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One

It was shortly before Christmas of 1938 that Groucho Marx matched witswith Sherlock Holmes.

The whole business began as an ill-advised Hollywood pub-licity stunt, but before everything was over Groucho
be-came a detective team again and found oursaves involved in trying to solve a couple of murders.

"This detective quff isdl wel and good,” Groucho had conceded, "but the next time you get me on a team, seeif y
make it the Los Angdes Angds. | just know I'd make a ddightful shortstop. I've aready had severd years experienc
doorstop, but that's not as good exercise.”

Weinitidly got tangled up with the case early on a Tuesday morning in December. It was one of those gray, blur
Angdes days, overcast and not quite warm enough. A few dray seegulls were drding up in the morming migt, interm
visble ther mournful cries muffled.

| was driving and Groucho was stting, dightly douched, in the passenger seat of my new Ford sedan. He was
ang-ing "Jeepers Creepers' in a very bad Swedish accent and keep-ing time on the dashboard with his unlit cigar
vehide is a considerable improvement over your late Flymouth coupe,” he observed, insarting the cigar between his
"Though | redly miss that raccoon tall you used to fly from your radio antenna, Franklin."

I'm Frank Denby, by the way, and 1'd been writing Groucho's comedy detective show for radio. That, howeve



been canceled back in October and right a the moment we were collaborating on a script for a screwbal movie com
was about a poor girl who inherits a bus line and the tentative title was Cinderella on Wheels. We were driving,
over-cast morning, out to the Mammoth Studiosin the vdley to talk to a producer about our idea.

And let me mention here, for those of you who've been fallowing these accounts, thet 1'd been married since June t
Danner, America’s best-looking cartoonist. Groucho had served as our best man and dso volunteered to sng "Oh, Pr
Me" at the ceremonies. We'd dlowed him to do that only after held promised he wouldn't accompany himsdf on his
nor throw in the yodels he'd been insarting during the wedding rehearsals.

While my career was momentarily floundering, Jane was doing swell. She'd sold her Hollywood Molly comic ¢
September and as the end of the year approached her syndicate had succeeded in placing it in just under 150 news
around the country. Her sdlary had climbed to seven hundred dollars a week. Sheld dready earned enough to buy
new car in addition to a new bicycle for hersdf.

"I sure hope we I this damn script,” | said to Groucho as we neared the Mammoth Studios spread. “I'm enlig
enough to be able to live off my wife's income for a short spell, but I'd fed a hdl of a lot better if my own funds v
hovering near zero."

"Look on the bright sde, Rollo," advised Groucho, fishing a book of Trocadero matches out of the pocket
exuber-antly plaid sports coat but making no effort to light his dead cigar. "Aslong as you're a kept man, it's nice that
being kept by such a bright, attractive young lady as Jane. Now, the last woman who kept me ingsted on keeping n
vay cramped duffd bag. What with me, my sdt and pepper shaker collection, and dl those stray duffelsin there, it v
from roomy. It was, in point of fact, nearly seventy-saven hot, weary milesfrom roomy and up hill dl the way."

A par of workmen in coverdls were on a scaffold putting up a new billboard on the high white stucco we
sur-rounded the fifteen acres that Mammoth covered. The headline of the big poster read: Miles Ravenshaw IS Sh
Holmes in Mammoth Pictures Production of THE VALLEY OF FEAR! The top third of Ravenshaw had aready
dapped up and you could see his deerstalker cap, his meerschaum pipe, and a profile that suggested that he be
whoever it was who'd once told him that he looked a lot like John Barrymore.

"Miles Ravenshaw," muttered Groucho as | guided the car up to the gilded wrought-iron studio gates. "I'd cal him |
except that would be an inault to dl the self-sacrificing pigs who donated their backsides so that the world could have h
rye”

"They say that Ravenshaw was a Scotland Y ard ingpector before he became an actor.”

Groucho expressed his dishdief with a rude noise. "Of course, for rdigious reasons | can't have anything to do
ham of any sort,” he said. "I'm even forbidden to drop in on the Three Little Pigs, nor can | so much as huff and pu
blow any of ther houses down." He waggled his unlit cigar. "I'm sordy tempted to mention an attractive miss |
en-countered in a Bgja Cdifornia bordello who could not only huff and buff but... but, no, some things are best left unss

| stopped afew feet from the closed gates. "That'd make a good motto for you,” | suggested.

"It would indeed, Rallo, and | may wdl use it in my forth-coming B movie, Think Fast, Mr. Motto."

Jugt outside the gates was atile-roofed guard shack with asngle pam tree risng up beside it. A plump uniformed
ina dark gray uniform came shuffling out and walked over to the car, hishand regting casudly on the holster at his righ
"How can | hep you, gents?' he inquired, looking in a Groucho.

"I'm deeply hurt, Oscar," said Groucho. "After we served three years in the Foreign Legion together, | hoped you'c
forget me"

The heavyset Oscar chuckled, sheking his head. "Sorry, | didn't recognize you right off, Mr. Marx," he told him
know, because you don't have your mustache."

"I don't?" He touched hisfingertips to his upper lip, then turned to scowl a me. "As soon as we send for a matron,
youll be thoroughly searched. Mustache snaiching is a serious thing and, if my vast knowledge of the law doesn't pl
fdse | am dmod certain it's a capitd crime. It may wel dso be the capitd of North Dakota, but we won't be certain
until the returns come in from the outlying provinces. Lord knows how long thetll take, snce they've been out lying \
but, enough. You get my point, I'm sure.”

Oscar took off his visored cap to scratch at histhinning blond hair. "'l hear your last movie was aflop, Mr. Marx."

"You hear? Didn't you have the nerve to go see Room Service?"

"Wdl, I'd like to see dl your Marx Brothers pictures,” he assured Groucho, "but my wife just can't sand you.
opinion you never play anything but a sex-crazed lecher in any of your movies”

"That's because | am a sex-crazed lecher,” he responded. "But I'm struggling to make a living despite such a har



Isn't that the American way? Y es, a man may work to over-come his handicgps and make a name for himsdf. The
wanted to make for mysdf was Edgar Rice Burroughs, but they told me it was dready taken. | then selected Tarzan
turned out some nudist over a& MGM had dibs on that. Grou-cho Marx was just about dl that was |eft, except for the
of Zorro and | thought that sounded too foreign for an actor who specidizes in playing ice-skating ingenue parts.”

"Welve got an gppointment with Lew Marker," | told the chuckling guard.

"Lew Number Two, huh?" The guard shrugged and shook his head. "Somebody of your stature, Mr. Marx, ough
seeing Lew Number One."

Lew Goldstein, the head of the whole Mammoth operation, everybody caled Lew Number One. Marker h
nickname Lew Number Two.

"I'm working my way up the ladder," Groucho assured Oscar. "Why only last year | wasn't able to see anybody
then Lew Number Four-oh-gix."

Chuckling once more, he said, "Park in Vigtors Lot A, folks™" and went trotting back to his hut.

A moment later the gates shivered and then rattled open inward.

Giving the guard alazy sdute, | drove onto the studio grounds.

"I don't think dl that much of Lew Marker mysdf," ad-mitted Groucho. "Yet my esteemed brother, Zeppo, assul
that the fdlow is greatly interested in talking to us about Cin-derella on Wheels."

The buildings were dl of the popular cream-colored stucco and red tile roof school. There were severd dretc
bright green lawn and rows of assorted kinds of pdm trees. "Marker's produced a dring of screwbal comedies,” | ren
him, slopping to let a Sarlet decked out as an avidrix cross the street. "Crazy About You, This One's on Me, That W
Wife. Irene Dunne came near getting an Academy Award nomrination for one of them.”

"The best of the bunch,” said Groucho, lighting the cigar and exhding smoke, "contained, and I'm quoting an exha
sudy conducted by the Greenwich Observatory, five laughs during its entire length. And the heartiest one came wh
audience read the name of the musica director in the opening credits.”

My Ford looked to be the least expensive car inthe row | parked in, possibly the least expensive in the whole dam

When | mentioned that to Groucho, he said, "True, but you have the curliest hair.”

"My hair isnt curly at dl."

"W, gee, Penrod, you don't have to hite a guy's head off when he's only trying to cheer you up.”

We were scheduled to meet Marker over at Soundstage 4, where he was going to be sitting in on the shooting of s
for hislatest comedy, She Married the Butler.

We never made the gppointment.

As we were waking past Soundstage 2, the big metd door did open with a daitering bang. A pretty blond
woman came running out, pale under her tennis court tan.

She was wearing white dacks and a dark blue cable-stitch pullover sweater. "In there," she cdled to us, waving he
inthe direction of the doorway she'd just come gumbling through. "A dead man."

"We could, Rallo," suggested Groucho, "continue on our way and ignore this entirdy.”

"But wewont," | said, running toward the frightened girl.

Two

The blonde thrust both her dim arms around me, pressing hard against my ribs, then leaned her head against my ch
"They shot him," she murmured in alow, choked voice. "Hesall bloody."

"Arethey till inthere?' | asked as| pushed her, gently, back afoot or so from me and nodded at the open doorw
the shadowy soundstage.

"He's dead. I'm certain he's dead.” Her hand was shaking as she brought it up to brush a tangle of blond hair bacl
her forehead. "I came looking for him, you know, because he wasn't in his office and | had to ask him something alx
script revisons. Somebody's shot him. | don't know who.”

Putting both hands on the shivering woman's shoulders, | said, "Take it easy now. Tdl mewho it isthat's dead.”

She sraightened up some, looking into my face. Her mas-cara had run from the crying and her eyes were under:
with sooty blurs. "Do you work here a the sudio?’



"Although noted far and wide for my patience and stoi-cism,” said Groucho, moving closer, "I would like to know
it's going to be my turn to get hugged?'

"Oh, it's you, Mr. Marx," sad the young woman. "You probably don't remember me, but | used to be a script
MGM back when you were dill active in the movies™

"Somebody else who missed seeing Room Service." He dipped out of his flamboyant sports coat, shimmying quit
in the process, and draped it over the shivering girl's shoulders. "The important thing for a shock victim is to keep
That's alittle something | learned during my years as a den mother with the Brownies. Soon as the Saint Bernard shol
well give you adug of brandy.”

| asked him, "Y ou know her?"

"Whild trotting over here, | reflected to mysdf that the rear view was deucedly familiar.” He shrugged. "Alas, the
escapes me"

"I'm Isobd Glidden." She was shivering less. "'I've been a script girl here a Mammoth for close to a year, Mr. Man

"Don't be so formal, my dear. Y ou can call me Hopaong."

"Okay, I1sobd," | said, "Let's get back to this dead man- do you know who it is?'

"Yes, of course.” When she nodded, Groucho's jacket started to dip down off her right shoulder. "It's Mr. Denker.

"Would that be Fdix Denker," asked Groucho as he rear-ranged the coat, "the noted emigre director?’

"Y es, he's got athree-picture contract with the studio.”

"I ran into him quite afew times & Anti-Nazi League fesivities, Rollo," Groucho told me. "I admired his politica
even though | thought Denker himsdf was an unmitigated putz and a pain in the tokus." He puffed on hiscigar. "But | s
it's not polite to speak tooill of the dead. So cance the putz part of that remark.”

Pointing athumb at the wide doorway, | suggested, "We'd better go take alook.”

Groucho patted 1sobel on her lower back. "Are you capable of guiding us, my child?'

"I think 0, yes," she said. "l redly have to go back there eventudly anyway. | dropped my script on the set when
hm gtting there dead.”

The dead man was stting giffly in Sherlock Holmess arm-chair in the sudy at 221B Baker Street. He was tilted
left in the velvet chair, hisrigid left arm hovering over the smal stack of early twentieth-century magazines that were sc:
on the end table.

Fdix Denker, alean man in hismiddle fifties, had been shot twice on the upper right Sde of his chest. His twistec
and the front of his cream-colored slk shirt were splotched with dark, dried blood. His black hair was Hill negily pa
the middle and dicked down, but his monocle had fdlen to the floor of the set and lay on the white bearskin rug. The
no 9gn of agun.

With Isobd's hep, we'd located the control panels and turned on sufficient lights

Careful not to disturb anything too much, I'd approached the body of the murdered director. Judging by the prog
rigor mortis, | figured held been shot severa hours earlier. "Looks like he's been dead since last night,” | said. "Wher
see Denker lagt, [sobd?!

Sheld remained at the edge of the set, her reclamed script clutched tightly to her chest with both hands. "Well, whe
the studio yesterday evening a around sx, Mr. Denker was 4ill in his office in the Directors Building."

Groucho was wandering around in the smulaion of Holmess lodgings. "1 assume Fdix was directing The Val
Fear?" he asked the blonde.

"Yes, and hehated it."

"Having to work with Miles Ravenshaw would give any-body the heebie-jeghbies.” Groucho leaned over to peek it
microscope that rested on the chemigtry bench in the corner. "How'd Little Egypt get in there?’

"He and Mr. Ravenshaw were continualy squabbling, sure, but that wasn't what upset him," explained Isobd, tn
look at Groucho without looking at the corpse. "Mammoth had pretty much promised Mr. Denker that he'd be directir
qudity films but then they stuck him with a mystery. His firg American film, Lynch Mob, was nominated for an O:s
1936, you know."

"Yes indeedy, Felix had mentioned that fact to me on more than one occasion.” Groucho was inspecting the pipe r:
the set wall. "It dways annoyed him when | stoutly inssted thet 1'd once seen a Wt Disney Silly Symphony with the



title as his masterpiece.”

"Was he shoating the Holmes movie here last night?' | asked Isobd.

"No, we did only outdoor suff yesterday over a the Lon-don standing s&t." She frowned. "We weren't due to u
st until this afternoon. | only tried hunting for him here be-cause he had a habit of looking over the day's sets by |
ometimes™

"So he might've dropped in herelast night to do that?*

"I suppose, yes”

"That's odd." Groucho was crouched next to Denker's body, eyeing his Hiff left hand. "Forefinger's bloody."

There was dried blood thick on the dead director's finger. "Hey, it looks like he scrawled something on the cover
magazine.”

The top magazine was a prop copy of The Srand from 1915. Up just under the logo Denker had apparently sta
write something on the pale cover, usng his own blood for ink.

"Appears to be the number four,” concluded Groucho, squinting.

It did look like an open-topped numerd four. "A dying mes-sage, maybe?' | glanced over a the script girl. "Four
anything?”

Isobel shook her head. "It could mean just about anything," she pointed out. "Part of a phone number, you know,
address, or a page number-and isn't there a Sherlock Holmes story with four in the title?'

"Dying messages dways annoy me" Groucho straightened up, with adight creak, dill looking a what the dead m:
written on the cover. "Vidimsin B movies are dways penning cryptic phrases in ancient Persan or gagping out a S
lyric from a fifteenth-century madrigd to give the deuths a hint as to who did them in." He paused to puff on his cigar.
ampler, inmy opinion, if you just dashed off something like 'l was knocked off by Erwin L. Hershman of Twenty
Syca-more Lanein Fismo Beach.' Or 'My wifés lover-I mean, the lout with the tattoo-did this, officers. It's my guess:
shacked up at this very moment in the Starcross Mote in An-aheim. Go get 'em.'”

| took alook around the set, tapping my fingers on Holmes's Stradivarius that rested on a table near the door. "Wel
guesswed better dert the security people about this" | said, "and they can call the local cops.”

"Exactly, Rollo. There's aisolutely no need whatsoever for us to get any further involved." Groucho was douched
char that Dr. Watson usudly occupied, gazing up into the Crosshatch of catwalks and dangling lights high above us.
do our avic duty, pause only long enough to pose for a few flattering photos for the gentlemen of the press, then jour-r
to our gppointment with Lew Marker."

"I hope," said Isobd quietly, sniffling, "these things don't redly come in threes.”

Groucho popped to hisfeet. "What'sthat, 1zzy?"

| asked, " Somebody € se has been murdered?

"Oh, it wasn't amurder,” she answered. "But, you know, | can't help wondering if this darn movie isnt jinxed."

"Detalls, dear child, provide uswith some detalls" Grou-cho requested, easing in bent-leg strides toward her.

Isobel rubbed at her nose with her thumb. "Wdl, Mr. Marx, it was only five days ago that Marsha Tederow got |
ghe explained. "She was an assgtant art director here a8 Mammoth and was working with Mr. Denker on The Val
Fear." She gestured in avaguey northerly direction. "It was redly awful-car accident way up on Mulholland someplac
coupe went off the road and down into a gully. It exploded and ... Marsha was only twenty-seven and very attractive.”

Narrowing my left eye and nodding at Groucho, | said, "A coincidence?’

"It makes no never mind, Mother Westwind,” he told me. "What you're doing is letting these Holmesan surrou
affect your impressionable young brain. Although we performed brilliantly as amateur deuths on a few memorable oc-c
in the past, we are not on the premises today in that capacity. No, I'm here, Mr. Anthony, Smply to Sgn a contr
coauthor Cinderella on Wheedls and then reap the huge fi-nancid rewards that Movietown bestows upon its truly
writers. While I'm at it, | might reap a few acres of dfdfa, too, but only so itll distract the farmhands and keep then
ddlying with my daughters. For, as Sdvador Ddi so wisdy put it when he was hdfway through a six-day bike ra
redized he had neglected to bring his bicycle, 'Six time gx is thirty-ax except in months that begin with a letter
aphabet.'"

"That'sacutetitle” said Isobdl.

"What's acutetitle-Salvador Ddi?'

"No, I mean Cinderella on Wheels."



"We dready registered it with the Screen Writers Guild, sster, so beware,”" he warned as he lurched closer to her.
| said, "Let'sfind atelephone, so we-"
"Would you folks mind putting up your hands?" inquired a voice off in the shadows beyond 221B.

Three

Jane asked me, "Thisisaserious conversation we're having? Not another sample of your kidding?"

| wasin adim-lit section of the big soundstage, dumped in acanvas chair, using thefirst phone I'd been able to loc:
"I'm being absolutely truthful, sweetheart,” | assured my wife. "We found Felix Denker in-"

"He's the German fellow who directed The Confessions of Dr. Medusa just before he fled Berlinin 1934, isn't he”

"Héesthat Felix Denker, yes. For a while Groucho and | thought it was the Felix Denker who'd invented peanut
but a quick check of hisidentification papers proved we were in error,” | said. "Anyway, my love, after we looked o
scene of the crime-"

"Youve taken to saying my love exactly the way Groucho does.”

"Look, Jane, | just came close to being arrested for murder, so I'm not especidly in the mood for tips on eocution.

"Y ou're absolutely right, darling," she said. "Besdes, | have to learn to resgn mysdf to the fact that | married a hc
wiseass. Who tried to arrest you?'

"Fortunately it was only a security guard,” | continued. ""He was passing this soundstage and noticed the door wide
He camein to look around and spotted Groucho and me and 1sobdl in the vidinity of the corpse.”

"|sobel? Who might she be?"

"She works here a Mammoth as a script girl and she's actudly the one who firg found Denker's body," | explainec
was pretty upset and happened to come running out of the soundstage looking for help just as Groucho and | were
on our way to meet Marker."

"S0 you haven't seen him yet?!

"We've been detained here and won't be able to see Marker until this afternoon,” | told her. "Did | mentior
Denker was directing a Sherlock Holmes movie and his body's stting in Holmess favorite chair?'

"That's probably too obvious to be ironic," she said. "Was he shot there or just dumped?”

"I'd say, from the look of things, that he was shot right where we found him."

"Areyou and Groucho going to be investigating this one, Frank?'

"Nope, no, not a dl," | sad firmly. "It was pure chance we got tangled up in this mess a dl. See, Jane, dfter tt
guard spotted us and pulled his gun-wdl, then he cdled in three other guards. They eventudly accepted the fact that T
Groucho Marx, even though he doesn't appear in dvilian lifewith his greasgpaint mustache. So the consensus & the v
isthat we probably aren't murderers, but we have to stick around until the police arrive and talk to us™

"I have thisfedling you won't be homefor lunch.”

"Let'stry for dinner,” | suggested. " Anything new?"

"Wdl, as a matter of fact, yes" she told me, sounding happy. "I just heard from the syndicate and Hollywood Mo
picked up twenty more newspapers. Indluding-and | think that's great-the San Francisco Chronicle.”

"Keep thisup and I'll never haveto work again.”

"Youredly aren't upset by the fact that | happen to be earning more than you are a the moment?' she asked me.

"Not at dl," | said, trying to sound convincing. "Oh, and there was one other thing | wanted to tdl you."

"Okay, what?"

"Now, what the heck wasit?'

From out of the shadows stepped a uniformed policeman. He was tal and heavyset and he made a sour face
beck-oning.

"Frank?' said my wife.

"I'm being summoned by the law,” | said. "But | just reemembered what | wanted to say: | love you."

"I was about to say the same," Jane said. "Don't get ar-rested, okay? And when you arrive home we can celéebr:
twenty new papers. If youd like"



"I would, yeah. Bye." | hung up the phone and stood to follow the cop.
"Young love" he muttered, meking hisway over a scatter of wires and cables. "It's downright touching.”

Sergeant Jack Norment of the Burbank police was stting on the edge of Sherlock Holmess unmade bed. He
middie-szed man, on the plump side, and about forty. | fird met im back when | was on the police beat with tt
Angeles Times. Norment had a fondness for booze and adways gave off a whiskey aroma, but he never seemed
actudly drunk. He was fairly honest, by Southern Cdifornia cop standards.

The Holmes bedroom set was about fifty yards from the study. Over there a forengc crew and a medica tean
going over the scene of the crime and the body of Felix Denker.

Norment had just finished questioning Isobel Glidden and told her she could leave.

Sill upset, she took Groucho's sports coat off her shoulders and returned it to him. "Thanks, Mr. Marx,” she said,
him a quick kiss on the cheek before she Ieft.

"Aw, gorsh, not in front of dl thefellers, 1zzy," he said.

"I admire your capacity to play the fool even under such unpleasant circumstances,” said the sergeant with what [0o
me like amirthless amile.

"If you think thisis unpleasant, Sarge, you shouldve seen the audience we played once in Pittsburgh.” Groucho r
out of the wicker armchair he'd been douched in and started sruggling into his coat. "They could never use the vau
house for a theater again because of the aura we left behind. They converted it into a funera parlor. But even that didn
because people complained it was too gloomy.”

"Should | write dl this down?' Detective Emnie Sales was leaning a the edge of the bedroom set. He was a
soft-spoken man who, held mentioned earlier, had never seen a Marx Brothers movie in his life so far. He was hold
open steno book and a gnawed ydlow pencil.

"Use your own judgment,” advised Norment.

"If Aittsburgh is too tough to spdll, | can move the theater to Altoona," offered Groucho as he settled back into the

Sergeant Norment fetched a pack of Cames out of a pocket in his rumpled suit coat. "It's gratifying to have a jeste
as yoursdf to question, Marx. Usudly a a murder scene we get only grieving relatives and surly suspects.”

"If you want to see grieving relatives, you can drop by my place any weeknight. Every time my wife redlizes \
scoun-drel she was hoodwinked into marrying, she breaks down and sobs. My two offspring, when not weeping int
orud, spend dl ther time going over hospitd records in the vain hope they can prove I'm not related to them in any Sgor
way."

"Y ou knew Denker?' Norment asked him.

"For the past two years or s0," answered Groucho. "I met hm and his wife, Erika Klen, a a rdly staged |
Anti-Nazi League.”

"Y ou saw them socidly?”

Shaking his head, Groucho answered, "Even though they both shared my views of Hitler and what he's doing to E
| didn't much like them."

"But you got dong with Denker?'

Groucho Ieft his chair, snatched out his book of Trocadero matches, and provided a light for the cigarette the poli
had just popped between his lips. "As | understand it, Sarge, Denker was shuffled off last night sometime” He wa
over to the cabinet that hed Holmess disguises. "Frank and | sumbled on the body this morning around ten and
ab-solutely the only connection we have with this murder. As the young lady informed you, she was the one who firg s
the corpse. And running into a spotted corpse can be very unsettling, athough there are those who favor candy-striped

"You didn't see anyone ese here on the soundstage, Marx? Or anyone d<se leaving the place?"

"Not a soul." He locked both hands behind his back, hunched, and scanned the disguises hanging in the op
cab-inet. "l wonder how I'd ook in this Dutch-boy bob?

Norment was amiling his unhappy amile again. "Y ou used to be a pretty good reporter, Frank.”

"Meaning I've fdlen from grace since becoming a script-writer?"

"Meaning did you notice anything that Marx missed?"

"Nothing you and your guys haven't noticed, Jack,” | an-swered. "Denker was shot at close range and there doesn



to have been a sruggle. Except for the bullet holes he wasn't mussed up at dl. I'd estimate he was killed last night abou
or nine, but that's obvioudy a very rough guess. | think he was shot in the char we found him in, not moved there
someplace e se. Examining the armchair and check-ing the way the blood's settled in the corpse will probably con-firm

Puffing on his cigarette, Norment flicked ashes on Sherlock Holmess Persan carpet. "You think he was atempl
con-vey anything by what he appears to have scrawled on that old magazine?'

| answered, "If that's his own blood on hisfingertip, it's a posshility.”

"Maybe somebody e se dipped Denker's finger into hiswound and scrawled that shaky four just to divert us”

"Maybe King George V doodled part of one of his mis-tresses phone numbers on that copy of The Strand anc
aurviving the anking of the Titanic, it found its way to a quaint secondhand magazine shop in Santa Monica until a pra
from-"

"If that isafour,” Norment asked me, ignoring Groucho,

"and if the director did actudly put it there, does it suggest anything to you?'

"Not ahdl of alot, Jack."

"Are you guys here playing private detective again?' asked Sales, looking up from his notebook.

"We vigted this mecca of the cinematic arts for one reason only, my good man,” said Groucho, taking a shaggy bec
of the cabinet and holding it up to the light from overhead. "We are interested soldy in peddling a script. Later on, | F
concede, we may take time out to peda Maddine home. But that's going to depend on-"

"I want to see him, damn you," shouted a woman's voice from the vianity of the sudy set. "He's my husband, you
odf."

"The grieving widow," observed Groucho, swinging the beard from side to Sde a couple of times.

Erika Klein dso worked for the Mammoth studios. She'd been a professor of higtory before she and Denker had
out of Germany. For nearly two years sheld been working at the sudio as the head of their Historical Research Depar
Supposedly sheld dso been ingrumentd in getting the director his contract with Lew Goldgtein.

"I just found out that poor Felix has been dain,” Erika was shouting. "L et me see his body, pleasa!”

Norment nodded at Sales. "Go curtall the lady, Ermie" he suggested. "Escort her to a quiet spot and muzze her s
Il be over to chat with her in a short while"

Shutting his notebook, the plainclothes detective departed.

Norment turned to Groucho. "In some circles, unfortu-nately, it isn't too popular to be openly opposed to Hitler &
Nazis. Anybody you know of-say somebody who's active in the loca German American Bund-ever threstened Den
hiswife?'

"Not a any of the politicd meetings or rdlies that 1've attended, no." Groucho hung up the beard. "Denker wa
especidly likable fellow-something of a roadshow Fritz Lang. But if they started bumping off every unlikable director in
the studios would have to shut down.”

"Okay, whet about Erika Klein's rlationship with her hus-band? Did they get dong wel?'

"Bvay time | snuck over to their place, stood in the tulip beds, and peeked into their bedroom window, Sarge
ap-peared to be getting dong famoudy.”

"Okay, you can both go." Norment gave us another of his humorless smiles and nodded at the way out. "You su
aren't going to try to investigate this mess, Frank?"

"We aren't, nope," | assured the sergeant.

| believed it a thetime.

We were nearing the doorway leading out of the shadowy soundstage when a policeman somewhere behind us &
"Hey, Sergeant, it's another body!"

Stopping Hill, Groucho said, "Dagnab it, Rallo, if that don't get my curiosity up.”

"We just vowed not to get involved inthismess” | reminded him.

"I once took avow of chadtity.” Pivating, he started back the way we'd come.

Sergeant Norment, skirting cables and equipment, was

meking hisway toward another amdl set. As we caught up with him, more lights came on and the London pub b
much easier to see into.



A uniformed cop and a plainclothesman were standing next to one of the three amdl tables on the wooden public
floor. Sumped at the table, her head next to a tipped-over beer mug and her fat arms dangling, was a heavyset woma
short-cropped hair was an unbelievable black and she was wearing a very rumpled navy blue suit.

The plainclothes policeman straightened up, stepping back and shaking his head. "Fase darm, Jack,” he said. "She
passed out drunk."

"My fault," said the cop in uniform. "She looked dead when | firg spotted her, Sergeant.”

Norment stopped beside the unconscious woman. "Be nice to know who she is and why she went to deep
hundred yards from our corpse. Any 9gn of a purse?’

"Nope, and she's not carrying any identification.”

| stepped onto the set. "'l know who sheis.”

Frowning a me, Norment said, "Am | wrong, or didn't | aready send you home, Frank?'

"We thought there was a nationd emergency.” Groucho came over, leaned an bow on the dark wood bar, and
afoot on the short brass rail. "We rushed back to volunteer our services™"

"Shdl | give these guys the bum's rush?" asked the uni-formed man.

"Nothing so fancy," said Groucho.

"You know this dame?’ Sergeant Norment asked me. "Sie-gdl, go get amedic to take alook at her.”

Nodding, the cop |eft the pub.

| pointed a the loudly snoring woman. "She's Clair Rick-son, awriter here a the sudio.”

"Why inthe hell do wefind her sozzled on thisset?"

"Wdl, | think | heard she wrote the script for The Valley of Fear." Standing this close to the sergeant, | noticed
gamndled more like a pub than the set did. "Although that doesn't exactly explain why she happens to be dead drunk
particular location.”

"Thelady," added Groucho, "is noted for having been found drunk a any number of choice locations."

Clar Rickson, whom I'd met at afew gatherings of writers over the past couple of years, was in her middle forties
in Kansas someplace, sheld lived in Europe in the 1920s and early 1930s and been buddies with the likes of Gertrude
Ernest Hemingway, and F. Scott Fitzgerdd. For the past few years shed made a pretty good living with a o
hard-boiled, whimscd, and boozy mydery noves about a tough Hollywood lavyer named Jack Muldoon. Two
novels, The Case of the Cockeyed Carhop and The Case of the Jilted Jitterbug, had been turned into suc
programmers by Mammoth. Pat O'Brien had been borrowed from the Warner Brothers to play Muldoon.

Sedting himsdf a the table, Norment studied the dumped author. "We have to find out how long she's been he
sad to the plandothesman. "And what she may've seen and heard.”

"And," added the cop, "if she's the one who shot that director.”

| said quietly, "She's the sort of woman who only hurts hersdf.”

Pushing back from the table, Sergeant Norment stood up. "Frank, thanks for hdping me determine who thisis" h
"Once again I'd like to invite you and Groucho to scram.”

"Youre certain,” asked Groucho, who'd wandered over to stare at the dartboard on the pub wall, "we can't he
tune your zither or give you some tips on crop rotation?"

Norment pointed out at the surrounding darkness. " Good-bye for now, gentlemen.”

We said good-bye.

Faur

Our meeting with Lew Marker had been postponed until 1:30 and shifted to the producer's vast officesin the Main
Adminis-tration Building. When we entered the huge reception room, his pretty red-haired secretary exclaimed, "Thisis
exating!"

Groucho, dead cigar clenched in histeeth, went loping across the pale gray carpeting to her large, wide desk. "Yes
it? | don't know about you, my dear, but my blood pres-sure just went up ten points. If it goes up another ten, I've haf
mind to sall." Resting an elbow on her desk, heleaned in close. "What exactly are we excited about?'

"I meant | was excited. What with two big events here at the studio in the same day," she explained, reaching dowr



dide open adesk drawer. "That terrible murder, of course, and then my getting to meet you. | was elated when Mr. M:
told me to write your name in his gppointment book...." She paused, looking past him and in my direction. "And yours
Mr. Mumby."

"Denby," | corrected as | walked closer to the desk.

"Yes" she agreed. "Anyhow, Mr. Marx, I've been afan of yours snce | was so high and-"

"I've been high mysdf on afew occasions, but it never prompted me to like Groucho Marx," he confided.

She produced an autograph abum from out of the open drawer. "l know thisis gauche and adolescent, but. .. cou
write something for me?'

With a bound, Groucho seated himsdf on the edge of her desk and crossed his legs. "'l accept the chdlenge, my
How's this dirike you? 'Shdl | compare thee to a summer's day? Thou art more lovely and more temperate: rough
do-"

"No, no," she interrupted, shoving the book toward him. "'l meant write your name in my autograph book."

He accepted the book and dropped clear of the desk. "I offer this wench a sonnet, Rollo, and she says shelll st
cheesy autograph.”

She looked perplexed for afew seconds, then amiled. "Oh, | see, you're baing slly, Mr. Marx."

He dapped the book on the desktop and found a blank page. "I am, yes, | must confess,” he admitted. "l have
been auffering from slly spells ever since that fateful trip up the Orinoco. Naive innocent that | was when | enlisted, |
Orinoco was a vegetable and you can imagine my surprise and chegrin when | found mysdf coxswain on a lesky ro
traverang the fisrinfested waters of-"

The intercom atop the desk made a sudden squawking, throat-clearing sound and then a nasd voice inquired
Groucho showed up yet, hon?'

"Yes, Mr. Marker. He just this minute walked inrwith Mr. Wimpy."

"Denby."

"Timesawadtin', kid. Show them in pronto.”

"Right now, Sr."

Groucho had finished scribbling in the book and he re-turned it to her, bowing. "Il carry the memory of this ¢
medting to my grave," he assured her. "But on the way back, somebody ese is going to have to do the carrying. Fare
He went douching over to the door of the producer's office.

She was reading what held inscribed. ™Y ou put To Mitzi with the undying devotion of Groucho Marx,' " she called.

"Not as good, admittedly, as the summer's day stuff, but pithy and to the point, by Jove."

"Thethingis, Mr. Marx, my nameisnt Mitz."

He shrugged one shoulder. "Thereslittle or nothing | can do about thet at this late date, | fear,” he told her. "You
take the matter up with your parents. If they're out of town, weve had excdlent results with the village blackamith. Yol
him under the spreading chestnut tree mogt afternoons from one to five™" He bowed again, opened the door, and backe
Marker's office.

She nodded a me. "'l suppose he's like that mogt of the time, Mr. Dumphy?"

"Yep, he's even like that when 1'm traveling under the name of Denby." Grinning at her, | followed in Groucho's we

| never liked that kraut," admitted Lew Marker. "All that artsy crap in his films German Expressonist hooey. A
couldn't keep his hands to himsdf.”

"Whered he keep them?' Groucho was stting deep down in a black lesther armchair that faced the producer's des

Marker was a deeply tanned man, short, in hislate forties.

He was wearing pearl gray dacks and a yacht dub blazer with an intricate gold crest on the breast pocket. There
nine stovepipe hats scattered across the top of his Swedish Modern desk. "The last one Denker made a pass &t fdl for
sad, scowling. "Poor kid, sheld dead.”

Groucho asked, "Fdlix was romancing Marsha Tederow?"

"You heard about her getting killed in that auto accident afew days ago, huh?' He shook his head forlornly. "Red ¢
She had aredly terific little ass. | could never get to firgt base with Marsha, but she sure went for that kraut.”

"Hiswife knew about it?"



"The Vakyrie?' Marker started searching for something amid the array of upright black hats. "There isnt much thai
doesn't know about what's going on here & Mammoth, Grouch. But | don't think she gave a good goddamn about his
around. Theirs wasn't exactly alove match and | don't even think they were living together anymore.”

"So Erika wouldn't knock her husband off because she suf-fered a sudden fit of jedousy?"

The producer located a carved-ivory cigarette holder. He glanced up at Groucho, tapping the holder againgt his |
front teeth. ™Y ou guys planning on playing detective again?'

"Not at dl, Lew," he said, sheking his head. "Jugt curious, Snce we helped discover the body. Let's forget about r
atogether and chat about our brilliant Cinderella on Wheels scenario. I've been led to believe you're enamored of it."

"Inaminute” He inserted a cigarette into the holder, picked up alighter that was shaped like a miniature Oscar. Af
cigarette was burning, Marker gestured at the spread of stovepipes with his free hand. ™Y ou two are experts on comect

"Frank is the expert on comedy,” Groucho informed him. "My specidty is diseases of the knee."

"Serioudy, Grouch, which of these hats strikes you as the funnies?”

Groucho sprang from his chair to scrutinize the collection. "None of them, Lew," he concluded. "Oh, maybe that -
one there next to the framed photo of those sideshow freaks is moderately amusing, but otherwise-"

"That'sapicture of my wifeand two kids."

"Ah, sorry. The bearded lady fooled me" said Groucho. "Based on nearly a century of experience on the leg
stage, Lew, plus sx months riding shotgun on the Deadwood Stage, | have to conclude that no hat is any funnier th
comedian who's wearing it."

"Look, they brought these over from a costume warehouse this morning,” explained the producer. "Each one's
different. What | want to know is, which type would look best on Robert Taylor?!

"Robert Taylor the revered clown, you mean?"

"Robert Taylor the matinee idal. It looks like I can borrow him from MGM for Oh, Mr. Lincoln!™

Eyebrows dimbing, Groucho took two steps back. "Y ou're contemplating producing a serious drama?”'

"Cmon, Grouch, Oh, Mr. Lincoln! was a hit farce on Broadway for two years" said Marker, somewhat annoyed
point. "F. Scott Fitzgerad turned in a swel script. And Ben Hecht is doing a terific rewrite.”

"Hecht would look amusing in that stovepipe next to your coffee mug.”

"It's goddamned Robert Taylor who has to look funny as Abe Lincoln,” he said. "I think the kid ison the brink of k
marvelous comic actor.”

"All I know is that every time he bats those eyelashes of his | snicker," conceded Groucho. "Now that weve n
through the headgear problem, can we chat about our sensa-tional movie idea?’

The sun-brown producer took a deep drag on his cigarette holder, inhding smoke and then dowly Idting it ol
glanced over a me, saying, "That was a greet radio show you guys had going, Denby. Groucho Marx, Private Eye.
ashdl.”

"Thanks" | said. "Wethink Cinderella on Wheels is even funnier and-"

"Weé're going to need anew title, fellows."

"Oh, 307" Groucho returned to his chair and dumped into it. "Why isthat, Lew?"

"How does Prince Charming on Wheels strikeyou?'

"Why?"

"I redly like the idea of inheriting a rinky-dink bus ling" he told us. "Although I've been wondering if a railroad mi
even funnier.”

"It would not be, no. Why Prince Charming?' Groucho was stting up sraight, eyeing the producer.

