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We’re back!!! Never thought I’d type 
those words. But after many long years 
it’s time for We Belong Dead to once 
more rise from the grave. I started the 
mag way back in 1992, a time before 
dvd’s, blu-rays and even internet (yes 
there was such a time!). It’s origins lie 
in the fact that in those days it was hard 
to read anything about classic horror as 
most publications seemed obsessed with 
gore and how many missing seconds 
were missing from various splatter films. 
There was little in the way of coverage 
of classic horror. Of course over in the 
States Dick Klemensen was publishing 
his ultimate fanzine Little Shoppe of 
Horrors (and still is I’m happy to report) 
and in the UK we had the likes of Mike 
Murphy’s Dark Terrors, Harvey Fenton’s 
Flesh and Blood, Wayne Kinsey’s House 
That Hammer Built, Paul J. Brown’s 
Fantasynopsis and Stephen Jones’s 
Monsters From Hell. But these were the 
exception rather than the rule.

I wanted to create something that 
fans like myself would enjoy, the way I 
had enjoyed Monster Mag and World of 
Horror and Dennis Gifford’s Pictorial 
History of Horror Films. And I think 
we succeeded……8 issues spanning 4 
years. We went from a poorly copied 
zine to a professional looking magazine. 
But life happens…I went travelling 
in South America, left England for 
Ireland and eventually settled in 
Paris for ten years. I’d always kept the 
hope alive that one day WBD would 
return, but the circumstances never 

presented themselves. Then last 
year I started the We Belong Dead 
group on Facebook and a year on 
it is a thriving, lively group with 
hundreds of members. It convinced 
me that there are still plenty of 
people interested in classic horror, 
so voila! 

The world of fandom and 
publishing is, of course, a very 
different place to that of 20 years 
ago. Despite ongoing predictions 
of the death of print, the horror 
film magazine world is thriving. 
There are more zines covering 

classic horror than at any time since 
the golden age of the 70s. And classic 
horror has never been so popular, just 
look at how well the blu-ray releases 
of various Hammer films or Universal 
monster classics are doing. It is all very 
heartwarming.

And I’m delighted that some 
of the original contributors to WBD 
are once again onboard. These are 
the people who made the mag such 
a success first time round. And of 
course WBD would not be the mag it 
is without our very own Brux (WBD’s 
answer to John Bolton as one fan 
noted). But I am happy to welcome 
new writers and artists too. This is very 
much a publication by fans and for 
fans. So please feel free to contribute to 
future issues.

If sales of this issue go well, next 
up will be issue 10 in late May, a Karloff 
special, an interview with Roy Ward 
Baker about the making of Legend of 
the 7 Golden Vampires, a celebration 
of the 100th birthday of Peter Cushing, 
Harryhausen and Hammer, House of 
Frankenstein, a Harold Lloyd horror 
plus lots, lots more! Later in the year 
we plan to publish a special 100 page 
Fearbook featuring the best articles 
from the long out of print and hard to 
find first 8 issues.  Finally I want to say 
a big thankyou to everyone who has 
supported We Belong Dead over the 
last year. And a special thanks to all 
our talented artists and writers. Extra 
special thanks to Steve Kirkham for 

his invaluable assistance in the superb 
design and layout. And also to Rick 
Gladman from the Bring Classic Horror 
Back to Television Campaign for all his 
support and encouragement. Last  but 
definitely not least I couldn’t have done 
this without the understanding and 
love of my wonderful wife Oxana. She 
may not really understand my obsession 
with horror films but she supports and 
encourages me in my passion. 

And it’s worth repeating the 
introduction to our very first issues all 
those years ago….. In the words of the 
immortal Count “I bid you welcome”. 
Welcome to a world of cobwebbed 
castles, fog shrouded streets and eerie 
graveyards. Welcome to a world where 
Karloff was the Frankenstein monster, 
where Christopher Lee was Dracula 
and Peter Cushing was the evil Baron 
Frankenstein. To a world where Lon 
Chaney Snr lurked beneath the Paris 
Opera House and Lon Chaney Jnr 
became a wolf when the wolfbane 
bloomed. Where Lugosi listened to 
the children of the night and Charles 
Laughton evoked our sympathy for the 
unfortunate bell ringer of Notre Dame.

 A long forgotten age when Kong 
ruled Skull Island and Vincent Price 
held sway at the Masque of the Red 
Death. An age when Nosferatu repelled 
us and the Vampire Lovers attracted 
us. When the good Dr Jekyll became 
the evil Mr Hyde; when Karloff became 
Im-Ho-Tep; when Lee battled the devil 
as the Duc de Richleau; when Cushing 
was Dr Terror and Price was abominable 
as Dr Phibes.

 Explore the House that Dripped 
Blood, the House on Haunted Hill, 
the House of Dracula and the House 
of Dark Shadows. Once again marvel 
as Dracula rises from the grave, 
Frankenstein creates woman, the devil 
rides out, the House of Usher falls, the 
Wolfman meets Frankenstein and the 
zombies have a plague...Welcome to WE 
BELONG DEAD!!

It’s good to be back!
Eric
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B
y 1970, the Hammer House of 
Horror felt that the introduction 
of bared breasts and lesbian 
vampires would add a bit of 

spice to their waning formula. Thus, 
they turned to the Irish writer Joseph 
Sheridan Le Fanu  for inspiration. 

Born in 1814, Le Fanu’s 
supernatural tales are among the finest 
in Victorian literature. An ex-journalist, 
he began writing fiction in the late 
1830s. Although we love him for stories 
of satanic monkeys, ghostly hands 
and blood-stained walls, he is perhaps 
best known for his (non-supernatural) 
mystery novel Uncle Silas (1864) – 
filmed in 1947 with Jean Simmons. 

A man with a genuine 
interest in the bizarre, Le 
Fanu became a virtual 
recluse after the death of 
his wife in 1858; writing 

strange tales from his bed 
in the early hours and 

haunted by recurring 
dreams. He died in 
Dublin in 1873. 

Remarkably few 
adaptations of Le Fanu’s 

macabre fiction had 
been filmed before 
Hammer raised their 

interest. Carl 

Dreyer’s muffled, dream-like masterpiece 
Vampyr (1931), Roger Vadim’s elegant 
Blood and Roses (1960), and the Italian 
Christopher Lee vehicle Crypt of Horror 
(1963) all featured female vampires, but 
other than that, one would be forgiven 
for not knowing they were inspired by Le 
Fanu’s 1871 novella Carmilla. 

It was left to Hammer to craft a 
more blatant retelling. Carmilla provided 
the studio with the framework for three 
loosely-linked films, known as the 
Karnstein trilogy – due to the recurrent 
character of Carmilla Karnstein. 

A female vampire, Carmilla 
changes her name throughout the 
films, presumably to avoid detection. 
Sometimes she’s Mircalla, or other 
times Marcilla, but we’ll not trouble 
ourselves with anagrams here, or dim-
witted protagonists who struggle to work 
them out. 

Made within twelve months of each 
other, the three films that make up the 
Karnstein trilogy were all produced by 
Harry Fine and Michael Style with scripts 
by Tudor Gates (co-screenwriter of cult 
favourite Barbarella) and music by Harry 
Robinson, whose eerie, screeching strings 
are a highlight of each. 

First up was The Vampire Lovers, 
directed by Roy Ward Baker – a 
surprisingly faithful version of Le Fanu’s 
source, which introduced the world to 
the glorious Ingrid Pitt.

Next up was Jimmy Sangster’s 
Lust for a Vampire – an enjoyably trashy 
outing that featured the unforgettable 
Yutte Stensgaard. 

And, finally, the film that concerns 
us here Twins of Evil – banned in 
Scandinavia, and starring the lovely 
Madeleine and Mary Collinson. (Kate 
O’Mara was originally considered to play 
one of the twins, but a suitable double 
couldn’t be sought, so Hammer opted to 
use real-life identical twins instead.)  

BLOOD, BOOBS, 
AND

A GOOD TITLE:  
Everything You Wanted To Know About ‘Twins of Evil’... but were afraid to ask

Stephen Mosley
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The plot of Twins of Evil in a 
nutshell: one of Peter Cushing’s twin 
nieces is turned into a vampire by the 
evil Count Karnstein – but which one 
should he behead?

Filmed at Pinewood Studios in 
March and April 1971 on sets that were 
still standing from Countess Dracula 
and would later be utilised for Vampire 
Circus, Twins of Evil is a prequel to the 
previous films in the trilogy. 

As played by Katya Wyeth, 
Carmilla is reduced to a cameo. She 
humps around in a heavy shroud like the 
Ghost of Christmas Yet to Come before 
vampirising Count Karnstein in an 
erotic clinch. (Katya Wyeth fans will be 
pleased to find her in a more substantial 
role in Hammer’s 1971 psycho-thriller 
Straight On ‘Till Morning.)

Damien Thomas, trumpeted in the 
film’s trailer as “Hammer’s New Master 
of the Macabre”, is a deliciously arch 
Count, and it’s a shame that no other 
horror films of the period found room 
for him (indeed, the only other film I’ve 
seen him in is Sinbad & the Eye of the 
Tiger (1977) – in which he plays a prince 
turned into a chess-playing baboon). 

Cushing’s fanatical witch-hunter 
Gustav Weil is, as usual, a finely etched 
performance. A look of weary sadness 
haunts his gaunt face throughout. 
Indeed, Twins of Evil was Cushing’s first 
film after the death of his beloved wife 
Helen in January 1971. 

Cushing felt that his life as he knew 

and loved it ended with Helen’s passing. 
Fortunately for his admirers, he gallantly 
threw himself into his work, venting his 
grief in an unstoppable parade of classic 
films, including such early ‘70s favourites 
as Tales from the Crypt, Horror Express, 
The Creeping Flesh and From Beyond the 
Grave. 

One of the reasons Peter Cushing 
remains my favourite actor is the energy 
he brings to his roles: Those sudden, 
surprising bursts of power often belie his 
thoughtful, fragile appearance. In film 
after film, he lunges and leaps, with the 
athletic grace of a dancer, to grapple 
with his opponent, usually Christopher 
Lee. 

That energy, despite his recent 
bereavement, is on display in Twins of 
Evil: roaring out against blasphemers, 
charging through moonlit forests on 
horseback and, finally, toppling over 
a balcony with an axe in his back. “I 
did top and tail that happy landing 
myself,” Cushing admitted in his second 
volume of autobiography Past Forgetting 
(Weidenfeld & Nicolson, 1988), “just 
the free fall bit in the middle was left to 
some other brave body.”

 The supporting cast is also strong: 
Dennis Price (real name: Dennistoun 
Franklyn John Rose-Price, b.1915) 
pops up as Count Karnstein’s blithering 
accomplice. No matter how frayed his 
appearance, or how awful the film, 
Price’s genre performances were always 
worthwhile: His amusing turn as a body-

snatcher is the highpoint of Hammer’s 
1970 “black comedy” The Horror of 
Frankenstein. In 1972, he provided his 
final role for the company: a fruity 
cameo in That’s Your Funeral (1972) – an 
entertaining farce about undertakers. 

Sadly, the matinee idol of the 
1940s was, by 1971, awash with alcohol, 
debts, and incomprehensible Jesus 
Franco features, though Price had one 
final moment of glory as critic Hector 
Snipe in Theatre of Blood before playing 
Van Helsing in Freddie Francis’s Son of 
Dracula (1973). This ill-fated horror-
musical proved to be the actor’s final 
film. He died in October, 1973 – the 
victim of a drink-related illness.

Euro-horror regular David Warbeck 
(1942-1997) also makes an early genre 
appearance in Twins of Evil. Warbeck, 
whose credits range from Lucio Fulci’s 
The Beyond (1980) to his final role as the 
‘Horror Movie Man’ in Jake West’s low-
budget vampire yarn Razor-Blade Smile 
(1996), plays a young schoolteacher with 
an obsessive desire for Frieda, the evil 
twin. His sister in Twins of Evil is played 
by Isobel Black, who makes a welcome 
return to Hammer Horror, having 
portrayed a memorable vamp herself in 
the 1962 classic Kiss of the Vampire.

And, finally, there’s the 
twins themselves: two underrated 
performances from Madeleine and Mary 
Collinson. As far as I’m concerned, their 
work in Twins of Evil has never been 
properly evaluated or given due credit. 
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Although inexperienced actresses, 
through their sharply defined use of 
expression we are, unlike the village 
locals, never in any doubt as to which 
twin is which. For that reason alone, 
their characterization must be deemed 
a success. 

Doe-eyed and benign, Mary is the 
essence of virtue, whereas Madeleine 
is all flashing eyes and sly smiles – just 
watch the expression on her face 
whenever anything unpleasant is 
inferred. Their performances are more 
than effective. 

Indeed, according to Marcus 
Hearn’s entry on the twins in his book 
Hammer Glamour (Titan Books, 2009) 
Peter Cushing himself was so impressed 
with their performances, that he wrote 
to their mother to tell them so.

The Malta-born twins (b.1952) 
were, famously, Playboy’s first twin 
playmates (October 1970). Their career 

had survived a short film (Halfway Inn) 
with notorious nudie-photographer 
Harrison Marks and their previous 
cinematic entries included small roles in 
such self-explanatory titles as Some Like 
It Sexy (1969), Groupie Girl (1970) and 
The Love Machine (1970). 

They also turn up, looking on as 
two girls fight at a party, in Devil Doll 
director Lindsay Shonteff’s grubby view 
of groupie culture Permissive (1970). 

Someone at Mojo magazine 
described Permissive as “that awkward 
place where sexploitation shacks up 
with social comment” – though I felt the 
film could be more aptly summed up in a 
single, four-letter word. It’s available on 
DVD now, courtesy of BFI, so you can 
judge for yourself.

Sadly, Twins of Evil proved to be 
Madeleine and Mary’s only starring 
roles. After its release they continued 
modelling for a while, then seemed to 
fade from public view. Happily, their 

one Hammer Horror provides a lasting 
showcase for their talents. 

As was the tradition at Hammer 
with several of its leading ladies at the 
time, the twins’ voices are dubbed; their 
Maltese accents were apparently deemed 
too thick. (Ingrid Pitt, incidentally, 
never forgave Peter Sasdy for dubbing 
her in Countess Dracula (1970) – she 
even took revenge on the director by 
pushing him into a swimming pool – or 
the English Channel, sources differ.) 

Voices aside, to add insult to injury, 
Madeleine Collinson’s first name is 
misspelled as ‘Madelaine’ in the credits. 

Nevertheless, Twins of Evil is given 
an injection of style from fresh-blood 
director John Hough (later to helm the 
acclaimed ghost story Legend of Hell 
House, as well as several Disney efforts). 

Only twenty-nine years old in 
1971, John Hough had previously 
worked in television, where in 1969 he 
directed an unsold Robin Hood pilot 
Wolfshead to which Hammer bought the 
rights. (Hough returned to Hammer 
in 1984, directing three feature-length 
episodes of their television series The 
Hammer House of Mystery and Suspense 
before guiding Peter Cushing through 
the actor’s final movie Biggles in 1985). 
He came to Twins of Evil after publicly 
expressing his frustration at the tired, 
formulaic approach of current horror 
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films; that he could 
do much better himself. Hammer put 
him to the test, and he rose to the 
challenge with aplomb. 

Hough brings with him a pleasing 
attention to detail that was missing from 
the trilogy’s previous entries: the extras 
are always busy, dew drips from the trees 
. . . there is, however, one surprising 
lapse in excellence: Just what exactly are 
the men in the forest hunting? We are 
told it’s wild boar, but are shown only 
a moving lump of squealing hay, which 
the hunters fling their spears at. This 
really confused me when I first saw the 
film as a boy. However, all is redeemed 
with a splendid decapitation scene. 

Unlike previous Hammer Films, 
where the fairy tale world in which the 
drama enfolds is neatly divided between 
Good and Evil, here the boundaries are 
less easy to define, which only serves to 
make the film and its characters all the 
more interesting. 

