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HELLO, WE MUST BE GOING:
The Short, Happy Life of the Marx Brothers on Radio

“There were more than three hundred and forty radio programs during
1932. Most of them were hardly fit for human consumption.”

So complained Forum magazine's radio critic, Cyrus Fisher, in the
March 1933 issue. Fit or not, these shows were consumed by an avid
audience that owned some seventeen million radio sets and offered more
than fifty million pairs of ears for the blandishments of radio sponsors.
Advertisers were delighted to have their products associated with the
likes of Al Jolson, Eddie Cantor, Will Rogers, Bing Crosby, and George
Burns and Gracie Allen—just a few of the big names from film and vaude-
ville who had been lured to radio by salaries that could reach $5,000 a
week.

It was a sweet deal from the stars’ standpoint. Where else could they
have earned such sums in the midst of the Depression for half an hour’s
work? Radio scripts required no memorization—a few light rehearsals
could suffice—and only a few minutes had to be spent extolling the vir-
tues of toothpaste, hand lotion, hair tonic, and the like. By contrast,
Garbo’s $6,500 weekly salary was earned at hard labor, as MGM’s cam-
eras ground on through forty- and fifty-hour weeks.

Such was the climate in the fall of 1932 when the Standard Oil compa-
nies combined forces with Colonial Beacon Oil to sponsor a radio series
that would promote Esso gasoline and Essolube motor oil. Since archrival
Texaco was enjoying vast success with its new Texaco Fire Chief Pro-
gram, starring vaudeville comic Ed Wyrn, the Standard Oil companies
were naturally interested in carving out their own territory over the air-
waves. They turned to their advertising agency, McCann-Erickson, to
create a suitable vehicle. The result was Five Star Theatre, a variety
series that offered a different program each night of the week, Monday
through Friday, all to dramatize Esso gasoline’s five unique properties,
including something called ‘‘hydrofining.”

The shows ranged from Charlie Chan to light opera, but the jewel of
the enterprise was Monday night’s entry, Beagle, Shyster, and Beagle,
Attorneys at Law, a series about a malpracticing lawyer and his bungling
assistant. The program was created to showcase the talents of Groucho
and Chico Marx, half of the Four Marx Brothers. Already veterans of four
films—The Cocoanuts, Animal Crackers, Monkey Business, and Horse
Feathers—the Marxes in 1932 were one of Hollywood’s brightest comedy
teams. As the talents of silent Harpo and bland Zeppo could not be
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utilized on radio, Groucho and Chico were signed to share $6,500 a week,
one of the highest salaries of the day, to portray Waldorf T. Beagle and
Emmanuel Ravelli, his incompetent man Friday. The show was broadcast
each Monday evening from seven-thirty to eight over the NBC Blue Net-
work—NBC also had a Red Network with separate programming—to
thirteen affiliates in nine states throughout the East and South, originating
from NBC’s flagship station, WJZ in New York.

The task of developing the show fell to Nat Perrin and Arthur Sheek-
man, young writers who had recently polished the scripts for Monkey
Business and Horse Feathers. And while Beagle, Shyster, and Beagle
would require that Groucho, Chico, Perrin, and Sheekman travel cross-
country to brave New York’s chillier climes, the offer must have sounded
like a paid vacation, at least to the Marxes. A few years earlier they had
been presenting four shows daily in vaudeville; more recently, it had been
seven performances a week on Broadway. They were now being paid a
princely sum to stand before a microphone each week for half an hour
(less really, minus the musical interludes and announcer spots) to read
from a script that they had barely bothered rehearsing. True, the brothers
did have to cap each skit with a brief paean to the wonders of Essolube—
but if Walter Winchell could sell Jergen’s Lotion and Rudy Vallee could
warble for Fleischmann’s yeast, then the Marx Brothers could spend sixty
seconds hawking gasoline for Standard Oil. (Luckily for them, Rin-Tin-
Tin already had the Ken-L-Ration account sewn up.)

Alert readers have undoubtedly noticed that the book they are holding
is not titled Beagle, Shyster, and Beagle. And thereby hangs a tale, cour-
tesy of Mr. Perrin: An irate attorney by the name of Beagle called the
station after the first show had aired and threatened a libel suit if the
name of the program was not changed. With the fourth episode, it was.
Apparently no Flywheels had entered the legal profession by that time,
so Flywheel, Shyster, and Flywheel it remained through the twenty-sixth
and final episode.

The first installment of the show aired on November 28, 1932. The
response of the general public is lost to the ages, but Variety’s critic, for
one, was not impressed. Describing the episode’s infidelity plot, Variety
complained:

That’s fine stuff for children! Chances are that if the
Marxes proceed with their law office continuity along lines
like this they will never be able to hold a kid listener.
Firstly, because parents don’t want their children to hear
about bad wives and divorces, and this isn’t an agreeable
theme to the kids. Which means that if the Marxes don’t



look out, whatever kid following they have on the screen
will be totally lost to them on the air. . . . It’s quite likely
the Marxes can make themselves on the air. But they will
have to use more headwork than their first effort dis-
played.

Of course, this impassioned attack is ridiculous. Any kids who'd at-
tended Monkey Business and Horse Feathers and become fans were well
aware of the Marxes’ fondness for skits involving adultery and could
hardly have been shocked by anything that took place on Flywheel.

For the first two months, Flywheel originated from WJZ in New York.
In January, the Marxes took the then-unprecedented step of moving the
broadcasts to the West Coast. After all, if thirty minutes’ work a week
was appealing during a New York City winter, it had to be that much
better out in sunny Los Angeles. There was just one problem: NBC had
not established a West Coast studio by 1933. But as necessity is the
mother of invention, an empty soundstage at Radio Pictures (RKO) was
commandeered for the next thirteen broadcasts (Episodes 10 through 22).
How the brothers must have groaned when they (and their writers) had to
haul themselves back east for the final four shows of the season. After
the May 22 broadcast, Flywheel, Shyster, and Flywheel went off the air
for the summer. It never returned.

There are a number of possible reasons why Flywheel was not renewed
for the fall season. As Groucho recalls in his book The Secret Word Is
Groucho:

Company sales, as a result of our show, had risen precip-
itously. Profits doubled in that brief time, and Esso felt
guilty taking the money. So Esso dropped us after twenty-
six weeks. Those were the days of guilt-edged securities,
which don’t exist today.

A more likely explanation is that Groucho and Chico were ready to
return to films. Or perhaps it was the high cost of retaining Groucho and
Chico’s services. But the most obvious reason that Flywheel did not con-
tinue was the indifferent ratings it earned. Not that the 22.1 CAB (or
Crossley) rating for show was an embarrassment; in fact, such well-
known programs as The Shadow, The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes, Al
Jolson’s show for Chevrolet, Mortorn Downey, and Kate Smith and Her
Swanee Music did not score as high. But Flywheel faced a major disadvan-
tage with its 7:30 time slot. According to an article on radio advertising
published in the September 1932 issue of Fortune magazine, only 40




percent of radio owners tuned in at seven o'clock; by nine the numbers
increased to a high of 60 percent. Most of the season’s top-rated shows—
The Chase and Sanborn Hour with Eddie Cantor, The Robert Burns Pro-
gram with Burns and Allen, and Jack Pearl’s Baron Munchausen show—
aired later in the evening. Given Flywheel’s less-than-ideal scheduling, it
actually performed moderately well.

The only rating that really mattered to Standard Oil, however, was the
whopping 44.8 earned by the Texaco Fire Chief Program in its more
favorable 9:30 p.m. time slot. Soundly licked in the arena of oil-cartel
comedy, it is not surprising that Standard Oil gave up on Flywheel. Had
the show been broadcast at 9:00 p.m., perhaps the careers of the Marx
Brothers might have taken a different turn.

While decisions about Five Star Theatre were being made in New York,
the Marxes were taking yet another crosscountry train ride to Hollywood
with Perrin and Sheekman. Duck Soup was already in the works, and
Perrin and Sheekman were needed to add material to the script submitted
by Bert Kalmar and Harry Ruby for director Leo McCarey.

Released in November 1933 to mediocre box office, Duck Soup proved
to be the Marxes’ swan song for Paramount. The movie is now considered
by many fans to be the Marx Brothers’ best. Another, equally vocal, camp
— which included Groucho—feels that A Night at the Opera, their first
film for MGM, is superior. It’s interesting that the argument traditionally
has centered on whether or not Duck Soup’s improvisational approach
worked better than Night’s carefully rehearsed routines. (MGM’s Thal-
berg had the Boys roadtest the skits in Seattle for several weeks before
filming began.) Looking back, Duck Soup was not as anarchic as legend
would have it. No fewer than fifteen routines from Flywheel were trans-
planted into Duck Soup, on which Perrin and Sheekman, not incidentally,
received an “additional dialogue” credit.

The “lifts”—some word for word, others modified for different char-
acters—range from brief bits such as Groucho’s “Go, and never darken
my office towels again” (Episode 3) and “Oh, Mrs. Brittenhouse . . .
would you give me a lock of your hair? . .. I’'m letting you off easy—I
was going to ask you for the whole wig” (Episode 4), to elaborate routines
such as the trial of Joe Crookley (Episode 12), in which Groucho’s sudden
reversal from prosecutor to defense lawyer presages the nearly identical
moment in Duck Soup when Groucho, during Chico’s trial for treason,
leaps from behind his bench after Chico explains that no one would ac-
cept his last eighteen dollars to defend him. The memorable exchange
between Chico and the leader of Sylvania in Duck Soup, wherein Chico is
reporting his and Harpo’s lack of success in shadowing Groucho, comes
directly from the very first NBC episode, in which Chico explains to a



hapless client the troubles he has had shadowing his wife (“Tuesday I go
to the ball game—she don’t show up. Wednesday she go to the ball game
—1I don’t show up. Thursday was a doubleheader. We both no show
up.”). Even the name of Groucho’s character in Duck Soup, Rufus T.
Firefly, is redolent of the “Waldorf T. Flywheel” he assumes with the
fourth episode of the radio series. Fans of Duck Soup can thus thank Esso
gasoline—not to mention Nat Perrin and Arthur Sheekman—for many of
their favorite puns, put-downs, and sketches. (Perrin can also be cited for
spinning off the department-store setting of Episode 15 in the 1941 film,
The Big Store, with Groucho as Wolf J. Flywheel, Private Detective, and
Chico as Ravelli.)

Flywheel gaveth, but Flywheel also tooketh away. Chico’s character
was taken from Animal Crackers. The seventeeth episode is composed
almost entirely of recycled crumbs from Animal Crackers, from the plot
device of the stolen painting (a “Beaugard” in Crackers, a Rembrandt in
Flywheel) to the extended dictation scene (played between Groucho and
Zeppo in the film) to the marvelous “house-building” sequence between
Groucho and Chico. Animal Crackers also ‘“‘donates” several other bits to
the twenty-third episode: its plot—this time, a stolen diamond—and sev-
eral skits, including Groucho’s diseourse on the need for a seven-cent
nickel. At least two sequences from Monkey Business show up in Episode
25, while The Cocoanuts is almost entirely responsible for Number 19,
from the Florida-hotel setting to the now classic “Why a Duck?” routine.

The decision to use existing skits may have come from the Marxes
themselves, or from Perrin and Sheekman, or perhaps from the two writ-
ers who joined the series midway through its run, George Oppenheimer
(who later received a scripting credit on A Day at the Races in 1937) and
Tom McKnight. Advanced Marxists should have a field day tracing Fly-
wheel routines forwards and backwards through the brothers’ film history.

While Flywheel, Shyster, and Flywheel may not have set the entertain-
ment world abuzz, it was more successful than the Marx Brothers’ sub-
sequent efforts over the airwaves. In the spring of 1934, while the Marxes
were between film studios, Groucho and Chico hooked up with the Amer-
ican Oil Company to do a show satirizing the news of the world. Groucho
played Ulysses H. Drivel, “‘eagle-eyed news hound,” and Chico was the
“doughty Penelli.” The short-lived series was broadcast on Sunday nights
at seven p.m. from the CBS studios in New York City. Guest stints on
shows such as Campbell Soup’s Hollywood Hotel and Pepsodent’s Bob
Hope followed in 1937 and 1938. Groucho was then signed as one of many
star headliners in Kellogg’s variety program, The Circle, which aired on
NBC’s Red Network in 1939. Its erudite approach might have played well
in New York, but the abysmal national ratings ensured a speedy cancel-




Groucho and sidekick George Fenneman ponder the overnight success of their radio series,
You Bet Your Life. NBC broadcast the show after its 1947 debut season on ABC, the
“junior” network. In 1958, Groucho and George traded in their radio mikes when the show
moved to television, where it remained through 1962-63.

lation. Groucho simply could not find his métier in radio—he even passed
up the chance to star in The Life of Riley, which he had helped create—
until his quiz show, You Bet Your Life, became an instant success over
the “junior’” network, ABC, in 1947. The program debuted on television
in the fall of 1950 and stayed on the air until 1962, reaching the top ten
several times. Ultimately, You Bet Your Life was the show with which
Groucho was most closely associated outside of his film work.

Most of these adventures in radio were recorded at the time of broad-
cast and still exist, at least in representative segments. The exception,
alas, is Flywheel, Shyster, and Flywheel, which may not even have been
recorded—shows rarely were in a period when any radio program not
aired live was considered anathema to sponsors and audiences alike.
Fortunately, the scripts for all of the Flywheel episodes except the twenty-
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first were submitted to the copyright office of the Library of Congress,
where they were eventually put in deep storage. Now, through the fanat-
ical efforts of your correspondent, they have been unearthed, making the
world safe once again for the forces of Marxian chaos.

Fortunately, this March I was able to talk with Nat Perrin, one of the
show’s head writers, about his days working on the Flywheel program.
Our conversation appears in this collection, as does Groucho’s hilarious
piece on how he invented radio, reprinted from the July 1934 issue of
Tower Radio magazine.

A word about the editing we have visited upon these scripts: The epi-
sodes that follow appear virtually as they were transcribed for the Library
of Congress copyright registry, with a few exceptions. Although the open-
ing episode is presented in its entirety to give the flavor of a complete
broadcast, thereafter we have excised the sponsor’s opening and closing
announcements as well as the references to musical interludes. We've
kept additional information when it seemed of particular interest (as with
the move to Hollywood) or when it went beyond the announcer’s standard
weekly patter. Because these scripts were written to be read aloud, and
were written by different people, nc one worried about minor inconsisten-
cies in character names and sound cues. Buck on one page becomes Bill
on another; Miss Dimple appears as Stenographer in some episodes; and
sound-effect cues vary widely in form. We’ve regularized these names
and cues, and have also tried to follow a uniform style in the use and
spelling of dialect spoken by some of the characters, notably Chico. The
rest we leave to your imagination.

Very special thanks to J. Fred MacDonald and Nat Perrin, who pro-
vided very special help. Thanks are also due to these good soldiers for
contributing time and effort to the cause: Jean Behrend, David Feldman,
Ron Goulart, Arthur Marx, Brian Rose, Patricia Sheinwold, and, of
course, my editor, Ginny Read. (I told you it would be easy, didn’t 1?)

M.B.
APRIL 1988



A CONVERSATION WITH NAT PERRIN

In March 1988, I visited Nat Perrin at his home in Los Angeles and spoke
to him about his experiences writing for the Flywheel show. The following
is taken from our conversation. —M_.B.

I’m not sure whether I was invited to work on Flywheel by Groucho or by
Arthur Sheekman, my writing partner. But I do recall writing the first
episode with Arthur, Groucho, and Chico on the train coming East. Later
the show would be done on the West Coast. so this was just the first of
many train rides back and forth from Hollywooed to New York. One thing
about those rides: They increased my appreciation for California. I can’t
remember anything as wonderful as getting off that train, after three or
four dusty days, onto the outdoor platform at the Pasadena station at five
o’clock in the afternoon. You could smell the orange blossoms. After
being in New York it was like stepping into heaven.

The original name of the radio show was Beagle, Shyster, and Dismal;
by the time it went on the air, it was Beagle, Shyster, and Beagle. But we
had to change the name after a lawyer from New York named Beagle
called us after the first broadcast. As is always the case, the studio pan-
icked when they heard the word “lawsuit,” so the name was changed to
Flywheel, Shyster, and Flywheel. Years later I used the Flywheel name
for Groucho in The Big Store.

We only had a couple of rehearsals for Flywheel on the day it was
broadcast—everything was done live at the time—but Chico had trouble
making even those. He’d always be late. and usually I'd have to stand in
for him on the read-throughs. When he finally did show up, he’d be
reading Ravelli’s lines and Groucho would tell him to stop. “Deacon,”
he’d say to me—he always said I looked like a crooked deacon because
of the steel-rimmed glasses I wore—‘show him how the line should be
read.” My Italian accent was better than Chico’s, you see. But Chico
didn’t care. All he really cared about was the horses and cards, especially
bridge. He was a very undisciplined guy, but he negotiated all their deals,
and he was the one who mingled with the movers and shakers.

About half the shows were done from Hollywood. It was a pretty prim-
itive setup, because NBC didn’t have a real studio there, and it was up to
John Swallow, who was NBC on the West Coast, to find us an empty
soundstage at RKO to broadcast from. The poor guy only had a cubbyhole
office himself. But we’d round up thirty or forty people to become an
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audience—they’d sit on folding chairs—and do the show in front of them.
The boys liked playing to a live crowd, being from vaudeville. Once we
finished the performance, the stagehands would come right in and start
clearing the stage for whatever film needed it.

Doing a weekly radio program was pretty easy for Groucho and Chico,
but Arthur and I had our hands full turning out a script each week.
Somewhere along the line we did pick up two new writers, Tom McKnight
and George Oppenheimer. The way we came up with McKnight was a
classic. Groucho was in the men’s room during a break, and he was
complaining to the guy standing next to him, “Geez, I wish we could find
another writer or two to make life easier.” Suddenly there’s a voice from
one of the stalls: “I've got just the guy for you!” And having Tom and
George did make life easier, although Arthur and I went over their scripts
for a light polishing.

I’m not really sure why Flywheel went off the air—maybe expectations
were too high—but none of us really minded. For one thing, we had Duck
Soup ready to go back in Hollywood, and for another, we all liked living
in California very much indeed. So much for growing up in New York!

We never did get any official bylines on radio the way screenwriters
did, which is one reason I preferred working in films and, later, television.
In fact, Flywheel was my only experience with radio. Movies were con-
sidered to be on a higher plane than radio; your name got around more.
Of course, my brother Sam spent many, many years as head writer on
Jack Benny’s radio show, and later the TV show, so the billing wasn’t as
important to everyone, I suppose.

Arthur and I did get a screen credit for Duck Soup, but the picture
didn’t do very well. Paramount let the boys go, and Arthur and I went on
to Goldwyn’s studios to work on the new Eddie Cantor film. Eventually
the Marxes landed at MGM, and it was a good move for them. Thalberg
insisted that their pictures take a new approach: They had to have a plot
to hang the comedy on. Duck Soup had been comedy built on comedy,
and Thalberg didn’t like it. Personally, I agree with him. Even though I
broke into the business working on their Paramount films, the Marxes
made better movies at MGM. Duck Soup was so crazy—that was Leo
McCarey’s approach, and the boys loved working with him. But, to me,
Night at the Opera is a far better film. Of course, plenty of people disagree
with me.

I did have a hand in two other Marx Brothers movies. I was asked to fly
out to Detroit to help with the script of Go West while they were road-
testing it—that was another Thalberg idea—and of course The Big Store
was developed from my original story. We didn’t work together again
professionally, but we remained friends for the rest of their lives.



FROM TOWER RADIO, JULY, 1934

GROUCHO

ERE 1 sit, all hot
and bothered, in
the luxurious

privacy of the
West Forty-second Street
Turkish Baths, dictating
for tha first time the
memoirs of my radio
career to Thursday, my
man  Friday, while a
Swedish masseur is giv-
ing me a Russian rub-
down.

Through the revolving
doors are wafted the
strains of an orchestra
bearing my name (Perl-
man’s Playboys). A radio
on the wall is bellowing
forth a transcription of
my famous serial, the
Adventures of Amos
Marx and Andy Marx. In the steam room, the at-
tendants are singing the chorus of my song which is
on_everyone's lips, “I'm Just a Vagabond Rubber.”

Yet it only seems like yesterday—well, day before
vesterday—all right, have it your way—it only seems
like three weeks ago Tuesday that I was but a humble
weaver of dreams working at my loom and a micro-
phone to me was just a musical instrument you played
on with drumsticks.

The old-fashioned horse had just been supplanted by
the tclephone (later called Marx’s folly—see any
current market report.) The Spanish-American War
had played three weeks in the Philippines and folded
on the road. Robert Hudson was just steaming up the
Fulton and T was getting steamed up over radio.

Groucho’sbrother.,
Chico, as the faithful
lieutenant, Penelli.

RAI)I() was just a child’s plaything then. (I uszd

to take the tubes out and throw them against the
wall t- hear them pop.) Now look at it! tempora!
O Morris! (Morris was the elevator boy at station
WHEW where I got my start.) Well, I hardly know
where to begin. 1 don’t know when to stop, either.
Just give me a couple of drinks and see for yourself,

Do you really know the

versatile Groucho? Do
you realize that he has
succeeded under the

names of Rudy Vallee,
Roxy and Ed Hill ?

By
GROUCHO MARX

as told to

EDWARD R. SAMMIS

11

I suppose I ought to begin with Marconi. I seldom
do begin with Marconi, though, I prefer to start
with antipasto, follow that with a plate of Minestrone
and work up to Marconi gradually. Which reminds
me, I must brush up on my Italiah. Goodness knows
Penelli has brushed up on me often enough, and turn
about is only fair play.

Marconi, DeForest and T were all sophomores to-
wether at old Gorzonzola for six vears. I was always
inventing things for which those boys got the credit.
But I'm wiser now. I get credit everywhere,

We worked as one man. (Two of us were ~always
loafing.) But we had trouble with DeForest. He
wanted to build a harmony act in every set, It got
50 bad after a while that we couldn't see DeForest for
the trios.

But to get back. One night Marconi was up all
night tinkering (he was a deep tinker) and in the
niorning he announced proudly:

“Last night 1 got Chile!”

“Marconi, you dope!"” I chided. “Why didn’t you get
an ulster?”

That touched his pride and he went right on until he
got Siam, the Straits of Penang,
Upper Mongolia, Nagasaki, Kan-
kukee, Kamchatka and German
Measles. After that it was plain
sailing.

Leaving college, I tried the thea-
ter, supporting my three brothers in
an acrobatic act. But all the work
fell on my shoulders. So I gave it
up. The boys were lost without my
sunport. In fact they haven’t been
able to earn a dollar for themselves
from that day to this.

I felt that the world had no place
for them then. I was a misfit in a
two-pants suit, a monkey-wrench in
the machinery of life. I couldn’t
cven look myself in the face. I didn't
have money enough to buy a mir-
ror,

One day with my grind organ—1I
was doubling for an Italian street

Tower Radio, July, 192}
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pianist—I wandered idle and ill at ease. Suddenly a sign
caurht my eve——a nasty crack. 1 stepped back and read:
“GINSBERG'S BOWLING ALLEYS, pin-setter wanted.”
I hesitated about going in and applying, for I hadn’t
eaten for three days and I was a little shaky on my pins.

AT last I mustered up my courage and fell through the
i\ 'revolving doors. I found myself inside a radio station.
Still numb with surprise, or just numb, I said to the
bouncer, “Where may I find Ginsberg’s Bowling Alleys?”
He replied: “This is a radio studio, young mugg. That
was only a blind ad. We're looking for a crooner.”

1 snapped out: “I just saw him going around the cor-
ner as I came in.”

That floored him and before he came back at the court
of nine, I had installed myself as manager and fired the
whole crew.

I didn’t want my folks to

*It only seems like yesterday—well,
day before yesterday—that the micro-
phone to me was just a musical in-
strument you played on with drum-
sticks. Robert Hudson had just
steamed up the Fulton and I was
getting steamed up over radio.”

f) @

Ralia mt affireis Groncho, 1when he was a sopho-
more st Gargonzola with Marconi and DeForest.

Tower Radio, July, 1934 13
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know I had gone into radio. I had always
promised them I would make an honest liv-
ing. So I hid my identity under the pseud-
onym of Roxy. As Roxy I came to be a
famous showman and made quite a name
for myself out of discarded electric light
bulbs.

But still I wasn'’t satisfied.

I had seen Kate Smith, Crosby, Morton
Downey all rise to glory under my manage-
ment. And what had I got out of it? A mere
eighty per cent!

wanted to go on the air in person. The
owner of the station where I drew my mi-
serly four grand a week—it was still located
in Ginsberg’s Bowling Alley—promised
time after time to put me in radio. At least
three times a day he’d say to me, “Groucho,
ou abysmal cluck, if you do that once more,
Il give you the air!”

But at last my chance came. Our chief
crooner also swept out the elevator shaft,
and one day he fell down on the job. There
was no one to i on in his place. So I stepped
into the brooch. Instead of doing my inter-
pretation of Hamlet, as everyone Kad ex-
pected, I did Hamlet’s interpretation of
those Four Hawaiians, the Marx Brothers.

I was about to go into a rhumba after fin-
ishing my nhumba when Ginsberg rushed
out and shouted: “Good gracious, Groucho!
You’ve done it all in pantomime!”

I brushed off my coat, rolled up my shirt
sleeves and observed with Dignity (he had
just come in) "Are you trying to tell me my

usiness?”

But posterity (it was at that time just
around the corner) proved that I was right.
The letters poured in—in fact they are still
Eouring in—declaring that the Marx silent

our was the finest thing that had ever been
heard on Station WHEW.

I became known then and there as the Si-
lent Marx Brother. I later sold out my title
to my Brother Harpo, (a famous harpist of
whom you may have heard who was then in
a dither over a zither for a pretty fancy fig-
ure. As no one had either seen me or heard
me at that time, it was comparatively easy,
except that Harpo wanted to settle for half.

So there I was, at a tender age, my name
already established in radio as something
which mothers used to frighten their kid-
dies, heart whole and fancy figure (in fact, a
neat thiry-six.)

CASTING about at Random, my summer
estate on the Hudson, I decided to be-
come a maestro. I would have become a
maestro of ceremonies, but I never stand on
ceremony.

I gathered about me a bassoon player,
a man who played the viola under the
impression that it was a horse and three
bass drummers. I then arranged to go on the

air as Maestro Marx and his Mad Muscle-
men of Melody.

Will I ever forget that opening night on
station WHEW! I hope so. I've been trying
to for years. It was indeed a gala night. The
roses, the tulips, the confetti! All the critics
were there. In fact, thinking it over later, it
seemed to me that every one there was a
critic.

I tried to lead with my saxophone. That
was where I made my first mistake. Profes-
sor McGinsber?, my boxing instructor, told
me always to lead with my right. During
that premiere broadcast a slight error oc-
curred. The applause went to my head. I be-
came confused. Instead of playing the
saxophone before the microphone, I played
the microphone before the saxophone.

Shortly afterwards I changed my name
to Rudy Vallee for reasons which I do not
care to mention here, and I may say with all
modesty that my orchestral efforts under
that name have been crowned with some
success.

I might never have become a crooner
had it not been for the sheerest accident. I
was having tea one afternoon with Madame
Alto-Contralto, the distinguished opera
singer, when I chanced to look out the win-
dow and observing a goat on a bock-beer
sign, I thought for the moment that I was
back at the Chalet Marx in dear old Switzer-
land and broke into a yodel.

Mme. Alto-Contralto laid down her
knife and fixed me with those piercing
black eyes of hers. "My dear bhoy—" ahoy
—ahoy—" she yodelled, falling right in
with me, “I never knew that you had such a
golden verce—eet ees a gift!”

“The heck it is!” I shot back at her. “It
cost me ten payments at a correspondence
school!”

Mme. Alto-Contralto was almost in-
stantaneously on the phone, calling none
other than the renowned Professor Gins-
bergsky. It seemed that the professor was
now away up town. Station WHEW had be-
come station WOWW. The professor was in
the money. She told the professor in no un-
certain terms (the terms, to be exact, were a
dollar down and a dollar a week) that she
l}ad a new discovery for him, a crooner.

SEND him right over,” I heard the profes-
sor reply, "only send him pre?aid!"
Dear old professor! He hadn’t changed!

To make a long story unbearable, I got
the job. I signed a contract with the profes-
sor to do all the singing on his station. I was
a quartet, three trios, and a piccolo player,
and the Four Eton Boys.

I thought all was beer and skittles.
Then I awoke one morning to make a horri-
ble discovery. My voice had changed. I
couldn’t speak above a bass.



From that day on I found all doors in
radio closed to me. Those that weren’t closed
were manned by bouncers instructed to
throw me out.

There was nothing left for me to do but
go into Grand Opera. Again I deemed it ad-
visable to change my cognomen. Few people
realize that Chaliapin, the name wﬁic I
use when angling before the Golden Horse-
shoe (not to mention a lot of old rusty ones),
is simply Groucho Marx spelled backwards.

Ambition still burned fiercely within
me, although for a long time I was under
the impression that it was just my old heart-
burn.

Today, as a result, I am the five leading
news commentators. You hear me as Edwin

C. Hill, Boake Carter, and Lowell Thomas,
%l/si) H. V. Kaltenborn and Frederic William
ile.

I am hagpy at last. I feel I have found
my metier, which is to interpret the news so
no one can understand it. I am always last
on the scene where things are happening, so
I get the latest news.

I feel there are too many things in the
world which people can understand. Thus if
you give them the news so that they can’t
understand it, they’ll have something to
think about.

And if thinking will keeIp them out of
pool halls, then I'm satisfied. It's what I had
1n mind when I first explained radio to Mar-
coni.



World Radio Histo



FIVE STAR THEATER
PRESENTS

EAGLE,

A Juvster,

EAGLE

EPISODE NO. I NOVEMBER 28, 1932

CAST

Groucho Marx as Waldorf T. Beagle, attorney at law
Chico Marx as Emmanuel Ravelli, his assistant
Miss Dimple, stenographer
Mr. Jones, client




(Fanfare of Trumpets, etc.)

annouNcerR: The Five Star Theatre presents Groucho and Chico Marx,
first time on the air.
(Signature music.)

The Five Star Theatre makes its bow tonight before the radio audi-
ence with the first of a series of radio presentations of a scope, magni-
tude, and variety never before assembled under any one banner.

Under the patronage of the Standard Oil Companies of New Jersey,
Pennsylvania, Louisiana, and the Colonial Beacon Oil Company, the
Five Star Theatre will present a brand-new radio attraction every night
in the week except Saturday and Sunday. Five stellar productions each
week. Every night a first night. With the world’s greatest singers, mu-
sicians, actors, writers, and speakers collaborating in a gigantic enter-
tainment program for your enjoyment. This, in a word, is the Five Star
Theatre, and here is the first week’s program:

Tonight the inimitable Marx Brothers, Groucho and Chico, in a se-
ries of comedies called ‘“Beagle, Shyster, and Beagle, Attorneys at
Law.”

Tuesday night at ten p.m., Josef Bonime’s Symphony Orchestra,
with John Charles Thomas as guest soloist.

Wednesday night at seven-thirty p.m., a dramatization of Rex
Beach’s story “Cool Waters,” with Mr. Rex Beach as guest speaker.

Thursday night at ten p.m., the Aborn Opera Company, in Franz
Lehar’s opera The Merry Widow, broadcast by special arrangement
with Tams-Witmark.

Friday night at seven-thirty p.m., that beloved detective of fiction
“Charlie Chan,” in a dramatization of “The Black Camel,” by Earl
Derr Biggers.

As these programs will be given on different radio stations, be sure
to look in your local paper each night for the Five Star production of
the evening.

And now for tonight’s feature. Groucho Marx is here, ready for his
radio debut—black mustache, horn-rimmed spectacles and all.
There’s Chico, too, looking just the way he does in the pictures. Yes,
he has his Italian accent with him, also.

The studio is filled with distinguished first-night guests. Count Felix
Von Luckner, famous sea raider, has just come in—you are going to
hear from him later in the evening.

The orchestra is tuning up, the overture is in and the show is about
to begin.

(Overture number by the band.)



ANNOUNCER:  The curtain is rising on the offices of Beagle, Shyster, and
Beagle, Attorneys at Law. That’s Miss Dimple on the switchboard, and
you'll hear Groucho Marx in the part of the senior Mr. Beagle.

(Phone rings.)

miss piMpLE: Law offices of Beagle, Shyster, and Beagle . . . No, Mr.
Beagle isn’t in yet . .. He’s in court . . . Thank you. (She hangs up
recetver.)

(Phone rings again.)

miss pimPLE:  Beagle, Shyster, and Beagle . . . No, Mr. Beagle’s in court
. . . I expect him any minute . . . Okay. (She hangs up receiver.)
(Door opens; footsteps heard.)

miss DIMPLE:  Good morning, Mr. Beagle.

croucHo: Never mind that. Get President Hoover on the phone. There’s
a picture of me in the police station and it doesn’t do me justice. It
makes me look like my father. In fact, it is my father. Never mind
calling the president. Just find out what the reward is.

miss piMpLE:  Mr. Beagle, I've got some letters for you to sign.

GROUCHO (irritated): Not now, not now' I've had a big day in court.

miss piMmpLE:  What was the case?

GroucHo: Disorderly conduct, but I think I'll get off. Why shouldn’t I?
She hit me first.

miss piIMpLE:  Mr. Beagle! You hit a woman?

GroucHo: Well, she was my size. Even smaller. Besides, if it weren’t for
my own arrests, I'd never get a case. Any calls?

miss DIMPLE:  Yes. your creditors have been calling all morning. They
said they’re tired of phoning and that something will have to be done.

GroucHo:  Allright. We’ll do something. We’ll have the phone taken out.

miss piMpLE:  Okay.

c¢roucHo: There’s a good girl. Your salary is raised ten dollars.

miss DiIMPLE:  Thank you, Mr. Beagle.

6roucHo:  It’s nothing at all. Say, how about lending me that ten till
payday?

miss DIMPLE:  But Mr. Beagle, I haven’t been paid in weeks. Besides, you
overlook the fact—

¢roucHo: ['ve overlooked plenty around here. A fine stenographer you
are! What do you do with your time? The floors aren’t washed, the
windows aren’t cleaned, and my pants aren’t even pressed.

miss piIMPLE:  But Mr. Beagle—

G¢ROUCHO:  Enough of this small talk. Where’s that ten dollars?

miss pIMPLE: [ haven’t a penny.



croucHo: Who's asking for a penny? If I wanted a penny I could go to
my baby’s bank—if I had a baby. I'm going into my office now. If the
phone rings, don’t answer it. It may be a wrong number.
(Footsteps; door closes; knock on door.)

miss piMpLE:  Come in.

cuico: Hullo! My name’s Emmanuel Ravelli. Is da boss in?

miss pimpLE:  He’s busy. Have you got a card?

cuico: Sure, but I take another one. I wanna see da boss.

miss DIMPLE:  What do you want to see him about?

cico: Well you see I wanna get a divorce.

miss pIMPLE: Mr. Beagle’s a very busy man. I'll have to fill out a report.
You want a divorce . . . let’s see. Any children?

cHico: Sure, six, maybe seven. I no see very good. Wait—let me see.
There’sa Tony, there’sa Josie, there’sa Pasquale, there’sa Angelino,
there’sa Jake—aw, no Jake, no Jake. Jake, that’s the kid next door.
You see, I got ’em all mixed up. And then we gotta the new littla baby.

miss DIMPLE: A new little baby? Is it a boy or a girl?

chico: 1don’t know. He no speak yet.

miss piMpLE: How long have you been married?

cuico: Oh, lady, I'm not married. My brother, he is married.

miss piMPLE: Oh, he wants the divorce.

cHico: Oh, no, he no wanna divorce. He likes his wife. He’s happy, but
I think he’s a little bit crazy.

Mmiss DIMPLE (astonished): You mean you want him to divorce his wife
just because you don’t like her?

chico: No lady, I like her, she’sa nicea gal, but she’sa not very good
cook.

miss DIMPLE: Does your brother complain?

cHico: No, he’s no complain. He’s satisfied. He eats out.

miss piMPLE:  Why don’t you eat out?

chico: Well, you see, I can’t afford it. I no gotta job.

miss DIMPLE: Why don’t you get a job?

cHico: Awright, awright, never mind the divorce. I take a job.

miss pimpLE:  I'll have to speak to Mr. Beagle. Where can I get a hold of
you?

cuico: Idon’t know, lady. You see, I'm very ticklish.

miss pIMPLE: | mean, where do you live?

cHico: 1 live with my brother.

