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    Prelude


    


    The term Poverty Row, though indelibly associated since the Jazz Age and Depression years with a seamier side of the moviemaking industry, actually dates from earlier times and more mundane places: It seems to have originated as a sentimentalized term for social squalor, as codified in a popular song of 1898 called “Down in Poverty Row” by the composer Arthur Trevelyan and the lyricist Gussie L. Davis. “Within a crowded tenement where the poorest folks abound,” reads the lyric, “there lives a pretty working girl, the best that can be found…Down in Poverty Row, you will find this girl…” Which might apply just as well to any one of the working actresses who graced these pictures of a more nearly modern-day Poverty Row — whether on her way up or on her way out.


    The term Forgotten Horrors™, though popularly applied today as a generic variant upon a film-research trademark of the Price-Turner-Wooley coalition — consider aspirin vs. Aspirin® or frisbee vs. Frisbee® — actually occurred subconsciously to Mike Price and George Turner when they were seeking a title for the first book in this series during the 1970s. It was not until the tail-end of the 1990s that we recollected where we had first encountered that expression: “That black figure with its eyes of fire struck down through all my adult thoughts and feelings, and for a moment the forgotten horrors of childhood came back to my mind.” Let the record credit H.G. Wells, writing in The Island of Dr. Moreau.

  


  
    Foreword


    by Terry Pace


    


    In late 1984, during my days as a cub reporter, I left my home in Muscle Shoals, Alabama, and journeyed south to Birmingham.


    On the surface, my mission was purely professional: The occasion was a newspaper interview with John Carradine, the grand old Hollywood character actor, then starring in a stage version of Erskine Caldwell and Jack Kirkland’s Tobacco Road .


    In truth, my pilgrimage was deeply personal: As a connoisseur of classic horror, I was eager to meet one of the grand old masters of cinematic terror. Although crippled by arthritis, the 78-year-old Carradine was as electrifying as ever. After the show, I slipped backstage. “Come in! Come in!” Carradine bellowed, ushering me into his dressing-room. Facing his makeup mirror, I watched him remove the last traces of Jeeter Lester, his Tobacco Road role, from the hollow caverns of his expressive face.


    For the next hour, Carradine placed his life and his career at my disposal. I inquired about everyone from John Ford and John Wayne to Boris Karloff and Bela Lugosi. Carradine shared the secrets of Stagecoach, Prisoner of Shark Island, Jesse James and The Grapes of Wrath. He re-lived macabre memories of Bride of Frankenstein, The Hound of the Baskervilles, the intermingled Houses of Frankenstein and Dracula and The Howling.


    Throughout our dialogue, Carradine kept coming back to a single title over and over again — the 1944 chiller Bluebeard.


    “That,” he insisted, “was some of my finest work — my finest!”


    I had certainly read about this revered Poverty Row production, but I had never seen it.


    “You must!” he demanded. “It’s one of my best!”


    I returned home from that interview a little after 2 a.m., way too wired for slumber. Out of pure reflex, I flipped on the television. There, through some heavenly twist of fate, my eyes fixed on that elusive title: “PRC Pictures Presents…Bluebeard…Starring John Carradine.” That portentous first viewing marked my belated baptism into the fascinating world of Forgotten Horrors — a world that would soon become my home away from home.


    Up until then, my taste in movies had fallen strictly within the bounds of conventional studio fare. In my pseudo-sophisticated opinion, the B-movies were a lower life form, providing little more than peripheral pleasure. But Bluebeard, Edgar G. Ulmer’s moody masterwork, introduced me to a breed of creepy classics long hidden in the shadows.


    From there, I moved on to Ulmer’s daring film noir thriller, Detour, then found Carradine in Hitler’s Madman and Revenge of the Zombies — the movie that also introduced me to my new screen hero, Mantan Moreland.


    Then came Lugosi in White Zombie, Gene Autry in The Phantom Empire and Lionel Atwill in The Vampire Bat.


    Late-night TV’s weekly John Wayne Theatre unearthed an even more startling revelation. The bottom half of that weekly double bill featured the ’30s-era Duke in the likes of The Star Packer and Randy Rides Alone — weird, unconventional Westerns with eerie elements of Gothic horror.


    In this alternate universe of shoestring shivers and chills, moviemakers achieved their subversive artistry against all odds. Their flair for fly-by-night filmmaking required plenty of penny-pinching, but it also generated inspiration, ingenuity and a refreshing lack of pretense. Within this underground art form, obscure names like Regis Toomey, Frankie Darro, Bob Steele, Charles Gemora and Tom Tyler were elevated to their own mythic marquee status. From time to time, Hollywood’s heavyweights even ventured into these seemingly forbidden environs. Some, like the Duke, lingered briefly on their rise to the top. Others, like Lugosi, grabbed hold during their disheartening descent.


    In 1986, in the midst of my B-movie awakening, the Movie & Entertainment Book Club offered the Eclipse Books edition of Forgotten Horrors, a landmark work in cinematic archaeology. Once again, I experienced an overdue epiphany. That indispensable volume of scholarship, masterminded by George Turner and Michael H. Price, managed to identify, arrange and seamlessly connect all of the random dots representing my newfound love. Pretty soon, I was seeking out new titles and adding discovery upon discovery to the experience.


    Later, I inched up within the newspaper ranks, settling happily into my duties as editor of our community’s arts-and-entertainment coverage. It was then that I linked the name of wire-service contributor Michael H. Price to that groundbreaking edition of Forgotten Horrors. For years, I ran Mike’s intelligent, insightful pieces on movies and music alongside my own humble efforts. Together, we introduced — or reintroduced — readers to Peter Cushing and John Agar, to Robert E. Howard and Robert Bloch, to Inner Sanctum and King Kong, to comic books, rockabilly, Southern soul music and Western swing. We finally met in person in 1999, at Midnight Marquee’s all-star Monster Rally movie convention in Crystal City, Virginia. Mike remains my friend, colleague and brother-in-arms.