Mary’s virtuous twin Maria is, 
along with her aunt (well played by 
Kathleen Byron) and Isobel Black’s 
schoolmistress, one of the few redeeming 
characters the film has to offer; everyone 
else seems to occupy a grey area. 

Cushing’s religious witch-hunter, 
a moral crusader, would seem to be 

the hero, only he feels duty-bound to 
burn pretty girls in the woods. Likewise, 
David Warbeck’s teacher also seems, 
at first glance, to be a likely candidate 
for sainthood, but muddies the waters 
somewhat by openly lusting after one of 
his students. And that’s not on. 

The film, however, is loaded with 
style. Roy Stannard’s art direction 
collides beautifully with Dick Bush’s 
photography, creating a dark, fairy tale 
atmosphere, which pervades through 
mist-wreathed forests and blue-lit castle 
crypts. In short, it looks gorgeous – a 
grim fairy tale come to life. 

On its release in the UK in 
October, 1971, (June 1972 in the 
US – shorn of five whole minutes of 
breast-bitings and gore), Twins of Evil 
was double-billed with another Hammer 
classic, Peter Sasdy’s Hands of the Ripper, 
treating cinema-goers to what the late 
Forrest J Ackerman would no doubt call 
“a gourmet feast of horror”.  

In certain territories, including 
America and Australia, the film 
was released as Twins of Dracula – 
capitalizing on Hammer’s most bankable 
character, even though Bram Stoker’s 
Count has nothing to do with the 
movie. 

One other curious bit of trivia 
regarding Twins of Evil’s publicity is 
that Bright Eyes and Remember You’re a 
Womble composer Mike Batt arranged 
a rock version of Harry Robinson’s 
sterling theme for an outfit named 
Essjay. Whoever, or whatever, Essjay 
were, the record failed to chart – and 
the disc is, not surprisingly, something of 
a collector’s item today. 

Twins of Evil was treated to a 

A lifelong lover of movies and 
monsters, Stephen Mosley played 
the monster in the movie Kenneth 
www.kennethmovie.com. His book 

of strange tales The Boy Who 
Loved Simone Simon (which he 

also illustrated) is out now and was 
selected by Entertainment Focus as 
one of the 10 Best Books of 2011. 
He has written film-related articles 

for Midnight Marquee magazine and 
the Spooky Isles www.spookyisles.
com. He is one half of the music 

duo Collinson Twin and lives in a 
dungeon near Leeds. 

fantastic comic-strip adaptation by 
artist Blas Gallego for House of Hammer 
magazine, issue 7 (February, 1977) – 
“the adaptation of Twins of Evil was 
very well done. The bottom pictures 
on page 21 looked almost real,” said 
reader Patrick Davison of Southampton 
in praise of Gallego’s work. This strip, 
along with Paul Neary’s rendition of 
Dracula, was reprinted in the 1984 
compendium Tales To Tremble By (a 
favourite book in my youth). 

Speaking of favourite books, Twins 
of Evil was loudly disparaged in every 
horror movie tome I loved as a youth. 
Today, however, it is regarded as the best 
film in the Karnstein trilogy, and remains 
a firm favourite among fans. 

I, for one, think it’s an underrated 
gem. In fact, I love the film so much that 
my band is named Collinson Twin after 
its two luscious stars. I only hope Mary 
and Madeleine don’t mind. 



We Belong Dead  Page 9

ONLY AVAILABLE DIRECT – NOT IN STORES
Just £30 for a 4 disc set of Classic Interviews.

Full details up on website soon

www.cinedumonde.co.uk

An exclusive Limited Edition 
pictorial history of Peter Cushing 

– the definitive tribute for his 100th 
birthday on 26th May 2013

Wayne Kinsey, Tom Johnson and Joyce 
Broughton (Cushing’s secretary for 35 years) take 
you on a journey through the life and work of one 

of England’s best loved actors.

Showcasing his work in theatre, television and 
the stage.
Exclusive insight into his private life.
Featuring many rare and previously 
unseen images.
Examples of his watercolours, sketches, 
costume designs, cartoons and caricatures.
Annotated script pages, letters, notations in his 
own hand-writing.
Memorabilia and candid photographs.
Over 1800 images – 328 pages!
LIMITED EDITION OF ONLY 2000
A cornucopia of Cushing – Only 
available direct from the publisher.

NOT AVAILABLE IN STORES
LIMITED EDITION – Only direct from publishers

ORDER EARLY TO AVOID DISAPPOINTMENT!

www.peverilpublishing.co.uk

CELEBRATE THE 
CUSHING CENTENARY 

IN STYLE...

AVAILABLE
LATE APRIL/
EARLY MAY

PEVERIL
publishing

PEVERIL
publishing

PEVERIL
publishing

PEVERIL
publishing

COMING SOON
THE INTERVIEW 

COLLECTION
The first in a series of multi disc DVD sets with archive 

interviews with cult movie actors and directors.

ONLY AVAILABLE DIRECT from Cine Du Monde on 
a burn on demand basis.

In our initial release you will get a series of 
interviews drawn from the archives of well known 

genre expert David Del Valle

Four DVD Disc set with:

l	 Classic Vincent Price Interview

l	 Cult Director Curtis Harrington – Night Tide, Games

l	 Actor Cameron Mitchell – Nightmare in Wax and                 

 other drive-in classics

l	 Doctor Who Director Waris Hussein

l	 Actor Tab Hunter and Director Armand Mastroianni on  

 Cameron’s Closet!!!

l	 Big Boob auteur Russ Meyer and actress Yvette Vickers (Attack  

 of the 50ft Woman)

l	 TV’s John Steed of Avengers fame – Patrick Macnee

l	 New Zealand Director David Blyth – Death Warmed Up

l	 Actor James Karen – Poltergeist/Return of the Living Dead

l	 Director Michael Sarne – Myra Breckenridge

C I N E  D U  M O N D E

C I N E  D U  M O N D E
Details subject to change without notice

Cover price only £35
See p&p costs on website when 
sales go live. 
An optional DVD of rare Cushing 
memorabilia will also be available 
at an additional £8

LIMITED
EDITION

ONLY 2000
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The Hands of the Ripper (1971)
Hammer fi lms never got round to 
making a fi lm about Jack the Ripper as 
such, which is surprising really.

This is the nearest they came, with 
the Ripper himself appearing only in the 
pre-credits sequence. Angahard Rees 
(who sadly passed away very recently) is 
wonderful as Jack’s daughter who seems 
to have inherited a murderous affl iction 

from her father. This results in a number 
of gruesome and surprisingly gory 
murders (the killing of the maid and the 
stabbing of Long Liz with the hatpins 
are particularly shocking).  Eric Porter 
plays a Freudian psychoanalyst trying 
to help her, who for his troubles gets 
skewered with a big sword. Wonderful 
lush cinematography and a wonderful 
score make this one of the better latter 
day Hammers. The same year they also 
gave us Dr Jekyll and Sister Hyde which 
mixed Dr J with Burke and Hare and the 
Ripper murders

The Lodger – A Story of the London 
Fog (1927)
This was Alfred Hitchcocks third fi lm 
after a couple of commercial failures. 
Based on Marie Belloc Lowndes story of 
a mysterious lodger whose comings and 
goings late at night arouse the suspicions 
of his landlord and wife

Is he the mass murder terrorizing 
London? The story is left open ended, 
but when matinee idol Ivor Novello was 
cast as the titular character the ending 
had to be changed! No way was there 
going to be even a hint of doubt that 
the Lodger was innocent. The theme 
of the innocent man wrongly accussed 
of a crime was to become a staple of 
Hitchcocks later fi lms, but here it gets 

its fi rst airing. It is ironic to think that 
The Lodger is the only noteworthy silent 
horror fi lm to come out of England.  It 
was to launch the career of perhaps the 
most famous director ever

A Study in Terror (1965)
This was the fi rst time anyone had 
thought of pitting Conan doyle’s 
fi ctional sleuth against the world’s 
most famous real life serial killer. 
Based on an Ellery Queen story, the 
fi lm is exceptionally well made. John 
Neville makes a wonderful Holmes, 
ably assisted by Donald Houston as 
Watson and there is a wonderful cameo 
by Robert Morley as Mycroft Holmes.  
Frank Finlay plays Inspector Lestrade, 

The Hands of the Ripper (1971)The Hands of the Ripper (1971)The Hands of the Ripper

from her father. This results in a number 
of gruesome and surprisingly gory of gruesome and surprisingly gory 
murders (the killing of the maid and the 
stabbing of Long Liz with the hatpins 
are particularly shocking).  Eric Porter 
plays a Freudian psychoanalyst trying 
to help her, who for his troubles gets 
skewered with a big sword. Wonderful 
lush cinematography and a wonderful 
score make this one of the better latter 
day Hammers. The same year they also 
gave us 
mixed Dr J with Burke and Hare and the 
Ripper murders

The Lodger – A Story of the London 
Fog
This was Alfred Hitchcocks third fi lm 
after a couple of commercial failures. 
Based on Marie Belloc Lowndes story of 
a mysterious lodger whose comings and 
goings late at night arouse the suspicions 
of his landlord and wife

Hands of the Ripper

by Eric McNaughton
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a role he would repeat in that other 
Holmes/Ripper fi lm Murder By Decree.  
In my opinion this is a cracking good 
fi lm, with lots of action and suspense, 
and to my knowledge it was the fi rst 
time the theory of the Ripper as an 
aristocrat was put forward.

A wonderful cast of talented actors, 
great colour and a great storyline make 
this essential viewing fo Ripperologists 
and fans of Holmes alike.

Murder By Decree (1979)
Of the 140-plus Sherlock Holmes fi lms 
made, Bob Clark’s 1978 fi lm Murder by 
Decree is by far the most intelligent and 
entertaining outing of Baker Street’s 
famous sleuth. The idea of mixing 
Conan Doyle’s fi ctional detective with 
the historical fi gures and events of 
that Autumn of Terror of 1888 is an 
intriguing proposition.

Of course it, had been done before 
in 1965’s A Study in Terror; where 
Murder by Decree differs is that to a large 
extent it is based on historical fact and 

pays close attention to the details of the 
Ripper murders.

As any Ripperologist knows, 
there are a hundred and one so called 
solutions as to the identity of Jack 
the Ripper.

All have their fl aws. Murder 
by Decree uses the work of the late 
Stephen Knight for its plot emphasis.

Basically Knight’s argument was 
that the murders involved a conspiracy 
by the Freemasons and implied 
complicity at the highest level of 
Government and into the very heart of 
the Royal Family itself.

In the real life fi gure of the Ripper 
it seems that Holmes has an adversary as 
cunning and intelligent as himself.

But it would be wrong to assume 
that Murder by Decree is merely a 
cinematic version of Stephen Knight’s 
Jack The Ripper – The Final Solution 
because the fi lm is much more than that. 
It takes Knight’s theories, the Ripper 
murder facts and Sherlock Holmes’ 
superior intellect, blends them all 
together and produces an exciting and 
entertaining fi lm. The fi lm itself opens 
with the Ripper’s third murder. This is 
not a fi lm about the Ripper per se.

As Holmes, Christopher 
Plummer shines in perhaps his greatest 
performance and in my opinion equals, 
if not betters any other portrayal 
of Holmes – yes, even those of 
Basil Rathbone and Peter Cushing!  
Plummer’s detective isn’t merely a cold 
calculating fi gure, but can show real 
anger and emotion (not a trait usually 
connected with the character) as in 
the scene where he fi nally tracks down 
Annie Crook (played by Geneviève 
Bujold) in an insane asylum.  The 
supporting cast too are superb. James 
Mason, who was so often wasted in his 
later fi lms, plays Watson as an equal 
to Holmes, and here Mason’s portrayal 
lives up to what Ithink Conan Doyle 
would have wanted.   One of the 
outstanding features of the fi lm are its 
impressive sets.

You can readily believe this is what 
the streets of Whitechapel must have 

a role he would repeat in that other 

looked like in that autumn of 
1888 as the Ripper went about his 
savage work.

Jack the Ripper (1959)
I think of all the Ripper fi lms, 
this has to be my favourite.  I 
remember seeing it late one 
Friday night on Tyne Tees 
when I was a kid, and being 
really scared. The script is by 
Hammer’s own Jimmy Sangster 
and is loosely based on the 
theory put forward by one of the 
earliest Ripperologists, Leonard 

Matters, that the Ripper was a doctor 
out to avenge the death of his son who 
had contracted a ‘social disease’ from 
a prostitute. The fi lm had one of the 
most expensive publicity campaigns 

ever when a million dollars was spent 
on advertising, but it paid off and the 
fi lm became a huge hit. Although, like 
many early Ripper fi lms, it is historically 
incorrect, it is a fast paced little thriller 
with lots of red herrings. The fi lm is 
in atmospheric black and white, but 
original prints turned blood red when 
the Ripper is killed at the end. Well 
worth tracking down, I recently found 
a decently priced French DVD release, 
sadly without the colour ending.

“Are you Mary Clark?”
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DRACULA (1958)
Directed by Terence Fisher. 

Dracula (Christopher Lee) Van Helsing 
(Peter Cushing) Harker (Jonathan Van 
Eyssen) Lucy (Carol Marsh) Mina 
(Melissa Stribling) Arthur (Michael 
Gough)

It’s often been remarked that older 
horror films, such as Hammer’s, were 
‘Fairy Tales with blood’. That’s quite 
appropriate here, as I am about to do an 
‘Emperor’s New Clothes’ on the 1958 
‘Dracula’, first of the 7 Dracula films 
Hammer made, and far from the best.

The film begins well – the first 23 
minutes are actually very good. Ok, the 
film has that awful `Hollywood Musical’ 
look to it that ALL colour films from 
the 50s possess, and John Van Eyssen’s 
gentle whispering gets on your wick after 
a while (actually, almost everyone in the 
film talks in the same way – Michael 

Gough, for instance. I wish the Director 
had said to the cast, “Right, grit your 
teeth, clench your fists, and give it 
some welly!!”), but the situation is 
interesting and Christopher Lee makes 
a good first impression as Dracula. One 
thing that always irritates me is how 
utterly thick Harker is, as if his genteel 
whispering wasn’t enough to irk you!! 
When Dracula locks him in his room, 
he immediately, and violently, tries the 
handle, thus alerting Dracula to the fact 
that he (Harker) knows he has been 
locked in – I wouldn’t have done that. 
Next, he directly confronts the Count, 
and tries to save the vampire woman 
– why? She attacked him, for goodness 
sake! Next, the stupid man stakes 
the aforementioned vampire woman 
through the heart first, rather than 
Dracula, and when Dracula advances on 
him, Harker hasn’t brought a cross along 
to protect him! (which would certainly 
have allowed him to get away) – this 

man is THICK!! He gets what he 
deserves anyway.

Ironically, the film goes downhill 
shortly after the great Peter Cushing 
appears. The next 45 minutes could 
easily give watching red paint dry a run 
for it’s money, and are amongst the most 
boring of any Hammer film, completely 
lacking any sense of excitement. A 
major problem, contributing to the 
dreary atmosphere, is that there are 
no interesting characters, apart from 
Dracula, and Van Helsing, something 
the other films had in abundance – Taste 
the Blood of Dracula is positively dripping 
with interesting characters, and brilliant 
dialogue, but this film has nothing 
(Miles Malleson is ok but he only has 
one short scene)!

The ending isn’t all that good 
either, though James Bernard’s score 
makes it seem more exciting than it 
actually is (funnily enough, I saw a clip 
of the climactic struggle between Lee 
and Cushing at least twice in the 70s, 
on ‘Pebble Mill at One’, probably prior 
to Cushing/Lee being interviewed). 
Overall, there are some good bits in it, 
but the film overall is a slickly-produced, 
handsomely-mounted bore, which 
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doesn’t warrant its reputation. If you 
want nice sets, the film is perfectly fine, 
but if you want an exciting and eventful 
horror, look elsewhere. Best Hammer 
Dracula film? Don’t make me laugh! But 
fangs for the first 23 minutes. 

