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Foreword

IT WAS THROUGH a chance, fortuitous happenstance that I discovered in the summer of 1992 that one of my neighbors in the old run down apartment building I had moved into in Hollywood, Ca. in 1989 was Kathy Wood, the widow of the cult film director Edward D. Wood Jnr. (he always spelled his name this way I was later to learn). I had been attending a series of weekend film screenings at the now long gone Hawaiian Theater on the east end of Hollywood Blvd. produced by the late Eric Caidin of Hollywood Book & Posters, and rockabilly singer, Mexican wrestling expert and cult movies fanatic Johnny Legend. These were all-weekend affairs, films by Hershell Gordon Lewis, Russ Meyer and one particular weekend they did an “Ed-Wood-A-Thon”, which included screenings of most all of Ed’s full length feature films, as well as rarities including a British documentary titled “The Incredibly Strange Film Show” hosted by presenter Jonathan Ross. One of the people interviewed in this doc was “Kathy Wood-Ed Wood’s Wife”, as I looked at the lady I thought, she really looked familiar, her hair was a bit lighter than my neighbor but I knew I’d have to look at her mail box when I got home that evening, sure enough it said “K. Wood”. A few weeks later I bumped into her in the stairwell of our building, I had spoken with her a few times before, usually when she was taking her dog named McGinty out for a walk, but this was the first time I had an inkling of who she was, I asked her if indeed she was Mrs. Ed Wood, she eyed me a bit suspiciously and answered yes she was and why did I want to know, I proceeded to tell her about the film festival of her husbands work, and of the panel discussion they had between films with many of the still surviving folks who had known or worked with Ed, including Vampira (Maila Nurmi), Paul “Kelton The Cop” Marco, Stephen Apostolof (girlie film maker) and many more. Kathy was upset that she hadn’t been invited, I found out later from Eric Caidin that they wanted her there but didn’t have any contact information. This was also in part a weekend to promote the then recent oral biography of Ed Wood titled “Nightmare of Ecstasy” by Rudolph Grey who was also in attendance signing copies of the book. Unbeknownst to me or Kathy Wood there was a script that had made it’s way to filmmaker Tim Burton written by Scott Alexander & Larry Karaszewski titled ED WOOD. A few months after the weekend film festival I was at a show for a friends band at the Whiskey A-Go-Go in Hollywood and the boyfriend of one of the band members who was also at the films screening asked me if indeed the lady I told him might be Mrs. Wood was indeed her, I told him yes and then he told me he had heard that Tim Burton was working on a film about her husband that was to star Johnny Depp. Now this information set in motion events that would in many ways change my life, I approached Mrs. Wood and told her what I had heard, she was unaware of this as I suspected. I offered to find out more information, I did and confirmed that indeed the film was slated for production, and that the producers had been trying to reach Mrs. Wood. I helped her find an entertainment lawyer who was a godsend in many ways. Long story short Kathy Wood & I became friends, I would drive her to the grocery store every weekend, sometimes with David Ward a friend of the Woods from the 1970’s who still lived in the area, Kathy & I would occasionally go see movies, she always loved films, her favorite we saw was Bowfinger starring Steve Martin & Eddie Murphy about a down on his luck film director (notice any resemblance there?). And I would visit her most days after work.

Unfortunately her health started to take a turn for the worse in 2005 and by August 2006 she passed away. She was a funny spitfire of a petite lady, who told me all kinds of stories about the rough life she lead with Ed, she said her dad had told her as a young girl growing up in Vancouver, B.C. To “hitch your wagon to a star”, and she always told me that for better or worse, that’s what Eddie was for her, We had that inscribed on her grave marker.

So, after Kathy’s passing I started to purchase off of eBay some of these “girlie” magazines that Ed had been writing for since the late 1960’s to the mid 1970’s when his drinking got so bad Bernie Bloom the primary publisher he worked for just couldn’t keep hiring him back, by this time Ed was not only writing short fiction and the “articles” included in this volume as well as copy for the pictorials, but because of his film making background started working in the nascent porno film industry, initially the 8mm “loops” and some of his last feature films, like Necromania or The Photographer were more soft core (with some more hardcore inserts included) some only recently discovered.

I am happy to be able to get these “articles” or essays out into print, I basically didn’t change the way Ed spelled words, unless it was a blatant error, so you’ll still see him using the word “theatre” instead of “theater”, and a few others, I wanted to stay as close to the way these articles original appeared in print in the early 1970s. There are one or two that might be a little squirm inducing (you’ve been warned), and I think that these more than his short fiction really show more of the real person of Ed Wood in them, especially those that he talks about transvestism, Ed was a well know transvestite in Hollywood in a time that he easily could have been arrested, at least until they changed the laws in California. Here also we see Ed’s love of a fetish nature, especially for his beloved Angora, you’ll see it popping up pretty often, and he also uses the name “Shirley” from time to time, this was Ed’s own “drag” name. Also Ed used a couple of pseudonyms or pen names “Ann Gora” & “Dick Trent” so some of these were authored by Ed under those names, the bulk though under his own name.

Kathy didn’t talk much about Ed’s transvestism, but they were married for over 20 years so she accepted it and was tolerant of it and even told me that a few times they went to Hollywood “drag” parties with some very famous film & TV stars in attendance, she wouldn’t name names. And I didn’t pry.

I have grouped these articles loosely by subject or the type of article, Ed as sexologist, Ed as “Dr. Ed., Ed writing on fetishes, Ed on film, or on the “Sexual Revolution”, some of these are basically “fiction” in nature the interview ones in particular, but Ed did get his fact right on many occasions, all this pre-internet days no small feat.

This is a companion volume to two books of Ed’s short fiction that have been published “Angora Fever-The Collected Short Stories of Edward D. Wood Jr.” publish in 2019 by Bear Manor Bare, and “Blood Splatters Quickly” published in 2014 by OR Books.