    Mike and George Turner devoted decades of labor and love to this fertile field of Forgotten Horrors, covering the genre’s early heyday (from the 1920s to 1942) in two brilliant volumes. Building upon his late associate’s research, Mike (now ably assisted by John Wooley) carries on valiantly, sleuthing and tracking qualifying candidates from 1943-46 for the pages of this superbly researched, supremely entertaining new volume.


    This third collection honors many of my personal favorites from that strange, sinister oeuvre — from Strangler of the Swamp and The Lady and the Monster to the little-known screen work of radio’s Lum & Abner and the Poverty Row Purgatory that closed the case on Charlie Chan. You’ll also discover herein the Carradine classic Bluebeard, that murderous thriller that first opened my eyes to the unearthly pleasures of Forgotten Horrors.


    May these resurrected spectres be remembered and celebrated forevermore.


    


    Terry Pace writes about movies and music for the TimesDaily, a New York Times newspaper near Muscle Shoals, Alabama. His work has appeared in the New York Times, USA Today, Cult Movies, Scarlet Street, Starlog, Fangoria and other national publications. Pace also is an actor, director and filmmaker. He collaborated with his friend and favorite author on the East Coast stage premiere of The World of Ray Bradbury and the world premiere of The Bradbury Chronicles. Pace also co-produced the short film SadoMannequin, an award-winning homage to classic horror films.
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      Bela Lugosi in White Zombie.

    

  


  
    Why Forgotten Horrors Is like the National Geographic, and Other Observations: One Author’s Preface


    by John Wooley


    


    So what is it, exactly, about these old films that make us love them so much, that make us happily hand over our shekels for each volume of Forgotten Horrors and then eagerly pore over every entry? What’s so great about these unearthed tales of pictures that — even in their prime — skimmed along well below most moviegoers’ radar? What makes us want to read the diamond-bright little sketches of the original Forgotten Horrors books and study these seldom-seen stills over and over, extracting that unusual, minor-keyed joy and sense of discovery that only good writing on arcane topics can evoke?


    I’d like to know, because I’ve been engaged in a lifelong effort to do it myself — a lifelong effort leading to participation in this very project. My first real essay on low-budget American movies came out in a 1974 one-shot fanzine called Dreamtrip, via an article called (rather pretentiously) “The Aesthetics of Bad Cinema, or How I Learned To Stop Worrying and Enjoy the Bombs.” At the time, I thought I was writing about bad movies, which was sort of the hip term to use at the time. A quarter of a century down the line, I realize that what I was doing, instead, was dissecting my reactions to the cheap movies, the second-string pictures, the Hollywood obscurities, that I had grown up with not only on television, but at my small-town Oklahoma theater as well. As a child of the late ’50s and early ’60s, I developed a severe crush on the actress Betsy Jones-Moreland after seeing Roger Corman’s slice of post-nuke weirdness, The Last Woman on Earth, on a double-feature; during the same time period, I also answered a movie-magazine ad that promised “a photo of your favorite star” for only 15 cents. Apparently, they didn’t have Allison Hayes in stock, because I received neither a picture of her nor my 15 cents back.


    Meanwhile, television introduced me to the pictures first released before I was born, and made me a huge fan of such diversified B-film stars as Rondo Hatton and Veda Ann Borg. (Both of whom, I might add, are nicely remembered in this volume.) I remember feeling emotions approaching a religious fervor when I finally got to see Hatton’s elongated visage in a late-night showing of Jungle Captive, an event I had been anticipating for weeks. Keep in mind, this was the time when almost anything that wasn’t new was obscure and unheralded, and there was little in our popular culture that wasn’t contemporary and Happening Now. A little past the midpoint of the ’60s, however, a nostalgia craze took hold among the young and/or hip, and trivia contests began springing up on college campuses, full of teams with archly comical old-movie-oriented names like the Fatty Arbuckle Appreciation Society. As a result of this fad, a lot of kids began following the root system of the American cinema off into some pretty unusual places, and while they came to poke fun, they stayed to study and enjoy what they’d dug up.


    But as the old saw goes, nostalgia isn’t what it used to be, and someone in search of undiscovered cinema has to be willing to go a lot deeper these days, when the backs of video boxes at your local Blockbuster contain nuggets of information that would have been available only to the most dogged cinemaphiles a generation ago. In the Information Age, when doing research means hitting Enter on your computer and waiting, or choosing which commentary track to listen to on a DVD, the joy of digging up something new about those movies you love has been seriously leached out of the whole experience. Losing yourself in old magazines and newspapers and dusty boxes of microfilm, tracking down 16-millimeter prints or showings on one-lung UHF stations at crazy hours in neighboring cities — these had their own special allure. Nowadays, researching something may be a hundred times faster, but it’s certainly not a hundred times more fun.


    Which brings us, in a roundabout way, to Forgotten Horrors 3: Dr. Turner’s House of Horrors. Here is a book whose spirit and style reflect the good old way of digging out gems of research and displaying them in a deeply satisfying manner, well adorned with filigrees of opinion. Under the steady (if somewhat skewed) hand of Michael H. Price, with assistance from his late friend and first-class fellow writer, George Turner — and yours truly just now chiming in — this book is calculated to cut both wide and deep. Like its predecessors, Forgotten Horrors 3 scoots us right past the familiar into the uncharted, and when it does touch down on something only partially obscure, like the Charlie Chan or Shadow pictures, our Forgotten Horrors coalition proposes to offer a fresh take, a new approach, an arcane fact, and we suddenly see the whole thing through a different lens. The approach transforms us — authors and readers alike — into explorers, armchair adventurers; each Forgotten Horrors entry is a delightful map to an unexplored world, one whose beauty remains untrampled by the masses. We can read the maps and dream, or we can read the maps and visit the places they show us; either way, they enrich and enliven our lives.


