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June 2018. Welcome to the 40th edition of Little Shoppe of Horrors. In June 1972, I had just finished my return to college (University of Northern Iowa) after being discharged from the Army that January. Had avoided getting my ass shot off in Viet Nam. Nothing but a good break – I could type and finished the eight week Clerk/Typist course in less than a week –after a week of bivouac and KP with the Clerks, Truck Drivers and Cooks – (main thing was you had to be able to type at least 50 words a minute after errors subtracted. I had taken typing in the 8th Grade at John Adams Junior High/Mason City, Iowa, in 1961, and just liked to type!) While other trainees screwed around so they wouldn’t get done early and put on “OJT” (On-the-Job-Training) which generally entailed moving rocks, I spent a couple of days drawing maps when orders came down for Clerks to be assigned to a few AFEES Stations (Armed Forces Entrance and Examining Stations) in Florida, Maryland, Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania and Richmond, Virginia – where I ended up. Here I am (in the photo at left) on Chesapeake Bay, fishing with some Army buddies. A different world of war and draftees.
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The first issue of LSoH hit that June of 1972. I was 24 years old. And in my wildest dreams I never suspected I’d still be doing this 46 years later. Stating at various times that I would fold it and go away at issue #15 and a couple of other times, LSoH doesn’t seem to want to go away.

Quiet six months – the kind I like, although had a few health quibbles. Nothing major. Finally got my sore left heel, which had bothered me since my knee replacement, fixed. Turned out to be an inflamed Achilles tendon. Cortisone shot – few weeks later the pain gone that I’d dealt with since 2013. My cholesterol has gone over 200, so am trying to make some lifestyle changes rather than slam another drug down my throat. My little $1 a month pill takes care of my high blood pressure. Maybe dropping a “few” pounds and Nancy and I continuing our 3-5 miles walks most days, may also end that. Still, it works, is cheap, and I have no side effects.
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Nancy and me in the photo at right – first summer together, 2001 – at my parent’s home in Clarion, Iowa. Sadly, Mom and Dad are no longer with us. But every day I have more reasons to be grateful for Nancy – the LSoH girl and head skut worker at the magazine – in my life.

I’ve met a number of Hammer people over the years. Not living in the UK, I’ve not met as many of the performers as other hard-core fans. However, I’ve probably known more of the management people. In the photo at the top of the next column, taken at the April 1994 tribute dinner to the late Hammer head man Michael Carreras, it is (from left) producer Kenneth Hyman; Hammer’s long-time business manager Brian Lawrence; Hammer owner and producer Anthony Hinds; and Michael Carreras, who would pass away a few weeks later. Sitting in the theaters showing those wondrous Hammer films in the early 1960s – in my wildest thoughts I never dreamed I’d meet the men responsible for them!
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It struck me the other day that my older relatives, except for one aunt and uncle (Pearl and George Simkins), are no longer with us. So, along with my cool cousin Larry Lepley and another cousin I seldom see – Jerry Borchardt – I’m the “elder” of the families. Wow…what happened to the “kid”? But it also brings back memories of the “family” and friends that are not blood. But are still closer than one can imagine. The photo at left is from a Baltimore Fanex convention and shows me with my dear pal Neil Vokes. The smiling fellow on the right was my best friend in life, who left us in early 2013. Gary D. “Django” Dorst. Not a day goes by I don’t think of him.
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The photo at right was taken in the 1950s – probably late 1954/ early 1955 – in Mason City, Iowa. “Cowboy Klem” is fascinated by something while my mother, Lorraine, holds my little brother Terry. Sitting next to my mother is my grandpa Christian Klemensen – he worked harder than anyone I could imagine during the depression to support his wife and five kids. My admiration for him knows no limits. I was in my 20s when he died and I’m glad he was around long enough for me to enjoy spending time with him.
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The next issue Little Shoppe of Horrors #41 will feature When Dinosaurs Ruled the Earth. It will also include interviews with Victoria Vetri from that film and Pauline Peart (a luscious vampire lady from Hammer’s last Dracula – The Satanic Rites of Dracula). There will also be the behind-the-scenes story of the unrealized Zeppelin vs. Pterodactyls.

