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Cm brings to 11;53 entire rset.sork one of mﬁiots msi:
unusual pmm“‘“ﬁat Novak. . For Hire“ |




a set of morels von't csuse any more stir then “Mouzer's Day‘*

_wine with wood alchol.. All you can do 1s try to make the |
 books balence and the easlest vay to do that is keep one hand
on your billfa:td and the other hand on somsons else's. I

_money, but if anything goes wrong your trouble comes herd

mis wh&tﬂze sign out in front of mg o:_- uys...rat'
Novak far Hire, It's about the only way to meke & living
down on the ua.teri‘ront in Sen Francisco,. because around heré

in an orpha.nase, Meybe that's not good, bubt ﬂnt*s ?che way \
it is, snd it wouldn!t do any good to build & church down -
here., Because some guy'd muscle~in and start cutting the

rent ’bwts and do anything else thattll buy & varm winter, * _ ’f
It works out alright and it saves the government & 1ot of |

and it doesn't -doram good to sing the blues. Because down
hez_-e, yourre just &z'mthar'.g_uy in the chorus. I found that -
out Wedneaéa.y afternoon. Iﬁ started to rain up by pier
nineteen and I knew there vas e storm ¢n the way. The bay
looked flat and smoothed over, but you cm say that for a .
lot of quarrels; so I closed the office and walked down to
the barber shop for a shave, The barber lathered me up, l-,ﬁf@f-_':;':_ S
I couldn't ansver back, and started to tell me how Dean . .
Acheson oughtta handle things. About five minutes lster N
somebod;y walked into the shop a.nd started to te.p on my foot.

‘Ha got tireé of tlw,t and moved up to my chest.




~ You 1is'semw2

o Hets & harber, he wontt l:!,atm.

’M&ts w mm, mt 8 bazzer.

Yeah., Whatts on your nd.nd?
I ws.ntfta talk te ;nou alons..

Iﬁtls 80 ﬂmcr -

| Alright. (GRURI‘S) Le’e!s gc...... Be ‘pack in a mimzte. o

My neme is Mex Hunter, They told me I'd find you here,

You're elright w fa:e. Go ehead

I wan’e to h:l:oe you teniéxt. . ml you do something fer me"‘ ;-; 
B Rat foxt friendahip 7 ' : PR
1111 give you two hmdred éollars to follow a wcmam

Itve done it for lesas.

. Not this kind, Her name is Agnes Boiton You'll find

her at seven e'elock tom.ght at this bwling alley.
Herefs the card. The aédresa is there.

How d,o I spot her? Eead it off an a.nkle bra.celat‘?
You wan't have any. treu‘bie._ &xefs & la,rge womn, about "

- fifty years old with a reddish face.

That's no help._ For fifty, she sounds normsl.

. Not Agms &13 coui&zr*t pass for ninety. Sheﬂ.l be R
playing in the last. alley. With _a. vwoman's ‘tean ce.lle_d

the Play-mores
Yeah?

You!ll: foliem her out of the bﬂ’ﬂ‘ling &ney.

alang tha lim, metn; p}.ck u;a & green 15&;‘




 _ It doesn!t aom& 111:3 love,
‘She'll go to the yacht basin and get aboard a ’boat

boat ready and follow her into the bay. Shefll leave
- that bag eboard some ship. I ventta know the name of it.

. Yes, I'll -wait"in your office. Contact me there. M
' be careful. |

. Is she that tough?

- No, but her friends are.

They're holdovers, Just be careful.
 Yesh, It sounds easy at these prices. |
___Tha,t dependa on your luck, Mr. Nova.k If it turns ba.d, G
Ycﬁ’ve been cheated. : ‘ ' I

called the Seventh Heaven, I want you to have your

Is that twe hundred dollars worth?

With a figure like that, how come she's got a.ny'?




| Restﬁod atﬁhedoar feramnem s.rﬁm.s éyes«aaept’the o

EGV&K'

"._.shoplikeatendcllwbmm, a.rﬁthanhetumedaromd;aad

.wa.lked off, You «Gouldn"ﬁ £6ll anything fm his fa.ce,am
glyaerine. After I finishsd, I went down to Pier Nineteen

h andtooktheboatupto the yacht basin Itied upnear'bhs
B Saventh Heaven and started downtcwn to that bowling alley. It

'.'1east~, the demand is there. Abcut ten minutes a,fter 1 got

hismﬂemsaswothaaapomdsfliverinabu&cetof'

was ‘1mdies night and I stegd against the beck rail and watohw
the women bowl. Most of them were wearing siacks a.nd I
ever get a few bncks a.head I know the rigm; Business. At