I’d like to thank Ben Ohmart of BearManor Publishing for allowing these to see the light of day, also to Evan Quiring for the artwork on the cover and to his friend Diego Vazquez his colorist, also to Bill Shute for his excellent introduction to Ed’s writing style, and to Joe Blevins, and Greg Dziawer, two members of my Ed Wood Jr. Facebook group, and to all the folks in there, and to Ed Wood Jr. fans everywhere. Hope you enjoy!

Bob Blackburn
friend & neighbor of
Kathy O’Hara Wood


EDWARD D. WOOD, JR.: PROFESSIONAL WRITER

EDWARD D. WOOD, Jr.’s writing career, if we date it from his period in the Marine Corps in World War II (where he seems to have written a lot during his free time) when he wrote the play Casual Company, spanned nearly 35 years, and that’s not counting the 8mm films he wrote and directed as a child and the skits and promotional copy he no doubt wrote for his hillbilly music group The Sunshine Mountaineers (circa 1939-1940).

In the last 15-20 years, the amount of information about Ed Wood’s creative activities has grown by leaps and bounds, and continues to grow with each passing year, because of the tireless efforts of a number of dedicated researchers, combing through old and forgotten newspapers, trade magazines, military files, adult magazines, abandoned film storage warehouses, and 8mm porn loops (and the boxes they came in). What we’ve learned from the findings so far (there is a lot more work to be done) is that from his pre-Marine days in Poughkeepsie, New York, in the early 1940s, up through his passing in 1978 at the age of 54, the man was an incredibly prolific writer. Considering that he wrote or co-wrote most of the films and shorts he directed, we can observe that Ed Wood was always, first and foremost, a writer.

Wood’s filmmaking has gotten the most attention from the public, which makes perfect sense since many of Wood’s novels and non-fiction writings were buried for decades, available only to collectors of late 60s and 1970s porn magazines and adult paperbacks, often hidden behind a variety of pseudonyms.

Ed Wood had something that most writers would kill for: a unique and instantly recognizable style. Read three or four random sentences from, say, Gertrude Stein or Mickey Spillane or William Faulkner or Jack Kerouac or Nick Tosches or Harry Stephen Keeler, and you know who wrote it—you feel the syntax, you recognize the preferred vocabulary, you are carried along by the flow of the torrent of words, and you almost become a stowaway in the writer’s mind. Say what one will about Ed Wood’s writings; they possess that same idiosyncratic quality, that same instantly recognizable style, that same personal set of preferred words and sentence structures and cultural references. Wood also possessed a powerful flow in his writings, and it pulls (some would say “drags”) the reader along, like a powerful undertow below the surface of the text.

Had Ed Wood the writer been 25 years older and served in World War I rather than World War II, entering the publishing industry in the mid-1920s rather than the mid-to-late 1940s, he might have found a place in the pulp western or pulp fantasy or pulp crime world, laboring among what pulp authority Ed Hulse calls “the penny-a-word brigade.” He certainly loved all those genres, as anyone who has seen his films Crossroad Avenger or Bride of the Monster or Jail Bait can attest. Wood possessed the speed, the endless imagination, and the ability to work within publisher-determined parameters that the professional wordsmith on the lower rungs of the publishing industry needed, and those qualities are clearly seen in his fiction for porn magazines, featured in the previous two collections of Edward D. Wood’s magazine work, Blood Spatters Quickly and Angora Fever.

This new collection, though, does not feature short stories, but rather Wood’s non-fiction magazine pieces, or as Joe Blevins has described it, “fictional non-fiction.” The topic of most of the selections is sex (although we’re also offered his thoughts on school busing and politicians, perhaps giving us an idea of the writing he did while under the employ of Los Angeles Mayor Sam Yorty— Wood comes off as thoughtful, measured, and wanting to consider and respect differing viewpoints), and lots of it, all delivered with Wood’s signature gusto. Clearly, the man had read a lot about sex— as much as was possible in that pre-internet age—and when that book-learning is combined with the same over-heated imagination he brought to horror and crime, you know you are going to be in for a wild ride.

Wood’s approach in these short non-fiction pieces, surely considered “filler” by both the publishers and the readers (who no doubt would be checking out the intimate pictures first, anyway), is somewhat reminiscent of the writers on the lowest-rung of the comic book world who knocked out the two-page filler stories needed for comic books to have the minimum two text-pages to qualify for a second class postage permit for each separate title. My primary areas of interest in vintage comics are western and crime and war, and in those areas the two-page filler texts tend to not be carefully structured “stories” with pacing, characterization, and the rest of the qualities expected in Fiction Writing 101. No, time did not allow for such niceties—writers would save that for better paying “story” rates. The comic book filler prose would often be faux first-person reminiscences (the writing version of an actor improvising “in character”) or the writer (in a western comic) riffing on some subject like barbed-wire or bounty hunters or the homesteading land-rush, until they’d reached the required 1000 words. Then it would all be tied up in a few sentences, the writer would think about what bill would be paid with the small check that would be coming, and the next low-paying project on the to-do list would become priority one.

Ed Wood’s adult non-fiction has many similarities to those writers’ approaches (and Wood himself not only wrote western films, but western magazine articles, under the Pete LaRoche pseudonym), except that the topic was sex, not the old west or police work or the military.