See you in October!

El Klemmo (aka – The Famous Klem)

(or as the LSoH girl puts it – “The Famous Klown”)
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Editor’s Note: Letters in this column reference issues #37, #38 and #39..



Hello Dears!

The magazines arrived, thank you. It’s a good-looking glossy read with interesting pictures, especially if you’re a Hammer fan. But I have an important correction to make in the Hallenbeck article. Yes, I was Hildegard Knef’s sister-in-law but that only happened in 1978 when she married my brother who was 15 years younger than she. Moon Zero Two was filmed 9 years before so she had nothing to do with me being offered the part of Clemmy nor the fact that she had done the film, Lost Continent and certainly even less with me playing “Maya” in the second series of Space 1999. I had appeared in one episode in the first series and it was from there that the producers offered me the part.

Anyway, just thought I should let you know. Hope you’re well and, of course, Indio as well.

Catherine Schell

France

Hi Dick,

Many thanks for the copy of LSoH 39, and the review of The Hammer Vault.

I’m grateful for the kind words in the review, but I’d hate any readers to get the impression that this is ‘not necessarily an expanded version’, because we worked hard to add some significant extra material. As well as new images and text in the earlier sections, there are expanded entries on the Hammer House of Horror and Hammer House of Mystery and Suspense. There are entirely new entries on The Woman in Black, The Quiet Ones and The Woman in Black: Angel of Death.

The Art of Hammer also appeared in a revised and expanded edition at the same time.

I’m pleased to say that both books have just been reprinted again for Christmas 2017. The Hammer Vault now contains a revised section on Dracula Prince of Darkness, where we reveal the highly unusual origin of the sacrifice scene and the film’s uncredited co-writer.

Marcus Hearn

Titan Books

United Kingdom

Dear Richard,

The challenging glare of the possessed heroine in Shana Bilbrey’s expressionistic cover for Little Shoppe of Horrors #39 was an appropriate warning. Here was a whole issue devoted to two Hammer Films best described as “disappointing”.

However, the weight of images and background detail married by the authoritative design of the magazine told an entertaining story. Nobody sets out to make a bad film, and LSoH #39 presents a comprehensive picture of where these two movies went wrong.

Paul Watts’ back cover captures the essence of the Moon Zero Two I dreamed of. When it was first released, my main source of information about the movie was John Burke’s novelisation, which related a straightforward adventure set on the Moon. I’d also seen the photo of James Olson and Catherine Schell on the cover of Film Review (the promotional magazine sold at ABC Cinemas) and noted that the spacesuit design was similar to Major Matt Mason (Mattel’s Man In Space).

Those influences created a movie in my head which was probably far too ambitious for anything made in 1969 to live up to. Even so, I can still remember the disappointment which hit me in 1974, when Moon Zero Two was re-released on a double-bill with When Dinosaurs Ruled the Earth. As soon as I saw the cartoon title sequence, I knew that something was wrong, but spent the next hour desperately trying to convince myself that it was the same movie I’d expected to see.

Bruce Hallenbeck’s article provides a clear indication of how the film was undermined from the start by overdoing the “space western” aspects. I was amused by the quote from journalist Bonnie Cowan on page 77 about getting a dirty look when she suggested retitling the film High Moon. I bet she wished she’d registered that when Peter Hyams came up with Outland. Even so, it’s fascinating to read about the sheer hard work that went into the movie: Scott McGregor’s article on the thinking behind the set design was especially rewarding.

As far as supporting features go, the interviews with Peter Sallis and Kenneth Hyman were fascinating and the book reviews are always welcome.

Turning to To The Devil A Daughter, David Taylor did a fine job of detailing the good intentions which paved the road to this movie. The story of all the negotiations and false hopes is so exhausting that by the time the movie finally gets before the cameras, the reader is grateful they managed to pull anything together.