2/10

DRACULA, PRINCE OF 
DARKNESS (1966)
Directed by Terence Fisher

Dracula (Christopher Lee) Sandor 
(Andrew Keir) Helen (Barbara Shelley) 
Alan (Charles Tingwell) Charles (Francis 
Matthews) Diana (Suzan Farmer) Ludwig 
(Thorley Walters)

Second of the series (sorry, but I 
don’t include The Brides of Dracula – If 
you’re going to include that you might 
as well include Countess Dracula). 
This film is a lot better than the turgid 
Dracula (not hard, I admit) but its far 
from perfect. The first half hour drags a 
bit, with some painfully slow and boring 
stretches, though its helped a bit by the 
fact that all the characters are possessed 
of a little more life and interest than 
the characters in the previous film. 
Strangely enough, I always expected 
this film to begin with the 4 travellers 
stranded in the wood, ala the `House 
of Hammer’ comic strip adaptation, and 
was surprised when it didn’t. We’ve got 
Alan Kent and his wife Helen, who is 
a stuck-up snob, and Charles Kent and 
his wife Diana (Charles and Diana! – a 
partnership like that is bound to lead 
to trouble) who all end up staying the 
night at the worst place possible, Castle 
Dracula! Dracula’s servant, Klove (of 
the distinguished Garlic family?) is a 
creepy character, and the film livens up 
considerably when Alan gets his throat 
cut (originally in the script it was to be 
his stomach, but the Censor thought 
that was too gory!), and his blood is 
used to resurrect the Count. Dracula 
has gained a grey streak or two in his 
hair, and seems to have lost his voice as 
well, though it doesn’t become obvious. 
Apparently, the script did have lines for 
Lee, but he considered them so dreadful, 
he refused to speak them. Some of these 

DRACULA, PRINCE OF DARKNESS – An Alternative view 
One Saturday morning an 8 year old holds his mates spellbound 
whilst he recounts his first encounter with Hammer horror the night 
before, he delights in telling them of the throat slitting and the vamp 
staking with extra flourish added to the blood splatter and gore, the 
next week every kid in the street had tried to talk their parents into 
allowing them to view the Friday horror movies. This is one of many 
things that hold me enthralled with Dracula Prince of Darkness, as 
I view it now , I see a slightly different film. So okay Dracula does 
not speak ( though he is supposedly say’s one word within the film 
which is *NO!*) and he is further removed from the character in the 
book, but this film ain’t the book is it ? It is, in my opinion, a what if 
? film. What if Dracula is resurrected, how would he evolve? Or is 
it devolve, as he seems to me anyway to become more animalistic 
and feral, he hisses and snarls when cornered just like an animal, 
he stalks his prey silently, he punishes his lesser creatures if they 
step out of line he makes sure they know he is in charge, that’s 
how I view Dracula’s part in this film. But what to do about a new 
nemesis to pit against the prince of darkness ?  How do we replace 
the almost pious and devout Van Helsing ?  We go one step further, 
we introduce a truly religious man, Father Sandor.  But next Hammer 
turn the tables slightly and turn him into a fun loving, not scared to 
show his arse in public beer swilling non bullshit standing abbott, he 
is almost the complete opposite of Van Helsing in his demeanour, 
and how well it works, Sandor bullies, cajoles and shouts down 
fellow religious figures to make them understand the true nature of 
evil, and not to be clogged down in superstition and dogma, he is a 
rebel, a nonconformist who see’s only too well the evil in the world 
via his travels away from his monastery, and Andrew Keir really does 
bring life to Sandor. We get to see a new follower of Dracula, Klove, 
his loyal servant and yet he is more than a mere lackey, he is his 
own man, cunning, resourceful, highly intelligent and in some ways 
equal to his master, Klove is a an ice cold assassin when it comes 
to helping Dracula back from his sleep of the damned. Klove brings 
existence back to Dracula with an almost nonchalant throat slitting 
of Alan, and the resurrection that follows is spinechillingly superb, 
slowly sinew builds upon sinew and the mist begins to envelop the 
sarcophagus containing the ashes of the Prince Of Darkness, until 
through the mist a hand clutches the side of the coffin .... Once his 
master is reborn Klove then sends Alan’s wife Helen ( a harridan 
of the first order) to Dracula to quench his thirst for new blood. 
This frigid bitter woman (excellently played by Barbara Shelly ) is 
transformed by Dracula’s *kiss* into a voluptuous, seductive, sensual 
vamp in every sense of the word. She now has looks and attitude 
men would die for and she would willingly oblige them in this pursuit, 
indeed the subsequent staking of Helen is, in my opinion, a pretty 
subversive scene as it comes across as an ecclesiastical form of 
rape.

From the moment of the reprise of the ending of the first Dracula 
film at the beginning, this film builds slowly to it’s ice tomb finale with 
deft direction from Fisher and some neat set pieces, including a nod 
to Renfield in the shape of Thorley Walters’ bumbling yet touching 
portrayal of Ludwig.  We are drawn into the darker side of Dracula 
and his more animalistic traits, we also learn he has allies whom he 
use’s to his advantage and would disgard at his leisure if they fail 
him. This is not Dracula the mime but Dracula the feral, raw animal 
who when backed into a corner reacts with animal rage and fire, this 
film is rubbing salt into an open wound, it burns and gnaws at the 
raw skin making you notice it, there are no lemons here only some 
peach of performances, so grab your salt lemon and lime and con 
tequila my friends and sit back with Dracula Prince of Darkness. As 
for me it’s that 8year old boy still deep within my soul that calls me 
back to this film and not once has it failed to deliver the frissons it 
holds within.

John Gibben
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lines made it into the afore-mentioned 
‘HOH’ strip (‘Flee, then you fools, while 
you can! For even if you run to the ends 
of the Earth – you will not escape the 
wrath of Count Dracula!!’), and its up 
to the individual to judge if its better or 
worse without them in the film.

A good cast, particularly Andrew 
Keir as Father Sandor, a local priest 
who knows a lot about vampires. Some 
fans have narrow-mindedly complained 
when Peter Cushing isn’t in the cast but 
I think it gives the film an extra boost 
when Dracula’s adversary is someone we 
don’t know. Anyway, whether warming 
his backside in front of the Inn’s fire 

(and disgusting snooty Helen in the 
process!), insulting thick Villagers, and 
berating incompetent priests, Sandor 
is superb, and he gets the honour of 
despatching Dracula at the end. A 
mention here for the character of 
Ludwig who is clearly based on Renfield 
from the novel, and for the fact that 
the screenplay incorporates some of 
the lore established by Stoker – that 
a vampire can only be invited over a 
threshold, and that they don’t like water. 
The ending is effective, and gives Lee 
a chance to full-bloodedly scream as he 
slips to his icy doom. 

7/10

DRACULA HAS RISEN FROM THE 
GRAVE (1968)
Directed by Freddie Francis 

Dracula (Christopher Lee) Monsignor 
(Rupert Davies) Paul (Barry Andrews) 
Maria (Veronica Carlson) Zena (Barbara 
Ewing)

Ah, finally it all came together! 
This film gets off to a great start 

immediately, as it has a much better look 
to it than the previous 2 ie; it doesn’t 
resemble a colourful Hollywood Musical, 
and seems much-less grainy. This was 
the first of the series I saw as a kid, back 
in 1977, watching it in the hallowed 
‘Friday Night Film’ slot on Tyne Tees – 
not something that happened regularly, 
as I could never stay awake (11pm 
seemed so far away and LATE in those 
days, how times change). Anyway, 
once past the impressive intro we see a 
young lad on a bike, whistling ‘Charlie 
had a Pigeon’, before entering the local 
Church and finding one of Dracula’s 
victims tied up inside the Tower bell ( 
put there presumably by Klove, on his 
Master‘s instructions as a gruesome joke/
insult to the Church). Enter Rupert 
Davies, on fine form as the Monsignor 
who decides to exorcise Castle Dracula, 
accompanied by a priest who, I thought, 
looked exactly like Mick Miller, of ‘The 
Comedians’ tv show. Dracula’s revival 
is notable for the continuity error in the 
scene, as the Priest cuts his head on the 
ice and there is rather a lot of blood – 
but when he gets up a few seconds later, 
there is no sign of any cuts or bruises! 
Also, we see Dracula’s reflection in the 
water. Dracula intends to get revenge on 
the Monsignor and with the Priest under 
his spell sets off for Kleinenberg.

You might think that the 
Monsignor is going to be the hero of the 
film – a crusty middle-aged gentleman 
in the manner of the 2 previous films. 
But the hero emerges as a young lad 
called Paul who we get to know a fair bit 
about in very entertaining and enjoyable 
scenes, such as the disastrous dinner 
at the Monsignor’s home. The other 
characters are all interesting too: Anna 
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(Paul’s Girlfriend, and the Monsignor’s 
niece), played by the lovely Veronica 
Carlson knocks spots off the women in 
the first 2 films, and Barbara Murray as 
the voluptuous Barmaid, who ends up 
getting shoved head-first into a furnace, 
makes a good impression. Michael 
Ripper puts in a nice performance too 
as Paul’s boss at the Inn, and there 
is lots of entertaining stuff involving 
glasses of beer and brooms! It all builds 
to a lively finale, as Paul’s attempt to 
dispatch Dracula with a stake fails, 
due to Paul’s atheism and a chase to 
Castle Dracula ensues. The end of the 
film, with Dracula impaled on a huge 
cross, tears of blood brimming from his 
eyes, certainly doesn’t disappoint. This 
is a superb film, and a considerable 
improvement on the first 2 entries. 

9/10

TASTE THE BLOOD OF 
DRACULA (1970)
Directed by Peter Sasdy

Dracula (Christopher Lee) Hargood 
(Geoffrey Keen) Secker (John Carson) 

Paxton (Peter Sallis) Alice (Linda Hayden) 
Lord Courtley (Ralph Bates)

You can always tell a great film, 
by the number of memorable and 
quotable lines contained therein, 
and this film is filled with them. Me 
and my Hammer-fan mate used to 
regularly quote lines from films in 
order to amuse/impress barmaids/
women/girls when we first discovered 
pubs and staying out til 3 in the 
morning, all those years ago, (worthy 
of an entire article in itself!) and 
this film was verbally name-checked 
more times than any other (apart 
from maybe ‘The Man Who Haunted 
Himself’ and most of the Amicus 
anthologies) – I can still distinctly 
remember reaching out at the bar and 
saying ‘Give Meeee!’ in the manner of 
the nutter in the films brilliant opening 
scene! The film gets off to a very 
atmospheric start, with Roy Kinnear 
as a salesman who gets thrown out of 
a coach and ends up walking through a 
forest at night, where he sees Dracula 
with a huge cross through him, in stock 
footage from the end of the previous 

film. Dracula disintegrates, with his 
blood turning to powder, and the scene 
shifts to Victorian London where we 
meet the main cast of characters. Firstly, 
we meet the Hargoods, which consists 
of a Mother/Wife and Daughter who are 
treated like dirt by the (on the surface) 
puritanical head of the household Mister 
Hargood who angrily berates his sexy 
Daughter Lucy for looking at a young 
man in church, then heads off for a 
heady night of drink, drugs and whores 
in a Brothel! Hargood comes across as 
a total slime ball. It is heavily suggested 
he fancies his Daughter, and is jealous 
of her lover, Paul. Accompanying him 
is Paxton a wimpy little creep who 
Hargood has total contempt for, and 
Secker who isn’t so bad, apart from 
being a bit of a know-it-all. Their fun 
is interrupted by Lord Courtley who 
persuades them to buy Dracula’s remains 
from Weller, and take part in a ritual 
in a derelict Church. Courtley thinks 
that by drinking Dracula’s blood, they 
will become vampires – unfortunately, 
it doesn’t work and Courtley chokes on 
the vile brew, while the others respond 
to his pleas for help by beating him to 
death! The scenes in the Brothel are 
very interesting, as cuts were made by 
ITV when this film turned up in the 
early 80s (after previously being shown 
uncut by ITV), and in the late 80s on 
video.

Once Dracula is revived, he sets 
out to kill the three toffs, but doesn’t do 
so in person – instead he controls their 
teenage Sons/Daughters’ minds and 
wills them to kill their Fathers in various 
grisly ways. Hargood gets his head 
bashed with a shovel, 
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Paxton gets staked through the heart, 
and Secker gets stabbed. Incidentally, 
what happens to Secker’s son? He 
just vanishes from the film without 
explanation, having been vampirised. 
The film ends with the hero Paul 
saying a prayer and this has the effect 
of making the derelict church seem to 
come alive for Dracula who falls to his 
death on an altar.

A nice change, having the film set 
in London. A great script, characters, 
actors. Also, because the three toffs 
more or less deserve what happens to 
them, this has the unusual effect of 
making Dracula seem the film’s hero! 

9/10

SCARS OF DRACULA (1970)
Directed by Roy Ward Baker

Dracula (Christopher Lee) Klove (Patrick 
Troughton) Simon (Dennis Waterman) 
Sarah (Jenny Hanley) Landlord (Michael 
Ripper) Paul (Christopher Matthews)

This is easily the best of the series, 
no ifs, buts or maybes, so naturally, due 
to the laws of perversity, most Hammer 
fans hate it! I was always intrigued by 
the sound of this one as a kid, due to 
the fact it was never shown in my ITV 
region and also because of some great 
stills in reference books. Finally getting 
to see it, on video in 1989 (and guess 
what? It was shown on TV for the first 
time (?) a couple of weeks after! Didn’t it 
get on your wick when that happened?!), 
I wasn’t disappointed. In fact, I was so 
impressed I watched it again the next 
day, and the day after that! This film is 
often held up as an example of a Hammer 
film it would be wise not to show to 
anyone who wasn’t a Hammer fan, as it 
would give them a bad first impression, 
while the 1958 Dracula is touted as the 
best example to show our theoretical 
Hammer newbie. I completely disagree 
with this – us beard-stroking, intellectual 
horror film aficionados might see the 
finer points of something like the 58 film 
(yes, there are some!) but your average 
man on the street, who doesn’t know 
the first thing about Hammer, certainly 
wouldn’t! They’d be bored rigid! ‘Scars…’ 
in contrast, has plenty of gore, action, 
and even a bit of nudity, so Hammer 
virgin Joe Karlson would lap it up, while 
the 1958 film, with its slow pace, genteel 
whispering, and lack of gore, would be 
yawned off the screen!

I’ll say straight away, I have no 
problem with the bats in this film and 
neither should you. They look perfectly 
fine, if not downright excellent for the 
time, and far better than if CGI had 
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been discovered and used back then. 
The criticisms levelled against them 
tend to be more a case of trying to 
find fault (’ooh, Rubbery bats!) than 
anything legitimately lacking. If you 
want to see a Bat in a Hammer film 
that does genuinely look rubbish, check 
out The Brides of Dracula sometime! 
The dribbling bat at the beginning is a 
nice idea and gets things off to a very 
effective start. The Count’s slowly 
forming body is weird – it’s actually 
stock footage from the climax of the 
previous film, played in reverse. Once 
the Villagers decide to have the 19th-
century Transylvanian equivalent of 
a Boys’ Day/Night out and march to 
destroy the Count’s castle, things really 
get moving. Dracula sends a swarm 
of bats to massacre the women and 
children who have been cowering in the 

Church while the men have all the 
fun, and the aftermath of this would 
satisfy any Gore-Hound – there’s a 
marvellously gory moment where the 
Inn-Keeper finds his dead wife with 
her eyeball hanging on her cheek! 
We then get more involved with the 
hero and his associates. The hero is 
actually a guy called Simon, played by 
a surprisingly posh Dennis Waterman 
whose brother Paul gets lost near 
Castle Dracula late at night. For some 
reason, every woman in the film falls in 
love with Paul despite the fact he looks 
a right prat, and Dracula’s Mistress 
Tania is no exception. Unfortunately, 
their night of passion is interrupted 
by Dracula who stabs Tania to death 
– with a rubber knife, (all the fuss 
fans make about the rubber bats and 
nothing gets said about this!) but we’ll 
let that pass!