‘shere, Agnea Bolton shcwed up, a.ud I knew right aws.y Max R
Hunter'd over-rated her. She wes at lesst £ifty, beca.nse yau_: R
cantt gei; that ugly without yoars of practice. . She 'QEB o

,weamng a green woolen dress and her figure ﬂasntt any worse

~ &nd there was ao much of n, you knew even har bmes were

_ (wARM) You lock sad, Mr. chak. Is 1t the view?

than a bale cf cotton somebsoéys cut. the wire on. The fa:t

hungdownfromherams Moiso

plamp,  And Max wes right. about her eomplaxion, :Lt was red

" and scretchy, as if she used a bag of sand. for cold cmam _
I musta stood there about ten minutes, watchms them bwl.. R &

when the other girl dame up. I didn't see her but I felt
heraashebmahedupagamstmefrombehind She leansd
on the raizirsg close to me, and when she started to ta.lk i ‘i -
vas like grafting & hot iron onto your BpiNe.... .. S

s ,\“ '.Vi_, o

what aere you, the repa.ir squad?
(WARM) No. I want you to do me a favcm |

: Do me one.




. *-6-5-&9

. NOVAK:

. NOVAK:
.. GIRL:

"HGVAIQ | |

GIRL:

G‘IRL: :

. NOVAK:
gz

ﬁﬁVAK:

'I'Iah?

Slids over. I bruise easy.

..I 'ml.flt‘l-'
How, whatis on your mind?. | | | L
__(S‘I‘ILL HARM) I want you to do me a favor.' Dontt follow

Agnes Bolton.
You're pretty, 'but Itve got Lb.x Hmter!s dough

1111 help you spend it. Don't let Agnes Bolton get to

Look, angel g0 Warm up an armoery. I*ve got & dea.l-.

| Suppoae I tell Agnes Bolton you!Te gonna follow her. IR SR

You'd tell her first, vithout tegging by here. If you've -
gotsomethinganyourmind lay it on the line or relex.
I vant her vorss then Max Hunter does. When she gots tmt
greenbaglmt you to bring her to me. |

I couldn't move ]:eer that far, You better rent & derrick
Plea.se, Mr. Nova.k It important tc me. I want to t.s.lk“

to Ag;nes Bolton, - I .gan give you mcre menéy than Mex Hunter,
You haven't got enough to cover, lady. You're talkin o
sbout kidnapping&nd that's a federal I‘&p. The answer's

no,

Youtre sure?
. Unless you wantta cha.nge the offer,
I mam make it, darling.
Bantt bet your twc nundred dollars. 'Iitrs‘ bad to dle




Now, it'g my turn to brush ycu off. Go éhead and folloﬂ"_

her, Mr, Novak. But I'1l bet you have to roll her the

' _last couple of miles. .

I-Iuh?- o
And unless you can prove itis an alection bet, the
policefll cause ,you troudble. o




Pmmaxmm - SR -8
=654 . o |

NOYAK- I wetehed her as she turnsd her back and valked out of mena,--_" :
. She lﬁaked good and she wasvearmg & tight jersey dress thet
" @ave you the ides she either thought the vesther vas warm or o
ghe wasn't much on detaila. Mwmm : |
around and looked for Agnes Boltbn. ‘The game was breaking up -
and she sterted into the dressiug room. A few minutes later .
she came out and started down Market Street, It was mo
trouble following her; you could see her in the crowd and ahe
rolled from side to side as she walked and when she bumped
into anybody, they looked back at her as if they'd been hit
in the chest with a sack of jelly. She crossed the street at
‘Stockton and went into a Little coin shop. She came out sbout
- five minutes later with & green leather bag., She strapped it
over her shoulder and she held onto her purse with the other
hand. At Powell Street she got on the cable car, up near the
front...I moved up thers to be safe, She looked heavy enaugh |
to tip a cable-car up hill In that light, she didntt look
any better. Part of her hair had come undone and hung down i
in her face, like the branches on & desd tree. I noticed her =
eyes for the first time. They were small and so close |
~ together they coulda saved time and put tem 1n one socket. &B% o
got off the cable-car at (Geary and walked into a hotel. 1 B 7
followed her in and watched her squeeze into a phone bc;ot,h__'ori-'
the other side of the lobby., The way she fit, & serdine
; '7 ouggta be happy. She took some money out of her purse and -
started to dial. A couple of pecple moved in front of her m
I didn't get & look ‘for about five minutes. When they moved = =
avey, she was still talking to scmeons. I looked up sbout ‘Een |
. minutes later and I knew something was wrong, Her head was
. pressed against the phone and ahe'd rmmn out of converaaticzie ;-; o
, I walked across the lobby aai o;omed the door to the phone |
- booth. She fell out, as old as skxefd ‘ever get..u. L

\-



- COP:
. NOVAK:
L ; COP; 7.