Working for the Bloom family, pioneers in the West Coast porn world of the late 1960s and 1970s, and writing for publications with names like Cunny or Three of a Kind or Gay Girls or Weird Orgy, Ed Wood knew exactly what was needed to satisfy the publisher and the readers, as well as what he could get away with in terms of letting his amazing imagination run free. The short “non-fiction” format allows Wood to basically riff on a theme in a unified way—-it would not be surprising to learn that these pieces were each written in one surge of work, fueled by black coffee and bourbon/vodka. Wood was fortunate in that he was a known and trusted quantity to the people who paid him to write these pieces for porn or fetish or soft-porn magazines, and if the pieces managed to strike certain publisher-requested chords somewhere in them, the rest of the content did not matter, as long as it fit into a generally sleazy or fever-dream-like kind of mood. Though the pay was low, Ed Wood was essentially paid to do what for many would be considered a dream job—to fantasize about sex, and then to use his trusty typewriter to bang out prose that would create for the reader a humid, ripe, and sexcharged atmosphere, something that would be the perfect literary complement to the explicit adult photos on the accompanying page.

And, as you will see over and over in this exciting collection you were shrewd and tasteful enough to purchase, Ed Wood delivered the goods again and again, but then, the man was once labeled the fastest typist in the Marine Corps, and like his short stories, his non-fiction bursts out of the gate with white-hot fury (maybe not when the topic is school busing, but certainly when the topic is sex!).

Fans of Wood’s films will find that a number of the pieces deal with filmmaking, and it’s interesting to get his perspective direct from the grimy trenches of the then-new adult film industry, seen through the lens of a man who’d worked for decades in the B-movie world, a man who counted genre-film greats such as Lyle Talbot and John Agar as his personal friends, a man who remembered (and employed) working actors who’d been stars in the silent era, such as Reed Howes and Tom Tyler and Herbert Rawlinson. Wood views the sex-film world as a few rungs down from the B-minus genre-film world budget-wise, but it’s interesting that he does not put it in some separate category or view it as a pariah industry. For him, sex on screen is simply the most recent development in the transition of film, like widescreen or color or use of profanity or explicit violence. It was a way of reflecting the sexualized world of that day and, at its essence, the financial bottom line, it was a way of getting people into theater seats by giving them something they could not get at home on television. And yes, the Swedish Erotica loops Wood made with star John Holmes for the Bloom family during the period when he was writing some of the pieces here were certainly not available on TV.

Some of this material is extremely politically incorrect by today’s standards, but considering the original target audience, considering that Wood was a member of the World War II generation, and considering that these pieces were never available from any mainstream source and were considered edgy and marginal in their day, it’s to Wood’s credit that they retain their sting and remain edgy and marginal today.

Also, with each passing year Wood will surely come to be seen as more of a pioneer of gender fluidity and an important figure in queer history. After all, this was a man who not only wrote and directed the film Glen or Glenda in 1953 (a film that research into old newspaper ads has shown played for many years and was seen by tens of thousands, if not hundreds of thousands, in the 1950s and 1960s, long before there was a Wood cult), but co-starred in it, playing both Glen and Glenda. From the testimonies of his friends and acquaintances, Wood was a relatively “out” person, unafraid to appear in any public environment in his “Shirley” identity. I remember seeing a haunting and beautiful exhibition many years ago at the Andy Warhol Museum in Pittsburgh devoted to Candy Darling (1944-1974), and part of it documented her struggles as a trans individual attending a working class high school on Long Island, with the bullying, the belittling, the threats, the violence. That was in the 1960s. Can you imagine what Ed/Shirley Wood must have gone through in the 1950s and early 1960s, living his dream, unafraid, proud? Try reading the fascinating prose pieces in this book through that lens. A sexual pioneer writing about sex of all kinds. . .what’s not to like there!

As Ed Wood himself explains in one of the pieces included herein, “Sex is good for everybody. Just because humans have found that they like it . . . enjoy it . . . and that it doesn’t always have to be for the propagation of the race . . . well . . . once more it must be said here . . . don’t knock it until you’ve tried it. Sex is the topic of nearly every issue of every working and relaxing day. It will continue to be so. So open up those ears and let the sound waves in.”

Ed Wood, professional writer who produced millions of words, could have wound up churning out pulp westerns or true crime stories, or writing PR copy and speeches for California politicians, but in the late 1960s and through the 1970s, until his passing in 1978, he wrote about sex—and the world is a more exciting and entertaining place because of it.

--BILL SHUTE
kendrasteinereditions.wordpress.com

BILL SHUTE is the author of thirteen books of poetry (most recently COMPLEMENTARY ANGLES), has been a contributor to UGLY THINGS magazine for 35+ years, and has followed Ed Wood’s work since seeing BRIDE OF THE MONSTER and PLAN 9 FROM OUTER SPACE on late-night local TV in the late 60s and early 70s. Since 2006 he has operated the micro-press and small label Kendra Steiner Editions, issuing over 400 albums and poetry chapbooks, including releases from Graham Lambkin, Alfred 23 Harth, Sir Plastic Crimewave, Djin Aquarian (of Ya Ho Wa 13), Lisa Cameron, Matt Krefting, Reverend Raymond Branch, The Garment District, and Carl Stone. Shute can be found at www.kendrasteinereditions.com


CHAPTER ONE

“THEY’RE GONNA PUT ME IN THE MOVIES” ED WOOD AND THE WORLD OF MOVIES


That’s Show Biz

PERHAPS IT’S THE sexual revolution, perhaps it’s just the way the world is turning . . . but the changes in everything are all too evident . . . and never more so than in the giant world of show business.

But that’s show biz.

The early builders of the little black box would most certainly have bug-eyes at what has happened to their little invention. From Long Island to the world in seventy years . . . of course it didn’t take seventy years for the world to witness the shadow plays up on the silver screen. But throughout the seventy years there has been an ever changing attitude to what is being seen.

What we see today certainly would shock the hell out of the early pioneers, there’s no doubt about that. Sexy movies have been tried in various forms almost since the beginning but horrors upon horrors, nothing to what is reflected in this day and age. The in crowds call it the sexual revolution and that’s as good a term as any. It certainly puts the facts right where it’s at . . . Ass right on the table so to speak.