Things slow down a bit now, 
as Simon and his fiancée Sarah 
investigate what happened to Paul, 

leading them to the castle. They meet 
Dracula who treats Simon to a glass of 
his finest blood, while Klove gets a thing 
about Sarah which leads to him helping 
the couple to escape, and getting 
cruelly punished by Dracula, who puts 
a red-hot sword on his slashed back! 
(Patrick Troughton had a photo from 
this scene on his toilet wall, apparently 
to help him relax). More gruesome gore 
follows, with the priest getting his face 
eaten by Dracula’s chief Bat, and Simon, 
having returned to the castle, finding 
his Brother’s body hung up on a hook! 
Incidentally, I’ve spotted a continuity 
error regarding the set for the castle 
exterior – apart from the first time we 
see it, every other time someone visit’s 
the castle, its night, no matter what 
time of day it was previously. The shot 
of Dracula climbing the castle wall 
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is impressive, and it leads to a finale 
in which the count has become so 
powerful, only an act of God can get rid 
of him. I admit, the scene of Lee’s stunt 
man lurching about in a plastic Dracula 
mask, followed by a hilarious close-up of 
Lee looking like he’s been snorting ink, 
never fails to raise a smile but the end is 
still effective, and nicely unexpected.

Ok, so the sets aren’t quite as 
sumptuous as in earlier entries (but they 
aren’t really bad either) but apart from 
that this is a gem, one of the brightest 
jewels in Hammer’s crown. There is 
more entertainment to be found in a 
single one of its 90 minutes than in the 
whole of the tedious first film in the 
series, and it’s in urgent need of re-
appraisal by Hammer fandom en masse.

 
10/10

DRACULA AD 1972 (1972)
Directed by Alan Gibson

Dracula (Christopher Lee) Van Helsing 
(Peter Cushing) Inspector Murray (Michael 
Coles) Jessica (Stephanie Beacham) Johnny 
Alucard (Christopher Neame)

I first saw this in 1978, in ‘The 
Friday Night Film’ slot on Tyne Tees. I 
vividly recall matching what I saw on 
TV with the pictures on the ‘Shocking 
Laffs’ series of bubblegum cards which 
had colour photos from Hammer films 
accompanied by a corny joke.

Well, what to say about this? For 
a start, it’s a pity it has to be set in 
the (then) present-day. I would have 
liked one more film set in the19th 
century. Then again, ‘Scars….’ was so 
good, perhaps Hammer decided that 
it couldn’t be topped and decided to 
try something majorly different with 
subsequent entries in the series. This 
film begins with a lively coach-bound 
battle between Dracula and his old 
enemy Van Helsing which ends abruptly 
as the coach crashes, killing Van Helsing 
and destroying the Count who gets a 
shattered wheel spoke in his chest! Once 
past a really dreadful credits sequence in 
which we can’t actually read the credits 
because they blur into the background, 
we meet most of the principle characters 
– a bunch of left-over hippies, led by 
a character called Johnny Alucard 
(that’s Dracula spelled backwards, you 
know!) who spend their time doing 
boring things and fooling themselves 
that they’re having a great and cool 
time. Alucard is a disciple of Dracula, 
and tricks the gang into taking part in 
a wild party in a desanctified Church, 
which ends with Caroline Munro dead, 
and Dracula revived. Unfortunately, 

DRACULA AD 1972 – An Alternative View
Dracula AD 1972 should have been a new beginning for Hammer’s 
Dracula cycle with the Count being intergrated into 1970’s society but 
instead they continued with their alienation of Dracula from the world 
around him and kept him in the background unable to leave his place 
of resurrection. What should have happened is that Dracula was 
given free reign in 1970’s London, with Johnny Alucard as his guide 
to modern day ways and manners. We needed Dracula to move 
around freely and to adjust and fit in with the new era. Sadly we got 
the same old same old, and to add insult to injury we have a mass of 
cornball old men style hip 70’s dialogue. Though I’m not enamoured 
of AD 72 as a whole it does have it’s moments, the opening battle 
between Van Helsing and the Count gets the film off to a superb start 
and then to see the camera pan up and we see the jet flying through 
the air to herald what i hoped was a new direction for Dracula in 
Hammer films is just a really clever way to simply state here we 
are right here , right now folks! Stephanie Beacham and Caroline 
Munro bring a touch of glamour and style to the proceedings in 
my opinion, and both give decent enough performances. Peter 
Cushing as Lorrimer Van Helsing is treated far better by the script 
than Christopher Lee as the Count is, but for me Michael Coles 
as the investigating police officer turns in by far the most credible 
performance. The final moments of Lorrimer Van Helsing’s battle 
with the Count is nice and graphic as that spade is shoved into 
Dracula’s back to force him right down onto the stakes, and we see 
the stake rip through his body and the blood ooze out of the wound 
accompanied by equally disgusting spurting sound effects. For me 
The Satanic Rites Of Dracula does a far better job of having Dracula 
come to terms with the modern world and manipulate those around 
him into doing his bidding. Now if only someone could produce a 
transfer of Satanic Rites to the standards that Warners manged with 
Dracula Ad 1972. Hopefully the new Hammer will eventually release a 
quality dvd or Blu-Ray of Satanic Rites that may do it justice

John Gibben

John Gibben was, it was alleged by his mother, knitted in January 1961, 
dragged kicking and screaming into a drinking class family, anyone who knew his 

father will tell you he was a world class drinker ! He soon found that films were an 
escape from his daily routine of school and boredom brought on by actually being 

able to think for himself ! 
The one and only time he was actually creeped out by a film was when at a 

tender age he watched the hatchet man in Terror Of The Tongs attack his victim , 
after that a healthy appetite for all things bizarre and twisted cinematically speaking 

seemed natural to him.
To this day if you ask him what his favourite film is you’ll get a wry smile and 

a myriad of different answers with an equal amount of reasons as to why he can’t 
just pick one.



We Belong Dead  Page 19

Dracula remains in the Church for the 
rest of the film, which is a shame, but 
Peter Cushing as Van Helsing and his 
Scotland Yard chums liven things up. I 
remember being really shocked by the 
use of the word ‘bastard’ when I first saw 
this, and the lively battle between Van 
Helsing and Johnny Alucard which ends 
with the latter destroyed in a bath!

The ending is a bit ‘blink and 
you’ll miss it’, but Lee looks very creepy, 
especially when following Cushing up 
those steps, and his demise is the 3rd 
best of the series, getting impaled on 
stakes, and with a shovel on his back!

A very good film, could have been 
better but a very decent effort. 

8/10

THE SATANIC RITES OF 
DRACULA (1973)
Directed by Alan Gibson

Dracula (Christopher Lee) Van Helsing 
(Peter Cushing) Inspector Murray 
(Michael Coles) Jessica (Joanna Lumley) 
Freddie Jones (Julian Keeley)

A great end to the series, this 
is better than most other entries. 
It’s definitely an improvement on its 

immediate predecessor, and 
gives Lee a decent amount of 

lines again, in a story that feels like 
a finale. Dracula has decided to destroy 
himself, and bring down the whole of 
Humanity with him! So, rustling up a 
few important scientists and keeping 
them entertained with sexy and depraved 
satanic rituals in a large country house, 
the Count gets them to create a new, 
more deadly and virulent strain of the 
Black Death in their spare time.

A great cast again. Joanna Lumley 
is far cuter than Stephanie Beacham, 
and makes a perfect Grand-Daughter 
for Van Helsing, and William Franklyn, 
Michael Coles and Freddie Jones are 
all on good form. The scene where 
Van Helsing is describing the threat of 
vampirism (‘Things DO go bump in the 
night – quite frequently!’) is a stand-out 
and so is his confrontation with old 
friend Julian Keeley. Freddie Jones is an 
actor who always seemed 
on the right side of ‘hammy’, and he 
gives one of his best turns here – ‘The 
thrill of disgust, the beauty of obscenity!’ 
is a memorable line, juicily delivered.

It isn’t described, or shown, how 
Dracula was resurrected this time out 
but that doesn’t matter. The film is 
hard-edged, fast-paced and has ‘modern’ 
stamped all over it – whereas the 
previous film seemed stuck in a 60s time 
warp, this is very definitely the 1970s 
and you can imagine Regan and Carter 
beating up some crooks at the same time 
in the same city where this takes place. 
It also, unlike its immediate predecessor, 
has an opening credits sequence you can 
actually read!

The end is exciting and sad at 
the same time: exciting as Van Helsing 

squares off against his old foe one more 
time, and sad because you know it’s for 
the last time. As we see the horrible 
effects of the Black Death take hold, 
Dracula gets caught in a hawthorne 
bush then staked through the heart. It’s 
the end of an era.

 
10/10

David Brilliance grew up in the 
North-East of England, in a town 
called Willington, about 20 miles 

from Durham city. He is a life-long 
fan of the horror genre, and also is 
a huge fan of 60s/70s/80s comics, 
among many other interests. He 

currently resides in Weardale, Co. 
Durham, and describes himself on 
Twitter as ‘a hopeful Guinea Pig in 

the laboratory of Fate’.
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E
very serious horror film aficionado 
remembers the first time they 
were spooked...and consequently 

“hooked”.  Mine was catching a scene 
from Roger Corman’s truly magnificent 
Masque Of The Red Death (1964) on TV 
at far too young an age. I was absolutely 
terrified by the one image that I saw (a 
close-up of a hideous face, full of the 
titular plague, screaming on the screen), 
yet at the same time, I was morbidly 
fascinated that something had made me 
react in this way. It stirred something 
inside me which I knew had chilled me, 
pleasurably so. And it certainly didn’t 
stop there…

The next “experience” was, 
ironically enough, a Children’s TV 
programme: Look And Read’s “The 
Boy From Space”. This was seriously 
scary, not least because it was intended 
for learning schoolchildren!! This one 
was bone-chilling enough to actually 
make me reject my friends’ invitation 
to go and play outside later that day, 
so convinced was I that the creepy 
characters in the show would be out 
there. Bad enough on TV, but in real 
life? Forget it!

Next came the “Dr Who” 
moments – Daleks, Davros, the 
Wirrin, the Cybermen etc – incredibly 
frightening all and enough to make 
me want to hide behind the sofa. But I 
faced the fear. Was I becoming braver? 
Or was I succumbing to the charm of 
childhood chills? 

After the Time Lord experience, 
I discovered the Disney Villain. Now 
this one really got me! From the wicked 
Queen in Snow White, thru Stromboli 
in Pinocchio and to Madame Medusa 
in The Rescuers, I thrilled to them all. 
These characters, for me, were far more  
fun and fascinating than the innocuous 
eponymous ones. I started off collecting 
“Disneyland” comic, then “Mickey 

Mouse”, scanning the contents for 
photos and features on the “evil ones” 
from Walt’s wondrous world. Every 
time “Disney Time” would appear on 
the Beeb, I’d be yearning to be chilled 
by a clip featuring one of the villains in 
a scene. Sadly, these were few and far 
between and the bits they showed seemed 
to be always feature the main “goodies”. 
Which was fair enough, I suppose, but 
still a disappointment to me. 

A monumental moment came 
about when I spotted a magazine in my 

local newsagent. 
I was attracted 
to the cover 
by its mention 
of “gorgon”, a 
monster I had 
been very intrigued 
by courtesy of a 
school textbook. 
The periodical 
was none than the 

Legendary “House Of Hammer” and this 
was its eleventh issue. How I’d come to 
miss the first ten, God only knows, but 
the main thing was I had discovered 
this gem now. Hammer was a name I 
was hitherto unfamiliar with as a horror 
film company, but, as my mum kindly 
explained, a frighteningly 
good time was 
guaranteed whenever 
you went to see a 
“Hammer Horror” back 
in the day. Having this 
issue in my possession 
was enough to convince 
me. Besides The Gorgon 
(1964), what other 
horror films had they 
made, I wondered? I was 
more than determined 
to find out and anxiously 
awaited # 12 as if it were 
a Christmas present. 

And speaking of Christmas, 
December 1978 was a significant one for 
a singularly special present; a friend of 
my mum’s, knowing how much I loved 
monsters and magic, bought me my 
first treasured tome of terror – the jaw-
dropping delight that was “A Pictorial 
History Of Horror Movies” by Denis 
Gifford. You can be certain that the 
regular comic strip annuals I adored like 
“The Beano”, “Whizzer ‘N’ Chips” and 
“The Beezer” took a back seat that year. 
I had honestly never seen anything so 
absolutely stunning in my entire Life! 
This book was really the business and 
nothing had opened my eyes to the 
genre like this miracle in print; it was 
such a horrific education and I was 

helluva conscientious 
student! Throughout 
the whole of 1979, this 
behemoth of a book 
seldom left my side. I 
can remember even 
taking into Primary 
School one day! That 
was a memorable 
afternoon in the 
classroom…

Gifford’s 
masterpiece of macabre 
movies led on to my 
discovery of just what 
was taking place on TV; 
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Friday nights were actually 
showing some of the fi ne fi lms 
themselves! Seasons such as 
“Appointment With Fear”, 
“Night For The Screamish” and 
“House of Horrors” appeared 
on my local Regional station 
(STV) just after the fi ve 
minute long “Late Call”. Mum 
stayed up with with me to 
“keep me company” (but really 
just to monitor my viewing)  
and permitted me to stay up 
no later than midnight (when 
I’d have to go to bed and miss 
the blasted last half hour of the 
fi lm!!!). Incredibly annoying, but the joy 
I felt watching that fi rst hour more than 
compensated. Here I was “experiencing” 
some of the fi lms featured in Gifford’s 
book……..and others too!; Twins Of 
Evil (1971), Countess Dracula (1970), 
The Mummy (1959), Devils Of Darkness 
(1964) And Theatre Of Death (1967) 
were some of the treats served up. I was 
in “Horror Heaven”.

Things began to develop rapidly as 
I became older. I discovered the delights 
of the BBC horror double bills during 
the Summer months. Tuning in for the 
fi rst fi lm (invariably an oldie in Black 
and White) was a warm-up for the 
full-colour shockfest delivered by the 
second chiller which always felt slightly 
dangerous to watch, comparatively 
speaking. Soon afterwards, I was buying 

more genre-themed memorabilia 
or receiving them as gifts: the gore-
gushingly gruesomeness of “Monster 
Mag”; the diabolically delicious “Horror 
Movies” book by Alan Frank and then 
that same author’s “Horror Films” a few 
years later. This list went on and on.

1982 was another landmark year 
as it meant our family having (renting, 

Peter Benassi made his fi rst appearance on 28th October 1968, just ahead of 
Halloween (a date which would have indubitably been more fi tting for him to be born 
on), in Motherwell, Scotland, a place he’s lived all his life. He always had his sights 

set on the States for working and living, but, for various reasons, that’s not happened. 
Yet. 

At school, he was well known for my love of Cinema (notorious for his passion for 
Horror fi lms in particular) and he told his Guidance teacher that, once he had left 

school, he wanted to go into either Acting or Film Directing. That was poo-pooed as 
“no-one from Motherwell would ever make it in that despicable business.” So much 

for encouraging ambition in that era!
After leaving school, he “fell into” Pensions Administration, a job he actually 

managed to remain in for a staggering 18 years!! In 2005, he decided to call it a day 
and fulfi l one lifelong ambition and study Acting & Performance at his local college. 
In 2007, he left college after qualifying as a professional actor. He has appeared in 
several local stage plays and worked in Television to some capacity, all in minor, 
but still wonderfully fun, roles. His main job these days is a Library Assistant in 

Motherwell and, although it isn’t really what he would desperately love to be doing, 
he’s grateful for the position in these cash-strapped, austere times.

