ACCENT)

NARR: ‘ He dces. You and Cliff lcok at the bottom cf his feet.
On the sols of the rlght foct you see a crescent zhaped
Soakr Qf:j?F*

CLI?F: R 1zelire roro's the extradisicsn papers, you'd better
come L=cl £z Hew Badford with us.

(MUSIC:_ _ UP_AIT _WIPIR)

NARR: He privisss vielently, still insists that he knous nothing
atcut Xory Tater, Bub flnally after routine court
precodurs in New Yerk, ha_uslves-—axbraditicn-—aad—Ehe three
of you  zn back to MNew Bzdford by plane, And then back in
youy Tome Towh.

CLIFF: Is this tne man whom you saw with Mary Taber that nlght,
Mr., Crewlsy?

CRAWLEY: That's trnz man, Detective Wezds. I'd know him anywhere,

{MUSIC:_ _ACCINT}

CLIFF: Was thls she man you saw with Miss Tabor at the restaurant
that nlzgzt?

ANNIE: Tarv'z time mon, I remember nim alright. It was the night
nbA N itzzavd, and I rememiar he zave me a $2.00 tip.

(MUSIC: ACCENT

RATHOT QDO5BO4




NARR:

HENRY:

CLIFE:

HENRY:

CLIFF:

o
v A

-23-

The double identification takes the wind out of his salls,
Finally he ecllapses, admlts what he dld. But murder alone
and by 1tself is not rational, Murder must have a motive.
And you listen to Henry Meekins as he tella you ...

I wag a lonesome man, & very lonesome man golng from one
town to another -- all the faces were strange. No one
would ever talk to me. It got eo that 1t was more than I
could bear, and theﬁbtgafiagz Tabor came—atonE- <

What happened then, Meeklna? |

We had supper and I toock her home. My feet were soaking
wet and she let me dry my shoes cn the radiator, It was

so warm, so comfortable. She was such a lovely beautiful
woman. For the first time I felt as though I were at home.
When my shoes were dry she wanted me to go, but I didn't
want to go. I wanted to stay longer to talk, to en]oy her
compantonship. I dldn't mean to harm her, honestly,
goiTlenen, T—iidmtt-mean—to—boweh—a—hatr—of her—head, but
she keopt insisting and insisting that I go, I put my arm
around her shoulder, I—dtdnt-mearmanytirtmg oy tt—It—was—
Just—as—a-friemd; MAETSTE, She became hysterical, she
started to scream, I don't know -- I got frightened -- I
must have lecst my head then. She started to blte and
serateh and she knocked the flower pot off the sill, and
smashed 1t. I stepped on a Jagged plece and the paln was
excrucleting. After that I den't know, I must have gone
out of mind and choked her, The next thing I knew she fell
down and didn't move, I thought she was dead.

And so you tried to makes 1t leook llke sulclde.
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ves. There was this clothesline. I tied it on to the
window si11 hcok and hung her out of the window. ﬁut 1
didn't mean tc do it, gentlemen, may the Lord save me, I
dldn't mean to do it. (SOBS) If she had cnly let me stay
a 11ttle longer! If she had only let me stay a llttle
longer!

UP_FOR_CURTAIN)

Tn Just & moment we'lll read you 2 telegram from John
Flanagan of the New Bedford standard Times, with the final
outcone of tonight's Big Story.

FANFARE)
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CHAPPELL:
GROUP ¢

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
GROUP:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #262

CLUSING COMMERCIAL

(START E.T.)

Guard against throat-scratehl!
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke
a PELL MELL.
(END BE.T.)

Yes; smoke a PELL MELL and discover how PELL MELL'S
greater length of fine tobaccos filters the smoke-
on the way to your throat - filters the smoke and
makes it mild,
Remember this; the further a puff of smoke 1s
filtered through fine tobaccos, the milder 1T
becomes.

(START E.T.)}
Guard against throat-scratch!
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos, Smoke
a PELL MELL.

(END E.T.)
Smoke PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - nontstanding "

And - they are mild!
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FLANAGAN:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Cl _

- 26 - ~ REV.
Now we read you that telegram from John Flanagan of the
New Bedford Standard Times.
KTLLER IN TONIGHT'S BICG STORY WAS SENTENCED T0 BETWEEN 17
AND 20 YEARS IN CHARLESTOWN STATE PRISON, AFTER PLEADING
GUILTY TO MANSLATIGHTER. THE MANSLAUGITER PLEA WAS MADE
QVER THE OP?OSITIQN ¢F THE DISTRICT ATTORNEY, BUT THE
JUDGE ACCEPTED IT ON THE OPINTION ?HAT THERE WAS NO LEGAL
MAT,ICE AFORETEOUGHT INVOLVED? 5§;§§:§;:%é§j§g§:EB§¥E§T’S
PELL MELL AWARD.,
Thank you, Mr, Flanagan .., the makers of PELL MELL
TAMOUS CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL
AWARD for notable service in the ficld of Journalism.
A check for %500,00 and a special mounted bronze plaque =
engraved with your name and the name of your naper. '
Accept it as a lasting memento of reour truly significant
achievement,
Listen again next week, same time, same station, when
PELTL, MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another Big Story
-- A Big Story from the front pages of the Greensboro,
N, Carolina Daily News. By-line. Charles Manning. A
Big Story of a reporter who forgot for—mmemoment that
the printed word can destrov a human being as effrectively

as a bullet.eans

STING)_ _
And remembar -. every week you can seée another different
Big Story =n television -- brought to you by the makers

of Pell Mell Famous Cigarettes,

Sttt M - e i T e e "
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CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY is preduced—>y Bernard J. Proctor\with
original music composed and conducted by Vliedimir
Selinsky. Tonight's program was adapted by Max
Ehrlick frem an actual story from the front pages of
the New Redfcord Standard Times. Your narrator was Bob
Slpane and Francls DeSales played the part of John
Flanacan. In order to protect the names of pecple
actually invclved in tonlght's authentic BIG
STORY, the names of all characters ln the dramatlzatlion
were changad, with the exception of the reperter, Mr,
Flanagan,

(MUSIC: 'HEME UF FULL AND FADE_FOQR)

CHAPPELL: This program is heard by members of the Armed Forces,
overseas, through the facllitles of the Armed Forces
Hedic Servica,
This iz Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.

Pt n—te— NI ———— The-Natiomrl— Brosdeasting —CTrpany.,

MM JMW Mareh 17, 1932
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HARRICE:

HAERICE:

o
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TAX ANNOUNCEMENT FOR BIG STORY -
RADIO
(PAUSE)
Here is an important message from the National Tobaceco
Tax Research Council, This fact-finding arganization

calls to your attention the fact that you smokers glve “

- nearly twe billion dellars a year to your Govermment in

cigarette taxes., Every time you buy cigarettes, you give
your Federal Government aight cents a pack ... and ...
most of you give three or four cents more to city and
State Governments, That adds up to better than a rifty
per cent tax ... on every cigarette you smoke, Yes ...

in buying cigarettes - r half your packs --- go for
tax., (PAUSE)

Tune in again next week same time same station for another
authentic Big gtory. |

THIS IS ¥BC ... THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.
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NARRATOR
MOTHE?
NURSE
ROY
CHARLIE
SHERTFF
GRANDPA
JOIZE I
VOICE TI
JUDGE
DCCTOR

AS BRO i\DC?’ST

THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM _ #2613

CAST

BOB SLOANE

AGNES YOUNG

JOAN SHEA

Wh Honws

JOEN GIBSON

BILL SMITH

SCOTT TENNYSON

SCOTT TERTYSON

ROTENT=P ISR N\Mfm

Bﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁ-ﬂﬂﬁ-iﬁfﬁLJ:;'.
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CHAPFELL:

_— e e e —

MOTHER:
ROY:
MOTHER:

ROY:

MOTHER:

ROY:

MOTHER:

MOTHER:

RDY:

MOTHER:

ROY:

— o —— —n | Ay g o w— v —

THE BIG STORY - fe63
APRIL 9, 1952 WEDNESDAY

(Chaprles Manuing: Greensboro(N,C,)Daily News)

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIBARETTES present .,., THE BIG STORY!
(AROUND 50, BEATEN, LIFELESS) ROy -~

(15, SLIGHTLY OFF) What, Mom?

come here by the window...

{(FEW STEPS}

T Hirm Gt e et - P el Yo e R,
=T

Them two ladles gettin' out of their car -~ I think
they're comin'! up here.

{BEAT, THEN) Tell 'em to go away!

arhedy |

T can't son, They're acomin', ({T3KE) what're you
zoana do wilth that rifle?
{SEUTGUN COCKED)
(F2aR) What're you gonna do with that rifle?
Open that door,
You'lre, wild son -~ you're wild!
(SHOUTING) Oben that door! I'm gonna teach them we
don't want anybody comint! down here tellin'! us what to

do! Qpen that doorl

ATHO1T Q0005812




CHAPPELL:

-

THE BIG STORY, Here ls Amerlca, 1ts sound and‘its fury,
1ts Joy and its sorrow as falthfully reported by the
men and women of the great American newspapers, (PAUSE,
COLD AND FLAT) Greensboro, North Carolina, From the
peges of the Qreenaboro Dally News, the sftcry of a
reporter who forgot for one pgment that the printed
word can destroy a human beilng as effectlively as a
bullet, Tonlght, ﬁo Charles Mannlng of the Greensboro,
North Carolina Dally News, for his Blg Story, goes the

PELL MELL $500,00 Award.

P " T SRt - e A gl et

(COMMERC IAL)
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~3- THE BIG STORY
. PROGRAM #263

QPENING COMMERCIAL

{START E.T.)

CIIAPPELL: Guard against throat-scratech!
GROUP: Enjoy the amooth smoking of fine tobaccos, Smoke a
PELL MELL. |
(END E,.T.)
CHAPPELL: Yes, smoke a PELL MELL and discover how PELL MELL'S

sreater length of fine tobaccos filters the amcke on
the way to your throat - fiiters the smoke and makes it
mild.

HARRICE: Remember thils - the further your cigarette filters the
smoke through fine tobaccos, the milder that smoke
becomes,

CHAPPELL: At the First puff PELL MELL smoke 1s filtered further
through fine tobaccos than that of any other leadlng
clgarette, And what'!s more after 5 puffs, or 10, or

17 - by actual measure = PELL MESS'S greater length of

traditionally fine tobaceos still travels the smoke
fupther - fllters the smoke and makes 1t mild,
HARRICE!: Thus, PELL MELL'S fins mellow tobacces give you &

smocthness, mildness and satisfaction no other cigarette

ocr'fers you.
CHAPPELL: 35 smoke PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstanding

HARRICE: And - they are mildl
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NARR:

{NOTE:

NARR:

CHARLIE:

HARR:

CHARLIE:

e

— e — A ik R T —

greensboro, North Carolina., The story as it actually

happened -- Charles Manning's story as he lived it.

Y i INTERIOR,

¥ou stand in the middle of hundfeds of dazzling ties
and colorful shirts, Charles Manning, and stare out Into
tﬁgf;treet-- at tha cold, hlaak—redn—strtierine—orm—tie
wiidousolyour haberdashesye-JHmgrreerre yre Teserrey
. sesthe door of your men's shop hasn't opened even cnee
this merning to admit a single customer, and even though
you are only a string-man for a newspaper and therels
no news to print - it's moments like this -« lonely
moments -- that force a man to take stock of himself,
What are the facts, Charlie Manning -- the cold, bare
facts you have to face now?

HIOpP-NK T TN
IN THIS SEQUENCE, THERE IS A RELATIONSHIP BETWEEN CHARLIE
1D THE NARAATOR AS IF THE NARRATOR WERE ONE SIDE OF
CHARLIE AND CHARLIE ANOTHER SIDE,..)
(SLIGHT ECHO, INTIMATE) MWeseswe: You run a men's shop
in Troy, North Carclina: population, 2500 -- but you
always wanted to be a writer.
(LOW, ALMOST ﬁEFENSIVEJ I've got & family, I've got two
children! 1I've got to earn a living,
raor=ewo: In the past few months, 150 of your pobtential
customers have disapperared from town into the Army ....

155, It makes thilngs harder...s
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NARR:

CHARLIE:
NARR:
CHARLIE:

NARR;:

CHARLIE:

CHARLIZ:
SHERIFH:
CHARLIE:
SHERIFF:
CHARLIE:

SHERIFF:

CHARLIE:

SHERIFHF:

CHARLIE:
SHERIFF:

B

Al1 right, 155, That makes the problem even tougher,
ind your bills are mounting, Charlie, mounting higher
and hilgher,
I'11 handle them! I'1ll handle my bills somehow,
How, Chariie? How?
(DESPERATELY) T dratt lmow! I'm trying --_I'm trying,
aren't I? I'm a string-man for a newspaper, aren't I?
The Dally News up 1n Greensboro sald they would buy a
story from me 1f a bilg one came along, didn't they?
This 1s Troy, Charlle Manning -- a gqulet town, a
peaceful town, Where wilill you find an exciting story
in a town the size of Troy, Chexdde lManoinel
It'1ll happen! It's got to happen! 1It's got to happen
or else I'1l make it happen!

(PHONE, , (RECEIVER UF)
Troy Men's Shop, Charlie Menning speaking.
(o1 P} Helle, Charlie,
Sheriffo
Yus, Things kinda slow today?
E..--z-H‘k z.dnf"ﬂ oy
Come lunch time, Charlie, why don't you drop by at my

office? Think maybe I got a story for you,
(RESTRAINING HIS EXCITEMENT) A story? What kind of a
story?

Me and Ben McNeely Just finished an hour and half zun
battle.

Where? With whom?

With a fifteen year cld boy. Cume on over--tell you about
it.
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CHARLIE:

SHERIFF:
CHARLIE:

SHERIFER:

CHARLIE:

SHERIFF:

CHARLIE:
SHERIFF:

NURSE:

-6-

— e T TS L e e e e e et mer o= mm

give 1t to me in your own way, Sheriff, Right from the
beglnning, just the way you got E;gu it.

You gonna write it all down, Charlle?

Just forget that I'm writing 1t down, Sheriff. Just
talk 1t to me.

Well -- 1t kind of began a couple of hours ago when
them two women come runninf into the office here --
What women?

This here welfare worker and the county nurse, They was
kind of covered with mud, their clothes vtorn -~ 1like
a filght.

What happened? What brought them to you?

Well, one of them was scared right out of her wlta and
couldn't say a word, The other one was ckay, she
could talk. And so I asked her to tell her story --
(CROSS FADE) pilece by plece I found out...

{ BLNTIG AT ;lm PG ALLTIR A k7a B 1A LUIR -V V- SR

vhat. happ L£an see we're

B illen Hedsimbudofreen, Last week

didn't show up at school and we drove out to pay hin a
S
visit emeesce 1Ff tTOY was alling or needing of

anything, We parked our car maybe 500 yards from their
shack Dorewesdbewgianuddl, snd weestarted walking up,
Then we saw thils boy -- Roy Allen ;2 standing in the

doorway of his cabin, He had a %nd his mother

was wrasslin! with him but he got the éﬁf&%ﬁn free and
began firing at us, {MORE)
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NURSE:
(CONT'D)

SHERIFF:

CHARLIE:
SHERIFF:

CHARLIE:
SHERIFF:

CHARLIE:

SHERIFF:

SHERIFF:
MCTHER:
SHERIFF:

MOTHER:

SHERIFF:

7
We couldn't make 1t straight back to the car -=- we had
to run thru the woods....Jjumped a couple of barbed wire
fences and we tore our clothes. He kept firing -- we
could hear him, (PAUSE,THEN:).

We figzure we'd better swear out a warrent for Roy Alleny

— A w— _—— e mam w— — —

Go on, Sheriff. After you got her story, what did you-
do?

Well, we got out this warrant and me and Ben McNeely,
we made our way up there.

What was 1t like? What klnd of place did they live in?
Kind of home-rade plne slab hut sittin' there in the
middle of a rocky clearin', All around scrub Qe

and blackJack. Kind of land that'll break any man's
back --

And when you got there, what did you do -~ you and Ben
MeNeely?

nipst thing we saw was Roy Allen's mother, She was

standin'® out there in the fields, no coat on awd-bhls

b ireremmdl—iemes,  (FADING) Me and Ben, we cut

acrosa the fields and made 1t to her side.
{PREE T TR Ve
Wwhateha doiln? out here, Mrs, Allen?
Who -- are you?
I'm the Sheriff. This here's nm;fiPuty Ben McNeely.
Whateha doin! out here in the :&dnz
Who sent you out here?

Them two women who was here this mornin!, Wwhy did Roy
shoct at them?
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MOTHER:

SHERIFF:

HOTHER
CIUZRIFF:

CHARLIE:

SHERIFF:

ROY:

SHERIFE:

SHERIFF:

CHARLIE:
SHERIFF:
CHARLIE:

-8-

I don't know. He jus! said he don't want nobody comin'
near him,

Go on down to our ¢ar, Wait for us down in the car so
you won't cateh cold,

Den't hurt him, Please don't hurt him,

Welll-Jry not to. Go on now, zo on down to the car,
Keep yourself warm. We!ll try to get Roy out without

hurtin' him.

_— = — e — — —

W¥hat happened next, Sheriff?
Me and Ben clrcled that eabin '$11 I could get a goced
look inside, There was the bey settin! on the bed with
8 ,22 rifle lyin' 'cross his knees, He mustlve seen
us peerin'! in (FADINGJ becawdse he jurped up, threw his rifle
up to hls shoulder, and smashed it through the window..,
{WINDOW SMASHED)
(SHOUTING) I'm not comin' out -~ get away from here or
I'1l shont youl
We don't want no trcuble, boy! We don't want no one
gettin' hurt, Now caome on out like a good boy,
(BLAST OF RIFLE)
(SHOUTING) Get behlnd that tree, Benl

You and Ben weren!t hurt, were you? .
@at—bjzzﬁ
Ho == we took cover behind some 8, Tired back,

How long did the battle go on?
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SHERIFF:

CHARLIE:

SHERIFF:

NARR:

SH=ZRIFF:

CHARLIE:

-9~
I figure about an hour and a half, Then when his
ammunition run out, I $Scok the front and Ben took the
back and the boy come out all right -- quietly, llke as
if nothin' had happened, That's the whole story,
Charlie. Think you can make somethint®! out of 1t,

can I?! Look, Sheriff -- I'd like to use your phone, I

want to call the paper up in Gresnsboro i

) X et Sy Tt
Go right shead, Charlie, . :
excltement that!s snuieliaebeepmrimtwew 1nie your voice

-and you cught to have no trouble sellin' that astoryl

The Sheriff 1s right, The excitement in your own volce,
Charlie Manning, plus the bare facts of the gun battle
1lzht a fire at the other end of the telephone wire,
What're they askint!, Charlie?

Sh, sh! (INTO PHONE) What? Did the boy shoot to k1112
Well =~ sure he did, he must have.,.....What!s he 1like?
Well, I don't kncw, I haven't seen him yet, But Just
flgure 1t yoursell, He fired away at two vgmiilcoming
to help him, he drave his own mobher out &m
almost killed the Sheriff and his deputy ~- figure it
yourself! Thet boy's a regular desperado, ¢ess What?

Fr.nt Page! &m I excifed! Are you kidding!
STING_HIGH, ACCENT, DOWN UNDER ,., )}

— e e o et g R Sk mmm? oy om e e

Your excltement knows no bounds, Charlie Manning. The

reaction ufe—iie-Guesrr I tie—eifdos-ef the Greensboro

Dally News had been beyond anything you'd prayed fopr Jme

yousmsooratadicomi. A gun battle between armed men and
a fifteen year old desperado! (MORE)
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NARR:
(CONT'D)

JiARR:

NARR:

VOICE I:

. now; it's

after midnight, T e SRR, ST your |
- '. How caﬁ you
sleep? Your eyes keep poping open, walting for the
sound you've heard 8¢ often -- bri 2 gound which {his
tlme might mean a new life for yeu.
(THUD OF ROLLED NEWSPAPER FLUNG UP ON FRONT
PORCH)
There 1t 1s -~ the morning paper flung up on your porch!
(FOOTSTEPS RUNNING - DOOR OPEN)
{EXCITED RATTLING OF NEWSPAPER COMING TO REST AS)
And there 1t 1s -- your by-line on the front page under
a three-column hezd degcribing the battle between the
sheriff and the "desperate, armed, homicidal young boy"l

But this 1s only the beginning, Charlie nnin

jﬂﬁﬂﬁ&ndauaau-pubfruuy Paper down when the phapne siapts
" T o
ringing. Your friends, fhS.iasnes = want”ta'?gﬁi

[ Great Job, Charlie, That boy's a real menace and you

Chotio Bt sure painted nim in his right colors,

VOICE TITI:

Great story, Charlie, That Doy'll sure end up where he

belongs -- on the State road-gangs.

It's a hum-dinger, Charlie -- and belleve you me, that
toytll sure get his when he comes up in Court!

ACCENT, gUICK BRIDGE, CUT TQ:)
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CHARLIE:

CiAALIE:

DOCTOR:
CHARLES:
DOCTOR:
CHARLIE:
DOCTOCR:
CHARLIE:

DOCTOR:

CHARLIE:

DOCTOR:

CHARLITE:

DOCTOR:

CHARLIE:

DOCTOR:

CHARLIE:

DOCTOR3

]

-11-

(DOCRPRLL) _
(SLIGHTLY OFF, CALLING OUT) Hold your horses! Hold =
your horses -- I'm coming!

(QUICK STEPS, FRONT DOOR OPENED)
Sorry I couldn't answer the doorbell right away, You
know how it 18 -~ That phone's been ringing a mile a
minute .... kind of g big day for me,
(a30UT 6C) You Charles Manning?
Yes. I'm afraid T don't know you.
No, you've never met me, Mr, Manning,
Von't you come in?
Mo, I don'‘t think I'd care to,
(TAXEN BACK) You don't think you'd --
I just came by to see what a man like you really looks
1like,
I'm afraid, sir, I don't follow you at all,
Mr. Manning, let me introduce myself, My name 1s Hannah
-- John Hannah, Wy practice, as a doctor, is up in the
hills, The boy Roy Allen 1ls one of my patienta.
Itm -- I'm glad %to know you, Dr,, but I dznlt qulte
get why yeu're feeling the way you seem £t about me.
Do you ccnsider, My, Manning, that what you wrote for
the papers this morning 1s the truth?
(D=FENSIVELY) Of course 1t's the truth.
How do you know?
Well i1t was teold to me.
The part that was told to you is the truth, Mr. Manning,

but what 30 you know about the boy himself, or hils
reasons for what he 4id?
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CHARLIE:

DOCTOR:

CHARLIE:

DOCTOR ¢

CHARLIE:
DOCTCR;

~12-

I -- I don't -~ I didn't go into the reasons., I.Jjust
phoned in the story as I --

(cuTmINg INY You drew certain conclusions, Mr, Manning,
You described the boy as a desperade., As a result of
vour story that boy might spend the rest of his 1ife on
the road-gangs or in Jell, -7
T -- I -- It's my Job to wrlte the facts, If people
draw certaln conclusions, I --

(CUTTING. IN, HARD) Mr, Manning, for the sake of your
own conscience,; Pedwlibi. SoMo e immpoiimbiieiaonl ; T 'd
suggest that you come wilth me -kt

Where? Where to?

To meet Roy Allen -~ the boy you know notning .abaut, the

boy you've condemned!

—_— e o o o o -

(COMMERCIAL)
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~13- THE BIG STORY
FROGRAM #263

- ' MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

Y

(START E,T.)

CHAPPELL: Guard againag throat-seratch!
GROUP: Enjoy the smooth smoklng of fine tobaccos, Smoka a PELL
MELL,
(END E.T.)
HARRICE: Yes, smoke a PELL MELLM: and discover how PELL MELL'S

greater length of fine tobaccos fliters the smoke on .the

' way to your throat - filters the smoke and makes 1t mlld,
CHAPPELL: At the firat puii PELL MELL smoke is filtered further
than that of any other leading cigarette. 4nd, what'ts

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

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally [fine

tobaccos still travels the smoke further - filtera the
smoke and makes it mild.
HARRICE: Thug, PELL MELL!'S fine mellow %obaccos glve you a

smoothness, mildnesa and satisfuctlon no other cigarette

offers you,

CHAPPELL: guerd agalnst throat-seratch!

HARRICE: Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a
PELL MELL,

CHAPPELL: Wherever you go today, notice how many people have

changed to PELL MELL - the longer, filner cilzarette In
the distinguished red package.
(START E.T.)

GROUP: Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos, Smoke a PELL
MELL, (END E,T.)

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstandingl"

HARRICE! And - they are mildl —
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HARRICE:

NARR:

CHARLIE;
DOCTOR:
CHARLIE:
DOCTOR:
CHARLIE:

DOCTOR:
CHARLIE:
DOCTOR:

— e - ——

— e — ——

-1k

INTRODUCTION AND UNDER .os )

Thig is Cy Harrilce returning you to your narrator and
the Big Story of Charles Manning as he lived it and
wrote it.

Yesterday, Charlle Manning, you were the owner of a

haberdashery shop O R i e s etin s PP piiieii oe
REKS o thGepapeeemperTTeSrene, This morning the'!

dream you'd hungered for came true -- your by-line on
a Front page story under a screaming headline: "rifteen

year old desperado in deadly gun battle with Sheriff."

And now, the boy's doctor is drlving youw ta meet Roy
Allen, the boy you'd condcmned, Gy
(AUTO BoBu «os)

(DISTURBED) Where -- where is he?

(FLAT, ALMOST COLD) A%t the Court House.

In a ¢ell?

In a room?

(AFTER A PAUSE) It maybe -- maybe 1t's true I
exaggerated a 1little. The excitzment of the moment --
the way the story was told to me --

(CUTTING IN) You got children of your own?

Yes,

Would you condemn one of you own children before you

talked with them, before you even saw them?
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NARR:

DOCTOR:

CHARLIE:

DOCTOR:

. RO¥:

DOCTOR:

ROY:
DOCTOR:
ROY:
DOCTOR:
ROY:
CHARLIE:
ROY:
DOCTOR:

-15«

The Sheriff opens the door for you., It!'s not a cell --
1t1s a room and in the middle of 1t, Charlie Manning,
you see a boy,..a little boy -- small for his age, his
face pinched and frightened. The 1ittle dungarees from
which the belt has been removed, sag about his starved
1ittle walst, His worn boots gape open because the
laces have been removed.,...And as he turns to lisk at
you, you find you cannot breath and strange thoughts
roar through your head ~-- thoughts about a man who once
sold his friend f£or 30 pieces of silver,,.,.,thoughts
sbout ‘a man called The Betrayor.

{(Low, GENTLY) Roy, this is the man who wrote you up in
the papers,

(AFTER A PAUSE) I -- I had a Cifferent ploture of you,
Roy.

(AFTER A PAUSE) Son, I want this men to know ycu as I
know you.

(LOW, HOPELE3S) What good's that going to do now?

T don't know, 50N.,eeI don't know, But I want him to
hear your story.

Ain't much to tell,

What am I treating you for, Reys

Rhuematic fever =-- You know that,

How dld you get 1t, Hoy?

Just living and working, I guess.

Have you got a father?

No -- just me, my Mom, sls, and grandpa,

Up until a month ago, you went to school, Roy?
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ROY:
DOCTOR:

ROY:
DOCTOR:
ROY:
DOCTCTx
ROY:
DOCTOR:
ROY:

DCOCTOR:
ROY:
DOCTOR:
ROY:
DOCTOR:

CHARLIE:

ROY:
CHARLIE:
ROY:
CHARLIE:
ROY:

CHARLIE:

i ——

wlf=
I like 2choCl.sue
i o+ o DAGEENG , ..-----.. oy .
il e T e e,

Who bullt the cabin you live in?

I did -- ocut of pine slab,

How'!s your mother feellng?

She's been ailing -- You know that, Doc.

Got chores before you gn to achool?

Some, I Ao the cooking, cut the firewood and stovewood,
carry the water --

How Far 13 the spring from your cahin?

Half-mile.

Who does the plowing?

I do ~- after schcol,

(AFTER A PAUSE) Are there any questluns you'd 1like to
ask him, Mr, Mannlng?

What -- what made you do 1t, son? What made ycu shoot
first at the nurse and the welfare worker and fthen at
the Sherirff,

Ain't nobody's business but my own/

¥ou must have had a reason,

They come to bother me about golng back to schicol,

Why did you stop golng to schcol?

Didn't need it no more -- had too much to do at home,
But they were only trying to help you, You made good
grades in schecol, They wanted to help you become

somebhedy,
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ROY:

CHARLIE:

ROY:

{MusIC:

o — a—

CHARLIE:

DOCTOR:

MOTHER ¢
DOCTOR:

CHARLIE:

GRANDPA:

CHARLIE:

-17-
(BUILDING, CLOSE TO TEARS) That's a lie -- that!'s a lie
because nobody cares. " If they cared they'd have helped

me with grandpa, But they didn't want tol  Teueieievisiogis

CEAS AlkrinanB LR FWHOBE | and when they came bothering me,

1 wanted to show them that 1f they didn't care about
me or grandpa -~ I didn't care about them, Ncw leave
me zlone}

What's this about your grandfather? What kind of help
were you l-ooking forg

(HARD, THROUGH HIS TEARS) I ain't asking for no pity.
Once I asked for help and they turned me down, Now I
2in't asking nobody....for nothingj And they can do

what they want with me!l

———— — i —— — —

What's -- what's this about his grandfather, doctor?
His grandfather? I'11 take you out to Roy!s place and

you can see him for ycrself,

How is he, doctor? How are they treatin! Roy?
I'm hoplng for the best, Mrs. Allen,

Roy said something about hils grandfather, !rs. Allen.

Is he home?

(TAKE) Who -- What wns that?

ATHKO1 CQGB582B




GRANDPA:
MOTHER:
CHARLIE:
MOTHER :

CHARLIE:

MOTHER:

CHARLIE:

GRANDPAZ

DOCTOR:

CHARLIE:

DOCTOH:

~18-
Ry
Thatls Roy's gran'pa,
I -- I don't see.him anywhere.
Out that window,,se.that little shack at the slde of the
hoﬁse.
(BEAT, THEN) Why -- why have you got bers across the
door and a padlock on them? .
He been out of his head four years now, Won't let
nobody wash him or clean him -- Just livin'! there in
f£11th,
But -- but if -~ He sounds like he's
o)
That's right, Mr, Manning, He's insane. That's one of
Roy's chores also -- to take care of him,
But that's criminal! Why didn't you people have him
committed somewhere? It's crimlnal to expect a boy to
carry 2ll this on his shoulders!
(FOR THE FIRST TIME LOSING HIS CONTROL) Roy tried! You
would have known that 1f you'd bothered to learn the
truth ahout the Loy, 4 month ago he tried to have him
committed. Somebody down in town wouldn't let 1t go
through. They sald he was too old - he's 86, That's
when the boy stopped going to scheool -- that's when his
headaches began, that's when he dldn't want anybody to
come near him or bother him, NilieSoeeialledCooigmme e
T e Roy-ikben.bagan shooting. ak.a0xbody and..
PETETYROAY WOO DE DD H e et P AR o irmars
He's a dead shot with a rifle, Mr, Manning, and he could

have killed anyone of them, but all ke wanted was to be

legt 2 on84'50 he shot over thelr heads, Now do you
understand?! :
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DOCTOR:
CHARLIE:

DOCTOR+

CHARLIE:
DOCTCR:

CHARLIE:

'DOCTOR:

CHARLIE:

(AUTO BeGa oss)

Temorrow afternoon Roy is coming up before Judge Grant,
(HALF TO HIMSELF) I know, I know,

You remember the platform Judge Grant got elected on,
don't you?

I told you I kncwl

Judge Grant gzot elected because he promised to be the
toughest, most hard-boiléad juvenlle Judge this area has
seen, Tomcrrow Roy is coming up before him. And youtve
inflamed the whole town agelnst him,

{DESPERATELY)} Don't you think I know all this? What do
you think I am made of? Cllxaitw

(HARD) Then what are you going to do ho—vado—ithat—youlys
Hohe—bs this boy?

{BEAT, THEN LOW) I'm going to éit down at my typewriter.
I'm golng to pray, and then I'm going to write the truth,

You slt at your typewrlter and the truth about yourself
stares you in the face, Youlre a man whe's sold one
front page story, What makes you think they'!'ll buy
another? What makes you think they'll buy this
particular one which destroys everything you wrote the
day before? You pray fbr strength and ycu wrlite as If
Rcy Allen were one of your own children Heoareity—tir—a-
SRUI g IS TS NI T e i Gl et O]

7 u;,LJ_.-LvJ.L‘Il. YOU. finiﬂh, the EtDI’y &I'ld
phcne it in to Greensours....and then once mere you
spend a sleepless night waiting for a sound ==
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NARR:

NARR:
{MUSIC:

NARR:

CHARLIE:

JUDGE!

CHARLIE:

JUDGE:

CHARLIE:

JUDGE!

(MUSIC:

=20

(NEWSPAPER FLUNG ON PORCH)
Thepre it 1s -= the paper.

(RUNNING STEPS - DOOR OPENS)

(FRANTIC RUSTLE OF PAPER)
Tt's there! On the front page! They printed it!
Now you walt a few more hours until the paper has had
a chance to ciwvculate th?ough the town -= and then, as -
you put 1n your ecall to Judge}ﬁrant, ou pray once moré-
you pray. -that he's read your second story,

Hello, 1Is this Judge Grant?

(on 7, BIG MAN, GRUFF) That‘%§righ _ Nho‘s thi
e

ﬁk!ﬁénnv1-hnmul
“%‘m-g* ,ﬁ* 611 }mowfw.a:,\

you'lre going into Court in just a llttle while, but d*qm~;+z;t

This is Charlle Manning, Judg

yeaterday I di1d a terrible thing -- I gave the 1mpression
that Roy Allen was ~- Today, in my sbory today, I trled
to get the trubh about him -- Judge, can 1 see you

pvelore you go into Court?

Ho, you cannob.

Judge, please -~ listen, you've got €O -~

(CUTTING IN) There's nothing I've zot to do, Manning,
and if you try o talk to me before the hearing you'll

be gullty of tamperlng with the Court.

STING, DRIDGE, DOWN_UNDER,.,)

(SLIGHT ECHO AS GAVEL IS RAPPED IN COURT ROOM)
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NARR:

CHARLIE:

JUDGE:

ROY:

JUDGE:

ROY:

JUDGE:

ROY:

=01~

The closed hearing in Judge Grant's chamber is over and
now, as they file into the Court Room -- the Judge, six
foot three inches tall with a hard impassive faces,..D¥.
Hannah. . s ve s oROY '8 mother,..and ROy himself -= you,
Charlie Manning,beg forglveness from a little boy.
(LoW) Roy, no matter what happen, 7111 fight for you,
7111 fignt for you,

(GAVEL RATFED)
(SLIGET ECHO) I have discusged this case in my chambers
with the boy and his family. What I am about to do may
not please all of you here. My action In this case may
mean that I won't serve but one term, put I'm golng to
give thls boy nls chance, even ir 1t costs me my Job,
Because, in my opinion, it 1s the only decent break he's
ever had. Yesterday I might have made a gifferent .
decision..,.Today, from talks with the boy himgelf, his
teacher, Dr. Hannah, and from readlng Charles Mannlng!'s
most honorable story, I make the following declsion. Roy
Allen, step closer to me, Roy, you'lve 30k 2 nalf- slster
married and livipne in Mount Gllead?
Yes, alv,
She wants you to come live with her.. Would you like that
Roy?
what about grandpa?
We'll make arrangements to have him somnitted, . to the
preper institutlon,

What about my mom?
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JUDGE: -

ROY:

ROY:

CHAPPELL:

-D0n

She'll get help from the county and you can vislt back
and forth, (PAUSE) Well,what do you say, Roy?
T'd 1ike to live in Mount Gllead...I think I'd like

that.......

— e - m—— k¥ i g Ams m— e

The first Sunday you have free, Charles Mannling, you
drive up to Mount Gilead with a shirt and a new tile

for Roy Allen, And he meets you on the

steps of the newly palnted brick bungalow where he now
lives,

You know something, Mr, Manning? They got water here
coming rizht into the house, they got lights -- and you
don't have to wallk a mile and a half to school...But

T think T'1l zet used to all that,

In just a moment welll read you a telegram from Charles
Manning of the Greensboro N, C, Daily News with the

final cuteome of tonight's BIG STORY,

(CLOSTiIG COMMERCIAL)
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CHAPPELL:

GROUF:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPPELL:

GROUP:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

-23- THE BIG STORY
FROGRAM #263

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

(START E.T.)
guard agalnst throat-serateh;
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos.. Smoke a PELL
MELL.
(END E,T.) -
Yas, smoke a PELL MELL and discovzar how PELL MELL'S greater
length of fine tobaccas filters th2 smoks on the way to
your throat - fillters tha smoke and makes it mild.
Remember this, the furthsr a puff of smoke ls filtered
through fine tobaccos, the milder it bacomes,
(START E,T.)
guard against throat-scratchi
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. 3moke a PELL

MELL.
{END E.T.)

gmoke PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "putstanding!”

And - they are mild!
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CHAPPELL:

CHAPPELL

Now we read you that telegram from Charles Manning of the
Greensboro, N. C. Dally News.

T still see Roy Allen once in a while -- a boy who is
growing up to be a real man. As for me, I'm a regular
correspondent now for the Greensboro Dally News., My
sincerc appreciation for tonight's PELL MELL Award.

Thank you, Mr. Manning ... the mekers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL award for
notable gerviee in the field of journalism ... a check for
$500. and a special mounted bronze plaque - engraved with
your name and the name of your paper. Accept it as a
iagting memento of your truly gsignificant achievement,
Listen sgain next week, same time, same statlon, when PELL
MELI, FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG STORY -

A big Story from the front pages of the Baltimore Md. Wews
Post -- by-line, Victorine Belanger. A Blg Story of a
reporter and her search for a man whose real name might be

death.

- ot - ey —

And remember -- every week you can see ancther different
Big Story on televisien -- brought to you by the mekers of

Pell Mell Famous Clgarettes.

o m e me e e T e mm g mmw A
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CHAPPELL:

{HJBICS
CHAPPELL®

CHAPPELL:

- 25 - ' Ve
&" [
THE BIG STORY is w#eéuced. by Bernard J. Prockter th

original music composed and conducted by Vladimir Selinsky.

Tonight's program was adapted by Abram 8. Ginnes freom an
actual sbtory from the front pages of the Greensborc, N, C.
Daily News., Your narrator was Bob Sloane and Jehn Gibson
played the part of Charles Manning. In order to protect the
names of people actually involved in tonight's autrentic BIG
8TORY, the nemes of all characters in the dramatization were
changed with the exception of the reporter, Mr., Manning,
THEME UF FULL AND FADE FOR)

This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of PELL
MELL FAMOUS CIGAREITES, (PAUSE)

9 put of every 10 fires are MAN-MADE ,.. and only you can
prevent them] Each year timber and watershed lands, vital
to national strength and security, go up in flane beeause of
carolessness. Remember these four simple rules of forest
fire prevention! Crush out cigarette, cigar and pipe ashes.
Break matches in two use., Drown all camp fires. And
find out the law before using fire! Remember - only you can

prevent forest fires) (PAUSE)
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HARRICE:

EARRICE:

TAX ANNCUNCEMENT FOR BIG STORY
RADID

(PAUSE)
Here is an important message from the National Tcbacco
Tax Research Council. This fact-finding organization
calls to your attention the faet that you smokers glve
nearly two billion dollars a year to vour Government in
cigarette taxes. Every time you buy cigarettes, you give
vour Federal Government aight cents a pack ... and ...
most of you glve three or four cents more to city and
State Governments, That adds up to better tran a Tif%y
per cent tax ... on every cigarette you smove. Yes ...

in buying cigarettes - gver half your packsg --- 3o for

tax. (PAUSE)

Tune in again next week same time same station for another
authentic Blg gtory.

THIS IS NBC ... THE NATICNAL BROADCASTIHNG CCMPANY .
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CAST

NARRATCR .- BOB SLCANE
. VICKY _ AMZIE STRICKLAKD
FENRIBTTA KATHEERN NIDAY

ANDLADY ¥.THLEEN NIDAY
EDHA NELLIE BURT
ROSEN LUI3 VAN ROCTEN
MURPHY CEORGE PEIRIE
BASTMAM MICKEY CTDAY
VITO MICKEY G'DAY
DCETOR ROLAYD WIJLERS

WEDNESDAY, APRIL 16, 1952
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Abram S. Ginnes THE BIG STORY . #2064

CHAPPELL:

—— e e —

VITO:

VITO:

VITO:

VITO:

(Victorine Belanger: Baltimore (Mary.) News-Post)
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present ... THE BIG STCRY!

{(ESTABLISH INTERICR OF MOVING TRUCK...THEN:)
(iH—ﬂ1s—zUTsj'K'rIKEIEEEj‘HUUEH‘TRUCKDHIVEHT“Su~w§gg:49

walked into this diEEEL,Lhere"shé'wéé'agazg -- I mean cute,

e

- real cutgl/,&a’ﬁbu could've knocked me over with a
£eath§ﬁied -- you know what ¥ mean? So I kind of reached

acrogs the counter and give her a pinch on the cheek.

" So what d'ya think she 4ld, Tommy? (NO ANSWER) Hey,
Tomuy? -- what d'ya think this cutie-pie di1d? (NO ANSWER)
Avi, fer cryin' cut loud -- Tommy - The minute we head out
and hit the road in this heap, right away you go to sleep!
Who should I talk to -- the moon? Hey, moon, I pinched
a cute girl on the cheek! Hey, Tommy =- the-moen's-

tlke—you-—==""E5IEED; "

(HOLD TRUCK, THEN: /1/
(HALF TO HIMSELF, SLIGHT TAKE) Hexi/ﬂey -- Somethin's
burnin' up ahead on the road. What's burnin'?
{HOLD TRUCK TO STOP, TRUCK DOOR OFPENED AS:
Hey, sleepin' beauty, kKeep an eye on the truck. I want
to see what's burnin'.
(STEPS DOWN, STEPS ACROSS GROUND A3 TRUCK MOTQR
FADES SLIGHTLY TO:)
(HORROR) Holy Cow! It's a person! A human Person!

(SCREAMS) Tommy! Tommy! Wake up! A body 1s on fire!
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CHAFPELL:
GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

e ==

-3- THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #264

OPENING COMMERCIAL

(START E.T.)
guard against throat-scrateh!
EnjJoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a
PELL MELL.
(END E.T.)
Yes, smoke a PELL MELL and discover how PELL MELL'S greater

length of fine tcbagces filters the smoke on the way to

, your throat - fillters the smoke and makes 1t mlid.

Remember this - the further your clgarette filters the
emoke through fine tobaccos, the milder that smoke becomes,
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 18 flltered further
through fine tobaccos than that of any other leading
cigarette. And what's more after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 -

by actual measure - PELL MELL'S greater length of

traditionally flne tobaccos atlil travels the smoke
further - Cilters the smoke and makes 1t mild.
Thus, PELL MELL'3 fine mellow tobaccos give you a smoothness,

mildness and satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.

So smoke PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstanding"!

And - they are mild!
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(MUSIC: _ _INTRODUCTION AND UNDER) ,

CHAPPELL: Baltimore, Maryland. The story as if actually happened --
Victorine Belanger's story as she lived it.

(MUSIC: _ _UP AND UNDER)

NARR At the moment that a truckdriver named Vito Pellone screams
in norror at the sight of a body burning furiously, you,
Victorine Belanger, reporter for the Baltlimore News-Post,
are sound asleep. It's 5:30 in the morning. But even 1f
you were awake, you'd have no way of knowing that everything
happening miles away outside Cranford, New Jersey was Soon
to turn 1ife inside out...

(MUSIC: —DOUN_UNDER)

VITC Holy Cow! SFibdwk-rorrswwemenl— I got to do somethint
The snow -- thag's 1t! -- the snow --

(MUSIC: _ _ACCENT, DOWN UNDER..)

NARR when hs's put out the fire, Vito Pellone racss hls truck

to town and back agaln, And now, he stands once mors, part
of & ring of tolicemen, officials and the curious c¢ircling

the charred body of a woman. Next to hlm is the Prosecutor
of Scmevset County, David Rosen...beside them, Rosen's

police secretary.

VITO:
KOSEN:

{(TC SECRETARY} Body scorched from the waist up. Got that?
Right.. A female,.white, about 5'6" tall, Age betuween

40 and 50.

(UPSET) How can you be so natural? She was burnin'’

Take 1t easy, Pellone. I'm County Prosecutor - my Job 18
tc help find the murderer, I can only do it by—being—
“oatyral’, a8 you call d%..
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_VITO:

ROSEN!

VITO:

ROSEN:

ViTO:

ROSEN:
VITO:
ROSEN:

(CUTTING IN) Ring finger on right hand slightly crooked.
Gob that?...Right. Upper Jaw, Smail segment-of baldges
HOTK—Gloves-and—purse miesing o TdentITITETION,
vou make me sick -- I'm getting sich the way you're callin!
thise things out So—your—peereteryt Like she was a BoxX
of vegetables or something! Do something!

L
Shut up, Pellone! We're doing all we heve-te do!
finger reveals platinum band with a cluster of-Orange
blossomz. Around her throafgfafet?iﬁé/;f old-fashioned

—

pearls. Parts of her Glothing soaked in gasoline. Gob

T

that 2 RiEhb——No—othortdentificabions

You guys are crazy! You're Just standin' around --

I %1l you I saw her - I saw her burnin' up!

Ok - ok - take 1t easy - at least she wes already dead.
Dead! But -- |

Lock here -- thils bullet-hole in her head. Probably a .B.,
She was killed and then set on flre.

Who did 1t? You got to find the guy who did 1it!

I don't know who did 1t. What's more, we're going to have

one fine Job even finding out who she is.

— e - — . —

Within 24 hours the "human toreh" story becomes the
number one crime story in every newspaper office across
the country, including yours, Victorine Belanger.

(A,P. MACHINE, DOWN UNDRER)
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NARR: And as you stand before the A,P. machine reading the latest
wlre report on the story, Francis Murphy -- the news
editor of your paper -- walks up behind you and starts
reading over your shoulder.
MURPHY : {ABOUT 30} Bet you'fd love to handle that story, Vicky.
VICKY: Mr. Murphy, that's what I like about ycu --
MURPHY:  What did I say? o-eeT8¥,ae¥
VICKY: A very nize thing, that's all. OQkther guys ln-this-offtes—
would have said -- (MIMIC-BABY TALK)} '"'‘Oo weuldnt—want—
:bo-handle—suchua_massy_caae,*mould—loe%ﬁ——ﬂet—yauT—ﬁurphyT—-

You jusi assume a reporter 1s a reporier whether she's

a woman or not. That's what I llke about you -
MURPHY : Well - at least that's somethlng! It's a messy case,
all right, isn't 147

VICKY: {(WITH FEELING} It's worse thzn messy, Murphr. Killing a
wemnn, burning her up like thas -- it's a lowdown,
peovarted -- & P11lthy thing! And the man who did it --

MURPHY: Tal:s 1t vnsy, Vieky. How do you krnow 1t was a man?

VICKY: Touche, Murphy. I didn't mean 1t that way.

MURPHY : Think they'll find out who she is -- or was?

VICKY: Only if she had friends or family somewhere who'll start
worrying about her after a while, but if she was lonely
had nobody in the world -- Lewd—heip—irey - we'll never

know who she was.
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NARR: That was your first correct assumption In this case which
s was soon to challengé your very life, Victurine Bélanger.

Because two weeks after your little conversatlon with

Francls Murphy, a frightened, middle-aged woman named
ata Lo

Edna Wakee walks inte the office of County Prosecutor

David Rosen.

tMYS IO EUT)_

ROSEN: Wwhere dld you say you were from, Mrs. Wales?

EDNA: (ABOUT 50, FRIGHTENED) From -- Greenville. Right—across

' e SUETEIINE - from Mercer. County in Pennsylvania --

RHOSEN: ¥ou resd the description of the dead woman in the papers?

EDNA: Yes, And 1t scunded like -- like a close friend of ming--
{THE RATTLE OF JEWELRY ITEMS AS ROSEN OPENS AN
ENVELOPE AND POURS IT3 CONTENTS OUT ON THE DESK...
THEN T )

ROSEN: This wedding ring with the orange cluster --

EDNA: (%ORROR—€HOSETU TEARS)] Hers! I vecognize it! It's

ROSEN—8%Ting of pearls =--
] Hers! Please,..please,...don't -« I don't want to see

anymere.. I knew it! I felit it all the way here -- Itls

ners ! EHH%H‘“HEMEM
““\.__\\
ROSEN: Who? T
EDNA: {BEGINNING TC CRY) Henrdietta -- Henrlet ~ {SCREAMS OUT)

Henrietta, what happened! Who did 1t tc you?
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NARR: :t-takee-Pfﬁ3ecu%ﬁf—Resen_a_l1Lxle_mhile_xcp4mmﬁkﬁﬁrihhur~
wa%es7—‘ﬁnu*§16ﬁ1?_ﬂF§T_W§IEE—beg1n3—te—%e%%—her‘stury1_

EDNA: We grew up together -- Henrietta and I. About ten years
ago her husband died. He left her just enough to live on
-- $12,000 T think. About a year ago -- a little less

than a year I think -- August, and now it's April -~ It's

jess than a year -- L
ROSEN: What happened last August?
EDNA: Henrietta met & man -~ I think through a matrimonial

agency. I guess she got lonely --

ROZEN: What was his name?
EDNA: He was a very nice-looking man -- 1 Jjust saw him once, He
was about 50 -- he was a doctor. DIr, Wwilliam Henderson.

They went off together %o get married but ten days later
Henrletta came back to me,

ROSEN: She stayed with you?

EDNA: Yes, I run & boarding house. I asked her, "Henrietta,
what's happened? Did you get married?"” And -- and --

ROSEN: Did she get married?

EDNA: vas,...but she came back ten days after the marerlage, I

could see that she was upset -E:E:ééénlt—aqv her teo many,
gquestions. As time went on, winter rbiiéd around, I
think she became very upset. 3he thought all her friends
were maxing fun of her, Some of them were guite cruel.
"Where's your husband, Henrletta®? they asked, ‘"Where's

ycurﬂﬁéﬁ@ﬂ LS} & 9?‘

ROSEN: Did she ever tell you aboub him>-

ATHO1 0005845




HENRIETTA:

DOCTOR:

. HENRIETTA®

DOCTOR:

EPP L

-8~
She corresponded with him regularly. She took me into her

confidence., (FADING) She would read me all her letters

to him and a2ll his anSwWerS..s.