Miss DIMPLE (impatient): Just take a seat. I'll call Mr. Beagle. (Knocks on
door.) Mr. Beagle!

croucHo (away): Well, did you get that ten bucks?

miss piMpLE:  No, there’s a man out here wants to talk to you about a job.



(Footsteps approach.)

¢roucHo: Tell him I'll take it. But I won’t work for less than twenty
dollars a week.

Miss DIMPLE:  You misunderstand. He wants a job here.

cRoucHO: Oh, ke wants a job. I think I can put him to work.

cHico: I don’t wanna work. I just wanna job.

croucHo: How about references?

cHIco: Aw, that’s awright. You don’t need no references. I like your
face.

GROUCHO (coyly): And I like your face—if it is a face. Say, you look
exactly like a fellow I used to know, by the name of Emmanuel Ravelli.
Are you his brother?

cHico: I am Emmanuel Ravelli.

GRoUCHO: You're Emmanuel Ravelli?

cHico: I’m Emmanuel Ravelli.

croucHo:  No wonder you look like him. But I still insist there’s a resem-
blance.

cHico: Hey! We no speak about money.

croucHo: That suits me fine. If you promise not to say anything about
it, I won’t mention it either.

cHico:  Awright, but I gotta have more money.

c¢roucHo: I'll tell you what I'll do. I'll give you six dollars a week and
you can bring your own lunches.

caico: Well . ..

¢roucHo: I'll go even further than that. I'll give you six dollars a week
and you can bring lunch for me too.

cHico: Six dollars a week . . . six ... Hey, boss, I can’t live on six
dollars a week.

GROUCHO:  You can'’t live on six dollars a week. That will make me very
happy. You’re hired.

cHico: When do I start?

croucHo:  Well, it’s one o’clock now. If you start now you can be back
here at three with the lunch. You can bring me a tomato sandwich on
white bread.

cHico: I no gotta white bread, but I can give you rye.

croucHo:  All right, then I'll take a quart of rye.

cHico: I'm sorry, but I'm wearing 'em.

GrRoucHO: You're wearing a quart of rye?

cHico: Yes, my quardorye pants.

GROUCHO:  Say, why don’t you get double pneumonia?

chico: I don’t need it. I'm a single man. Besides, I gotta have more
money.




croucHo: Have you had any experience?

cHico: You bet. For fifteen years I'm a musician.

croucHo: What do you get an hour?

crico: Well, for playing I get ten dollars an hour.

croucHo: What do you get for not playing?

cHico: Twelve dollars an hour.

croucHo: That’s more like it.

cuHico: Now for rehearsing I make a special rate—fifteen dollars an
hour.

croucHo: What do you get for not rehearsing?

cHico: Oh, you couldn’t afford it. You see, if I no rehearse I no play.
And if I no play, that runs into money.

c¢roucHo: What would you want to run into an open manhole?

cHico: Just the cover charge.

croucHo: Well, drop in some time.

cHIco: Sewer.

crRoucHo: | guess we’ve cleaned that up.

cuico: No, we no clean that up. Now, let’s see how we stand. Yesterday
I didn’t come—that cost you fifteen dollars. Today I did come—

croucHo: That’s twenty dollars you owe me.

cHico: Tomorrow I leave. That’s worth about—

croucHo: A million dollars. But let’s not quibble over money. I offered
you six dollars. I'll raise you two.

cHico:  You raise me two, I raise you three.

croucHo: [ call you. Whata you got?

cuico: I got aces up. Whata you got?

croucHo: [I’ve got a notion to throw you out of the office.

cHico: Awright, I take it.
(Music in strong.)

miss pDIMPLE: Beagle, Shyster, and Beagle . . . Oh hello, Charlie. Call
me back. There’s someone coming in.

JoNEs: My name is Edgar T. Jones. I want to see Mr. Beagle.

miss pIMPLE:  He’s in his office. Walk right in.

JoNes:  Thank you. (Door opens; footsteps.) Ah . . . ah . .. How do you
do, Mr. Beagle. A friend of mine told me you were a good lawyer.

GROUCHO:  You just think he’s a friend of yours. Sit down. Have you got
a couple of cigars?

Jones: Ah ... no, I'm sorry.

croucHo: Well, why don’t you send out for some? If you've got a quar-
ter, I'll go myself.

Jones:  Oh, no, no, Mr. Beagle.



cRoUCHoO (indignantly): What’s the matter? Don’t you trust me?

JonEs (disturbed): Why—I'd like to talk to you. I'm having trouble with
my wife.

GROUCHO (indignant): You are! Well, I'm having trouble with my wife,
too, but I don’t go around bragging about it. (Sneers.) Hmm. You
oughta be ashamed of yourself. (Calling outside:) Miss Dimple, show
this gentleman the door. On second thought, never mind the door. He
saw it when he came in.

Jones:  But, Mr. Beagle—I came to you for advice. Let me tell you a
story. My wife is in love with twa men, and—

croucHo (laughing uproariously): Ha, ha, ha! Not a bad story. The boys
are all repeating it around the club. Now let me tell you one. There
were two traveling men named Pat and Mike—

Jones:  No, no, Mr. Beagle. I came here with a problem.

croucHo: Well, why didn’t you bring her in?

Jones:  You don’t understand. I'm looking for evidence against my
wife.

croucHo: Well, why didn’t you say so? Let me look at my law book . . .
Here we are . . . (turning pages) . . . hereitis. .. er. .. the case of
Emory T. Gribble against the Lehigh and Western Railroad. Of course,
the Lehigh is just a short road. It’s only Lehigh to a grasshopper.

Jones: But, Mr. Beagle, that’s a railroad law book.

croucHo: Well, what’s wrong with it? It’s got eight hundred pages and
it’s clean as a whistle. If I had a whistle I'd show you.

Jones:  But I'm suing my wife.

GROUCHO: s that any reason why I should have to buy another law book?
Why don’t you sue a railroad? A railroad’s got more money than your
wife. Besides, the railroad won’t ask for alimony.

Jones:  Please, Mr. Beagle, I don’t want to argue. I'm tired, nervous, run
down—

¢roucHo: Run down? Say, now we’ve got a case. Were you run down
by a railroad?

Jones:  Mr. Beagle, you try my patience.

¢roucHo: I don’t mind if I do. You must come over and try mine some
day. I'm putting up a new batch.

Jones: Batch? What batch?

¢roucHo: The batch on my pants. Some joke, eh? But that’s a mere
trifle. As I understand it, what you really want is someone to shadow
your wife. I've got just the man for you-——my new assistant, Emmanuel
Ravelli. He looks like an idiot and talks like an idiot. But don’t let that
fool you. He really is an idiot. You and Ravelli will have a lot in com-
mon.



JoNEs: Mr. Beagle, my time is valuable. Let me give you the facts. I
married my wife secretly.

G¢RoUcHO: You married her secretly? You mean you haven’t told her
about it? No wonder she runs around with other men.

JONEs: Mr. Beagle, we must get this divorce—I want your assistant, Mr.
Ravelli, to follow my wife.

croucHo: One thing at a time. Let’s get the divorce first and then we
can all follow your wife.

JONES (confused): 1. ..1 don’t quite understand the proceedings, Mr.
Beagle, but I leave everything in your hands. You're the doctor.

c¢roucHo: I’'m the doctor? Good! I'll take your tonsils out on Monday. I'll
take your wife out on Tuesday. On Wednesday—

JoNes: Just a minute, Beagle!

croucHo: Doctor Beagle to you. Stick your tongue out and come back
next Wednesday.

Jones: Please, please get your assistant. I want to give him a description
of my wife.

croucHo (indignantly): Very well, Mr. Jones. If that’s the way you feel
about it, I'll call him. Ravelli. Ravelli! . . . Miss Dimple, wake up Ra-
velli . . . Miss Dimple, will you wake up Ravelli? . . . Mr. Jones, will
you go in and wake up Miss Dimple and leave a call for me at nine?

cHico: Here I am, boss. You callin Ravelli?

croucHo: See here. I don’t like your sleeping on the company’s time.

cHico: I don’t like sleeping on it it, either. Why don’t you buy me a
bed?

croucHo: Ravelli, I want you to meet Mr. Jones.

cHico: Awright, where should I meet him?

JoNes: Mr. Ravelli, I'm very happy to make your acquaintance.

chico: I don’t know what he’s talkin about.

croucHo: He means he’s very happy to know you, but he’s probably
crazy.

Jones: Mr. Ravelli, I've just been telling Mr. Beagle that, much as I
regret to say it, my wife is not all that she should be. She’s going around
with other men.

cHico: She’s going around with other men? At’sa fine. Hey! You think
she like me?

croucHo: I can see that you two boys have a lot to talk over. Besides, I
have a director’s meeting across the street in the poolroom. So, if you’ll
excuse me, I'll scram,

JONES (astonished): Poolroom! Mr. Beagle, it strikes me that things
aren’t done in a very businesslike way around here. In the middle of a
conference, you go out and play pool.



crRoucHo: [I’ve got to go out. I can’t play pool in here—there’s no table.
Good day, gentlemen.

(Door closes.)

Jones:  Well, Mr. Ravelli, as long as you’re going to trail my wife, I think
I ought to describe her to you. She’s of medium height and . . . but
never mind, I’ve got a photograph of my wife with me. Ah, there you
are, Mr. Ravelli.

cHico: Hey, at’sa fine. Awright, I'll take a dozen.

Jones: I'm not selling them.

cHico: You mean, I get it for nothing?

Jones:  Of course.

cHico: Awright. Then I take two dozen.

JONES (irritated): One picture ought to be enough for the present. Now,
Mr. Ravelli, there is one man my wife has been paying particular
attention to. I'm counting on you to find out who he is. Do you think
you can do it?

cHIco: Sure, you leave 'im to me. I find out who the man was with your
wife. And I find out quick.

Jones:  Really? How you going to do it?

cHico: Well, first I put on a disguise . . .

JoNEs: Yes. ..

cHico: Then I get a bloodhound . . .

JoneEs:  Yes . ..

cHico: Then I go to your house . . .

JONES (increasing interest): Yes . . .

cHico: Then I ask your wife.

(Music in strong.)

(Sounds of typing; phone rings.)

miss DIMPLE: Law offices of Beagle, Shyster, and Beagle . . . No, Mr.
Beagle isn’t in yet. But I expect him any moment . . . (Surprised.) Oh,
hello, Mr. Jones. I didn’t recognize your voice . . . Yes, Mr. Ravelli is
still trailing your wife . . . but it hasn’t been long . . . just two weeks.

We expect Mr. Ravelli in the office this morning. He says he has some
news . . . Okay, I'll tell Mr. Beagle you'll be in . . . Goodbye.
(Typing resumes; door opens.)

miss DIMPLE:  Good morning, Mr. Beagle—

croucHo: Quick! Get Warburton, McAllister, Throckmorton and Bruce
on the phone and ask for Mr. Schwartz. Tell him I want to borrow a
pair of socks.

miss DIMPLE:  Borrow a pair of socks?

c¢roucHo:  Why not? When he came to me, I gave him the very shirt off
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my back. Of course, it happened to be his shirt. But the cuffs were
mine. Any new clients, Miss Dimple?

miss DIMPLE:  No sir.

croucHo: Hmm. No clients. Whenever I leave you in charge, there’s no
business. Yesterday I stuck around and what happened? We had a big
day.

Miss DIMPLE: Yesterday was a big day?

croucHo: Certainly. Didn’t I sell the carpet?

miss piMpLE:  Why, ah . . .

croucHo: And, Miss Dimple, before I forget—call Ravelli and tell him
to be sure and oversleep.

miss DIMPLE:  But he phoned and said he was coming right in.

croucHo: In that case, I'm going right back to the poolroom. (Opens
door.)

miss DIMPLE: But Mr. Jones is on his way here to talk to you about his
divorce.

croucHo: That’s all he ever talks to me about. I'm getting pretty sick of
it, too.

miss piMPLE:  But Mr. Beagle, that’s your business.

croucHo: Well, [ wish he’d keep his nose out of my business.

miss pIMPLE:  Shh! Someone’s coming in. I think it’s Mr. Jones.
(Door opens.)

miss piMPLE:  How do you do, Mr. Jones?

jones: How do you do, Miss Dimple? Morning, Mr. Beagle. About my
divorce—

croucHo: Divorce! You going to start that again? Listen, Jones, can I
sell you a ticket to the Firemen’s Ball? It’s a five-dollar ticket, and it’s
yours for a buck and a half.

Jones: Why, ah . . . ah ... this is last year’s ticket.

croucHo: I know it is, but they had a better show last year.

JONEs (his patience exhausted): Mr. Beagle, when will I find out about
my divorce case?

croucHo: See here, Jones, don’t change the subject. What about that
ticket?

jones: 1 don’t like to appear impatient, Mr. Beagle, but your assistant
was supposed to bring in some evidence against my wife. Where is Mr.
Ravelli?

cHico (opens door): Hey! Who'sa calling Ravelli? Here I am.

Jones:  Ah, Mr. Ravelli, I'd like to get the results of your investigation.
Have you been trailing my wife?

cHico: Sure, joosta like a bloodhound. Hey, you remember when you
giva me that picture of your wife?



JoNEs:  Yes.

cHico:  Well, I start right out. Joosta like a bloodhound, I tell you. And
in one hour, even less than one hour—

JONES (anxiously): Yes . ..

cHico: I losa da picsh.

GROUCHO:  There you are, Jones. He did all that in only one hour.

Jones:  Ravelli, then you didn’t shadow my wife?

cHIco:  Sure, I shadow her all day.

Jones:  What day was that?

cHico: That was Shadowday. I went right to your house—

JONES (anxiously): What did you find out?

cHico: I find your wife out.

JoNEs: Then you wasted the entire two weeks?

CHICo:  Aw no. Monday I shadow your wife. Tuesday I go to the ball
game—she don’t show up. Wednesday she go to the ball game—I don’t
show up. Thursday was a doubleheader. We both no show up. Friday
it rain all day—there’sa no ball game, so I go fishing.

JonNes:  Well, what’s that got to do with my wife?

cHico:  Well, I no catcha no fish, but I catch your wife.

JOoNES:  You caught my wife—with a man?

CHICO: Sure.

JONEs:  Who was he?

cHico: I don’t wanna say.

JoNEs: [ insist that you tell me the man’s name.

cHico: I don’t wanna tell.

GrROUCHO: Listen, Jones, my assistant isn’t the type of fellow who'd
bandy a man’s good name in public—

Jones:  For the last time, gentlemen—uwho was the man ?

¢roucHo:  Come clean, Ravelli, who was the man with his wife?

CHICO:  Awright, awright. You maka me tell, I tell you. Mr. Jones, the
man with your wife was my boss, Mr. Beagle.

Jones:  This is an outrage. My attorney going out with my wife!

GroucHo:  What do you mean, outrage? Don’t you think I'm good enough
for her?

Jones:  I'm going to get a new attorney.

6roucHo:  Hmm! I suppose you think we can’t get a new client?

JONEs (indignant): Good day!

(Door slams.)

GrRoucHo:  Ravelli, you did noble work. You can have the rest of the year
off. And if you never come back, I'll give you a bonus.

cHico:  Well, boss, there’s something I wanna tell you.

GROUCHO:  Go right ahead. I'm not listening.



Chieolini (Chico) and Brownie {Harpo) report to Sylvanian Ambassador Trentino in Duck

Soup: “Monday we watch Firefly’s house but he ne come out—he wasn’t home. Tuesday we
go te a ball game but he fool us—he no show up. Wednesday he go to the ball game and we
fool him—we no show up. Thursday’s a doubleheader—nobody show up.”

cuico:  You want | should never come back?

GroucHo: In a word, yes.

cuico: Awright, boss, I make you a proposition. If you want I should
never come back, I gotta have more money.

croucHo: Ravelli. it’s worth it.
{Applause.)

CLOSING ANNOUNCEMENT

anNoUNCER: The erowd in the studio tonight is giving the Marx Brothers
a great ovation. We hope you in the radio audience enjoyed them as
much as we did. Groucho and Chico will be back again next Monday
at this same time.
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Now Count Luckner is going to say a few words to you. He’s the
famous German war hero, he's an honorary citizen of Great Britain,
he’s a resident of New York. Count Luckner . . .

(Applause.)

LuckNER: Thank you, everybody. By Joe, I am happy to be with the Five
Star Theatre, and if tonight is a good sample, I hope I am not going to
miss any of it.

I suppose you are wondering why I am in this show. Well, by Joe, I
will tell you. I am here in your great country on a mission of good will,
and I am delighted to speak to you all on this program, because it is a
real example of the fine way American business interests have cooper-
ated with Europe, to bring together the greatest minds of German and
American chemistry, and have created for you a new and better lubri-
cating oil. But—by Joe, I am getting ahead of myself. Tonight I wanted
to tell you about my Sea Raider and my adventures during the war
when I broke through the British blockade.

Sixteen years ago, I was sailing my Raider on the ocean. This was
back in 1916, when the British blockade had cut off Germany from
many important supplies. We needed nitrate, to make powder out of,
and we needed oil. By Joe, we were in a tight fix. And so all the
chemists in Germany got together with their test tubes and began ex-
perimenting. And what do you think they did? They finally were able
to take nitrate out of the air and oil out of coal.

And so we kept the Allies guessing all right. They did not know from
where we were getting our oil. They did not know that our chemists
had found out our new secret processes whereby they added hydrogen
to coal and that way were able to make petroleum and oil. It was this
new German petroleum and oil I used for my one-thousand horsepower
motor, when I broke through the British blockade.

When the war was over, the Standard Oil Company of New Jersey
found out from where we had gotten our oil and they said, “Those
chemists have done something wonderful. The war is over, let us get
together.” And so the rights to the secret German process were
brought over here and your best American chemists continued to work
on this process. They developed an entirely new process called hydro-
fining, by which natural petroleum oil is made into better oil for auto-
mobiles. And, by Joe, this new perfected lubricating oil is the
Essolube. For sixteen years I have known about this great process
being developed, and I always thought that some day your American
chemists would find this hydrofining process. And now, by Joe, it is
here and every automobile driver can get this new Essolube for his car.

ANNOUNCER:  Thank you, Count Luckner. This concludes our Five Star



Theatre presentation for this evening, brought to you by the Standard
Oil companies of New Jersey, Pennsylvania and Louisiana, and the
Colonial Beacon Oil Company. These associated companies maintain
a system of service stations and dealers from Maine to Texas. They are
the makers and marketers of Essolube, the new lubricating oil Count
Luckner told you about; of Esso, the giant power fuel; of Atlas Tires
and other motor accessories. Go to an Esso station for all your motor-
ing needs.

Don’t forget about the Five Star Theatre presentation tomorrow night
at ten p.m., Eastern Standard Time, of Josef Bonime’s Symphony
Orchestra with John Charles Thomas as guest soloist. This is the finest
musical unit ever assembled on the air. It will be a great treat for music
lovers. Look in your local newspaper for the station listings.

AFTERPIECE

cuico: Ladies and gentlemens. Dis isa very important what I gonna say,
so first I'll tell you what I'm gonna tell you. Den I'll tell you. And after
dat I'll tell you what I tole you.

croucho: Take it easy, Chico. You're working yourself into a tempera-
ture.

cHico (laughs): Dat ain’t from da speech, Groucho. It’s from da suit I
bought.

croucHo: The suit you bought?

cHico: Yeah, it’s a two-pants suit and two pairs of pants is too warm
when you ain’t outside.

croucHo: | see. Well, it’s human to make mistakes, and you’re only
human. However, no one would know it to look at you.

chico:  Aw, Groucho, you'ra too grouchy. Why don’t you do tings to
make people glad?

croucho: I suppose I don’t. Why, yesterday I went to visit Uncle Char-
lie and it made him very happy. And that wasn’t all. An hour later I
left, and that made him twice as happy.

chico: Yeah, I don’t know what to do about Uncle Charlie. He’s a case.
He’s such a crank.

GROUCHO: You mean a crankcase. Well, Essolube, that famous hydro-
fined motor oil, is the best thing in the world for a crankcase.

cuico: Hey! You didn’t say nuttin about Esso, which is more powerful
than any gasoline.

croucHo: Well, we can mention Esso next week. So—

BotH: Goodnight, ladies . . . goodnight, ladies . . .
(Signature music.)
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(Music; phone rings.)

wmiss pimpLE: Law offices of Beagle, Shyster, and Beagle . . . Oh, hello,
darling. 1 was just thinking about you . . . I can’t talk now. My boss,
Mr. Beagle, just came in. Good morning, Mr. Beagle.

croucho: Good morning? What's good about it? The rain is coming
through the roof, the landlord’s coming through the door, my wife goes
through my pockets, and I'm going through my shoes. And you say it’s
a good morning. Miss Dimple, you were late again this morning. Where
were you last night?

miss piMpLE:  Last night? Why, 1 was out with you.

croucho: Out with me, eh? Miss Dimple, it isn’t a good policy to mix
business with pleasure.

miss pimpLE:  But, Mr. Beagle, 1—

GROUCHO (quickly): Oh, I know what you're going to say. you're going to
say that it wasn’t any pleasure. Well, I didn’t have any fun either.

miss DIMPLE: But you asked me to go out.

croucHO: Yes, but you didn’t have to go out on the second drink, Miss
Dimple!

miss DIMPLE:  Yes, Mr. Beagle.

croucho: Today is Monday. What have we got on the books besides red
ink? What’s on the court calendar for this afternoon?

miss DIMPLE:  You know you have a suit on today.

croucHo: Certainly I have a suit on today. Do you expect me to come in
in my nightshirt? [ only wear that for night court. Where’s that assis-
tant I hired last week?

miss pimpLE:  Oh, Mr. Ravelli. He just phoned.

croucho: Oh, he phoned did he? Where did he get the nickel? He’s
been holding out on me. 1 thought I told him to go out and chase
ambulances. How’s he going to get clients unless he finds accidents?
What did Ravelli have to say?

miss pimpLe:  He said he’s coming in to see you.

croucho: Oh, so he’s coming in to see me. I suppose he doesn’t think
I’m good enough to go out and see him! Maybe he’s ashamed to let me
see where he lives. Where does he live?

wmiss pivpLE: He’s been living here in the office ever since you hired him.

croucHo: Oh, he has, has he? No wonder he’s ashamed. Well, you tell
him he’ll have to sleep in the hall tonight. I'm having people up here
for dinner. Have I any appointments today?

wmiss pimpLE:  No, Mr. Beagle, you haven’t got any appointments at all.

croucno: Well, make some. Do you expect me to sit here alone all day?
Don’t you think I ever get lonesome? What do you take me for?



(Pause.) Well, go on—make me an offer. (Knock on door.) Miss Dim-
ple, get off my lap and see who’s at the door.

Miss DIMPLE (whispers): It’s probably Mr. Scrooge, the landlord, coming
in to see you about the rent. He’s looking for his money.

croucHo: Tell him to look next door. There’s more light there . . . and
more money, too.

miss pIMPLE: The landlord’s been in five times already when you were
out.
(Door opens.)

GRoucHO: Is this him?

Miss DIMPLE (whispers): Yes, it’s Mr. Scrooge.

¢rRoucHO: Bring him in. I'll talk to him,

SCROOGE (approaching): Are you Mr. Beagle?

c¢roucHo: Am I Mr. Beagle? What right have you got to walk into a
man’s office and insult him? Did you ever get a load of Mr. Beagle?

scROOGE: No. I've been looking for him long enough, but I've never been
able to find him in.

croucHo: Well, then I can speak freelv. As man to man I advise you to
give it all up.

scRoOGE: What’s your name?

¢rRoucHo: What’s my name, eh? Hmm. There’s ignorance for you. Why,
I've got a ten-year-old boy who knows my name.

scrooGE: That’s about enough of this. When’s Beagle coming in?

¢roucHo: Now I'll ask you one. When are you going out?

SCROOGE (bewildered): Why .. .a. ..

GrRoucHo: Stuck, eh? All right, I'll ask you another. What’s a two-letter
word meaning a piece of office furniture?

SCROOGE (annoyed): Oh, I don’t know what—

¢rRoucHo: Give up? The answer is desk.

sCROOGE: Desk! there are more than two letters in desk!

GRoucHO: There’s only two letters in my desk. I tore the others up.

SCROOGE: Are you crazy?

croucHo: Don’t you ever do anything but ask questions? Don’t you know
any other games? I’ll tell you what. You go out in the hall and hide and
I'll bet you ten to one we won’t find you. I'll bet you twenty to one we
won’t even look for you.

SCROOGE: I'm going to stay here until Beagle gets back.

croucHo: Have you got a reservation? We're pretty full up now. I think
I may be able to fix you up in March. No, now that I've looked you
over, I think it’ll take longer than that to fix you up. How’s your liver
today?
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sCROOGE: My liver’s all right.

croucHo: Fine, we'll take a pound. Miss Dimple, get some bacon to go
with that liver and we’ll have lunch. Perhaps Mr. Stooge would like to
join us?

SCROOGE (enraged): My name is not Stooge, it’s Scrooge, and I want to
see Mr. Beagle about the rent. I'm not going to sit around here waiting
for Beagle. You tell him when he comes back that if he doesn’t pay me
the rent for the past six months, I'll sue him.

croucHo: Oh, you're gonna sue him? I'll take that case, Scrooge. We’ll
collect that rent if it takes the last cent you have.

sCROOGE: I'm not going to waste my time talking to an egg like you!
Goodbye. (Door slams.)

G6roucHo: So, I'm an egg, am [? That reminds me, I haven'’t eaten today.
Miss Dimple, is there any more of that telephone book left? As I recall
it, yesterday I ate as far as Levy and that was only page ninety-three.
By the way, Miss Dimple, can you stuff a turkey?

miss DiMPLE:  Of course I can stuff a turkey.

croucHo: Well, the next time you pass a butcher shop, stuff one in your
pocket and bring it up here.

(Knock on door.)

croucHo: If that Scrooge is loose again, I'm out.

miss pIMpLE:  I'll see who it is.
(Door opens.)

miss DIMPLE:  It’s your assistant, Mr. Ravelli. Can you see him?

croucHo: Certainly not! I can’t see him. I can’t see him for dust. Dust
him off and bring him in.

cHico (enters singing): For dere’sa no place like home,

Dere’sa no place like home.
For dere’sa no place like home,
Dere’sa no place like home.
For dere’sa—

GroucHo: Ravelli, what are you singing?

cHico: ‘“‘Home Sweet Home.”

GRoucHo: It sounds terrible.

cHico: Well, my home is terrible. (Sings again.)

croucHo: Ravelli, will you stop that confounded noise!

cuico: That’s not noise, that’s singing.

croucHo: Well, if that’s singing, make some noise. What are you singing
for anyhow?

cHico: Just to kill time.

croucHo: Well, you’ve certainly got a swell weapon. What have you
been doing all week?



cHico: Chasing ice wagons.

GROUCHO: You've been doing what?

cHico: Chasing ice wagons. I just came in to get warm.

croucHo: [ thought I sent you out to chase ambulances.

cHico:  You did, but ambulances go too fast.

croucHo: Well, this is a fine how-do-you-do. One of the finest how-do-
you-dos I've ever seen.

cuico: How do you like to give me some salary?

croucHo: Oh, you want salary and we haven’t even got olives. Listen,
Ravelli, unless you get me some clients, we’re going to get thrown out
of here.

cuico: It’s awright, I no like the place very much anyhow.

croucHo: No? Listen, Ravelli, I mean business. You’re going to stand
out in the street in front of this office and bring in a client if it kills you.

cHico: Me stand out in the street and get clients? I no think that’s very
good. Suppose my wife sees me.

croucHo: Oh, you're married? Where is your wife?

cHico: My wife? She’s home.

croucHo: Yeah, how do you know she’s home?

chico: I got her shoes on.
(Music in strong.)

(Traffic and street noises, fade down.)

cHico (yelling): Anybody want a lawyer? Anybody want a lawyer? You
want a lawyer, lady? Nice fresh lawyer today? Awright, it don’t hurt to
ask, you know. Hey, mister, how about you? You want a lawyer?

maN: No, [ don’t want a lawyer.

cuico: Well, what do you want?

maN: [ want you to leave me alone.

cuico: That’s no good. What else you want? Nice lawyer, maybe? Nice
fresh lawyer today.

maN: I got no use for your lawyer.

cuico:  Well, I got no use for him either, but I gotta get a client.

MAN: Say, what are you trying to do? What sort of a game is this? Lay
off me! Beat it or I'll call a cop.

cHico:  You want to sue me? I got a good lawyer for you.

MAN (receding): Oh, you . . . Officer, will you keep this nuisance away
front me?

cop (Irish): Here you . . . move . . . move, you're obstructing traffic.

cHico: Can’t move, officer. We no pay the rent.

cop: Listen you. .. Iknow youdon’t mean any harm.

cuico: How do you know that? Sure I do.
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cor: Oh, so you're a wise guy!

ciico: Oh no, my boss Mr. Beagle, he’s the wise guy. You want a
lawyer?

cop: What would I be wantin’ a lawyer for?

chico: I don’t know. Take him home, wash him up, show him to the
kids.

cop: Listen, what are you trying to do?

cHico: Mr. Beagle, my boss, sent me down here to get clients.

cop: Well, you're not going to get any clients for a lawyer standing
around here.

cHico: At'sa fine. How am I gonna get clients?

cop: You better hustle around and look for an accident. That’s the way
to get clients. Now move on out of here. (Receding.) If you're here
when I get back, I'll run you in.

cuico (to himself): He’ll run me in! He’ll run me in! (Yells.) Anybody
want a lawyer? Anybody want a lawyer? Anybody got an accident?
Anybody got a nice fresh accident? Hey, mister, you got an accident?

Man: Accident? What are you talking about?

cHICO (to himself): Awright, awright. I maka my own accidents. (Sound
of horses’ hooves.) Ah, here comes a wagon. At’sa fine. The next man
comes along, I push him under it.

(General confusion; taxi horns; screeching of brakes; horse whinnies;
crowd murmuring; fades down a little.)

GROUCHO (approaching): Who pushed me? Who pushed me? Me, Wal-
dorf T. Beagle, an innocent bystander! Well, fairly innocent. Oh, so it
was you, Ravelli. What's the big idea of pushing me? Don’t you know
you might have killed that horse?

chico: Ha-ha! I didn’t know that was you, Mr. Beagle. The joke’s on
me.

croucHo: Oh, the joke’s on you. Well, the horse was on me! Did you
ever have a horse on your stomach?

chico: No, but I once had a colt on my chest.

crouchHo: Well, enough of this horseplay! Where are those clients?

ciico: I walka up and down three hours. I ask everybody, but nobody
wants to see you.

croucHo: You're telling me! Listen, Ravelli, what we’ve got to do is
make America Beagle-conscious. Let America wait.

cuico (calling feebly): Anybody want a lawyer? Anybody want a lawyer?

croucHo: Shh! Be careful, someone might hear you!

chico: I don’t think so. Nobody’s heard me yet.

croucHo: What you need, Ravelli, is technique. What I need is no-
body’s business. What I need even more is anybody’s business.
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cHico: Well, you so smart. You go geta some clients.

c¢roucHo: Oh, so you're trying to taunt me? All right, you'll eat those
words, and if I don’t get some food soon, I’ll eat those words. Well, we
can’t stand here all day. The next client that comes along, let me do
the talking!

cHico: At’sa fine. Hey, here comes a lady.

croucHo: A lady. Pull up your socks, Ravelli.

woMaN:  Can one of you gentlemen direct me to Forty-Second Street and
Times Square?

cHico: At’sa fine. Now we got a case. How do you do, lady?

croucHo: Well, madam, it’s about time you showed up. And even now
you don’t show up very well. Ravelli, get off that fireplug and let the
lady sit down. Now, what can we do for you, madam? How about
getting you a divorce? It’d be a nice Christmas present for your hus-
band.

woMaN:  Divorce? I merely asked how to get to Forty-Second Street and
Times Square.

c¢rRoucHo: Don’t beat about the bush. You need a divorce. And I need a
divorce. I need your divorce if I'm gonna pay my rent. Now, madam,
out with it! How did the whole thing start?

cHico:  She asked us how to get to Times Square.

woMaN:  Why, I don’t know—

GRoucHo: I can see it all. You married this man, this innocent little man
... Oh, no. .. that’s another client.

cHico: Hey boss. we got another client?

woMaN: I tell you, I won’t stand for this.

croucHo: Who's telling this story. you or me? You married him when
you were only a girl. He was only a man. So far it hangs together pretty
well.

cHico: Yes, and if you no watch out, we hang together.

woman:  Will you please explain to me what you're talking about?

GROUCHO: You gave him everything . . . everything, and what did you
get out of it? And all the time that beast was running around with
beautiful, luscious, sensuous blondes. Hey, Ravelli, where are you
going?

cHico: Well, you just gave me an idea.

GROUCHO: You come back here.

woMaN: I won’t stand for this one moment longer.

GroucHo: I don’t blame you. But don’t worry. Beagle is on the trail.
Now, what grounds can we divorce you on? How about the Polo
Grounds? By the way, I think you'd like the Polo Grounds, especially
if you decide to play ball with us. Later on we might trade you for Babe
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Ruth. We might even trade you in for a Buick. Say, you're getting to
be pretty useful. I can’t understand why your husband wants to divorce
you. Maybe we can talk him out of it. By the way, where is he?

woMaN:  Where is who?

croucHo: Do I have to go through all that again?

cuico: He just wants to know where your husband is.

woMAN: | have no husband.

porn: What?

woMAN: I’m not married, and I won’t be married till August.

croucho: All right then, we’ll give you the divorce in September.
(Music in strong.)

cHico (exhausted): Don’t anybody want a lawyer? Don’t anybody want a
lawyer?

scrooce: Here . . . here! What do you want to stand out here for?

chico: I don’t want to stand out here. Maybe you got a chair?

SCROOGE: Say, listen, you can’t park in front of this building and sell
things.

cico:  Oh, you found that out, too? What is it you don’t sell?

scrooGE: I don’t sell anything.

chico:  Well, so do L. Shake. (Doubtfully.) You wouldn’t want a lawyer,
would you?

scrooGE: How do you know I wouldn’t?

cuico:  Well, you wouldn’t want this one.

scrROOGE: As a matter of fact, [ want a lawyer and [ want one bad.

cHico: I got just the man for you. He’s terrible.

scrRooGE: That’s his name?

crico: What’sa difference what’s his name? You don’t know him.

scrooce: Listen, I'm Mr. Scrooge and I got a tenant who hasn’t paid his
rent in six months. I want a lawyer to dispossess him. Come on, I'll
take a look at your man.

cuico: I think you better hire him first and look at him afterwards!

sCROOGE: You're not a very good salesman. Where’s his office?

cuico: Where’s his office? Right here in this building. Come on, I show
you.

scrooce: Oh, his office is in this building?

cHico: Sure, and he lives here. I live here, too. Come on.

scrRooGE: Don’t you know it’s against the law to live in an office building?

chHico: What we care? We cook here, too. Yesterday we have corn beef
and cabbage. Oh boy, that wasa good. The tenants all complain, but
the landlord, he don’t say anything. He’s scared of us.
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SCROOGE: So . . . he’s scared of you, is he?

cHico: Sure, He's yellow. (Pause.) You'll like this lawyer. I hope he got
time to see you. He’s a very rich man. He doesn’t take many cases.

scrooce: He'll see me, all right.

cuico: Here we are. No, not here, the nexta door—Beagle, Shyster, and
Beagle. You stay here, I see if Mr. Beagle can see you.

scrooce: Well, be quick about it.

cHico: Don’t move.
(Door opens and closes.)

cuico: Hey, Miss Dimple, guess what I got outside?

miss piMpLE:  Shh! Mr. Beagle is busy.

cuico: Well, wake him up. I got a client.

croucho: I heard you, Ravelli. You got a client! You can’t lie to me. I
wasn’t born yersterday. If I was, what am I doing with these long pants
on?

cHico: Boss, I tell you I'm not lying. I got a client.

croucho: A client? Quick Miss Dimple, my shoes. And get those mice
off the typewriter. Show the client up, Ravelli. No, never mind. You
show him in, I’ll show him up.
(Door opens.)

cHico: You can come in now.

scrooce: Thanks.

chico: This is my boss, Mr. Beagle. Boss, this is our new client, Mr.
Scrooge.

