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    Chapter Two


    An Actor’s Life for Me


    


    Heinrich Kleinbach was delivered on June 8, 1912 in Berlin, Germany. He was the son of Hugo R. and Hildagard, his two siblings were Hugo O. and Maria. His brother and sister were born three and two years ahead of Henry respectively. Hugo was a merchant and world traveler with roots in the southern German city of Heilbronn.


    Almost immediately after their third child was born, the Kleinbachs embarked on a new life immigrating to America, travelling first to Antwerp in Belgium where they boarded the “Kroonland” vessel. It must have been a concerning voyage for all because the Titanic had sunk in the North Atlantic Ocean just a few months earlier in April. Hildagard carried baby Heinrich when they arrived at Ellis Island outside of New York City on October 22, 1912. A brief hospital stay was ordered for the thirty year-old mother and her young son. They were soon released to travel to their final destination of Los Angeles.


    The family decided to Americanize Heinrich’s first name to Henry. It wasn’t until 1936 he changed his surname professionally to “Brandon,” a derivative of his mother’s maiden name, “Brandonburg.”


    With the aid of sponsors, the Kleinbachs made their way across the country and settled in Los Angeles. The 1914 City Directory census showed the family living at 2380 West 30th St. Mr. Kleinbach was gainfully employed as a bookkeeper for Guarantee & Trust Co. By the 1920 federal census, he had been promoted to auditor of the same company.


    Young Henry was enrolled in kindergarten early, at just four years old and the result was he was slightly older than the other children in his elementary school classes which caused some shyness and feelings of isolation. In a 1987 interview with Starlog Magazine, Henry remembered, “I had a wonderful Spanish teacher, a brilliant woman and she asked me to go out for the school plays, hoping she might bring me out of myself.” Henry did so and the seeds for a career were planted right there.


    The neighborhood where the Kleinbach’s lived was comprised of mostly sturdy working class workers with a network of dusty alleyways connecting the homes. The two brothers had to learn to fight; one time they were beaten up by a couple of kids who were stronger than them and scrapping became a common theme for Henry through the years.


    By 1923 the family moved to 746 Cavanaugh Road in the Township of Glendale, California, northeast of Los Angeles next to Burbank. It was just a few miles away from the high school of choice for their children; Benjamin Franklin High School. According to the 1928 Franklin Almanac, Henry was a member of the Senior Glee Club, Orpheus Club, Spanish Club, Stamp Club, Rooters’ Club, an usher, and a member of the track team.


    The most important acclaim in Henry’s high school achievements was his involvement in the Drama Club, building on his grade school play experiences. He starred in the role of Marriage of Nannette, a comic opera performed in three acts. The cheers, the adrenalin hike and accolades were intoxicating for him. This was the genesis of Henry’s future profession; the make-up, the scenery, the spotlights, the applause…a ham was born.


    Back at home, Hugo Sr. had secured an important position as vice-president for the same title insurance company he had been working for. He had climbed the ladder of success and business was booming by June of 1928. Mr. Kleinbach knew he had a prodigy for a son; he wanted Henry to get the best college education money could buy.


    For a talented young man like Henry, there were many institutions of higher learning at his beckoning. The prestigious private college, Stanford University “The Harvard of the West” was his first choice and he was accepted there in June 1928. Henry’s college major was political science[1], and it is with conjecture that businessman Mr. Kleinbach wanted his son to pursue a career in law after graduate school. Henry was a natural in academics while also participating in the drama department. San Francisco, the cultural center of California was only 35 miles to the north.


    Henry grew up fluent in the German language and his parents instilled in him a European appreciation of the arts. Listening to classical music, reading Shakespeare and attending professional entertainment became a consuming passion for him. Combined with his stimulating and challenging classes, Henry became not only a cultured young man but socially adept in all situations.


    The Alpha Sigma Phi Fraternity, off site from the campus, welcomed Henry as a freshman pledge. This was a very prestigious development. Henry participated in each annual photo session and was labeled as part of the future “Class of 1932.”


    Henry had an interest in old cars and helped fix them mechanically. One photo in the 1929 Stanford yearbook shows him with three of his mates. A popular hangout for the college crowd was Dinah’s Shack in Palo Alto where they featured a full chicken dinner with all the trimmings for Sunday diners for 25 cents. Evening meals were tastefully accompanied by a professional harpist.


    For a college hi-jinx, Henry later recalled he was driven to the nearby city of San Jose where he willingly lost his virginity at the “red light district.” The enticing but abrupt words from his lady of the evening; “well…hop on” never left his memory.[2]


    Henry enjoyed a solid year at the university and was beginning his sophomore year in 1929 when the stock market collapsed in October. This had a huge impact especially on Stanford students. Luckily, Henry had the full dedication of his family to continue his burgeoning education. It also helped that Mr. Kleinbach was vice-president of a trust company during this crisis. What creditors could not pay were absorbed by the banks and later resold to the highest bidder. Henry stayed in school to complete his sophomore year of 1930.


    The school thinned out a bit as some students had to go home to help with the family business or seek their own living, it looked like Henry was going to make the family proud and complete his education.


    Henry was now a junior on campus by the time the 1931 classes commenced. On May 7, 1931 the San Francisco Chronicle wrote up a play announcement:


    


    Stanford Group will do Dance of Death. Henry Kleinbach was an esteemed part of the Germanic department of Stanford University that presented Dance of Death completely in German. Dr. Kurt F. Reinhardt, associate professor of the Germanic language, directed the play at the Little Theatre on campus.


    


    Henry continued his stage work at the Stanford Theatre in a well-known farce: The Inspector General performed on July 13, 1931. Henry Kleinbach was mentioned only by name in a small write-up in the San Francisco Chronicle. The reviewer pointed out that the play had been “popular in Slavic, Scandinavian and Germanic lands for nearly a century.”[3]


    Then on the very day the Chronicle review was published, an earth shattering event occurred that affected Henry for the rest of his life. A local newspaper broke the news: “Girl Killed in Palo Alto Crash.”