"Wy dearest William: I miss you so, my darling. It has
been six weeks now since you told me to come back here

to Greenville and walt for you to straighten out your
affairs.u‘My friends are ridiculing me, William, please,
please -- what shall I do? wWhen will you come for me"?
Y0, SMCOTH. SLIGHT FILTER) "ly dearest Hearietta: First
1ot me Lell vou that I love you and that this temporary
scamration eoming se soon after cur marrlage makes me as
unhappy as it doees you, As for your friends, 1if they
pester you too much, bellieve me, when I come to Greenville
to take you back with me to the home I am building for us
in New York --believe me, I will give them a plece of my

mind which they'll never forget! 1I'11 come for you soon,”

"My dearesat Willlam: It 1s now 5 months, Why should it
take 8¢ long, Willlam? Nelther one of us has many years
left on this earth. Why should we waste so mapny.months
apart? Come for me, William.,,.,come for me soon because
my unhappiness grows deeper each day."

"y dearest Henrietta: It 1s taking longer than I

cxpecked., .. .goon, very soon.”

ATHO? QOQ5B46
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HENRIETTA: "My dearest Willlam: Why, oh why, have you deserted me--
I who need you 80. -It 18 now the end of February. It has
been o long. You told me you were rich, but I am
convinced now that you have nothing. Are you not goling
to 1ive with me? T must have an explanation. What have
you done with my money? If you do not return it to me, I
shall commit sulclde put first I shall let everyone know

what you have done to me."

(MoSIC: _ _ STING, CUT)

ROSEN: She read you t%is ast letter, Mrs. Walea?

EDNA: (WEEPING) Yeiﬂ";it was pltiful to see what was happening
to her. -

ROSEN: Did he answer her lebter?

EDNA: Yes, almost inmediately, He sent for her, She went &0

meet him in New York. That was six weeks ago. And -~ anc

that was the last I saw of her until the papers -= until -

ROSEN: This Dr. William Henderson -- what elge do you know about
him?
EDNA: I -~ I brought some of her things that she'd left in her

room, Here -~ her marriage llcense and the copy of the
form they fllled Cut,..es I Chink they were merried by a
Justice of the Peace.
(PAPER RUSTLED)
ROSEN: (READING) Elkton, Maryland, (EXCITED TEKE) This'll hel.
‘Mps, wales! This will help very muchl He gave an address
here as his home address: 5797 Yosemite Street, Baltimar«

This wlll help!

M e e o =T et e
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MURPHY:
VICKY:
MURPHY:

VICKY:

MURFPHY:
VICKY:

MURPHY:

VICKY:
MURPHY :

«]lQe-

(A.P. MACHINE TICKING AWAY FURTOUSLY WITH-A_RELL
RINGING IﬁDIGATING IMPORTANT ITEM,,.) -
The A.P. wilres carry the story into your offilce, Victorine
Belanger, only a nalf-hour after Mrs. Wales %fold it to
Proaecutor Rosen, And flve minutes after it comes in,
you hurry past Francis Murphy's desk, headed for the
street,
Hey, Vic!
Don't atep me now, Murphy -- don't.stcp me now!
,épiiﬂ:,f%:ifed%:sh .
xo-ta—come*mr-u%ry (FAST) The wemen they round burning
putslde Cranford -—- her friend Just identified her., Don't
stop ma, Murphy. I got to get golng before the others do-

Where?

The dead woman's husband -- a Dr, William Henderson -- his
address 1s near the edge of Baltlimore -- 5797 Yosemlte

Street, I'm going out to see him, (EXCITED} Oh, Murphy,
what if he's the murderer!
{VERY—SOBER Y —Whttt—1fhe %8, Vicky? -Have you-really—
thoupht—sbout—4t2—What 1f he is?-
Don't_throw-sald-—waber-on—mes Murphiiil,
Listen, ;;i;;:i- listen—$o-me, If you're zoing out maybe
N

to meet a murderer, I ~- better tell 1t fto you, 4 Vie, I--
Marry me, Vicky. _

(LONG ZAUSE, THEN:)
Gez, ize Murph = I:-- I.wishiyou hadn't said that.

Ooh, I'm sarry. Is there scmeone else?
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VICKY:
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No -~ no, that's not it at all, Murph. I've been hoping
you'd ask me £bat, The only thing is that all of a
sudden, now that I know how you feel, I've suddenly
become afrald -- afraid of going out to meet Dr. Willlam

Henderson -- but I've got to, I've got to, Murph!{ Walt

:

(v.rooLT COUMERCIAL)
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CHAPPELL:

GROUP:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELIL:

GROUP:

~12- e
THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #264

YIDDLE COMMERCIAL

(START E,T.)
Guard against throat-scratch!
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a PELL
MELL,

(END E,T.)

Yes, smoke a PELL MELL - and discover how PELL MELL'S -
greater length of fine tobaccos fllters the smoke on the
way to your throat - filters the smoke and makes 1t mild,
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further than
that of any other leading cigarette, And, what's more

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

MELL'S zreater length of traditionally finc¢ fobaccos stilil

travels the smoke further - filters the smoke and makes
it mlld.
Thus, FELL MELL'S flne mellow tobaccos glve you &

gmocihness, mlldness and satisfactlion no other clgarette

offers you,.
Guard azalnst throat-seratch!
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccoes, Smoke a PELL
MELL,
Wnerever ycu go boday, notlce how many people have changed
to PELL MELL - the longer, finer cigarette in the
distinguished red package.

(START E.T, )
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobacecs, Imoke a PELL

MELL, (END E,T.)
(MORE)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #264

- MIDDLE COMMERCIAL (CONT'D)

CHAPPELL:  PELI, MELI FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstanding}"

HARRICE: And - they are mild!

ATHOT1 QOOSEeS1
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{MusIc: _ _ INTRODUCTION AND UNDER ... )

HARRICE: This is Cy Harrice réturning you to your Narrator‘and the
Big Story of Vietorine Belanger as she lived 1t and wrote
it.

NARR: There 13 no Yosemite Street, Victorine Belanger, but there
i3 a Yosemite Avenue in the north;g§%K;;Etion of the elty.
An odd little street, an apartment house on one corner,
and the rest neat, white-stepped dwelllings
an? the numbers on the houaes all in the five tF . ..ands,
even though Yoeemite Avenue 18 only one block long. Yeur-
shesb—fecin—tiphi-and you can feel your heart beating
rapldly 25 you stop &n front of 5797 and ring the doorbell,

(MUSIC+——aUP—

(STREET PERSPECTIVE: DOORBELL HEARD OFF, PAUSE,
THEN ANOTHER RING, DOOR OPENS)

VICKY: (SLIGHT TAKE) Oh -- are you --

LANDLADY: (ELDERLY, CUTS IN} I'm the landlady, miss, Sorry-- no
TCOMmS .

VICKY: I'm -- uh -- not looking for a rcom, thank you, I'm
leookding for a Dr. Wllllam Henderson

LANDLADY: Sorry -~ never heard of him.

VICKY: But -- but -- Are you posltive?

LANDLADY: Sorry, miss. You must have the wrong place,

VICKY: It sald 5797.

LANDLADY: I don't knew where you got the address, miss, but I've

lived on this pe¥f=street twelve years now, It's only a
bloek long and I know everybody on 1¢, There'!s noc Dr,

William Henderscon,
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VICKY: Well -- Well, thanks....thank you very much,

LANDLADY: Sorry, miss. Is there anything I can de for you?

VICKY: No—annoy—bhatles-all—piahtr
(MysEe——RCCENT, DOWN UNDEE. ;s ).

You move away slowly, reluctantly from 5797. It's a let-

down -- especlally after your melodramatic depaqtpre from

e office. Youlre even a little ashamed now, off the way
you bidlt yoursell up £o Francis Nurphy -- that whole
business ab an unarmed girl golng out to meet a posaible

murderer, You ring.doorbell after doorbell -~ the anawers

are all the same: '"No -y o, Dr, Henderson -- Never heard

of the guy -- No, not on Yoseirife avenue”, And you're
Just about ready to swallow your defe and head back to
the office when an 1ldea strikes you -~ an idea so obvious

that you're surprised it took you so long to hit it.

BANDLADY: Oh, it's you agaln,

VICKY: When I spoke to you a little while ago you asked me if
there was anything else you could do for me, You can, Mra.-

IANDEADY-—bs—Parks

VICKY:,%kka Mugr—Herky, there is something, (FAST) Do you remember
reading about a woman who was shot and then burned up in
New Jersey?

LANDLADY:  The "human—torch“?

VICKY: Thatts right -- that'é what the papers called it, I'm a
reporter, Mro—TParis:— We're looking for that women's
husband.

LANDLADY: (TAKE) And they gave my house as hls address?
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VICKY: That's right.
LANDLADY: But -- but I know everybody on this block, - I've known

everybody on this street for years!

VICKY: But here's the funny part of 1t: Yosemite Avenue is only
a block long. The numbers are all up in the five
thousands, He must have had some connection with this
block to have known that -- to have glven a correct
address on this block. He must have had some connection
with this street|

LANDLADY: What -- what can I do for you?

VICKY: Is there a real estate mgent who's done most of the
business on this block?

LANDLADY: Eastman -- George Eastman. He's got an office downtown --

George—Xattnalie
{MUSIC: _ _ ACCENT, QUICK BRIDGE, OUT_UNDER ...)
EASTMAN: (MIDDLE-AGED) Yes indeedy, Miss Belanger. If' there's

anything on Yosemlte Avenue you're interested in, you've

come to the right man, Now, which one of the --

VICKY: Mr. Eastman, that!s not why I'm here.

EASTMAN: (DI3APPOINTED) Oh, you're not? Then what is it you want
from me?

VICKY: I'm wich the Baltimore News-Post, Mr, Eastman. I'm

trying te locate a Dy, William Henderson.

EASTMAN: Sorry -- I don't know any Dr. William Henderson,

VICKY: Is there any Henderson -- any man named Henderson -- who's
eitner lived or had dealings on Yosemlte Avenue?

EASTMAN: H. Warren Henderson -- but he's not a doector,

VICKY: (TAKE) H. Warren Henderson!
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EASTMAN:

VICKY:

EASTMAN

VICKY:

EASTMAN:

VICKY:

EASTMAN:
VICKY:

EASTMAN:
VICKY:

EASTMAN:

VICKY:

MURFPHY:

_17_
Yes, but he's not a doctor, Mlss Belanger. He's a clvil
englneer.
(EXCITED) What -- what dealings did he have?
Some real estate transactlons on Yosemlte Avenue --
Mr, Eastman, listen -- was he -- was he about 62,
distingulshed-looking, white-haired --
(CONFUSED) Yes, yes of course. That's H. Warren
Henderson -- but you said you were looking for a Dr.
Willliiam Henderson,
Never mind -- never mind that. Where 13 he? What's his
address?
I -- I don't know, In Jersey somewhere.
(DISAPPOINTED) Wwhat do you mean you don't know! You
8aid you had business deallngs with him.
The last address I have for him is Salisbury, Maryland.
Salisbury? Then what makes you think he's not still there}
Because he owned a 13-room house there. That was the
transaction I handled for him., Hs exchanged the 13-room
house 1n Sslisbury plus some cash, for the apartment
house on Yosemite Avenue, But about six weeks ago he had
me sell the apartment house. But Salisbury'!s a small
town, Miss Belanger., Hls house was the show-place there,
I'm sure scmebody iaSalisbuny would know where he's moved

to.

(TELEPHONE BEING DIALED HURRIEDLY, OUT TO: )
Murphy?

{ON F} Vic! What's happened? Where are you?
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VICKY;

MURPHY:

VICKY:
MURFPHY:

VICKY:

NAKR:

NARR:

~16- Wion 7 v A—fw

 Listen, Murph -- I Just sani{you to lknow not to Worry. I
got a lead ogigknderson -= he's not a doctor at all, His

real name seems t¢ be H, Warren Henderson -- last address
Salisbury, Maryland,

Vicky, listen to me: You're not going up there alone!
Tt's almost ten olclock., It's dark and 1t's raining out!
Sorry, Murph -~ thils is my story.

Vicky, listen: The paper's golng to bed....I'm finished
now, Where are you? I'1l go wlth you,

Sorry, Murph. I love you, but this 1s my story.

— e — e e m— ——

The last ferry acroes Chesapeake Bay 1s gone for the night
when you reach the ferry-dock,Victorine Belanger. It's a
lcng, lenely drive to the Delaware Statellne and then down
again alon; Marylandl's eastern shore to the little town
of Sallsbury, It's after midnight when you drive up
before the old brick police statlon, the only bullding on
the street where the lights are still burning,....And when
you walk out of there agahiri45 minutes later, you get
back 1n your car and race off into the night,
(GER—INTO~FAST START ARD SPEEDING ALUNG FURIDUSDY
JINDER—TT )
Not back to Baltimore, but. up nerth this time to Somerset

County, New Jersey.

Dawn 1s just breaking when you finally manage to arouae

Progecutor David Rosen,

AMUSIC - —BBET
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ROSEN:
VICKY:
ROSEN:

VICKY:

ROSEN:
VICKY:

ROSEN:
YICKY:

ROSEN:
VICKY:

ROSEN:

~19-
(SLEEPILY) Have some coffee?
No thanks. I'm too hopped up as 1% 1s.
voulre not hopped up at all, Miss Belanger. You're aboub
the cleareat thinking women I've run acrcss in a long time.
Now tell it to me agaln so I'1l gef it and 1£'11 sink in,
The Salisbury police were a gold mine, Two years ago H.
Warren Henmderson moved inﬁo town from the middlewest
somewhere, He bought a silte of 25 acres on the banks of
the river --
Built a house?
A show place -- 13 rooms, He drove an expensive car, had
some money in the bank,
His nose?
Retired civil engineer and a retired advertising man.
Around June of last year he sold his house in Salilsbury
and took the apartment housc on Yosemlte Avenue in
Baltimore as payment. But slx weeks ago, he had the real
estate agent gell the apartment house for him,
aAnd according to the Salisbury police where ls he now?
Living in Westfield. '
(SLIGHT TAKE) Westfield? That's only a few miles from
where she was foundl
Mr, Hosen, he has a family ....
Oh.
{AFTER A PAUSE) what do we do now?
Welll go down to my office and get a better line on him,

—— — e e i e s ™ ™

(ON F) Vicky, are you all right? - Are you sure?
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VICKY:

MURPHY:

VICKY:

VICKY:

ROSEN:
VICKY:
ROSEN:

VICKY:
ROSEN:

EOSEN:
DOCTOR:
RO3EN:
LOCTOCR
ROSEN:
DOCTOR:

-20-

Honest, Murphy, I swear i1t «- I'm fine. A little tired,
but all right.
Where are you now? Where are you calling from?
Somerset County ~=~ the Prosecutor's office. He Jjust
went out to do some checklng.

{DOOR OPENED OFF) 7
(FAST) s3orry, Muroh ~- here he comes now. You'll hear
from me later in the day.

(RECEIVER DOWN)
You were right -~
Westfleld?
Westfield. Moved there about tiwo months ago., Same
routine: Retired busilness man, with some active business
In New ¥ork. He left kie-hobed this morning,
(TAKE) You mean he'!s gonel [
Relax, Mlss Belanger -- this igkdaily routine, He goes
Into New York and comesa back on the evening train, This
time when the ftrain pulls In at the Westfleld statlon

tonight, we'll be walting for him.

— e i am

(TRAIN PULLING INTO STATION, TRAIN 20 STOP, LAUGHTER
AND CONVERSATION AS SUBURBANTIES ARRIVE, THEN:)
(QUIETLY) Mr, Henderson?'
Yea?
My name 1s David Rosen ~-
I'm pleased to know you, Mr., Rosen, What can I do for you?
I happen to be the County Prosecutor.

{SHAKEY) Is 1t -- 1s it about taxes, perhaps?
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ROSEN:

DOCTOR:

VICKY:
DOCTOR:

ROSEN:
DOCTOR:

VICKY:

DOCTOR:

ROSEN:

DOCTOR:
VICKY:

DOCTOR:

=21~
No, I'm afraid no%, Mr. Henderson. It's about a woman
whom we found not far from here -- onufirefqnc£44:fi$.
(PAUSE THEN) We've Just established ourselves here In

Westfield, Mr. Roscn I have a wife who 1s much younger

_than I am and three children. They know nothing ~--

What-1s 1t you'lre asking for?

I'd like to be taken somewhere else -- away from this
town, (QUICKLY) If they never see me -- my children and
my wife -- 1f they never see me agaln I think 1t'll be
best for them ,,..

There are some details, Mr. Henderson..,..

T realize that, Mr. Rosen -- but they must walf until you

take me somewhere away fpom here.

But you had this expenaive home in Sallsbury, Nr,
Henderson, Why ¢id you need Henrictta's twelve thousand
dollars?

Everything I had wcent intc the house in Salisbury --

In other words, you had a big expensive home and no cash
to llve on,

That's bezn the pattern of my 1iife.

After you married Henrietta and she gave you the twelve
thousand dollars, you sent her back to Greenvilla?

Yes, I married bigamously -- I had no intentions of
living with her, but I Tound I ccouldn't shake her off.
She threatened all sorts of things and it began te worpy
me 80 ~=- So I declded the only thing to do was to --
(BREAKS OFF)
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ROSEN:

DOCTCR:

VICKY:

DOCTOR:

DRCTOR+
VICKY:
DOCTOR:

VICKY!:

MURPHY:
VICKY:

MURRHY :

R

-22-
To get rid of her?
(BEAT, THEN) Yes. I had her meet me in New York., We
gtarted driving, I told her I had a home for her in
Westfleld,
You told her about Westfield? 3Butbt that!s where your wife
and three children are, .
(TENSELY) We got outside Cranford between three and four

in the morning. 3She was sitting in the front seat, dozing,

. “~
J stopped the car and held a gun over her head and fired

one shot. Then I poured -- I poured gasolline over her
c¢lothing and set Tire to her on the snow bank,

I drove home.

After -- alfter a thing 1ike that you were able to go home?
I had to go home, don't you understand? I was terribly
worried, When I had spoken to my wife earller, she told
me on the phone that oneg of the chilldren waz coming down

with a fever, I had to go home -- don't you understand?

(PYPEWRITER HUNT-AND-PECK STYLE, POOR—CQPENED AND
SLAHMED—-BREEZEIERYS CLICK CLACK OF VICKY'S HEELS
AS SHE BURSTS 1IN}

{BOASTFUL a8 ALL HECK) Hey, Murphy -- look at me! The

biggest day of my 1life]

(DRY) vYeah? What's so important?

(TAKE) What's so important? This happens only once in a

lifetime -- This 1s the blggest day of my life!l

(PLAT} Hurray.
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MURPHY:
VICKY:

MURFHY:
VICKY:

S — — ——

—

-23-

Well T 1like that! What's the matter with you? Can't you
see the way I feel? How often do you think this happens?
Okay, okay -- §¢ you gob yourself a great big story!
(SLIGHT TAKE) Story? Murph -- who's talking about a
story!

Ian't that what youlre crowing about? 7

Why you jealous rat! No, Mr, Murphy -- that's not what
I'm crowlng about at all., I'm crowing because this 1is

the day we're getting married -- aren't we?

— e A m——

In just a moment we'll read you a telegram from Victorine
Belanger of the Baltimore Md, News-Post with the final
outcome of tonight'!s BIG 3FROYTN

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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CHAPPELL:
GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
GROUP:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

-24-

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #2064

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

(START E,T.)
Guard aganist throat-scratch!
Enjoy the amooth smcking of flne tobacccs, Smoke a PELL
MELL,

(END E,T.)
ves, smoke a PELL MELL and discover how PELL MELL'S
greater length of fine tobaccos filters the.smoke on the
way to your throat - filters the smoke and makes 1t mild,
Remember this, the further a puff of smoke is filtered
through fine tobaccos, the milder it becomes.

{START E.T.)
guard against throat-scratch!
Enjoy the smcoth smoking of fine tobaccos., OSmoke a PELL
MELL,

(1D E.T.)

Smoke PELL MELL fAMOUS CISARETTES - "Qutatanding!"

And - they are mildl
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TAG)

2 e = o e T

CHAPPELL:

VICTORINE:

CHAPPELL:

Now we read you that telegram from Viatorine Belanger of
the Baltimore Md. News Post.

Murderer in tonight'!s Big Story at his first trial
repudiated his confession. However, despite the efforts
of his attorney, and despite appeals thru several courts
he was finally convictad and died in the electric chair
at state prison Trenton, New Jergey. As for Murphy and
me it's been Mr. and Nrs., ever since, My sincere
appreciation for tonight's Pe”l Mell Awvard.,

Than« vou, Miss Belanger ... the makers of PILL MELL
FAMCUS CTGARETTES ARE PROUD TO P3IESENT YOU THE PELL MELL
Award for notable service in the field of journalism...a
check for $500. and a special mounted bronze plaque -
engraved with your name and the name of your paper.
Accept it as a lasting memente of your truly significant
achicvenent.

Listen again next weer, same time, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STCRY - A Big Story from the front pages of the Chicago
Herald American -- by-line, Willis OfRourke. A Big
Story of a murder, a confession and a small child -ko

was the ey to the truth.

and remember - every wect vou can see another different
Big Story on television - brought to you by the makers
of Pell Mell Tamous Clgarettes.

THEME WIPE_AND _FADE TQ BG _ON CUE} _

_— e T s T e e s m— mm m—
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CHAPPELL:

(MUSIC:

. CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

HARRICE:

MM
3/21/52

f26zﬁ_, ﬁ“*gpjx::;

THE BIG STORY is groduced—oy Bernard J. Proctorkwith
original musié¢ composed and conducted by ¥ladimir
Selinsky. Tonight'!s program was adapted by Abram 3.
cinnes Crom an actual story from the front pages of

the Baltimore Md, News Post. Your narrator was Bob
Slcane and ﬁmziq,Strickland played the part of Victorine
Belanger. In order to protect the names of people
actually involved in tonight's authentic BIC STORY,

the names of all characters in the dramatization were

changed, wilth the exception of {hepeperter, Miss

Belanger,= e N\

— e mam - v e e i At e — — —

This 1s Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of PELL
FAMOUS CIGARETTES, (PAUSE)

Here is an impertant message from the National Tobacco
Tax Research Counclil, This fact-finding organizaticn
calls to your attention the fact that you smokers glve
nearly two billion dollars a year to yecur Government in
cigarette taxes. Every time you buy clgarettes, you
give your Federal Government eight cents a pack ... and
... Most of you give three or four cents more to city
and State Governments. That adds up to better than =
rifty per cent tax ,,. on every clgarette you smoke.

Yes ... 1in bujing clgarettes - over half your packs ---

go for tax, (PAUSE)

Tune in agaln next week same tlme same station for
another authentic Blg Story.

THIS IS NBC ,., THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY,
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THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #9265
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NARRATCR
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THE BIg’ STORY #265

NBC
9:30-10:00 PM APRIL 23, 1952 WEDNESDAY
CHAPPELL: PELL-MELL FAMQU3 CIGARETTES present.....THE BIG STORY!
(4USIC:_ _ _ FAN FARE_AND UNDER)
JULIE; {SINGING) [Lullaby and goodnight, with roses bedight,
with 11l1lies oter spread, 1s bable!s wee bed.seees
alright, now, honey, Mommy has to go out,. L
PENNY: One more story, Mommy? Please, _
JULIE: Now, honey, Itve read éll your books to you and I sang
Iullaby twilece. Now, thatts all, Good-night!
PENNY: Good-night, Mommy., I love you.
JULIE: I leve you, too, baby, sleep tight.
{DOOR OPEN AND CLOSE)
PETE: (HALF OFF} She asleep?
JULIE; Almost,
PETE; Let's go.
JULIE; Walt t111 I check.
(CLICK OF GUN SAPETY)
JULIE; A full clip of bullets, Alright, letls go.
(MUSIC: _ _ UP_AND_UNDER)
CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY, Here 1s America, its sound and its fury,
its Joy and its sorrow, as faithfully reported by the
. men and women of the great Amerian rewsnapers. (PAUSE,
FLAT} Chicago, Illinoié. From the pages of the Chicago
vl Herald American, the story of a murder, a confession and
a small child who wes the key to the truth, Tonight, to
Wi11113 OfRourke, for his Big Story, goes the PELL MELL
$500. award.
MUSIC:_ _ _ FANFARE TURNTABLE)
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CHAPPELL:
GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

SRR R et - S O r—

-3 - o

THE BIG STQRY
PROGRAM #265

OPENING COMMERCIAL
(START E,T,)

Guard against throat-scratchl
EnjJoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos, Smoke a FELL
MELL,

i (END E,T.)

Yes,.émoke a PELL MELIL and discover how PELL MELL'S
greater length of fine tobaccos fllters the smoke on the
way to your throat - filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.
Remember this - the further your clgarette filters the
smoke through Tine tobaccos, the milder that smoke
becomes.

At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1is filtered further
through fine tcbaccod than that of any other leading
clgarette. And whatls more after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 -

by asctual measure - PELL MELLYS greater length of

traditionalliy fine tobaccos still travels the smoke
further - filters the smoke and makes 1t mild,

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

gsmoothness, mlldness and satisfaction no other cigarette

offers you,

So smoke PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - MQutstanding!"

And - they are miidt
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CHAPPELL:

NARRATOR

NARRATOR:

NARRATOR:

HEGINS:

OI'ROURKE:
HEGINS:

O'ROURKE:
HEGINS:

Chicago, Illinols, the story as it actually happened.
Willls O'Rourket?s story as he lived 1t.
Your story, Willis CtRourke, started in a warehouse on
the south side of Chicago. A night watchman shuff'les
along the aisles piled high with crates,
(SLoW ECHOING FOOTSTEPS). —
Over hils shoulder he carries his,flock and as he reaches
the end of the aisle, he inserts the wall key to record
his passing.
{CLICK OF TIME KEY)
Itts a lonely Job. The single light bulb high in the
rafters throws spldery shadows across hils path..shadows
that make the perfeet hiding place, a perfect ambush..
(TWwo PISTOL SHOTS}
A routine warehouse robbery, Willis O'Rourke. 1It's on
your poliiitozgt and you check Detective Sergeant Burton
A. Hegﬁns for the details,
Itts cut and drizd, Will. They Jimmled open the door,
Must have had a truwck backed up to the loading platform.
The watchman spotted him, and that's all, Two shots,
both in the head.
Anything stolen? _
I've got a partial 1ist, Mostly snow suits, kids woad-
lined snow suilts.
Snow Sults? Thatts a funny one,

They cost money, ask me, I've got four kids.
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" O'ROURKE:
HEGINS:

OTROQURKE:

HEGINS:

HEGINS:

POLICEMAN:
DOROTHY :
HEGINS:
POLICEMAN:

HEGINS:
POLICEMAN:

DORQTHY :

HEGINS:
DOROTHY :

HEGINS:
DOROTHY :
HEGINS:
OtROURKE:

-5..
What would you do with a truck load of snow sults?

R L

Peddle them to a fence, We had a warehouse robbery once
of a load of onions.

Itve got to do a follow-up story, Sergeant, any lead on
the killers?

No. We know 1t was a man and a woman, We could spot

heel marks 1n the duat, That's all, If they tried to
peddle those snow suits in Chlrago, welll get t'em.
{KNOCK ON DOCR)
Coma in.
{DOOR OPEN)
Get inside,
Now, don't push, please,
Who's she?
Dorothy LaCrosse, We plcked her up 1n a bar, She's
under age.
Juvenlle Bureau 1is down the hall.
I know. Dorothy here has a story to tell you. Go ahead,
Dorothy.
Well, I...I had such a bad conscience...I just had to
tell, you understand how it 1s,
What 18 this all about?
You know that watchman who was killed at the warshouse?
The story was in the paper this morning....
You have any informatlon about that?
{GIGGLES) I guess I do, I shot him.
What?

How did you spell LaCrosse? With a capltal "C"?
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HEGINS:
C1ROURKE:
HEQINS:

DOROTHY
POLICEMAN:
DORQTHY:

HEGINS:

NARRATOR:

DOROTRY :

_— A w -

" 4in your follow-up story.

-6 -
Shut up, O!Rourke. _
I got to spell 1t right,
You can get that later. Let me get this straight., You

held up that warehouse? You are confessing to the murder

of that watchman?

Oh, yes, and Arthur helped me.
Thatls the guy she was with. We got him downstalrs,
I know I shouldntt have done 1t. It was terrlbly wrong,

wasn't 4t% But itts alright, I'11 be punlshed now...

I Just felt I had to tell somebody.
Peterscn, get ne a steno up here. OfRourke, I guess

youtve got the killers for the follow-up story.

— e mn e —

You find out that LaCrosse is speiled with a capital "L"

and a capital "C" and you hit Dorcthy's confession harg
She 1s seventeen years old,
blonde. She looks twenty-one untll you see her eyes.
They sparkle and dance 1like a kild at the zco with a

A

balloon tied around her wrist. She tells the'story over

gand over again.

You see, I just had to have money, that was it,.. I had
to have money...sc, when Arthur said we had to hold up
that warehouse, I thought it was a great 1ldea, I'm
terribly sorry now...l shouldn't have Zone it, should

I? But I'll be punished, sc 1lt's aliright.

— s s e f o
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" NARRATOR:

HEGINS:
O*ROURKE:
HEGINS:

O'ROURKE:

HEGINS:
O1ROURKE:
HEGINS:

NARRATOR:

PELTON:

Qt'ROURKE:
FELTON:
O'ROURKE:

-7 - .

v et T

The confession holds water. The time and thé place are
right and the indictment is brought in charging Dorothy
LaCrosse and Arthur Felton with murder in the Tlirst
degree.

Well, we can clogse that one up,

You think they'll burn?

Shets asking for it. Maybe theyt!ll take a plea and get
1ife. |

That's what gets me about this, shets asking for it, but
why should she? You didn't have anything to connect

She would have been

Dorothy LaCrosse wlth that kllling,
out of here in five minutes i1f she hadn't spllled her

Well, you know how these screwball klds are,
Yeah,,.yeah., Did you get anything out of Felton?
He's a good actor...says he's innocent. She cooked his

goose alright.

You have a talk with Arthur Felton. He has the desperate

gray look of a man in a nightmare. %You get the
impression that he's been running and running and running
without moving from one spot.
She's crazy. We werentt

She's crazy., That's all,

anywhere near that warehouse. We were parked out by the
lake, That Dorothy 1= crazy.

Why would she confess to a murder if she didn't do 1t?
I dontt know. She's crazy, she always was.

How do you mean, cragy?
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FELTON:

OtROVRKE
FELTON:

O'ROURKE:
FELTON:

— o — — —

NARRATCR:

JULIE:

-8 -
I dontt know.,, little thinga. She used to tell me she

bought her shoes a size too small. She said she 1iked

it when her feet hurt,

And you stlll say you dldnft do it®

Mo, ne-, whot'd believe me with that crazy kid up thers,

swearing herself into the electric chair? Listen, Mr.

0tRourke, you gotta belleve me, nobody else will. You
ol ¥

know what“that ik1d did? We were there in the court,

arraigned for murder..,theyasked her how would she plead,

they had to ask her twice, she was filxing a run in her

stocking with splt., 3She's crazy, that girl.

What were you hanging around with her for?

I don't know, she's good looking, she always was fun,

]

How did T know she was golng into this? When we came out
MMW ——,

of the ccourt there was a photogrggggr%\and she asked me
if her seams were straight, Wetre golng to get the
electric chalr for murder, and she's worrled about her
stockings. Mr. O'Rourke, believe me, I dldn't shoot

that watchman and nelther did she.

You begin to wonder, Willlis O'Rourke, about a seventeen
year old giri ...wild...a girl who buye her 8hoes too

tight because she wants to be hurt, because she wants to

be punished, -a.glrl charged—with—amurder—vhoprimps—and
_prunes herself ferthe photogranhers. —Anmd while you

wonder, across the clty another girl -af$tweniy-three—
carefully cleans the tools of her trade.

BarreTT,  (CLICKS), twipger—housing....{CLICKS), Bgretyr
(CLICK). All set.
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fﬁTE:
JULIE?
PETE:
JULTE:

PETE:

PETE:

JULIE:

PETZ:

-9..
(COMING ON) It wasn't there,

What wasntt?

That DOX....sssfr0m the snowsuit,

What are you talking about?

¥ou threw 1t out tie back door, the snow suit box, the one
yvou used for the kid, I teld you you were crazy.

Why shouldn't Penny have 2 new snow sult? It's wool
lined, You wouldnlt want her to get celd.

They're hot, Julie, those snow suits are hot., We break

' our necks getting rid of the truckload and you've got o

leave a box out on the back walk, Itls gone....itl!s gone,
Somebedy toolk 1tl

Lo eBech

Some kid, probably. Did you see Penay In it? She Zeooks
ot ol B [P o B~ = -

real cute.A I plecked the blue one specilal,

Listen, you're crazy, if they trace those snow suits to us..
(DO™R BELL)
(PAUSE)

Don't answer it,
(RATTLZ QP SHADE, )

Therets g squad car out front,
(LOUD CLICK OF REVOLVER)

Put that gun away, don'i be crazy, Get out the back, Julle.

L—o-gu.c'_c,

P Ry - -
But,....bub,,.,.the «aby—Reahy

Go on, get out, I'1l get the sultcase from the other
room,

{DOOR OFEN)

ATHOT 0005BFA3




FOLICEMAN:

POLICEMAN:

FETE:
POLICEMAN:

NARRATOR:

PETE:

HEGINS:

- 10 -

Go i,
(DOOR CLOSE)
(DOOR BELL RINGS, HURRIED FOOTSTEPS,)
(OFF, MUPFLED) Open up in there, Kirby.

(DOOR PANEL SPLIT})

(COMING Ol) Cetavwev—Srem—bhatack door, Where's
your wilfe?
what wife?

..----‘Q-ﬁ..'lé
(SHOUTS) Connelly, woveT the back. The girl -ge+

—away—alrloht Come on, Kirby, let'!s go down town,

UP AYD UMDER)

mre prisoner ls Pete Xirby. Ile has a robbery record

as long as your arm, Hels wanted on three counts in

™ o et £

Tllincis zlone, Theylve got him cold,Aso ne talks,

and—somentcTe HICKE L

Julie shot him. She always carries that 45, I

teld her thet wasn't no woman's gun,

Yeah,

ind you and your wife held up the warahouge? ¥You were
the only ones?

Houw many do you need? Go ahoadd, LiTe it up, Sergeant,

1111 sign your confession,

ATHOT 00058 4




NARRATOR:

PETE:

DORQTHY &

- 11 -

They bring out Dorothy LaCrosse to face Pete Kirby.
The Sergeant has their two confessions on his desk,
side by side.

Thao
T never saw-hes béfore. I'm telling you, Julle and me
held up that warehouse,

Ch, no, I did it, Arthur and I. W¥e killed that

yatehman and welve got to be punished. We killed

him, not that man,

UP TOQ TAQ ACT}
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THE BIG STORY
PROGHAM #265

MIDDLE COMMERGIAL: (START E,T.)

CHAPPELL: Guard against throat-scratehl
GROUP: Enjoy the smootih smoking of I'ine tobacecos, Smoke a
PELL IELL,
(END E.T,)
HARRICE: Yes, smoke & PELL MELL - and dlscover how BELL MELL'S
greater length of fine tobaccos filters the smoke on
the way fo your throat - filters the smcke and makes
it mild.
CHAFPELL: At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1s filtered further
than that of any other leading cigarette. and, whatis

more after & pulis, or 10, or 17 =~ ¥ actual measure -
2 El

PRLL MELL!S greater length of traditiornally fine

tobacecos 5511l travels tie smoks further - filters
the smole and makes i1t mild,
EARRICE: Thus, PELL MELL!3 {ine mellow tobaccos give you a

smoothness, mildness and sasisfaction no other

cigarztite oflors wou.

CHAPP=LL: Guard agalnst tnroa*-gcratehl

JARRICE: Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos, Smoke
a PELL MELL.

CHAPPELL: Wherevar you go today, notlice now .any people have
changed to PELL MELL - the longer, iiner clgarette 1n
tne digtinguished red package.

(START E.T.)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #265

VMIDDLE COMMERCTIAL: {CONT'D)

GROUP:

CHAFPELL:
HARRICE:

Enjoy the smootn smeking of fiae tobaccos. Swmoke

a PELL MELL,

(END E,T,)

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES ~ "Qutstanding!"

ind - they are nild]

¥
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HARRICE:

- 14 -

This 1s Cy Harrice returning you to your narrator and the

Big Story of Wlllis O'Rourke as he lived 1t and wrote it.

DOROTHY:

O'ROURKE:
DOROTHY :
O'ROURKE:

DOROTHY :
CO'ROURKE:
DOROTHY :
OYROURKE:
DOROTHY :

O'RCURKE:

You add 1t up, Willis O'Rourke, one murder, two
confessions. The soverelgn state of Illinols is slighCly
embarrassed by an over-supply of confessed killers,

There 1is & glut on the market. You remember Arthur Felton
pleading with you for belief, telling you that borothy
1aCrosse lied., You belleve him, you're not sure why,

but you decide to find cut.. Why should & peventeen-year
0ld girl confess to a murder that she dldn't comnit?

vou work & deal with Sergeant Hegins and interview her

in her cell.

Will you run my pilcture, Mr. O'Rourke? Itm golng to have
a new outfit brought in with a sweater and a crinolin,
although I don't suppose you'd use & full-length plcture,
Dorothy, are you sure you killed that watchman?

I confessed, didn't I? I‘ve got to be punished.

You've been a nretty bad girl, haven't you?...Even when
you were small.

How did you know that?

Did you ever really do anything bad before?

Oh, yes, yes.,,I ...I . odreamed about it at night,

What? "

oh, just things; I've always been afraid at night. TIt's
alright now. You know, i1t's funny, here in jall I don't
dream at all.

Have your mother and father come to pee you?
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DOROTHY :

O'ROURKE:

DORCTHY ¢

C'ROURKE:

DOROTHY:

O'ROURKE:

DOROTHY ¢

O'ROURKE:

DOROTHY:

— ot ——

HEGIN3:

- 15 - e

They're dead. They died when I was very small...in an
automoblle accident. They never even paid good-bye to me,
I've always thought about that, I was verybad the day
before, Mr. O'Rourke, do you think I should have my

hair done differently? Do you think 1t would look better
in the picture if 1t was pulled back stralght?

I think 1t looks fine now. Dorothy, you didntt kiil ¥
that watchman,

Yes, I did.

You're lying., You're not golng to be convicted of that
murder.

(UPSET) But I've got to be, I've got to be punished.

I killed them.

Them?

I mean him...the watchman, I'm guilty.

I'11 bet you are...gullty encugh to confess to a murder
yoir never committed.

(CRYING) But I did, I d1d, you've got to belleve me,
you've got to. I killed him, I'fve got to be punished,

UP AND UNDER)

s e g o pem e —

You've got a picture now. A frightened, confused girl,
her mind twisted and clouded with the memorles of
childhood. If only she can be punlshed, everything will
be alright. You are convinced Dorothy LaCrosse is lyine.
You're convinced her confession 1s hysterical and there
13 only one way to prove it...find Julie Kirby.

We're working on that, Will. Anyone can Bee there's
something screwball sbuut LaCrosse's story, but we

can't throw 1t out.
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C'ROURKE:

HEGTINS:
O'ROURKE :

HEG INS:

O'ROURKE:

Il

HEG INS:

Q'ROURKE:

S -

GRANDMA:

Q'ROURKE:

- 16 -

If you gould find Julie?:ﬁ you ¢ould compare hex; story
with her hushand's, if...

If grandma had wheels she'd be a wagon!

How about her child? What was the kid's name? Penny.
That's how you traced Kirby, through that snow sult box.
We're working on Fgat. We've got the house staked out.
We figure she'll éome back to see the kid.

But.whefe 1s Penny.how? Doesn't Kirby know?

No. Doesn't seem to care. Julle did all the loving 1n
that famlly.

She didn't take the kid with her, we know that. Sergeant,
shels going to come bacle to find Penny. Accordlng to
Kirby she hated everything in the world but that kid.

She'll come back.

-
Youmgo through Julie Kirby's room. The baby's first

shoes are cast in bronze. In the bureau drawer you find
a well-thumbed copy of Dr. Spock's book on ohild care
lying next to a cleaning brush for a .45 automatlc.
You're sure that Julle Kirby will come back to gee her

: R
Renny and you want to be there when she does. The-chzzzcu“&
18 gone, You-dsow-o—pisnk-witirthoreizhirers. Out back
in the garbage you find an envelrpe with a birthday card
signed "Grandma", addressed to Pernny Kirby and one hour
later you're at the return address.
I don't want to pee you. I don't want to see anyone
from the newspapers. You get out.

Now, please, Mrs. Tyler...
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GRANDMA:
O'ROURKE:
GRANDMA ;

O'RCURKE:

GRANDMA:

O'ROURKE:

GRANDMA: .

O'ROURKE:

GRANDMA:

O'ROURKE;

GRANDMA
O'ROURKE:
GRANDMA:
O'ROURKE:

..17....

You gel out,

I want to ask you about your daughter,

I daon't have any daughter, not any more. Not after what
she's daone. I told her not to marry that..you get out of
here, Can't you leave an old woman alone with her shame?
I'd 1ike to ask about your granddaughter, Mrs. Tyler,
about Penny.P D

¥eu—ﬂever*mtﬁ;:;;%arlﬁEfT What do you want with Penny?

Is she here?

No, she isn't...she lan't where anybody can point a Cinger
at her and say her motherk.. you get out of here. I'm
going to call the pollee.

Mrs. Tyler, I sympathlze with you, I understand, but
we'lve got to find Julie. You can't protect her.

Protect her? I don't care what happens t¢ her., She's

no flesh of mine, not anymore. I wigh I was with her
father, lying 1n peace where I wouldn't read my-—babyts—
name in the papers and have pecple peint at me when I go
down %the street and whleper what she's done.

I'm sorry for your trouble, Mrs. Tyler, but we've got to
find Julie, There's an innocent glirl and a man on trial
for your daughter's c¢rime, You want to help them,
don't you?

I don't know where Julle 1is.

But your grandchild, how about Penny? Where 1s she?

cijisp't know.

Mup—Morrerrt downstalrs saw you bring her in here and

then talce her away again., Where did you leave her?
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GRANDMA: With people who will be good to her., They know how to
take care of children there.

O'ROURKE Is 1t an institution?...a nursery?

GRANDMA: Never mind.

Q!'ROURKE: If you'll only tell me where Penny is,

GRANDMA: And have her mother's shame brought to her?

C'ROURKE: An orphanage? ’

GRANDMA: Good-bye.

O'ROURKE: , But Mrs, Tyler...

GRANDMA: Good-bye.

EMUS TG4~ TP AND DORN]

——

into the world 114 who grew up to be a murderer.

You see the filerce determtnation to protect the grandchild
You know you couldn't pry any furt information from
Mrs. Tyler, so you Bet ocut on your Own.

You make & list.

HNARR:

Youtlve got it flgured. {
Rite. & Sk K
breke, The snow suits they stcle were wool lined

and warm, but they were hot, Tr:> police were on
the lookout for them, t s -1

on_thein teot, They were broke, flat broke.
grandma Tyler went down every night to the Loop and
swept out three floors of a tall building, no money

there for an expensive nursery, for even & moderate

priced orphanage. ( MORE.)
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NARR:
(CONT'D)

PENNY:
O'RCUREE:
PENNY:
O'ROURKE:
PENNY+:
C'ROURKE:

PENNY s

O'ROURKE:

e — o —

- 19 -

:,lh w® o

113q¢00vera all the low-priced charitable
- o

children's homes and you start to cover it on foot.

.;ﬁnEAK_1H_sQUND_QE_QHILDREN—Pﬁﬁ¥1ﬁ67 . .
Lt:::jiz&;%;:;;—pia;greanda—e;;g&&e»t;;;;j:ﬁﬁézéit11Wﬁr j
ORI oy B PRSI RO W S S - SO

Tm M-
, and then ene—day you

L)
P i C ey
hear i}ﬂq ball roll f%wards the wire fence and you
plck it up.

(COMING ON) Mister..mister...throw me back my ball?
Hello!

That's my ball, mister, please..

Did I hear somebody call your nane?

Please, we're in the middle of a game.

Do they call you Penny? Is your name Penny?

Sure, my name's Penny., Please, mister, can I have

my ball.

Sure, sure, I'll bring it around. Wait for me, Penny.
Don't go away.

You check with the office of the nursery. The social
worker looks up the record. The child was entered as
Penny Smith. You make arrangements with the nursery.
You glve two maiden aunts, your city editor, and the
commissioner of police as references and you're oOn

your way down town in a cab with Penny Kirby.
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PENNY $
C'ROURKE:
PEMNY 3

O'YROURKE:

PENNY :
Q'ROURKE:

PENNY:

O'ROURKE:
PENNY:
OTROURKE:
PENNY:

Q'!'30URKE:

NARRATOR:

- 20 -

(CAR RUNNING}
Where are we golng, Mr. O'Rourke?
Down to my office., How old are you, Panny?
Six, golng on seveil,
Going on seven, You haven't seen your Mommy for a
week or two, have you?
No, she went away. Grandma tock me to the nursery.
Do you like your Mommy?
Sure, she sings me songs and tells stories.  3he's the
best pormy theve 1s,
Yeah., I'm sure siels a good lommy to you, Penny.
She said she'd come back if I needed her,
Do you mlss her?
vYes, I %hink so, She!ll come bhack, won't she, [lr.
OtRourke? Just like she said?
T thia': she will, But she has to do it soon, Penny,
she has to do 1t soon.

UP AND UMDER)

wou know iv,

phohey and yet yor needNuliz [irbr to prove this
You sitii vour office at ywur typowriter and watch

.

2iecars, cutting
;;) Sonaiow youlve got to

get Jul‘e Kirby back to get the btruth. Two innocent

Peimy Kirby

Fal

Ilives are at stale, and you've got to use everry

weapon you have, The most powerful one 1s Penny,
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O'ROURKE!

PENNY:
Q'ROURKE:

—— e e —

NARRATOR:

(MUSIC:

HEGINS:
OtROURKE:

REGINS:
O'ROURKE:

- 21 - i
Alright, Penny, just sit here and look stralzht
ahead wiile the man takes your picture,
Like this?
Now donit be afraid, there will be a flash of llght,
Okay.
(POP OF FLASH BULB)

—_— e b —

vou pull out 21l stops and write a letter to Julie

Kirby, a pleading letter,,...}Come home. Tell the

truth,! And the lkicler 18 & three-~column picture of
Penny, with the caption !Mommy, come home, ' Maybe
it scems like leaning on sentiment, but it'!s the

only way you can save two ilnnocent lives,

— o — e w— —

Thatls a real pretty pleture, Uill, nice-loolking kid.
Shels a nice %id. It's a diwbghame, No sign

of Julle?

Nothing yet. How long you going to run this plcture?
Until Julle shows up, The Herald Amerlcan gets
around, scmewhere in Indlanapolis or Detrolt or

wherever she 1s hiding, she's golng to see it, Snelil—

. . S ,che_in_

O1RGQURKE ¢

HEGINS:

S
I'fgjgét Julie Kirby in, Sergeant. I know 1 will,
She!ll come hecause genny wants her.
(8UZZER, PHONE PICKED UP)
Sergeant Hegins. Hmm,,.,mm, Alrignht, We'll be dowh.
(PHONE HANGS UP)
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HEGINS
O'ROURKE:

HEGINS:

HEGINS :

JULIE:

HEGINS:

JULIE:

HEGINS:
OTROURKE

HEGINS ¢
OIROURKE ®

HEGTHNS &

O IROURKE

PENNY

JULIE:

PENNY:

- 22
Did you know about this? Were you stringlng me?
Avout what?
Julie Kirby Just walked in dovnstairs, and gave

herself up, She wants to see her child.

wWhere is she? Where 18 she?
Are you golng to make a statement on that warehouse
killing?
T came back to see my baby, where ls she?
Let's get your story filrst, Peterson, have the book
ready.
Where is she? If you hurt her, I'll kill you, I'll get
out somehow and T!11l kill you all.
Listen, Julie, you talk first.
Sergeant, (LOW) T brought Penny down, ghe's in the
other room. |
(LoW) I want a sbery-out of Julie,
voulll get it, She came baek to see Penny, Do it
my way.
Alright, Bring her in,
{DOOR OPEN)
Alright;fyouxcan come Ln now.
(COMING ON) MOMMY. .y JIOMIY ¢ ooy o iiOlMMYe0ns
(TOGETHER WITH ABOVE) Penny, Penny, darling, Paby....
(SHE IS CRYING)

T knew yould come back to me Mommy, I knew you would.
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PLENITY :

JULIE!?

HEGINS:

O'ROURKE !

BENHY:

JULIZ:

PENITV

OFRCURKE:

JULIE:
OIROURKE!

JULIE:

PENNY

- 23 .

I couldnlt stay away, not after I saw that picture,
I couldntt, Oh, Pénny, PNy e s PEINYucuny

You dldnt't sing me a song, Mommy, vhen you left you
sald you'ld sing a song, and vrou dlidn't sing a song,
and you never came back to Grandmals,

I'11 sing you & song, Penny, I'll slng for you.
Listenisesss

Walteisunune

Sing Imllaby, Mommy. I had to go to bed without it,
Alright, baby.... (SINGS) Lullaby and good-night,
with roges,.....(BREAKS AND CRIES)

That!s alright, Mommy, don't cry, It's betier now,
rou'lre here,

She's right, Julie, 1it's better, You couldn't de
anything for Penny by running away, Do you love her?
Do you really love Penny? Then tell the truth,
(CRYING) I don't know,

You know what youlve done. You know how youtve lived,
let Penny grow up and know that jou were sorry,

that wou faced it, that you paid for it, She!ll

be talten care of, whatever happens, she!ll kioouw her
mother loved her enough to tell the truth,

Alright. I'1l tell, but not now, Iot,,fot ian front
O vsessloeeel dld what you sald. It1l tell you the
truth, -

Mommy, you didn't finish the song,
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CHAPPELL:

- oh -

Alright, baby, I'1l finish it, (SINGS),.. Wb
lillies_oier—spread3 1s baby!s uvee bed..es.

(LOV, OVER SONG) Peterson, get your book ready,
she'll talk now.