My biggest regret is that Hammer couldn’t have stuck closer to Wheatley’s original novel, with Honor Blackman playing Molly Fountain, gun-toting novelist and former spy. I guess when the whole film is financed on the premise of making a kind of “kitchen sink horror” like The Exorcist it would have been difficult to play up the adventure aspects. Even so, it would have been more exciting to see a coordinated attack on a coven of Father Michael’s supporters, rather than Richard Widmark pounding one guard with a rock (coming so soon after Man With the Golden Gun and Scaramanga’s island lab, with one easily overcome guard, it seems like Christopher Lee was pioneering austerity villainy).

Having said all that, your magazine inspired me to watch the DVD again, and that’s something I never thought I’d do. But then I guess that’s what Little Shoppe of Horrors is all about – keeping the flame burning.

Graeme Bassett

United Kingdom

Dear Dick.

Just a thank you for sending the recent issue of LSoH. I was interested in the lengthy articles on Moon Zero Two. Not my favourite film, hence little to say about it.

However it was my first assignment as Production Manager for Hammer Films working for my mentor Michael Carreras, back to back on MZ2 & Crescendo. Digesting the various articles on MZ2 proved absorbing reading. Particularly of the gradual run up to the eventual demise of Hammer.

Hugh Harlow

United Kingdom

[Editor’s Note: Related to our Calvin T. Beck/Castle of Frankenstein magazine feature in LSoH #37.

In the late 1960s I was attending film school in New York when one of my classmates brought to my attention a notice posted on an NYU bulletin board announcing film screenings at the McBurney YMCA, then located on 23rd Street. I walked over to the Y from my apartment near Gramercy Park. There were about thirty people in attendance, notably Calvin Beck, whose name I knew from Castle of Frankenstein and from a phone call he made to me while I was in high school after I had written a long-winded diatribe on the quality of COF as compared to Famous Monsters. To me, Calvin was a fascinating, cerebral, character. He began his program and announced that Lawrence Tierney and Sammy Petrillo were in attendance. This resulted in, what I recall, as a comical evening of left-handed humor and insights. My memory of the details is sketchy, but needless to say I was thrilled.

Years later, I moved to New Brunswick, New Jersey where along with my partner, Art Marko, opened a record store (Cheap Thrills) and a record manufacturing and distributing company (Performance Records). Performance, incidentally, is remembered today for, among other things, the soundtrack lp/cd for Plan 9 From Outer Space.

One day, around l974, a scruffy but vaguely familiar looking gentleman came into my office and asked if we were interested in purchasing an apparatus that pressed images on tee-shirts. He commented on the fact that there were vintage movie posters hanging on the walls and casually mentioned that he “used to be in the movies”. “Oh yeah,” I recall commenting, “What movies were you in?” (Actually it was hard to perceive that this ill-dressed shabby person was a star in our midst, especially in the wilds of New Brunswick.) “Oh, I am probably best known for Bela Lugosi Meets a Brooklyn Gorilla.” OH MY!! “You’re Sammy Petrillo!!” I was thrilled. Sammy informed me that he was living with a local woman and was also doing a 1930s style burlesque show at the State Theater a few blocks away. I attended the program a week later which I enjoyed for its corny nostalgia.

I took Sammy out to lunch and that evening he introduced me to his girlfriend whose name I cannot recall. I invited Sammy over for dinner and also invited half a dozen local film fans who would appreciate the opportunity to rub elbows with a film legend. One of those people was musician Mike (Krupnick) Townshend whose dad, Irv, was an entertainment editor at the Newark Star Ledger.

Irv wrote those TV Guide-styled quips next to titles in the TV schedule. Whenever channel 5 broadcast BL Meets a Brooklyn Gorilla (as: Boys from Brooklyn) the paper proclaimed it as “One of the worse films ever made”. Mike must have influenced his dad because after meeting Sammy the paper now proclaimed that Boys from Brooklyn was “One of the best films ever made!!”

Sammy wrote a script, “Jewish Mother Centerfold” in which he would play an Old Mother Riley type character in drag. A gentleman named Bill Gyorfy (sp?) would produce. I recruited a school chum, Warren Marcus, to shoot in 16mm. I even played a small role and had one line.

I did see some rushes that were, in my opinion, pretty silly, but still remember them clearly over 40 years later!!