    


    Betty Hartsuk, 17, was killed last night on the highway a mile south of Palo Alto when the car in which she was riding overturned and pinned her beneath it following a collision with another car.[4]


    


    Betty was a Palo Alto high school graduate. Also in the car were Betty’s sister Mildred, Henry and a fellow Stanford student, Kenneth A. White, who hailed from Glendale. The Oakland newspaper elaborated that Mildred and Henry Kleinbach suffered no injuries.


    In the days before seat belts, even a minor automobile collision could be serious. The car was travelling on the California State Highway 101 (referred to as the El Camino Real) so speed could have been a factor. If the car over-turned it is likely the rest of the occupants were thrown out.


    It is not clear from newspaper reports who was driving the car; Betty was listed as a passenger. There were no accounts on the cause of the accident or if the unnamed driver was impaired.


    At the very least, Henry was severely impacted in this life-changing tragedy. He had to quit school and return to live with his parents in Glendale. These were the darkest days of the Depression and money was reprioritized in the Kleinbach clan.


    When Henry returned to Southern California, there were many advantages for the fledging thespian. His circle of theatre friends embraced his company & stage experience and there were stock acting opportunities at the local theatres. One of the most prestigious was the Pasadena Playhouse.


    This jewel of a theatre— well on its way to becoming a local and then national institution was built in the Spanish Colonial Revival style and was located at 39 South El Molino, one city over from the family’s Glendale base. The 686 seating capacity served the community well and drew many famous playwrights since its opening in 1925. Henry no doubt saw many plays there during his high school years, further cementing his desires to act on stage and fueling an internal debate between heart and mind. Making things more complicated, Henry revealed in an interview that, “my father was violently opposed to my acting.”[5]


    Henry rapidly realized his goal when he became part of the ensemble of supporting character actors at the Pasadena Playhouse. For the record, Henry performed in the popular stage play Berkeley Square from January 7-14, 1932.


    The fantasy play had a time-travel theme and told the story of an Englishman who was transported back to London after the American Revolution to meet his own ancestors— a kind-of “Back to the Future” without the DeLorean or the Flux Capacitor. The actual “Berkeley Square” is a town square in Mayfair in the West End of London, in the City of Westminster. It was originally laid out in the mid-18th century.


    Henry next appeared at the Pasadena Playhouse for the stage production of Peter Gynt, from July 26 to August 6, 1932. He had a part in this play about a Norwegian farm lad who wasted his time in a life based on avoidance of commitments. His day dreaming, boasting and brawling led him to many misadventures until he took stock of himself.


    The young actor was well accepted by the players of the Pasadena Playhouse and he was making a name for himself, if not in the public eye, then amongst his peers. There was a little start up group of actors who fancied performing a melodrama at the Theatre Mart in Los Angeles. The play was called The Drunkard and it proved to be a cornerstone of Henry’s career.


    The Theatre Mart was a unique building for the arts created in 1925 and located at 605 North Juanita (one block east of Vermont one block south of Melrose). It was made up of a society of thespians dedicated to performing in the style of old English Musical Halls, but definitely not brash American vaudeville.


    A call went out to a couple of producers from the Monterey peninsula up north; Preston Shobe and Galt Bell, who were staging plays at the Forest Theatre in Carmel. They were summoned to set up shop at the Theatre Mart.


    A choice had to be made about what to produce; it had to be something that would draw an audience of course. Purchasing or renting a published script would be cost prohibitive, so a decision, a grand artistic and economic decision was made to dust off an original play produced by the one and only P.T. Barnum back in 1843. It was called, The Drunkard, and fortunately the play was never published and thus there was no rental fee.


    Whether Barnum was the alleged originator of the catch-phrase “there’s a sucker born every minute” is true or not, one thing was solid, he was a great showman who knew how to keep an audience’s attention.


    Could the creaky old play still be a draw? This melodrama featured a temperance theme where the characters were well defined as “good” or “bad.” There was a young male character that had high moral virtues but was tempted by demon alcohol, the very scourge of youth. The virginal female lead was a standard cliché even then, but one that could be played for fun in this interactive, wildly theatrical setting. The audience participated in cheering when goodness prevailed, and the crowd relished booing the despicable villain character, Squire Cribbs.


    With Bell directing, the cast was handpicked; Ruth Marion was the pure-of-heart heroine “Mary,” and Samuel Ethridge took the “Edward Middleton” title role of the young man afflicted by liquor addiction. One of the troopers was Henry Kleinbach and he was ideal for the part of the play’s scoundrel, the unscrupulous lawyer who tried to trick the drunkard of his money and property.


    The show was built around the tall and lean Kleinbach, with his booming diction and confident manner, who quickly came to realize that Cribbs was the plum part of the whole drama. To transform his scalawag character; he would don make-up that included long, thick burnsides and highlighted eyebrows; an Edwardian top-hat; a frock coat and pristine white gloves. With this costume, Henry transcended himself to an old man character easily.


    To help with the illusion, Henry performed in a crooked bent back position and his unsteady gait was aided by a thick cane. He also used this walking stick to gesture at certain words and also to tap the tall bottle of alcohol on the bar, beckoning the poor drunkard to drink. “It’s very good whiskey,” he would say. Somewhat surprising is Henry did not resort to the cliché of wearing a false handlebar mustache. Without the hindrance, Henry could better display animated facial expressions and indulge in his theatrically rich, commanding acting style.


    The grand opening for The Drunkard was July 6, 1933. The theater’s 330 seats were packed at one dollar each. The walls were decorated with posters from the Barnum era, buffet food was devoured, beer overflowed onto the peanut shelled floor, and the air was thick with the tang of merriment. The actors who had been rehearsing for weeks were slightly on edge with anticipation. Would their opening night audience embrace the over-the-top theatrics and join in the fun or merely sit there, unmoved and silent? Finally, the curtains were pulled exposing a brightly colored backdrop that announced the title:


    


    The Drunkard; or, The Fallen Saved


    (A Moral & Domestic Drama in Five Acts)


    


    Tongue-in-cheek humor, mugging and heckling from the audience was the norm— and encouraged. The innocent heroine elicited sighs, the valiant hero produced cheers and the heartless, dastardly villain provoked boos and hisses. The piano player was part of the experience off-stage, emphasizing each movement with the proper lightness on the keys or emphatic, dramatic pounding.