SCROOGE: Are you Mr. Beagle?

croucHo: That’s just what you said the last time you came in here. Am
I sick of you.

scrooGE: Oh, so you’re Mr. Beagle. Now look here, Beagle, I'm not
going to speak to you again about that rent . . .

croucHo: Well, that's a relief. I'm glad you came around to my way of
thinking. This is probably the beginning of a beautiful friendship,
Scrooge. I could feel a spark the moment you came in this office. I can
feel another spark now. You'll have to put out that cigar. My pants are
on fire.

chico: Let ’em burn. It will be the first time we've had heat in this
building all winter.

scrooce: If you would pay the rent, you'd get enough heat in this office.

cHico:  If we could pay the rent, we’d get out of this office.

scrooce: Listen, Beagle. I've had just about enough of you. Your friend
tells me you’re a rich man and I want my rent.

croucHo: Oh, he told you I was rich, did he? Well, he’s just a dreamer.
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Aren’t we all? Mind you, Scrooge, I'm not blaming you. You're only

doing your duty. You're just a white-collar man. And unless you change

that collar soon, you won'’t even be that. How am I doing, Ravelli?
cHico: At’sa fine, boss. I think he likes it.

scrRoOGE: For the last time, Beagle, will you or won’t you pay the rent?

cRoucHO: Is there a choice?

cHico: Sure, there’s a choice. There’sa Peggy Joyce.

GroucHo: You, too, Ravelli? (Phone rings.) Pardon me, Mr. Scrooge.
That’s the phone. Hello . . . can you hear me? . . . I can hear you, too.
(Aside.) Marvelous inventions, these telephones. Oh, so it’s you, Astor-
bilt. How many times have I told you not to disturb me during office
hours? . . . Oh, you want me to represent your railroads. Well, you
know my terms. Send over a five-thousand-dollar retainer at once. Oh,
yes, and a half a pound of butter.

cHico (whispering): See that, Mr. Scrooge? Everybody is after him, and
you want to bother him with a little thing like rent.

scROOGE (whispering): Well, maybe I was a little hasty.

croucHo: Listen, Astorbilt, I wouldn’t consider your proposition for a
minute if [ wasn’t in love with your wife. As it is, I'll think it over. I'll
tell you what I'll do. I'll sleep on it. That is, if the desk doesn’t get too
uncomfortable. I'll phone you in the morning. Goodbye.

scrooce: Well, Mr. Beagle, I had no idea you were handling such big
cases. Maybe I'd better come back some other time when you’re not
so busy.

cHico: At’sa fine. Maybe you better not come back at all.

SCROOGE: You're sure everything is satisfactory around the office?

croucHo: Well, now that you speak of it, there are a few things I don’t
like about the place. In fact, I don’t like you about the place. Of course,
we could always have you painted. We could even shellac you. Boy,
how we could shellac you!

scrooGE: Well, I'll be seeing you again.

croucHo: Drop in any time, old man. You'll always find welcome on the
mat. And you’ll always find the mat at the pawnbroker’s. And lock that
door after you.

SCROOGE: Yes, Mr. Beagle.

(Door opens and shuts.)

croucHo: And now, Ravelli . . .

cHico: Yes, boss?

croucHo: Statistics show that there are about eight million people in
this city. Two million go by this office every day. And out of those two
million you had to pick the landlord to bring in here! Well, what have
you got to say for yourself?
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cuico: I think I should get a raise.

croucHo: That sounds reasonable. That sounds familiar, too. Where do
you think I'm going to get the money?

cuico: Well, you just told Astorbilt you wouldn’t take a million-dollar
case.

crRoucHO: Astorbilt my eye. That was the telephone company calling.

cuico: They offer you million-dollar cases?

croucHo: No, you sap. They just called up to say they’ve cut off the
phone service.

cuico: They cut off the phone service? At’sa too bad. So how you going
to call up Astarbilt in the morning?

croucHo: Ravelli, the next time you cross the street, make sure the
traffic lights are against you.
(Signature music.)
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(Sound of typing; phone rings.)

miss DIMPLE: Law offices of Beagle, Shyster, and Beagle . . . Mr. Bea-
gle? No, he isn’t in . . . The check came back? There must be some
mistake. I'll tell Mr. Beagle . . . Okay. (Click of phone . .. She re-
sumes typing . . . Door opens.) Oh, good morning, Mr. Beagle. The
landlord called again. He wants his rent paid.

crRoucHo: [ should pay his rent? Why, I can’t even pay my own rent.
Any other calls?

miss DIMPLE:  Yes, the laundry man called. The check you gave him came
back.

croucHo: It came back? Fine, take that check and send it to the land-
lord.

miss DIMPLE:  But the laundry man says it isn’t any good. He won’t take
your check, he wants a draft.

croucHo: He wants a draft? Well, tell him to open the window. Here-
after, Miss Dimple, send my laundry home to my wife. Her customers
tell me she does very good work.

Miss DIMPLE:  Yes, sir. By the way, Mr. Beagle, how did you make out in
court?

croucHo: Splendid, splendid, Miss Dimple. I got my client off.

Miss DIMPLE:  You got him off?

GROUCHO: Yes, I got him off the streets for six months. They put him in
the workhouse.
(Knock on door.)

miss piIMPLE:  Come in.
(Door opens.)

cHico: Hello, boss. I wasa looking for you in the poolroom.

croucHo: Oh, it’s you, Ravelli. A fine assistant you are. What do you
mean by coming in at this hour of the day? -

cHico: Well, boss, I wouldn’ta come in, but a cop he come and chased
me out of the park.

croucHo: Listen, Ravelli, you're loafing on the job. Look at that table.
That dust has been on there for ten weeks!

cHico: Well, you can’t blame me for that. I only been working here tree
weeks. But listen, boss, I gotta some good news.

CROUCHO: You mean you're quitting?

cHico: No, I no quit—I gotta some good news for you.

croucHo: Listen, Ravelli, the only good news you could bring me would
be a noose around your neck.

cHico: Ha, you no understand. I got a new client.

cROUCHO (excited): A new client? Where is he? Why doesn’t he come
in?
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cHico: He can’t. He can’t come in. He’s a little bit unconscious. You
gotta come out and help me carry him in.

GrRoucHo: I should carry him? Let him go to my creditors. They’ve been
carrying me for ten years. Ravelli, he’s got to be brought in. I don’t
care how—by hook or by crook. And we haven’t got a hook, so it’s up
to you.

cHico: At’sa fine. I go and push him in.

(Door opens and closes.)

GroucHo: Miss Dimple, quick, make out a bill for five hundred dollars
for legal services.

miss DIMPLE: Who is the client?

croucHo: I don’t know. Ravelli hasn’t brought him in yet. And when
you're through, run down to the corner and get me a couple of
cigars.

miss pimpLE:  The kind I got yesterday?

croucHo: No, get me stronger cigars.

Miss DIMPLE:  Stronger cigars?

GROUCHO: Yes, much stronger. The ones you got yesterday broke in my
pocket.

(Door opens.)

cHico: Well, here’s the old geezer, boss. Where shall I put him?

GRoUcHO: Drop him in that chair. Say, he looks pretty good for an old
geezer.

cHico: Ilook pretty good for an old geezer, too. I look for this old geezer
all day.

CLIENT (squeakily): Gentlemen, I don’t like being called an old geezer.

cHIico: Awright, awright, den I call you Old Sourpuss, eh, old geezer?

cLiENT: My name is John Smith.

c¢roucHo: Not Captain John Smith? Say, how’s Pocahontas? Miss Dim-
ple, send that bill to Captain John Smith, in care of Pocahontas. Cap-
tain, have you got a stamp on you?

cHico: At’sa fine, boss—if he got a stamp on him I won’t have to carry
him no more. We can mail him home.

cLieNT: Please, Mr. Beagle. I'm here on business. I was on my way to
my banker’s next door when I met your assistant, Mr. Ravelli.

¢roucHo: Well, that’s your hard luck.

cLienT: He persuaded me that I ought to have my will looked over. So I
went home and got it. I thought I'd kill two birds with one stone.

croucHo: Listen, Smith, first let’s see the will; we can go hunting for
birds later.

cLient:  Very well, I will read you my will now: “I, John Smith, being of
sound mind—""
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¢RoucHo:  Sound mind, eh? Well, that’s the first thing we’ll have to
eliminate.

cHico: At’sa fine. I take some.

croucHo:  You'll take some what?

cHico: Eliminate. | take a nice cold glass e’liminate.

croucHo: That’s very good, Ravelli, that’s very good. Here, stuff this
handkerchief down your throat and eliminate yourself.

cuient:  If you don’t mind, I'll go on with the reading . . .

¢roucHo: And stuff a handkerchief down your throat.

CLIENT (continuing): *‘One million dollars in cash, which I . . .

GROUCHO:  You have a million dollars in cash? Ravelli, Captain Smith is
our guest. Take your hand out of his pocket.

cHico: Ha! Just a little mistake, boss. His suit looka so much like my
suit I thought I had my hand in my own pocket.

GRoucHo: Pay no attention to him, Captain. Go on with the will.

cLieNT:  “‘One million dollars in cash, which I give and bequeath to my
dear and beloved Aunt Sarah.”

cRoucHo: Aunt Sarah! You mean you’re going to give all that money to
a woman you're not even married to? Captain, you know how people
will talk. You know what they’ll say, Captain. Think of her good name.
Aunt Sarah is a very good name. Just ask yourself, are you being fair
to that little, wire-haired old lady who has struggled all these years to
get your money? No, Captain, no. A thousand times. no.

cLient:  Mr. Beagle, this is very surprising.

croucHo: Splendid, Captain, splendid. I knew you'd see it our way.
Now, as to that million dollars, 1 suggest charity. I've got just the
charity for you. The Beagle Foundation for the Advancement of Beagle.

cHico: Hey, boss, what about me? Didn’t I carry him in?

croucHo:  All right, Ravelli, we’ll split the old geezer two ways. Half
a million for the Beagle Foundation for the Advancement of Beagle.
and half a million for the Ravelli Foundation for the Advancement
of Beagle.

cHico: At’sa fine, boss. From now on I think I’m gonna call you Square-
Deal Beagle.

cuent:  Don’t I have anything to say about it?

croucHo: All right, Captain. Let’s hear a word from you.

cLiENT: Mr. Beagle—

croucHo: There you are. That’s two words. I let you have a word and
you take two. And I thought I could trust you.

CLIENT (indignant): See here, Mr. Beagle, I'll have you know I'm just as
honest as you are.

L]
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cHico: Hey. Just one minoots. You're just as honest as Mr. Beagle, eh?
Hey, boss, I think we better lock up the safe.

cLient:  If you don’t mind, I'll continue reading my will. Now . . . ah

. my house on Long Island, my villa in Newport, my yacht, and

three motor cars I leave to my loyal brother, Hector.

cHico: Hector? What kind of a hector—a movie hector? . . . Hey,
what’s his name?

cLient:  His name is Hector—Hector Smith. He’s an inventor.

cHico: Inventor, that’s no good. It’s too cold in ventor. In summer . . .
ah, boss, at’sa fine in the summer.

cLienT:  Perhaps I'm not making myself clear!

GROUCHO (sotto voce): Yes you are, Captain. I can see right through you.

cLIENT: | want to leave the balance of my estate to my brother, Hector.

GroucHo: Captain John Smith, I'm amazed. You mean to say that you're
going to cut Pocahontas off without a nickel? After all she’s done for
you! Why, man, she saved your scalp, and what other hair tonic can
do that? Furthermore—

CLIENT (indignant): Gentlemen, I want to say that I never—

GROUCHO (cutting in): It’s nothing at all, Captain. It’s settled. That
rat-—

cLienT: What rat?

GroucHO: I mean your brother Hector . . . is disinherited. The house—

cHico: Awright, boss, awright. I take the house.

GroucHo: You’ll take the house? Do you think / like living in this office?

cHico: Awright, boss. You take the house. I'll take the three automo-
biles.

cLIENT: See, here, Mr. Ravelli, I wish—

GROUCHO:  Shut up, Smith. I can fight my own battles. Ravelli, let’s talk
this thing over. What’ll you take for one of those cars?

cHico:  Oh, no, I no wanna sell, boss. These cars have been in the family
for a long time.

GrRoOUuCHo: But I'm willing to pay, Ravelli, and handsomely. I'll give you
the villa and I'll throw in my girl’s telephone number.

cHico: I don’t want your girl’s telephone number. Every time I call her
up, you answer.

cLIENT:  Gentlemen, it strikes me that you're not considering my wishes
in the matter. 1. .. ah ...

GroucHo: Captain, you're absolutely right. You can sign right here. If
anything else turns up, you can see me at my office or at my home.
I am home every evening but Thursday.

cHico:  Where do you go Thursday?
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croucHo: Thursday is the maid’s night out, and, eh, I always go out
with her.
(Music in strong.)

(Street noises; honking horns; sounds of automobile engine.)

cHico: Hey boss, not so fast. We're in Long Island. Maybe Captain
Smith’s house is in the next block. You better drive slower.

croucHo: Where’s your sporting blood, Ravelli? A race is a race. Do
you think I'm going to let that motorcycle cop beat us?
(Sound of siren.)

cHico: Hey, hey boss, watch that lamppost.

croucHo: You watch the lamppost. I've got my hands full driving this
car.

cHico (excited): Hey, look out! I tell you, look out! The lamppost!
(Car crashes. Motorcycle policeman’s siren approaches.)

c¢roucHo: Ravelli, Ravelli, where are you?

cHico: Here I am, boss. Here I am, up here on top of the lamppost.

croucHo: I told you to watch the lamppost. I didn’t tell you to sit on it.
Come on down.
(Siren approaches and stops.)

cor: Hey, you guys, where’s the fire?

cHico: [ don’t know, Mr. Policeman, we come from out of town.

cor: Yeah? Well this is gonna cost you plenty.

cHico: Whata you mean, cost me plenty? We no bet nuttin on dis race.

cor: You were going seventy miles an hour.

cvico: Ah, you make a mistake, officer. We haven’t been out an hour.
We only stole dis car fifteen minutes ago.

cor: Do you guys know that you're driving on the wrong side of the
street, that you crashed through a fence, knocked down a lamppost,
smashed a wagon and damaged the car in front of you?

cRoucHo: See here, officer. I paid three dollars for my driving
license. Doesn’t that entitle me to any privileges?

cop: Pipe down, pipe down, and take this ticket.

cHico: Hey, officer, how about a ticket for me? Make it a Wednesday
matinee. I got a date.

crRoucHo: You can give him my ticket, officer. I don’t think I care to go.
The last time I got a ticket it cost me fifteen bucks.

cop:  You’'ll take this ticket, all right. There you are. I’'m going.
(Motorcycle starts and fades out.)

cHico: Say, boss, what about the car?

croucHo: Let it lay there. It probably isn’t paid for anyway. Well, what
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do you know about that! We broke down right in front of the house
we're looking for. Captain Smith said it was a brown house with a porch
in front,

cHico:  What kind of porch? A front porch or a back porch?

croucHo: He didn’t say. He just said it was a house with a porch in
front.

cuico:  All right. I'll go in back and see if there’s a front porch. You look
in the front and see if there’s a back porch. Hey, I bet Captain Smith
is gonna be surprised when we walk in.

croucHo: Good old Smith. It’s nice of him to will us the house. You
know, I'll be almost sorry to see him kick the bucket.

cHico: At’s awright boss. We get him a new bucket. Hey look, here’s a
window. We can get in through here.

croucHo: Ravelli, a gentleman never enters a house through a window.
So you go through the window and answer the door when I ring the
bell.
(Window is raised, sounds of entering.)

woMAN: Jameson, who is this man?

BUTLER: I really down’t knaow, modomn. He must have flown in through
the window.

woMAN:  Sir, who are you?

cHico: Me? I'm Emmanuel Ravelli, and I know who you are, too. You
can’t fool me. You're Aunt Sarah.

WOMAN:  You must be mad.
(Doorbell rings.)

cuico:  Oh, I'm not mad, Aunt Sarah. My boss—he’s gonna be mad if I
don’t open the door pretty quick.

woMmAN: Jameson, what will my guests think? Take this man out at once.

cHico:  Oh no, I'm not going out with him, but I go out with you some
night, hey baby? What do you say, okay?
(Doorbell rings.)

woMAN:  This is unbearable. Jameson, open the door and see who it is.

BUTLER: Yes, modom. (Opens door.)

GROUCHO (indignant): Where’s that Ravelli? This is a pretty kettle of
fish.

cHico:  Hey, fish ain’t kettle. Horses and cows is kettle.

croucHo: Here I am being kept waiting at the threshold of what is
practically my own home.

woMAN:  Your home! You must be crazy.

cHico:  You're right, Aunt Sarah, this ain’t his home. It’s half mine.
I brought the old geezer into the office.
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woman:  Old geezer! Just what are you talking about?

croucHo: Playing dumb, eh? Well, two can play that game as well as
one, and Ravelli isn’t even playing.

woMaN:  Sir, just what can I do for you?

croucHo: Madam, we’ll discuss that later. Right now my mind is on
business. If the old geezer wants me to take over this house when he
kicks off, he’ll have to fix it up to suit my taste. Look at those pictures
on the wall. They’re terrible!

woMAN: Why, those pictures are masterpieces. They’re two hundred
years old!

croucHo: Two hundred years old? Yes, and they look it. Why, that’s
older than my overcoat, Ravelli. Take those pictures down off the wall
and hang up my overcoat instead.

woMaN: Keep your hands off those pictures. I tell you they are valuable
old masters.

cuico: That’s an old master? It looks more like a lady to me.

croucHo: Shut up, Ravelli. Well, the pictures are not the only thing that
needs improving. Tomorrow we give the house a coat of paint. We’ll
give it a good coat, then the next day we’ll give it the pants and vest.

woMAN:  What is the meaning of all this?

croucHo: The will I have with me explains everything. If you will join
me in the parlor, I will read it. Jameson, a whiskey and soda . . . a
whiskey for me and a soda for Ravelli. Bicarbonate of soda.

womaN: Al this . . . is simply intolerable.

croucHo: Madam, if you'll be good enough to dry up, I'll read the will.
Ahem. Here we go. “I, Captain John Smith, known to my attorney as
‘Old Geezer,” being sixty-eight years of age and very repulsive . . . ”
How do you like it so far, Mrs. Smith?

woMAN:  I’m not Mrs. Smith. You must have the wrong address.

cHico: Aw no, we got the right address. You must be in the wrong
house.

woman:  Ridiculous. I've lived here for years. And I tell you there are no
Smiths here!

croucHo: No Smiths! Well, why didn’t you say that before?

woman:  That’s just what I tried to—

croucHo: I know. You thought you’d have a little fun at our expense.
Madam, I’m a lawyer; my time is valuable, and you’re going to pay for
it. In the morning you’ll get a bill for sixty cents.

cuico: Hey, boss, what about me? I’'m here, too.

croucHo: He’s right, madam. He’s here too. I'll reduce the bill to . . .
er...er...forty cents.
(Music in strong.)
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miss DIMPLE (wearily): Hello, Mr. Smith? Are you the John Smith who
came into the office of Beagle, Shyster, and Beagle about six weeks
ago to have a will drawn up? . . . No? . . . Well, you don’t have to get
fresh about it . . . Goodbye. (Hangs up receiver.) It’s no use, Mr. Bea-
gle, I've tried every John Smith in the phone book and I haven’t found
him yet. I simply don’t know where to look for him.

GroucHo: Oh, I know where to look for him, all right! What I’d like to
know is where to find him. The sneak! He promises to leave me his
fortune and all he does is to leave me.

miss pimpLE:  Will that be all?

GroucHo: No, I want you to take my law book back to the library and
get me The Rover Boys in the Pants Business. My friends are all talking
about it.

(Door opens.)

cHico: Hello, boss. How’s things?

croucHo: Ravelli, what are you doing here? 1 thought I told you to go
outside and look for Smith.

cHico: I know, boss, but it’s raining outside.

croucHo: Well, let it rain.

cHico:  That’s just what I was going to do.

croucHo: That settles it—you’re fired. Go, Ravelli. Go, and never
darken my office towels again. Miss Dimple, take his name off the
payroll.

cHico (sadly):  See, Miss Dimple, I looka and looka for a job for eighteen
years. I look, and when I find one. the boss he fires me.

miss pimPLE:  Mr. Ravelli, you looked for a job for eighteen years! How is
it you didn’t find one?

ctico: I don’t know, Miss Dimple. I think it was just good luck.

(Knock at door.)

miss piMPLE:  [’ll open it, Mr. Beagle . . . Why it’s Mr. Smith!

GroucHo: Smith? Ravelli, Ravelli, it’s Smith!

cHico: Hey, it’sa the Cap. Hey, look, he’sa lookin fine.

croucHo: That’s too bad, but don’t let that trouble you, Ravelli. From
now on he’ll be under our care.

smitH:  How do you do, gentlemen? I came—

cHico: Here you are, Cap, take a seat.

croucHo: No, no, Ravelli, not there. Sit him by the window. There’s a
good draft there. There you are, Captain, sit right down. How’s that?

sMITH (sneezes): It’s kind of chilly. I'll catch cold.

GroucHo: That’s fine. Ravelli, open the other window.

smitH:  No, no, you’d better shut the window. It’s raining outside.
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cuico: What do you care? If I shut the window it’ll still be raining
outside.

smitH: Mr. Beagle, about that new will you drew up for me. I've been
somewhat troubled by the middle clause.

cuico: He’s got a mistake. He don’t mean the middle clause. He means
the centa clause, but he no fool me. There ain’t no centa clause.

svith: That’s beside the point. I was just thinking, instead of leaving a
million dollars to those foundations you mentioned, it might be a good
idea to leave half a million to my children and half a million to an
orphanage.

croucho: Nonsense, Smith. That involves too much bookkeeping. In-
stead of leaving half of your money to your children and the other half
to the orphanage, why not leave your children to the orphanage . . .
and the million to me?

smitH: Leave you a cool million?

“There ain’t no Sanity Clause.” The contract-tearing scene from A Night at the Opera.
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ciico:  Don’t worry, Cap, don’t worry. We warm it up for you.
(Knock heard on door.)

GrRoucHo: Miss Dimple, open the door. Ravelli, hide the captain, it
might be his relatives.

MAN (gruffly): I'm looking for—oh, there you are Smith. You're coming
with me.

cHICO: Aw no, we saw the captain first.

maN:  Come along, Smith.

sMmitH (crankily): You leave me alone. I've got business to attend to.
With my lawyer.

GROUCHO: See here, stranger, if you want to take Smith away, you’ve got
to leave us a deposit. We got a million dollars tied up in Old Sourpuss.

mMan: I've got to take him away. He escaped from the asylum.

GRoucHO: What?

cuico: Whata you say?

MAN:  Yep. He may become violent at any moment.

sMiTH:  You let me alone. You let me alone. (Starts yelling.)

maN:  Hold him, hold him.

croucHo: Hold him? You hold him, we’re through with him.

smiti:  I'll get you, Beagle.

croucHo: Out of my way, Ravelli. (Terrible crash.) Hey, Ravelli, what
do you mean by juinping out of a window ahead of your boss?
(Signature music.)
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(Phone rings.)

miss piMpLE:  Law offices of Flywheel, Shyster, and Flywheel . . . Yes, |
know that used to be the name of the firm, but the boss got a divorce
and changed his name back to Flywheel . . . You want to speak to Mr.
Ravelli? He’s not in now, madam. Mr. Flywheel’s here. Do you want to
speak to him? . . . Oh, you don’t want to speak to Mr. Flywheel?

croucHo: Who doesn’t want to speak to Mr. Flywheel? Give me that
phone, Miss Dimple. I'll show her a thing or two. Hello . . . hello . . .
So, madam, you don’t want to speak to me? . . . No, this isn’t Ravelli;
this is Flywheel . . . F like in Flywheel, [ like in fly, y like in Flywheel,
wheel like in wheel cutlet, and fly like in milk . . . Oh, you still want to
speak to Ravelli? Listen, madam, I'll have none of your lip, but I'll
take an ear of corn. Goodbye! (Hangs up phone.) I guess that put her
in her place. Say, I wonder where her place is? I'd like to go up and
see her. Miss Dimple, am I doing anything today?

miss piIMPLE:  No, Mr. Flywheel, not a thing.

croucHo: Ah me, the same old grind. Well, Miss Dimple, to work!
What’s at the movies this afternoon?

miss DiIMPLE:  Grand Hotel with John Barrymore.

croucHo: I'd rather have a small boarding house with Greta Garbo.

miss piMmpLE:  Oh, I love Greta Garbo.

croucHo: I think she’s pretty Swede myself. By the way, Miss Dimple,
it’s cold today. Look in the filing cabinet under W and get me my winter
underwear.

miss DIMPLE: Your underwear isn’t there, Mr. Flywheel. Your assistant
is wearing it today.

croucHo: Oh, so Ravelli is wearing my underwear! Quick, Miss Dimple,
look under the letter X and see if he’s taken my extra golf socks.
(Filing cabinet drawer slides.)

miss DIMPLE:  Your golf socks?

c¢roucHo: You know, the socks with the eighteen holes.

miss DimpLE:  They’re here, Mr. Flywheel.

crRoucHo: Yes, the socks are here, but there are thirty-six holes now.

miss DIMPLE: Isn’t that a shame! The rats have probably been at them,
Mr. Flywheel. This office is alive with them.

croucHo: Rats at my age? What are we going to do about it?

miss piMPLE:  Don’t you think I'd better get some rat biscuit?

croucHo: Rat biscuit? Nonsense! These rats’ll eat what we eat or they’ll
go hungry. Why do you think this is—a rathskellar?
(Door opens.)

MRs. BRITTENHOUSE: Good morning. I beg your pardon . . .
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G¢ROUCHO: What?

MRS. BRITTENHOUSE: | beg your pardon.

GROUCHO:  Sorry, madam, but they don’t allow beggars in this building.
You'll find the beggary shop next door. And furthermore, you’ll have
to leave your dog outside.

cHico: Hey! At’sa no dog. At’sa me, boss.

¢roucHo:  Oh, so it’s you, Ravelli. Well, you'll have to leave your woman
outside.

cHico: Hey, Mr. Flywheel, this lady, she wants to see you.

MRS. BRITTENHOUSE: Is this a detective agency?

GROUCHO: A detective agency? Madam. if there’s anything in it for me,
this is Scotland Yard.

MRS. BRITTENHOUSE: This man told me he was taking me to a detective
bureau.

cHico:  You're cuckoo, I did not. You stop me in the hall. You say you
want a detective. I say, you go see Flywheel. You say awright. Well,
here’s Flywheel.

MRS. BRITTENHOUSE: Sir, are you or aren’t you a detective? My time is
money.

GROUCHO:  Your time is money? I wonder if you could lend me ten min-
utes for lunch, or maybe a half an hour for the rent?

MRS. BRITTENHOUSE:  For the last time, are you a detective?

c6rRoucHO: Madam. for the first time [ am a detective.

MRS. BRITTENHOUSE:  Well, you don’t look much like a detective to me.

¢roucHo:  That’s the beauty of it. See? I had you fooled already.

MRS. BRITTENHOUSE: Is this man who brought me in a detective too?

cHico:  Sure, I'm a detective. I prove it. Lady, you lose anything today?

MRs. BRITTENHOUSE: Why, I don’t think so. Heavens! My handbag has
disappeared.

cHico: Here it is.

MRS. BRITTENHOUSE: Where did you find it?

cHico:  Right here in my pocket.

GROUCHO:  Isn’t he marvelous, madam? He has the nose of a bloodhound,
and his other features aren’t so good either.

MRs. BRITTENHOUSE: ~ Well, you're just the men I'm looking for.

cHico:  You're looking for us? Hey, are you a detective?

MRS. BRITTENHOUSE:  No, no. You misunderstand me. You see, my daugh-
ter is getting married this afternoon.

6¢roucHo:  Oh, your daughter’s getting married? I love those old-fash-
ioned girls.

MRS. BRITTENHOUSE: We're having a big wedding reception, and I want
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you two men to come out this afternoon and keep an eye on the wed-
ding presents. They're very valuable, and I want to be sure that nothing
is stolen.

ciico: How mucha you pay us? You know it’sa very hard work not to
steal nothing.

MRs. BRITTENHOUSE: Would you take fifty dollars? I think that would be
adequate.

cuico: Adequate? I had to quit the last job for taking fifty dollars when
the boss wasn’t looking.

MRs. BRITTENHOUSE: Very well, fifty dollars, but you understand, of
course, that you're not to mingle with the guests.

croucHo: Well, if we don’t have to mingle with the guests we’ll do it for
forty dollars.

MRs. BRITTENHOUSE: Dear, dear, I must hurry. My daughter can’t get
married unless I get her trousseau.

cHico: Trousseau? You mean Robinson Trousseau?

croucHo: Your daughter’s marrying Robinson Crusoe today? Monday?
Wouldn’t she be better off if she’d marry the man Friday?

MRS. BRITTENHOUSE: In order that no one suspect anything, I want you to
dress like my guests.

GROUuCHO: I'm sorry, madam, but this is the frowziest suit I've got.

MRS. BRITTENHOUSE: No, no, you don’t understand. I want you to wear a
cutaway.

cHico: It’s no use, lady. I can’ta wear a cutaway. I only got the pants.
Last week I gave the cutaway.

mrs. BRITTENHOUSE: Well, I'll be looking for you this afternoon.

croucHo: Well, why look for us this afternoon when we’re here right
now?

MRS. BRITTENHOUSE: I must hurry along now. Goodbye, gentlemen.
(Door closes.)

chico: Well, boss, I guess we gotta fine job.

croucHo: Ravelli, for once I think I’ve underrated you. From now on
your salary is raised. Hereafter I'll owe you twenty dollars a week
instead of fifteen.

cHico: At’sa fine, boss, you raise me like that.

croucHo: Why shouldn’t I raise you, Ravelli? I've raised pigs.

ciico: Umm—I hope they gotta good food at this wedding.

croucHo: What do you care? You won’t get anything to eat.

cuico: Well, even when I don’t get anything to eat, I lika the food good.

croucHo: Jumping Jupiter, Ravelli! We're ruined. We're sunk!

cHico: What’s the matter, boss?

croucHo: We forgot to get the address where the woman lives.
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cHico:  Don’t get excited. Don’t get excited. I know where she lives.
GROUCHO:  You know where she lives?
CHico:  Sure, I know. I got the address right in here.
GrRoucHo:  In where? Ravelli, what have you got there?
cHico:  Ha!l got the lady’s handbag.
(Music in strong.)

(Soft music in distance, fades down. Murmur of voices, fades.)

MRS. BRITTENHOUSE:  How do you do, Mr. Flywheel? How do you do, Mr.
Ravelli? So, you got here at last.

cHico:  Yes, we had trouble with our car,

MRS. BRITTENHOUSE:  Oh, that’s too bad. Was it serious?

cHico:  Nota very much. The motorman, he just threw us off.

MRS. BRITTENHOUSE: ~ Well, I'll take you right over to the table where the
presents are being displayed.

GroucHo: Madam, before we go into that, permit me to say that you’ve
got the goofiest-looking collection of guests at this brawl that I ever
hope to see.

MRS. BRITTENHOUSE:  How dare you! Why, my guests are the social lights
of the community.

GroucHo:  Ravelli, let’s put out the lights and go to sleep.

MRS. BRITTENHOUSE:  Here’s my butler. Hives, these are the detectives
I spoke to you about.

GROUCHO:  Oh, so you’ve been discussing us with the servants behind
our backs?

MRS. BRITTENHOUSE:  Hives, take these gentlemen’s hats and coats, and
show them where they're to guard the presents.

HIVES:  Very good, milady.

GROUCHO:  Very good, my eye. Who's going to guard our hats and coats
while we guard the presents?

CHICO:  At’sa right. I no wanta lose this coat. It don’t belong to me. It
belong to a friend of mine.

GROUCHO:  Oh, you've got a friend, have vou? Where is he?

cHico:  He’sa looking for his coat.

MRS. BRITTENHOUSE:  Well, Hives will take care of you. Oh, dear, I'm
always so nervous at weddings. I'm really not myself today.

GROUCHO: You’'re not yourself, eh? Well, whoever you are, you're no
bargain.

MRS. BRITTENHOUSE:  Hives, you attend to these gentlemen and show them
their duties. I really must fly now.

GroucHo:  Well, happy landing.

(Door closes.)
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uives:  Come with me, gentlemen. The presents are over here.

cuico: Never mind about the presents. We wanta see where is the
kitchen.

croucHo: Such a question, Ravelli! What will Hives think of you?
Where were you brought up?

cuico: Hey, don’t you remember? I was brought up in the elevator with
you.

croucHo: Don’t mind him, Hives. He hasn’t been the same since his hat
fell out of a fourth-story window.

aives:  His hat fell out of the window, sir? But I don’t understand.

croucHo: Well, unfortunately, he was wearing the hat at the time.
Now, Hives, let’s get down to business. Have you seen any suspicious-

looking characters around here today . . . that is, besides yourself?
uives: Oh, no, sir. All the guests are close friends of the bride and
groom’s.

croucHo: Hmm. By the way, who is that dummy in the corner?

uives: That man in the corner? Why, that’s the groom, sir.

croucho: He just gave me a dirty look. They ought to take him upstairs
and give him a bath. Then the bride would have a groom and bath. If
I were the bride, I wouldn’t stand for him.

cHico: If you were the bride, he wouldn’t stand for you.

uives: Now, on these two tables here, gentlemen, are the presents.
Please watch them very carefully. (Receding.) I'll have to leave you
now.

croucHo: Ravelli . . . take your hands off that butter dish.

cuico: This butter dish?
(Crash.)

croucHo: Well, that’s fine. There’s one present they won'’t steal, unless
they bring a broom. Now get to work. Er . . . you sit in this chair and
watch the presents . . . and I'll lie down over here and watch you.

chico: At’sa fine. But who’sa gonna watch you?

GROUCHO: Who's going to watch me? I never thought of that. Ravelli,
this job is getting to be too big for two men. Maybe we ought to get an
assistant.

(Tap at the window.)

cuico: Hey, what’sa that noise?

croucHo: I think there’s somebody at the window. You'd better let him
in.

cuico: Hey, boss. He’s a great biga guy and he looks very tough.

(Tap again.)
croucHo: Ravelli, open the window, there’s nothing to be afraid of. Er
. if you need me, I'll be hiding under the table.
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cHico: Awright, boss. I open the window and ask him what he wants.
(Opens window.) Hey, biga boy, what you want?

MAN (approaching): What’s de big idea of keepin’ me out in de cold?
. .. Well, I said what’s de big idea?

GroucHo: Oh, it’s not such a big idea. It’s just a little thing I thought
up.

MaN:  Oh, yeah?

cHico: Hey, who are you?

mMaN:  Never mind who I am. Who are you guys?

cHico: We're a coupla detectives.

mMaN:  Oh, you're a coupla detectives. Ha, ha, ha! That’s a hot one!

GroucHo: Well, I've heard better ones than that, but it’s fairly good.

cHico: Honest, we're detectives. If you don’t believe us, we’ll call da
lady in and prove it.

MaN:  Wait a minute, you mugs. Yau call the lady and I'll croak yuh. I'm
giving the old girl a surprise party. But the biggest surprise will come
when I blow out of this joint. Hey, what are youse guys supposed to do
here?

cHico: I watcha da presents. Flywheel, he watcha me, but we gotta no
one to watcha Flywheel.

man:  Flywheel? What are you talking about? Who ever heard of Fly-
wheel?

crRoucHo: What, you’ve never heard of me? Flywheel, the old gray fox?
The pride of Scotland Yard?

mMaN:  Well, you punks can clear aut of here. I'll do the whole ting for
you. You won’t even have to watch de presents. That’s gonna be my
job. And to show you what a good guy I am, I won’t charge youse a
cent.