~NOVAK:

- COP:

2

'Héi“e... h.elp me get herew%rto 8 -ccueh; ‘e
- Yes....Was she your wife... -
| If she was,..this is the way' I'd went her.

Her purse is spilled sll over the floor,,.It sure 13 a
maa. - ¥
Yeah, .

' She*s some rela.tive, huh? ,
- Iook, miater, stop tryingt to palr us up. I vas around

when she tumbled out ttm;fs all..

Yeah.,..What's she die from?

I dont't know. -

I just figured ya might Imow what she diéd from?

 No.

Itts a simple question to answer when you know what she

died from.

(SLI@E.‘LY OFF) Alright...alright.nleame th.rough here.

 VARIOUS AD LIBS FROM CROWD

(FADING IN) Alright....St.and back, ..G1ve her alri

She _can't use any more, copper.
Huh? | o

She quit about f:l.\é_e_ minutes agaf |
Who are you?

. I'm not dead., She is.
Then who's she?
- You better check on her stuff And donft. forget t.hat

3reen bags ..

- Yoah...vhat bag? | | | . S
N The gfaeen bez over there on i'he ﬂm.i;{m SE&F}
?He;i‘ ”-i'!;"sea.a wez‘ ﬁma : |




%ﬁm’a 11ttle guy?

. The one who vas talki.ng to gou, He just walked ontta here,
- carryin' a green bag. ' '

. I got out to the street and the little man had just

crossed Geary. He turned and looked back once and I saw
him melt into the crowd and diseppear quickly, like the

- weke of a ahip on a dark night. When I came back to the

lobby, the copper was over by the couch, msking nolses in

“his throat as if he was tryin' to eat a pound of
. cellophane. The manager of t.ha hotel was wringing his

hands and making little steps, like & ballet dancer with
the hotfoot. The copper took my name and put in & call to

nomicide and a fev minutes later I got into that phone |
booth, There was & number on the ‘pad and I took it down.

Greqsting ¥-296
M. It didn't prove much, but Agnes Bolton

wasntt out to prove much tonight. I began golng through

the phone book but there was no Max Hunter listed and when
I called the office, nobody answered, I knew there was as
much chance of him slming up as a second piece of butter
on & fifty.cent lunch. I ran down .MtMnumber and

found out it ves an address out on Post Street. I walked

through the lobby and out the side door. Some of the
people were out of the dining room and they looked mad
because Agnes Bolton had died during the roast beef

instead of later., I walked down Geary to the Union Square

garage and gave the guy my tlcket, He started down the
remp for the car amd I stood f&iere walting. I musta

- Llooked lonely, because Hellmen from homicide shovod up near

the cashier's cage and started over. He made his way

: :j_-thmagh the cars, and as he squeezed by the last omne he \
looked like & m-ncn.




3he was a government agent.-

{ON G‘UE) Hella, w“.m giﬁentmea her.

1 3; You had lots to wark'with, Hkllman

'Where you ‘going?

Qut on Post Street _

- I'11 go with you. Her name was Agnes Bolton.

You resd it somewhere?

They got their money!s worth.

The coroner says she dled . of quick polson,

How quick?

Five minutes. e

You're workin' him too hard, Hellman,
Hets got a license. He says five minutes. i
She wes in that phone booth ten minutes. Nobody got to her._:_f_*

She looked dead to me, Novak, I don't believe you,

I'm hurt,

I don't belleve a thing you sayl

That!s up to you, I'm not starting & religion, Hellman.

I vatched her for ten minutes, Nobody got to herl You

better check on that 1itile guy.

Yesh? - -

She was carrying & green bag. A little guy walked out
there with 1t. | |

' He sounds hard to find. You dontt.

(FADING IN) Hey, mister, is this your ticket?
Yeah. It's a blue Nesh,
You better came down and drive 1t up.

I can't get to the wheel. The guy in there -

won't move.




I dontt b}.ama him elther. When you're dead, you got &
'Hellmen stood there & mament, wiping his teeth with his |
' tor@ue and it bagen to sound like someone’ beating the

| no__ises, we ya.lked dmtn_ths ramp to the car. It was the

coat and turning to look a.t. the guy to make sure he didn't |

leave....

- Eels your passenger.

- Mex Hunter.