One day Sammy told me he was moving to Pittsburgh for a TV gig. I never learned the details. Sammy asked me if he could leave a steamer trunk in my apartment until such time as he could find a place to live and establish himself. He also asked if I could loan him $90 which I did. By the way, after a few weeks a terrible odor emanated from the drunk and I was forced to break the lock. Lo!! In addition to dozens of 8x10s, flyers, and clowns feet, Sammy absent mindedly packed a sandwich which was now green and rotting.

I shipped the trunk to his new address and that was the last time I saw Sammy…well…almost. Over fifteen years passed. And due to a divorce I had fallen on to financial hard times. I saw Sammy’s name as a guest at Chiller Theatre and decided that, perhaps, he could repay me the $90, which at the time seemed like all the money in the world. Sammy vaguely remembered me which admittedly hurt my feelings because we had spent so much time together in New Brunswick. He also didn’t appear to be doing particularly well, himself, at least judging from the poor condition of his vehicle. I never did ask him to repay me…

Steve Kaplan

Pennsylvania
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Sam Irvin with author Anne Rice, looking over her introduction to Sam’s epic issue #38 of LSoH. At a November 28th, 2017 book signing in the Los Angeles, California area.



Hi Richard,

To the Devil A Daughter has never been a Hammer movie I’ve cared to see. The use of underage Natasha Kinski alone makes me uncomfortable. However, after reading your flyer, it sounded like the story behind the story might be interesting, especially given that this was “the end” of Hammer. They’d been grappling to stay “relevant” in the new permissive era of movies, starting I guess with the injected rape scene in Frankenstein Must Be Destroyed, then the intro of soft porn or just nudity in The Vampire Lovers and When Dinosaurs Ruled the Earth, on through their botched “reboots” of their Dracula and Frankenstein series (two for Dracula, one for Frank), and then more soft porn with the rest of the Karnstein trilogy, and a late attempt to jump on the kung fu craze with The Legend of the Seven Golden Vampires.

I guess Frankenstein and the Monster from Hell was a last old school attempt under Fisher to see if interest in the classic stuff just might revive, and, of course, it didn’t. And Captain Kronos was an interesting experiment in grafting old school Hammer horror with “new school,” different vampires, just a whiff of edgy Karnstein, and a sexy swashbuckler set to become a continuing hero a la Bond or Tarzan. Once again, hardly any takers.

They had been faltering for some time, so going “topical” with a post-Rosemary’s Baby/ Exorcist Satanist type film I guess was the last, desperate grasp – and it didn’t connect. Although I’m still in no hurry to see this film, I think reading about its production – with your magazine’s informative, high standard of historianship – in the context of Hammer’s end might be fun indeed in its own right.

Also picking up reprints of your Brides of Dracula and Dracula Prince of Darkness issues. Really interested in learning more of how the Brides script developed, but I’m especially interested in ‘Prince’ getting the full Little Shoppe treatment. After reading the analysis in the McFarland book on Terence Fisher, I’ve become convinced that ‘Prince’ is unjustly denigrated. I’ve always liked it (bit of a crush on Suzan Farmer, who wore the most flattering bras or whatever underpinning she had under that blouse) but now I think it’s GREAT!

I’ll say this – for any complaints of how slow it is, and how long it takes to get to Dracula…I just showed this to my film class, a bunch of millennials, as far removed in pop culture from the baby boomers who saw ‘Prince’ originally as you can get. And I was pleased to see that they were pretty much right there with it during that almost hour with no vampire action. They were engaged with the building suspense and atmosphere – a testimony to Fisher’s skills as a filmmaker that he can still keep a young audience interested. I’d forgotten the part where the candlelights flicker at the invocation of Dracula’s name in a “goodwill toast” to their “absent” host – more creepiness than any CGI “enhancement” could ever make it.

Looking forward to some fun reading! Shame I didn’t order sooner for Halloween, but I’m still deep in Frank J. Dello Stritto’s excellent A Werewolf Remembers – The Testimoney of Lawrence Stewart Talbot. I highly recommend this novel; a labor of love and a beautiful production of a book, too, with photos from classic horror movies and actors, sometimes in their famous roles, sometimes recast. It’s a bit pricey, but worth it, and I’m interested in getting some more of Frank’s self-published books.