    And maybe that’s what finally makes the Forgotten Horrors approach so doggoned appealing. Maybe those of us who still can’t quite get around to renting The Sixth Sense but might — especially after reading Forgotten Horrors 3 — walk through hell in a gasoline suit to see How Doooo You Do!!! or Go Down, Death! are simply the kind of cinematic travelers who choose to vacation in distant places, off the beaten path, where joys await that few have experienced, or even care to experience. We are, in other words, just the right audience for Forgotten Horrors. And it’s a mark of the genius of Price & Turner that, whether we actually go to any of these specific places or not, their cartography is well worth the price of admission. In fact, this may be a National Geographic kind of deal, where reading about something and looking at the pictures is more fun than actually making the trip.


    I’m deeply honored that Michael “Aitch” Price has chosen me to become his collaborator on the longer stretch of Forgotten Horrors, and I’m fully aware of the awesome legacy left by George Turner, whose shoes I couldn’t begin to fill and wouldn’t have the temerity to try. The triple byline on this volume acknowledges the fragments of manuscript — backed up by exhaustive research — that George had delivered shortly before his death in 1999; and it remarks the materials that, although I had intended them for an in-progress Forgotten Horrors 4, proved better suited to the present chronology.


    Michael and I have been friends and fans of each other’s stuff for many years, and I welcome this opportunity to work with him again and to continue to add to the Forgotten Horrors canon. I hope, with this switcheroo in co-authors, that the subsequent volumes can retain that elusive, indefinable, beautiful spirit of the first ones, the aura that makes you sit back and wonder what it was like to see these pictures in the theaters, and what it would have been like to be a B-movie-obsessed kid back then — with a crush on Louise Currie, maybe, or sending money to a movie magazine ad and watching your mailbox every day, hoping they’ve finally sent you that picture of Maris Wrixon you asked them for.


    


    John Wooley


    2003, Tulsa, Oklahoma


    


    John Wooley’s collaborative novel Old Fears [with Ron Wolfe] was first published at about the same time as the original British and American editions of Forgotten Horrors, karmically becoming a fictional döppelganger to the Turner & Price book. Wooley has since pursued a sweeping career in radio, newspaper-and-magazine journalism, comic books and playwriting and filmmaking, with such notable outcroppings as the Dan Turner, Hollywood Detective telefeature; the indie feature film Café Purgatory; and the Twilight Avenger and Miracle Squad comics. Wooley’s more recent novels include Dark Within and Awash in the Blood.
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      Rondo Hatton.

    

  


  
    Dr. Turner’s House of Horrors: The Other Author’s Preface


    by Michael H. Price


    


    You never saw such a house of horrors as George Turner maintained, over a long stretch from the 1950s until well into the 1970s. Compact and more coherently arranged than Forrest J Ackerman’s cavernous digs, nowhere near as ornately appointed as the mansion that Charles Addams had built with a fortune in New Yorker royalties, the Turner dwelling was superficially quite like its neighboring brick bungalows in suburban West Amarillo, Texas. But the place announced itself as a chamber of Gothic delights the moment one set foot in the entryway.


    The living-room doubled as a museum and auditorium, with a Deco-functional 1946-model Revere 16mm motion-picture projector jutting from one end and a reflective glass-beaded movie screen at the opposite, camouflaged by draperies, a cast-iron replica of D.W. Griffith’s American Biograph logo and a pulley mechanism. Artifacts from George’s innumerable West Texas palæontological digs adorned the bookcases, which housed first editions by the hundreds from the likes of Arthur Machen, H.P. Lovecraft, Edgar Allan Poe, J.B. Priestley, Robert Louis Stevenson and Ambrose Bierce. Gahan Wilson was an occasional visitor; he and George had been art-school chums in Chicago. Paintings, many of them from George’s own studio and the easel of his wife, the soulful portraitist Leona Turner, bedecked the walls, which also were hung with originals by Weird Tales’ Virgil Finlay, Prince Valiant’s Harold R. Foster, the Tarzan novels’ J. Allen St. John (Foster and St. John had been among George’s teachers), et al., ad infinitum. These seguéd unobtrusively into a long, narrow den where floor-to-ceiling shelves were given over to an imposing record collection — movie soundtracks, jazz and Euro-classical fare heavy on the great pyrotechnical pianists — and a broadcast-caliber high-fidelity rig that sounded as powerful in 1978 as when George had installed it in 1954. Appliances were built to last in those days, and the generations of technology were so stable that a phonograph disk purchased as long ago as the 1920s could still give up its melodic secrets via newfangled equipment. George preferred his music in monaural; he had upgraded, and grudgingly so, to a stereophonic cartridge-stylus only because the industry would inevitably quit releasing its wares in monophonic editions. (“Stereo makes your ears cross-eyed,” he’d grumble, tripping the convert-to-monaural switch.)


    George didn’t exactly instill in me any revolutionary appreciation of our piebald popular culture — that was already there by the time we began working together — but he taught by example a means of focusing one’s interests for greater benefit: Figure out what it is, of all the things you like, that you like best; then, once that area has been ordered and indulged, all other appreciations will find their places. George’s areas of appreciation were manifold, and he kept the bookcases and filing cabinets to prove this state of being, along with a near-comprehensive elephant’s memory to match.


    George and Leona had parted ways in 1968, shortly before I joined the newspaper where George served as art director and film critic. Then, after a decade’s fulfilling bachelorhood, George hauled off and married a newsroom colleague of ours, a benevolent taskmaster of an editor named Jean Wade, and they moved to Hollywood late in 1978 to begin a career upheaval that wound up with both George and Jean becoming administrative and creative mainstays of the American Society of Cinematographers. The collections and the décor followed suit, bound largely for storage in an L.A. warehouse. Jean indulged George’s own personal version of feng shui only to a point, and George found it safer to keep the peace than to stand his ground. The Texas ties remained sound, however, and George and I continued building our own series of books about movies, cartooning and whatever else might sound like a kick at any given moment. I was visiting Hollywood almost monthly on newspaper business, at any rate, and it became obvious that the movie capital was where George belonged. He retired, as it were, in 1992 — but George defined retirement as a continuation of his labors for The American Cinematographer magazine, a beefed-up workload of storyboarding for television and the movies, and a return to his long-dormant keenness on drawing comic-book stories; wepublished these yarns during 1991-98 via such titles as Heavy Metal, Shriek and Southern-Fried Homicide, while working as commentators and art-restoration consultants for uniform retrospective collections of such celebrated cartoon strips as Al Capp’s Li’l Abner, Roy Crane’s Wash Tubbs & Captain Easy, V.T. Hamlin’s Alley Oop and Stan Lynde’s Rick O’Shay. George’s post-graduate degrees had been, after all, in fine art and commercial illustration.