"I've got a ded in the works with George Raft's people” he said. "He hasn't done much comedy so far, but 1've
feding he-"

"The only things George Raft can play,” said Groucho, "are gangsters, hoodlums, thugs, and, if he redly tries, m
cgar store Indian. He's so diff he makes John Brown's body ook lively.”

"I'm sorry you boys fed that way, Grouch.” His tan face took on an expression of deep sorrow. "Because George |

redly anxious and eager to work with you. Turns out he was an enormous fan of your radio show and tuned in
angle week until it was dumped off the ar." He exhded more smoke. "Why did Groucho Marx, Private Eye
flopperoo? Lousy ratings, | heard.”

"Actudly," Groucho told him, "it was the FBI that shut us down. They discovered that we were sending coded me
to enemy zeppelins by way of the Mullens pudding commer-cids. The code involved the sequence in which we liged tl



flavorful flavors of pudding. If we started off with straw-berry, that meant-"

"Soit waslousy raings, huh?'

"Mogt nights, according to our researchers, only George Raft was tuned in," said Groucho. "And, on rare occasio
son Arthur, but only on the evenings when he wasn't off playing tennis with the likes of Don Budge and Alice Marble. ¢
brother Elgin."

| leaned forward in my chair. "We think Cinderella on Whedls plays best with agirl as the focd character,” | s
palitdy as | could. "The idea of awoman competing in a man's world is"

"What do you guys think about riverboats?'

"Asameans of trangportation?’ | asked.

"We have atearific riverboat on the back lot. See, George could inherit that instead of the railroad. Then in order
lose the business he has to run a race down the Missssppi or-"

"And we could cdl it Prince Charming Up the Creek" said Groucho, sanding up. "Do you actudly have Raft
up?'

"Not yet,” answered Marker.

"Areyou prepared to make us an offer on our scenario?’

"Not yet, Groucho.”

"Wha say we get together agan when you actudly have your star set? We can tak about butchering our k
con-cept at that juncture, Lew."

"I'm dso thinking armail planes” The producer rose up from behind his desk, making a diving arplane motion w
left hand. "George Raft inherits a rinky-dink airmall servicein the Andes. Could be funny as hdl.”

"Prince Charming Meets Amos and Andes wecan cdl it."

"Groucho, you're not going to get very far as a screenwriter unless you're willing to make a few little concessons.”

"When you have George Raft in hand, let us know and well talk changes.”

"Fine, Grouch. That'sthe attitude | liketo see.”

Groucho picked up the stovepipe hat nearest the edge of the desk, leaned, and plopped it atop Marker's bald
"And that's the funniest hat of the bunch by far," he announced. "Or maybe it's smply the ddightful way you modd it."

Then weleft.

Five

Groucho heard about the chalenge late that same afternoon.

Back in August held started renting a new office on the Sunset Strip. He occupied part of the second floor of &
colonid building that looked like something David 0. Sdznick might be intending to use in Gone With the Wind.
around the corner from afunerd parlor, next door to a cigar store, and across the street from a delicatessen.

"Tdk about convenient locations, Rallo," Groucho had re-marked right after Sgning the lease. "If only there v
iron-monger downgtairs, this would be a veritable paradise. Actudly I'd sttle for a tinmonger or, in a pinch, €
plasticmonger. Anything we can plant out on the front lawn to scare away crows. I've noticed of late that flocks of cocl
are dso attacking the crops, but we don't want to frighten off those cute little decorative rascals, do we?"

Astwilight started spilling down across the Hollywood hills and drifting onto the Strip that evening, Groucho, as h
told me, was scurrying across the boulevard dutching a white paper bag that contained a pastrami sandwich, two ko
pickles, a wedge of marbled havah, and the revised third act of Mdlman the waiter's tragic comedy, The Rape of the
In an unguarded moment, Groucho had actudly agreed to give his favorite waiter a8 Moonbaum's Delicatessen an
opin-ion of his opus.

"I mugt dert you in advance, Ira, my beloved landsman, to the fact that | haven't had an honest opinion of anything
the day | arrived in Hollywood," hed warned the gaunt Mell-man before he departed. "And that was way back when |
out here to hdp Father Serrainddl the dot machinesin his missons”

Groucho made it safely through the herds of speeding Rolls-Royces, Jaguars, and pastel convertibles that were |



dong the Strip. He was stepping with relief up onto the opposite curb when a very plump middlie-aged woman in a flc
rayon dress, cloth coat, and fox fur piece stopped in her tracks to stare a him.

"It'syou," she exclamed, poking afat ringer in his direc-tion.

"No matter what your daughter says, maam, | never touched a hair on her head,” Groucho assured her, readjust
grip on hisddi bag. "Of course, | can't be as pogtive about certain other sections of the dear girl.”

"I mean, you're Groucho Marx, aren't you?' She was reaching into her imitation leather handbag.

Frowning, Groucho looked down & his chest. "I hadn't given it dl that much thought,” he confided. "But now th
mention it, Olivia, | suppose | mus be."

"My nameisnt Olivia, Groucho. I'm Mrs. Peter Good-man.” Locating her autograph abum, she hdd it out to him.

"Il call you Pete for short." Groucho, as though he were being offered a dead cat, accepted the book.

Mrs. Goodman laughed. "I'm abig fan of yours."

Groucho looked up from the page he was autographing. Then he took a step back, scrutinizing the plump woma
head to toe. "You are indeed,” he agreed. "Meet me at UCLA tomorrow a dawn and well run two or three bris
around the track. We should be able to get you down to fighting trim in time for your next heavyweight bout.”

The plump woman laughed again. "Y ou know what | truly like about your sense of humor, Mr. Marx? It's so gent
kindhearted,” she informed him. "My husband says you drike hm as a mean-minded so-and-so, but he's abs
cockeyed. You'e as gentle as alamb and ared softy a heart.”

"I'd tend to sde with your hubby, maam.” He returned her book and her fountain pen. Taking hold of her fox, F
and gave it asmacking kiss on its plagtic nose.

When the woman read what held written in her autograph dbum, she made a sunned gasping noise. But by the
Groucho was jogging up the wide wooden steps to his second floor office.

His secretary stopped typing on her Underwood when he came douching into the office. "We have a pr
Grou-cho,” she announced.

Nan Sommerville was afasty, muscular lady in her late thirties. Sheld been a circus acrobat and then a suntwoma
a MGM. Groucho maintained that she'd often doubled for Wallace Beery, but Nan denied that. She was a tearific typ
awiz at filing. Just about her only flawv was an unfortunate tendency to fal hopeesdy in love with magicians. In the v
she'd been in Groucho's employ, Nan had gone through unhappy romances with the Great Marvelo and the At
Zambini. Because of the nature of her troubled love life, | had to keep urging Groucho not to greet her continually
"How's tricks?"

As twilight pressed againg the windows, Groucho dumped to a stop in front of her desk in the smdl reception
"How come you haven't turned on the lights, Nanette my flower?"

"Because | work for a parsmonious skinflint who is dways kvetching about the high eectricity hills" she replied, re
over to click on her desk lamp.

"You mug be referring to Mr. Hyde, my dter ego, child," he said as he perched on her desk edge. "I mysdf am t
of generosity and was just now flinging bags of ducats to every pauper | could find. This being on the outskirts of E
Hills there were very few paupers to be had, however. | dmost persuaded a director from Monogram, who only
twenty-seven thousand dollars so far this year, to take a hand-out, but he decided it would ruin his gatus in town. |
you've noticed, my dear, that | refrained from saying anything about buying the evening paupers or cdling atention to tl
that the word ducats sounds quite a lot like the word ducks.”

"I thought Joe Penner had exclusve rights to dl duck jokes. Don't you want to know about the problem | dlu
when you came schiepping in here, Groucho?"

As he opened the paper sack and thrugt his hand inside, he grew thoughtful and considered her question. "I dways
look on the bright Sde and avoid problems whenever possible, which iswhy everybody on the plantation has taken to
me Jlius the Glad Girl. Except for kindly old Uncle Tom, who cdls me-"

"Y ou've been chdlenged to adud," his secretary informed him.

The hdf of a pastrami sandwich that had been en route to his mouth stopped in midair. "Dont tel me Errol H
jedous of me agan."

"Nobody's talking about swords or pigtols. Thisis a pro-posed dud of wits"



" could say, That lets me out.' But, due chiefly to that anguished expresson on your face, Nanook, I'l refran.”
taking a bite of his sandwich, he continued. "Can you provide some vitd gatistics? Such as who's chdlenging me?'

"Thet ham.”

He gestured toward the darkening windows with the hand that wasn't holding the pastrami sandwich. ™
Holly-wood, ham capitd of the universe. Pray, be more specific.”

"Miles Ravenshaw."

Groucho carefully smoothed out the paper bag, placed the half of a sandwich gently upon it, and then drc
free of the desk. "Ah, the ham of hams, the prototypica hambone" he said. "What sort of dud does that schiemid t

Ficking up her open notebook, his husky secretary said, "So far this afternoon, Groucho, we've had telephone cal
Dan Bockman of the Los Angeles Times, Norm Lenzer of the Herald-Examiner, Gl Lumbard of the Holly
Citizen-News, and somebody who might possibly be named Harlan Waffle of the San Diego Union. They are dl extl
eager to tak with you."

"And I'm extremdy digtraught over the obvious slence on the part of the Westwood Shopping News."

Nan tapped her forefinger on the page. "As | understand it, Feix Denker was murdered out & the Mammoth lot a
and Frank found the corpse.”

"We were cofinders.”

"Bethat as it may. At exactly three this afternoon, Miles Ravenshaw, who is garring as Sherlock Holmes in the
Denker was directing, held a press conference at the studio,” she continued. "Now, Bockman and Lumbard attende
Lenzer is rdying on a handout he got from a publicty gd a Mammoth. So ther accounts don't exactly jibe. In L
verson, Ravenshaw cdled you a pretentious fathead. But Bock-man ingsts he labeled you a fatuous fathead.”

"I think it sounds better in the dliteraive verson, don't you, Cousn Agnes?' He returned to his sandwich. "In fact,
Hayworth stands me up again this evening, | may just spend my timein the sewing room embroidering "Groucho isa F
Fathead" on a st of dish towes.”

"Okay, thisis pretty much what that hambone actor had to say: 'Felix Denker was not only a brilliant cinema direc
was one of my dearest friends. It is a source of great regret that he didn't live to finish directing me in the role of St
Holmesin Mammoth's lavish production of The Valley of Fear. | intend to devote every waking hour, when I'm not il
of the cameras, to finding the solution to this horrible murder. | vow to track down the person responsible and to see
vidous killer is prosecuted to the full extent of the law." Of course, Groucho, | can't imitate that drawly British acc
affects”

"May we cut to the part where I'm mdigned and chd-lenged?!

She turned to the next page. "Bockman asked him about you, mentioning that you'd found the body and that you
up quite a reputation as a successful amateur deuth. How'd Ravenshaw fed if you beat him to the solution? To
Ravenshaw answered, and | more or less quote, 'As most everyone knows, | come by my investigative skills legitir
Before | entered into my highly successful career infilms | was a much-respected inspector with Scotland Yard in my
England.’ Now, pay close atention, Groucho, here comes the good part. ‘Unlike a certain low comedian who has bung
way, with a combination of hubris and dumb luck, through some recent murder investigetions in this benighted commt
happen to be a professond.’ Then Lumbard asked him if he was wor-ried about competition from you. ‘I fully suspe
mean, that once that baggy pants mountebank learns that Miles Raven-shaw is on the case, he won't even dare to comy
She leaned back in her swivd chair, shutting the steno book.

Groucho retrieved his sandwich and took a few more thoughtful bites. "What redly wounds, Nanette, is that baggy
bit," he confessed. "It dights not only my tailor but my sweet young daughter Miriam, whom | require to do dl the ironir
heavy lifting at our ménage.”

"What the gents of the press are extremdy curious about, Groucho, is whether youll accept Ravenshaw's o
chd-lenge or judt turn tall.”

"Obvioudy, with atail like minel can't afford to-"

The phone on the secretary's desk rang. Nan picked up the handset. "Groucho Marx Enterprises,” she said an
listened for a moment. Placing her pam over the mouthpiece, she said, "It's Johnny Whidtler.”

Groucho sat down his sandwich again and took the phone. "Johnny, you may tdl your millions of radio ligeners tl
code of the Marxes requires me to accept any and dl chd-lenges-even when they originate with the likes of
Rav-enshaw,” he said. "I intend to take up the gauntlet. Thet is,



Il do that just as soon as my aff and | determine what in the heck a gauntlet is. | thought | had spotted one & a |
sde over in Glendde, but, das, it turned out to be a gravy boat. Later on, after the ladies have adjourned, I'll re
breathless account of how | saled a gravy boat around the Horn and discovered-how's that, Jonathan? Oh, yes, you
my con-cise answer. Very wdl, just say that | accept the chalenge and that no-good fagdeh can take a flying schtup
moon. And you may quote me, Johnny."

Six

Jane and | got the news about an hour later.

Wed taken awak dong the beach after dinner. A heavy rain started up when we were about a block from the B
Diner and we let go of each other's hand and started running for the narrow, bright-lit little restaurant.

"Oh, darn," she said as we crossed the threshol d.

"What?Hurt yoursdf?'

"No, | just remembered | bought a bottle of champagne for our celebration and | forgot to serveit.”

"We got sdetracked,” | reminded her, waking over to the counter and pulling a few paper ngpkins out of a dig
"Il drink some out of your dipper before we turnin.”

"If you think I'm going to walk around in soggy dippers for the rest of the week, you've got ancther. .. Hi, Enery
accepted afew of the ngpkins and wiped rain off her face.

Now that Enery McBride's movie career was on the up-swing, held switched to the night shift a the diner so h
avalable for studio work daytimes.

He amiled at us from behind the counter, then inquired, "Well, what do you think?"

"About what?' | inquired as | crumpled up the napkins I'd used for towels.

"I've got to gain another twenty pounds. Do | look any heavier than when you saw me lagt?"

"We saw you three nights ago, Enery."

Jane settled onto a stool and looked at him with her head tilted dightly to the left. "Wel, you are looking more ct
she decided. "So | suppose the new heft is garting to show.”

There were only five other customersin the place. Two crew-cut teenage boys hunched over hamburgers a the f
of the counter, identical twin plaiinum blondes arguing about a play script in one of the booths, and an unem
projec-tionist named Reisberson trying to outwit the pinbal machine. The radio atop the icebox was turned low and tu
an Andy Kirk band remote.

"Why the hdl do they want you to be twenty pounds fatter to play Mr. Woo's chauffeur?' | climbed onto the stox
to my wife

"Thisisadifferent role I'm up for-over & Mammoath," Enery confided, resting both pams on his sde of the pae'y
counter. "I'm going to be the voodoo priest in Curse of the Zombies."

"Who elseisinit?' asked Jane.

"In this one I'm trying to turn Heather Angd into a zombie, but Regis Toomey saves her in the nick of time and
me"

"With a cast like that," said Jane, "you ought to get top hilling.”

He nodded. "Absolutely. Clarence Muse and | are going to flip a coin to see which of us gets his name above the tii

"We redlly thought you were grest in Mr. Woo Takes a Chance, Enery. Did Frank mention that to you?'

"When | asked himif hed seen the movie, Jane, he just blushed, sammered, and said he had to use the John," Ene
her, grinning. "When he came back he did tdl me | was a credit to my race, though."

"Aslong as were here" sad Jane, putting her hand on mine, "we might as well have something. Cup of hot cho
"Me, too."

Enery moved to the stove and got a pan of milk hesting. "I read Hollywood Molly dmost every day in the Times,

he said, reaching for atin of cocoa off a shdf. "It's funny."



"Y ou're absolutely right,” she agreed.

Theradio said, "Time now for Americas favorite Holly-wood reporter-Johnny Whidtler."

Enery mixed the cocoa into the hat milk, then turned the radio up. "Maybe hell mention me tonight. Y ou never kno

"... Good evening to you and you and especidly you,” Whidler was saying in his breathless, high-pitched style.
gving you an indde report on the biggest news in the movie capitd today-the brutd daying of director Fdix D
Ironicaly, he fled Hitler's Nazi Germany just three years ago to come to America. He found fame and fortune here, y
today-in a yavning soundstage Felix Denker found death...."

Enery set our mugs of cocoalin front of us and asked mein alow voice, "Y ou discovered his body, didn't you, Frar

"Sort of "

"... Il dso be sharing with you what | just learned during an exclusve interview with fading comedian Groucho
who discovered the bloody corpse of the Nazi-hating Denker. Earlier this afternoon Miles Ravenshaw, who is playi
immortal Sherlock Holmes in the movie that the murdered man was in the midst of directing, vowed that he would fi
person who killed his beloved associate. Ravenshaw, a former Scotland Y ard inspector, aso chdlenged Groucho M
beat him to the solution. Although, as you know, Groucho has had some success solving a murder case or two |
Tinsdtown, Ravenshaw asserts that luck and not ill was the reason for that. Groucho, youll be happy to learn, assul
that he will find the killer of Feix Denker long before Ravenshaw. The Burbank police have no comment on this bettle
actors. Well get back to these excting stories and others right after Martin Terman brings you a word about W
Beautybar Bath Soap

"I didn't know you guys were back in the detective busi-ness" said Enery, leaning an elbow on the counter.

"Neither did he," said Jane.

"Could be Groucho isgoing to work on this one solo.” | picked up my cup and took a sip of the chocolate.

"Cmon, Frank, don't mope" said Jane, giving me an en-couraging poke in the ribs. "You and Groucho are pa
Besdes, if you want my opinion, he couldn't solve a mystery without your help.”

| gave ahalfhearted shrug. "Well see. | suppose he-"

The door of the diner came flapping open and Groucho, clad in aydlow dicker and rain hat, came hurrying in out
wet night. Removing his dead cigar from his mouth, he douched over to us. "I had a suspicion you'd be hanging out
Seedy den," he said. "Gather as many of your belongings as you can load in a middle-sized Conestoga wagon and let's
and doing. The game's afoot again, Rallo. In fact, by thistimeit's closer to afoot and ahaf and growing rapidly.”

Our beach cottage on Mattilda Road in the town of Baysde had alarge living room and that gave Groucho quite &
gpace for pacing.

| was gtting on our new sofa, ydlow legd pad open on my knee, and Jane was perched, long legs crossed, on the
an armchair.

The night rain continued to fal enthusiagticaly, hitting hard on our danted shingle roof and brushing at the windows.

"Okay, Watso," Groucho was asking, "are you absolutely certain you want to embark on another investigation?'

"l am, yeah."

"Keep in mind that it's my honor and not yours that's been besmirched by Ravenshaw,” he said, pacing bent-legge
our pae tan carpet. "In away I'm glad that happened, since it establishes the fact that | have any honor left. The point
Rallo, that nobody's called you afraud and a dipshod gum-shoe.”

"When they attack you, they attack me" | said. "At least when it comes to our careers as amateur invesigators.”

"Frank's going to help out on thisone," Jane told him. "So let's get down to business

Groucho halted, eyeing her. "You are an admirable young woman,” he conceded. "I'm sorry now that | ever v
Franklin to avoid any young lady who had a brain larger that an avocado pit. Y ou've turned out to be okay, Ss"

"How about starting,”" she suggested, uncrossing her legs, "with alist of possible motivesfor thekilling of Felix Denl

" was hoping we'd commence with alig of toys | wanted for Chrigmas" he said, returning to his pacing. "But | t
admit your suggestion is better. Don't forget, however, that an Erector set is my number one want. If it lives up to its
|

"Motives," she repeated, leaving the arm of her chair and heeding for the kitchen. " Coffee, Frank?

"That'd be swdll, Jane."



"All righty," said Groucho, watching her walk away, "why would anyone want to knock off Denker?"

"He was an arrogant shit that most everybody didiked,” | offered.

Nodding as he grolled the carpeting, Groucho said, "That's one possihility, to be sure. A lot of people werent f
him. But alot of people don't like me and | haven't been shot.”

"Not yet," | said. "l don't actudly think he was murdered because he was a pain in the ass to work with, but the
might be a work-related reason. And there are alot of sirange people in Hollywood."

"You think so, Ramona? | hadn't noticed,” said Groucho. "l suppose it's possble that a disgruntled actor, wri
sudio hand got angry enough to lower the boom on Fdix, but that strikes me as unlikely. We're looking for a more ¢
motive here.”

Jane said, "Before you get off the topic of disgruntled col-leagues, fdlowswhat about that drunken lady scriptwrite
unearthed in the vidnity?"

"Clair Rickson." | shrugged one shoulder. "Well have to find out whet the hdl she was doing there, sure.”

"I notice Johnny Whidler didn't mention her a dl,” she continued. "Think the police told him not to?"

"Might well have been the studio,” said Groucho. "One more thing for young Franklin to investigete once a new d
dawned.”

"I know Clair well enough to telephone her-provided Jack Norment hasn't locked her away as a materid witness”

"Or asuspect,” added Jane.

"Meantime, how about a domestic motive?' | suggested. "That'd make his wife, Erika Klein, a possible suspect.”

"Lew Marker, prince of producers, told us Erika was too indifferent to her hubby to work up much in the v
jedousy or hatred.”

"He says."

"We're definitdy going to have to poke into the home life of Felix Denker, so jot that down on our lig of flatfoot ct
Groucho dowed, dropped into the armchair Jane had vacated. "And well have to find out if he was fooling around wi
young ladies besides Marsha Tederow. Make that find out who they were. There's bound to have been more than one
Fdix was what Carl Jung cdlls 'a dodgosted tomcat." "

"That's a very good Jung impression,” observed Jane, re-turning with three cups of coffee on atray.

"Oy, what anight,” complained Groucho. "Frgt Johnny Whidler dludes to me as afaling comedian and now the n
my boyhood chum razzes my mimic abilities™

"Whidler referred to you as fading not faling.” Jane handed him a cup of coffee and then brought one over to me
int, theway | seeit, quite as bad, Groucho.”

"| suppose that's true, Nurse Jane."

Jane settled into our bentwood rocker, cup cradled in both hands. "What about the Nazi angle?"

"That was going to be my next recommendation,” said

Groucho. "Denker was active in organizations like the Anti-Nazi League and he raised quite a bit of money for tr
gmilar organizations. On top of which the Gestapo must've had his name on more than one shit lig."

"If he had been in Berlin, | can see assassnaing him for his opposition,” | said. "But usng a German agent to bur
guy off inthis country is something se again.”

"Méake a note that we're going to have to find out just how important Felix was to his former countrymen.” Grouchc
cigar out of the pocket of histweedy sports coat, unwrapped it, and put it in his mouth. He didn't bother to light it.

"Also how important Erika Kleinis to the Nazis," | added. "Do they want her dead, too? Could be she's the red
and they were just warming up on Denker."

"I don't much care for the lady-if she were alittle heftier, she could be playing aleading role in something by Wagn:
Il go talk to her tomorrow."

"Shemay begrieving."

"All the grief she felt for Denker she probably got over about an hour or less after she heard the fdlow was defunct

"I know somebody in publicity out a& Mammoth, a leftover frommy LA. Times days™ | said, making another note
legd tablet. "I'll see what background suff | can dig up on both of them.”

"Be hdpful if we can get alook at the autopsy report, t0o," said Groucho, taking the dead cigar out of his mouth
could drink some of his coffee. "Sergeant Norment seemed moderately cordia toward you, Rollo. Can you get a
that and maybe his report on the murder?’

Poking my tongue into my cheek, | considered the caling beams for a few slent seconds. "Jack Norment's not



ouy,
but I'm not sure how cooperative he's likdy to be" | answered findly. "With Ravenshaw holding press confer

Norment may think we're dl doing this for the publicity.”

"We are," reminded Groucho. "Betha asit may, | intend to do a thorough job-so see what you can pry out of him

Jane rocked dowly in the chair. "It would be helpful to find out what Ravenshaw's up to. Do you think he's actudly
to try ared investigation-or was that plain and smple baoney?"

"It's difficult to predict what a showboat like Ravenshaw is going to do. Any idess, Frank?"

"I can dso tak to my Mammoth publicity contact about Ravenshaw's plans. M. J. McLeod owes me a couple favc

"Notice how he usesinitias™ Jane told Groucho. "That's so | won't realize he's taking about Mary Jane McL eox
whom he once carried on atorrid romance.”

"Tepid romance,” | corrected. "Four years ago that was, long before you and | ever met. And the whole dull thir
lasted 9x and a hdlf weeks."

"Notice that he doesn't mention that five of those 9x and a hdf weeks were spent in a mote in Cdiente w
Ve-netian blinds tight shut the whole darn time.”

"Children, children,”" cautioned Groucho. "As someone who's dways trod the straight and narrow path, especidly v
passed anywhere near a house of ill repute, | don't like to hear references to sdlacious conduct on the part of my dis-c
He drank just about dl his coffee. "Now then, let's review what weve got on our lig thus far." He hed up his left
fingers spread wide, and ticked them off with hisunlit cigar as he spoke. "Frank talks to the tempestuous M. J. McLew

"That's McLeod, and don't believe aword Jane says.”

"Frank learns from this blameless candidate for sainthood dl he can about Feix Denker and his missus, Erika |
resumed Groucho. "He aso worms news of Miles Ravenshaw's plans out of her. In his spare time, he contacts Se
Nor-ment and acquires the Denker autopsy report and anything ese he can dip under his coat. | need a good
sharpener, by the way. Meanwhile, I'll pay a condolence vigt to the Widow Erika and find out what she thinks happe
her spouse. It dso might not be a bad notion to drop in on Professor Erngt Hoffman for a wee chat.”

"I met him once a your office" | said. "He's active in severa anti-fascist organizations, isn't he?"

"That's Ernie, yes," said Groucho. "He dso knew Denker and Erikain the Old Country-and he's kept in touch witl
sncethey dl cameto America”

"He's the guy who teaches a Altadena Community Col-lege?!

"Yep, he's been in thar German literature department ever since he got here from Belin," sad Groucho. "
specidty is Goethe. In fact, he and | have been meaning to write a philosophica cowboy yan to be cdled Goethe
Little Dogie. But, law me, we just can't ever seem to find the time"

"Groan," observed Jane.

"I could've added that we're dso contemplating a Civil War epic to be known as Faustus with the Mostest. Be tt
| spared you that.”

| leaned forward, picking up my cup. "We should find out what we can about Marsha Tederow, too."

"Who's she?' asked Jane.

"Shewas an assistant art director on The Valley of Fear”

| explained. " She was killed in an automobile accident just a few days before Denker got shot.”

"Two people connected with the same movie" said Jane. "That does sound a mite suspicious.”

Groucho asked me, "Think you can get alook at the acci-dent report?”

"Norment might help. If not, | can talk to somebody on the LA. Times. Il dso see what they've got in the morg
on Marsha Tederow's accident-and on her.”

"Right, snce we dready know she was one of the lasses Denker was entangled with," said Groucho.

"You should dso check and see how well Miles Ravenshaw knew her," suggested Jane.

"Right you are," said Groucho approvingly. "It might be we have nothing more than a nice smple love triangle hel
on the other hand, it might be that some Martians left over from Orson Welless Haloween party invaded Mammoth an
him. At his point, children, we don't actudly know a damn thing."

"You know that you and Frank make a great team and you've cleared up a couple of tough murder cases over tt
year," Jane said to him. "You're likdy to do it again with this one. So don't look so hangdog.”

"The reason | look so hangdog, my dear, is that they hanged my dog just before | drove over here. | warned hir



wouldn't put up with cattle rugling in Beverly Hills, but he paid me no mind." He gat to his feet, curtsed, and walked c
her. Bending, he kissed the top of her head. "I appre-ciate, though, your vote of confidence, as does every red-bl
Eagle Scout in this great land of ours. If | had any need to locate an eagle, 1'd join the scouts mysdf. But for now, let r
gate for the record-and the record were dluding to is the Boswel Sisters verson of "Flat Foot Floogie”-let me st
the record, | say, that you deserve dl the honors that this great state of ours has heaped upon you by naming y
Daughter of the Regiment, the Girl of the Golden West, and the Sweetheart of Sgma Chi. Although why Frank dlows
fodl around with dl those oafish fraternity boys is beyond me. It's dso beyond Pasadena, and if we're going to react
before daybreak, weve going to have to use those little eectric prods on dl the ded dogs." He kissed the top of he
once more before returning to his chair.

| started to set the legd pad aside, then stopped. "Four,” | said.

"Thisisan odd timeto be playing golf," observed Groucho.

"I just remembered the four Denker scribbled on that copy of The Strand”

"Ah, yes, the Clue of the Dying Message."

"A four?Y ou didn't mention that either, Frank."

"May not mean a damn thing, but it looked like Denker dipped hisfinger in his own blood and started to write som
on the cover of amagazine that was on the table next to the chair he died in."

"What sort of four?' She came over to St close beside me on the sofa

"Open-topped-style four.” | drew it on the pad.

Frowning, Jane took my fountain pen from me. "This is a trick Rod Tommerlin taught me when | was worki
Hill-billy Willy with him," she explained. "We did a sequence lagt year where some Nazi spies snuck into Weedville, !
hometown." She added three lines to the number four and converted it into a swastika. "It's a surefire and ess
to draw a perfect swadtika."

"If we knew that Denker used a smilar method to congtruct his Nazi indgnias” said Groucho, who'd come over
table to watch what Jane was doing, "we'd have something.”

"What would we have?'

My wife said, "Maybe that he was trying to say that a Nazi had shot him."

"I don't know, Jane" | said dowly. "It's sure a possibility, | guess. But maybe the guy was only drawing a four-r
though | hope nat, in his last moments his bloody hand twitched and scrawled something that vagudy resembles a four.'

"Dont be so hangdog, Franklin," warned Groucho. "At this stage, we need every clue we can get and | think it's
nice of your long-suffering missus to provide us with such a jolly handsome one” He stood up, stretched. "Were
have to dig into the Nazi angle anyway and this gives us one more reason to do that."

| stood up, too. "It's nice being back in the detective busi-ness, Groucho,” | told him.

"I haven't been this overjoyed, Rallo," he confided, "since | was runner-up in the Miss America contest back in 192

Seven

With abundle of newspapers under my arm, | paused in the open doorway of Jane's studio. "Busy?" | inquired.

"Shouldn't you be shouting 'Wuxtry wuxtry'?' She set her pen on the taboret, capped the bottle of Indiaink, and
a me. "Find out anything new in those newspaper stories about the Fix Denker murder?”

I'd driven over to the outdoor newsstand on Bayside Boul-evard earlier in the morning and picked up early edition:
the Los Angeles-area newspapers they had. After spending more than an hour going over them and taking notes, | |
sofa and went in to share my findings with my wife.

Jane was wearing a candy-stripe blouse and dark skirt and she had her auburn hair tied back with a twist of
ribbon. "Give me the important suff fird," she requested. "How many times did they mention you?"

"Hey, the LA. Times also mentionsyou." | deposited my bundle atop a filing cabinet and located the Times. "He
... 'Groucho Marx will be asssted by Frank Denby, a screenwriter who's married to popular cartoonist Jane D
creator of the hit comic strip Hollywood Mally (see page 23)." Actudly, Jane, you got more space than | did.”

"That's because they run my srip. But you did get pro-moted to screenwriter.”

"It's only that screenwriter sounds better than unemployed radio writer.”



Jane eyed me. "Maybe | shouldn't have taken down those No Sulking sgns.”

"What | miss more are the spittoons.” | moved closer to her. "My guess about when Denker was killed was pretty
The police estimate he died sometime between eight and ten Monday night.”

"And the weapon?'

"A thirty-two Smith and Wesson revolver, which hasn't turned up so far." | glanced a the daly srip she'd been
"Looks grest."

"Less flatery and more gory detals” she requested, leaning and kissng me on the cheek.

| returned the kiss, then took a step back. "Okay, one of the stories mentions that Denker owned a thirty-two Smi
Wesson and that the police haven't been able to find it at his home or in his office a Mammoth.”

"'So he might've been shot with hisown gun?'

"Might've, sure.”

Jane asked, "And what, at long last, does your pad Sergeant Norment have to say about the mysterious Clair Ricks

"Not adamned thing."

"Nada?'

"Exactly-she isnt mentioned in any of the accounts,” | told her. "I tried to phone Clar a few minutes ago a
ansvering service says she's sck and won't be returning any cals today."

"Think they've got her in the pokey?"

"I'll attempt to find out.”

"Did Norment announce that they have any suspects?'

"All he's told the pressisthat they have severa good leads that he's not ready to discuss,” | answered. "Dan Bocl
gory damsthe cops are looking for an eectrician who was fired from Mammoth a week back after a row with Den
the set of The Valley of Fear. No name given, but this lad is supposedly a German who goes dong with dl Hitler's
theories™

"Doesthat sound plausble to you?"

"Only if you can explain why Denker would let aguy who swore held get even for getting canned close enough to
him-and maybe with his own damn gun."

"There wasnt, you said, any Sgn of afight-Denker didn't tusde with hiskiller. Try to stop him?"

"Nope, and the medica report confirmsthat.”

"That could mean afriendly killer."

"Y eah, somebody he knew and probably even trusted.”

"Where was hiswife when he got shot?!

"That'sin Norm Lenzer's gory," | said, nodding back at my collection of newspapers. "Erika Klen left the Ma
gudios, checked out at the main gate, a a quarter after Six that night. Didn't Sgnin again until nine-thirty the next mornir

"There goes the domestic motive."

"Unless she hired somebody to knock her husband off."

Jane said, " 'Hi, Fdix, you don't know me, but I'm the thug your missus hired to shoot you. All in the family, asiit we
theré's no reason to put up a struggle.’ Nope, not very believ-gble.”

"Well, there are alot of waysto get somebody to st il

whileyou assassinate him," | said. "But it is sort of unlikdy that it was a hired gunmen.”

"What does Norment say about the number four that Denker scrawled on the magazine cover?”

"Not ahdl of alot. According to Bockman's story, the Burbank police don't attach too much importance to the
dying message,” | told her. "That, however, could just be a cover-up on Norment's part.”

Jane pushed back from her drawing board, stretched by reaching both arms high. "Do they link Marsha Tedero\
Denker?'

"Not yet, dthough a couple of stories talk about a possible Sherlock Holmes jinx. Y ou know two people associate
the movie die vidlent deaths within a week." | crossed over to St in her wicker armchair. "I dug up a few articles alc
auto accident out of our pile of old newspapersin the wash-room. Smdl back-page items”

"Marsha Tederow wasn't famous.”

"Her Chevy coupe skidded on arain-dick stretch of Mul-holland Drive. Car went clean off the road and into a g
sad. "It exploded, caught fire, and she was pretty badly burned.”

"Hel of away todie.



"Yeeh" | agreed. "It didn't srike the police as anything but an accident. But maybe they'll 1ook into it again bece
the tie-in with Denker."

"You and Groucho got mentioned in most of the stories about Denker's murder?!

"Overlooking whet redly happened, dl the stories credit him with discovering the body,” | said. "And there are s
dories in most papers about the chdlenge™ | selected a paper off my stack and turned to page three. " 'Groucho
Versus Sherlock Holmes is the headline on this one. Others are vari-ations. Even though they admit that Groucho and
been successful at solving a few murder cases, they treat this whole business as sort of a joke. Maybe that's because
Raven-shaw isinvolved."

"I think you guys are a terrific team,” said my wife, "but you have to admit that Groucho is a very difficult person t
serioudy, Frank."

"Yeah, you're-"

The phone on her taboret rang. Jane answered, lisened for a moment, wrinkled her nose, and handed me the |
"Ser-geant Norment himsdf."

"Morning, Jack," | said into the mouthpiece.

"It's come to my attention, Frank, that you've been trying to contact me."

"l imagine you've heard that Groucho Marx and | would like to look into the Denker murder,” | began. "l was h
could get a copy of the autopsy report and maybe see the photos taken at-"

"Y ou're no longer working for the Los Angeles Times, cor-rect?'

"No, Jack, but this-"

"BEvenif you were dill an accredited newspaperman, Frank, and not a glamorous screenwriter, | wouldn't be obli
share confidentia police informetion with you."

"Y ou did, though, let melook at stuff like that when [-"

"And Groucho Marx is an actor who paints on a mustache and chases blondes in lowbrow movies, isnt he? The
Groucho Marx you'rein partnership with?'

"It's not the Groucho Marx who's the dean of the law school at USC, no. Thething is"

"You are aso the pair who got Sergeant Branner of the Bayside police sent up for murder, aren't you?"

"C'mon, Jack, he was crooked. Y ou sure aren't, so why-"

"Thanks for the vote of confidence, Frank,” he cut in, sounding as though he was amiling his joyless amile agai
somewhat busy, but | did want to deliver a short lecture to you. I'd be obliged if you'd pass the gig of it on to Gr
Marx." He coughed. "I'min charge of finding out who killed Feix Denker. I'm doing that because it's my job, not as a
gunt to promote a movie script or a second-rate detective film I'm starring in. Since | know you, Frank, | won't throw
Groucho out of any place | run into you unless you get too much underfoot and inmy way. I'll even give you a cordid |
we chance to meet, but | sure as the devil an not going to cooperate with you or with Groucho Marx or with
half-baked actor who goes around saying 'Elementary, my dear Watson.' You want any information on the case, re
pa-pers. Good-bye."

As| handed Jane the handset to be hung up, she said, "You did alot more ligening than taking."

"That's usudly the way it iswith sermons.” | gave her a summary of what Sergeant Norment had conveyed to me
think maybe he's right? With the Peg McMorrow case we had some persona reasons for poking around-Grouct
known the gil and he was certain she didnt commit su-icide. And with the Dr. Denninger mess we both believe
Frances London couldn't have murdered him. This time, though, there isn't any reason like those to get mixed up w
killing."

"You two have proven you're good at solving mysteries™ she reminded me. "Somebody killed Denker and that son

body is dill running loose. There's nothing wrong with tracking down a killer-even if you weren't a close pd of the v

"My civic duty, you mean?'

She nodded. "And besides, we can use the publicity.”

While | was examining my conscience, Groucho was barging into his Sunset office with a paper bag from Moont
tucked up under hisarm like afootbal. "How's tricks?" he inquired, diding to a stop in the vidnity of his secretary’'s des
Very politdy, Nan thumbed her nose. "Youll be pleased to know that | just started deting a brand-new felow



an-nounced. "And he's aswel guy, gentle and kind. Unlike cer-tain gargoyles I've worked for.”

Depoditing his bag on a clear spot on the desktop, Groucho pressed his pdm over his eyes. "No help from the auc

please" he requested. "I shdl now proceed to part the vel of mystery and guess this admirable specimen's occupation
. rabbits, a top hat, a watermelon, a blonde being sawed in hdf.... No, wait. Scratch the watermelon.” He lowel
hand, opened his eyes wide, and pointed at Nan. "He's ama-gician. Am | right, young lady?'

"Okay, dl right, Groucho,” she acknowledged. "I do seem to have an afinity for professona magicians. There i
dl, any harmin that.”