(CONTINUES SINGLE) ..... Lay thee down now axd vest,
may thy slumber be blest., Alright, now I'm ready,
UP_TO TND)

Tn Just a2 moment we'll read you a telegram Jrom “fillis
O'Rourke of the Chicago lerald fmewican with . e

f1nal outeome of tozight'!s BIG STORY,

PAHFARS)

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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TH= BIG STORY
PROGRAM #265

CLOSING COMMERCIAL: ({START E,T.)

CHAPPELL: guard against throat-scratchl!
GROUP: Enjov the smootl smoking of fine tobaccos. Smole

a PELL MELL,
{EWD E.T.)

CHAPPELL: Yes, smolke a PELL MELL a:d discover how PELL MELL'3
greater length of Iine tobaccos Tilters the smoke
on the way to your turocat - filters the smokaz and
malzes it mild,

HARRICE: RemembLer this, the further a puff of smoke 1s
T1ltered through fine tobaccos, the milder it becomes.

(START E,7,)

CHAPPELL: guard againat throat-scratchl
GROUP: Enjor the smooth smoliing o fi'e tcbacces. Smole a

PELL MELL,
(END E,T, )

CHAPPELL: Sroke PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstancing!”
HARRICE: pad - they ave mildl
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CHAPPELL:

CVROURKE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

— e e —

7. (MUsSIC: _ .

-~ 26 - REV.

Now we read you that telegram from Willis 0'Rourke of the
Chicago Herald American,

Pair implicated by the hysterical false confession in
tonight's Big Stery were rcicased and the real %illers
brought to trial. They received life terms in the State
Penitentiary. Many thanks for tonight's PELL VELY. Award,
Thank you, Mr. O'Rourke,..the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
'‘CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL iward
for notable scrvice in the fjeld of journalisn...a

checle for $500. and a =peclal mounted bronze plague -
engraved with vour name and the name of your paper.
Accept it as a.lasting memento of your truly significant
achievement.

Listen again noxt week, same time, same statlon, vhan
PELT, MELT., FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG STORY
-- A Big Story from the front pages nf the Columbus Chic
Dispateh -- bw~line, Jemes B, Heyrock. A Big Story of

a girl who took o lonely walk and a reporter who
followed her one-way journey.

nd remember -— overy week you can see another gifferent
Big Story on television -- nrought to you by the makers

of Pell Mell Famous Cipareties,

il At e T T A - T T T ——
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A
CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY is produesd—sy Bernard J, Proctor  pofef’, -

with original music composed ad conducted by Vladimir
Selinsky, Tonight'!s program was adapted by Ernest
Kenoy from an actual story from the front pages of
the Chicago:. Herald American, Your narrater werr Bob
Sloane aee Bill Lipton played the part of Willis
O'Rourke. 1In order %o protect the rames of people
actually involved in tonight's authentic BIG STORY,
the names o7 all characters in the dramatizatlon were

changed, with the exceptlon of the reporter, Mr.

Q'Rou~lme,
(Music: _ _ _ THEME UP_FULL AND) ERQE_FgRl
CUAPPELL: This is Ernest Chappell spealkins for the makers of

PELI, FAMOUS CIGARETTES, (PAUSE)

HARRICE: Here is an important messape from the National Tobacco
Tax Researcll Council, This fact-finding organlzation
calls to your attention the Tact that you smokers
pive nearly two billion dellars a year to your Government
in clgaretts taves. Every time you buy clgareties, vou
give vour Fateral Government eight cents & pack..,.and
most of vou glve tiwree or Tour cents more to cliy
and State Covernmentz. That adds up to beticr than a
Mirty per cent tax,.,on eveny cioarette you smoka.

1

Yed, . ...l buylng cigavettes - ¢ 22 Yol osoun PAcHS, . e

go for tax, (PAUSE)
HARRICE: Turae in again nexh week same time zame station Lo
another authentlic Big Stor—,
THIS IS NBC......THE JATIONAL BROADCASTING COHMPANY,
H.C, 3/27/19%2,-
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NBC THE BIG STORY #266
9:3C¢ - 10:00 FM APRII, 30, 1952 WEDNESDAY

CHAPPELL: PELL-MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present... THE BIG STORY!
{MUSIC: FANFARE, DOWN UNDER...)

SeYErLs, LAUGHTER...)

RUTHIE : (ABOUT 17) O©h, Patsy, wasn't that a game! Wasn't
that fun! -
PATSY: (SAME AGE) (WORRIED) Ruthie, 1t's so late! I dldn't

count on getting back here fo Prospect so late.
RUTHIE: So what? So the bus had a flat and 1t tock us an
hour and a half longer to get back than we flgured!
Boy, wasn't that a football game! How about a soda?
PATSY: I -- I can't, Ruthile. I was supposed to be home by
5:30 and 1t's after 7:00 now.
RUTHIE: oh for cryin' out loud -- what're you so worried about?

You're not a kid!

PATSY: It's -- I got to go. e g \QQ

RUTHIE: (WORRED} Walt, honey. Somebody'ﬁﬁﬂcome along and
we'll get you a ride, You got to walk a half-mile in
the dark.
PATSY: I --1 got to go. jaﬁnﬁ‘**_‘_h
RUTHIE: But -- it's a half-mile outslde of town all by yourself,
Walt for a ride. Somebody'll come along. ﬁl:};&;i
PATSY: If -- if I walt things;ll Just get worse at home., Twot—

“to—go, Buthie., Nothing'll happen to me. S0 long.

{FADING) Don't worry -- nothing'll happen to me.
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CHAFPEL: THE BIG STORY. Here 18 Awmcrlca, 1ts sound and 1ts
fury, 1ts joy and iﬁs sorrow as faithfully reporﬁed by
the men and women of the great Amerlcan newspapers.
(PAUSE, COLD AND FLAT) Columbus, Ohio. The story
of a girl who took a lonely walk and a reporter who
fo0llowed her one-way Journey. Tonlght, to James OC.

Heyrock of thE‘Columbus, 0h1q5 Dlspatch, for his Big

P50
Story, goes the PELL MEL¥&Award.
(MUSIC:_ _ _FANFARE)
MUSIC:_ | _ TURNTABLE
(COMMERCTIAL)

ATKO1 0005894




CERAPPFLL:
GRCUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPZLL:

HARRICE:

CHAPFELL:
HARRICT:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #266

OPENING COMMERCJIAL

(START E.T.)
Guard against throat-scratehl
Fnjoy ths smooth smoking of fine tobacczs. Smoke a

PELL MELL.
(END E.T.) r

Yes, smoke a PELL MELL and discover how PELL MELL'S
greater length of fine tobhacecos fllters the smoke on
the way to your throat - filters the smoke and makes
it miid,

Remember this - the further your clgarette filters the
amoke tnrough fine tobaccos, the milder that smoke
becomes,

At the first -uff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further
throush fine tobaccos than that of any other leading
cigarette. And what's more after 5 puffs, or 10, or
17 - by agiual measurs - PELL MELL'S greater leneth of
traditionally fine tobaccos still travels the smoke
furthey - riiters the smoke and makes it mild.

Thus, PELL MEIL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you a
smoothness, mildngss and gatisfactinn no other
cigarette offers you.

So smoke PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstandineg!”

aAnd - thev are mpild!
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Columbus, Ohlo. The story as it actually happened --
James Heyrock'!s story as he 1lived it.

It's Saturday, September 20th. The foctball madness that
always grips the Svate of Ohlo in the Fall 1s already

in tre air. You're only 26, Jim Heyrock, police

reporter for the Columbus Dispatch, It wasn't so long
ago that you played football yourseif for your high

. school. But 1t's different now, 1It's different because
every Saturday thls time of the year when you report for
work, you know just what your stories are going to be

for the day: A—ecouple O College kids who got a 1ittlie
too high after the game, a little too gay and‘ggggeﬁ:éi:;?

4-"//
have thelr names kept out of the Egpersj’a couple of

P
collisions, between Jalopies-full cf excited football

fans -~ all very dull~and very routine,

And wheq/bﬁé‘phone rings on your desk and itt!'s the City
Edigof/;n the other end, you expect the usuagl football
But not this time.

ﬁhe_e did you say? Ffreegpect -- that's about 25 mlles
north of here, 1sn't 1t?,,.Y¥Yeah, i got 1¢t, (REPEATS)
Patsy Miller, 17, went to high-schocl football game by
bus yesterday, started to walk home from Prcspect last
night, hasn't been seen since..... Right. ... Yeah, I'll

leave for Prospect immediately.
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NARR: You reach the 1little town of Prospect shortly after

two ofeloek. Another firteen minutes and you find

&A——ﬂ“m

Gk
yourself-eatstﬂe“?atsy Miller's h

—-"/
_."_ﬂ___,_.--'
— ! N e T =
.—""'""F’.—-..__.'-_'
onv : . " :
{MUSIC: . DOWN-UNBER); "
—————————— U o
NARR: Patay Miller's fatheg\manages the grocery store in

Prospect, You study his terrified face and the solemn

faces of his other three children,

JIM: What tlme was she supposed to bhe home last nlght, Mr,
Miller?
MILIER: (#0's) 5:30
BRUNO: Bus had a flat ~~- didn't get back tc Prospect 'til
T:00.
JIM: Maybe -- maybe she spent the nlght wlth a girlfriend.céru*“43
BRUNO: I don't know a bout thaé% er Brother here found her

hair ribbon and one of her shoes at the edge of the

driveway this mornlng.

JIM: (SLIGHT TAKE) Her nair ribbon and one of her shoes?
BRUNO: Yeah,
MILLER: Mr. Brune, I -- I know you're only trying to help me,

bu#’%ime is goling by, Me. Miller, Fatoy 1s still a ycung

Lirda

JIM: I wouldn't worry, Mr. Miller. She could have run off --

maybe left the shoe and the ribbon In the driveway to

throw you off her trall, Klds do that sometimes.
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MILLER: Patsy wouldn't run off', Patsy's a fine girl!{ I brought her
up decent and right! She wasn't permitted to have dates
and she wasn't allowed to ride 1in cars wilth boysi Patsy
1s a fine girl and nobody can tell me otherwise! (PAUSE)

WESEER- I'm--I'm sorry, Mr. Heyrock, Sorry for blowing up at you,
I--T know what you're thinking buy 1tts not easy trylng to
bring up four chlldren, Even when I Kept her from having
dates, even when I shouted at Patsy about boys, I felt it
wasn't the right thing to do but it was the only thing I
knew to do. How else can I take care of four chlldren--
without beilng strilct, I tell you something's happened to
her!

BRUNO: Naw--you know how kids are., They gog-wild for a spell then

they come to thelr senses, She'll de home, Mr Miller--don't

you worry,

(MUSIC: _ _ACCENT DOWN_UNDER)
NARR: You don't know what to think, Jm Heyrock, whep vou -leave-
e donly know
. \&A-“‘N— '\
het—te—eiriit about Fatsy Millerﬂor about her shoe and halr

ribbon found in the driveway of her house,
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NARR:

NARR:

BARNES:

JIM:
BARNES:

JIM:

BARNES:

JIM:

-7-

(ROTT UF TEJNDER ke '
Qro_w R, =Q_¢’--'—--‘ U—'-‘J--J&L
Ome den only adds € = e .of
Ao

s

confuaton—andttetpYessneess -- where -5e begin? How do you

piek up the friends of a 17 year 0ld girl who's vanlshed
mﬁfq

into thin air? You recall that she, walkeel home the half-

mile from Prospect..i«.»

{RAIN-COMING-BCWN, CAR DRIVING IN RAINTIL.)

There are, perhaps, four houses in all between the Miller's

" pesidence and the town of Prospect, You stop at each of

them, ask-a few questions, Nobody saw her last night, nobody
—--except that Howard Barnes, who has a bakery route, has

a 1ittle something to add to the mystery.

{RERSPECTIVAINTERIOR, RAIN OUTSIDE...J

(ABOUT 50) I figure 1t was around a guarter to elght, Mr.
Heyrock.

You were just coming home 1n your truck?

That's right, That's why I notlced 1t and I couldn't

help remembering on acczount of it was 80 peculiar, This
here Model A Ford---

You sald it was raclng up and dcwn the road, Exactly what
do you mean?

Just what I said, Whoever was drilwing it wculd kind of race
it away a couple of bundred yards end then malce a crazy
spin and go racing back like that -- up and back.

Abcut what time was that?
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BARNES:

{MUSIC:

WARR:

(MUSIC:
BRUNO:
JIM:

BRUNO:

J I

DBRUNO:
JIM:

MILLER:

JIM:
BRUNO:
JIM:
MILLER:

Iiq---f-i----------------............;.....____;__; i .

i

-B-
Kell--- if Patsy left Prospect o walk home, she should've
been pagsing this spdt around a guarter to élght, I saw
that Model A racing up and down around twenty to elght.
Bacgfigjfhe Miller house, you find Deputy Bruno. Apparently
he and Mr. Miller hafg€peen deep in conversation when you
arrived, Jim Heyrock -- Decause the mement you mention the

\-y.
story about the Model A Ford, the Deputy reacts.

There ymit fits!
W

{PUZZLED) I don't get you.\what fita?

Your story about the Model A Ford, Who else would drive

g Jalopy but some high-school kid?

Now walt a second -- Barnes the baker didntt say anything
atcut a kid at the wheel,

Well did he tell you whe was at the wheel?

No, but -- but why shculd 1t be & kid?

Decause the Deputy here asked me toc go thru patay'’s
belongings, We found these,

(RUSTLE OF PAPER)

(A BEAT, THEN) Love letters to a boy naned Freddile,
Thet ocould be Freddie Argus, He's in her class---

But -- but these letter weren't even malled!

x

(EARD) I want that boy checked and 1f he owns a Mcdel
Ferd, 8o help me I'1l --(EREAKS OFF) I want that toy

chezked,

— e et i e ——— — e i —
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MILLER:
FREDDIE:

BRUNO:

FREDDIE:

FREDDIE:
RUTHIE:

FREDDIE:

RUTHIE:

FREDDIE:

RUTHIE:

MILLER:

FREDDIE:

MILLER:

FREDDTIE:

JIM:

L
e i

. -9-
(ABOUT 17, FRIGHTENED) That's right,..that's right, Mr.

Bruno, I got a2 Model A,

Patsy wrote you love letters! what did you do to hers!

Mr. Miller please -- Love Letters? I--I never received any!
I didn't----

Nobody'!s accusing you of anything, Freddle--Only it deean't
lock too goecd for ygﬁ.

I---T dldn't do anything--I swear 1t! I didn't even see
her last night!

That's not what Ruthle here told us before we brought you
in,

{PAXE) Ruthie, how could you! I---I---

{ALMOST CRYING) Freddie, I had to tell them! I told them the
truth,

What truth? All I did was glve you a 1lift,

Don't Lie, Freddie! You saw me comlng cut of the scda
parior and you gave me & lift home, But then I told you I
was worried sbout Patsy golng home slone--

You asked me to drilve after her and make sure she was all
right, but---

(CUTS IN) And you aspreed! You went after her, Freddie,
dldn't you?

wWhat did you do with my daughter?

Quit---gult sheking me, Please]

She wrote you love letters, There mustive been somekthing
between you! |

(FAST) Okay, okay, She had a crush on me but - but I didn't
care for her, She -- she was too scared--that's all,

What do you mean too scared, Freddie?

ATHXO1T Q005301
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FREDDIE: I mean scared she was ne fun -- ghe was never allowed to go
cut with me like the other kids she would never take a walk
with you or drink a scdea or g© to a movie. That's the truth
-~-T swear 1itl

BRUNO: But you wont after her last night when Ruthie asked you to?

FREDDIE: That's not treuae,

RUTHIE: (CRIES OQUT) But you saild you woaldl

FREDDIE: Okay, okay---so I sgld I would, I just didn't want to seem
iike a heel, but I didn't go after her.

BRUNO: Prove 1%,

FREDDIE: I can prove 1t,-I—esp—prove It When I left Huthle, I went
to see my real girl--Aﬁn I got to her house by a
quarter to eight and that's at the other end of town-
away from the road Patsy took, Call her! Why dontt you
eall Ann's house?

JIM: (APTER & PAUSE) You'd better call that’girla house, Mr.
Bruno,..because if he was there at a quarter to elight, it
couldn't have becn his Model A Ford the baker saw,

‘ (SLIGHT PAUSE,THEN:)

r”sﬁ*“‘;jr*:"" " i%ps, PHONE )DIP:LED SLIGHTLY OFF, THEN:)

BRUNO:  (3LIGHTLY OFF) This is Deputy Sheriff Bruno, Is Ann Jedscn
there?....Is that you, Ann?,....Ann, this is very important,
Try to remember exactly: What time did Freddie Argus come
by your house last night? (PAUSE THEN:) You're posiltive...
Thanks,

(RECEIVER DOWN, FEW STEFS IN)
FREDDIE: Well---well?

BRUNOQ: Oitay, Freddlc---go on home,

RTHXOT GO05902




FREDDIE:
MILLER:

-11-

(AFTER A PAUSE) I'm----Mr. Miller, I'm S0TTY.
g0 on home, Freddie. We'!ll -- we'll {ind Patsy somehcw.

(COMMERCIAL )
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CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstandingt™

HARAICE: And - they are miidl

HARRICE+—  This—tgCy Harrice returning you to your narrator-sad___
Ig Story of James O. Heyrock as ne lived Tt—ami—

it.
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HARRICE:
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GROUP;

-12-
THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #266

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

(START E,T.)}
Guard against threat-seratchl
Enjoy the amooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke &
PELL MELL,

(END E.T.)
Yes, smoke a PELL MELL - and dlscover how PELL MELL'S
greater length of fine tobaccos filters the smoke on the
way to your throat -- fillters the smoke and makes it
mild.,
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further
than that of any cther leading cigarette. And, what's

more, after 5 puffs, or 1C, or 17 - by actual measure -

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine

tobaceos stlill travels the smoke further - filters the
smoke and makes it mild,
Thus, PELL MELIL'3 fire mellow tobaccos glve you a

smoothness, miidness_and satlsfaction no other cigarette

offers you,
Guard agalnst throat-scratchl
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a
PELL MELL,
Wherever you go today, notlce how many people have
changed to PELL MELL - the longer, firer clgarette in
the distinguished red package.

(START E.T.}
Enjoy the smocth smoking of fine tobacecos. Smoke a

PELL MELL.
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{MUSIC: _ _INTRODUCTION AND UNDER,,.)

HARRICE This is ¢y Harrice returning you to your narragor apd the
Blg Story of James‘h< Keyrock as he lived it and wrote 1it,.

NARR: The next day is Sunday, James Heyrock -- your day off, The
¢louds have gone, the sun 1is out-you'd 1like to spend Sunday
as you usually do: with your wife and your own two little
girls., As a matter of fact, you had already made plans with
your family. But then around noon, yoi can't resist the
telephone call fo Patsy Miller's father--No, there's
nothing new, But something in hils volce stirs your consclenc
You look at your own two girls,~aimgﬂenggk, and decide that
at this moment another father and another glrl need you
more, And =20 you stop once more at the Baker!'s house to
cultlvate the one real lead you ha#e:—-i&iﬁ onﬂ*ﬂ (%“““**3-

(GARMOTORCUT

IMUSTC T —UR AND.OUT)

BARNES: Nope--a real shame, Mr. Heyrock. I mean itls two days ncw--

JIM: About that Model A, you saw---

BARNES: I told you everything I remember.

JIM: You've been very helpful, Mr. Barnes, but maybe If I shecot
some more guestlons 8% you--

BARNES: What for?

JIM: What color was the car?

BARNES: Color? I don't know. Out in the dnrk ic¢ se-wed like--T don't
know---black blue--something llke that,

JIM: Did you notice the license?

BARNES: Na, I had no reason to,

JIM: No, I guess not, -
It did make an awful racket though, Muffler must've been

DARNES:

shot,
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BARNES:
JIM:
BARNES
JIM:

BARNES:
JIM:
BARNES :\()
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Yaah---Well, T guess a car that old---

Oh yeah, another thing I noticed, The back window-.--
(SLIGHT INTEREST) what about 1t?

Broken, Part of 1t missing--the back window I mean.,
That's a help listen, mind if I make a call to town to the
Deputy Sheriff?

No use,

Why not?

Was jn—bewm—Per Church services about an hour ago and ran
into Bruno, He was Just leaving town,

Where to?

Gct o tip Patsy was spotted worklng as 2 waltress down in

¢olumbus, That!'s where he went,

Maybe you were building somethinag out of nothing, Jim
Heyrock, Maybe the tip Deputy Sher#fr Bruno was following
would turn cut to te the right one, Even your City
Editor had kidded you about your conviction that Patsy
\Eill r had met foul play. But you werc already ocut here and

crakers descripticn of & Model £ with a braken back
windcw might meke your search a llttle easler. So---

(MOTCR UP)

~sur eor and beglin moving alowly up and

M

-~=ycu start
down, 1in ard around the back roads nesr Pro&dect,

(CAR BUMPING OVER DIRT ROAD)
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NARR:

HARRY':

JIM:
HARRY:
JIM:
HARRY:

HARRY:

JIM:

HARRY:

-16-

{LOW) Parked outside a run-down shack on one of the back
roads is o Model A Ford with a broken back window,

(STEPS ACROSS BRUSH, CRACKLING OF TWIGS, CUT.,THEM

CRBAKYS4R—BEONT ., . . THEN: )
{ABOQUT 30 SLIGHTLY OFF, NOT REALLY & VILLAIN, JUST A4
TORTURED GUY) Locking for somcthing?
(SLIGHT T#KE) Oh! I didn't see you,

, Logking for something mlster?

(FUMBLING) I--uh--I--I dildn't hear you come up,

You sald that already.

Thig ~-uh--Model A--

What about 1t?

It's --uh--got a broken back window---

Well, what about it?7

(LAMELY) Uh--friend of mind -- uh-- had a -- had 2 dog
It diaazppeared about two days ago--kids miss 1t terribly
What's 1t get to do with me?

Kids thought they szw the dog get into a car lilke this
one--~-

I don'tt like dogs, Now zet a move on, mister,

ACCENT DCWN_UNDER)

IT 1t weren't so serious you'd hove laushed at yourself
Jim Heyrcocl, at the victure of o fumbling, stammering
police reporter--but what else could you have done? Could
you have come ouf otenly and asked him about Frilday
night? ibout Patsy HMiller.,.Deputy Sherif? Brunc 1s back

at his office when ysu reach Prospect.
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BRUNG: Hold your horses, Heyrock -- I'm just finishing my luaok,
JIM: ﬁlﬁéi’The waltress in Columbus---7
BRUNQ: Looks somebhing like her, but it wasn't her,
JIM: Then come on out with me and gquestion this guy.
BRUNO: What for?
JIM: I told you--he's got a Model A Ford, IV f1ts the description
Alsoc, T didn't like his looks or the way he acbed.
BRUNC: okay, =o you question’%&m. What'd you get?
JIM: _ (SORE) Listen, either we go back there and you questiosn

him with the power of your office or else I'll head tc the
,nearest State Pollce barracks and get them to go there with
me,

BRUNG: (A BEAT THEN:) Just because I'm only the Deputy Sheriff
everybody thinks they cen tell me what to do, Dkay, tlg

shot, I finished my lunch, Cocme on--we'll question him,

(MUSIC: _ _ACCENT, QUICK BRIDGE, OUT_TO:)

HARRY: (TENSE) Friday night? ErQﬂ;~£;Q:?

BRUNO: Yah....Friday night,

HARRY: Well---what'a this about anyway?

ERUNO: Patsy Mlller---abtout a quarter of a mlle from here-- she'!s

been missing since Friday night,

HARRY: She---she haz?

JIM: Where dild you say you went Friday night, Mr York?

HARRY: Wh---Where? To Marion--got some %tools 2t Jhe carage there.
BRUNO: WhHat time did you leave here?

HARRY: What time? About 6:00,°

JIM: What time did you get bzek?

HARRY: get back? About 9:00
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JIM:

HARRY:
BRUNO:

HARRY ¢

(MUSIG:
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NARR:

NARR ¢
BRUNO:

BRUNO:
JIM:
BRUNO:

{MUSIC:

18-
Any reason why you should have Yeen racing your car up
and down that stretch of road outaide Prospect around &
quarter to eight?
(OUTBURST) Who sald I was dolng that?
You weren't?
T told you---went to the garape in Marion, Got some tools--
gct back here at nine. You can echeck that! |
pPeputy Sheriff Bruno drives with you, Jim Heyrock, to the
garage in Marion, The garage owner verifies Harry Ycrk's
story--He'd bought some tools friday night, Bruno scemd
satisfled. You're about to argue with him,--you're zbout
to shout your suapicions at him when the garage phone rings.
{PHONE RINGS, IS PICKED UP)
It's the Deputy Sherifftis office calling him.
vesh, it's me....Where? Qutside columbus, .Okay, thanks.
(RECEIVER DOWN)
what did I tell you, Heyrock? She's alivel
They found her?
Tt's just like I flgured, Yesterday alterncon this car wlth
four kids in 1t drove up to get some gas right outside
Columbus-~-two boys and two glvls on thelr way to
Kentucky to get married, The garage attendant swears one

of the glrls was Fatsy Miller,

— L T - — i
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JIM:
MILLE:
JIM:
MILLER:
JIM:

-19-

That tip tur25 out to be as false as the others, Jim
Heyrock, but by Tuesday they were coming in fast-=

of these tips that your City Edltor becomes convi d, as
does Deputy Sheriff Brunc, that Patsy g};lef/is alive
somewhere--~that she'd run away frem’ﬁame. You're taken off

the Patsy Mlller story’gpdfassigned to somethlng new.

_ACCENT, DOWN UNDER<Z.)

-~ LY
Tuesday, Wegrnesday, Thursday, Friday Saturday--the tips on
Qo )
- ; oy ag each one diles out, you,
' Fim—Heyrovk, begin to feel that youtve been boXed in somehow
w-gut off from a lead you're convinced 1s the right one,
vou have to walt until Sunday agaln--your doy off, And then

on Sunday you and sa_reluctant-Deputy Sheriff Brunc hezd once

more for Prospect and the home of Mr, Miller.

I---T want tc belleve those tips, MNr. Heyrock.

I understand,

How can you understand, The mlinute you stop believing those
tips then therce's nothing elsc for me tc believe, except--
except that Patsy ls dead! Would you rakther T--

Nobady can tell you what you should or sghouldn't fesl at

a moment like this, Mr. Miller.

It's been cver a wWweek---

over 2 weeK,... i

But sooner or later the fyuth will have to come out,
(PAUSE THEN: }What-what iz it you want me to do?

It's only o quarter.of n mile from here, Mr, Mlller., Harry

yark's place--I'd like to toke another erack 2t him,
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(MusIC: _ﬁgpgﬁg,_QQIQK_BQIQGE,_U§p§R+.L.l
(CAR TC A HALT, MOTOR OFF) .
JIM: (LOW) That's .his place right there, N Ny
MILLER: I---think I better walt cut here, If---I got to feel that

he had anything to do with my Patsy I think I'd lose control
v of myselfl.
BRUNO: All right, ¥z, Mitter, If we need you we'll call for you,
come on Heyrcck,
(CAR DOOR OPENED)
{MysIC: _ _UP AND OUT)_

(BOTTLE CLINKS AGAINST GLASS AND POQURING, AS WITH

SHAKEY HANDS ..., )

HARRY: Wonl't -- won't you guys have a drink?
JIM: Né--but you go on and have one,
HARRY: (GULPS DRINK)} I---uh---I usually lay off the stuff---it's

Just that I feel a 1little Jumpy,

JIM: I guess living out here all zlone thls way---

HARRY: (HARD) Don't pive me that sympathy talk! I don't need 1t---
from you cr from anybody!

JIM: It wasn't sympathy talk---

HARRY: Well then what did you ccme for? What do you call 1t?
How do you know what it feels llkte living in a rat-hcle like
this all alonc wilithout 2 buck to your name? How do you
know? You got yoﬁrself a nlece easy Jjob,

JIM: (QENTLY) I gvt no argumcnts with you, Harry,

BRUNQO: ‘A ouy with a steady Job can frppet pretby easlly whas 1t
feels likec to be looking for one,
(PAUSE THEN: )

(REPEAT BOTTLE AND CLINKS AND POURING )
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HARRY:
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HARRY:

JIM:

HARRY:

HARRY:

JIM:
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(gULPS AND THEN ALMOST PLEADING) It's not as if I dldn't
have a trade--I got a trade---Plck anycne you want--
Carpenter, mechanie, well-digger---(SUDDEN) Why won't
they hire me? Look at me---Why--why won't they hire me?
Don't get me wrong. Harry, I'm not trylng to moralize you,
Maybe y.u drink too much,
That's a laugh., That's a real laughl Dld ycu ever see &
monkey chasing 1t's tail? Thatts me. I want 2 job, I can't
get one s¢ T drink. If I drink I can't get a Job, Don't
vou see? I'm like a monkey chasing it's tail,

(BOTTLE AND GLASS)
{GULPS, & LITTLE TIGHT NOW) A wmonkey chasing its tall and
even if he catches his tall, so what? He's inslde a cage.
That's a laugh--that's a real laugh!
(QUIETLY) The tools you went to buy Friday night--did you
nead thnem for a Job?
(TO HIMSELF ALMOST) That's another laugh. I got three days
Wwork next week. So Friday night I go to get the tools. I
don't have the money really--You know what tools cest?
Just what I'm golng to make on the three days wcrk, Isnft
that a laugh?
You stop for a drink in Marion?
4 drink?

(BOTTLE AND GLASS)
(GULPS} Yeah, sure I stopped for a drink, When I figured

cut T wasn't golng to make anything on this Jjob I had to

have a drink.

(QUIETLY) Did Patsy try to thumb a ride from ypu?
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JIM:
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Half and half. I kind of stopeed for her to---(SUDDEN TAKE)
(HARD) What're you driﬁing at? I don't know any Patsy!
(FIRM NOW) Listen Harry, the girl's father 1s right outside
in the car.
(DESPERATELY) Her----her father? What---what've I got to dc
with her father?
T want you to face him and tell him you don't know anything
about his daughter. -
get away from that door,

(DOOR OPENED FAST AS:)

{(CALLS oUT) Mister Millerl
Not her father---dontt do that to me! I don't want to see
her father! She was Jjust o kid-~-I didn‘t--I didn't
mean anything---
(FLDING IN} What is 1679
(ALMOST WEEPING) Go mway! G oway, pleasc, pleasel] NOT you--
Belleve we, I didn't mean anything,

(HARD) What's he saying! What's he saying!

(LOW) Try to hclid on to yourself, Mr, Miller,

(WEEPING) I knew 151 I knew 1t would end this way! Please--
your her father---Believe mo, I didn't harm her--I didn’t
mezn anything.

Wetll believe you, Harry., Mr. Miller will beiicve you

Tell the truth, Harry.

T was drunk. I stopped the car, asked her 1f shes wanted

a 1ift--

(LOSING CONTRCL) You fiend! ¥ou fiend--I'11 kill youl
{SCREAMING OUT) No! I know how you feel--maybe I deserve

1t, kut hear me out, hear me outl
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EARRY:

IRAY:
JIM:
HARRY:

JIM:
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Mr, Miller, listen to him, You ecan't bring Patsy back,
Listen to him,
(PAST) She was a kid--Just a nice kid., But she must have
noticed I was drunk, I gucess though she was scared of the
dark, She sald she'd take a ride--not inside the car--
she sz21d she'd ride on the fender, I guess I started to
go too fast--I.started goinz by the driveway of her house--
ton fast--shit sheuted for me to stop. I slammed the brakes
on tus hard T guess, She fell off--hit her head right near
the driveway.
She lcse her shoe and her ribbont
T doen't know -- I gucas so, I pot scered--I thought she was
daad, When you drink your head gocs erazy, soc I was scared,
I put her in the car and started to drive, she must have
woke up znd gaot even nmore scarcd and then---And then --
Glve me 2 drink, glve me a drink!

(BCTTLE GLASS SMASH TO FLOOR 4A3:)
(WEEPING) Luok! I troke the bottle---I ncod a drink!
Whot happened when che atarted to scream?
I lost my hszd, I hit hzr, I hit her with my hammer, She--
you'll find her a half-mile from here, (SUDDENLY) Your
her fazther---Please, please--Forglve me, Forgive me!
(PAUSE: THEN:) 82y scmethlng! .nything! Don't stand there
lozking 2t me 11ke that! Please -- forgive me! PLEASE!
(WERES)
(PAUSE THEN: )
What~--what would ycu like to do, Mz, Millep?

I'd 1ikc him to toke us to where my Patsy lg--1is sleeping,

ek e Pmed mRa
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CHAPPELL: In just a moment we'll read you a telegram from James O,

a Heyrock of the Cclumbus Ohlo Dispateh with the final

outcome to tonightts BIG STORY.,

(CLOSING CUMMERCIAL)

ATHG1T 0005915




CHAPPELL1
GROUP:

CHAPPELL:’

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

5o

THE BIG STQRY
PROGRAM #266

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

(START E.T.)

Guard agalnat throat-scratch!

Enjoy the-smooth smoking of fine tobaccos, SmoKe a PELL

MELL.
(END E,T.)

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

Remember this, the further a puff of smoke is filtered
through flne sobaccos, the milder it becomes,

At the firat puff PELL MELL gmoke is filtered further

than that of any other leading cligarette. Moreover, after

5 puffs, or 10, or 17 -~ by actual measure - PELL MELL'S

greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos 8tl1ll travels

the smoke further - filters the smoke and makes 1t mild,
Thus PELL MELL!'!S fine mellow tobaccos glve you a

smoothness, mlldness and satlsfactlon no other cigarette

offers you.
Wherever you go today, notlce how many people have changed

to PELL MELL - the longer, finer cigarette in the dlsting-

ulshed red package, Smoke PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES

"gutstandingi"
And - they are mlld!
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CHAPPELL:

CHAPPELL:

¢olumbus, Chis Dispateh.

Murderer in tonlght!s Blg Story was trled and convicted of

second degree murder, He 1s now serving a life term in )
Sl oalotAe St D e a R

Ohlo State Penit ntiary?\ﬂany thanks fcr tonight'ls fﬂb~? fj:_:““\}

PELL MELL Award. AN

Thank you, Mr, Heyrock..,the malkers of PELL MELL FAMOUS

CIGLRETTES arc proud to present you the PELL MELL award for

notable scrvice in the fleld of Journalism...a check for

$500 and a speclal nountod brenze plaque--engraved with your

name and the name of your paper, hccept 1t as a lasting

memento of ysur truly significant achievement,

Listen apsln next week, same time, same station, when PELL

MELL FAMCUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG STORY

A tilgstory from the front paycs ¢T the Los Angeles Daily

News - by-line, Luclen €, Haus. A Blg St.ry of a reporter

who plays & tlg hand in one of the stranzest cases 1n

Califcocrniz History.

CHAPPELL:

And remember--- every Wwiek you con see another different
Big Story on Televisica--brouzht %o you by the mekers
of Pell Mell Famous Clgarctteu.

THEME WIPE AND FADE_TCQ E¢_CH =)
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THE BIG STORY is a Bernard J. Prockter Production with
oripinal mueic composed and eondueted by Vladimir Selinsky,
Tcnlght's program was adapted by abram S. Ginnes from an
actual story from the front pages of the Columbus Chlo
Dispatch, Your narrator ses Bob Sloane aad Bi1l Lipton
played the part of James Heyrock. In coder te protect the
names of pecple actually involved 1n tonight's authentle
BIG STORY, the names of all charaters in the dramatization
were changed with the exceptlon af the reporter, Mr,

Heyrack.

This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of FELL
MELL F;MOU3 CIGARLITTES,
THIS IS NEC--THE MATIONAL EBROADCASTING CCMPANY,
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CHAPPELL:

PELL MELL FAMOUS

T ST T e i W

(luclen C. Haas: The Los Angeles Dally News)}

CIGARETTES presents......THE BIG STORY!

Mrs., Gibaon, Terrible the way she

and her father dled. You two related to th ¥ou say®

I'm her aon Homer by a

Mrs. %?;en.

30 you drove all the way across-state from Los Angeles,

(30) That'!s right, Sheriff,
former marriage,

(50) And I'm her sister,

You been to see Floyd Glbson yet?

Welve been to see my stepfathegzlfl if€§$;#2 ~
guess he told you all about 1t - =~ the
accldent,

That's why we came to see you, Sherlff,

How d' you mean?

The way Floyd Glbson explained it, Sheriff - my nephew

and I dontt think 1t was an acecident,

— o — o e owee o aa mm e

THE BIG STORY, Here 1s Amerlcsa, its sound and its fury,

its Joy and 1ts sorraw, as faithfully reported by the

men and women of the great American newspapers., (F1.AT)

Loa Angeles, Callforgla, From the pages of The Los Angeles
e

Dally Newsi« a regor

strangest cases in Callfernia history,

erAplays & blg hand in one of the

(MORE)
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CHAPPELL:
(CONT!D)

-2 .
Tonight, to Lucien C, Haas for his Blg Story, goes the
PELL MELL $ 500 Award,

— e

(COMMERCIAL)
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w3 THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #267

QPENING COMMERCIAL

{START E.T.)
guard agalnst throat-scratch!
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos, Smoke a
FELL MELL,

(END E.T.)

Yes, smcke a PELL MELL and discover how PELL MELL'S
greater length of fine tobaccos filters the smoke on the
way to your throat - filters the smoke and makes 1t mild,
Remember this - the further your clgarette fllters the
smoke through fine tobaccos, the milder that smoke becomes.
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1s filtered further
through fine tobaccos than that of any other leading
c¢lgarette, And what!s more after 5 puffs, or ig, or

17 - by actual measure - PELL MELL1S greater length of

traditionally fine tobaccos still travels the smoke
further - filters the smoke and makes 1t miid.
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos glve you a

smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other

clgarette offers you,
So smcke FELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "ougstanding!”
And - they are mild!
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NARR:

LU:

JESSIE:

BILL:

JESSIE:

_.4 -

THEME_UNDER)

Los Angeles, California.....the story as it actually

happened.....Luclen C, Haag's story as he lived 1t,....

— e T M mmm e — W

you've been clicking out the worda at your Dally News
typewriter since November t45, Lu Haas - your days of

knocklng around'are past -~ youlre 32, married, got a

' souple of kids, your own home - and as far a8 youlre

concerned, strange happenings are matters of once upon

a time and long ago. They certainly don't come walking

intg the city room of the Dally News asking for attention,
. U AP A

Aktrtonr G G

Bu EReshusky man and e tall gray~haired woman #tsh
ALQ!ﬂA‘JZﬂ% :

‘ N o Sprey Juﬂhiﬁnc~u~—31313“*\;337;:-5231

dealing with a couple of susplelous imaginations..casese
Let me understand this, Mrs, Allen. You 8ay your slster
married this Floyd Gibacn about slx months ago.

That's right, My siaster Fdlth - her second marriage -
they met through a matpimonial bureau, She was 57 at the
time, Floyd'ls 64,

That part don't matter, Aunt Jesslie. Main thing, Mr. Raag,
my mother and stepfather went to live at his cabin out

at Blythe, That's right op the Colorado River, Then
couple of weeks ago, Aunt?§§;;5§?i;re gets a letter from
him saying Ma got_drowned in the river,

And Dad, Edithts and my father. Le was 1tving with lem,

too.

ATHO1 Go059z24
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BILL:

LU
BILL:

BILL:

-5 -
Yes, Thatls tragle, That's a sad thing.

Well, but their bodles haven'{ been found yet, My
stepfather says my mother shot a duck, and then she and
Grandpa Went out on the river after it, and that's

how they got drowned, Auntqugzzg‘;nd I don't belleve
that.

Well - why not?

Mr, Haas, my poor sister was no more of a hunter than I
am, She wasn't able to hilt the side of a barn two feet
away, much less a duck on the wing. And Dad was 81,
And, Mr, Haas: you ever been out hunting? 1In a flat-
bottom boat?

Yea, Sure.

It sound reasonable to you for a couple of people to get
drowned out of that - and the boat he feund a quarter
mlle down river right side up?

(PAUSE) You say the sherilff out there didn't turn up
anything?

He investigated for a couple of weeks, then he told ﬁs
there was lnsufficlent evildence.

Uh-huh, Alright, I!'1l drive out thepe with you early

temorrow morning,

From Los Angeles across to Blythe on the east Callfornia
border is about two hundred miles by road, almost all
of 1t through desert,

(MORE)
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NARR: t this is late Januvary deseri;you drive across with
(CONT'D) fiijgél_ §§;;igg4¥—-
Homer and his Aunt

; and the morning's gray and
zold and windy, Formalitles get lost on a trip 1llke that,
and as you dig into more detalls of the story.....

(CAR UNDER, GUSTS OF WIND, )
LU: Go ahead, Aunt . That letter you got from your il
alster two days before her dlsappearance:
JESSIE: -+ Well, she wrote that Floyd was demanding her property,

_wansimr—tertoturT4ti—over Lo him. .

BILL: Qhat*ﬁ—bE”E“IIttrE—fanvn—and—hauﬁe—baek—in—¥ueaéﬁa~and
senme—HIEUTETTE e
JESSIE: ThettsTrpht— el she wrote she was dissatisfied with

the marriage, and she was making arrangements to leave

him,
BILL: Ma wrote me that %too,
JESSIE: T'm a religious woman, Lu, and I belleve when my poor

sigter wrote me that letter, 1t was a warning unbeknownst
to her, Oh, I wish It!d felt 1it,
LU: I'd better shut this window, Sand's blowing in,
(MUTE THE GUSTS OF WIND)

Now letts get some more detalls.

{MUsIc: _ _WIPE)

JESSIE: = A

LU 1 oyt

JESSIE: 0h, yes, Dad was a gpanish-American war veteran, and

he got that penslon check from the government every month,
BILL: what do you figure to make of 1ft, Lu?

ATHOT Q005926




LU:

— o e =

— i wen

MILES:

JESSIE:

oS T

Well, B4IY;, when we get to Blybhe- first thing, letls go
to the postoffice and ask the clerk whether this

month's .. veea

-y maa m S e

Yup, I remember that pension check, Arrived in this
here pestoffice firat o! the month and Floyd Glbson

picked it up same day.

Nothing wrong abecut that, you think. So your next move

1s to walk over to the bank, It isn't easy to persuads

the bank manager to let you see the photostatie sopy of

the pension check; bank routine: confidence between
depositor and bank. But finally you convince him this is
exceptlionzal,

How about thatl] Forgen£l Especially when you consider
that the same man reported the "accidental” deaths two days

before he cashed this checl,

The next step 1s to take the evidence to Sheriff Miles,

who_checls 1t on the_phOne_with~the—iifzgfiffgé;:
Yup....uh—huh.....uh-huh.....Alrigqg anks,

o

HANG UP PHONE -
( )

Sheriff Miles{/;nfﬁaﬁr conscience and scul now, you know
/
aometgiag/ﬁuch more terrible happened to my slater and

/

_4dd than Floyd Blbson revorted,

ATHC1 oooss2 7
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MILES: Hugy—illen, we can't be in too blg a hurry to go aceusing
a man, We're doing things in our own way, Wetve got
every town down river lockin' for those bodies, description
and everything,
LU: Did you talk to Floyd Glbson about that, Sheriff?
MILES: Stire I did, Haas, Found out from him about those two
rings Mrs, Gibson was wearing, so we could include tem
in the description.
BILL: ‘ I remember those rings, Wedding ring on Ma's left hand,

her lodge ring on her right.

Lu: Sherif”, how about a serlous visit to Floyd Gibaon nou?

MILES: Well, but I don't want you folks along, Thls is police
investigation,

BILL: T 7 e e

[TRALFE

L7J: Bagyy—Bill——bettstardizthis Tight. Any objJectlion if
I go along to represent the press, Sheriff?

JESSIE: You take him along, Sheriff, He started uncovering tils
thing,

MILES: Well - alright, Haas. You can come along.

(MUSIC: _ _UNDER)

NARR? voulre somewhat prepared {or Floyd Glbson's appearance
from the descriptlons of funt and B4&lle a dumpy
1ittle nondescript man of about 64, who's been working as
general cleanup man in a coffee shop In town. But what
strikes you as odd, as you and Sheriff Miles talk to him
in his cabin, is the controlled way in which he digcussaes

the suspicions directed at him,,...

ATHO1T 0005928




e - RIS U TVER S . N s i i ik,

-9 -

FLOYD: That must’ve been old Tom's slgnature on that check,
gheriff, I dontt know anything about that handwrlting
buslness.

MILES: How about the check belng cashed after the date him and
your wife got lost on the river out there? You reported
that date yourself,

FLOYD: Well, doesn!t that prove youlre.up the wrong tree? Can
you figure me lousing hyself up like that? ( PRGJEOBING—

LU methe—waﬂqwuﬂm
azg ¥ 5

RLOYD: ) T —Eike—
1n _memoriawy

LU: (COMING IN) It's two weeks already/. I can't understand

why they haven't been found yet down river,
FLOYD: The Colorado!s pretty rough downstream, Could've been
sucked under in one of them eddies and ecaught between

some rocks down there.

MILES: Both of lem, Floyd?

FLOYD: Well, I'm Jjust guessing, 1ike evervbody else, Sheriff,

LU: Think I!1l go down to the boat landing, take a look around.
FLOYD: guess I'l1l zo with you, Mr, Haas, comint, Sherlff?

(MUSTIC: BRIEF BRIDGE)
(RIVZR PLOWING BELOW )
LUs Lock at this ladder, Sherlff. Straight down the

bluff to the boat landing - a good fifteen feet.

ATHGT 0005929




MILES:

FLOYD;

- 10 -

Yeah, 014 Tom was 81, Floyd. He c¢limb down this to the
boat?

(CREAX OF LADDER)
And this ladder dontt feel none too steady in the bargain,
Sherlff, youlre wrong. You Just olimb down with me and

I'11 show you. why, that 0ld fellow Was as BPrY 8S..eeee

FTOYD:MILES: (AD LIB MURMUR GRADUALLY AWAY AND OUT UNDER:)

Unobtrusively, as they descend the ladder to the boat
landing, Ju—Heas; you ease away from the river bank,
You're in the open, and the viewls wide and boundless,
but the airls electric with the feeling of violence and
¢rime, You wander back towzrd the cabin, your eyes
roving everywheres: the ground, the spiky desert
mesquite, the sagebrush - and then you make an incredible
find - one that takes you back to the river bank as the

sheriff and Floyd Gibson come up the ladder again,...

QWS ICs——GHF SHARPTY )~

LyUs

What 4t you mean, did my wife belong to any womentsa
organizations, Mr, Haas?

Just for the news value, Mr, Gibson,

Well, sure, she belonged to one of those women's lodges,
wore a lodge ring, in fact, I told the sheriff here,

she was wWearlng 1t along with her wedding ring when she
and Tom got lost on the river,

Uh-huh., Lock what I found in the dirt behind your cabln,

ATHKOT Q005930
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BILL:

FLOYD1

- 11 -

(AFTER A FRACTION OF A PAUSE) Well, what 4! you know.
Guess she must o! dropped ‘tem before she went ouﬁ on
that river,

Are those the rings you were Just talkin' about, Floyd?
Sure are, Sherdff, And y' know, I'dfve sworn ghe was -
You come on along, Floyd, You do the rest of your

explaining in the lockup 1in town,

e = i ke

(WEEPING) ©Oh, I knew 1%, T knew something awful happened,
Oh, may God receive theilr souls everlasting.
Get 1t out of him, Sheriff, Get 1t., No doubt about it,

now, That man murdered my mother and grandfather,

Now, Sheriff, those rings dontt prove anything,

What about this pieture of your wife in your wallet?
On the back you wrote in lnk: "In loving memory.,"
Before you killed hey, I het. Because underneath you
wrote "January 4th" - in pencil, What kind of a man
are you?

Sheriff, T just ran out of 1nk when I wrote all that -
on the day aiter, dusb—thee ot calzitar in

memoriam, the way they say.

That fellow stops me, Lu, He's as calm as rock,
I'11 tell you what I think, Sheriff. I've been on the
pelice beat in L,4, I've seen that kind of hardness

under gquestioning. It comes from experience,

ATXAT Q0053231
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MILES? Say. Youlre right, Im, He might have a record,

LUs He comes from L,A, Why not take his fingerprints and
send 'fem to the L,A, Identification Bureau?

{MUSIC: _ _UP AND UNDER)_

FLOYD: {STRUGGLING) You got no reason to take my fingerprints,
Let go o' me,

MILES: You're not so cool about this, huh, Ployd? Hang onto
him, fellas, Xeep the old coot still,

FLOYDs (STRUGGLING) Don't do it, Sheriff, Don't do it,

MILES: » Qh, I'm doin' 1t, Floyd - and when we get the report
back from L,A,, maybe we'll know a lot more about you!

(MUSIC: _ TAG,,,sCURTAIN)_

— s v m omm mmy e e oam

(COMMERCTIAL)

ATKO1 Q005932




CHAPPELL:

GROUP:

HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPFELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:

GREUE:

CHAPERLL:
HARRIUE:

- 13 - ewr et

THE BIG STORY
FROGRAM #267

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

(START E,T.)
Guard agalinat throat-scratch!
Enjoy the smocth smcking of fine tobacceos. Smcke a PELL
MELL

(END E.T,)

Yes, smcke & PELL MELL - and discover how PELL MELL'S
greater length of fine tobaccos fllfers the smcke on the
way to your throat--fllters the smoke and makes 1t mild.
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 18 Tiltered further
than that 0f any other leading cigarette., And, what's more

after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - by actual measure- FPELL MELL'S

greater length of tradltionally fine tobaccos still travels

the smoke further - fllters the smolfe and makss it mild,
Thus, FPELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos glve you g

smocthness, mlldness and satisfactlion no sther clgarette

sffers you,
Guard against throat-scratehl
EnjJcy the sm.nth smoking of fine tobaccos, Smoke a PELL
MELL,
Wherever you go today, notlce how many pesple have
changed $z PELL MELL - the longer, finer clgarette in the
distingulshed red package.'
{START E,T.)