    During 1996-97, while I was assembling a team to launch an annual indie-film expo called the Fort Worth Film Festival, George and I also tackled the 20th-anniversary revision of the original Forgotten Horrors. Well in advance of that book’s publication, we decided to sustain the momentum into a Forgotten Horrors 2 and maybe even a 3. George died unexpectedly in June 1999, just as the revamped Forgotten Horrors was shipping, and just as we were writing the first piecemeal chapters for Forgotten Horrors 2 and 3. So I enlisted our colleague Scott MacQueen, the ace archivist/restorationist who spent the 1990s bringing order and a prouder sense of history to the Disney studios’ vaults, to help convey the working files to my offices in Texas, missing only a few crucial pieces that would turn up sooner or later, and plunged headlong into the sequels. Like I’ve said: What’s to do but carry it on?


    When I returned to my offices in Fort Worth, a few days after the memorial ceremony at Cinematographers Clubhouse in H’wood, I found waiting for me a package from George, mailed from Pasadena on the day before his demise. “Here’s the file on that picture we’d talked about,” he had written. “I think it belongs in the books, but see what you think.” I wouldn’t be so melodramatic as to fancy the note some kind of Voice from Beyond — for that matter, George had believed himself recovering from what he called “a fleeting case of the miseries” — but its arrival at precisely that moment reassured me that the collaboration was far from finished. (The file in question concerns the 1943 exploitationer Child Bride, a crepuscular morality fable that of course belongs in the Forgotten Horrors canon.)


    The simple fact of working alongside such an outspoken and persuasive authority as George Eugene Turner for more than 30 years renders the influence, the very voice, indelible from one’s own thoughts and deeds. Not that I’d have things any other way, because this everpresence provides a means of keeping vital George’s creative and analytical energies. George as a consequence has posthumously engaged me in innumerable arguments as to what belongs where in which volumes. I’ll overrule him as often as not: George, for example, would have omitted that teenage comedy-spooker Haunted House from the FH2 playbill; I included it, if only for the sake of equipping the book with an object of our mutual distaste. His preferences prevail elsewhere, often bordering on a gleeful overkill with the offbeat Westerns.


    Although I have written most of the sequels’ commentaries and researched the background data from scratch, I still can scarcely resist throwing in George’s opinions where they are known and relevant. Compromises figure just as often: FH2and FH3 would have been overrun with Republic Pictures’ weirder chapter-a-week serials, had I not limited the selections to a choicer few and then thrown in an appreciative ramble on the cultural importance of those cliffhangers in FH2. If I may risk a lightning bolt by adapting a trendy scrap of pop-sanctimony, it boils down to a matter of W.W.G.D.: What would George do?


    This third volume is in fact the intended balance of Forgotten Horrors 2: Beyond the Horror Ban (Midnight Marquee Press; 2001), which originally meant itself to cover the entirety of 1937-46, winding up just at the close of the second cycle of classic-manner Hollywood horror movies, with such last-gasp entries as The Face of Marble, The Flying Serpent and The Brute Man and such infusions of raw vigor into the postwar film noir idiom as Fear and Detour. Sheer volume of titles forced the split into this third collection, which I have continued on through the end-of-one-era 1946 cutoff. Afourth volume is in progress, tracking the independent chillers on into the escalating Baby Boom years, and additional sequels would seem likely.


    The entire point is context, which George and I had long ago found to be miserably lacking in most genre studies. For a rigid definition of horror pictures — considered of, by and for themselves — only confines a book to the easier task of preaching to the converted, and such a least-resistance approach fosters no greater appreciation of Film for Film’s Sake. By placing conventional monster movies, mad-scientist melodramas and other such easily pigeonholed, genre-fied pieces in a larger context alongside naturalistic and/or stylized crime yarns, propaganda agitators, exotic documentaries, weird Westerns and surreal comedies and patently unclassifiable flights of eccentricity (and all within a real-time chronology) we aim to demonstrate that a wider, and wilder, vista of cultural rediscovery and plain viewing pleasure awaits the enthusiast whois willing to look beyond the obvious. It is to this end that we continue to invoke H.P. Lovecraft’s helpful philosophy, which is as true today as it was in Lovecraft’s heyday of the 1920s and ’30s: Horror is where you find it.


    Plans call for Forgotten Horrors 4, 5 and so forth to continue until we reach 1985, with the arrival of a picture called Blood Cult. This is the ultimate cutting-off point, a made-in-Oklahoma feature that signals an end-of-a-big-era turning-point in the independent-studio horror-movie tradition as Forgotten Horrors has known, perceived and gone so far as to define it.


    Now, Blood Cult may seem a tiny effort to bear such a climactic responsibility. But the novelist and cultural historian John Wooley — who weighs in here as co-author of the Forgotten Horrors series — has pointed out that Blood Cult also holds a historic pride-of-place as the first explicitly made-for-home-video feature in any genre, preceding the conventionally acknowledged first direct-to-video picture, the Disney machine’s Love Leads the Way (1985), by a decent stretch. And whether or not video killed the radio star, as the song would have it, certainly we have seen that the movies-on-video groundswell of the 1980s axed the time-honored practice of looking to low-budget movies on the big picture-show screen as a reliable source of cheap-thrills escapism. The larger studios have since usurped the cheap-thrills function, placing ever-escalating epic-caliber budgets and name-brand ensemble casts at the service of stories better served by chump-change underwriting and adventurous, hungry talents. A defining instance occurred in 1986, when 20th Century-Fox delivered Predator, an extravagant and unattributed knockoff of Greydon Clark’s perfectly honorable low-budgeter of 1980, Without Warning.