GrRoucHo: Stranger, I bet you'd give a fellow the shirt off your back.
That’s white of you . . . and that’s mare than I can say for the shirt.
MAN:  Go on, scram. Scram! I'll take good care of the presents. Don’t

worry. I’ll handle those presents like they was my own.

croucHo: Ravelli, that fellow certainly is a prince. Let’s hurry out of
here before he changes his mind. (Opens door.) Come on.

cHico: I’'m coming. (Closes door.) Hey, look out. Here comes de old lady
of da house.

MRs. BRITTENHOUSE: Well, gentlemen. Why aren’t you watching the pre-
sents?

cHico: We don’t have to watch dem any more. We know what dey look
like.

MRS. BRITTENHOUSE: Why .. .er...

croucHo: You’'ll pardon us, madam, we’re very busy. There’s something
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that must be investigated immediately. I must question the servants at
once.

MRS. BRITTENHOUSE: Question the servants? What for?

croucHo: I want to find out when we eat.
(Music in strong.)

chico: Hey, boss, dere’s data pretty girl again.

BRIDE: See here. Who are you two? I'm getting awfully tired of you
following me around.

cuico: I no follow you. I follow my boss, Mr. Flywheel. He follow you.

sripE: Well, I don’t like it.

croucHo: I’'m with you there, babe. I don’t like it either. This is the
worst wedding I ever went to except my own. Say, how about you and
me ducking out of this dump and going someplace else?

BRIDE:  Sir, do you know who I am? I am the bride.

croucHo: You're the bride? Look here, if you're the bride, why aren’t
you wearing a train?

cHico: | guess she missed her train. At’sa why she’s running so fast.
Ha, ha, at’sa good.

BRIDE: You go away, or I'll call my father!

crico: I don’t want your father. You call anodder girl and we all go
away.

BrIDE: I certainly don’t know any girls who’d go out with you.

cHico: Neither do we. Dat’s why we ask you.

croucHo: [ still think it’s a dull wedding. Maybe we can liven it up. Do
you like riddles?

BRIDE: No!

croucHo: Fine. Then I'll ask you one. What has eight legs and sings?

BrIDE: I don’t know.

croucHo: Give up? A centipede.

BRIDE: But a centipede has a hundred legs.

GROUCHO: Yes, but it can’t sing.

BRIDE: Listen to me. If you people have been hired for this wedding,
then you belong outside. The servants have quarters of their own.

ciico: Oh no, lady. We joosta been shooting crap wit dem and dey got
no more quarters left.

BRIDE: I’ve had enough of you two. Kindly get out of my way.

croucHo: Ravelli, you heard what the bride said. Get off the bridal path.
See you later, Googoo.

cuico: She’s a nice kid. Hey, boss, here comes old battle-axe again.
Hey, she looks pretty mad. I think I better go back and watcha the
presents.
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croucHo: Oh, so you're going to walk out on me, Ravelli? All you think
about is saving your own face. And I think you’re making a big mistake
to save it. All right, go on and watch the presents.

MRS. BRITTENHOUSE (away): Mr. Flywheel!

cHico: Awright, boss, I'll see you later.

MRs. BRITTENHOUSE:  Why, Mr. Flywheel, I thought you were supposed to
stay in that room with the presents!

croucHo: Madam, I couldn’t stand being alone in that room. I just had
to have another look at you. And now that I've had that look, I can
hardly wait to get back to the presents.

MRS. BRITTENHOUSE:  Why, Mr. Flywheel!

croucHo: Don’t call me Mr. Flywheel, just call me Sugar and I'll call
you Cocaine.

MRS. BRITTENHOUSE: Why, my name isn’t Cocaine. Cocaine’s a dope.

croucHo: Well, so are you.

MRs. BRITTENHOUSE:  Oh, Mr. Flywheel, I simply love the things you say.

croucHo: Oh, Mrs. Brittenhouse—I know you’ll think me a sentimental
old softie, but would you give me a leck of your hair?

MRS. BRITTENHOUSE (coyly): Why, Mr. Flywheel!

GrROUCHO: I'm letting you off easy—I was going to ask you for the whole
wig.

MRs. BRITTENHOUSE:  Well, we’ll discuss that later. It’s too bad you can’t
join us now for refreshments, but maybe some evening you’d like to
have me for dinner.

croucHo: Have you for dinner? Well, if there’s nothing better to eat,
I wouldn’t mind, but personally, I'd prefer a can of salmon.

HIVES:  Mrs. Brittenhouse! Mrs. Brittenhouse!

GROUCHO: Is there no privacy here?

MRS. BRITTENHOUSE: Why Hives, what’s the matter?

HIvEs: The presents! The presents!

MRS. BRITTENHOUSE: What about the presents?

HIVES: They’re gone. We’ve been robbed!

croucHo: Robbed? Where’s Ravelli? Quick, find Ravelli!

cHico: Here I am, boss. How you makin out?

croucHo: Listen, Ravelli. I thought I told you to watch the presents.

cHico: Dat’s just what I was doing.

croucHo: There you are, Mrs. Brittenhouse. You have nothing to worry
about.

HIVEs: But, madam, the presents are gone.

MRS. BRITTENHOUSE: Gone!

¢roucHo: Hmm. We’ll have to question some of your guests. Ravelli,
we’ll have to grill all these people.
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MRS. BRITTENHOUSE:  Grill my guests!

cHico: Sure, we're a couple of gorillers.

MRs. BRITTENHOUSE: But, Mr. Flywheel, if your man was watching the
presents, how does it happen that they disappeared?

crRoucHo: Say . .. that’s a very interesting point you just brought up,
Mrs. Brittenhouse, a very interesting point. Ravelli, maybe you can
elucidate.

cHico: Sure I can elucidate. And if we don’t hurry up out of here, I'm
gonna lucidate with my girl.

MRs. BRITTENHOUSE: But I hired you men to watch the presents and now
they’ve disappeared under your very eyes. You couldn’t have been
watching them. How could it have happened? Answer me. Answer me!

croucHo: Ravelli, answer the nice lady and I'll give you a nickel to get
yourself a great big box of rat poison. Did you watch the presents?

cHico: Boss, I watch dem joosta like a bloodhound. You remember dat
big fellow? He come in da room . . . well, [ watch him . . .

ALL:  Yes . ..

cHico: He walk over and pick up da presents and I watch him . . .

ALL:  Yes . ..

cHico: He take dem out da window! He put dem on a truck and
I watch him . . .

AL Yes . ..

cHico: But when da truck drives away . . . den I cannot watch no more.

GROUCHO: You're a genius. And now. Mrs. Brittenhouse. how about our
fifty dollars?

(Signature music.)
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(Heavy pounding on the door.)

croucHo: This is an outrage, Ravelli—locking us out of our own office
on Christmas Day. Me, an American citizen—and you not even an
American. A fine Christmas this is. When I woke up this morning
I looked in my stocking and what do I find? Your foot.

cHico: Ah, what’sa matter? You gave me that stocking.

croucHo: [ gave you that stocking?

cHico: Sure, lasta night, I ask you what you give me for Christmas, and
you say you give me a sock.

croucHo: Just for that, Ravelli, you get no present from me.

cHIco: You got a present for me, boss? At’sa fine. What is it?

croucHo: [ can’t tell you, Ravelli. It’s a secret.

cHico: Ah, I no smoka segrets. I smoka cigars.

¢roucHo: One more crack like that and you’ll get cigars. Scars all over
your body.

cHico: I kicka some more. I busta da door in.
(Heavy pounding.)

croucHo: Harder, Ravelli, harder. We got to get into this building.

cuico: Hey, why don’t you kicka da door awhile?

croucHo: I'd like to, Ravelli, but my foot’s asleep.

cHico:  Your foot’s asleep? Well, wake it up.

croucHo: Ravelli, I always believe in letting sleeping dogs lie.

cHico: Awright den, 7 kick.
(More pounding.)

croucHo: That won’t do any good. Not if you kick till the cows come
home.

cHico: Ididn’t know da cows went out. Hey, look out, boss. Here comes
a cop.

cop (approaching): Hey, what are you guys doing out here?

GROUCHO:  You bulls make me sick. What are you hanging around for?

cHico: Is dat a bull? I guess he’sa waitin for dose cows to come home.

cor: What are you trying to break into this building for?

cHico: We live in dis building, Mr. Policeman.

cop:  Oh, you live here! Do you expect me to believe that? You can’t
take me in that way.

croucHo: We can’t take you in any way. That’s the trouble. If we could,
we’d all go in together. Say, officer, you got nice big feet. How about
you kicking the door for a while?

cor:  Oh, fresh guys! Well, listen, you mugs, if it wasn’t Christmas Day,
I’d throw you both in jail. (Receding.) Now clear out of here and be
quick about it.

croucHo: Well, Ravelli, this day is starting out in great shape. I must
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have gotten up on the wrong side of the desk this morning. Santa Claus
has certainly forgotten us.

cHico: Maybe Santa Claus no come down our chimney because he’s
afraid of da crickets.

croucHo: Crickets in the chimney?

cHico: Sure. You heard of chimney crickets.

croucHo: Listen, Ravelli, don’t make matters any worse. This whole
thing’s your fault anyway. If you hadn’t walked in your sleep and
I hadn’t been sleeping with you, we never would have walked out of
that office.

cHico: I no can help it. I dream dat a beautiful lady ask me to go to a
big Christmas dinner and I start to walk home with her. Then I wake
up . . . and no lady, no dinner, no home. Just Flywheel.

GROUCHO:  Say, you don’t happen to remember her address, do you?

cHico: Sure, she hadda on a reda dress.

HORACE (away): Wahhh!

cHico: What’s dat?

HORACE (nearer): Wahhh!

¢roucHo: Unless my memory fails me, it’s a child. Why look, Ravelli,
he can’t be more than seven years old. What’s the matter, little man?
Are you locked out of your office, too? What’s your name?

HORACE: My name’s Horace and I'm lost. Wahhh!

¢roucHo:  Turn your face away, Ravelli. Can’t you see you're frightening
the child? What’s wrong, Horace? Are you sick?

HORACE: No, I'm hungry. Daddy was taking me to Christmas dinner and
he heard some little boys singing Christmas carols . . . and he went to
give them some money and I lost him.

cHico: Dey gotta money for singing? At’sa fine. I sing very good.

¢roucHo: Maybe there is something to this Christmas-carol gag. Only
I don’t know any carols. The only one I ever knew got married and
moved out of town.

cHico: Say, I know two carols.

GROUCHO:  You know two carols. Well, let’s hear you sing one.

cHIco (singing tenor): ‘“‘Carolfornia, here I come . .. ”

HORACE: Wahhh!

croucHo: That’s awful, Ravelli. You'd better sing the other one.

chico:  Awright. I sing de odder one. (Singing bass:) “‘Carolfornia, here
Icome...”

GRoUCHO:  Why, that’s the same song.

cHico:  Yes, but dis is lower Carolfornia. (Starts singing again.)

HORACE: Wahhh!
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GROUCHO:  You're in a bad state. Look, Ravelli, Horace is only crying,
and he sounds better than you.

cHico:  You know, boss, I sing by ear.

GROUCHO: You sing by ear? Well, try using your mouth sometime. It
might be an improvement.

HORACE: Wahhh! I want to eat.

GROUCHO: Say, you're getting to be a problem child. You want to eat?
Well, how much money have you got on you?

HORACE: [ haven’t got any money.

G¢roucHo: No money? Ravelli, see if he has any gold teeth.

cHico: Awright . . . Ouch! He bit my finger! Boss, I tink he must be
hungry.

croucHo: He’s hungry? All right, we’ll go to the best restaurant in town
and we’ll all have Christmas dinner.

cHico: Hey, boss, you crazy? We got no money.

cROUCHO: You heard me, Ravelli. The best restaurant in town. The
better the restaurant, the older the waiters. And the older the waiters,
the softer we fall when we get thrown out.
(Music in strong.)

cirL:  Check your coat, sir? Check your coat?

GroucHo: Check my coat? I don’t want any checks. What’s the matter
with these stripes?

cirL:  If you're going to eat in the restaurant, sir, you’ll have to leave
your coat here with me,

GroucHo: Listen, girlie, I got a better idea. I'll send my coat in and stay
here with you myself.

cHico: Come on, boss, I'm hungry.

HORACE: Wahhh . . . I want to eat.

croucHo:  All right, young lady, here’s the coat. And be sure to toss it to
me as I get thrown out.

cirL:  Thank you, sir. And your coat please, sir.

cHico: Whata you give me for it?

cirL: I'll give you a check, sir.

cHico:  Oh, you wanna buy it? Den I don’t want a check. You got to give
me cash.

croucHo:  Come on, Horace. Come on, Ravelli. Say, this is a pretty swell
restaurant. It’ll be an honor to be thrown out of here.

HEADWAITER: Table for three, sir?

GROUCHO:  Yes, captain, and make it near the door. You couldn’t put a
table on the street, could you? We like to eat out.
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HEADWAITER: Eat out, sir?

cHico: Sure, we eat out. We eat out of anything.

HEaDWAITER: Here’s a very nice table right here, sir.

cHico: What’sa very nice about it?

HEADWAITER: Well, it’s right by a window, sir. You can see the street.

croucHo: Don’t worry. We’ll see the street soon enough.

chico: Awright, we taka da table, Cap, but you gotta take away da
tablecloth.

HEADWAITER: The tablecloth, sir?

cHico: Sure, we no wanna pay cover charge.

norace: Hooray, hooray, hooray! Food, food, food! It’s about time we're
going to eat.

HEADWAITER: What will you have, sir?

croucHo: Er ... I don’t want anything. I had a late breakfast. I had it
late in August. On second thought, I think I'll have the two-dollar
dinner. How much is it?

cHico: I think it’s a dollar fifty.

croucHo: Very well, waiter. I'll take the two-dollar dinner and you can
owe me fifty cents.

Horace: Hey, I thought you didn’t have any money!

croucHo: Ha, ha, ha. Isn’t he a witty little fellow? He’s quick as a trap.
And I wish he’d keep his trap shut.

HEADWAITER: And what do you want, sir?

cuico: First, I wanna some minestrone, den some ravioli, den some
spaghetti with cheese, den some spaghetti without cheese, den some
cheese without spaghetti, and den I tink I have some pastafazole.

HEADWAITER: Would you like some dessert?

cuico: Dessert? Awright. For dessert I think I taka the two-dollar din-
ner.

Horace: Ha, ha, ha! You ain’t got no money. Ha, ha, ha'! You ain’t got
no money.

croucHo: Ha, ha, ha. Isn’t he a card? He always keeps saying we
haven’t any money.

HeapwaITER: | like him. I wish I had a boy like that.

croucHo: Well, knock a half dollar off the bill, and he’s yours.

HEADWAITER: What?

croucHo: All right, make it a quarter, but you'll have to take Ravelli
too.

cuico: Hey, boss, keep quiet. Come on, Mr. Waiter, bring in the food.
I’'m ready to eat.

HEADWAITER: Right away, sir. (Exits.)
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croucHo: Ravelli, what are you unbuttoning your shirt for?

cHico: I joosta remember dat da doctor he tell me when I eat I should
watch my stomach. Hey, boss, looka quick. Who’s dat fat man coming
over here?

man:  Excuse me, gentlemen, am I intruding?

GROUCHO: Sure, you’re intruding, but if you button your coat, nobody
will ever notice it.

MaN:  You’'ll pardon me, but I'm sure we’ve met before.

GROUCHO: Say, you aren’t by any chance Flywheel, the lawyer, are you?

maN: No, I’m afraid I'm not.

GroucHo: Well, it’s nothing to be afraid of. You just don’t know how
lucky you are.

maN:  Gentlemen, I want to introduce myself. I am a millionaire who—

cHico: We don’t care whata you are. What we want to know is, have
you got any money?

maN:  Why, I have plenty of money. More than I can use. But then, what
is money without a home . . . and loved ones?

GroucHo: What is money without a home? Say, that’s a pretty good
riddle. But I'll bet I can guess the answer.

cuico: Hey, I know a better riddle. What is it you brush your teeth with
and sit on?

MAN (puzzled): Brush your teeth with and sit on?

cHico: Give up? A toothbrush and a chair!

GroucHo: Ravelli, your mind is wandering. And the longer it stays away,
the better off you are.

HORACE: Wahhh! I’m hungry.

maN:  Gentlemen, I wonder if you’d do me a great favor? I'm a lonely old
man and I love children. I was wondering if you two gentlemen and
your boy would consent to have Christmas dinner as my guests?

GRoUcHO: Nonsense! We wouldn’t hear of it. You must be our guest.
But you can pay for the dinner.

man:  Splendid, splendid. That’s just what I wanted to do. And now,
little man, what would you like?

Horace: I'd like you to go away.

GroucHo: Horace! Is that a way to treat a kind man?

cHico: Treat him? I tought he was going to treat us.

HORACE: Wahhh!

GRoucHO:  Shut up, Horace!

maN:  Oh, don’t scold the child. I'm sure he didn’t mean it.

HORACE: I did so mean it. I don’t like you. I kate you.

maN:  What?
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GrRoucHo: Ha, ha, ha. He always talks that way to people he likes, don’t
you, Horace?

HORACE: No, I don’t. He’s just a big, fat lobster.

maN:  Why ... why ... I've never been so—

cHico:  Horace, you shutta your mouth. Ha, ha. I guess dat’s telling him,
eh, big fat lobster?

MAN:  That settles it. You can pay for your own meals.

GroucHo:  We can pay for our own meals? What makes you think we
can?

mMaN:  ’m through. Goodbye!

croucHo: Horace, take off your glasses.
(Crash in the distance.)

cHico: Hey, what’sa dat?

croucHo: Waiter, waiter. What’s that noise?

HEADWAITER:  Oh, it’s nothing, sir. They just threw out a man who
couldn’t pay his check.

cHico: I don’t tink I feel so hungry no more.

HEADWAITER:  Oh, don’t worry, sir. It’s really all right. They only broke
his leg.

croucHo:  Waiter, on second thought, I don’t believe we’ll dine here.
Cancel those three dinners.

HEADWAITER: [ can’t cancel them now, sir. The order’s in.

GROUCHO:  You can’t cancel them?

HEADWAITER:  No, sir.

croucHo:  All right then, but I'd like to add something to our order. With
the dessert, bring us three cushions and a bottle of liniment.
(Music in strong.)

HeapwAITER:  Wise guys. eh? Thought you could get a meal for nothing!
Well, you’re gonna stay in this kitchen and wash dishes for that meal.
Come on, come on.

cHico:  Hey, who you tink you're pushin?

HEADWAITER:  ['m pushing you.

croucHo:  Ravelli, the man is right. I saw him pushing you with my own
eyes. Now we’ll push him and see if he can guess who it is.

HEADWAITER:  Stop it . . . Stop pushing me! (Crash of dishes.) Look what
you've done—you’ve broken those dishes!

GroucHo: Good! In that case we won't have to wash them.

HEADWAITER:  You numbskulls! Do you realize you've broken over a
hundred dishes?

cHico:  Yeah, boss, it’s worse dan I tought. Da dishes is broken on both
sides.
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HEADWAITER: Pierre! Pierre! Come over here.

PIERRE: Bien zut alors! Don’t you know I am busy wiz ze cooking? Re-
membair, [ am ze chef . . . ze cook . . . ze chef!

croucHo: Well, make up your mind. Are you the cook or the chef?

cHico: Hey, I need a chef.

HEADWAITER: You need a chef?

cHico: Sure, I'll take a chef and a haircut.

HEADWAITER: Pierre, these men didn’t pay for their dinner, and they
insulted me, the headwaiter. Keep this man in the kitchen and put him
to work.

cHico: Hey, at’sa no fair. Flywheel tell me if we no pay we get arrested,
maybe we get thrown out on our heads. But he no say nothing about
work.

HEADWAITER:  You'll work, or I'll kick those shabby pants of yours until
you do.

GROUCHO: See here, pardner, beneath those shabby pants of his there
may be a heart of gold.

HEADWAITER: And as for you, you're going to come out and wait on the
tables.

GRoucHo: You want me to wait on one of those little tables? Nothing
doing. If I'd wait on a little table like that, I'd fall off.

HEADWAITER:  You heard what I said. Here, take this plate of roast beef
out to table twenty-eight.

crRoucHo: Why table twenty-eight? I can eat it right here in the
kitchen.

HEADWAITER: That dish is for a customer! Come with me. I’ll show you
where to take it.

croucHo: I see, you can dish it, but you can’t take it, eh? Come on.

cvico: Hey, boss, wait a minoot, where’s little Horace?

croucHo: They’ve got him working, teo. He’s weighing groceries.

cHico: Weighing groceries? Say, dat’s a pretty big job for a little shrimp.

croucHo:  Well, he’s only doing it on a small scale.

HEADWAITER:  You come along and stop talking to him. He’s gotta wash
dishes.

croucHo: Why can’t we all go to the movies and leave the dishes in the
sink till we get home?

cHico: At’sa fine, boss. [ wanna see the funny picture they got next
door. I was there yesterday and, oh boy. I laughed and laughed and
laughed. But I didn’t like it.

GRoucHo:  You laughed and laughed and didn’t like it?

cHico: Sure I didn’t like it, at’sa why [ laft . . . I laft da theatre as soon
as da picture started.
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croucHo: Ravelli, you're just wasting your breath. Why don’t you stop
breathing?

HEADWAITER: Come on, Flywheel.

(They exit; cHico hums ‘“‘Daffodils.”)

PIERRE: Mon Dieu! Shut up and get to ze dishes. Wash them, you dog,
wash them,

cHico: Hey, whata you tink? I'm a wash dog?

PIERRE:  Oh, you ze smart fellow. You zink you eat for nozzing, yes?

cHico: I no unnerstan whata you talk. I no tink you spikka so good
Engleesh.

PIERRE:  Oh, you no unnerstan? Maybe zis c/ub help you unnerstan. You
know what I’m gonna do wiz zis club?

cHico:  Sure I know. You're going to make a club sandwich. Hey, cook,
you ever make tomato yum-yum?

PIERRE: Tomato yum-yum? I have nevair heard of such a ting.

cHico: Well, it’sa very good. I tell you how to make it. First you take a
little bit of spinach, den you mix it up wid a whole bunch of spinach.
Den you putin . . . let me see . . . I tink a half a pound of fresh spin-
ach. Den you let it cook for a couple of hours. And, oh boy, at’sa tasta
good. At’sa fine, I like it.

PIERRE:  You said tomato yum-yum. Why, zat is plain spinach!

cHico: [ know. I call it tomato yum-yum because I don’t like spinach.
(Door opens.)

GROUCHO (approaching): Oh, chef!

PIERRE: Yes.

GROUCHO:  You know that delicious cut of roast beef you just gave me?
With the crispy baked potatoes and the tender truffles and green peas
on the side?

PIERRE: Ah yes, yes. Zat is my specialty, my masterpiece.

GROUCHO:  Your masterpiece. Well, I just dropped it.

PIERRE: Oh, zis is terrible. Zat beautiful dish on ze floor!

crRoucHo: Don’t get alarmed, Frenchy. It didn’t fall on the floor. I
dropped it in the customer’s lap.

PIERRE: Oh you . . . you drive me crazy!
croucHo: That’s no drive, it’s just a short putt. I'd show you if I had a
caddy.

cHico: Hey, cook, I know dat song.

PIERRE: What song?

cHico: Caddy . .. “Caddy Me Back to Old Virginia.”
(Door opens.)

HEADWAITER: Hey, Flywheel. What are you doing here? Come on back
to your duties. You're loafing half the time.
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cHico: At’sa fine. You know, half a loaf is better dan none.

HEADWAITER: See here—the last guy who loafed around here lost his job
and—

croucHo: Well, it’s better to have loafed and lost than never to have
loafed at all.

HEADWAITER: Listen, Flywheel. See that lady at table twelve? She’s one
of our best custemers, and I want you to take pains with her.

croucHo: That sounds easy, captain. I take pains just looking at her.

HEADWAITER:  Get over to that table.
(Door opens.)

LADY (away): Waiter. Waiter.

croucHo: What is it, babe?

LapY: Look at this steak! It’s burnt.

GrRoucHo: Burnt? It’s a mere trifle. Just rub it with vaseline.

Lapy: Ridiculous! I want to order something else.

croucHo: Very well, how about some lamb chops? They’re very nice
today. I chopped them down myself.

LApY: [ don’t want any lamb chops. I think I'll have a chicken dinner.

GRoucHo: Chicken dinner? Okay. I'll get you some stale bread.

LaDY: Stale bread?

crRoucHo: Certainly. That’s a chicken dinner . . . our chickens love it.
How about the two-dollar dinner?

Lapy: Two dollars for a chicken dinner? They have the same thing next
door for seventy-five cents.

croucHo: Well, why don’t you go next door?

Lapy: [ did, but they didn’t have any more chicken.

croucHo: Well, if we didn’t have any chicken we could sell it for sixty
cents. Besides, you can’t compare our restaurant with that dump next
door. Look at this beautiful place. Look at those fine paintings. Don’t
you think you have to pay for that?

Lapy: I don’t care about your paintings.

croucHo:  All right, then I'll give you the dinner for seventy-five cents,
but you'll have to eat it with your eyes closed.

Lapy: Please hurry. I've had just about enough.

GROuCHO: You've had enough? Very well, then I'll bring you your check.

Lapy: Headwaiter, headwaiter!

HEADWAITER: Yes, madam.

Lapy: [’ve been grossly insulted by this waiter. I'll never eat in this
restaurant again.

GRoucHO: I'm with you there, madam. The bread is stale, the customers
are fresh, and the only tips I get are asparagus.

Lapy:  Good day!
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HEADWAITER: But, madam—
(Crash of dishes.)

HEADWAITER: Heavens! What’s happening in the kitchen?

cHICO (running into scene): Hey Flywheel! Hey boss!

c¢roucHo: What’s the matter?

cHico: I saw a mouse in da kitchen.

croucHo: Well, what did you expect to find in the kitchen—an ele-
phant?

cHico: Idon’t know . . . I didn’t look for an elephant.

HEADWAITER:  This has gone far enough! Here comes the proprietor. He'll
see that both of you are thrown in jail. Oh, Mr. Cordwell.

MANAGER: What’s the matter?

HEADWAITER:  These two men ate a big dinner and couldn’t pay for it.
They've wrecked the kitchen and insulted our best customers, Mr.
Cordwell.

MANAGER (sadly): Don’t bother me. I'm upset. I'm terribly upset. My
child has disappeared. My little boy.

cuico: A little boy? You've lost a little boy? Was he a big redheaded kid
about six foot four whose name is Angelo?

MANAGER: No.

cHico: No? Den it must be Horace.

MANAGER: Horace! That’s my boy’s name. Have you seen him? Where is
he?

HORACE (approaching): Daddy, daddy. Where have you been?

MANAGER: Horace, my boy, my boy . . . (Embrace.)

¢rRoUcHO: And now, Mr. Cordwell—about the reward.

MANAGER:  Who said anything about a reward?

cHico: My boss, Mr. Flywheel. Joosta now, don’t you remember?

MANAGER: Gentlemen, I'm afraid I can never repay you.

cHIco:  You can’t pay us? Den we gonna take Horace back.

GROUCHO: Say, that’s an idea. That’s the worst idea I’ve ever heard.

cuico:  Why, we take Horace back, den I can go horse-back riding.

MANAGER: Gentlemen, you understand . . . I want you to know how
grateful I am. Is there anything in the world I can do for you?

GROUCHO: Yes.

MANAGER: Tell me what it is.

c¢roucHo: Mr. Cordwell, you own this restaurant.

MANAGER: Yes.

GroucHo: Well, you can give us a dollar so that we can go next door and
get a decent meal.

(Music interlude.)
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CLOSING ANNOUNCEMENT

ANNOUNCER: You have just heard another of the adventures of Flywheel,
Shyster, and Flywheel, Attorneys at Law, which are presented for your
pleasure each Monday night at this hour. Groucho and Chico Marx,
world-famous comedians, star in this program. They have just come
out from behind the screens and are bowing. The audience is giving
them a big hand.

(Applause.)

ANNOUNCER: You will now hear a short speech from Groucho Marx and
also a few words from Chico Marx.

croucHo: And the fewer the better. Get away from that microphone,
Chico.

cHico: Ladies and gentlemen—

croucHo: That’ll be enough, Chico. I can get along without you.

cHico: What’sa matta with me, Groucho?

c¢RoucHo: You're much too cheeky.

cHico: Ladies and gentlemen—

croucHo: We're not going to talk about the product.

cHico: No. We’re not going to talk about Essolube.

croucHo: Shut up, Chico. Our job is to sell the Christmas spirit and not
Essolube.

cHico: Yeah, but if we don’t sell the Essolube, we no got the job.

croucHo: Listen, Chico, we’re not going to mention the product.

cHico: Awright. We not talk about Essolube.

GroucHO: In a minute I'm going to knock you for Essoloop. Remember,
the only thing we’re selling is Christmas.

cHIco: At’sa fine. Ladies and gentlemen, we no got anything to sell
except Christmas. So go to your nearest filling station and have your
crankcase drained and filled with Christmas. And me and my boss, we
wish you a very Merry Essolube.

(Signature music.)
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(Sound of typing; phone rings.)

wmiss pimpLE:  Law offices of Flywheel, Shyster, and Flywheel . . . You
want to speak to Mr. Flywheel? He's in his private office. Here’s Mr.
Ravelli, you can talk to him.

chico: Hello, you want to speak to Mr. Flywheel? You can’t talk to him
now. He’s in conference . . . Who's with him? Nobody. He’s just prac-
ticing . . . Goodbye.

miss pimpLE:  Oh, Mr. Ravelli, Mr. Flywheel wants to see you. He . . .
why Mr. Ravelli! What happened to your hand? Those bandages!

chico: Aw, it'sa Mr. Flywheel’s fault. Yesterday I come to work at tree
o’clock and da boss he gets mad. He tells me I gotta come in early and
punch da clock. Well, I punched it.

miss pIMPLE:  You punched the clock with your fist?

chico:  Only once, Miss Dimp. Da boss wants me to punch it again at
five o’clock, but I no do it. I'll hit it with a stick.
(MAILMAN’s whistle heard.)

miss pimpLE:  Excuse me, Mr. Ravelli. There’s the mailman.
(Door opens.)

MAILMAN: Good morning. Let’s see . . . Just one letter this morning. It’s
for Mr. Flywheel.

miss pimpLE:  Thank you.

chico: Hey, mailman, I tink you got a coupla letters for me.

maiLMan:  Letters for you? What’s your name?

cHico: My name? It’s on the letters.

MaiLMaN:  What letters?

chico: Any letters. Letters and tomato . . . letters and gentlemen . . .
or maybe you got some step letters.

maiLMAN:  You don’t know what you're talking about.

chico: Is dat so? Well, you don’t know what I'm talking about either.

maiLMaN:  Good day!
(Door slams, GRoucHO's door opens.)

croucHo: Miss Dimple, did I just hear the postman?

miss DiMPLE:  Yes, Mr. Flywheel.

croucHo: Well, that’s fine. Bring him in and we’ll play post office. Oh,
there you are, Ravelli! I thought I sent you over to Western Union to
find out the correct time.

cuico: Oh, I find out da time dis morning. Here, I put it down on dis
piece of paper. Da big hand was on nine o’clock, da little hand was
on seven. I tink it was half past twelve . . . but da clock wasn’t run-
ning.

croucho: It wasn’t running? Why didn’t you tell me? I had money bet
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on that clock. Pretty slow thinking, Ravelli. [sn’t there anything you're
quick at?

cHico: Sure. I get tired quick. Boss, I don’t sleep so good at night.

croucHo: That’s strange. You sleep well enough during the day.

cHico: Last night I walk in my sleep, all night long. And I'm tired.

croucHo: You walked in your sleep? Well, there’s a remedy for that.
Next time you go to bed, take carfare with you.

cHico: But I gotta no carfare. I gotta no notting. You never pay me.
Boss, I want my money.

G¢ROUCHO: You want your money? You mean you want my money.

cHico: Mr. Flywheel, you owe me tree hunnerd bucks, and I gotta
have it.

croucHo: Well, let’s see what I got. Fifty, sixty, eighty, eighty-five,
ninety, a dollar . . . No, I've only got a dollar.

cHico: At’sa fine. I'll take it.

croucHo: I'm sorry, Ravelli, but this happens to be Miss Dimple’s
purse. But I'll tell you what I'll do. I haven’t got the three hundred
dollars, so I'll give you the business instead. And I’ll work for you.

crico:  You'll work for me? How I gonna pay your salary?

croucHo: Well, as soon as you owe me three hundred dollars you can
give me back the business, and then you can work for me again.

cHico: At’sa fine. Den we gotta put my name on da door.

GROUCHO: You're a fine businessman, Ravelli! It costs two bucks to
change the name on the door and we can change your name for noth-
ing. Let’s see . .. Flywheel, Shyster, and Flywheel. I'm both Fly-
wheels, and Shyster doesn’t belong to the firm.

cHico: Den what’s his name on dere for?

croucHo: Well, Shyster ran away with my wife. And I put his name on
the door as a token of my gratitude. Say, why can’t you use Shyster’s
name?

cHico: Awright, I change my name. From now on, I'm Shyster Ra-
velli.

(Knock on door.)
¢roucHo: Come in.
(Door opens.)

miss piMmpLE: Heavens! It’s a policeman!

GROUCHO: You're in the wrong place, officer. The speakeasy is on the
floor above.

cor: I don’t care about any speakeasy. What I want to know—does a
man named Ravelli work here?

cuico: I’'ma Ravelli.
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cor: Well, I've got a summons for you.

GROUCHO: Ah, summons coming to our house.

cop: Itell you, I'm here to serve a summons.

cHico: I don’t want any.

cop: See here—I came to get Ravelli.

cHico: Get me? What do you want me for? I no done nuttin.

croucHo: I'll vouch for that, officer. He hasn’t done anything since the
day I hired him. Please don’t take him away. He’s all I have. And that
gives you a pretty fair idea of how hard up I am.

cop:  Enough of this! I arrest you in the name of the law!

cHico: In the name of the law? You got the wrong fellow. My name’s
Ravelli.

cop: Yes, and it’s you I’m taking to jail.
GROUCHO: What are the charges, officer? And don’t make them too high.
I left my wallet in my other trousers and I got my other trousers on.
cop: Oh, you want to know what the charges are? Well, I'll tell you . . .
Here. Read them for yourself, and hurry up because the wagon’s wait-
ing downstairs.

croucHo: Listen to this, Ravelli. This is good. One—insulting women
on Pine Street. Two—fighting in the street. Three—insulting women
on Seventh Street. Four—obstructing traffic. Five—insulting wom-
en on Central Avenue and hurling a brick through a glass window.
Six—resisting an officer. Seven—insulting women on Broadway and
Main Street. Ravelli, have you got anything to say for yourself?

cHico: You betcha I have, boss. He got the streets all wrong.
(Music in strong.)

MRs. vaN REcaL: Jailer, I'd like to speak to the warden.

Jaiter:  Come right in, Mrs. Van Regal. He’s expecting you.

MRs. vaN REcaL: How do you do, warden?

warDeN: Hello, Mrs. Van Regal. We haven’t seen you here in quite a
while.

MRs. VAN RECAL: Well, this isn’t the only social service work I do, you
know. The Christmas charities took all my time. Are there any new
prisoners I might be able to help?

wARDEN: Well, we got a man here named Ravelli. He’s been with us a
week and he comes up for trial Monday. We don’t seem to be able to
manage him.

MRS. VAN REGAL: Why not let me talk to him.

warDEN: He might be a little bit dangerous, but if you wanna talk to
him, it’s okay with me. He’s right down this corridor.
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(Approaching sound of RAVELLs voice singing “Happy Days Are Here
Again.”)

voices (away): Pipe down . .. Hey, will you cut out that singing . . .
Shutup ... Boo . ..

wARDEN: Here we are, Mrs. Van Regal. Ravelli, Ravelli! This is Mrs.
Van Regal.

cHico:  Well, put her in da cell next door. I no got enough room in here
myself.

wWARDEN:  See here, Ravelli, this kind lady is here to help you.

MRS. VAN REGAL: Yes, to help you lead a new life.

cHico: I don’t want a new life. I’'m not through with de old one yet.

MRS. VAN REGAL:  You poor misguided soul! Perhaps I can show you the
light.

cHico: Never mind da light, lady. I tink you look much better in da
dark. (Sings:) Happy days are here again . . .

wARDEN:  Be quiet, Ravelli. See what we’re up against, Mrs. Van Regal?
Still, if you feel you can do anything for him, go right ahead. If you
want me, I’ll be in my office.

cHIco: At’sa fine. And if you want me, warden, I'll be right here.