EnJcy the smo.th amcking of fine tobacecs, Smoke 2 PILL
MELL,

{END E,T.,)

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES "Outstandingi"
And - they are mild! '

ATKOT 00052313




{MUSIC: _ _THEME_AND_UNDER) "

HARRICE: Thls 1s ¢y Harrice returning you to your narrator and the
Bilg Story of Luclen ¢. Hasa, a3 he lived 1% and wrote it,

NARR: There's work to be done, Lu Haaa, while you walt for the
& police report on the fingerprints of Floyd Gglbscon,
The area 1in the vicinity of Blythe has tc be searched
for the bodies of Edith Gibson and her father, because
1£'s certain now they dildn't meet with asccldental drowning
in the Colorado River. Searching parties gﬁlout from
Sheriff Miles' office, fanning cut from the Glbson cabln
on the Coloeorade. Auntm’iiﬁnd walts in the
Sheriff'!'s office, But you and omer, her nephew and
the son ¢f the vanlshed woman, make ycur way throuagh
the desert brush In your own two-man searchilng party for
the second day,...

(TWC MEN SEEEfY THROUGH ERUSH)

Lu: We'll find fem, T Somebody's bound to,

BILL: The way I feel Lu, that's almost as bad,

LUG: (NOT UNDERSTANDING) What?

EBILL: I keep 1lmagining it - as we're walking aleong-then all of

a sudden - over there maybe - I see ‘em laying on the

ground: the bodles of Ma and granpa,

U Oh, Yeah.
BILL: Bus—Tte—fh iy eI vemgtver ap My o and - TIITERve
up a lot more - but I'm finding 'em, -7 |
LU: (FADE) Sure, Bill. We'll.sﬁlak/ﬁiggfit. We'lly.ous
EILL: (FADE IN)......whggg,dia'ﬁé hide 'em? That little murdering

devil--whag/d{ﬁ/he do with ‘em?

/
Ly Easy; Bill.
-

ATHOT 0005934




BILL:

LU:

BILL:

LU

MILES:

BILL:
MILES:
Lu:

MILES:

BILL:

MILES:

Q , S 215 - . e s
If I could get W& in 25 two hands, I'd make hlm talk

alright

Two little mounds of earth,
43117

(GETTING SICK)Oh, Lu- about the lengfh of human bodles.

Hang onto yourselrl, Bill, Let's go/find Sheriff Miles and

get & digging party.

(DIGGING DOWN BELOW IN/THE EARTH...uansvoen)
(HESITANT) Bill - I hate t¢ say this - but you and the
fellas're down seven feet alresady.
{ALL THE IMPL T3 BUT ONE STOP - AND THEN IT T00)
{BELOW) Yeazh. Guesg/you're right, Sheriffy
Give 'em a hand ¥p men,

Well, Sheriff./1f Floyd Gibson dug these holes - 1t

seems he figured out another way afterward and filled '‘em
up.,

Guess 8¢ Lua., He's supre got us up a tree.

(coMING IN)} Well, far as I'm concerned, Sherlff, we keep

T, let’s you and me and Lu go on back to

my office, sec il anything came in from L,A, cn these

fingerprints of Floyd's,

— — . w— ——

3o I've got a récord. 3¢ what? That don't make me a
murderer, Sheriff,

A blg record for counterfeting don't polnt the other way
elther, Floyd - nor three stretches in San guentin,Folsom,

and McNelll's Island

RTHXA1 0CQ5935
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BILL:
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BILL:
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BILL:
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FLOYD:

MILES:
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BILL:

JESSIE:

BILL:

LU:

MILE3:

BILL:

“ 16 = e T

That's past. I changed my way of 1lilfe,
You're rotten liar! What did you do with Ma and Grandpa!
Now,/;gz%; I didn't do elther of 'em any harm.

(GRABBING ) Now ccme on, what did you do with ‘em!

Leggo. Sherliff,

Come on,\“fiilme the EE%&Z;EE

Let go, B~ Come on, -Bills Let go of him,

I demand to be returned to my cell, Sheriff, You have to

protect me against vlolence,

. You sure are a veteran of the inslde of a ja2il. Alright,

boys, put him away safe. New;—Btiiv—easyrdour—Blli v —
(GOING AWAY) You're all against me, I can sce that., I'm
all alone in this chlcken coop place,

(AS DCOR OPENS AND CLOSES OFF)
yYeu'll be more alone when we cateh up with you, you
murderer,
Bitls don't. Ji-hupst—creush, Don't lcet yourseelfl be moved
to violence, The Lord will do Justlce,
T can't help myself, sunt-Jewsier—Lu- what's the situztlon
now? '
Well - the fect 1s we don't have too much evidence - and
if we don't find the bodies - How about that, Sherlffi?
That's right. The law specifles the corpus dellictl,

Does that mean thet if you uon't [ind 'om, he gets away

free and cle:ar'?)l_-sa_- g—u:p

ATHOT 0005336




JESSIE:

LuU:

MILES:

BILL:

FLOYD:

JESSIE:

FLOYD:

- 17 -

Well - far\as the legal situation - corpus delicti means
the body of the crime - other words, the facta to show
there was a crime 1n the first place. Now, case of murder,
you have to show somebody was killled. See what I mean?
Well - if you can't produce the bodles - well, then it
ain't often you can prove there was even 2 crime - muehn
less who done 16, L

Sgertfr——whatever the law says - more impertant tc us 1is
to find Edith and Dad, It's terrible tc think of them Just
lying some place unmarked,

One way to £ind 'em is to plle up the evidence on him and
make him talk. Sheriff, how about giving that cabln =
good going-over? ’WZAESQ

Figurin® to do that, Lu, Come along, -Bil12

Yoa, You walt here for us, Aunt Jessdic,

But Aunt Jessle can't Jjust sit and wait, Lu Haas. Whille
you're on your way out to the cabin, she moves restlessly
about the sherlif's offlce, desply troubled - then,
finally, feeling she must dc¢ something too, she opens

the door to the small cell bloek, secures the permission
of the guard, and gces down the short hallwzay to Floyd
Gibson's cell....

(STARTLED) Jesster What're you doin! here olchne?

ey —wont—avay —I-—couldn i juss-aie—Freydy-—what-did you
-de—with—em? _

Didn't do nothing with tem,. Jessie

RTHO1 Q005937




JES3IE:

FLOYD:
JESSIE:
FLOYD:

JESSIE:
FLOYD:

JESSIE:

FLOYD:

JESSIE:
FLOYD:
{FADE)

(MUSIC:

Lu:

MILES:
e

- 18 -

They haven't been found on land or In the water. That
whcle river's been drégged for miles downstream, Tell me
what vou did with 'em, Floyd.
Fesstes—you're all wrong on this thing. I'm morally sure
the bodles are in the river, the way I sald,
That's ns way to carry o burden cn your soul, Floyd.
Confess ycurselves to one another, the Blble says,
Now, Jeasto:' 1f they sent you in here to weaken me or
anything--
Nobody scnt me 1In, Floyd, only my pcor dead sister and dad,

— vou tell those people out there to stop bulldezing
me, 16711 Jo ‘'em no good,
Flayd, den't harden yourself, Doesn't Lt make yzu unhappy?
Didnt't you say a few minutes age how you feltv they werec
all against you, how you're all alone here?
(VIOLENTLY) People don't knew the kind of a 1ife I suffered]
You led a criminal life.
Before that, Den't you suppase I had g life before thav?

I'm S84 new- -there was a tlme long ago - back in Tennessee. ..

Gibscn, Lua Heas, you and Bill and the sheptf? cut at the

/

.’/
I'm sure =7 it, Sherif{;kgbeéc are bloodstazins,

cabln on the river.... -

e

Yup. Lo ks 1lke 1t. -

On the couca apd on the floor, Lodks like he trilsd his

o
best'EQ/cTé:n 'em up and eosulan't,

RTHXO1 0005938




MILES:

FLOYD:
L

FLOYD:
MILES:
PLOYD:

- 19 -
111 have a lab test made on 'em, Lu, Meanwhile - let!'s

see Mf we can use 'em to crack Floyd, Just you and me in
hig celh with him thls time,

TP AND OUT

Don't mean a ing, 3herliff.

They're what was\left over after you cleaned up, Floyd.

I know what you meaw, Sheriff, but you're wrong. Thosc
stains cculd he from & duck or something like that I killed
or maybc I cut myself, That happens with a hunting knife.
How can you 81t here and talk stony-faced like that? Talk
l1ilte & human being, Aunt Jessiy says you talked to her
l1ilke one,

Never mind absut me bein' a human bging or not Mr Haas
Well act like ona, We lnow you did 1ty Get 1t over with,
Nothin' to zet over wlth.,'

Now look, Floyd--

Might as well save your breath too, Sherlff. ain't talkin

Lo—anyrsd@y about me doin' anyihlng to anyEdTy.

R o e Lol oo Roock Qoo it

L.

MILES:

Buabt—3% ;[buxc %J yiﬁfﬁEZ]EE%% ghhf he has ta;tea ta

Floyd agitson's got the ex-con's hatred of the law, I

don't think thers's any use Lrylng to get him to talk to

anybody asscclated with it in any way - at lcast not now,

{DUBIOUS)} Well, ycah, Lu ~ but S

ATXO1 GO05939




LuU:

MILES:

JESSIE:

BILL:
MILES:

Lir:

MILBS:
LU:

(FADES

JESSIE:

FLOYD:

JESSIE:

FLOYD:

- 20 -

Well, with scme coaching from us - and in her own way-
she might get 1t out of him,

Well - T don't Know--

I'm willing to try, sherlif, Consldering that close mouth
of his, he talked a lot to me: about his life in Jall--
his merried 1tfe years ago - his divorced wife back in
Tenncssce-the wife wi.d dled in Los Angeles--

Let my Aunt éggéigg;;;f;t, Sheriff, I've got falth in her.
Well- but Lf he talks - and then he scys something
tmportant and we've got no record of it--

Hey - that's an 1dea, Sheriff,

Didn't know I expressed one, Lu.

Sure. Wo gat a rceording machine - tape recorder - get
nim ocut of his cell and p{g? a sensitlve mike 1ln there
out of slcht - Aunt §§§;§€f§£;;é him clcse tc it - and
then when she's in there talklng to him....

WWWS

golng Yo divorce you? o

-

Didn't know anything about that, Jeigiﬁﬁfit ain't true,
She wrobte 1€ to me in a letter.jﬁéé two days tefore I
heard from you about them”d;owning in the river, Ycu
wanted her property; I know that's why you did it, Floyd.
Jessic, that ain*t so, (A SHADE OF PLEADING) I don't

want_pou belleving a thing like thot about me, Jessis,

wherc are they, Fleyd? Where are Edith and Dad?

gate—3on't ask me that, I don't know, I tell you,

- [ — B I b
Youire a2 lonscsoie wou want to come

back part way to Iecent men?

ATHOT 0005940




[ -

FLOYD:

NARR:

e - 21 -

oh, weas}d;” lt's sc alone 1n here, locked np in this
1ittle place in the middle of the desert, an cid man like
me. I can't help thinking back how I g-t started on this
way »f life, A way back, I remember, when I met this
expert counterfeiter, ani I was way down cn my luck...

Netning comes cut that day, Lu Hzas, a2s you and Sherllf
Miies listen to 1t played back on the recorder, And the
next d¢ay, late in the afternccn, ycu listen Lo more of 1t
hepinz that somewhere there'll be a slip on Floyd Glbson's

part, an indicatlon,...

JE3ISTE:
FLOYD:
JESSTE:
FLOYD:
JESSIL:

LCYD:

JESSIE:

FLCYD:

<ESSIE:

vou know whc you look 1like, Fessde? You know wha you remind
me <I?
Who ,Floya?

Ziith. In a kind of a way you lock lilke her,.

That's your conhsclenece talking to yau, Floyd.
Mow dzntt say that, §§§§%§$

She wes the wifc ¢f ghur bosom, as The Boxk ssays, Tell

me wnevre zhe 13 Floyi.

T can't tzll you sometning I dan't Know,

I wani =¢ pray for you again. Pray with me [or guidance,
pray with me this time,

Moo - nou .';u L don't -- (INTERJECT SAME THROUGH:)
[PRAYIYG) OR, Father in Heaven, Whe sgeth all and looketh
ints the nesrts of all mern, the good and the 128% -
clease move the neart ¢f this man who has transgreesed 8o

That NE MAY. v ens
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{PLAYBACK)
JESSIE:
FLOYD:
JESSIE:

FLOYD:

MILE3:
BILL:
MILES:

LU:

MILES:

FLOYD:

MILES:

FLOYD:
MILES:

22 -

where are they, Floyd? Where are Edith and Dad?

S TK” .

Fessic - 1 I answered your questlons about them---
Yes, Floyi?

(AS IF IT'S BEING TCRN FROM HIM) If I did that - it'd
mean a double murder rharge,

(TURN SWITCH)

That's it, Sheriff, the first break, Want tc herr 1t a

thiri time?

Nepe, La. It's clear enough,

Can Yi%f&%iye 1t with that, Sherlif? .

Nope, ®41l, But he's en the way. He ought to be good for

more ol the sawme,

Sherifi, let's hit him from the cther side with the new

stuff we Just got. That could push him glong further,.

Alright, ia, let's you and me v in there and do that.
095N AND CLOSE DCOR, FOOTSTEPS,......)

Floyd., Gt scme news oy you.

(SURELY) Yean?

Thege—tlood—stains They o5 ted It HmETT,
SFe—theyre—im
vest— b A G el o
Nﬁbﬁwﬂ&qu4ﬂ4m&p¥%m?;w%pmmi.. T
_ A _a
tWo L33 revolvers -youp—eabds, It's adding up, Floyd.
To what? Tirearms're nothing new cut here.

0.K, Held »ut 4f you want to, We'll get 1t on you yet.

(SHAKY) Ch, Jessies let me along, you're lolng ferrible

4

things to me.
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JESSIE:

FLOYD:
JESSIE:
FLOYD:
JESSIE:

LY

FLOYD:

-~ 23 -
No, 1t's your own guilt, Fl-yd. The bloocd of the slain
erles out, %2>~;25QT—”--

What!d you want, YessIZET —

Edith and Dad, Where are they?

Don't ask me that!

Itt's your conscience asking you now, Floyd, Floyd, where
are they?

(HESITATES - STAMMERS) I wouldn't tell the cops nothing -

but vou, Jesste - they didn't drown in the river 1like I

JES3IE:

FLOYD:

J 235 IE:

sald!
_UP AND OUT)
What's that you're settin! up out there, Sherifr?
Wire reccrding machine, Flcoyd.
We'd bring L1t right into your cell and play 1t, but
that'd te risky. Just listen now: this 1s the last part:
_ (STRAIGHT)
Don't ask me that!
It's your consclence asklng FLOYD: What-Stcp that thing!
ycu now, Floyd. Floyd,
where are they?
(HESITATES - 3TAMMERS) I
wouldn't <ell the cops
nothing but you, Fe¥sle
- they dldn't dpewn 1n
river like T saidi

Oh, Floyd, tell me theﬂy,,fmFLOYD: what 're you doin! Stop

rest, get 6%%;i?’yoﬁr that thing!

terrible =ain,
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{PLAYBACK)

PLOYD:

JE3STIE:

FLOYD:

ol .

iﬁg—— (STRAIGHT)
(GROANING} Oh, J&=Sle--

both of 'em were shot-

but I baptizeqtjgifﬁ

befure she dled in my

arms, T swear that!

Did you shoct them,

Floyd®  Is that what FLOYD: T didn't say that!
you did to Edith and tur 1t oIf!

Dad? Ja X

I dldn't say that, JEESIe.
Well, then, where are
they?

I can't say an;thiog about
that e.ther, That's all

I'm seylng, even to you,

ST S

(ALL STRAIGHT)

Lu:
FLOYD:

MILES:

FLOYD:

{(TURM SWITCH)
Thet's it, Floyd,
You heard what it said] I didn't say I shot 'eam cr
anytning!
(SHOUTING) Cut it out, Floyd! Now tell us wnere you burled
'em! Come on, nowl .
(SHAKY) Now wait a minute - lemme think----- Sheriff - now
1 I told you - not sayin' i$'s 5o new ~ but if - you
agree to fix 1t for a charge less than murder I could

nlead to?
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MILES:
PLOYD:
LU:

FLOYD:

LU:

MILES:

CHAFPELL:

-25-

T zan't make that kind of a deal with youl

Alright, then, T didn't admlt anything,

(WARM) You admitted a lot] Now where are they burled?
What're ysu doin' Mr, Reporter: interviewin' me? I don't
even know what you're talkin' about.

UP AND UNDER}

—_— i — o § v

Well, Sheriff - locks as If you have tc turn him over fer

trial as 1s,
Looks like, Lu. But with no corpus Delicti - well, not

enough of 1t anyway - I don't know, He might get away

E:fif;iz\s ﬁ-;‘i:%‘“ WS _ W L e im cont Lt Rl

In Just a mement we'll read you a telegram from Lu
Haas of the L-s Angeles Daily News, with the final outcome
of tonight's BIG STORY,

FANFARE )

{CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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CHAPPELL:

GROUP:

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

EARRICE:

L 2H-

THE BIG STORY
PRCGRAM #267

CLOSTING COMMERCTAL

{STiRT E,T,)
guard against throat-scratchl
Enjoy the smooth smaking of fine tobaccos, Smcke & PELL
MELL,

(END E.T.)

Yes, smcke o PELL MELL and discover how FELL MEZIL'S
greater length of flne tobaccos rilters the smads on the
way €2 your threcab - Jilters the smcke and mzkes it mild,
Remember this, the further a parf of smcke l1s fiitered
ghr.ough fine tobaceos, the milder it becomes,
At the I'lpst puff PELL MELL smcke s filsered further
than that o any other leading clgarette, Mcrecver, after

5 puffs, .r 1C, or 17 - by actual measure - FELL MELL'S

greater lensth of traditlcnally fine tokaee.s 37111 travels

the smoke rurthor - Tllters the smeke and makes i¢ mild.

Thus PELL MELL'S l'in: moliew tobaccos give you = amocthness,
milincss ond satisfastlon no other elparetie oi2rs you,

wherever you g2 today, ncotice how many peacpls hzve

changed t: PELL MELL - the lonrmer, finer clgsrsise In

the distinculshen rsd poackage, 3moke FELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES - "Cuitstandingl"

And-they are mild|
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CHAFPELL:

HAAS:

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:

Now we read you that telegram from Lu Haas of the Los

Angeles Dally News,

Murder trilal of Floyd Gibson took filve months. Jury of
alght women and four men deliberated gseven houps - returned
verdiect or guilty, maling second time 1n Calilfornia legal
history conviection for murder obtalned without tedies

of victims to prove crime, Floyd Gibson, claiming

innccetice to end, executed in gas chamber at San quentin,
My sincere appreciation for tonlght's PELL MELL Award.
Thank you, Mr, Haas....the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS

CIGLRRTTES are proud © prescnt you the PELL MELL Award

fopr notable scrvice 1n the field of Journalisnm,,.a

cheecx for $5C0, aud a speclal mounted bronze‘gti;;g::fL—_q
engraved Wwith your name and the name of your paper.
Accept 1t as a& lasting mements cf your truly significant
arhlevement.

Listen zgaln next week, seme tlme, same statipn, when
PELIL MELL FAMCUS CIGARZTTES will present another BIG
STORY-- 4 Blg Story Ifrom the Iront pages of the 3t,Paul
finnaBuress assoclated Press -- by llne, Jack Mzckay., A

Blg 3tory of a reporter who remembercd a Iforgotien man,

and_atter p 19 year {ight finadiy—-brevehb-himjustios.—
_STING)
and remember -- - overy wcek you can ses another Zifferent

Bilg Story on televislon - brought to you by the makers

of Pell Mecll Femeus Clgarettes.
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CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY is a Bernari J, Prockter Production, Original
mugle oomposed and condueted by Viadimir Sellnsky. Tonlght's
program wes adapktsd bty Jack Bentcover frum an actual story
frem the front pages «f the Los Angeles Daily News, Your
narrotor was Bob Sloane and Francls de Sales played the
part of Lu Haas. In crder to protect the names ¢f people
actu~lly invelved in tonight's authentie BIG STORY, the
names of 211 characters in the dramatization were changed
with the exceptlon of the reporter, Mr, Haas.

(MUSIC: _ _THENE UP FULL_AND_FADE FCR)

CYAPPELL: Thls program is heard by msmbers of the Armed Forces,
overseas, through the facilitles of the Armed Forces Radio
Service,

This Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of PELL
MZLL FAMCUS CIGARETTES,
THIS IS ¥BC.,.THE NATIONAL BRCADCASTING COMPANY
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THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #268

CAST
NARRATOR
JACK MACKAY
CRANE
BRADY
LESTER
GOV, #2
ROY
TONY
Gov. #1

AS BRGADCAST

BOB SLOANE
NELSON OLMSTEAD
BILL GREY

BILL GREY

COURT BENSON
COURT BENSON
BILL GRIFFIS
LUIS VAN ROOTEN
BURT COWLAN

WEDNESDAY, MAY 14, 1952
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NBC THE BIG_STORY #268

9:30 - 10:00 PM MAY 14, 1952 WEDNESDAY

CHAPPELL: PELL-MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present...THE BIG STORY,

(wuSIC: _ _ FAN FARE)

NARH: The place was a court room in Minneapolis. A bank had
been robbed and the bandits had murdered two policemen,
one of the accused men sat at a table, white-faced, as
the first witness sald: o dfj

CRANE: My name 1s Jonas Crane. It'm she—Sntef—Papteller O the
Third National Bank. Thip man was one of the bandits.

I'd know hlm anywhere.

(MUSIC: _ _ ACCENT)

NARR:: Another man took the stand -- locked steadily at the
accused.

LESTER: My name 1s George Lester. I wag passing in my car through
Como Park and I saw a man transferring bags of money from
one car to another. The bags had the name of the bank
written on them, and this was the man. I couldn't be wrong!

ROY: (SUDDENLY SHOUTING) It's a 1ie! They're both lying. I
was nowhere near the bank.. I'm an innocent man. You
hear me? -- An innocent man!

{MUSIC: _ _ BIT UP_AND_UNDER) e T M 0Tl

CHAPPELL:

i

The Blg St "J;;;—;ifii;;;g;:‘fET*"E?gnds—and—its—fuiiﬁ
e g ory .. B
PP P o e e

s S WS BREX: o Ol T, ThA a
and women of the great American NewsSpapers.

{ MORE )
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CHAPPELL:

o w—

R

-l .
Likan st

(FLAT) -St~—Baul, Minnesste, From the pages of the
Assoclated Press, the story of a reporter who remembered

s forgotten man. Tonlght, to Jack Mackay, for his Ble

Story, goes the PELL MELL $500 Award:

—— e - ! —

(OPENING COMMERCIAL}
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CEAPFELL:
GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

e

-3- PHE BYG STORY
PROGRAM #268

OPENING COMMERCIAL

{START E.T.)
guard against threat-scratchl
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos, Smoke &
PELL MELL.

{END. E.T.)
Yes, smoke a PELL MELL and ¢iscover how PELL MELL'S
greater length of fine tcbaccos filters the pmoke on
the way to your throat -- filters the emoke and makes
1t mlild.
Remember thig - the further your clgarette fllters the
smoke through fine tobaccos, the milder that smoke
becomes,
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 18 filtered further
through fine tobaccos than that of any other leading
cigarette. And what's more after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17

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

traditionally fine tobaccos stlll travels the amoke
furthery - filters the smoke and makes it mild.
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos glve you a

smoothness, mildness and satisfacflon no other clgarette

offers you.

So smoke PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "putstanding!”

And - they are mild!
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CHAPPELL: St. Paul, Minnesota, The story as it actually happened..
Jack Mackay's story &s he lived 1t...

atdelv: o RNIER —t

NARR: vou are deck-Mackay-aow Saint Peul Correspondent of the
Asgoclated Press,, Your beats are erime and poﬂiticg, and-
youn story wegine Way back on a March day some years &#g0.
You remember 1t vividly. It happened to be a dull day --
you covered S%t. Paul and Minneapolis and there was nothlng
to file for the wire. You needed a hair cut and you
dropped in at a barbershop on Washington Avenue in
Minneapolis. You saw the barber watching your face in the
wall mirror, and then he E:;:é%..

{WHIRR OF SHAVER OR CLIPPING OF SCISSCRS)

TONY ¢ Migter I think—I-ROOWgous
JACK: vou~sure? I've never been in here before.
TONY: Sure,\gﬁre, I know, but I got & long memory and I never

forget & man™s face or hls name.

JACK: (CHUCKLES) 0.X.,
TONY & Mackay, - Jack Macka You're & newspaper guy with the

Northwest News Bureau.

JACK: Yeah, that's right. I used Ue be with Northwest, but I'm
wibh . 7 - , .

TONY: A My nate's Tony Rysso. That mean anything to you?

JACK: No.

TONY: Check back Mr, Mackay,<2 years ago 1n Court. There wWas

this guy they sent to Jail for 1ife for bank robbery and

murder. This guy, Roy Taylor. Remember that?
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JACK:

TONY :

JACK:
TONY :

JACK:

TONY:

JACK:
TONY:

_5_
Sure I remember, I covered it. I ... (CUT) Wait a

minute. I remember now, You went on the stand 88 a wiltnees.
You were the only one to swear that Taylor was innocent.
Yeeh, all those other wltnesses, that bank clerk, the man
who EE;T}aylor swltehing money from the get-away car, they
were all wrong. This guy Taylor, was right here in this
chair and I was cutting hls halr when they stuck up

the bank.

You're still sure of that?

I_told-vow Mr., Mackay, I got a memory for a name and &
face. I couldn't forget this guy Taylor. I remember he
wanted & hot oll shampoo. That's gsomething speclal here,

I don't give two of them a year.

Tell me Tony, I‘m a_litg}a hazz about Fhe whole thing.
After all 1t was . hy didn't the D.A,

take your testimony seriously?

I don't know Mr. Meckay. He gald there were too many
witnesses agalnst me. How do you 1ike that? With this
poor guy Taylor there fighting for his life. And, that's
what he finally got - Life.

Those other witnesses were pretty posltive.

Look Mr. Mackay, I'm only a little guy, Just a barber. I
don't know any big shots llke you do. I wouldn't know what
to do, but if I did, I'd do it. This poor guy Taylor's up
there in Stlllwater Prison rotting away for the rest of hie
11fe. I keepn seeing his face. Every guy who sits in wy
chalr now, I keep seeing his fece in the mirror, and I

tell myself it's wrong, 1ty wrong-~ that poor devil's

taking a rap for something he never did.
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JACK:
TONY:

ROY:

JACK:

ROY:

JACK:

ROY:

-6-
Anﬂ\zizsnever tried to do amnything about this arfb wards?
What w the use? Like I sald,>I'm only & little Ehy.

(A BEAT) Something for the hailr, Mr> Mackay? Your sc;}ph

pretty dry.

1t's just the word of an obscure barber._ Frobably colored

by the passage of time. t// ?fh'
yorememoer his testimony, and at.the time you didnlE/pp

tock in 1t. The evidence wag oqenwhe‘l’rﬁfr?g on

the other si but now what h%/sayﬁfgéar & to interest you.
(2
. | It keeps at you and Bomahovw

you can't sluff it off:_iThere—tﬂ—sumetﬁtﬁg:ggggfzifny
elpless attitude owards

Busso, his fierve sincerity,fMg b
Jus#;:;:%ﬁat“keeps~bﬂthepéne-yeu, ,1the next day, Just

to reassure yourself, Just %o bury this ghost for good,

you go up to Stillwater and talk to Roy Taylor.

(DEPRESSED) Why'd you come here to see me, Mackay?

What was your peint? You want & story? There's no sipry.
They ended my story“%?years ago. What can you Write about?
A dead man? They call this living. I call 1t being dead.
Tt 1s just that this barber Russo, still Insists that

you are innocent.

{BITTERLY) Yeah, one 1ittle guy thinks I am innocent, the
rest of the world thinks I murdered those cops. Why? !
There were those other witnesses.

I never saw them before. They never Baw ne. I say this
now and I'll say it to my dying day, they picked the wrong

man., 'They were Wrong, wWrong.
(MORE) -~
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\JI,I.

JACK:

ROY:

JACK:

ROY:

JACK:

ROY:

JACK:
ROY:

-7-
Oh, sure! I'll admit I wasn't much good when I was out,
drank a lot, played a lot of cards, didn't like tolwork.
But, bank robbery? Murder? No, that never was for me.

I see.

Do you belleve that, Mr. Mackay? Do you belleve 1t?

Well, I ..v

{BTTTER]Y, QUIETLY) I know, you don't believe it. You're
a reporter, you're tough, you're hardbolled, and in & way

T don't blame you. Every night, 1n every cell, stralght

up this tler, everyone swears he's innocent, swears he

was framed. All right, then why waste your time even
talking to me? Why don't you go home, Mackay?

Look, Taylor, I've got an open mind. ‘That's my Job as a
reporter. That's why I'm here to apk guestions., I don't
nave the answer. I don't know whether you're lying or not,
but if you're not, then justice....

Justice, yeah! I know what justilce 1s. They wanted a fall
guy and they picked me, that was Justice. They shoved irom
gates behind me and burled me In this rotten hole, and

lef't me here to dle, That was Justice!

Taylor, wait & minute....

You it here day and night for‘ibyeara, and you yell aB
loud as you can, you're innocent. But who hears you?
Nobody. Nobody but the.walls. and the louder you yel,

the gquieter it 1s. (CALM). Mackay look, I'm an innocent
man. I never robbed any bank and I never tock a human
1ife. I'11 keep saying this as leng as I live. Ii'm
innocent, innocent (HOPELESS SERUG) But, what's the use,

who's golng to believe me?
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JACK: (A BEAT - THEN QUIETLY) 1I'll tell you something funny,
Taylor.
ROY: Yes.
JACK: I may be wrong. I may be out of my mind. I'm an old pro,

and I've heard all the stortes. I shouldn't be sold this
way. The rule books against 1t, s0 are the odds, but
I believe youl

{MUSIC: _ _ UP_AND_UNDER)

NARR: You don't know why, something about the man's face, hls
eyes, the way he told you his story. Sre-—mar ot
litt;e—banbey—h&s—rememberEu‘and‘the—tmmﬂkfﬁhﬁhe-worid
has_igxsnzzen7——ene—man—s;#zing_alnns1—bar&e&—iﬂ—a-vau}t
of stone—ard—stewl. And, from this point on, you, Jack

Asaor rteo
Mackay of the RMR got going. First you studiled the
testimony of the trial to refresh your mind, and then
- o
you ¥® back to Stillwater againa and talk to a prisoner
named Pete Brady, in for 20 years,

JACK: Brady, you drove the getaway car on that Third Natlonal

Bank Job\é?yeara ago. Rilght?

BRADY: What if I did?
JACK: You remember a man named Rax Taylor?
BRADY: (A BEAT) Yeah, I remember him. I see him out in the

prison yard once in a while. Why?

JACK: Was he part of your gang?

BRADY: That's what the wltnesses sald.

JACK: what do you say?

BRADY: Wnat difference does it make what I say? Who cares?
JACK: I care, and if the people in he whole country knew the

truth, they'd care.
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BRADY:

JACK:

BRADY:

JACK:

BRADY:

JACK:

BRADY:

JACK:

BRADY:

JACK:
BRADY:

JACK:

~Q-
Look Mackay it's all over. It's done with., Why knock

yourself out? Why glve yourself & hard time?

Brady I talked to Taylor. He told me he was innocent.
I'm Just crazy enough to believe him. He's sitting here 1n
St1llwater, dying lnslde, Brady. If he didn't have
anything to do with it, 1t's murder, slow murder, Worse
than any bullet or knife. If you know he didn't .have
anything to do with 1t say so. Per—theYove—of-tHeaverr
B?tﬂy7*d6“sUmEthtug‘decent—eaee—énﬂyeup-léfe« Give the
man a break! Give him a chance! Is he {nnocent or not?
(QUIETLY) All right, Mackay, I'1l tell you the truth,
Maybe I*ve been & heel for not aayingAbefore. Taylor
didn't have & thing to do with it.

bt O —E TR BFE T you—Brady? ¥y —aidrt T you spERK

uphﬁéfore and say 3807 \\“““nha\{\
Becaua;\;\Qnew 1t'd be no use an had to protect myselfl.

Whakt—do—yeu—meant

You remember, one of us got away, the cops never

did find him?

Yes I remember.

Well, his name was Fddle Russell. He ran our mob. The
funny part of it was that Taylor looked a lot like Russell.
That's why those wltnesses made a mistake.

And you never gaid a wofd about thla?

Look Mackaf,-{—bﬂ&&*yeu-l nad myself to protect. hatis
why I sa2id nothing. That's the way I figuwred 1t at the
time,~as long as I kept mouth shut, ;z:jzxﬁbeell was

in the c¢l&ar.

And Ray Taylok was the fall guy,
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JACK:

BRADY:

JACK:
BRADY:

JACK:

GOV #1:

~10-
¥eatr——Faytor—was the Tarrsuy. I figured that once I
talked the cops would be looking for Russell, but ﬁaybe
Russel: would be iooking for me, and Russell is a killer.
I figured that maybe with good behavior I'd get out of
this rat trap in 10 years. I didn't want Russell looking
for me.
T see. And for this you let an lnnocent man rot.

ErsteEm—MEeRay, 17110 ¢ Ivh&Veﬂl%—ﬂ%Ejmf

a good nlght in 7 years. Every time I meet Taylep/iﬁ the
yard and look at hls eyes, I want to find axhﬂig’and
bury myself in 1t. A guy In here has a Iﬁg of time to
think and I guesa you're rilght. I;ﬂg/::me I spoke up and
took my chances wilth Eddie Hussell If you hadn't come,

T would have gilven the wgpd to someone else. I guess I
was just getting to Phéfﬁoint where I couldn't live with
it any more. Agd/f;night, Mackay, I hope for one thing...
Yes, what'g,tﬁgt?

A good'nigkt's Bleep., The first good night's sleep

in 7 yearst

'¥ﬂu-htt—the—typewrtter—azatn—&nd—&g&&n———ﬂ%ery—af%m&n
oo R "T—v\rl- m:tLd\-h-“-n
stopy+ You see Hhe—palieer—TPath—to—the Tia—agﬁina*_

Try to re-open the case for Roy Taylor. Nothing. You go

to the Pardon Board. HNothing. Both—ef—themrarecomnivinced

Wﬁﬂ. You go to the top, te the Governor. Wa's cammmnan)

¥eﬂ¥mﬁea9¥7—{lm—on4y—one-manT_but—I—m-conxinced_BQy_Ea*lan_

18 }nQEEi:i; \\\ \\
I know Ma Qk\?nd you've stirngd up quite a brew with
those stories of~yours In the gi;;bqgers. \\\
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only because I'm convinced an innocent man is serving life
for something he did not do.

Every lMfer at Stillwater will tell you the same thing.
(PIEADING), I know, I know., But, there's the barber's
testimony, Rony Russo., He's sworn to a new affidavit
saying that Taylor was in his shop when the whole

thing happenéd. P
(STIFFLY) Russohs testimony was given in Court. If was
not taken seriously at the time. I have no Intention of
gccepting it as valld now agalnst the Jjudgment of the Court.
I want to see Justice ‘done Mackay, belleve me, but this
man Taylor had a fair g}ial according to Minnesota law.
Your Honor, ore of the actual members of the gang swears
that Taylor wasn't part of\}t. I sent you hls confesgslon
sworn to and attested.

(WEARILY) Mackay you're a newspaper man. You must know
that the testimony of & criminal lilke Fete Brady carried
no welght. Why shouldn't he testlfy to this? What has

he got to lose? If he could release one of his fellow
murderers by merely saying he was)\innocent, why not?

But COvVernor....

I'm sorry, Mackay. I appreclate your interest and your
gense of Justlce, but that's my peoin of view. Now,

if you'll excuge me,

Your Honor, if you'd only let me...

(FIRMLY) I'm sorry, Mackay. Good day.

. e A ]
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ROY:

JACK:

ROY :

JACK:

ROY:

JACK:

ORY:
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Two years go by. Three. And you, Jack Mackay of the AP
ksep pilugging. You write story after story. Flve years
pas vou meet nothing but indifference, lethargy,
skepticism.

Anything\new on my case, Mackay?

Ne, Taylor,nothing.

Nothing, nothing, th7r same 0ld word, week after week,
month after mongh, year after year. Nothing.

I'm sorry, Tay1:>\ This is going to take time, a lot of
time. Tt will take\a lot of time and & lot of stories and
a lot of people to séh. But I'll never quit until X
prove 1t.

You know, Méckay, I can't\figure you. I Juat can't figure
you. '

What do you mean.

Why should a guy like you beat ur brains out for a
gucker like me? Wnat do you care? What's it to you?

Is the story worth 1%?

Get this stralght Taylor, it's not tha story, it's the man,
It's you. It's what we call justlce. \Iﬁ's what I feel
inside. TIt's one of the few ways I can }ustify myself

for ha#ins been put on this earth in the first place.

(A PAUSE) I'm sorry, Mackay. I'm sorry, I said what I
did. I feel a lot better, a whole lot better th you on
my side. I st1ll yell at the walls that I'm inndgent,

But this time it 4isn't gulet anymore. This time I\hear

a little eche.

(GENTLY) Sure, sure, Taylor, I understand, From here\ln,

keep your chin up.' Your fingers crossed.

RTHC1T 0Q0C5961
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JACK:

LMUSIC:

NARR:

JACK:
CRANE:

JACK:
CRANE:
JACK:
CRANE:

JACK:

CRANE:
JACK:

éﬁf%aea%%a&—peoplo—é&teres%eé}TEYou get the case of Rey
Taylor up before the highest court in the State. And

then over the news tlcker....

(NEWS TICKER....UP AND UNDER)
(READING) The Minnesota Supreme Court today denled an
appeal to re-new the case of Roy Taylor, one of the bandlts
who shot and kilied two policemen in a Minneaplis Bank
holdup some years ago. Decislon to deny was unanlmcus.

There was no dissentlng oplnion.

—_— e e o e

This 1s a body blow. It hits you hard, but you come back.
vou get & plcture of the missing bandit, Eddie Russell,
from the police flles. You vislt the first witness, the
chief pays.teller, Jonas Crane.

Mr, Crane, you recognize this photograph?

why, yes, Mr. Mackay. Yes, I think I do. Isn't that

Roy Taylor?

(QUIETLY) Is i%?

I think s0, yes.

Look again Mr. Crane.

What do you mean?

This 1is a picture of a man named Eddle Russell, He looks
something like the man you helped send to Jail. Wwhy did
you say 1t was Taylor?

(CONFUSED) Why I thought so.

(COLD) 1T see. You thought. Will you admit this 18 the

man you saw?

ATHOT QO0SS62
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No - I'm not sure AroAr)

—n m— e —

Mr. Lester, you testlfled at the trial that you passed
the gataway car, standing at a lonely road in Como Park.
That's right, Mr. Mackay.

you Baw & man transferring bags of the Bank's money from
the getaway car into another one. E

Yes.

Is the man in this picture the one you saw?

Why I think 8o, yes,

(A BEAT) Look again Mr. lLester!

BRIDGE)

(RECEIVER OFF HOOK)
Mackay, AP.
(FILTER) Mackay, thls 1s the Govérnor speaking.
(EAGERLY) ©h, yes, your Honor.
I studleéythe corréspondence you sent me regarding the
testimony of those two witnesses.
Yes.
T want to congratulate you Mackay, I think this throws a
resgonable doubt on the gullt of Roy Taylor and I'm
prepared to go to bat for you.
Your Henor, I want to thank you...
Not at all. I want to thank you for your sense of public
duty in this cése. Now I have to go to Duluth for a week.
And when I get back I'm geing before the Pardon Board with
a strong recommendation that Roy Taylor be given his
full reiease!

CURTAIN) (TURNTABLE) ( MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)

— o — bt m— it — —
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=15~ THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #268
MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

(START E.T.)
Guard against throat-scratch!
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke &
PELL MELL.

(END E.T.)
Yes, smoke & PELL MELL - and dlscover how PELL MELL'S
greater length of fine tobaccos fllters the smoke on the
way to your throat - fllters the smoke and makes it mild.
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further than
that of any other leading cigarette. And, what's more

after 5 puffs, or 1&, or 17 - by actual measure - PELL MELLS

greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos still travels
the smoke further - fllters the smoke and makes 1t mlld.
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos glve you a

smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other cigarette

of ferse you.
guard against throat-scratch!
Enjoy the emooth smoking of fne tocbaccos:. Smoke & PELL
MELL.
Wherever you go today, notlce how many people have changed
to PELL MELL - the longer, finer cigarette 1n the
distinguilshed red package.

(START E.T.)
Enjoy the smooth amoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke & PELL
MELL.

(END E.T.)
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -"outstanding!”

And - they are mild!
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JACK:
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This 1s Cy Harrice returning you to your narrator and The
Big Story of Jack Mackay, as he 1ived 1t, as he wrote 1lt.
Now, many years after the trial, the blg break has come.
The weary weeks and months of begging and pleading are
virtually over and Roy Taylor, &an innocent man, is at
last on the verge of walking ouf of St1111§ter Frison.
You, Jack Mackay, of the st. Paul-ﬁﬁgg;;;#;“;:z delirious
with joy. You tell Taylor that when the Governor returns
fpom Duluth he will be free. He weeps like a baby. And,
then you drop into Tony Russo's Barber shop. You see
immediately that something l1s wrong.

(OFF WE HEAR BARBER SHOP BACKGROUND)
What's the matter, Tony? You hear what the Governor 1s
golng to do for Roy Taylor?
Yeah Mr. Mackay. I heard. But get yourself set for some
bad news.
Yeg? What bad news,
Just heard a flash on the radio. The governor died 10

minutes &go.

It's simost more than you gan stand. After all those
years of hard work and now this. But, then you think of
Roy Taylor rotting up there in Stillwater and you think
how is he golng to feel. And you 80 up to see him ...
What can I say, Mackay? What could any man say? 1

wish I were dead.

ATHOT QOOSYE5S
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T know 1t's tough, Taylor. I'll have to see the new
Governor, start all over agaln. Present the evidence,
the affidavits, get him interested all over again.

How long wlll that take? How long?

I'm not golng %o glve you any false hopes. The Governor's
a busy man. He has other interests. I can't say.

It'1l take time. L

Time? How much time? Years?

It might.

Years. The best years of my life, sweating 1t out in thls
cage. Hatling the people who put me here. Hating myself,
Even hating you. And waltlng, waiting always walting.
For what, Mackay? I ask you, for what? To be
disappointed again, to raise my hopes and then have them
pmashed down over my head again. How much do you think

I can stand?

{GENPEYS HOPELESSLY) I'll do my best, Taylor, but you've
got to help. We're in this together, put 1if you glve up
I'11 want to glve up. Why should I go on? But 1f you
stick, I'll stick all:the way. (A BEAT ) Now....how about
is?

(QUIET) Alright, Mackay. I'11 stick. A4nd thanks.

Thanks for being the kind of guy you are!

— i we A vest m—

ATHO1 0005966




NARR:

JACK:

ROY:

JACK:

ROY:

JACK:

ROY:

JACK:

-18-

Another year pesses, Two. The Governor has affairs of

gtate. A thousand things to do. Finally you get him
e S K

Co Bl Profliy e “’?ﬂ“*“hﬁ

interested.

[Vt I -V P
Federal Judgeship Washington,

gtate to a Daeputy—unttl the Incoming Governor begins HIs

new—dmimistrattons—

— e wes = —

I sorry Taylor, nobody expected this, Nobody could

have, expected this.,

{HOPELESSLY) Look Mackay, I've been thinking about this.
Stillw%ébr 1s a great place for hard thinking, angd I've
come to a xoncluaion. You remember I used t0 be & gambler?
Yes. )
When you gamble, long enough you get a polnt of view. When
you are sittin:\}n the losers seat, you Just can't win.

A smart gambler kséqs when he's got the losers seat.

He knows when to givé\gp, when to walk out of the game.

I know when I am 1icked} Mackay.

Well maybe you feel tha:\§§y about it Taylor. But I don't
know when I am licked. I'é\going ahead with ths, even 1f
you won't? \\\\

What de you mean?

The new Governor is comlng into offrﬁi. And the first day
he walks into the Capital bullding, I™1 be walting at
his door.

BRIDGE)

RTHOT 0005367




- GOV, #2:

JACK:

GOV #2:

JACK:

COvV. #2:
JACK:
GOV. #2:

JACK:
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Mr. Mackay. I'm starting & new admlnistration. You know

what that means -~ I Jjust can't conslder...what is 1t,
this Taylor case, right now,

But your Honor, this has cost an innocent man years of his
1ife in jail. The longer you delay =-=--

You say the man is innocent. The state of Minnesota gave
Taylor a fair trihl. You can't ask me to reverse = Ly
decision simply on your 2ay-80. _
Your Honor, I understand your pbsition. Belleve me I
understand it., But I have here all the documents,
affidavits and testimonisls pertaining to thls case.

T ask only that you save thls man unnecessary agony. I
ask only that you slve hils case every possible
consideration just as soon a3 you can.

Mr. Mackay, there's something I'm curlous about.

Yes, your Honhor?

why have you spent 8o many years on behalf of this man
Teylor? I8 he a relative of yours, a friend?

No, your Honor, he's Just a man I know, @ man who
everybody else forgot.

(QUIETLY) I (A SIGH) Bee. All right, Mackay.

Clve me the documentd. I'1l try to get to them as soon

as I can.

— o E— e e m— A

You get back to the typewriter, You bang out story after
story. They start to talk aboutﬁg;}—Taylor again, all over
the State. Influential people start %o support you. A
wave of public opinlon rises in favor of Roy Taylor,

and heg tells you....
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vou know Mackay, I used to feel all alone, Now, I don't
feel all alone any more. Whatever happens, I know that
I've got friends on the outslde. and it makes a man feel
mighty good to have frilends.

That's what I've been trying to tell you, Taylor. And If've
got another piece of newp you're golng to like.

Yest-” What's that?

The Governor's seslng me tOmMOrrow.

(HOPEFULLY) Yes, your Honor?

Thve studied the barber's testimony, the testimony of the
witnesses who claim they saw him and the testimony of

Pete Brady.

Yes 8ir?

I belileve as you do Vackay, I think there has been a
miscarriage of juptlce in the 3tate of Minnesota. I think
Roy Taylor is innocent.

Your Honor, I don't ﬁhow what to eay, how to thank you.
Don't thank me yet Mackay, there's s5t1l1l a long hard road
to go. First of all the oginion of the pardon Board must
be vnanimous, every member wmust agree hefore we can
release Taylor.

Yes sir, I understand that.

Secondly there is stlll an eiement of chance that the
witnesses actually did see Taylor and ngé\{Pis Eddie
Russell. After all, both men do regemble each other. The
Board may take the stand that the filrat 1deng}{ifation

might very well have beeu the correct one,
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JACK: é&t you will go to the pardon Board your Honor? You wiil
try to convince them?

GOV, #2 You can count on me, Mackay. I'll present this appeal te
them a€\the next meetling.

{MUSIC: _ _ BRIDGE)

(BARBER'S CLIPPERS IN BACK)

TONY s How you coming with the Roy Taylor case, Mr, Mackay?

JACK Pretty good Tony, pretty good., Looks like we're close
to the end.

TONY: That's what you said before.

JACK: This time we're gomna do 1t, Touy. I know 1t. I feel 1t
in my bones.

TONY: Yoo got a hunch, eh?

JACK! More than & hunch. The Governor's already spoken to the
tardon Board. And he wants to see me 1n his office
tamorrow worning. \

(#9620 —-BRIDGE)..

GOV. #2 Mp. Mackay the Pardon Board locked with sympathy on the
evidence you presented. In fact, they agreed unanimously
with me that the case merited a pﬁrticuiar and complete
investigation.

JACK: (EACERLY) Then that's 1t, your Honor! The rest 1ls Just
routine, isn't it?

cOV,. #2: Ordinarily Mackay it would be. Ordinarily this would have
meant Roy Taylor's full pardon and release in a month.
But unfortunately I got a phone ¢all from the Chailrman
of the Pardon Board this morning....

JACK: (STUNNED} A phone call....
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Yeg, I'm sorry to have to tell you this, Mackay, after
your long fight on behalf of Taylor. Belleve me I'm
sorry. But the appeal has been denled.

Buy why? Why, your Honor?

We just got a "hold-order” from Paducah, Kentucky, It
seems that before Taylor went to Jall, many years 2go, he
had passed a worthless check for $13.00. @hat-tnf%ueﬂced
the—Ee&?dlﬂ—deeéaien——aiﬂce“thE—Kéﬁfﬂ“ﬁ?‘ﬁﬁfﬁﬁ?f?fgi"ﬁiﬁ'
1h1aﬂﬂ—TayiUr—TUr_UrUsevvt&eaqon_hisﬁ_gegase1 For the
tilme being-@he Board has no faith in Taylor's integrity %
and has denied the appeal.

SPERATELY) But Governor, tkey can't let a man rot in

But this 1s the

we'll have to

ﬂ“bad*chEck—rUr—$T3T*and“beczusE*ﬁf—that—ﬁﬁy—Tay&or~afzmnr—
n—Ju1T. g@i;&%?g?g’a nervous breakdown and 1s remanded

to a State Mental Hospital. The State of Kentucky
wlthdraws 1ts reguest since it wilil accept no one from

4 State Hospital, As—for-you;—Jask-Marekay;-yeu've—had—itv—
Yowlre—pil T — But then

a few ycars later, Roy Taylor recovers from his breakdown
and is sent back to stiliwater. And, once agaln you plek
up the fight, and go to bet.

(BARBER SHOP BACKGROUND)
Wet or dry Mr, Mackay.
DRY. '

A little tonic maybe.

ARTHOT 00059371




-2l

You say this man loading money into the other car‘mighb
have been Russell? Is that right Mr. Lester?
(AGITATED) I don't know, it might have been. I went by
that car pretty rfast. I didn't see the face tod well,
When they picked Taylor up I was sure he was the man.
But, maybe I made a mistake, Mackay, maybe I made a
terrible mistake. I want to make up for 1t If I can.
If going before the Pardon Board will do 1t, then that

1z the least I can dol

you really needed all thesg,ye&rgf"fbu know the Board
will zrant a. pardon now with the key Wwiltnesges revei:igi_
thea,m.fés.tmmyf—-mw’%ie parden baa.nd._d.oe-s And on one
sunny day in November, aeapdy 19 years after Roy Taylor
walked through the iron gate of Stillwater Prison, you
watch the same man, now grey and bent, walk ocut. You
thought you were hard-bolled, 2 tough repcrteiéuiijpld pre,
pre, but the tears came to your ayes when he aays--
Mackay, what can a man say at a time like this? I can't
thank you, the words aren't big enough, I canlt tell you
how much I owe you. There isn't that much in the world,
Tf it "1adn't been for you, I1'd still be bekind in there,
pehind those walls, watchlag my life go by. All all I
can szy tc you now is...God bless you Mackay. God bless

youl
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In Just a moment we'll read you a telegram from Jack
Mackay of the St. Paul Burevam Associated Pregs, with the

final oputcome of tonight's BIG STORY,

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY -26-~
PROGRAM #268

CLOSING COMMERCIAL (START E.T.)

