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FURTHER FUNNY FILM FACTS FOR FANATICS

Praise for
Some Like It Hot-Buttered

“
Some Like It Hot-Buttered
bursts with mystery, action, romance, and laughs. Jeffrey Cohen is the Dave Barry of the New Jersey Turnpike, and his boffo Double Feature Mystery series is a sure-thing smash hit.”

—Julia Spencer-Fleming, Edgar
®
Award nominee
and author of
All Mortal Flesh

“Knock, knock. Who’s there? Cohen. Cohen who? Cohen buy yourself this most entertaining book.”

—Larry Gelbart, writer of
M*A*S*H
,
Tootsie
,
Oh, God!
,
A Funny Thing Happened on the Way to the Forum
,
Barbarians at the Gate
, etc.

“Movies, murder, characters who are real people, laughs, danger, and damn good writing.
Some Like It Hot-Buttered
truly has something for everyone: a comedy tonight—and so much more!”

—Linda Ellerbee, television producer, journalist, and
bestselling author of
Take Big Bites
and
And So It Goes

“Cohen’s debut Double Feature Mystery is a double winner. He doesn’t just make you laugh; he makes you care about his characters. I give it two buttery thumbs way up!”

—Chris Grabenstein, Anthony Award-winning
author of
Tilt-a-Whirl

“Many authors create good characters, but to create side-splittingly funny ones and make them believable is a tour de force. Jeffrey Cohen accomplishes that in his delightful
Some Like It Hot-Buttered
, which comes roaring in like a blast of fresh air.”

—
Denise Dietz, author of
the Ellie Bernstein/Lt. Peter Miller Mysteries

Praise for the previous novels of Jeffrey Cohen

“You’d better hold on to your butt with both hands, because you’re going to laugh it off.”

—J. A. Konrath, author of the
Jacqueline “Jack” Daniels Mysteries

“A mystery with humor, warmth, and dead-on characterizations of family life—Jeff Cohen is barking up the right tree.”

—Rochelle Krich, Mary Higgins Clark
Award-winning author of
Grave Endings

"Briskly-paced ... Soars with a tightly focused plot with realistic characters.”
—South Florida Sun-Sentinel

"Hilariously twisty and twisted plot full of entertaining characters . . . Much like Evanovich, Cohen fills his novel with off-the-wall characters just zany enough to seem real.”
—Crescent Blues

“Cohen succeeds in injecting humor and humanity into this clever puzzler . . . Should appeal to a broad cross section of the mystery market.”
—Publishers Weekly

“Humorous asides arise from screenwriting deadlines, cockeyed in-laws, and self-castigating remarks. Highly recommended.”
—Library Journal

“Quirky, adorable, and downright funny.”
—Booklist
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To my two greatest influences:
my father and Harpo Marx.
Alas, neither got the chance to read it.
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Something peculiar, something for everyone: a comedy tonight!

—Stephen Sondheim,
A Funny Thing Happened on the Way to the Forum

1

Dying is easy. Comedy is hard.

—attributed to every dying English actor since Richard Burbage (1567-1619)

TUESDAY
Young Frankenstein
(1974)
and
Count Bubba, Down-Home Vampire
(last Friday)

The guy in row S, seat 18, was dead, all right. There was no mistaking it. For one thing, he hadn’t laughed once during the Blind Man scene in
Young Frankenstein
, which was indication enough that all brain function had ceased. For another, there was the whole staring-straight-ahead-and-not-breathing scenario, and the lack of a pulse, which was good enough to convince me.

“Were you the one who found him?” I asked Anthony (not Tony, mind you), the ticket taker/usher/projectionist. Anthony, a Cinema Studies major at Rutgers University, was nineteen years old, and a film geek from head to toe (sorry, Anthony, but it’s true). He was wearing black jeans, a T-shirt with a picture of Martin Scorsese on it, and a puzzled expression that meant he was wondering how to work this event into his next screenplay. Anthony shook his head.

“Sophie found him,” he said, indicating our snack stand attendant/ticket seller/clean-up girl, who was standing to one side, biting both her lips and ignoring her cell phone, which was playing a Killers song by way of ringing. Sophie was, in her own high school junior way, freaked out. I considered gesturing her over, then realized she wanted to stay as far away from our non-respiring patron as possible, so I walked to her side instead.

“It’s okay, Sophie,” I told her. “Just tell me what happened. ”

She avoided looking toward the man, who appeared to be in his early forties, maybe five years older than me, and was dressed for a late April evening out in Midland Heights, New Jersey: pink polo shirt, with the proper reptile depicted on the left breast, tan khakis, no socks, and penny loafers that looked to have last been shined during the Clinton Administration. His box of popcorn was still on his lap, although there was very little left in it. The popcorn had spilled onto the floor at some point, but the carton remained in his hands.

“I was picking up the wrappers and whatever,” she said, her usual teenage indifference betrayed by her wavering voice. “I saw him sitting there as the people filed out, and I didn’t think anything about it. You know, some people just sit there and wait for everybody else to leave. But then they all, like, left, and he didn’t move. And when I went over to see . . .” Sophie fluttered her left hand in a gesture of futility, and then it went to her mouth. She didn’t want us to see her cry; it would ruin her image. Sophie was the Midland Heights version of Goth, which is to say, she wore all black and straightened her hair. But her clothes were clean and pressed, her makeup leaned toward pinks (which didn’t have much effect on her pale complexion), and her shoes were open-toe sandals. She was about as Goth as Kelly Clarkson, but she was in there swinging.
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