1ght to rest

bathtub with & piece of gteak. When he finished making

11ttle guy who'd taken the green bag. He was hunched
over and he was grabbing the wheel as if he!d just
mexried 1t. Hellmsn 1ifted his head up and laid him
scross the seat. The light was bad, but you could see a
1ittle of his face. 'I‘here was watering around his | |
forehead and the damp helr wes plastered down under. the
hat brim The perspiration had broken up and started to

run down his forehead like tears, and you got the 1dea he

cried out of hia hairline instead of his eyes. He didnit B e
look surpr__ised or palned; he just gtared with a puzzled |
look, aa-if he'd missed part of the cﬁnversation.'
Hel]man stood there, trying to wipe. some egg off his

S0 what happened, Novek? B
S0 he had an automobile accident, Hellmen, I don't kmow.

He bummed the ride h:lmself When I sav him, he was on

his way with tha’c green bag.

Where is 1t? R
He got te.lked out of it " You better check on a guy named ‘




| :ge gawa me"'ma hundred buelea to taﬂ. é@es Boltan,
: mether offer too.. v

BbItom
_Yoa couldn*t pin dcmn a dead butterfly, Hellman You
-better J.oak up Mox Hﬁ&ter end check on a bsat called

P -'if'f‘ %mth Hemven. - Sl
N I willahd I'I) put e teil an you, m@:.
L gou ail ovar San Fraﬁciaco.

et

Yeaﬁ? "

A bim biscuit and she sad.d every%hing on the beat.
- For & total stra.nger ;rou sure met a 10t of people.
1{@& better meet 'enm ﬁoo, Hellman, Because one of !em got

to wxea Belton. o
HO‘H‘ &fbout junior hem? md he cr&ul down the ra.mp and

dis on your seat covers?

I d&n't know how he got h:ere. ,

 Maybe you left him here and forgot. |
: He wnulc!n't slip my mind I haven't murdered amrbody :Ln
~ the front seat. | | |

- It1l bet itts ﬁvely thougx You better got e story,
 Novak. | o

e Yeu*ve already got mine Hellma.n

- You vamt 1like the ending.

I*ll bet you do. | _
1fke it fins, Novek, You're the only lead on Agnes
I'll shep ammd and get enaugh to pin you down.

H&rll alic dhraviah ani donr



Jeft £ w Y @ﬁ ot to tam g

' on Post Street. But it ves & weste of time. I might a3
, _well been peddling w.p sheeta in & monastary. It was a

brown house on the corner a.nd me:-e was a big cnrved

w}gﬂm that stuck out from the rest of the house, like & ;- __

~ epet on the back of your neck. Atoathlycldmn o
anawered the door and said he aidntt lmew Agnes Bolton.. L

I was pretty sure he was an the level; he -just kept.

nodding his head snd rubbing the wrinkles on hls face.
There were enough. of them there to bundle up a.nd sell &a |
a ca.nal I left a.nd rode dovntwn again - On the way, ‘I_ :

. went by the yacht baain axd the Seventh Heaven had moved
out :Lnto the stream, It szas raining haxﬁer nov apd - the

dacks 1ooked ahiney, as if somebody had given tem & -

- coat of egg white, I had a couple of places to hit, S0

I looked up Jocko Madigan. Hets a good guy who never
le&med that 1f you keep your foot on a bar rall for
twenty years....ittll do n'm'e good for your‘arches than _
it will for your brains....I finally fomd him in the
Hant Roam of the Bellview Hotel, o

.mmmmmm ON CUE

{BGZ[LED TO THE EYES) Ah, Patey.....A drink for Mr,
Nnvak....somtm.ns to take off the ohill.,.: -

‘I dontt want a Mnk, Jacka”..‘!‘au've had encr.rgh toa L
- I refuse to shiver to death Patey.ul'é look terrible wiﬁ:';"
& blue face,., )

Willys stop detakini Jocko,. .




~ JOCKO:

| Puwaaen,l mde a deal wim Iie the bartender ta
buy mx’y eight drmunéﬁ I*ve gat him on the mn...By
 morning It1l have him in bankruptcy court.

