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    Foreword



    A toast to my pal, Thomas Maurice McLoughlin, on the event of his sixtieth birthday at Hollywood Forever cemetery


    BY STEVEN BANKS



    In 1950, the following people were born: Bill Murray, Cybil Shepherd, Mark Spitz, Peter Frampton, Stevie Wonder, Richard Branson, Jay Leno, and Karen Carpenter. Seven of them are still alive. But we don’t care about them. We care about Tom McLoughlin.


    Who is Tom McLoughlin? Well, if you took a bit of Frank Capra, some Marcel Marceau, Mick Jagger, James Brown, Chaplin, add some Walt Disney, Sherlock Holmes, a little Alfred Hitchcock, Tod Browning, Bobby Sands, Martin Scorsese, tossed in some Keaton, Jacques Tati, John Ford, some Norman Rockwell, some Richard Pryor, Mark Twain, tossed in Truffaut and some other French directors whose names I can’t pronounce properly, Stan Laurel & Oliver Hardy, Houdini, Marx Brothers, threw in a couple of Beatles, some Kinks, Orson Welles, Chucko The Birthday Clown, and Snitz Edwards — if you took all of them and mixed them in a big, giant blender…it would be really disgusting…with all that blood and bone and organs. But if you mixed all of those people together…it would be the man we know as Thomas Maurice McLoughlin.


    Tom started off as a small child…


    But, enough about Tom, let’s talk about me, Steven Banks.


    I met Tom on a 7UP commercial in 1978. He got the part. I didn’t. They wanted someone older. With longer hair.


    Throughout the years, I’ve done many things with Tom. I’ve worked with Tom on many projects; I’ve vacationed with Tom; I’ve dressed up as a banana with Tom; I’ve slow danced with Tom in public (and gotten paid for it); dressed up as a woman with Tom and cooked a pig’s head (and not gotten paid for it); I’ve pretended to be a homosexual with Tom so we could hang out in a dressing room and watch the female models walk around with their tops off; I was in The Black Hole with Tom (not the bar, the movie); and I’ve dressed up as a monster and scared children with Tom on numerous occasions. I’ve been to Disneyland, strip clubs, apple orchards, carnivals, sideshows, and looked at Ike Turner’s corpse with Tom. I’ve enjoyed many parties at Tom’s house with his lovely wife, Nancy, his children, Shane and Hannah, and their 347 pets. I’ve been directed by Tom, in the beginning of One Dark Night, as the man carrying a large pole.


    One thing’s for sure, Tom McLoughlin is cool. Here are the Top Ten Reasons why Tom is the coolest guy I know:



    #10. He joined Scientology for a hot woman — the only reason to join Scientology — and then left when he broke up with her.



    #9. He once enjoyed medicinal herbs with Jimi Hendrix in the sixties.



    #8. His band opened for The Doors.



    #7. He kissed Albert Ash on the lips.



    #6. He saw, in person, the Monterey Pop Festival, and The Beatles at Dodger Stadium, and Led Zeppelin at The Whiskey.



    #5. While entertaining an obnoxious and pretentious woman at a dinner party at his house, he served some of his dog Kelly’s feces on a plate and announced to the woman that these were a special dessert called “Kelly’s Brownies.”



    #4. He went to Larry Fine’s funeral…and if you don’t know who Larry Fine is, you were probably born in a cave.



    #3. He was propositioned by the great ballet dancer Rudolph Nureyev on three separate occasions…and turned him down…or so he says.



    #2. He is one of the few people who can actually say “Some people call me Maurice” and not be joking.



    And the #1 reason Tom is the coolest guy I know: His wife gave him a birthday party in a cemetery.



    But back to me, Steven Banks.


    Tommy gave me the greatest birthday gift I have ever received: a personal visit from one of my heroes, the great comedian Wally Boag…and if you don’t know who Wally Boag is, get out your iPhone4 — if you can get service — and Google him. I wanted to bring one of Tom’s heroes here tonight, but they’re all dead. One of them may be buried here, so at least we’re close.


    But, seriously…on a personal note: if it wasn’t for Tom McLoughlin, no one would know what Home Entertainment Center or Billy The Mime was and I’d still be doing junior high school assembly shows…and addicted to crystal meth.


    We are all here tonight because we love Tom or admire Tom or are hoping he will hire us on his next movie — which I wish he would shoot in Los Angeles so I could get a small part.


    Now to paraphrase Clarence in It’s a Wonderful Life: “No man is poor or a failure who has friends.”


    A toast to my other big brother, Tom McLoughlin, the richest man in town.

  


  
    Introduction



    I met filmmaker Tom McLoughlin in the spring of 2008. I was searching for interview subjects for a documentary on the history of American horror films, and my friend John Muir recommended Tom. “He knows a lot about classic monster movies,” John said. I knew that McLoughlin had directed a respectable Gothic horror film called One Dark Night and the best sequel in the Friday the 13th series, but I didn’t really think of him as a “horror director.” Even so, I decided to call.


    I talked to Tom one dark night while he was editing Fab Five: The Texas Cheerleader Scandal. It turned out to be the first of many long conversations. Horror movies, he explained, had helped him to get through his formative years, growing up across the street from MGM studios. When he was about ten years old, his mother suffered a nervous breakdown. Around the same time, Tom became fascinated with Vincent Price particularly the maniacal characters he portrayed in Roger Corman’s film adaptations of Edgar Allan Poe. On weekdays, he would skip out on classes at St. Timothy’s Grade School and take a city bus to Santa Monica for the noontime movies, where he reveled in the artificial madness of Roderick Usher, Nicolas Medina, and the evil Prince Prospero. Around the same time, he discovered the classic Universal monsters on television. After watching Dracula, he rode his bike to Holy Cross Cemetery in Culver City and sat beside Bela Lugosi’s grave, remembering the dead man’s immortal words: “To die…to be truly dead…that must be glorious.”