You gotta have a gimmick!

SEX is that gimmick.

Directly after World War II the movie industry went into the worst slump in all of its history. Never before had the powers which be felt such setbacks. People were staying away from the box offices in droves. Theatres all over the country which had previously enjoyed the wealth which was due them, were closing their doors . . . the buildings themselves were being demolished and shoe stores, and furniture stores and other types of businesses took their place.

A three theatre town soon found itself with only one. And if the patrons didn’t like the picture which was playing there, they simply had no place else to go . . . so they stayed home . . . after all by the middle fifties television was coming of age. The big name actors and actresses could be seen on the big tube almost every week.

The big stars of the thirties and the early forties were not being seen so regularly on the screen and in fact many of them, the favorites of our youth, were disappearing altogether. Big studios were closing their doors and eventually they were turning much of their property into supermarkets and high-rise apartments. After all it was rich property and the real estate was much more profitable being used for commercial purposes than to be simply sitting there with a few dead and decaying sound stages cluttering up the place. Dead land and buildings weren’t paying the rent and the taxes.

The big studios and the headline stars were speedily becoming a thing of the past . . . a never to be heard of again entity which has brought many a tear to the eyes of those who had lived through the glamourous days of the sparkling tinsel town . . . of the big premieres and the footprints in the cement in front of Gruman’s Chinese theatre. The tears were honest because those people who had worked so hard to make their business one of the most powerful and influential businesses in the world was dying right before their eyes. An old friend was going, sagging away . . . it would not completely die therefore they couldn’t put a tombstone in place . . . but it was getting weaker and weaker until it could no longer support the weight of all the people it previously had supported.

If any of the business was to keep in existence the load had to be lightened.

The big layoff came!

Everybody in the industry knew it would, but where there is life there is always hope. All hope faltered during the 1960’s. The jobs simply weren’t there. The theatres weren’t there to accept the tremendous amount of product which had previously been turned out. Fewer and fewer pictures were being made . . . and many of them, because of rising production costs, were being filmed in faroff countries.

And to the gripe of nearly all patrons, the films were the same old hat pieces of crap, rehashed from rehashed screenplays . . . stories which had been done over and over again, but on grander scales. The public turned away from the box office with even more determination. After all they could see the originals of the same story on television for free. . . .

The box office prices went up!

The fifty cent houses climbed to two dollars and fifty cents. The public screamed outrage. But what they didn’t realize was they were paying the price of the four others which were not attending the theatres. And when the prices climbed to three fifty and five dollars . . . it simply meant that they were paying for more stay-a-ways. If there was going to be any movie theatres at all, somebody had to pay for the production costs.

Three hundred thousand dollar films were starting to cost a million dollars. The screens got wider, and so did the television tube. The screens became more colorful in the film presentations. So did the television productions . . . and still for free. Let the advertisers foot the bills for the television. There were no advertisers for the theatre presentations. It was still the producers who were laying out the good hard cash in order to make and show their product.

Somebody has to pay!

That somebody naturally is and always has been the public. After all there are still many diehard patrons who must make their weekly trip to the movies . . . with the family?

That’s where the rub comes in. With the family! How about the kids?

The film producers found they could no longer make the Saturday afternoon baby-sitting films. The kids price could no longer pay for the production costs. There was no such thing as the thirty-thousand dollar western, or mystery any longer .. . the cost would run more than a hundred thousand dollars . . . and that takes a lot of dimes and quarters . . . the kid market had to go the way of the back lot sound stages . . . it had to go period! And this was the downfall of those’ Saturday matinee western and mystery stars. Some did move on to television, but their brand of action was also soon to be a thing of the past.

Realism was in!

If there was going to be blood, then it had to be real blood. If the guy was a mad killer it must look real . . . he had to be like the real killer. The kids were not permitted to see such spectacles. It would be too much for them. It was better they stay home and watch television and perhaps once and awhile see some of the films that their fathers and mothers saw when they were that age.

But the violence came under attack!

Violence wasn’t even good for the adults any longer, or so certain groups, pressure groups, decided. The milk-toast adventure films flooded the few screens which were left on the main street your town. And one of those was about enough for even the die-hard patrons. Thus the lights in more and more theatres were turned off and the camera equipment sold to interested buyers.

Home movie projectors came down in price to where the average Jack-at-home could afford one, and the 16mm rental (as well as 8mm) agencies had an endless supply of old movies which were turned over to them. Jack-at-home could rent and view films in the privacy of his home if he didn’t like the fare on TV. And he would not fall victim to the parking lot muggers who, about that time, crawled out of the decaying woodwork. Many times the patron found himself paying much more than the high box office demands.

Therefore another hit in the head for the theatres!

So what did we have? Fewer theatres! Studios going out of business, the hay-day was over! Films that no one wanted to see! Production costs which few producers could afford!

And an overpowering censorship board!

It was about the first time that the remaining producers really gave any thought to the censorship of their pictures . . . and to the members of the censorship board themselves. Now what would happen if the legality of that censorship was attacked? Most certainly it would hit the front pages of every paper in the world, and even the producers stiffest competition, television would have to put it right up front with the news. Why it would be a multi-million dollars worth of FREE publicity.

It was worth the risk!

Nudity hit the screen in all its glorious body exposing delights. Slight nudity had been seen from time to time in foreign films and those theatres which showed such things were about the only ones who were surviving during those disastrous years for Hollywood.

It most certainly was worth the risk!

After all there was only one other thing they could do anyway . . . and that was close their door. So if the censors were to win out in the long run it would only mean closing the door anyway. There actually was nothing to lose at all . . . and in the meantime perhaps the producers could rake in some of the money they had lost during the hard times.