'_'mao@a...%wwm T
.(MHNG OK} I alvays know uhan Ifve had. enougl to d;*ink,
 Patay..s¥hen '

| Drogress....:
Alright Jocko... . | |
 ¥ou don't imﬂw the difference between geod and evil...for = _

: - you, &ll of hums.n endea;w is a vague blur 1::: high heeIsu. )

L - and your Vocabulary is a few gutter terms, sandwiched in L

) _Eou misht as well try ’co recapture melancholy. . .or o
- ventila‘te a swamp...mu haventt s chamce, Patsy. Yourll

3‘; P&%ﬁgﬂ.m zim éz‘.mking tcﬂgb.t witﬁ a

I tilt the glas‘a up, the rim rubs against the
bridse r;af‘ my mae.ultfs & sort of safeguaxd...So that

”when nw nase begina te brea.k put in ‘nliatere, I m Itve | "ff

had enough for the nightf
'Willya Mtent mirrend |
Pa.tay, ybu, sound 1ike a young girl coming home from
boarding school.....zourll never be on the might sids ef !
thmgs....raulll a.lwa.ya be in. ‘oroub}.e, because youlre & |

bad citizen...!outre & sh&bby Imlf—step 1:1 the march: af TRy

.
Ba e

between ges and no,,..You'll never be any good Patsy...

never be any gaod _
{MAD) Are you all thmugh, Jocko‘? |
Yes, fg,f yau're gonna be touchy.

| Hellman wa.nts me on a mMurder x-a.p.

Yes‘?




o ggszggx. -'m tubby women &m in s hotel lobby.
 JOCK0: It sounds like his mother, A o
) NGVAK . she was & govermment agent I follo_wed.-'her in there.
. : JOCKO: Pa.tay, youtve got to start trusting the government.
| NWAK' I was psld to follow her. But she a‘cé some polson,
- somewhere along the line. |
T J0CKO: © (SADLY) That's the trouble with food.
NOVAK: I got hired by a guy nemed Max Hunter, .
JOCKO: Look him up and resign., That's the best wey out of this.
| 'Idonttmcwwheretofmm Amxmmkthem
- Hunter's a phoney. You've gctta help me. |
| ﬁ,;c{;m: Yes? | o
. NOVAK: He gave me this card. His prints must be on 1t. Check it
down at headquarters, find out if he's got & record. ‘Then
o tag by my place. - :
JOCKO:  Yes. I better have & drink first, There's an ugly taste
E in my mouth, I think it's saliva, | ’
| - NOVAK: Willye, hurry up, Jockol ALl you do is drdnkl
;TOGKO:_ Thatts s.ll I have left, Patsy. I'm too young to dile and
R o too old to do almost a.nythmg olse.
© JOCKO: - Itts true,_ Pa’.tsy.. , ._M"lﬁn you get i:_o be my age mos—’é of the'
| quiet PlB&BuI‘es are fattanihg' .end most of the active ones
will ki1l me, Goodnight lover, '-
| E.FOR)

>

e

- Nowx




‘When I left J‘ocim I daroppe

I locked throuéh every Max from Baer back to Beerbolm and 1if7

_'itileoked more like & pelt, or a racoon just-éfter &

. .3!3.

. ,ﬂ.

e by ﬁhs Ghranicle=mﬁrgue %ﬁ
look up Hﬁx Hﬁnter. There was nothing under Hunmer, anﬁ

couldn't find & thing. It vas close to eleven when I '
rode down to the office for a final checle, It wasntt e
raining hard any marg. It was & nice easy drizzle and |
you could hear it playing against the sheds alcng Pier
Nineteen...It sounded qdiet and-ﬁlmost private, like the
séund s woman makes when she runs her fingernall up and
downfhbr atocking. It got on your nerves at firét, and_
then you bééan:to 1ike it. The minute I got to the door
I knﬂw something was wrong. There wasn!t any reason, but , 3
I got ‘the fesling, the same way you know sometimes youtre ;'= ?5f

'gonna get: the busy signal on the phone, I could.see,har
‘1ying on the floor before I turned on the light. You

took one look &t her and you knew she was the sorta girk

whose name oughtta be Pearl or Myrtle. Someboedy hed

sapped her and she was lying with one hand stretched out
and the Sther under her haiv. It really wasn't hair;

shampoe' It vas fuzzed up on the sides and on top she'd 
ﬂ# it back. o tight it was sbout to go under the
sealp. She began to move & little and when I bent over
ghe started to mumble....

N (GROGGY) What do you want?

The rent, Af you're BOnns stay long. nge’-put.your'hégd R

up... |
:(STIEL,GROGGY) Are you Mr. Novak°




B Iﬁs tao 18t | R
" "'4':7"%;'&13 Agnes Bolton? Where aid she go, Mr. Novm

I don't kuow vhere she went, Was she & gooa glrl?
| Bmthi.ng's . |

Max Hunter?

f?‘;tom

happened to her. | o
It won't happen again, Who sent ‘you here,

Yes. Please help me up

 Yeah. {SLIGHT Gﬂm)

I'm F‘ra.neine Kane 1 came to find out about Agnes Boltom_ .
'scoulre & deep sleep&r. wmé happened‘? e

.Iou wouldn't know her,

I would if she!s a tall blonde on. the make for that

green bag.