    One week after that first conversation, Tom and I sat down in my Studio City apartment and recorded an interview for Nightmares in Red, White and Blue. We talked for more than two hours, until the tape ran out. Afterwards, I wanted to keep going…not just to hear Tom’s thoughts on horror movies, but to hear more about his life, which sounded fantastic enough to be its own movie. In the days that followed, I realized that Tom McLoughlin is living proof that Hollywood myths can profoundly shape a person’s life, blurring the line between fiction and reality.


    Before he was a filmmaker, McLoughlin was a singer in a rock ’n’ roll band that played regularly on the Sunset Strip in the late ’60s, opening for classic rock bands like The Doors, The Animals, and Chicago Transit Authority. When the music died, he went to Paris and studied mime with the legendary Marcel Marceau. When he returned to Los Angeles, he tried his luck at acting, and slowly worked toward his ultimate goal of becoming a director. Along the way, he crossed paths with countless legends: Woody Allen, Dick Van Dyke, Lucille Ball, Carol Burnett, John Frankenheimer, and Frank Capra, who became a personal mentor. All of this happened before he made his first film.


    McLoughlin’s life and career are nothing if not eclectic, but his stories fiction and nonfiction alike are bound together by an unyielding sense of adventure and whimsy. In Friday the 13th Part 6: Jason Lives!, a cemetery caretaker discovers an open grave and an empty coffin. Believing it to be the work of teenage pranksters, he grumbles something about “damn kids” then promptly breaks the fourth wall, turns to the moviegoing audience and quips, “Some folks have a strange idea of entertainment.” It’s an amusing self-incrimination.


    This book is the outcome of the ten lengthy interviews conducted in the fall of 2008, through which I tried to glean as much as I could about the filmmaker’s creative process. I have always believed that true creativity is based on a subtle dialogue between everyday life and art, and McLoughlin’s answers consistently reinforced this idea. His movies have drawn heavily on his early childhood influences, from Charlie Chaplin to Famous Monsters of Filmland. Likewise, his adult relationships with friends and family have played a major role in his fiction. In 1990, while McLoughlin was directing Stephen King’s Sometimes They Come Back a film about letting go of the past and facing the future his father died and his daughter was born. This was a turning point in his career as well as in his personal life.


    Over the course of the following decade, he took his wife Nancy and two young children with him on every shoot. Nancy often appeared in supporting roles, while Shane and Hannah made frequent cameos and helped with production. Each film was a family affair, and the director’s real-world experiences as a father and husband continually found their way onscreen, in a succession of films about family dynamics.


    In 1993, McLoughlin directed two back-to-back films about mental instability. He describes A Murder of Innocence, based on the true story of spree killer Laurie Dann, as a reflection of the “dark side” of his mother’s illness. The Yarn Princess, a story about single mother with mental deficiencies, is a rumination on the qualities that made his mother such a wonderful caregiver. Similarly, The Lies Boys Tell (1994) provided McLoughlin with an opportunity to eulogize his father.


    The filmmaker turned his focus toward young children at a time when he was re-experiencing childhood from an adult perspective. He was interested in exploring both the dark side of those formative years, starting with Journey and The Turn of the Screw (both 1995) and culminating with The Unsaid (2001), as well as the light side, in Fairy Tale: A True Story (1997) and the surprisingly ethereal Murder in Greenwich (2002). As his own children got older and entered high school, so did the characters in his films. In 2004, McLoughlin kicked off a series of Lifetime movies about teenagers struggling to find their places in the world: She’s Too Young (2004), Odd Girl Out (2005), Cyber Seduction: His Secret Life (2005), Not Like Everyone Else (2006), and Fab Five: The Texas Cheerleader Scandal (2008).


    On the verge of his fourth decade as a filmmaker, McLoughlin is trending toward more socially-conscious films. D.C. Sniper: 23 Days of Fear (2003) and Not Like Everyone Else are harrowing reflections of post-9/11 America. The Staircase Murders (2007) and The Wronged Man (2009) are unsettling depictions of contemporary crime and punishment. As always, the filmmaker’s focus remains on the characters because, as his mentor Frank Capra taught him, movies are a people-to-people medium.


    The director’s first responsibility is to empathize with his characters (even the most reprehensible ones) and to understand their thoughts and motivations. That’s how McLoughlin has established personal connections with nearly all of the stories he’s told, and that is why he’s a filmmaker worth studying. The best filmmakers comprehend our everyday hopes and our fears, our trials and our triumphs, and show them to us through the magic of the movies. That has been and continues to be the story of Tom McLoughlin’s life.

  


  
    Part I: Wonder Years



    Growing up at MGM/ Dad, the fire-eater/ Peter Lorre’s wake/ Chaplin on the wall/ Mom & Vincent Price/ Monterey Pop/ The southern California version of Mick Jagger/ Opening for The Doors/ backing up transsexual strippers/ The end of the Sixties/ Off to Paris



    JOSEPH MADDREY: You’re a Los Angeles native, born in 1950 in Culver City, which was home to the MGM back lot. That means that The Wizard of Oz, Gone with the Wind, and Alfred Hitchcock’s Rebecca were practically filmed in your backyard. What was it like growing up in the dream machine?



    TOM MCLOUGHLIN: Technically I was born in Santa Monica, and then grew up in Culver City. In those days, Culver City was a pretty sleepy town. The back lot of MGM extended way up into the Baldwin Hills area where there are now apartments and condos. It was enormous! So it was a great place to go play as a kid.



    You were allowed to play there?



    Well, it wasn’t allowed…but there was only maybe one security guard there on the weekends, so you could do a lot of screwing around before you’d get caught.



    What about your parents? They let you wander?



    Yeah, that was one of the great things about that period. People weren’t so paranoid about letting kids run wild. I didn’t realize how much things had changed until a few years ago. I was watching some kid walking down the street and I thought, “Why is he out walking by himself?” Then I thought, I can’t believe I’m thinking this way. When I was growing up, kids would disappear after school for hours and hours and hours. You might get punished if it was dark when you came home, but as long as you got home just before dark, you were okay.