Micah Harris

North Carolina

Issue #39 of Little Shoppe of Horrors provided me several days of reading (at less than an hour a day — I’m not that stupid) and has now faded into the sunset.

If #39 is not quite up to the level of #38, well, that’s hardly a surprise. The incredible coverage of Frankenstein: The True Story by, primarily, Sam Irvin doing beyond-yeoman work, was probably an impossible standard to match. But this one is excellent in its own right and a worthy addition to the ongoing high quality work from Dick Klemensen’s magazine.

It’s no small matter to achieve such wonderfulness when the major subject of the issue is To the Devil A Daughter and the minor is Moon Zero Two.

But all the behind-the-scenes stuff which LSoH is so good at and so detailed in covering always makes the magazine as good as the best movies it covers and much better than the lesser ones.

Let’s just say that this issue has convinced me to – finally – revisit To the Devil A Daughter. As for Moon Zero Two, well…I’ll be revisiting To the Devil A Daughter.

One of the Letters to the Editor which mentioned the old story of not receiving things bought and paid for from, principally, Castle of Frankenstein, made me realize something of my own history in mail-ordering things. Namely – as a kid, I was always worried that something would get lost in the mail, but I never NEVER worried that someone might cheat me. Too trusting, I guess. Too naive.

Little Shoppe has become my regularly-scheduled eye test. The small print has me now reading it with my powerful reading glasses, rather than my prescription specs. On a few pages, I even wore both sets at the same time. Clumsy, but stronger. I’ll be making my next optometrist appointment very soon.

But I wouldn’t have it any other way. The small print means more words, more great information. Bring it on.

David Taylor’s long, deeply-researched, and obviously heartfelt coverage of To the Devil A Daughter is in the best tradition of the magazine. Digging deep, reaching wide.

It does seem that there are a few more typos in this article than I’m used to seeing. Still, compared to the vast number of words present, the mistakes are a teensy complaint.

One aspect of Taylor’s writing is his love for really long sentences. That in itself is not a problem. I just had to occasionally retrace my steps to remind myself of where we started.

But on a couple of occasions, he goes on at such convoluted length that he loses track of himself and winds up with something which is not a sentence at all, just a collection of clauses. Still, only a couple of those.

Taylor’s view of Dennis Wheatley’s books is unlikely to sell any of his publisher’s stock. I’ve never read any of the author’s stuff — and now I won’t. So thank you, Mr. Taylor, for saving me the time and money.

A long diversion into The Wicker Man is so interesting that it was almost a shame to return to To the Devil… On the other hand, while the trip over to Nothing But the Night was also good stuff, it was so far afield from the subject at hand that it felt as if we were playing hooky.

Among the interesting stuff…it’s particularly ironic that the weak tea ending of To the Devil A Daughter was due, in large part, to Christopher Lee’s urgent need to catch an airplane so he could film… The Keeper. That’s … The Keeper, ladies and gentlemen.

I’m going to excuse the spelling of “chalice” as “challis” because it occurs during the interview with Peter Sallis. Probably the Sallis challis thing was too hypnotic to avoid.

But Sallis was quoted, more than once, as saying that he’d been in a musical titled She Loves You. The musical is actually titled She Loves Me. Now, I wasn’t there, so I can’t say with certainty, but I really imagine that Sallis got it right and the interviewer screwed it up.
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The 1979 Dracula director, John Badham, with our Constantine Nasr – Rondo winning author of LSoH #36’s full issue coverage of the film. At Creature Features in Burbank, California – October 21st, 2017.



The Moon Zero Two coverage, while not as deep as that on the main feature, still provided a lot of neat-o stuff, and stuff I didn’t know. The movie, though, is just so awfully uninteresting to me… I’ve only seen it once (on the CBS Late Movie? I think so) It did nothing for me then and, even all the cool new information supplied here has not convinced me to take a second look. Someday, maybe.