Who- is she?

Joan Hayward, You.can’ find her at ‘the Gea.ry 'rnea.ter.

Is she an actresa?

Not exactly.
Y.eah.

Her stray talmts, Mr Novak are dimensio rather E

dramatic, Bui if youtlre amart goutll ste.y avay fmm her," "

( FADING IN)

Dontt tell him any more, Fren, he's paid up.a_g?

' Hello, Hunter. You over-sold me =

Then gimme back the two huﬁdred
I'm gonna give you lots for your money.

It might be.

Don't include Agneg Bolton, I don't lnow a.nythin.g about
 Is that a lie?

‘Where's the green bag.

Joa.n Hayw&rd has 1it,

Is that a li-e?




Ghe 1ittle guy dfdn't think so. She loft himdesd inmy
(GRUNTS ASSENT) let's go, Frank.
- Youtre in a ‘ht.-i‘rx@y, Max. _

You're not. I hope you like your office, Novak,

Huh? | | o v
_(G&‘?UNBS) Because this is where you're gomna spend the
night! | | o




vas sta.r:l.ng down et him, as’ 11‘ she forgot to water the
plam:s. When I rode by tha Geary Theater it was dark, so

-I looked up Joan Hayward'!'s address. When I got out to her "
 place, I knew I'd made a mistake., The landlady clutched
: her bathrobe lil:e 8 bar of solld gold and told ‘me Joan _
Hagvard left the house ten minutes ago. There was a cabbie
at the corner and he sald he dropped her at the Goldbar |
~ Club & few minutes before, I got down there about one
otelock a.nd Hellman was wandering around and stopping
| .'every few foet, as if he expected to hear something....

The. ba.r wa_.s,_daf_r;c except for a light over on one side and :

over nesr the music box Joan Hayward was stretched out as

dead as & deer on a fender. At first Hellmen didn't pay

'a.ny attention vhen I walked in, I stood there for awhile
and looked at Joan Haywerd. She stlill locked pretty,

except in the dim light her skin locked course and
remtnded you of & plece of felt that was aJ.most worn out,
But the rest was a.lright and Helhnan came over for

| a.notlmr lcok. _

What did you forget, Novak? |
- My black tie. How'd 1t happem |
_ The bar was closed w:r:ere were you?
o -'Cra,wling out from under your thumb. |
',((EUM‘S) Welre gonna keep that coroner. It was quick |
_ poison. B | )
© Yeeh,




m ?;ggvax mam | e o -21-»
" W found & needls in Der colx pupse. She dldntt kmow
© about 1t and ren into trouble when she sterted to call up, "

‘----You better find this guy Mex Hunter, |
- Thatts gonna be haxrd,

. Yesh. AR

There is no Max Hunter, ) |
| Doss she believe that? ST

 Your shicker friend came in with a card. We went over ‘the N
fingerprints. They belong to Jackle Renn, He's wanted

for espionags. o o

For more than that now, Hellman.

 Magbe, where ha.ve you been? o

- Lock, Hellman stap needling me. I won't go on the block .

for her.
‘Don't you like her? |
Tive Sﬁt ahn élibi yoﬁ'ca@!t brea.k. I've been all over
DR | tcﬂrz, ask yoﬁr tail, Ask your tall where I've beenl
0 HELIMAN: That won!t got it. | |
HEI.ELMAN  He repor‘ted in at eleven—thirty.

. NOVAK:  (GRUNIS) . "

m ~ You've got the wrong idea, Hovak You dcnlt rate
B —_overtme |
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“Wnen I left there I lmsw everything vas downhill. Helimen .
could stick me for everything but Den McGrew. My only out

vwas to find Jackie Renn, but you can't ring that meny
doorbells in one night. I went through the book snd-eadied
SVoRp-hobor—trr-own, but there was no Jackie Renn or Max
Hunter llsted. I went home to get some sleep and if they
turned Gebriel loose tonight, 1t was alright with me.
Jocko called up about nine and said there was still no -

 trace of Renn, Some morhings you can't trust ydursélf with

& ragor, so I got dressed end went down to & Greek!s an

: Goary Street for breskfast,.The murder was all over page -
- one, but there were 8o many plctures of Hellman you

cduldn't tell who was dead, I was about half-way through
breekfast when I noticed the story down in the corner. A
girl named Tony Pritchard had been found dead out in the .