CHAPPELL:  Guard against throat-scratch!
GROUP: Enjoy the smocth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a PELL
~ MELL,
(END E.T.)

CHAPPELLs Yes, smoke a PELL MELL and discover now PELL MELL'S
greater length of.’fine tobaccoes filters the smcoke on
the way to your throat - fllters the smoke and makes

o it mild.

HARRICE: Remember this, the further a puff of smake 1z filtered
through fine tobaccos, the milder 1t becomes.,

CHAPPELL: At the first puff PELL MELL smcke is filtered further
than that of any other leading cigarette. Moreover,

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

MELL'S grezter length of traditionally fine tohaccos

st11l travels the smoke further - filters the smoke and
makes 1t mild,
HARRICE: Thus PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos glve you a

smoothness, mildness and gatisfactlon no other clgarette

offers ¥ou.
CHAPPELL: Wherever you go today, notice how many people have
changed to PELL MELL - the longer, finer clgarette

in the distingulshed red package. Smoke PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES - “"Qutstanding!"

RARRICE: And - they are mild!
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Now we 'rzad you bhaﬁ telegram from Jack Mackay of the
St. Paul moreaw of ohe Assoclated Press.

AN EXTRAORDINARY PARDON BOARD HEARING TC CONSIDER
TAYLOR!S FINAL APPEAL WAS THE FIAST OF ITS RIND IN THE
HISTORY OF MINNESOTA., AFTER HIS RELEASE, OTHER WITNESSES
SIGNED AFFIDAVITS TO EXONERATE TAYLOR, HE RETURNED TO
HIS HOME TOWN, DAWSON SPRINGS, KENTUCKY, WHERE A THOUSAND
TOWN FOLK GREETED HIM AND WELCOMED HIM BACK TO A NEW
LIFE.

Many thanks for tonight'!s PELL MELL Award.

Thank. you, Mr. Mackay....the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL Award
for notable service in the field of journazlism....a check
for $500, and a special mounted bronze plagque - engraved
with your nzme and the name of your paper. Accept 1t

as a lasting memento of your truly significant '
achlevement,

Listen agaln next week, same time same statlicon, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY -- A Bilg Story from the front pages of the Houstcn
Texzs Post -- by line, Tom Omstead. A Blg Story of a
reporter who took a shot in the dark - which almost

proved fatal Lo-kies

A — m e e

CHAPPELL:

And remember -- svery week you can see another different
Bilz Story on televlsion -- brought to you by the makers

of Pell Mell Famous Clgarettes.

=M e e T e R e v e e e o am mm — um
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TR BIG STORY 18 2 Bernard J. Prockter Production, A
original mualc compbaed and conducted by Viadimir Selinsky,
Tonight's program was adapted by Max Ehrlich from an
s aadoy

actual story from the feent—pages of the 5t. Paul Buveab
Associated Press. Your narrator wes Bob Sloane end
Nelson Olmstead played the part of Jack Mackay. In

order to protect the names of people acutally involved In
tonight's authentlc BIG STORY, the names of all characters
in the dramatization were changed with the exception

of the reporter, Mr, Mackay.

This 1s Ermest Chappell gpeaklang for the makers of
PELL MELL PAMOUS CIGARETTES,
PHIS IS NBC..,TE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY
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WILLARD:

ALEX:

WILLARD:

THE _BIG STORY #269

MaY, 21, 1952 WEDNESDAY

(TOM OMSTEAD: HOUSTON {TEXAS) POST)
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present ...THE BIG STORY!

(SOUND: SMALL TRUCK IN MOTION AS:)
(BOTH DRUNK, SINGING "HOW DRY I AM")

{BREAKS OFF)
(CONTINUES SINGING AS5:)
(LATE 20's} Say, pal --
(ABOUT 50, MIGHT BE LIKEABLE EXCEPT FOR AN UNCONTROLLABLE
BRUTALITY IN HIM) Talking te me?
Say, where are we, pal?
Huh? Nerth Mc Gregor way, I think --(BEGINS TC SING
AGAIN)
Say, pal -- stop the truck a minute, will you? I'm
getting off here,
Not now.
Stop the truck! This 1s where I ---
(SUDDEN} Hey, let go of the wheel!
Stop the truck! I told you!
I told you to let go of the wheel!
Not 1til you stop the truck!
For the 1ist time -- let go of the wheel! !
If you won't, I'1l stop the truck my --
{(SQUND: THUD, ~S OF HEAVY HAMMER AGAINST SKULL)
{GRO NS )

T warned you, pal -- can't say I dldn't.
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CHAPPELL: THE BIG STCRY, The story you arc about to hear actually
happened., It happened in Houston, Texas. It is authentie
and is offered as a tribute to the men and weomen of the
grent American Newspapers. (FLAT) From the prges of
the Houston Post, the story of a rgporter who took a shot
in the dork -- which almost provea fatal, Tonight, to Tom
Omstead, for his Big Story, gocs the PELL MELL $500,00
award.

(MUSIC: TURNTABLE

(CPENING CONMERDTAL)
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' -3 THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM # 269

OPENING COMMERCIAL

{START E.T.)
CHAPPELL: Guard against throat-scratceh!
GROUP: Enjey the smooth smoking of fine tobacces. Smoke a
PELL MELL.
(END. E.T.)
CHAPPELL: Yes, smoke a2 PELL MELL and dlscover how PELL MELL'S

greater length of filne tobaccos fllters the smoke on

the way to your throat -- filters the smoke and makes
it mild.
HARRICE: Remember this - the further your clgarette fillters the

smoke through fine tobaccos, the mllder that smoke
becomes.

CHAPPELL: it the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further
through fine tobaccos than that of any other leading
cigarette. And what's more after 5 puffs, or 1C¢, or 17

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

traditionally fine tobaccos still travels the smoke
furtherk - filters the smoke and makes it mild.
HARRICE: Thus, PELL MELL'3, fine mellow tobaccos give you a

smoothness, mildness and gatisfaction no other clgaretse

offers you.
CHAPPELL: 8o smoke PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstandingil"
HARRICE: And - they are mlldt
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(MUSIC: _ _UE AND UNDER] _ ,

CHAPPELL: Houston, Texas, The story as 1t actually happened --
Tom Omatead!s story as he lived 1%,

NARR: Only a few hundred feet from where you're standing, Tom
Omstead, the busy traffic of a Wednesday afternoon
streams up and down North McGregor way. Life 1s moving
quickly, loudly in and out of the Clty of Houston. But
all around you and the little group of men standing
near you and the battered body at your feet, there 1s the
heavy impenetrable curfaln of death.

AMUSIC+ ———O0UT)

{SOUND FAR OFF THE OCCASIONAL SOUND OF A HORN)

TOM: (SLIGHTLY HUSHED) What did it, Lieutenant?

LT: (SAME) A couple of heavy blows on the head.

TOM: How long ago?

LT The bent weeds under him -- pretty well) driled out. I'd
figure a couple of days probably.,.maybe Sunday night.

TCM: Identiflcation?

T He's been cleaned out of everythlng except for some
lazundry warks.

(MUSIG:_ _ _ACCENT, DUWN UNDER)

NAER Youlre at pgllce headquarters, Tom Omstead, a few hours

%ﬂ*,.ﬁldaiﬂ*=£4u
later when the4pathologist's report <omes-—&rT.

LT: {READING) "Depressed skull fracture. Death almost
instantaneous.”

{SOUND RUSTLE OF PAPER AS:)

LT Just as I figured, Tom. The pathologlst puts him time
of death 72 hours age -- Sunday nlght,

(MUSIC: _ _ACCENT, DOWN UNDER)

ATHGT 0005981




NARR:

T

TCM:

LANDLADY :

LT
LANDLADY &

TOM:
LANDLADY :

LT:

LANDLADY :

-5
And you're still there around midnight when. the. crime

laboratory breaks the case wide open.

{SOUND DOOR OFENED, STEPS IN) v
(FADING IN) Alex Williams, the 1500 block on Crawford—
A rooming house.

The laundry marks? {Qi-

The laundry marks.

Married?

Single.

Landlady?

Mrs. Marva Henferson.

No women friends, Mrs. Henderson? He never had &
sweetheart or anyone who came to see him regularly?
(ABOUT 50, UPSET) No I -- I can't understand 1it,
Lieutenant, He -~ was such a nice man,

Bven nlce men have women friends.

That®s not what I mean at all. Alex Willlams was 2
good boarder. All week long he came straight home
from nis job, he had his dinner, stayed in his room.
Even on weekends, when he got drunk ~-

How often was that?

Every Friday nlght Mr. Omstead hetd go out to the bar
around the corner every Friday night and he'd,stay
dprunk 't1l Sunday night.

Every weekend?

He was lonely. The poor man was lonely. TIt's not
right for a man his age to think only of his mother and

nobody else.
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TOM: Docg his mother live here too?

LANDLADY : No. Three blocks away., Only last week he bought her z
new electric refrigerator --

LT Wag he afrald of anybody? Did he have a grudge against
anybody that you know of?

LAMNDLADY: Why should he have been afrald of anybody? Why should
a quiet, lonely man like Mr, Williems have a grudge
against anybody?

NARR: The bar around the corner where Alex Wllliams spent his
weekends in a lonely alcoholic stupor has a bltter
name: Frierdship Hanch. Years as a police reperter ¢
have taught ynu to read barkeeper's faces. Bllly
Carter!s face at Friendship Ranch tells you
immediately that he is an honest man, but also the kind
of barkeeper who knows 1t'!s not good for his businass o
talk to cops. S0 when your friend Lt, Davis gets ready

to leave, you Tom Omstead ceclde to stilck around for a

while.
@guézig_ P _Qﬁp_mg\ "
{S80UND BAR BG...JUKEBOX)
BILLY: {BARTENDER) Another beer?
TOM: Thanks,
(SOUND RBEER DRAWN FRCM TAP, PLACED ON BAR)
TOM: (TAKES A DRINK, THEN:) Beer's good. Most bars don's

know how to keep thier ¢oils clean.
BILLY: Oh, they know all right. They donlt bother often

encugh is all.
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TOM:
BILLY:

TOM:
BILLY:
TOM:
BILLY:

TOM:
BILLY:

TOM:
BILLY:
TOM+

BILLY:

TOM:
BILLY:

TOM:
BILLY:

TOM:

BILLY:

_7..
(TAKES ANOTHER DRINK} Uw...real good. Nice and cold
too, | .
(AFTER A PAUSE, LOW) I conldn't talk to the Lleutenant.
You understand, don't you?
{8AMR) Sure thing. I know how 1t 1s.
Every weekend --same thing.
Williams? .
Yeah, him. Every weekend the same thing. Liﬁ; ¢lockwork,
Started getiing crocked around nine-Friday nights and
stayed that way 'til he poured himself into bed every
Sunday.
What about thils last Sunday?
Same thing. Except around six he and thls guy got
chummy .
What guy?
Don't kacw., Never geen him befeore, Around 50 maybe --
Bar pals?
The genuine varlsty: a half-hour after they met they
wore singing sonzs.
Then wihat?
This fellow soid he knew 2 better place, So off they
went, around 6:30.
Thanks a 1at,
What for?
Oh yeah -- all these weekends, Willlams ever Try to pick
up a women?
No that Williams was strictly a loner. MNever seen him
with 2 woman or even make 3 pass aft one, Come to think

of 1t, only woman he ever talked about was his mother,
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NARR: L strange wman...a lonely man.,.and now a dead wan. Why

should anybody want to kill a man llke that? Would his
mother have the answers? It's too late now to go to see
her, s0 you pass the informatlon you grnt from the
vartender on to your friend Lt, Davis. And then you go
home and spend a fitful night wondering about a quiet
man named Alex Williams. 4nd at nine the next morning,

vou find yourself in hils mother's presence,

{MUSIC:_ ———OUa—T6-

MOTHER: (BROKEN UP, QUITE OLD, HELPLESS, WEEPING) They say he's
dead, Mr Omstead. They say my boy 1s dead. Not Alex --
they're 1lylng! He was all I had!

TOMs I'm -~ I'm sorry, Mrs, Williams --but It is true.

MOTHER: Why? Why, Mr. Omstead! He never harmed anyone -- only
only himself --

TOM: ¥ou mean his drinking?

MOTHER: Even when he was a boy he was always zlone, He never
had any fricnds. Maybe that's what made him drink.
(OUTBURST) But that!s no reason for anyone to kill him!
Wwhy should anyone kill my boy?

TUM: He never mentlioned any frienda to you?

MOTHER: ("0 HERSELF} Alex --Why didn't they kill me instead,
Alex!

TOM: Mrs. Williams --are you listening to me?

MOTHER: T san hear you -- but what'!s the use? He's dead --

TOM: He had no friends at all?

MOTHER: 1 guess he did -- at least two of them, Otherwise why
would they have called me?

TOM: (SLIGHT TAKE) Called you? Who?

MOTHER: This man --Tirst the man -- and then fhe woman --
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TCM:
MOTHER:

TOM:
MOTHER :
TOM:
MOTHER:

TOM:

MOTHER:

TOM:

MOTHER:
TOM:
MOTHER ¢

LANDLADY :

ey
pre———— e

_9..
What man? What woman? When did thay call?
Was it Monday®? Yes, 1t was Monday. Around noon.a man
called--
Wny did he call you?
Therels nc phone where Alex 1s -- was -- staying.
What did he want?
He asked 1f Alex was'feeling all right. I told him I
didn't know and he hung up.
Di1d you get his name?
No --and then the woman --she c¢alled about two hours ‘
later. The sams gquestlon --
She wanted to know how your son was feellng?
Yes,
Had he been 1311°%
Mever! He was always a healthy boy --zlways. (BREAKS
DOWN) And now he's dead! Mr. Omstead, why --why

would anyone want to kill my boy?

First a man and then a woman on Monday =-- the day after

Alex Williams was killled, d wanted to know how he
/%am.a
was. What did 1t mea Q4é::i;;lkaew—heié—met—fea}-
gii;:&99—9$§ggt¢:%7r€7 -lrbw% Aee Aﬂ'uﬂ—nﬂ
"ﬁ:; %E § Ee%n §

Were they calling to find qut how badly Alex Willlams
E%#L;ﬁg u;&g:i e T gg‘ § eaTX -

had been hurt? I

STING, CUT TO)

How can you have forgotten about an incident like that,
Mrs. Henderson?
You and the Lleutenant kept aszking me whether he had

a sweetheart, :
(MORE)
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LANDLADY :

{CONT'D}

TOM:

LANDLADY :

TOM:

LANDLADY :

TOM:

LANDLADY :

TOM:

LANDLADY :

TOM:

LANDLADY:

IOM:

LANDLADY :

(MUSTIC:

KARR:

{ MR T .

—

~10- e
Thie was a womah I had never seen ke before -- I just

didntt think of her that way. Not untll now.
(EXCITED) Go on, go on, Mrs Henderson.

It -- it was after mldnight -- Monday night. She kept
banging on the front door.

Did you get a good look at her?

No. The hall was dark -- I was still half esleep.

And she asked for Alex williams?’

She seemed upset and almost hyséérical. T was angry with
her because I had beeﬁ awakened out of my sleep.

What did you do then -- the whole story, Mrs. Henderson!
I pointed to his room down the hall and then I went

back to bhed.
What was the next thing you heard?

I was just dozing off again when I heard her rush down

the hall and slam the front decor behind her, I guese

ghe didntt find him home.
She couldnlt have, Mre Henderson. Dontt you understand?
It was Monday night -~ he was already dead.

(HORRIFIED) OH MY LORD! She seemed to ¥now sowething

had happened to him} Mr. Omstead, I never saw her

before. Who was she? What was she doing here?

Back at your paper, Tom Omstead, the story takes shape
raplély under your pounding fingers...a story to the
effect that the Houston pollce were searching far an
unidentified woman who seemed to know that Alex Williams
had met foul play Sunday night. T+ was a shot In the
dark, Tom—Ometesd -- the kind you'd let fly before --
but you had no way of knowing that this time 1t would

it 1ts mark sguarely and bounce back straight at

yourself.

P TO TAR. TIRNTARIE} {COAMMERATAT Y
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CHAPPELL:

GRCUP:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

L]

THE BIG STORY....-- .
PROGRAM # 269

-11-

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

(START E.T.)

Guard agalnst throat-scratch!

Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobacecos. OISmoke a
PELL MELL.

{(END E.T.)
Yos, smoke a PELL MELL - and discover how FELL MELL'S

greater length of fine tobaccos filters the smoke on the
way Lo your throat - filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is flltered further

than that of any other leadlng clgarette. And, what's

mere after § puffs, or 10, or 17 - by actual measure -

FELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine

tobaccos still travels the smoke further - filters the
smoke and makes 1t mild.
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you a

smoathness, mildness and sztisfaction ne other cligarette

offers you.

Guard against throat-scratchl!

Enjoy the smooth swcking of fine tobaccos. Swmoke a
FELL MELL.

Wherever you go today, notlce how many people kave

changed to PELL MELL - the longer, finer clgarette in

the dlstingulshed red package.

{START E.T.)
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a
PELL MELL.
(END E.T.)
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -"Outstanding!"
and - they are mild!
ATHXKO?1 0OG5988




HARRICE: -

NARR:

-1p-

—— T T T AL 2 e e e

This 15 Cy Harrlice returning you to your narrator and

the Blg Story of Tom Omstead as he lived 1t and wrote 1t.
Tt's almost an hour now since your paper hlt the streets,
Tom Omstead, Your story of the frantic woman who 1s

kmown to have visited Alex Williams'® boarding house 24

hours after his murder is on the front page under your o oy
by-llne. Who is she? What was her connectiqn w;th the
murdered man? Would your story with its veiled hint

what the police were on the verge of catching up with

her frighten her 2ut of hidlng?

________ = =

TOM:

LT:

TOM:

LT
TOM:
LT:

TOM:

Whatts your guess, Lieutenant?,

This 1s one of those erazy ones, Tom, N2body makes
fense.

Alex Willimms makes sense. A lonely guy, mothered tno
long--

That's the peint -- Why kill him?

No lead on the guy he got chummy with at the Friendship
Ranch?

Like z stons in the water: a few ripples, and nothing.
I wonder what shets deing right now...

Who?

That dame who showed up at Williams! house Monday
midnight. I keep wondering 1f she's read my story about
her.

And what if she has? What makes you think she'll come

out of hlding?

ATHO1 000QSSBYg
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NARR: Since ynu know nothing about the woman in your story,
the Lieutenant makes sense. Why should she come out
of hiding? But if you!d known her or known anything
about her you'd have known that your story about her
had landed on fertile ground.,.ground whilch was being
prepared for your story, Tom Omatead, as far back as
Jdonday mornlng.

S Licz Aty a—— b

(SOUND WINDOW SLID OPEN, HOSE COING SLIGHTLY OFF)

GRACE: ’ (HALF~YAWN) WILLARD --

WILLARD: (SLIGHTLY OFF, SHOUTING OVER HOSE) .You talkling to me,
honey? Walt -- I'1l turn the hose off.

{30UND HOSE OFF}

WILLARD: {FADING IN, HE'S LIKE A BIG OVERGROWN BOY WITH HIS WIFE)
Good morning, honey. Did you sleep well?

GRACE: Pretty zood. You got in awful late, di3dn't you, last
night?

WILLARD ¢ Donlt you worry about me, --had a Job to do.

GRACE: You washing the truck down?

WILLARD: Yzah,

GRACE: How come?

WILLARD: Carried a 1pad of chickens for a2 man yesterday.

GRACE: 32%

WILLARD ¢ Chicken 1lice all over -- thought I'd wash the truck
down,

GRACE Wait -- I'11 come out and help you.

WILLARD: Donlt bother, do 1t myself.

GRACE: No bother, Willard, I'il come ocut and help you.

(MUSIC:  _ _ACCENT, QUICK BRIDCE, OUT_TO).
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WILLARD:

GRACE:

WILLARD:

GRACE:

WILLARD:

GRACE:

WILLARD:

GRACE:

WILLARD:

GRACE:

WILLARD:

GRACE:

WILLARD:

GRACE:

WILLARD:

“14-

Just a little more water and --
(CUTS IN, QUIETLY) Willard --
Huh?
When you got out of jail last time, I took you back on
ona condition ~- Do you remember?
Shucks, I been good. What's got into you all of a
sudden?

s
Dontt look away, Willard. I took you backﬂone condition
Remember?
Sure, sure, honey. That I don't get in anymore trouble.
Well, I haventt.
Therg was a second part to the condition I took you
back on -- Remember?
( A BEAT, THEN) That -- that 1f I do get into trouble
I got to tell you the truth.
There are blocd stains on the side of the truck you
haven!t washed off yet., Where dld they come from?
(LYING) Shucks, honey --I told ysu., I carried a load
of chickens, honey --1 told you! Them crates have wires.
One of the chickens cut 1itself.
(A BEAT, THEN) How did you get blood over the front
seat, too?
{(IRKED) I --I $51d you to stay in the house! I ocould
elean the truck myself! . I didntt ask you to help me!
( PERSISTENT IN THE SAME EVEN TONE} If a chicken cut
1tself in the back of the truck why should blood have
gotten over the front seat?
I -- chicken was suffering -- so I took 1t out of the

crate and -- bashed lts head 1in.
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WILLARD:

GRACE:

WILLARD:'

GRACE:
WILLARD:
GRACE:

WILLARD:

GRACE:
WILLARD:
GRACE:
WILLARD:
GRACE:
WILLARD
GRACE:
WILLARD:
GRACE:

WILLARD:

..15-
{BEAT, THEN} A --a--chicken, Willard?

A chicken, honey.

(SOUND DRAWERS BEING SLIPPED IN AND OUT, THEN
STOP AT ONE DRAWER. WE HEAR CLICK AS OF GCID
WATCH AND CHAIN, THEN SUDDENLY!

What're you deing in my things, honey?

(TAKE AND EDGE OF FEAR NOW) Oh -- I -- I --

Those things you got in your hand -~ I won them gambling

last night.

The money? This watch and chaln? This wallet?

Shucks, honey -- it's like I told you--

Look me in the face, Willard, {(PAUSE, THEN:) Leok me 1in

the face! What happened?

{(SHAME-FACEDLY) It wasn't my fault, honey. We were hlgh

he grabbed the wheel of the truck =-- I told him not to--

What -- what did you do?

I had to hit him,

With -- what?

I -- 1 Just hit hima couple of times.

Was he hurt?

A 1little -- meybe -- (TAKE) Where are you golng?

Downstalre t2 the phong.

What for?

To call up shis man who owns the wallet and the watch --

the man you hit -- Alex Willlams -- and find out how he

he 1is!

NO!
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GRACE:
WILLARD:

GRACE:
WILLARD:

SRACE:
WILLARD:
GRACE:
WILLARD:
GRACE:
WILLARD:

GRACE:

WILLARD:
GRACE:

WILLARD:
GRACE:

WILLARD:

GRACE;

WILLARD:

R

vou fool! You dbig clumsy oxl Youtre in trouble --
(ALMOST PLEADING) Honey, don't you go back on me --

not now, He doesn't have a ;E;E;i::

How do you know?

I trled. He doesn't have a number. He told me about his
mother -- I called hls mother --

What did she say?

She hadn!t seen hlm --

Itm going t£o try her.

Youtlll get them suspleious!

{HARD) What dld you hit him with?

I -- with -- I--

vou'lre in trouble, do you understand that? Can you

get 1% thru your thick head? When you get drunk you're
as strong as a bull and as crazy as a bull! You're In

tyouble and Itve got to find out how deep.

- M N T S T el T T T e —

{SOUND DOOR OPENED AND SHUT OFF)
Grace honey, 1s that you?
(FADING IN, DISTRAUGHT) I went to nis house -- the
landiady let me 1in.
Wzs he there? Was he home?
There was no answer -- there was no one in his room.
Honey, I'm scared. 1 dldn't mean to -- I did’'t mean to
hit him with the hammer.
(HORROR) 6h—tro! A‘““"‘”““l
Now I saild 1t -- Now I told you the truth -- I hit him --
I was drunk then I got scared and I hit him again and the

blaod came out all over and I left him there --
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GRACE: (TO HERSELF) Oh no -- Oh no-- I should have known!
You --you bull! You stupid, stuplid bull!

WILLARD: HONEY, don't say that. You got to stick by me. (HARD )
You got to stick by me!

GRACE: You =~- you promised -- when I took you back you promised
me -~

WILLAHAD: (BESTDE HIMSELF WITH FEAR} I don't care what I promised!
1 need you -- I always have -- when I'm in trouble I
don't know what to do, I warn you, -I—wern—you. If you
turn against me now, It1l -- I'11 kill you!

(MUSIC:  _ _STING, DOWN_UNDER)

NaARR: On wednesday she reads your story, Tom Omstead cof the

finding of Alex Williams' body and thils morning she plcks
up your paper. And there agalin is your story -- and it1s
about her. You'd taken a shot in the dark and 1t had
struck the bull's eye sguarely. Mrs. Grace Booth put
down the story about herself with trembling fingars.

and at six o'clock that evening, Tom-Omstead; as you

were about to enter the building in which your paper is

houssd --
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o MUSICe——CHE)
T s T
(STREET BG,..)
GRACE: {LOW) Mister - -
TOM: (SLIGHT TAKE) Hm? You speaklng to me?
GRACE: (TERRIFIED) Mister -- you're -- You'lre Tom Qmstead?
TOM: Yes, but -~
GRACE: I told the mon at the cigar counter in the lobby 1 was

locoking for you. He gave me your description.

TCOM: Wwhat -- what can I do for you?

GRACE: This morning -- you wrote about me this morning --
TOM: You've -- you're the woman who --

GRACE: Mister, please -- not out here. Take me somewhere,

He sald he'd kill me.
TOM: (FAST) I got my car parked down the street. I'll take

you to pollce headquarters.,

GRACE: No.
TOM: Why not?
GRACE: I -- I have nothing to do with it! You got to get the

volice to promise to help me, to promise nothing

happens to me!l

(wysIc: _ _ _STING, DOWN UNDER ...} _
LT (ON PHONE)} Where have you got qLEE&J . At your office?
, Yeah, yeah, I-xe_got_his—aame—aad—ad&reasq—_Thﬁy;re_
ﬁ&}?&&éy—eut—ﬁﬂ—thEif*ﬁ&?—%ﬂ“ﬁftk‘hiﬁ‘ﬂy. Tom, ,tell her
this -- tell her the most we can promise her 1s that

nothing will happen to her as long as she had nothing

LIY SOw
to do with it, #nd get her down here fast! OM*é;'Yuﬁa U
(MUSIC: BRIDGE, OUT_TO:)

_...—-——_-_-.__......._..—_..._..-
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-“THE BIG STORY", 5/21/%2 184~ REVISED

WILLIARD: (SNORING)

—— b —

LT:
WILLARD:

LT

WILLARD:

LT:
WILLARD:
LT:

WILLARD:
LT:
WILLARD:
LT:
WILLARD:

LT:

WILLARD:

LT:
WILLARD:

(KNOCK ON DOOR) (OFF)
(SNORE AGAIN)
(KNOCK ON DOCR)
(OFF) Willard Booth?
Hmmmmm?
(OFF) Open up., Booth. Police Officers.
Oh,..uh,,,wait a second,..
(FOOTSTEPS UNDER)
A4 1-kdrd—ef—webbly—on-my-feetr .
(DOOR OPENS)
Sorta sleepin' cne off.
Uh huh ,,....
What's...the trouble? Somethin! wrong?
Yeah, ., You better throw some water on your face and get your
coat on, We're going down to Headquarters,
What's the idea? You want to ask me about something?
Ur huh,,...
What? What's wrong?...Can't you ask me about it here?
Not this, I'm afraid....
Well,,.what's it all about? Somebody get hurt or scmethin'?
My wife? Jdnything happen to her?
Ne -~ not your wifé......
Well, who 1s it then? Why don't yeu tell me? You wake 2
guy up out of a sleep and,.,You can't come in here and....
Look =-=— I gotta go to work pretty soon....
Get your coat on, Booth.

Why should I?
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"THE BIG STORY!, 5/21/52 =168~ REVISED

LT:
WILLARD:

LT:

WILLARD:

LT:

WILLARD:

LT:

WILLARD:

LT:

WILLARD:

LT:

WILLARD!Y

WILLARD:

LT:

WILLARD:

Because I got some questions tc ask ycu,

That's toc bad. You don't tell me nothin! about it -- why
should I tell you,

About what?

Lbout,.well....about whatever you were gcnna ask me,

I thought maybe you knew, You read the papers. Bootn? -
Sure, sure -- I read the papers, What'!s that got to do
anything?

New, lock, -Beoth—-- you're not going to get anywhere stalling
around. We've got you cold on this thing., Your wife's down
at Headquarters!

Wife?

You heard me, She's spilled the whole story.

What arc you talkin! about? She'ts off her nut., 1 didn't
have anything to do with that killin?,

What %illing? Who said anything about a killing?

Well, you did.,.You come in here and...I mean.,,You're
gettin' me all mixed up., I was tryin' to slecp one off.

You can't slezp tris one off, Booth, Now come on.

Walt a minute, You got it wrong, ©She has toc, ©She don't
know nothin! but what I told her,..and I don't even

remember what happened, I was all boezed up,

fnd what are you now? What are you trying to do -- make
believe you had nothing to de with 1t -~ after you told

her vou killed that guy?

I didn't kill him! I told her that blood was from the

chickens! He wasn't even in the truck!
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LT:

WILLARD:
1T:
WILLARD:
LT:
WILLIRD:

LT:
WILLARD:

STORY®, 5/21/52 -18C- REVISED.

Then where was he? You were seen leaving the bar with
him! You want the bartender to identify you?!
¥o, he can't -~ it wasn't nel
Come on, Booth -- it fits you 1lke a glove!l
Lemme go!
Waseh those hands, Mister.
Lemne go! You lousy.....
(BODY SLAM AGAINST DOOR)
Ch,....
I told you to watch yourself, Now come on -- guiet...
Yeah...yeah, I'm comin'.,..
(BUSINESS: GETTING UP)
She told you, huh? The whele thing?
No, not the whole thing -- but enough. The rest you can

fi1l in yourself,

" -

el
5/21/52 pm
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r" WILLARD: I -- I guess it's all over, isn'‘t 17
LT: All but the details, Mr. Booth.
WILLARD! (BEAT, THEN SUDDENLY} Honey!

K s ‘cu/\-\.»—ﬂ.—-

OoM: AFTER‘E PAUSE} When you left the Fylendshlp Ranch --
WILLARD: (CUTS IN) Was -- was that the name of the Joint?
TOM: That was the nams of the Jolnt.

WILLARD: when we left we were great pals. Then he grabbed the
M

whell -- I got sore -- I asked him to let go. He

wouldn't let go! I kept one hand on the wheel -- with

the other I reached for the chipplng hammer behind me --
TOM: 4 chipping hammer? That weighs close to four pounds.
WILLARD: T wasn't thinking of that., It's llke hconey says -- when

I get drunk I don't know my owWn strength.

LT: Did the first blow kill him?
WILLARD: No. It btook -- two more., Then I must have gotten
scared -- real scared -- and I -- I cleaned everything

out of his pockets. I left him there and drove home,
TOM: A1l this jJust because he wouldn't let go of the wheel.
WILLARD: No. That wasn't what did it. It was the whiskey in me
that did it, He - seemed like such a nice guy...
IT: A1) right, Willard., Let's go.
(SHUFFLE OF FEET SUDDENLY OUT TO:)

WILLARD: Walt --
(FEW STEPS)
WILLARD: Honey --
GRACE: Yes?
WILLARD: Can gb—- can I get a so long kiss, Honsy? {PAUSE, THEN

RBROKEN) All right, honey....lL ttn*%—say_thaﬁjgzglame

Sod

you cne bilt,
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In just a momeén we'll read you & telegram from To

Omstead of the Houston Texas Post, with the final outcome

of tonlght's BIG STORY.

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL) ‘;
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #269

CLOSING COMMERCIAL (START E.T.)

JHAPPELL ¢ Guard agalnst throat-scratch!

GROUP: Enjoy the smooth smoking of rine tobaccos, Smoke a
PELL MELL.

(END E.T.}

¢iAPPELL:  VYes, smoke a PELL MELL and discover how PELL MELL'S
greater length of fine tobaccos filfers the smoke on
the way to your throat - filters the smoke and makes
it mild.

HARRICE: Remember this, the further a puff of smoke 18 filtered
snrough fine tobaccos, the milder 1t becomes.

CHAPPELL: At the first puff PELL MELL gsmoks is filtered further
than that of any other leading cigarette, Moveover,

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

MELL'S greater length of tradiltlonally fine tobaccos

st1l1l travels the smoke further - filters the smoke and
makes 1t mwmlld.
HiRRICE: Tprus PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos glve you a

smoothness, mildness and gatlisfaction no other cigarettd

offers you.
CHALPPELL! wherever you go today, notice how many people have

changed to PELL MELL - the longer, finer cigaretts

in the distinguished red package. Smoke PELL MELL FAMQUS
CIGARETTES - “Qutsanding!" .

HARRICE: and - they apre mild!l

ATXCT QOCUBOY




CHAPPELL:

CMSTEAD :

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

(MUSIC:

CHAFPELL:

(musIC:

-po.

Now we read you that telegram from Tom Omstead of the
Houston Texas Post.

Murderer in tonlght's Blg Story entsred a plea of qullty
in the Crimlnal District Court, Upron agreement of both
the State and Defense, he was sentenced to life
irprisonment in the State Penltentlary where he 1s at
thls moment., My sincere appreclation for tonlght's

PELL MELL Award.

Thank you, Mr. Omstead,,,the makers of PHLL MELL FAMQUS.
CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL Award
for notable service in the field of Jjournalism..,a check
for $500, and a special mounted bronze plague - engravad
with vour name and the name of your paper. Accept it as
a. lasting memento of your truly significant achlevement.
Listen agaln next weex, same time same gtation, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES willl present another BILG
3TORY -~ A Big Story from the front pages of the Boaton
Kerald Traveler -- by line, Richard §. Jacobson. A4 Bilg

gtory of a reporter who discovers the truth about a very

strange death. . .

And remember -- every week you can see another different

Big Stery on televislon - brought to you by the makers

of Pell Mell Pemous Cigarettes.
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CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY is a Bernard J. Prockter Production,
original music composed and conducted by Vliadlimir
Sellnsky, Tonlght's program was adapted by Abram 3.
Ginnes from an actual story from the front pages of the
Houston Texas Post. Your narrator was Bob Sloane =nd
B1ll Lipton played the part of Tom Omstead. In order
to protect the names of people actually involved In
tonlgnt's authentic BIG STORY, the names of 2ll

characters in the dramatizatlon were changed with the

exception of the reporter. Mr, Omstead.

_.._-__.-._-—.__.___-__....-_.-—___,-_

¢HAPPELL: This is Ernest Chappell skeakling for the makers of
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES. (PAUSE)

The bright red paper pPoppy handed to you by-a—member

of—theATSFIcan Leglon AuxIiary on Poppy Day 1s
"the red badge of courage' fashioned by a disabled
veteran to honor a comrade who died 1n war.

Wear it proudly - in memory of those who were dear

to YOU!
THIS I8 NBC ... THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY

Je/The
4/21/52
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THE BIG _STORY _ #2710

9:30 -~ 10:00 PM EDT MAY 28, 1952 WEDNESDAY

CHAPPELL:

(Richard S. Jacobgon: The Boston Herald Traveler)

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present...THE BIG STORY:
REFPETTTIVE BEAT QF PHONE BELL AND CROSS FADE WITH)

_._....----—....—-——--_..—-..-,_g._-.-.._—_—.—_..—_.__-_--_-

{ PHONE BELL ,., LIFT. CAFE' BG:)
(43) Sweepstakes Cafe’, Ned Mitchell speaklng,
(55) (FILTER) Ned. This is Earl,
Yes, Earl, What's on your mind?
Ned, you better burry home. Right away.
Why? What'!s the matter?
Well, I was Just over to your house -- just dropped 1n,
visiting with Insz and -- well; Ned, your wife sure la
in the dumps again.
Wwhy? What did shé gay, Earl?
ghe 's talking about committing sulcide agaln, Ned.

Hurry up'!

: STING ... THEN To THEM? UNDER ... ) 0 9
._.—.-——----—--——-—-_.-r':‘—-'-—-—-—-v—-—-v—r iﬂ‘E O:‘l !QQ ‘44_
J4s—fTumyE,

CHAPPELL; THE BIG STORY, H9?3i;ziEzgéicav_iss_sound—and——
o Baater Masmzhkottata b 0 dadtlopticr Lnds i Sl as o Vidat,, ta.

Hﬁﬂw—mmﬁmw—ﬁiﬂfwmw the mcn

and women of the great American newspapars. ( FLAT ) Boasans
Megeaehusedts, From the pages of The Boston Herald-
% m’\b& N‘Q‘-Q
Traveler; MA reporter™uncovers the truth about a strange
' : w
death. Tonignt, Richard S, Jacobzon, for his Big

Story, goes the F.ILL MELL $500 Award,

( COMMERCIAL}
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #2T70

OPENING COMMERCIAL

(START E.T.)

CHAPPELL!

GROUP

(END E,T.)

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

~HAPPELL
HARRICE:

guard against throat -scrateh!
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a \
PELL MELL.

x
Yes, smoke a PELL MELL and dlscover how PELL MELL'S
greater length ol fine tohaccos filters the smoke on the
way to your throat - filters the smoke and makes it mild.
Remewmber this - the further your cigarette fllters the
smoke through fine tobaccos, the milder that smcke becomes,
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further
through fine tobaccos than that of any other leading
cigarette. And what's more after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 -

by actual measure - PELL MELL'S - greaser length of

traditionally fine tobaccos still travels the smoke
fuprther - filters the umo.e and makes 1t mlld.
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine meilow tobaccos glve you a

srocthness, mildness and gsatisfacticn ne other clgaretic

oflers you.

p It

5o smoke PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGAREITES - "outstandiag!

And - they are mild!
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DEMPSEY ;

DICK:

DEMPSEY:

DICK:

DEMPSEY :

dicik;

DEMP3IEY :

-3-

—_— o = —

Boston, Massachusetts,..the story as it actually happened..

Richard &, Jacobson's story as he lived 1t..,

Youlve been on the police headquarters beat for five
years, Dick Jacobson, and this day 1s Juét like most of
them -- a lot colder because it'!s toward the end of
January -- but with nothing particular happening. You're
sitting around 1n the office of Captaln Phil Dempsey of
Homicide shooting the breeze wlth him and looklng up at
the cloeck on the wall,

I won't tell your

Why don't you Jjust go home, Dick?

editor on you.

(LAUGHS) I never did like the Sunday afternoon beat,
Captaln.
okay. Lean back and push your hat down over your face.

I'il catch up on my reports.
{TYPEWRITER HUNT-AND-FECK)
(PAUSE) Lousy technigue you got, Captain.
Go to sleep.
(PHONE )
Shut that thing off, Captain. You sald I should slzep,
(LIFT PHONE}

Keep snoring. (ON PHONME} Captaln Dempsey, Homlcide.

. ‘,J__.:L"‘G.fg! iJ_,
, Uh huh ... ¥Yeah .,. tpiané Road .., Yezh, yeah...
okay, Mr. Mitchell, Don't tyuch anything, I'1l get the

‘Medical Zxaminer and we'll come rigzht cut.

{ PHONE UP)
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CHAPPELL:

{MUSIC:

NARR :

DEMP3EY :

DICK:

DEMPSEY :

DICK:

DEMESEY :

dick;

DEMPSEY :

—_— o n e e o e p— — — — — - —

-3-

Boston, Massachusetts,,.the story as 1t actually happened. .

Richard 8. Jacobson's story as he lived 1t..,
Youlve been on the pollee headquarters beat for five
years, Dick Jacobson, and this day is Just like most of
them -- a lot colder because 15's toward the end of
January -- but with nothing particular happening. You're
sitting around in the cffice of Captaln Phll Dempsey of
Homlcide shooting the breeze with him and looking up at
the clock on the wall,
Why don't you just go home, Dick? I wen't tell your
editor on you.
(LAUGHS) I never did like the Sunday afternoon beat,
Captain,
Okay. Lean back and push your hat down over your face.
I'll cateh up on my reports,.

(TYPEWRITER HUNT-AND-PECK)
(PAUSE) Lousy technique you got, Captain.
Go to sleep.

{PHONE )
Shut that thing off, <apsadin. You saild I should sleer.

{LIFT PHONE)
Keep snoring. (ON PHONE) Captain Dempsey, Homicide.

: LARL il
. Uh huh ... Yeah ... ¥pl=md Rosd .., Yeah, yeah...

okay, Mr. Mitchell, Don't touch anything. I111 get the

Medlcal Examiner and we'll come right out.

(PHONE UP)
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DICK:
DEMPSEY:

DICK:
DEMPSEY:
LMUSIC:

NARR :

DICK:
DEMPSEY ;

DICK:

DEMPSEY:

MURRBAY ¢

DEMPSEY:
MURRAY:

DEMPSEY:

-4 DU

I heard you say Mediczl Examlner.

That was a man named Ned Mitchell out 1n Dorchester. Says
he Just got home and found hls wile dead,
Murder?

Let's go sea.

The routlne of "seeing" is familiar, The Medical Examlner-
-- Tom Murray -- examines the deceased. On the bed lies
Tnez Mitchell. No sign of violence. In a corner sits

ner husband Ned, with his head down in hls hands. Ycu
turn to Laptaln Dempsesy.

What's 1t look like to you, Captain?

wellziszf the doec says there's something wrong, 1t

won't flt.

He's taking his time.

You know Tom Murray - careful guy.

(COMING IN) I heard that, Captain. Here 1t is: dead at
least three hours., Faint odor of almonds about her mouth,
ratassium cyanide, doe?

Either that opr prussic acid. I'll know after the auisrsy.
Another ching: she was drinking heavily before she dian.
we found the whiskdy all rizht, doc. _Bottle cn the kitchen
table, and three glasses, But pelsen - - you didn't find
any, did you, Cagtain?

Not a trace, Bdek -- and that was the first thing I lockead
for. |

Well, if you're thinking of sulcide, Captaln, what about

the glass? There isn't any near the body.

ATKO1 QOOBO0Y




DEMPSEY:
NED:

DEMPSEY ¢

NED :

DEMPSEY:

MATHEWS 3

DICK:
MATHEWS 2

DEMPSEY:

._5‘

Check. _
(COMING IN} She didn't commit sulcide. I dontt believe
my wife committed sulclde, BShe had everything to live for.

i S e
Well, <ddd—you of anybody yet who could want to do a
thing like that to her?

ha e ¥

I still eantt, Captaln. (BREAKING) She had no enemies.

Not one.
vou came home from your place of business -- The
Sweepstakes Cafe' -- and jou found her 1like this.

That's the way it happened, Cuptaln, (BREAKING DOWN)
Why should anybody k1ll her? Why should anybody kill

ITnez?

You lookK at the distrauzht husband, Dick Jacobson, and 1t
occurs to you theret!s one possible source of answer to

a question 1like that. You ease quletly out the door and
in a falrly short time, you're iistening to Mrs, Oscar
Mathews a nelghbor a couple of doors down the hall.

oh yes. I saw that man leaving the Mitchell’s apartment
about 1:30 this afterncon.

What did you say his name was? Earl Kerry?

That's right. And that wasn't the flrst time I saw him
there. He used to visit there quilte ofteén -- when her
husband wasn't around.

UP AND OUT)

You know this man Earl Kerry, Mr. Mitchell?
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DEMPSEY :

NED :

DEMPSEY :
NED:
(MUSIC:

EARL:

DEMPSEY:

FARL:

-

-6 el
Yes, he's an old friend of the famwlly, Captain., As &
matter of fact, he was visiting wlth Inez earlier, then
he called me from outside about her and I rushed right
home ,
What do you mean he called you about her? Why didn't you
say anything about him before?
Well, Captzin, Earl told me she was talking about
commitving sulcide again -- and I just didn’t like to

come out with a thing like that.

, Uh huh, D1d she ever try committing sulcide before?

Well -- three times Captain.
UNDER__...)
So it locks as if you're back where you started. The body
is removed to Northern Mortuary for autopsy.
Captain Dempsey sends & detectlive out to plek up Earl Kerry
at the Hotel Royal where he lives. You know the Hotel
Royal ae & "so-so" Joint catering to the borderline
trade: Question: Hou does & man llving There come to
be friends with people 28 well off as the Mitchells?
Well sure, Captzin -- Ned's place -- you Know -- The

Ketbu o,
3weepstakes Cafa! over on TPrement Street, right in the
theatre district -- you know, lots of raclng pecple hang
out there, so that's how I come %o know Ned and Inez. {ee,
rhat's a terrible thing she did to herself,
You what you call racing people?
gure. Used to be a joeckey. Can't you tell by my slze

and the way I nandle myself? Course, that was a long

time ago. I'm past fifty ouw.

RTHKQT Q006011




ﬁibK}

DEMESEY:

EARL:

Do
DEMPIEY:

t)
5
b

DEMPSEY:
EARL

DICK:

EARL

DEMP3EY:

mARL:

-7-

Judging by that hotel you live in, I guess_you Make
your living TTOW . booking the hougeg,
I never 41d like smart“?aportera, but if you hava to Know,

I very orten g0 placss and do things for Ned. That's how

T

I_oane “to know him and Inez so well. T

-Sounds—like—a—g&opified—err&nd:boy:—Aiihrightrﬁnaverumind

getting—tnsulteds What time did you leave ths Mitckell's
apartment?
Well, at around 1:30 this afternoon, Captain, Right after
that, I called Ned and told him about her.
And right before that she could have been dead when you
left., -
LisTew, (MR Lepo LTER
Captain,_I,won't_answan_that-uuapieion. You Just ask
Ned Mitchell 1f his wife didn't try committing sulcide’
more than conce before,
All right -- he told us that already.
Qkay then, Captaln. My room numberis 203 at the Hotel
Royal. Anytime you want to ask me any serious questions,
thatts where you can flnd me.
Youlre in a blg hurry to l:zwve,
Do-I-have-to-say—all-over I don®t like smart reporters?
How about me leaving now, Capntain?t Tanswered-all-your
questions—and-—TI—dom!t~knowany-msres
You wait outsilde a whlle. I want your compahy.
{GOING AWAY)} Thanks for the politeness, Captain.

(OPEN DOOR OFF)
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EARL:

DICK:
DEMPSEY :

DICK:
DEMPSEY :
DICK:
DEMP3EY :

DICK:

DEMPSEY :

vl
[

R

8-, .
(PROFBOTING —Jeer—heep—that—iivble—guy oub Lhera.
(OFF) I not—rumring away,; taptain T Pontt—ect—as—if
Fm-punnlag-away-,
( 6LE8E-DOOR—OFF)

Funny little guy. Murder or sulcide, Captain?

I-smel—nurder,—but-as—Par-as—the—evidence—goes, 111"
soss—a—cotnr— o7
(PHONE, ... LIFT)

Captain Dempsey, Homiclde .., Yeah? .... Yeah ...,.

A1l right. One question, doc, Just to be sure: How

fast does that stuff act? .... Thanks.
(PHCUN. UP)

He fsund pols:z.: in ber,

Two polnt seven filve grains of cyanilde.

I heard your guestlion, Wha: was his answer?

He says paralyzed almost instantly and dead plenby fast

afver that,

But there was no glass in the zpartment with any sign of
cyanide 1n it. 3She couldn't have had the time to clean

it.out or get rid of 1%, even if she wanted to for sone

preason. That spells murder,
Yeah. Well, the next step has to be to send a raft of
the boys out checking tae drugstores to see who bought

che stuff: she or sumebedy else.

ATXOT 0006013




NARR:

-g-

You can't Just walt around in the meanwhile, Dick

Jacobson. This 1s one time for a reporter to go off on
his own, you feel, But you don't tell Captailn Dempsey
about 1t, as you use the set of master keys you always
carry to let yourself into Kerry's room, at the Hotel
Royal. You know that Capcain Dempsey would pin your ears

back for this., But you have to get a story.

(#YST6+— . FADE-FOR-SOUND-GUE+—DE-NOT-BAGK-SANE).

DICK:

NAERR:

DICK:

(UNLOSK DOOR, OPEN AND CLOSE) e hupF*°k”u‘
Ho. Crummy rou. - even for this Joint. (STEPS) -Hey.
(DR..7.-8 ON CUE...)
Tetters, (PAUSE, THEN SOFT WHISTLE) Letters from her.
(COLD - IN CLOSE} And ag you read them, a blzarre fact
becomes lnereasingly clear: That in thess letters, 80
carefully kept by Earl Kerry, ls the history of an odd
love affair. You find yourself reauing her words aloud...
" ..and why this has happened to me I don't know.
Whatever possesses me to continue with an affalr that
began only through frustratlon and I don't know what lost
feeling in myself. .,(CONTINUE AD LIB UNDER...)
(No MUSIC) 1It's as 1if in these latiers the woman wWere
reliving more than one scene that took place between her
and Earl Kerry. {FADE) 1It's as L& you yourself were
given the powur %o look nack into scenes that once took
place....

(FADE IN) I'll _u hume new, Earl, I'd rather go home now.
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EARL:

INEZ s

EARL:

INEZ:

EARL:

INEZ:

EARL:

o
ntpm ottt T s

~-10-

Oh, you got one of those moods all of a sudden, -(FIERCELY)
wWell I got you out of nowhere and Ilm keeping you. No,
now you stay hare 't1l I say go.
Give me another drink,.