    The old Hal Roach studios were still around in those days— that’s where Laurel and Hardy and The Little Rascals were shot— and all of those sets were still up. Desilu Productions, which is now called Culver Studios, also had a back lot. Twentieth Century Fox had their back lots there. I went to school at St. Timothy Catholic School on Pico Boulevard, which was two blocks away from the Twentieth Century Fox lots, and my friends knew how to get into those places. So I really did grow up in “movie city.”


    I accepted the fact that this fantasy world existed side-by-side with the real world. At the time, nobody said, “Wow, you live near the studios?!” I didn’t think of it as magical at the time, because I took it all for granted. It’s only once those old buildings were torn down that people said, “God, that must have been amazing.” And looking back on it, it was.


    Did growing up in Los Angeles affect the way that you watched movies?


    No. Not at all. In fact, because all that stuff was so commonplace to me, I wasn’t interested in most of the mainstream American movies. What was interesting to me was the Universal horror movies— because they were set in Europe. When I finally went to England and France years later, and saw all of these landscapes that I knew from movie facades, I had an inclination to walk behind them and look for the slats holding them up. It was a surreal experience. I could suddenly appreciate what a good job the filmmakers did— how they made those facades look like the real thing— and how you could make any part of the world literally exist in your own backyard.



    How did your parents come to live in Los Angeles?



    My parents were both from Michigan. My father grew up in Kalamazoo and my mother in Detroit, so they were not very far from one another but they didn’t meet until they both were working at the same paint store on Pico and Robertson in West L.A. My mother had come out here to be near her brother, because there wasn’t much going on for her in Detroit. My dad came out here to attend USC Film School.[1] After film school, it was very hard for him to get a job in the film business because film school wasn’t taken seriously in 1949. It was, “Film school? Are you kidding me?” It was a joke…



    Because none of the great filmmakers at that time had gone to film school?



    Right. Cinematographer Conrad Hall was in my father’s graduating class and he was the only one— at least that I know of— who went on to a big career. My dad was a very quiet, shy guy, and he didn’t really know what to do with his production knowledge. His other skill was that he was a magician in vaudeville, so he had that to fall back on. His best income was doing movies where they needed a fire-eater. He was a fire-eater in the famous film noir Nightmare Alley [1947], and in the Burt Lancaster [vehicle] The Flame and the Arrow [1950]. Casbah [1948] with Peter Lorre. Houdini [1953], the Tony Curtis-Janet Leigh film. I can’t remember all the movies he was in…pretty much anything made between the late ’40s and about 1960 that had a carnival or a circus in it. His stage name was “Navarre, the Man from Mars.”


    The very last thing he did was Americathon [1979] with John Ritter and Dorothy Stratten. He fell madly in love with Dorothy Stratten, and he was quite upset over her death.[2]


    But his lifelong fantasy was to make movies. Since he never got the opportunity to make movies, he kind of lived vicariously through my making films. When I was a kid and made these 8mm shorts, he was my coach, my mentor. He’d tell me what shots I was missing. He didn’t encourage me to go to film school, because in his experience it hadn’t done much good. He basically pushed me to get an industry job. He said, “Do anything you can to get into the business because it’s about showing them that you can do it. Make the connection so that somebody opens a door for you somewhere.”



    I’ve heard people say that the most useful thing about film school is networking. Did he do much networking at USC?



    I don’t remember my father ever having any close friends. There was nobody that he would call from the old days, nobody that came over to the house. I have a picture of him in my office with this Asian gentleman and they’re both editing in 16mm at USC. One time I said, “What happened to that guy? Obviously you two worked closely together…” He said, “Yeah, we saw each other for a while and then I don’t know what happened to him.” He just wasn’t good at maintaining connections. He kept very much to himself.


    When he passed on, I realized that there were so many things that I didn’t know about him because he really didn’t talk about things. He was in the service during World War II, but I never heard any stories from his time in the service, and I know there were a lot of traumatic things that occurred. He just wasn’t keen on sharing his personal life. And I don’t know if that was just part of his generation— that guys from that era just didn’t talk as much— or what.


    I am fascinated by the fact that he loved to get on stage. He had a stage persona that was completely different. When he was doing magic and fire-eating, he was someone else. Then he would disappear back into this shy little man. In the classic Irish tradition, it was only drinking that would allow him to come out again…but that was not the best side of him. That’s when all the frustration that was part of not accomplishing his dream [of becoming a filmmaker] came out.


    He had eight years of college and yet he wasn’t doing anything in life that showed he was well educated and capable. He wasn’t able to get a better job. I think it was a very frustrating life. He graduated film school when he was about forty, then he met my mom, got married and started a family. After that, he had to maintain the family and that didn’t really leave room for the dream.



    So your main connection with your father was through the movies?



    Absolutely. That was the connection. He didn’t have the same love of the Universal horror movies— although he had done a movie with Peter Lorre, so he appreciated anything that had Peter Lorre in it. One of my favorites was The Beast with Five Fingers. I would watch that over and over again. We had a station in L.A. that played the same movie every night at eight. It was called the Million Dollar Movie. So you could watch the same darn movie five nights in a row. And when they played something you liked, that’s what you did!


    When Peter Lorre died, my dad said, “Hey, do you want to go down and see Peter Lorre tonight? His body is on display at the mortuary.” I said, “Yeah, sure.” I guess I was about thirteen.[3] So we went to the mortuary across the street from Hollywood Forever Cemetery, and went into this room with a coffin and a couple of candles. And there in the middle of the room lay Peter Lorre. Nobody else was in there…It was a surreal experience. To my dad, it was just respect to a colleague. To me, it was something else. Here was this guy that was so frightening onscreen, that had become such a part of my life. (Whenever I wanted to freak girls out, I’d imitate his voice.) Now here he was. Dead.


    My mother definitely thought it was sick and twisted, but to me it was an incredibly bonding experience. Today, my son and I do our own “weird” things— like going ghost hunting. People say, “You took your son ghost hunting?” To me it’s great, because we share the same desire to pierce the veil…to see what might be on the other side. It’s not the usual thing— like going camping or playing baseball— but it’s something we share.