    The Disney/Touchstone/etc. combine and its embittered-rival spin-off studio, Dreamworks SKG, have become prime offenders, with such noxious and mean-spirited prefabricated-hit fare as Con Air (Disney; 1997) and Road Trip (Dreamworks; 2000 A.D.) — rancid cheesebags of a strain that even New World Pictures and New Line Cinema outgrew during the 1980s. These very films would be perhaps less offensive if they had issued from trash studios. Had Walt Disney foreseen what manner of big-bucks, star-driven (but otherwise ill-disguised) grindhouse dreck his namesake studio would be delivering by the end of the 20th century, he’d have torched the dump and cashed in on Mickey Mouse’s term-life policy. Meanwhile, home video has become the new drive-in, the new grindhouse, bringing the more authentically cheap thrills into the convenient sanctity of the living room — while depriving a massed populace of the forbidden adventure of a trip to watch something scrofulous or provocative in some decrepit backstreet theater on the Wrong Side of Town. My theatreman uncle, Grady L. Wilson (1913-1968), for whom George Turner once worked as an usher-turned-manager, cherished film for the sake of film and enjoyed a good trashola movie as much as a mass-appeal or snob-appeal booking. But Grady also knew better than to book A Bucket of Blood or The Mating Urge (both of which play out rather quaintly today) into his flagship Interstate Paramount Theatre, or to plunk The Sound of Music or A Man for All Seasons onto one of his lesser screens. It’s called appropriateness, a sensibility that is lost on this age in which such outcroppings of slob-appeal crassness as There’s Something about Mary and Me, Myself and Irene and the Scary Movie treadmill will befoul those same classy auditoriums that wait in all-but-vain for higher-minded pictures on the order of Shakespeare in Love, Elizabeth, Sling Blade, The English Patient and Unbreakable. Even a middlebrow trifle like Captain Corelli’s Mandolin seems a relief. We gave up a long time ago on a restoration of balance.


    I use the collective we in a literal sense, by the way. This is neither the Editorial We of lapsed journalistic tradition, nor the Imperious We of 21st century newspaper usage — implying the insulting assumption that trend-gawking, star-sniping, culturally illiterate hack journalists and self-professed critics come prepared to speak for a massed readership. Neither is it the Conspiratorial We, that nudge-and-wink device (so irksome to Australia’s savviest film-as-culture columnist, Robin Pen) with which insecure critics seek to rope the unwary reader into the most archly contemptuous of appraisals. It is, rather, a literal we in the sense of George Turner, John Wooley and my own self. We often agree among ourselves — and when we don’t, we allow the disagreement to find its own voice.


    What we have done in the present volume, is to whip into chronology an array of small pictures that, whether resolutely sleazy or artistically pretentious, knew their places and kept them anchored — and that today add up to a panoramic outlook. This context allows a close examination of Monogram


    Pictures and Producers Releasing Corp. as more than tagalongs on the Universal Pictures horror-movie bandwagon; of the rise of both those little studios to greater ambitions, and sometimes even greater accomplishments; of Republic Pictures, in particular, as a force (more commonly ill-acknowledged) in the trial-and-error refinement of the film noir idiom; and, as usual, of the Saturday-matinee Western movies as a vehicle for some bracing crime-and-horror yarns. We find Universal’s severely objectified “scream queens,” Evelyn Ankers and Anne Gwynne — along with Republic’s greatest adventure-serial heroine, Linda Stirling — amply well prepared to demonstrate a greater dramatic range than they usually were allowed.


    Producers Releasing Corp., whose prominent initials-only logotype has prompted many a moviegoer to speculate rudely as to what PRC also might stand for, comes in for a fairly representative rediscovery, with its shortcomings scarcely in doubt but its strengths coming more clearly into view as the rediscoveries accumulate. Nowhere else does the rift of attitude between Old Hollywood’s major and minor leagues show through more vividly than in the output of PRC: Overall — and even in its matinee Westerns for the juvenile trade — the scrappy little studio assumed an outlook of no-exit desperation that today seems more intellectually honest, if not necessarily more mature-minded, than the haze of sentimentality that often fogs the work of such big-time masters of rugged cinema as John Ford, Michael Curtiz and Howard Hawks. Such is the stance of a studio with little to lose and everything to prove.


    And with the singular guidance of John Wooley (along with Steve Brigati and Jan Alan Henderson as shirtsleeves-cineaste allies), we find the precise moments, in China’s Little Devils at Monogram and Shadow of Terror at PRC, at which low-budget Hollywood beat the big studios to the punch in remarking not only the end of World War II — but also the start of a seemingly endless cycle of atomic-devastation movies, and a decisive infiltration of horror by science fiction.


    A conspicuous omission here is a mid-’40s short-feature entry from Toddy Pictures, Voodoo Devil Drums (a.k.a. Virgin Brides of Voodoo), which has eluded even the American Film Institute’s comprehensive cataloguing system but crops up as a tantalizing nugget on various Web sites. No point in parroting the Internet Movie Database, which knows as much or as little as we do about that item. So more later. We hope.


    Wooley notes that this present period of concern also finds consummated a relationship between the pulp-magazine trade and the B-movie realm. Writes John: “In addition to John K. Butler, one of that great second tier of hard-boiled pulp writers…, there’s Dwight V. Babcock (Road to Alcatraz), Frank Gruber (Accomplice) and Frederick C. Davis (Lady in the Death House). The latter created the unforgettable Moon Man for Ten Detective Aces and ghost-wrote that famed slice of ’30s paranoia, Operator Five.


    “John Butler, who’s represented in Forgotten Horrors 3 by The Vampire’s Ghost, The Girl Who Dared and The Phantom Speaks, left the pulps in ’43 to sign with Republic and never looked back. Also, Road to Alcatraz was taken from a Speed Mystery story; Speed Mystery was a tamed-down version of the notorious Spicy Mystery Stories.”