    The audience was just as much part of the show as were the actors. Henry sharpened his skills by rolling with the heckling from the crowd. The cast was rehearsed to act in a straight forward manner in order to stay true to the play. Anything burlesqued would hinder the actors, and let’s face it, the play was corny enough. That is not to say that when someone got off a good taunt, an ad-lib from Henry would further engage the audience.


    A memorable ad-lib from the audience came from the one, the only Groucho Marx one night. It was during the tenement scene when poor Ruth Marion, widowed by her drunken husband had just tucked her “chee-ild” in for the night. Suddenly there was a loud knock at the door, as Cribbs sought entrance— simulating the “knock” with a bent, thick oak walking stick. Miss Marion’s line was, “I wonder who that can be?” Groucho piped: “A man with a wooden leg.”[6] It brought the house down.”


    The ending, of course, featured a victory over the devil’s villainy and the triumph of temperance: the abstinence of alcohol. This was heavily applauded, in mock appreciation by the crowd. Good was triumphant! Love conquered all! And the villain— that scene-stealing, scenery-chewing villain— was vanquished!


    The olio segment followed the play and everyone in the cast (breaking character) participated in song. The audience boisterously and more often drunkenly sang along with songs from the Gilded Age such as: “In the Good Old Summertime, There’s a Tavern in the Town, Down by the Old Mill Stream and The Curse of an Aching Heart.”


    The Drunkard was an immediate success and perfect for the Depression Era. Reminiscing about the achievements of the play many years later, Henry pointed out that one of the main reasons was because they were one of the first theatres to serve beer. In an interview with Producer Galt Bell, he explained:


    


    It was and is very much in key with the spirit of the day, the return to favor of bicycles, the good old days of cheer.” He also said, “The show would not be anything without beer— it is served free along with pretzels, sandwiches and coffee.[7]


    


    Despite the Volstead Act that was constitutionally in place since 1919, Los Angeles was a very “wet” town especially as sentiments against the prohibition of liquor were openly challenged. The fact that most of the crowd was pleasantly sloshed made it even more fun to cheer for the temperance theme of the play. It was a big joke cheering on the morals of sobriety while imbibing freely.


    The Theatre Mart was considered a social club and attracted people in show business every night. Henry recalled that Cecil B. DeMille came and was spotted by the actors behind the curtain. In a later interview, Henry revealed, “It became a running joke, ‘Hey, Cecil B. DeMille is in the audience.’”


    Other notables who came were Boris Karloff, John McCormack, Billie Burke, Mary Pickford, John Barrymore and even W.C. Fields[8] who allegedly frequented the show some 30 times.[9] Fields would bring a bottle of whiskey with him to the show for his friend Jeffery Williams who was also in the play. The bottle was left on a table that said, “Take liberally-Dr. Fields D.T.”[10]


    Director Bell said in an interview:


    


    One reason for ‘The Drunkards’ popularity is it affords a place for movie celebrities to relax. They come regularly, join in the singing and sometimes even take part in the entertainment. One notable evening Will Rogers and Fred Stone went up on the little stage after the drama’s final curtain and reenacted skits, songs and dances they had made famous years ago.[11]


    


    The Drunkard was a Los Angeles smash, but no one expected it to remain so after the first few weeks. A show business phenomenon, the crowd wouldn’t let them change the bill. No one could possibly anticipate the show’s triumph; it ran consecutively every evening for nearly three decades, until October 17, 1959. After 9,477 performances it finally closed.


    Henry Kleinbach tasted the fruit of his notoriety and stayed with the troupe for the first 30 months; however Hollywood was scouting out this young talent and would soon call on him.


    


    Actor Prizes Villain Role in “Drunkard”


    


    Henry Kleinbach, member of the cast, is beginning to believe it pays to be bad. As Squire Cribbs, villain extraordinaire, in the old Barnum tear-ringer, Kleinbach is the scoundrel who holds the mortgage on the old homestead, etc. But he’s receiving more fan mail and attention than any other male in the cast. Most of his fans are of the feminine sex, too. The actor refuses point blank to give up the part to anyone else.[12]


    


    The Los Angeles Times reported Henry “continues to live up to his title of ‘Schnitzelbank expert’ by leading the audience in the singing of this favorite old song.”[13] As of July 23rd Henry had been performing in “The Drunkard” for fifty-six weeks. His photo, an image as Lawyer Cribbs made the paper.


    


    As Henry Brandon quickly learned, the villain’s machinations are what drove the plot and gave audiences someone to root against. Playing the “bad guy” was, frankly, more fun than being the hero and a good actor could really sink his chops into such roles, adding flavor and theatrics to make a truly memorable desperado. The ‘larger-than-life’ the villain, the more the public remembered and reviled the part. An emotional chord was struck as young Kleinbach came to realize that a career could be carved out with such skills in his acting bag of tricks.


    


    What follows are the five acts and olio that comprised The Drunkard as performed in the Theatre Mart by Henry Brandon and his fellow thespians throughout the 1930’s:


    


    The Drunkard


    Time— 1843 Place— New York State


    


    ACT I


    


    Scene 1. Interior of rural cottage— “Go forth, my dear, as a dove from the ark of old.”


    Scene 2. A lonely road in a wood— “I fear this is the gentleman I seek.”


    Scene 3. Same— “She knows too much for my happiness.”


    Scene 4. The cottage— “Hail, Happy Pair!”


    


    ACT II


    


    Scene 1. The Barroom, Drunk, fighting. Shame! Agony!”


    Scene 2. The Wood— “He is lost!”


    Scene 3. The Cottage— “Oh, what a question for a doting wife.”


    


    ACT III


    


    Scene 1. BROADWAY!!! “Take back your base brief.”


    Scene 2. Wretched garret in New York— “Help! Mercy!”


    


    ACT IV


    


    Scene 1. A miserable shed


    Scene 2. The Wood— “A villain. I have lived— a villain let me die!”


    


    ACT V


    


    Scene 1. The Cottage— “Where is my redeemed one?”