"It's better than exdusvely dating trunk murderers or scat singers, true" he acknowledged as he extracted abagd
with cream cheese from the bag. "What's this latest example cal himsdf?”

"Zanzibar the Astounding.”

Nodding, Groucho said, "I think Chico, Harpo, Zeppo, and

| worked with him back in vaudeville. Irving Zanzibar. About five two, two hundred and Sixty pounds, a wart here,
mole here. That hm?'

"He happens to be suave and handsome, looks a lat like thet actor Edmund Lowe."

"Nobody looks like Edmund Lowe," he informed her. "Not even Edmund Lowe. It takes two makeup men three
to get Edmund Lowe to look like Edmund Lowe. Or possibly it takes three makeup men two hours™ He sghed, took
of his bagel, sghed again. "And that ends our funfilled vigt with Miss Londyhearts for today, boys and girls To busine

Nan picked up a manila folder and opened it. "I cut the reports on Fdix Denker's killing from the newspapers. -
typed up a precis of dl the information.”

"I'm touched, Nanook, for no one has ever given me a precis before. | was going to ask Santa for one, but the old
keep pushing me off his knee and whacking a me with his candy cane." Eaang around to her side of the desk, he :
gfting through the suff in the folder.

"l dso located ErikaKlen," his secretary said. "She is, ac-cording to her, nearly collapsed with grief over her hus
death. But since youve been so supportive of causes that op-pose Hitler, she's willing to grant you a brief auc
Eleventthirty this morning. That okay?'

"Hunky-dory," he answered, nodding. "Where's young Widder Denker holed up a the moment? | heard she anc
weren't cohabiting anymore.”

"She's gaying up in Bd Air, as a house guest at Merlin-wood.”

He set down the dippings he'd been scanning and raised his eyebrows. "The fabled eyrie of dashing glent swashbu

Guy Pope and the petite Alma Avon, known inmy distant youth as ‘America's Favorite Tomboy'?"

‘That'sthe place, yeah."

"Supposedly Alma Avon hasn't set foot out of that castle of theirs since the day after The Jazz Snger opened
were going to cdl her arecluse, but they decided she didn't get around enough to qudify for that." Frowning, working
bagel, Groucho returned to his reading. "Why are they putting Erika up, | wonder?"

"She's actudly living in one of their guest houses. The Popes have seven acres up there, remember?”

"I've never, das, been a guest of the Popes or so much as set foot on the premises. He's been insandy envious
ever snce he saw a photograph of mein apair of tights," explained Groucho. "And he may aso have found out thet if |
put the arrow in the bow backwards during my screen test, | would've been the fdlow who played Robin Hood
clas-9c slent film The Rogue of Sherwood Forest."

"In 1924, when Pope starred in that movie, you and your disreputable brothers were doing I'll Say She
Broadway."

"You'reright, thet long train ride from New Y ork to Hol-lywood every day wouldve worn me to a frazzle. Just as
didnt get the part,” he conceded. "Although | did look aw-fully cute in that green Robin Hood suit. Green brings ¢
sparklein my eyes and has been known to bring out the militia on occasion when-"

"Fdix Denker's funerd and burid will take place Friday at ten am. Itll be at the Peaceable Woodlands Ceme
Glen-dde," Nan told him. "Y ou're invited, but not as a pa lbearer.”

"Jugt as well. You carry too many coffins and you get type-cast. Look what happened to Benny Karloff."

"That'sBorisKarloff."

"No, | was referring to Benny Karloff. He's Boriss cousin and went broke when the fad for pallbearer movies
Per-sondly | thought the man was absolutdly brilliant in Carry Me Back to Old Virginny. That's the one where he had
acoffin across severa states sngle-handed to-"



"Judging from the news stories,” Nan cut in, "the cops aren't any closer to solving Denker's murder than you are.”

"They're hinting that a disgruntled studio dectrician is a possble suspect.” Groucho organized the dippings and
back into ardaively neat stack and closed the folder. "In de-tective circles that's known offiddly as 'dutching at straw:

"May | giveyou abit of advice, Groucho?"

He bowed, spreading his arms wide. "We're dways open to condructive criticiam here a the home office”

"Before you go up to Bd Air," suggested Nan, "you might want to wipe that blob of cream cheese off your chin.”

Eight

The high stone walls around the Merlinwood estate were bro-ken by apair of wrought-iron gates. These were ope
wide, but a uniformed policeman was standing in the white grave drive.

Groucho braked his Cadillac and rolled down his window as the cop came griding over.

"Can | hdp you, Sr?' The officer was chunky and red-faced.

"I've got an appointment with Erika Klein. She's supposed to be living here at the moment.”

"And you are?'

"Groucho Marx."

The cop leaned closer, sudying hisface. "Yeah, | suppose you must be."

"Bdieve me, Officer, if | had any choice in the matter, 1'd be somebody ese entirdy,” confided Groucho. "For a\
was going to be Father Hannagan of Boys Town, but then they decided my brogue wasn't up to shuff. On top of th
quff wasn't up to par. From there it went from bad to worse, with a sde trip to Idaho."

"Uh-huh." The policeman pointed. "Park your car over there by the garages, then walk around behind and youll se
cottages-cottages, hel, dl of them are twice as big as my house in Pasadena. Anyway, ErikaKlenisin the cottage on
right."

"Who're you looking out for-Erika?"

The officer nodded. "Same people killed her husband may make atry for her. Nazi bastards. We've got her un
around-the-clock watch." Waving Groucho on, he stepped over to the sde of the wide winding driveway.

There was about an acre of forma gardens, dotted with gnarled cypresses fronting the estate. Much of the folia
faded, dry, touched with winter. The house itsdf was enor-mous, three stories high, built of gray stone and resembli
sort of castles Guy Pope had swashbuckled his way through during his heyday in the slents. You expected to see arct
the high, narrow windows, maybe a few lackeys up on the dated roof ready to send a cauldron of bailing ail splashing
on youl.

As Groucho parked the Cadillac on the gravel, a dog started baying mournfully ingde the twenty-five-room mans
large hound from the sound of him.

"Il tdl Baskerville you're looking for him," muttered Groucho, easng out of his car.

The day was il gray and overcast.

He rounded the garages and encountered a man dipping the tangles of ivy that climbed high on the gray wall
imitation castle. He was tanned and in his middle fifties and he attacked the ivy with an energetic grace.

"Good morning, Guy," said Groucho. "Excuse me for tres-passing in your domain.”

The actor stopped trimming, turned, and stared a him. "l know you, don't I?* he asked, looking somewhat perplex

"I'm Groucho Marx."

Pope amiled broadly. "Of course you are, yes," he said. "Forgive me for not recognizing you. My mind sometimes.
Almaand | saw you and your brothers in The Cocoanuts on Broadway and you were hilarious. Nineteen twenty
wasnt it?"

"Nineteen twenty-six."

"You were dl marvelous fun, you especidly-though somewhat too raucous for my Alma," said the actor. "I'd love t
you in and have you meet Almaagain, but she's alling.”

"Sorry to hear that," he said. "But actudly I'm here to vigt with Erika Klein."

"A terrible tragedy, wha happened to her poor husband. | never cared much for Fdix Denker's films-mu



pom-pous for my tastes-but | keep hearing the man was a genius” He shook his head sadly. "A dreadful thing that t
mur-dered on the set of his own movie™

"It was thoughtful of you to takein hiswidow."

Pope rubbed a forefinger across the bridge of his nose. "The least we could do," he said after a few seconds. "I
actudly the one who invited her, though."

"Oh, 07"

"No, it was..." The actor paused, frown lines degpening across his tanned forehead. "I'll think of it eventudly, &
certain | wasn't the one. Not that we're not happy to lend a hand.”

"Y our wife maybe?'

"Waan't my Alma, no. She's not strong enough to issue invitations these days."

"l must begoing,” said Groucho.

"Certainly pleasant running into you like this, Groucho,” said Pope, amiling again. "We haven't seen each other fo
ome time, have we?"

"If not longer.”

After trotting dong a red flagstone path and through a wooded area, you came to a dearing that containec
ex-tremely rudtic thatch-roofed cottagesin a mossy glade.

"The saven dwarfs don't seem to be at home thismorning,” he said to himsdf, heading for the quaint house on the ri

The oaken front door creaked open and atdl, wide man stepped out into the gray late morning. He wore a nav
double-breasted uit, his head was shaved to a glisening smoothness, and he had a Luger dangling from his right hand.
right there, if you would, Sr," he requested, pointing the gun at Groucho.

Things didn't go very smoothly for me a the Mammoth stu-dios.

Theman problem was that they wouldn't dlow meto set foot on the lot.

When | rolled up to the gates at a few minutes shy of deven that morning, a uniformed guard came over to my F
wasn't Oscar from the day before. "Do you have business here, Sr?'

"Y eah, I'm supposed to see M. J. McLeod."

Thelong, skinny guard, who appeared to be wearing the uniform of a somewhat shorter and fatter colleague, aske
"What was your name, Sr?"

"Was and is Frank Denby."

Nodding briefly, he returned to his guard shack. He had adight limp in hisleft leg.

Whenmy car radio started playing "Jeepers Creepers,” | clicked it off.

The guard returned with a clipboard. "Frank Denby, you sad?'

"That's right, yeah. Eleven o'clock appointment with M. J. McLeod."

He brought his clipboard up close to his face, sudying the lig of names attached to it. "Oaky doaks, here it is"
eventudly.

"Hine"

"The reason | didn't spot it right off, ar, isthat it's been crossed out.”

"How'sthat?'

"Y our appointment has been canceled, Mr. Denby."

"Why'd that happen?' 1'd phoned Mary Jane McLeod at her home the night before to set this up.

"W, if I'm interpreting these little scribbles in the margin correctly, Mr. Denby, the order to cancd came from th
of security himsdlf," he explained, tapping the page with his forefinger. "Oh, and it also says you're to be denied access
gudio until further notice. | wasn't on duty when this came down this morning, so | wasn't aware-"

"Can | useyour telephoneto cal MissMcLeod?"

"No, | don't think so, gr." He gave me a negdtive shake of his head dong with a sympathetic amile. "Y ou've app:
gotten yourself on somebody important's shit ligt, gr, if you don't mind my saying so. NO access means No access &
wouldn't even risk taking the lady a note.”

"Ravenshaw," | muttered.

"How'sthet, Sr?"



"Jugt an old Armenian curse,” | told him, and backed out into the gray late morning strest.

The nearest public phone was in a bar down the block from the Mammoth spread. The place was cdled the Hs
Hide-away and when | stepped into its whiskey-scented dimness, the jukebox was playing a sdection by Harry Owe
His Royd Hawaiians.

Hearing sted guitar music and tropica drumbests at that hour, especidly after you've been given the heave-hc
mo-tion picture studio that was supposedly consdering buying a comedy of yours, is not a cheering experience.

Three bit players dressed as pearl smugglers were drinking Regd Pale beers at the warped bar and a seriou
womean in her fifties sat one at the only occupied table tdling her own fortune with a bedraggled deck of tarot cards.

| hunched into the phone booth, which smelled strongly of recent iliness, half shut the door, dropped in my nicke
dided the Mammoth number.

"Mammoath Pictures. How may we help you?" inquired a young woman through her nose.

"Publicity Department, please.”

A moment later agirl with the voice of afaled actress answered, "Publicity. How may | help you?"

"M. J. McLeod, please.”

| sensed adight flinch and her next question showed a trace of wariness. "Who's cdling?'

Degpening my voice some, | told her, "Richard Harding Davis of the Denver Post."

"Please hold on, Mr. Davis."

"Hello?' came Mary Jan€'s uneasy voice.

"Thisis Richard Harding Davis, little lady. I'm hoping you remember the golden days we spent together side by
the Los Angeles Times. My own memories are evergreen and-"

"Frank?' Shelowered her voice to anear whisper.

"Hey, Mary Jane, why the hell am | barred from the-"

"Why do you think? Miles Ravenshaw went to Lew Num-ber One right after his stupid press conference yesterd:
told him it would be a nifty idea if you, Groucho, and any of your next of kin were kept out of here until after Rave
cleared up the mystery of Fdix Denker's murder.”

"Looks like I'm doomed for dl eternity, then, because that haf-wit will never-"

"I didn't find out about Lew Goldstein's ultimatum about you until a few minutes ago, Frank. Too late to head you o

"Will you suffer if you meet me off campus?’

It took her close to aful minute to think about that. "Okay, there's a little Mexican joint over on Nolan Drive, ab
blocks south of us”" she told me in a low, cautious voice. "No-body from the sudio ever eats there because the foo
dreadful. Itll be a safe place for us to meet. Twdve?'

"Shall wework out aseries of passwords?’

"Still anidiot," she said, and hung up.

Nine

Groucho said to the man with the Luger, "Have you by any chance seen amotion picture entitled Room Service?"

"Never heard of it," answered the hairless man, somewhat perplexed.

"That's ardief, Snceit lessens my chances of being shot down like a dog. Of course, if | were going to be shot dov
adog, | think I'd prefer to be shot like a Saint Bernard. That way we can dl have a snifter of brandy afterwards and-"

"Ah, you mus be Groucho Marx." He dipped the gun away in his shoulder holster. "Miss Erika is expecting you
didn't immediately recognize you. Y ou don't ook like Grou-cho Marx."

"Why thank you, that's the nicest thing anybody's ever said to me" He approached the cottage doorway.

"Groucho, I'm terribly sorry.” A dim, gernly pretty blond woman in her early forties appeared next to the large
man. She was wearing dark blue bell-bottom dacks and a black cashmere sweater. "Gunther can be overzedous at
But consdering that my husband was brutally murdered, | don't blame him for being cautious and protective.”

"You think whoever killed Fdix is dso planning to kill you?'

"They've dready threatened her," said Gunther.

"Oh, 07"



Erika amiled sadly. "Come insde, Groucho, and we can tak," sheinvited. "I'm afraid it can't be a long vist, snce
from over the shock of Fdix's death." She retreated into the shadowy parlor.

Gunther stepped aside and nodded at the doorway .

The parlor was gloomy, the drapes drawn, the only light coming from a parchment-shaded floor lamp. The furnitu
heavy and from the Victorian era. On the wdls hung severd large gilt-framed ail paintings of Alma Avon in some of he
famous movies, induding Tomboy, Little Nell, and Granny's Girl There were saverd large vases holding bunches of
dried flowers.

"Cheary." Groucho waked over to the empty fireplace and hed out his pams toward it.

"It is somewhat somber,” Erika acknowledged, sdtling into a purple Morris chair. "Right now, however, it s

"How long have you been staying here?' Groucho sat in a claw-footed armchair facing the dim widow.

"Coffee, Miss Erika?" inquired Gunther from the doorway.

"That would be nice, yes," she told him, amiling. "Gunther and | have been here a Merlinwood for close to three n
Groucho."

"Oh, | had the impression, chatting with Guy Pope just now, that you'd only moved in very recently.”

"I sometimes suspect that Guy, bless him, jumped off one too many balconies during his heyday," Erika said, toud
her temple, "and jiggled his brain. He seems to be getting in-creasingly forgetful.”

"So who wasit who invited you to livein this cottage?'

"Actudly I'm a tenant, Groucho, but it was Guy and Alma who suggested the arrangement,” she answered. "Fdlix
became acquainted with them soon after we arrived here from Germany. Guy was inordinady fond of my late hus
Ride of the Valkyries. That was madein Belinin 1929."

"And you and Felix separated because-"

"We smply decided it would be better to live apart for atime" Erika told him. "We remained devoted to each
however. Y ou must know that in the best of marriages, there are periods when you want to be away from each other.”

"My wives tend to want extremely long periods of separa-tion, followed by subgtantia dimony,” said Groucho, teki
anew ciga.

"I'd appreciateit if you didn't smoke, Groucho."

"Sorry." He put the cigar away. "Who exactly is Gunther?"

"A vary loyd fdlow. He was Fdlix's vaet in Balin and emigrated to the United States with us™ she explained. "V
moved to Merlinwood, Fdix inssted that Gunther come dong to look after me. As you've witnessed, Gunther is't
devoted to me"

"Gunther mentioned threststo you."

Erikaleft her chair to cross to the mantelpiece. "These are photostats of the originds” she said, picking up two sh
paper. "l turned the originds over to Sergeant... Norman, isnt it?"

"Norment." Groucho accepted the stats.

"I've made severd copies. You can keep these for your files"

Both notes were hand-lettered in neat block capitals. Thefirst said, "FELIX DENKER. THEY FAILED TO GET
IN GERMANY. WE'LL SUCCEED." The other read, "ERIKA KLEIN. YOU'RE ASBAD ASYOUR JEW
HUSBAND. YOU WON'T LIVE LONG."

"When were these sent?'

"Fdix showed me his letter about a week ago,” she said. "He wasn't as upset as | was. | persuaded him to give it
but unfortunatdy | hesitated about showing it to the police.”

"Y ou got this other one after Felix's death?”

"Yes, dthough | didn't know it a the time. The letter was in the mallbox here when | got home from the studio M
night," Erika said. "l left Mammoth about six-thirty that night. If 1'd stayed longer, | might have been able to-"

"Or you might've gotten shot, too. What about the enve-lopes these came in?'

"They weren't malled, so there weren't any postmarks. And Sergeant Norment told me there were no fingerprints
mine and Fdix's on ether note”

"Any idea who sent these?' He folded the letters and stuffed them away in an insde pocket of his sports coat.

"Yes, | do. | bdieve it was Franz Henkd, the sudio dec-trician Feix had fired,” she sad, returning to her chair.
mede other threats to my husband, usng smilar language.”



"How'd he do that, face-to-face or-"

"On the telephone, on two separate occasions. Fdix told me that a man who sounded very much like that fasci
meade some nadly anti-Semitic remarks and warned him that he wasn't going to be dive much longer.”

Gunther entered carrying a dark wood tray that hed two ddicate cups, a andl bowl of sugar cubes, and a ca
coffee. "Anything ese, Miss Erika?'

"Not at the moment. Thank you."

After plopping two lumps of sugar into his coffee, Groucho asked, "Suppose Henkd didn't do it-who ese might w
kill your husband?'

"There are, which you know, quite afew groups right here in Southern Cdifornia that support Hitler," she said, pick
her cup. "Everything from the German American Bund to those America Firgt fools."

"But so far they haven't murdered anybody."

"So far they haven't been caught murdering anybody,” said Erika "I'm dso certain that there are Nazi agents her
Spies, saboteurs. Feix had been extremdy outspoken in his attacks on the Third Reich.”

Groucho drank some of his coffeg, then set the cup on the table and stood. "I must be going,” he announ
appre-ciate your taking to me"

Erika stood. "I've read about the murder cases you and your writer friend helped to solve™ she said. “I'm hoping yc
able to find out who killed my husband, whether it was Henkel or somebody ese. Frankly, Groucho, | don't have muc
inthe police. Although that may be because of our experiences with the police in Germany.”

As she escorted him to the front door, Groucho said, "I'l try to keep you informed.”

"Youll be attending the funera on Friday, won't you?'

"Quite probably."

"Thenwéll talk again there, if not before.”

There was no sgn of Guy Pope as Groucho walked back to where held Ieft his Cadillac. Before he started the eng
took out his cigar again and lit it. "Sometimes in Hollywood," he said to himsdlf, "it's extremely tough to tdl a perfor
from the red thing. | wonder if Erika redly gives a damn about who killed Felix.”

He sighed out smoke, started the car, and drove away from Merlinwood.

Ten

Y ou don't need arestaurant guide to tell you that aMexican cafe owned and operated by aformer Swedish charac
actor is probably not going to serve authentic cuisine. The smdlls of burnt pots and aging lard that gave the SefioritaRia
Mexican Cafe its distinctive fragrance provided another reason why I'd ignored the mimeographed menu and ordered ¢
Dos Equis beer while | waswaiting for Mary Jane to sneak over from Mammoth.

Olaf Hamsun, who'd played his last movie role in 1931, was gtting by himsdf a a and| table near the door
edtablishment, reading a two-day-old copy of Film Daily and, very degjectedly, egting a bowl of warm milk laced with
crackers.

There was nobody esein the little place, and | fdt thet if | sat here another ten minutes or so, I'd probably order
food just out of sympethy. | was speculaing on what would be less god-awful, enchiladas a la Olaf or Swedish te
when M. J. McLeod showed up.

She entered sort of Sdeways, looking furtive, the way movie spies looked when keeping rendezvous in dark
"Hdlo,

Olaf," she said as she passed histable. "How're you doing?”

"Budnessis picking up, Mary Jane. Two customers dready and it's barely noon.” He looked up a her hopefully.
about a nice bowl of Stockholm chili?'

"Only a cup of coffee, thanks™" She sat down opposite me. "I'll leave a huge tip. | dways fed so guilty when | com
and don't eat.”

"So why do you come here, then?



"Because, dodo, it's a greet place for clandestine medtings™ Mary Jane was about my age, tal and dark-haired. &
taking in alow, confidentid voice and | had to leen toward her to catch what she was saying.

"l didn't know Miles Ravenshaw had so much influence with your sudio.”

"With Randy Grothkopf backing him, he sure does."

"Y our boss-the head of the Mammoth Publicity Depart-ment?’

"Him, right." She let out a forlorn Sgh. "Because of the murder, The Valley of Fear is geting a hdl of a play
papers and on radio. Ravenshaw convinced Randy that his pre-tending to find out who bumped off Fdix will get u
more publicity. That would be screwed up if you and Groucho ac-tudly did nab the killer. So you guys are barred frc
lot. What's this floating in my coffee, Olaf?"

The owner had just placed a coffee cup in front of her. Squatting, he squinted into the cup. "How do you sup
Mexican jumping bean got into your coffee?"

"We can assume," she said, "the darn thing jumped in." Olaf picked up her spoon and was attempting to rescue the
floating been.

| suggested, " Suppose you just bring afresh cup of coffee?!

"I'd have to charge another nicke for that.”

"That'sokay. Put it on my tab."

The unemployed actor straightened up and took the coffee away.

"Old was very funny in the movies™ Mary Jane said, watching him shuffle toward his smdl, dismd kitchen. "The
unfortunately, some years ago.”

"Does anybody & Mammoath redly believe tha Ravenshaw is going to beat the police and Groucho and m
olution?’

"Randy has pretty much convinced Lew Number One that a onetime Scotland Y ard ingpector ought to be smarter
Burbank cop," she answered. "Goldstein was dready sure that Ravenshaw was smarter than you and Groucho.”

| took asp of my warm beer. "Has that hambone actudly done anything thus far?*

"He examined the scene of the murder a the Two-twenty-one-B set, usng his Sherlock Holmes megnifying gla
ac-companied by photographers from the LA. Times, the Hearst papers, Photoplay, and Motion Picture,” she ans
eyeing the fresh cup of coffee Hamsun had just ddivered. She picked up her spoon, poking it into the coffee. "Olaf,
something in this one, too. Down around the bottom of the damn cup.”

"It might be another jumping bean, Mary Jane. One that drowned in the coffee pot.”

She dropped the spoon next to the cup and pointed across at my bottle of beer. "Forget coffee, bring me one of th

"Your friend got the last one | had in stock,” he said apol-ogeticaly, looking down at his scuffed shoes. "But I've @
Lucky lagers and a Regd Pdeléft.”

May Jane assumed the expresson of a smdl child who's just been abandoned in the deep woods by a v
step-mother. "Lucky Lager,” she decided after afew seconds.

Regting an elbow on the tabletop, | asked her, "What about Sergeant Norment and his crew? Y ou can't lock them
the sudio. What's he come up with?"

"Jack Norment doesn't confide in me, Frank,” she said. "But the scuttlebutt is he favors the notion that Franz |
may've killed Fdix."

| straightened up. "That's the dectrician he had fired?"

"Him, yes. Seems Henkd got in a couple of serious brawls during the three months he worked for us, proving he
vident temper,” Mary Jane told me. "He adso tried to hand out some anti-Semitic pamphlets and, most import
Nor-ment, he dlegedly threatened to get even with Felix Denker."

"Get even how? By snesking by the security people, bregk-ing into the soundstage, and shooting the poor guy?'

"He didn't draw up an agenda and hand out copies, Frank," she said. "The quote | heard, third or fourth han
some-thing like, I'l fix thet dirty Jew for what he did to me." "

"Did he dso click hishedsand shout, 'Hell Hitler?'

"Mog times murder in red life it like murder in the movies” she reminded me. "In the everyday world some go
say, 'I'm gaing to kill that bastard one of these days," and then actudly go out and kill him. That's how the police catct
of their murderers, 1'd imegine”

"Maybe, but Franz Henkel istoo obvious a candidate.”



"That's because you're thinking like awriter."

"What's Henkel say for himsdf?"

She paused to touch the side of the beer bottle Olaf had placed before her. "This feds anvfully warm.”

"l can bring you aglassfull of ice cubesto pour itin."

"Never mind, no." Sheissued another sigh. "Franz Henke

has apparently disappeared, Frank. He lived in arooming house over in Manhattan Beach, but he hasn't been seer
the murder. Y ou have to admit that's suspicious.”

"Y eah, we better round up aposse and lynch him."

She shrugged. "Wil, | think Ravenshaw isindined in that direction, too." After tapping the Lucky lager bottle with
of her finger afew times, she pushed the beer aside and picked up her cup of coffee.

"Congderable slence seems to have descended on Clair Rickson,” | said. "What do you know about her?!

A pained expression touched her face as she turned away from me to gaze a a faded bullfight poster taped
splotched pale orange wdl. "l was hoping, Frank, we could skirt this entirely.”

"Skirt what? |s sheinvolved in the murder somehow?"

Mary Jane sghed out a breath. "No, Clar is... wdl, she's jus Clar." Turmning to face me, she leaned forwar
low-ered her voice even further. "She gpparently had some kind of violent quarrel with one of her boyfriends in the V
De-partment Monday afternoon. That prompted her to go on one of her protracted solitary drinking binges in her
Some-timein the middle of the night, she started wandering around the lot and, probably because she wrote the scree
she ended up on one of the indoor Valley of Fear sets. She'd brought a bottle with her and she sat down in the pub tc
it. She passed out and didn't wake up until the cops found her in the morning.”

"Jesus, that's so unlikdy it wouldn't even get by in The Case of the Crucified Crooner."

"True nonethdess, Frank,” she inggted. "Clar didn't get to the soundstage until long after Denker was killed. She
hear or see a damn thing. To hep her get hersdf back on track and avoid a lot of embarrassng, notoriety, every
agreed to play down her involvement in this whole mess”

"Yeah, what | like about movie peopleistheir dtruism.”

"Hey, lay off, bugter. I'm leveling with you."

"WheresClar?'

"Drying out a aprivateclinic.”

"Which?'

She shook her head. "Randy might know. | don't," she said.

"Sohdpme”

| changed topics. "Y ou knew Denker and-"

"Not well."

"Better than | did, snce | never met him," | said. "If thismissng dectrician didn't kill him, who would you-"

"Snce I'm not in a contest to solve this murder, Frank, | haven't given much thought to who doneit.”

| pushed my bottle of beer aside. "Okay, how about Marsha Tederow-did you know her?"

She nodded sadly. "We weren't close friends, but | had lunch with Marsha a few times and | liked her,” she r
"After she started her far with Denker, she complained to me about him once or twice. My advice was to Stay away
son of abitch who'd treat you like that, but she didn't follow it."

"How did hetreat her? Physical violence or what?' "He could be violent a times and | know he hit her more than o
she answered, trying her coffee and then wincing.

"Why she kept meeting him at that damned love nest he set up, | don't know. Some weekends she spent just about

"Whoa, halt, Mary Jane. What love nest?'

Shesad, "Marshalived inasmadl place up in Beverly Glen, which she shared with aroommate. Denker would mes
there sometimes, but that was only when the roomie was el se-where." Mary Jane tried the coffee again, then set the cuj
down and did it over toward the beer bottle. "Even though Denker waan't living with hiswifein recent months, he didn'
Marsha coming to his mansion. Probably so Erika Klein wouldn't be able to find out what he was up to. Anyway, here
beach house down around Malibu someplace. That's where they were meeting most of thetime.”

"Arethe police aware of that hideaway?'

“I'm not sure,” she said.



"Know specificdly wherethe houseis?"

"I don't have an address, no," she answered. "But a month or so ago, when | had to keep in touch with Marsha
weekend because of a sudio problem, she gave me the phone number.”

"Doyou dill haveit?'

Reeching down, she retrieved her large straw purse from the dusty floor. "I'm pretty sure | wrote it down,” Sh
poking her hand into the bag. She produced a very fat address book and started ledfing through its pages. "Her
number of a cowboy actor who was going to leave hiswife and marry me but never got around to it. Here's a suntma
was going to leave me and go back to hiswife and never got around to that. Good, heré's Marsha Tederow's number
scrib-bled the telephone number on a paper napkin and passed it across to me.

"I can probably use a reverse directory and get the location of the place | folded the ngpkin and put it in the
pocket of my coat. "Now what about Erika Klein?'

Mary Jane produced arazzberry sound while making athumbs-down gesture. "A very cold, nasty lady,” she said. "
50 | hear, adamned good historian. They al appreciate her at Mammoth, | know."

"From what 1've learned so far about her and her husband, she wouldn't have been jealous about his affars”

"No, they weren't the Nelson Eddy and Jeanette MacDon-ad of German refugees,” she said. "'l think he tried to ke
romantic interludes quiet because he was afrad she might get lawyers after hm and sue for divorce. But, nope,
wouldn't shoot him down for jumping in the sack with poor Marsha."

"How about some dessert?' Olaf inquired as he approached our table.

"No," we answered smultaneoudy.

Eleven

Just beyond the pam trees and the stone deities in the court-yard of the Egyptian Theater on Hollywood Boulevarc
later told me, Groucho encountered atall, lanky Santa Claus stand-ing beside a copper kettle and rather hafheartedly
clanging asmdll brass bell. "Give to the Community Charities Fund,” the Saint Nick recited. "Help the lessfortunate a
Chrigmas."

Sowing, Groucho came to a stop, leaned, and peered into the kettle. There was what 1ooked to be about twen
bucks in change and a few crumpled dollar billswithin. “I'm less fortunate than just about anybody,” he explained, dipp
right hand down toward the sprawl of money. "How much am | dlowed to scoop up, my good man?'

Frowning, giving a negative shake of his head, he said, "No, no, the ideaisto give us something.”

"What kind of charity isthat? When | have to give you something?' Groucho stepped back, scowling. "You ook tc
much better shape than | am, which isnt saying much.”

"Y ou're being obtuse about how charity is supposed to ..." The sdewak Santa stopped, started laughing. "Oh, it
Mr. Marx. | didn't catch on right away that you were joking."

"Far too many people have been suffering from that prob-lem of late™ he confessed. "Whole vast audiences of |
seaing Room Service for the fird time dam to have had such experiences. A prominent New York motion picture
dubbed the movie the greatest tragedy held even seen and three state troopers in Wisconsn voted me the greatest trag
snce Jean Hersholt."

"l guessyou don't know who | am, Mr. Marx, but-"

"Y ou mean you aren't Santa Claus?'

The man amiled through his whiskers. "I'm Leonard Hersh-berger,” he said. "I had bit partsin A Night at the Opel
A Day at the Races."

"What a coincidence. | had bit partsin those same movies™ Groucho told him. "Two itinerant muscdans daming a
kinship with me upstaged me throughout both those MGM epics.”

"Actudly, | thought you were terrific in both of those and you were very funny in Room Service."

Groucho pressed a warning finger to his lips. "Don't go around saying anything like that too loudly,” he caul
"They're lidble to drop a net over you and haul you away. | havent checked my Blackstone recently, but | thinl



re-marks aso violae the Cdifornia sedition laws. | did check my Gladstone the other day, however, and if | ca
remember what bus depot it'sin, I'l be able to go to that dumber party after dl." He located a four-bit piece in the poc
his sports coat and tossed it into the pot. "Keep the change. And good luck, Leonard.”

"Thanks, I'm optimigtic,” the unemployed actor assured him. "Things are sure to get better after the firgt of the year.

"If that giant meteor that's scheduled to flatten Los Angeles early next month swerves off course at the last moment,
lifeisgoing to be abowl! of cherries. And, frankly, | can't think of anything that sounds messier.” He added somelint fro
pocket to the kettle and hurried on hisway.

When he reached Los Pamas, he crossed the street and hurried dong toward Musso & Frank's Grill.

As he was going through the arched entryway and reaching out to push open the glass-paneled door, a passng
ex-clamed to her companion, "That's Groucho Marx!"

Stopping, Groucho pivoted and pointed an accusng finger a them. "Have a care as to what you cdl an in
by-stander, my good woman,” he warned. "Accusng someone of being Groucho Marx in this man's town is tantamc
dan-der. And cdling hm Bob Hope is tantamount to Paramount. Keep that in mind-and you might also kex
multiplication tables in mind, Snce you never know when youll be caled upon to multiply.”

Curtsying, he backed on in to the restaurant.

"Oof," gasped the head waiter he bumped into.

"Good afternoon, Orlando,” said Groucho after turning around and recognizing the plump man in the tux. "Am | t
for the free lunch?'

"Tablefor one, Mr. Marx?'

"Alas, | fear s0, Orlando. All my family and friends have deserted me" he confided. "In fact, not five minutes ago
totd strangers deserted me"

Bowing very dightly and turning, the waiter invited. "Fol-low me, please

As he was making his way dong a row of booths in the beam-ceilinged main room, Groucho spotted Rosdind R
Merle Oberon, and Joan Crawford lunching together. "Top of the afternoon, ladies” he mentioned in passing.

Rosdind Rusdl amiled, Merle Oberon amiled, and Joan Crawford gave him the finger.

"She never forgave me for what happened in that phone booth in Tijuana" Groucho told the plump waiter, Sghing
digant memory.

About two minutes after he was settled in his booth and studying the menu, someone appeared beside histable.

"Jove, what alovey treat for usdl. It's the great detective himsdf."

Groucho glanced up to behold Miles Ravenshaw smiling down on him.

The Santa Claus | encountered was a short and chubby one and might possibly have been a woman under the r
and fluffy white whiskers. This Saint Nicholas was stting in a can-vas director's char on a grass Sdewalk border out ne
end of Sunset. Next to him leaned a large hand-lettered Sgn offering MAPS of the STARS Homes-Only 25 Cents! A
drizzle had commenced about ten minutes earlier and Santa was wav-ing his handful of maps from under a wide pol!
umbrela

When | stopped at the stoplight next to the map vendor, he called out, "Hey, asshole! It's Chrismas-buy a godd
mep!”

"Humbug," | replied, not bothering to rall down my win-dow.

At the Coast Highway, | made aright turn. Usng the re-verse telephone directory thet | kept in a drawer of my de
been able to connect the number Marsha Tederow had given M. J. McLeod to a house in the beach town ¢
Amaro. That was a few miles north of Mdibu.

A sizable congregation of seagulls had gathered, huddling, out aong the gray beach on my left and looking annoyed
ran. Now and then a couple of them would rise up a few feet, wings flapping angrily, and start pecking at each other.
up ahead a flatbed truck full of freshly cut Christmas trees came roaring. Both the driver and his partner appeared
wearing Santa hats.

"Hollywood," | muttered, "your megic el is every-where."

The drizzle segued into rain, the gray Pacific grew choppier.

My dashboard clock told me it was ten minutes after two, my wristwatch maintained it was only five minutes past, \



located Pdoma Lane in San Amaro. It was a well-kept little street that held only sx scattered houses on its three k
Number 232 had a high redwood fence around its haf acre of land.

A high fence would comein handy if | had to break into Felix Denker's love nest.

Parking a hdf block from my target, | sat there for a few minutes. There didnt seem to be any outdoor activity
vidnity and none of the houses was lit. | watched the ocean for a while, thinking about Jane and hoping that we'd both
be extremdy long in years and that 1'd succeed in sdling amovie script before our youngest child went off to college.

Then | eased free of the Ford and waked, very casudly, up to the redwood fence. The narrow gate wasn't |
Assum+ing an expression that indicated | had severd-at |east-per-fectly legitimate reasons for prowling around here, | |
it open to enter the yard.

There was a sretch of dry ydlow lavn with a stone bench midway down on each sde of the red flagstone pail
house looked to be about Sx or seven rooms, one sory, and of the peach-colored stucco and red tile roof sch
architecture. Chained to arung of the ornamentd iron porch rall was a bicycle, an expensve European woman's model

The front door was locked. So was the back door.

| fished out the lock-pick kit that was a souvenir of my newspaper days and started foaling with the back door lock

| got it unlocked. It led into the kitchen.

Something greenish brown in a casserole dish had spoiled in the icebox, which had used up its supply of ice severe
ealier, | estimated.

A smdl of srong tobacco lingered in the hal and dl the other rooms of the hideaway. On the mantd of the amdl
fireplace in the living room sat two framed photographs and a smal showing globe that held a portion of old Vienna:
The Venetian blinds were closed tight and the flowered drapes drawn nearly shuit.

| carried both pictures over to the floor lamp and clicked it on. One of the smdl photos showed the late Fdix D
wearing his monocle, with hisarm around a very pretty dark-haired girl in her middle twenties. One of the photos ha
shat in the backyard and the other on a stretch of sunny after-noon beach. | couldn't tdl whether someone ese had
them or if Denker had rigged atiming mechanism.

Assuming the young woman was Marsha Tederow, | did the backyard photo out of its frame and dropped it ir
breast pocket. The frames | returned to ther origind place over the fireplace.

Therain dapped hard againgt the windows while | poked

around the living room. There was a box of specid-made cig-arettes from "Van Gelder, Tobacconist” gtting
glass-top coffee table next to a scatter of trade papers from a week or more earlier. Nothing in the fireplace, no scr
paper or crumpled notes in the black wastebasket.

In the bedroom | found five dresses, three sweaters, and two pairs of dacks hanging in one of the closets. N
Ted-erow had adso kept asmdl supply of lingerie, mosily white and frilly, in the middle drawer of the carved oaken L
Denker's drawer held a smattering of underwear, an ascot, and a carton of contraceptives. The only clothes of his
closet were a crimson-and-gold slk dressng gown and what | took to be an old-fashioned striped nightgown.

On the nightstand on the side of the bed | figured had been the dead director's rested an empty coffee mug, a cor
movie script for something titled Death on a Dark Street, and a monocle with a leather string attached.

In another closet was a blank stretched canvas, a pinewood box that held a bardly touched set of expensive watert
Since Marsha Tederow had been an art director a8 Mammoth, | concluded she was the one who painted.

Leaning againg the shadowy wall of the closet was a black lesther portfolio of about the same dimensons as a p
the LA. Times. Coaxing it out into the bedroom, | dapped the portfolio onto the unmade bed and unzipped it.