It occurs to me that, despite all the nuggets of previously unknown stuff, despite the surprises and the ironies and the numerous chuckles in this issue…when I stand back and consider it from a distance, it’s really kind of sad. What gets the top-notch LSoH treatment here are Hammer’s last horror film and their biggest flop. A far cry from Quatermass and Cushing.

But the final, overall effect of issue #39 is the same as always with Little Shoppe of Horrors: movies, good or bad, are covered with more depth and affection than ever before, anywhere before. The prose is well-written, the research is awe-inspiring and the illustrations, both photos and artist-created, are beautiful.

First rate. As always.

Rick Pruitt

New York

Good morning and Merry Christmas to you and Nancy!

My Christmas Eve reading last night was the last 30 pages of your latest issue. Once again, Bruce Hallenbeck proves a master researcher and author of film history.

I was skeptical when you announced the focus of this issue – I’d never been fond of To the Devil A Daughter, and after seeing Moon Zero Two at your home last spring (while mailing out your previous issue!), I certainly didn’t develop any great love for it either.

But all your articles were about the entire process of film making, from initial inceptions of films through pre-production, shooting, distribution, and final critical analysis.

It is good to remember that nobody ever sets out to make a bad movie. There are many craftsmen involved, in front of and behind the camera. Hopes are always high going into a project. A bad film may annoy its audience, but it is more depressing for the people involved as they see their work being misused, mangled or intentionally murdered.

From the safe world of fannish response, it is often too easy to make fun of things. But our work is never on the line. Your magazine is important for reminding us of the pain felt by the people involved.

Dennis Lynch

Cedar Rapids, Iowa

I am watching the uncut and un-edited version of an interview of Yvonne Monlaur by a friend of mine, Nicolas Stanzick, that he did a few years ago, and at a time she talks about her contacts with French fans/journalists such as Alain Venisse, Gérard Lenne and she says “… and little by little, other people got in touch with me, from the U.S., Klemensen, who is running a magazine Little Shoppe of Horrors….”. Funny that one hour after writing to you, I hear Yvonne telling your name.

Daniel Bouteiller

France

Hi Dick,

Thanks for the copy of your magazine, it arrived safely and I have read all the Moon Zero Two articles. It was a good read and the pictures came out very nicely, especially the big studio shot with the asteroid in the centre. [Editor’s Note: David supplied many of the behind-the-scenes SPFX images.]

I enjoyed the Mike Tilly interviews; I remember reading one, years ago, in The House that Hammer Built and they had a picture of the MZ2 model with broken legs and it looked like a photo taken sometime after shooting the film. I always wondered what happened to that model and if anyone still has it today?

David Sisson

United Kingdom

[Editor’s Note: Mike Tilley tells us about the fate of that MZ2 model (see image below).]


[image: image]



Regarding your query, the last time that I saw the model was in 1971. It still sat in one of the little workshops adjoining the stage at Les’s (Bowie) studio in Slough. I had gone there to speak to Bob Archer, the matte artist, because he had expressed a desire to leave the film industry and was interested in moving into mainstream commercial art.

I was working in publicity for a company called Satchwell Controls (no longer in business) that produced heating products and they had a vacancy for someone to handle all of their concept art. Bob was definitely over qualified and they snapped him up straight away – but back to the story.

I went there to give Bob the good news and spotted the model. He and I were alone in the studio at the time and he was thanking me for organising his job move and asking if he could do anything for me. Never one to miss an opportunity, I asked if the model was likely to be thrown out. He said he didn’t know but would ask Les on his return, but that he was away on location.

After that, it slipped both our minds. I worked alongside Bob for the next two years at Satchwell’s and then moved on to another company. Which is when we lost contact.

On that occasion when we were both admiring the workmanship and detail in that model, it was in remarkably good condition. However, the feeling that swept over me, most, was one of nostalgia for good times past.

Thanks for reminding me of that because it hadn’t crossed my mind for nearly 46 years! Now you’ve left ME wondering what the hell happened to that model.