    Scene 2. Same— “Home sweet Home.”
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    Chapter Three


    Three Iconic Roles— Babes in Toyland


    


    As we reflect back on the long motion picture career of Henry Brandon, one thing becomes immediately apparent. Of all the wildly varied parts he portrayed on screen, three of these roles stand apart from the rest as iconic Brandon— as career-defining moments, as pop culture touchstones— which makes them quite worthy of intense examination in this and the two following stand-alone chapters.


    Brandon was never one of those celebrated silver screen character actors, the ones who got nominated for Best Supporting Actor Academy Awards, the Claude Rains or Thomas Mitchell or George Sanders types. He was a working man’s character actor, a B-Picture performer better categorized as one of the ‘bad guys’ along with fine players like Lionel Atwill, Henry Daniell and George Zucco. Atwill, Daniell and Zucco built entire careers playing and replaying the same basic persona— which doesn’t detract from their skills, they were all consummate actors who were very good at their jobs. But unlike his contemporary screen scoundrels, Henry Brandon’s strength— or one of them— lay in his versatility.


    If you read through many of the classic movie blogs on the internet these days and come across posts about Henry Brandon, one commonality is shock and surprise to learn that the same man who portrayed Silas Barnaby in Babes in Toyland is the same actor who was Chief Scar in The Searchers. Henry’s talents crossed over nationality, ethnicity and skin color. Aided by the skills of costumers, hair dressers and make-up professionals, he was able to lose himself in a wide variety of characters— lead criminals and henchmen, murderers and victims, good guys and bad guys, heroes and villains, starring roles and bit parts— and rising above these hundred or so movie characters, like sweet cream to the surface, are three iconic roles.


    Most actors are lucky to land one iconic role, much less three of them. It will become apparent that Henry’s greatest strength— the acting chops that define this versatility— is also his greatest weakness, the very thing that prevented him from becoming a movie star. None other than the Duke himself, John Wayne, crystalizes the problem in an offhand comment during the filming of The Searchers, as we will soon see.


    Coming at the very beginning and the mid-point of his film and television careers are these three quintessential Brandon performances. Silas Barnaby in Babes in Toyland, Doctor Fu Manchu in The Drums of Fu Manchu and Scar in The Searchers are Henry Brandon’s ultimate screen moments, the three roles spanning from 1934 to 1955, all defining and redefining who he was and who he continues to be.


    


    Babes in Toyland


    It was one of those glorious evenings at the Theatre Mart prior to a performance of The Drunkard, when someone peaked out from behind the set and alerted the other actors; “Hal Roach is in the audience.” It might have seemed like just another movie producer in attendance, but it wasn’t.


    Everyone knew of Hal Roach it seemed, he was the ruler of a film comedy empire. He had dethroned Mack Sennett as the new King of Comedy with his stable of stars: Stan Laurel & Oliver Hardy, Charley Chase, Thelma Todd & Patsy Kelly, the Our Gang kids, and scores of unique and talented stock players including Billy Gilbert, James Finlayson, and Billy Bletcher. Roach had previously furthered the careers of Harold Lloyd, Will Rogers, Max Davidson, Edgar Kennedy, Harry Langdon and ZaSu Pitts.


    What no one could have possibly known that night was that Roach was scouting for his new feature production for Laurel and Hardy. The film was Babes in Toyland and for comedy contrast; Roach was on the lookout for a comic heavy to play the villain.


    Hal Roach had bought the rights to film Babes in Toyland, an original operetta that was showcased on Broadway in 1903. Many revivals since that time kept the play vivid in the consciousness of the many who saw the stage production. In 1915 there was even an exhibit at the San Francisco/Panama Exhibition that featured the Mother Goose characters and wooden soldiers so evident in the play. It was called, Babes in Toyland Grows Up.


    It was thought that bringing this nostalgic showcase to celluloid with the original music would be a knock-out, especially with Laurel and Hardy in starring roles. Bringing Babes to film would pose many logistical hurdles to overcome. The original play featured the characters of “Alan” and “Jane” in the hands of their miserly “Uncle Barnaby,” who is desirous of securing their fortune. “The children run away and have adventures in the sea, through the “Kingdom of Spiders,” and find themselves in “Toyland— little girl and boy land.” As the lyrics go: “While you dwell within it, you are ever happy then.”


    Roach wrote a rudimentary script and envisioned all of his actors participating. He penciled in Stan Laurel as “Simple Simon” and Oliver Hardy as the “Pie Man.” Mother Goose characters would abound and the Our Gang kids would augment the footage. Charley Chase could sing at least one of the songs made so popular, and even Thelma Todd and Patsy Kelly were announced for the cast.[1] Despite the talent in house, Roach recognized he would have to hire additional professional actors.


    One of the first decisions was to scrap the characters of Alan and Jane for new characters. It was all the better to eliminate the stagey three acts as originally performed. Also nixed were “Uncle Barnaby’s” two henchmen: Gonzorgo and Roderigo. Instead, Barnaby would be in league with an insidious army of dark-haired bogeymen.


    Production started at the Roach Studios as early as January 1934, but it was mostly prep work. There remained many delays before a consensus on a script and directors were decided. The number one consideration for the Barnaby part was Roach’s decision alone; it was his studio after all.


    Roach no doubt considered every character actor in Hollywood for the plum role of Barnaby. It is undocumented exactly when Roach decided to take in the show at the Theatre Mart to watch The Drunkard. What is clear is Roach was bowled over by the performance of Henry Kleinbach in his Lawyer Cribbs role. This is that Roach wanted for his Barnaby part; an over-the-top melodramatic villain.


    Henry elaborated:


    


    Mr. Roach came to see the show on a Saturday, and Monday I was in his office. I walked in and he said, “You’re not the old son of a bitch I saw on the stage!” and I said, “Yes I am.” He was fooled by my makeup. He said, “My God, I don’t know what we’re going to do with you.” He hired four makeup men. They weren’t as advanced as they are today. He finally found a wonderful old guy, an Irishman named Jim Collins who was head of makeup at Paramount for years. Jim used all sorts of wonderful things he used when he worked with Lon Chaney.[2]


    


    Henry was outfitted with spectacles and a “chin piece” complete with goat whiskers and a wig that looked like a mane. It won Henry the job. According to payroll records of the Hal Roach Studios, Henry’s first week of work was on August 7th, 1934. He was paid $200.00 that first week of pay.