There were three rough charcoa sketches of Denker in thoughtful poses. Each had been signed "MT."

In a deeve of the portfolio | discovered three books. One was a hardcover, the other two very thin paperbe
ex-tracted them and carried them over to the dressing table, sat down, and clicked on the lamp.

They werein German. | studied Spanish in high school, French in college. Thing was, you didn't have to be a ling
trandate the titles or comprehend what they were about.

The hardcover was caled something like The Superiority of the Aryan Race. The paperbacks were, approxir
Why the Jew Is Inferior and How to Rid the Fatherland of the Curse of the Jews. All three were the work of a Dr.
Krieger. In the front of the hardcover was a photo portrait of the author. Dr. Krieger, who was dfiliated with a unive
Munich in 1930 when dl three of these works were published, was a fa, dark-haired woman in her late thirties. She \
pince-nez and a saf-satisfied expression.

| started to ask mysdf, "Why in the hdl would Marsha Tederow save abysmd crap like this?'



| got as far as abysmal, when something took me by sur-prise.
What it was was a sudden sharp blow to the base of the skulll.
| lost contact with everything at thet point.

Twelve

 « o real horns of a dilemma, although, actually, now that | think about it, I'm not awfully certain why adil
should have hornsin thefirst place, though that's probably beside the point in thisinstance and, certainly, | have to admi
| haven't cured mysdlf of the habit of straying, or at the very least wandering somewhat, from the point, and here's Fran
Denby sprawled on the floor and | redlly would fed bad, no matter how much looking on the bright side | applied after
fact, if he cameto grief because | neglected to take the gppro-priate action,” someone was saying quite closeto my hex

Speaking of my head, | was beginning to natice that it ached to a considerable degree.

| was sengng as wel that whoever it was who was kneding in my vianity and ddivering some sort of vaedictory ¢
was someone | knew. A young woman | knew.

"... cdling the police, obvioudy, would be an asolutely fine thing to do, except that | redly don't belong here at al
they might get entirdly too preoccupied with my tres-passing, ignoring the fact, which isnt, | have to admit, a very vdi
premise, that Snce | was Marshas roommeate for nearly three months up in Beverly Glen, that I'm entitled to hous
down herein San Amaro smply because she some-times lived here with that odious man with the monocle and the dic
and, on top of that, Frank may be housebreaking, too, dthough now that he and Groucho are detecting once again, t
have a certain leaway when it comes to-"

"Victoria," | managed to cry out in alow, blurry voice.

| managed to persuade my |eft eye to open some.

Y dlow lamplight came knifing in. | winced, groaned, and shut my eye.

"Areyou conscious, Frank?' asked Victoria St. John, lips close to my ear. "Wel, come to think of it, that's a pretty
question, because, obvioudy, if you were unconscious, this would be only arhetoricd question and-"

"Could you ..." | took a dow bresath in and out, then a dower one. "Could you mantain ... perhaps... a mon
slence?'

"W, certanly, it's not like I'm some chatterbox who just goes on ranting and raving for hours on end, especialy
I've had a specific request to button my lip."

"Splendid,” | muttered.

"I learned how to nurse injured people in reaive slence and cam when | did volunteer work at the West Holl!
Clinic two years ago, dthough they findly asked me to do my volunteer work esewhere because | was too distract
some of the less stable patients, but that wasn't because of my admittedly sometimes excessve volubility. It was becal
whole of Southern Cdifornia seems to get inordinaidy over-active in the presence of a pretty blonde. But I'm prt
taking too much again and, if there's one thing | learned at the dinic, it's to shut your yap around head wound victims.

Not that we had a grest many people with head wounds wan-dering into the dinic, because, after dl, it was
Hollywood and what you got more of was pokesin the snoot and ... W, you understand.” She fdl slent.

Either shefdl dlent or | passed out again. "Why are you here?' | was able to ask her after what might have been |
three minutes.

"It's going to seem like an enormous coincidence, but, to my way of thinking, there aren't redly any coincidences bt
odd juxtapogtions of events and-"

"Victorig, | assume you aren't the one who bopped me on the coco,” | cut inin avery creaky voice.

"Certainly not, Frank," she assured me, pating me, gin-gerly, between the shoulder blades. "I came here to snoop
and there you were, sprawled on the bedroom floor."

"Y ou didn't see anybody?"

"Nay asoul,” she answered. "Are you serioudy injured, do you think? The bump on the back of your head didn' «
too awful, but then, unless | turned you over, there was no way | could tdl if you didn't have more serious injuries.



With her help, | managed to St up on the floor of the bed-room. When | stopped feding dizzy, | asked her, "Yo
Marsha Tederow's roommeate?’

Victoria nodded. "For nearly three months™ she answered, tucking her legs under her and sSitting close beside me.
after Groucho Marx, Private Eye left the ar and, I'm sure | expressed this at the time last pring, but your discoveri
right out of the blue working in that demeaning job as a Mul-lens Maiden and handing out samples of Mullens puddi
fiveflavorful flavors, a grocery market openings and county fairs and even a Boy Scout jamboree, where | learned,
way, that some of those scouts are very mature for their years, and giving me the chance to play Groucho's secretary
Mullens pudding show was absolutdy a wonderful gesture, and even though the show flopped the ninth week | was «
boosted my career immeasurably and | was able to get an agent, dthough Sid Gruber is not exactly the pinne
Hollywood agents, he did get me a nice regular part on The Den of the Old Witch, where | get to scream my he
amog every week, and, what's more important to answering your question, I'm earning enough money to afford a nice
in Beverly Glen without having to wear alittle short skirt and my front dit down to here.”

"Am | correct in assuming that in that Icdandic epic you just recited, you didn't get around to explaining how you c:
move in with Marsha Tederow?'

"I answered an ad in the Hollywood Reporter.”

When | nodded, to indicate that | understood, several new varieties of sharp pain went zigzagging through my skull
what brought you here to Denker's love net?"

Victoria, who was wearing dacks and a sea-green pullover paused to collect her thoughts. "I've been making
sevi-ous effort, Frank, to express mysdf concisgly and | even at-tended a night school course in Westwood, except |
the ingructor an avful windbag, which was odd in a way, snce he damed to have been an actor in slent movies, \
you'd have thought, he wouldve learned the vadlue of ... But, darn, | seem to be draying again," she redized. "Okay
goes. When Marsha was killed in thet terrible car accident, | assumed it was nothing more than an accident. But whe
Denker got himsdf shot, that seemed to be sretching probability too far. There had to be some sort of connection, do
think?

What | meen is, maybe Marsha was murdered, too, and they just made it ook like an accident.”

"I've been following up on agmilar notion,” | told her. "Any idea who might've wanted to kill her?!

Victoriasaid, "I got the impression over the last few weeks that Marsha was possbly involved in something shady.”

"W, one night when she'd had a couple of glasses of wine with dinner, she bragged to me that she was going to |
lot of money very soon.”

"How was that going to happen?"'

"She didn't provide any specific details, Frank. | suspect, though | hate to say this about anyone who was sort of a
of mine, that Marsha was blackmailing somebody."

"Y ou don't know who?'

Shaking her head, Victoria replied, "She never confided anything in me about it. My suspicion grew out of
over-heard, just fragments of a couple of telephone conversations, and things | inferred.”

"Y ou expected to find something here?'

"I thought that if | could find anything pointing to whoever Marsha was trying to blackmall, that would give a pretty
idea of who killed her. That is, if she was murdered and they made it seem like an accident,” Victoria said. "If | did co
with a substantia clue, | was planning to turn it over to you and Groucho to investigate, or, in a pinch, to the police.”

| pressed the pdm of my right hand to the floor, announc-ing, "I'm going to try to stand up.”

The blonde got swiftly to her feet, took hold of my hand as | tottered upward. "If you fed woozy, holler.”

"And then what?"

"Well, a least I'll know you'rewoozy."

| was able, with Victorids hep, to get mysdf seated on the bed. "Thanks" | said, and then noticed the portfolic
books. Look over on the dressng table-any books there?!

She crossed over, then shook her head and kndlt. "Nothing on top and ... nope, nothing on the floor either. What
books?'

"Hate literature iswhet | guess you'd have to call it. Three works by Dr. Helga Krieger-in German.”

Victoria frowned, running her tongue over her upper lip. "l think 1 heard that name someplace.”



"From your roommeate?"

"Marsha didn't mention it to me directly, no, but | seem to recdl hearing her say it once while she was on the telept
the kitchen." She, dowly, shook her head. "Darn, I'm Smply not sure, Frank. Is Dr. Helga Krieger a Nazi or somethil
thet?'

"All I know s0 far isthat she was living in Munich in 1930 and wrote some lousy books."

"The person who bopped you obvioudy swiped the books."

"Apparently so, yeah."

"That meansthey must beimportant.”

"That it does, but thusfar | haven't any ideawhy."

A frown touched her forehead. "I wonder if that's what they were looking for a our place, if, indeed, as | ¢
sus-pected at the time, it was searched.”

"Somebody searched your house?"

"I'mfairly certain, yes™" she answered. "See, Frank, | came home from the radio studio the night after Marsha was
and, you know, | fdt bad about performing so soon after her deeth but, show business being what it is, you have to go
meatter what, especidly with radio because you can't amply have dead air, dthough | suppose they could have rounc
somebody tofill in for me, and | got the distinct impression that somebody had been in the place. 1t was subtle, the fur
hadn't been tossed around or pictures taken off the wall, but things just didn't seem like they were exactly where the

"Y ou report it to the police?”

She shook her head. "L ots of people, especidly of the offidd sort, tend to write me off as a scatterbrain,” she ans
"So | didn't say anything to anybody, until now. But it's possible they were hunting for those same books."

"But you never saw anything like that around the house? Or anything e'se Marsha might've been hiding?'

"Not a thing, no, Frank, dthough, obvioudy, | had no rea-son to think the poor kid was hiding important bo
doc-uments, you know. It was only after Denker's murder thet | redly decided to do some snooping around. | didr
any-thing at home, so | decided to come here”

| fet in the coat pocket where I'd earlier stowed the bor-rowed picture of Denker and the girl who was probably N\
Tederow. Finding that the photo was il there, | took it out. "Would this be-"

"Look, here's your wallet." She reached over next to aleg of the dressing table and retrieved it.

| hadn't redlized it had been removed. After she returned it to me, | checked the contents. | dill had my thirty
dollarsin cash and dl my identification and the strip of photos of Jane and me we'd taken at a penny arcade last su
"Wdl, now the Phantom knows who | am, even induding how much | weigh and what my Socia Security numbe
refleted, dicking the wallet back inmy hip pocket. "He may, of course, have known that aready.”

"Where'd you get that picture of Marsha and the weasdl ?'

"Mantd up intheliving room. It isher?"

Victoria had picked up the photo I'd dropped to the bed-spread when she handed me my wadlet. "Yes, that's N\
with Denker," she answered quily. "I know you're supposed to speak wel of the dead, but | believe that everythir
that happened to her was his fault.”

| took the picture back, asking, "Can you do me afavor?'

"Hush up, you mean?"

"No, it'sthat I'd like to try to drive home to our placein Baysde. You got herein a car?'

"Yes and | can give you alift home. That'd be much safer than my trailing you dl the way to Baysde to make sure:

"I'm rductant to leave my Ford Stting here until | can arrange to come back for it."

"Okay," she said, holding out her hand again. "I'l get you tucked into your car and then tag dong behind you."

"That'sswell, Victoria

"If you fed at dl woozy or dizzy or poorly in any way while you're driving, Smply stick your hand out the windo
wave, or if you're too wesk to do that, toot your horn. If you're not up even to that, I'l just have to wait until you care
the road and hope for the best and that | can get there before you do serious harm to yoursdlf.”

"That'svery thoughtful "

Our caravan made it home without my careening off the road once.



Thirtemn

Thisisquiteatreat," Groucho told the hovering British actor, "getting to meet the Giant Rat of Sumatraiin person lik
Any red-blooded Conan Doyle fan would envy me."

"If only your own obvious gppreciation of your inane re-marks were shared by the world, my dear Groucho, you'
clever man indeed." Uninvited, the dender, vagudy hand-some Miles Ravenshaw seated himsdf opposite Groucho an
apuff of his meerschaum pipe.

"Do they know a Mammoth that you're bringing your Sherlock Holmes props home from work, Ravenshaw?'

Before the actor could respond, awaiter had trotted over to ask, "Will the gentleman be joining you, Mr. Marx?"

"No, and neither will Mr. Ravenshaw.” Groucho tapped the menu. "My appetite, das, has serioudy faded. | do |
Il smply have a bowl of soup.”

"We have beef barley and chicken noodle.”

"I'll try the chicken noodle."

"Veay good, sr." Thelong, thin waiter jotted down the order, bowed, and started walking away.

Groucho cdled after him, "Quick, Watson, the noodle.”

Ravenshaw exhded smoke. "I hope you understand, my dear fdlow, that such crude-"

"Does your vaet have to iron your profile every morming to get it to look like that?!

"When | noticed you stting here, | stepped over to pass dong some advice.”

Holding up his right hand in a stop-right-there gesture, Groucho suggested, "Wha say we have a man-t
discus-son? And, yes, I'll wait until you go out and get a man to represent you.”

"Frankly, Groucho, your-"

"Here's the sum tota of what | have to say to you a thistime" Groucho rested both elbows on the tabletop. "
believe you give a damn about who killed Felix Denker or about seeing justice done. You'e in this solely to promot
Valley of Fear."

"Ah, yes, and | suppose your matives are noble and com-pletely unsdfish.”

"They are indeed, Shylock. I'm interested in furthering the cause of a deserving group of unemployed vaudevillians”

"Youre dead wrong about me, Groucho," the actor assured him. "As a former Scotland Yard inspector
consderable experience in murder invedtigations, 1 know | can solve the murder of Fdix Denker. And, frankly,
accomplish that before the police do." He leaned forward, holding his thumb and forefinger about an inch apart. "l can
state, my dear fellow, that | am thisfar from a solution.”

"Congratulations, it isn't every man who's as close as his own putz length to solving a murder case.”

Begtowing a disdainful expresson on Groucho, the actor said, "Y our so-called droll remarks are growing exceeding

"How about a picture, fdlows?" A pudgy young man with a camera had stopped beside the booth. "I'm w
Asso-ciated Press and a photo of you two friendly rivas having a powwow will-"

"Oh, dear, | fear not," said Groucho demurely. "As a ded-icated disciple of both Mahatma Gandhi and Greta G:
shun the limdight and passively avoid dl forms of vulgar pub-licity.”

"C'mon, Groucho, you know damned well that-"

"Wdl, perhaps merdy one fleding shot, young man," he conceded. "But, mind you now, see to it that it's n
flat-tering and do try to arrange things so that | don't come out looking too much more dezzingly cute than Mr. Raver
Y ou might dso want to make certain that Mr. Ravenshaw doesn't ook too much like John Barrymore again, because
smply going to lead to another of those annoying plagia-rism suits. For mysdf-"

"My dear Groucho, do dlow this long-suffering young chap to take our photograph, won't you, please? After that,
having done my best to dissuade you from your path of fally, take my leave and-"

"Of course, yes, forgive my schoolgirl prattle” Groucho smoothed out the front of his jacket. "Be sure you bring
gparkleinmy eyes”

Grinning, the photographer backed a few feet and readied his camera.



A few seconds before he was about to shoot, the waiter returned with Groucho's bowl of chicken noodle soup.

At that same ingtant, Groucho decided to hop up and seat himsdlf on the edge of the table with both hands locked
his chin in a cherubic pose. Somehow his elbow managed to whap the soup bowl and send its seaming contents i
down into Ravenshaw's lap.

Looking both stunned and uncomfortable, the Holmes im-personator started to legp up off his seat.

That scene was the one that went out on the AP wire across the country that afternoon.

Before returning to his Cadillac, Groucho decided to stop a asmdl cigar store to use the telephone.

He was about ten feet from the narrow doorway when a plump middle-aged woman stepped into his path. Lurking
rear, clutching abox camera, was a plump middle-aged man. "Mr. Marx, would you pose with me?' she requested He
and stroked his chin thoughtfully. "By jingo, that's a top-notch suggestion,” he said, starting to undo his necktie. "There's
nothing | enjoy better than posing in the nude.”

Holding up both handsin front of her, she took astep back.

"No, no, | meant just pose for asnapshot.”

"It doesn't have to be an all panting, dear lady," he assured her. "I'm equdly happy to pose for a nude snagpshot.
aong now, sart shedding those garments.”

"I'm afraid | got off on the wrong foot,” she said, glancing over toward her husband. "All | want is a Smple snap:
you and me gtanding side by side. Fully clothed.”

Looking disappointed, Groucho said, "Well, okay, if you've gotten cold feet. And, from what you've just told me, |
the wrong cold feet at that.”

Cautioudy, she moved near to him again. "l truly gppreciate this, Mr. Marx," shesaid. "I'm area admirer of the M«
Brothers™

"Could | interest you in some nude photos of the whole set of them?”

Ingde the cigar store, Groucho stepped up to the counter. "Give me a couple of Don Jose cigars,” he told the smdl
proprietor.

"Those are expensve. Cost you four bits each.”

"I can affordit. | just won the Yiddish Sweepstakes.”

The man handed him an open box of cigars. "Don't | know you?'

"Quite probably. I'm the Lost Dauphin of France.”

"No, you're Groucho Marx."

"You think so? Darn, that means I've been wearing this uncomfortable iron mask for naught dl these years." He se
two cigars, placed a dollar hill on the glass countertop. "And you should see what naught's been wearing for me"

"Can | ask you something, Groucho?'

"Aslong asit doesn't involve my steamy sex life or the capitas of the sates.”

"How come you guys made aclunker like Room Service?"

"It's part of ardigiousrite known as penance,” explained Groucho as he tucked the cigars away in the breast poc
his jacket. "They promised us tha if we made that movie, why, ten thousand suffering souls would be releasec
purgatory.” He consulted his wristwatch. "And, now, with consid-erable reluctance, 1'm going to bid you fond farew
journey over to that phone booth yonder.”

"Bemy guest, Groucho."

Insde the booth, he firg caled the office of his brother Zeppo.

"Good afternoon, brother mine, thisisyour favorite sbling and ... What do you mean, it doesn't sound like Chico?|
the incomparable Julius, who ... No, I'm definitely not com-parable. Now then, Zep, to businessand ... Of course, | hi
time for purely sociable conversation. How are you? Good, now then ... | didn't know you had asore throat, or | wot
inquired about it. | was saying just the other evening to Louella Parsons, while she was modeling some of her latest wini
underwear for me and Willie Heardt, that if therewas onething in this cockeyed world | was truly interested in,
was my youngest brother's throat. So how's your throat already?... No, I'm sincerely interested. Better, huh'
gr, theré'sthe sort of newsthat'll cheer the boys at the front and, I'll wager, make Kaiser Bill think twice about... Strayil
from the point? I've had the point clearly in mind ever since | wandered into this phone kiosk several hours ago a



Well, actually, Zeppo, I'd like you to do me a small favor. What |... No, that'scertainly not true. | don't ju
telephone you when | want afavor. If you'll think back to theyear 1911, you'll recdl that | telephoned you to say nothir
more than that | had spilled soup on that vest of yours 1'd borrowed to wear to the Harvest Moon Ball. | digtinctly ... t
favor?Y ou have, because of your activities as an internationally successful talent agent, contactsin London. I'd appreci
if youwould contact areliable source over there and see what you can come up with on Miles Ravenshaw. He claimst
Y ou do? Well, thank you. Yes, it should provide some nice publicity for me and Frank and our proposed screwbadll col
But | redlly do want to solve this damn case. Anything you can dig up about Ravenshaw's asso-ciation with Scotland Y
scandals, feuds, possible prior con-nections with Felix Denker or Erika Klein, will be greatly

appreciated and . .. | know it's expensve to phone or cable London. That's exactly why I'm turning to my most ¢
shling. I'll let you get going on the project, Zeppo.”

Dropping in ancther nickd, he dided his office.

"Groucho Marx Enterprises,”" answered Nan.

"Thisis Julius the Magnificent. | seem to be suffering from partid amnesia and can't remember what comes after |
Can you suggest-"

"Quit clowning. Frank's been hurt.”

"How serioudy?'

"Hell be okay. Poor guy got dugged by somebody with a blackjack.”

"Whereishe?'

"Home, with Jane taking care of him," she answered. "She just had a doctor in looking hm over and he's going
okay. But he has to rest up for aday or s0."

"I cdled to tdl you | was planning to head out to Altadena Community College next,” Groucho said to his secretary
this dtersthings. I'll scoot over to Frank's."

"That would be the thoughtful thing to do."

"Okay, but don't go blabbing to anybody that | actualy did something thoughtful." He hung up.

Fourtem

When Jane opened our front door, alarge flora horseshoe came walking in out of the waning afternoon. The banne
acrossitsfront proclaimed Lots of Luck with Your Kosher Butcher Shop!

Carying the flower piece across the living room and drgping it on an am of the sofa | was redining on, Gi
explained, "This was the closest thing | could find to 'Sorry you got conked on the noggin in the line of duty' at the d
florig shop. There was an awfully nice wreath of yelow roses, but it read 'Rest in Peace, Aunt Edith, from the Amalge
Tool and Die Craftsmen.' That struck me as a trifle morbid."

"It'sthe thought that counts,” | assured him, sitting up.

He leaned close, dretching in an attempt to get a look at the back of my head. "Nan informs me you're not s
incapecitated.”

"A minor concussion,” | said. "The blow was suffident to knock me cold, but it didn't do any mgor damage.”

"It could've, though," said Jane, gathering up the flower piece and carrying it over to lean againgt the wal. "Y ou fdl

have bardly started investigating this business and dready Frank's getting bopped on the head.”

| said, "It's okay, Jane, you and | have dready talked about this and-"

"I'm not nagging,” she said. "What I'm doing is reminding you two Junior G-Men that youre messng aroun
some-thing serious.”

"Y ou're absolutely right, Jane." Groucho settled into an armchair. "And | have to admit that | wasn't expecting your
to be attacked so early in the game. Usudly he doesn't get coldcocked until the third or fourth day of the-"

"What say," | suggested, "we quit chatting about my stu-pidity and compare notes on-"

"You weren't stupid because somebody snuck up on you." Jane joined me on the sofa

"Cardless, then,” | said.

Groucho asked, "Any ideawho it wasthat did the deed?"



When | gave a negative shake of my head, some flashes of sharp pain struck at the back of my neck. "Nope, Grou

"Even more to the point, where were you exactly when the attack took place?’

| told him about the love nest in San Amaro and about finding the anti-Semitic books that Marsha Tederon
ap-parently hidden away there.

"Dr. Helga Krieger," he said dowly when | finished. "Never heard of the dear lady, I'll be sure to inquire after her \
cdl on Professor Hoffman tomorrow.”

"It could be the books had some connection with a black-mail scheme Marsha was trying to work," | suggested.

Cupping his hand to his ear, Groucho said, "Eh, how's that? Did | fall to hear the juicy detalls about a blackmall plo

"Hadn't gotten to that yet." | proceeded to fill imin on what 1'd learned from my encounter with Victoria St. John.
Marsha was blackmailing somebody, then her death probably wasn't accidentd.”

"Victoria St. John." Groucho rolled his eyes. "I don't sup-pose she was dill wearing her skimpy Mullens N
uni-form?"

"Nope"

"A pity." Groucho stretched up out of the chair, scratched at his ribs, and commenced pacing in his bent-kne
"You're cartain it wasn't the fair Vicky who crept up and dugged you, Rallo?!

"She's incapable of sneaking up on anybody, and besides | trust her.”

Jane sighed, saying nothing.

"That would seem to indicate that three different people descended on thet little hideaway a about the same
Groucho pointed out. "Why?'

"Inmy case, it was because | only just found out about it."

Jane said, "Somebody may've followed Frank. Picked him up after he met with his old girlfriend, Mary Jane."

"Possibly," agreed Groucho, unwrapping a Don Jose cigar as he paced. "Or, like Frank, they just today found out
the joint and rushed there to snoop around.”

"Far as| can tdl, they only swiped those Nazi books," | said. "Meaning that Suff has to tie in somehow."

"There are a couple of posshilities™ He put the cigar in his mouth but didn't bother to light it. "Those specific copie
be of vaue to somebody-contain hidden messagesin code or incriminaing marging notes. Or Dr. Helga hersdf is con
with the murders in some way."

"Murders plurd?* asked Jane. "You agree that Marsha Ted-erow was murdered?'

He nodded. "For the moment, yes indeedy,” he answered. "Let's say she was blackmailing someone linked with t
Hegatomes. They decide to fake her murder to seem an ac-cident and diminate that threat. They kill her, search her
and find nothing. Later, upon learning that she also had spent some time in San Amaro, they arive at that cozy locde
time to render the intrepid Franklin unconscious and grab the Suff.”

"You got a brief look & apicture of Dr. Krieger," Jane reminded me. "What'd she look like?"

| thought about that. "Well, not like anybody weve run into on this case thus far,” | answered findly. "Pudgy
prob-ably weghs about two hundred pounds, plain-looking. Dark hair, pulled back in a bun. Spectacles on her nose
wide and flat. She'd be in her middle forties or thereabouts now."

Groucho sat down again. "Now then, what did you learn out a8 Mammoth this morning?'

"Mainly, gr, that we're personas non grata,” | informed him. "We're not to be dlowed on the sudio premises unt
Ravenshaw solves the case.”

"I dways get personas non grata mixed up with potatoes au gratin' admitted Groucho. "Which makes for
unu-sua moments when it comes time to order my meals. Who barred us from the lot, Lew Number One himsdf?'

"Y eah, but Randy Grothkopf in Publicity put himup toiit.”

"One more reason to beat dl these other schlemids to the punch and catch the killer,” he pointed out. "Otherwi
can't get back ingdethelot to sdl Cinderella on Wheels to Lew Number Two."

Jane looked from Groucho to me. "Okay, any idea so far who did kill Denker or the Tederow girl?'

Groucho replied, "Wdl, it wasn't Franz Henkel, the Nazi stagehand.”

"The police seem to think it wasHenkd," | putin.

"S0 does the tear-soaked widow," Groucho said, and went on to give us an account of what had taken place dur
vigt with ErikaKlein & Merlinwood.



"Threstening |etters can be very convincing evidence," ob-served Jane when held concluded.

"Okay, Franz Henkel might be somebody's stooge,” he con-ceded, "but he doesn't sound like the sort of lad wh
getting himsdf blackmailed because of a supposed connection with Dr. Helga Krieger. And, B movies to the contrary,
firg-rate villans don't often send threatening letters to people they intend to bump off."

"Sergeant Norment doesn't seem to agree,” my wife said.

"We dont redly know what the sarge thinks about any-thing," said Groucho. "Hes not sharing much wi
news-papers and even less with us. For example, I've heard nary a word about that degping authoress we encounte
that quaint little British pub yesterday.”

"| found out something about Clair Rickson, although I'm not sure | believe some of it," | said, and filled himin onw
I'd pried out of Mary Jane. "l should be able to find out which sanitarium she's stowed in and snesk in for achat.” "Y es
that on your list of good deedsto do, Rollo.” "Also be interesting to know what our local Sherlock Holmesist
| said.

Groucho sat up, amiling. "There | can help out, my dears,” he said, and recounted his adventures at Musso and Fra

"Remind me to dip out a copy of that picture for my memory book, when and if it appears.”

Jane put her hand on my shoulder. "Y ou're starting to look alittletired, Frank.”

"I'm okay," | lied. Actudly | was beginning to fed some-what weary.

To Groucho she said, "Sounds to me like Ravenshaw isnt redly putting much of an effort into this. It's probably &
and public relations crap.”

"I've dways thought the man was a hdfwit, but | don't want to screw up things by underestimating him," Gi
answered. "Maybe he is only an inch away from the answer.” He shrugged. "I doubt it, however." He left his char
"Tomorrow I'll call on Professor Hoffman out at Altadena Com-munity College and see where that leads me"

"Il try to get a copy of the accident report on Marsha Tederow in the moming,” | said. "And | can check with a:
of informants for news of where Franz Henkel may be holed up.”

"In the afternoon maybe youll do that," corrected Jane. "In the morning you are going to rest.”

"In the afternoon I'll do that, Groucho."

He wandered in the direction of the door. "I mug tear mysdf away from dl this domestic bliss”" he said. "When
through with the flowers, Frank, let me know. There's a kosher meat market | think | can unload them on."

Fifteen

Groucho made rather dow progress across the campus of Al-tadena Community College the next morning.

Altadenais atown that lies just above Pasadena and he arrived at the vistors parking lot at about ten minutes shy
parked his Cadillac, and started hiking toward the building that housed the German lit department. The college c«
roughly fifteen acres and was in the traditiona red brick and abundant ivy mold, with winding paths, ralling lawns, ¢
occasond treefilled glade.

Jugt indde the arched wrought-iron entry gates severa card tables had been set up, manned by students repres
such organizations as the Young People's Socidis League, the Cin-ema Club, the China Rdief Fund, and the
Federdidsts.

Groucho stopped for a moment at the WF table to pick up a pamphlet.

As he was moving away, ayoung man in sweater and dacks noticed him and exclamed, "Groucho Marx! What a
doing here?'

Regting one foot on a pathside bench, Groucho answered, "That's a most interesting story, young feller. It dl begar
my mother entrusted me with the sdling of the family cow. Wel sr, 1'd been intending to schlep old Bossy over to «
cow lot in Burbank, but then | ran into a man with a hand full of beans. Yes, | know, that sounds messy, but he-"

"It's Groucho!" cried ablond coed in a checkered skirt, cashmere swesater, and saddle shoes as she joined the g
group near the bench.

"What the heck are you doing a ACC?" asked a husky young manin aletter swester.



"It dl began," Groucho began again, "when we set sail from Dover in the year of our Lord-"

"Do you do your own gnging in the movies or is it dubbed?' This from a plump redheaded gil who'd bump
number of surrounding students up to roughly thirty.

"l doal my own singing, yes," answered Groucho. "My talking, however, is dubbed by Charles Boyer. Or, on day:
when he hasto work late at the fish market, by Bobby Breen."

"| read somewhere," said afreshly arrived coed, "that you used to be atenor in vaudeville."

"No, my child, | was atenor with the Metropolitan Opera,” corrected Groucho. "I was, in fact, the first tenor to sin
part of Kate Smith in | Have Madame Butterflies in My Stomach."

"What's Clark Gableredly like?' "Very much like me. Except hisearsare smdler.” "Did you ever date Norma She
"No."

"What famous actresses have you gone out with?' "1 once had an interesting encounter with Joan Crawford in a
telephone booth in Tijuana," Groucho answered. "I can-not, aas, share the story with you because | sold the exclusiver
to the Wrestling News just yesterday."

"Why doesn't Harpo talk in your movies?'

"Harpo does tak, but a a pitch that only dogs can hear. Ask your Saint Bernard friends and see if I'm not abs
right."

"What'syour favorite role?'

"Now, there, young lady, isaquestion | can redly Snk my teeth into. I-"

"Please, you're not going to answer, ‘A poppy-seed rall,” or something dumb like that?"

Groucho took on a sheegpish expression, digging the toe of his right shoe into the sward. "Gosh, | plumb forgot
trapped in the midst of an intelectud crowd and that my low-brow japes wouldn't cut the mustard here” he ad
ruefully. "I was intending to reply ether with ‘a kaiser roll’ or, at the risk of bringing down the wrath of the Watch and
Society, 'aradl inthe hay.'"

Theamdl dark coed asked, "You are capable of giving a serious answer, aren't you?"'

Poking his tongue into his cheek, Groucho gazed upward into the clear blue morming sky. "Okay, kiddo, he
com-pletdy sraight answer,” he said. "l redly get a kick out of pretending to be Groucho Marx."

The campus bdl tower sounded the hour of ten. By that time there were more than a hundred students surrol
Groucho.

"I must be going," he announced, sarting to work hisway clear of the bench.

"Are you smarter than Sherlock Holmes?' someone called after him as he headed uphill.

"That," he responded, "remainsto be seen.”

While Groucho was ddivering his sermon to the multitudes, | was taking a Solitary wak aong the morning Pacific.

I'd been able to sneak a few telephone cdls, but then Jane had emerged from her studio and caught me in the
per-suading a former LA. Times colleague to rustle me up a copy of the officd report on Marsha Tederow's autol
accident.

As soon as | cradled the receiver she said, "Y ou've dill got severd more hours of recuperating to do, remember?

"Nope, apparently memory lapses are one of my symp-toms.”

Making an impatient noise, she pointed at the living room door. "Go out and droll dong the beach," she advise
rumored to be beneficid.”

"Sitting on my backside using a telephone isnt that stren-uous or-"

"Soon as high noon rolls around, you can get back into your gumshoes.”

"Y ou have aspot of ink on thetip of your nose."

"Undoubtedly. Go take ahike."

"Mutter, mutter,”" | said, rising from the sofa

"S0 you've located a copy of that accident report?’ she asked as | reached for the doorknob.

"Should have one by late this afternoon, yeah.”

"And the whereabouts of Franz Henkel ?'

"Got an gppointment to talk to an old informant of mine at three down in LA." | stepped out into the bright,



December morning.

Our present house was less than five minutes uphill from the ocean.

Someone had built a pretty impressve sand castle just be-yond the furthest reach of the surf. There were Sx turrets
drawbridge. Standing donein the courtyard was a solitary lead soldier in the uniform of the Chinese army.

Squatting momentarily, | scooped him up and dropped him into my trouser pocket.

Far ahead of me on the beach a heavyset woman in a long ydlow terry coth robe was sanding wide-l
hands on hips, cdling something that sounded like, "Rasputin! Rasputin!™

Long before | reached her vicnity, | found a large twist of driftwood that looked suitable for Stting. | seated r
dar-ing out to sea.

| was dill there fifteen minutes later when Jane tracked me down.

"I figure that if we sall in that direction,” | told her, pointing toward the hazy horizon, "we should be able to esa
new trade route to the Orient."

"That's the same darn thing Marco Polo told me the lagt time we had dinner.”

"I don't like dining with that bozo anymore. He only wants to go to chop suey joints”

"You just got a phone cdl from Victoria St. John." Bending dightly, she held out her hand to me.

| caught hold and pulled mysdf upright. "Something im-portant?'

"Sounded s0 to me, yes" she replied. "Victoria says that when she was deaning house this morning, she came &
memo dip that had gotten logt under a throw rug. She's pretty certain it's the note Marsha made about where sh
sup-posed to go the night she was killed.”

"Great-who was she scheduled to meet?' "According to your erswhile Mullens Maden, theré's no-body's name |
Jane explained. "And keep in mind that what I'm giving you is based on my having to winnow a sub-stantial, circumlox
conversation, replete with footnotes and asides, from Victoria The gig isMarsha was heading for a bar over in S
Oaks. Placeis called the Cutting Room and she was to meet somebody there at ten p.m. that Thursday night.”

"Never heard of the place.”

"Neither had Victoria, but shelooked it up in the telephone book and provided us with an address.”

Nodding, | took hold of Jane's arm as we started uphill toward our beach house. "I'll drive over there this afternoor

"I'd liketo tag dong, Frank."

"Y ou caught up on your comic strip deadlines?!

"I am. Fact is, I'm even ahead on my Sunday page sched-ule.”

| eyed her. ™Y ou smply want to help out on this-or isthisamove to keep me from getting together with Victoria?'

"Both," she admitted.

Sxtemn

Professor Erngt Hoffman was asmdll, neat man in hismiddlefifties. His office was smdl, neat, and devoid of clutter
Most of the books on the shelves that covered two of the walls were in German and a bust of Goethe sat atop the woo
filing cabinet.

As Groucho settled into a straight-back chair next to his rolltop desk, Hoffman leaned to plant a heavy cut-glass ¢
on his knee. "For your cigar, Julius”

"It'snot lit, Ernie.”

"Should you, my friend, decideto light it."

Removing the unlit cigar from between his teeth, Groucho dropped it into a Side pocket of his sports coat. He re
the ashtray to the professor. "Now, what 1'd-"

"That's not sanitary, sowing that cigar butt in there like that.”

"It's okay, Professor. The pastrami sandwich is wrapped in wax paper, so the stogie won't contaminate it. Althougt
thet | think about it, the kosher dill may get alittle fragrant.”

Hoffman frowned for afew seconds. "Ah, | keep forgetting that you're acomedian,” he said, chuckling and placing



ashtray two inchesto the left of hisfountain pen.

"Millions of people had the same problem while witnessng Room Service."

"l rardly go to the movies these days. In Berlin it was dif-ferent and | found the films made by people like Fritz La
Fdix Denker were-"

"When did you talk to Denker last?"

The professor straightened up. ™Y ou actudly are investiga-ing his desth?”

Groucho nodded. "The police have indicated they think that a disgruntled stagehand named Franz Henkel may have
Denker," he said. "Did Denker ever mention him to you?”'

Pushing back from his desk, Hoffman crossed to the filing cabinet to tug out the middle door partway. "Henkd is &
the German American Bund, Julius and he was a Nazi bully-boy in Munich until he came to America something like
years ago." Extracting a manilafolder he handed it to Groucho. "I like to keep up with people like Henkd."

There was asmdl photograph of a thickset man, crew cut and wearing a tight-fitting black suit, clipped to the two
of typed information about Franz Henkd. After skimming the materid, Groucho closed the folder. "Henkd sounds |
errand boy to me" he said. "Not the sort of lad to plan and carry out an assassination.”

"He might have beaten up Fdix on a dark street someplace, but no, he haan't the nerve or the brains for murder.”

"Did Denker redly have him fired from Mammoth?'

Professor Hoffman nodded. "Oh, yes™ he answered. "But not, as has been hinted in the press, because of threats
remembered Henkd from Germany and refused to have the men working on any film of his. He had enough influence
Sudio to get the union to agree to removing him."

"The only address you have on the guy is the one the police let out,” Groucho observed. "No idea where he's pre
holed up?"

"I'm trying to find out, but as of today, no, Julius" said Hoffman, taking the folder back from him and setting i
inches to the Ieft of the ashtray. "It's possible that Henkd does know something about who killed Felix.”

"Okay, why do you think Denker was killed?"

The professor rubbed his hands together dowly. "Some-thing was bothering him, but he didn't confide whet," he s
saw him for dinner last week and it was evident he was worried about something.”

"When?'

"It was Friday evening. We met a a Mexican restaurant down near the Union Station, on Figueroa Street.”

"Did hetalk about Marsha Tederow?"

The professor said, "Y ou know about thet affair?”

Groucho nodded. "He seems to have set up a little hide-away in the town of San Amaro where they could meet
dy," he said.