Total nudity, both male and female became standard motion picture fare and there was no doubt it was the boost the box office needed. The censors screamed at the top of their lungs and eventually most boards screamed themselves right out of existence . . . and the major boards which did remain started changing their outlook on what they would censor and what they would not censor.

Once more the lights came on in some of the old theatres . . . and a new boom in building more . . . many of the 16mm nature, because from total nudity to hard-core sex acts was only a quick step. That step was taken by many independent producers in Hollywood, San Francisco, Chicago and New York. The sex act films hit the public right between the eye. The remaining censors howled even louder than before. They are still howling but the sex acts both simulated and hard-core, for real thing, is still being seen, advertised blatantly right out on the main street of nearly every city in the country. And the films were American made products using American technicians and actors and actresses. The nation no longer had to depend upon the foreign sex films . . . they had their own and Jack-at-home found his footsteps leading away from his television set and heading down the side-walk to the nearest movie house again.

How long the good fortune will last this time is anybody’s guess. It is said that all good things must necessarily come to an end. It did for the original Hollywood. Perhaps it will also for the second breath of Hollywood. Naturally those involved hope it will not.

But where is there to go after sex?

However, let’s look to the kids. They cannot witness this kind of fare at the present time. But kids have a way of growing up. And one of these days they are going to be twenty-one and they will be a whole new market for the films being made right this minute. Indeed kids are becoming of age every minute of every day.

And California has now lowered the age to eighteen where the kids become full adults, full citizens. Perhaps this second breath for the movie business will be enough to cure the cancer which so nearly devoured it during the last twenty years.

Perhaps it will never bring back the star system as it was . . . and perhaps there will no longer be the footprints in front of Gruman’s Chinese theatre .. . but there will always be those cameras and there will always be those actors and actresses to fill the entertainment bill. . . . Their popularity may never attain that of a Gable or a Tracy or even a Buck Jones or Tom Mix, but somewhere along the line there will always be some kind of a shadow play and all shadow plays need talent.

The future is for the living.


Behind The Film Scene

WHAT REALLY MAKES the difference between one film and another? One a success and another a complete flop?

At the time I was making such films as “Bride of the Monster” and “Revenge of the Dead”, and perhaps some will remember the Tom Tyler, Tom Keene western “Crossroad Avenger,” I thought it was entirely in the name of the stars. If you had the right star in the right film then it was automatically a success. Who of us will ever forget Bela Lugosi? Well he was the star of “Bride” and “Revenge”, and his name carried a lot of weight when it came to horror films. But that was during a different period of time in the movie history.

By the time these films came out it took a lot more than name value to insure a box office success and the box office success is the bit which keeps the producers in business. If he isn’t going to make a profit through the ticket sales he simply isn’t going to make it at all.

Naturally, as we know, there have been a tremendous amount of ‘bomb’ pictures which have reached the audience and has made a lot of money even though they really were bad. And there have been equally as many very good films which have completely ‘bombed’ out through audience participation.

There are, or I should say, were certain basic beliefs in the industry as to what made a good film, but they were never proven infallible. The basic knowledge was put to work and still the picture hit the ‘skids’. One can never tell in advance what the audience will accept or reject. It is like there is a cycle for horror pictures, then for westerns, the love theme or any of the other scopes. They will be high on the audience list for a time then they fall to the film library shelves. But as true as day follows night that same theme will reoccur in due time.

The movie audiences are extremely fickle.

However I doubt very much if today that my old, and very dear friend, Bela Lugosi could carry a picture unless all the ladies he bit in the neck were completely naked and had some kind of a lavish sex scene with the handsome hero beforehand. . . . Or the old gentleman himself became lecherous enough to remove her clothing behind a fence and make her before sucking her blood.

Certainly we know that Tom Keene couldn’t simply swoop up the girl who had fallen in front of stampeding cattle and make off with her on his horse. He’d simply have to make her period. The sex theme, today, is the all important factor to any film, be it major or minor in production. And the sex theme is not the conventional mother and father type of affair. There must be some interesting variations. Homosexuality and lesbianism has been put on a scale which is only equaled by the size of the screen in the movie theatre.

I can remember back when there was the saying about the changing from the old square screen to the new, and larger screens. “Movies are bigger than life.” That statement now can be tagged to the subject matter of the films. The sex scenes are bigger than life and right up there blatantly exposed to the viewer.

Censorship has all but fallen by the wayside and this is as it should be. Many people, very intelligent in the theatre business, have for years been attempting to get the censorship laws changed. They were about as antiquated as the high button shoe or the Model T Ford, and just about as useful except to a collector of memorabilia.

In many of my other articles I have mentioned the days of the sweater girl, Lana Turner, Ann Sheridan, Jane Russell, and so many others who gave World War II some OOMPH, (Ann Sheridan was dubbed the original OOMPH girl). And the Hays office decided the girls should no longer be dressed in the tight knitted garments because it turned so many of the boys in the service on. And that was one thing which shouldn’t happen to them. After all they were in the business of battle. And if the powers that be gave them a little time off to see movies, they most certainly shouldn’t see any girls sticking so far out in front.

What would happen if they got turned on under such circumstances? Why there might be a whole generation of homosexuals who would come out of the war. This was one of the silliest reasonings to come out of the war itself. Take the sweaters off the girls and then try and take the thoughts of their girlfriends whom they had just left, out of their minds. And since most of the boys had only a few weeks before, hardly ever more than a couple of months, to the last of them they were remembering their own girlfriends in sweaters. It was the thing for the girls of that period to wear. None were without a drawer full, and none would shirk attempting to out-front each other.

I can remember looking at hundreds of pictures sent to the guys in the Marine Corps during that period and in nearly all of them the girls boasted well filled sweater fronts. But there was the Hays office attempting to deny such a thing existed.