When  he’s  not at work, he’s either socialising, eBaying, writing reviews for 
marvellous publications like WE BELONG DEAD or watching and wowing to the 

gems of the greatest Film genre ever!

initially – yes 
RENTING) 
our fi rst Video 
Cassette 
Recorder. Better 
late than never, 
certainly, as I 
was well aware of 
others in my class 
at school beating 
me to it (oh, how 
jealous was I!). 
This was a beast 
I had longed to 
have at home for 
obvious reasons; 

recording a genre gem screened on TV 
which could be watched again and 
again on later occasions was mind-
blowingly magical. And the timing 
for its appearance in our house was 
impeccable; a Monday night series 
of horror fi lms which just about to 
begin in September 1982, kicking off 
with Blood On Satan’s Claw (1970) 
and continuing with such fi endishly 
fun fright fl icks as Tales From The 
Crypt (1971) and The Legend Of Hell 
House (1973), having that primitive 
Panasonic machine couldn’t have 
come at a better time. 

The rest, as they say, is history. 
To this day I’m still as devoted to 
greatest genre ever as I was back 
then. It’s as ironic as it is sad, 
however, that my appreciation 
of ownership of bits and pieces 
of memorabilia (be they DVDs, 
mags or books) has somewhat 
diminished as I have become 
older. I think living in an Age 

of instant gratifi cation and the easily 
accessible is to blame for that, certainly. 
Sometimes it’s the anticipation of 
having something that is just as much a 
part of the thrill of tracking it down and 
fi nally owning it. The thrill of the chase, 
as it were. 

But, hey, I still wouldn’t trade my 
collection for the world (although I 
have had to pare it down for the new 
stuff I am constantly acquiring). And 
whilst it still gives me a bit of buzz when 
I come across something I don’t already 
own and like the look of, nothing can 
compete with the memories I hold dear 
of the charms of those childhood chills. 

recording a genre gem screened on TV 

begin in September 1982, kicking off 

and continuing with such fi endishly 

The Legend Of Hell 
 (1973), having that primitive 

The rest, as they say, is history. 
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C
ast your mind back to a forgotten 
day, a forgotten time. A time 
when children safely played 
outside, a time when CD’s, video 

games, mobile phones and DVD’s were 
a fantasy of science fiction. A time 
when kitchen tables were covered with 
newspaper and the smell of polystyrene 
cement and enamel paints hung in 
the air for these were the days of the 
MonsterKid.

Aurora Plastics Corporation was 
formed in 1950 by engineer Joseph 
Giammarino and business man Abe 
Shikes and first set up shop in Brooklyn, 
New York. Although initially starting out 
as a contract manufacturer of injection 
moulded plastics, Aurora changed in 
1952 with the hiring of John Cuomo 
and their decision to manufacture their 
own line of plastic model kits. With a 
move to West Hempstead, Long Island 
in 1954 they released their first line of 
kits, WW1, WW2 fighter planes, other 
classic aircraft and helicopters, modern 
jet fighters, warships, battleships, sailing 
ships and classic cars. Aurora instantly 
became a rival to Monogram and 

Revell by creating smaller, less detailed 
kits at a lower selling price. 

In 1956/57 Universal Studios 
allowed their classic Horror Movies 
to be syndicated to US television 
networks. For the first time ever monster 
greats like Frankenstein, Dracula, The 
Mummy, The Wolfman were seen in 
the living rooms across the country. 
Lugosi, Karloff, Chaney Jnr appeared 
on the screen of TV’s everywhere. In 
1958 publisher James Warren and editor 
Forrest J. Ackerman released the first 
edition of Famous Monsters of Filmland, 
a genre specific magazine devoted to the 
world of monster movies. Then in 1961, 
after a survey disguised as a competition, 
Aurora released their first monster 
model figure kit and the world of the 
MonsterKid was complete. Standing 
at around 7 inches tall when built and 

made up of 25 pieces of molded 
light grey plastic, Frankenstein 
(Kit #423); the kit depicted the 
monster walking over a grassy 
grave with the title “Frankenstein” 
etched into the tombstone. 
changed the world of Aurora and 
the world of model kit building 
forever. Aurora also employed the 
services of now legendary artist 
James Bama (who also did many 
covers for Famous Monsters of 
Filmland) to create the box art. 
Packaged in the now famous long 
box ( 13” x 5” x 2” ) to show 
the full beauty of Bama’s art, the 
kit even featured promotional 
text,“ About Frankenstein” on 
the instruction sheet so not only 
could you build your favourite 
monster, you could read about 
him and get to know him too! 
The kit itself was a monstrous 
success, with at one point over 
8000 kits a day being produced 
and a second set of moulds 

having to be made due to the first set 
wearing out.

After the incredible success of 
Frankenstein, Aurora was quick to 
keep the ball rolling and in 1962 they 
released Dracula (Kit #424, moulded 
in black plastic) and The Wolfman (Kit 
#425, moulded in dark grey plastic) 
Again Bama was brought in to do the 
artwork. For Dracula he showed Lugosi 
stood in front of a wall of his castle and 
for The Wolfman he showed a pointy 
eared Werewolf (more like Oliver Reed 
than Chaney Jnr) peering from behind 
a tree. The kits themselves were totally 
different but I don’t think anybody cared 
as both the art and the kits were truly 

fantastic. For the kit Dracula stood on 
a grassy, muddy base next to an old 
dying tree, from which hung bats. He 
even had his ring and medallion. The 
Wolfman was stood on rocks, his hands 
raised, ready to rip the throat from some 
poor victim. His base had a skull and 
rats and both kits had the names of the 
respective characters embellished on 
the bases. With the inclusions of bats, 
rats, skulls etc, you were not just buying 
a figure model; you were buying a whole 
scene and diorama.

by Martin Cage
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1963 was the year of triple terror. 
It saw the release of The Mummy, The 
Creature and The Phantom of The 
Opera. For the first time too, the kits 
actually looked a lot like the box art. 
The Mummy (Kit #427, moulded in 
light grey) was based more on the Tom 
Tyler / Lon Chaney Jnr versions with the 
title character dragging his bandaged 
self across some Egyptian ruins, one arm 
bandaged up to his chest with the other 
outstretched ready to choke the life from 
some unsuspecting model builder. The 
base even featured a cobra, although it 
was not wrapped around the leg as on 
the box art. The Creature (Kit #426 
moulded in metallic green) is a favourite 
amongst collectors, no doubt due to the 
fact it was based on one of Universals 
first original monsters 
and not one based 
on lore or literature. 
The kit itself is a 
faithful and pretty 
accurate rendition of 
the costume used in 
the movie and depicts 
the Gillman stood on 
a swampy, watery base 
with viper wrapped 
around a gnarly 
branch, a skeleton 
hand and a large 
lizard with protruding 
tongue. While the 
figure itself is accurate, 
the base is one of artistic license but 
it really sets the whole think off. The 
Phantom of The Opera (Kit #428, 
moulded in black plastic) was based 
more on James Cagney’s performance as 
Lon Chaney in the 1957 film ‘The Man 
of A Thousand Faces’ than Chaney’s 
performance itself. The kit shows the 

Phantom holding his mask aloft allowing 
his horrible facial features to be fully 
on view. The base features rocks, rats 
and some unfortunate victim behind 
dungeon style bars at foot level and 
makes for yet another stunning, stylized 
monster scene. 

The Hunchback of Notre Dame, 
Dr Jekyll as Mr. Hyde, King Kong and 
Godzilla all appeared in 1964. The 
Hunchback (Kit #460, Moulded in tan 
plastic) caused a bit of a controversy 
upon its original release. James Bama 
based his original artwork on a publicity 
shot of the Anthony Quinn version of 
the movie. Quinn then tried to sue and 
Aurora had Bama change the hair and 
face quite drastically to make it as far 
away from Quinn’s likeness as possible. 
Boxed versions with the Quinn artwork 
do exist but it may cost a kidney or two 
to buy them. The actual Hunchback 
kit features him hairy chested, tied to a 
turning wheel with his exposed hump 
showing the signs of his recent lashings 
and an agonized look upon his face. The 
base is a little bland by Aurora standards 
but the features on the figure more than 
make up for this. Dr. Jekyll/Mr. Hyde 
(Kit # 462, moulded in white plastic) 
featured the title character through mid 
transformation, with his non changed 
arm holding his throat and his hairy 
changed arm holding the potion to the 
lips on his changed face. There is a nice 
little lab display base with this featuring 
table, chair and a few lab beakers and 
phials. King Kong (Kit #468, moulded 
in black and brown plastic) was Auroras 
first ‘big monster’. Up until now all the 
monsters had been based on human 
sized characters and done in around 
1/8th scale. Kong was approximately 
1/30th or 1/32nd scale and features 

the mighty ape storming through his 
jungle base while holding Anne Darrow 
in his right hand. The base was quite 
intricate with all its palms and trees but 
the kit did suffer from scale issues when 
comparing the size of the trees to the 
figure of Darrow in Kong’s hand. But 
then again I don’t think people actually 
cared as they were more than happy to 
have a King Kong kit in the first place. 
One also has to see the humour of the 
poor monitor type lizard that seems to 
be getting trod on by Kong’s giant foot. 
Godzilla (Kit # 469, moulded in pinky 
/ purple plastic) was the second ‘big 
monster’ and was licensed through Toho 
Studios and stood around 1/200 scale. 
Although the likeness did not really do 
the big lizard justice the kit it was quite 
impressive and depicted Big G stomping 
through a city base complete with 
destroyed and damaged skyscrapers. 
The details on the buildings were 
pretty intricate and detailed in their 
own right. 1964 also saw the Master 
Model Maker contest. Aurora teamed 
up with Famous Monsters of Filmland 
magazine and Universal pictures to set 
the contest. Entrants were required to 
create a custom figures and dioramas 
from the Aurora monster range. Each 
contestant received a Master Monster 
Maker certificate and the top entries, a 
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plastic Master Monster Maker plaque. 
The actual winner featured a King Kong 
kit diorama complete with train wreck 
setting and startled onlookers and was 
used as the cover for Famous Monsters 
#32.

The first female figures arrived 
from Aurora in 1965 and contained two 
of the most detailed model kit bases to 
be released. The Bride of Frankenstein 
(Kit #482, moulded in light grey plastic) 
was a sight to behold and featured a 
great version of Elsa Blanchester lying 
upon the laboratory operating table. 
The diorama base features electrodes, 
lab equipment, organs in a tray and 
some terrific textured stone walls. When 
built and painted, The Bride is really 
an impressive display piece, even if it 
is slightly smaller scale at 1/10th. The 
Witch (Kit #483, moulded in black 
plastic) was even smaller in scale at 
approx 1/12th but it had to be because 
of the incredibly stunning diorama base. 

This was Aurora’s first of the thirteen 
monsters that was not based on a 
movie character. Often referred to as 
The Salem Witch, to this day, the base 
remains one of the most intricate and 
detailed bases ever to be released in a 
plastic model kit. Rats, bats, bottles, 
flames, textured walls, cobbled floor, 
cobwebs, cleavers spoons, snakes, 
bubbling witches broth, it had it all. This 
kit was truly a painter’s paradise!

1966 saw the last of the original 
thirteen monsters. The Forgotten 
Prisoner of Castle Mare (Kit#442, 
moulded in light grey) was a joint effort 
with Aurora teaming up with Famous 
Monsters magazine. Going back to 1/8th 
scale the kit depicts the bones of a long 
forgotten prisoner who has been left to 
rot away in eternity. The base featured 
dungeon walls, chains, rat, skeleton 
hand and spider. As this was an original 
character it gave the builder many 
options to use their own imagination on 

Martin Cage orginally from England 
moved out to Thailand in 2005 after 

re-training to become a teacher. 
Martin has been a life long toy 

collector and horror fiml addict. He 
now produces his own line of Custom 
Horror film collectable figures. You 
can check out his great site here: 

http://www.distinctivedummies.net

the pain job, although I have seen many 
examples of paint work based on the 

wonderful James Bama box art.
Between 1969 and 1975 

Aurora re-released twelve of the 
thirteen monsters (the Bride 
was missing due to damage 
on the moulds) in Frightening 
Lightening versions and Glow 
in The Dark versions. At first 
the Frightening Lightening 
versions did not sell well as they 
were packaged in the same long 
boxes as the originals, just with a 
frightening lightening logo on the 
front of the boxes which seemed 
to confuse potential customers. 
So they were repackaged in 
square boxes, the Aurora logo was 

changed and a glow in the dark bubble 
was added. James Bama was called in 
to change the original box art, in some 
cases drastically, to suit the new square 
boxes and the glow monsters were born.

One of the reasons behind Aurora’s 
success was their advertising. Adds were 
taken out in Famous Monsters and DC 
comics. People actually search out issues 
of theses comics and mags just to collect 
the Aurora adds. Retailers were supplied 
with banners and professionally built 
and painted kits. The designs on some 
the banners were an art form in their 
own right. In 1977 Aurora was sold by 
its then owner Nabisco to Monogram. 
In Aurora legend, the train carrying 
the moulds to Monogram and many 
of the moulds were badly damaged or 
destroyed, although nobody knows 
which. In the past 20 years the building 
of model kits has seen a resurgence, 
although not by MonsterKids but by 
MonsterAdults. The Aurora kits have 
been re-issued many times by companies 
like Revell, Monogram, Polar Lights, 
Atlantis and Moebius. In fact Moebius 
Models and Monarch Models are 
producing original design monsters in 
the vein of the old Aurora monsters. 
So, if you have some free time or are 
just looking for a monster related hobby, 
then why not get out the glue and paint 
and build yourself a plastic monster!!
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I’m one of the co-founders of Fantastisk 
Filmfestival in Lund, Sweden. When we 
planned the very first festival back in 
1995, we discussed retrospective series to 
screen and directors to invite. One of my 
suggestions was French director Jean Rollin, 
famous for his lyrical and erotic vampire 
movies from the 1970s. The other guys 
didn’t agree, Rollin’s movies were deemed 
to weird; nobody would go and see them, 
nobody knew who the guy was.

I quit the festival in 2000, but things 
sure changed – more and more people 
discovered Jean Rollin’s body of work, there 
were books published about him, his movies 
were even released on DVD in Sweden, 
and in September 2008 he was invited to 
the festival. Since I’m such a big fan, I was 

asked to introduce the movies and discuss 
them with the director live on stage after the 
screenings, which I did. 

I also did a lengthy interview with 
Rollin. Well, it was more like a long, nice 
conversation with the French master. I did 
the interview for a British magazine, but 
unfortunately, the mag ceased publishing 
before it was printed. And then my article 
disappeared, I think it was accidentally 
erased. Shame, since it was a long, good 
interview.

However, I found a few bits and pieces 
of the interview. So, I tried to recreate parts 
of my old article. This is version is far from 
complete, this is maybe 10% of, but I think 
it’s nice to finally make something out of our 
chat. Or chats, since we continued talking 

during a couple of dinners.
Jean Rollin, who was born in 1938, 

was very frail at the time of this interview, 
he had recently undergone surgery. But he 
was a very nice man who spoke English 
rather well. He passed away in; it may 
serve as a little introduction for those 
unfamiliar with Rollin’s work.

Me: So, from where did you get the 
inspiration for your movies?

Rollin: Well, from several things I 
grew up with. Like the comics. I used to 
go to the Central Station in Paris and by 
all the latest comics. (Points at my skull 
ring) For instance, I really liked The 
Phantom.

The Phantom? But that’s an American 
comic strip.

Yes, of course. But we didn’t have 
that many French comics back then. 
(This was in the 1940s and ‘50s) 
A couple of famous French comics 
artists have designed movie posters 
for you; Caza and Philippe Druillet.

Yes. They were friends on mine.

You’ve written several novels, but did 
you ever work in the comic book field?

I wrote the script for a comic called 
“Saga de Xam.” The art was by Nicolas 
Devil and it was published in 1967.

That’s the year before your first 
vampire movie; Le viol du vampire. 
What’s “Saga de Xam” about?

It’s a psychedelic science fiction 
comic. It’s about a girl from a planet 
called Xam. It’s very strange.

I’m of course a big fan of European 
genre movies of the 1960s and ‘70s, 
but I’m too young to have experienced 
them when they were new, when 
they played theaters. Several of the 
horror movies – like your movies – are 
actually pretty far from horror. They’re 
something else. A weird genre of 
their own, a mix of art house and 
exploitation. I’ve often wondered what 

Pidde Andersson interviews 
Director Jean Rollin
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the hell people thought when they 
went to the movies back then and 
saw something like this. Didn’t they 
expect regular horror?