    


    The first day on the set I was very much in awe of Laurel & Hardy. We had a five or six page scene to shoot. Mr. Laurel had what we now call “go-fers,” four or five of them. They were old vaudevillian friends of his whom he had coaxed Mr. Roach into hiring. I guess a lot of actors who have to get buoyed up for a scene, some of them use pills, some booze, Laurel used his “go-fers.”[3] They would tell jokes, he would tell jokes, they would die laughing no matter what he said, and by the time he got in front of the camera he was up here (gesturing over his head), in the air. So after about half an hour of this, I thought, my God, picture making is easy, you just sit around and tell jokes! Then Stan said, “Well, let’s think about his scene.” He had the script and he said, “Look Babe, I’ll do this, and then let’s cut this line. Henry, when he does that, why, you do this and so on.


    


    So I very stupidly said, “Aren’t we going to rehearse?” And Stan replied, “Do you want to spoil it?” In later years Henry would delight his audiences by repeating that story. He would also elaborate how beautiful the sets were and how richly the structures were crafted and painted.


    It really was a huge undertaking by the “Lot of Fun.” The set was enormous, 250 feet by 500 feet. It contained a faux “schoolhouse built of books, pencils and ink bottles; a picket fence of candy canes, Noah’s Ark and a police station.”[4] Henry often remarked to his fans in the 1980’s that “Babes should have been shot in color.”


    While filming was done during the day, Henry continued his regular duties performing at the Theatre Mart. Tension was mounting between Roach and Laurel and it started when Roach presented his script before production; Laurel mocked his boss. Then when Roach assigned Raymond McCarey, a distinguished comedy director to the helm with a fresh script, dissention broke out.


    Henry of course was given the script and recalled, “It was beautiful, a fairytale.” He described the politics that were going on during production:


    


    I got to the studio early on as they were preparing and met the man who was to direct the picture. He was a young man; he couldn’t have been more than thirty. His name was Ray McCarey. He was Leo McCarey’s younger brother. We got to talking and comparing notes; what we thought about the part and it was wonderful because you don’t get those chances very often in Pictures.


    We developed a wonderful relationship. He said, “Look, they don’t really have a designer here, I’m just wondering what sort of costume you might have.” I said, “I have a friend at the Pasadena Playhouse where I got most of my training, Corliss McGee. Do you want me to ask him to make some sketches?” He said, “Would you do that?” And Corliss made some wonderful sketches which were what I ended up with. The elongated hat, long shoes with the large buckles, the jabot, the long coat, everything. He didn’t get a nickel for that, he did it out of friendship, but we were on that basis. I hadn’t been there for about a week, when I knocked on Ray’s door. They said he was “no longer” on the picture. I was shocked.[5]


    


    McCarey took Henry into his confidence, after the fact, on what happened that fateful day; while McCarey was in Roach’s office, he explained to Henry, “Mr. Roach was sitting with his head in his hands, and Stan was there. I was explaining how he wanted to play a certain scene. ”Apparently McCarey “accidently” struck Charlie Rogers in the face and in McCarey’s own words; “sent him ass over tea kettles.”


    The result was, Roach told McCarey he would have to “divide the picture with Rogers and Gus Meins.” McCarey promptly quit. Rogers wound up directing Laurel and Hardy while Meins directed all the other scenes.


    Henry described Rogers as “one of Stan’s ‘go-fers.” Even with Stan’s choice of directors in place, there was still friction between him and Roach. Henry said the two would battle it out in the office, but never on the set. Then on August 14, 1934 Stan hurt his leg running in on a scene, according to Randy Skretvedt’s definitive tome: “Laurel and Hardy the Magic Behind the Movies,” that moment was described in detail:


    


    Stan was shooting a scene with Babe and Henry Brandon. He was supposed to run in as the scene began. As Rogers yelled, “Action,” Stan tripped and fell from a raised platform, and tore some ligaments in his right leg He was rushed to Culver City Emergency Hospital, where his leg was put in a cast.


    


    Stan needed time off to recover so the crew shot around him. On August 18, 1934 production temporarily stopped. Amazingly, Henry was still performing in The Drunkard during the evenings and thought he would be able to catch up on his sleep.[6]


    One of Henry’s favorite stories to tell before an appreciative audience was the night he was arrested. He fully elaborated about his arrest on a broadcast of Talk of the Town show on Simmons Cable in Long Beach:


    


    Stan had an accident on the set. They called it “an act of God.” Hal Roach sent us all home without salary for at least a week.[7] I went out to celebrate and ended up at a bar on Hollywood Boulevard called The Brass Rail with a couple of my buddies from The Drunkard. We weren’t feeling any pain so we went over to try and pick up a couple of girls. The waiters told us to go back to our seats and it got worse and worse. Finally, the manager/bouncer from The Drunkard (George Ratterman) picked up a waiter and slugged him. Then Larry Grenier held the waiter while George punched him a few times, then I waded in. Finally, I hit one waiter and he threw a sugar bowl at me, which hit me right on the nose and broke it. Then the cops came and hauled us off to the hoosegow. We made headlines!


    


    Henry retold this story to a banquet crowd of the Midnight Patrol Tent[8] some 53 years later. He said the fight was on and the cops were called, then Henry paused for dramatic timing and said, “I hate the fuzz.” Apparently the nice policeman used his sap stick to break up the fight and hauled everyone off. Henry explained when filming continued, his nose was in a completely different position.


    The Los Angeles Times had a slightly different account of the events: PLAY VILLAIN ARRESTED— Henry Kleinbach of The Drunkard Fame Seized with Three Others in Street Fight:


    


    For fifty-nine weeks that stirring melodrama, The Drunkard, has played before capacity audiences in the little auditorium of the Theatre Mart, and for fifty-nine weeks the audiences roundly hissed the villain, who in real life is Henry Kleinbach, 22 years of age of 746 Cavanaugh Road.


    Maybe this constant hissing finally got the better of Kleinbach, or maybe he was rehearsing a part for a new play, or maybe he wasn’t doing anything at all, but in any event he and three others were arrested yesterday on charges of drunkenness following a battle which police reported started in a restaurant at 6321 Hollywood Boulevard and ended in the street in front of the place.