{POUR)
I'd never aven have looked a% you 1f Ned wasn't so
etmiwhnty busy all the time running that cafe! of his.
Oor maybe I just care for much older men. Ned wasn't
enough -- fifteen years older. Look at you -~ twenty-
seven years older. (LAUGHS A BIT TPIPSILY} 1I1'11 try for
Methuselath next.
Meth-who? What kind of a thing 1s that?
Oh, don't be grotesqus, little man. This whole thing
1s grotesgue enough.
(YELLING) Don't throw words like that at me! And don't
call me little wan like that! In my profession, a size
1ike mine 48 2 biz thing! (COMPLETE CHANGE OF MooD) Inez,
don't talk to ez 1like that., I'm crazy about you, I
go out of my mina somesimes about you.
(THICKLY) When you say things like that to me, I feel
as if you're a different man than the one I'm looking at.
(ENRAGED AGAIN) What do ycu mean different! If you'd've
bgen there the day I rode the blggest race of my life--
up on Chuck-a-luck -~ {RELIVING IT) We were getting to
the end of tha six furlongs -- a neck behlnd Jock
Fletcher's Tiger Lily -- coming up fast on the outside --
Frank Cwen's Blazing Star a length ahead of Tiger Lily--

and me closing fast fast fast -~
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i
INEZ: (WITH UTTER WEARINESS) Oh,"if‘I'd only succeeded last
New Year's Eve.
EARL: (ENRAGED) What're you interrupting! What was last
New Year's Eve?
INEZ: The last time I tried to commit suicide. (FADE) Oh

I wish I'd succeeded, How—I-wish=..

1

{MyST6+——URDER)

NARR: (CROS5 FADE)} There it is again, Dick Jacobson, in her
own words, in her own letters to Barly Kerry. You
stop reading and agaln you're confused, The evldence at
the scene of Trez Mitchell's death -- the post-mortem
report of the Madical Ezamlner -- the answers to all the
guestions that have been askeé -- and ncw these letters.
Which 1s it after all: wmurder or sulcide?

(MUSIC: _ _ TAG...,CURTAIN)

(MUSIC: _ _ TURNTABLE)

{COT .RCTAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #270

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

(START E.T.)

CHAPPELL:

GROUP:

(END E.T.)
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

guard agalnst throat-scratehl
Enjcy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos, Smoke a

PELL MELL,

Yes, smoke a PELL MELL - and dilscover now PELL MELL'S
greater lengcth of filne tobaccos filters the smoke cn the
way to your throat - filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.
At the Tirst pufl PELL MELL smoke 1s filtered further

than that of any other leading cigarette. And, whatis mere

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

MELL'S greater len;th of tradicionally fine tobaceos stlill

cravels the s <& further - filters the smoke and makes it
mild,
Thus, FELL MELL'3 fine mellow tobaccos give you a

smooctuness, mildness and satisfacktion no other clgarette

orfers you,.

guard against tnroat-scratch!

Enjoy the smocth smoxing ¢ [ine tobaccos. Smoke a PELL
MELL.

Wherever you go today, notlce how many pecple have
changed to PELL MELL - the longer, finer cigarette in the

distinzuished red packose.

(START E,T.)

GRCUP «

(END E,T.)

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

Enjoy the smoiin snoxing of ine tobac=os. Smoke a FELL

MELL.

e :
PELL MELL FAMD.3 CIGARETTES - "pusstanding!”
And - they ars rilal :
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HARRICE:

NARR :

NED :

DICK:

NED:

DICK:

NED:

DICK:

HED
XIC:

~13-

This 15 Cy Harrice returning you to your narrator and the
Bilg Story of Dick Jacobsen, as he lived it and wrote 1G.
The further you dlg into the death of Inez Mitchell,

Dick Jaccobson, the more uncertaln you become as to what
happened. _In the-peom—of Earl Kerryﬁ?;:#found evidence

dever!
enough in her letters of the love affalr between them, 1

-And-agadn,—the nate.oi-suicide—in-her—cwn-vwords+ ~The

queation_inenixabLg—oomes—ba-youfﬁibid £225J hushand Ned
G/Lq¥h¢¢¢flikyul‘bta

Know eﬁ~%he—a££air—be&ween—hts—wife—and-th%;iiyt%?

er—jaekey? S0 Jou Eo Lo see Ned Mitchelfkd;_kﬁ:?;hance

that you cen find out In sume Wa¥....

I don't undeprs:: nd what you mean by the guestion, Mr.

Jacobson.

Well, I was Just wondering -- 1f your wife had a good deal

of time to hepself --

(CUTTING IN) What are you getting at? Are you hinvlng

that I neglected her?

No -- I'm sorry, Mr., Mitchell -- I wasn't implying zhac

at ail.

Because 1f -- because if--(PAUSE, LOW VOICE) . But it's

true -- it's true just the same. It's been hauntinz me

night and day slnce heo desth.

Well -- have you any ldea -- How did she occupy herself,

do you nave anf asa?

Wh--what do you .oon?

Well -- just we ..iring -- whether she got acguainted wlth

anybody--Maybe ssmeCody who became an enemy of hers .or

somethlng --
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{MUSIGC:

NARR:

STILWELL:
DICK:
STIIWELL:

DICK:

STITWELL:

DICK:

STIIWELL:

DICK:

STILWELL:

I don't know what, you mean. I ‘have neo 1ldea what you

mean, Mr., Jacochbson. gGood-bye.

UNDER ;';)

You sense the fear underlylng Ned Mitchell's worda. AS

1f he 414 know what you meant. What next? The cyanlde

that killed Inez Mitchell. You know that captaln Dempsey%d
hods Hoce to

mén haven'‘'trcanvassgd all the drugstores in the downtown

-area, so you start making the rounds of them yourself --

with plctures of Earl Kerry and Inez Mitchell., You'd liike
to have a plcture of Ned Mitchell, too, but you go ahead
anyway,-- ard n che drugstore on Street --

Sure, that oné.

(ASTOUNDED) L.is cne?

Sure, It was a couple of weeks ago, about, He came 1in
here and he said something about 3 horse that he had to
put out of mlsery,

Go ahead.

So I said, "How about theﬁa. P, o. A, for a thing like
that?" So he explained how he was a Jockey once and he
had tﬁis horse for old time's sake and he couldn't stand
somebody who didn't cars about the horse the way he daid
maybe botching up the Job.

pid you sell it to him?

(TELLING IT HIS OWN WAY) And he went on about how he
always used bo mix drugs nnd medicines for hls horses
himzelf and hs 2w all about it, and he wanted somethlng
that would pu. . ~< poor old horse fasv out of his misery.
So d4id you sell it to him?

30 I so0ld him some cyanide.
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DEMFPSEY :
DICK:

DEMPSEY :

DICK:
DEMPSEY:

DICK:

DEMPSEY :
DICK:

DEMPSEY :

DICK:

DEMPSEY ¢

DICK:

KEMPSEY :

DICK:

DEMPSEY :

-15

You dld what!

Walt -- keep your shirt on, Captaln,

Listen, Dick, T've played ball plenty with you, but that
doesn't glve you any license to handle my police work --
eaﬁecia&&y-ﬁeapah_and—seizure~wi%heuz—a—warran%.
Captain, 1t paid off -- I found --

I don't care what you --

I found the place that sold the cyanide and the one they,
s0ld 1t to.

You what? o

That's righi -- a drugstora on gﬁ;;g& Street. Two weeks
ago about, the zuy sold some cyanide to Earl Kerry.

You sure it's Kerry? Luw do you know?

Because I had this picture frcm his room along wilth me.
Now you can put 1t to him straizht and pin him down.

i don't know whuvher to 1lift your halr for walking in and
out of strarnge cicrs, or kick Egself around the block.
What do you mear’

I let Kerry go.

0h no.

I h2d nothing on him and I souldntt get anything out of

him. Come on -- lef'!s get over to his hotel Tfast!
-

On the way to the Hotel Reyal you brief Captain Dempsey
on everything you round in Earl Kerry's room. DBut when you
6t $o-the hetel, you donlt rind Kerry: checked out a

couple of hours ago, the clerk tells you.
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DICK: T guess that pins 1t down, Captaln.
DEMPSEY : veah....he must have figured that sulclde set-up went

haywire on him, Have to do scme fést thinklng. Where
would that guy most likely head for?
DICK: Oon a fast guess -- he'd head out of town -- by traln,

DEMFSEY : Letv's play that angle. Come cn, we'll get over to Seuttr

tation,
(MusIC: _ _ FaST_BRIDGE, AND UNDER ., )
DICK: | As long as we'lre maklng fast guesses, Captain, leuv's

guess the biggenst town that'ls handy for him.

DEMP3EY: Okay. That makes it lMew York, ~Bight—mitlion-peogls
for him-be-—set—test—in, Deels—play It e f1gurey thay
wITs WQQ&E ask for traln schedules bLe—New—York when we

ry
get to-Tthe SLATLON.

DEMP3EY: Next train at 11 P.M.,? Thanks.

DICK: -@hatAii“nave*tb‘be—the*oneT—GapzaénT——He—couldnizﬂhavem—
made—tha-eariter-one,

DEMPSEY: Unless-heltook_a-ﬁnainrfoﬂ—Providenoe_already~andamadeﬂx
change there—

DICK: Well, all we con do now is pull over here to the side
- and Just pound the 2eat up and back 'til 11 o'clock.

(2TASION BACKGROUND....FEET PACING)

DEMFIEY : Remember when you were over in my office the other day,
Dick,and T was pulling your leg adbout wasching tae clock?

DICK: Yes. MNow 1t's you and me both.
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DEMPSEY :

DICK:

DEMP3EY:

DICK:

DEMPSEY ¢

FARL:

BREMPSEY:

EARL:

DEMPSEY :
EARL:

DEMPSHEY :

DICK:

-17-

The closer 1t gzets to eleven, the less sure 1 am whether

it's going too fast or too slow.
Let's Just look for him and walk up and back and pray.
Let's do that ....

{FEET PACING)-

ey~ bkl
(SUDDENLY) n Million-dollar payoff, Captain! There he 1ls
---bags and all--in an almighty hurry to the traln-gates!
Well let's you and me hurry faster!

(FEET RUNNING)
Where you going, Mr. Kerry?
(STAMMERING) Whn -- wh -- what? What's the mattery
You come on alor. and carry your bags this way.

(FEET "'2LKING UNDER}
Why? Where to?
Where were you running out to?
1 wasn't running out, Just taking & little trip to New
York...,relax my nerves.,. stlll a blg shock the way poar
inez killed herself.
I got more direct questlions for you on that than I had
before, We get to heaaguarters let's see if you can
answer them,

BRIDGE)

What do you mean I bouckt cyanlde, Captain? I dién't buy
any cyanlde! Whav woluld I want that stulf for?
Just to save tlirg -- Dick, would you bring that guy in
hare?
(GOING AWAY) With pleasure,

(CPEL DOCR OFF)

Mr, Stilwell, would you come In here?
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STILWELL: (APPROACHING OFF) Sure, Mr. Jacobson,

DEMPSEY : Mr, Stilwell, you ever seen this fellow bafore?

STILWELL: I'd recognlze him in a million, That!'s the fellow who
pought cyanide 1n my drugstore about two weeks ago. Told
me all about it was for a horse and --

DEMPSEY ! Thanks. How about that, Kerry?

EARL: (STAMMERING) Well -- well --

DEMPSEY ¢ That's fine. £11 right, Mr. Stilwell, Thanks.

{CPENM DOOR ON:)

STILLWELL: Don't mentlon 1%, Czptailn,

(CLOSE DOOR ON:)

DEMPSEY: A1l right now, Kerry, Wey—edd—youdo—ft

EARL: (LOSING HIS NERVE) Captaln, it was this way -- I dldn's
want to admlt buying the cyanide -- but the actual rezson
-- she asked me Uo geét it for her -- it was for a sick

- Lol ila.
horse, all right -- but on her farm up in Nemshboro.

DICK: Is that the truth, Kerry?

EARL: I'm not talking to you, reporter.

DEMPSEY : All right, talk to ms, Kerry. I went 1t stralght now.
What happened? Geme —on-now,what-happened-~—

EARL (SWEATING) &all right --- here 1t is -- it was like tnis--
when I was ot the house ~- she was talking about belng
sick of 1ife -- tken she went in the kitchen -- then the ..
next thing I L. -d her say, "Well, I did it". Then I
nesrd her {81l -- go I ran in the kitchen and dragged
her across the apsriment crd put her on her hed.

DEMPSEY : Come on -- you gave her thzs cysnilde,
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EARL:

DICK:
aiRL:

DICK:

EARL:

DEMPSEY :

DEMPSEY :

EARL:

DEMPSEY :

EARL:

s
Y SRR

-13-
No -- Captain, it's a fact the way I told you -- she was
breathing heavy and I was ;cared -- 80 I ran out and
called her husband, Ned, and told him she was talking
sulclde.
Mha$ﬂabout~the—reiattcnship—be%ween_you_and_Mnsd_MiggthE_
What're you talking about, Reporter? ShgfuaS'é/;;;rt,
educated woman. Where do I comg;to’é'ﬁ;man like her,
gven if I ever dreamgd,of’ﬁﬁo—tim;ng a swell friend like
Ned Mitchel;?w~11;:4ust-a~a%ob—when*it'comss—tGﬂWﬂMHrﬂxr
hen—elass. _
All right, Kerry. New—that—youtse—through-running
yourself—down, We Know better and we know you bought that
eyanlde.
You*re—aet—gehsing_anx_ﬂaney—steng—aut-oﬂ—meT—Mn.
Hepoerter.
g-want—ﬂuat-a—B%raightdstory. Now come on, Kerry!
(SHAKY) Captain -- Captain, glve me a chance -- you got
me 2ll mlxed up now --
well—unmix—yourself. All you have to do 1is tell it
stralght,
(PAUSE) A1l right, I mlght as well get it off. my mind.

T3] cell At straight

All right, come on.

Nowqgdonl%—erowd—me7—9aptain. f-wapb—to-tell-the—truth
-now-wu*AThe~£éeb—L& —- a little after twslve that Sunday
afternoon - she called me up and wanted mé to come oveér--

matter of fact, she asked me to bring 2 pint aloeng tao,

See - she drankra lot,
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DEMEPSEY: Go ahead -- tell 1t, Kerry. _
EARL: 30 I went over to the aportment, Captaln -- and while I
was there and we were having 2 couple of drinks -- Well,
I was Jealous, see -- Well, there was a phone call while

I was there -- (FADE) -- The phone started ringing while
I was there --
(MUSIC+ —— WIRE AND-FADE-OUT)

(FADE IN RINGING OF PHONE,..PICK ug)

. INEZ: , (A BIT TIPSY) Hello,..Oh. hello. How are you?
EARL: (CLOSE) Who 1s the3, Inez? That another man?
INEZ: oh for heaven'!s sake, Earl, be qulet. That's all I've

neard out of you lately.

EARL: That's another man. Hang up thet phone, Inez!
INEZ : Let go of 1t -~ I'm talking %o somebody!
EARL: No wyou aren't,

{HANG UP PHONE)

INEZ : Do you know you're getting -0 be 2 nulsance, Earl?
(LAUGHS) Jenlous - thaz's good -- that's really good,
That c&i;é;es everthinz.

EARL: (THICK VOICE, WITH RAGE) HMaybe you think it's funny. It
doesn't hit me that uiy. vou don't know it, but I boughs
some poison a couple of weeks azo -- to kill myself with
-- that's the way it hlts me.

INEZ: {A BIT HYSTERICAL WITk L.UGHTER) Ok that's too funny!
Ave you trylng to scare i3, Earl? (WITH SUDDEN ANGER)

Itm getsing vory tivel »f you.
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That's what T figured, Inez. That's what L've heen
figuring.

So why don't you go? vy don't you g0 away?

All right -- that's what 1111 do. One last drink with

you, Inez -- and that's what I'1l do.

THR’N\L el ThawT
Heaven be-przised! The whiskey's in the xitechen, Mix the

arinks and let's get it over with. (PADE) Let's get

1t over with at last...

(FADE IN) In the kivchen A uhere she couldn't see -- 1
put the cyanice 1n her drink and then T called her in--
(BREAKING) And the las: thing I sald to her when she
drank 1t was, "Inez, that's your 1ast drink!"” And it wWas!
{ MOANTING ) onT-;nezT—T—kiiien”yﬁﬁ:“I-killed'ycwz

CURTAIN)

In just a moment we'lll read you 2 telegram from Dick
Jacobson of the Boston derald-Traveler, with the final

out,come of tonight's BIG STORY.,

(COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #270

(CLOSING CANMFRCIAL}

(START E.T.)

CHAPPELL: Guard agalnst throat-scratchl

GnOUP: Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a PELL
MELL.

{END E.T.)

CHAPPELL: Yes, smoke a PELL MELL and discover how PELL MELL'S

_ greater length of fine tobaccos filters the smoke on

the way to your throat - filters the smoke and makes
it miid,

HARRICE: Remember thls, the further a puffl of smoke 18 fllitered
through flne tobaccos, the milder 1t becomes.

CHAPPELL: At the first puff PELL MELL smdke 1s filtered further than

that of any other leadirg clgarecte. Moreover, after

5 puffs, ar 10, or 17 - by actual measure - PELL MELL!S

creater length of traditionally fine tobaccos still

travels the smoks further - filters the smoke and malkes
it mild.
BARRICE: Thus FELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos glve you a

smoothness, mildness and satisfaciion no other clgarette

affers you.
CHAPFELL: Wherever you go today, notiee how many people have changed

t» PELL MELL - the longer, finer clgarette in the

distinguished red package. Smoke PELL MELL FAMCUS

CTGARETTES - "Qutstandinzi”

HARRICE: And ~ they are mild!
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(MUgIC: TAG)

— o —

CHAPPELL:? Now we read you that telegram from Dick Jacobsan of
the Boston Herald—Tréveler.

JACOBSON: Killer in tonlght's Blg Story was indicted and tried
for first degree murder In guffolk Suparior Court. Trial
1asted pixteen days and jury brought in verdict of gullty
of murder in second degree. He was sentenced to 1lfe
imprisonment. My deep appreciation for tontghtts FELL
VELL Award,

CHAPPELL: Thank you, Mr, Jacobson,.,.the makers of PELL MELIL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELI MELL Award
for notable service in the fleld of Jjournallsm:..a check
for $500, and a specilzl mounted bronze plague - engraved
with your name and the name of your paper, Accept it &3
n lasting memento of your truly slgnificant achievement.

HARRICE: Listen agailn next weck, same tlme same station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY -- A Big Story from the front pages of the
Washington D. C, Past -~ by line, Richard Morris. &
Big Story of a reporter who went to the library; looked
on a bosk shelf and found,..a killer.

(MusIc:  _ _8TING)

CHAPPELL: And remember -- every week you can see another different
Big Story on television -- brought to you by the makers

of Pell Mell Fambus Cigarettes.

..__.._.._._.-_..-.__._—-—_.-...--.-.....—.-._—_—....
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7 CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY is a Bernard J. Prockter Production,

— B

CHAPFPELL:

e

original music composed and conducted by Viadimir
Selinsky. Tonlght's programws adapted by Jack _
Bentcover from an actual story from the front pages of
the Boston Herald Traveler. Your narrztor wes Bob Sleoane
and Bernard Grant ployed the part of Dick Jacobson,

In order %o protect the names of people actuall} involved
in tonight's authentic BIG STOHRY, the names of all
characters in the dramatization were changed with the
exception of the reporter, Mr. Jacobson.

This 1s Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of

PELL MELL FAMOTS CIG/RETTES. (PLUSE)

Friends, this Memorial Day weekend - honor the dead;
don't join them! Observe highway safety]! 8tart
carly, drive ecarofully and if you're tired - stop and
relax. 4nd, moke sure your c¢ar is in safe mechanieal
condition. Remember - the life you save may be your ownl

TrIS IS NBC ... THE NATIONAL BRCADCASTING COMPANY.
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AS BROADCAST -

THE BIG STORY

| PROGRAM #271

CAST
NARRATCR BOB SLOANE
RUTHIE MELBA ROE
DICK JIM STEVENS

- , ART JOE HELGESEN
BILL | | TONY RANDALL
PETERSON TONY RANDALL
WYLER BOB DRYDEN
DONOVAN BOB DRYDEN
GEORGE BILL SMITH

WEDNESDAY, JUNE 4, 1852
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NBC THE BIG STQORY #271

9130 - 1C:00 PM EST JUNE 4, 1952 WEDNESDAY

CHAPPELL: Pall Mall, famous clgarettes present The Big Story.

(CAR UNDER}

RUTHY : B111, you say this ta a short cut from Annapolls to
Baltimore?

- BILL: . That's right, Ruthy,

RUTHY: It's awfully dark and lonely here,

BILL: Yeah, I kncew, But I've been cver it before. I4'11 save us
time, Ws ought to be in Baltimore Uy

RUTHY: (SUDDENLY) Bill, look out! There's someone in the
headlignts of your car! (SGREAMS) Look out, Bill,

BILL: (EXCLAIMS) The crazy fool!

(SQUEAL OF BRAKES - SCREAM OF TIRES AND INTO)

(MUgIC:_ _ HIT UE_AND_UNDER)

CHAPPELL: The Blg Story! Tae story you are about to hear actually
happened., It happened in Washingten D.C, It is authentic
and is offered as a tritute to the men and women of the
great Amerlcan Newapapers. (FLAT) From the pages of the
Washington Post, the story of a reporter who went to the
library; locked on a book shelf, and found a killer.
Tenlght to Richard Morris, for his Blg Story, gces the Pall
Mall 300,00 award,

(MUSIC:_ _ FANFARZ)

(MUSIC: TURNTASLE)

{ OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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CHAFPELL:

GROUP:

CHAEPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

R

-2- THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #271

OPENING COMMERCIAL

{START E.T.)
Guard agalnst throat-scrateh!
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos, Smoke a
PELL MELL.
(END E,T,)
Yes, smoke a PELL MELL and discover how PELL MELL'S

greater length of fine tobaccos fllters the amoke on

the way to your throat -- fllters the smoke and makes
it mild,
Remember this -- the further your cigarette filters the

smoke through fine tobaccos, the milder that smchke
becomes.

At the first puff PELL MELL smcke is flitered further
through fine tobaccos than that of any cther leading

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

17 -~ by actual meagure -- PELL MELL'S greater length of

traditicnally fine tobacces still travels the smcke
further -- filters the smcke and makes it mild.
Thue, PELL MELL'S flne mellow tabaccos give you a

smoothness, mildness and satlsfaction no other

cigarette offers you.
So smoke PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -- "Outstanding!”

And -~ they are mild!
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CHAPPELL: Washington, D,C. The story as 1t actually happened ...
Richard Morris's story as he lived it.

NARR: you, Dick Morris, are a Georgla boy, born and bred. You
graduated from the University of Georgisa and stepped right
into the scuthwest Pacific Into the middle of a very large
war. Your rank was Lieutenant, First Cava.ry Division.
And you heard a lof of guns g0 off. Then, after the army,

a reporting jcb. Bffghf—&ﬂ&—ﬁhfﬁ?—%fkev&igizzf?m with )
nmu)t&~ﬁrvaagaa duﬂiﬁa‘amuh4?u“,

the Washington Post.
“ZJM@ ot Lo, t.&.n.o.-uJ-M—oZ{
R e A tedutl s E TTItE e MOHOEGEEUGS

(PHONE RINGS)

{ PHONE OFF HOOX)

DICK: D%ek—Me?f4s1—3gs%7—-eh+-—GQmmunity—G&¥é@—G;ub—eh%——¥eulve

] H F] Wit

hare—them—Yes—iitre—duwrn Tor the installation 1ater ...
sround 1o, —dHe—THhrsorry str; 1o Tartt et there earther.

Tiwe—pot—TT TCVED & couple of other club meetlngs IITst.

MNovyvmoad me nff, those pamoes— {FADE)

NARR: ; ; UATLES . 7 2 : ut,

r}_ pospnd o gle
o L= .

ARTHCT QO0RO34




RUTHY:
BILL:
RUTHY:
BILL:
RUTHY:
BILL:

RUTHY:

BILL:

RUTHY:

BILL:

RUTHY:

BILL:
RUTHY:

BILL:

RUTHY:
BILL:
RUTHY:
BILL:
RUTHY:

Ml hl

Yeah?

Love—me? -

Surs--Llove Jwou.

Prove—1lt,

Jthmyl handson—the—pteertre—wheeld—Yeu-wamt e —to-—got
inte-armraccidertt

| {HAYGHS) T You can always §TOD the—car.

Withsveryore i Battimore Tvokinmg &t TE? Walt untill we get
ont Into the souabey——wWays.

fio ¢ paghful whe
makrled, darling.
Dentg—worpy—I—worrtt—e,
(SIGHS) 1It's such a lovely, lovely night. Where'll we
drive to, Bill?
I was thinking, I'd llke to drive around Annapolis,
Why?
{GRINS) All my 11fe I wanted to be a sallor. You kncw,
travel all over the world, Gc from port to port. GSee the
slghts,
Darling,
Yeah?
You're dreaming again.
Am I?
You are. Because after we're married, the only place you're
golng to roam 1s to the office and back again., And the only
ports you'll visit are the kitchen, bedroom, living room

and dinette in that cute little apartment we Just rented,
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(LAUGHS} You still don't mind Lf we go to Annapolls, Just
soc T can take a last look, do you?
Of course not! (LAUGHS) Not as long as you Just look.
(CAR UNDER)
B11ll, you say this 1ls a short cut from Annapolis to
Baltimcre?
That's right, Ruthy,
It's awfuliy dark here. And lonely ...
vYeah. I know. But I've been over it before, It'll save
ug tlme. We cught to be 1ln BRaltimeore by ...
(SUDDENLY) Bl11 look out! There's someone in the
headllghts of your car, Look out? You'll hit him.
(SCREAMS) B1ll,
(EXCLAIMS) The crazy fool ...
(SQUESL OF BRAKES, SCREAM OF TIRES, CAR ROLLS A
LITTLE AND COMES TO A STOP)
(MOTCR OFF)
(SWEATING) Oh! Brother. That was close,
(SCARED) Iv was a man! I just saw him fer a minute 1n your
neadlights. I'm not sure whether you hit him or not.
Steph—F—tetTET DATE—up—ATId SEe
(GAR—IN—REVERIE—€CONTINUE FOR £ MINUTE TR WO --
THEN--STGRS—MOTER—IBEEST

Bill there he is.. He seems to be 81l right. He's comlng

up to the car.
{CAR. DOOR OPENS)
You all right, Mlster?
(ANGRILY) Yozu crazy fool! What're you trylng to de? Run

me down! You trying to kill wme?
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(TRYING TO MCLLIFY HIM) Sorry. 1 didn't aee you.
why, I ought to knock your block offt I cught to break your

neck!

(EDGY) Look Mister, I sald I was sorry. I just didn't
see you., That'ts all,

You young squirt, I'm gonna teach you to watch out where
you're goin!, (Cet out of the cukl

Now, look

. I said get out of the car!

(STARTING TO BURN) Ohkay. I told you I was sorry. But, if
that's the way you want it
Bi1l, stay here.
But he Just sala ...
1 don't care what he said! Pleasue, Bill, let's leave!
oh! All right heney, I hate to do it, but L1f that's the
way you feel abouf
(LOW AND DANGEROUS) You're nat ghtting away with this,
see?
Let go of that door handle! Come on, let go I gald.
{CAR DOOR SLAM)
{ MCTOR—-SPARTS UP)
(SCREAMS SUDDENLY)} Bill, he's got a gun!
(4 LITTLE MUFFLED) I told you you weren't golng anywhere:
(SCREAMS) B11l!
(SHOT, GROAN)
(SCREAMS) Bi1l! Bi1l! (A PAUSE, B50BS) Hets—desdr—Bidir
BITT! -Hels—deadl- You killed him! You ...
{ ANOTHER SHOT)

UP AND_UNDER)
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NARR: It was about mldnight when—yeu, Dick Morris,—ef—tim ;
bt 30-4-4.,-0-?'4..,0-&11«.4 '
G‘ﬁ Washington Post %e-t—b-a-c-k—tu—t'he—ﬂ‘f'ﬁee. And p—~Fusbau—yoH—

| eat—down at the typewriter end tappeff cut the words "Club
noticesand news" ...
( PHONE RING)
(RECEIVER OFF HOOK)

DICK: Dick Morris, Post. Yeah. (SUDDENLY EXCITED) Where? Hold
it Joe. Let me take this down. 01d Annapolis Road, Route
648, 2 miles from Glen Burnie, Maryland. Blood stained car
5 bullet holes 4u—wimdows., No bodles. Yeah! Yeah! Got
{t! (PAUSE) I sound exclted? Okay, so I am. This 18 my
first blg one, Joe. Teoday I am 2 man!

NARR: Sure you're excited., The call was from the paper's
Baltimore correspondent, you're the only one in the office
at the time, and thls is your flrst chance to draw blood.
Gler Burnle, i3 ia—Arme—irumiel—€ounty,—eutetde—of Dels,
and—fairly close to Baltimore. You £ind the car, then

introduce yoursell to Lieutenant Art Rogers, Maryland State

Police.

DICK: Two bullet holes in the car wimdew, Blood on the front
seat.

ART: That's right, Morris,
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DICK:

ART:

DICK:

ART:

DICK:

DICK:

ART:

DICK:

ART:

DICK:

ART:

DICK:

What callber?

Hard to tell by Jjust the holes 4wr—the—windew, OCn 2 rough
guess, I'd say a 38.

Yeah, I'd say that was a good guess.

{A SMILE) You seem pretty positive. (TOUCH OF IRONY} You
an expert on flrearms, Morrls?

No. No, I wouldn't say that. But I had some experience -7

%éz%:;;:gr;kae&s
with them in . You can eall I'lrearms a

. hobby of mine,.

I see. (TOUCH OF SARCASM) Well, well, good for the
Washilngton Post.

( IGNORING GOOD NATURED BARB) About the car, Lieutenant,
know who owns 1t?

YEAL, YEAE., Bureau of Vehlcles, says it's a young fellow
from Baltimore, William King by name. A‘ég:year old post
office clerk., According to his mother, he was out driving
with his sweetheart and neighbor, Ruth Mason.

Could'wve teen one bullet for each of them.

Could've been. But unless we find the bodies, everythlng's
pure guess wWork.

any theory?

Job 1lilke this? Nobody knows, This is a lonely road. The
people were sweebhearts, Could've been one of those
lover's lane things. Tramps, bums, vagabonds, manlacs,

you never can tell who might be prowling arcund this kind of
area, Anyway, we don't even know 1it's murder, untll we
find the bedles, We're setting up &4 search area now.

Ahe,
Blll Xing and Ruth Mason, I wonder where now.
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ART:
DICK:

ART:

DICK:

ART:

DICK:
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The search goes on into the early hours of daylight, A1ded

by voluntary citlzens and boy scouts., No bodles, Every
inch of the area, for 5 miles around 1s beaten down, foot by
foot., No bodles. You go back to the abandoned car with
Lieutenant Rogers. Take another look at it. And, Just
across the road ﬁéur foot kicks a metal object. You pick
it up.
Take & 1look at this, Lieutenant.
An empty cartrldge case, Llttle greenish from corrosion,
Probably dropped by the killer. If there was a killer,
veanh. No marks as to calilber, Looks 1llke 2a 38 and yet
I'm not tco sure,
1'd say 1t was a trifle smaller than a 25, And it's a
l1ittle peculiar in construction. Ifve seen thls type of
cartridge once before Lieutenant. But, I can't remember
Just where.
Well, we'll nave balllstlcs glve it the once over,
Lieutenant, about the car. Mind L1f I have a lock Iinside?
No, Go anead.

(STEPS ACROSS CONCRETE ROAD AND STOF)

(CAR DOOR OPENS)
One thing's peculiar about the floor board here,
Lieutenant.
Yes? What?
There's wet clay marks all over the floor and a few plne
needles stuck to the c¢lay. The tires are covered with c¢lay,
too, This iz a hardtop road. Where'd the clay come from

and the pine needles?
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DICK:
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Maybe they stepped out somewhere, took a walk,

Maybe. DBut somehow, Lieutenant, I doubt 1t. Look, You've
gsearched the area for 5 miles arcund and no bodies, Right?
Yeah, that's rlght,

Ohkay, maybe the killer, and I'll bet a week'!s pay there's
a killer in this picture, drove the bodles gomewhere else
and dumped them, Maybe these eclay footmarks were his,. As
a matter of fact, the clay prints are only cn the flocr
under the driver's seat.

{ INTERESTED) You're making sense, Morrls. As for the pine
needles; the killer might have cdumped the bodies scmewhere
{in a pine grove off a clay road, Maybe he got the stuff on
his feet then. There certalnly aren't any plnes arcund
here --

It's possitle. It's a direction anyway. It's worth a try.
Ohkay. We'll check with State Forester Peterson. Maybe

he can give us a line.

Wwell Lieutenant, Jes—me—sse, Withln say 2 20 mlle area of
Glen =Rurnle, we're got 3 pine areas growing this kind of

reedic (HE PAUSE g) Here at this point ... kere ... and here,.
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ART:

PETERSON:

ART:

DICK:

ART:

{MUSIC:

NARR:

DICK:

ART:

-11=

Mr. Peterson, tell me somethlng

Yes, Morris.

Any of these 3 arsas ngar a clay road?

why ves. As a matter o? fact, thls area here. There'é a
clay road there. cheaberfieid Road, lt's called.

Let me see, That would be about 12 miles from the

avandoned car and 6 miles from Annapolls. 7
Thatt!s about right.

Gt
Lheate=fiteld Road, en?
The way lt ads now, Lieutenant, the killeg‘could have
dumped the todles somewhere around Chestewfield Road, then
driven 12 miles and abandoned the car. That !'s why the
seapch parties couldn't find anything in the immediate area
ef Glen Burnle.

Morrig, you could be right. Anyway let's take a look.

______ s
Lisutenant Rogers and you head back to ghesterfield Road.
He sets up search parties to teat the woods around the

avea, and then about 3 o'clock that afterncon, about 200

yards from the road itself, &4 in a pine grove, you find

them,
(LOW) William Klng and Ruth Mason.
Yean, And each of them with a bullet hole clean thru the

Sempte | f&adt_

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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HARRICE:
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GROUP:
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-12- THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #271

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

(START E,T,)
Guard against throat-scratchl
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke & PELL
MELL,

(END E,T.)

Yes, smoke a PELL MELL -- and dlscover how PELL MELL'S
greater length of fine tobaccos fllters the smoke on the wWay
to your throat -- filters the gmoke and makes it mild.
At the flrst puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further than
that cf any other leading cigarette. And, what'!'s more after

5 puffs, or 10 or 17 -- by actual measure -- PELL MELL'S

greaver length of traditionally flne tobaccos stlll travels

the smoke further -- fllters the smoke and makes it mild.
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you a smoothnegs,
Guard agalnst throat-scratceh!
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tokaccog. Smoke a PELL
MELL,
Wherzver you go today, notice how many people have changed
to PELL MELL ~-- the longer, fine cigarette In the
distinguished red package.

{START E,T.)
Enjoy tre smooth smoking of filne tobaccos. Smoke a PELL
MELL,

(END E.T.}
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -- "Qgggﬁggglgg!"

And -- they are mild!
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This is Cy Harrice, réturning you Lo your narrator and The
Big Story of Dlck Morrls, as he lived 1t and wrote 1t,
you, Dick Morris of the Washlngton Post, stare ddwn at the
bodies of a boy and a girl, A-couple—ofiide, A couple of
aweethearts, Who would want to ktli them. Why? You go
back to the office of the State Police with Lisutenant
Rogers. Both of you examine the one clue, The cartrldge,
Just got a report from ballkstlcs, Morris, We're both
right. This isntt a 38, It's just a shade smaller.

They tell yocu exactly what caliber 1t is?

No, They didn't have anythling on record o 1t, They seem
to think 1t might be some farelgn make.

I'd say 1t was between a 38 caliver and a 32, Nearer fto a
38, And, I keep seeing thls kind of certridge before, back
in my memary.

Mayte you saw 1t while you were in service.

No, I was in the Paclfic with the First Cavalry Division.
T don't rscall seeing it anywhere there, I don't know, I
might've coma zeross 1t when we were studying Ordnance at
Fort Riley or Fort Leavenworth, Mayte some G.I. back from
Europe showsed it to me, I don't know, All I know is ...

(CUTS) Hett— MIMUtE, Lieutement. Czechoslovakla!
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DICK:

ART:
DICK:
ART:
DICK:

DICK:

DICK:
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Czechoslovakia?

Lieutenant, I think I've got it., I think I've got 1%, But
don't bet on it until I reasearch it. I remember now,
There was an officer I knew, a Captaln back from
Czechosleovakia, Had thls gun, an automatic plstol it was.
I remember the caliber too ... the Czechs listed 1t as 380,
3807 ’

That's right. Just a shade smaller than our 38,

. What was the name of the gun?

Thatls just it. I don't remember, It was & funny sounding
foreign name, But Ifll tell you what, Lieutenant.
Give me an hour and I think I can get you the answer,

UP AND UMDER)

You start for the library. Start digging for a certaln
reference you kKnow, Finally you find 1t. TIt's an
authoritive volume called "Pistols and Reveolvers" wriltten
by W.H,B, Smlth, and published by the National Rifle
Associatlion. You turn to the gection laveled European
Automatles, Ame—ther ...
Coeet, Automatic 380 calibher. Uses rimless cartrldge case.
Only 2 models made. A 1927 automatic and a 1938 double
automatic. Name of weapon, '"Ceska Zbrojovka', Identifylng
marking on the grip or the barrel "C.Z.,"

(BOOK SLAMS SHUT)”
"¢.z," That was it! "C.Z!"
BRIDGE)

ATKO1T CO0B04S




ART:
DICK:

ART:
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c,Z, Huh?

That's right, Lieutenant.

Could mean that some ex G,I, was the killer. The fact that
the ammunition we found was corroded would mean that 1t was
a few years old, Could be a war souvenir,

Yeah. Anyway, it narrows down your problem, If the killer
used & 36, he'd be a lot harder to find. 38ts are pretty
common. But thls one lsn't.

In & way it's a btreak for us. But I wouldn't bank on Lt,
Morris. A gun's a pretty amall object, no matter what
caliber. If the killer really hldes it, we could go 100°
years without ever flnding 1t. And the ble proof agalnst
him has to be the gun. Without it, even if we got the
killer, 1t would be pretty hard tc convict nim in Court,
You going to broadcast a degeription of this gun Lisutenant?
That's the last thing I'm going to do. I'd be l1llable to
force the killer's hand, scare him into throwlng the gun
awey. If I send out an {tem that what we're looklng for is
an ordinary 38, maybe itt'll lull him into a sense of

security. Maybe he'll hang on to it until we get to him.

You plant the iLtem about looking for a 38 in your own paper,
the Pcst, But the werd goes out quietly to State Pollice

to actually look for a €,Z, 380. The police cf the various
cities and towns move in o cooperate. They go thru their
own Piles. But no ex-convict has sver been clasglifled as
using a gun of this type., You gat together wlth Lieutenant

Rogers agein ...
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Lieutenant, cne thing!'s been botherlng me. Wa found the
cartridge near Glen Burnle? Right?

Right,

That means the klller did the Job at that gpot. The
captridge popped out of the gun and fell to the ground when
he flred,

ALL rigzht. What's on your mind? ¥

Then why does the klller drive 12 miles away, dump the

. bodies in that plne clearing, then drive 2all the way hack

te the same spot, back near (len Burnle., Why?

You never can tell, any murderer is by definition a little
weird In hls mind. I've seen them 40 even crazler things
than this.

IT've got an Ldea that he drove back to the samc spot for a
pretty loglcal reason.

What reason?

Mayte he flgured a 12 mile walk back frome was a long walk.
Mayoe he sald to himself "I've got a car rlght here, why
should I walk home?"

That's what I ¢&ll pure psychology with & blg guestion
mark, But right now I'm ready to reach for anything. Let's

go take 2 look around Glen Burnie!
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UP_AND_UNDER)

WYLER ¢

ART:
WYLER:

ART:

WYLER:

DICK:

WYLER:
ART:

WYLER:

DICK:
WYLER:

ART:

WYLER:

Glen Burnie is & small piace. You try the General Store
figuring that thls would be the test source of 1nformation.
You talk te the ouwner, A man named Wyler,

Well, now, Lleutenant, there's a man around these parts ownit
cne of them there forelgn plstols.

whatls his name?

Fellow named George Nixon, Yaed bobea stevedore—wWorks-
An—the Sugar-Belinery-Hhow,
Be—yeu—reta&&—ﬂh&t-ktn&~cf-gua—%h%s—man-ﬂéxea—ewnﬂT—Mf.
Hyrier?

garmr-t—say—tiert™T do,

Do—yFenremember—whether—ti—was—a—Germam by per—s P38, or
a-fuger?

Nopor—=0Fwaan Lt Gesmaty.,

Ceutd—tr—e trerhosiovERIAT? e
Veairi—Yesht—Mignt—mye—been, One day Secrre—HRYXTN come
into ths store, Showed it around %o the boys. One of those
double-barrel guns. A real good gun. Hed a couple

1nitlals on the erip, I recall,

(SLOWLY)} Could they have been C,2.7

[+ )
¢.Z. By FPeter, Mister Mcrris, you're righns, 1o was"C.2,

~J—remeEn 2 Y 1 Fra—furi i P
3 3 Bt -
aebedycorhdt—pruncunee—H——FE—was— resi—jaw Dreaker.

1 PR e . 1 P
Wes—tats—Nixore—wrr—vE ooy Mr. WG 48000

Net—thaf-funow of,
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ART:
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ART:
GECRGE:

ART:

GEORGE:

ART:
GEORGE :
JICK:

GECORGE::

AaRT

Where does Nixon llve?

Over 1n Freetown Village, It's not far from here.

I told you, Lleutenznt, You had no rlght to bring me here
to headquarters. I never had that gun or any other gun,
(REMORSELESS) The owner of the general store says you dld,
He'ts a liar, Hels been a blg llar every since he's been
born.

We checked with some of the other men arcund town, They
seem te remember Just such a gun, Nixon,

They're crazy, see? I tell you I never had any Czech gun.
What would I be dolug with a thing like that? I don't care
who says I hed 1t, my word is as good as thelrs. You
haven't found the gun, have you, Lieutenant?

{QUIETLY) HNo we haven't foungd 1lt.

Well If you lock 100 years you won't find it,

Becausa you buried Lt somewhere?

No, because there ain't any sueh gun, at least none that I
gver heard of),

Alright Nixon, 1f you won't talk now, we'll have %o let wyou

cool aff a little,
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GECRGE: Look Lieutenant. I'm a citlzen of Maryland, T know my
rights. You can't neld me wlthout any evldence, without
any proof, You've etther got to find that gun or let me gO,
That's the law ...

ART: (coLDLY) I'l1 worry about the law, Nixon. I think you're
1ying and I'11 back my hunch on 1t 100%,

{MUSIC: ERIDGE)

DONOVAN: Hey, Nixon, (LOW)

GEORGE: , Yeah, Donovanl!

DONOVAN; I hear you got one more day in this clink as my cellmate,
ifter that, providing you keep your mouth shut, they're
gonna spring you.

GEORGE: (LOW) Who told you that?

DONOVAN: It's all over the grapevine hera, -Geenge, evaery stirbug in
this trap knows lt. Aand, I'11 tell you this.

GECRGE: Yeah?

DONOVAN: They're all rcotin! for you. 4 guy who can keep his mouth
shut like you do ls Aces up around here. St111 haven't
popped off about that gun, huh?

GEORGE: (» BEAT, THEN CAUTIOUSLY) What gun?

DONOVAN: (LAUGHS ) Come -of £ 1t, friend; Who de you think you're
talking to? Some flatfoot? I ain't on the other slde of
the bars, I'm on this slde, Tell you a 11ttle secret Nixon

GEORGE: Yeah? ...

DONQVAN: You and me are 2 peas in 2 pod. I got 2 years in this
stinking cage Just because T was dumb about a gun. Know

what I tried to 4o?
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DONOVAN:
GEORGE:

DONGVAN :

. 20—

What?

I had this rod. see? It was hot, plenty hot, I usad i+ =
stick up a warehouse and the bulls got wise to me. I tried
to get rid of the gun, and what do I do? Like a feol I
dropped 1t 1in & rlver, 10 feet deep. A nice muddy river.
And, I flgured that by thils time they'd ever find that gun
there, I'd be dead of 0ld age. And then what happens?

I got an ldea.

, Yeah, First place they went to see, that river right in

back of the warehouse, They keep dragglng it and draggzlng
1t with oune of th.me there specilal nets with hooks on them,
The next thing I know my door opens and there's old John

Law coming to take me back with him.

Donovan, you should have had your head examined. Any fools
knows the river's the [irst place they'd look.

{BITTERLY) Yeah. You're telling me now, But the same
thing may happen to you buddy, and don't forget 1t,

Don't kid yourself, I put the gun in a place where they'll
never even think of locking for it.

Yeah? Where?

I burled it 6 feet deep under the chicken cocp in my back
yard. {LAUGHS) I flgured who'd aver think of looking under
a lot of hens and rousters?

Nixon, I'll tell you sométhing.

Yeah?

You're smart, and I'm dumb., That's why you're getting out of

here tomorrow, and I'm staying in!
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GEORGE:

DONOVAN :

GEQRGE:

ART :

GEORGE:

LICK:
GEORGE

2.

Yeah? Where?
i burled it 6 feet deep under the chicken coop in my back
. Eoth

yard., (LAUGH3) I figured shey*rdrever think of looking
under a lot of hens and roosters.
Nixon, I'll tell you something.
Yeah?
You're smart, and I'm dumb. That's why you're getting out
of here tomorrow, and l'm staying in.
(YELLS) Turn that thing off! Turn it off!

{WIRE RECORDER OUT)
(QUIETLY) Well, Nixon? All we have to do 1s dig for the
gun and we're pretty sure 1t's golng to be a C.Z., -€sesh
model callber 380,
(BREAKING) ALY right. A1) right. I did 1t. I killiled Tem.
Both of ‘fem, They almest ran me over 1n thelr car. I blew
my top, see? I1I'd an argument wlth the guy, and he wouldn't
g2t out of the car. He wouldn't give me any satisfaction!
8o I shot him., I shot them both,
Just pecause you had an argument?
I'd been drinking a lot that nlght. I don't know. Anyway,
I lost my nerve, then. I got 1ln the car and drove them
away.

éfn&-{fo—n’
To &heateriiedd Road, eh?

I gueas 5°. I guess so, I guess that was the place., I was
driving blind, I wasn't sure where I was going. All I knew
was that they were sitting up in the seat next to me, dead.
Both of 'em dead, but they kept locking at me. I couldn'it
stand it any longer, they were driving me crazy. I dumped

them in thils pine grove and then started to walk home.
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aRpe dck: Why didn't you keep of walking?

GEORGE: I didn't want to get caught on the road where maybe they'd
pick me up after they found the car, 350 I figured, why
not drive 1t near home, then ditch 1it?

ART: (QUIETLY) And that's all, Nixon?

GEORGE: That's all., You gotta pelieve me, Lleutenant! The whole
thing would neverrhave happened if that guy and his girl
didn't almost run me over!

(MUSIC: - _CURTAIN)

CHAPPELL: In Just & moment wetll read you a telegram from Dick Morris
of the Washington, D,C. Post with the final outcome of

tonlght's BIG STCRY,

(music: _ _FANFARE)
(Music: _ _TURNTABLE)
( COMMERCIAL)
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THEE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #271 s

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

(START E.T.)
guard against throat-scratch!
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a PELL
MELL, |

(END E,T,)
Yes, smoke a PELL MELL and discover how PELL MELL'S
greater length of fine tobaccos filters the smoke om
the way to your throat - filters the smoke and makes
it mild.
Remember this, the further a puff of smoke is filtered
through fine tobaccos, the milder 1t becomes.
At the first puff FELL MELL smoke 1s filtered further
than that of any cther leading clgarette, MNoreover,

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

MELL'S zreater length of traditionally fine tobaccos

stlll travels the smoke further - fillters the smoke
and makes it mild.
Trus PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos glve you &

smoothness, mildness and satisfactlon no other

clgarette offers you.
Wherever you go Soday, notlice how many people have

changed to PELL MELL - the longer, finer clgarette in

the distlngulshed red package. Smoke PELL MELL FAMOUS

CTGARETTES - "Qutstanding!"

And - they ars mlld!

ATHO1 Q005054
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CHAPPELL:

ot

Now we read you that telegram from Dick Morris of the
Washington D.C. Fost,
Killer in tonight's Blg Story convicted of first degree
murder before three Jjudges 1n Baltimore court, after -soms
legal question invalving metkedof confession. -Genvietien

Ao, oay
medd—ard—xiYler sentenced to hang, spending many menths 1in
«® death house. Coury of Appeals roverses—tirst—oonvictier

apdiotd-

apd-rnew trial begun.

Howyoyernor commuted sentence to life lmprisonment. Many

thanks for to-night's Pell Mell award.

Thank you, Mr. Morrig....the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to present you te PELL MELL Award for
notable service in the field of journalism...3 check for
$500, and a special mounted bronze plagque - engraved with
your name and the name of your paper. Accept 1t ag a
lasting mementce of your truly significant achievement.
Listen again next week, same time same statlon, when

PELL MELI FAMOUS GIGARETTES will present another BIG STORY
-- A Big Story from the front pages of the Parsans, Kansas
Sun - by line, Eugene Parker. The story of a reporter who
could only walt; knowing that viclence. .. .even murder...

was lnevitable.

STINGL
And rememper - @VEry week you can see another different
Blg Story on television - brought to you by the makers

of Pell Mell Famous Cigareties.

o L L e e — — — —
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CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY 1s a Bernard J. Prockter Production;
original music composed and conducted by Valdimir Slenisky.'
Tonhlght's program wWasg adapted by Max Ehrlich from an actual
story from the front pages of ¢he Washington D,C. Post.
Your narrator waeg Bob Sloane &ad Jim Stevens played the
¢ort of Dick Morris. In order to protect the names of
people actually involved in tonight's authentlc BIG STORY,
the names of all characters in the dramatization were
chenged wlth the exceptlon of the reporter, hr. Morrls.
CHAPPELL: This program is heard by mambers of the Armed Forces,
overseas, through the facilities of the Armed Forces Radlo
Service.
ppia is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of PELL
MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTS,
THIS IS NBC ... THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMBANY

JIMW /RHG
5/15/52
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NBC THE BIG STORY 72

G:30 - 10:00 PM EST JUNE 11, 1952 WEDNESDAY
(Eugene Parker, Parsons (Kansas) Sun) )

CHAPPELL: PELTL, MELL famous clgarettes present...THE BIG STORY!

(usIg:_ _ _ _ FAN_FARE AND UNDER)

ALBERT: grandpa, you don't underatand...I gotta go.