    You have to do what you’re both genuinely interested in, or the connection becomes forced.



    Exactly. The other thing that is sort of unique to my childhood was that on Sunday nights, my dad would pull out this old German movie projector that he had taken from the streets of Paris when the United States invaded France [at the end of World War II]. Soldiers grabbed everything they could, and somehow my father managed to get this German movie projector and all these reels of film. He didn’t even know what the films were until he got them back to the States.


    Most of them were old Charlie Chaplin movies with German subtitles. On Sunday nights, he would pin up an old sheet on the wall, and Mom would make popcorn, and we’d sit on the floor and watch these 16mm prints. None of us could read the subtitles, but with Chaplin you didn’t need the subtitles. That was my earliest exposure to pantomime. It showed me how you can tell stories non-verbally. After that, whenever we would put on a school fundraiser or something, I would get my friends together and I would imitate Chaplin. My dad would sort of direct me, because I was not smart enough yet to figure out how to do it on my own…but right away I knew that’s what I wanted to do.



    You said that your father lived vicariously through your filmmaking…What kind of films did he want to make?



    That’s a good question. I don’t know. I would guess anything with an attractive woman in it. [laughs] I remember when he took me to see Dr. No, the first James Bond movie. He loved it for his reasons— mainly Ursula Andress— and I loved it for mine. He also had a thing for Bridget Bardot and Marilyn Monroe. I developed an interest in that type of woman partly because of his fascination. He didn’t pick out gorgeous women on the street— it was always the women from the movies.


    He did have a dark side too. Judging by some of the things he did in his USC days, he was a bit of a surrealist. He liked action films quite a bit…suspense and thrillers.



    Sounds like a film noir guy.



    Yeah, Laura made a huge impression on him. We always talked about how that period in cinema, from the late ’40s into the early ’50s, had a great aesthetic.



    Film noir isn’t such a big stretch from the monster movies you grew up on…They both come from a place of anxiety.



    Definitely. My father was supposed to have gone into the priesthood. He went to seminary for maybe two and a half years, and he did a lot of plays during that time period, which fueled his desire for being in show business. I think that was his internal struggle. Since the age of ten, he had wanted to be up on stage, doing magic and things. As much as his mother wanted him to be a priest, he wanted to go into show business. I think he felt incredibly guilty about that. Although he never talked to me about it, my mother sometimes talked about it. My father’s parents were deeply disappointed that he chose show business over the priesthood, and I think that had a lot to do with my father’s darker side…He felt conflicted about where he really belonged in life, and maybe that’s why he never made it as a filmmaker. He couldn’t fully commit.


    When you really want something, you have to endure a lot of pain. You have to learn to love the pain. I loved the fact that becoming a filmmaker seemed so impossible. That made me want it all the more. I was willing to put everything else second. Of course, that becomes harder once you have a family. Then you think: I can’t ask them to make the same sacrifices that I’m prepared to make. That’s why a lot of people put the dream on hold. They say, “I’ve got to put this off for a little while in order to be loyal to the role of a husband and father.” What I learned is that expanding your world to include other people doesn’t mean you have to surrender your dream…You just have to bring other people into the dream with you.



    Your mother had a nervous breakdown when you were eleven years old. What was your home life like during that time?



    In hindsight I can see the writing on the wall. For weeks, everything was building…but at the time I couldn’t quite understand what was going on. It seemed like maybe my mother was mad at me, or upset about something I had done. Like any kid at that age, I personalized it. I was thinking: What did I do wrong?


    I always had a really close bond with my mother. Probably because my dad was so introverted and there was so much that my parents didn’t talk about. I think my mother made her biggest emotional investments in me, although I didn’t realize that at the time. She talked to me because I was there, and it was important for her to have someone to talk to. I wasn’t old enough to understand that she was treating me like an adult…or that I was acting like an adult in a lot of ways.


    Suddenly, that person that I was so close to was walking around in a— for lack of a better term— “zombie state.” She was still in her nightgown when I came home from school. She was afraid to drive; afraid to leave the house. I started to realize something wasn’t right, but I thought maybe she just had the flu or something and she wasn’t talking about it. When I came home from school, I obviously wanted to go out and play. I didn’t want to think about what was wrong with my mother. I wanted to be a kid…But then when there’s no dinner, and my parents are arguing all the time, and the arguments start getting more intense and more ugly. I remember going to sleep at night, listening to screaming and yelling that was so disturbing, and trying to block it out. I think it was even worse for my younger sister Kathy and my two younger brothers, Mike and Kevin. We were all so lost and confused.


    I remember in those days I was doing my own magic shows. I put a sign in the front yard that had a drawing of a bunny coming out of a top hat, and below that I listed the start times of my magic shows. My mother opened a ketchup bottle and splattered ketchup across the sign. I looked at this sign— all bloody, you know— and I couldn’t figure out what that was about. When I asked her about it years later she told me that she thought the magic was going to steal me away from her. She said, “I felt like you were becoming your father— because he loved his magic more than he loved me— and I was so angry that I just wanted to kill the magic.” There were so many things that she was trying to piece together in her own mind. She was constantly trying to figure out why she was doing what she was doing. That was how I began to understand that anyone’s actions can be interpreted, in another person’s mind, as a form of madness. So much of that has crossed over into my work over the years, particularly when I did Murder of Innocence.



    How did your father respond to your mother’s illness?



    Did you ever see John Cassavettes’s A Woman Under the Influence? Gena Rowlands plays this woman who’s having a nervous breakdown and Peter Falk is this blue-collar guy. A “deese, dem, dose” kind of guy. And he can’t understand what the hell is wrong with her. My dad was just like that. He did not know what was going on with her. And over time she slipped further and further away from reality, due to lack of sleep…One day I got home from school and my father said, “They took your mother to the hospital.” That was when I realized, “Oh she’s really sick.” I was terrified, but I hid it.