Marina., The story said everybody liked her, the police

didntt have & lead and they couldn!'t find a reason. It S
seemed kinde funny, but when I got to the last paragraph I

began to wonder. It said she was employed by the Musi-Tone ” ?2
Company 'and worked the late shift as a switchboard operator;fﬁfff

I wa.sn!t sure, but you cam't'pass the clj.c:e:-:7 vhern utve‘only'
&t a buck left; so I jumped down to see Ghaﬁiey§§;:eeit!.

He saild the Musi-Tone Company owned the box in the Goldbar

Club, It worked like all the rest, People use a little

microphone in front of the box and call'intb_a main
switchboard for songs. I grabbed Jocko and we got up to
the Mui-Tone Company. The guy in charge said sure, they

~ recorded some of the talk to check on the girls.,.and

gometimes the girls did it fob laughs, We started through |
the recordings and sbout a half hour later Jocko rolled a

c seveno LI




No, Patsy, yim a.‘.u Qlﬁ emes....’l‘ry this..

Ieah...‘dell, put 1’0 down. 1111 handle ‘the needle..-.' |
(GRUNI'B) There.

_(FILTER) Yeu'x-e crazy, Jackie...She'll mow somethingls

wrong.

(FILTER) Lemme handle it, 'F_‘ran.

(FILTER) | Ybu":_!.i-jua-t get in trouble. I don't want you to

get 1n trouble, Jadkie.

(FILTER) Lemme vom You get back to the hotel. 1111
meet you at the Kenme;é right after, |

(FILFER) It's too late. She's coming now.

- (FADE IN ON FILTER) I came down as soon as you called,

Jackt, | |
(FILTER) You made a misteke, Joan. It's one time you
shouldn't have hurriedi

BN —wnd
Thatts enough, Joeko - Ietts get up to the Kemerfe

- Why don't we think 1t over awhile.

Put the record down and ccnie on, They 're at the Kenmore
and jou heard the shots, | | |
That's what I'm worme'd about. If that fellow's any kind
eof a mechanlc, e's had time to reloa.d.




\lwan why that gl

Tony Pritcharc! 1ost her vote we rode aut to the Kemore

and Hollman started ‘through the mgistez'. There W&s 1o |
Jackie Renn 1iated a.nd we didntt have emy better luck with
the girl. I briefed the desk clerk and he said he thought
there werée two people in the hotel who locked like that,

~ but he didnit know their names, All we could do is wait

for them to sl'm, 80 Hellman and I walked down the street.
and slid into the ca.r. It musta been about three olclock
and for the next four hours we sat in there. About
seven o'cloek it bega.n to min harder and it wasn't e&ay
to see the rrcnt of the I{emlm-e I 8ot out to wipe the
windshield_ and it was & mlstake; bec&gae just then the
door of the hotel swung open. The g'irl came out first -
end then Jackie Renn. He saw me right awey and the two

of them jumped over to the curb and got into & car.

Riding vith Hellmen's just as sefe as eating an aresnilc |
sandwich., When we got to the corner they turned East e.nd

.atarted down Bush, It wasn't. easy to stay beh:l_nd them,

the rein was hitting the windshield and it wag like

" tryint to see thro amint ule_ .». But when we got past
Y . ugh ; ;z'] ép. _ got past

Jones Hellman began to puﬂ-ap...-It musta scared Reen too
much, becauss at Stockton he swung the car around with |
Hellman a few feet behind and it was a dead end both

There he is...over by"the walll Ovei'-h_ere, Hellman, o

- he'll go down that embankment on the other side. JEE




| HELIMAN: - He can't. It's too wbee

. BOVAK: . He's goin' over that embariaent!

p. Stay on this sidé, Can you m

| HGW%K " No. |

But he's around, I think. | | |
- HELIMAN:  (PROJECTING) You got a chance now, Renn. Come on out...
HUNT: ~ (OFF MIKE) I don't like you that well, misteri

. NOVAK:  She's with him...
o HELLMAN:  Over to one side...move up in front...

. NOVAK:  You're confused, Hellmsn, I pay the taxes...

. HELIMAN:  (PROJECTING) It!s gonna hurt from now on, Remn, I'm
comint overl ‘ o
(OFF MIKE) I hope you make it, copper!
_QUNSHOTS OFF MIKE, ., ANSWERED BY GUNSHOTS ON MIK
._ ~ (GROANS SLIGHTLY -_OFF MIKE) Alright, copper...unless you
want a medal, ‘I*m through. ‘
EELIMAN You don't need the gun then. Get rid of it,

HELIMAN:  Just toss it over there.