    John, of course, has been a loyalist in step with Forgotten Horrors since back in the day when one volume had seemed quite enough. He has given the deep-reading treatment to all my post-Turner work in rawboned manuscript form, providing not only constructive reality-check suggestions but also nuts-and-bolts proofmarking; both services lend crucial ballast to my entrenched preference for writing hell-bent for Stream of Consciousness, without compromising the spontaneity thus achieved.


    I can only find it poignantly appropriate that this third book, the last to boast the direct contributions of George Turner, also reaches back to the very beginnings of George’s formal career as a film reviewer: The perfect lagniappe is the unearthing of George’s W.W. II moviegoing diary — which, as excerpted, lends an on-the-spot immediacy to our 1945 section.


    George called this practice the Rediscovery Imperative, a responsibility to consider and re-consider the cultural heritage in search of forward-thinking enlightenment. George preferred plain facts over any interpretation of facts, of course, and he reserved an impatient indignation for anyone (and especially for published theorists) who might try reading subtexts into this film or that. We hold, George’s stance notwithstanding, that facts can only invite interpretation. But the basis of interest remains rooted in unembellished information: If one knows not where one’s culture has been, then how is one to know where that culture is bound?


    Many of these rediscoveries, I must admit, have proved more diverting (and sometimes more annoying) than enlightening, and the search invariably poses the risk of blurring the barrier between legitimate Film Scholarship and mere Movie Nerdism. As though anyone knew where the one leaves off and the other begins. But the digging invariably turns up enough of the Good Stuff to justify the mounds of insignificance, and as usual we leave it up to the reader to decide which is which. There really is No Accounting for Taste — not yours, not mine and decidedly not ours.
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    Annotations, Marginalia & Addenda to Prior Volumes


    


    We count the day a loss if we reach its end without having learned something entirely new. Which is as good a reason as any to encourage an interactive relationship between the Forgotten Horrors books and their lifeblood readership.


    And which is, of course, why we have devoted a section of each sequential volume to the cause of backtracking. Fresh information keeps coming to light: It might serve to amplify or expand the context, to lend a touch of filigree or rectify the occasional inevitable gaffe — we’d rather stand corrected than stand accused — or even to add a dimension beyond the Known.


    The following selection of Cine McNuggets will account for the revelations, large and small, and even the occasional challenges, that have declared themselves since Forgotten Horrors: The Definitive Edition (1999) and Forgotten Horrors 2: Beyond the Horror Ban (2001). There also is the matter of patching in some titles that have impressed our more outspoken Constant Readers as meriting the Forgotten Horrors brand. Anybody can play, on the condition of bringing to the table something more than a voracious appetite or a grumpy demeanor.
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    1930


    


    Ingagi (Congo Pictures) — Though covered in abundant detail in Forgotten Horrors: The Definitive Edition and in Forbidden Fruit by Felicia Feaster and Bret Wood, this notoriously bogus “African” “documentary” continues to yield the random surprise. The cultural historian Steve Brigati has since determined that Ingagi was used, possibly past the midpoint of the 20th century, as a tool of indoctrination by the Ku Klux Klan, which seized upon the film’s suggestion of an interbreeding of apes and African tribeswomen. This would seem consistent with the Klan’s long-running misappropriation of D.W. Griffith’s The Birth of a Nation for comparable purposes. So corrupt a use cannot have been part of the strategy of Ingagi’s producers, who were more concerned with luring in a thrill-hungry mass audience than with advancing any crackpot socio-political agendas.


    


    1931


    


    The Galloping Ghost (Mascot Pictures Corp.) — What better title for a rip-snorting serial from Mascot than the nickname of a celebrated football player — and who better than Harold “Red” Grange, the Galloping Ghost himself, to tackle the title role? This team-directed serial dodged our radar for the original Forgotten Horrors collection — George Turner had remembered it as a sporting adventure with a gambling-racket subplot — but was brought back to our attention by Steve Brigati, who zeroed in on a weirder essence: Theodore Lorch plays a hunchbacked brain surgeon plying his trade for vengeful reasons. The trailblazing black comedians Stepin Fetchit and Fred “Snowflake” Toomes have a bizarre scene in which they ponder the symbolic meaning of Grange’s gridiron moniker. Grange, clearly older than his collegiate character, presents an engagingly personality, and his self-stunting is superb.


    


    Mystery Trooper (Syndicate Pictures) — Phantom-at-large heroic-adventure serial starring Robert Frazer. Reissued in 1938 by Guaranteed Pictures as Trail of the Royal Mounted. The directors are Stuart Paton and Harry S. Webb.


    


    Sign of the Wolf (Wonder Pictures) — Team-directed by Forrest Sheldon and Harry S. Webb, this chapter-play deals significantly in alchemy (sand-into-jewels) and features Ed Cobb as a vengeful Mideasterner wielding a blowgun. Rex Lease and Joe Bonomo star.


    


    1932


    


    The Blonde Captive (North Western Australian Expedition Syndicate/Harvard University/Imperial Distributing Corp./Columbia Pictures Corp.) — News commentator Lowell Thomas joins physician Paul Withington and archaeologist Clifton Childs on an expedition to determine whether any remnant of the Neanderthal has survived into the present day. This essentially cruel and exploitative documentary revels in the vivisection of a sea turtle and a seagoing mammal known as a dugong. Concentrating upon Australian Aborigines who have been herded onto a reservation, these meddling eggheads at last pronounce one man to resemble a Neanderthal. (Yes, and everybody who lives long enough winds up looking like a monkey, to paraphrase Clarence Williams and/or Milton Brown.) The adventure peaks with the purported shock of finding a white woman living with her Aboriginal husband and their fair-haired offspring; seems the missus had survived the wreck of a pearling schooner and was taken in by the oppressed natives. She nixes the explorers’ offer to take her back to civilization. An assortment of versions seems to exist, given the discrepancies between descriptions published in 1932 and our viewings in times more recent.