    Those said to have been in the fight with Kleinbach are George Ratterman, a theater manager, Bert Morris, actor, and Lawrence Grenier, actor. They pled not guilty in which their trial was set for next Thursday. The four were arrested by Officer Bates who said he found them with their clothing torn to shreds, but still battling vigorously. Unable to quiet them alone, Bates called for assistance and an employee of the café aided him.[9]


    


    On August 23, 1934 Henry and Bert Morris were acquitted of charges of being drunk in public. Two of the other arrestees did not appear in court and a bench warrant was issued to them.


    The morning that Brandon returned to the studio, everybody came out of their offices and cheered him. Everyone, that is, except Hal Roach, who walked up and said, “Not funny. No more barroom brawls.”[10]


    Since production still hadn’t started up for Babes, Henry went right back to work acting at night. An article from The Los Angeles Times August 19, 1934:


    


    Kleinbach Gives His Formula for Not Going Stale


    


    A friend asked Henry Kleinbach, while he was preparing to go on as the villain in The Drunkard, “How do you keep from going stale in the part of Squire Cribbs?”


    “Well,” said Kleinbach who has essayed the role over 400 consecutive times, “as for going stale on a part from a long tenure, I have a formula for that. When the part seems to become ridiculous, as nearly any part is apt to do after you’ve played it for months, I am aware before I go on stage, that this audience has never seen this before. If one can remember that what he is doing is new to his audience, it doesn’t seem too hopelessly stale to him.”


    


    As Henry’s Barnaby character once said to Alfalfa in Our Gang Follies of 1938, “Let me open the door of fame for you.” It seems that the metaphor could also describe Henry’s ascent in the business at a young age. Adulation, notoriety, and receiving plum roles certainly impressed his father. Henry’s dad who was so opposed to his son’s acting “made a complete about face once he saw the checks coming in.”[11] Henry remarked that his father was “all for his career” afterwards.


    When filming resumed on “Babes,” the cameras were capturing some of the most magical scenes ever materialized. There was Old Barnaby slinking around like a weasel to Laurel’s Stannie Dum[b] and Hardy’s Ollie Dee”[12]


    Henry utilized all his melodramatic physical bag of tricks. There were frequent close-ups of his cunning, sadistic face. None so vivid as the first framed image of him in the storybook beginning introducing his character. Barnaby even received his own identifying sinister theme music when he entered a scene.


    The movie took place in the mythical Toyland, where all the Mother Goose characters came to life. Laurel and Hardy fit perfectly in this fairytale setting, the innocence of their well-defined character’s splendidly co-exist in this never land.


    Barnaby held the deed to the old brown shoe and imposed himself to the old woman who lived in it. Under the guise to “show his deep respect” to her daughter (Little Bo-Peep), Barnaby demands his money. Mrs. Peep could not come up with her mortgage payment on time, so naturally Barnaby offers his slimy self to marry Bo Peep “as a compromise.”


    Sixty-eight year old Barnaby is infatuated with Bo-peep. He explains when he comes across her tending her sheep. “Good morning my pretty little buttercup; I bring you a bouquet, a fragrant token of my deep devotion.”


    As Bo-Peep diplomatically excuses herself, Barnaby blocks her way with his cane. “Nay,” he protested. “I have long admired you…gazed with wonder at your sweet and maidenly virtue…marveled at your tender loveliness. In short, I’m asking you to become my wife.” He coaxes her by putting his hand on her shoulder. “I’m a very rich man, my dear…think carefully child, lest I resort to other means and that would be an ugly way to win a pretty wife.”


    Bo Peep boldly spits out the cutting words: “I wouldn’t marry you if you were young, which you can’t be…if you were honest, which you never were…and if you were about to die tomorrow, which is too much to hope for!”


    The die is cast in this dramatic plot development. Mother Peep confides in her two roomers, Stannie and Ollie who sincerely offer to come up with the money, but don’t. While leaving late for work at the toy factory, they run into Barnaby while Stan demonstrates his dexterity with the “pee wee game.” We see the first interaction with Barnaby and the boys in this scene. As his hat is knocked off as a result of an errant batted pee wee, the old man menacingly approaches the two innocents.


    Barnaby retaliates by emphatically breaking Stannie’s stick over his knee. Then, in an extraordinary close-up, we see the dirt under-the-nails of his fingers taking hold of Ollie’s toothbrush mustache. He yanks some of the hairs off and sprinkles them to the ground. We hear Ollie’s patented cry of pain as Barnaby hobbles off. “A crooked man with a crooked walk, crooked through and through.”


    Stan and Ollie’s feeble attempts at borrowing money from the Toymaker not only fail; their bumbling destroys part of the workshop, upending Santa Claus into a drum. Santa is not amused when he was checking the progress of his “order of 600 one-foot high toy soldiers.” Stannie got the order all wrong and created 100 six-foot high soldiers, they are instantly dismissed by the furious Toymaker. Because of this setback, the boys reluctantly drag their feet back to the giant shoe trying to get their courage to break the bad news to the Widow Peep.


    Meanwhile, that skinflint Barnaby is expecting his funds and enters the really big shoe. He is scolded by the old woman, “Mr. Barnaby, when you enter my house, I’ll trouble you to knock.” Not discouraged, Barnaby says, “Your house, my dear lady? Did you say your house? Not until this little debt has been paid.”


    Little Bo Peep speaks up, “Momsy what does this mean?” An angry Barnaby replies, “It means my dear, that unless this mortgage is paid, you will all be thrown out into the streets. Of course we could compromise.”


    Barnaby incongruously offers himself again to Bo-Peep, this time addressing her mother. “Should your daughter reconsider my generous offer to become my wife, we could forget this little matter, and it could be her wedding present.”


    As we see Stannie and Ollie approach the home, she announces to Barnaby that he can “make out the receipt,” only the boys can’t deliver. As the lecherous old man announces that he will be foreclosing on the home, Stan pantomimes to Ollie to grab the mortgage papers from Barnaby’s exposed pocket. We hear a loud snap and an Ollie howl of pain (the papers serve as the bait to a large rat trap device). Barnaby addresses Ollie with his infamous line: “Big bait catches big rat.”