    You’ve said that your mother’s personality— her warmth as a human being— has also influenced a lot of your films. So your memories aren’t all bad…



    My father gave me a love of the movies and my mother gave me a love of people— because the one thing she really knew how to do was to be loving and supportive. No matter what I was doing or what was going on in my life, I knew she would always be loving and supportive. She was never critical of me. She didn’t try to tell me how to live my life. She never felt comfortable doing that, because her sense of self was so uncertain, from the moment she was born.


    My mother was a twin and her twin sister died at birth. I think there’s always something unusual about twins where one doesn’t survive— maybe because the other one grows up wondering what it would have been like to have a twin. Whatever the cause, my mother never had a very strong sense of self or security.


    To make matters tougher, she got pregnant at sixteen. When my grandmother found out, she said, “We’re going to Canada, you’re going to have it, and your brother and his wife are going to raise your baby.” At the time, she didn’t have a really good relationship with her brother— so she had to stand aside all those years and watch her firstborn be raised by her brother and his wife. And she was forbidden to tell her child that she was the real mother. She was sworn to secrecy until my aunt died, and it was only then that she came forward and said she was his birth mother. That happened just a few months before [my mother] died.


    So she carried this dark secret for her whole life. It was one of those things that just built and built, until she snapped and she had to be institutionalized. And once you’ve been labeled as a person with “mental issues,” I think it’s very hard to get yourself out of that. No matter what happens, you feel like you can’t really handle things. You’re always afraid that something bad is going to happen…so you’re constantly thinking, Who can help me? What kind of medication do I need to go on?


    My father didn’t understand the need for medication, because in those days people weren’t taking pills for mental illness. Either you were locked up and that was the end of it, or you were supposed to snap out of it and then come back into real life again and carry on as if nothing ever happened…but it doesn’t work that way.


    I guess all of this stuff— my mom’s illness and my dad’s unfulfilled dreams— created a sense of urgency in me. I thought, Okay, if I’m going to do something in life, I’ve got to separate myself from this. And as soon as I turned sixteen, I got out of there. My girlfriend Amy and I moved into a little house in Hollywood. I still stayed in touch with my parents, but I just couldn’t live in their house any longer.



    Is that when music became a major influence in your life?



    Actually, it started a few years before that. I was twelve in 1962, when the Beatles hit and the whole music scene changed. There was this huge excitement that something new was occurring. Here was something that was unique because it wasn’t American and these guys sounded different; they looked different…and girls loved them. Girls screamed at them. I was different, but girls weren’t screaming at me.


    Getting girls to scream was the goal. To achieve that, I was willing to get thrown out of high school; I was willing to get kicked out of restaurants; I was willing to get spit on; I was willing to get beaten up and all of that— so that I could have the rock n roll look with the longer hair and different clothes. I was willing to take the slings and arrows of the establishment to be a part of that.


    The first band that I put together was with my longtime friend Ron Natchwey and Henry Mancini’s son Chris. I was pretty overwhelmed walking into the world of Henry Mancini, multi-Grammy and Oscar winner, and knowing his kid— who was just as rebellious and crazy as I was, but who had the means to buy amplifiers and guitars and the ability to get into places that I couldn’t get into. When we were sixteen, his father gave us was two tickets to the Monterey Pop Festival.[4] Why my parents didn’t question it, I don’t know. I think they loved the idea that their son was hanging out with Henry Mancini’s son. Somehow that made it seem okay to them— and they had no idea what we were up to. The sixties music scene really made no sense to them.


    We drove his cherry red convertible Mustang up to Monterey, and sat front row center. You can actually see us in the Monterey Pop documentary. I’m sitting there with my mouth hanging open— a stoned sixteen-year old watching the most incredible acts. We were all seeing them for the first time: Jimi Hendrix, Janis Joplin, The Who, and then all these other musicians that I never would have been exposed to otherwise— from Hugh Masakela to Ravi Shankar, Simon & Garfunkel, The Mamas and the Papas, Otis Redding.


    That festival was very different, I think, from Woodstock. I wasn’t at Woodstock, but from watching the documentary and talking to people who were there, I get the sense that Woodstock was sort of homogenized into a “hippie” event. Monterey was something else. It was the beginning of “the Love Generation.” The San Francisco crowd was supporting it, but everybody was into their own thing. There were so many different styles, from Otis Redding and the Mar-Keys, Ravi Shankar to Jimi Hendrix…I said to myself, “Now I know what I want to do with my life.” At that point, it was crystal clear.


    That [decision] meant I had no more interest in formal education. It meant I had to put the band ahead of everything else. We needed to practice; we needed to get gigs; we needed to create our own songs; we needed to design our own visuals. I was heavily inspired by the theatricality of bands like The Jimi Hendrix Experience and The Who. I wanted to blow things up on stage. I would put huge sheets of flash paper between the vox amps and they would ignite at a certain point, and then I had smoke coming out of the sleeves of the outfit I was wearing. I always wanted special effects mixed in with the rock n roll music. That’s what my group, TNT, was all about— explosive sounds and explosive visuals.



    What kind of music did you play?



    In the beginning, we called ourselves The Avengers (after the TV show), and our music was kind of derivative of the California surf music and early rhythm and blues stuff like The Rolling Stones. Then when Chris and I got kicked out of school and we went our separate ways, I started to get involved with other people’s bands. I was in a band called The May Wines with guitarist Jeff Briskin and drummer Bob Krasnow. And most of that stuff again was related to what the Stones had taught us. There was a wealth of music in the Southern rhythm and blues tradition, so we were very much into Howlin’ Wolf, Bo Diddley, Etta James, John Lee Hooker, Junior Walker, those kinds of artists. We did their music but with more of a rock flavor. And I always sang with a slight Southern twang because it just sounded better. I didn’t want to sound like me. I wanted to create a persona. So most of the early stuff was [blues standards], and then I started writing songs that really were more about “got the girl, got rejected.” Sometimes it was “girl’s not gonna live much longer if she keeps this up.”



    Like the Beatles song “Run for Your Life.”