HUNT : I can't even‘lift my arm,

. HELIMAN: | ‘Throw 1t down, mister,

| (—m’r(m o “(GRUNT) 1I'1l throw it right at you, copperi
RANK: - Jackie,..Jackle, please don'tl

SO0UND: PEATED GUNSHOTS
CHUNP: - (CAUGHING VIOLENTLY) Francine, you crazy woman..,you
R cragy woman, you let them kill mei

He's over there by the embepkment. Can you see the girl... .




FRAH ) (WE OF HYSTERIA) No, Jackile..,Please, Jackie, I tried B
. to stop you....I tried to stop you, J'aékiel | .
. HELIMAN: Grab her, Novek, she's goin! over, B .

- FRAN: - (H}EI'EBIA) leave me alone...I want him.,.. .Je.ckie, Iwent
‘you,...Jackle, I went you..... At least they can let me
have thatt (SCREAM AND Dmmxsn) |

. HELIMAN: {ON CUE) It.!s a long way down.
NOVAK:  (FLATLY) Yesh. Too bed her name vasnit Jil11,
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o intherain Herhea&vas over to one sideandyaulmewwi%hf :
& little push it'd roll around as easy &8 & ball-bearing on 8.

?ﬁ&*mgmm - ik

&hel&stimof Fr&néine sh@waa ls'mgﬁmmatthebatm

plate. Her face was clean, but the rain vas beglmning to wash
the dirt down and when I left she wasntt pretty anymore. - s

 Jackie Renn outlasted her by e few hours and Hellmen used 'em %

all. Agnéa Bolton was carrying government papers, bound foi:f o -
China. The four people were split into toams. Jsckie Rern and =
Francine were trying to outbid Joan Hayvard and the 1ittle guy.

| The vay Jackle ad it figured, hetd find out what ship they |

were go:l.ng out on and pick 1t up from there, Joan Hayward
knew he was dealing with me, so she followed me after I 1eft

the barber shop. She sew me park the car in that gare.geam_ i

 tailed me down to the bowling alley. She planted the needlé

in Agnes Bolton's purse and the little guy tagged along
behind, waiting for something to happen, Just to be on the

‘safe side, in case anything went wrong, Josn doubled by the
~office and gave Francine a headache. When the little guy @t o

the green bag he took 1t to Joan. It was too good to split so o

" ghe killed him and left him in my car. Then she mede & mistake.k

When Jackle called her up end asked her to come down to the -
Goldbar Club, she bought the story, ‘It would have worked out -
for J‘ackie if he hadn't telked in front of that microphone,
But & hosey girl heard it and tried to put the crews on him,
Hollmen ssked only one question: About that conversation L
between Jackie and the girl...why would & person say emything o
that private in front of a microphone?....I don't know, but I
told him sbout a couple bf others 300ko and I heard...He |
dldn't say anything, but I'll bet he gets ahold of those
records and plays tem every night before he goes to sleep.

_ _ FOR)



?hféﬁﬁﬁﬁ Ths Ameriaan Bro&ﬁc&atins Gampany-has just hraught you
' "Pat Novak.,.For Hire" Starring Jack Webb,
E. It )
'ANNGR Now & special announcement. | _
" carefull The life you sgve may be your ownl More ggif‘

people are realizing that accldents can happen |
. and nbt slways to_sqmeane else, Many peeple still
ize the seriousness of the staggeping fatality
rete wvhich\{s lncreasing daily byuleaps bounds, Laatf
year alone, ddqth walked hand-in-hend Aith thirty two
thousand people 'our-highwasa. casualty list does
thousand-Americans'who
vere injured by highwa trafﬁzc accidents. The cost to the

-them
do ngt

most of these accidents can be\gvolded. For safety's seke,

to be careful. Kor the pedestrian the most dangerous act

éidentsserét the common sense rule %



" Pat Novek 18 produced end directed by Willtwm P. Roussesu,
 Jocko Madigan is played by Tudor Owen, §n=g=ete!-iha&manﬁa :f
Music was composed and conducted by Basil Adlem.
In our cast were: (CREDITS)

| This program ls being released to our service men and _
wbmen'dverseas ttwough the world-wide facilities of the
VArmed Forces Radio Service., ‘
7'1‘515 is George invitirig you to bhe with‘ us again

next week when over most of these;same ABC stations we
will bring you "Pat Novak.:;Fer Hire", |
1This program came to you rrom-Hbllywood. o
. Now & listening reminder: . .=:;:'f_;
(TWO SECOND PAUSE) | | B
'Itfs time for another exciting crime drama. SO 1isten now

fer -~ "FPamous Jury Trials”,

THIS I8 ABC...THE AMERICAN BROADCASTING COMPANY,