MRS. VAN REGAL: You unfortunate man. Why are you in jail? What did
you do?

cHico: I no do nuttin, lady. Two men were fightin. I don’t even know
dem.

MRs. VAN REGAL: They put you in jail because two strange men were
fighting?

cHico: Yeah. Dey was fightin with me.

MRS. VAN REGAL:  Did they start the fight?

cHico:  Sure, dey start da fight . . . dey start it right after I trow da
brick. (Sings:) Happy days are here again . . .
MRs. VAN REGAL: Please, Mr. Ravelli, your case interests me. Do you

think you've inherited your criminal tendencies from your father?

cHico: No, lady, my father still got his.

MRS. VAN REGAL: I don’t quite understand. Perhaps I ought to get in touch
with your parents. What are their names?

cHico: Their names? Momma and poppa . . . (Sings:) Happy days are
here again . . .

MRS. VAN REGAL:  You sound as though you like being in jail.

cHico: Like it? Lady, I love it. I eat, I sleep . . . I sleep. I eat. I don't
see my boss, Flywheel. Nobody bothers me . . . till you come here.
Hey, why you gotta come here for?

MRS. VAN REGAL:  Why, I came to help you.
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chico: You wanna help me? Awright, you sing tenor. (Sings:) Happy
days are here again . . . (Sings softly during next couple of lines.)

ATTENDANT (away): You can’t come in here. Ravelli’s got one visitor al-
ready.

croucHo: See here, flunky, Flywheel is not in the habit of being kept
out of jail. Out of my way, or I'll break you. Ravelli, Ravelli . . . where
are you?

cHico: If dat’sa Flywheel, tell him I'm out.

croucHo: I heard you, Ravelli. You're out to me, eh? Me, who went to
the trouble and expense of getting you a beautiful chocolate cake and
carrying it through crowded streets and street cars. Ravelli, there’s
only one thing I can say to you.

chico:  What’s that, boss?

croucHo: I'm glad I ate the cake myself.

cHico: At’sa fine. I don’t like da chocolate cake you get from a lawyer.

MRs. VAN REGAL: What kind of cake are you talking about?

cHico: A chocolate lawyer cake.

croucHo: Ravelli, I ought to let you stay here. But having you in jail is a
disgrace to the firm of Flywheel, Shyster, and Flywheel. Having you
out of jail is disgrace enough.

MRs. vaN REGAL: Mr. Ravelli, can’t you see we both want to help you?
Don’t we, Mr. ah . ..

croucHo: Ravelli, who’s this cluck?

MRs. vaN REGAL: Cluck? Why, I've never been so insulted before in my
life.

croucHo: Madam, that covers a lot of ground. And I don’t mind saying
you cover quite a bit of ground yourself. Say, you better beat it before
they tear you down and put up an office building in your place.

MRs. VAN REGAL: | wash my hands of the whole case.

cHico: At’sa fine. You can wash your neck, too.

MRS. vAN REGAL: The warden will hear about this. (Exits.)

GrOUCHO (calling after her): If you see the warden, tell him I've got a
jigsaw puzzle with me. It’s for the man who cut up his wife. Now,
Ravelli, about getting you out—

cuico: Go away, boss. I like it here. (Sings:) Happy days are here
again . . .

croucHo: You like it here, after the way they treat you? You live here,
and look at the size of your room. The warden has a room ten times as
big, and he only works here. Ravelli, the style you're living in hardly
becomes a man worth five thousand dollars.

cHico: I'm worth five tousand bucks?

croucHo: Well, that’s what the Albany police are offering.
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cHico (indignant): De Albany police is offering five tousand bucks for
me? Dey gotta some noive. Da Boston police—

croucHo: What do you mean, the Boston bulls?

cHico: At’sa da same ting. Dey are offering seven tousand bucks dead
or alive. But dey no fool me because I know if dey’re dead, dey can’t
pay.

croucHo: They're offering seven thousand dollars? Say, that isn’t bad.
I think I'll take it. On second thought, maybe we ought to shop around
a little. Were you ever in Chicago?

cHico: Sure, I opened a little business dere.

GRoucHo: You opened a business?

cHico: Yeah, [ opened a little bank . . . when da watchman wasn’t look-
ing.

croucHo: That’s splendid. I'll give you up to the Chicago police, but I
won’t take a cent less than nine thousand.

cHico: You gonna give me up? Say, if dey wanna pay nine tousand, I
give myself up.

croucHo: There you go, thinking only of yourself when there’s money
and glory enough for both of us. Here’s what we’ll do. First, I'll get you
out of this jail, where you're only wasting your time. Then I'll turn you
over to the Chicago police, which will be a pleasure, and we’ll split the
reward three ways—three thousand for me, three thousand for you and
three thousand for the fellow who gives you up, who by a strange
coincidence turns out to be me.

cHico: Ha, ha, ha!

croucHo: What are you laughing at?

cHico: Da last time a friend gave me up, [ only got twenty bucks.

croucHo: Ravelli, a real good friend would give you up for nothing.
(Music in strong.)

(Murmur of voices.)

cLerk: Hear ye, hear ye, the municipal court is now in session and
stands until adjournment.
(More murmurs.)

cLerk: Silence in court. His honor, the judge.

ATTENDANT:  Good morning, judge.

Junce:  Good morning, bailiff.

cLerk: Good morning, judge.
(These good mornings allow JUDGE time to get to bench.)

JUDGE (raps gavel): Court is now convened for the third day of trial of
Emmanuel Ravelli. Mr. District Attorney, will you proceed with the
case?
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Groucho as atterney J. Cheever Loophole mistries his case in MGM's At the Circus [1939].

DISTRICT ATTORNEY:  Your honor, ladies and gentlemen of the jury, and my
estimable opponent, Counselor Flywheel. the state rests.

croucHo:  Qh, the state rests, does it? I suppnse you expeet me to do the
work while you're resting. Your honor, this whole trial has been a
sham. a mockery . . . a hollow mockery.

cHico: I know that song, mockery.

croucHo: What song?

cHico:  You know, mockery. (Sings:) Mother Moc-ree.

(JUDGE pounds gavel.)

c¢roucHo: There you are, judge. I change my plea to insanity.

cHico: At'sa fine, boss. You look a little bit crazy.

Jupce: Counselor Flywheel, the court cannot accept a change of plea at
this time. The state has produced three witnesses who saw Ravelli
fighting and insulting women.

croucHo: That’s nothing. judge. I can get three thousand witnesses who
didn’t see him fighting and insulting women.
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JUDGE (indignant):  Counselor Flywheel, are your witnesses ready?

croucHo:  No, your honor, and that’s my complaint. There are only three
of my witnesses here and I paid for eight.

JUDGE:  So, you were tampering with witnesses? Did you give them any-
thing?

cHico:  Sure. He gave dem tamper.

Jupce: He gave them what?

cHico: Tamper. Tam per cent of what dey asked.

DISTRICT ATTORNEY:  Your honor, I move you strike that from the record.

JUDGE: Stenographer, strike that from the record.

cnico: Hey, boss, dat’s two strikes. One more strike and I'm out.

JUDGE (pounds gavel): Gentlemen, the court warns you that it will toler-
ate no more of your insolence. Ravelli, will you take the stand?

cHico:  Where should I take it, judge?

JUDGE (furious): Mr. Flywheel, will you put your client on the stand?

croucHo:  Okay, judge, but remember, you brought it on yourself. Rav-
elli, get up in that chair.

cHico: Tanks, boss, but I can see awright from where I am.

croucHo:  Ravelli, step up to the stand!

cHIcO (irritated):  Awright, awright, [ go. (He walks to stand.)

cLerk: Emmanuel Ravelli, you are about to be sworn in. Raise your
right hand.

cHico:  Why should I raise my hand? I don’t have to leave da room.

CLERk:  Put that hand up! Now, do you promise to tell the truth, the
whole truth, and nothing but the truth?

cHico: I gotta speak to my lawyer first.

CLERK: Answer yes or no!

cHico:  Awright. No!

JunGe:  Order! Order! (Pounds gavel.)

cHico: Hey, judge, what’sa idea making so much noise? At’sa fine busi-
ness—an old man like you playing with a little hammer.

JunGe:  Counselor Flywheel, please proceed with the examination.

¢roucHo:  Ravelli, who did, where were you on the night of December
ffth?

chico:  What do you mean, “Who did, where were you?”

GROUCHO: I'm in a hurry. I'm asking two questions at one time.

cHico: Boss, can I ask you a question?

GROUCHO:  Shoot,

cHIco:  Shoot? At’sa fine.
(He fires gun. Buzz of voices in the court, gavel pounds.)

GroucHo:  Ravelli, you'll have to stop shooting at the judge. You haven’t
got a license to carry a gun.
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JupGe: Counselor Flywheel, for a member of the bar your conduct is
most unbecoming.

croucHo: Unbecoming? Do you think it would be more becoming if 1
wore a shirt?

JUDGE (pounds gavel): Counselor! Will you please proceed with the ex-
amination?

croucHo: Very well, judge. I'll go on with the examination, but you
know you don’t have to be so cross about it. After all, this isn’t the
cross examination. Ravelli, name three presidents of the United States.

cuico: Ha, ha! You no fool me, boss. Dere’s only one president of da
United States.

DISTRICT ATTORNEY: Your honor, the state objects to these irrelevant
questions. Why doesn’t Counselor Flywheel ask the defendant whether
he insulted those women?

croucHo: Don’t be silly. That question is too easy. Crafty old Flywheel
has his own way of working. Watch him trap his witness. Ravelli, take
a number from one to ten.

cuico: Eleven.

croucHo: Right. Now, Ravelli, tell the court—did you insult that
woman?

cuico:  What woman?

G¢roucHo: The one you called a sloppy old scarecrow.

cHico: I no insult her, boss, I only told her if she was a little better
looking, she look just like a cow.

croucHo: Ravelli, I resent that. My wife happens to look like a cow.

DISTRICT ATTORNEY: Your honor, the state objects. The defendant is
changing his testimony. That’s the second story he’s told.

cHico: Whata you mean, second story? 1 fight, I insult women, but |
ain’t no second-story man.

JUDGE (pounds gavel): Mr. Ravelli, don’t address your remarks to the
district attorney. Talk to the jury.

cHico: Awright, I talk to da jury. Hello, jury, how you feel? It’s pooty
nice da judge don’t charge you nuttin for sleepin here.

JUDGE (pounds gavel): Just a moment . . . just a moment. Counselor
Flywheel. Go on with your questioning.

crRoucHo: I'm sick of asking him questions. Why doesn’t the district
attorney ask him a few?

pisTRICT ATTORNEY: Ahem. Your honor, the state has no questions to ask.
The defendant’s own testimony is, we feel. sufficiently incriminating to
convict him on every allegation.

c¢roucHo: Oh, you with your big words. Just trying to show off in front
of the judge. Well, he doesn’t understand them either, do you, judge?
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Ladies and gentlemen of the jury, I ask you to pay attention to my

closing speech. You can pay a little now and the balance when the

speech is delivered. Gentlemen, all that Ravelli wants is vindication.
cHico: Hey, boss, I no wanna vindication. I just wanna vindi case.

GRoucHo:  See that, gentlemen? It’s been my lifelong ambition to win a
case, and look what I'm stuck with. Give me a break, fellas, will yuh?
Convict him the next time he comes here, when he’s got another law-
yer. Gentlemen, let me tell you Ravelli’s life story. From the time of
his first crime at the age of nine, he has been arrested thirty-four times,
but the convictions number only thirty-three. Proving conclusively,
gentlemen, that he is a good boy, but that he has bad friends. Now
don’t misunderstand. His criminal record is not altogether bad. In the
San Quentin prison he won first place in the stone-crushing event.
When he graduated from there he went to Sing Sing. He left during the
great jailbreak. I mean it was a great break for the jail when he left.
And why did he go to Sing Sing, gentlemen? He went to Sing Sing only
because he likes music.

CHIco:  At’sa right, boss. (Sings:) Happy days are here again . . .

JUDGE (pounds gavel): Order!

GroucHo:  Ravelli, will you do me a favor and stick your head under the
judge’s gavel? The state told you that Ravelli went to the penitentiary
for three years. That’s a malicious lie. He escaped after the second
week. He wouldn’t have stayed that long, but he was crazy about the
meals. The district attorney has told you that Ravelli spent six months
in the state prison. Gentlemen, that’s true. But does the state tell you
why he spent six months in the state prison? No, gentlemen, no. I'll
tell you why. Ravelli spent six months in the state prison because he
was locked in and besides that he didn’t want to be separated from his
father.

Juoce:  Ladies and gentlemen of the jury, as presiding judge I instruct
you to retire and bring back a verdict of guilty or not guilty.

FOREMAN:  Your honor, we the jurors have already reached a verdict. We
pronounce the defendant, Emmanuel Ravelli, not guilty.

(Cheers.)

GroucHo:  Congratulate me, Ravelli. I guess I'm pretty good, eh?

JUunGE:  Gentlemen of the jury, I find your verdict most unsatisfactory. I
discharge you without thanks.

GROUCHO:  Just a minute, judge. You can't discharge these jurors. I hired
them.

(Signature music.)
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(Phone rings.)

miss pimpLE: Law offices of Flywheel, Shyster, and Flywheel . . . Oh,
hello, Mr. Flywheel, I didn’t recognize your voice . . . No, your assis-
tant, Mr. Ravelli, isn’t in . . . You want him to spend the afternoon
chasing ambulances and looking for accidents? I'll tell him . . . Uh-
huh.
(Door opens and RaVELLI enters humming *“‘Daffodils.”)

miss piMpLE: Here he is now . . . Hello, hello? (To raveLLi:) Oh, Mr.
Ravelli, Mr. Flywheel wanted to talk to you, but he just hung up.

cHIico: At’sa fine. I no wanna talk to him anyway. Every time I talk to
him he gives me more work to do.

miss pIMPLE: s the work so terribly hard, Mr. Ravelli?

cuico: I don’t know, Miss Dimp, I never do it.

miss pimpLE: Well, Mr. Flywheel says he wants you to spend the after-
noon chasing ambulances.

cHico: At’sa no good. I chased one ambulance all morning.

miss pimpLE:  Well?

cHico: Well, it went into a hospital. So I went home.

miss DIMPLE:  You went home? Why didn’t you go into the hospital?

cHico: Go in? I no was feelin sick.

miss piMpLE:  But Mr. Flywheel wanted you to follow the ambulance.

cHico: Yeah, but I tell you de ambulance went into da hospital. I no tink
da boss wants a sick ambulance.

miss piMpLE:  Mr. Ravelli, I don’t think you understand your job. Mr.
Flywheel isn’t interested in ambulances. He’s interested in people who
are in ambulances. People who have been in accidents and might need
a lawyer.

cHico: Oh, he wants sick people. (Sighs.) You know, Miss Dimp, my
brudder got trown in jail because he had sinus trouble.

miss piIMPLE:  Thrown in jail for sinus trouble?

cHico: Yeah. He sinus name to a bad check.

miss piMPLE: Don’t you think you ought to get going? You know Mr.
Flywheel is going to be here any minute, and he’ll be furious if he finds
you hanging around the office.

cHico: You're right, Miss Dimp. It’s very bad to hang around de office.
I tink I go back to da pool room. Arrivederci.
(He exits, phone rings.)

miss pIMpLE:  Flywheel, Shyster, and Flywheel. Mr. Flywheel isn’t in yet.
Oh, just a minute. That may be him at the door. (Door opens.) Oh, Mr.
Flywheel. There’s a phone call for you.

croucHo: If it’s the doctor, tell him I’m too sick to see him.
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miss DIMPLE:  It’s that politician you’ve been trying to get in touch with
all morning.

croucHo: I'll talk to him. Hello . . . Yes, this is Flywheel . . . Run for
judge, eh? I see . . . I don’t think so, but I'd like to consider it. Call
me in the morning. Goodbye. (To miss pIMPLE): See that, Miss Dimple?
(Gloating.) They want me to run for judge.

miss DIMPLE:  Run for judge?

croucHo: Yes, for Judge Bulingham. They want me to run his errands.
But I’m not interested in politics. I’ve got too many other things on my
mind.

Miss DIMPLE:  You seem troubled, Mr. Flywheel. What’s happened?

croucHo: Nothing much. Just a little trouble with my bankers.

miss DIMPLE:  Your bankers?

croucHo: Yes. A fine lot of businessmen they are. I went down this
morning to open an account, and they turned me down.

miss DIMPLE: They wouldn’t let you open an account? How much did you
want to deposit in the bank?

croucHo: I didn’t want to deposit anything. I wanted to open a charge
account. (Sneers.) Hmm. They call themselves the Citizens Trust Com-
pany and then they won’t trust me. Don’t they think I’'m a citizen?
(Heavy hammering on door.)

miss piMPLE: Heavens! Someone’s hammering on the door!

croucHo: Is there? (Heavy pounding again.) So there is. I couldn’t hear
him at first, he made so much noise.

miss DIMPLE (opening door): Why, it’s Mr. Ravelli.

cuico: Hello, boss.

croucHo: Ravelli, what’s the idea of pounding on the door? Are you
crazy?

cuico: Ha, ha, ha! Sure I'm crazy—-crazy like a fox.

croucHo: Well, listen, crazy fox. I thought you were supposed to be out
chasing ambulances.

cHIco: Aw no, boss. I’'ma too smart. I no gotta look in ambulances for
sick people no more. Sick people is gonna look for us.

croucHo: Ravelli, that sounds very interesting. Now tell me what you’re
talking about.

miss piMPLE:  Why look, Mr. Flywheel! He’s been hammering Dr. Jones’s
sign on our door. Why, that’s the doctor downstairs.

cuico:  Aw, don’t worry. He ain’t a doctor no more. I put Mr. Flywheel’s
sign on his door.

croucHo (approvingly): Ravelli, I always knew I could make something
of you. I think I’ll make a punching bag.
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cHIco: At’sa fine, boss. I knew you’d like it. (Door opens.) Hey, look!
(Whispering.) Here comes a nice big lady.

Mgrs. cARROWAY: Oh, I'm so glad I found you in, Doctor. I'm just about
half dead.

croucHo: That’s fine. If you’re half dead, we can collect half your insur-
ance. Say, there’s good money in medicine. Where you going, Ravelli?

cuico: I’'m going to the drugstore.

croucHo: To the drugstore?

cHico: Sure. You say there’s good money in medicine, so I tink I go and
get a coupla bottles.

croucHo: Good. On your way, mail this letter for me.

cHico: Hey, boss, dis letter no gotta stamp.

croucHo: Well, drop it in the box when no one’s looking.

crico: Idon’t tink I go. We can write for some medicine.

crRoucHO: Write for medicine? Where?

cHico: Medicine, Wisconsin.

MRS. CARROWAY (impatient): Doctor, please. My friend, Mrs. Gillingham,
recommended you very highly. She told me you made a great fight for
her life.

croucHo: Great fight? I made a terrific fight for her life. And I'd have
gotten it, too, only she wouldn’t take my advice. As for you, madam, I
prescribe a sea trip.

MRS. CARROWAY: But doctor, I haven’t told you about my ailment.

croucHo: No, you haven’t told me, and I want to thank you. A sea trip
will be just the thing. We leave for Bermuda on Monday.

MRS. CARROWAY: That’s impossible, doctor. I can’t go to Bermuda.

croucHo: Very well, then. I'll go myself. Ravelli, put my clothes in the
trunk.

cHico (surprised): You mean you gonna go naked?

MRS. CARROWAY (impatient): Doctor! Aren’t you going to examine me?

cHico: Awright, take off your coat.

MRS. CARROWAY (removing coat): Why, yes . . . there you are.

chico: Here lady, I tink you can put your coat on again. It don’t look
good on me.

MRs. CARROWAY: Doctor, your methods seem very curious. But I suppose
you know your business. Goodness knows you charge enough. Mrs.
Gillingham said you charged her eight hundred dollars for her opera-
tion.

croucHo: But madam, I had to take six stitches.

MRS. CARROWAY: But isn’t that rather high—eight hundred dollars for six
stitches?

croucHo: Not at all. I gave her fancy embroidery.
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MRs. caRrRoway: Doctor, that’s all beside the point. I've been having
dizzy spells. I think—

croucHo: Never mind what you think, madam. I'll examine your eyes.
Look at that calendar on that wall and see if you can tell me what day
it is.

MRrs. cARROwAY:  Very well. (Reading.) It’s December twenty-eighth.

croucHo: Just as I thought. Madam, you need glasses. It’s January
ninth.

MRs. caRrowaY: Why, I'm sure that calendar says December twenty-
eighth.

croucHo: I know, but that’s last year’s calendar.

cuico: Boss, I'm gonna try her dis time. Lady, close one eye and read
dat sign on da wall.

mRrs. caRroway:  That sign? It says “No smoking.”

cHico (astonished): Oh, is dat what is says? You know, dat big word
“Smoking” always had me fooled.

MRs. cARROWAY: Doctor, I think you’d better forget about my eyes. The
trouble is with my general condition. I'm not feeling very strong.

croucHo: Well, you look strong enough. However, I'll examine you.
Push that desk across the room.

MRS. CARROWAY (astonished): Why doctor, [—

croucHo: Come on, madam. Stop horsing around and push that desk.

MRS. CARROWAY: It seems very strange, but very well.
(Sound of desk being moved and woman grunting.)

croucHo: Ravelli, maybe you better give her a lift.

cHico: Give her a lift? Hey, boss, you need a coupla piano movers to
pick her up.

MRS. CARROWAY (sighing wearily): Well, there you are, doctor, I got the
desk moved. (Breathes heavily.) Now what do you think?

croucHo: What do I think? I think the desk looked better where it was
before. Madam, you’d better push it back.
(Music in strong.)

(Knock at door.)

miss pIMPLE: Come in. (Door opens.) Oh, it’s you, mailman. Good after-
noon.

MAILMAN:  Afternoon, miss. Is Mr. Flywheel in? I got a special delivery
for him. Another one of those books.

miss DIMPLE:  Oh yes, he’s been waiting for it. It’s from a correspondence
school. Mr. Flywheel has taken an interest in medicine.

MAILMAN: Let’s see. I may have a letter here . . . No, I guess that’s all,
just that little book. Can you sign for it?
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miss piMPLE:  Of course . . . There you are. (cRoucHo enters.) Oh, hello,
Mr. Flywheel.

croucHo: Hello, Miss Dimple. Good afternoon, professor.

MAILMAN:  Professor?

GROUCHO: Yes, didn’t you bring my lessons?

miss pimPLE:  Here it is, Mr. Flywheel. Another book from that correspon-
dence school.

croucHO: Professor, what’s the idea of bringing the mail in so late? Do
you think this is night school? The dean will hear about this.

MAILMAN:  What dean?

croucHo: Gunga dean.

maiLMAaN: [ don’t quite know what you mean, Mr. Flywheel, but I admit
I don’t get around as fast as I used to with the mail. You see, I'm
troubled with flat feet.

GROUCHO:  You only think your feet are flat. Columbus thought the world
was flat. But it wasn’t . . . it wasn’t flat until 1929. Say, I think I'll take
out your appendix.

mMAILMAN:  But there’s nothing wrong with my appendix.

croucHo: Well, if there’s nothing wrong with them, I'll put ’em back. It
won’t hurt to take a look.

maiLMAN: My appendix is all right. If anything is wrong with me, it’s my
tonsils.

GROUCHO:  You're probably right, professor. But I'd much rather take out
the appendix. There’s more money in a job like that.

MAILMAN:  Say, you're not a doctor.

croucHo: Well, I make allowances for that. I'll knock ten percent off
the bill.

MAILMAN:  [’ve got my mail to deliver. I'm going.

GRoucHo: Wait a minute, professor. Don’t go. I’ve got a better offer. I'll
take out one tonsil, too, and I won’t charge you a cent extra.

mMaiLMAN: [ haven’t time to—

¢roucHo: [I’ll make that two tonsils.

MAILMAN:  I’'m going.

GROUCHO: See here, professor. I don’t want you to go out dissatisfied.
You’re a man after my own heart—and I’m a man after your appendix.

MAILMAN:  Please, Mr. Flywheel.

croucHo:  All right. Forget the appendix. I'll take out two tonsils and
five teeth. I'll go even farther than that. You give me that appendix job
and I'll take out three tonsils and five teeth free of charge. And if we
strike gold in those teeth we split. fifty-ffty.

maiLMan:  Why, er. . ..

croucHo: It’s a bargain. I'll operate as soon as my assistant, Mr. Ra-
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velli, comes in with the instruments I sent him after. He’s on his way
over from the junk shop now.

MAILMAN:  Mr. Flywheel, I'm afraid you—

¢roucHo: Nonsense, there’s nothing to be afraid of. You won’t feel a
thing. Because I'm going to give you an anaesthetic. A local anaes-
thetic. And if you don’t care for a local anaesthetic, I'll get you one
from out of town. Personally, I think we ought to patronize the neigh-
borhood stores.

maiLMAN:  Good day!

G¢roucHo: Don’t go, professor. Here comes my assistant with the instru-
ments.
(cHico heard humming “Daffodils.”)

cuico: Hullo boss, hullo mailman.

croucHo: Ravelli, I'm going to operate. Have you got the instruments I
sent you for?

cHico (sneers): Dose instruments! I got better ones. Listen to dis. (He
plays a few harsh notes on saxophone.)

maiLMaN:  I've had enough of this, Mr. Flywheel. Good day!

croucHo: Wait a second, professor.
(Door slams.)

GROUCHO: A fine assistant you are, Ravelli. I send you out to select
medical instruments and you pick a saxophone.

crico: Ha! You make a mistake, boss. You no pick a saxophone, you
pick a mandolin.

croucHo: I see. Ravelli, something tells me this little incident is going
to end in violence.

cHico: Violence? I brought dat too, see? (Plays a few notes on violin.)

croucHo: Ravelli, I'm going to raise your salary.

cHIcOo: At’sa fine, boss.

croucHo: It’s nothing at all. I'm only raising your pay so you’ll feel
worse when I fire you.

cHico (sadly): Aw, boss, you no gonna fire me—after I bring you such a
good lunch today. I bringa you two sandwiches, rawsta biff and nicea
pimento cheese.

croucHo: Ravelli, I was willing to forget, but now that you mention it, I
want to tell you that I ate one of those sandwiches.

cHico: Which one, boss?

croucHo: I don’t know. It tasted like glue.

cHico (very seriously): Oh, dat was da cheese. Da rawsta biff tastes like
an old shoe.
(Phone rings.)

croucHo: Don’t stand there—answer that phone.
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cHico: [’'ma too busy, boss.

c¢roucHo: Busy? Doing what?

cHico: Can’t you see, boss? I'm growing a beard.

croucHo: Well, grow your beard outside office hours and answer that
phone.

(Phone rings again.)

cuico: Howado you do? . . . Dis is da law office of Flywheel, Shyster,
and Flywheel . . . Oh, you wanna Doctor Jones? Awright, den it’s Doc-
tor Jones’s office too ... Me? I'm Emmanuel Ravelli. .. You no
wanna talk to me? . . . Awright, you shut up an’ I talk to you. I give
you a riddle. What is it crawls on trees and sings? Ha! I knew you no
guess. It’s a caterpillar. (Surprised.) What? A caterpillar can’t sing?
Say, no wonder I never seen any caterpillars in grand opera.

GRoucHo: Give me that phone, Ravelli. Hello . . . Oh, it’s you, Mrs.
Carroway . . . You're feeling worse? Well, that’s easily understood. I
happened to give you the wrong medicine . . . What? . . . Well, 1
wouldn’t really say it was the wrong medicine. It happens to be very
good for the rheumatism . . . Is it my fault that you haven’t got rheu-
matism? . . . Well, we’ll be over. Get the guest room ready. We’ll be
there as soon as we finish packing. Goodbye. Ravelli, I think I've got
just the medicine for Mrs. Carroway.

cHico:  She still sick, boss? Whatta you tink she’s got?

GRoucHO: My guess is that she’s got a hundred thousand dollars. That’s
why I want to give her the best medicine there is. I've got it right in my
desk—something I worked out myself.

cuico: Oh, at’sa fine. We gonna be rich.

croucHo: Not so fast, Ravelli. The correspondence school says I should
first try out my medicine on a guinea pig.

cHico: Awright, I get my little brudder.

GrRoucHO: Your little brother? What’s the matter with you? Here, drink
this, Ravelli.

cHico: Tanks, boss, but I ain’t tirsty.

c¢roucHo: Drink it, Ravelli. It if kills you, you’ll be a martyr.

cHico: Me be a motter? You crazy, boss. I tink you mean a fotter.

croucHo: Come on, Ravelli. Drink the medicine.

cHico: Naw, boss. I'ma too young to die.

croucHo: Ravelli, even if it kills you, we’ll have something to be thank-
ful for.

cuico: Tankful for what?

croucHo: Thankful that we didn’t waste money on a guinea pig.

(Music in strong.)
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(Sound of cab in traffic.)
croucHo: There’s Mrs. Carroway’s house, Ravelli. Tell the cab driver
to stop.

cHico: He’s stopping, boss.

priver: Here you are, fellows. Here’s the house.

croucHo: Okay, driver, here’s a dollar. Keep the change.

prIvER: But the bill is a dollar ten.

croucHo:  All right. Then I’ll keep the change.

priveR: I tell you the meter on this cab reads a dollar ten.

cHico: A dollar ten to ride in your cab? Hey, dat’sa too much for cab-
bage. I can get spinach for a nickel.

prIvER: Do you fellows want me to wait here?

croucHo: Yes, wait here until I can get a policeman to arrest you for
parking.

DRIVER: Aw rats!

croucHo (frightened): Rats? Where, where? Oh, wise guy! Just trying
to scare us.

DRIVER (disgusted): Aw, I haven’t got time to argue with you mugs.
Goodbye. (Drives away.)

croucHo: Well, Ravelli, here we are. Did you bring the medicine with
you.

cHico: Yeah, boss, but I tell you it’s no good. It needs a little more
ketchup.

croucHo: I don’t know. I rather like that vanilla flavor. Ring the bell,
Ravelli.
(Doorbell rings.)

BUTLER (opening door): Whom do you wish to see?

cHico: Are you Mr. Carroway?

BUTLER: Mr. Carroway? Indeed not. I'm Jamison, the butler.

cHico: Awright, I'll take one.

BUTLER: You’ll take what?

cHico: A butler. A butler beer.

BUTLER: Quiet, gentlemen. Mrs. Carroway isn’t feeling well.

GRoUucHO: See here, doorman. I’m the doctor.

BUTLER: I’m glad you’re here. Mrs. Carroway has been quite ill.

croucHo: That’s too bad. Maybe we ought to come back when she’s
feeling better.

BUTLER: Oh! She’s coming downstairs.

MRS. CARROWAY (approaching): Why doctor! I've been waiting for you.
I’ve been dreadfully upset.
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croucHo: Well, what seems to be the trouble?

cHico: Don’t tell him, lady. If he’s gonna be a doctor, make him find out
himself.

MRs. caARrRowAY:  Doctor, I think it’s purely a case of frayed nerves.

GrRoucHo:  Your nerves are frayed? What are they afraid of? Madam, you
need rest, plenty of rest.

MRS. CARROWAY: But doctor, [—

¢roucHo:  Stick your tongue out. Just as I thought. Your tongue needs
rest too.

MRS. CARROWAY: [ don’t quite understand. Oh, doctor, I hope you won’t
mind, but I've called in another doctor for a consultation. (Door bell
rings.) I believe that’s the doctor now.

BUTLER: Doctor Perrin.

poctor PERRIN:  How do you do, Mrs. Carroway?

MRrs. carrowaY:  Oh, doctor, these are the physicians I told you about.
Gentlemen, this is Doctor Perrin. Doctor Perrin, this is—

croucHo: This is an outrage, Perrin, muscling in on our territory.

cHico:  Some doctor. He ain’t even got a beard.

MRS. CARROWAY: Gentlemen, perhaps I ought to retire to my room, so
you three can talk over my case.

GROUCHO:  You can take this quack with you. I’ll talk to Ravelli.

poctor PERRIN:  Doctor, your attitude is very unethical.

c¢roucHo:  Oh, a wise quack! Well, run along, Mrs. Carroway, we’ll han-
dle him.

cHico: Leave it to me, lady, I’ll have him eatin outta my hands.

c¢roucHo: In that case, Ravelli, you’d better wash your hands.

MRs. cARRoway:  Call me when you're ready.

(Door opens and closes.)

pocTtor PERRIN: Gentlemen, I have a special interest in this case, be-
cause I have a great affection for Mrs. Carroway.

GROUCHO: Yes, the dear old soul. It’s too bad she cheats at cards.

DOCTOR PERRIN (haughtily): Let’s not indulge in personalities. I'm a
nerve specialist myself, but I suspect that Mrs. Carroway is suffering
from rheumatism. Ah . . . do you know anything about rheumatism?

cHico: I know sometin about rheumatism. I know a funny joke about it.
Ha, ha, ha! I wish I could remember it.

poctor PERRIN: Gentlemen, as medical men you amaze me. I've been
practicing for twenty-two years—

cHico:  Oh, you're just practicin, too? I tought you was a real doctor.

poctor PERRIN:  Please, gentlemen. Let’s discuss the case.

croucHo: Okay, doc. Now 7 think she’s suffering from a case of loco-
motor ataxia, which we can easily cure at fifteen cents a mile. Ravelli,
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get out the book. Say, look at this picture. I think it’s a map of New
Jersey.

poctor PERRIN:  Ridiculous! Why, that’s a diagram of the digestive tract.

GrROUCHO: [’ve never been at that tract, but I lost a lot of money at
Latonia. Where are you going, Ravelli?

cHico: I'm going to Latonia to look for your money.

poctor PERRIN:  Doctor! All this is beside the point. Our first problem is,
what’s to be done about Mrs. Carroway’s rheumatism?

croucHo: That’s our second problem, doctor. Our first problem is: How
are we going to split the fees? You know, doctor, with me it’s strictly
one price. That price is anything I can get.

poctor PERRIN: Doctor, we’ll come to that later. Now, the drugs I would
prescribe—

cHIico: Aw no, doc. Drugs is no good. Last time I go to a doc he gimme
so much drugs I was sick long after I got well.

pocTtor PERRIN: Gentlemen, after all, this is a consultation. I would like
to see Mrs. Carroway drink a glass of hot water an hour before break-
fast every morning.

cHico: Drink hot water an hour before breakfast? Nobody can do it,
doc. I tried it once. I dranka hot water for ten minutes, den I couldn’t
hold anudder glass.

pocTor PERRIN: That’s my wish in the matter, doctor. What would you
like to do?

croucHo: Frankly, doctor, I'd like to sell you an insurance policy.

pocTor PERRIN: [ don’t want any life insurance.

croucHo: This isn’t life insurance. It’s fire insurance. It would be just
the thing for you—if you had a wooden leg.

cHico: Hey, wait a minoot. I sell you a better policy—my father’s. He
won’t need it no more. Dey only give him tree days to live.

pOCTOR PERRIN: s he that sick?

cHico: No, he feels fine.

poctor PERRIN: Then what makes you think he’ll die in three days?

cHico: Well, dat’s what da judge said.

(Door opens. MRS, CARROWAY's excited voice heard approaching.)

MRS. CARROWAY: I know it all now! I was talking to Mrs. Gillingham, and
she says she’s with Doctor Jones right now. These two men are impos-
ters!

poctor PERRIN: I thought they were imposters. They certainly didn’t talk
like doctors.

6rROUCHO: What do you mean, I didn’t talk like a doctor. Didn’t I ask for
my money? Madam, how about kicking in with about a hundred bucks
for my advice.
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MRs. CARROWAY: Why should I pay you? What advice have you given
me?

croucHo: If you want advice, I can give you some. Never play cards on
trains. Especially with people like yourself.

MRS. CARROWAY: | mean medical advice.

c¢rRoucHo: Oh, that’s easy. If you’ve rheumatism, I prescribe a mustard
plaster. If you don’t like mustard, horseradish.

MRS. CARROWAY: Jamison, throw these men out.