(WATER FAUCET, DISHES CLINKING)
Grandpa, please, listen te e,

GR.ANDPA: Ne, I'm busy, Albert, dolng the dishes, you can Juat wait
t111 I'm Shrough.

ALBERT: But Itve zotta go see my girl...I promised her....

GRANDPA: 14 years is too young to be courtin',

ALBERT: {(QUIET, UNEMOTIONAL) Grandpe, if you don't let me go
see her, somethin' terrible is going to happen,

GRANDPA: Albert, T don't like to hear you talkin' that way, after
all thet srouble last year...I don't like to hear you
talkin' tant weyedaild’

Aot

~LBERT: (FLAT) I 1lilke living/with you, Grandpa. . .

GRANDPA: Now, supra you do, Albert, I know what's right and
fittin' for = fourteen year old boy and I say you're
not goin'! out t11l you finlsh your homework. Now, as
soon as I'm done with the dishes we'll, . .

(RIFLE SHOT IN SMALL ROOM)
GRANDPA: (MOAN) Albertt

(20DY._FALL WITH THE CL,TTER-BF—BREAKING DISRES)
{MysIC: _ _ _ _HIT_AND _UNDER)

ATHO1 CCOBOSH
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CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY. The story you are about to hear
actually hoppened. It happened in Parsons, Kansas.

Tt is authentic and 1is offered as 2 tribute to’men

snd women of the great Amerlcan newspapers. (PAUSE,
FLAT, COLD)., FProm the pages of the Parsons Sun, the
stary of z& reporter who had bto walt, knowlng that
violence, even murder was inevitable. Tonight to

Eugene Parker, for his BIG STORY, goes the °fELL MELL

$500 award,
(MUSIC: _' _ _ _FANPARE)
(MusIC: _ _ _ _TURNTABLE}

(COMMERCIAL)

ATHO1 Q006059




CHAPPELL:

GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE: -

CHAFPPELL:
HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #272

OPENING COMMERCIAL
{START E.T.)
guard against throat-seratchl
Enjoy the smooth smoklng of fine tobaccos. Smoke a
PELL MELL, -
(END E.T.)
Yes, smoke a PELL MELL: and discover how PELL MELL'S
greater length of filne tobaccos filters the smoke on
the way to your throat - fllters the smoke and makes
it mild.
Remember this - the further your clgarette fllters
the smoke through fine tobacces, the milder that smoke
becomes,
Lt the first puff PELL MELL smoke 18 flltered further
through fine tobacceos than that of any other leading
cigarette., And what's wmore after 5 puffs, or 10, or

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

traditionally fine tobaccos gtill travels the smoke
further - fllters the smcke and makes 1t mild.
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos glve you s

smoothnegs, mildness and satisfactlon no other clgarette

offers you.
So smoke PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstanding!"
ind - they are mildl

ATHKOT 0006OBY




CHAPPELL:

{MUSIC:

NARRATOR:

GENE:
SHERIFF:

GENE:

SHERIFF:

GENE:

SHERIFF:

GENE:

SHERIFF:

{MUSIC:

NARRATOR:

pParsons, Kansas. The story as 1t actually happened,

Eugene Parker's story as he l1ived it,

The story ;;Q:‘ﬁé a climax, Eugene Parker, on a morning
in May., Just before nocn you hearg a report that Mr.,
Hanry E%ﬁizkgge ha% been found dead on hls farm near
Parsons » You—tﬂ%4—%he—eorcnsmamho—tella—yeﬂ—&ehyﬁﬂr
Eig-wey—mT—tNE TEpPoTt s teart—atteek, but at 1:15 you
get a different story.

(TELEPHONE PICKED UP)
Parsons Sun...Geng Parker...
(FILTER) Gene, Pete Martin, You got a photographer
you can spare?
When ls the Sheriff's office golng to loosen up and
buy a camera?
Could you send him out to old man Etheridge's place?
We need some pictures,
We got a 2:30 dend-line, Pete, our man has 2 wedding
to take.
We need 2 photograpﬁzr?real E%iﬂ .
What do you mean? Pe—coranon-sald heart attack.
Well, now, I wouldn't want to be too definite, Gene,

but 1% kind of looks like murder,

It looks a lot like mupder when you get there. A trail
of blood on the kitchen floor...old Henry Etheridge
stretched out on the bed with six bullet hecles 1in him,
The body's been dead at least gseveral days, you can

tell that. Sherlff Martin stands blinking while the
flash bulbs go off.

ATHO1 Q000K




SHERIFF:
GENE:
SHERIFF:

GENE:

SHERIFF:
GENE:

SHERIFF:

GENE:

SHERIFF:

GENE:
SHERIFF:

GENE:
SHERIFF:
GENE:
SHERIFF:

Yea-ftgurﬁ‘tﬁaf*ﬁ_ﬁﬁﬁﬁgh“ptctures;-Gene?

e e ————— e e ey

You-ought—bo—riow; —youtre—the—Sheptffs
Now;—don+tmaice—tt—hard—for-mes I-enty—took—over—£wo

weeks—agv“whéﬁ‘fHEE_HéﬁtIﬁgs—gothkiéied~by—$hatwdnunk
cutside—of—HoWin—
‘SUPPYI*P?ﬁ@?"?ﬁﬁ*Il‘ﬁé@d”&*EhUt_In*thrbedreem—whereathe
body—was—found—of—the-blankets—and-newspapers—It-was
wrapped-in:77yun4ii~need-tw0*0f*tﬁg-kttchenjﬁmaybe'at
Gifferent-angles.

We—got—thetb.

Maybe—you-tettEr—take Some plctures ol THEHOUSE rrom

the—outside. FﬂdL-?aL{Jh&kLJ

Phankeythanke, Will you have your fella send them over

?
to myiofgéce as soon as they're ready? Genee |
Okay.4 How'd 1f happen?
Pon't know. Albert Etheridge came to his mother's this
morning and told her the old man had a heart attack. She
came out here, &Mﬂlejr
Some heart attack! Must have six®holes 1n him,
Figure it was a .22 rifle, Frve-seen—the—game -kind of
hete—in-s—jaek-nabblb.,
Where 1s Albert?
I don't know.
Didn't you try to find out?
I just got here. I'm ﬁrying to make sure I've covered
gverything.
I gotta get back to town.’
You golng to write thls up 1n your paper?t

You kidding?

ATHO1 OQOBO06B2
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SHERIFF: Well, I wouldn't want you to say anything that would
chase Albert out of the county. Maybe you could just

throw your pad away and forget 1t for awhile

GENE: Look, Pete, you've got murder here.
SHERIFF: Yeazh, yeah, I guess 80.
GENE: Hey, what time 1s it? I goftta get tack to make a

deadline. That clock right?
SHERIFF: No, no, it isn't. It's an hour fast. Exactly’one hour

fast. TFunny, ain't it?

GENE: , An hour rast? Yeah,..very funny.

{mMysIC: _ _ _ HIT AND UNDER)

NARRATOR: A =loeck running exactly one, hour fast. . . you remember
Jous Ag v e tot . Adtes

that. -it-w*s—cne~¥eap~ago*__xou_nemember-the—hanﬂs
en a cheap dollpr wateh...exactly one hour fast. You
Y )
wemember the gquiet eyes of the boy who held 1t.,.no
flicker, no fear, and yet the boy sat 1in a cell at
the county jall, a tall boy, big~for NMiS THIFTEen years. You
. #lat (e wod

L Handsome in an empty sort of way...and yet the most

A

startling thing ahout him were the eyes...dead eyes,..
sid e d aJP~gruH°4U@#¢“4““9ﬁ -
Julet eyes, aoaring--et-FOU,

ALBERT: You like my watch, Mr. Parker? I always keep it an
hour ahead.

GENE: Why, Albert?

ALBERT: Everything is too slow, The whole county iz slowW...
this way I'm an hour ahead of everybody. Somethingk’
aiways doing., Never have to walt and think what's
coming next,

GENE: Don't you ever think what's coming next?
ALBERT: Why should I?

ATHKOT AQD0B0B3




GENE:

ALBERT:
GENE:
ALBERT:
GENE:
AupERT:
GENE«

ALBERT:
GENE:
ALBERT:
GENE:
ALBERT:
GENE:

ALBERT:

MOTHER:

- ? - e
You're in pretty bad trouble now, Albert. They caught

you with those guns stolen out of Groves Hardware Store.
You sorry you did that?

I wanted them,

But they dldn't beleng to you.

What's the difference, I wanted them.

You can't always have everything you want, Albert.

I can,

Ilve been asking around zbout you, Ribert, You don't have

_any friends, do you?

I don't need them.

I talked to Dr, Hardy ot the school.

He doesn't like me. He's mad becruse I beat”a kid 3@%

He told me. It was a little girl,,,d yearsold.

(FLAT)} Yeah.

Don't you know it's wrong to do things like that, Albert?
Why? (FLAT) She screamed when I twisted her arm. . .
real loud,

Aren't you afraid of what's going to happen to you?

Why should I be? Why are they keeping me here, Mr, Parker?

What did I do?

—

Tkl
You remember that boy cwneesssprmgo, Now as you stand in
0ld Henry Etheridge's kiltchen, . . decorzted 1n tones of

drying blood,’ﬁﬂﬂfgou remember, ou went to see his mother.
) 2 8
Tren—too—you TEMSMOEL el Well, a darisd—up—wommn, frall,
A L Afj./ Lt T Ay w*’ﬂ’-o e _ ol wwrde Frasl
tired, An elementary school btemsber, 2 look of fear

/ ; ' S TS
in themcopaer—ef her sye s i At gt z &,é§7~ A
& ,7,,,,€f 4?‘

T don't know what te do with Albert, I've always been

afrald to leave him with his little sisterv.

ATHOT OQOB0R4




GENE :
MOTHER:

GENE:
MOTHER:

GENE:
MOTHER:

GENE:
MOTHER:

GENE:
MOTHER:

QENE:
MOTHER:

o Rl — N,

Why. .
He used to torment her so. I tried to keep him in the

houze when he was smaller. The nelghbor ladies asked me
to., Albert would Just hit cut...he didn't care what
happened.

How was he in school?

All right., He's not a qull boy. He's really bright in
a way,...but he's.,.he's different.
Did-he_go_to. church. . Swaday=schéors
Why—yeavihe--dids Bub«bhe—m&n&sbermcompiained_tghggl

——

tpert—used-to-go up ifitv-the-balcony. . . the. children

werenmtt  guppsged to. . v and Just sit there—in-the

sherdows-—byhimseIly He knows—ali—the-hymns by-heart, all

VRESET .

. What are you going to do now, Mrs. Etherldge?

I don't know. I've got to go to court tomorrow, They
want me to let them send Albert to the State Recsiving
Home at Atchilson,

For psychlatric observation.

I don't know what to do...do you think 1t would be wise
to do what they say.

I think it would,.,.very wise.

You kKnow.,.it'!'s horrible to s2y, but I'm almost glad he
got into this trouble, Moybe somebody will bake 1t out
of my hands, because no matter how hard I try I don't know
what to do for thz%{ boy...I Just don't know.

We'll get help now, Mrs, Etherldge.

I hope so,

ATHO1 000BOBS




NARR:

JUDGE:

MOTHER:

JUDGE:

MOTHER:

JUDGE:

NARR:

JUDGE:

¥ DOCTOR:

_9-.
You were there a2 year ago at the hearing before the
juvenil%??ﬁggé. You couldn't print anything, the preé-
cedlngs were secret becuase of the boys age...but you
listaned,
£11 right B21liff, you can take the boy out!
Mrs, Etherldge...
(CFF) Yes your honoP.,.
I'm exercising the discretionary zuthority allowed the
Juvenile court. I'm sending Albert to the State Recelving
Home at Atchison for Psychlatric observation. Is this
plan agreezble to you as the chillds guardian.
Yes...yes. I don't know what to do with him, he needs
help so bad.
412 rizht, Clerk, write up the papers for' signature

by Mrs Etherldge and myself...

Pgchiztric observation is not treatment., To tell a
mother a child nas'zz:;EQZ‘EEZSVnot cure him, The
Doctors at Ltchison study the boy...tesss...mewsursments,
LRBERVATND | . , Obsoivabion, aii—the-prtterics—of-t-weil

o IDoT—psenyatrio-eddwdc. They have on 2nsWer, a

report, typewrltten,..signed, filed in tr;glicate, but

L Apinr Attt thot cotlis

2 report dossn't help aAlbert Ethepidge,-aadkthe case
""{!!l z '

bourices back before the JuvenileﬁJudge, Dk

Genvisanrwho—atud e FT ot tor-rvioseiy;—=nd—=sees

(LGt

Let me understned this, Doctor,..you find the boy

dangerous?

Yes your honor...1f I may read from the report...

ATKOT QOOBROBE
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DOCTOR: (CON'T) "The Szondi test indicates Albert has antisoclal
and even criminal tendenciles, he is sullen, sly, and
eruel. It 1s suggested that Albert not return to his
oWwn home, or to the home of relatives,"

JUDGE: Whatwatherr-aiternatdtvo=ip=rmre; Dortor,~I=eapit—cemmitf
the=poptt=p—refornatery,

DOCTOR: J;?7§K;;e is no psychiatric center in the state for chlldren,
the cnly zlternatlve 1s the State Mental Hosplial,

JUDGE: Which 15 not egulpped to handle chlldren,,..Doctor, this
is =z serious problem, I see no solutlon that I can
recommend.

GRANDPA : (OFF) Your honor...

JUDGE: You'lre the boys Grandfather?

GRANDPA: (COMING ON) Yes sir...Henry Etherldge. I been listening,
I'm a plain farmer, I don't understand z1ll this, but
Albert's my Grandson, Hetls Jjust a chilld, you've got to
glve him = chance.

JUDGE: What are you suggesting, Mr., Etheridge.

GRANDPA: Out on my farm therels good clesn work and fresh alrp,
z2nd he'd have a room to himself, and = new school. He's
my grandscn, I can take care of hims..

JUDGE You understand that the Doctors say...

GHRANDPA: They szy he's crazy. My Granscn lsntt crazy. You
cantt send 2 boy to the Asylum Just like that...

JUDGE: I ternd to agree with you, Mr, Etheridee,

GRANDPA: You cants lock = boy up with crozy people, It lsn't a
Christlan thing to do. You let me have him, you let him
stay in my home. It's a good, honest, God-fearing home.
Judge, you've got 2 Grandson of your owéd &ou Lan't take

mire awzy from me., You've got to give him ancther chance.

ATHAT QCO6OB P
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Mr. Etherldge, I don't entlirely approve of this, it
represents a rlsk, and yet it seems the énly poss%g%iﬂ¢ AA’%
solutlon, I'm paroling Albert 1n your clstody.f. Clerk...
prepare the papers,
You sat in thalgéaring room, .Gene Parker,;ziazgizwl;?gh
te figure 1t cut, There was no other way out, old Henry

L A
Etheridge/i@ honest, respected.,and yet the other words i
of the Psychlatrists report wime in your sars...
Psychiatric zare is the only possibility for preventing
the boyl!s becoming a first class criminal, elther as &
gex coffender or as & perpetrator of crimes of vilolence,
Since Albert 1s pre psychotic, if not psychotlc at present,

sorlety must he preotected from him.,

HIT AKD UNDER)

YOIVl - & Z;H;;;:-iglwé Ak e ;45 S

NARRATOR:

SHZIRIFF:

GENE:

v

It wasn't an ensy decislon for the Judgz. There was no
place to send 4lbert except the State Mental Hospltal,..
no speclal rehsbilitotlon center for children...and old
Herry Etherldge wos an honest man, resoected in the
communlsy...znd so his re uest was granted. Albert was
prroled In hils custcdy;gfﬁgi one yezr' later you stand
In ~ armhouse ond watch the trall of blood that leads from
the kitchen sink to the bedroom wheres the body of Henry
Etherldge was found with six bullet holes in him aand the
Kltchan clock was running exactly one hour fact.
Think 1t was the boy? s

x&ﬁ&(
He always had hils watch on hour ahcﬁd.1 They w;rneq us,

those doctors from fitcheson warned us,..ocrimes of violence,

ATHOT 0006068
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SHERTFF: The old man's car is missilng and his wallet, No telling
where that kid headed off to, We'ld better round up that
kid - Thanks for the help, Gene, I guess this 1s 2 simple
CESE,.

{MusIC: _ _ UP_AND_UNDER)

NARRATOR: 4 simple cnse. You pound the roads back to town to meet
your dead-line, You knew it would happen...the dectors
frsm Atcheson told you...and, yet, nothilng Wwas done.
There wes na place to send Albert, no place %o help him.
His grandfather meant well, pleaded for custody, but an
o0ld man, even an honest, kindly, God-fearing old man, 1s
not 3 psychiatric institution, and go he died. But, the
murderer is still =t large, 2 criminzl, a li-year old
boy, aznd youlve got bo rind him.

(MUSIC: _ _ CURTATY)_

(MUSIC: TURNTABLE)

(MIDDLE COMMERGIAL)

ATHOT QOOLOES
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GROUP ¢

HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

GROUP:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #272

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

(START E.T.)
Guard agalnst throat-scratch!
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tcobaccos, Smoke a PELL
MELL.

{END E,T.)

Yes, smoke a PELL MELL - and discover how PELL MELL'S
greater length of fine tobaccos filters the smoke on the
way to your throat - filters the smoke and makes 1t mild,
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 18 filtered further
than that of any other leading cigarette. And, what's

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

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos

s5t111 travels the smoke further - filters the smoke and
makes 1t mild.
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaczos glve you a gmoothnes:
mildness and satisfaction no other cigarette cffers you,
Guard against throat-scratchl
Enjoy the smoofh smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a PELL
MELL,
Wherever you go today, notlce how many people have changed
to PELL MELL - the longer, finer cigarette 1n the
distingulshed red package.

- (START E.T.)
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a
PELL MELL,

(END E,T.)

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstandingl"

Aand - they are mlld!

RTHGT 0CO&KOPO




HARRICE:

ARRATOR:

MOTHER:
GENE:
MOTHER:
GENE:

HMOTHER:

GENE:

MOTHER:

GENE:
MOTHER?

GENT:

MOTHER:
GENE:
MOTHER:

GENZ:

MOTHER:
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This 1s Cy Herrice, returning you to your narrator and
The Big Story of Gene Parker, as he lived 1t and wrilte 1t.
You write your story Gene Parker and follow up...first
step, Mrs. Louise Etheridge, Albert's mothef.

Come in, Mr. Parker.

I want to express my sympathies, Mrs. Etheridge.

Poor grandpa. He tried, he trled so hard, L7

I'd like to talk to you, ask you some questions,

I..I'd rather not, Mr, Parker, you were very falr in

the newspapsr, therels nothing I can add.

I'm not so sure, Albert is only 14 years cold., The police
are looking for him all over the county.

I know, It's 2 terrible thing, terrible.

Nobody blemes you.

That isn't sa, It could have been something I did. I
kept trying to think back, trying to think what I could
have done wrong. Maybe when Albert was 2 baby., Albert's
father and me belng dlvorced...maybe that was it..,,
somechew 1t was ny fault.

Not this. Ws had a werning,..we xnew.,.yet there wasn't
any place %5 halp him. That wasn't your fault, bub now
maybe you czn help,

How?

We'lve got to find Alberst,

He isntt here

I know, but he's only 14, he!ll go to some reiotlve,

he's bound ta, He hasn't got any other place to go.

He wesntt 2t his father's. I called him on the phone today.

ATHOT 0006071
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GENE:

MOTHER:

GENE:

MOTHER:

¥y

GENE:

MOTHER:
GENE:
MOTHER:

GENE:

MOTHER:

GENE:
MOTHER:
GENE:

(MUsIC:

HARRATOR:
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Who else llves near Parsons, any relative?
Well, theret!s my sister, over in Columbus, and Albertts
great-aunt in Chetopa.
I'11 check those. I'm convinced he's going to come to
one of his relatives. He's in bad trouble, but he
prbbably doesn't even worry about it.
He was like that., He'd do these terrible thilngs and he
wouldn't even Worry...he didnlt even know he had done
wrong. Why didn't...(TELEPHONE RINGS)...(GASP)...
{RINGS AGAIN,)
Answer the phone, Mrs., Etherldge.

(PHONE RINGS AGAIN)

{PHONE PICKED UP)
Hello, hello, shis—tS=MPB.—Ethebidge.
(WHISPER) Is 1t him? Is it Albert?
Hello, Albert, helld, son.
(WHISPER} Xeep him tnlking, Mrs. Etherldge, keep him
talking.
What's that son? Yes, I can hear you. (WHISPER) I
can't!
(WHISPER) You've got to,
How are you, slbert? We mlssed you slnee yesterday.

Keep him tzlking.
e

ST st
You pile out of the Etheridge house and vault the proeh-
rail and charge into the neilghbor's front room, explaining
over your shoulder, and grab for the phone.

(PHONE CLICK)

Hello, hello, operator.,.operator.

ATKGT 0006072
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QPERATOR:
GENE:

OPERATOR:
GENE:

OPERATOR:

GENE:

OPERATOR:

3ulE:

OTERATOR:

GENE:

OPERATOR:

HARRATQR:

MOTHER:

-1~
(FILTER}) Number please.
Listen, listen, this is an emergency, there's a call
comlng in next door, Mrs. Loulse Etheridge,
(FILTER) Mrs. Etheridge! line 1s busy.
I know it's busy, wlll you llsten. I want you to trace
that call that's coming in on her line,
I'm sorry, slr, we don't supply that Informatlon.
You don't understand, 1t's her son, we've got to find him,
I'm sorry, sir, I cannot glve you that Informatlon without
permlssion from the supervisor.
She can't keep him talking too long, wlll yocu hurry up?
ITll call the superviscr &gﬁzggégz%pfllé’ll ecall you
back &t this number,
N2, No, No. Listen, you don't have to tell me. Trace
that call and c2ll the sheriff's office,
What is your name, plecsea.
Never mind, my name, Troce that call gnd gilve the
information to the sheriff or I!'ll...hurry.

{RECEIVER SLAMMED DOWN)

Thrze minutes @lepsed. VYou dashed back Into the Etheridge
houze,

We'lre naving roast beef for supper, Albert, I'll save you

a2 plece if you like, Wh2t? Oh.,.well I could makKe gravy...
no,..watt...Albert...dontt hang up...l want €2 tell you
something...Remember you sald you wanted a present for

your birthday? Well,..now, why don't we declde what yould

like right now, ©Oh, no, no, let's talk it over right ncw.

i ¥ ‘A.'.—C'«’.-

— T e e ma A
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MOTHER :

{(MusIc:

N, RRATCR:

MOTHER:

GENE:

MOTHER:

GEHE:
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MOTHER:
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.Desperately louise Etheridge talks to her son. They plan
his birthday present...he wants a rifle..a .22 rifle.
Would you like to have a party, Albert? Maybe we could have
some of your friends from school? Maybe you'd rather go
for a2 trip with me, We could drive to Independence. Walt,
Albert...tell me...are you getting enough to eat? Now,

you tell me what you had for wreakfast, right now.

— o —

The minutes click off on your watch, Loulse Etheridge

t+s white, the hand that holds the telaphone recelver
trembles, You bring her a chair and she fallg into 1%,
She é???%%’the edge of the table, the tendons in the back
of her nhand tense, and still she keeps on talking to her
30T

Itls real nice talking to you, Albert. What? Oh,
grendpl. . ¥y28.s 500 bad about grandpa,..you wers right
there when he had the attack? (WHISPER) I can't...I canlt
Keep him talking. |

ONyesTESeae I Know you liks grepdpo very mMuche s s 7884 .41

18 t55 bad...tt's too bad...Albert? Albert? Albert?
Somekbody's there,

Hello. Who?

Let me hzave the phone. gergeznt Hollins,

Coffoyville pollce? Youlve got the boy? Goodi.e NOuas

you'll get an explaratlon, Thanks.
(PHONE HANGS UP)

vau're a brave woman, Mrs, Etheridge. You Kept him

talking thirty-two minutes, It's alright now.

They've got him. {CRIES)

e
such a pretty baby.. EXbott

Albert...oh...Albert...he Was

(SORS)

ATHO1 QOOBO4
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NARRATOR!

GENE:

ALBERT:

GENE:
ALBERT:

GEWE:

ALBERT:

GENE:
- ALBERT:

GENE &
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You go down to Coffeyville with Sheriff Martin %o plck

up Albert Etheridge. You ride back to Parsons sitting

in the back seat with the boy. He was big for hils age,

good-looking, and he isan't worrled.,.he isn't worried at

Bl {CAR RUNNING, ESTABLISH AND THEN CHEAT UNDER
SLIGHTLY)

Why did you do 1t, Albert? What was between you and your

grandfather?

Nothing., fThere'd been a girl...I wanted tc see her, ..

she's pretty, only 13 years old but shels real pretty,

all of a sudden I wanted to see her, I went ond asked

grandpa, he sald I should finish my homework, so I went

in znd got the rifle and shst hinm,

What did you do then?

I covered grandpa with the bed clothes, I put him on

the bed and put papers down in the kltchen where 1t was

dirty. I was driving eround I run into somebody's mailbox.

T mashed the fender, My grandpa is going to get a new

car, then he'll let me drive thils one.

Your grandfatherts dead,

Yeah...yezh,..T guess he 1s, I went to see my girl...

She asked me how come I wos driving the car. I sleptk

in the car gll night,

And you shot your grandfather? You admlt that?

Yes, it was a real sheme, because I liked him, =nd we

got along real well, Just the two of us, He shsuld of

let me go see my girl. I wanted to see her,..it wasn't

my fault,

No...1t wasntt your fault.

ATHO1 COQB0PS
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NARRATOR:

SHERIFF:

ALBERT:

MOTHER:

ALBERT:

MOTHER:

ALBERT:

MOTHER:

ALBERT:

MOTHER:

SHERIFF
ALBERT:

Nobody in the sheriff's office knows how to run 2
typewriter, so you tole the confession down;%rﬁi;:?f/
Etheridge ta2lks and you run eight pages fthrough the
machine, legal size, single spaée, before hets done
talking., Calmly, matter-of-factly he tells what
happened., He describes three days of riding in his

grandfather!s car,.,.he remembers every route on which o?

he paid for gas, every road slgn, He tells his story

well, And when he's through, he signs 1t. You're
ke Agilwﬂy :;rﬁaﬂhl

i

there wheq?his nother ccwes to see him,

Right this way, Mrs. Etheridge. We can take these
handcuffs off the boy. We really had them 82 he
gﬁ;:iéizéaiurthdmself.

Hello, Mom,

flbert,..hlberte..

Are you rezlly golng to get me that rifle for my
birthday like you snid?

Albert...Albert...don't you know what!s happened? Don'st
you know what youlve done?

Sure, I know what I've done. You promised you'd get

me that rifle.

Why did they let yzu? Why didn’t they take care of you?
I couldnt't do 1t myself, OCrandpa Etheridge couldn'te.

I don't need anybody £o take care of me, I know what
I'm doing.

Albert,,,.Aslbert...

I'11 have %o take him esway, now, come 2n, Albert,

Sure, sheriff, can I look at your gun later, I'm (FADE)
real 1interested In guns,

ATKOT CQO0B0PE
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MOTHER:
GENE:
MOTHER:
GENE!:
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CHAPPELL:
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{DOOR OPEN AND CLOSE)
What will they do &0 him?
I don't know,
There wasn't anything I could do,
Nothing. I've been doing some reading, Mrs., Etheridge.
Every year thousand of children and grownups llke
Albert are turned loose without beilng helped. Therels
th.» « JThere wos no place to zend Albert so they
sent him to Graq?pa-Ethe:;SE?. A%?ez;;?iz;g ?tizigéiiikb ere
he's;éhé-Jictiﬁw Whebever happgens—to-him, 1t's_the

ogt-of r .
fuy yhoTare guiasy.

Zéﬁ 4%a444ynlkv 4149 %Ln“

4
In Just 2 moment we'll read you a telegram from Eugene
rarker cof the Parsons Sun with the final cutcome of

tonight's BIG STORY.

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #272

s

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

(START E.T.)
CHAPPELL: Guard against throat-scratchl
GROUP: Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobacecos, Smoke 2
PELL MELL,
(END E,T.)
CHAPPELL: Yes, a smoke 2 PELL MELL and discover how PELL MELL'S
greater length of fine tobaccos filters the smoke on the
way to your throat - filters the smoke cnd makes 1t mild,
HARRICE: Remember this, the further,a puff of smoke 1s filtered
through fine tobaccos, the mlilder 1t becomes.
CHAFPELL: At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1s filtereé further
than that of any other leadlng cigarette, Moreover, after

5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - by actual messure - PELL MELL'S

graester length of traditional fine tobaccos 5t11} travels

the smoke further - filters the smoke and mzkes it mlld,
HARRICE: Thus PELL MELL!'S fine mcllow tobaccos glve you a

smoothness, mildness and satisfartlon no other cigarette

offers you.
CHAPFELL: Wherever you go today, notice how many peopl2 have changed

to PELL MELL - the longer, finer cigarette 1in the

distinguished red package. Smoke PELL MELL FaMOUS
CICARETTES - “"Quistanding!™

HARRICE: AND - they_are mild !

ATHOT 0006078
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CHAPPELL:

rLRKER:

CHArPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:

ey ———

Now we read you that telegram from Gene Farker of the
Parsons Kansas Sun.

Fourteen-year old confessed murderer 1n tonight's

BIG STORY found gullty of only legal cherze, Juvenlle

delinguenecy, senbtenced to indeterminate term in Kansas
State Industrial Schosl, Topekza. He can be held there
untll zge 21. Purther confiy@ment, or treatment, depends
on future zetlon to meet the needs of the mentally 1ill
in Kansas and the United Stateé. My gincere appreclation
for tonight's PELL MELL award.

Thenk ycu, Mr. rarker,..the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to present you to PELL MELL Award
for noteble service ln the fleld of Jjournallsm ... a
check far $500, and a specilal mounted bronze plague
engraved wlth your name and the name of your paper.,
Leeoept 1t as a lasting memento of your truly signlficant
achlevemens, _

Listen again next week, same time same station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY -~ A Big Story from the front pageqﬂof the

Aurore, Illinols Beacon News - by line, E&Egﬁ’ E.Pker-

A Blg story of 2 reporter who solved 2 triple murder

by persuading a dylng man to confess.

And remember --every week you can see another different
Blz Story on television -- brought to you by the makers

of Pzll Mell Pamous Clgarettes,

ATHKO1 0006048




CHAPPELL:

CHAPPELL:

PH May 29,

=00,

IHE BIG STORY 1e a2 Bernard J. Prock‘ter production,

original music compoaéd and conducted by Vvaldimir 8lenisky.
Tonight's program was adapted by Ernest Kinoy'from an actusi
story from the front pages of the Parsons Kansas Sun,

Your narrator w&s Bob Sloane amm Francis De Sales played the
part of Gene Parker, In ordsr to protect the names of
people actually involved in tonlght's authentlc BIG STORY,
the names of all characters in the dramatizaticn were

changed with the exceptién of the reporter, Mr, Parker

| m— e

This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of PELL

MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.
THIS IS NBC ... THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY,

1852

ATKO1. QGUBOBC




THE BIG_STORY

AS BROA

[}{:;k551r

PROGRAM #2773

NARRATOR
MA

M35 ALLEN
VERA
CHIEF

' CORK

CONDUCTOR

WILLARD
SUMMERS

HARRY
ROY

BOB SLOANE
KATHLEEN NIDAY
KATELEEN NIDRY
JLN MINER

ED BEGLEY

JOE HELGESEN
BILL GRIFFIS

BILL GRIFFIS
TED ASBORN

DONNY HARRIS
DAVID LNDERSON

WEDNESD~Y, JUNE 18, 1932
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NEC THE BIG STORY 27
3:30 - 10:00 PM EST JUNE 18, 1952 WEDNESDAY

( John A. Corkery: Aurora (Il1linois) Beacon News)
CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present...THE BIG STORY!
(ESTABLISH A CAR IDLING GENTLY)
ROY: (VERY YOUNG. A NOTE OF COMPLAINT} Ma, what'd we come back
to the house for anyay.
MA: Daddy forzot his slasses, Now you stop worrying. We've
plenty of time to buy our presents 1in town,
ROY: Wish he'd come out. The stores'll be ciosed,
MA: Not with Christmas next week. They're cpen late every
night. Now, hush up, Roy.
ROY: (sLY) M™a... What are you buying mé?
MA: (LAUGHS) Wculdn't you like to know. But 17 you're a...
(SUDDENLY THERE IS A SHOT)
ROY: {SCARED) Ma!
(DOOR GPENS IN CAR, ANOTHER SHOT) 1&;&1.

MA: {PROJECTING, FRIGHTENED) —Paw...what 1s 1t..:-Zem’
{SHE RUNS ON GRAVEL)
ROY: (YELLS) Ma2...That man... oot
( SHOT)
ROY: (CRYING) Me...Ma... He shot you.... (HE SOBS FEARFULLY)

(ANOTHER SHOT CUTS THRU HIS SOBBING AND IT DIES
STOWLY)

ATKOT QO0BOB2
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(MUSIC: _ _ BUILDS_TO IMPACT_AND_THEN UNDER)

CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY! The story you are about to hear actually
happened. It happened 1n Aurora, Illineis - It 1s
authentic and 1s offered as a tribute to the men and
women of the zreat American newspapers. (FLAT) From
the pazes of the Aurcra Beacon-News ... the story of a
reporter who solved a triple murder by persuading a

dying man to confess! Tonl_.ht, to John A. Corkery, for

nis Biz Story, goes the PELL MELL $500 award.

{MUSIC: _. _ PANFARE)
{musIc: _ _ TURNTAEBLE)
{ COMMERCIAL)

RTHOT Q006083




CHAPPELL:
GROUP ¢

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE-BIG STORY
~eh- PROGRAM #273

CPENING COMMERCIAL

(START E.T.)
Guard agalnst throat-scratchl!
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccoa, Smoke a
PELL: MELL,
(END E.T.)
Yes, smoke a PELL MELL and discover how PELL MEIL'S

greater length of flne tobaccos filters the smoke on the

way to your throat - filters the smoke and makes it mild,

Remember this - the further your cigarette filters the
smoke through fine tobaccos, the milder that smoke becomes.
A% the [lrst puff PELL MELL smoke Is filtered further
through finer tobaccos than that of any other leading
cligarette. Arnd what's more after 35 puffs, or 10, or 17 -

by actual measure - PELL MELL'S greater length of

traditionally fine tobaccos s8till travels the smoke further -
fllters the amcke and makes 1t mild.
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine melliow tobaccos give you &

smoothness, mildness and satilsfaction no other clzarette

of lers you.
S0 smoke FELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstanding!"

Andg - they ars mild!
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- CORK:
CHIEF:
CORK:
CHIEF:

CORK:
CHIEF:

VERA:

CORK:
VERA:
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Aurora, Illinois, The story as it actually happened...

John A. Corkery's story...as he lived 1t!

—— e | i b — —

saturday night in a small town and you, John Corkery, don't
have to look out the window to know what's going on. Main
Street crowded with farm families coming in from miles
around. -4 full house at the local movie. Everywhere the

nolse of people putting an end to a busy Week. And here,

,in the office of the Beacon-News, the final, last minute

rush befors sending the Sunday edition to press. Just
ancther Saturday night...untll,..

(PHONE RINGS. A PEW TYPEWRITERS GOING OFF. PHONE
RINGS AGATN, IT'S LIFTED)

Corkery speaklng.

(FILTER) Hello, John., This 1s Chlef Miller,

Yeg, Chilef.

You know the Novak farm. About six miles out of town Just
of{ the highway.

I know 1t, Why,

¥ou-hebber—pet—oub—there, A friend of thelrs Vera Stanton
just called me from there. Novak and his wlfe,..and thelr

little boy teo. They're all dead.

(FLAT VOICE NOW DULLED WITH SHOCK AND TIRED GRIEF)

They've been my ifriznds foﬁ yecarg, We were golng to meet
1n town. When they uidntt come...I called them. Operator
sald the line was busted.

Look at 1it, Chlef. Ripped off the wall like a toy.

Sald goodbye to you at six a'cleock at my restaurant, dildntt
I...Mr. Corkery. Gave you change for your dinner..then you
left. '

RTHO1T QOOHOBS
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CORK: Take £% easy, Vera,
VERA: Didn't think I'd see you again tonight. Not this way.
CHIEF: What time was it you got here?
VERA: My clock in the car, It never worked. Might have been

around nine though, #m-mot=suwe: (A VERY SLIGHT BEAT)

Chiaf.
CHIEF: Yes, Vera.
VERA: You see the boy. The bullet went In his threat.
CHIEF: {4 SLIGHT BEAT) Vera, you Just try to answer my juestlons.
- VERA: , Nothing to tell you. I drove 1n the yard and saw them,

Jenny and Roy. Paul wag here,.. ust inside the door.

I went to the next form...called you.

CORK: This clock, Chlef. Stopped at fivelg{ter elzht.

CHIEF: Novak must have put up a good figHt /A The way the place
looks.

CORK: I don't think that checks,

CHIEF: How do you mean.

CORK: The woman znd boy in the yard. They wouldn't have been

waiting around if there was a fight on. No. Don'ts figure
1t was that at all,

CHIEF: The place is wrecked, isn't 1it?

CORK: Could have been a burglar. He was looking for things.

Didn't pay much attention te the way he puv them bzaek,

CHIEF: & burglar wouldn't kill three people, John,
VERA: Chief...
CHIEF: No use in your sbayirg here, Vera. One of my deputiss'll

tak: you home.

VERA: It was no burglar like Mr. Corkery saild.
CORK: Loock, Vera...
VERA: No. Only someone who hated him. Wanted hilm dead. Wanted o

get sven.

ATHOT OQOBO0BS




CORK : Wasn't a finer man than Paul Noyak. No one around here
would do scmething 1like this.

VERA: wWait!ll people hear, They'll all know who 1t was,
gomeona's lszushing tonight. But he won't be, long. Chlef,
your car!'ll get you over to his place in five minutes.

CORK: Vera...you know what you're sayin', Something as terrible

as thils, you've got to have proof.

VERA: That's for the pollce. Chief...you'going?

CORK: Who is 1t? _

CHIEF: The minute I heard, John...I figured on one man. Tom Redman.

CORK: ‘ Redman! cChief, not ina hundred years., He's a gambler but
he wouldn't take a chance like this. 0 »

CHIEF: Who can szy. Novak complained to me about s reoadhouse

dowr. th:s highway. Redman sworg he'd get even.

CORK: But not murder. Look, everything obout this Job shews 1t
was a burglary. The Novaks came back too soon...the thief
got frightened and shot his way out.

VERA: Sure. 4 little boy got in his wesy. Chlef, what are you
walting for?

CHIEF: Sorry, John, I respe¢t what you zay but there's no time
to fool around with Just ideas, This town wants something

dote 2nd I'm taking in the man I think dld 1it,

ATHOT 0006087
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CORK s
CHIEF:

CORK:

CHIEF:
CORK:
CHIEF:
CORK :

CHIEF:
CORK: Stttz

CHIEF:

The news goes oub. i4ka_a_sold—wind-aweep;ng-%hfe&§+
every-nouse—in—town, And 1t stirs up a storm, A-fEthET,
a—me%henT-a—eh%4dr——The*pEUptE“fi&e—inte~%he-4hapa&~aﬁd
they—toek—at—tirem. The cry spreads. Get Tom Redman!
Missing rrom his home, mlssing from town. But you,

John Corkery, go deep into the flles of your paper and
come up with evidence of your own. In the nelghboring
towns of Northern illinois, thirty burglaries in the past
few months. And each, bearing the trade mark of a phantom
burglzr. The telephone ripped off the wzll, the house
mede a shambles. The same trade mark as the Novak Job.
Here, Chief, News clips. Go on. Read them.

Welre laoking for Redmzn.

Ttt's not him, I tell you. This phantom purgler the whole
county's after. He's probably your man.

Seems everybody else says dlfferent, John,

They have to...

Whet do you mean...have Lo,

Because they don't want to think therc's a (razy, unknown
killer loosse. They'd never sleep another night 'til he
was [ound.

vau szid one thing right, Crazy. What he did to the famlly

No senc p=rson would killl three people, angd especially

2 child, fust to rob s house. Every second he'!s loose,
it can heppen 2giin,  That's why you've got te find him,
And feast.

Only one way to settle this, Jehn., When we find Novak's

enp we'll dust 1t for prints. That'll tell the story.

ATHO1 0006088
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CGRK:

CHIEF:
CORK:

(MUSIC:

- T - e rm—— T
If you find the rcar, Look, Chief, do me a favor. Call
the pollice in Joliet, Tell them I'm coming over. .
I thought your stery was here,
It's wherever this phantom 1s. Most of his Jobs were
pulled in Joliet. I want to know everything about him,..

everything I can.

NARR:

{MUsIC:

Jetiot is- a-paison—townused—to-stortes—of-vioienceand

orime—— But-23 -you—btell Big-MestEvansGhisf ef—Deteotives.
abeu s yon—cxr-hear—thesitenece—in—the-

S
roont, Together you go-bevi—to the homes that were robbed.

ind from the victims! chlldren...ahother pattern begins
to build. On the day of each crime a man came into thelr
yard., A nice man,..with a kind face...and a soft voice.
He gave them candy...and he asked many ;uestions, He

was tall, with light hair, and he always smlled. 7You,
John Corkery, feel this 1s the killer. And suddenly, the
chance comes to find out., From the railread station in
West Chicago...the news is flashed., The abandoned Novak
car has been found. ¥Yow—ehevkthe turmtabizsT T TTime
was-ecomuttted Tt EPProXimEtely 8300 T The next tTIIn &UL
of-West—Chicago wIg—the—$7I8T

— T e a T -

CONDUCTOR:

CCREK:

CONDUCTOR:

(AN QUTSIDE R.R, -TERMINAL. ESTABLISH AND UNDER)
Dispatcher sald you wanted to see me, Mpr., Corkery.
Yes, Mr. Harrié. I understand yoeu're the coenductor on the
nine elghteen out of here every night,

Six years,
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CbRK: Last Tuesday night, Mrf garris. Do you remember thé
pagsengers you took 333&'

CONDUCTOR: Tuesday night.

CORK: It's very important.

CONDUCTOR: Only had four people on the whole train.

CORK: - Who were they. I mean,..what did they look lilke,

CONDUCTOR: Well, good as I can remember...there were three women,,.
and a man. i

CORK: Did he get on here?

CONDUCTOR: Already turned my fare tilckets in for that night but If
I was to have to say yes or ne,.,.I guess he did board from
here,

CORK: Can you describe him?

CONDUCTOR: He stayed Iin the smoking car, I know that.

- CORK: Try to remember, please, What did he look like,

CONDUCTOR: (THINKING) Sort of of tall..,more than the average person
I mean. 8tocd up to get some change from his pocket when
I came for the fare.

CORK: What color hair did he have? Light,..dark,..

CONDUCTOR: Klnd of light I'd say.

CORK: (TINGE OF ELATICON) Mr, Harris...you're doing fine. Now,
waa there anything else you notlced about him. Anything
special,

CONDUCTOR: I remember thinklng he must've heard a pretty funny story
before getting on.

CpﬂK: Why do you say that.

CONDUCT®R: Every time I looked at him...he was smiling. All the way
into Chicago. Smlling.

{MUSIC: _ _UP AND BEHIND)
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(PHONE RINGING FILTER ON OTHER END)
CHIEF: {FILTER) Chilef Miller.
CORK: This is Corkery.
CHIEF: John. 1I've been trying to find you. Listen, fellow, I've

got to take off my hat to you.

CORK : (SURPRISED) You mean you've heard,

CHIEF: Just a little whille ago, Tom Redman called me long
distance from Florida. He's been there for two weeks.

A perfect allbi. Naturally, I checked 1t,

CORK: ~ Listen, I don't care about Redman.

CHIEF: I know, You were right all the time. It was that burglar,

CORK: Yeah and I've got the proof.

CHIEF: Itve 7ot something better, John, I've got the killer
himself,

(MUSIC: _ _UB AND BRIDGE)

WILLARD: I didn't ki1ll nobody. Never had a gun 1in my whole 1life.
CHIEF: You keep saying that, Wlilard, But I don't bealleve you.
WILLARD: T never wag in this town t11 today. Chilef, I swear it.
CHIEF: You brcke lnte the Novak house. And when they came home
and surprlsed you...
WILLARD: No...no, I dldn't,
CHIEF: You've got = record, Willard. I checked the Chicago police.
WILLARD: I never had a zun, Never, What are you trying to do tc me,
I ¢idn't &ill him. I didn't,.. ‘
CHIEF: Guess it's time we sebttled this,
(HE WALKS OFF A LITTLE AND OPENS DOOR OFF)
CHIEF: (OFF) Vera...you and Mr. Corkery come in now.
(THEY WALX IN...DOOR CLOSES AND THEY WALK ON)
,  CORK: This the man,
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CHIFF:

WILLARD:
CHIEF:
VERA:
CORK:
WILLARD:

VERA:

CHIEF:

WILLARD:

CORK:
WILLARD:

VERA ¢

CHIEF:
WILLARD:

CHIEF:
WILLARD:

CHIEF:
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Name'é Ralph Willard, Picked him up trying ;o ﬁ;p a
frelght. Willard...we found this matchbook in your pocket.
This lady's restaurant 1s advertised on the cover..
(NERVOUS} I..I ate in there today. So what,
What de ycu say, Vera,
I didntt see him.
Chief, what are you trylng to prove.
Lady, I was in your place today. -
Not if you got that matchbook., I ran out of theﬁ a couple
a days ago. ' | -
Willard, you sald you didn't hit town 't1l teday. You
lied, didn't you?
(HESITATES) Look, if,..if I tell you the truth,,.will
you zive me a break.
Look, Chief...
Better listen to this, John, Vera...when was he In your
place?
Tuesday. I walted on him myself. He lkmows 1it.
The nicht..the Novaks were murdsred.
(WHINING FRIGHT) What'd you want me to do...say I was
here, I knew you'd try to pin those murders on me, I
had to lile,..didn't I?
You licd more than onve, You lled zbout k1lling them.
You got to balieve me. Plesasc.. (HaALF CRYING).,.Whatever
I did...1t wasn't that.
{OVER THE HALF SOBBING) Some story for you, John. Lilke
Previdence itself planned for Vera to avenge her frlends.

Yeah, It's scme story, Except for one thing. {SLIGHT
ALl

BEAT) TPghink youlve got the wrong manl
TAG_TQ CURTAIN)

— et — e -
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PROGRAM #273
MIDDLE COMMERCIAL
(START E.T.)
CHAPPELL: @Quard sgoinst throat-geratchl
GROUT: EnjJoy the smooth smokldng of fine tobaccqs. Smoke a PELL

MELL,
(END E.T.)
HAFICE: Yes, smoke 2 PELL MELL - 2nd discover how PELL MELL'S
- greater length of fine tobaccos filters the smoke on the
Wwey bto your throat - filters the smoke and makes 1t mild,
CHAPPELL: At the first puff FELL MELL smoke is filtered further than
that of any other leading cignrette, And, what's more after

5 puffs, 2r 10, or 17 - by actual measurs -~ PELL MELL'S

grecter length of trnditlonally fine tobaccos still travels

the smoke further - filters the smoke znd makes 1t mild.
HARRICE: Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mcllow tobaceos glve you a smoothness,

mildness and sabisfactlon no other clgarctte offers you.

CHAPPELL: Qunrd zgolnst thrust-scratch!

HARRICE: Enjoy the smcoth smokling of fine tobaceos, 8moke a PELL
MELL,

CHAZFELL: Wherever y2u go todoy, notlce how many people have changed
t2 FELL MELL - the longer, finer clgerette in the
distinguished red package,

(3THRT E,T,. )

GROUP : Enjoy the smasth smoking of fine tabaccos. Smoke a PELL

MELL, |
(END T.T.)

IGARETTES - “Qutstending!

A oem e =

CHAPFELL: FELL MELL FAMOUS

L]

HARRICE: And - they =2re¢ mild!
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HARRICE:

NARR:

CORK:

CHIEF:

CORK:

CHIEF:

CORK:

CHIEF:
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Thig is Cy Harrice returning you to your narrator and the
Blg Story of Jonn Corkery...as he lived it...and wrote it.
The loral police are holding a suspect in the triple murder
of the Novak family. But everything youlve discovered,
John Cerkery, seems to point to a phantom killér and not

the man Just arrested. You add up your facts and you Lry

to convince Chilef Miller,

Thappbi—be—Ghta—men—Shde fr—Fhe—fkids—seid—bhe—bupglan

Jwaa~fe&i11Thad‘itght‘hatrr‘”rhe*guy-youife—hgléing_

soutdult—be—more—differcrt

Fhet—rowt-—oUtSTAE,;, Jon—You—try—convincing—them I!ve
geb—the—wroms-mIn.

Lesk, uhy would—he-drtve—the Novak Ccar t0 West Chivegon.
dup— it ard—then—dotible—back—here.

You—asatd—Tt—yourself, HeTa crazy.
Wrt—etout—the—treinconductol, " He can describe the man
wheboanded—his—trrhr bt right T Fhe—same—enaot—description

B B v

J¥e~ﬂeﬂf—§e?*ni3::1?c*%i‘ﬁE’ﬂETE—EﬁyEPTﬁutElF;ﬁttﬂL‘122:, ote

L”d%kis zuy inside, I know 1t's not him.” Our phantom is the

CORK:
type who can smile at kids, glve them candy cne minute...
L D Yoy i e e e
CHIEF: Sub—tr—Fehn—Tdomte—re—thincinz—therele—a—humen—being~
-CORKE:———— Bub-thene—is and-hewonli—stop—Book—shis—guy—inside—for
yagrancy.,.but not-mundel,
(KNOCKING ON DOOR JUST OFF)
CHIEF: Came 1ln.
(DOCR OPENS OFF) M %J— f*’ﬁ'
CORK: ##h—HaPP%g. Chief...this 1s the uonductor.

MK
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bHIEF: Sorry to drag you all the way down here, Mr. Harris, But
I guess you know it's important.
CONDUCTOR: Say, these people around here sure are exclted about this
fellow, That's some c¢rowd out there,
CORK; Thls man you're golng to see, Y¥You tell us if he's the
one who got on the traln Tuesday nlght.
CONDUCTOR: He's 1n a cell, ain't he?
CHIEF: Right out this_ﬁay.
(A DOOR OPENS AND THEY WALK DOWN A CCRRIDOR, THERE
IS5 A SLIGHT ECHO TO THEIR STEPS, FINALLY, THEY
STOP)
CHIEF: ’ Well, Mr, Harris.