Mike Tilley

Spain

My name is Ray Rumkee and, as it’s 61 years ago this year that a certain little film called The Curse of Frankenstein hit our screens, and since it’s 40 years ago since I picked up my very first copy of Little Shoppe of Horrors, I felt inspired to write a little piece that, maybe, you might enjoy.

So, here’s the thing. I love Hammer films, just like you do. I have loved them since I was about 8 years old and my parents (who would now probably be locked away by social services) let me stay up late on a Friday night to watch them. I am now 58. Later were the near-mythical late night horror double-bills on Britain’s BBC Two where, usually, a Universal classic and a Hammer were paired together. These were so influential for a whole generation of us; the comedian quartet ‘The League of Gentlemen’ often refer to and reference these experiences. My mum actually sent me upstairs after the resurrection sequence from ‘Dracula – Prince of Darkness’, so terrified was she that my poor teenage imagination was being warped – alas too late as I shall reveal later.

Later still came actually seeing them at ‘the pictures’. My first cinematic experience came when my dad took me to a double bill of She and One Million Years BC at the local ABC. I can’t IMAGINE what attracted him, a profoundly down-to-earth man, to an Ursula Andress/Raquel Welch pairing. I was a bit young to be interested in all that pulchritude. I had my socks well and truly blown off by the climatic disintegration of Andress – an amazing mixture of make-up, special effects and a number of actresses – that gave me nightmares for ages (and still does). I also cannot go onto a beach without expecting a giant turtle to heave into view over a sand-dune, heading inexorably towards me with those terrible, terrible eyes.

My first horror experience had actually come in 1970 when at just 10 years of age, I had managed to con myself into the ABC (again) one afternoon to see the Horror of Frankenstein/Scars of Dracula double bill; films that were supposed to be X certificates for over 18s only, but hey, it was the 1970s. To be fair, Dracula – Prince of Darkness was an infinitely better film than either of those but, look, Anoushka Hempel! Jenny Hanley! Veronica Carlson! And, of course, Christopher Lee.

I now own as many Hammer films as I can get my hands on – yes, even River Patrol. Heck, even The Eric Winstone Stagecoach and I love them more than I can say. But that doesn’t mean that there aren’t moments of sheer naffness or inadvertent cock-up-ery that always make me smile. And I’m not talking about errant boom mikes or the like because, hey, they can happen in any film. I’m talking about incidental little pleasures that spoil my enjoyment of the films in question not one whit. So, here are my favourite moments from Hammer films that, er, could have been done better.

1)“Mull me some claret. It’s not fit for a beast out there tonight!” I’ve always loved Father Shandor’s entrance into the inn in Dracula – Prince of Darkness because only moments before we had been treated to, yet again, the lovely glass painting of the inn/cottage/mill that had already seen action in, at least, The Gorgon and The Evil of Frankenstein and, to be honest, it seems like quite a nice evening out there. It’s not even raining! If Shandor thinks the weather’s THAT bad, he should sod off back to Kleinberg where it’s probably always 90 degrees in the shade. Of course, what we have is a film without a script editor or, maybe, one where Jimmy Carreras wandered onto the set one day and decided that the rain machines were a total waste of money!

2)Talking of hot weather, though, it is blindingly obvious that Dracula – Prince of Darkness was filmed during a British heat wave. Not only do we have the charming behind-the-scenes footage filmed by Francis Matthew’s brother that show the cast sucking away on ice lollies but we have Shandor’s first appearance straight after the opening credits; a sequence where the day-for-night filming is so totally inadequate that they really shouldn’t have bothered. He turns up just in time to stop the usual bunch of rhubarbing villagers from staking a perfectly innocent corpse and, goodness me, he’s sweaty. His forehead looks like he’s just had a reviving morning shower.

3)And, finally, for Dracula – Prince of Darkness, we have the unholy creature prowling the corridors of Castle Dracula. No, not the Count. Not even Klove, a beautifully juicy Ernest Thesiger-like performance by Philip Latham. No, I’m talking about the massive fly that insists on buzzing around during Terence Fisher’s spooky camera perambulations late at night. It’s about 35 minutes in and, blow me, it’s a miracle it doesn’t collide with the camera so enthusiastically does it zoom about. I’m always surprised it doesn’t find its way onto the credits, somewhere between ‘Mother’ – Joyce Hemson and ‘Coach Driver’ – John Maxim.