BUTLER: Very well, Madam!
(Scramble heard: “Ouch!” “Hey!” Groans; door slams; street noises to
show they are outside.)

chico: Hey, my arm, my arm. Hey boss, I tink maybe it’s broke.

croucHo: In that case, we’d better go back into the house. There’s a
doctor inside.
(Signature music.)
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ANNOUNCER:  The Five Star Theatre presents Groucho and Chico Marx.

(Signature music.)

ANNOUNCER: The Five Star Theatre is sponsored by the Standard Oil

Companies of New Jersey, Pennsylvania, and Louisiana, and the Co-
lonial Beacon Qil Company, which markets Colonial Gasoline. All of
these companies market Essolube, that famous hydrofined motor oil,
and Esso.

Monday night is comedy night in the Five Star Theatre and we are
about to hear those Mad Marxes, Groucho and Chico, in another of
their three-act comedies concerning the adventures of Flywheel, Shy-
ster, and Flywheel.

But before we get into our program we would like to ask all our radio
friends to do something for us, something that involves no cost or
obligation to you, and will be of great assistance to us.

For many years we have enjoyed the patronage of a host of loyal
customers. We appreciate your support keenly and in return we wish
to give you only the very best of radio entertainment.

We have diversified the programs of the Five Star Theatre to fit every
mood and taste. Each week it includes smart comedy, beautiful sym-
phony music and singing by opera stars, popular music and mystery
drama. We and the artists want to know how you like our offerings,
and we’ve arranged an easy way for you to vote for your favorite Five
Star Program. Stop in at an Esso station, ask the salesman for a ballot,
cast your vote for the program you like best, and leave it with the
salesman. Your votes will enable us to give you the kind of entertain-
ment you like best.

Now for the Mad Marxes. This program is coming to you tonight
from Hollywood, California. There is Groucho. He looks just the way
you see him on the stage and screen with those black, black brows and
the famous mustache. Chico is here, too, in the little green hat and the
corduroy suit. The audience is applauding. (Applause.) Our orchestra
leader, Harry Jackson, has prepared some delightful numbers for you
tonight. He’s raising his stick, the overture is in, and the show is about
to begin.

(Orchestra—medley from “‘Sweet Adeline.”)

(Phone rings.)

miss piMpLE: Hello? Law offices of Flywheel, Shyster, and Flywheel.

Hello . . . Who? Who did you want to speak to? . . . I can’t under-
stand you . . . Mr. Flywheel, I can’t make out what this man is saying.
You'd better talk to him.
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crouchHo: Give me that phone. Hello . . . Hello! What’s that? You want
to speak to Mr. Tilson? Mr. Tilson senior or Mr. Tilson junior? . . .
Oh, you don’t know! Well, is he a tall man or a short man? He’s short?
Oh, you mean Mr. Tilson junior. Well, there’s nobody here by that
name. You must have the wrong number. Goodbye.

miss pimpLe:  Why, Mr. Flywheel, what have you got that string tied
around your finger for?

croucHo: String? Oh, yes. I put that on last night to remind me to ask
you to do something for me this morning.

miss DiIMPLE: Well, what did you want me to do?

croucHo: I can’t imagine, unless it was to get you to untie the string.
Oh, now I remember. I was going to deposit that ten cents we found
yesterday in the bank. By the way, where is that ten cents?

miss pIMPLE: It’s in that drawer, Mr. Flywheel, where you put it last
night.
(Drawer slides open.)

croucHo: This drawer? Miss Dimple. look! Look! It’s gone! The mon-
ey’s gone!
(cHICO’s humming of “Daffodils” heard faintly.)

MIss DIMPLE:  Your assistant, Mr. Ravelli, is coming in. Maybe he knows
something about it.
(Door opens.)

cuico: Hello, boss. Hello, Miss Dimp.

croucHo: Never mind that, Ravelli. What happened to the ten cents
that was in that drawer?

cHico (innocently): Search me.

crOUCHO: Search you—a very good suggestion, Ravelli. Hold him, Miss
Dimple. (Pause.) Ahhh! I knew it! Here it is right in his pocket. Now,
Ravelli, I guess you’ll sing a different tune.

cuico: All right. I’ll sing da ten-cent tune.

croucHo: The ten-cent tune?

cHico:  Sure. ““ Dime on My Hands”—

croucHo: You hand that money over! Look, Miss Dimple, a dime and
two cents. Where did the two cents come from? Say, this money is
beginning to yield interest. Maybe we ought to keep it in Ravelli’s
pocket instead of in the bank. Well, what have you got to say for
yourself?

cHico: Boss, I took da ten cents, but it was joost a mistake. You see, I
tought it was a quarter.

croucHo: Ravelli, I'm amazed—You’d rob your friend and employer for
ten cents . . . a measly bit of change.

cuico: Well, boss, da doctor said da change would do me good.
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THEY'RE FUNNY
That WAY

So long as you laugh at them
and they get paid, the Four
Marx Brothers are happy

By
SIDNEY SKOLSKY

The cast of the Marx men in the order of their appearance
on this earth is Chico, Harpo, Groucho and Zeppo
{left). Harpo, the red-wigge: and silent one {above),
was named Adolph, at thirteen changed it to Arthur,

and now has graced himseif wiih a middie name, Duer.

This profile of the Four Marx Brothers noted. “The four of them play the stock market.
That's why they’re still in show business.” (From The New Movie Magazine, Jan. 1932.)
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croucno: I see. All right, Miss Dimple, let go of him. Ravelli, you let go
of Miss Dimple.

cHico: Scusa please, boss, I forgot what I was doing.

croucHo: You'd forget your head if it wasn’t on Miss Dimple’s shoulder.
Where have you been all morning?

cHico: I was standing on da corner looking at an accident.

croucHo: An accident? Was it a good one? Will it make a law case?
What happened?

cHico: Well you see, a man he walk right in front of a baker’s wagon. It
was da baker’s fault. He shoulda turned to da left.

croucHo: Nonsense. The baker had no choice in the matter. You know
bakers can’t be choosers.

cuico: Well, it was da baker’s fault. He was sitting and driving at da
same time he was eating a piece of cake.

GrRoucHO: Driving and eating cake? Didn’t he give his horn a honk?

cuico: No, he ate it all himself. He didn’t give anybody a hunk. Not
even da horse.

croucHo: What! He didn’t give that poor horse any cake? Why not?

cuico: I don’t know, boss. Maybe it was because he didn’t have a horse.
He was driving an automobile.
(Door opens.)

miss pIMPLE (whispers): Here comes a lady. She looks like a client.

MRS. JACKSON: Aw . . . pardon me. Are you Mr. Flywheel?

croucHo: Am I Mr. Flywheel? Before I answer that, there’s one thing I
want to know. Are you Mrs. Flywheel?

MRs. Jackson: Certainly not.

croucHo: All right, then I'm Mr. Flywheel. And I bet I can guess who
you are.

MRs. Jackson: Well then, who am I?

croucHo: I give up. Who are you?

cHico: I give up, too. And I wasn’t even playing.

MRS. JACKSON: My name is Mrs. Jackson, and, er, I've come in to get you
to help me with my income tax.

croucHo: Help you with your income tax? A big woman like you? You'll
pay your own taxes.

cHico: Taxes? Hey, I got a brudder living in Taxes.

croucHo: Quiet, we're talking about taxes—money, dollars.

cHico: Well, dat’s where my brudder lives, Dollas, Taxes.

croucHo: Ravelli, if you were only deaf, you'd be deaf and dumb.

MRs. Jackson: Gentlemen, I don’t know what you're talking about.

croucHo: Well, madam, what you don’t know, won’t hurt you—and that
ought to make you practically safe from anything.
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MRs. JACKSON: [ didn’t come here to be insulted!

cHico: Den you must be in da wrong office.

croucHo: Keep quiet, Ravelli. I can defend myself! Now, madam, about
that income tax?

MRs. JAcksoN: [’ve got a blank right here with me—

GROUCHO:  So have I. His name is Ravelli.

MRs. JACKSON: I mean I've got a tax blank with me, and there are a few
things I don’t understand.

cRoucHo: Madam, let me see that blank. Hmm. This income tax isn’t
very entertaining reading. You haven’t got an amusement tax with you,
instead?

MRs. JACKSON: I'm afraid it’s rather complicated.

croucHo:  Complicated? Why, a child of four could explain this. Ravelli,
run out and see if you can find a child of four. I can’t make head or tail
out of it.

cuico:  Hey, dis is no good at all. It gotta no pictures.

croucHo: Now, let’s see. We'll start at the beginning. It says here, “Are
you a resident of the United States?”

cuico: Ha, ha. At’sa crazy. Dat paper wants to know if da lady is a
resident of da United States. Everybody know Mr. Hoover, he’s da
resident of da United States.

GROUCHO:  Say, here’s a good one. It says, “A fiduciary filing the return
for an estate in process of administration may claim”—now get this,
this will kill you—*‘in lieu of this deduction provided in Section 162(a)
of the Act of 1928(b).”” How do you like it so far, Ravelli?

chico: Ha! At one’s too easy, but I know a mucha better riddle. Hey,
lady, tirteen men was under an umbrella and only one of dem got wet.
Why was dat?

MRS. JACKSON (impatiently): 1’m sure I don’t know!

cHico: It wasn’t raining!

MRs. Jackson: Well, how did the one man get wet?

cHico: Oh, him. He went home and took a bath.

MRs. JAcksoN:  Please, gentlemen. What about my income tax?

GROUCHO:  Your income tax? Haven’t you anything else to occupy your
mind? What do you do for a living?

MRs. JACKSON: | have a millinery shop.

cico: Hey, my little brudder he goes to a millinery school. He’s gonna
be a soldier.

MRs. Jackson:  Well, that’s all very nice, but I wish you’d attend to my
income tax.

G¢roucHo: Madam, if wishes were horses, I'd drive you home. However,
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leave your tax with me and I'll drop over to your shop this afternoon
and let you know how much you lose.

MRs. Jackson: I’ll be expecting you, then, this afternoon.

crRoucHO: Fine. And now let’s have a paper chase.

MRS. JACKSON: A paper chase?

croucHo: Sure. I'll read the paper and Ravelli’ll chase you out of here.
(Music in strong.)

(Street noises.)

croucHo: Taxi! Taxi!

cHico: Hey, boss, what you want a taxi for?

croucHo: Do you expect me, Flywheel, to walk to Mrs. Jackson’s shop?
What kind of impression do you think we’d make? Where’s your pride,
Ravelli?

cuico: Hey, I ain’t got no pride. I ain’t even engaged.

croucHo: Taxi! Taxi!
(Cab drives up.)

priver: Okay, mister. Here you are.

croucHo: Driver, we want to go to Mrs. Jackson’s Millinery Shop—555
Boulevard Avenue.

priver:  All right, buddy. Hop in.
(Door slams, car starts up.)

cHico: Hey, boss. Hey, boss. How we gonna pay for dis cab?

croucHo: Ravelli, don’t cross a bridge until you come to it. (Squealing
of brakes.) And that goes for you too, driver.

cuico: Hey, driver, why don’t you laok where you’re going wit dis old
tin can?

croucHo: Listen, Ravelli. You’'ll have to stop berating this car. What do
you think you are, a carburetor?

priver: Hey, youse guys, if you don’t like this cab, you can get out and
walk.

croucHo: Oh, a wise guy.

DRIVER: Yeah, I'm a wise guy. What do you tink of dat?

croucHo: Well, if you're so wise, answer me this. If I mail this letter
today, will it be delivered in Philadelphia in the morning?

pRIVER: Sure, it will. It’ll get dere foist thing in de morning.

croucHo: That’s where you're wrong. It won’t get to Philadelphia in the
morning. This letter is addressed to Boston.

cHico: Hey, boss. Hey, boss. Look at da cop running disa way. What’sa
matter?
(Sound of shooting.)
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GroucHo: He’s jumping on the running board. Hey, officer, what’s the
big idea? We didn’t invite you to come with us.

cop:  Shut up, you. Listen, driver, follow that touring car ahead of you.
It’s full of gunmen and they just held up a bank. Come on. Drive like
the devil and look out for the bullets.

prRIVER: Okay, chief, we’ll catch those rats.

cHico: Rats? Hey, we better stop at dat corner and get some cheese.

cor: Cheese? What for?

cHico: For my lunch.

cop:  You guys had better get down on the floor if you don’t want to get
hit,

(Burst of machine-gun fire and breaking glass.)

GROUCHO: Move over, Ravelli. Quick. Let Flywheel have the floor.

cHico:  Quch. Ouch.

cop: Did they hit you, buddy?

cHico:  Dey no hit my buddy, but dey almost got me in da neck.

(Bang, bang, bang.)

GroucHo:  Turn to the right at the next crossing, driver. I want to pass
my girl’s house. She’ll enjoy seeing Ravelli shot at.

cop:  Shut up! Keep chasing that car, driver. I tell you those fellows just
stole ten thousand dollars!

GROUCHO:  See here, officer, you can chase that car if you like, but I'm
not in the habit of running after people just because they have money.
Officer, you may be poor, but I'm sure you're just as nice as those rich
fellows you’re running after.

cop: I tell you, those guys are thieves—bandits.

croucHo:  Well, I still insist you are just as nice as they are. The trouble
with you is you’re suffering from an inferiority complex.

cop:  Duck. Duck, they’re going to shoot.

cHico: Oh, are dey duck-shooting?

(More shots.)

GroucHo: If you were a man, officer, you'd arrest those fellows. This
isn’t the duck-hunting season.
(Machine-gun fire, breaking glass.)

cHico: Say, [ wish my fadder was here. He’s a dead shot.

cor: A dead shot?

cHico: Yeah. He’s been dead for tree years.

cop:  Look out, you two, here comes a hand grenade.

cHico: Hey, boss, look at what I catch—it looksa joosta like a pine-
apple.

cop (excitedly): Hey, throw that out of the window—it’s a hand grenade!
(Sound of explosion.)
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croucHo: Well, Ravelli, a big help you are! Too bad they didn’t throw
pneumonia. I'd like to see you catch that.

cop: Faster, driver. They’re only a block ahead.

cuico: Blockahead. Flywheel, he’s a blockahead too, but we no talk
about it.
(More shooting.)

cor: We're gaining! We're gaining!

GROUCHO: Say, you are gaining, officer. If I were you, I'd stop eating
potatoes.

cHico: Yeah, dat reminds me, you know what I weighed yesterday,
boss?

¢rRoucHo: No—what did you weigh?

cHico: A pound of sugar. Ha, ha, some joke! Hey, boss, look what dat
meter says.

GROUCHO: Jumping Jupiter, it’s six dollars and a quarter. Officer! Offi-
cer!

cor: Well, what is it?

GROUCHO: Where are we going?
(Bang, bang.)

cor: They’re headed out for the open country, and we're following
them.

croucHo: Well, I wonder if you'd ask those gunmen to do us a big
favor?
(Bang, bang.)

cor:  What do you want?

croucHo: If it’s all the same to them, I wonder if they’d mind being
chased to Mrs. Jackson’s Millinery Shop. We have a business appoint-
ment at three o'clock and we’re late now.
(Music in strong.)

(Sound of cab driving.)

cHico: Hey, boss, it’sa lucky dose bandits got away over da state line. I
was afraid for a while we catch up to dem.

priver:  Well, here we are. Dis is de dive youse guys wanted. 555 Bou-
levard Avenue.

GROUCHO: Yes, this is it. Mrs. Jackson’s Millinery Shop. (Door opens.)
Thanks for a delightful outing, driver. You must come over and go
shooting with us some time. Come on. Ravelli.

privER: Hey, wait a minute. Wait a minute. How about the fare?

crRoucHo: What fare?

priIvER: Da fare is fifty-six dollars and thirty cents.

croucHo:  Fifty-six thirty! Impossible!
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DRIVER: See here, buddy, after that long ride around this country, you
ain’t gonna stand there and argue about fifty-six thirty, are you?

cRoucHo: Argue about it! Why, certainly not. I'm not going to argue
about it. I'm just not going to pay it.

prRIVER:  You'll pay it, all right!

cuico: Hey, don’t get excited. You joosta wait here till we come out. We
gotta see dat lady on business.

DRIVER (menacing): All right. I'll wait!

croucHo: If we’re not out in ten minutes, don’t bother to wait any
longer.

priver: [l be here, don’t worry!

croucHo: And I'll be in there, but I can’t promise you I won’t worry.
Come on, Ravelli.

cHico: Hey, it’sa pretty nicea shop.
(Door opens.)

MRs. Jackson: Well, Mr. Flywheel, this is a fine time to be coming.
(Door closes.)

croucHo: Never mind about that. The important thing is, has this place
got a back door?

MRS. JACKSON: What about my income tax?

GROUCHO: Answer my question first. Has this place got a back door?

MRS. JACKSON: No, it hasn’t.

croucHo: Well, in that case, you owe the government fifty-six dollars
and thirty cents.

cuico: Hey, at’sa funny ting. At’sa joosta what we owe da taxicab—
fifty-six dollars and tirty cents.

MRs. JACKSON:  Why, that’s far too much! I won’t pay it.

croucHo: Well, that makes three of us who won’t pay it. By the way
Mrs. Jackson, do you know the best way to avoid falling hair?

MRS. JACKSON: Why [—

croucHo: Well, it’s very simple. The next time you see it falling, just
step quickly out of the way. And now about that fifty-six dollars and
thirty cents. Unless you can build a back door, we’ll take it in cash.

MRs. JACKSON: Nonsense! If I really owe that much I'll send it to the
government myself.

cHico: What’sa matter, lady? Don’t you trust me?

MRs. JACKsON:  Oh, you misunderstand me. It isn’t that I don’t trust you.
But I always pay my tax in installments—every three months.

cHIco: At’sa no good. We can’t keep da cab waiting dat long.

MRS. JACKSON: And now, gentlemen, aside from what I owe the govern-
ment, what do I owe you for the work you’ve done?

croucHo: Just a moment, I'll igure it out. (Mumbling to himself.) Let’s
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see. Three hours labor, time and a half for overtime, one hour for
lunch, horse, one dollar. That’s four times four is twenty-eight and
twelve to carry makes thirty-two, minus Ravelli . . . which adds up to
. . . (Brightly.) Mrs. Jackson, you owe us exactly fifty-six dollars and
thirty cents.

MRs. JacksoN: Why that’s just what you told me I owe the government!
Mr. Flywheel, do you mind telling me how you arrived at that figure?
GROUCHO:  You want to know how we arrived at that figure? Well, I'll tell
you. We left town by Hemingway Avenue, came back through Tenth
Street, cut across to Billy Boulevard, and before you could say Jack

Robinson we arrived at fifty-six dollars and thirty cents.

MRS. JACKSON: I’m very confused. [ wish you’d come upstairs to my office
and show it to me on paper.

croucHo: Okay, babe. You lead the way and I'll go ahead of you. You
stay here, Ravelli, and watch the store.

MRS. JACksON: Yes—and Mr. Ravelli, if any customers come in, please
call me.

cHico:  Awright, lady.

MRS. JAcksoN: Come, Mr. Flywheel.

(Door opens and closes; cHico starts singing “‘All Alone”; door opens.)
privER: Hey, you! How long do I have to wait?

cHico: Hello, Mr. Taxi Driver. You wanna buy something?

DRIVER: I want my fifty-six dollars, and I want it quick.

cHico:  You want fifty-six dollars? What happen to da tirty cents? Any-
how, you gotta da wrong man. I never saw you before. Hey, maybe you
wanna buy something. Nicea lady’s hat?

prIVER: What would I do with a lady’s hat?

cHico: Here, trya one on. At’sa very nicea hat.

priverR: Well, dat isn’t a bad hat. Maybe dat wouldn’t look so bad on de
wife. How much is it?

chico:  It’s just fifty-six dollars and tirty cents. You want I should wrap
it up, or will you wear it?

DRIVER: Say, you got your noive with you. Fifty-six thirty for that little
hat?

cHico: Awright, awright. Here’s a bigger hat, and it won’t cost a cent
more than fifty-six tirty.

DRIVER: Say, what are you trying to do, kid me? I know you! You’re one
of the two guys I'm waiting to collect from. Where's the guy with the
mustache?

cHico: He’s inside shaving off his mustache!

privErR: What’s he doing that for?

cHico: He’s shaving it off so you won’t know him.
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priver:  Oh, he thinks he can fool me, does he?

cuico:  Sure. I coulda fool you too, only it take me longer. I'd have to
stay here until I grow a mustache.

(Door opens.)

MRs. JacksoN: Mr. Flywheel, this is an outrage! You haven’t put a single
figure down on this income-tax blank. Why, I don’t believe you’ve even
looked at it.

croucHo: That’s all right, I've got the whole thing in my head. If you
had an X-ray machine I could show it to you.

orivEr:  Oh, so there’s the other guy. Listen, punk, I'm tired of waiting
for you.

croucho: Driver, [ thought I told you to wait outside with my car.

cuico: Did we buy da car, now?

MRs. Jjackson: I'm sick of all this horseplay. I won’t pay you a cent. I'm
going right down to the tax collector’s office now and get them to figure
it out for me.

croucHo: You're going to the collector’s office now? Ravelli, call a taxi-
cab for Mrs. Jackson. On second thought, driver, you take Mrs. Jack-
son wherever she wants to go.

privER: Yeah, well, what about that money?

croucHo: Driver, the lady is in a hurry. Mrs. Jackson, you’ll pay the taxi
driver whatever the meter says when you get there, won’t you?

MRs. Jackson: Why certainly. I always pay my taxi fares!

croucho: There you are, driver, Mrs. Jackson will take your cab.

MRs. jackson: Very well.

oriver: Okay, boss. I guess it’s all right. Come on, lady.

(Door opens and closes.)

croucHo: Here, Mrs. Jackson. Allow me to help you in.

cHico: Goodabye, lady.

MRs. Jackson: Goodbye!

cHico: Well, boss, we got out of dat pretty good.

croucHo: Out of it! How we going to get back to the office?

cuico: Why? How far is it?

croucHo: Well, it’s forty miles as the crow flies, it’s sixty as the house
flies.

chico:  Don’t worry, boss, I call Miss Dimp and tell her to come out here
right away.

croucHo: What good will that do us? She hasn’t got any money either.

cHico: At’sa fine—den da tree of us can walk home together.
(Music in strong.)

ANNOUNCER:  You have just heard another of the adventures of Flywheel,
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Shyster, and Flywheel, Attorneys at Law, which is the Monday-night
feature in the Five Star Theatre. Groucho and Chico Marx are the stars
of this show. They have just come out to take a bow, and the crowd in
the studio is applauding wildly.

(Applause.)

ANNOUNCER:  Now here are Groucho and Chico again.

cuico: Lay-deezand, and . .. ah ... gentlemens! Ha, I knew I'd guess
it. Ladies an’ gentlemens, [—

croucHo: That was very good, Chico. Very good.

cuico: Hey, I kin do even better dan dat.

croucHo: That’s easy to believe. But fortunately our time is short
and—

cHico: Why, what time is it?

croucHo: I don’t know. But it can’t be seven o’clock, because I’'m sup-
posed to be at a friend’s house for dinner at seven o’clock and I'm not
there yet.

cHico:  Why don’tcha look at your watch?

GrRoucHO: My watch isn’t going.

cHico: Why? Wasn’t your watch invited?

croucHo: I see. You're getting sleepy. Now say good night to the nice
people and I'll put you to bed.

cHico: Izesso?

GrRoUCHO: Yes, Esso, which is better than any gasoline, and Essolube,
too, that hydrofined motor oil. Say, we worked that in pretty neatly. I
guess we better say good night before we spoil everything. Good night,
good night.

(Applause.)

ANNOUNCER: Don’t forget to go to the nearest Esso service station this
week and cast your ballot in the Five Star Theatre popularity vote. It
won’t cost you a cent, entails no obligation. Just go in and ask the
salesman for a ballot, record your vote, and he will send it to us. We
are very anxious to know which of the various Five Star programs—
comedy, fine music, famous short stories, or mystery drama—you pre-
fer. You can help us to give you the entertainment you like best by
casting your vote. Thank you.

(Signature music.)
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(Phone rings.)

miss DiIMPLE: Law offices of Flywheel, Shyster, and Flywheel . . . No,
Mr. Flywheel is in court. I expect him back any minute . . . Hmm,
Hmm . . . I'll tell him. Goodbye. (Hangs up phone.) Oh, good morning,
Mr. Flywheel. Mrs. Carrington called.

c¢roucHo: Complaining again, [ suppose.

miss DIMPLE:  Yes. She isn’t satisfied with the way you handled her non-
support case. She says her husband isn’t giving her a nickel.

croucHo: Well, what is she squawking about? She sued for nonsupport.
Well, now she’s getting nonsupport. Where’s that thick-headed assis-
tant of mine? Where’s Ravelli?

miss iMpLE:  He’s in your private office, sleeping on your desk.

GRoucHO: So he sleeps on my desk, does he? Well, I'll soon put a stop
to that. I'll sell the desk. (Calling out.) Ravelli, Ravelli!

cHico (From next room): You calling me, boss? (Approaches yawning.)

¢roucHo: Oh, there you are. I didn’t recognize you with a clean shirt
on. Listen, Ravelli, you’ll have to snap out of it. Here it is Monday.
Tomorrow’s Tuesday, and the day after that’s Wednesday. A half a
week’s gone by and you’re still sleeping on the desk.

cHico: I’'ma feel sorry, boss. But I joosta can’t sleep at home.

croucHo: Why not?

cuico: [ ain’t gotta no desk.

croucHo: Well, I'm not sure that you've got a job either. I waited in
court all morning for you to bring me those Carrington divorce papers.
Why didn’t you show up?

cuico:  Well, I no tink doze papers wasa very important.

GrRoucHo: My legal papers and you didn’t think they were important?
Well, they were very important . . . | had my lunch wrapped in those
papers!

cHico: Awright, I bring you another lunch. I bring you nicea tomayto
sandwich.

GroucHo: Tomayto? Ravelli, in my social circle we call it tomahto.

chico:  Oh, you want it tomahto. I thought you wanted it today. Awright,
I bring you a tomato sandwich tomahto.

croucHo: Ravelli, I think I've been overestimating your intelligence.
Why, I've been telling everybody you’re a halfwit.

cuico: Halfwit? Dat’s da kinda sandwich I gonna bring you. Half wit
butter and half witout.

croucHo: I see. You know, you're in a position to do me a great favor.

cHico: Okay, boss, whata you want I should do?

croucHo: I want you to get out of this office before I throw you out. Miss
Dimple, put a sign on the door saying, ‘‘Boy Wanted.”
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cuico: Never mind, Miss Dimp. I already put up dat kinda sign. I'm
gonna quit.

GROUCHO (excitedly): You're quitting? Shake hands, Ravelli. I want you
to be the first to congratulate me. (To miss piMpLE:) Oh, Miss Dimple,
I'll be in my office. Call me as soon as Ravelli scrams.

miss oiMpLE:  Okay, Mr. Flywheel. (Door opens and closes.) Really, Mr.
Ravelli, I'm terribly sorry to hear you’re going.

cuico: Hey, you didn’t hear me going. I didn’t go yet. Say, Miss Dimp,
didja see my hat around here anyplace?

miss DIMPLE:  Your hat? Why, it’s on your head!

cHico: Awright, den don’t bodder. I'll look for it when I come back.
(Knock on door.)

miss piMPLE:  Come in.

Groucho as Rufus T. Firefly, President of Freedonia, in Duck Soup, the film made

immediately after Flywheel’s first and only season.
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BOY (fresh, tough kid): Say, lady, you lookin’ for a boy?

miss DIMPLE:  Yes, Mr. Flywheel was—

ciico: Hey, waita minoot. Dat’sa my sign on da door, I need a boy to
work for me. Hey kid, you wanna job?

Boy: Sure. Whata yuh tink I come in for?

cHico: Awright, you're hired. Come on, get to work.

Boy: Take it easy. What am I supposed to do?

cHico: Well, first ting you gotta do is call me boss. Den you gotta go out
and find me a job.

Boy: Find you a job? Say, you gotta lotta crust. Why don’tcha go lookin’
for a job yourself?

cuico: Hey, shut up. Ain’tcha gotta no respeck for da boss? You know,
I was a much smarter boy dan you when I was your age. And when I
was your age, [ wasn’t even as old as you.

Boy: Yeah?

cHico (angry): You hearda what I say. An’ when [ was your size, [ wasa
much smaller dan you too. Hey, didn’t you never go to school?

Boy: Soitanly, I went to school.

chico: Yeah? Den maybe you know my brudder Tony. He went to
school too.

Boy: Is that so? What class was he in?

cHico: He’s in every class—he’s da janitor.

Boy: Say, listen, mister—

cHico (admonishing): Hey, please! Calla me boss. Now we gotta talk
money. How about dis? You find a job an’ I give you halfa da pay.

soy: Half the pay? Say, that sounds pretty good!

cHico: You like da way it sounds? Awright, I say it again, but dis time I
give you only a quarter of da pay.

Boy: Let me get this straight. If I find this job I get a quarter of da
salary?

cHico: At’sa fine!

Boy: Okay, what kinda work do you wanna do?

cHico:  Anyting you like.

sBoy: Anyting I like? Why, you're gonna do the work, ain’tcha?

cHico: Me do da work? Whatta you tink I'm givin’ you quarter da pay
for?

Boy: Say, you got some noive!

cuico: Hey, what’sa matta wit you? Ain’tcha gotta no ambish’? Don’tcha
wanna grow up an’ be a boss like me?

Boy: Soitanly not!

cuico:  Awright, den I tink I fire you. G’wan, beat it!

Boy: [I’ll beat it, you fathead! Goodbye! (Slams door.)



105

cHICO (calling out): Hey, Mr. Flywheel.

croucHo:  What? Are you still here? I thought—

chico:  Well, boss, I no find a new job vyet.

croucHo:  Why don’t you go to the bank next door? I hear they’re looking
for a new cashier.

chico:  Dey’re locking for a new cashier? But dey joosta hired one yes-
terday.

croucHo: That’s the one they're looking for . .. You know, being a
bank cashier isn’t such a bad job, Ravelli.

cHico:  Yeah? I might take it. What about da salary, boss? You tink
twenty-five a week is too much?

GroucHo: Twenty-five a week to be cashier? If I were you, I'd offer to
pay them fifty dollars a week . . . Say, while you're at the bank, see if
you can get me change for a nine-dollar bill.

cHIco:  You crazy, boss. Dere’sa no nine-dollar bill.

G6ROUCHO: There aren’t, eh? What about the nine-dollar bill the gas com-
pany has been trying to collect?

chico:  Don’t bodder me, boss. I tink I better look for my own job.
Gimme dat newspaper. (Newspaper ruffling is heard.) Now lemme see.
Hey, what it says here, boss?

GroucHo:  Ravelli, you'll never find a job there. You're looking in the lost
and found column. .

cHico: That’s awright, maybe somebody else lost a job and I can find it.

GROUCHO:  Give me that paper. Hmm. Look at this: “Bulldog wanted.”
Say, that might be a job for you. With a little coaching, you ought to be
able to do anything a dog can do.

cHIico: Awright, I take it.

GROUCHO:  Just a minute! (Excited.) Here’s something about a dog worth
a thousand dollars!

cHico: A tousand dollars? Hey boss, at’sa crazy, how could a little dog
save up so much money?

GRoUCHO:  Shut up while I read this. “Lost—a tiny brown Peking-
ese...”

CHICO: Say, a man had my brudder arrested for dat.

GROUCHO (impatient): Arrested for what?

cHico:  For Pekingese. You know, peekin’ hees pockets. Ha, some joke,
eh boss?

(Phone rings.)

miss DIMPLE:  Flywheel, Shyster, and Flywheel . . . Yes, here he is. Mr.
Flywheel there’s a man on the phone wants to talk to you.

GrRoUcHO:  Miss Dimple, can’t you see I'm reading the paper? Tell him
to wait. Hmm, now let’s see . . . “Lost—tiny brown Pekingese an-
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swering name of Foo-Foo.” Get that name, will you? Foo-Foo! “Return
to Mrs. J.Q. Dalloway, Seven-Eighty Sixth Street. Reward, five
hundred dollars.”

miss pivpLE:  Mr. Flywheel, what about the man on the phone?

crouchHo: Tell him to wait, tell him to wait. Hear that, Ravelli? Five
hundred dollars’ reward!

miss piMpLE:  Mr. Flywheel. This man on the phone is getting impatient.
He says he wants a lawyer.

croucHo: He wants a lawyer? Well, hang up on him. From now on I'm
a dogcatcher.
(Music in strong.)

(Barking dogs heard from next office. Phone rings.)

miss pimpLE:  Law offices of Flywheel, Shyster, and Flywheel . . . Yes,
of course, I know—you're the tailor in the next office . . . Well, I'm
sorry the noise is disturbing you, but there’s nothing I can do about it.
If Mr. Flywheel wants to keep dogs in his office, I think he has a perfect
right to . . . Well, if you want to talk to him, I'll call him. (Calls.) Oh,
Mr. Flywheel, Mr. Flywheel . . .
(Door opens; loud barking heard.)

croucHo: Yes? (Closes door and barking is subdued.)

miss pimpLE:  The tailor in the next office wants to talk to you.

croucHo: Well, tell him he’ll have to wait. The dogs were here first.

miss pimpLE: D'l tell him you’re busy. Hello, hello? I think he hung up.
(Knock on door.)

miss pimpLE:  Come in.
(Door opens.)

TAILOR (cranky old man): Excuse me. I'm the tailor in the next office,
and—

croucHo: Well, what do you mean by walking into my office without
knocking?

taicor: I did knock. I knocked three times.

croucHo: Well, I only heard two knocks. You'd better go out and knock
once more.

taiLor:  Mr. Flywheel, I'm tired of hearing those dogs bark.

croucHo: I'm tired of it too, but I don’t come complaining to you.

talLOR:  You! You have nothing to complain about.

croucho: I haven’t, eh? Well, what about the job you did on my suit?
You didn’t even know enough to take the crease out of my pants.

taior: Take the crease out of your pants?

GROUCHO: Sure, the axle crease. But I'll forget that.
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TAILOR:  See here, Mr. Flywheel.

6roucHo:  Now don’t get yourself excited. Let’s talk this thing over. Sit
down. Here—have a cigar. I'm sorry it isn’t a whole one.

TalLor:  Thanks . . . ah . . . if you don’t mind, I'll smoke it after dinner.

GROUCHO:  Smoke it now and you won’t want any dinner.
(Scratching at door.)

miss DIMPLE:  Mr. Flywheel, someone’s scratching at the door.

GroucHo: That’s a fine place to scratch. Have 'em come in and scratch
my back.
(Door opens; barking heard.)

cHico (entering): Hullo, boss. I tink we gonna get five hunnerd bucks.

croucHo: Ravelli, you're hired again. Where’s the money?

cHico:  Hey, I no gotta da money yet, but I find littla Foo-Foo. An we get
da five hunnerd bucks reward when we get to Mrs. Dalloway’s house.
Here Foo-Foo! Here Foo-Foo! (HEAVY barking.) See, he answers when
I call him Foo-Foo!

talLor:  That dog looks mad to me.

GroucHo:  You’d be mad too if they called you Foo-Foo!

Taior:  This is an outrage, bringing another dog into the building. Why
that makes thirteen you've got now.

¢roucHo:  Thirteen dogs in the office? That’s an unlucky number. Rav-
elli, you'd better get out.

cHico:  Whata you talkin’, boss? (Indignant.) Din’t I find littla Foo-Foo?
Ain’t we gonna get da reward?

GroucHo:  But the lady said in her ad that her dog is brown.

cHIco:  Aw, she’sa crazy. Anybody can see dat dis dog is black.
(Dog barks).

TalLOR:  Get that dog away from me. He’s biting me, he’s biting me!
(Dog barks.)

GROUCHO: Some mutt you brought in, Ravelli. Doesn’t that hound know
that a barking dog never bites?

TalLOR: I tell you, that dog is vicious!

cHICo:  Aw, no, mister, you make a mistake. He’sa no vicious. He joosta
hungry.

TalLoR:  Take that pooch away from me.

cHico:  Shut up! How you like it if I call you a pooch? Pooch yourself in
da dog’s place.

TalLorR: I don’t think you know what a pooch is!