Oh, the times were different back 
then. People were curious. They wanted 
to experience new things. Things they 
hadn’t seen before. I think they liked 
what they saw.

Another director who made odd 
genre movies, was of course Jess 
Franco. Lots of people seem to lump 
the to of you together.

Really? I don’t think my movies are 
like the ones Franco made. Do you?

Well, there are similarities. The 
horror elements, sex and nudity, the 
sometimes arty approach, the not very 
linear storytelling …

Hm. Maybe. No, I don’t think so.

Speaking of Jess Franco, you directed 
a movie called Zombie Lake. Rumors 
has it it was supposed to be directed 
by Franco, who pulled out.

No, it wasn’t Franco. It was some 
other director. Or maybe it was Franco? I 
don’t remember. I made the movie, but I 
didn’t have my heart in it.

The direction is credited to a “J.A. 
Lazer” …

Marius (Lesoeur, founder of French 
production company Eurociné) came 
up with that. He said “Nobody knows 
who Lazer is.” He pointed at a janitor 
sweeping the fl oor and said “Maybe 
that’s Lazer!”

… And then you fi lmed a few scenes 
featuring zombies that was inserted 
into Jess Franco’s A Virgin among the 
Living Dead from 1973, several years 
earlier …

Marius told me to do that. We 
did it really quickly. Just fi lmed some 
people dressed up as zombies. I don’t 
think I ever saw Franco’s movie. I don’t 
remember much of this …

You said the other day that the 
producer asked you to add nudity to 
your fi rst vampire fi lm.

Yes. He wanted me to expand it 
into a feature length movie (the original 
running time was less than an hour) and 
he wanted it to be sexier.

So, you were kind of forced to add the 
naked girls.

Yes.

But then you kept on having lots of 

… And then you fi lmed a few scenes nudity in your movies.
Yes, because I like it. At fi rst I 

didn’t want to have it, but then I did it it 
because I liked it! (Laughs)

You’re still active making movies. You 
made a new one just recently.

Yes, La nuit des horloges. I made it 
last year.

I haven’t seen your recent movies. 
Isn’t it tough to fi nance the type of 
movies you make these days?

It’s very hard. But I still make 
them.

I suppose you don’t shoot of 35mm 
anymore. Do you shoot on HD 
as most other low-budget horror 
directors?

No, no. We shoot on Super-16. 
Real fi lm. Never on video.
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La nuit des horloges stars somebody 
called Ovidie.

She’s a French porn star.

You’ve used several porn stars in your 
movies. The most famous one is of 
course the legendary Brigitte Lahaie. 
And the two girls in Requiem for a 
Vampire went on to make porn. Is 
there a reason you use porn actors?

No. I want the best actors for the 
parts. Sometimes they’re porn actors.

Do you still see the actors of your old 
movies? Like Brigitte Lahaie?

Yes, I still see her. And those two 
girls you mentioned. We have dinner.

(... And I immediately pictured 
Jean Rollin sitting at a table enjoying a 
nice, candle lit dinner along with Lahaie 
and the two vampire girls – looking like 
they did back in the 1970s …) 

 

Jean Rollin
In Memoriam

Pidde Andersson 

His movies didn’t look like anything else. His vampire movies were as far from 
your average, run of the mill bloodsucker fl ick you could get. The majority of 
his movies are classifi ed as “horror”, but in reality, they’re something else. They 
went beyond horror, beyond genres.

They were simply “Jean Rollin movies”.
French director Jean Rollin was the master of lyric poetry, surreal beauty 

and erotic nightmares. Working on very low budgets, he created a certain 
atmosphere all of his own, that weird, fascinating Rollin mood.

Rollin directed his fi rst feature fi lm; the surreal Le Viol du Vampire (Rape 
of a Vampire) in 1968, and his last one – Le Masque de la Méduse – premiered in 
September 2010. I was a big fan of his.

A few years ago, Jean Rollin was a guest at Fantastisk Filmfestival (FFF) 
in Lund, Sweden, which ran a retrospective of his movies. Something I found 
a tad unexpected. I was one of the founders of FFF, and when we started out 
in 1995, I suggested Rollin as a guest. However, he was considered too obscure 
and odd. But times change.

I got the opportunity to spend a couple of days with the French master and 
his wife, we had a couple of dinners, we had coffee, we discussed and I hosted 
the screenings of his movies, even though I no longer worked for the festival. 
That same year, Corey Feldman was attending FFF, and what do you know – he 
also turned out to be a big fan of Rollin’s.

I did a long interview with Rollin for The DarkSide; the British horror 
magazine. Unfortunately, the magazine folded before my interview was 
published – and thanks to a technical incident, the document with my article 
is gone forever. But we discussed Rollin’s upbringing in Paris, comic books 
(he loved The Phantom), the attitude toward movies and horror in the 1960s 
and ‘70s, and lots more. He was a nice, wonderful man, Rollin, with lots of 
anecdotes up his sleeve. Yes, he told me one about the infamous Zombie Lake...

The fi rst Jean Rollin movie I saw was Requiem pour une Vampire (Requiem 
for a Vampire 1971). A mysterious, beautiful, dreamlike, poetic, weird movie 
fi lled with haunting images that made a huge impression on me. It still is my 
favorite among his movies.

One consolation is that there are a few Rollin movies I still haven’t seen, 
among others the ones he made during the last two decades.

Nobody could erase the borders between art and trash, between poetry 
and exploitation better than Jean Rollin. And now he’s gone. He was 72.

Jean Rollin
November 3, 1938 – December 14, 2010.

R.I.P.
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USA 1979 184 mins (original 
TV mini-series version) / 112 mins 
(“theatrical version”). [Shorter version 
released in cinemas and on home-video 
removed wraparound story, amongst 
other scenes, while extending other 
scenes, notably George Dzundza putting 
the gun barrel in Fred Willard’s mouth 
instead of merely shoving it in front of 
his face. Rumours of a longer, potentially 

4 hour cut persist]. Available in full-
length version on Warner DVD.

Harry Sukman’s final score – with 
its marvellously malevolent theme tune 
and intrusions of Hermannesque malice 
– ushers in the first TV adaptation of a 
Stephen King tome, and only the second 
(after Carrie) screen translation to that p

oint. Following the 1990 success 
of It, Stephen King mini-series virtually 

became de-rigeuer throughout the 
90’s and early 2000’s, with adaptations 
ranging from awkwardly bloated (The 
Langoliers) to impressively atmospheric 
(Storm Of The Century). ‘Salem’s Lot 
remains the benchmark by which all of 
the subsequent TV adaptations must 
be judged, and – regardless of its small 
screen origins – a successful hybrid of 
King’s very modern world of horror 



Page 30 We Belong Dead

with the then-outmoded and old-
fashioned Gothic brand King (and many 
of us) grew up with.

A wraparound story in Guatemala 
set two years after the main action 
was excised from the movie-length 
theatrical version but works as a means 
of throwing us right into the action and 
the grim future lifestyle of our hero. 
Our hero being the dashing David Soul, 
sporting huge 70’s spectacles and elbow 
patches on his 70’s suit jackets, yet still 
managing to be a handsome chap in a 
role that coincided with the final season 
of the series (Starsky And Hutch) that 
made his name. If you thought that the 
1977 smash hit “Don’t Give Up On Us 
Baby” was Mr Soul’s finest contribution 
to all things horrific, ‘Salem’s Lot exists 
to try and change your mind. (Of 
course, “Don’t Give Up On Us Baby” IS 
marginally more disturbing, but ‘Salem’s 
Lot certainly gives its all…)

Soul’s easy-going charisma 
and ability to convincingly appear 
increasingly spooked by the unfolding 
horror, makes his interpretation of 
King’s leading man an appealing one 
for the audience. King’s novel was 
famously described as “Peyton Place 
with vampires” and the chaste romantic 
meet-cutes by the lake between widowed 
writer Soul (returning to his home town 
just as a vampire infection spreads) and 
lovely teacher Bonnie Bedelia (destined 
to grow into an 80’s perm and become 
eternally remembered as Bruce Willis’ 
wife in the Die Hard movies) take the 
adaptation into soap opera territory, 
alongside sub-plots about extra-marital 
affairs. The cast, however, is full of 
interesting character actors: where else 
would you find Geoffrey Lewis, Elisha 
Cook Jr, Ed Flanders, George Dzundza, 
Fred Willard and James Mason under 
the same roof? Even more significantly, 
‘Salem’s Lot arrived at a time when 
American TV, even when forced to 
dilute a gruesome novel like the King 
tome, was making TV horror movies 
with the ability to scar an impressionable 
audience into adulthood. The era of 
(amongst others) The Norliss Tapes, Dead 
Of Night, Trilogy Of Terror and Dark 
Night Of The Scarecrow.

This particular scarring small-
screen nightmare was directed by the 
man responsible for the most terrifying 
theatrical release of its (and probably 
any other) decade. This was Tobe 
Hooper’s first venture into the popular 
mainstream following the growing 
cult surrounding The Texas Chainsaw 
Massacre and his more ambitious but 
largely unloved EC Comics tribute 
Death Trap/Eaten Alive. As with his 
subsequent Poltergeist – which was 



We Belong Dead  Page 31

fond of threatening but not harming 
kids – Hooper gets a fabulous showcase 
for his latterly wasted ability craft potent 
individual scares within a framework of 
sustained tension.

Transmitted by CBS in 1979 as 
a major three-hour television event 

(starting at 8pm in the evening!) 
and then broadcast in a prime 9.30 
slot for the first time in the UK by 
the BBC in September 1981 (if you 
were there and of a certain age, it’s 
doubtful your mum ever got those 
stains out of your pyjamas), ‘Salem’s Lot 

works best in its full original version. 
The first half of the two-parter version 
develops a marvellously unsettling sense 
of mystery about just what is about to 
hit the humble small American town 
of the title. There’s a terrific, low-key 
sequence involving Geoffrey Lewis and 
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his work chum in charge of delivering 
an unnaturally cold and heavy crate 
(containing, unknown to all, Mr Barlow) 
that starts moving of its own accord in 
the back of their truck.

Although restricted by the 
era’s tight Standards And Practises 
regulations, Hooper contributed to the 
many nightmarish moments of 70’s 
American TV horror and, with due 

discretion, broke taboos you wouldn’t 
expect a major network mini-series 
to break. Scenes of a child discreetly 
killed in the dry-ice enshrouded 
woods – his doom sealed by a shadowy 
figure lurching into frame before a 
fade to black – and the loyal monster-
assistant Straker (Mason) subsequently 
unwrapping the body of the kid he 
has just killed for his Master, remain 
disturbing. Given that Hooper made 

Chainsaw, it’s really saying something 
that the culmination of this plot 
thread – a mist-enshrouded vampire kid 
scratching at the window of his surviving 
friend (and, later, pleading to be let in 
to adolescent monster movie fanatic 
Lance Kerwin) grinning malevolently – 
ranks among the finest, most terrifying 
moments of his entire filmography.

The first 90 minute part of ‘Salem’s 
Lot avoids showing arch vampire Mr 
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Barlow (Reggie Nalder) completely, 
unless you count the spoiler-ridden 
“coming-up” montage at the very start 
from the original broadcast. Instead, 
Hooper builds huge anticipation about 
this off-camera character from the 
spreading sickness he has ushered in, 
with an unusual emphasis on creepy 
undead kids that extends to an excellent 
Part 1 cliff-hanger in a day-time 
graveyard with Lewis and a juvenile 
coffin. Adding to the sense of growing 
unease is Mason’s marvellous turn as 
the prissy, slightly camp, intimidating 
Straker, clad in natty black suits and 
with a horde of peculiar / amusing 
speech inflections and eccentricities. 
His key moment of tongue-in-cheek 
menace is an assertion of “You’ll enjoy 
Mr Barlow…and he’ll enjoy you!” to 
our hero. 

In the second half, Barlow is finally 
unveiled to be the polar opposite to the 
articulate character in King’s book. The 
2004 TV remake – with Rutger Hauer 
in the role – went back to the original 
text rather than the strikingly feral, 
cadaverous Nosferatu-inspired monster 
that first appears as a garish close-up in 

a darkened prison cell here. (Nalder’s 
show-stopping role emerged the same 
year as Werner Herzog’s evocative 
Nosferatu remake starring Klaus Kinski). 
Nalder’s powerful presence is most 
terrifying during a superbly set piece in 
which Mark’s family dinner descends 
into crockery-shattering, power-outing 
supernatural mayhem before Barlow 
rises from the floor to bash the lad’s 
parents’ heads together. Thanks to 
these brief moments and the constant 
allusions to Barlow’s power, repeat 
viewings will undoubtedly surprise fans 
who grew up with the movie when they 
realise Nalder’s actual screen time barely 
scrapes two minutes.

Away from the head vampire, 
the movie is genuinely chilling in its 
depiction of Soul’s terrified reaction 
to a feral female vamp freshly risen 
from a hospital morgue, and in Lewis’ 
incarnation as an unforgettable vampire: 
hissing his dialogue and silently rocking 
in a chair. There are occasional missteps: 
the vampire that vanishes into thin air 
after a mere crucifix to the forehead 
suggests Standards and Practices refused 
to allow more novel and gruesome 

methods of vampires being destroyed.
Nonetheless, ‘Salem’s Lot 

holds up a lot better than a lot of 
theatrically released horror pictures 
from 1979. (That’s not a dig at you, 
poor underrated Prophecy, but The 
Amityville Horror – go to your room 
and forget about dessert!). Hooper 
gets to stage an impressive homage to 
Psycho for the extended Marsten House 
finale. This climactic sequence is equal 
parts Hammer Horror (an old-school 
dissolve – decomposition for Barlow, 
a purifying climactic fire) and Bates 
Motel, complete with a suspenseful 
staircase exploration a la Martin Balsam, 
overhead shots conveying a key villain’s 
sudden appearance, a swinging light 
bulb and strategically placed stuffed 
animals…Even the very last shot has an 
almost subliminal shot of Barlow’s skull 
superimposed over the full moon.

The coda suggests hopes for a 
vampire-hunting series which – perhaps 
for the best – never materialised, 
but, typical of Hooper’s bold overall 
approach, there’s a grim end for heroine 
Bedelia that’s pleasingly dark for a 
mainstream TV outing. King’s undead 
take on “Peyton Place” lived on in the 
form of Larry Cohen’s marvellously 
eccentric quasi-sequel A Return To 
‘Salem’s Lot (1987) and a 1995 Radio 4 
dramatization featuring Doug Bradley 
as Barlow. Hooper never quite matched 
the career heights of his 70’s triptych, 
but, as a wise old man once said “’Tis a 
fool who questions the qualities of the 
human specimen who gave unto the 
Earth Lifeforce”…

Steven West
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N
early every time Michael Reeves’ 
classic low budget sci-fi thriller 
The Sorcerers is written about, it is 

inevitably stated that the film was based 
on either a short story or an idea by John 
Burke. This is incorrect!

“A story by John Burke, the prolific 
“noveliser” (see most Pan film books), 
took Reeves’ fancy. The title, Terror for 
Kicks, was awful but he liked the hook.” 
So writes Ian Sinclair in his well-written 
and highly fascinating anecdotal book 
Lights Out For The Territory (Granta 
1997). John Burke however states 
in a letter regarding the project that 
would become known as the doomed 
wunderkind Michael Reeves’ second 
full-length directorial credit, that the 
facts as presented in Sinclair’s book are 
incorrect. Burke also stating that he 
contacted Sinclair to notify him of the 
inaccuracies, only to receive a few feeble 
excuses in reply.