Poor old Mr. Hays undoubtedly has been rolling over in his grave if the deceased mind can think, at the goings on with motion pictures today. The split beaver is a complete must in any sex film. The naked breasts are a tremendous must in all romantical films . . . even westerns and horror pictures. Shades of “King Kong” when the monstrous ape tore the dress from Fay Wray while he dangled her over a cliff. That scene was completely cut from the negative after the first showing around the country. It no longer exists.

Censors have always had such a poor insight to judgment. It was all one sided. No one bothered to ask the public what it was they wanted. They were TOLD WHAT THEY WANTED IN NO UNCERTAIN TERMS—that telling came through the censor’s demand and the editors splicing machine. There was a time in a film I made called “The Hidden Face” (later called “Jail Bait”), in which the censors would not permit my killer to carry a pistol with a silencer attachment, yet a bomb could be seen to blow a man’s head off. And one of the strangest I ever ran across was the fact if a horse, or any other animal did what nature demanded of him after eating and the mess was accidentally caught by the camera that scene would have to go on the cutting room floor. We actually had to hire a special person whose only duty it was, was to run around cleaning up after the horses. The mess couldn’t even be seen on the street.

Of course we don’t sit down in a theatre seat and believe we will be especially entertained by watching the animals do their business, or witnessing the aftermath of such an explosion, therefore it would have been taken care of anyway. But to have these things actually written into ‘moral’ codes was utterly ridiculous. Will anybody ever remember the Red Skelton show going out live all over the country and the skit called for the entrance of a cow? The cow came on and it was at that moment she decided to do her business right there on stage. It was a live show. There was no way of stopping it. But the great trouper carried it off with one of the most hilarious pieces of dialogue of his career . . . and no one seemed to be tremendously offended by it.

Times, of course, are changing. The mind of the public is opening up and what might have passed as a feigned scene at one time, can no longer be such. We remember reading stories about the directors who demanded truth in their pictures. Such as a director finds he needs a gold cup in his scene. He demands that the cup be gold because he will not lie to his audience.

With the sex scenes of today the feigned acts are laughed at. The audiences who are permitted into the theatre in the first place are all mature adults. And they have all had their own sex life. Thus when they are forced to look at something they know is purely ridiculous, they are going to laugh at the sequence of events and none too few will demand their money back.

This doesn’t only go for sex scenes of course. We look to the days of the process cameras. We are riding along in a car and a film is being shown on a screen so that it appears the car is on some city street or country road. Today, more and more of the producers are showing the real thing. If people are riding in a car then they are really driving out there on the street. Modern sound equipment doesn’t need wires running from a microphone to the mixing box any more than are wires needed to stretch from your local television station to your television set.

This realism has been classified as partly why many of the patrons, once lost to the theatre, are returning. They know they are not being fooled. We have learned that the patron goes to the theatre to get out of his everyday rut. He wants to be lost into the theme of something else for those couple of hours. And this still holds true, but also we know he doesn’t want to be made a fool of. If something is directed at his senses as being real, then it had better be real. If not . . . the box office and the producer will suffer badly.

Costuming also was once the rage for the movie goer. While the movies were still young and the audiences were enthralled by all the glamour of costumes they believed what they saw . . . for a time they believed. The costume picture doesn’t go over so well anymore because the enlightened audiences know they are seeing the fiction created by writers and directors and most assuredly not the real thing. We must also realize that when films first infested the world there were no airplanes taking passengers all around the world where they could see the sights. The movies were our only contact with the outside world, and we were led to believe that everything depicted was absolutely real.

With todays jet world a person can take their two week vacation anywhere they want, flying there, anywhere within no more than a days time.

And fares are within the reach of nearly everyone. They are seeing everything as it is, therefore the movies must show it as it is. The world of the make believe pictures are a thing of the past.

We recall the time also when the censors would not permit the double bed for the male and the female even if they were playing the part of husband and wife. After all, they reasoned, they really are not married, only actors and actresses and the audience knows that. This would be completely immoral to permit such goings on in front of an audience. Thus double beds had to be used. Some smart producers did come up with pushing those double beds tightly together in order to get around that censor code ruling. And with a blanket thrown over both beds it gave an appearance of being a large double bed. But for the censor’s purpose there were always those two sets of head boards so that the producer could prove he was adhering to all the code standards.

This old taboo was broken by a film starring Rex Harrison and it was called “The Four Poster.” It has made its place in the movie hall of fame for being another first. The double beds still has a place in many movies, but the single bed had finally been reinvited to a place of honor in the film bedrooms.

We refer to this present period in our history as a period of sexual revolution whereby the public is becoming enlightened, fully and completely, on all sexual subjects . . . conventional as well as the deviations, and we can’t help but wonder what will happen if some form of censorship, in the future, comes along and puts the taboo on sex scenes, where it is all faked again. Will the public actually take a stand and know their rights? Or will they simply turn away from the box office as they have done before when they were not given what they want?

A year ago I made my first film in the nudie market. It was called “TAKE IT OUT IN TRADE”, and although it might be classed with an X rating, I kept away from any sexual contacts simply so that I wouldn’t be lying in faking such a scene. It is simply filled with pretty naked girl which any private eye might meet. But I was able to make it real, and filmed in real localities. This one will not be turned away from at the box office.

It is a sincere hope in this business that the censors will close their doors and not put the holding hands on the producers. Then we might really be able to turn out films which will not insult anyone’s intelligence.

Naturally there are films which should not be viewed by small children. But this really is not the business of the movie censor. The censor should be right there in the home . . . Mom and Dad. . . .