    


    1933


    


    Jungle Bride (Monogram Pictures Corp.) — A castaway melodrama of noteworthy ineptitude, built around a love triangle of predictable unsteadiness among Charles Starrett, as a playboy suspected of murder; Kenneth Thompson, as a journalist who intends to see Starrett hang; and Anita Page, as Thompson’s fiancée — the sister of a cop-killing thug who has implicated Starrett. The jungle setting is more a plot gimmick than a dramatic milieu, although it does allow for a striking set-piece involving a beachfront funeral pyre for the martyred captain (Clarence Geldert) of a doomed ocean liner. Though lacking, the film deserves better than The New York Times’ cavalier dismissal: “The scene of Jungle Bride is that well-traveled veldt somewhere in darkest Hollywood where all bad little melodramas are born and where lions are put out to graze when they become too old and feeble for active service.” The directors are Harry O. Hoyt, of 1925’s The Lost World (attempting a rebound from the absorption of his scuttled Creation project into King Kong at RKO-Radio Pictures), and Albert Kelley. An inappropriate pop tune, “That’s the Call of the Jungle,” serves as a bid for ironic resonance.


    


    1934


    


    Blue Steel (Lone Star Productions/Monogram Pictures Corp.) — Rejected as fodder for the original Forgotten Horrors, then ignored as subsequent volumes took shape, this early starring vehicle for John Wayne still strikes us as a bit too conventional to bear mentioning in the same breath with such out-and-out horseback horrors as Randy Rides Alone and The Star Packer. The opening reel, however, boasts one of the most unnerving thunderstorm sequences ever captured on film, complete with a stalking. And there is a masked-phantom nuisance — after a fashion. His mask, such as it is, is a polka-dot bandanna. The director and screenwriter is the brilliant Robert North Bradbury.


    


    Brides of Sulu (Exploration Pictures Corp.) — A culture-clash semi-documentary, in which Islamic fundamentalist zealots (see also The Black Coin, under The Amazing Exploits of the Clutching Hand, below) pursue a convert to Christianity with murderous intentions. The indignant Sultan of Sulu (played by Armanda Magbitang) finally proves merciful — on condition that the maverick tribesman (Eduardo Castro) revert to Islam. Shot on location along the Philippine Archipelago, with an emphasis upon folkways and scenery.


    


    Little Men (Mascot Pictures Corp.) — Perhaps the classiest production from Nat Levine’s rough-and-ready Mascot outfit, this feature-length adaptation of Louisa May Alcott’s 1871 novel — companion-piece to the often-filmed Little Women — is a sentimental heartwarmer on the face of it. The film draws an appealing core of dread from the threat that Frankie Darro, as a good-natured troublemaker, might be sent away from a nurturing home for orphans to a rightly feared reformatory. One misdeed too many does the trick, and Darro finds himself a prisoner of hawk-nosed Gustav von Seyffertitz, one of Old Hollywood’s creepier presences. All ends happily, as all should, but not before Darro has experienced torments better suited to a prison camp.


    The film’s comparatively classier state, anticipating Levine’s move to upscale Republic following Mascot’s forced absorption into that studio, reflects Levine’s purchase in 1933 of the former Mack Sennett studios on Radford Avenue as a sturdier base of operations. Levine was a crowd-pleasing moneymaker in the low-budget filmmaking racket, and his lapse from productive prominence makes no sense, especially given his producer status at early-day Republic Pictures after that ambitious company had gobbled up Mascot. But then, there is little sense to be made of a frugal businessman’s addiction to gambling — which several old-time acquaintances have cited as Levine’s downfall.


    Little Men was adapted again in 1940, by an independent studio called The Play’s the Thing Productions, Inc., but more along the lines of a con-artist scam that threatens the security of a philanthropic school for boys. RKO-Radio Pictures released the 1940 version, whose ensemble cast includes Jack Oakie, Kay Francis and the original Elsie the Cow. Call it Little Milkmen.


    


    The Rawhide Terror (Security Pictures Corp.) — Correction, please, and also some amplification: The film historian-turned-producer Sam Sherman thoughtfully cites an error in our description of filmmaker Victor Adamson (a.k.a. Denver Dick and later Denver Dixon) in Forgotten Horrors: The Definitive Edition. Adamson was not tall and rangy, but rather compact and wiry, avers Sherman, who should know. Somehow, Adamson’s screen presence has always seemed big to us. Anyway, it was Adamson who inspired Sherman during the early 1960s to learn moviemaking from the crucial vantage of distribution. With Adamson’s son, the ultimately tragic filmmaker Al Adamson, Sherman delivered many of the more memorable Poverty Row jolters of the ’60s and ’70s, including Dracula vs. Frankenstein, Five Bloody Graves and Blood of Dracula’s Castle. We’ll require a down-the-line sequel to Forgotten Horrors to allow the Adamson-Sherman team a fuller brush with critical justice. Sherman’s larger revelation on The Rawhide Terror is that Victor Adamson had intended the film as a serial to be called The Pueblo Terror, one of those chapter-a-week rip-snorters, but then reinvented it as a self-contained short feature. Which would help to explain not only the lapses of continuity but also the breakneck pacing of this seminal horror-on-horseback.


    


    The Scarlet Letter (Larry Darmour Productions/Majestic Producing Corp.) — Nathaniel Hawthorne’s novel of 1850 — so often adapted for stage and screen — receives a grisly shock-value reworking in this retelling, which really should have occurred to us back when we cast out the original Forgotten Horrors dragnet. (And another grateful nod to Sam Sherman for the heads-up signal.) Colleen Moore is the disgraced Hester Prynne, and Henry B. Walthall plays her vengeful husband. Hardie Albright is the tormented young minister Arthur Dimmesdale, whose secret shame at length drives him to mutilate himself with an A-as-in-adulterer brand. Robert G. Vignola directs.


    


    The Tell-Tale Heart, a.k.a. Bucket of Blood (Clifton-Hurst Productions/Fox Film Corp.; 1934) — A British production, with U.S. investment capital. David Plunkett Greene’s screenplay takes off strikingly from the famous story by Edgar Allan Poe. Surviving prints vary in running time from 49 minutes to 53 minutes.