    Yeah. It’s funny because if you listen to most of those early Beatles songs, the lyrics are a lot of “he said, she said” stuff. The Stones added a darker twist. So even if you were not really trying to piss off your parents…



    I would think that getting kicked out of school would have done that…



    My mother would always roll with the punches. And eventually my father just threw up his hands and said, “I don’t understand him. I don’t know what any of this means.” At that point, I think he was just ready to sell me to the highest bidder. That was the period where…I wasn’t a movie person any longer. I still went to the movies and loved the movies, but I was more interested in being on stage and having girls watching me. Suddenly I felt like I was accepted and doing something that certain people could understand and relate to. The song lyrics all came out of that.


    We had a manager— this guy named Jim Demarco, who was sort of tied into what was in those days called the Freak Scene in Los Angeles. That was the Laurel Canyon crowd: Frank Zappa, Mothers of Invention, Fraternity of Man, and the guys from The Factory. It was the beginning of the psychedelic era, and the music that we were creating started to go from rhythm and blues into much more abstract noise. A lot of feedback and a lot of distortion.


    Around that time, one of the Mothers of Invention, Elliot Ingber, took a liking to our group. We were young and didn’t know what we were doing, so he became a kind of mentor. He was a complete stoner-type mentality, with huge afro hair and beard, and he would sit down and talk to us about how the music had to be. He’d say to our guitarist, “You need to play a…orange spider going up a…purple cobweb…you know what I’m saying?” And we were like, “Yeahhhhh…Let’s play something like that.” So the songs suddenly became “Happy Being High,” and my lyrics got more and more absurd. I was re-reading Alice in Wonderland and anything that I thought I could turn into the kind of abstract lyrics that John Lennon did so well.



    Or Jim Morrison.



    It’s funny that you should mention him, because it was during this period that The Doors became a big hit in Los Angeles, and we were their opening act in a number of the clubs. We got the gigs because we were a very visual act. We weren’t the best musicians, but we had a lot of passion and a lot of energy, and the word on the street was “these guys put on a good show.” A lot of things would happen onstage. We would try to be outrageous as possible. We blew a lot of things up! I would throw myself into the crowd…Whatever came out of my head that day was what we’d do on the stage that night.


    We never had a record label. I never had any sense that we were going to be recording artists. It really was about performing onstage. I did five years of heavy duty rock n roll, where we were occasionally the opening act for bands like The Doors, Love, The Seeds, and whoever came to town— The Animals, Chicago (in the days when they were still known as CTA)…on and on. We were regulars at Pandora’s Box, The Whisky, Gazzari’s and The Hullabaloo, which was the old Earl Carroll’s Vanities across from the Hollywood Palladium. But we never performed outside of Southern California.


    During that period, the Vietnam War was going on. There was an enlistment lottery and, at one point, I was about fifty numbers away from being drafted. I really didn’t know what I was going to do if I got called up. I wasn’t in school and the idea of running to Canada wasn’t very appealing. I was just blindly hoping that I’d figure it out on the day…It was so overwhelming at that age to try to have a game plan for something like that. Some did, but most of us were only focused on music. Thankfully, I never got drafted— I didn’t have to make that choice to go in or not go into the service. I remained focused on trying to be the next Mick Jagger or Jim Morrison.



    Do you have any good Morrison stories?



    Yeah. As I said, we used to open for [The Doors] at the Hullabaloo, which is now the Nickelodeon Theater on Sunset, and then at another place called The Cheetah, which was an old dance hall in Venice. The walls of the Cheetah were covered in silver Mylar so all of the surfaces were reflective. There were these huge screens projecting the psychedelic light-show shit. And in the center of this huge ballroom was a stage that was approximately eight to ten feet off the ground. It was this huge box in the middle of the dance floor. People could dance all around it, and the band had to go up the stairs in the back of this thing. And we had to carry all of our gear up there. Drums, amps, everything.


    One night, The Doors were setting up their gear right after us. They assembled all their equipment and then the house announcer said: “Ladies and gentlemen, The Doors!” The music starts— it was the opening bars of “Break on Through”— but no Jim. The other guys are looking around for him. They know they saw him a few minutes ago somewhere in the house. Finally Jim comes out of some doorway and staggers across the floor, goes up the stairs…and you can tell he is just completely out of it. I don’t know what he was on— maybe Quaaludes or maybe he’s drunk, or some combination of the two. He grabs the microphone, crosses his legs in classic Morrison style and instead of singing he just stands there. Then, for some unknown reason, he decides to do a cartwheel. And he literally cartwheels right off the friggin’ platform. Lands flat on his back on the concrete, ten to twelve feet below, legs out, arms out. And the whole place went silent. We figured he had killed himself. He just came down too hard. We didn’t see him hit his head but we figured he must have, from the way he fell.


    Suddenly he pops up. Looks around. Sees where the stage is. Stands. Goes back up the stairs. Grabs the microphone. Crosses his legs. And starts singing: “Oh the day destroys the night…” He went right into it and did a perfect set, like nothing happened. I don’t know if that fall snapped him back to reality or what, but it was a perfect example of how fucked up he could be, on whatever, and still perform.


    Whenever I’d talk to Jim backstage, I never really got anything out of him other than “Yeah, how you doing? That’s great, man.” I never got any real insight from him, or had a real conversation.


    I managed to cross paths with a lot of the major musicians during that time. Chris Mancini and I— because his father recorded at RCA— would go into RCA all the time, and run into people. One time the Stones were recording there. I think they were doing Aftermath, or the album after Aftermath.[5] So here we are and in walk the Stones. We shook hands with each one of them,


    and I remember it was like shaking hands with a limp fish. Very cold. No hearty handshakes. But they were all very nice and very pleasant.


    I also met Jimi Hendrix at the house where Roger Corman shot The Trip. He was there getting stoned. I actually shared a joint with Jimi Hendrix, which was pretty intense. Later we were jamming with him and a bunch of other musicians.



    Your life is a bit like Forrest Gump…



    Sometimes you find yourself in these situations, and you don’t quite understand how or why…but you can’t argue with it.



    What happened with your band?