    The next entanglement with the three main subjects is almost inconceivable, but perfect in the world of Laurel and Hardy. The big idea is similar in principle to the “Trojan Horse” strategy; gaining entry inside of Barnaby’s dwelling for nefarious purposes. Stannie dons a mask and personally delivers a giant box tied ribbon to Barnaby’s front door. The guise is to allow Ollie, who is inside the oversized box, to enter the house and steal the mortgage. Simple.


    Barnaby is at once perturbed and asks, “Who is it at this time of the night?” Stan wins his trust by offering an early Christmas present and beckons him to open the door. The suspicious Barnaby asks, “Christmas present in the middle of July?” Stannie unprepared for this question seemingly ad-libs, “We always do our Christmas shopping early. It’s from me and Ollie” (Pantomimes pointing inside the box).


    Not suspicious, Barnaby opens the door to his lair and the box is delivered with a note: “Merry Christmas To: Mr. Barnaby From: Ollie Dee and Stannie Dum.” Barnaby sincerely remarks, “Well, that’s very nice of you.” The ruse is soon discovered, exposing the embarrassed occupant. As Barnaby smiles sadistically, Ollie self- consciously gives us his patented “camera stare” and finger fiddles with the boarders of the box. Fade out.


    For all their efforts, in the next scene we see Stannie and Ollie in the stockade. The King issued a Royal Proclamation whereas the two were found “guilty of burglary!” They are sentenced to be “dunked and exiled to Bogeyland forever.” Bogeyland is the never-to-be-talked-about place in a child’s mind and as we learn, it is Barnaby’s personal domain as “King of the Bogeymen.”


    Meanwhile back at the ducking pond, the whole of Toyland is witnessing the miscarriage of justice that is Ollie Dee being dunked in the pond. His pathetic cries and near drowning moves Bo Peep greatly. She resigns herself to approach the poolside where the evil Barnaby is laughing with sadistic pleasure over Ollie’s fate. Even Ol’ King Cole laughs boisterously with his oversized stomach.[13]


    Amidst the commotion of Ollie drowning and Stan crying, she addresses the old man. “All right, Mr. Barnaby— I consent.” That kicks the scoundrel into action. He says, “With your Majesty’s permission— I wish to withdraw my charges.” King Cole responds with an enthusiastic, “Withdrawn they shall be.”


    Barnaby strikes while the iron is hot and a revolting, dramatic development ensues. “Friends of Toyland— I want you all to meet…the future Mrs. Barnaby!” The charges are dismissed for Stannie and Ollie and they are free to go. Barnaby approaches them to offer: “From now on— you and I are going to be very close friends.” Not if Laurel and Hardy have anything to do with it.


    The scene changes to Barnaby’s house, he tells his small servant to “run over and tell the bride that all is ready and her lover is waiting.” This puts forth the vulgar “Wedding of Barnaby to Bo Peep” in motion. Best man Ollie escorts the shy bride hiding beneath her veil in the proper place. Her dejected boyfriend, Tom-Tom watches through the window as are most of the townspeople. Barnaby senses his forth coming moment and beckons the minister, “come, come, Judge— let’s waste no time.”


    As the minister recites the vows, a resigned female voice under the veil repeats the vows. With every step, Barnaby smiles with glee at the prospect of his conquest. He slips the ring on the bride’s finger. The minister announces that they are now “Man and Wife.” The bride is overcome with her crying.


    Barnaby starts to lift the veil and announces, “And now, to kiss the bride.” Ollie objects, “Haven’t you forgotten something?” Barnaby, in an overly gracious moment remembers. “Oh, yes, the mortgage: my wedding present.”


    Ollie surveys the legal document, determines its authenticity and promptly tears it in half. With that, Ollie pulls back the bride’s veil and announces: “Now, you may kiss the bride.” It was Stannie all along in that dress. Barnaby recoils in shocked outrage; his face tells it all.


    Barnaby belts out: “What is the meaning of this?” Ollie with a slight revenge factor, repeats what Barnaby said to him earlier: “Big bait catches big rat.” As Barnaby stomps out the door, he promises: “The King shall hear of this!”


    All of Toyland celebrates; there is Victor Herbert music, dancing, and we see most of the Mother Goose characters come out. It’s truly a wonderful moment for all and the film conceivably could have ended at this point, but Barnaby has plans for revenge.


    As the camera fades in we see Barnaby’s reflection in the mirror. He is outraged: “Tricked, cheated, laughed at in the streets. The fools, so they think they can out-whit Barnaby, eh? Ha! I’ll show them. There must be a way.”


    At that moment Barnaby’s manservant (who was mopping the floor), inadvertently hits Barnaby in the face with the swab. Barnaby kicks the servant to the floor and yells at him: “Idiot, dolt, imbecile, pig!” Then a devilish idea comes forth.


    The sinister Barnaby decides to pig-nap one of the three little pigs with an apple as bait. He explains his devious plan to his servant (to frame Tom-Tom with the evidence of the remnants) and asks, “Do you know the penalty for Pig-napping? Banishment to Bogeyland” He laughs diabolically at his cleverness.


    The next scenes are mostly in pantomime as Barnaby sets out to steal a pig. Set to the music of Walt Disney’s Three Little Pigs, we see the villain acting much like Disney’s “Big Bad Wolf.” As he unsuccessfully goes through the progress of each of their homes (even blowing one over) and getting bit, hit with a hammer and socked in the jaw in the process. Henry Brandon’s Barnaby character reacts to each futile attempt until he manages to bag the one named Little Elmer, and carries him home.


    Barnaby instructs his servant to take the “evidence” and place it inside of Tom-Tom’s house, explaining: “That will prove that he not only stole the pig, but that he also ground him into sausage. And now, Little Elmer…we shall see.”


    The plan works. Tom-Tom is arrested and according to the King’s Proclamation: “Has been found guilty of Pig napping, he will be immediately banished to Bogeyland by his Majesty, King Cole.” A somber Stannie reflects; “Poor Tom-Tom, I’m glad we didn’t have to go to Bogeyland.” Then he asks the “worldly” Ollie what it is.