"Fdix was, quite obvioudy, very upset over her death,” Hoffman said. "In fact, | believe he asked me to dinner bx
he had intended to tak about her, tdl me something about her death.” He shook his head. "Then he seemed to char
minc-implied he wasn't ready. He did say that he fdt her death was, in some way, his respongibility.”

"Hedidn't kill her, did he?'

"Y ou suspect it wasn't an accident?"

"Seems unlikely that it could've been.”

Professor Hoffmen said, "No, hisfedings of quilt about Mar-sha's desth weren't because held actudly killed her. F
however, fed responsble.”

"How?"

"That he decided not to talk about.”

"You knew both Denker and Erika Klein in Germany," said Groucho. "Were they a devoted couple then or-"

"l only met Erika once or twicein Belin," said Hoffmaen. "Fdix married her only a few months before emigrating. |
fdt they were especidly close and redlly ..." He made a dismissve gesture and stopped taking.

Groucho leaned forward. "What? | can use dl the back-ground suff you've got, Emie"

After rubbing his hands together again, the professor said, "Fdix changed quite a bit after ariving in Ameri
Ger-many, for a least two years before he left, he was a very serious gambler. Dedicated to it the way only me
continudly lose are.”

"The guy wasin hock?"



"Quite a bit, yes, Julius But then, shortly before he married, he was able to settle dl this gambling debts.”

Groucho's left eyebrow climbed. "Y ou think Erikas family came up with a dowry for Denker?”

"I never asked and | don't even know if her people were wedthy,” he answered. "Yet it did Strike me as an inte
coincidence, you know."

"Erikawasn't especidly jedous of her husband, from whét I've heard."

"Fdix wasnt killed because he was unfathful to hiswife, no."

The phone on the professor's neat desktop rang. "'Y es, Hoffman here." After listening for amoment, he smiled and
handed the receiver to Groucho. "Y our secretary, Julius.”

"Helo, Nanook. Didn' | tdl you never to telephone me when I'm at a borddlo or a college?!

"Youjus got an interesting phone cal.”

"Redly? And how did | react to that?'

"British actor named Randdl McGowan is very eager to tak to you," explaned Nan. "He says hell be at the Br
Club in Beverly Hills from three urtil five this afternoon. Know where that is?'

"Indeed | do. I've been turned away from ther front doors on three separate occasions and twice from the trade
entrance," he said, rubbing at his chin with his free hand. "McGowan, if memory serves, is the chap who's portrayit
Watson to Ravenshaw's Holmes, is he not?'

"Thet's the boy, yesh," answered his secretary. "Appar-ently he and Ravenshaw aren't exactly what you'd cdl |
buddies. What he told me was that he just remembered some-thing that has to do with the Denker murder and h
damned if hell giveit to that rotter Ravenshaw. And he's too much of a gentleman to dedl directly with the police.”

"Ah, so that leaves me, the lesser of two rotters.”

"Can you meet him, Groucho? He sounded legit.”

"Mog British actors sound that way. | dmost bought a secondhand car off Eric Blore once,” Groucho said. "But, S
pop into the Britannia. Anything ese new? Any orphans left on the doorstep?”

"Noneworth keeping. Bye."

"Excusetheinterruption,” said Groucho.

"So you're redly in a competition with this Sherlock Holmes actor, are you?'

"I am, even though it adds a cheesy aspect to the case.”

"It'sdl right, Julius, so long as you find out who killed Fdix."

He asked the professor, "Did Denker ever mention a Dr. Helga Krieger to you, Ernie?’

"How'd you cometo hear of her?'

Groucho explained about the books I'd momentarily found at the love nest. "Was she someone Denker and Erike
over there?'

"I don't believe so, and Fdix never dluded to her so far as | can recdl,” answered Hoffman. "But | heard quit
about her, while | was teaching in Munich.”

"An anti-Semitic lady, as| understand it.”

"Dr. Krieger was one of severd Aryan scholars, someone who worked full-time to prove that Germans were supe
anyone e and, worse, that the stock had to be kept pure” he explained, picking up his pen and tapping angrily wit
the blotter as he spoke. "She dso lectured at ralies and meet-ings of palitical clubs. A Nazi bitch through and through.”

"What happened to her?"

"One hopes she's dead and rotting in a grave someplace in Garmany,” he said. "She dropped from dght in the
1930s. New materid from her ceased to appear inthe Nazi press and the persond appearances smply ended.”

"Could shebein America?'

Professor Hoffman studied the caling. "If sheis, I've never heard a word about it," he said findly. "And, as you ki
keep up with things like that."

"So why would three books by her be so important?’

The professor gave a negative shake of his head. "l have no idea, my friend. It's possible they have some other
some-thing that has nothing to do directly with Dr. Krieger."

"That's occurred to me, too, but | have this hunch that Dr. Helgaiis more directly tied in with what's been going on."
"Hunches are finein their place, but what you need to solve this mystery are facts, Julius”
Nodding, he stood up. "Thanks for reminding me, Ernie," he said, backing toward the door. "I'd better go round u



more."

Seventeen

Every surface of the Cutting Room that could be covered with knotty pine was. The smal barroom sat on the edge
unpaved parking lot and its blue-tinted side windows gave you aview of weedy fields and a patch of woodlands. Behir
narrow bar hung alarge framed linen movie poster featuring Guy Pope in the part of Ivanhoe. The bartender, a thickset
bearded manin afaded UCLA swestshirt, was absently polish-ing glasses and watching abuzzing fly avoid getting cali
adangling grip of flypaper.

Jane and | had barely crossed the threshold and the scents of stde beer and old cigarette smoke had just comn
engulfing us, when three midgetsin dark business suits stood up at a table on our left and dl waved.

The midget with the mustache cdled out, "Hiya, Janey, honey."

The midget wearing the horn-rimmed glasses inquired, "How's by you, toots?"

The third midget, who was about sx inches shorter than his colleagues, was red-haired and freckled. He came hurr

over and hdd out his hand to me. "Put her there, pd,” he invited. Y ou must be Janey's old man.”

"It's the Spiegdman Brothers," she explained to me as she amiled at them with restrained enthusiasm.

"The Spiegelman Brothers?' | inquired while shaking hands.

"Weére better known inthe east,” said the one | was shak-ing hands with. "I'm Leroy."

"They're not redly brothers, except for show business pur-poses.” Jane waved at the two who'd remained at the
with thar drinks. "Hi, Edwin. Hi, Mort."

"So you guys arein show business, huh?' | said to Leroy.

"You thought maybe we were atrio of undersized insur-ance sdlesmen?'

"I met the Spiegeman Brothers about a year ago,” ex-plained Jane as we headed for the bar. "RKO was thinking
meking some comedy shorts based on the Hillbilly Willy comic strip and the Spiegdman boys were going to pl
Moonshine Triplets.”

"Loudla Parsons and Johnny Whidtler never mentioned that, so | was unaware of-"

"You il out of work?' asked Leroy, who'd stuck with us.

"I'm between pictures.”

"You have to have written a picture firgt, buster, before you can be between them.”

"I'm between scripts, then.”

"Thet radio show you did with Groucho wasn't too terri-ble,” conceded Leroy.

Jane tapped him on the shoulder. "It's been nice running into you boys again, but right now-"

"You'd gppreciateit if | did ascramola?!

"We're actualy sort of here on business and-"

"No need to gpologize, Janey." Reaching up, Leroy patted my wife on her Ieft buttock and, amiling up a me
trotting back to rgoin the other Spiegeman Brothers.

"They took aliking to me" Jane perched on a stoal at the bar.

"Dont let those little peckerheads annoy you," advised the bearded bartender. "This is their favorite hangout
moment. Soon as they get work again thingsll get back to normd."

There were no other customersin the place.

"They think it's funny to order Napoleon brandy,” he said. "Whatll you folks have?'

| glanced a Jane, who shrugged one shoulder. "Couple of beers,” | said.

"Carewhich kind?"

"Not especidly.”

"Mysdf, I'm partid to Rainier.”

"Thet'll do, sure.”

After he brought the bottles and glasses and I'd paid him, | fished out the copy of my expired Los Angeles Times



card that | ill carried around with me. Then | took out the picture of Marsha Tederow and Felix Denker 1'd borrowed
love nest the day before.

After providing the bartender a very brief look at the defunct card, | placed the photo on the bar facing towar
"Daing a follow-up story," | explained. "Ever see these people?”

He picked up the photograph, brought it up close to his face. "Sure, yeah."

"When werethey in herelagt?'

He shook his shaggy head. "Far as | know they've never been in the Cutting Room."

"But you know them?"

"Not the dame, no. The guy, though, is Felix Denker, the director who got bumped off yesterday,”" he answered. "I
bit part in his Lynch Mob. | was one of the rowdies carrying a coil of rope in the scenes where-"

"What about the girl?' asked Jane. "Sure she wasn't in here last week one night?"

He looked at her and not the photo. "Y ou with the Times, too, Sster?"

"Maitter of fact, | am, yeah," shereplied. "Right now I'm hisgirl Friday. So?"

"l only work weekend nightsand | don't remember-"

"Who would've been on duty last Thursday?' | asked.

"That the dame got hersdf killed in that car wreck last week?' Leroy had come back over from the Spig
Broth-ers table. He was dimbing onto a stool as he made hisinquiry.

"Who got killed?' asked the bartender.

Leroy plucked the picture out of the bartender's hand, then studied it. "Sure, she was here Wednesday or Thu
Hold on amo." Keeping tight hold of the picture, he carried it over to the others. "Remember this dame?”

"Nervous broad,” said Edwin, nodding as he tapped Mar-sha's face with his forefinger. "Sat by hersdf at that tabl
to the jukebox."

Jane and | had followed Leroy. She sat in the spare chair; | put my hand on its back. "Which night was th
asked them.

Mort was sudying the picture now. "It mustve been Thursday, pal, because Wednesday | went ice skating and |
here"

"Thursday, yeah," agreed Leroy. "She camein right after you got into that fight with the sailors about their playing
‘Jeepers Creepers eeven times nonstop on thejuke.”

"Thirteen times," corrected Mort.

| asked, "What time did she come in?’

Edwin answered, "Little after ten.”

"And shewasaone?'

Leroy sad, "Until the cowboy got here.”

"Somebody met her?

"This dame was done, but she kept looking a her watch," Mort told me. "The way you do when you're ex
some-body to show up. About ten minutes after she arrived, the cowboy showed up.”

"Cowboy how? An actor?'

"Druggtore cowboy," sad Leroy, nose wrinkling. "Maybe does extra work in Gene Autry movies. He was w
Levi's, a checked work shirt, and a leather jacket. Had a new pair of boots and a tan low-crown Stetson, dirty-blon
Hat was new, t0o."

"Y ou ever see him before?' Jane asked them.

"Nope," said Leroy. "Not here and not at the studios.”

| said, "Did it look like the girl knew this cowboy?"

Leroy sad, "She was meeting the bastard for a drink, wasn't she?'

"Maybe it was ablind date," | said. "When he firg walked in, did she seem to recognize him?"

Mort said, "Hereés what | think, buddy. No, she didnt know him before, but held told her something like held be d
as a Gower Gulch cowpoke. So she recognized him that way, see?!

"And did he recognize her?'

"That wasn't too tough to do, snce she was the only good-looking young skirt in the joint done that night.”

Jane asked, "So was it a date?”



All three of the brothers shook their heads. Edwin said, "The cowboy sat with her maybe fifteen, twenty minutes
had a very serious, very sotto voce conversation.”

Leroy added, "Then he gets up, bids her avery chilly adios, and ambles out in his new boots. The guy didn't ook a
"How'd shelook?' | asked.

"Pleased with hersdlf.”

"Like maybe thered been some kind of business ded ne-gotiated?'

Leroy shrugged his narrow shoulders. "Maybe, but it wasn't movie business, | don't believe” he sad findly. "Al
wasn't a hooker ether.”

"The cowboy didn't thresten her?"

"Nope, he just wasn't very cordid.”

"How long did she Say after heleft?!

"Around ten more minutes, something like that.”

| said, "How much drinking was done?"

Mort said, "She had one shot of bourbon with water on the side. The Lone Ranger had a beer. So nather one o
left here drunk, if that's what you want to know.”

"Could he have stayed outside, waiting until she came out?'

"Hard to tdl, buster,” sad Leroy. "We logt interest once he walked out of here. You figure it wasn't an accide
killed that gir?"

"I'm keegping an open mind," | told him.

Eightemn

It wasn't until held turned off Roxbury Drivein Beverly Hills and gone douching onto the side street leading to the
Britannia Club that Groucho, as he later told me, redlized that he was going to have to run agantlet of tourists.

A party of about fifteen of them, middle-aged and of both sexes, was scattered dong both sdes of the narrow
They were peering into shop windows, watching the awning-covered entrance of a currently fashiongble little |
restaurant known to be frequented by movie stars, snapping pictures, and dert for passng celebrities. Down at the far
the block a smdl tour bus was parked.

A thinwoman in a fur-trimmed cloth coat assaulted him firdt. Thrugting a thick blue autograph abum a him, she
"Can you write your name?'

He clattered to a stop. "Ah, | knew that sooner or later they'd catch up with me and I'd have to
pass aliteracy test," he said, sadly accepting the book. "Andin Hollywood of dl places, the mecca for
illiterates the world over. I'm not sure whether to Sng a snappy chorus of Mecca Whoopee or quote
from H. L. Meccas American Mercury. All I know istha we dways use American mercury in dl our
thermometers because it's so much nicer than that foreign suff." Scribbling his name, he returned the
abum and moved on.

Groucho managed to cover only another ten feet when a heavyset man in a brown double-breasted
auit and polka-dot bow tie stepped into his path. "I know who you are," he an-nounced.

"Sorry, that contest ended last week,” Groucho informed him, "and we're no longer giving away
prizes to people who identify me on the street. We are, however, handing out tro-phies for the Siliest
Ties West of the Pecos and you're definitely going to be in the running for that.”

Dodging the man, Groucho resumed hisjourney.

He was next assailed by a short blond woman who laughed, looked him up and down, and said,

"Youve got to be Groucho Marx."



"Oh, no, | don't. You're not going to pin that rap on me™ he assured her. "I have no less than Sx
relidble witnesses who're prepared to swear that | am actudly Anne of Green Gables. Plus, | might
add, five pretty irreponsible witnesses, who're ready to dam I'm Anne of Green Bagels™

By the time the woman had located her autograph book in the depths of her purse, Groucho had
made his way to the steps of the Britannia

There alanky man in a sharkskin suit detained him. "'l have a picture of you,” the man said, darting
to search in his coat pockets.

"They tdl me there are now safe and painless ways to re-move tattoos.”

"It's not atattoo, it's a photograph.”

"That's an unusud thing to have stuck to your backside."

"It'snot stuck to my backside.”

Groucho gtarted to dimb the marble steps. "Waell, don't come crying to me because your glue isn't
working."

"It'sin alittle abum of movie star pictures and I'd redly appreciate it if you'd sgn it." He found the
gmdl book and handed it, open to the right page, over to Groucho.

He scowled at the smdl photograph. ™Y ou're sure this isn't Bazac's desth mask?!

"It'syou, Mr. Marx. | sent MGM two bitsfor it."

After 9gning his name across the smdl sudio portrait, he plucked a dime out of his jacket pocket,
and gave it to the lanky man. "They definitdly overcharged you, my boy," he said, and went hurrying up
into the Britannia Club.

The heavy oaken door of the two-story brownstone building swung open inward while Groucho
was dill three steps fromit.

P. G. Wodehouse emerged, recognized Groucho, and smiled. "Ddightful running into you, Marx,"
he said, extend-ing his hand.

Shaking hands, Groucho smiled up at the tdl, bading au-thor. "Ddightful running into you, Flum.”

Wodehouse bestowed what might have been a sympathetic look on him and continued on his way
down to the Sdewalk.

A profound slence, scented with furniture polish, closed in around Groucho as soon as he entered
the lobby of the Britan-nia Club.

The walls were pandled in dark wood and over the arched entryway to the slent Reading Room
hung an ail panting of King George V1. On the left loomed a shadowy cloakroom and on the right a
gmd| office that had Club Secretary engraved in gold on its pebbled glass upper portion.

Soundlesdy the door now eased open.

A dim, pae man, dapper in anavy blue blazer and gray flannd trousers, came floating out. His pae
blond hair was parted in the middle and his wrinkle-rimmed eyes were nar-rowed. "Surely, old man,
you've intruded here by misake?' he suggested in a subdued voice.

"Youre the gink who sent for the exterminator, aren't you?"' inquired Groucho loudly. "Just let me
a those cock-roaches.”

The dub secretary's eyes narrowed even further and he made a hush+hush gesture with his pde
right hand. "You have, as | suspected from the outset, blundered onto the wrong prem-ises, my good
man," heinformed him. "We haven't so much as seen asingle insect here a the Britannia ever.”

Reeching into a sde pocket, Groucho offered, "Would you like to take a gander a some? |
brought dong samples of cock-roaches, termites, medy bugs, and some strange-looking little green
devils that nobody at the office has, thus far, been adle to identify."

"No, please, I'm afraid | must ask you to leave.”

"Before you do, would you let Randdl McGowan know I'm here to keep my appointment with
him"

The pae man fingered the gilded club crest on the pocket of his blazer. ™Y ouve been jesting with



me"

Groucho rolled his eyesin an gpologetic way. "l fear 0, yes."

"I mugt tel you, my dear gir, that | don't especidly enjoy having my leg pulled.”

"If | had little bitty runty legslike yours, | wouldn't enjoy it either,” sympathized Groucho. "Now
how's about telling McGowan I'm here?”

The dub secretary took a backward step. "Who shdl | say wishesto see hm?'

"Groucho Marx."

"Groucho?' His eyes narrowed until he appeared to be squinting. ™Y our given name is Groucho?"

Groucho sighed. "Alas, yes" he admitted. "I was named after a rich unde in the hopes of a
substantid inheritance. But when the old bird kicked off, he left dl his dough to a home for oversexed
canaries”

"Il summon someone to escort you to the dining room, which is, | believe, where youll find Mr.
McGowan." He re-turned, with dacrity, to his office and shut the door.

Approximately five minutes later a reedy, dow-moving man in his early seventies came shuffling in
from the Reading Room. He was clad in a venerable auit of tals and hdd a smdl sheet of
cream-colored paper clutched in his bony right hand. When he'd tottered his way to about three feet of
Groucho, he hdted and inquired in a polite dim voice, "Mr. Marcus?'

"Closeenough.”

"If you'd follow me, Sr?"

"Darn, | was hoping you were going to say, 'Walk thisway." "

"Beg pardon, Sir?"

"And wdl you should. Lead on."

Perplexity briefly touched the waiter's time-lined face. Then with a resigned sgh, he turned and
began dowly to retrace his steps.

The Reading Room contained nine fat dark leather arm-chairs and a claw-footed table that held a
negtly arranged assortment of British periodicas, induding The Illustrated London News and The
Srand. On the walls hung severd large ail paintings of past Britannia Club cricket teams. Groucho
rec-ognized David Niven, C. Aubrey Smith, and Nigel Brucein two of the paintings

Stting in one of the aimchairs was C. Aubrey Smith himsdf. The dately old actor was adeep,
shoring sedately, with an open copy of the London Times draped across his lap.

There were two other gentlemen occupying the quiet room, but Groucho didn't recognize either.
Both looked up from their magazines to scowl at his footfdls coming across the thick Per-sian carpet.

The shuffling waiter opened a heavy door, then stood aside and whispered, "Youll find Mr.,
McGowan a table ax."

"I appreciate your guiding me here," he said in awhisper. "If | need any hep finding my way out, Il
just gveaholler.”

"Oh, no, g, you mustn't do that.”

Bowing dightly, Groucho douched into the beam-ceilinged room.

It contained exactly a dozen andl tables, each covered with a crigp white linen cloth. At the
moment only four of the tables were occupied. There was a amdl bar in one corner and three other
members of the Britannia sat there, quigtly drinking.

McGowan was a portly man in his middle forties. He was dressed in a tweedy suit and his black
mustache was clipped in military fashion. "Deucedly glad you could find the time to drop by, Groucho,
old men."

Groucho sat opposite him. "I didn't know you talked thisway in red life."

The actor blinked. "Afraid so, old boy," he said. "Gotten to be a beadily habit. Due to playing far
too many pompous sons of Albion since | arrived in Hollywood. Fity, don't you know, but there it is,
eh?'

"Both my offspring thought you were splendid in The Many Loves of Bonny Prince Charlie,”
Groucho told him. "It isn't every man who can bring off wearing kiltsin Technicolor.”



"Y ou're a deucedly perplexing chap, Groucho, old man," said McGowan, picking up his glass and
taking agmdl gp. "Difficult to tel when you're ragging a felow and when you're sincere.

"Here's the key to deciphering my didogue™ he offered. "I'm never sncere.”

"Care for a gplash of something, old cock? Having agin and it mysdf.”

Groucho shook his head. "No, thanks, McGowan," he said, resting both elbows on the table. "Is
The Valley of Fear going to continue?'

"Afrad so, yes" he said after another sp of his martini. "Mammoth's bringing in Frederick Bauer to
take over the di-rection and we're going back into production next week."

"Y ou're not overjoyed at the prospect?'

The portly actor said, "Getting bloody tired of working with Miles Ravenshaw, if you must know,
old fellow. Blighter pos-sesses an enormous ego, even for an actor, and hasn't enough talent to work in
the chorus of a Chritmas pantomime, let done the cinema. He makes a dreadful Holmes."

"I hear Twentieth isthinking of doing a Holmes movie with Badl Rathbone."

McGowan winced. "Have you ever been invited to one of those ostentatious parties that Rathbone
and his memsahib throw?!

"Once or twice, yes."

"Far too showy for my taste, don't you know. They're def-initely, one must say, not British sort of
parties”

"Y ou had something to tell me?"

"W, yes, old boy, dthough I'm not at dl certain itll help you determine who killed Fdix Denker,"
he said. "There was another dreadful chap, by the way." He picked up his glass once again.

"You have some information about who might've killed Denker?”

"Actudly, Groucho, old fdlow, | amply overheard a amdl portion of a conversation a few days
ago a the sudio," the actor explained. "Wouldn't want this to get around, but there's a young lady
playing a amdl part in the film that I've rather taken a fancy to, don't you know. 1 was flitting off to
meat her on thedy a one of the indoor sets for our picture, one that wasn't being used that day. While
meking my way there, | chanced to hear some noise coming from the London pub set. Keeping in the
shadows, | eavesdropped.”

"Eavesdropped on who?'

"Coming to that, dear chap,” said McGowan. "It was Erika Klein, Denker's wife, you know, and
that young woman who was killed in an automobile accident just afew days later. Mar-sha Tederow, |
believe the poor lasss name was."

"That's her name, yes. She and Erikawere arguing?’

"Erika dapped the girl across the face and cdled her a greedy, conniving bitch. The Tederow girl
amply laughed at her, pushed her aside, and left," said the movie Dr. Watson. "I didn't hear anything
ese of ther discusson. The reason this incident struck me as odd is this, Groucho, old boy. Quite a
few of us were aware that Denker was apparently having a romance with this Tederow wench, but the
word around the studio was that hiswife didn't much care.”

"Y ou're saying that she apparently did."

"I'm saying, don't you know, that the lady had a seemingly angry encounter with Marsha Tederow,"
darified McGowan. "I'm assuming it had to do with her husband's philandering, but | can't swear to
that. Still and dl, old fellow, | thought you might be able to use the information in some way. Some
way, | say, that will put a spanner in Ravenshaw's works."

Groucho promised, "I'll send for aspanner at once."

Nineteen
The lvy Hotd in downtown Los Angeles had known better days, but that was almost twenty years

earlier. Now the sylvan murasthat decorated the large lobby's walls were faded and peeling, severd of
the frolicking shepherdesses|ooked to have complexion problems, and the gamboling lambs were



suffering from mildew. Theimitation marble pillars, al eight of them, were chipped and stained, and the
one nearest the elevator cageshad adigtinct list to the lft.

Someone had been burning a pungent, churchly incense in the lobby the afternoon | dropped in to
cdl on my old LA. Times informant. The scent didnt mix wel with the longer-running smdls of
disnfectart, fly spray, and unwashed clothes.

A soruffy bulldog was dancing a jig on a threadbare dtretch of carpeting in the center of the big
domed room. A gaunt man in an oversize tan overcoat was stting on the gilded sofa near im and
keeping time on a sprung tambourine,

"C'mon, Boswell," he urged, "strut your stuff.”

The old dog looked weary and forlorn, but he kept spinning and hopping on his shaky hind legs,
panting.

The audience for the performance consisted of asmal gray-haired woman in aflowered dressand
the curly-haired clerk.

On my way to the desk, | stopped near the sruggling bull-dog. Pointing a thumb down at him, |
asked the man with the tambourine, "If | give you a hdf a buck, will you let hm stop?”

"Makeit abuck and I'll dso buy Boswvel a soup bone to gnaw on.”

"Ded." | tossed him aslver dollar.

"Takeabresk, Boswell."

The dog, producing a collgpsing accordion sound, dumped down onto the floor.

| continued on to the desk.

"Surdy you don't intend to register?’ inquired the platinum-haired clerk.

"I'd liketo see Tim O'Hearn.”

"W, that mugt make you just about the only person so indined indl of Greater Los Angdes” He
was usdng a cologne that smelled strongly of lilacs.

"Which room?'

"Three-thirteen. Elevators are on the blink today, so youll have to hoof it."

"You ought to spray the lobby with whatever it is youre usng on yoursdf,” | advised him, and
headed for the imitation-marble staircase.

"My, aren't we catty this afternoon.”

All but one of the orange-tinted light bulbs in the dangling fixtures in the third-floor hdlway were
burned out and the survivor was flickering badly.

Behind the door of 313 aradio was playing loudly. | rec-ognized the voice of Harry Whitechurch,
who'd been the an-nouncer on our late Groucho Marx, Private Eye radio show, booming above the
organ musc. "Once agan,” he was saying,

"itstimefor The Sruggle for Happiness, the heartwarming story of one student nurse's search for
love and a satidfying career in our troubled modern world. Our show is brought to you by Bascom's
foamy shampoo, the purest...”

| knocked on thedoor. "Tim, itsme."

The radio stopped.

"Who?' asked Tim O'Hearn, not opening the door.

"Frank Denby."

"You sound like him."

"Lots of people have been tdling me tha of late. Can it be because | am Frank Denby? C'mon,
Tim, let mein."

The door opened a few inches and O'Hearn, a thin, worn-out men of fifty, looked out a me. "I
cant be too careful.”

"Apparently not."

After afew seconds he moved back from the doorway. "Y ou might as wel comein, Frank."

All the shades were down and the venerable dark brown drapes drawn in the smdl room. "Y ou've
gven up cheese sand-wiches"



"A doctor | bumped into in Pershing Square a few weeks back told me cheese was bad for me”
Stting on the edge of his unmade folding bed, he nodded me toward an armchair. "Make yoursdf
comfortable”

| gingerly lifted a saucer that held the remains of a mold-ering sandwich off the seat and sat. "And
what isit you've switched to?'

"Baloney-it's a better source of protein.”

Pat of another baoney sandwich, rich with some sort of green mold, was perched atop a
scattered pile of old, much-annotated racing forms near the lopsided bureav.

"So what have you found out about-"

"I ought to get more than five bucks for this paticular assgnment, Frank,” my informant
complained. "No, | ought to get hazard pay as wel."

"All | asked you for wasaline on locating Franz Henkd ."

Hunching his shoulders, O'Hearn glanced a the masked windows. "Usudly you're curious about
gangders and thugs, and that's dangerous enough,” he said. "But now I'm brushing shoulders with Nazis
and Gestapo agents and-"

"Wait, whoa. How's Henkel connected with the Gestapo?”

"I'm not sure he is" admitted O'Hearn. "But the guy is in the Bund and groups like that. It makes
meredly unessy.”

"Any ideawhere heshiding out?'

O'Hearn's lean face took on a pained expression and he rubbed a knuckle under his nose. "I don't
know for sure yet, but | got you a lead on a guy who does. Thing is, you're going to have to ded
directly with this bastard.”

"Whoishe?'

"Name s Liond Von Esh," answered my informant. "He works as some kind of stagehand out at
the Mammoth studios. Word is he's not an especid pd of this Henkd's, but he knows where the guy is
lying low and he's willing to sl thet info.”

"Okay, wheredo | contact thisVVon Esh?!

"He frequents a place in Hollywood cdled Segfried's Rath-skdler. It's just off Cherokee and
sounds like it mugt be a German hangout.”

"It does a that. Is he expected there tonight?*

O'Hearn nodded. "Any time after ten," he said. "And he wants twenty bucks for what he knows."

"Y ou contacted him directly?’

"Naw, but the guy who set this up is reliable, Frank. Trus me"

| stood up and took out my wadlet. "How do | recognize Von Esh?' "He's got reddish blond
hair that he wears in one of those henie haircuts. And he has an X-shaped scar just under his left
gye"" He traced an X under his eye and then held out the hand to me.

| passed him a five-dollar hill. "Keep digging around about the Denker murder, see what you pick
up.”

"Okay, but if sorm troopers bust in here and rough me up, just remember how little you paid me"

"If they kill you, though,” | said, "I've got a swell wreath we can use”

At 4:00 p.m., carying a dozen red roses wrapped in green paper, | waked confidently in to the
sunny reception room of the Golden Hills Rest Home out in the Valey. It had taken three phone cals
to former newspaper colleagues to obtain this particular address. | went griding right up to the desk,
where a plump womean in a pae green nurse's uniform sat with hands folded and a amile on her face.

"Didn't it turn out to be alovely day?' she asked me. "It certainly did," | agreed, returning her smile.
"And how can we help you here at Golden Hills?' Holding the bouquet of roses alittle forward, | said,
"I'm Albert Payson Terhune, chairman of the Shut-in Visitor Com-mittee of the Screen Writers Guild.”

"My, that sounds like afascinating occupation.” "It is. Weve just learned that one of our members,



Clair Rickson, isresding here under the name Clarinda Raffles,”" | explained, rattling the flowers. "I've
dropped by to deliver what we like to cdl a Sunshine Shower and present her with-"

"Oh, what a shame," said the jovid nurse. "Thet old toss-pot checked out a noon and left with a
disreputable-looking buffoon who appeared to be three sheets to the wind himsdf. What paper are you
with?"

"I'm not anewspaperman,” | assured her. "Sheredly left?!

"Thisis a voluntary sanitarium,” the nurse said. "We can't keep anybody here againgt ther will. You
newspaper guys aren't too efficient, if you ask me. Y ou're the third one who's dropped by since she Ieft
us" She leaned a plump ebow on the desktop. "I must admit, though, that your spid was the nearest to
convinaing. But I'd get a better fake name, since, like me, a lot of people probably read Terhune's dog
gtories when they were tots."

"How's Richard Harding Davis?'

She shook her head. "L ot of people read him, too."

"Frank Denby?

"That's good," she said. "Has that nicering of nonentity to it. Use that one.”

| asked, "Any ideawho it was Clair Rickson left with?!

"He clamed he was Roger Connington.”

Connington was a third-rate screenwriter who worked now and then over & Mammoth. "Was he
going to deliver her to her own home?"

"From what | overheard, 1'd say she was going to shack up with him for a spdll.”

| eased one rose out of the bunch and presented it to her. "Thanks for the hdp.”

"Who's going to get the rest of the roses?”’

"Thought I'd givethem to my wife."

"That's very nice." She placed her rose on her blotter.

Turning, | walked away.

Twenty

Zanzibar the Astounding did look quite ahit like Edmund Lowe. He parted hishair in the middle
like the actor, his waxed mustache was smilar. The only thing that spoiled the overdl illuson wasthe
fact that hewas only fivefoot one.

After he shook hands with me, Nan warned him, "No nick-els out of hisnose, Larry.”

The magician, who'd been reaching toward my nose, low-ered his hand. "Sorry, honey," he said.

"He's compulsive about doing tricks,” Groucho's secretary explained to me.

Zanzibar caused Sx or seven brand-new nickds to come cascading out of his own nose to dink
into his pam. "Nan is more understanding than mos," he said, dosing his hand over the coins and
jingling them.

It was a few minutes shy of 6:00 p.m. and I'd dropped by the office for a meeting with Groucho.
He was, Nan had in-formed me, across the street visting Moonbaum's delicatessen and was expected
to return momentarily.

"I've got some bad news for you and Groucho,” Nan said

after | seated mysdf in one of the rattan chairs againg the wall of the office.

Groucho kept an unusud sdection of magazines in the rack and | set aside the copy of Ranch
Romances I'd just picked up to ask her, "Bad news about what?'

"Your competition with Miles Ravenshaw," she answered. "Tdl him, Larry.”

Swdlowing the cigarette held judt lit, Zanzibar said, "Rav-enshaw and his wife are throwing a big
Chrigtmas party this Saturday night at their place in Brentwood. I'm one of the three magidians they've



hired to roam around and entertain their guests™ Absently, he began plucking colored eggs out of the
ampit of hissuit coat. When he had five of them, he started juggling.

"Get to the point,” Nan reminded him, frowning.

Zanzibar tossed dl five eggs toward the office cdling and then clapped his hands. The eggs
vanished. "The word is" he resumed, "that Ravenshaw plans to announce the solution to the Fdix
Denker murder at the party.”

| assumed a skeptica expression. "Publicity sunt,” | said. "He hasn't solved a damn thing."

"It could be," suggested Nan, "that that hambone redlly has come up with a solution.”

| asked the magician, "Any details of what he plans to an-nounce?’

"Nope, I've told you dl | heard" He sneezed, then sarted pulling brightly colored slk
handkerchiefs out of his breast pocket.

"I knew Houdini would eventudly come up with a way to communicate with us from beyond the
grave" sad Groucho as he came bounding in with his paper bag from the ddi. "Sg-nd flags of
course.”

"Groucho, thisis Larry Zansky, dso known as the Astound-ing Zanzibar," said his secretary.

"Pleased to meet you, Mr. Marx."

Placing his free hand on the magician's shoulder, Groucho said, “"Whatever you do, my boy, | want
you to promise me youll never saw thiswoman in hdf."

Twilight was dosing in outside as Groucho walked over to the marble-topped cafe table he kept in
one corner of his private office. Sumping into one of the cane-bottom chairs, he un-capped the
thermos hed fetched back from Moonbaum's. "Y ou're absolutely certain, Rollo, you don't want any
borscht?* he inquired while he poured purplish soup into his Shirley Tem-ple cerea bowl.

"Absolutely, yes™" | was perched on the edge of his desk and facing him.

Groucho lifted a matzo cracker out of the open box gtting on the table. "Did you know that borscht
contains dl the es-sentia vitamins and minerds-plus, according to an erudite article in the latest edition
of The Lancet, severd other vitamins that won't do you a damn bit of good whatsoever?

He was breaking the cracker into crackly bits when the phone on his desk rang.

| picked up the handset and held it out to him.

Bounding up, he took the phone. "Hollywood Crematorium and Columbarium,”" he answered.
"What do you mean it lacks dignity, Zeppo? What's more dignified than an undertaking establishment?
But surdly you didn't invest in a telephone cal merdy to chastise me for my girlish tomfoolery and ...
You did? That's splendid. Hold on, I'll take notes.”

| handed him ayellow lega pad and hisfountain pen.

Groucho put the pad across his knees: "Proceed, Zep.... Gally, can such things be? No, I'm not
doubting your word nor the veracity of your London sources.... Give me the name of the store again.
Eland's Book Emporium on Museum Street. A clerk, you say, until he was suspected of dipping in the
till... Toured with whose provincid company? Hannibal Swineford? That must've looked enticing up in
lights... Next a chorus boy in West End musicds, followed by bit parts in the British cinema. Also a
brief dint in Berlin in the early 1930s? But never so much as set foot in Scotland Yard? Yes, | know
that's what you've been tdling me, brother dear, but | like to sum up things in my well-known pithy
fashion.... No, | havent developed a ligp. What about... All right, | know youre a busy felow,
Zeppo. Just living down the disgrace of putting your brothersin afiasco like Room Service sounds like
afull-time occupation to me and then you've ... No, serioudy, | am elerndly grate-ful. Not to mention
intendly grateful and inferndly grapefruit. And | live for the day, however distant, when | can return the
favor. Good night, sweet prince.”

"So Miles Ravenshaw's an even bigger phony that we thought?'

"I asked Zeppo to check with some of his theatricd cronies over in Great Britan about
Ravenshaw's background.” He nod-ded at the phone. "He just reported his findings That hambone



never set foot in Scotland Yard, he never even gralled by the joint on his way to work as an
absconding bookshop clerk.” He set the pad on his desk, returning to his soup.

"We ought to make this news known to the public,” 1 suggested, "in the mogt interesting way
possble”

Groucho snapped a cracker in hdf above his borscht. "What better setting for our expose then
Ravenshaw's Christmas fesHivities this Saturday night, Rallo?' he said, brightening. "Well have the
Agtounding Sani-Hush smuggle usin as mydtic assis-tants and, just before the ham of hams rises up to
offer his erroneous solution to the murder case, well unmask and revedl Ravenshaw as the four-flusher
heis. It will be a dramatic mo-ment equa to Hliza crossing the ice or Ted Hedy poking dl three of his
Stooges in the eye Imultaneoudy.”

| was leaning againg the office wal next to the eagle-topped brass coat tree that held a raccoon
overcoa, a padey shawl, a faded fez, and one of Groucho's Captain Spaulding pith hd-mets.
"Ravenshaw might be able to top us, though,” | pointed out. "If he does announce the name of the killer
and he hap-pens to be absolutely right.”

"Hewon't beright."

"But just suppose heis.”

Groucho ingested three spoonfuls of borscht, thoughtfully. "Then well smply have to offer our
olution to the case im-mediately after we expose him as a poltroon,” he concluded. "Or maybe we
ought to expose him as a macaroon, which might go over better with the crowd.”

"I hope you won't write me off as a hopeess pessmigt, Groucho,” | mentioned, "but | see one
possible snag inthisplan.”

"Yes 0 do I, Little Lulu," he conceded. "We don't yet have a crysta-clear idea of who the
murderer is"

"Bingo," | said. "That'sthe sameflaw | spotted.”

Standing, Groucho pointed afinger toward the celling.

"What we have to do immediately, if not sooner, is compare notes on al that we've learned in our
separaeinvedigaionstoday,” hesaid. "That may well put us closeto the solution.” "Why didn't | think
of that?' | said.

Twenty-one

The framed pogter on the office wall wasfor A Night at the Opera. Groucho was standing with
his back to it, rubbing his hands together and making agratified chuckling noise. "Weve got it, Rallo,"
hetold me, "I do believe weve worked out a very plausible solution to the whole mess.”

I'd been gtting at his desk, making notesin the legd pad. "Sounds like it, yesh," | agreed. "Though
we're dill pretty short on proof, Groucho.”