CHICO (insulted): Aw, you crazy. Dey got a pooch in da housa next door.
Dey gotta two pooches—a front pooch and a back pooch.
(Barking dogs.)
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taior:  Keep that dog away from me. I think he has fleas.

croucho: Oh, you can pet him. A few more fleas won’t hurt him.
(Barking again from all the dogs.)

taiLor: There’s that noise again! (Threatening.) I'll get those dogs out
of here if—

croucHo: Say! You can take this one out of here for five hundred dol-
lars. That’ll save us the carfare to Mrs. Dalloway’s house.

cuico:  Sure. You’'ll lika littla Foo-Foo. Watch, I teach him tricks.

croucHo: Nonsense, Ravelli. You can’t teach a dog anything unless you
know more than the dog.

TaiLor: See here, Mr. Flywheel, I—

cROUCHO (quickly): I know. You're afraid this dog hasn’t got a pedigree.
Well, I happen to know that he comes from a long line of thorough-
breds. In fact, I can assure you that he comes from a much better
family than I do.

cHico:  You bet. Dis dog’s fadder took first prize at da cat show.

TaILOR:  First prize at the cat show?

cHico: Yeah, he took da cat.

talLOR: It seems to me, Mr. Flywheel, you forget why I’'m here!

croucHo: Not at all, tailor! You want this dog for five hundred dollars?
He’s yours. And now, if you don’t mind, I'd like to borrow Foo-Foo for
a couple of hours so I can take him to his owner’s house and get the
reward, too.

taiLor: I can’t waste any more time here. If you won’t get those dogs
out of the building, I’ll report it to the landlord. Good day! (Slams
door.)

croucHo: The piker!

cuico: It’s too bad, boss. It looks like all we gonna get outa dis is Mrs.
Dalloway’s five hunnerd bucks reward. Hey, Miss Dimp. Where does
da lady live? You know, da one who lost da dog.

miss piMpLE: There’s no point to your taking that dog to Mrs. Dalloway.
The ad distinctly said that her dog had white spots.

croucHo: Ravelli, Miss Dimple is right. If we’re too lazy to paint a few
white spots on that dog, we don’t deserve the reward. Go out'and get
some paint.
(Music in strong.)

(Traffic sounds; streetcar approaching; dog barking.)

cuico: Hey, boss, I no feel like walkin to Mrs. Dalloway’s house. My
shoes hurt.

croucHo: Well, my shoes feel fine, but my feet ache a little. Pick up the
dog and we’ll get on this streetcar.
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cHico: Aw, no, boss—Ilet’s take da car across da street.
croucHo: That car? Why, that’s going in the direction we came from.
cHico: I know, but we can get seats on dat car.
(Bell clangs as car comes to stop.)
conpuctor: All aboard. Watch your step there! Hey, you guys, you can’t
get that dog on this car!

cHico: We can’t? Hey, it’s easy—watch! Oop, Foo-Foo . . . At’saboy!
See, Mr. Conduck, he’s onna car and we didn’t even help him.
conpuctor:  “No Dogs Allowed.” There it is—right on the sign.

cico: I know, Mr. Conduck, but dis littla dog can’t read.

conpucTor: But what about you? You can read.

croucHo: Listen, conductor, that flattery won’t get you anywhere with
us. Furthermore, if you lay a hand on that dog—

conpucTor: Yeah?

croucHo (blithely): Well, we’d have to wash him again.
(Dog barks, runs into car.)

conpuctor: Hey, stop that dog! Don’t let him go inside the car!

cHico: Awright. I go in an’ get him.

conpucTor: No you don’t. You don’t leave this platform until you drop
your fare in the box. I don’t trust you.

croucHo: Sir, I resent that. My assistant doesn’t steal. Why, he worked
in a bathhouse for over five years and never even took a bath.

conpuctor: Why, er. ..

croucHo: Never mind. Here’s your money. (Drops coin in box.)

conpuctor: What about the other guy? Ain’tcha gonna pay for him?

G¢roucHo: Pay for him? I wouldn’t take him for nothing.

cuico: Hey, boss, come on! Let’s go in quick, before dat lady gets dat
seat!

conpucTor: Come on with that other fare!

cHico:  Whata you mean? Da boss, he joosta paid for me.

conpuctor: Don’t gimme that. There are twelve people on the car an’
only eleven fares are registered.

c¢roucHo: In that case, conductor, we’ll have to put you off the car.

conpuctor: Come on with that fare!

cHico: Awright, awright. Don’t get excited—here’sa quarter. Keep da
change. Come on in, boss. (They walk in.)

GROUCHO (whispers): A quarter? Ravelli, what’s the idea of throwing
away money?

cHico: Dat’s awright, boss. I gave him a lead quarter.

GrRoucHo: That’s still extravagance. You should have given him a lead
nickel.

(Dog barks.)




cHico: Here, Foo-Foo. Here, five hunnerd bucks!

GROUCHO: Say, what street do we get off at, do you remember?

cHico (thinking): Yeah, 1. .. Itink it’s I-Don’t-Feel-So-Good Street.

¢roucHO: I-Don’t-Feel-So-Good Street?

coNDUCTOR (calling out):  Sixth street. Sixth street!

cHico:  Sick street! At’s it, boss. Let’s get off. Come on, Foo-Foo.
(Bell rings; dog barks.)

conpucTor (yelling): Well, get off if you're goin’ to. An’ take that mutt
with you.

c¢roucHo: Goodbye, conductor. We’ll be back in half an hour. You wait
right here.

conpucTtor: Go on, beat it!
(Car bell rings; car leaves.)

croucHo: Here’s the house, right on the corner. Seven-eighty Sixth
Street. (Dog barks.) Ring the bell.
(Doorbell rings; dog barks; door opens.)

MRs. DaLLoway: What is it, gentlemen?

GROUCHO: Are you Mrs. Dalloway?

MRS. DALLOWAY: Yes.

GroucHo: Well, trot out that five hundred bucks.

MRs. paLLowAy:  What for?

¢roucHo: For your little dog. You're going to get your Foo-Foo back.

MRrs. paLLoway: I don’t know what you’re talking about. That dog isn’t
my Foo-Foo. My Foo-Foo was returned to me this morning. (Thin little
barking.) Here he is. Come here, darling.

¢rRoucHo: Madam, you’re being made the victim of a fraud. That mutt
is an imposter. He’s a wolf in sheep’s clothing.

mRrs. paLLoway:  Why! Why your dog’s back is all painted!

cuico:  Well, your face is all painted. And you don’t look half as good as
da dog. Well, yes, you do—joost about half.

MRS. paLLoway:  Why, I was never so humiliated—

¢rRoucHo: Madam, if you want the advice of a lawyer, which you can
have for only fifty dollars extra, you’ll quit stalling and fork over that
five hundred bucks.
(Dog barks.)

MRs. DALLOWAY: Get that dog away from me! Oh! I think he bit me!

GrRoucHO: Let me see . .. Oh, it’s nothing at all. (Coyly.) At least, it’s
nothing that a kiss won’t cure.

MRS. DALLOWAY: A kiss? (Growing coy.) Why, I hardly know you.

croucHO: Well, what’s the difference? Come on, come on . . . Foo-Foo,
kiss the lady.

MRS. DALLOWAY (furious):  Oh you! I've stood about as much of this as I'm
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going to. (Little dog barks lightly.) There . . . itsy-bitsy Foo-Foo . . .
come to mama.

GROUCHO (imitating): Aw, now, bigsy-stingy mama, you ain’t gonna
cheat the drate big mans outa an itsy-bitsy five hundred buckos, are
you?

MRs. DALLOWAY: Please leave here at once. I won’t pay you anything.

croucHo: Not even the five hundred dollars? Well, will you give us the
money we spent on the paint?

MRs. DaLLowAY: I tell you, he isn’t my dog! Good day! (Slams door.)

croucHo: Ravelli, that’s a fine Foo-Foo you found. If that dog were a
skunk, I wouldn’t be able to tell you two apart.

cHico: Not even wit my hat on? Well, don’t worry, boss. Ravelli, he’s
no dumbbell. Da people in da house next door is offerin a reward for a
lost dog. I tinka dis is da dog.

croucHo: What makes you think this is the dog that belongs next door?

cHico: Well, dat’s where I stole him from.
(Music in strong.)

AFTERPIECE

cHico: Lay-dees and gentlemens . . .

GROUCHO (whispering): Hey, Chico . . .

cHico: What’sa matter?

croucHo: The people in the studio are looking at you. You've got your
shoes on the wrong feet.

cHico: Hey, dese are my feet.

croucHo: I know, but they aren’t your shoes.

cnico: Go way, please. I gonna make a speech.

croucHo: Well, that can wait. I want to tell my wife a few things.

cnico: Hey, you can tell her when you get home.

croucHo: I know, but if I tell her on the radio, she can’t talk back. You
know, for an opportunity like that, any husband ought to be thankful.

caico: Tankful? I got one of doze. I got a pretty tankful of Esso, which
is better dan any gasoline. And I got some Essolube, dat hydrofined
motor oil, too.

c¢roucHo: Very well done, Chico. But you forgot what we came out here
for.

cHico: What’s dat?

croucHo: To say good night.

cHico: Dat’s right.

BOTH (singing):  Good night, ladies.
(Signature music.)
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(Phone rings.)

miss DIMPLE: Law offices of Flywheel, Shyster, and Flywheel . . . Mr.
Flywheel? Just a second; I'll call him. (Calling out.) Mr. Flywheel!
There’s a man on the phone. He says he found the book you lost.

c¢roucHO: Give me the phone, I'll talk to him. Hello . . . Yes, this is Mr.
Flywheel . . . So you found my book, eh? . . . Oh, you needn’t bother
about bringing it over. You can read it to me over the phone. Start at
page 150. That’s where I left off . . . Hello! Hello! Hmmm. (Sneers.)
He hung up on me. After I go to the trouble of putting aside legal
business just to talk to him!

miss DIMPLE: Legal business? Why Mr. Flywheel, you were doing a
crossword puzzle.

croucHo: Well, is doing a crossword puzzle illegal? Say, has that assis-
tant of mine, Ravelli, been in this morning?

miss DIMPLE:  No, sir.

croucHo: He hasn’t, eh? Well, when he gets here tell him to go down to
the post office and have our inkwells filled. And while he’s there, he
can mail this letter.

miss DIMPLE:  But this letter has no stamp on it.

croucHo:  Well, tell him to drop it in the box when nobody’s looking.

miss DIMPLE:  But, Mr. Flywheel, a stamp only costs three cents.

¢roucHo: For three cents I'd deliver it myself.

MISS DIMPLE:  Anyway, this letter is too heavy for one stamp. I think we’d
better put two stamps on it.

¢roucHo: Nonsense. If we put two stamps on the letter, it’ll be still
heavier. On second thought, never mind the letter. It’s just a little note
to my friend, Sam Jones, asking for a loan of two dollars. But poor old
Sam probably has his own troubles. I hardly think he can spare it. And
even if he had it, I think he’d be a little reluctant to lend me the dough.
He’s kind of tight that way. Why, I don’t think he’d let me have it if he
thought I was going hungry. In fact, that guy wouldn’t give me a nickel
if I were starving. And he calls himself a friend . . . the cheap, four-
flushing swine. I'll show him where to get off at. Take a letter to that
snake and tell him I wouldn’t touch his two dollars. And if he ever
comes near this office again I'll break every bone in his body.
(cHICcO heard whistling “Daffodils.”)

miss DIMPLE:  Oh, here comes Mr. Ravelli.
(Door opens.)

cHico: Hello, boss. Hello, Miss Dimp.

GroucHo:  Don’t try to change the subject . . . Where have you been?

cHico: I was in da barbershop, getting my hair cut.

¢rRouCHO: I see. Getting your hair cut during office hours.



cico: Well, my hair grows during office hours, don’t it?

crRoUCHO: When you’re in the office, I want you to concentrate on your
work. You can grow your hair at home.
(Phone rings.)

miss pimpLE:  Flywheel, Shyster, and Flywheel . . . Yes, Mr. Ravelli is
here . . . Who's calling? Who? . . . Mr. Ravelli, there’s a man on the
phone who wants to talk to you. He says his name is One-Round Gom-
batz.

cuico: Oh, dat’s my new prizefighter. I talk to him. Hello, One-Round

.. . How you feel? At’safine . . . Yeah? . . . At’safine... Hmm . ..
At’sa fine . . . Goodbye. (To croucHo.) Boss, I just gotta some bad
news.

croucHo: Bad news? Well, at’sa fine!

cHico (sadly): My new prizefighter, he don’t feel so good today.

GROUCHO: You've got a fighter? Where’d you get him?

cuico: It was easy. I was at da prizefights watchin him fight, and da
other guy knock him right into my lap.

croucHo: Oh, so that’s how you picked him up.

cHico: I no pick him up. Tree ushers, dey picked him up.

miss piIMpLE:  Oh, that’s too bad. Did they have to carry him home?

cHico: Not One-Round Gombatz. Dey don’t have to carry him home.
Dey carry him to da hospital.

croucHo: Ravelli, I'd be better off if they carried you there instead.

cuico: No, boss. We’'re gonna make plenty of money wit One-Round
Gombatz. He’s gonna sign a contract wit me as soon as he learns to
write his name.

croucHo: That’s a good one. Who's going to sign your name?

cHico: Gombatz. He’s learning dat, too. Yeah, pretty soon, boss, we
gonna own a fighter.

GROUCHO: We're going to own him? That’s fine. Run down to the pawn-
shop and see what we can get for him.

cuico: I don’t know what we can get for him, but he could use a set of
false teeth.
(Knock at the door.)

miss piMpLE: Come in.

MRS. WILLOUGHBY: Excuse me . . . | am Mrs. Willoughby—

GROUCHO: You come busting in here just to tell us that?

MRS. WILLOUGHBY: You misunderstand. 1 came to your office to transact
some business.

croucHo: You want to use my office for your business?

mRs. WiLLOUGHBY: No, no, no, gentlemen. I'm here for legal advice . . .
I've just been left a very large estate, with considerable money. I feel
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“How much have you got to invest?”” Groucho as private detective Wolf J. Flywheel tries
not to drool as Margaret Dumont counts out some greenbacks in this scene from MGM"s
The Big Store.

that before making some of the investments I have in mind, I ought to
consult a lawyer.

cHico: Lady. you come joosta to da right place. How’d you like to buy a
prizefighter?

MRS. WILLOUGHBY: A prizefighter?

GcrotcHO:  Yes, madam. He punches like a mule, and if you don’t believe
it, I can have him punch you around a little—

MRs. WILLOUGHBY: No, no. I want to make some conservative invest-
ments. Some people have been trying to interest me in a wholesale
grocery which I can buy for ten thousand dollars.



GROUCHO: What would you want with ten thousand dollars’ worth of
groceries? Why, you can get a regular dinner for sixty-five cents.

MRS. WILLOUGHBY: I’m talking about investments!

croucHo: Well, why didn’t you say so? How much have you got to
invest?

MRs. WILLOUGHBY:  Oh, roughly about . . . two hundred thousand dollars.

croucHo: Two hundred thousand dollars? Ravelli, lock the door and tie
her to that chair. Now, madam, I've got just the thing for you—a
prizefighter.

MRS. WILLOUGHBY: I don’t want a prizefighter!

cHico: But lady, he’s a fine, clean fighter. Why, yesterday I bring him a
big piece of spoiled meat and before he eats it, he wipe it off good wit
his sleeve.

croucHo: You brought our fighter spoiled meat? Why didn’t you bring
him good meat?

cuico:  Well, when I bring him good meat, he never leaves any for me.

MRS. WILLOUGHBY: I’m not interested in your prizefighter.

GroucHO: Madam, if it’s the price that stands in the way, you don’t have
to worry. You can buy our fighter on the installment plan. Ten dollars
down, and ten dollars when he gets up.

mRs. wiLLoucHBy: 1 tell you, I don’t want your fighter.

cHico: Maybe she’s right, boss. It’sa no use buying Gombatz unless she
buys da referee, too.

MRS. WiLLOUGHBY: Gentlemen, I'm afraid you're giving me bad advice.

crRoucHo: Giving you bad advice? Madam, you’'re gonna pay for it.

MRS. WILLOUGHBY: For the last time, gentlemen, I don’t want a prize-
Sfighter!

croucHo: All right, then, how about a pugilist?

MRS. WILLOUGHBY:  Perhaps I’'m not making myself clear. I distinctly said
I don’t want anything of that kind.

GroucHo: Very well, let’s forget about it. Mrs. Willoughby, how would
you like to invest some money in a heavyweight boxer?

MRS. WILLOUGHBY: No, no, no, Mr. Flywheel! What I want is some high-
grade, gilt-edge securities. Now, is that clear?

GROUCHO:  Yes, perfectly clear. I'll get you some gilt-edge securities, but
I warn you—it’s going to be a prizefighter.

(Music in strong.)

miss DIMPLE (on phone): Hello, is this Morningville 33557 . . . Mrs. Wil-
loughby’s residence? . . . Well, hold the wire. Oh, Mr. Ravelli! I got
that number for you.




cHico: At’sa fine. I talk to ’em . . . Howadoyoudo. Is Mrs. Willoughby
home? . . . She is? Well, as soon as she goes out, tell her I called.
Goodbye . . . What? . . . She wantsa talk to me? ... Awright . ..
Hello, Mrs. Willoughby. How you feel? . . . Oh at’sa too bad . ..
You're a little pale? Aw, you crazy, you ain’t a little pale. You look
more like a big tub. Ha, ha, ha! Some joke, huh? . . . What? . . . Oh,
your fighter? Well, don’t worry about One-Round Gombatz. We got
him a great fight for tomorrow night. He’s gonna fight Cyclone Wilson
. .. Oh, sure, Gombatz, he’s in great shape. They let him out of the
hospital today . . . Huh? Oh, don’t worry. After the fight we send him
back to the hospital . . . You bet. Goodbye.

miss piMpLE:  Oh, Mr. Ravelli, I meant to tell you. One-Round Gombatz
is on his way over. Mr. Flywheel wants you to give him his instructions
for tomorrow night’s fight.
(Knock on door.)

miss DIMPLE:  Oh! Here comes Mr. Gombatz now.

coMBATZ (punch-drunk goof): Hello dere, Mr. Ravelli.

cHico: Hello, palooka.

comBaTZ (slow-witted anger): Say, what’sa idea of sayin ‘“‘Hello, pa-
looka™?

cuico: Whatta you tink? Just because you’re a palooka I don’t say
hello?

coMBaTZ: Aw, cut de wisecrackin an’ gimme my tings. Mr. Flywheel
said you'd gimme a new fightin outfit—shoes, an’ trunks, an’ all dat
stuff.

cHico: Awright, dope, awright. Here’s you tings.

comBaTz: Wait a minute. Dere’s only one shoe.

cuico: Well, dat’sa Flywheel’s idea. He told me to have your shoes half-
soled, so I sold one shoe to da janitor.

comBatz: An’ look at dem red socks. Dey’re too loud.

cHico: Well, if da socks is loud, your feet won't fall asleep. Ha, ha, ha!
Some joke . . . Come on, now. Get to work.

comBaTZ: Whatta you want me to do?

cHico: I tink some road work she fix you up fine. You better run down
to da beach.

comBatz: Hey! Dat’s too far. Dat’s ten miles.

cHico: What are you talking? Ten miles! Ain’t [ going dere with you?

comBatz: Well?

cHico:  Well, den it’s only five miles apiece.

coMBaTZ: Say-y-y! I never tought of dat!
(Door opens.)



cuico:  Shut up, palooka, here comes da big boss, Mr. Flywheel.

comBatz: Hullo, Mr. Flywheel. I wanna tell you—

GRoUCHO: Just a minute, Gombatz. I had a very tough day in court.

cuico:  What happened, boss?

croucHo: Oh, some pawnbroker accused my client of stealing an eight-
day clock and—

cuico:  Did you win the case?

croucHo: Well, we compromised. The pawnbroker got the clock and
my client got the eight days.

comBatz: Listen, Mr. Flywheel, I'm worried about dat fight. I don’t tink
I’'m in good shape.

croucHo: You’ll be in good shape. We'll let you fight in a corset. How-
ever, I'll soon find out if you’re in good condition. Ravelli, get me a pair
of boxing gloves. I want to take a sock at Gombatz.

cuico: I ain’t got no gloves, boss. But here’s a chair you can hit him
wit.

comBatz: Hey, wait a minute. What’m I gonna get for dis fight?

croucHo: Gombatz, I was figuring it out this morning. It seems to me
that . . . for my share as manager, ah . . . five thousand dollars would
be reasonable. Then of course, there are also other items. Training
expenses, forty cents; movie tickets for me and my girl, a dollar and a
half—but she paid for the tickets, so we’ll make that just a dollar. Now
let’s see. That leaves you exactly two dollars and eighty cents.

cHico: Hey, boss, what about me?

croucHo: He’s right, Gombatz. I think Ravelli ought to get that two-
eighty.

comBatz: Say, I thought there was gonna be a tousand-dollar purse!

cuico: Hey, palooka, for the money you’re going to get, you won’t need
any purse.

comBatz: You mean I ain’t gonna get nuttin’ outa dis fight?

croucHo: Now don’t get excited. We bought something for you.

comBaTz: Yeah? What didja buy?

croucHo: We bought the referee.
(Knock on door.)

miss DIMPLE (whispering): 1 think it’s Mrs. Willoughby.

cuico: I'm sick of talking to her. Miss Dimp, I'll go in de odder office.
You tell her I ain’t in.

miss piIMPLE:  But Mr. Ravelli, she won’t believe me if I tell her you're not
in.

cuico:  Awright. Den I stay here and tell her myself.
(Door opens.)
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MRS. WILLOUGHBY:  Oh, gentlemen, I've been—

GROUCHO (with exaggerated cordiality): Well, if it isn’t dear, dear Mrs.
Willoughby! You know, Willoughby, you're getting better looking every
day.

MRS. WILLOUGHBY (kittenish): Oh, Mr. Flywheel. You exaggerate.

croucHo: Well, maybe I do. But you’ll have to admit that your looks
couldn’t get any worse.

MRs. wiLLOUGHBY:  Please, let’s not indulge in personalities . . . Mr. Fly-
wheel, I've been thinking about this curious investment you persuaded
me to make. I mean that prizefighter.

GOMBATZ: You mean me?

cHico:  Shut up your face, Gombatz. She don’t know what she’s talking
about.

MRS. WILLOUGHBY: It seems that all I do is lay out money for this pugilist.
There’s that hospital bill, money for trainers . . . and what about that
five hundred dollars I gave you last week? I thought you were going to
build a gymnasium.

croucHo: I thought I was going to build a gymnasium, too. But I didn’t
have a thing to wear to the fight, so I bought myself a couple of new
suits instead.

MRS. WILLOUGHBY: That settles it. I'm through with the whole mess. I'm
through with you. I'm through with this fighter . . . 'm—

croucHo: Don’t desert him, madam! One-Round Gombatz needs a wom-
an’s care. He’s just a kid at heart. You ought to see him cutting out
paper dolls.

MRS. WILLOUGHBY: Mr. Flywheel, 1. . . (suddenly amazed by what she
sees.) Oh! Mr. Ravelli! Did I see you put your hand in my overcoat
pocket?

cHico: I tink you did. But I bet you won’t see me next time.

croucHo: Ravelli, didn’t I tell you that if you stopped stealing I'd give
you a dollar?

cuico: I know, boss. But I wanted to save you da dollar.

MRs. WILLOUGHBY: Mr. Flywheel. I'm willing to forget what I spent on
this fighter. That money I consider lost. But what about the other
money—the five thousand you were going to invest more conserva-
tively?

c¢roucHo: Oh that? You have nothing to worry about, Mrs. Willoughby.
I was lucky enough to get you in on a very sound investment with that
five thousand dollars.

mgs. wiLLoucHBy:  Well, I'm glad you’ve done at least one sensible thing.
Now tell me, Mr. Flywheel, just what did you do with the money?
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croucHo: Madam, I took that five thousand dollars and bet it on One-
Round Gombatz.
(Music in strong.)

(Open in fight auditorium, crowd yelling: “Knock him out!” “Oh, boy,
what a sock!” etc.)

JACKSON (promoter): Hey, Slim, it looks like this fight won’t last long.
Run down to the dressing rooms and tell the boys on the next bout—
Gombatz and Wilson—to get ready.

oy: Okay, Mr. Jackson.

(Yelling from fight fans continues for about five seconds, fading; boy
knocks on door.)

GROUCHO (from within): Come in.

oy (door opens): Gombatz-Wilson fight is next, Mr. Flywheel. You bet-
ter get your man ready.

GROUCHO: Just a minute, son. You run down the hall and tell Cyclone
Wilson to come in for a short rehearsal.

soy: I don’t know what you're talking about. But you’d better hurry
up.
(Door opens; distant cheering heard. Door shuts; cheering ends.)

croucHo (like a coach): Just listen to that crowd cheering. They love
you, Gombatz. They want you to win . . . But win or lose, they hope
you get killed.

compaTZ: Huh?

GRoUCHO: Gombatz, in a little while you’ll be out in front of that crowd,
fighting . . . Your little mother will be at home at the radio—

comBatz: I ain’t got no mother.

croucHo: Well, you've got a radio, haven’t you? Just remember, Gom-
batz, we’ve done everything we could for you. We’ve paid the referee
to give you the decision. We’ve paid the other fighter to let you win.
Now, Gombatz, the rest is up to you. And don’t forget, my boy—I've
got great plans for you. If you win this fight, I'm going to let you fight
my landlord.

comBatz: What do I want to fight your landlord for?

GROUCHO: You can fight him for the rent. (Knock on door.) Come in.

cHico (opens door):  Hullo, boss. Hullo, Gombatz.

croucHo: Oh, here you are, Ravelli. Late again. Didn’t I tell you to get
here early?

cHico: Well, you see, boss, I left my house too late to come early.

croucHo: Well. why didn’t you leave your house early?

cHico: I couldn’t. It was too late to leave early. Anyway, on da corner a
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fellow lost a nickel, and a whole bunch of kids was standing around
looking for it.

GROUCHO (contemptuous): And I suppose you were standing there watch-
ing them!

cHico: No, I was standing on da nickel.

ATTENDANT (opens door):  Gombatz-Wilson fight next. Three minutes to go!

GrRoucHo: Three minutes? Ravelli, get busy. Run over to Cyclone Wil-
son’s dressing room and ask him to wear red fighting trunks so Gom-
batz will know him when they meet in the ring.

cHico:  Wilson? Hey, he ain’t here yet. He’s home sleepin.

croucHo: What? We've only got three minutes to go and Wilson isn’t
even up!

cHico:  Sure he’s up. Tree o’clock in da morning I saw da janitor carry
him up.

GROUCHO (excited): Jumping Jupiter! Do you think he was drugged?

CHICO: Sure, he was drugged. Da janitor drugged him up tree flights of
stairs.

cRoucHo: Quick! Gombatz, run out and find Jackson, the fellow who’s
promoting this fight.
(Door opens.)

comBatz: Here comes Jackson.

Jackson:  Mr. Flywheel! I've got terrible news. Wilson has run out on us
. .. We can’t find him anyplace.

cHico: Don’t worry, Mr. Jackson. Gombatz is much better when he
fights alone.

Jackson: [ tell you, we got to get someone to fight Gombatz.

croucHo: I'd go in there and fight him myself, but I've got my glasses
on. Ravelli, it’s up to you.

cHico: Hey, boss, you got anodder pair of glasses? I don’t wanna fight
him either.

crRoucHo: Come on! You’re going in to fight for Wilson.

cHico:  Awright, I'll go in and fight for Wilson if somebody else go in and
fight for me.

GROUCHO (commanding): Put on these gloves!

cHico: I don’t need da gloves, boss. My hands ain’t cold.
(Door opens.)

ATTENDANT:  Mr. Jackson, the crowd’s hollering for the fight.

croucHo: Okay, we’re ready. Gombatz, don’t forget—you go down for a
count of four in the third round. Ravelli, you go down for the count of
three in the fourth round. (Confused). No, you go down for the count of
four . . . no, the count of three . . . Well, never mind. The referee has
all the instructions. Open the door . . . Let’s go.
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(As they start for ring, cheering is heard.)

cHico: Hey, boss, let’s walk down de odder aisle . . . Here comes Mrs.
Willoughby.
MRs. WILLOUGHBY: Oh, Mr. Flywheel . . . I've been looking for you. The

seat you got me is right behind a post.
croucHo:  Well, come back tomorrow and we’ll have the post torn down.
MRs. WILLOUGHBY: Now, what about that money wagered on Gombatz
. my five-thousand-dollar bet?

GROUCHO:  Your bet? Madam, you’ve made your bet, now lie in it.

MRS. WILLOUGHBY: But, Mr. Flywheel—

GROUCHO: Aw, stop crabbin’ . . . run along. I've got to look after these
two bums. Now, Ravelli, you're going into that ring and you may never
come out again. Before you step through those ropes, is there anything
you want to say?

cHico (solemnly): Yes, boss, I'd like to ask a question. What building
has tree hunnerd stories and no elevator?

croucHo: I give up, Ravelli. What building has three hundred stories
and no elevator?

cHico: A public library. Ha, ha, ha! Some joke.

c¢roucHo: Come on! Get in that ring. And don’t forget, you’re supposed
to take a beating. But while you're taking it, just remember . . . I'll be
out there cheering.

(A couple of gongs.)

ANNOUNCER: Main bout . . . Ten rounds to a dee-cision . . . In this cor-
ner, One-Round Gombatz, the terror of the East Side. (Cheers.) And in
this corner, Emmanuel Ravelli, the pride of the gas-house district.
(Cheers.)

c¢roucHo: Wait a minute! . . . Ravelli—is that a horseshoe I feel in your
glove?

cHico (laughs):  Sure, I put it dere for good luck.

(Gong sounds.)

croucHo:  All right, boys, go to it. If you need me, I'll be at the micro-
phone.

(Cheers, and cries of “Geev it to heem,” “Put out the lights, they want
to be alone!”)

GROUCHO (jumping to microphone): Well, folks, here’s Flywheel, bring-
ing you a round-by-round account of the big fight. Zowie! There they

go! . . . Gombatz is leading, but Ravelli is close behind . . . chasing
him around the ring. Ravelli’s in a corner . . . He’s fighting back sav-
agely . . . thus proving the old adage that if you get a rat in a corner,

he’ll fight back. Boy, oh boy, oh boy, what a battle! . .. Folks,

I'm going to put the mike in the ring so you can hear the grunting
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of the gladiators, the pounding of leather against leather . . . Listen
to this.
(Silence.)

cHico (whispering): Hey, Gombatz, what’sa matter wit you? . . . You hit

me dat time.

comBATz (whispers): Well, what about you? You got me all covered with
blood.

cHico (whispers): 1 know, but it’s my blood. (Calling out.) Hey, Mr.
Flywheel, I'm tired . . . stop the round.

GROUCHO (calling back): We can’t, Ravelli. The timekeeper can’t find
his watch.

cHico: Tell him to look in my back pocket.

GROUCHO (taking mike back): Hear that, folks? What a battle . . . What
a battle . . . Gombatz looks great . . . Gombatz is down . . . He looks
even better when he’s down . . . listen to the count.

REFEREE: One . . . two . .. (Count continues.)

GROUCHO (yelling): Get up, Gombatz . . . Get up!

cHico (calling back): Leave him lay dere, boss. He’s got till ten to get

up . . . and it’s only half past nine now.

REFEREE: ... six ... seven. ..

GroucHo:  Get up, Gombatz! How am I going to explain to Mrs. Wil-
loughby?

REFEREE: Nine . . . ten . .. OUT! The winner is Emmanuel Ravelli!

(Audience cheers.)

crRoucHo (angrily): Ravelli, Ravelli, come here!

ciico:  Well, I guess I did pretty good, huh, boss?

croucHo: [ thought you were supposd to throw the fight.

cHico: I did trow it . . . (Suddenly realizing.) Oh yeah, boss, I made a
mistake. I trew it da wrong way. Say, here comes Mrs. Willoughby. I
tink I better go back into da ring.

MRS. WILLOUGHBY: ~ Mr. Flywheel, this is terrible! You've tossed away my
five thousand dollars with your preposterous bet.

GrRoucHo:  Now, just calm youself, Mrs. Willoughby. I've got a very
pleasant surprise for you. I didn’t bet your five thousand dollars after
all.

MRS. WILLOUGHBY (delighted): You didn’t?

croucHo: No, I used the money to buy myself a little house in the
country.

MRS. WILLOUGHBY:  You bought a house with my money?

GROUCHO: Yes—vyou must come out and visit me some time. But if
I catch you stepping on the grass, I'll have you arrested.

(Music in strong.)



AFTERPIECE

cHico: Mr. Chairiman, Mrs. Chairiman, all da little chairimen, and
ladeez and chairimen!

croucHo: Chico, are you talking English or Chairmen?

chico: Oh, boy, dat was some speech I joosta made, huh?

croucHo: You'll be all right, Chico. I think it’s just a case of overwork.
What you ought to do is take up golf for six months to get your mind
off work, and then after six months you can take up work to get your
mind off golf.

cico: I don’t like golf. I can’t drive a golf ball so good, but I can drive
my boss witout an automobile.

crRoUCHO: You drive your boss without an automobile?

cHico: Sure. I drive him crazy. Ha, ha, ha! Some joke!

croucHo: No, no, Chico! You were supposed to say something about
driving with an automobile. Then / could get in a few words about the
product. Now do you remember?

cHico: Don’t tell me. I wanna guess.

croucHo: Not guess. Guessoline. And of course, Esso is better than any
gasoline. And you know that Essolube is that famous hydrofined motor
oil.

cHico: Now can we say it?

GROUCHO: Say what?

cHico: Good night to the peoples?

GROUCHO (fatherly): I think so.

BOTH (singing): Good night, ladies.
(Signature music.)
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(Phone rings.)
miss pIMPLE: Law offices of Flywheel, Shyster, and Flywheel . . . No,

Mr. Flywheel isn’t in . . . His assistant, Mr. Ravelli, isn’t in, either.
They’ve gone to Pine City on a case . . . Oh, it’s you, Mr. Melford. I
didn’t recognize your voice . . . Of course, it’s your case they’re work-

ing on ... Uh-huh. .. That fake Indian lecturer, Mahatma Rah-
pondi, you know, the man you’re suing, is going to talk in Pine City.
He’s getting five hundred dollars for the lecture and Mr. Flywheel is
going to try to collect the money for you . .. He’s going to attach it
. .. Yes, Mr. Flywheel and Mr. Ravelli are on the train now with the
legal papers . . . Goodbye.
(Fade in to sound of locomotive, which dies down.)

croucHo: Porter! Porter!

PORTER: Yes, suh.

crRoucHo: Stop the train. I think Ravelli fell off . . . He’s gone. I'm
afraid I’ve lost Ravelli.

PORTER: You mean that gemmeman dat got on de train with you? You
don’t need to be afraid. He’s on the train someplace. He didn’t fall off.

croucHo: Well, that’s what [ was afraid of.

poRTER: There’s the gemmeman you talkin’ about.

croucHo: Ravelli, where have you been? Where did you get that black
eye?

cHico: At’sa no black eye, at’s a birthmark. I got into da wrong berth
. . . Hey look, boss, here comes da conductor for da tickets.

croucHo: Ravelli, I've got only a half-fare ticket for you. Quick! Roll up
your pants, look like a child of eight . . . No, better make it seven.
You've got to look dumb . . . just be yourself. (Very pleasantly.) How
do you do, conductor?

conpuctor:  Get your tickets out. I want to punch your tickets.

croucho: TI'll tell you what, I’ll keep the tickets and you can punch
Ravelli.

conpuctor: Come on, give me those tickets.

cuico: Hey, boss, I tink he wants da tickets.

croucHo: Hush, little Emmanuel, or father will knock you unconscious.
Here are your tickets.

conouctor: What’s the half-fare ticket for?

croucHo: That’s my little boy, Emmanuel. Kiss the nice conductor,
Emmanuel, but first take that chewing tobacco out of your mouth.