Many writers for hire would turn 
their typewriter (remember them?) to 
just about anything; horror, sex, sci-fi, 
violent biker fiction, any pulp idea 
that a publisher thought would attract 
a punter. This was not an easy way 
to make a living, as jobbing authors 
(hacks) were required to subdue their 
own individualistic stylistic quirks in 
servitude of the product.  Yet once in 
a while an author would come along 
who managed to combine both skills. 
John Burke was a highly prolific writer 
who penned numerous works of fiction, 
mostly suspense stories and psychological 
thrillers, these included the Atlantic 
Award in Literature winning Swift 

Summer (1949; by J.F. Burke), These 
Haunted Streets (1950), Chastity House 
(1952), Echo of Barbara (1959; filmed in 
1960) and The Twisted Tongues (1964). 
Some of his other novels appeared under 
the pseudonyms of Joanna Jones, Sara 
Morris, Jonathan George and Owen 
Burke. Yet it was (mostly) under his 
birth name that John Fredrick Burke’s 
writing became widely known to film 
and TV buffs, as he was the author 
most responsible for adapting numerous 
screenplays into novels or as they are 
known; film tie-ins. These included an 
adaption of The Beatles film  A Hard 
Day’s Night, which sold over a million 
copies,  a number of classic Hammer 
Horrors compiled into two anthologies, 
and TV series such as UFO (as Robert 
Miall), Luke’s Kingdom and The Bill.

It was 1966 and Burke had just 
finished working as European Story 
Editor for 20th Century Fox’s London 
office and was planning to go freelance 
full-time as a writer for hire. He had 
recently shown one of his screenplays, 
Terror for Kicks, to his London agent 
Robin Dalton, who represented him on 
Film and Television rights. Terror for 
Kicks was a full-length screenplay, and 
not, as Sinclair states in his book, and 
as it appears on the film credits, either 
a short story or an “idea”. The script, 
courtesy of Dalton, found its way into 
the hot sweaty hands of up & coming 
young film director Michael Reeves, 
who decided it was just the idea needed 
for a low-budget horror film he and his 
then producer partner Patrick Curtis* 
had been planning to make.

Reeves’ long-term friend and 
writing partner Tom Baker, Michael 
Reeves and Burke himself got to work 
on The Sorcerers screenplay, the trio 
dividing their time between Burke’s 
flat in Holland Park and Reeves’ 
basement abode in Fulham. By Burke’s 
own admission he found Reeves to 
be a delight, “always bubbling with 
enthusiasm”, and the author thoroughly 
enjoyed working with him, even when 
they disagreed often on various points. 
It was during production that Burke 
was surprised to hear Boris Karloff had 
decided that he wanted to finish up as 
a more sympathetic character, an idea 
which struck the author as incongruous. 
It would require a re-write of a few 
final scenes, but, quite apart from 
disapproving of the concept, Burke was 
at the time busy working on a novel and 
some TV work, and thus duly informed 
Reeves and Co that he was happy to 
forego the small final payment due to 
him on completion, and would let them 
work it out. A few weeks later, Reeves 
rang Burke and told him that they had 
had to rework the screenplay more than 
expected, but that he would still get the 
major screen credit due. 

At a screening a few months later, 
Burke was shocked to see that his “major 
screen credit” had been reduced to “from 
an idea by…” The other thing Burke 
objected to at that screening was the 
“ludicrous” machinery with its flashing 
lights, his original characters having used 
an evil form of telepathy and hypnosis, 
not “gimmicky B-movie props”. 

In 1996 Burke was approached 
by a company named Raw Nerve 
Entertainment, who wanted to 
make a remake, as the rights had 
passed through the hands of Leith 
productions, Tony Tenser Films and 
Euro London Films. He was to hear no 
further word of it and at the ripe old 
age of 89 John Burke passed away on 
the 20th of September 2011.

 
*At the same time Burke also 

submitted another idea to producer 
Patrick Curtis, a draft script entitled 
Deadly Discord. Curtis liked it and 
saw it as a vehicle for his then wife, 
Rachel Welch, and paid Burke for a full 
screenplay. But by the time The Sorcerers 
was completed, Burke stated that Welch 
and Curtis had gone their separate ways, 
so the project was discarded. 

Bibliography:  Letter written by John 
Burke dated 6th January 2001

Lights Out For The Territory Ian Sinclair 
(Granta 1997)

Michael Reeves Benjamin Halligan 
(Manchester University Press 2003)

John Burke and his
The Sorcerers credit

By Christopher O’Loughlin
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M. R. James was arguably given the 
best epitaph for his writings with 
the cinematic release of the Sabre / 
Columbia film Night of the Demon, 
loosely based on his short story Casting 
the Runes. This is the only cinematic 
translation of one of James’ short stories, 
although there have been numerous 
television and radio adaptations.

The film story tells of Doctor 
Holden (Dana Andrews), an American 
psychologist, who is coming to England 
to join an investigation into a Satanic 
cult lead by Karswell (Niall MacGinnis). 
He is asked by Joanna (Peggy Cummins) 
to look into the mysterious death 
of her uncle Professor Harrington 
(Maurice Denham) who was leading the 
investigation.

The mysterious Karswell passed the 
runes to Harrington; and when failing 
to get Holden to drop the investigation 
he passes him the runes, and tells him 
that he has three days left to live. It 
emerges that whoever possesses a small 
piece of parchment meets with a terrible 
fate. When the sceptical Holden is 
finally convinced that he is in danger, 
he manages to pass the parchment back 
to Karswell in a train and the occultist 
becomes victim to a demon.

The film script differs drastically 
from the published story, yet manages 
to capture brilliantly the essence of the 
published work.

In the story Holden is Henry 
Dunning, who has dismissed an essay 
by Karswell and as a result is passed the 

runes, just as Harrington was after giving 
a scathing review of a book written by 
the occultist eleven years previously. 
By sheer chance Dunning meets with 
Harrington’s brother with whose help 
he manages to pass the runes back to 
Karswell.

In the film, John Harrington (the 
first victim) becomes Professor Henry 
Harrington (Maurice Denham), George 
Dunning becomes Dr John Holden 
(Dana Andrews) and Henry Harrington 
becomes Joanna Harrington (Peggy 
Cummings). Having Henry Harrington’s 
brother become his niece in the film, 
not only adds a romantic dynamic to 

the plot, it can be seen to be a precursor 
to The X-Files. This is evident in 
the relationship’s structure. Holden’s 
scepticism, coupled with Harrington’s 
willingness to believe in the supernatural 
is similar to that of Mulder and Scully. 
Each character relies upon the other 
to question, inform and – ultimately – 
justify their own motives and beliefs. In 
the screenplay Charles Bennett makes 
a masterstroke of genius. He gives 
Karswell a Christian name: Julian. The 
significance of this is that it makes him 
more of a realistic figure. In Casting the 
Runes, James gives us, the reader, very 
little to go on:

By Matthew Banks 
© 2011
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“There was really nothing to be 
said for Mr Karswell. Nobody 
knew what he did with himself: 
his servants were a horrible set of 
people; he had invented a new 
religion for himself, and practised 
no one could tell what appalling 
rites; he was easily offended, and 
never forgave anybody; he had a 
dreadful face; he never did a kind 
action, and whatever influence he 
did exert was mischievous.”1

In the film Karswell is portrayed 
as a sympathetic villain despite having 
already dispatched Harrington by 
passing the runes (he’d given Harrington 
the chance to call off the investigation 
and thus save himself, but it is too late as 
the parchment of runic symbols has been 
destroyed). He gives Holden the same 
opportunity, but his stubborn attitude 
not to believe in the supernatural and 
Karswell’s power lead him to almost the 
same fate as Harrington. Holden could 
be seen as a mirror image of Karswell 
– Karswell’s belief in the powers of 
evil and supernatural are as strong as 
Holden’s disbelief and scepticism. In 
fact Holden’s disbelief causes more harm 
than good resulting in a kidnapping, 
the death of a psychiatric patient  Rand 
Hobart,(Brian Wilde), the near mental 
collapse of a medium called Mr Meeks, 
(Reginald Beckwith), and his own close 
call with a demon. All this damage is 
caused by his utter refusal to believe in 
the supernatural despite some pretty 
unnerving proof. As he tries to explain 
to Joanna Harrington:

Holden:  “Joanna, let me tell you 
something about myself. When I 
was a kid, I used to walk down the 
street with the other kids and when 
we came to a ladder they’d all walk 
around it. I’d walk under it, just 
to see if anything would happen. 
Nothing ever did. When they’d see 
a black cat they’d run the other 
way to keep it from crossing their 
path. But I didn’t. And all this ever 
did for me is make me wonder why, 
why people get so panicky about 
absolutely nothing at all. I’ve made 
a career studying it. Maybe just to 

prove one thing. That I’m not a 
superstitious sucker like ninety per 
cent of humanity.”2

On being invited to Lufford 
Hall (Lufford Abbey in the story) by 
Karswell, Holden mocks the occultist 
despite being shown some of his power. 
Karswell is in the midst of throwing a 
children’s party, again showing a more 
humane side to him as he is dressed 
as Doctor BoBo the Magnificent – a 
children’s magician. To show Holden the 
scope of his power, Karswell conjures up 
a tempest on a previously calm day and 
then gleefully informs Holden that it was 
a typical work of medieval witchcraft:

Holden: “I see you practice white 
magic as well as black.”  
Karswell: “Oh yes, I don’t think 
it would be too amusing for the 
youngsters if I conjured up a demon 
from Hell for them.”3

In the film Karswell’s malevolence 
comes not only from trying to protect his 
cult, but mainly from trying to protect 
himself,  which is the complete opposite 
of his literary namesake. Karswell in the 
story is undeniably evil and vindictive. 
There is no redeeming characteristic to 
him at all. In contrast to the children’s 
party from the film, in the story events 
take on a more sinister turn:

“...The first winter he [Karswell] was 
at Lufford this delightful neighbour 
of ours wrote to the clergyman of 
his parish …and offered to show the 
school children some magic lantern 
slides. (sic)  Mr Karswell had 
evidently set out with the intention of 
frightening these poor village children 
out of their wits…And then, if you 
please, he switched on another slide, 
which showed a great mass of snakes, 
centipedes, and disgusting creatures 
with wings, and somehow or other 
made it seem as if they were climbing 
out of the picture and getting in 
amongst the audience; and this was 
accompanied by a sort of dry rustling 
noise which sent the children nearly 
mad, and of course they stampeded. A 
good many of them were rather hurt 

in getting out of the room, and I don’t 
suppose one of them closed an eye 
that night.”4

Later, after being provoked by 
Joanna into breaking into Lufford 
Hall, Holden is attacked by Karswell’s 
familiar – a cat that transforms into a 
leopard. Karswell enters the room just as 
Holden is about to hit the leopard with 
a fire poker and as Karswell turns on the 
light, not only does Holden drop the 
poker for being ‘too hot’, when it is cold, 
the leopard changes back into a cat. 
Despite being warned by Karswell not 
to go back through the woods, Holden 
ignores this advice and leaves the Hall 
by the way he came and it proves almost 
fatal for him. As he makes his way back 
through the woods he is chased by an 
un-seen demon, making it one of the 
most intense and gripping scenes in the 
film. In fact, it could almost be seen as a 
reiteration of the opening scene where 
Professor Harrington dies. These two 
scenes are the closest to a visualization 
of the death of John Harrington from 
the story. Furthermore, the scene is an 
inversion of the slide scene in Casting 
the Runes where Karswell: ‘…produced 
a series [of slides] which represented 
a little boy passing through his own 
park … in the evening… this poor boy 
was followed, and at last pursued and 
overtaken and either torn in pieces or 
somehow made away with by a horrible 
hopping creature in white, which you 
saw first dodging about among the trees 
and gradually it appeared more and 
more plainly.’5

Every step of the way, Karswell 
is made out to be sympathetic and 
his personality and motivations are 
very carefully revealed. He wants to 
be left alone with his cult and for the 
investigation to be stopped, despite the 
fact that his actions and those of his cult 
are obviously evil. In fact the film shows 
us that Karswell is just as trapped by the 
evil that he dabbles in, just as much as 
Holden who he’s passed the runes to 
is. He understands perfectly what he 
has done and what will befall him if he 
tries to give up the power that he has 
been granted, hence the scene in the 
train where Holden finally manages to 
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pass back the runes. The sheer fear and 
panic that Karswell feels in knowing 
what his fate is going to be says more 
than the suggestiveness of James’ story. 
It has already been foreshadowed in the 
conversation with his mother in the 
scene in the film where Karswell says to 
his mother:

Karswell: (sic) “How can you give 
back life? I can’t stop it, I can’t give it 
back! I can’t let anyone destroy this 
thing, I must protect myself, ‘cause 
if it’s not someone else’s life, it’ll be 
mine, you understand Mother, it’ll 
be mine.”6

Why then such a difference 
in the personification of evil? As I 
have previously stated the celluloid 
Karswell wants only to protect himself 
and his cult from investigation. The 
literary Karswell is sociopathic with 
underlying psychopathic tendencies, 
as the children’s party and the reasons 
for passing the runes indicate. In fact 
James gives us little to go on other than 
hear-say and rumour as to the character 
of Karswell.  He is not given a Christian 
name, a brief description “A stout 
gentleman”7 and “a stout, clean-shaven 
man”8 and just three lines of dialogue. 
But two of those lines are central to 
the telling of the story. The first being 
when he passes the runes to Dunning 
at the British Museum and the second 
being when he inadvertently accepts 
the runes from Dunning towards the 
end of the story.  Instead of confronting 
what he would see as his ‘persecutors’ he 
passes them the runes and doesn’t give 
them a second chance. This is where 
the film differs – though Karswell is 
undeniably evil – he is not vindictive. 
Nor is he two dimensional like many 
horror film villains and this I would 
suggest is one of the scripts’ successes 
as it makes Karswell a realistic figure. 
The literary Karswell hides behind the 
walls of Lufford Abbey and doesn’t know 
his victims personally. The celluloid 
Karswell however knows his victims 
personally, has conversed with them and 
has tried his best to put a stop to their 
investigation and only after failing that 
has he passed the runes. He even shows 
remorse at the death of Harrington, who 

has come to him for help:

Harrington: Call it off Karswell, 
stop this thing you’ve started and 
I’ll admit publicly that I was totally 
wrong and you were totally right.
Karswell: It’s gratifying to hear that, 
but some things are more easily 
started than stopped.
Harrington: But I’ve heard it, I’ve 
seen it, I know it’s real ... 
Karswell: You involve me in a 
public scandal – I protested – You 
said do your worst, and that’s 
precisely what I did.
Harrington: Please Karswell, I’ll 
stop this investigation. When 
Holden arrives I’ll tell him I made a 
mistake. I’ll send a statement to the 
newspapers.
Karswell: Oh, no, no, no, no-more 
newspapers. All I ask is privacy for 
myself and my followers.
Harrington: Well, I promise.
Karswell: All right, that’s good 
enough.
Harrington: Then you’ll stop this?
Karswell: You’ve still got that 
parchment I gave you?
Harrington: The Runic symbols! 
No, they burned. I couldn’t stop it.
Karswell: Oh, I see. Er, well I think 
perhaps you’d better go home.
Harrington: Then you will help me?
Karswell: I’ll do what I can.
Harrington: Karswell, if you only 
knew.
Karswell: I do know.9

Harrington leaves only to be killed 
by the demon after crashing his car 
into a telegraph pole. Karswell is then 
seen looking forlorn as he throws some 
newspaper cuttings about himself onto 
the fire. Had the runes not burnt then 
Karswell would have saved Harrington’s 
life.  In both versions, Harrington – 
literary and celluloid – is passed the 
runes at a music concert in a concert 
programme. The death of the literary 
Harrington – I would suggest – is more 
gripping:

“...Why, what happened was that he 
fell out of a tree and broke his neck. 
But the puzzle was, what could have 
induced him to get up there. It was 

a mysterious business, I must say. 
Here was this man – not an athletic 
fellow, was he? and with no eccentric 
twist about him that was ever noticed 
– walking home a long a country 
road late in the evening – no tramps 
about – well known and liked in the 
place – and he suddenly begins to run 
like mad, loses his stick, and finally 
shins up a tree – quite a difficult tree 
– growing in the hedgerow : a dead 
branch gives way, and he comes down 
with it and breaks his neck, and there 
he’s found next morning with the most 
dreadful face of fear on him that could 
be imagined.”10

Harrington – like Dunning – has 
no chance of a reprieve. In fact Karswell 
seems to relish disposing of his enemies 
and whereas the celluloid Karswell takes 
every opportunity to give his victim 
a chance to redeem themselves, the 
literary Karswell doesn’t. In fact the 
literary Karswell is not only ‘An astute 
man’11 he is a devious one. After 
being refused the name of the man who 
rejected his paper, he simply enquires to 
a member of staff at the British Museum 
as to the identity of the academics who 
have researched the same subjects and 
from there deduces who rejected his 
paper. In comparing the British Museum 
reading room scenes again one can see 
the pleasant side to Karswell via the film 
compared to the devious side shown in 
the story:

After eavesdropping on Holden, 
at the British Museum, Karswell 
introduces himself:
Karswell: Apparently not Doctor 
Holden. I have what is perhaps 
the finest library in the world on 
Witchcraft and the Black Arts.
Holden: You know my name?
Karswell: Oh yes, and you know 
mine! I’m Julian Karswell.
Holden: How did you know I was 
here?
Karswell: Oh, isn’t it the scientist 
to always call what he can’t explain 
otherwise by the word coincidence. 
Let’s call this coincidence.
Holden: I wouldn’t like to think 
that I’d been followed from my 
hotel this morning.
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Karswell: Oh, I assure you, you 
weren’t followed. I just thought it 
might be profitable for both of us to 
meet you see. (He Laughs.)
Holden: Shh!
Karswell: It’s rather difficult to talk 
here, why not come out to my place 
in the country, the books there.
Holden: If I don’t find what I want I 
might take you up on that.
Karswell: Delighted!
Holden: Just one thing. Let’s 
understand each other Mr 
Karswell, my investigation of you 
and  your cult won’t be stopped.
Karswell: Oh, but er, if I could make 
my point, I could persuade you?
Holden: I’m not open to persuasion.
Karswell: But a scientist should 
have an open mind.