    


    Ticket to a Crime (Beacon Productions) — Ralph Graves plays a glib private eye who becomes embroiled in a society case involving a jewelry heist, a ransom demand and some pleasingly twisted homicidal treacheries. With Lola Lane as Graves’ secretary-turned-sweetheart and Charles Ray, Edward Earle and Hy Hoover as suspects worth suspecting.


    


    1935


    


    Desert Mesa, a.k.a. Mormon Conquest (Art Mix Productions/Security Pictures Corp.) — Documentation is so lacking on this Victor Adamson film that even a semiformal biography of son Al Adamson — David Konow’s Schlock-o-Rama, from 1998 — cites the film as a 1938 entry under a proxy reissue title, Mormon Conquest, and identifies it as a lost work. Certainly the picture eluded the contributions of Price & Turner et al. to The American Film Institute Catalog: Feature Films 1931-1940, which resorts to cast-list and synopsis files in lieu of any fresh impressions. The story takes place on an embattled ranch, where a menacing character named Lynx Merson holds sway. Lew Meehan plays both Merson and a prowling bandit known either as El Garto or El Gato, depending upon one’s source. Enthusiast Steve Brigati has recalled a showcase scene in which Victor Adamson (appearing as Denver Dixon) demonstrates his whip-cracking skills. The Konow book lists Al Adamson, who would have been 6 years old in 1935, among the cast. Likely a more conventional piece than The Rawhide Terror — but then, anything bearing the Adamson stamp will exert some bearing here.


    


    Let ’Em Have It! (Reliance Pictures) — In the caption in Forgotten Horrors 2, Barbara Pepper is mis-identified as Virginia Bruce.


    


    1936


    


    The Amazing Exploits of the Clutching Hand (Weiss Productions, Inc.) — See Forgotten Horrors: The Definitive Edition. Our original text on this fiend-at-large serial mentions two other chapter-a-week productions from the Weiss agenda for 1936-37 — Custer’s Last Stand and a Mideastern-terrorism thriller called The Black Coin — noting that the Weiss & Mintz partnership was dissolved after this batch. Louis Weiss kept up the momentum, however, with three additional serials, which were picked up by Columbia Pictures for its 1937-38 program. These would be Jungle Mystery, starring the explorer Frank Buck; The Secret of Treasure Island, from L. Ron Hubbard’s novel Murder at Pirate Castle; and Mysterious Pilot, starring Frank Hawkes. All are generous with the hair-raising weirdness, and all bespeak a decisive infiltration of a major-league studio by one of the hardier Poverty Row outposts. This shadowy corner of the Forgotten Horrors canon was brought to our attention by Steve Brigati and Sinister Serials author Leonard J. Kohl.


    The Black Coin, incidentally, has resurfaced against the odds in a crisp video edition from the Life Is a Movie catalog: www.lifeisamovie.com. This one came to our attention during the summer of 2001. Its tale of deadly intrigues centering upon an outpost of the French Foreign Legion seemed but a quaint echo of bygone days — until the Global Sea Change of September 11, 2001 snapped it squarely back into perspective as something more than a diversionary relic. For like John Ford’s classier The Lost Patrol (1934), foremost among any number of other mayhem-in-the-Mideast pictures, The Black Coin warns that the clash of social imperatives between disparate cultures can only lead to brutal reciprocal hostilities. Such movies hardly go so far as to indict the vain conceit of the White Man’s Burden, which once led the crowned heads of Christiandom to fancy themselves the civilizing landlords of the rest of the world — America included, of course.


    But the pictures’ grasp of the conflicts thus provoked runs deeper than the misadventures thus portrayed. Their point is not so much to indulge in stereotype (a useful characterizing device, in a form of entertainment that has no space or time for painstaking character development), as it is to demonstrate that civility and zealotry do not mix. This is how missionary evangelists wind up as the Main Course, whether in the Congo or along the South Coast of Texas, and this is how mass murder gets perpetrated as a sacramental offering. In this respect, The Black Coin and its ilk prove to have been distant early warnings, probably unwitting and certainly ill heeded, of the consequences of dealing with any society whose rallying cry of “Death to the unbelievers!” is no bluff.


    For a tribe that exists along the lines of Live and Let Live has no business mixing with, or even nodding to, any band of nimrods who place greater store in the notion of Kill or Be Killed. The movies told us this much, in terms as explicit as commonplace escapism would allow, a long time ago — using Real World examples from a day when the cannonade and the sharpshooter rifle were about the heaviest artillery to be had. Now it is too late.


    


    Bridge of Sighs (Invincible Pictures Corp./Chesterfield Motion Pictures Corp.) — The sister (Dorothy Tree) of a man wrongfully convicted on a murder rap subjects herself to the terrors of a women’s prison in order to get the goods on the truer culprit. Onslow Stevens plays a lovestruck district attorney. Directed by Phil Rosen, of Devil’s Mate and The Sphinx, among other germane titles.


    


    The Lion Man (Normandy Pictures Corp.) — Richard Gordon supplies a correction to the caption in Forgotten Horrors 2: The actor pictured alongside Kathleen Burke is Ted Adams (a.k.a. Richard Adams), as Sheikh Youssef AbDur. And these additional character names, matched with the players, have come to light since we helped to compile The American Film Institute Catalog: Feature Films 1931-1940: Kathleen Burke (Eulilah); Richard Carlyle (Hassan El Dinh); Finis Barton (Sherrifa); Eric Snowden (Sir Ronald Chatham); James “Jimmy” Aubrey (Simmonds); Lal Chand Mehra (Sheikh); Bobby Fairy (Chatham Boy); and Henry Hale.


    


    Murder at Glen Athol, a.k.a. The Criminal Within (Invincible Pictures Corp./Chesterfield Motion Pictures Corp.) — George Turner had nixed this one as a candidate for the original Forgotten Horrors, back during the 1970s, and he nixed it again when the time came to revamp the book for its 1999 edition from Midnight Marquee Press. Nor did Mike Price see fit to add it to the backtracker section in Forgotten Horrors 2, or rather he gave it no fresh consideration. So why the turnabout now? Simply
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