    Over time, I found it harder and harder to get us real club gigs. We were starting to play frat houses, or backing up transsexual strippers at gigs where we had to start at eleven at night and go until seven in the morning. The thing that finally got me out of rock n roll was the fact that the psychedelic stuff took over and the music was just about jamming noise and screaming. And then all these icons were dying: first Janis [Joplin], Hendrix and Keith Moon, and then of course Morrison. People were dying and the music was getting ugly. At nineteen, I just felt like I didn’t want to be part of it anymore. It wasn’t that I thought I would die. I just didn’t see any future in the rock world.



    I recently read a book on the Laurel Canyon scene. What struck me were the author’s descriptions of the openness and acceptance of the culture. He said that the general feeling in that community in the late 1960s was that people loved everyone around them until someone screwed up. Today, people don’t love anyone unless or until someone does something cool or helpful.



    My first sense of what you’re describing was at the Monterey festival. You’d be walking around and you’d run into Brian Jones, and you could interact in a casual way. He wasn’t like, “I’m a member of the Rolling Stones.” He didn’t have bodyguards around him, preventing you from getting close. He was just part of the scene, you know? So many of the great San Francisco musicians were part of the audience that weekend, and there was an accessibility to them.


    Weed obviously helped to break some of those social boundaries…Alcohol wasn’t really cool. Some people did drink, but that was more for our parents’ generation…And that continued to be the case until hard drugs like coke and heroin became readily available. With that came the demons of real addiction, and I started seeing friends overdosing and dying.


    Then came the Altamont Festival,[6] where a guy was beaten to death. And of course the Manson murders.[7] Suddenly the word in L.A. was “hippies have gone evil.” In places where I had been accepted literally one week before, I was now being asked if I was part of “that Manson group.” I remember not getting served in a couple of restaurants. In the beginning, it was just because they didn’t like hippies. They’d say, “Get out of here and go get a haircut.” Now it was different: “Get out because you could be part of the Manson Family.” I remember a bunch of short-haired Valley guys pulling over one day while I was walking on the sidewalk. I turned and they spit at me. It all started to sour in late ’69.


    The band broke up and then I wasn’t part of anything anymore. I didn’t know where I belonged. I was living with my girlfriend and suddenly our relationship was falling apart. It was a transitional period. I knew something had to change. Out of that came this bizarre moment when I saw an advertisement about pantomime classes in Hollywood. I remembered that somebody had once asked me if I ever studied mime. I didn’t even really know what the word meant, but for some arbitrary reason I went to the class, which was taught by a guy named Richmond Shepard. It sparked my interest in learning how to tell stories physically.


    As a lead singer, I’d already been doing that in my own way. I always wanted to incorporate more and more movement into the songs. So I started writing sketches for the class, and doing my own rebellious, politically-incorrect pieces. From that point on, I started immersing myself in the world of mime.


    It wasn’t long before Marcel Marceau came along to Los Angeles to perform. I went and met him, showed him some of my mime work at this art gallery where he was promoting his book. And he invited me to come to Paris, and study mime with him there. At that moment, I thought, Okay— something just fell in my lap. Now I’m going to leave everybody and everything I know, at nineteen years old, and go to Paris. This made no real sense on a rational level, but it felt like this was the place I needed to go next.


    I had no money. I was still living on the last of the money I’d saved from music gigs. So I got the one and only “normal” job I ever had— working at a warehouse, packing up pharmaceuticals and vitamins. In about six or seven months, I had to earn as much money as I could for Paris. While I was there, there was this huge drug bust and a lot of my fellow workers got thrown out. Suddenly I was in line to be foreman. I’m earning three times as much as I was earning initially, and it seemed to everyone else that I was going to become a company man. But all I was doing was quietly saving as much as I could so that, come September, I had money for the plane and hopefully enough money to live on for a year in Paris.



    Did you have a specific amount that you wanted to make?



    Not exactly. Just as much as I could earn in that time frame. I figured out the budget I had to be on when I got to Paris. The school— by today’s standards, it’s hard to believe— cost about $75 a month. And I went from nine in the morning until six at night, five days a week. $75 a month isn’t much, but when you aren’t making any money and you have to pay the rent, plus airfare…


    I found that the one area I could compromise on was eating. I ate carrots, oatmeal, apples…whatever was the simplest, cheapest food I could get away with. I think I dropped down to about 130 pounds, but I was fine, I was healthy, I was doing all this physical stuff every day to stay in shape. It was like a new chapter of my life beginning in 1970-1971.



    
      1. Maurice “Navarre” McLoughlin was part of the first graduating class at USC, in 1949.


    


    
      2. Dorothy Stratten was murdered in 1980 by her estranged husband. The crime became the basis for two screen adaptations, the 1981 TV movie Death of a Centerfold and the 1983 feature film Star 80.


    


    
      3. Peter Lorre died on March 23, 1964.


    


    
      4. The Monterey Pop International Music Festival was the first widely-promoted and heavily-attended rock festival. It took place from June 16 to June 18, 1967, in Monterey, California, and featured career-making performances by Jimi Hendrix, The Who, Janis Joplin and Otis Redding. The festival marked the beginning of the “Summer of Love,” and served as a template for the Woodstock Festival two years later.


    


    
      5. Aftermath was the first Rolling Stones album to be recorded entirely in the United States. The album was released in the summer of 1966. It was followed by Between the Buttons, which was released in early 1967.


    


    
      6. The Altamont Speedway Free Festival was held on December 6, 1969, in northern California. Promoted as “Woodstock West,” the event turned dark when a young man was killed by a member of the Hell’s Angels. The Angels had allegedly been hired to provide security for The Rolling Stones.


    


    
      7. On August 8, 1969, followers of a cult founded by Charles Manson killed five people at a private residence in the hills above Los Angeles. One night later, cult members killed two more victims at a home in the Los Feliz section of L.A. Manson dubbed the attacks “helter skelter,” after a song by The Beatles.
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      MGM back lot in 1938 (with arrow pointing to the McLoughlin house). Photo credit: Marc Wanamaker/Bison Archives
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      Tom and Raymar on the set of One Dark Night.
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      Tom on the set of Sometimes They Come Back.
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      Andy Garcia in The Unsaid (Universal, 2001).
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      Julia Ormond and Tom on the set of The Wronged Man (Lifetime, 2010).
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      Tom among the Masters of Horror.