"Okay, let's go over this once more and see if mayhap we can fill in some more blanks." He held up
his left hand and started ticking off fingers. "Frdly, usng the finger of the fird part, Marsha Tederow
decided to give blackmall a try. That was the precipitating factor, the knocked-down domino that
started the rest of them to tumbling over." He moved away from the wal and commenced pacing in a
fuzzy circle. "Shed learned something about somebody and figured she could cash in on it. And what
did shefind out?'

"Something to do with Dr. Helga Krieger," | said without consulting our notes. "We're assuming
that back in the early 1930s somebody farly high up in Nazi circles determined that

Dr. Krieger ought to come to the United States, probably to stand by for spy and espionage work.
Only problem was that, loyd Hitler supporter thet she was, she was aso wel known as a Nazi. So she
logt some weight, had her features dtered, and assumed an entirdly new identity. The dodge worked



and she got safdy settled in Los Angeles. Nobody suspected who she redly was and she just had to
wait around until her bosses in Germany contacted her.”

"And how did Marsha tumble to the masquerade? Whered she get those books by the good
doctor?'

"Obvioudy from somebody who knew about the switch.”

"We know that Fdix Denker became suddenly solvent at about the same time that Dr. Krieger
dropped out of 9ght in the dear old Fatherland,” picked up Groucho, his knees bent a bit more. "It
seems probable, therefore, that he was ap-proached by somebody efiliated with the Nazi party and
of-fered a dedl. You hep us smuggle the new, improved Dr. Krieger into America, Feix, old bean, and
well see that dl your gambling debts are settled and you get a few bucks extra to boot."

"Which would mean he probably wasn't as much of an anti-fascist as he pretended.”

"Hdl, maybe the guy wasn't even as Jewish as he pre-tended,” observed Groucho. "All right, he
maries a lady who's supposedly a respected historian named Erika Klein and they migrate to the
Golden West. Erika might redly be Erika, but it's more likdy that she's redly Helga after a very
profound nose job."

"That's something we can't prove a the moment,” | said. "But it fits what we think mustve
happened. Denker, who's never much liked his fictitious wife, sarts to fool around. And, when he
eventudly gets involved with Marsha, he lets dip to her that his whole marriage is something cooked up
by the Nazis for espionage purposes.”

"He shows her the books by Dr. Helga that he's had stowed in the attic. He maybe even suggests
that the FBI might be able to use the picture of the origind face to compare with Erikas new puss and
prove scientificdly it was the same lady.”

"Marsha turns out to be even more mercenary than Denker redlized. She sees a way to make quite
abit of extramoney,” | said. "If Erikais an important planted German agent, then there must be people
with considerable money behind her. Her bosses in Belin wouldn't want her exposed, they wouldn't
want anybody even to hint that Erika wasn't what she seemed. Marsha approaches Erika and says
ghell go to the FBI unless she's paid off on aregular basis.”

"The firg time she gpproaches Erika with her proposition, Erika loses her temper, cdls Marsha
names, and bdts her one" sad Groucho. "That's what Dr. Watson overheard part of while
pussyfooting around backstage.”

"Then Erika figures she has to do something to keep Marsha quiet. Shelll con her into thinking she's
going to pay off. That explains the phone cdl inviting her to the meeting at the Cut-ting Room with the

"The cowpoke ssemingly agrees to Marshas terms, says shell get her fird payoff sometime
tomorrow, and goes ambling off. But he waits outside, follows Marsha, and forces her car off the
road,” says Groucho. "Maybe he dips downhill into that gully to make sure she doesn't get out of the
burning car.”

"I did findly get a look a a copy of the accident report,” | said. "Initidly the police didn't find
anything suspicious”

"They may if they go over the suff again, because the cow-boy has to be the one responsble for
the girl's death.”

"Andwhoishe?'

"Another Nazi agent, somebody Erika rounded up for the job."

| tapped my eraser on the legd pad. "I wonder if Marsha had ever met this guy Gunther.”

Groucho frowned, thinking. ™Y egh, if she'd never seen the lad, he could have smply donned a wig
and Western togs and played the part of the go-between.”

| said, "Okay, when Denker hears tha Marshas been killed, he redizes what's happened. He
broods about it, tries to work up enough nerve to at least confide in his old buddy Professor Hoffman.”

"But then he gets to thinking that if he turns Erika in, he's not going to look too good with the
authorities himsdf," said Groucho. "Fndly, though, by Monday he decides to have a showdown with



Erika Hell accuse her of having his lover killed and tdl her, come what may, he's going to turn her
over to the law.”

"They arrange an out of the way meeting on Soundstage Two in the Two-twenty-one-B set. But
indead of agreeing to turn hersdf in, Erika shoots Denker-maybe with his own gun-and leaves him
gtting in Sherlock Holmesss favorite chair.”

"And that's why Denker was trying to scrawl a swastika as he was dying. To point to a hidden
Naz." Groucho frowned. "The only problem with dl thisis the fact that Erika officaly signed out of
Mammoath a good two hours or more before Denker was shot.”

"Mammoth isnt Devil's Idand or Alcatraz," | reminded. "She couldve sneaked back in for ther
rendezvous.”

He nodded. "It makes sense, the whole scenario, Rallo. But, as you so wisdly pointed out, we sure
as hdl don't have much in the way of proof.”

Getting up, | started pacing in his wake. " Suppose we can find Franz Henkd?' | suggested. "We
turn him over to the cops and edablish that he pogtively didn't kill Denker. That would convince
Sergeant Norment to take a look at Erika and our theories about-"

"Vey wel, well nab Henkd," agreed Groucho. "Il pick you up a your sesside villa about
nine-thirty and well dip into Segfried's Rathskeller looking guildess and for dl the world like Hans and
Fritz Katzenjammer. I'll even wear my goy neck-tieand ... the letterd”

"Huh?'

"Who redly wrote those threatening |etters dear Erika gave me copies of 7' He sprinted to his desk,
yanked open a drawer, and grabbed out a manilafolder. "If Henke isn't the killer, then maybe he didn't
write these letters either. If they're faked, experts can determine who redly-"

"Could be Erika penned them hersdf,” | suggested. "L et me show them to Jane. She's very good at
gpotting lettering and handwriting styles. It won't be officd, but it-"

"Good, rush them to your missus. Tomorrow at the funerd, I'll contrive to swipe a sample of the
dear widow's handwrit-ing,” Groucho volunteered. "And, while I'm at it, I'll gather up dl the spare
change that's dipped under the seatsin the hearse.”

The moment | turned onto our driveway, the front door of the house flapped open and Jane came
running out.

| hit the brakes, turned off the engine, and jumped from the car. "What is it-what's wrong?"

She was wearing a short yelow terry cloth robe and was barefoot, "Are you okay? You're dl
right?" she asked, running across the lawvn to put her arms, tight, around me.

"Far as | know, yep." | hugged her with consderable enthusasm. "Were you expecting
otherwise?'

Jane started to laugh, then stopped and hugged me again. "l guess | got carried away,” she said.
"After reading that note they left.”

"Okay, easy now," | told my wife. "Let'sgo ingdefirst, okay?"

"I cdled Groucho's office as soon as | read it, but his an-swering service girl told me everybody'd
judt left for the day.”

| put my arm around her shoulders, guided her dong the peth to the lighted doorway. "You arent
wearing much," | mentioned.

"I'd just come out of the shower, when | heard a noise on the porch,” Jane explained as we
crossed the threshold. "I saw a folded note being dipped under the door.”

"I'm hoping you didn't open the damned door."

"I didn't, but | looked out through the Venetian blinds" she said. "No sgn of anybody or acar.”

"Wil, thus far nobody's tried to kill me" | noticed a sheet of paper lying on the coffee table. "That
the note?' | let go of her to walk over to the table.

Jane nodded, took a couple of dow openmouthed breaths in and out. "Go ahead and read it," she



sad.

It was hand-lettered and said: "FRANK DENBY, YOU'LL DIE IF YOU DON'T MIND YOUR
OWN BUSINESS. SO WILL YOUR JEW FRIEND."

"Groucho would say thisis a good sgn. Shows weve got them scared.”

"And they've got me scared,” she said.

| put the letter back on the table, weighted it down with one of the little crystd cats Jan€'s aunt in
Fresno perssted in sending us. "Sit down on the sofa, take a few more deep breaths” | advised my
wife "l want to get something from the car to show you."

"Youthink I got hystericd, huh?'

"I'm flattered that there's at least one person in the world who's that concerned about me™”

"l was the same way when you had the flu last August.”

"At least influenza doesn't dide nasty warnings under your door. Although that might be hdpful in
getting ready for it." | ran out to where I'd abandoned my Ford and retrieved the folder 1'd borrowed
from Groucho.

"What'sthat stuff?"' she asked.

"These are threatening notes dlegedly sent to Fdix Denker and to Erika Klen." | spread them out
next to my threat. "Same lettering, isnt it?'

Hugging hersdf, Jane bent forward to compare the three letters. "Yeah, I'd say so, Frank. Who
sent these others?”

"ErikaKlein damsit was the murderous gaffer Franz Henkd ."

"No, nope, not a dl," she said, sheking her head. "A woman wrote these."

"Y ou can tell with lettering whether awoman did it?

"Hey, lettering is part of my professon,” she reminded me. "I've studied it since | was a little kid.
Thiswas done by a lady who was trying to look tough.”

"That would tie in with our theory,” | sad, gtting down close besde her. "You amdl like
wildflowers"

"Darn, you're the ninth man who's mentioned that so far today."

| grinned. "I notice your wiseass Sde is emerging. Meaning you're caming down.”

"Gdlows humor," she suggested. "Explain your theory to me, huh?"

| gave her afarly detailed account of what Groucho and | had come up with. Concluding by
sying, "We were going to go to a German hangout over in Hollywood to try to contact a lout who's
supposed to know where Franz Henkd is hiding out. But if there are people lurking around here, |
don't want to leave you done or-"

"Herésasmple solution, then: I'll tag along with you.”

"Y ou wouldn't want to cometo Siegfried's Rathskeller."

"Sounds like fun," she said. "They might have an oompah band and we could dance. You hardly
ever take me out dancing now that were married.”

"I'm alittle rusty on the steps of the Rhindander,” | told her, Sghing in a way that Sgnaded defeat.
"But, okay, you can come dong. But two things you have to do.”

Jane amiled. "You need but speak. I'm in an extremey compliant mood,” she assured me.
"You're going to have to be extremdy careful,” | said. "And you're going to have to put on some
clothes"

Twenty-two

Thisisagood sign,” said Groucho. "It shows that we've got them scared.”



Jane winked at me and made that sound you make when you're trying to swalow alaugh.

Groucho was standing, wide-legged, in the middle of our living room with the threatening letter in
his hand. He was wearing a somewhat tweedy suit and a hat he damed was in the Tyroleen syle.
"Sounds as though you're auffering from a respiratory alment, my child,” he observed as he returned
the sheet of paper to me.

"I think I must be dlergic to feathers” she said while | helped her get into her coat. "Especidly slly
feathers like the one you've got gticking in your hat band.”

He linked his fingers, pressed both hands over his heart, and rose up on his toes. "Glorioski, this is
scrumptious” he exclaimed. 1 truly fed that 1've findly become part of your family, Rollo. Your lovey
wifeinsults me in the same hear-twarming manner as is utilized by my four hulking brothers as well as
my present wife and children.”

Jane moved closer and hugged him. "'l only insult people I'm fond of," she assured him. "And, redlly
now, that isadippy-looking hat."

"It's part of my disguise”" he explained, easing free of her embrace and seeming somewhat unessy.
"I intend to groll boldly into this Germanic stronghold this evening looking for dl the world like an
Audrian brewer on vacation."

"I suppose there mugt be afew Audrian brewers who wear slly hats" she conceded.

He squared his shoulders and clicked his hedls together. "Permisson to change the subject, mum,”
he said. "Frank tels me you've had some ingghts into who penned our growing collection of threatening
missves."

"Wdl, I'm certain that Franz Henkd didn't produce them,”" she said.

| went over to the mirror above our fireplace to check my tie.

"You're sure of that?' he asked her.

"Thetwo letters you gave Frank plus the one that was shoved under our door tonight,” Jane said,
"were dl written by a woman. The same woman.”

"You can tdl the sex of the writer even with block print-ing?”

"Sure”

He gave a pleased nod. "Tha means Erika definitdy couldve done the job."

"It'squite possible, yes"

"It follows, therefore, that Franz Henke is definitdy a red herring or a scapegoat or some other
mythicd beast,” said Groucho. "All the more reason to locate the lout and find out exactly what, if
anything, he actudly does have to do with this mess™"

"Thisis funny,” | said, Saring at my image. "I just redized that |, too, look a hdl of alot like an
Audrian brewer. We should be able to breeze right into Segfried's Rathskdler un-noticed.”

"Especidly since Jane looks like Miss Rheingold." Groucho douched over and opened the door.
"Come dong, kiddies, time to be out upon our appointed rounds.”

Segfried's Rathskdler was alarge, loud, bright-lit bam of a place, with over fifty tables and at least
two hundred patrons crowded indde. On the right sSde of the high, wide entryway hung a nearly
life-gze ol panting of Adolf Hitler in one of his mgestic fihrer poses and on the left an equaly large
portrait of Bismarck. Atop a bandstand at the far end of the restaurant a brass band was playing
exuberantly. There were two tubas, two cornets, a bass drum, a huge set of cymbas, and a piccolo.
The members of the band, husky fdlows dl, were red in the face and perspiring from their musca
efforts. They wore le-derhosen, shorts, embroidered vests, and red hats. The waiters were amilaly
built and costumed, except thet they were hat-less, and the barmaids had braided blond harr, low-cut
blouses, and bright rustic skirts. The big room was hot and smoky and the predominant smel was that
of fried sausage.

At three of the tables againg the right wal an assortment of crew-cut men in the tan uniform of the
German American Bund were gathered. Mogt of them were laughing and now and then danking their



beer geins together.

There were adso family groups and couples at many of the tables, eding vast meds and drinking
beer of varying hues.

"I'm glad | decided not to wear my Star of David in my lapel tonight,” said Groucho close by my
ear as our waiter escorted us to a vacant table near the crowded ova dance floor.

After we were seated and aone, Jane said quietly, "Thismay not be too good an idea, Groucho.”

"Nonsense, my child" He picked up his menu and tapped it. "Says right here they only have
pogroms on Friday and Sat-urday nights.”

As caaudly as | could | glanced around at the nearby tables. Nobody seemed to be paying any
particular atention to us.

"l supposeit would be amistake to order gefllte fish,” said Groucho.

"Hush," advised my wife, putting her hand, briefly, over his.

"Actudly, children, | made alig of things | won't say while we're within these sacred hdls” he told
us. "No remarks util-izing the word wurst in droll ways. Such as The wurgt is yet to come,’ ‘Do your
wurst,' This conversation is going from bad to wurst,' et cetera™

The waiter, who had afarly thick accent, returned and asked, "May | take your order, gentlemen
and lady?"

"Didnt you use to work as Sg Ruman's stand-in?" inquired Groucho.

"Threebeers" | said quickly.

"Coming right up." The waiter went away.

Jane inched her chair closer to mine "I'm feding a mite scared,” she admitted. "Thet picture of
Hitler and those lunk-heads with the swagtika armbands-and, 1 don't know, it just feds spooky in
here"

"I'm not feding dl that relaxed mysdf," admitted Groucho. "Have you spotted Von Esh yet,
Frank?'

"Keep in mind that I've never seen the guy or even apicture

of hm," | said. "He's supposed to be thin with short-cropped blond har and an X-shaped scar
under hiseye"

"With our luck therell be areunion of Heidelberg duding enthusiasts here tonight, dl with X scars.”

"Maybe ther€'s another way to do this™ said Jane. "Frank, you could contact your friend O'Hearn
agan and-"

"Hold on,” | said, nodding to my right. "At the smdl table next to the family that's atacking that
platter of blood sausage. | think that's him."

Vey caaudly, Groucho glanced in that direction. "Thin, short hair, requisite scar, and he's trying to
let on he's not watching us.”

"O'Hearn gave him adescription of you and me, Groucho.”

"That may account for his look of perplexity. He may think I'm actuadly William Powel and he's
wondering why | don't have a mustache. Eventudly helll redize that-"

"Soon as our drinks arive” | said, "Il wak over there. I'll St with him for a few minutes and buy
the address we want. Y ou and Jane can stay here.”

"That's a nifty idea," said Groucho. "That way we can get what we want without attracting too
much attention by al traipsng over there or having him join us here. Shouldn't take more than a few
minutes”

"Yeeh, I'll-"

From the right of our table a deep, loud voice said, "Grou-cho Marx, you son of a bitch. You've
got ahdl of a nerve coming here!”

Twenty-three



Jack O'Banyon was alarge, wide man. He had a strong jaw and aweather-beaten face, and his
broad flat nose had been broken at least twice. He was standing, fists on hips, close to our table and
gmiling anasty smile down a Groucho.

OBanyon specidized in tough soldier-of-fortune parts and if directors couldnt get Victor
McLaglen, they got him. His most successful pictures were Charge of the Khyber Rifles in 1936 and
Fighting Men of the Foreign Legion in 1937. Back in 1933 there was tak that held get an Oscar
nominaion for his performance in Toilers to the Sea, but that didn't happen. Pdliticdly he was what
you could cdl afascigt and a bully and a little over a year ago held gathered together some smilaly
minded actors and movie people to form O'Banyon's Silver Shirt Brigade. They dressed up in specidly
made uniforms, practiced military drills, and rode horses in mock cavary exercises.

Tonight the husky actor was wearing his uniform. Silver shirt, black jodhpurs and boots, and a
crimson armband that displayed a Mdtese cross in a white circle. "Didn't you hear me, Julius?' he
asked.

Glanang up a him, Groucho lit a cigar and blew out smoke. "Has your Boy Scout unit been cdled
up for active duty, Jack?'

Sill amiling, O'Banyon leaned closer to Groucho. Standing crowded just behind him were three
other Slver Shirts.

One of them | recognized as Warren Sawtell, a tough-guy actor who was part of John Ford's
cirde. He had his right hand pressed tight againg his Sde and was dutching something that looked an
anful lot like a blackjack.

"Thisismy sort of hangout, Groucho, and we don't like to see Hebrews here” said O'Banyon. "It's
bad enough you peo-ple run the movie business, we sure as hdl don't intend to socidize with you.”

"Screw the polite conversation,” said Sawtell. "Let's just toss him out on his ass.”

"Dont be rude, Warren," cautioned O'Banyon, resting his hand on the back of Groucho's chair.
"Seg, this particular Jew is a red bdiever in democracy and free speech. He gives a lot of his Jew
money to the Anti-Nazi League and to the Com-munists, who oppose a patriot like Franco in Spain.
What we have to do, you understand, istry alittle free speech on him ourselves, convey to him the idea
that he better just leave in a hurry. But, please, no rough quff. Yet."

"The hdl with that," persisted Sawtdll, shoving his way closer to our table. "He's got no right to be
here. They should never have let imin."

My stomach seemed to be ghrinking, | could hear my heart besting in my ears, and my throat had
gone sandpaper dry. Swalowing a couple of times, | stood up and turned to Sawtell. "Be a red good
idea if you guys just went away and got a table of your own," | told him. "Or maybe you can go and
dance with each other. Anyway, do something besides annoying us™

Deep scowl lines grew on the thickset actor's forehead. ™Y ou cdling me a pansy?"

"Excuse me, | guess those tight pants fooled me. Or maybe it's the wildflower perfume you're
wearing."

"Frank," said Jane quigtly, reaching up and teking hold of my hand. "What say we smply make a
discreet exit?'

Groucho nodded. "She's got a splendid idea, Rollo," he said, sarting to rise. "We probably aren't
going to be able to conduct our business now anyway."

The only snag in that plan was the fact that Sawtdl, growl-ing through clenched teeth, came
charging draight at me. It was definitdy a blackjack the guy was halding.

"Frank!" said Jane, pushing back in her chair and getting to her feet. The char teetered, then fdl
over backwards and smacked the floor.

Fortunatdly, five years on the police beat taught me some-thing about taking care of mysdf. |
Sdestepped the actor's charge, sde-armed him, and thrust my foot between his legs.

He went tripping over, dammed into our table.

The table creaked and one of itslegs cracked. Sawtdll fdl to the hardwood floor, smacking it with
the right side of his face.



The table collapsed and the ashtray dropped and banged againg Sawtdll's skull. The tablecloth
unfurled and dropped down to shroud him.

| dived and threw three punches & the place where | cal-culated his chin ought to be. | connected
and the actor gave a 9ghing moan and went dack.

Pressng my pdm againgt the floor, | started to push mysdf upright.

"Another onel” warned Jane.

| spunintime to see awide, uniformed Siver Shirt garting to am a booted foot at my ribs.

"Son of abitch," hesaid.

| sumbled dightly, but I managed to dodge the kick.

Kicking at nothing but air put him off balance. Before he could sraighten up, Jane had grabbed up
her fdlen chair and shoved it into him, the way alion tamer works with hisbig cats.

The guy yowled, toppled over, and landed hard on his back-side next to the unconscious Sawtell.

O'Banyon was reaching into his pocket for something.

Catching hold of his arm, Groucho suggested, "I redly think we've dl had enough exercise for one
day, Jack. If this contin-ues somebody's going to summon the riot squad.”

After afew snarling seconds, O'Banyon ordered, "That's enough, men. Leave them done.”

Groucho tipped his Tyrolean hat. *Much obliged.”

When O'Banyon amiled this time his lips climbed up to reved his clenched teeth. "Just get out of
here, Hebe, and don't come back,” he said, pointing a Groucho.

| moved around and took hold of Jan€'s arm. "Let'sam for that Sde exit just over there”

On the floor Sawtdl was beginning to groan and thrash some under the cloth.

Jane and | started weaving our way through the tables and the customers of the rathskeller. We
were, by thistime, attract-ing considerable attention.

Groucho followed. Every time one of the patrons caled an inault or a dur, he smiled amiably and
replied, "I'm terribly sorry but we're unable to fulfill any requests for autographs a thistime™

| noticed that the guy who might have been VVon Esh was no longer a histable.

"The band is getting ready to strike up the 'Horst Wessdl Song,' " said Groucho. "And those Bund
boys are garting to cast baeful glancesin our direction. Let's make haste, Rallo.”

Just before we reached the exit our waiter caught up with us. "Sr," he sad, "someone wanted you
to have this" He dipped me a amdl folded sheet of pae blue paper.

"Thanks" | took it, dropped it into a pocket, and gave him two quarters.

| got to the door fird, shouldered it open. "You fird, Jane" | ingtructed, putting my hand on her
back and pushing her out into the foggy night.

Jugt before Groucho reached the exit a beer bottle came saling out of the crowd. It hit his hat and
knocked it off his head.

"Nobody seems especidly fond of that hat,” he said, diving through the doorway.

| took two steps after him and then somebody caught hold of my arm and pulled me back.

"Swine, you don't get away that easy."

It was one of the German American Bund members, in full uniform. A lanky guy with spiky blond
hair. He was perspiring a lot and his eyes were a bit bleary.

| yanked free of hisgrip, kneed himin the groin, and ran.

The guy howled, doubled up, and hopped a couple of times.

Outsde Jane was garting to come back to see what had become of me. "You okay?"

"Run," | advised, taking hold of her hand.

Groucho was ganding a few yards down the sidewak. When he saw me emerge, he spun and
started double-timing toward the place wed left his Cadillac.

From the doorway of the club somebody shouted, "Stay away, you lousy Hebes!"

| glanced back as we ran. Four or five husky lads were crowding the exit, but nobody was gving
chase. | decided againg thumbing my nose at them.

"Not the most graceful exit I've ever made" commented Groucho when we caught up with him.
"But, | must say, Primo, you were handy with your figs”



"You ought to see the way he works out with his punching bag,” said Jane. "He's a regular Joe
Pdooka.”

We reached the car and while Groucho shoved in behind the whed, 1 got Jane and mysdf into the
backseat. "Thiswould be a good time to beat a hasty retreat, Groucho.”

He darted the engine, released the brake, and executed a U-turn. "I have to admit, children, that
dropping in on Sieg-fried's Rathskeller this evening was a tactica error.”

"Probably, yeah," | agreed. "My fault as much as yours for thinking we could get in and out without
any trouble

Groucho said, "I didn't expect it would get that rough. Or that O'Banyon would be having a Siver
Shirt jamboree on the premises.”

Jane put an am around me, leaning her head againgt my chest. "You didn't susain any serious
damage, did you?'

"No, I'mfing" | told her. "Thanks for hdping out with that charr.”

"Saw Clyde Bestty do thet in the circus once," she said. "Not with a Nazi but with alion. The basic
steps are the same, though.”

From the front seat Groucho asked, "Where do we go from here? Since we never got to have our
chat with Von Esh, we-"

"The message,” | remembered. | took the note out of my pocket and unfolded it. Reaching up, |
clicked on the overhead light.

In neat handwriting the note said: "Too dangerous here. Meet me at the Ebbtide Cafe, Venice,
11:30 tonight. VE."

Twenty-four

The Ebbtide Cafe sat done near astretch of beach on the outskirts of the town of Venice. Night
fog came drifting in, swirling around us as Groucho and | walked across the white gravel of the small
parking lot. Unseen foghorns were hooting far off.

"All newlyweds have squabbles,” Groucho was pointing out. "My wife and | had such livdly ones
that the Gillette Razor Company offered to sponsor them on the radio.”

"This mesting with VVon Esh could turn out to be danger-ous, so it makes sense to-"

"It could be dangerous?' He stopped, putting a hand on my arm. "Maybe you shouldve dropped
meoff at Jane's old art school chum's house, too."

We resumed waking toward the cafe, which gave the im-pression of having been built primarily out
of bits of lumber that had washed up on the beach.

Much againg her will, I'd left Jane to wait for us a the home of a married girlfriend in Bayside. The
fact that | didn't want her risking her life hadn't impressed Jane much.

"She's a very independent woman,” | said, pushing open the lopsided door of the little cafe.

"And quite origind and inventive when it comes to derog-atory terms to gpply to you,” he added.
"As a former New England choirboy, | was quite shocked a what | heard. One doesn't often hear
such durs as 'ninny' and 'stubborn baboon' uttered in polite society. Or, for that matter, in the sort of
society | frequent.”

Von Esh wasn't indde the place. There were only four booths and a counter. A gifl with Jean
Harlow hair was the only customer and she was stting at the rearmost booth. When we came in, she
looked up from the copy of Photoplay she was reading, then checked her wristwatch, frowned, and
returned to the movie magazine. Behind the counter a plump, dark-haired young man in khaki trousers
and a white sweetshirt was seated at a amdl butcher-block table and typing on an old por-table with
hisforefingers.

Groucho and | settled at the counter.

He typed another line, then hopped up and came over to ask, "What'l you felows have?'



"I suppose you're dl out of cream puffs and lady fingers?' said Groucho.

"How about ajdly doughnut?'

"That's an intriguing question,” observed Groucho. "If our pane of experts can't answer it in the
dlotted time, well be sending you a dozen mismatched volumes of the Encyclopedia Britannica and a
redly big box of chocolate-covered matzos™

"Groucho Marx," redlized the counterman, sraightening up and amiling.

"No, I'm sorry, that's not the correct answer. So now, while the orchestra plays a medley of tunes
from the popular folk opera about life on a pig farm, Porky and Bess, youll be sewn up in a swug
burlap sack and dumped into the sea.”

"It mugt be, you know, fate that brought you in here to-night, Mr. Marx." The young man pointed
a histypewriter.

Groucho snapped hisfingers. "Dont tdl me. Y ou've writ-ten a play.”

"A moation picture script,” he said. "I was just finishing up the findl scene when you walked in."

"It has been the policy of the Marx clan, ever snce we arived on these sun-drenched shores from
bonny Scotland, by way of a short detour through Bonnie Parker, never to look at anybody's movie
scripts, my lad," Groucho informed him. "Might my amanuends and | have some coffee?’

"I can see your point of view," the chubby counterman conceded. "Could I, you know, just tdl you
the basic notion- so as to get a professond opinion?'

Groucho narrowed his left eye, looked up at the low, grease-speckled calling. "Only if you can
keep the whole wretched thing down to twenty-five words or less™

The young man grinned. "Let me think now," he said as he poured two mugs of coffee. "Okay, it
goeslikethis A pretty young gifl inherits a bus line from an eccentric uncle she never met and she has
to come to Cdiforniafrom the Midwest to run it. She has dl sorts of anusng adventures, fdlsin love
with the guy who runsthe rival bus line, outwits some crooks who want to use her buses for smuggling,
and ends up rich and married. | cdl it Love on a Bus."

Groucho, very dowly, cleared his throat. "Ah, that's too bad. Another one of these
inheriting-acbus-line comedies, en?' He gave a sad, sympathetic shake of his head. "I hate to tdl you
this, my boy, but there are dready a hdf dozen very amilar stories in production even as we speak.
Isn't thet true, Rollo?"

| nodded. "MGM is making a muscd wherein Jeanette MacDonad inherits the Greyhound Bus
Company and gets into a love-hate rdaionship with a handsome bus driver played by Nelson Eddy."

"Exactly. Rudolph Fiml wrote the score for that one" said Groucho. "Over at Warners the Lane
Sigters are gearing up to star in Four Bus Drivers and Edgar Bergen has just sgned a Twentieth to
gar with Alice Faye in a screwbal comedy about a ventriloquist's dummy who inherits a gondola. Not
abusin that case, but close. And, of course, Colond Tim McCoy is dready in production with one
about a young miss who inherits a stagecoach line"

"Darn, it looks like | did it again,” said the discouraged counterman. "Couple years back | had a
swdl idea about arich playboy who pretended to be a butler and-"

"Ah," said Groucho as the door opened and Von Esh, bun-died up in along black overcoat and
wearing a black beret, came somping in out of the fog.

He tossed us a very brief nod before stting in one of the booths.

Groucho sad to the counterman, "Were | you, 1'd change my story and have the young miss inherit
aralroad.”

"Hey, that's aterrific idea, Mr. Marx. Thanks."

"ltis yes" He gathered up his coffee mug and went over to join our informarnt.

| followed and we both sat facing Von Esh.

"Thisisvery dangerousfor me" hesad.

"Waitll you taste the coffee," said Groucho. "Youll redly be frightened.”

"I have to havefifty bucks to tdl you where Henkd is hiding," he demanded in alow voice.

"Twenty was the pricewe agreed to," | reminded him.



"That was before d| that violence at the rathskeller.”

"Oh, that was merdly a Smple brawl, something you fun-loving Aryans enjoy,” Groucho told him.

"Thirty," | said.

"Forty." He leaned forward, shoulders hunched.

"Thirty-five"

Von Esh made a resigned noise. "Very wdl. | don't want to hang around here arguing with you."
He did his hand, pdm up, across the table.

Groucho nudged me. "Pay thislad out of petty cash, Rollo."

| had forty-one dollarsinmy walet. "Wheres Henkd?' | asked as | gave thirty-five of them to Von
Esh.

Taking the money, he folded it and thrugt it deep into a pocket of his overcoat. Then he pulled a
paper napkin out of the dispenser and scrawled a few lines on it with his fountain pen.

Saying nathing more, he pushed the ngpkin across to me and eased free of the booth.

Therewas a Venice street address scrawled on the napkin.

Von Esh turned up his overcoat collar and hurried out of the Ebbtide.

Ficking up the napkin, Groucho studied the address. "Thisign't far from here" he said.

"More coffee?’ cdled the counterman.

"No, thanks. We think one cup will be aufficdent to kill dl the cockroaches underfoot,” sad
Groucho.

Beyond the streetcar tracksin Venice is the sevtion of town that they tried, back some years ago,
to make look like Venice, Italy. Cana's about ten or fifteen yards wide and three yards deep had been
dredged in from the ocean. Arched bridges spanned the cands and houses and cottages were built
fadng the water. They never quite succeeded in capturing the essence of the origind Venice and the
cands were now ful of stagnant water and whatever dse floated in or was tossed in. Many of the
houses had arrived at a ramshackle state and the land dl around was marshy and overgrown.

The house where Henkd was supposed to be lying low sat on a weedy lot just a hundred feet or
s0 in from the foggy Pacific. There were no lights showing, no cars parked anywhere neer it.

Groucho l€ft his Cadillac hdf a block away on the narrow dtreet that ran dong behind the dark
cottage. "'l do hope thisisn't a trap,” he said. "It'd be embarrassng to come to grief in such a shabby
Setting.”

Opening the glove compartment, | took out a flashlight. "Tough to tdl in this fog, but there doesn't
seem to be anybody lurking around.”

"One of the essentid qudlifications for lurking isto be un-obtrusive.”

"True" | agreed. "Suppose we sneak up on this place, be-ing unobtrusive oursdves?'

"You think thetll work better than running straight at the joint with loud cries of 'Up the rebels!’ do
you?”
"Probably, yeah." | eased my door open and stepped out into the surrounding mist.

Groucho got out on his side. When | joined him, he com-plained, "Gally, | didn't redlize it would be
so difficult to tiptoe across this quicksand.”

The weedy ground was pretty mushy. We worked our way acrossit, staying closeto the low fence
onthefar right of the forty-foot lot.

We crouched next to the two battered gdvanized garbage cans that sat five feet from the back
door and listened.

We heard foghorns cdling and far down the street a couple of cats were involved in ether fighting
or romance. But from the house we didn't hear anything.

"Shdl we venture indde and see if the dudve gaffer is dumbering therein?' suggested Groucho in a
whisper.

Nodding, | padded up to the back door. The lock was a smple one and wouldn't be too difficult to
pick. When | took hold of the knob to giveit a cautious twig, it turned.

| pushed gingerly and, with afant creak of hinges, the door swung open.

"That's a bad sgn,” whispered Groucho a my sde. "Traditiondly an unlocked porta means the



intrepid investigators are going to find a bloody corpse or sx snider foreigners who're going to net
them and | them to a harem.”

Ducked low, | crossed the dark threshold. | stood in the hdlway for a few seconds, ligening. |
didn't hear anything, but the amdls of stde beer and cooking fat were srong in the air.

After a few more slent seconds | risked dicking on the flash, keeping the beam pointed at the
floor.

Groucho nudged me gertly in the back. "Forward into the fray, Rollo," he urged quietly.

| followed the ova of light the flashlight made on the linoleum-covered floor into the front room of
the cottage.

"Somebody on the floor," said Groucho, "over to the right there.”

He swung thelight. "Nope, it'sonly abundle of clothes.”

Neatly folded on thethin rug were apair of dark trousers, ablue work shirt, socks, an undershirt,
and apair of striped shorts. A pair of large work boots stood next to the clothes.

Pinned to the shirt was anote.

Genuflecting, | readit.

| am unable to live with my terrible guilt. | have decided to take my life. By
the time you read this, | will have waked into the ocean to swvim out untl |
become ex-hausted and drown. | killed Felix Denker, may God for-give me.

Franz Henkd.

"Convenient." Groucho wandered over and sat on the sofa.

The springs gave amournful thunk.

"Yep, solves the Denker murder, diminates the need to hunt for Henke." | got out my
handkerchief, used it to unpin and pick up the suicide note. "Same lettering Syle as dl the other notes in
our collection." | folded it away, carefully, in the pocket of my coat.

"Shouldn't we, Inspector Wade, leave the note? It is, after dl, what one might call 'evidence.'"

"That would make it too easy for Erika Klein and her crew,” | said. "Without the note dl anybody
dseisgoing to find here isabundle of laundry."

"Too bad those boots aren't my size, or we could swipe them, too." He stood up. "For the sake of
thoroughness, Rollo, we'd best search the whole joint.”

"Sure, even though we probably aren't going to find any-thing," | said. "I doubt whether Henkel
ever actudly hid out here”

We devoted nearly an hour to going over the cottage and didn't find anything else.

Twenty-five

Groucho yawned. "If | fall adeep at the whed," he requested, "cover me with that quilt in the
backseet." Herolled hiswin-dow down afew inches and chill night fog came spilling in. "Ah, afew
lungfuls of poisonous seamist will buck me up, matey."

| yawned. "I've been thinking about that guy who was behind the counter at the Ebbtide" | said.

"Wholesome thoughts, | trust.”

Foghornswere caling on our |eft.

"We tried to convince him to abandon his screenplay idea- and he probably will-but his basic
notion was damned close to ours for Cinderella on Wheels."



"Badc ideas are a dime a dozen," sad Groucho. "No, wait. | was reading in the Wall Street
Journal only last week that the price has shot up to two bits a dozen. But even so, Mr. Maugham, it's
how we flesh out the idea that counts.”

"But maybe the wholeideaistrite and-"

"We're dwdling smack-dab in the middle of the triteness capital of the world,” he reminded me.

| shrugged. "Could be I'm losing my confidence," | admitted. "Especidly after our meeting with
Lew Marker a Mam-moth the other day."

"What you need, young fdler, is a copy of my forthcoming book, How to Win Friends and
Influence Morons" Groucho said, dosing hiswindow. "Lew Number Two is, and | say this a the risk
of offending dl the decent, God-fearing hdfwitsin Southern Cdifornia, a hdfwit."

"Y eah, but a halfwit who can okay our script.”

Groucho asked, "Might | give you alittle fatherly advice?'

"Shoot."

"All right, do your homework every night, mow the lawvn once a week, and quit worrying because
you're earning less than your wife right now."

"That does bother me some, yeah.”

"I sensed that," he said. "Chidfly | sensed it because you babble about the fact from dawn to dusk
and overtime on Sat-urdays."

"Okay, I'll continueto havefaithin Cinderella on Wheels."

After amoment Groucho said, "And keep inmind that | dready have a hit movie comedy script to
my credit. | refer, of course, to that cinemaclassc of 1937, The King and the Cho-rus Girl."

"I keep getting those titles mixed up. Is tha the one about the giant gorilla?"

"No, you'rethinking of King Lear."

| said, "On The King and the Chorus Girl script you had Norman Krasna for a partner.”

"Exactly, but even with a handicap like that, | turned out a socko movie™

"Krasnas got ahdl of alot more experience as a screen-writer than | do.”

"Ligen, Rollo, | happen to be an expert on laent taent- as wdl as blatant tdent and latex
talent-and, believe you me, you've got dl three.”

| asked, "Wasthat movieahit?"

"Moreor less.

"I didn't much like the guy they got to gar init. Fernand Gravet, wasn't it?'

"A French import. | believe Warners got him adong with a shipment of cheese they'd ordered for
the commissary,” he said. "'l advised them to Americanize his name and cal him Fred Gravy, but that
was met with opposition. Joan Blonddl was sure cute in that movie, though.”

"Shewas" | agreed.

"And even when she wears lingerie, she manages to give the impresson she isnt," he said. "That's
what great acting isdl about.”