CONDUCTOR: (DISAPPOINTED) Why, that ain't the man at all.

CHIEF: (SLIGHI BEAT) John,
CORK: Yes, Chisf?
CHIEF: (“UIETLY) What 2m I gcing to tell those people outside.
{MUSIC: _ _UPB AND BEHIND)
NARR: Stories like thls hed happened before., ~But slweys-dn .a
place—thoed-wes—tust—onene—tnr—a—wewe—report. Now, it
wzs happening to the people of your town., Flrst, the
murder. Than the public oubcry for revenge. And now...
the fzzr! Ard In your paper, John Corkery, you try to
turn that fezr 1lnto @ useful weapon, In story after
story you publish z description of the killer, You warn
, N o o dacpa. 3
the chlldren yeo watch fopr the smiling stranger. #md—Tthe ¥ .
7 w%gmﬁ‘zéa,ww
-peo v .
(PHONE RINGS; LIFTED)
CHIEF ot wherald
{MUSIC:———BP+3BRIDGES_IN EXCITENENT_AND_UL?)
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CORK :

CHIEF:
CORK!
CHIEF:
CORK:
CHIEF:
CORK+:
CHIER:

CORK :

CHIEF:
CORK:

CHIEF:

HARRY:

SUMMERS :
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{DOOR OPEN...SLAM)

* . <
-eff1TE,  Did you ring nam?
AKNOWS—ITH A WASHOUT}—HNo—weed;—en

f—sraveling-salesmanr—I—zimost—scared—himhelfto—death,
Grents

It's been too long, John, I think we've missed out,

_ - =?#f'&>3ﬂcuzﬁ¢?

Sooner or later, he!
A crazy man isn't alWways a fool, He reads the papers too.
Think he'll come back and stick his head in a noose? Not
in a2 hundred yenrs.

Sure, the heat's on, He knows that but give him a 1it%le
more time. He'll come out in the open.

And 1f he doesn't...

The kind of man he 1s says he will., Everything about hils
behavior points to a psychopath lilke he was wearing a sign.
Het!ll try tec show he can do 1t again. He'll throw it in
our faces,

It all adds up to one thing, John. If he never tries it

4]

again.,.hels safe., But if he does.,.well...we'lve got

chance.

{ . . (8.3, SOUNDS OF—%y S TOWN STREET 2., AN OCCASTONAL

How“.nw OCChSIONAL CAR PLISING WXY OFF J

MOST/ PROMINENT (J8 A KID THROWING & BALL AGAINST

A WALL, LISTEN TO IT FOR A MOMENT,,.THEN) _ , 7
(PROJECTING SLIGHETLY) Hey, Mister. “Aizet the ball, Wii—yomt,.
there 1t ls...next to the car... 412*‘/Z;t

{A MAN'S STEPS COME ON)

Here you abe, 50h.

ATHOT QOUE09%6
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HARRY+ Thanks, Mister,

(BALL THROWS AGAINST WALL WITH BELOW)
SUMMERS:  (GENTLE) %2? catch pretty good.
HARRY: I'm ¥~ i y friend, We're golng to play handball,
SUMMERS: I'11 bet you win.
HARRY: Annh...he always does. (ADDING HASTILY) But he's bigger.
SUMMERS : 8ay, would you like some of thls candy.

HARRY: (INTERESTED) (THE BALL—THROWINGSTOPS) (BUT HE HESITATES ,
WITH THE CANDY) Thanks...but I.,.I don't think I can. .

SUMMERS : Go on., It's very good.

H4RRY: + Well...

SUMMERS : Just one plece, It won't hurt your supper.

HARRY: Okey...thanks,

SUMMERS: This is & nice street., Which ia your house?

HARRY: (MOUTH FULL) The one over there. The green and white.

SUMMERS: That's a2 fine house, You're a lucky boy. Here..have
another plece...0o on...it's all rlght,

HARRY: Sure,

SUMMERS: What'!s your name?

HARRY: Hrrry.

SUMMERS : Bet your father's real proud of you, Harry.

HEARRY: Guess T better zet my friend, I hove to be home soon.

SUMMERS ¢ So early.

HARRY: My mother told me, We're going to the movies tonight.

SUMMERS : All of you?

HARRY: It's = good plcburc,

SUMMERS: Well, I don't blame you. I guess you llke to stay up
late.

HARRY: Tomorrow's Szbturday. Mo school.

SUMMERS: That's right., I forgot.

ATHO1 GO0l




HARRY:
SUMMERS:
HARRY:

SUMMERS:

SUMMERS :

HARRY:

(MUSIC:
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I have to go now, Mister,
11 right, ﬁarry. I hope I Be¢e you ggalin,
Sure, @Goodbye, Mister,

(HLRRY STARTS OFF)
Oh, Harry.

(STEPS STOP)

e .

Before you go.%.have snother plece of candy..

{DIALING)
(AFTER GETTING CONNECTION) Whitey...this is Harry.
Look, my mother got slck. We 2in't golng to the movies...
Well, it ain't my fault, Look, I gotta hang up. My
father wanta to ¢pll the doetor, Okay...goodbye!

(HANGING UP)

MRS ALLEN:

HARRY:

MRS ALLEN:

MRS ALLEN:

HARRY:

MRS ALLEN:

HARRY:

MR3 ALLEN:

HARRY:
MRS ALLEN:

(DOORBELL RINGING) (SLIGHT BEAT...DCOR COPENS)
Goodness, Herry,..what are you doing up 80 late?
I'm supposed to borrow your 1lce bag, Mrs Allen. My
mother!'s slck,
oOh, I'm sorry. Come on in.
(DCOR CLOSING, STEPS WITH BELOW)
Ttis back here in the kitchen. What's the matter with
your mother, Harry?
I denl't knoW.
Maybe I ouzht to go ovel.
Mr Alilen homc?
No, he's on duby tonisht,.
(STEPS STOF)
Gee, you're lucky.

Lam I?
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HARRY: Sure. He's a cop.

MRS ALLEN: (AMUSED) Harry, you wait, I'm going back with you.
Now, where 1s that bag.

(RUMMAGING AROUND) (IT STOPS ABRUPTLY)

MRS ALLEN: {CURIOUSLY) Harry.

HARRY: Yeah?

MRS ALLEN: Look out this window. Who's that man at the side of
your house? '

HARRY: I...I can't see him too good.

MRS ALLEN: Look, he's snezking around to the back.

HARRY: J What do you supposc he wanta?

MRS ALLEN: He's pesring in the window. Harry, maybe it's silly bub
I'm going to call the police.

(MUSIC: _ _UP EXCITEDLY AND BEHIND)

MRS ALLEN: (PEEERR) I watched him, Chief, When he haard you drive
up he ran out to those woods.

CHIEF: Thanks Mrs Allen. (HSNGS=YE) He can't be far off.
All right, men, Let's go.

(NIGHT COUNTRY SOUNDS. A MAN RUNNING HEAVILY
THRU THE BRUSH. WE HEAR HIM BREATHING HEAVILY)

SUMMERS: {HALF ALOUD) Can't,..can't go on much more.

(HE STUMBLES TO A STOP. POLICE WHISTLES SOUND OFF.
HE STARTS UP AGAIN)

SUMMERS ¢ They...they have to lemme alone.
CHIEF: (WAY OFF) There hc 1s...
(HE STUMBLES3 ALONG)
CHIEF: (A BIT NE4RER} 8top...or I shoot.
SUMMERS: Have to gebt away. Hive to get away...getb away.
(A SHOT FROM COFF..,THEN ANOTHER AND SUMMERS MOANS,

“HOTHER-SHOT—AND-HE-FS-HIT-AGAIN., HE STAGGERS TC
4 HALT AND FALLS INTO THE BRUSH)
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CORK:
CHIEF:
CORK:
CHIEF:
CORK:
CHIEF:

CORK:
CHIEF:
SUMMERS :
CHIEF:
SUMMERS:
CHIEF:
SUMMERS 2
CORK:

SUMMERS :
CORK :
SUMMERS :
CORK:
SUMMERS:

CORK s

SUMMERS »
CORK:

You sure had him pegged, John, Found scme pa2pers on him,

Used to be in & hospltal for the criminalvinsane.
Can I see him, Chlgf?

Doc says he won't live out the night,

Did he talk?

Says he didn't do 1t.

Ifd 1ike to go in.

Sure...
{DOOR OPENS AND THEY WALK A FEW STEPS IR THE ROOM)
It's him all right. Fits the description perfect.
Summers.....sumners, do you hear me?
(WEAKLY) Yes.
Why don't you tell us all esbout 1t?
Nofhing...nothing to tell,
You killed the Novzks, didn't you?
Don't know them.
The evidence is 211 against you, Mr, Summers, We know 1t
was you.
(SLIGHT BEAT) Prove 1it!
You robbed those houses In Joliet, dldnft you?
Yes.
Just like you were trying to rob that house you broke into
tonight.
They...,they Wwere supposed £to go.+.t0...t0 the movies. The
boy was lying.
{IRRITATED) You were in the Novak house. You stole their
car and toak the train from West Chilczgo.
How do you know, Weren't no fingerprints on the car,

Because you wiped 1t clean,
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SUMMERS: I.. I don't went to talk nomore,

( CORK: Look, Summers...
CHIEFR: Won't do no good, John,
CORK: But Chief...he has to talk,
CHIEF: I've been at hilm since they brought him in. You see what'

he's 1like, (GENTLY} Come on,
(THEY WALK THE FEW STEPS QUT AND THE DOOR CLOSES)

CORK: That twilsted brain of his knows one thing. We can't
close thls case without a confession’

CHIEF: Let him hold out. We know there won't be any more killings.

CORK: Sure.,.but what about the people in this town, If he dies
without admitting his gullt...they!ll never know.

CHIEF: We'll tell them,..both of us.

CORK: No, Chief, 1It's not good envugh, They have to hear 1t
from the murderer himself, If he dies without tealling
them. .. theytll stay scared therost—of—thelp-livess

CHIEF: (SLIGHT BEAT} Don't Xnow what we con do about 1t, John,

I already told yocu. He's dying.

NARR: The deys of work...the se:rching;..the tracklng down.
All of 1t coming up 2g2inst 2 dead end sign. Any minute
now will be too late. You have to make him talk...but
how, How do you talk to a madman?

CHIEF: No use going back in there, John, It!d be llke gquestloning

a dead man.

CORK ¢ I've zot =zn ldes und I have to try 1lt,
CHIEF: (SIGHS) If you wwnt, Co 2head.
CORK: You come 1n too.

{THEY OPEN THE DOOR AND WALK IN & FEW STEPS)
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CORK:
CHIEY:
CORK:
SUMMERS:
CORK:

SUMMERS :

CORK:

SUMMERS :

CCRK:

SUMMERS:
CORK:

SUMMERS:
CORK:

CHIEF:
CORK:

SUMMERS :
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Mr, Summers,..Mr Summers...
He's opening his eyea.
Mr, Summers. Do you heal me now,
(SLIGHT BEAT) (JUST AUDIBLE) Yes.
You're dying, Mr Summers., You know that, don't you?
You're dylng.
I know,
Thousands of people are watching thls room, Mr, Summers.
Every man and child 1in this town, They're 211 locklng up
here, (SLIGHT BEAT} You sce...they're depending on you.
On,..on ma,
Yes, sir. They're afreld, Mr Summers,..more afraid than
any people I've ever seen, Every night they lock thetir
doors and pray for the morning. {SLIGHT BEAT) It's you
they're afraid of. You,
Aafrald.
what happened to the Novaks, they think might happen to
them, And only when the murderer is found...wlll they be
free. Mr., Summers....youlre that man.
T.esal can't talk.
¥You've got to. All those people, Mr. 3ummers, .. thousands
of them, They beleng to you., Of a2ll the great things
you've done 1n your 1life,,..this 1s the greatest, The
chonce to ontrol thousand of lives.
John...he doesntt hear you.

Mr, Summers..Mr, Summers...you'lve got to listen. -Sev
Hode

thege-people—free. Stop them from belng afraid. Make

them remember you. Mr, Summers.,.s2y it...say i,
(VERY FAINT,..AFTER & BEAT) I...I didn't mean...them...

a2ny harm. I...I dldn't mean..,to..kill them,
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CHAPPELL: 1In just a moment we'll read you a telegram from John
A, Corkery of the Aurora Beacon-News, with the final

sutcome of tonlght's Blg Story.

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)

¥
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THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #273
CLOSING COMMERCIAL

{START E.T.)

CHAPPELL: Guard ngsinst throat-scratchl

GROUP: Enjoy thesmooth smoking of flne tobaccos. Smoke a2 PELL
MELL,

(END E.T.)

CHAPPELL: Yes, smoke a PELL MELL and dlscovser how PELL MELL'S
greater lengbth of fine tobaccos filters the smoke on the
Wway to your throat - filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

HARRICE: Remember thig, the further a puff of smoke 15 filtered
through fine tobecess, the milder it bscomes.

CHAPPELL: Ab the_ﬁ;ggg puff PELL MELL smoke 1s filtered further
than that of any other leading cigarette. Moreover,

after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - by notunl meazsure - PELL

MELL'S greater length of tradition=21ly fine tobaccos

still travels the smoke further - filters the smoke and
makes 1t mlld,
HARRICE: Thus PELL MELL'S fine mellow bobzcedos glve you a smoothness,

mildness and satlsfaction no other cigarette of fers you.

CHAPPELL: Wherever you go today, notlce how nany people hoave

chengsd to PELL MELL -~ the longer, floer clgarette 1n

the dlstinguished red package. smoke PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES - "Outstandingl"
HARRICE: And - they »rc mildl
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CHAPPELL:

CHAPPELL:

Now we read you that telegram from John A. Corkery.of the
Aurora {Illincis) Beacon-News.

Murderer in tonight's Big Story died & few mimutes after
having made confesslon., Property stolen in robbefies was
found hidden in his room, jtﬂﬁfﬁ} it was e worthless
collection of flve and ten cent store imltation fJewelry,
Mzny thanks for tonight's rELL MELL iward. LY
Thank you, Mr. Corkery...the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to present to you the PELL MELL Award
for notable service in the fizld of Jjournalism...a check

for $500, and 2 speclallfmounted bronze plague engraved

with your name and the name of your paper. Accept 1t

as # lasting memento of your truly significant achlevement,
Listen agaln next week, same time same statlon, when

?ELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present znother BIG STORY -
A Big Story from the front pages of the Memphis, Tenn
Fress-8cimitar - by line, Null Adems., A Big 3tory of

a reporter who helps to untangle the knot on an odd and

vioslent case.

CHAFPELL:

And remember...every waek you con see another different
Big Story on televislon -- brought &5 you by the makers

of Pell Mell FPamous Clgarettes.

THEME WIPE AND FADE TQ BG ON CUE)
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FCHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY 18 a Bernard J. rfrockter Production,

- original music composed and conducted by Valdimir SIenisky.
Tonight'!s program was adapted by Alvin Boretg from an
motucl stury from the front poges of the Aurora, Illinols
Beooom-News, Your nerrator was Bob Sloane and Joe
Helgesen played the part of John Corkery, In order to
protect the names of people actuzlly involved in tonight's
authentlc BIG STORY, the names of 211 characters in the
dramatization were changed with the exceptlon of the
reparter, M Corkery.

(MUSIC: _ _THEME Ur FULL_AND_FiDE FOR)
This 1s Ernest Choppell speaking for the makers of FELL
MELL FiMOUS CIGARETTS.

THIS IS NBC...THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY
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NBC THE BIG STORY #27h
3:30 - 10:00 PM EST JUNE_25, 1952 WEDNESDAY
(Null Adams: Memphls Press-Scimitay) |

CHAPBELL: FELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES presents...THE BIG STORY!
(MUSIC: _ _ _DISCORDANT EFFRCT....FADE)
(XNOCK ON DOOR HARD,,.,REPEAT)
WANDA : (23) (NERVOUS) (OVER SECOND KNOCKING) Glen - it's Sunday
- don't knock so hard, -
GLEN: (26) (LOADED) 's alright, Wanda - 's afterncon already -
everfbody's up long time ago -
(START TO KNOCK LOUD AGAIN, THEN OPEN DOCR)
TOM: (35) (VOICE OF BIG HEAVY MAN) (ON OPENING DOOR) Say,
who's - (FRIENDLY) Oh, hello, Glen. Come on in,
GLEN: Same to you, Tom - I mean - sure - 0.K,
{CLOSE DOOR)
Wan! you to meet my new frien' -~ little Wanda Shevlin,
WANDA: (NERVOUS} He's drunk.
TOM: (DRILY) Guess he 1s - azain,
GLEN: Now don! start off Insultin' me, Tom - came over apologize
to you - so dont start off insultin' me.
TOM: hipologlze to me? For what, Glen?
GLEN: Firin' at your car las'! night, Tom pal - shootin!' at your
car las! night when -
TOM: - when I was driving away from the Roadside Tavern.
So you were the one, (ANGRY} If I didn't know how
lijuor drove you crazy, Glen -
GLEN: (SHOUTING) Insultin'! me! M Alpi', I'1l show you!l
WANDA : (SCREAMING) Glen, put that gun away! Glen!
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CHAPPELL:
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Gimme that gun, Glen!
{ SHOT)

THE BIG STORY. The story you are about to hear actually
happened! It happened in Memphis, Tennessee, It 1s
authentic and 1s offered as a tribute to the men and
women of the greqt American newspapers. (FLAT) From the
pages of the Press-Scimitar: the story of g reporter

. P
helps to untangle the knot on zn odd and viotent case.
Tonight, to Null Adams for his Dilg Story, goes the PELL
MELL $500 Award,

" — —

(COMMERCIAL)
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GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

" CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPPELL:
HARRICE:

’
'

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #274

QPENING COMMERCIAL

(START E.T.)
guard agalnst throat-scratch!l
EnJjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a
PELL MELL,

(END E.T.)

Yes, smoke a PELL MELL arid discover how PELL MELL!S
greater length of fine tobaccos fllters the smoke on
the way to your throat - filters the smoke and makes
it mlla,
Remember tnis - the further your clgarette fllters the
smoke threugh fine tobaccos, the milder that smoke
becomes,
At the first puff PEEL MELL smoke 1s flltered further
through fine tobaccos than that of any other 1eading
cigarette. And whatl!s more after 5 puffs, or 10, or

17 - by actual measuyre - PELL MBLL'S greater length of

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

smoocthness, mildness, and satisfaction no other cigarette

of'fers you,
So smoke PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstandingl"

And - they are mild!
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(MUSIC:
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CH.PPELL:

QaUsIcs _
NALR:

W.NDL:
TOM:
GLIN:
TCH:
GLEN :

TCM:

GLEN:

‘I111 kcep it, Glen.

Rov.

S P

3

THEY

——

it

] UPRER).
Vieriphis, Tirnessce....sthe story as it actually

hapoenced. . - JHull Adans! story as he 1ived 1tccesves

_ DISCORDATT MOTIF UNDZR)

Ybu'ro.only 193 Hull Adams, but youtve werked around
nowépapcrs since your swnor vacations in kigh schocl.
and for tho last two years youive been cn
boat. .. voteran, as oxperiencé £0e5. Rut

that bezan with the visit of drunlien Glon Helly wo ais

fricmd Mo Dundee was o rood oae bto dizuse Sloot froo

the start, Tom Dundee was a big 290 pounds, wal he
had his work cut out for him btaking the :nn away
zatie

from his fricad Glen, while the ris torrifiad

girl friend Wondn watehodoseases
Get the sun away fron hin; g0t the gun away fron hing
(EFT0LT) Cone on, Glen = glve it to ne -
(WILD) Insulted me = y! insulted rmel
(FIN.L WRZHCE) Alricht - alright,

Girzoe back ny sun, Tord (STLRTING TO CRYY Give it bock
O 0 venes

Mow just cool off., I dentt want

i3 ”

any nere mulle golnt! past ny ear.

(RABEPTRT.T)  Oh, whattd I do - triod t'kill =y bes!
frient - arrest me, Ten - go ahead arrcst e - you're

a datoctive serseant - arresine,

ATHKO1 QG061 11




TOoM:

GLEN:
WANDA :

TOM:

GLEN:

TOM:

GLEN:

TOM:

GLEN:
TOM:

GLEN:
TOM:

WANDA:

...5_
If I had any sense, I would. (WINCING) Look at that

bite you took out o! my hand,
(SOBRING--Oh,Ilm—a—dog; T Hm T tog;Tomd

Want me to get something from the medicine cablnet and
fix yoarféind3 Tom?

Let it go. Pour out some black coffee from that pot.
I wanna sober thls guy up,

No - no - lemme suffer. Tom - do me favor,

Yeah? What? |

Drive me'n Wanda over ¢! my sister Margaret, huh?
(WEEPING AGAIN) Wan'! my slsler Margaret comiobi—meln-
scher me up.

(DISGUSTED) 0.K., Glen, Gusss you're too much of a
willd man for me,

(SHOUTING)} Insultin' me zgainl

Aw, shut up, Glen., ({GETTING ANGRY) Come on, I'll take

you to your sister's house before I lose my temper,

There was time enough for Sergeant Tom Dundee's temper
to be trled sven more on the way, Glen Holly's married
sister, Mrs George Walker, lived a short dlstance south
of Memphls, in an area of share-cropping farms, and by
the tlme her brother rode up in front of the house wilth
his girl friend and Sergeant Dundee...

(CAR COMING TO STOP UNDER)
(ENRLGED) T says gimme back my gun, Tom]
{ANGRY) Listen, Glen, I'm only o human being, You glmme
any more trouble, I'll slap your face in,
(TRYING TO BE SCOTHING) Be quiet, Glen - everything!ll

be alright now -
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GLEN: (CUTTING IN BEFORE SHE'S FINISHED) Don! you drive me

crazy too, Wandaz! Everlbody's agains! mel

TOM: Take him 1n the house, Wanda., I had enough o! him.
GLEN: Talkin' 'at way to me? I'll soek youl
(WALLOP)
TOM: (DANGERQUSLY ANGRY) Why, you - ! Whata you mean, hangin'

cne on me? Take him out o' this car, Wande, before I
smear him all over the ground.

{OPEN CAR DOOR VIOLENTLY ON ABOVE)
Get out o! this cer, Glen, before I get red-eyed.

WANDA ; (HASTILY) Alright, alright, I'1l get him out. (GOING
AVAY SLOWLY) Come on, Glen ~ cOme Oheas

GLEN: (WITH WANDA) ZI'll sockfm agailn - lemme go, IFll sock'™m
again!

(SLAM CAR DOOR CH)
TOM: I'm gettin! out ¢' here befere I blow my top!
(SPART CAR FAST)

NARR: as 1t turned out later, Null Adams, this wzs only the
prelude. A4t about the same tHtime you wers meandering
arcund peolice headjguartsrs in Memphis - you hed pulled
the Sunday beat thls week = and you were dutifully
fishing azround for what little news there was, As pert
of the routine, you filn2lly dropped into the office of
Detectlive Inspéctor Mlilroy just 28 he was in the mldst
of a phone rconversation - 2 conversation that didntt
sound routine... ﬁﬁb &J&QQbLjﬁL?ut;?.

MILROY: (45) Yeah....Huh?..{féut where does Tort Dundee fit in?
evesYehesso¥oah, oo, (SOFT WHISTLE OF DISMAY) 0.K., Sheriff

T'm coming right out. Keep everything as 1s, will yoU....

C.Kue» I'™m cominz.
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NULL:

MILROY: -

NULL:

NARR:

M.AGLRET:

-7- Rova

(4.NG UP FHOME)
Soncthing cooking, Inspecter?
Plentve Sone guy ran armck with a knife down Oakhavon
way; and it sounds bad,
But that!s cutside the city lirmlits. Whoere do you conw
in? (THE.Y QUICKLY) Ton Dundec - was that Scrzoant
Tor: Turdes wou were talking abous?

veoh - ny Screcant Tom Dundee - that'®s why Itm belxg

4 1

ealled in. Tho story's all nixed up, bubv Qe seitc Lo

2% in there sonme place. flanws conc alonsg, youns folicw

Woli, lotts 7o, Inspoctord

Ir the Wallzer hone wou find o blecdy =i hts  Goorge
Waliar eut up soeveral tines by o dnifc nnd unconsclnus
with a doswoer working over hir, Tho Inspectsr turns
1is attention to the twe hysteriecal wenen: Wanda
Shevlin, the oirl who was with Glen Helly and Sergoant
Dundce when they errne to the house - and Glents married

I Mrs. Margaret Walkoer,..the wifc -f the man who

(]

sist
wos shabbod,

(SOBZI .Y 8coxd like ny brother Gloen was just crazy
drurk ~toin - started a fight with oy husbanc = and
than =211 of a sudden he pulled a2 knife and - and -

oh ¥ pocr husbandl
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MILROY:

MARGARET:

MILROY:
MARGARET:

MILROY:
MARGARET

MILROY:

NULL:
MILROY:

-8 .-
Doctor says hetll be alright, Mam - don't worry. - Now
which way's that shack where your brother ran to?
out the back way - that share-croppers shack acrosa the
cobton Fleld - my poor brother!s layin' in there dead -
gtabbed himself to death --
How!d he get there, Mrs. Walker?
He ran back there himself with the knife still in his
hand - and then later on somebody camcin and told me he
was layint there dead --
Who told you? The sharecroppers who live there?
Ne - that's the Harrises - Mrs, Harris and her bby Andrew,
Another nelghbor told me - seems like the Harrilses
werentt home - and Glen ran 1n there and killed himaelf -
Uh=-huh, Well - guess I better go back there and take
a look,
Mind if I go along, Inspector?
Alright, young fellow - guess you'lre entitled to your

story. Come on - welll take a look at that suicide.

(FROGS OUTSIDE THE SHACK)
Whew - not a pleasant sight, Inspector,
Nou '
Say. Inspector,
Yeah? ’fzn, %
Look where his knife 1s, Clean across the room from his
body.
Uh-huh.,
But hils hand's clonched tight, If he stabbed himself
that way - whereltd he get the strength to throw his knife

clear across the room?
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MILROY:
NULL:

MILROY:

NULL:

MILROY:

NULL:

MILROY:

NULL:

MILROY:
NULL:

MILROY:

NULLs

MILROY:
NULL:

MILROY:
NULL:

LT

And look - this kerosene lawp on the table - burning,
Who 1it 1t? Tt Just started to get dark a little while
ago., (PUZZLED)E % don?t understand that, Inspector,
Well - the way-ﬁe-was erazy drunk, as his sisgter says -
it could've been one more cockeyed thing he did befere
he killed himself,

Inspector - nobody actually saw him kill himself, when
you come to think of 1%,

Now, whatlre you, turning detective, young fellowt Stick
to reporting.

(ABASHED) Excusc me. Couldn't help thinking, (SNIFFS)
What're you snlffing at? l
Something cooking in here, Yezh - look - here on the
stove, One of those country wood-burning stoves.

(A BIT SARCASTIC) So whata you maks out of all that?
(ABASHED AGAIN) Guess the people who live here put
supper on, so0 it'!'d be ready when they got back,

¥You don't have to know worklng sharecropperst habits to
guegs that, That knife., That's what bothers me,

Yeah. How could 1t be all the woay across the room from
his body 1f he stabbed himself with 1&7%
{IRRITATED) Alright, alright.

(SUDDEN REALIZATION) Say. I know what's bothering you,
Inspector,

Ch, dv—yau?

{STARTLED} 1It's not Just that this mlght be murder
instead of sulcide -~ itt's that you know about somsbody
who had a blg fight with him earlier today,.
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MfLROY: (ANGRY) Pretty smart, arenft you, for your age?

NULL: (TOO JOLTED TO BE ABASHED THIS TIME} The one that girl
Wanda Shevlin told us about =-- Sergeant Tom Dundee,

{MUSIC: _ _ _WALLOP IT..,.AND TAKE_UNDER)

WANDA: But whatlre you taking me to headquarters for, Inspector?
What'd I do? . IS

MILROY+: (SHARP) Nothing. I Just want to go—boekwards—and—for—
wapde over your story, that!s all,

(MUSIC: _ _ _UP.,..FADE)

MILROY: You're sure about that now, You'lre absolutely sure about

J that.
WANDA ¢ {ALMOST TEARFUL) Yes - yes, Inspector: the last thing

Sergeant Dundes sald when he slammed the door of his car
wag: "I'm getting out of here before I blow my top."

Juat like that. £&nd mad, Mad, What're you blaming me

for?
MILROY: I'm not blaming you, young lady, Soge facts are Just
Lot ool e ihe
unpleasant, that!s all, Now efsen-he drove away after

that - dld you see him around agein?

WANDA: No, I didn't.

MILROY: Or hiscar, Did you happen to see his car parked enywhere
near there after that?

WANDA: No, I didnlt sgee hig car, Why? Whylra you asking me

such questicna?

MILRQOY: Never mind.
WANDA ¢ Well, alright, then, can I go home now?
MILROY: Well - alright - I guess that's ail I have to ask you,

Gc on home.

WANDA: I still don't know why youte mad. (GOING AWAY) (TEARFUL)
Bad enough a&ll that happened with poor Glen, ( SHUDDERING)
Although he might've killed me.

ATHOT 0006117




F- ‘M. il * " S

- 11 -

(OPEN DOOR OFF)
WANDA 3 — O —tt+s—been—Just—a—terrivie—dayl
(CLOSE DOOR OFF)

NULL: \%%WTI e

MILROY: Angther—eeuﬂby—heurd—from*agatn- Wh“t's the amateur
detective got on hls mind now? Go ahead: T can see

another blg thought struggling around in gyour head.

NULL: Well - T was Just thinking there arc plenty of trees s
around the main rcad znd the side road out there.
MILROY: Whnere a car could be parked out of sight. I'm gonna
J recommand you for the force yet.
NULL: It doesn't make me any happler than 1t does you, Inspector,

I know Tom Dundee 00,
MILROY: do what do you figure? He did it, 1in splfe of that?
NULL: Well - the only thing I figure right now, Inspector -
I know what you figure you have to do at thiasipolnt, no
matter how you feel about 1%,
MILROY: (ALMOST SNARLING) I wonder what makes the younger
generation of reporters so smart!
{YANK PHONE OFF CRADLE)
Hello! Pind Sergeant Dundee - Tom Dundee - and tell him
to come 1n to see me right away!
(SLAM PHONE BACK INTQ CRADLE)
TOM: Inapector, this 1s the first thing I knew about anything
that happared out there.
MILROY: You know who Wanda Shevlin 1s, Tom?
TOM: Sure, Inspector, Glenl!s new girl friend, I met her for
the first time today. She works at the shoe store where

hets - where he was the manager,
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MILROY:

TOM:
MILROY:

TOM:
MILROY:

TOM:
MILRCY:
TOM:

MILROY:

TOM:

MILROY:
TOM:
MILROY:

TOM:

MILRO¥:
TOM:
MILROY:

TCMs
MILROY:
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She told me & stery, Tom. T grifiedimr—to-e—erisp-on
1% - but 1t came oyt the same way in the cnd: that you
and Glen Holly had a big fight earlier today.

What? ©h., I see whet you mean, Inspector,

Sure., That!s why youlre a sergeant of detectlves, Tom.
Well? How about 1%

The fight between me and Glen? It's a fact alright.
_Nice., Nice, Tom, I'm glad to hear that fact verlfied
by ¥ou,

Just the same I didn't do 1t, InspeTtor,

But you know what it looks like.

ves, I lmow what 1t looks like. But I couldn'tfve done
that to him or anybody, no matter how sore I felt,
Sure, But the routine puts the next question to yous
(TAKING THE WORDS OUT OF HIS MOUTH) Where did I go
after I drove away from his sister!s house.

Now angwer 1t.

I went home,

Well?

No, nobody saw me there. I was home alone the rest of
the afternoon.

No witnegseg, No alibi,

Mothing I could prove, Imspectors

Swell, Swell, Listen, Toms aid you do it? WNew—eome_on:

gidyout-

No, Inspector, I didnlt,

But a lot that helps. I bolteve youw-from-here—to—the W~
—meon—and—bHITKEEA L, T = but thHEtdoesmtt-help-any

orther,
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TOM:

MILROY:
TOM:

MILROY:

TOM:

- 13 -

Yeah, I know that, Inspector. Guess I'm suspended
pending investigation, huh?

Thatts what the routine says.

And 1t says because this 13 a gurder case -- I get locked
up in the ¢link too,

That's what it says, Tom,

Uh-huh. Well -~ I thought I could take anything,
Inspector - but I guess I feel the way you look: =a

11ttlie sick,

{COMMERCIAL)
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CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPPELL:

GROUP:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

L

-14= THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #2T4

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

(START E.T.)
Guard agalnst throat-scratehl
Enjoy the smocth amoking of fine tobaccos, Smoke a PELL
MELL,

(END E,T.)

Yes, smoke a PELL MELL - and discover how PELL NZLL'S
greater length of fine tobaccos filtera the smoke on the
way to your throat - f1lters the smoke and makes it mild,
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further
than that of any other leading cigarette. And, whatls

more after 5 puffa, or 10, or 17 - by actual measure -

PELL MELL'S grecter length of tradltionzlly fine

tobaccos still travels the smoke further - fllters the
smoke and makes it millid,
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos glve you a

smoothness, mildoess and satisfaction no other cigarette

pffers yol.
Guard againat throat-scratchl
Enjoy the sgmooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a
PELL MELL.
Wherever you go today, notlce how meny people have
changed to PELL MELL - the longer, flner cigarette in the
dlstingulshed red package.

{START E,T,}
Enjoy the smooth smoking of flne tobaccos. Smoke a PELD
MELL.,

(END EoTo)

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "ougstanding!”
And - they are mildl

ATHOT Q006121




- 15 - Rcv.

HARIICE: This'is Cy Harriée roeturning you to your narrator and
the Big Story of Full Adams, as he lived it and wrote it

MARD: Thero!s a two~line headline over your frenb-pags story
71l Adems, "Jjail Dotoetive Sergesnt on Charse of
Yurdert,..it says. But how you hated to write if,
You kaow Scrzcant Torm Dundse ~ have zone ocut wita Lin

' and his bandit squad on rany o raid and cmzrioency ¢al..

;nd wnen you go o visit hin in the Couwnty Joil -——ipbttf
find hin with a copy of your story.

NULL: CAraD)  It's one of those things, Tum - o stary like
that Droals --and veu know = woll, no raiior how you

ozl obont i1t yoursclies

TOM: (P07 FEILIG TE) QOOD IIMSITI)  Sura, Twll. You didn't

do me sc bad,  You wroto It ocipaight, without anr

' twicsts,.

HUETTL e nd an armient with ny City Editor abeout hot,

10 well, ne sure put a whopping hendling on it.

NGTLe I told'hin I was fcllowing up with an intervics )-Q%hh
LT:TI-ED):u%ay what vou want to, S It11 wTitc it

TOM: Well = T éidntt 1ril11 OGion Holly. I folt sorry for hio,
cver after I -0t so sore at hin, He just ccvldntt keop
cron nitting thot ligquor the way he did,

KULL: L5 for as I'm econceracd, thatt's the way it was, .Lny-
thing clsci~90m? h

TOit Thatls all there iz tolt, kid. I wasn't anywherc ncar

that-sharGCTOpper’s house where he fot killad - -by—
— TV ET
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NULL:

TOM:
NULL:
TOM:

NULL:
TOM:
NULL:

- TOM:

NULL:

TOM:

NULL:

TOMs

NULL?

TOM:

- 16 - et T
Uh~huhe By the way - I covered the whole neighborhood
around your house to find 1f there was anybody who. sawyou
home at the time.
And you didntt find anybody.
No. I was hoping, but - Inspector Milroy had combed over
the neighborhood himself before me,
P, In a way, that clamps it tighter on me.
Yeah, Double-check no alibl for yol.
That!s right, Except the guy who actually did 1t, whoever
he 1s, .
Yeah, (JOLT) Hey.
Yeah?
I was Just wondering - {EAMELY) There—I-go-making itke
-anhigifgfy—datae%%veuegain,—asHlnspectan—M¢lmey—would—sa¥*
7 . ‘ : "
1Tw;22%g;;-thinktng-Tﬁ%@% shareeroppaer fazmily that wWas
away when Glen Holly got killed in their house - a Mrs,.
Harrls and her son AndreWw -
Yeah?
Well, 1f I went out and talked to them - (FUMBLING) I
mean - mayhe after they got back home - maybe they saw
something arcund the shack or noticed something - maybe
1t7d be good for some kind of a clue =-- or am I talking
through my hat?
Kid - cne thing I learned in ten yeors dlgglng Ilnto the
Jams other peoﬁle get into: you never know in advance
whatls gonna turn cut important and what 1sn't,
Then you think I oughta give 1t a try.
Go ahead - with my thanks 1n advance, Who knows? Nobedy

else turned up anything so far., Maybe you will,
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[d b

You don't need any nore cnccuragenent than that, Tull
aAdans, ond 1t isn't long before you drive cut past
thie Wallker hono, ﬁark yeur car, and head acress the
cotton ficld in back of their home toward the
sharecrcpporff shack of the Harfisos.

B DD _Tars

NS

NARR:

HATR:

(MALXING ‘:;*'W.rf;:;f TOWS OF COTTON. FLUS DIST.LIT FRlOe
COMTYIO CLOSTR AS ER 'I.LKS.)

vorine about halfwny there - picking your wey threrih
e darknoss with a fizshiicht, whon sutdonly you
step = and for a nemcnt you donli know wIl.

(Cut WLIDINZ. EOLD FA0GS L8 T8)

LIRS eIty e - . B S A ]
(AITER P S8Wy  Tnen you renlize st 20 s une grcil
P2 garecr engking inoann Ll snat.ern 1tz hore down

the road.
Sniie sawll =5 thorce was in The Harrisas! shack couplc

of cvenines beek: turnip sroens and pot likiker and
The supper that was still ecooltin: on thi stove whilc

the doned —an lar on the flecr of the shock,

(CORTTINY, WIIING, TROGS FlIULLLY CLOSIR ..51)
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L5 you eortinue across the cotton ficld, you wender

thun how tho Forriscs must have felt, coning back %o

Tind that a ruarder had beon eompdttod in thair fono.
Lrnd then you roallzoe:

(DISLPRQTNTED) No 1ight in the housc. Toebody rooc.
{ruT WLXING,  SUSTLIN FROGS)

You verify it with yeour falsplicghts You chino it
throvch the iichon window, and the bean ecmes 6 rovy
on the sheve, nd arain yom got a Jolt - and agoin fer
a nenens rown dontt now vhiya
(PUZLLiD) lhatié funny. Pot ol turils creens - and T
likgor - and —an of corn pongs juse Lik: whon --
(3aUPT 3007 Hey - huy, for o the love of rikel

1

and vew furn Aol man bock neross i TICLL toward the

. Wallers.

PLUCTING RIS ZXCITEMEITY ¥es « ITo scrry, Mo, Walio:

(
but shorsts zoyoe iswertant inlorration Itve fof te got

Woll, I dents lmew what owore informatien Iocould
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NULL:

MARGARET ¢

NULL:

MARGARET:
NULL:

(MUsIC:

MILROY:

NULLs

MILROY:

- 19 - T

Walt - listen, Mrs. Walker - it's about those

sharecroppers back there - the Harrises - 1 was Just over

there and = could you possibly tell me whether they've
Lrfall

been home at all the last two days - since she—thingthz®

happened with your brother?

Whether Mrs, Harris and her boy've been home? Well, I

don't know, my mindls still in such a -- Come to thiek

of 1t. Where could theylve gone? L

Then they haven't been home? Is that what you mean?

They haventt been home?

That's right., Now that I think of 1t - they havent been,

Now where -

Thanks - thanks, Mrs. Walker, Please -~ can I use your

phonae?

Yes, but you!ll have to be -

I'11 be quiet = don't worry - Ifll talk quiet if 1t kills

(FILTER) I don't get 1t, kids so you saw a pot of turnip
greens and pot likker and & pan of corn pones on thellr
stove,

(QUIET AGAINST HIGH PRESSURE) Alright, now hold 1f,
Inspector, stay with me. Now suppose that was the same
supper we Baw on that stove & couple of days 2go - and
auppose 1t stayed thers while the wood in that astove
burned 1tself out - what would that supper look like by
now?

What would 1% look 1ike? The water'd all be bolled off
and the corn pones'd be burned to a crisp, (IMPATIENT)

Now whatl!re you -
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Well, you just described the exact conditlon of that
supper, Inspector. Add the fact that the Harrlses
haven!t come back home yet.
What?
That'a right. Now why would Mrs, Harrls put that
supper on to cook two days zgo - and then she and her
boy go away -~ and not come back yet, What'd make 'em
de a thing llke that, Inspectoq;caab'éuﬁeaztaﬂ"A A
(REPEATING THE QUESTION) Mhat—woul -—=-
(IT HITS HIM BETWEEN THE EYES) HeyiH:
Thatlte—exactly what T figur

{COMING IN) Mr. Adams, Mr. Adams,

I'1l be through 1n Just a couple of minutes, Mra., -
Well, zlright, byt I just saw 2 light go on back there,
! k&aiihjﬂhaa v

Sure sure! Inspector, now supposing - Walt, hedd—en-
a minute, What did you say, Mrs. Walker? A light?
Wheret
Back 1n the Harrises! shack.
Inspector, it looks llke the Harrises Jus

Aok e «M%
I heard, son —deﬂ*t*mo

MR —

tngre'

Just thlis minute.

— e Y

(WALKING BIZ AS BEFORE, FROGS FAIRLY CLOSE AND

COMING CLOSER).,
(LOW) 1I'm glad for the racket those frogsltre making.
Cover up any nolge We make, q
(LOW) Mrs. Walker says the boy Andrew's onlyiﬁ?“—inﬂ?
they—e&n—ccmeTEIEEEZ‘husky»eut—an—the-#&rm—at—hh&%—&gef
Held have bo bethusky to kill Glen Holly in the wild

sondition that drunk was 1in,
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You figure that'a the-only answer to the puzzle,
Sure., Why else would young Harrls and his mother'cut and
run? I figure him and Glen Holly were on the outs some
way.
Thatls the only way it makes sense,
Better keep quiet now, I'1ll signal the men in with my
flashlight,
(WALKING s eeesosnsnsnsonasssesCUT)
(WHISPER) Alright. Here goes,
(CRASH DOCR IN)
(40) (SCREAMS)
(19) (SCARED STIFF) Whata you want] Who are youl

Andy, all those men outside - what do they want!

(LETTING DOWN CONSIDERABLY) Whoa -~ hold 1t, men. S¥e
{WHISPER) ﬂeiﬁ—eef%&&n&y—no—huskrfnﬂﬂnﬂﬁxn;%%zgﬁ he

certalinly looks anything bulb dangerous.

(VOICE SHAKY) Who are - who are you?

Memphis pollce, son.

Police? What -

(SHE HAS A SOFT, WARM VOICE, AND WE GET IT3 QUALITY NOW,
THOUGH SHE'S STILL SHAKY) ©Oh - maybe they can tell us
what's wrong, Andy. Offlcer, we got home just a 1ittte
while ago - and we found all these dark stains on the
floor -~ and we were Just trying to wash them up when
you broke 1in.

(JUST A BIT UNSURE} Now walt a minute, Mam. You know
what those stains are, znd you know how they got there.
What? What do you mean?

I'1ll zsk your son: What did you have against ¢len Holly,

young fellow?
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(VOICE SHAKY) Who? Against who, officer?
(STILL NOT SO SURE NOW) Now look here, I KnoW you out
bdmeup—and killed him.

What? T did what? Ma, 4id you hear what he szid?
(WHISPER) And a mamaz®s boy too, Inspector, I dont't get
1t. Something's wrong in the way we figured it.

What're you whispering there? Whatlre you saylng about
my boy? I don't understand all this terrible talk about
my boy killing and things.

Welll sec whether you do or not, Mrs, Harris, Comon -
you and your boy!re coming along to headguarters.

But this ig terriblel! Why?

Take 'em alohg, Men.
GLQW%——WQ%%*-—iUUks—1tet“ﬁﬁf@ﬁwwﬁr{hﬁdeﬁ—&ﬂhl%—eu%-cf*tme

weods.yet,Inspeetoly—

MRS, HARRIS:

ANDREW:
MRS. HARRIS:

ANDREW ¢

MILROY:

(CaLM) 1It's very easy to expleln, Inspector. If I'dlve
realized what was bothering you, I'dfve told you. When
I put that supper on the stove to cook, I expected we'ld
come back 1n time to eat it. But then out 1n the woods
theres, where we were gathering wood, why, my boy twlsted
his ankl=z.,

That's right, Inspector.

So I figured we'd Just stay out at cur other shack there,
and while Andy was resting up his ankle, I'd gather in
some morz Wood.

Thatls right, Inspector.

Uh-hun. (MORE SURE OF HIMSELF NOW) Wonder how you'd

answer gquestions wilthout your ma spound, SOnN.
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What? What 4! you mean, Inspectof? ‘"N—P “

Would you Just step lnto the next roog, Mam? Take her in
the next room, Steve, Steve : OK M '

(A LIPTLE LESS CALM) ©No. Why? Why can't I stay with my
boy?

(SCARED) We're answering the questions alright, Inspector,
Pake her in the next room, Steve,

(GOING AWAY, STRUGGLING) ¥o - let me@ﬁ;—hm—- 22: i
(SWIFTLY) Now, Andy, X!1l put it to you the way I see it
now. Any boy worth his salt has to defend hils mother,
and when that wild drunk broke into your shack with that
bloody knife in his hand -

(OFF, STRUGGLING) Andy, dontt say anythingl Let go of
me! Andy, don't answer anythingl! Let me gol

(IN SUDDEN RAGE) Let go of my wmother!

{GRABBING) Hold 1t, son.

(STRUGGLING) Let me gol Tell that big bully of yours to
let go of my mother, Inspector] Let go of herl

(SWIFTLY) Isn't this the way Lt happened, son? (HAVING
TROUBLE) Didn't that wild man go for your mother witir
hisFRatfe and then didnlt you ge—right—up-iiike—youare—
now ;—Itke—a—kite—and-grab a2 knife from the table and -
Yes yes, I -

{ALSMOST SHRIEKING) Andy, keep quleti

(WILD) I did 1t, I cut him down Just in time, just before
he got to her! Now let her go, let go of herl

Alright, Steve. Let her go, Alright, son.

{FEEPING) Oh, Andy - Andy boy - what did you do --

I couldn't help it, Ma - oh, Ma, I couldn'’t help myself ~~
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MRS. HARRIS: Oh, what'll happen to you now, Andy -~ I had 1% all
worked out to protect you and - Oh, Andy, Andy, boyl

What!ll happen to you nowl

(MUSIC: _ _. _CURTAIN)

CHAPPELL: In jJust a moment we'll read you a telegram from Null
Adams of The Memphis, Tennessee Press-Scimitar, with the
final outcome of tonight!s BIG STORY,

(MUSIC: _ _ _FANFARE) -

{MysIc: _ _ _TURNTABLE)

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #2T74

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

(START E.T.)
Guard against throat-scratchl
BEnJoy the smooth smoking of fine tobacces. Smoke a PELL
MELL,
(END E,T,)
Yes, smcke a PELL MELL and discover how PELL MELL'S
greater length of fine tobaccos filters the smoke on
the way to your throat -~ fllters the smoke and makes
it mild. .
I
Remember this, the further a puff of smoke 4P filtered
through fine tobaccos, the milder 1t becomes,
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtared further

than that of any other leading cigarette, Moreover,

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

PELL MELL!3 greater length of traditilonally fine tobaccos

8t1ll travels the smoke further - filters the smoke and
makes 1t milg,
Thua PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you a

smoothness, mildness and satggfgztion no other clgarette

offers you,

Wherever you go today, notlce how many people have changed
to PELL MELL - the longer, flner cigarette in the
distingulshed red package, Smoke PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES -- "Oubstanding!"

And = they are nild}
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(MUSIC: To.G)

CH.PFELL: Tow we rocd you that telegran from Hull Adans of tho
Morwohi s, Tenncssco ProsegsSeiitar,

WULL: nplicn exoncratod young boy irn killing of Clean Holly on

Lagis that he was acting in dofense of nmother ascirsy

smrdersus assault, The Sarreant wvas conpletely clear.d

and irpiedictoly reinstoted in zrade and duty as head

of baidit coucd. Consider this 2 happy ending all

arcund, including tornisht!s PELL IELL Sward Lo 2o,

tilch I doanldy aprroclatc.

e

Cr. PPalies Thonk you, 1Te 82nse...the makers of FILL MILL FLCTUS
CTELIETYVIS arc nroud to prasont to you the PILL MGLL
Lwerd for notable service in the i2ld of fevrniiisdc..
& chaek fow 500, and 2 sycci&ﬂrmeuntcd Lrornze plague
cngraved with your nane and the nalc of VOUY PADCT,
secevt 1t ar a lasting nenente of your truly significans
acnievomont,

TL.RRICS: Tdsten aguin next weok, sane tine sane stoticon, whon
PHIL MELL FA0US CIGLADTTSS will prescnt anciher BIG
STORY = . Jiz Story from the front pogcs of the
Pril-delyiiio Dvening Bulletdr by-line Jean Zorrosit,
S Bic Btory of o fomdly thet was shaticrod by doath.

MUSIC: ST

CHLFPELL: ~nd ronc:bmr;...gcvcry Woek ¥ou ean sco 2ngilir
diffcront 3ig Story on tcleovisione--brouchs Ty you by

hoe ralores of Pell Mell Fanous Clgarcttes,

ct

(MUSIC: _ _ THDME WIFD_ID_FLDE T0_BG CI_GUE) _
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THE BIG STORY is a Bernard J. Prockter Production,
original music composed and conducted by Valdimig
Sliniaky. Tonight's program was adapted by 4len
Foutconer—£rom an actual story from the front pages of
the Memphisa, Tenn, Press Seimitar. Your narrator

was Bob Sloane and Mickey O'Day played‘the part of
Null Adams., In o.der to protect the names of people
actually involved in tonightts authentic BIG STORY,
the names of all characters in the dramatization were
ehanged with the exception of the reporter, Adams,

THEME UP_FULL AND FADE_FOR)

— o T e e e e mm m e W e e

This 1s Ermest Chappell speaking for the makers of
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.
THIS IS NBC..,..THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY,
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