    Ollie bravely explains to his curiousness friend, “Oh it’s a terrible place. Once you go there you never come back. When the Bogeymen get you, they eat you alive.” He describes them as “half-man and half animal, with great big ears and a great big mouth and hair all over their bodies.”


    As the soldiers prepare to take Bo-Peep’s love interest away, she defends this circumstantial evidence to the King. Barnaby interjects: “Why not let the law take its course, Your Majesty?”


    Stannie and Ollie “smell a rat” and that it’s Barnaby’s doing. They rescue Little Elmer from Barnaby’s house, but not in time to save Tom-Tom, as he has since been taken by raft- through an alligator-infested moat surrounding the village and thrown onto a riverbank.


    Bo-Peep continues to protest to the King until Barnaby chides her, “Wasting your affection on a common pig-napper.” Prompting Bo-Peep to say, “Tom-Tom is innocent and you know it, I hate you I hate you.”


    We then hear Ollie off camera yelling, “Just a minute.” He enters the scene and places the very alive pig on a stool. “Mister Majesty, We found little Elmer in Barnaby’s cellar.” As Barnaby runs away, the King announces “I’ll give fifty thousand guineas for the capture of that scoundrel, dead or alive.” The crowd gives chase but the scallywag slips through.


    The perky Bo-Peep uses the same raft the executioners used to transport her beau and arrives somewhere in Bogeyland. As she searches we see Barnaby go over the side of a water-well and disappear down below. Stannie and Ollie think they have trapped him and beckon him to come up, but to no avail. Barnaby had used a secret back entrance to escape into his own dark kingdom.


    As Tom-Tom and Bo Peep find each other, Barnaby catches up to them and engages in a fist fight with his rival. We hear Barnaby’s distinct scream as he falls over the edge to below. Losing the fight, he summons his Bogeymen to the charge by thumping a club against the cave wall. It works: hairy monsters jump down into the scene from all angles as he laughs triumphantly.


    As this is going on, Stannie and Ollie finally figure Barnaby is not going to be up from the well. With great trepidation they are able to reach the bottom and follow his footsteps into the dark cavernous caves of Bogeyland.


    The boys follow the screams to find all the principals, Ollie grabs Barnaby and announces, “Just a minute, Mr. Barnaby, you’re going back with us and...” His sentence is unfinished as the monsters surround them. Ollie screams, “Ohhhh, the Bogeymen,” as Stan lets out a hysterical, panicked cry.


    The innocents out run their pursuers to the bottom of the well and ascend the stepping rocks to safety. Barnaby sees this and with blood thirsty revenge says, “They’ve escaped me, but I’ll get them if I have to destroy the whole of Toyland.” He directs his army “To the rafts.”


    Back at Toyland the streets are filled with reveling citizens. All the characters give Stannie and Ollie a hero’s welcome for rescuing Tom-Tom and Bo-Peep. Being the only ones to ever return from Bogeyland, the King wants to hear the details and asks, “Did you catch Barnaby?” Ollie replies, “No sir. He was running so fast, we couldn’t catch him.” Stannie chimed in with, “He was scared to death, wasn’t he?”


    As this scene unfolds, the audience sees Barnaby on a raft filled with teams of Bogeymen. Barnaby has his arms crossed defiantly in a pose reminiscent of the famous painting of “Washington Crossing the Delaware.” They are heading to the Toyland gates.


    Ollie is still boasting about their exploits, describing what the Bogeymen look like. At that moment we see the hideous monsters come over the wall and overpower the gateman to enter Toyland. The townspeople see this, shriek and run to their homes for safety. Stannie and Ollie think it was their descriptions that scared everyone off, so they take turns beckoning them back. “Come back, there’s nothing to be scared of, you’re not scared now, they’re not half as bad as they look.”


    Just then we hear the distinctive Barnaby voice, “There they are!” The boys yell in fright as Barnaby commands his army to “Follow me.” As Bogeymen pour through the gates, the dramatic music intensifies.


    Barnaby knows what he wants; he goes straight for the old shoe where the object of his affection is hiding with her family and Tom-Tom. Simultaneously, Stannie and Ollie run to the warehouse and spot a box of darts. The sign reads: “4 Gross Steel Point Darts,” just the thing to throw at the infiltrating hairy enemy.


    The Bogeymen are in the process of overrunning Toyland and they indiscriminately take those sleeping in their beds and carry them off. That is, until they are hit with darts. We hear their yelps of pain and see them fall. As Bogeymen confront Stannie and Ollie, the boys throw handfuls of darts at the enemies’ chests to fend them off.


    Ollie triumphantly announces, “We’ll fix those Bogeymen!” They continue the attack on the monsters, this time Ollie tees them up and Stannie bats them further into the advancing Bogeymen. Stannie’s dexterity is in full swing as he easily hits his intended targets.


    Bogeymen are by now on top of and climbing into the old brown shoe. One is reaching through the window trying to pull Bo-Peep. Each advancing monster is hit by a well-placed dart. Mickey Mouse helps by climbing into his zeppelin and flying over the battle scene dropping torpedoes. Explosions are heard, further throwing the clash into chaos.


    The battle intensifies when a dart that is intended for Barnaby just misses his face and sticks into the window frame of the Old Shoe. Bogeymen are now carrying their victims off. These scenes terrified Depression-era children in the mid 1930’s as well as Baby Boomer children when the film was on television later in the 1950’s and ’60’s and still retain their power to induce delightful shivers in the 21st Century.


    Barnaby, sensing a victory laughs as he makes his way through Toyland. Back at the warehouse, the boys are continuing their frontal attack. Stannie stops and says, “Say, you know what? Let’s load it into the canon.” As they do, Bogeymen confront a group of children in bed. They scream as they are carried away.


    Barnaby starts to reroute when he is tripped by a rope held taut by the pigs. One of them bonks their would-be-pignapper over the brain with a balloon, stunning him for a moment.


    As Stannie looks around for more darts, he stops and gazes at the one hundred, 6-ft. high wooden soldier army standing in military formation. Stannie points to them and casually remarks, “The wooden soldiers.” Ollie and Stannie run to them and activate each one by pushing the button on the back. They then open the warehouse doors and lead them into the battle
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