After amoment | said, "Do you think maybe we ought to do more work on our scenario and-"

"Not at dl, my boy. Inits present state, it isagem of purest ray serene. | haven't the vaguest notion
whet that means, but | don't think we should mess with it."

| nodded, yawned again, and fell adegp in my seat.

Hooey," said Jane.

We were in the kitchen of our house and it was close to 2:.00 am. After retrieving her, Groucho
had dropped us at our home and driven off to Beverly Hills

| was making a pot of cocoa. Jane was sanding, arms folded, with her back to the icebox. "It's a
basic indinct,”" | resumed, "from primordia times, that the mae protects his mate from danger.”

"And who protects you, ninny? Youve dready gotten your-self conked on the noggin,” she
reminded me, "and threatened with desth and nearly ssomped by a horde of Nazi goons.”



"That's no reason why | should have let you come dong to Venice, Jane. We didn't know
what we might run into when-"

"Wait now, Clarence Darrow," my wife cut in, "you don't have a case. You and Groucho didn't get
shat at in Venice or, from what you've told me, even encounter anybody a dl. So | very wdl could
have accompanied you ingtead of playing whig with Elena Sederholm and her ingpid husband and
some dull next-door neighbor named Sears Roebuck who-"

"Nobody's named Sears Roebuck."

"W, somebody whose name sounds like that the way he mumbles” she said. "The point being
that 1 was bored for a couple of hours while you guys were rendezvousing with German spies and
wading in cands and having &"

"Whig was probably alot more exdting than anything we did," | told her. "What you have to keep
inmind, Jane, isthat | love you and | didn't want you to get hurt."

"Hooey," shesad.

"Thisiswhere| camein." | took the cocoa off the burner.

Jane asked, "Isthat an apology?*

"Sure, an abject one."

"Then I'll have a cup of cocoa,” Jane said, amiling. "And I'll even deep in the same bed with you.”

"Gosh," | said.

Twenty-9x

Groucho, hunched under a saggy black umbrella, was making hisway from aparking lot a the
Peaceable Woodlands Cem-etery toward the Little Chapel of the Wayfarer. It was about fifteen
minutes before 10:00 am. and heavy rain had been faling for over an hour now.

The church was amdl, modeled after something you might have found in an Irish village a century or
more earlier. On a stretch of lawvn across the street the police had set up hdf a dozen sawhorses, and
five uniformed Glendde cops in rain gear were keeping back a crowd of about a hundred movie fans
and tourigts who'd come to Felix Denker's funerd in hopes of catch-ing a glimpse of a star or two.
Most of them were carrying umbrellas, dthough afew were usng steepled copies of the LA. Times to
protect them from the hard morning rain.

Sergeant Norment, wearing a gray trench coat and a wide-brimmed black hat, was sanding at the
edge of the crowd, smoking a cigarette and watching the front of the church.

Nearing the Little Chapel, Groucho saw Irene Dunne and Randolph Scott dimbing the
imitation-marble steps. The crowd across the way made appreciative noises and a teenage boy with a
newspaper umbrdlatried to dimb over a barrier to get a closer glimpse. He was stopped.

On Groucho's Ieft now was asmdll grove of cypress trees. "Groucho, might | speak to you?' cdled
a dapper man with a plaid umbrela

It was Conrad Nagdl, lurking among the trees.

Groucho dimbed up across the soggy grass. "Conrad, what brings you out in wegther like this?'

The fair-haired actor explained, "I've been invited to ddiver a eulogy for my dear colleague Fdix
Denker."

"Y our mdlifluous oration will add to the solemnity of the occasion.”

Touching Groucho's damp coat deeve, Nagd continued, "I sincerdy hope you won't think me
overly sengtive, but..." He paused to clear histhroat. "In the past, most notably that infamous occasion
a Kahn's Egyptian Palace movie theeter lagt year, you interrupted a presentation of mine”

"That was to solve a murder,” reminded Groucho, "and bring the killer to justice.”

Thewind shifted suddenly, sending rain into their faces. Nagd asked him, "But you don't intend to



revea the so-lution to poor Felix's murder here this morning, do you? You're not planning to
pop up during my recitation and un-mask a"

"Conrad, you wont, | assure you, even know I'm indde the Litile Chapd of the Wayfarer,"
promised Groucho. "Not until my banjo arrives.”

His pale eyebrows rising, the actor took a step back.

"Banjo?'

"Ah, apparently you haven't been informed as yet that it was Denker's last wish to have what is
commonly known as a New Orleans send-off?' asked Groucho. "Therefore, a jazz band has been
hired to play him to hisfind rest and I've been, which | find quite flaitering, asked to st in with the
boys. Further, they've gracioudy suggested that | take a solo on the banjo, an instrument, | might add,
thet | only recently mastered thanks to a correspondence school course | took from an esti-mable
inditution based in Milwaukee, Wisconan."

"You'retdling me ajazz band isintending to play at this"

"Miff Mole and his group ought to be arriving a any mo-ment.”

"Miff Mole? Who or what is-"

"Miff Mole heads up, not surprisngly, a group known as Miff Mole and His Bourbon Street
Stampers.” He consulted his wristwatch, then looked expectantly around. "They ought to being ralling
inat any moment."

"A brass band is going to spoil-"

"Tdl you what, Conrad, I'll catch Miff before they go into the chgpel and get him to promise they
won't start somping until you have completely and totdly finished your piece. Fair enough?’

Nodding vagudy, Nagel headed away in the direction of the chapel.

Groucho noticed that only the hearse itsdf was parked in front of the little church. That meant the
vehide that had trans-ported Erika Klein to the chapel was parked esewhere, quite probably out in
back of the place.

While he was making his way up the five dippery steps, somebody in the crowd asked, "Who's
he?"

"Nobody," said severd of the others.

Groucho stopped, turned, and walked back down to the sdewalk. Cupping his hand to his mouth,
hecdled, "That'sall you guys know. | happen to be Mary Miles Minter, so

there”

"Groucho Marx," cried the teenage boy, making another try to climb over asawhorse.

Just before entering the church, Groucho folded up his um-brella and thrugt it under his arm. Once
ingde, he stood at the back and scanned the crowded pews.

Erika Klein was gtting in the firgt row with the bald Gun-ther beside her. She was wearing a Smple
black dress and touching a her nose with a white lace handkerchief. Groucho headed for her.

Hdfway down the aide, someone hissed a him. He paused, noticing George Raft gtting there.

The actor motioned him over. When Groucho had bent close, Raft said, "1 love that bus idea, pd.”

"That's mogt graifying. I'm dedlighted that you don't mind doing a whole movie in drag." He patted
the actor on the shoulder and moved on.

He took hold of Erikas cold hand when he reached her side. "My deepest sympathies, my dear,"
he said in his most Sincere voice, noticing thet she didn't seem to have a purse with her. "l didn't redize
until today how much | miss.." He stopped, shook his head sadly, and tugged out a pocket
handkerchief. He blew his nose profoundly, made some sob-bing sounds. "Forgive me for letting my
emotions get the better of me, Erika"

Groucho skirted the dtar and pushed out a side door of the chapel.

That put him, as he'd anticipated, close to the smal parking lot at the rear of the chapdl.

The limousine that had apparently brought Erika sat done in the heavy rain. There was nobody
anywhere neer it.

Opening his umbrdla again, Groucho douched over to the deek black vehicle and tried the back



door.

The door opened dlently and he peeked indde. "Yreka," he exclamed, spotting alarge black purse
gtting on the back-seat next to afolded copy of the Los Angeles Times.

When he dipped out of the car five minutes later, he had a memo in Erika's own hand and, for
good mesasure, a short note written by Felix Denker, folded away in the breast pocket of his coat.

The door held exited from had gpparently locked itsdf and so he had to go back around to the
front of the chapd to enter again.

As he was ascending the steps thistime, somebody across the street shouted, "It's Groucho again.”

"No, that's Harpo thistime" said somebody dse. "l rec-ognize the walk."

Groucho took a seet in the last pew at the rear. He noticed the flower-draped coffin gtting up on
itswheded cart on the dtar now. "What a morbid thing to have a afunerd,” he sad to himsdf.

He scanned the crowd for a few minutes. Surprisingly he didn't spot Miles Ravenshaw anywhere.
Hed expected the ham to be there, possbly dressed in his Sherlock Holmes cos-tume and posing
aongside the coffin.

But then he inhded sharply. Sitting about ten rows ahead and across the aide was Von Esh, the
unreliable informer.

Dashidl Hammett opened the door and scowled out a us. "What the hdl do you want?' he asked
me. A lean, gray-haired man, he was standing in the doorway of the Tudor-style house in Westwood
with a haf-empty highbal glassin his knobby left hand.

"Thisis Roger Connington's house, isnt it?" | said.

"Yesgh. Sowhat?'

"l cameto see Clair Rickson."

"Wha makes you think she's got any great interest in see-ing you?'

"When | talked to her on the phone an hour ago, she in-vited me to drop by at eeven.”

Hammett was scrutinizing Jane now, looking her up and down. "Wha's the dame?* he inquired.

"My wifeand-"

"I ds0 serve as hismal a times” put in Jane. "And I'm terific a shorthand. Why don't you tdl
Miss Rickson that were here, Mr. Hammett, and then fix yoursdf a cup of black coffee after you do
thet?'

He laughed a short barking laugh. "Jesus, a smart-ass broad,” he said. "Thinks she can hold her
own with men, tdl them what to do. What a pain in the ass she mugt be."

Quietly | told him, "Y ou're going to have a pain in the vidnity of the solar plexusif you don't get the
hdl out of the way and quit-"

"Dash, you mean-minded bastard, what are you up to now?'

"Mind your own damn business, Clair. I'm just chasing off a Fuller Brush man and histootsie.”

Behind Hammett appeared a fat, dark-haired woman in a bright Japanese kimono. She, too, was
holding a cocktail glass but appeared somewha more sober than her fdlow writer. "Hey, good
morning, Frank,” she said in her froggy, cigarette-stained voice. "Dont mind Dash. He's dways nasty
when he's drunk. And since he's just about dways drunk, he's about as much fun to have around as a
bear with a sore tooth. He was a hdl of awriter once, though.”

"I ill am, you sow." Hammett turned on his hed and retreated into the house. "And if you're going
to attempt to insult me, honey, do it with fewer tired dliches, huh?

"The Glass Key is the best mystery nove written so far inthis century,” Clar said, mationing us to
come in. "Since he took up with that Helmean bitch he can't write a damn thing. | keep tdling him to
send her back to Arthur Kober, but Dash is too damn stubborn.”

The living room had a beamed cdlling and a deep fireplace that looked big enough for roasting
boars. Three large tapestries depicting rdigious pilgrimages in Chaucer's time decorated the stucco
wdls.



Hammett, his drink replenished, was sprawled in a wood and lesther aromchair with his feet up on a
coffee table. Stretched out facedown, and gpparently adeep, on a low leather sofa was Roger
Connington. His right arm dangled over the sde of the cushion, and just beyond the reach of his pudgy
fingerslay an overturned glass with a splotch of spilled liquor spreading out from it,

"Poor Roger's got a touch of influenza" explained Clar, after 9pping her drink. "Rum seems to
hdp."

"He'slooking fine" said Jane.

"You're Frank'swife, dear?"

"At the moment, but, this being Hollywood, | may move dong any day now."

Clar smiled, abit sadly. "I used to be bright and pretty once mysdf," she said. "But that-"

"Are you broads going to stand around cackling al day?" asked Hammett.

Clarr took hold of my wifés arm. "C'mon, kids, well go into Roger's den and have our talk."

There was a st of clothes stretched out on the shadowy hardwood hdlway floor, looking as
though whoever had been wearing it was suddenly sucked out of it magicdly. In dodging to avoid
trodding on it, 1 nearly stepped on an empty Tanqueray gin bottle.

The den was a large lofty room with bookcases dimbing up three of the wdls. There were no
books, though, and the only thing occupying any of the dusty shelves was a Betty Boop dall with a
missng left ear. The room smdled of a great many dead cigars and aso vagudy of fermenting grapes.

When Clar sat down on the leather sofa, the cushion made a loud plopping sound. "What a life”
she Sghed.

| settled into an armchair and Jane sat on itsarm, resting her hand on my shoulder. "As| mentioned
on the teephone, Clair, Groucho and I-" "How is Groucho?"

"Tip-top. He's attending Felix Denker'sfuneral and-" "What a farce that is,” said the
heavyset writer. "Erika never gave ashit about him and they weren't even living to-gether anymore.
People get so taken up with the goddamned proprieties that they-"

"Y ou'vetaked to the police, to Sergeant Norment?' "Sure, but | couldn't tell him one hell of alat,
Frank." Shetook along swig of her drink. "But at least | don't think I'm a suspect. Do you and
Groucho have any ideawho killed Felix?'

"We're working onit," | said. "Why were you there on the set, Clair?"

When she shrugged, the ice cubes rattled in her glass. "Damned if | know," she answered. "I'd had
a quarrd with Roger and, well, | got angry and then tipsy. Next thing | knew | was gtting in that
London pub with my bottle of scotch.”

"What time'd you get there?

"That's exactly what your cop pa wanted to know," Clarr said. "Must have been two, three in the
morning."

"Meaning Denker was long since dead.”

"l didn't see his body, | didn't hear anything, didn't see a damn thing,” she said. "l wandered onto
that set, maybe be-cause it reminded me of a sdloon. Sat around feding very sorry for mysdf until |
drank mysdf into a stupor. Came the dawn, a police doctor was sticking amelling sdts up my nose."

"You wrote the Sherlock Holmes script,” said Jane. "Were you around the set much?'

"A few times" she replied. "'l was supposed to be writing some piece of tripe cdled Curse of the
Zombies, s0 | had to pretend to be in my office most days.”

"Friend of oursisgoing to be the voodoo priest in that,” | mentioned.

"Enery McBride," she said, amiling. "A nice guy and a swdl actor.”

Jane asked, "Did Erika Klein vist her husband much during the filming?'

"Only once or twice while | was around.” She frowned a me. "Do you and Groucho think dear
Erikadid her hubby in?'

"She's on our suspect lig," | admitted. "What sort of con-versations did they-"

"I never heard her say, 'I'm going to shoot you dead some night, dearest,’ " Clair assured me.
"Usudly sheld complain that he hadn't sent her acheck for her expensesor tell him hisjacket needing



pressng. Mild nagging, they cdl that." "Did you talk much with Denker?' "Quite abit, sure,” she
answered. "But after he shelved our project, | didn't see him much.” "What project-another movie?"
"No, Fdix had the notion he wanted to do abook of mem-oirs" Clair explained. "Deding with hislife
and career back in Germany. A Movie Director in Nazi Germany was our work-ing title. With al the
interest in Hitler and the impending World War, it would've sold, I'm sure.”

"Hewanted you," asked my wife, "to hep him writeit?' "Y eah, because poor Felix didn't fed
exactly comfortablein English. He was going to dictate stuff to me, alot of it based on hisjournds.”

| sat up. "Denker kept journals?*

"So he told me. Made an entry every blessed day from about 1925 to 1933."

"Did you seethem?”

She shook her head. "Nobody saw them, Frank,” she said. "l only heard about them. Whenever |
asked Fdix if | could take a gander at these fabled books, he told me he wasn't ready to let anyone see
them. There was alot of persond guff in there that he didn't want to put into his public memoirs. Even
when | told him that | don't read German dl that well, he refused.”

"Where are those books?*

"God only knows."

"Didn't he keep them at hishouse?!

Clar said, "No, because | don't think he wanted Erikato get her hands on them. He had them
stored someplace, but | never found out where.”

"But Erika knew about them?'

"She mugt haveif the guy was making entriesin them every day.”

| glanced up & Jane. "Thereéd be detalls of any sort of deds he made in Germany in those
journds" | said.

"They'd make interesting reading, yes."

"Why," | asked Clair, "did he abandon the idea of writing his memoirs?'

"I'm not sure" she said. "He just told me one day that hed decided it wasn't a good idea to
continue. My impresson is something scared him off, but | have no idea what. Too bad, because it
wouldve made an interesting-"

The telephone on Connington's desk started ringing.

With a grunt, Clair rose off the sofa and caught up the receiver. "Top of the morming,” she said, and
ligened for a couple of minutes. "Yegh, that's typicd of him, Ray. I'll pass dong the message. Bye

She hung up, walked to the doorway.

Into the hall she shouted, "Dash, you irrespongble bastard. Ray Chandler says you were supposed
to meet him and Erle Gardner at the Copper Skillet on Gower for breakfast afull goddamn hour ago.”

"Screw them,” called Hammett.

Twenty-seven

The coffin camerolling down the aide of the Little Chapd of the Wayfarer and out into the rain. After being loaded
the hearse, it would be driven aquarter of amile downhill to the Denker gravesite.

The mourners began to rise and make their way out of the quaint little church.

Groucho remained sanding beside his pew, eyes on Von Esh. The crew-cut informant didn't join the procession
After letting the others on his bench step out over him, he went diding on his backside to the opposite end of the pew.

Then he hopped up, hurrying toward a side door and out of the church.

Groucho, crouched dightly, dodged the stream of people leaving the place.

As he headed for the rear of the church George Raft prodded him in the ribs. "Don't forget that swdl script, p
urged.

"It's etched in memory, Georgie."



By the time Groucho had worked hisway around to the opposite aide and then out of the chapel, Von Esh was't
toward the crest of ahill.

It was Groucho's intention to catch up with him and per-suade him to tdl him who'd suggested that he send us to fit
fake suicide note lagt night.

When Groucho reached the top of the indine, he didn't see any sgn of his quarry. Stretching out below him was
the more expengive sections of the cemetery. There were or-nate tombstones stretched out for over a hdf acre, and v
angds abounded, as did marble tombs. Datting the clipped grass were stands of weeping willows.

Thewind caught hisumbrellaand Groucho was pulled to his|eft.

He stumbled, looked around again.

He spotted VVon Esh now, far below and jogging aong beside arow of gravestones.

Increasing his pace, Groucho took off in pursuit.

He was opposite an especidly imposng Angd Gabried when he heard an odd rushing noise. That was followe
dinking, and then a chunk of Gabridl's widespread wing leaped off and whacked againg the side of Groucho's head.

Heflung hisumbrdlaaway and threw himsdf flat out on the wet grass.

A second rifle shot knocked the nose clean off a cherub who decorated a gravestone not more then three fee
where Groucho had splashed down.

As we were driving dong Bayside Boulevard, heading home-ward, the rain started to hit down harder. "Warnt t
some-where for lunch?' | asked Jane,

"It's ashame about Hammett," she said.

"Y ou ill brooding about thet?"

"I read The Maltese Falcon when | wasin high school and | loved it."

"You shouldve told him that. Maybe it wouldve persuaded him to take the pledge.”

"Wéll, it'samarvelous book."

"From time to time a drunk writes a marvelous book. It has something to do with some rule Darwin discovered
years ago."

"You're till angry because he wasrudeto me."

"Hewas rudeto everybody withinamile of him."

She was quiet for amoment.

The rain drummed on the roof of the car, our tires made 9zzling noises on the wet strest.

Very quietly she beganto cry.

| asked, ™Y ou upset with me for some reason?"

She shook her head, sniffling. "No, you're okay."

"Good, thanksfor the testimonia. So why are you crying?'

"He reminded me of my father."

| glanced over a her. "Y ou've never redly told me much about your father."

"l havent, no."

"l know he drank some, too."

"He drank one hell of alot. He was an dcohalic.”

"I didn't know that," I mentioned. "Which, when you con-sider the fact that we're married, is sort of odd.”

She took a lace-trimmed handkerchief out of her purse. She wiped at her eyes, blew her nose, wadded the handk
up inatight bal. "Sometime, Frank, I'll tdl you dl about my father.”

"Hine"

"But not today."

Up ahead the traffic sgnd flashed to red.

| hit the brakes and stopped at the corner right next to the big outdoor newsstand.

Under the danting green-and-white avning a middle-aged newsboy was hollering something.
Janerolled down her window.

"Extral Extral" the chunky man shouted. "Sherlock Holmes disappears!”



"We better buy a paper,” suggested Jane.

Usng his elbows, Groucho, dill stretched out flat on his stom-ach, was working his way toward a crypt some te
away. He hoped that would offer im some shelter from the rifleman who was intent on plugging him.

"Although | suppose this is as good a place as any to cash in one's chips” he reflected. "They'd only have to dr
lifdess corpse afew dozen yards to tossiit into a grave. That would cut way down on expenses and-"

Ancther rifle shot came whizzing by overhead. Overhead in this case was about three feet above the ground. The s
atombstone immediatdy to Groucho's right and gouged out part of the M inthe chisded word Memory.

"Usudly in shooting gdleriesit'sonly three shotsfor adime.”

Hefdt very cold and soggy as heinched aong.

A brass urn jumped off the tombstone he was cravling past, The urn legped free, went spinning into the ar, and S
agang the wing of amarble angdl.

"That's five shots now. But, fortunatdly, no prizeyet."

Up to hisright someplace, from atotaly different direction, two shots sounded.

Groucho increased the speed of his crawl and dragged him-sdf behind the shdtering wal of the ornately carved cry

He heard running footsteps now and three more gunshots. But nobody seemed to be firing at him any longer.

"Isthat you cringing behind there, Marx?'

Groucho waited a few seconds and then peeked out. "Ser-geant Norment of the Burbank Congtabulary, what
sur-prise,”" sad Groucho, rigng and stepping out into the open. "Did you shoot the chap who was shooting at me?'

"Nope, he got dlean away," sad Jack Norment. "When we heard the shoating | deserted the buriad ceremonies anc
back here to see what was going on." He eyed Groucho. "Ap-parently you've annoyed somebody again.”

"It has to be that, Sergeant, Snce Marx-hunting season doesn't open officidly for nearly three months yet."

Sitting atop a tombstone, Norment asked, "Any idea why somebody would want to kill you?"

"Besdes Room Service, you mean?' Groucho spread his hands wide and shrugged. "No, | lead such a blamels
that, last time | heard, the pope was planning to have me can-onized as Saint Julius”

"Those Nazis and Boy Storm Troopers you got into a brawl with lagt night at Siegfried's wouldn't have a grudge
you, huh?'

"Oh, that was nothing more than adolescent prankish-ness.”

"And | don't suppose you're close enough to knowing who murdered Denker to be dangerous to anybody?"

"I'm a mere amateur, as you pointed out yourself, Ser-geant.”

"Amateurs get killed, too, Marx," he warned. "Y ou've a-ready missed your chance to toss a handful of dirt on De
coffin. So wha say | escort you to your car and you go away?'

"That's ajolly suggestion,” said Groucho, linking his arm with the policeman's. "I don't know about you, but whene
trapang around over severd hundred buried bodies, | just get the wimwams something awful. Especidly after sorr
with arifle tries to bag me"

Twenty-eight

| told the secretary who answered M. J. McL eod's phone, "Thisis Richard Harding Davis of the Denver Post. I'd
speak with Miss McLeod."

"She's out of the office right now, Mr. Davis."

"Any ideawhen shelll be back?'

"I'm afraid not. Would you like to have her telephone you at the newspaper?*

"I'm out of the office, too. I'll have to try her again. Thanks."

From her studio Jane caled, "Isn't your old swestie there?!

"Nope. Guess I'll have to try her at the heart-shaped love nest I've inddled her in" | dided Mary Jane's home num

On thefifth ring a voice that wasn't hers answered. "Miss McLeod's sarvice"

"I'd liketo get in touch with her."



"She should be checking in eventudly, if you'd care to leave a message.”

"Tdl her Richard Harding Davis wants to tak to her. She has my number.”

| hung up, |eft the sofa, and wandered in to where my wife wasworking at her drawing board. "No luck yet," | rep

"When you do contact her, Frank, she's just going to con-firm what we aready think happened.”

"Probably, sure, but 1'd like to get Mary Jane to tdl me directly: 'Y ep, it's only a publicity dodge, because Rave
doesn't have the vaguest idea of who done it." "

"That has to be what's going on," said Jane. "He hasn't got anything to announce at his party, so he's pretending |
abducted by the forces of evil."

"That sounds like the sort of thing Mammoth's publicity head, Randy Grothkopf, and Ravenshaw would come up \
oet off the hook, yeah," | agreed. "Sherlock will lie low for a few days, then regppear and dam he just managed to ¢
from his kidnappers. Consdering how dangerous investigating the Denker case has turned out to be, he owesiit to his
and his public to retire from the case.”

"You and Groucho believe that Erika Klen is the killer," sad Jane, setting down her pen and pushing back frc
board. "But she's only taken care of people who could do her serious harm. Nobody can possbly consider
Ravenshaw aformidable threat.”

| went around on her sde of the drawing board. "Judging by the newspaper story, the whole thing sounds like a |
Ravenshaw and Grothkopf," | said. "Ravenshaw left home this morning, teling hiswife he was going to attend Felix De
funerd. Seemingly he never got to Glendde and nobody's seen him since.™

"Because he drove somewhere ese to hide" said Jane, pointing at the drawing she'd been working on. "What c
think of this?"

"Hollywood Mally in her underwear?'

"I've been thinking of adding paper dalls to the Sunday page" Jane explained. "Say once a month or so. How
sound?’

"We're seeking an honest opinion here?"

"As opposed to what?!

"Mindless husband gpprovd.”

"C'mon, nitwit. | want your opinion, not apublicity release.”

"Paper dolls are okay for JaneArden or Toots and Casper,” | sad. "But Hollywood Moally istoo smart a strip f
kind of Suff."

" dways liked paper dollswhen | was akid,” she said. "My Fresno aunt used to bring me books of them and I'd «
the dolls and dress them up for hours. | especidly like dressing them in bridd clothes™

"Let's savethat for our next sesson, Mrs. Denby," | said.

"You'retdling me that cute paper dolls are going to chegpen my grip?'

"Wdll, basicdly, yeah, in my opinion, Jane."

"Wadl, inmy opinion, you don't know your backside from your elbow."

"I bet | do. When they asked me that question on my dtate driver's license test lagt year, | answered it correc
assured her. "My backside is the one with the flaghing red lignt.”

"If | added paper dalls, it would broaden my audience. Thousands of little girls would flock to Molly."

"It's dready the mogt popular strip your syndicate's had in five years, Jane."

"Paper dollsare very popular right now."

"So are crossword puzzles, but you don't have those in your comic trip either.”

"I may gick one in just to spite you." Jane paused to take a deep breath in and out. "Let's get back to the va
Sherlock Holmes. Y ou sounded like you might actudly believe he was abducted.”

"I don't, no," | told her. "But | don't want to make the mistake of not looking into the possihility that maybe there w
play. That's what detectives, and reporters, do. Check dl the possibilities”

"Well, your former true love can sttle that question once you get in touch with her."

"Liden, just because | used to frolic naked in mountain meadows with Mary Jane McLeod, you can't go labdi

The telephonerang.

Jane picked up the extension on her taboret. "Helo?' She ligtened for a moment. "No, he's fully clothed at the m



Groucho. Although he did just return from frolicking jaybird naked in a nearby mountain meadow." She listened again.
weve heard about Ravenshaw's dleged disappearance. No, we didn't know somebody tried to shoot you." Frowning
handed me the recaiver.

"Who tried to shoot you, Groucho?' | asked. "We're offering a prize of one hundred dollars in cash and two hi
dollarsinfrilly underwear to the first person to come up with an answer. As usud, neatness, origindity, and aptness of
count. Though not for a hdl of alot." He then told me about what had befdlen him at the Peaceable Woodlands Cer
while he was atending the Denker fu-nerd. "1 did manage, before the target practice commenced, to glom on to sorr
hendwriting samples. I'd like to have you and your keen-eyed missus drop over for a powwow. Or you can have alar
of cheesecake ingtead of the pow-wow. It's up to youse."

"Whet time?'

"I'm currently languishing done here a the Chéteau dIf, because my family has scattered to the four winds”™ he r
"And snce there are only three of them, one of the windsisgoing to get short dhift. But, as Benjamin Franklin so wis
it, better a short shrift than something | intend to think of later in your shorts.”

"An hour?'

"Il ingruct one of the serfs to let down the drawbridge, Rollo,” he promised. "I could add thet itll probably be E
Cerf, but latdy I've come to redize that these literary dlusons seem to go right over your head. And another thing that”
going over your head isthat wool cap | knitted for you back during the-"

"Good-bye, Groucho,” | mentioned and hung up.

Twenty-nine

Therain had diminished to afuzzy drizzle by the time we arrived at Groucho's home on North Hillcrest Drivein Bey
Hills

Before Jane and | reached the front door, it was yanked open. "I'm afraid you're too late to tune the harpsichord
Groucho. "It passed away just minutes ago."

"W, at least we can see it gets a decent burid,” | said as Jane and | went into the house.

Groucho was wearing one of his ancient bathrobes and a pair of shaggy bunny rabbit dippers. "Good evening
Jane, you're looking extremely presentable” he said. "I must warn you, however, that your reputation will suffer
continue to be seen in public with rustic yokels such as the one you havein tow this evening.”

"I know, yes" said Jane, who was carrying afile folder in her left hand. "Just before we left home we got a pho
from the Rockefeller attorneys informing me I've been disn-herited.”

"Think how much worse it would've been were you related to the Rockefdl ler family in someway." Making afollov
gesture, he headed for the kitchen.

Once ingde his big ydlow-and-white kitchen, we sat around the table.

Groucho had alegd tablet, two stubby pencils, and a pew-ter mug at his place. "This contains eggnog,” he exp
tapping the metd cup. "In my native Petrograd we believe anything with a iff shot of brandy in it will ward off chills,
and ague. We bdieve this mind you, even though we haven't the vaguest notion what ague is and aren't even sure t
pronounceit."

"Frank said you were crawling around a damp cemetery,” said Jane, "while they were shooting a you.”

"Like Napoleon's army, | was traveling on my somach." He drank some of his spiked eggnog.

"It wasn't Von Esh who was doing the shooting, huh?' | said.

"Our old drinking companion was functioning much like the mechanica rabbit that gets greyhounds to trot arou
track," he said. "Someone else was doing the shooting.”

"But you didn't seewho?"'

"Unlessit wasamarble angd, no."

Jane stood up. "Forgive me for behaving like your typica Beverly Hills matron, Groucho, but would you mind if | 1
pot of coffee?"

"Ah, excuse me, child, | shouldve brewed a pot while awaiting your arrivad," he apologized. "But | got SO wrappe



playing a one-handed game of honeymoon bridge that | quite forgot. Next week, by the way, I'm going to get wrapped
prettiest Chrismas paper you've ever seen. My sa-tioner's a bit deaf and origindly he thought 1'd ordered Chridtian
and he sent over 9x back issues of the Christian Science Monitor."

"Il make coffee Jane went into the pantry and emerged with a can of Orem Bros. coffee, Ieft over from the supy
origind sponsor of our defunct radio show had given Groucho the year before.

"I haven't been able to get through to Mary Jane McLeod,” | said. "But I'm pretty sure shéll confirm that Raven
disappearance isafake.”

"Precisdly, Rollo. The poor hambone hasn't come up with a solution, so he's going to remain incommunicado urtil
heads solve the mygery.” He tapped a few bars of something that sounded like "Jeepers Creepers' on the sSde of h
with the eraser end of one of his pencils. "I hope to have some important information on that very topic before the eve
very much older.”

"Such as?' | asked him.

"If you intend to fill the vacancy we have for a Trappist monk, Rollo, you are going to have to learn patienc
ad-vised. "Might be a good idea to learn severd other card games as well, because there's just no tdling how long
likdy to be marooned.”

"Y ou know something," accused Jane while measuring out ground coffee into the pot. "All in good time, Penelope.”

"I thought you had a smug expression on your face when we got here tonight,” she said.

"Please, | beg of you, don't dlude to one of the great trag-edies of my life" he sad. "You see, as a youth
kidnapped by Gypsies and, usng mosily rusty surgicd insruments, they carved upon my face a permanent amug expre
You may have read of my tragic fate in Victor Hugo's epic novel The Man Who Smirked. Two seasons ago tf
appeared briefly on Broadway as the musca Hugo Your Way, I'll Go Mine. Kenny Baker starred, aong with Phil |
Wee Bonnie Baker, and the Light Crust Dough Boys."

SHting the coffee pot on a burner, Jane asked, "Changing the subject, do you have that sample of Erika Klein's:
handy?'

"Right here, Scarlet, honey." He pulled two smal sheets of paper from between the pages of hislegd pad.

He held one up and Jane came to look at it over his shoul-der. "l think so, yes." Taking the purloined memo writ
Erika, she sat down and opened her folder.

"l ds0," said Groucho, flickering the other dip of paper, "picked up a sample of Denker's penmanship. It might ¢
handy, though | can't for the life of me think how at the moment.”

"Speaking of Denker's writing,” | said, "Clair Rickson told us he kept ajournd for years. Hed been thinking about
her hdp him write a book about his years as a movie director in Germany.”

Groucho's eyebrows dimbed higher. "A thorough, day-by-day journd this would be?"

"S0 he told Clair, dthough she never saw an actud vol-ume" | answered. "For some reason-and maybe he dec
memoair of those years might annoy Erika and her Nazi bosses-he gave up the idea.”

"And where, pray tell, are those journals now?"

"Nobody knows. Or at least Clair doesn't,” | said. "She doesn't think Erika does ether.”

"It's quite possible that Denker made notes in the pages of hisjourndson al thejuicy details of the ded he madeto
them pass Dr. HelgaKrieger off asErikaKlen."

| nodded agreement. "If we can find them, then well have some concrete proof of part of our theory."

Groucho, tongue poked into his cheek, was leening back sudying his kitchen calling. He then looked across a
"What's the verdict, Rgpunzd ?'

"I don't think you could prove it to a court's satifaction,” she answered, "but I'm pretty near certain that if Erike
wrote this note you swiped, then she aso |ettered every darn one of the threatening notesiin our file™

Groucho handed me the Denker sample. "Pass this to your spouse, Rallo."

| did.

Taking the note, Jane scanned it briefly. "So?"

"How difficult would it be to imitate that handwriting of Denker's?"

"Not very. It looks like he studied caligraphy a some point.”

"Could you do it?"

"Heck yes, it wouldn't be that much of a chdlenge. But why?'



Groucho said, "Oh, it amply occurred to me that if we couldnt find any of the volumes of the actud journd, wi
might want to produce a few pages on our own."

| smiled. "Keegpinmind it'sal writtenin German.”

"As| understand forgery, young fdlow, it can be donein most any language.”

"l sudied German in school," said Jane.

"Thereyou are," said Groucho, rubbing his pams together. "For firs-class chicanery there's nothing like a forger
college diploma Of course, there's dways the posshility that the diplomaitsdf is-oops.”

Someone had started using the knocker on hisfront door.

Groucho Ieft his chair. "My, the pilgrims are flocking to the shrine tonight.” He douched out into the hall.

Jane said, "This could be the cause of the smug expression ariving."

We heard the door being opened and then Groucho ex-clamed, "Why, Dr. Watson, as 1 live and bregathe,

rip-ping surprise.”

Randdl McGowan said, "Deuced informd this, what? Meet-ing round the kitchen table is beastly casud, bu
Ameri-can, don't you know?'

"He can't hdp taking likethis," explained Groucho in an gpologetic tone.

Chuckling, the actor picked up the cup of coffee that Jane had just served him. "Thought you did a smashing job
Groucho's radio show, Denby, old man. It was, yes, decidedly top-hole.”

"Thanks. We enjoyed you in The Secret Love of Queen Victoria."

"Veay impressive whiskers" added Jane, returning to her chair. "If they gave an Academy Award for facid hair, yc
ashoo-in."

"Oh, | say, what adroll young woman," said McGowan, chuckling again.

"Before we dl succumb to Anglophobia" suggested Grou-cho, "you better fill usin on what you dluded to duril
recent telephone conversation, Randdll, old chap.”

"As Groucho may have mentioned to you, Miles Raven-shaw is not a particular favorite of ming" sad the acto
sampling his coffee. "I fdt from the start that this business about his pretending to solve the murder of Fdix Denker we
thick, you know." He drank more coffee. "I happen to be on friendly terms with Ravenshaw's vaet. Chap named
Truett, whom | fagged for at Oxford. Denis fdl on bad times some years back and went into service. Bloody shan
thereitis”

Groucho asked, "This Truett knows where Ravenshaw is hiding out?'

"Oh, yes, because Denisiswith him, you see.”

"Amplify that statement,” Groucho requested.

The portly actor leaned back, hooking his thumbsin his waistcoat pockets and thereby increasing his resemblance
Watson. "Roughly two hours ago Denis telephoned me- without his master's knowledge, | hasten to add-to let me kr
wouldn't be able to keep his luncheon appointment with me for tomorrow,” he said. "Hed been enlisted to drive Rave
to a cabin held rented up near Santa Barbara and then look after him while they hide out there."

"Then Ravenshaw is definitdy in hiding so he won't have to announce his solution to the murder tomorrow night
Chrigmeas party?' | said.

The actor laughed. "The old boy's in an asolute fog, a menta pea-souper, don't you know, so far as the murder
my lad,” he said. "Yes, he came up with this spurious kidnap-ping plot to extricate himsdf from a sticky Stuation. Acc
to Denis, Ravenshaw will emerge from hiding sometime next week with a cock-and-bull story he's hoping the news
and the police will accept.”

"How's his wife feel about his screwing up her party?" inquired Jane.

McGowan sad, "The lady isin an absolute funk, my dear. She dotes on these extravagant soirees of theirs, you
You can imagine how scared Ravenshaw is of facing the music when helll risk her ire”

Groucho asked him, "Where exactly isthis woodsy hide-awvay?"

"In arudic area up above Santa Barbara," answered the actor, rubbing a knuckle across his military mustache.
provide you the address, should you need it."

"Provide away, old bean," invited Groucho. "I'm thinking we may want to make certan Ravenshaw is actudly <
away there



"Oh, 307" | said.

"And," added Groucho, "we might want to make abso-lutely sure he remains there until after | have my press confe
on Sunday."

"Press conference, old chap?' McGowan looked a him with interest. "Is one to assume, then, that you have st
where Ravenshaw's falled?'

"Yes indeed, weve got the solution to everything,” Grou-cho assured him.

"And you have proof?"'

Groucho nodded in Jane's direction. "By Sunday well have astack of it."

Thirty

Early Saturday morning Groucho and | were heading up the Coast Highway in my Ford. The day was clear and we
on our |eft the Pacific Ocean was growing continualy brighter.

We drove by afruit juice stand shaped like a giant orange and then one shaped like a giant lemon.

"When you sght one shaped like a giant cabbage, Rallo, pull over,” Groucho told me. "I want to fill my thermos
with borscht.”

"It1l have to be purple,” | said, "otherwise dl you can get will be sauerkraut.”