CONDUCTOR (skeptically): Say, how old is he?

croucHo: Emmanuel’s just eight.

cHico: At’sa right, conductor, I joosta ate and I no like da food on dis
train.



conpuctor: Do you mean to say that this great big lummox is only eight
years old?

croucHo: He is a repulsive-looking child. I'm taking him out now to try
to lose him in the country.

conpuctor: Say. if that kid’s eight years old, I'm Christopher Colum-
bus.

cHico: Hey, you no foola me, you ain’t Columbus. Columbus is in Ohio.
(Laughs.) Some joke.

coNDUCTOR (menacingly): Say you—

croucHo: Pay no attention to the nasty mans, Emmanuel. Anyway,
I think it’s time for your bottle.

cHico: Dere’s nothing left in dat bottle; we killed it dis morning. Now,
pop, can I kill da conductor?

conpuctor:  What you ought to give that boy is a few lessons in good
behavior.

¢rRoucHo: Good behavior? Why, do you realize that it was because of his
good behavior that they let him out of prison?

conpuctor:  Prison? I thought you said he was eight years old.

cHico: Well, I was eight years old, but dat was before I went to prison.

conouctor: I thought so. You're going to pay the full fare for this guy.

GROUCHO: You mean to say you expect a full fare for a halfwit?

conpucTor: Absolutely. It’s a good thing you've got a round-trip ticket;
I'll just keep the whole thing. (Receding.) And you’re lucky I don’t
throw you both off. (Conductor exits.)

cHico: Hey, boss, you put me in a fine fix. You take me to Pine City and
den I won’t be able to get back.

croucHo: Ravelli, you don’t know what a break that is for me. I think
you’re going ta love Pine City. It’s out in the farmlands. Why, you
could become a gentleman farmer—if only you were a gentleman.

cHico: I no wanna stay dere. I no like da country.

croucHo: Well, if you don’t like the country, why don’t you go back
where you came from? Porter! Porter!

PORTER: Yes, suh.

croucHo: What time do we get to Pine City?

PORTER: We get there at six-fifteen tomorrow morning, suh.

croucHo: Well, tell the engineer to slow down. I never get up that early.

cHico: I got a better idea, boss—you tell de engineer to stop da train. I
can’t sleep when dere’s bumping.

GROUCHO: Say, the train’s beginning to run smoother. We must be off
the tracks. Porter, I'm sleepy. How about making up our berth?

PORTER: It’s all ready for you, suh. I'll get the ladder, so you can get in
the upper berth.
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cuico: Do we gotta sleep on dat shelf? Why can’t we sleep downstairs?

porRTER: Well, suh, the lower berth costs more than the upper.

GROUCHO: Just a minute, porter, are you trying to tell us that the lower
is higher than the upper?

cHico: No, boss. I explain it to you. He means da higher is lower dan da
lower—but if we want to hire a lower for tonight, we’ll have to go a
little higher.

PORTER: Yas, er . . . but if you excuse me, suh, I think you better climb
up in your berth ’cos I gotta take the ladder down to the end of the car

. some passengers there wants to use it.

GrRoucHo: Why take the ladder to them? Let them come here and use it.
Come on, Ravelli, hop up there.
(Pause while climbing up.)

cHico: Hey, boss, I can’t sleep in dis little hammock.

croucHo: That’s no hammock, that’s for your clothes. Here, help me
up.

cuico:  QOoop, atta boy. Boss, I wonder who lives downstairs . . . Hey,
it’s an old lady. I tink I play a joke on her. I hit her with a shoe . . .
Watch!
(LADY screams.)

cHico (laughs): Hello dere, lady. My name’s Ravelli. Me and Mr. Fly-
wheel, we just moved in da second floor . . . Maybe a little later we’ll
drop in on you.

Lapy: Sir! How dare you? Porter! Porter!

PORTER: Yes, ma’am. You call me?

LADY: Yes, there’s an idiot in the upper berth bothering me.

GrRoucHo: Madam, I resent that. There are two of us up here.

PORTER: You gemmemums better stop making noise, ’cos this lady can’t
sleep.

croucHo: Well, we can’t sleep either if she’s going to yell every time
she gets hit with a shoe. Ask her to be quiet. And wake us up in time
to get off at Pine City.

PORTER (receding): Yes, suh. Goodnight, suh.

cHico (groans)): Qooh, boss.

GroucHo: What’s the matter, Ravelli? (cHico groans again.) Are you
sick? Are you sick? Speak to me. Speak to me!

CHICO (in strangled tones): Water . . . water.

croucHo: Ravelli, have you been poisoned? What’s the matter? Speak
man, speak!

cHico: Water . . . water!

croucHo: I'll get you water. I'll jump down.
(Crash; loud squawk from LADY.)
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Lapy: Oh! He stepped on my face.

GroucHo:  Madam. How was I to know it was your face? There’s a man
dying up there. Where’s that water cooler?

(Various voices: “What's the matter?” “What's happened?”’ “What's
wrong?” “Who's sick?”)

croucHo:  Keep your heads, everybody. Stay where you are. [ have the
situation under control. (Sound of water pouring.) ’'m coming, Ravelli.
Be brave. Flywheel is coming with water. Out of my way, madam, I’m
on an errand of mercy.

cHIco (dying): Water . . . water . . . water.

GROUCHO (approaching): Here I am, Ravelli. Here I am, pard. Can you
hold the cup? Here, I’ll hold it for you. Drink, Ravelli, drink. (Sound
of drinking.) There you are. How do you feel, Ravelli? Are you all
right?

cHico:  At’sa fine, boss. I feel great now.

GROUCHO:  You feel great? What a relief! Now tell me, what was the
matter?

cuico:  Oh, boy, was I tirsty!

(Music in strong)

(Sound of train whistle; interior train sounds, die down; sound of snor-
ing.)

PORTER: Wake up, suh. Wake up. Time to get up. (Loud snores again.)
It am five minutes to six.

CHICO (drowsily): What you say?

PORTER:  Ah said it was just five to six.

cuico:  Five to six? Say, dat’s a pretty close score. You come back when
da game’s over and tell us how it came out.

PORTER:  But, mister, you said you all wanted to get off at Pine City. We
gets there in ten minutes.

cHico:  Ten minutes? Hey, boss, boss! Wake up! Wake up! (Sound of
snoring.)

cHico:  Wake up!

GROUCHO (awakening with a start): Huh ... what? . .. What's all the
noise? Ravelli, why didn’t you wake me up? You know I can’t sleep
when there’s noise.

PORTER:  Say, you gemmemums better hurry up and get dressed, or you
miss the station.

¢roucHo:  How far does this train go, porter?

PORTER:  Well, it goes all the way to California, but we won’t be there for
three days.

croucHo:  That’s fine. Wake me up when we get there.
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PORTER: Yes, er, but ain’t you all supposed to get off at Pine City?
Here comes the Pullman conductor to pick up the tickets for your
berth.

cuico: Da conductor? Hey, porter, run to da dining car and get me an
apple.

PORTER: An apple?

cuico: Sure. An apple a day keeps da conductor away. (Laughs.) Catch
on?

conpuctor: Show your pullman tickets, please. (Raising his voice.) How
many are there in that upper berth?

croucHo (calling down): There’s only one up here, conductor. Here’s
our ticket.

conpuctor: Only one up there, eh?

cuico: He’s right, conductor. There’s only one of us up here . . . me
and Flywheel.

conpuctor (angry): Yeah? Well, I heard about you guys from the other
conductor. Come on with the other ticket.

croucHo: All right, all right. Here’s three tickets. They’re for Mahatma
Rahpondi’s lecture in Pine City.

conpuctor: I don’t want these tickets. You're getting off at Pine City if
I have to put you off in your pajamas.

cHico: You can’t put us off in our pajamas. We’re wearing nightshirts
... I guess dat’sa telling "im where to get off, heh?

croucHo: You've got it all wrong, Ravelli. He’s telling us where to get
off.

conpuctor: Come on! Get on your clothes!

croucHo: By the way, where are my clothes? Ravelli, where did you put
my pants?

cuico: I put all our clothes away so nobody can steal "em. I put dem up
here in dis little closet.

croucHo: Well, don’t sit there. Get them out. We're almost at the sta-
tion.

cHico (excited): Hey, boss, dey gone! Dere’s nothing in dis closet.

croucHo: Closet? Closet? That’s the ventilator! Ravelli, you threw our
clothes out the window!

ctico:  Oh, I tought dere was a lot of room in dat closet.

(Train whistles and slows down.)

voice (away): All off for Pine City!

conpuctor: Come on, you two. You get off here.

GroucHo: But. conductor, what about our clothes?

conpuctor: Clothes or no clothes, you get off. Come on, out you go.
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(Crash and sound of scuffling; train stops, air brakes whistle; confusion
away.)

cuico:  Hey, who you pushin? Who you pushin?

coNpucTtor: I'm pushing you! Do you want to make something out of it?

croucHo: I'd like to make something out of it. I'd like to make a pair of
pants out of it!

chico:  Your pants didn’t last so long, eh, boss? You know, I know how
to make a pair of pants last.

GRoUCHO (tolerantly): All right, Ravelli, just how do you make a pair of
pants last?

cHico: Make the coat first. (Laughs.) Boss, I tink I die laughing.

coNpucToR:  Get off those steps.
(Bang, crash.)

voICE (away): All aboard!
(Train starts, gathers speed and start to fade; one long whistle.)

cuico: Hey, Flywheel, listen to dat whistling. I tink the engineer musta
lost his dog! Say, dat conductor, he put us off pretty fast, eh, boss?

croucHo: He certainly did. He must be a lightning conductor. Ravelli,
we got to get some clothes. We can’t find an Indian Mahatma in our

nightshirts.
cuico: You're right, boss. I joosta look in my nightshirt and dere’s no
Indian dere. Hey . . . look. Here comes a lady!

croucHo: A lady? Hide, Ravelli, hide. Not behind me, you dope.

LADY (approaching): Gentlemen, gentlemen. This is indeed a pleasure.

croucHo: I guess she doesn’t have much fun at home.

Lapy: Oh, Mahatma Rahpondi! I'm the chairman of the reception com-
mittee. I think your costume is too lovely for words.

croucHo: Yeah? Well, I'll trade it with you for a pair of pants.

LADY: You know, Mahatma, you don’t look at all like I thought you
would.

croucHo:  Well, to tell you the truth, madam, I didn’t expect to look like
this either.

LaDY: You know, Mahatma, your lecture isn’t scheduled until ten
o’clock. How would you and your secretary like to walk over to the
clubhouse with me for something to eat?

cHico: Aw, no, lady, we no gonna walk over to eat. We gonna run.

croucHo: Ravelli, you can’t eat that way. Look at yourself. Your face is
clean, but how did your hands get so dirty?

cHico: My hands? From washin my face.

(Music in strong.)
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Lapy: Come right in, gentlemen. This is the anteroom to the lecture
hall. If you look through this drapery, you can see the crowd.
(Murmur of crowd voices.)

croucHo: If you look through this drapery, you can see me.

Lapy: Gentlemen, if you're thirsty, there’s something to drink on that
table.

cHico: Lady, I can’t drink dis punch. It’s full of lumps.

croucHo: Ravelli, you're at the wrong table. You're drinking out of the
goldfish bowl.

Lapy: Oh, I almost forgot. I'd better give you the money now. Here it is
—five hundred dollars.

GROUCHO: Sorry, madam, I can’t take your money.

LADY: You can’t take it?

croucHo: No, I have no place to put it. On second thought, give me the
money. I’ll keep it in Ravelli’s mouth.

Lapy: Oh, by the way. Since I have to introduce you, what city in India
did you say you came from?

croucHo: Hmm. What cities are there in Indian?

cHico: I know one, boss—Indianapolis.

c¢roucHo: Indianapolis isn’t in India. You’re thinking of Minneapolis.

cuico: Dat’s what I always say. Minneapolis a day keeps da doctor
away.

croucHo: That isn’t what you said last time. You said conductors.

LADY (puzzled): Mahatma, evidently your secretary isn’t from India.

cHico: Sure I'm an Indian. Listen. (Does Indian war whoops.)

LADY (annoyed): Please, gentlemen! Now, if you’ll wait here, Mahatma,
I'll go out and introduce you. As soon as you hear me say ‘‘Ladies, now
I present the great Mahatma Rahpondi,” you come out and deliver
your lecture.

croucHo: Lecture? Why can’t I tell ’em a story? Why, only last week
I got a hundred dollars for a story I wrote.

cHico: A hunnerd dollars? Who from, boss?

crRoucHo: From the post office. They lost the story and I collected the
insurance.

(Murmur of voices heard from lecture hall.)

Lapy: The audience is getting restless, Mahatma. I'd better go out and
announce your lecture. And remember, you're to come out as soon as
I say, “Ladies, now I present the great Mahatma Rahpondi.” (Reced-
ing.) Get ready, I'm going to announce you.

(Sound of applause outside; dies down.)

croucHo: This is a fine mess. I never expected to have to talk to five

hundred woman without clothes.
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cHico: Five hunnerd women without clothes? Let me talk to ’em.

croucHo: Control yourself, Ravelli. Mahatma Flywheel has never
shirked his duty.

LADY (away): Ladies, now I present the great Mahatma Rahpondi.

croucho: I’ll bet she tells that to everybody. She said the same thing to
us only a minute ago.

LaDY (away): Ladies, now I present the great Mahatma Rahpondi.

cHico: Hey, she’s saying it over again.

croucHo: That’s right. She’s probably stuck. Maybe if she keeps on
saying it, everybody will go home and I won’t have to make my speech.

LaDY (very loud): Ladies, now I present the great Mahatma Rahpondi.

GROUCHO: Say, this is getting pretty dull. I could do better than that
myself.

LADY (approaching excitedly): Mahatma! Mahatma! The ladies are wait-
ing to hear you. Please come out on the stage.

cHico: What are you gonna do, boss?

croucHo: I’m going to be honest with these ladies. They gave me the
five hundred, I'm going to give them the lecture. Ravelli, you stay here
and see that the back door stays open. Madam, lead the way.
(Sound of applause; croucHo is heard in distance saying, “Ladies of
Pine City . . . ”; fade into knock on door.)

cHico: Awright, come in.

kHavam: This way, sire.

chico: Hey, you guys! You can come in, but you gotta keep quiet. My
boss is making a speech.

kHAYAM: Out of our way, fool! This is the great Mahatma Rahpondi, who
sees the past, present, and future.

cHIco: At’sa fine, joosta so he don’t see Flywheel.

maHAaT™A: Silence, dog. Khayam, you have our ceremonial robes with
you?

KHAYAM: Yes, sire.

mMaHATMA: Then we’ll change our clothes right here.

cHico: You're gonna take off your clothes? Hey, at’sa fine. Dey won’t fit
me, but maybe dey’ll fit Flywheel.

KHAYAM: Step aside, fool! Do you not know that the great Mahatma is
sacred?

cHico (hoarse whisper): Awright, I no tell nobody. I can keep a sacred.

maHa™™a: Come, Khayam. I am in my ceremonial robes. Let us leave
our traveling clothes here.

KHAYAM: Yes, sire. We will go and greet our public.

cHico: Hey, wait a minoot. I got an idea. I take your clothes and I go
out and tell da ladies you’re ready.
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kHaYaM: He is right, sire. We cannot walk out on the platform unan-
nounced. Very well, fellow, go announce us. And be careful of our
clothes.

cHico (receding): Sure, boss. I'll treat your clothes like dey was my own.,

GROUCHO (voice fades in): As I was saying, girlies, the traveling sales-
man—

cHico (interrupting): Hey, Mr. Flywheel.

GROUCHO (calling back): Shut up, Ravelli, let me finish this lecture. (In
lecture voice.) And as I was saying, girlies, the traveling salesman then
asked the farmer where he could sleep. And the farmer sent him to a
hotel. (Laughs.) Of course, a story like that isn’t any good if you have
to clean it up. Now are there any questions?

cHico: I got a question, boss. It’s a riddle. What’s da best way to keep
a fish alive out of water?

GROUCHO: You got me there, Ravelli. What is the best way to keep a fish
alive out of water?

cHico: Boss, I don’t know either. That’s why my fish died.

croucHo: Hey, shut up. I'm going into a trance. (In voice of medium.)
I hear voices of the past . . . from another world. What do they bring
before my eyes?

cHico: Two pair of pants, boss.

croucHo: Right. I will now saw a woman in half. If you will return at
this time next Monday I will try to put her together again. (Heckling
from women.) Meanwhile, can one of you ladies lend me a silk hat?
No? Well, maybe you can lend me a pair of pants.

cHico (whispers): Hey, Mister Flywheel. Mister Flywheel!

GROUCHO (in voice of medium): Ah, I hear the voice of little Periwinkle
talking to me from another world.

cHico: Boss, we gotta get outta here.

GroucHO: You're telling me, Periwinkle.

cHico (excitedly): Hey, da real Mahatma is here. We gotta beat it.

c¢roucHo: Hold everything, Ravelli. And now, ladies, we come to the
most sensational part of my lecture. The famous Mahatma Rahpondi
disappearing act. Throw me those pants and let’s go, Ravelli.

cuico: Dis way, boss.

(From here to the finish angry murmurs grow louder, building to a
climax.)

cuico: Hey, look out! Here comes da real Mahatma.

croucHo: The Mahatma? Quick—Mahat, ma coat, ma pants, we're
leaving.

voices: Arrest that Mahatma! Throw out that faker!

croucHo: Hey, Mahatma, your public is calling for you.



MAHATMA: | am ready. But first we must receive the five hundred dollars.

cuico: Don’t worry, Mahat. You gotta dat five hundred bucks right in
your pants pocket. But Flywheel’s wearing your pants. Goodbye!
(Music in strong.)

AFTERPIECE

cHico: Ladies and gentlemens, I—(suddenly)—hey, where you going,
Groucho?

croucHo: I'll be right back. I just want to call my wife and tell her I
won’t be home for dinner. Some friends are dropping over and if I show
up, there will be fourteen at the table, and fourteen is an unlucky
number.

cHico: Hey, you crazy! Tirteen at da table—dat’s an unlucky number.

croucHo: Well, fourteen is even unluckier when your wife has prepared
only enough dinner for three.

cHico (expansively): Oh yeah, I know. Today’s your birthday. Well, I
no forget. I'm gonna buy you a nice blue fountain pen wit a little gold
band and your name on it.

croucHo: That’s mighty nice of you, Chico, but strangely enough, I
already have a fountain pen exactly like that.

cuico:  Well, you ain’t got it any more. I just dropped it out da window.

croucHo: Hmm. (Sneer.) You dropped it out the window. Why, if there
weren’t so many people here, I'd knock you for a loop.

cHico: Loop? You mean Essolube.

croucHo: No, Essolube is that famous hydrofined motor oil, and of
course you know about Esso, which is better than any gasoline.

CHICO (in manner of singer vocalizing): Mi, mi, mi, mi.

croucHo: What are you doing, Chico?

cHico: I'm tuning up to sing good night.

croucHo: Well, let’s do it.

BOTH (singing): Good night, ladies. Good night, ladies.
(Signature Mustc.)
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(Sound of typewriter; phone rings.)

miss piMpLE: Law offices of Flywheel, Shyster, and Flywheel . . . No,
Mr. Flywheel isn’t in. He’s in court, trying your husband’s case . . .
Uh-huh . . . (Door opens.) Just a second ... here he is...(To
croucHo:) Oh, Mr. Flywheel. Here’s Mrs. Watson on the phone.

cRoucHo: Good. 1 was just going to call her. (Jovial.) Hello, Mrs. Wat-
son. How are you? That’s fine . . . Your husband? Oh yes, [ meant to
tell you . . . He got five years in prison . . . But don’t worry, Mrs. Wat-
son. I've got a very pleasant surprise for you. I'm going to knock ten
percent off my bill . . . Goodbye. Miss Dimple (hangs up phone) . . .
Miss Dimple, put down that telephone book. This office is no place for
a bookworm.

miss DIMPLE:  Yes, Mr. Flywheel.

GROUCHO: Any mail this morning?

miss pIMPLE: Yes, there’s a letter from the typewriter company. They
say you haven’t paid for the typewriter yet.

croucHo: Why should I pay for the typewriter? You're the one who uses
it.

miss piMpLE:  But Mr. Flywheel, [—

croucHo: Never mind. Take a letter to those cheap chiselers. Ah . ..
Gentlemen . . . I never ordered that typewriter. (Pause.) If I did, you
didn’t send it . . . If you sent it, I never got it . . . If I got it, I paid for
it ... Andif I didn’t, I won’t. Best regards . . .

miss DIMPLE:  Anything else, Mr. Flywheel?

GROUCHO: Yes . . . Love and kisses. But don’t send them. They’re for
you . .. And now . . . take a letter to the Peerless Building Supply
Company. (Pompously.) Gentlemen, I refuse to accept a penny less
than fifty dollars for the electrical fixtures in my office. In case I do not
hear from you, I shall conclude you do not wish to pay more than twelve
dollars . . . So, in order to lose no time, I shall accept the twelve dol-
lars.

miss piMpLE: But Mr. Flywheel! You can’t sell those fixtures. They be-
long to the landlord.

croucHO: Well, he ought to be glad. I'm only selling his fixtures so I can
pay him his rent . . . Say, tell that assistant of mine to wrap up the
chandelier.

miss iMPLE:  Mr. Ravelli? He isn’t in yet.

croucHo: Well, when he comes in you better tell him to take out more
fire insurance. I’'m gonna fire him on Saturday.

(Door opens.)

miss piMPLE:  Why, here he comes. Hello, Mr. Ravelli.

cuico: Hello, Miss Dimp. Hello, boss.
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croucHo: Ravelli, do you realize you’re a half hour late?

cHico: I couldn’t help it, Mister Flywheel. I fell down a whole flight of
stairs.

croucHo:  Well, does it take you a half hour to fall down one flight of
stairs? Anyway, I don’t believe that story.

cHico: Awright, if you don’t believe dat story, I tell you anodder one
. . . I came late because we had a little money trouble at our house.

miss DIMPLE:  Money trouble, Mr. Ravelli?

cHIco: Yeah, my little brudder he swallowed a nickel.

miss piIMPLE:  Really? What did you do?

cHico: Well, next week’s his birthday anyway, so I let him keep da
nickel.

croucHo: Hey, stop jabbering and clean out my desk.

cHico: Icleaned out da desk yesterday . . . Dat’s where I got da nickel.
(Knock on door.)

miss piIMPLE:  Come in.

croucHo:  Ravelli, I'm going into my private office. When I come back,
I don’t want to catch you loafing.

cHico:  Awright, If you don’t want to catch me loafing you better whistle
before you come in.
(Knock on door.)

Miss DIMPLE: I said come in. (Someone enters; to chico:) Mr. Ravelli, 1
think he’s selling something.

SALESMAN (very breezy): Well, well, well. Just what I like to see . . . a
busy little office, with nice bright smiling faces.

cHico: Aw, shut up.

SALESMAN:  Ah...er...er...Excuse me, you see, I represent the
Excelsior House-to-House Merchandise Company . . .

cHico:  Well, dere’s nobody here by dat name. Dis is Flywheel’s office.

SALESMAN:  You don’t understand. If you’ll just give me a moment of your
time, I'd like to show you a few choice values in neckties, safety razors,
hair tonic . . . Say, let me tell you something about this tonic. It’s the
real thing.

cHIco: Awright, gimme a taste.

SALESMAN (trying to be patient): No, no. Now before I began using this
tonic, my hair was getting pret-tee thin.

cHico:  Well, it don’t look so fat now.

SALESMAN:  You just try it once. We guarantee every bottle.

cHico:  Oh, the bottle looks all right, but I tink the stuff inside is no good
. . . Hey, how much is that necktie?

saLESMAN:  Now you're talking. I'm going to sell you that tie for a dollar.

cHico (incredulous): A dollar?
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saLESMAN: Yes, brother, and it’s a steal at that price.

cHico: Hey, if I'm gonna steal it, I can get it for nothing.

saLesMaN: A dollar and the tie is yours. Why, I paid ninety-five cents for
it myself.

cuico:  Well, if you paid only ninety-five cents, why should / pay a dol-
lar?

saLesMAN:  Well, the nickel’s my profit. You know, I got a wife to sup-

port.
cHico: You tink I’'m gonna help support your wife? Nobody supports my
wife—not even me . . . I tell you what—you leave da necktie, and I'll

send you ninety-five cents in care of da Woodlawn Cemetery.
saLESMAN (indignant): Woodlawn Cemetery? That’s not my address.
cHico: Well, it will be by da time I send you da ninety-five cents.
(Laughs.) Some joke, eh?

SALESMAN (furious): Aw, I can see I’'m wasting my time here.

cHico:  Well, it took you a long time to find it out.

saLEsMaN:  Goodbye!

(Door slams.)

GROUCHO (coming from other door): Did I hear someone come in?

cHico: Yeah, a wise guy. He wanted a nickel for his wife.

croucHO: A nickel for his wife? Well, that’s cheap enough . . . Was she
good-looking?

(Knock on door.)

cHICO: Awright, come in.
(Door opens.)

BARDWELL: Mr. Flywheel. Permit me to introduce myself. I’'m Bertram
T. Bardwell. I suppose you’ve been hearing about my charity work and
my fight against crime?

croucHo: Oh yes, I’ve been hearing about it for a number of years, and
I’'m getting pretty sick of it too.

BARDWELL: Why, er, er . .. I happened to be in court this morning when
your thrilling address to the jury sent that man to prison for five years,
where he belongs.

GROUCHO: My speech sent him to prison? (Laughs.) That’s a good one
on the jury. [ was defending that guy.

BARDWELL: Just a moment, Mr. Flywheel. Let me ask you a question.

cuico: Hey, I got a question too, boss. What animal likes dirt, always
plays in the mud, and eats anyting?

croucHo: I know, Ravelli, it’s you.

cHICO (disappointed): Awww . . . somebody told you.

BARDWELL (annoyed): Mr. Flywheel, my organization is waging an inten-
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sive fight against crime in this city, and I feel that you're a man who
can help us drive the crooks out of town.

cHico: Hey! Why should we drive ’em out? Let ’em walk.

croucHo: Nice work, Ravelli.

BARDWELL: You see, gentlemen, my committee is determined to rid the
city of Public Enemy No. 1, Big Joe Crookley. Although Crookley
himself is in hiding, he has crime organized like a big business. In fact,
some of his gangsters have an office only two doors from here.

GRoucHO (dramatically): Bardwell, you came to the right man. There
isn’t room enough in this town for gangsters and me, Waldorf T. Fly-
wheel. However, we’re putting up a big hotel in the spring.

cHico: Boss, you leave it to me. Ravelli’sa plenty smart. I go next door
and tell dem gangsters to move.

croucHO: An excellent idea, Ravelli. But wait a minute. You’ve got your
hat on wrong.

cHico (from door): Well, I don’t know which way I'm going yet. And
say, if you see my brudder, you tell him to wait.

croucHo: [ don’t know your brother.

cHico: I never tought of dat. Awright, den tell him not to wait. Goodbye.
(Door closes.)

BARDWELL: Mr. Flywheel, I can see that you're a man of action. Some
time later I'd like to interest you in our charity work too.

6roucHo: Charity work . . . hmm . . . Bardwell, I'm not the kind of fel-
low who likes to talk about his good deeds, but it may interest you
to know that I've been sending pretty large-sized checks to various
charities, and not even the charities know that the money came from
me.

BARDWELL (mildly questioning): But Mr. Flywheel, I don’t understand.
Couldn’t they tell by the name on the checks?

croucHo: No, no, that’s how modest I am. I didn’t even sign the checks.

miss DiIMPLE:  Why, Mr. Flywheel, What’s this? Someone just put a note
under the door.

croucHo: Well, pick up the door and get it.

miss DIMPLE: It says . . . why, good heavens. It’s from Crookley’s gang-
sters. They've kidnapped Mr. Ravelli for meddling in their affairs.

BaRDWELL: Kidnapped him?

miss pIMPLE:  Listen to this: “Unless you send us ten thousand dollars,
we will kill Emmanuel Ravelli.”

BARDWELL: They’ll kill him? Mr. Flywheel, what are you going to do?

croucHo: Keep cool, Bardwell. Miss Dimple, take a letter to Big Joe
Crookley. Dear Joe: Received yours of the fifth inst., in which you state
that unless I send ten thousand, you will kill Ravelli . . . I haven’t got
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the money, but the proposition sounds very attractive. Send further
details.
(Music in strong.)

(Knock on door; second knock is louder.)

sLiM (hoarse whisper): Who's dere?

crookLEY: Open dat door. It’s me, Crookley.

suim:  Okay, chief, I was scairt it was de cops.

CROOKLEY: You don’t have ta be scairt. De cops won't ever find dis place.
Where’s dat fella Ravelli?

suim:  Inside eatin’. Dat’s all he’s been doing since we grabbed him off a
week ago. Hey, chief, is dat lawyer Flywheel comin’ trough wid de ten
grand?

crRoOKLEY: [ tink so. He’s on his way over here now.

sim:  Say, what if he brings de cops?

crookLEY: Don’t worry. He won’t go shootin’ off his mouth. I told Fly-
wheel what’s good for him. And now I tink I'll have a little talk wid
Ravelli.

stim:  Right in here, chief. (Opens door.)

crookLEY: Hey, Ravelli. (Sound of moving dishes.) Ravelli, put dat dish
down. I'm talkin’ to you.

cHico (cheery): Oh, hello, Mister Crookley. Sit down, have a piece of
pie. I just had tree pieces and I'm afraid to eat any more.

CROOKLEY: What?

cHico:  Sure, if [ eata too much pie maybe I get pie-areah.

CROOKLEY: Look here, mug. We been treatin’ you pretty nice. You know
why? Because if Flywheel don’t show up with that ten thousand bucks
today, you ain’t gonna live very long.

cuico: Hey, you crazy? I feela fine. I tink I eat some more pie.

(Knock at door.)

cROOKLEY: Whois it?

sLim:  Say, chief. There’s a guy comin’ in. I tink it’s dat Flywheel.

cHico:  Flywheel? Don’t let him in till I hide da pie.

CROOKLEY: Bring him up here.

sLiM (from distance): Okay chief . . . This way mister.

crookLEY: Well, Flywheel, —

GrRoucHo: Cut out the formalities. When are you gonna kill Ravelli?

cHico (alarmed): Hey, boss. Is dat what dey wanna do?

GroucHo: Don’t be alarmed, Ravelli. I've fixed everything. I've written
a farewell note to your wife, and I've sent flowers to your sweetheart.
I've also arranged for a nice, quiet little funeral. There’ll be eight
carriages for your family and a motorcycle for your friends.
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cROOKLEY: Quit your stalling, Flywheel. Did you raise that money?

croucHo: Oh, I raised the money all right, but unfortunately I had to
spend it on Ravelli’s funeral.

(Knock on door.)

crROOKLEY: Come on in.

stim: Hey, chief, I gotta talk to you.

crRookLEY: Awright, I'll be right wid you. Listen, Flywheel, you an’ Rav-
elli stay right here . . . Come over here, Slim. What is it?

sLiM (hoarse whisper): Chief, Butch just called and said we better lay
low on deze guys. The cops is all steamed up about de kidnapping . . .
and dey kinda suspeck you.

CROOKLEY (whisper): Okay I'll try to grab off the dough, an’ t’row ’em
both out.

sLiM (whisper): Yeah . .. (Receding.) Maybe you’d better, chief.

(Door opens and closes.)

CcROOKLEY: Look here, Flywheel, forget the ten grand. You give me five
thousand dollars and Ravelli can leave here.

cHico: Sure, I like to leave here. It’s a very nice house to leeve in.

croOKLEY: Well, what about that five thousand?

croucHo: Five thousand? Crookley, can you make it three thousand?

crookLEY: All right, I’ll make it three thousand.

croucHo: That’s talking, Crookley. Now if you’ll make it two thousand,
I’ll make it one thousand . . . I haven’t got the thousand in cash, but
I'll give you my note for thirty days, and if it isn’t paid by then you can
keep the note.

CROOKLEY: Listen, you guys. I’'m gonna give you exactly five minutes to
make up your minds. When I come back, you’re either gonna fork over
the dough, or it’ll be curtains for both of you. Get me? Curtains for
both of you. (Receding.) Now think fast.

(Door closes.)

cHico: Boss, we're in a tight fix. Whata we gonna do?

croucHo: First, Ravelli, I think I'll have a piece of this pie. Take some
yourself.

cHico: Tanks, boss, I'm full.

croucHo: Well, put some in your pockets.

cHico: Dey’re full too.

(Knock on door.)

cHico (whispering): It’s Crookley!

croucHo: Crookley? He’s probably bringing us the curtains.

CROOKLEY (outside door): Better hurry up, you guys. You got just two
more minutes.

croucHo: Ravelli, I've got to give this a lot of thought.
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cHico: Hey, boss, I gotta idea—

croucHo: Be quiet! I can’t hear myself talk.

cuico: Dat’s all right. You ain’t missin anyting. (Suddenly.) Say, it’s
cold in dis room.

croucHo: It is kind of chilly. See what that thermometer says.

cHico: Aw, you can’t believe dat thermometer. One day it’sa sixty; next
day it’sa sixty-five—it’sa no good.

croucHo: Well, the thermometer ought to be kept at seventy.

cuico: I can fix dat easy. I just light a match under it. Watch.
(Scratching of match heard.)

croucHo: Ravelli! Be careful of those draperies!

cuico: Hey, boss! Dey’re burning. Oh boy! Look at dat fire.

crRoucHoO (calling out): Oh, Crookley!

CROOKLEY (from outside): ~Whata you want?

croucHo: Can I use your telephone?

CROOKLEY: You tink I'm crazy?

cROUCHO: Answer my question first. Can I use your phone?

CROOKLEY (sneering): An’ let you call the cops, I suppose.

croucho: Not at all, I just wanted to call the fire department . . . and
ask them where the nearest alarm box is . . . Crookley, I don’t want to
seem like an old gossip, but your house is on fire.

CROOKLEY (outside): What! What’s dat? (Door opens, CROOKLEY'S voice
approaches mike.) Whata you guys been up to? . . . Slim! Buck!

suiM and BUCK (from outside; excitedly): What's up?! What’s wrong?!

crookLEY: Quick! Bring some water.

c¢roucHO: You can make mine ginger ale.

cuico: And I'll take some pie. Hey, I know a song about pie. (Begins
singing.) Good Pie Forever . . .

croucHo: Say, Crookley, why don’t you call the fire department? I know
all the boys at Hook and Ladder 78. And tell 'em to bring along a deck
of pinochle cards.

crOOKLEY: Nothin’ doin’! I don’t want no cops or firemen snoopin’
around here.

chico: He’s right, boss. Dere’s no usea callin’ da fire department now.
Da place is on fire already.

croucHo: Ravelli, open the windows! Open the windows! This smoke is
beginning to get me.

chico: Yeah, dere’s too much smoke. You better put out your cigar.

suim: Boys! The fire’s spreading fast. Better start running.

cuico: Hey, Flywheel! I know a good place to run to.

GROUCHO (excited): Where, Ravelli, where?

cuico: To run to. Toronto, Canada. (Laughs.) Hot stuff, eh, boss?
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(Fire engines and police siren approach.)
crOOKLEY: Slim! Buck! It’s the fire department—the cops too! Watch

your step.
(Smashing of door; breaking of glass.)
voices: This way! . . . I think there’s somebody in there!

stim:  Gee, Crookley! You better duck.

crookLEY: Don’t worry, Slim. De cops around here won’t recognize me.
Listen, Flywheel. No cracks about me being Joe Crookley, if you know
what’s good for you.

GroucHo: Count on me, Crookley, old boy. I'll see that your name isn’t
mentioned . . . Oh, Policeman! Policeman!

orricEr: What is it?

GroucHo: [ want you to meet Emmanuel Ravelli, the fellow who started
the fire—

oFFicER: What?

GroucHo: And before I forget it—when you report this fire, don’t men-
tion Joe Crookley’s name, because there’s a warrant out for his arrest.
(Excitement.)

(Music in strong.)

(Buzz of conversation; gavel knocking.)

BAILIFF:  Silence in the court . . . His honor, the judge . . . Everybody
rise.

CLERK (drones): Hear ye, hear ye, hear ye, the municipal court is now in
session and stands until adjournment.

(Buzzing of conversation.)

JUDGE (raps gavel): What’s the next case, clerk?

cLerk: It’s the preliminary hearing, your honor, in the case of Joseph
“Big Joe” Crookley, charged with the kidnapping of Emmanuel Ravelli.

Jubpce:  Proceed with the hearing.

BARDWELL:  Your honor