What Would We Have Done Without Them

IT SHOULD BE understood by anyone who has ever read anything about the movies that they really started in arcades and they really weren’t movies at all. At least not moving picture film as we know it today . . . projected to the screen by light. They were pictures taken in sequence and printed on cards. These cards flipped over by the turning of a crank which the viewer regulated to his own speed.

There are still some to be seen in arcades around the country . . . generally the penny arcades, even though these relics of entertainment probably cost a nickel for a few seconds of viewing. A light turns on in the box, the viewer looks through the glass and must hope that the light stays on during the entire time it takes to flip all the pictures. Otherwise there goes another nickel so that the watching might be continued.

Long before the motion picture theatre became big time girlie show presenters, the arcades had their little peep shows. The variety of nudity, or the extent of nudity presented depended upon the bravery of the proprietor. If he was very daring the girl might be quite naked and go through some kind of a dance routine. The more brave might even have the girl going through the gyrations of a bubble dance . . . a fan dance . . . or even a belly dance. But in general it was simply a girl performing a very mild striptease, and when she got down to the last garments she was generally behind a curtain and the G-string and the net brassiere were tossed back to the viewer from that hidden position. The rest was left to the imagination.

But these brief little strip shows were on film and usually a very poor quality of prints. At times the prints were so scratched from the continuous use that the girls became almost invisible through the light . . . through necessity the projection came from behind the screen and the viewer was looking directly into the light . . . especially when there was very little picture exposed. That was also the problem with over-exposed prints.

Of course color was the next step. Much the same problems. But if one wanted to witness some kind of nudity this was the only way they could do so.

About the time color came into these arcade machines so did total nudity . . . but such nudity no longer could be shown as a dance . . . nothing along the lines of entertainment. Thus the day of the nudist camp . . . and such titles as A Day In The Life of a Nudist— Nudist Fun—and Life At A Nudist Camp were boldly printed over the head of the machines.

And as advertised the films did depict the goings on at the nudist camps. Mother and father bouncing a ball around or playing tennis in their all-together. There were always the scenes of extremely fat people as well as the more handsome of bodies and this was called taking the curse off. It was thought, at the time, that in showing only the youthful bodies of the males and the females having their nudist fun, that some label of pornography might be put on them and the place would be busted. But by showing all the types of figures which visit such places then the little films remained art.

However, without exception there was always the show of the beautiful naked girl swimming .. . and/or ballet dancing with a large rubber beach ball which always seemed to get away from her . . . like the wind suddenly blew it out of her hand.

Now this was a really risqué film and it kept the viewers putting in their dimes for hours . . . and all in full color.

But the producers of these films found they weren’t making enough money . . . and the same came out for the arcade owners. One person with his dime occupied a machine from start to finish of the film and even if the projector went off half way through and he was forced to put in another dime . . . it was only twenty cents they were going to get from any one viewer.

The producers had to make dozens of prints of the film for any one arcade and there had to be dozens of machines. It could take years to make even their money back for the equipment no matter how many hours a day it was running. They raised the ante to a quarter . . . so the total was fifty cents . . . still not enough.

In later years the films became eleven minutes long which made for three, three minute segments and one, two minute segment at a quarter a segment. But in these later years it is only for the novelty of the thing . . . and because some guy happens to be there and thought a quick look might stir his jollies . . . but by this time the nudist camps had lost their thrill . . . the fan dancer was old hat and the producers had gotten braver and braver. The subjects on the screen were totally nude and they were having intercourse along with just about any other deviation the sex market could dream up.

However these films were only prints of films which were running on the big motion picture screen. No longer did one have to occupy a machine. The projector was once more behind the audience and the seating arrangement could accommodate any number of patrons of the arts at one time. The producers and the theatre owners (former arcade owners) were making much more the kind of money they wanted.

Nudity, on the screen, has actually been around since the late 1940’s in any quantity. Before that one might find a single incident of a film in some low-class theatre. But around the late 1940’s, just after W.W. II most of the Burlesque theatres were showing nudie type of films. Once in a great while there would be a story connected to the film . . . the mad doctor or the rapist and for nearly an hour the viewer is held to his seat waiting for that final scene . . . the blow off . . . where the girl would have her clothing stripped off and she was either taken by the rapist or gave herself finally to a lover.

But where these films were still few and far between . . . the stripper films were plentiful.

First the guy paid to sit in the audience and watch the live strippers go through their routines for nearly an hour, then after a ten minute news-reel (generally a month old and in it’s third or fourth run) then watch the girls from some other club doing the same strip routines up on the screen . . . in black and white. None of the producers of that period ever wasted any money on color presentations. After all the guy only wanted to see naked bodies, so they would give them naked bodies . . . why also add in color?

The cheaper the presentation that could be made the more for the producers and the house. This also brought on the quickhouse-change-plan. There was no reason for giving the viewer, or the patron two hours of movies for his two to five bucks. Get them in, give them something, and get them out. There was always somebody else waiting for that seat. In the beginning there were lines of patrons waiting to see such films.

The presentations were knocked down to fifty-eight minutes of running time. Two guys could occupy that same seat during a two hour period where previously there could only be one. . . . And that meant that seat would bring in four to ten dollars for the two hour period.

Now things were really looking up. Besides, the old prints, once they had served their purpose, could be cut down and put into the arcade machines . . . until the film actually fell apart from constant and overuse.

The market became flooded with nudie dance films. The patrons tired of them. The seats once getting ten dollars soon were going vacant. The guys were staying away from the box office. They had seen about all the strippers they wanted to see for a lifetime.

But at the same time the story type of nudie films were still getting somewhat of a play. The boys behind the cameras realized they would have to start putting a bit more money into their films if they were ever going to get any of the business back again . . . and if they, themselves, were going to stay in the production business.