"Speaking of sour krauts, 1... no, never mind." He un-wrapped a fresh cigar. "l was going to make a rude remark
Erika Klein. But then | decided it was beneasth me. You can well imagine how low something that's beneath m
be"

Out of the water a glaringly white yacht was sailing by, headed south. A gaggle of seagulls was flying in its wake,
and swirling.

"Let that be alesson to you," observed Groucho. "If you want to draw a crowd, scatter alittle garbage around.”

"You 4ill planning to have your press conference tomor-row?"

"At precisdly high noon, when al the decent citizens of Hollywood are getting up for breskfast.”

"Where?'

"Two-twenty-one-B Baker Street strikes me as an appropri-ate location.” He lit his cigar, ralling down the wind
hisside to blow a swirl of smoke out into the brightening morning.

| grinned. "How are we going to get back on the Mammoth lot?"

"That's being arranged.” He puffed on his cigar, leaning back in the seat.

"Okay, so tell me how."

"As rosy-fingered dawn was tiptoeing in on little fairy bro-gans, | put in a cdl to none other than my brother Chic
known as the funloving Rover Boy," he explained. "Chico, | redized, often plays bridge with Lew Goldstein, an
Num-ber One happens to owe my ne'er-do-well shling a favor. Chico will get the embargo lifted." "Okay, but then-"

"Zeppo will team up with Nan to see that everyone on the guest list we concocted last night at the Marx haciendae
an invitation to attend. Oh, and 1 aso called Sergeant Norment to inform him held be wiseto seeto it that we get afull
house." "And Norment's going to cooperate?' "He apparently hasn't run the killer of Felix Denker to ground a
sncel implied wed likely be doing that come Sunday, he went along with my scheme,” said Groucho. "He did, howeve
speak to me harshly at times and used wordsthat | haven't heard since | |eft the convent.”

| said, "Meanwhile Jane should be able to do her part of what's needed.”

"Of that | have no doubt."

Wed dropped Jane off at Elena Sederholm's again, since | didn't fed it was safe for her to be home by hersdf. &
reluctant to do that, but together Groucho and | succeeded in persuading her that she had to work on her project.
pointed out that most people don't play whigt until after sun-down and that we intended to gather her up long before the

"The lagt couple of times a case caled for exploring the wilderness” | said, "Jane and | did that together. So
another reason she's somewhat annoyed.”



"Any woman who knowingly marries you, Rallo, has to be prepared to spend at leest part of her life in a o
annoy-ance."

"And we got to use Dorgan to help usin our tracking,” | added. "Jane redly likes that dog."

"Ah, yes, Dorgan, the renowned bloodhound and mation picture performer,” said Groucho, puffing on his cigar. "
the nicest felowsin the movies™

"Not that | don't enjoy working with you, Groucho,” | assured him. "But with Dorgan there's that-"

"No need to continue; | fully understand the bond between a boy and hisdog,” he said. "I mysdf have seen every F
Tinmovie and serid ever made. In fact, | attended so many dog movies that they had to have me sprayed for flees™

The morning grew warmer and by the time we reached the outskirts of Santa Barbara, we were enjoying the k
De-cember day that people move west from lllinais for.

"Y ou know whereto turn off?" inquired Groucho.

"We want the next road on theright, yeah." After | made the turn and we were driving up through unsetle
wooded acres, Groucho said, "The other night at Siegfried's Rathskeller."

"An unsettling experience.”

He nodded dowly. "There are quite a few people like Jack O'Banyon in Hollywood, dthough they don't, most of
wear uniforms advertising it,”" he said. "That's why the Hill-crest is the only country dub | can belong to.”

"It's not going to change, not for along time” | said. "There are just too many assholesin the world.”

"So far the Slver Shirts haven't taken over out here" he said. "Otherwise I'd have to go around with a star pinned
coat and tip my hat to the likes of O'Banyon." He grimaced. "There are terrible things hgppening in the world and ..
voice tralled off. "I don't know, Frank, you can join the Anti-Nazi League and support dl the liberd causes and go to
and make a speech now and then, but awhole lot of Jews are going to get killed anyway."

Groucho snuffed hiscigar in the ashtray, threw it out into the sunshine.

After amoment he tugged out his pocket handkerchief and blew hisnose.

"Shit," hesaid quietly.

Thirty-one

We parked the car about a quarter mile beyond the dirt road that led down to the cabin where Ravenshaw was avc
the public, leaving it off the roadway near a stand of pepper trees.

Trudging back through the warm morning, Groucho and | cut into the woods while we were Hill severa hundreo
from the trall to the cabin.

Once in among the trees, we attempted to move as quidtly as possible.

A loud thrashing sounded off on our right as we descended.

"Do mountain lions™ inquired Groucho, "inhabit this part of the country?”

"Dont they pretty much restrict themselves to moun-tains?'

"The newspapers are continudly running accounts about how a mountain lion wandered into a garden party in Bd
Bevely Hills and gobbled up the hostess and severd dress extras.”

"Wl, | doubt a mountain lion would find ether one of us paatable.”

"Mysdf, I'm amite fuzzy on the culinary habits of mountain lions," admitted Groucho as he douched downhill throu
brush. "I was only awee lad when last | perused Wild Animals | Have Known. Although recently I've been contem-pl
turning out abook of memoirsto be entitled Wild An-imals | Have Married.”

We continued in silencefor awhile. | put out a restraining hand, saying quietly, "That's the cabin down thr
thetreesthere.”

"Smoke coming out of the chimney,” observed Groucho. "Plus aydlow Duesenberg convertible coupe in the gara
unlikely that a group of forest-dwelling rustics would drive a Duesenberg.”

"No, we're obvioudy dedling with upper-class rustics here, Groucho." | nodded toward our right. "If we cut ov
way and then go skulking through the woods, we ought to be able to come up pretty close to the side of the cabin v
being spotted.”



"Lead on, Dan Beard."

We heard the thrashing again, but it sounded farther away.

The cabin was large, built of logs, with a danting tar paper roof. It didn't look exactly like an authentic woodlanc
but more like something a crew from amovie studio had put up. There was a screened porch running dong the front of
adzable wooden bin for holding garbage cans on the side we were surreptitioudy approaching.

While we were dill about ten feet from the cabin, we started hearing a voice taking loudly. Hunching low, we w
our way closer.

"... bloody hell did you alow that to happen, Randy?' "Bingo, that's the ham himsalf," whispered Groucho.

"Y egh, taking to Randy Grothkopf, Mammoth's publicity chief.”

Likedl hideaways that catered to Hollywood, this one came equipped with a telephone.

"... going to make me look like an absolute ass,” the Sher-lock Holmes actor was complaining. "How the devil
Lew Number One have given Groucho permission to set foot on the studio grounds tomorrow and use my sets to stage
shabby... W, then, I'm not especidly pleased, old man, that they think more of Groucho's vulgar imitation-Italian &
then they do of me. The Valley of Fear is after dl, a big-budget production that... Well, a middle-budget production.
inmind, dear boy, that it was your bloody idea that | make dl those outrageous daims about solving... Yes, yes, |
what the origind plan was, Randy. | stay out of sght until the police do the actudly work of dearing up the murder.
pop up, give them the ridiculous story that | was kidnapped but actudly knew the solution even before they did. Why
name of..."

Close to my ear, Groucho said, "Wel, Sr Rollo, that con-firms our worst suspicions.”

"It does, yeah," | agreed. "So let's wend our way back to the car and-"

"That Duesenberg gtting in the garage.”

"What about it?'

"Could you incapacitate the vehide in some quick and Sm-ple way?"

"That wouldn't be a problem, but-"

"In case Ravenshaw, who now knows about my press con-ference of the morrow, decides to return to avilization :
to screw things up for us" Groucho explained, "it would be jolly comforting to know that he was stranded here with
that might take a couple days to fix."

"All right,” 1 agreed. "Well work our way around the back of his cabin, snesk sletly into the garage, and
Raven-shaw is dill squabbling on the telephone, I'll remove the dis-tributor cap.”

"Let usbegin,” urged Groucho.

We were able to do everything I'd outlined in less than ten minutes,

As | was wiping my greasy hands on my pocket handker-chief, however, a leen middie-aged man holding
auto-matic appeared in the open garage doorway.

"Be so kind, chaps, asto raise your hands," he requested.

The lanky man with the gun took three careful steps in out of the bright morning. "The firg thing you blokes are
do," he ingtructed, "istdl me what sort of damage you've up and done to the Duesenberg.”

"Ah, you've got us dl wrong, kind Sr," Groucho informed him. "We are but a pair of nature-loving vagabonds who'
our way."

"I don't know who this young hooligan is, but you, Sr, are one of the blooming Marx Brothers" accused the ma
mud be Truett, Ravenshaw's vaet. "1 can't tdl you apart, but | had the extreme misfortune of Stting through one c
beadtly cinema efforts once.”

"Beedly, you say? That may wel be the most pogtive cri-tique weve ever gotten for one of our movies" S
Grou-cho held out his hand. "Permit me to introduce mysdf. I'm

Hippo Marx, aso known as the King of the Jungle. This open-faced lad is my cousin, Blotto Marx, who, excep
regret-table tendency to swill down moonshine, is a pillar of society and sometimes a souvenir pillow from Niagara Fl:

Truett didn't shake hands, warning, "Keep your distance, Mr. Marx. I'd hate to have to shoot you, but 1'd be witl
rights, ance you're, the pair of you, trespassers and vandds.”

"Cmon, Truett,”" | told him, "you aren't going to shoot anybody. Ravenshaw's in enough trouble aready.”



"Meaning whet, Sir?"

"Meaning that faking a kidngpping is a carimind offense, for one thing."

"Thereés nobody knowsit'sfaked, sr.”

"They will as soon aswe-"

"Ah, but you blokes might just be saying in the woods for a bit, so ... Here, what's wrong with him?'

Groucho had turned quite pale and was pressng hisright hand to his chest. "Frank, I... Oh, Jesus... Gi\
my pills... Quick!"

"I don't have your medicine, Groucho,” | said, sounding worried. "Remember when you had that attack last night?
you the bottle.

"No, that... that can't be ..." His eyes rolled upward, he began shivering violently.

"What isit?" Truett, lowering his gun hand, moved up closer to the afflicted Groucho.

"His heart,” | explained. With my left hand, while he was distracted, | lifted a tire iron off the smal work
next to me.

"Frank, | want Eloise to have my gold watch,” Grou-cho was gasping, knees wobbling wildly. "You can he
chan ... and, remember..." He suddenly rose up on histoes, his eydids fluttering. Then, with a keening groan, hefdl for
right into Truett.

At that same moment | jumped to a position where | could whack Truett's gun hand with the tire iron.

He howled in pain, dropping the automatic on the concrete garage floor.

While hewas gill howling, | spun him around and punched him severa times, hard, in the chin.

Hefdl to his knees, passed out, and dropped down in a sprawl next to the bright yellow Duesenberg.

"Ancther admirable display of fidicuffs" said Groucho, straghtening up and brushing at the front of his sports coat.

| was dready moving toward the doorway of the garage. "L et's get the hell clear of here”

We dipped around the back of the garage and into the woods, retracing our steps.

"Who, by the way, isEloise?' | asked as we were trotting uphill toward where wed left my car.

"I have no idea," Groucho answered. "But if | actudly owned a gold watch, 1'd definitdy want somebody named |
to have it after | was gone."

Thirty-two

They'd finished posting the big billboard advertisng The Valley of Fear onthewall of the Mammoth studios and y«
could see dll of Miles Ravenshaw decked out as Sherlock Holmes now.

"We should've brought dong a Groucho poster to dap up,” sad Jane.

| stopped the car a the sudio gates. "Good morning, Os-car,” | sad to the plump uniformed guard who'd I
tile-roofed shack to gpproach our car.

He looked from me to his clipboard. "You must be Mr. Marx's friend, Frank Denby," he decided. "And this pretty
Jane Denby."

"Exactly," | said.

"You and the missus can park in Vigtors Lot B, the one right next to the softball fidd,” Oscar told me,

"Thanks"

"Wasn't Mr. Marx supposed to be here today, too?"

| did amild take. It was a quarter to twelve and Groucho's press conference was scheduled to start a noon. "He
oet here yet?'

Oscar shook hishead. "Not so far, no." "Well, he'snot likely to missthisevent,” | said. Y ou never can tell with Gr
Marx." Chuckling, Oscar returned to the guard shack.

The wrought-iron gates swung open and | drove onto the Mammoth grounds.

"Groucho stopped by our place over an hour ago to pick up my artidic crestions,” sad Jane, concern in her



"Where the heck did he get to?"

"Let's hope he's going to show up within the next ten minutes™” | drove dong the pdm tree-lined Street to |
"Otherwise our presentation’'s going to fdl alittle flat.”

"Y ou think maybe somebody waylaid him?*

"I'd prefer to believe that in't the reason for his not show-ing up.”

"We shouldve ingsted he comedong in our car.”

"He seemed to have some reason for driving here alone.”

"Wel, maybe that'swhy he'slate.”

| parked the auto between a Rolls-Royce and a gray Due-senberg. "The Ford is definitely not a successful screenv
car," | said, getting out to jog around and open Jane's door for her. "No wonder Lew Marker and other Hollywood r
and tycoons laugh at my script efforts”

"They're supposed to laugh, ninny, you're writing come-dies.”

"True," | agreed. "WEell keep the car, then.”

Aswe neared Soundstage 2, an dephant came thumping by down the middle of the street, led by a young man in
and turban.

"I keep getting it mixed up," said Jane, dowing to watch the € ephant parade by. "Isit African eephants or Indian
ele-phantsthat have big floppy earslike this one?'

"Elephants that have either Tarzan or Jane riding on ther backs are African dephants” | explained. "At least that
when youre a MGM."

There was a uniformed Burbank police officer sanding just outsde the open soundstage doorway. He, too,
clipboard. "Name?' he inquired.

"Frank and Jane Denby."

He scanned his typed lig. "Oh, yeah, here you two are. Except it says 'Jean.' "

"That's my maiden name," said Jane.

"Is Groucho Marx insde yet?' | asked the cop.

He shook hishead. "He hasn't comein thisway so far.”

"Oy," | observed. | took Jane by the hand and we entered the cavernous Soundstage 2.

Until you got to the 221B s, it was dimly lit and shadowy dl around.

Sergeant Norment came striding up as we neared the edge of the set. He fished out his pocket watch and dangle
toward me. "Don't tdl me Marx has disappeared, too?'

"We dready saw him this morning, Jack,” | said. "He's en route.”

"By way of San Luis Obigpo?"'

"Héll be here. Groucho never falsto appear if there's any-thing resembling an audience.”

"They're fidgeting dready,” said the policeman. "He better make his entrance damn soon.”

Quite a few folding metd chairs had been added to the fumishings of Sherlock Holmess 22IB Baker Street
Occupying the rows of chairs were Erika Klein, abald man | assumed must be Gunther, M. J. McLeod, Lew Marke
Pope, Randdl McGowan, a neat, dapper man | figured to be Professor Hoffman, Victoria St. John, Nan Sommervil
Agtounding Zanzibar, Isobel Glidden, and Randy Grothkopf, who was a smdl sun-browned man with a head of no
bdievable russet hair.

Gil Lumbard of the Hollywood Citizen-News and Dan Bockman from the LA. Times were gtting in chairs in tt
row, looking around and taking notes. Lumbard gave me a lazy sdute when he saw Jane and me taking chairs in the
row. Norm Lenzer from the Herald-Examiner was squetting beside the armchair that Felix Denker had been murde
He seemed to be fascinated by the cushion. There were three newspaper photographers sanding at the edge of the s
a photographer | was pretty sure worked for Motion Picture magazine now. Sitting cross-legged on a dally was the lit
who was alegman for Johnny Whidler.

Our chars were near Holmess chemistry workbench. | no-ticed that somebody had left an empty potato chip be
to the detective's Bunsen burner.

"I certainly want to help the police in every way | can to track down the murderer of my good friend,” said Guy
"But my dear Alma grows very nervous when I'm away from Merlinwood for too long, Sergeant.”

"WEell be garting any minute now," | said, my voice sound-ing a little shaky. The way it had sounded back in high



when | was cdled on to answer a question | redly didn't know the answer to.

The old swashbuckler glanced over a me, a frown touching his handsome face. "Do | know you, young felow?"

"I'm Frank Denby, Groucho's associate.”

"And a bigger pain in the patootie than even Groucho is"" added Grothkopf. "Just another showboat who actudly
know his backside from his elbow."

"l bet | do," | began. "When |-"

"Neither the time nor the place for that," cautioned Jane, tugging a my coat deeve.

"Frank isnot a showboat at dl," sad Victoria St. John, "if | might put my two cents worth in, dthough I've neve
comprehended that expression, despite the fact that | had a very good and thorough education, or why we put so low ¢
on our honest opinions, unless perhaps it derives from some custom in old England, but even there, where it would pre
have been twopence worth instead of two cents, that can't have been a large sum, except to people who may've
devadtated by the-"

"Get to the point,” the publicity man urged Victoria

"I was merdly defending Frank Denby's character, Mr. Grothkopf," she said. "And | must say that someone with
fictitious-looking head of hair redly ought not to be cdling the kettle-"

"Ah, the chimes are griking high noon," said Groucho, coming in through the door next to Sherlock Holmess desk.
to begin our little private inques.”

He was wearing an Inverness cape over his tweedy sports coat and had a Holmesian deerstalker cap on his hee
dightly skewed angle. Tucked up under his arm was a scruffed black attache case with a few battered travel ticker:
South American hotels dapped on its Sdes.

All four photographers started snapping pictures and flash-bulbs flashed.

"Y ou didn't come in through the studio gate,” | said.

"I did not, Rollo, no."

"Then how'd you get in here?"

He st the case on Holmes's desk with a smack. "The same way the killer did the other night,” he said. "I wanted tc
| could do it, too. And | did."

Thirty-three

Shedding the cape, Groucho hung it carefully on Sherlock Holmes's coat rack. He took off the deerstalker, tossed
onto the desk. "Before we get to the murder of Felix Denker," he announced, "there are afew other itemsto take care

"Dont tdl me" said the scowling Grothkopf, "that you're going to Sng firg?"

"No, fear nat, | didn't bring my mandolin.”

"Y ou don' play the mandolin.”

"Yet another reason for leaving it home" Groucho hoisted himsdf up and sat on the edge of the detective's ded
dangling. His socks didn't match, one being green-and-white checks and the other a yellow-and-red argyle. "There has
thanks to the noble efforts of the Mammoth publicity machine, considerable discussion in the press about a chalenge
by Miles Ravenshaw, hereinafter referred to as the hambone of the fird part, to mysdf and my associate, Frank Denb
fact that Ravenshaw was portraying none other than Sherlock Holmes on the slver screen gpparently addied his
per-suading him he had some tdent for the solving of mysteries. He was, however, woefully-"

"Miles used to be a Scotland Y ard ingpector,” said the pub-licity man loudly. "He, unlike you, Groucho, had profe
experiencein cimind investigation and-"

"The only firsthand experience Ravenshaw ever had with police work was when he got a ticket for double-parki
Duesenberg on Rodeo Drive last summer.” He opened the at-tache case and took out hislegd pad. "After baing sacke
bookshop clerk in London for dlegedly pilfering from the cash register, Ravenshaw became a touring actor and inflic
modest taent on the provinces until he landed a few bit parts in the West End. From there it was into the cinema and
Hollywood. At no time during the whole shabby odyssey was Ravenshaw ever connected with Scotland Yard. His
ca-reer as apolice ingpector is moonshine brewed by Grothkopf and associates.”



"That'sridiculous, it's nonsense,” charged Grothkopf, sanding up. "Miles Ravenshaw's record with Scotland Yard |

"Can you show us acopy of that record, Randy?' asked Bockman.

"I don't have the actud documentation, no, but to question a man of Miles Ravenshaw's obvious integrity is"

"Inmy vaudeville days,” mentioned Groucho, "hecklers were often tossed out into the dley. If you keep intruding
discourse, Grothkopf, I'l have to ask the bobbies to give you the old heave-ho."

Lumbard asked him, "Y ou can prove what you're saying about Ravenshaw?'

"Il giveyou alig of my sources after my lecture,” prom-ised Groucho. "Now, while we're dill dweling on the topic

Ravenshaw, let's turn to The Mystery of the Missng Ham. Frank, do you have that woodland address handy?'

I'd memorized the address of the cabin where Ravenshaw, Truett, and the disabled Duesenberg
languishing. "Yeeh," | said, and recited it.

"Anyone dropping in at that rugtic locale," suggested Grou-cho, "will find Ravenshaw."”

Lenzer asked, "Y ou're saying that's where the kidnappers took the guy?'

"I'm saying, Norman, that that's where Ravenshaw took himsdlf to avoid having to admit that he was no closer to
the case than he had been the day he started,” answered Grou-cho. "The abduction was another publicity gimmick, de
to keep Ravenshaw's name in the news and at the same time get him off the hook."

"I've heard about enough of this crgp.” Grothkopf, figts clenched, stood up again. "You can't stand there, Grouch
say that a decent and respected-"

"Here's something else I'm going to say," he cut in. "Y ou and Ravenshaw rigged the whole thing. I'm tating thisin f
witnesses, Grothkopf, and if you believe I'm lying, sue me for dander. Otherwise, St down and cease your prattling.”

"They got you on this one, good and proper,” Mary Jane told her boss. "Don't make it worse."

From the edge of the set Sergeant Norment said, "Faking a kidnapping is alot more serious then getting a parking
Grothkopf."

"I don't know a damn thing about that,” ingsted the pub-licity man. "If Miles took it upon himsdf to stage a phony-"

"Can | have that address again, Frank?"' the sergeant re-quested.

"Sure" | gaveittohim.

"Segd, get in touch with the Santa Barbara police, ask them to check on this™

Somewhat subdued, Grothkopf sat down.

Lighting a cigarette, Sergeant Norment eyed Groucho. "Have you ever, Marx, heard of something called witht
evidence?'

"I'm not withholding a thing, Sarge," he said, oreading his ams wide and assuming a guildess expression. "The
purpose of this press conference is to unload everything we know on the world. I'm even prepared to reved my sh
shoe §zes™

The cop blew out smoke and said nothing.

Groucho Ieft the desk to wander over to alarge steamer trunk that was Stting on the bearskin rug. He perched atoy

| leaned close to Jane. "Groucho managed to round up a pretty impressive trunk,” | whispered.

Groucho cleared his throat importantly. "What we're ded-ing with is not one murder but two,” Groucho began, |
up two fingers. "Thefirg one has thus far been written off as an accident, but-"

"Who was murdered?' asked Bockman of the Times.

"A young woman named Marsha Tederow,” answered Groucho. "She worked right here & Mammoth as
di-rector. She was dso very romanticdly involved with Felix Denker."

"Please, Groucho," requested Erika Klein softly. "There's redly no need to smear poor Felix's memory by bringing
unfortunete tendency to-"

"Ah, but there is" countered Groucho. "Because if Marsha hadn't been having an afar with your husband, she
would have found out about Dr. Helga Krieger."

"Who?" asked Lumbard.

"Spdll that," sad Lenzer.

While Groucho was spdling the name, Sergeant Norment moved onto the 221B Baker Street set. He walked ov
seated himsdf in Dr. Watson's armchair. "Go on, Marx," he said.

Groucho told them about Dr. Helga Krieger, explaning that she was a dedicated Nazi who'd dropped from s
Ger-many in the early 1930s and that she'd been picked by the Hitler espionage system to be smuggled into America



new face and a new identity. "Feix Denker was involved in that business added Groucho, "which iswhy he was killec

"Thisisaridiculous travesty," sad Erika, angry. "Y ou're completely fabricating a"

"What identity did this Nazi dame assume?’ Bockman asked.

Pointing at Professor Hoffman, Groucho asked, "Did you round up a copy of The Superiority of the Aryan
Emie?'

"Yes, right here." The professor opened a briefcase and extracted a copy of the book 1'd seen, briefly, at the San
love nest. He passed it to Groucho.

"Thiswas a popular book with the beer hdl crowd." Grou-cho opened the hardcover book to the photograph of
Krieger. "Thisiswhat the good doctor looked like before a very extensve facelift and a dradtic diet.”

Bockman stood up, squinted at the picture. "Doesnt look like anybody | know."

Groucho closed the book and returned to the desk. From out of the well-worn attache case he lifted severd pe
Photogtats. "Fdix Denker started keeping a journd back in the 1920sin his native Germany,” he said. "When he came

America he brought the volumes of hisjournd with him, as well as some copies of Dr. Krieger's anti-Semitic worl
kept dl this materid carefully hidden, figuring he might have use for it someday.”

"I know of no such journals," said Erika

"But you do, dear lady," said Groucho. "You had your goons hunt for them at Denker's manson and at the hideay
sometimes shared with Marsha and at the house she lived in with Victoria &t. John."

Lenzer frowned at him. "What exactly are you hinting about the widow, Groucho?"

"Not hinting, my boy, dating flat out that Erika Klein and Helga Krieger are one, and the same and that Felix Denk
pad atidy sum to marry her and help her dip into the country."

"Enough!” Erika rose up. "I shdl not remain here and ligen to this jackanapes spew lies and-"

"Actudly, maam, you'd better stick around,” advised Nor-ment. "Boys, see that Mrs. Denker doesn't exit just y
on, Groucho."

"We haven't found the journads either,” Groucho admitted, holding up the Sats.

Janewhispered, "They look pretty authentic, don't they?' | patted her hand. "From here at least. Y ou did agood jc
"But, thanksto Victoria, we did |locate the copies that Mar-sha Tederow made of certain Sgnificant entries.” He shuffle
through the pages, selected one, and dropped the others back into the case. "We've had these studied by a
handwriting expert and they are positively in the handwriting of Felix Denker. With the help of Professor
Hoffman, I've been able to prepare an English trandation.” He lifted a sheet of typing paper out of the attache case. "Ke
mind that thisisavery rough and quickly prepared trandation. There was no date on this particular page." He cleared h
throat again. "Hereswhat Denker had to say. 'It'saterrible thing | am doing, violating my beliefs and what | thought |
for. Yet, | fear, | have no choice. The gamblerswill surdly kill meunless| can find some way to pay them very soon an
Nazis are offering me enough cash to settle dl my debts and get out from under thisterrible burden.” And then at the bo
of the page he says, 'HelgaKrieger is someone | have always despised, and even now that she has become ErikaKler
going to be extremdy difficult to carry out this' "

"Those arelied" cried Erika. "My husband never wrote any such words about-"

"Suppose, Marx, you get to what you think happened here on Monday night,” said Norment. "And explain how
Suff relates to that."

Groucho nodded inmy direction. "Why don't you handle that, Frank?' He returned to St again atop the big black

Standing, | went up and took a position in front of the desk. "Okay, Denker had confided in Marsha Tederow alx
true nature of his marriage and about who Erika redly was." | outlined our theory, which | presented as absolute |
truth, that Marsha had decided to blackmail Erika

"Shedid no such thing," said the widow.

"Randdl McGowan overheard her making one such at-tempt,” | said.

"By Jove, | did at that," exclamed the actor. "Yes, but of course, that's exactly whet it was | sumbled on to.”

"Thing was, Erika had no intention of paying money to her husband's migtress,”" | went on. "So she had Marsha lure
bar in Sherman Oaks cdled the Cutting Room. Driving home from that meeting, Marsha had her fatd car accident.”

"Y ou guys are claiming that wasn't an accident?" asked Norment.

"We are, indeed.” Groucho was on his feet again. "That iniid murder, the killing of Marsha Tederow, is
precip-itated Denker's death.”



"How?" asked Lumbard.

"Denker redlized as soon as he heard about Marsha's ac-cident," said Groucho, "that it had been arranged,
he knew who'd done it. He brooded about it for a few days, thought about confiding in hisfriend Professor
Hoffman and then decided not to. What hefindly decided to do was confront Erika. Since they no longer lived togethe
Set up ameeting here at the studio after hours.” Groucho took acigar out of hisjacket pocket and absently unwrapped
"I'm not certain, but | think that Denker gave Erika somekid of ultimatum. Clear out or he was going to tell everything
knew and suspected to the police and the FBI. Wdll, Erika couldn't have that. So she shot him."

"He was shot by someone he knew," | added. "And ap-parently he wasn't expecting it.”

Erikas laugh was harsh. "A pair of unsuccessful screen-writers have been spinning a shabby tde for you dl," &
soornfully. "A tde full of lies and inconggtencies. Everyone knows-and Sergeant Norment has confirmed thisthat | |
gudio hours before poor Fdix was killed."

"Let metdl you how you got back ingde that night," of-fered Groucho. "It's the same way | arrived today. Redly, |
too difficult, Snce even | could accomplish it. Running dl dong the back wal of the Mammoth studios are tal oak
They're, most of them, higher than the wal, and the branches come very close to the wdl's edge. What you do is c
tree, toss a rope ladder over the wall, and dimb down ingde. With the hdp of a Mammoth stuntman my devoted &
Zeppo put me in touch with, | was able to scae the wal with ease” He took a amdl, modest bow. "At night, | four
there's only one guard who patrols the whole back lot. Easy for somebody who works here to find out his schedu
Monday, Erika, you returned to Mammoth, kept your prear-ranged gppointment with your husband and, wr
threat-ened to expose you, you knocked him off."

"That'swhy Denker was trying to draw a swastika on the magazine" | said. "To point to a hidden Nazi who-"

"Nonsense" sad Erika evenly. "l certainly did not dimb ahigh wall, nor did | kill my dear husband. And | most ce
was never in any saloon caled the Cutting Room.”

"No, right, you werent," agreed Groucho. "That was Gun-ther."

The vaet laughed quietly. "More pipe dreams, | fear, Mr. Marx," he said.

Groucho rose from the trunk. "Now, friends the Agound-ing Zanzibar, one of the mog gifted magicians in
Southern Cdifornia, is going to assst me with the next part of my demondration,” he announced. "You photographe
best stand by."

After pating Nan on her knee, Zanzibar made his way up to the steamer trunk. "This is a Smple experin
tel epor-tation, ladies and-"

"Thisis outrageous,” Erika complained. "To be accused of murdering one's own hushand and then to be subjecte
tawdry camnivd act.”

"Nothing tawdry about Zanzibar," Groucho assured her.

"He's performed before the crowned heads of Europe, the few that were left. Please continue, maestro.”

A dlver-tipped wand had appeared in the magician's right hand. "We are merdy going to bring our guedts to Bl
from Sherman Oaks, a task of no great difficulty for anyone who has studied astrd projection in the mystic regions of
Tibet." He waved the wand over the trunk. "Lando migif carum omnibus.”

Green smoke began to swirl up dl around the trunk.

Thelid popped open with abrass gong sound.

The three midget Spiegel man Brothers legped into view.

Leroy, the short, redheaded one, noticed Gunther firg. "There's the man," he said, pointing. "He's the cowboy wi
with Marsha Tederow at the Cutting Room that night.”

"Yegh, that's him," seconded a brother, jabbing a finger in the bad vaet's direction. "Minus the rug and the drt
cowboy outfit."

Gunther's hand did indde his jacket and he came to hisfeet holding a .32 revolver. "Enough of this" he said. "Erik
and | will leave now."

"Idiat," she told him, not moving. "This was dl a bluff. These fools couldn't have proven &

"WEell go." Gunther grabbed her arm with his free hand, yanked her to her feet.

Norment said, "Okay, boys."

All the overhead lights blossomed brightly.



Up above on the catwak were stationed two uniformed officerswith rifles.

"Theyll pop you off before you can get off a shot,” Norment told the bald valet. "Of course, you're welcol
giveit atry.”

"No, | think not." Carefully Gunther bent and put the gun on the floor and then moved away fromiit.

Groucho had time to say, "It worked pretty wel, Rollo," before the reporters surrounded him. The photogr
alter-nated between taking pictures of Erika and Gunther as they were handcuffed and led away and Groucho.

After severd requests, Groucho agreed to pose for some pictures wearing the Sherlock Holmes hat.

| worked my way back to Jane's sde and put my arm around her. "Your career as aforger got off to anice Sart,” |

"It was the Spiegelman Brotherswho redly-"

"Hi, Janey," sad Leroy, hugging her around the knees. "Wasn't that a terrific entrance we made? We're think
teaming up with this Zanzibar guy and touring the supper clubs.”

Someone tapped me on the arm.

It was Lew Marker, the producer. "Say, ligen," he said. "If you and Groucho can add a murder to that bus idea of
| think we can definitdly talk a ded.”

Thirty-four

It was awarm, sunny December Saturday morning. Jane and | were finishing up decorating our Chrismastree.

She was ganding on alow three-legged stool, wearing white dacks and a dark blue pullover. When she stretchec
afix the handmade gtar to the tip of the tree, the swesater hiked up, showing about three inches of her smooth tan back.

"Y ou're sure this tree isn't too tdl?" she asked, glancing down a me.

| was festooning the lower branches with Slvery tinsdl. "Thisis our fird Christmas tree as a married couple” | re-n
her. "And afive-foot tree in't, technicaly, a forest giant anyway.”

"Wil, that's the way | fdt while | was roaming the tree lot. Thisis a gpecid occason and so we need something
tdl."

"Also keep in mind," | added, "that as the firg tree of our married life, it automaticaly becomes part of family lo
legend. Well glue snapshots of it in our photo abum, well show them to our children in years to come, spinning tales
higorica Y uletide season. They'll pass those pictures and stories on to their children and by the time a few generation
come and gone everybody even remotedly related to uswill be completely and thoroughly bored with this damned tree.”

"Stop esting the popcorn,” Jane advised, stepping down from the stoal. "It'sfor stringing.”

| removed my hand from the big red bowl of freshly popped popcorn. "You keep tregting poor waifs like this anc
be vidted by atrio of ghosts come midnight.”

"I sure hopethey'rethe ghosts of old sailors. Sailorsare alwaysalot of fun.”

Sdtting the bowl on our coffee table, | took a few steps back to study the tree. "That's a solendid star you crea
ob-served. "And those cherubs you designed, cut out, and stuck up dl over the tree are charming.”

"Your tinsdl isdroopy,” shesad. "But | supposethat isn't your fault. Not every man can fling tinsel in such away th
"How about astroll dong the beach before lunch?' Jane was standing with her right hand clasping her elbow and her €l
hand cupping her chin, l&ft hip out-thrust. She was scrutinizing the tree. "Remind meto tell you sometime about the year
father fell into our Chrigmastree,” she said. "It'snot afunny story, though.” "The gtroll?* "Let me freshen up and grab a
swesgter," she sad. "Meet you down there.”

"It'sadate, mum." | put on a windbreaker and went trot-ting down to the edge of the sea.

There was another abandoned sand castle there, larger and more intricate than the last one. | had no idea wh
building them.

In the castl€'s courtyard thistime stood two lead soldiersin what looked to be British army uniforms. Both of then
gas masks.

| left them there and walked a short distance dong the wet sand.

The gullswere circling high up today, gliding soundlesdly.

| seated mysdf on a large, smooth chunk of driftwood. | picked up a smdl twig of purplish seaweed, wound it
my wrist afew times, and then tossed it away among the peb-bles and seashdlls. It smdled srongly of sdt water and ic



"The object of a drall isto keep moving." Jane was sanding beside me, wide-legged and hands on hips. "Exercis
re-quires mation and not Stting on your duff."

| got up dowly. "Our fird married Chrissmas is going to be okay,” | decided as we waked dong near the surf.

"Domeafavor, Frank."

"Anything, my love, so long asit doesn't involve alarge outlay of cash.”

"No, serioudy.” Shetook my hand, frowning.

"Okay, I'll be serious,”" | promised. "Although | can't say how long thet will lagt.”

"I'd prefer that you didn't talk so much about how happy we are or what a swell life we have. Okay?"

"Okay, sure, but-"

"I get scared, isdl. I'm happy mysdf, but sometimes... | don't know, there's going to be a war and maybe everythi
have will just get taken away."

"That won't happen.”

She stopped, put her arms tight around me, and kissed me. "That's enough serious quff for today,” she sad ¢
amiling.

"I know what you're talking about, Jane, and-"

From behind us an odd combination of snuffling, barking, and yeping had commenced.

| turned to look back.

Running right for us, in his dightly waddling way, was a bloodhound with aldlling tongue.

"That's Dorgan, isn't it?" said Jane, laughing and squatting on the sand.

The dog came running up to her. He put his front paws on her knees and started licking her face.

"It's Dorgan, sure enough,” | said.

Leaving Jane, the dog came over to me. He rose up on hishind legs, pushed his forepaws into my groin, and barke
enthusasm. "Dorgan, what brings you to Bayside?' | asked, rubbing at his knobby head.

Jane stood. "It can't be that Groucho has another case for you to work on so soon,” she said.

"Here, here, don't look a gift hound in the mouth." Grou-cho, wearing a pair of tree green dacks, a tweedy sport:
and a polo shirt of Santa Claus red, was hurrying toward usin a bent-knee sride.

"Wait aminute." Jane eyed him. "What was that about a gift?’

Hesighed. "1 knew | should have had him gift-wrapped, but there was such aline that-"

"You'regiving us Dorgan?’ | asked.

The dog had returned to Jane and was lying on his back at her feet. She crouched, rubbing his gray ssomach agai
he mugt be a very expensive dog, Groucho, what with his work in the movies and dl."

"When Rollo mentioned, during our recent safari to the remote regions of darkest Santa Barbara, that you two dote
this creature and actualy had voted him more personable and sweeter-smelling than me, it struck me that he would mak
ided Christmas present. Mind you, | cameto that con-clusion before I'd had the paltry gift you gave me x-rayed or
appraised by ateam of expert pawnbrokers who specid-izein-"

"He's a great present, Groucho,” said Jane. "l didn't mean to harp on the cogt, but-"

"Asit turns out, Dorgan-and, adas, this happens to many of us in the cinema trade-is getting a bit long in the toot
even longer in the tongue, if you ask me-and his master has been thinking serioudy of retiring the noble fdlow to sor
hounds home," explained Groucho. "Therefore | was able to acquire Dorgan's services at a bargain price. And you
have redized, children, that if he hadn't been on sde, you'd have gotten the usud bottle of pickled onions thet | ¢
everybody else on my gift lig during this fegtive season.”

Jane |eft off rubbing Dorgan's belly and stood up again. She kissed Groucho on the cheek. "I know you hate to heg
she told him. "But you can be a very nice man."

"Be careful you don't ever say thet in front of witnesses" he warned. "Oh, and Dorgan has dl the necessary licens
tags and shots. He's dso housebroken, which is more than | can say for mysdf.”

"Thanks" | said. "This brightens our holiday considerably, Groucho."

"Come on up to the house," invited Jane, "and see our Christmas tree."

"I'will," said Groucho. "And, as Tiny Tim observed, 'Who stole my crutch? "