4)Moving on from the 1960s, we’ve got 1970’s Lust for a Vampire where the rhubarbing villagers, finally having had enough of the ‘Karnsteins’, march on the castle accompanied, oddly, by a full British camera crew. It’s about 5 minutes from the end and the vampire coachman is trying to carve a path through the avenging throng and we see, quite clearly, not only a number of desultory blokes standing by the side of the road wearing jeans but also a fully operational movie camera. It’s the work of the devil, I tells ya, the DEVIL!

5)Hammer actresses have always suffered for their art and, arguably, none more so than the lovely Isla Blair who, in Taste the Blood of Dracula, ends up dead and plonked into Black Park Lake which looks, let’s be honest, really, REALLY cold. But, like a trouper, she floats there waiting to be fished out by Anthony Corlan. The problem is that she is a statuesque example of Hammer Glamour at its finest and he, well, let’s just say he looks like a stranger to bench-pressing. So, as he bends over to lift both lass and what must have been quite a heavy sodden dress, the ‘corpse’s’ arm grabs onto him for all she’s worth. An involuntary muscular spasm from a dead limb? More like a ‘don’t you bloody well drop me or I’ll deck you one!’ from Ms Blair.

6)Talking of cold and discomfort, tales abound of how the earlier horror films, in particular, were filmed in rather inclement conditions. Even so, it always makes me smile to see Christopher Lee and John Van Eyssen going at it hammer (sic) and tongs about 7 minutes into Horror of Dracula (UK: Dracula). They are acting their socks off in the scene where Dracula takes Jonathan Harker to his room and it’s, obviously, bloody FREEZING. It comes to something when the Lord of the Undead, an animated corpse, is in a room that is so chilly you can see HIS breath when he talks. I tip my hat to Valerie Gaunt who spends most of her scenes of that film in what is virtually lingerie. Like I said, Hammer actresses suffered for their art. God bless ‘em.

7)I mentioned earlier the double bill of Horror of Frankenstein and Scars of Dracula. In these films, we see the signature move of camera operator Neil Binney (obviously unintentional, I hasten to add) which is the slow pan upwards to reveal all the studio lighting and the tops of the sets. It happens during the scene where Jenny Hanley is attacked by the stunningly realistic rubber bat on the ramparts of Castle Dracula, and when Dave Prowse, having murdered the folks in the cabin in the woods, nonchalantly wanders off, presumably to get his nappy changed. Now, you could say that the exposure of the lighting stuff was some kind of meta commentary on the inherent unreality of Hammer’s fairy tale universe. You COULD say that.

8)In the same way that you could point out that Christopher Matthews’ not-even-trendy-for-1970 bright red underpants in Scars of Dracula was a comment on how the hue of a chap’s bananahammock was a sign that he was a bad ‘un.

9)The Curse of the Mummy’s Tomb normally gets a pretty bad rap but there is that extraordinary scene about 55 minutes in when Sir Giles is attacked by the mummy that bursts in through the French windows. He shoots it but in vain and it grabs him and forces him down onto his desk where it then proceeds to smash his skull in with an artefact. But very. VERY. Slowly. The inexorable quality of the murder. The utter silence apart from the wheezing breath of the mummy and the dull thudding of the killing. The methodical and unstoppable way it hits him once, twice and then three times. I think it’s just a brilliant, brilliant scene.

10)It’s also really nice to see actors having a great time. The Bishop Frankland scene from The Hound of the Baskervilles is a fine example. Apparently, Miles Malleson’s connection to the script as written was a bit tenuous and Terence Fisher was happy to let this wonderful, twinkly actor fly free. As, obviously, were Andre Morell and Christopher Lee. Professional to their fingertips, they’re SO not going to corpse but it’s a close run thing.

11)And, finally, there are the incidental little details that I love. The thunder clap against a backdrop of total blackness that kicks off 
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