Many of the theatre owners put money with the producers then because they wanted the producers to stay in business. After all the theatre owners had a large investment which they didn’t want to lose. The producers always rented their equipment and their studios. If they went out of business they had nothing to lose. They could pack up their suitcases and simply take off.

The theatre owners had all those seats, the projecting equipment, screens, lights, sound machines, speakers . . . it would be a total investment loss to them. They were only too glad, at that time, to lay out some of their loot if the producers would come up with the kind of product that might bring the people back to their theatres. It was a calculated risk . . . much better than losing everything without some kind of a dying fight . . . and the fight was on . . . and once more it worked.

Still the producers didn’t add color. That wasn’t to come for sometime yet. But in the middle of the sixties the first nudie pictures started to hit the screen . . . nudie pictures which were nearly all nude and boys had been added to the scene with the girls . . . and they were holding each other in their arms and they were talking to each other, and they were necking and petting.

The censors screamed, the police raided and the courts took note and little was done and the films continued to be cranked out.

Color was not added until the box office started to sound hollow again. But the scenes were the same and the stories were just as weak . . . (still a problem to this day except for some of the major, million dollar productions).

Yet another innovation came into being. The audience tired of the simple hugging, the petting and the kissing as much as they had tired of the simple striptease dancer and her walk across the stage . . . (and indeed it was a little more than a walk across the stage because precious few of them knew their right foot from their left when it came to dancing)

Any guy or girl old enough to enter one of those theatres knew what sex was all about . . . and it wasn’t simply holding hands in the back seat of some car like a high school kid. They knew what the bed looked like, and they knew what went on under the sheets even if it did look like the producer didn’t.

The guy and the girl lock into a tight lip kiss without tongue action and they were laughed off the screen. The producers and the owners didn’t do much laughing. They were crying when they read the box office receipts.

Sex simply had to rear its purple head . . . and that meant sex with no holds barred. The people in the audience weren’t going to take any more of this kidding around. When they came to see a sex show that’s what they were going to see or they were going to cut up the seats, tear down the screen and jam the projector where it would do the most good.

The producers gave them what they wanted, and in full color . . . and they are still giving them what they want. There are movements all over the country by pressure groups to put the adult theatres out of business. There were pressure groups all over the country which also attempted to put the arcades and their machines out of business . . . all they succeeded in doing was to make the arcades into theatres and a multimillion dollar business.

Once more this might be happening.

Where the business can go from the movie projector is only up to the scientists who might invent something else . . . but the pressure groups are not winning on any big scale . . . where they might win one point, they are knocked down on two. . . .

But . . . possibly . . . the only ones who are coming out ahead with all this back and forth chess game are the lawyers.


The Movies and Sex

A COUPLE OF years ago, like 1969 or 1970 a movie producer didn’t suddenly say: “Hey, let’s go out and put sex into movies.” The thought, the attempt and the utilization has been around just about as long as the film industry itself. Wasn’t there always the villain pursuing the righteous daughter and if only he could have her, the mortgage was clear? If that doesn’t have sexual implications, what does? Then there has always been the dance hall girls . . . and the girls of the night .. . and what about King Kong ripping the dress from Fay Wray? That scene was considered so hot it was deleted from the original negative and unless someone has a private print around, hidden for their own collection, the scene cannot be witnessed today.

That’s one where the body of the girl was so far away from the camera little could be seen but the dress being torn away and tossed over a cliff. But the implication was there, and so also was the implication of bestiality.

Hedy Lamarr’s “Ecstasy”, where she takes that nude bath, was banned in many parts of the world. And her family tried buying up every print on the market because they thought it would be injurious to her career. However prints still turn up every so often as do the ad mats for the picture.

Actresses shooting a scene at the beach with their legs showing were often arrested right there on the set. Ahh, the Blue Noses were having a field day. Will Hays was behind the censorship for the motion picture industry in those days.

There was even the time, if you will remember or study the movies of the thirties and the forties, that all male hair (except on the head and face) had to be shaved from the body. Hair was thought to be . . . sexy . . . and there is no doubt in the secrecy of the closed doors some medical personage of the period explained to these ladies and gentlemen of the censorship groups that hair could be considered a fetish love object. Therefore it was fully connected with sex and must not be seen by the public.

That is the reason the heroes of the period when permitted to take off their shirt, was seen without hair on their chests. But the producers did find ways of at least getting their shirts off and the brawny chests could at least turn on the fair lady in that context. But there had to be no sexy reasons, storywise, for that shirt being removed. He had to be a fighter, or a lumberjack or some hard working stiff who sweat a lot. Even then if an undershirt could take the place of that partial nudity, then the rule must be adhered to . . . no skin showing below the neckline.

In the middle forties, however, the guy with the sword could remove his shirt. Some producer came up with the idea that the man wielding a sword couldn’t do so effectively with the constriction of tight shirts. Even that didn’t always work out for the producer who wanted to put a little male brawn in his story. If the shirt could be made more loosely constructed, then the sword fighter should wear the shirt . . . it could be torn a little if the opponent strikes it with his sword.

We can only wonder what kind of sex hang-ups those censorship groups had in order to think up all the things on the screen which tended to leave the impression of a sex theme.

John Barrymore pulled a good one, however. He stuffed large banana type objects down the front of his trousers to give the illusion he was tremendously built in the area of his manhood. Who could ask him to remove his trousers? And who could deny the great actor a job simply because, in tights, he was a sight to see.

Movies and the producers have attempted to put one over on the early censorship artists with unending ingenuity. Not all of them succeeded because much of the laws as they are understood today wouldn’t even be challenged. In this vein we must understand that we are living in a tremendously enlightened age whether sex is concerned in the law or whatever law.

Although much of the knowledge depicted in the novel, the film “DRACULA” starring the late, great Bela Lugosi was held down about the sex
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