    

  


  
    Filmography



    SLEEPER (THEATRICAL FEATURE, 1973) ACTOR



    THE INCREDIBLE MACHINE (DOCUMENTARY, 1975) ACTOR



    “VAN DYKE AND COMPANY” (TV SERIES, 1976) ACTOR/WRITER



    PROPHECY (THEATRICAL FEATURE, 1979) ACTOR



    THE BLACK HOLE (THEATRICAL FEATURE, 1979) ACTOR



    THE INCREDIBLE SHRINKING WOMAN (THEATRICAL FEATURE, 1981) ACTOR



    ONE DARK NIGHT (THEATRICAL FEATURE, COMPLETED 1981, RELEASED 1983) WRITER/DIRECTOR



    ALICE IN WONDERLAND (TV MINISERIES, 1985) ACTOR



    FRIDAY THE 13TH PART VI: JASON LIVES! (THEATRICAL FEATURE, 1986) WRITER/DIRECTOR



    “AMAZING STORIES” “GO TO THE HEAD OF THE CLASS” (TV SERIES, 1986) WRITER



    “AMAZING STORIES” “SUCH INTERESTING NEIGHBORS” (TV SERIES, 1987) WRITER



    DATE WITH AN ANGEL (THEATRICAL FEATURE, 1987) WRITER/DIRECTOR



    “FREDDY’S NIGHTMARES” “IT’S A MISERABLE LIFE” (TV SERIES, 1988) DIRECTOR



    “FRIDAY THE 13TH” “MASTER OF DISGUISE” (TV SERIES, 1988) DIRECTOR



    “FRIDAY THE 13TH” “THE PLAYHOUSE” (TV SERIES, 1989) WRITER/DIRECTOR



    “FRIDAY THE 13TH” “THE PROPHECIES” (TV SERIES, 1989) WRITER/DIRECTOR



    “THE STEVEN BANKS SHOW: HOME ENTERTAINMENT CENTER” (SHOWTIME SPECIAL, 1989) DIRECTOR



    “THEY CAME FROM OUTER SPACE” “MALIBU OR BUST!” (TV SERIES, 1990) CREATOR/WRITER



    “SHE-WOLF OF LONDON” “SHE-WOLF OF LONDON” (TV SERIES, 1990) CREATOR/WRITER



    STEVEN KING’S SOMETIMES THEY COME BACK (THEATRICAL FEATURE, 1991) DIRECTOR



    IN A CHILD’S NAME (TV MINISERIES, 1991) DIRECTOR



    SOMETHING TO LIVE FOR: THE ALISON GERTZ STORY (TV MOVIE, 1991) DIRECTOR



    THE FIRE NEXT TIME (TV MINISERIES, 1993) DIRECTOR



    MURDER OF INNOCENCE (TV MOVIE, 1993) PRODUCER/DIRECTOR



    THE YARN PRINCESS (TV MOVIE, 1994) DIRECTOR



    LEAVE OF ABSENCE (TV MOVIE, 1994) DIRECTOR



    THE LIES BOYS TELL (TV MOVIE, 1994) DIRECTOR



    JOURNEY (TV MOVIE, 1994) DIRECTOR



    THE TURN OF THE SCREW (TV MOVIE, 1995) DIRECTOR/PRODUCER



    A DIFFERENT KIND OF CHRISTMAS (TV MOVIE, 1996) DIRECTOR/PRODUCER



    FAIRY TALE: A TRUE STORY (THEATRICAL, 1997) WRITER/PRODUCER



    THE THIRD TWIN (TV MOVIE, 1997) DIRECTOR



    “LEAVING L.A.” (PILOT ENTITLED “INTERMISSION,” 1997) DIRECTOR/PRODUCER



    BEHIND THE MASK (TV MOVIE, 1999) DIRECTOR



    ANYA’S BELL (TV MOVIE, 1999) DIRECTOR



    “THE OTHERS” “THETA” (TV, 2000) DIRECTOR



    THE UNSAID (THEATRICAL, 2001) DIRECTOR



    “FIONA” PILOT (SONY PICTURES TV, 2001) DIRECTOR



    “ANY DAY NOW” “THE REAL THING” (LIFETIME, 2002) DIRECTOR



    “ANY DAY NOW” “TRUTH HURTS” (LIFETIME, 2002) DIRECTOR



    MURDER IN GREENWICH (USA NETWORK, 2002) DIRECTOR



    “WITHOUT A TRACE” “UNDERGROUND RAILROAD” (CBS, 2003) DIRECTOR



    D.C. SNIPER: 23 DAYS OF FEAR (USA NETWORK, 2003) DIRECTOR



    A VERY MARRIED CHRISTMAS (CBS, 2004) DIRECTOR



    SHE’S TOO YOUNG (LIFETIME, 2004) DIRECTOR



    ODD GIRL OUT (LIFETIME, 2005) DIRECTOR



    CYBER SEDUCTION: HIS SECRET LIFE (LIFETIME, 2005) DIRECTOR/PRODUCER



    NOT LIKE EVERYONE ELSE (LIFETIME, 2006) DIRECTOR/PRODUCER



    THE STAIRCASE MURDERS (LIFETIME, 2007) DIRECTOR



    “SAVING GRACE” “THIS IS WAY TOO NORMAL FOR YOU” (TNT, 2007) DIRECTOR



    FAB FIVE: THE TEXAS CHEERLEADER SCANDAL (LIFETIME, 2008) DIRECTOR



    THE WRONGED MAN (LIFETIME, 2009) DIRECTOR



    AT RISK (LIFETIME, 2010) DIRECTOR



    THE FRONT (LIFETIME, 2010) DIRECTOR

  


  
    Appendix: Jason Lives!



    Here’s a little something extra for Friday the 13th fans…Tom McLoughlin’s original treatment for Jason Lives!
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