Holden: That’s what investigations 
are for.
Karswell: Oh! In any event here’s 
my card. Lufford Hall, near 
Wargreave. I’ll be seeing you soon, 
I’m sure.(Karswell knocks some 
of Holden’s papers onto the floor.) 
Oh, excuse me, how clumsy. (As 
he picks up the papers, he passes the 
runes.) So, so sorry. Here are your 
papers Sir.
(Holden takes the folio, and 
unknowingly accepts the runes).
Holden: Thank You.
Karswell: Goodbye. Don’t leave it 
too long. 12

“... It was in a pensive frame of mind 
that Mr Dunning passed on the following 
day into the Select Manuscript Room of the 

British Museum; and filled up the tickets 
for Harley 3586, and some other volumes. 
After a few minutes they were brought to 
him, and he was settling the one he wanted 
first upon the desk, when he thought he 
heard his own name whispered behind him. 
He turned round hastily, and in doing so, 
brushed his little portfolio of papers on to 
the floor. He saw no-one he recognised 
except one of the staff in charge of the room, 
who nodded to him, and he proceeded 
to pick up his papers. He thought he had 
them all, and was turning to begin work, 
when a stout gentleman at the table behind 
him, who was just rising to leave, and had 
collected his own belongings, touched him 
on the shoulder, saying, ‘ May I give you 
this? I think it should be yours,’ and handed 
him a missing quire. ‘It is mine, thank you,’ 
said Mr Dunning. In another moment the 
man had left the room. Upon finishing 
his work for the afternoon, Mr Dunning 
had some conversation with the assistant 
in charge, and took occasion to ask who 
the stout gentleman was. ‘Oh, he’s a man 
named Karswell,’ said the assistant; ‘ He 
was asking me a week ago who were the 
great authorities on alchemy, and of course 
I told him you were the only one in the 
country. I’ll see if I can’t catch him: he’d like 
to meet you, I’m sure.’

‘For Heaven’s sake don’t dream of it!’ 
said Mr Dunning, ‘ I’m particularly anxious 
to avoid him.”13

The dark brooding intensity of the 
story flows though the film, but the tense 
melancholic atmosphere of the film owes 
more to The Seventh Victim (RKO 1943) 
which is an earlier film about witchcraft. 
The driving force behind Casting The 
Runes is a passage from S. T. Coleridge’s’ 
The Rime Of The Ancient Mariner:

‘Like one who having once looked 
round, walks on
 And turns no-more his head;
 Because he knows, a frightful fiend
 Doth close behind him tread.14

Night Of The Demon  is classed a 
classic is because the director Jacques 
Tourneur brought all of the best elements 
of his earlier film career and placed 
it all into one film package. Here, his 
extraordinary use of the camera, imbue 
seemingly ordinary surroundings with 
a deep brooding sense of menace. The 
trees, objects or simply unlit areas darkly 
obtruding in the foreground give the 
suggestion of the presence of implacable 
forces waiting to pounce on vulnerable, 
isolated figures, (something M.R.James 
did in all his writings): Dana Andrews 
walking down a long dark corridor, 
and only he can hear the odd pagan 
chant. Suddenly as a door opens, the 
chant ceases as light shines into the 
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corridor. The darkness overpowers 
the light, suggesting a menace closing 
in – but aligning the demon’s presence 
within the darkness – this is amplifi ed 
by the strange chanting. The scene is 
reminiscent to a scene in Tourneur’s 
earlier fi lm The Cat People (1941), where 
Alice Moore is walking down a darkened 
street and is convinced that she is being 
followed by ‘something.’ Similarly the 
scene in the woods, where Andrews is 
convinced he’s being followed, until 
suddenly we see a smoky cloud chasing 
him and something invisible making 
footprints in the earth.

The construction of the fi lm and 
the scenes where the demon’s presence 
is felt, even when not seen, leave no 
doubt to the creature’s existence. 
Tourneur, himself said that he was not 
happy with showing the demon so early 
on in the fi lm. Tony Earnshaw’s in-depth 
book Beating the Devil – The Making 
of Night of the Demon (p.g54), 
suggests that it is the close ups of the 
demon that Tourneur objected to. Yet 
by showing the demon so early on in the 
fi lm, the viewer is left in no doubt to the 
power that Karswell has at his disposal. 
According to the production designer, 
Ken Adams, the demon featured in 
the fi lm was based on a sixteenth 
century woodcut. Perhaps James as an 
antiquarian had viewed the same wood 
cut?  Furthermore, the scenes depicting 
the demon would suggest that the script 
writer Charles Bennett may have read 
the edited / cancelled ending of the 
original story, as James actually makes 
mention of the demon:

‘between Abbeville and St Riquier’, 
a large bird ‘of the vulture type’ was 

sighted heading north-ward by a 
local naturalist: ‘The failing light 
prevented the man from making an 
accurate observation; but he states his 
conviction that the creature was not 
a vulture.’15

With regards to this possibility, in a 
private email Tony Earnshaw states that: 
‘…Bennett was an assiduous researcher 
so one could safely assume that he was 
aware of the deleted passage. On that 
basis making the link between the giant 
winged thing and the demon may be a 
logical one.’ 16

Nevertheless the rest of the fi lm is 
an object lesson in atmospheric horror. 
The fi lm is intelligently scripted and 
goes to show that it is not that horrors 
can be created within the mind, but that 
some horrors are so inconceivable that 
the mind must deny them in order to 
retain its’ sanity – which is probably why 
Holden is so sceptical. As he states to 
Joanna, after talking to Scotland Yard:

Holden: Well, what do you expect 
me to do? Nobody’s free from fear. 
I have an imagination like anyone 
else. It’s easy to see a demon in 
every dark corner. But I refuse to 
let this thing take possession of my 
good senses. If this world is ruled 
by demons and monsters we may as 
well give up right now.17

The fi nal train sequence is another 
inversion. In the story, Harrington 
informs Dunning that Karswell is 
catching the train. Dunning, who has 
shaved off his beard, meets up with 
Harrington in the same carriage as 
Karswell. They pretend not to know 

each other, and Karswell falls for the 
ruse. The tension builds as Dunning 
looks for an opportunity to pass the 
runes whilst remaining unrecognised. 
It is by sheer chance that Karswell’s 
‘cook’s ticket case, with tickets in it’18 
falls to the fl oor and Dunning is fi nally 
able to pass the runes by placing them 
into the side pocket of the case. He 
gives Karswell his ticket holder back 
and he accepts both the ticket case 
and (unwittingly), the runes, Karswell 
is oblivious as to what has happened. 
Perhaps he wasn’t such ‘an astute man’19 
after all.

Bennett cleverly inverts this in 
the script, by having Karswell’s mother 
betray him, and so the ensuing chase 
begins. Holden catches up with Karswell 
on the train, only to fi nd the hypnotised 
Joanna (who Karswell has kidnapped) 
with him. Karswell wakes her from her 
trance and she excitedly informs Holden 
that Karswell is afraid of him. Karswell 
dismisses this and as he tries to leave, 
Holden astounds him with the extent 
with the effect that he has had on him:

Holden: Sit down. Your generosity is 
becoming overwhelming as it gets 
closer to ten o’clock. You’re staying 
with me, Karswell. You’ve sold your 
bill of goods too well, because I 
believe you now. I believe that in 
fi ve minutes something monstrous 
and horrible is going to happen. 
And when it does, you’re going to 
be here so that whatever happens 
to me will happen to you. 20

In Bennett’s script, Holden 
cleverly uses reverse psychology on 
Karswell as nothing had moved Holden 
from his position of scientifi c fact. In 
fact the only time that Holden seems 
to waver is at Scotland Yard and even 
then he admonishes himself and walks 
out. It is only with the intervention 
of Scotland Yard, who Holden had 
originally gone to for help; that 
Karswell believes he can make his 
escape. In his haste Karswell leaves his 
coat on the carriage seat and Holden 
is able to pass the runes by slipping 
them into a pocket as he gives Karswell 
his coat. Upon realising what has 
happened Karswell has to chase the 
runes as they take fl ight from his grasp 
and his fate is sealed. The ending of the 
fi lm could be seen as being ambiguous 
as when Holden and Joanna walk away 
along the platform, a train drives past 
them and once past they are nowhere 
to be seen – this could be seen as that 
they just walk away or it could be that 
the demon got them in the end as well, 
it is left open to interpretation.

corridor. The darkness overpowers sighted heading north-ward by a 
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The script certainly captures the 
essence of the story on which it is based. 
There has been much debate as to 
whether James based the character of 
Karswell on the ‘Great Beast’ Aleister 
Crowley. By the time James wrote 
Casting the Runes, Crowley had already 
been featured as a villain in W. Somerset 
Maugham’s 1908 novel The Magician. 
It features a sinister character, Oliver 
Haddo, whom Maugham admitted 
was based on Crowley. However, it was 
not until the 1920s that Crowley had 
become perceived to be ‘The Wickedest 
man in the World’. This does not mean 
that he was not also the inspiration 
for James. Further to this, in her 1934 
critical essay on James, the author Mary 
Butts states this about the story Casting 
the Runes: ‘We have seen how the fi rst 
Harrington died, and how near death 
came the next person who happened 
across Mr. Karswell and his receipts. 
(The writer has an idea, from wholly 
different sources, that one part of this 
story is “founded on fact.”)’21. With 
this throw away comment Butts implies 
more than what the average reader may 

have taken in, for I believe 
that the ‘sources’  mentioned 
implicate none other than 
Aleister Crowley, with whom 
she was at one point on 
friendly terms with.

Jacques Tourneur died in 
1977 – and had he had the 
chance to direct – say – Oh 
Whistle and I’ll Come to You, 
My Lad or Count Magnus – I 
believe he would have given 
us the most frightening horror 
fi lm of all time. Night of the 
Demon comes very close to 
this.

Both the short story and 
the fi lm have been infl uential 
across modern popular 
culture and the evidence is 
demonstrated in the following –

In 1928, in his ghost 
story anthology They return 
at Evening, the author H. 
R. Wakefi eld features story, 
He Cometh And He Passeth 
By  which is clearly an 
interpretation of Casting The 
Runes. The central villain, Oscar 
Clinton is undoubtedly based 
on Crowley. In 1985, the singer 
Kate Bush sampled a couple of 
lines from the fi lm for her hit 
album and single, The Hounds of 
Love. The lines sampled are from 
the séance scene where Holden 
is hood-winked in to seeing a 
medium, Mr Meeks:

“... It’s In the Trees ...It’s 
Coming!!”22

There are three fi lms that have 
‘borrowed heavily from James’ short 
story. Hideo Nakata’s Ringu (1998) 
and its’ subsequent American remake 
The Ring (2002), where a video tape is 
passed from person to person to view 
and if not passed within seven days 
then the viewer will die. Shriek (1997), 
which owes more to H R Wakefi eld’s He 
Cometh and He Passeth By and Drag Me 
to Hell (2009), which ‘borrows’ several 
scenes from Night of the Demon. Tony 
Earnshaw’s Beating the Devil: The 
Making of Night of the Demon (The 
National Museum of Photography, Film 
and Television and Tomahawk Press, 
2005) is an informative book on the 
making of the fi lm and some of the 
controversies surrounding it.

So next time you give someone 
a scathing review or slate them in any 
way  beware that they do not pass you 
anything. If you fi nd they have, give it 
back. But whatever you do, do not let 
it burn.
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story anthology 
at Evening
R. Wakefi eld features story, 
He Cometh And He Passeth 
By  which is clearly an 
interpretation of 
Runes
Clinton is undoubtedly based 
on Crowley. In 1985, the singer 
Kate Bush sampled a couple of 
lines from the fi lm for her hit 
album and single, 
Love.
the séance scene where Holden 
is hood-winked in to seeing a 
medium, Mr Meeks:

“... It’s In the Trees ...It’s 
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In which John Llewellyn Probert offers a quick guide for the 
uninitiated to one of the most famous European

horror film series of the 1970s.

Introduction
I’m not sure where my fascination with 
the Blind Dead movies began, but I 
suspect that, like many such things, 
I must have seen some pictures in an 
Alan Frank book, and probably read a 
synopsis or two as well – either there 
or in the popular horror magazines of 
the time like Monster Mag or House of 
Hammer. The thought of blind zombie 
knights chasing people around gothic 
surroundings, and only being able to 
locate their victims by sound made a 
huge impression on me. In those days 
the only way the young JLP had of 
watching horror was on television, and 
foreign horror fare was rare. With the 
advent of home video the unavailability 
of these movies just made them even 
more of a Holy Grail, and it was 
finally courtesy of Nigel Wingrove’s 
Redemption Video in the mid 1990s that 
I finally got to see the first two films in 
the Blind Dead series. After an almost 
twenty year buildup I expected to be 
disappointed but I wasn’t. These movies 
were everything I had hoped they would 
be – stylish, weird, haunting, and above 
all original. I now own all four movies 
as part of the Blue Underground Region 
One box set, that comes complete with 
a coffin should you ever have the need 
to bury a family pet in an unusually 
ritualistic manner. The UK Anchor Bay 
box set is a little less luxurious, the first 
film has a slight cut, and I believe there 
is some discrepancy as to the versions 
available on the discs. The Region two 
set is also quite hard to get hold of 
now. However a quick bit of research 
has shown that the Region One set is 
still available at very reasonable price. 
It has all the films uncut and in both 
Spanish language and English dubbed 
versions, so what better time could  
there be for those so far unacquainted 

with these classics of EuroHorror cinema 
to get themselves acquainted with this 
landmark in EuroHorror exploitation 
cinema production? If you’re still unsure 
then read on.

The brainchild of writer-director 
Amando de Ossorio, who apparently was 
responsible for the makeup as well, the 
Blind Dead series consists of four films 
(all Spanish-Portuguese coproductions) 
released roughly one a year from 1971. 
De Ossorio would go on to make 
other horror films in his native Spain, 
including The Lorelei’s Grasp (in which 
one of the hands of the Blind Dead 
makes a guest appearance) and Night Of 
The Sorcerors, which is set in the Talbot 
Rothwell-sounding African country of 
Bumbasa, but features far more nudity 
than any Carry On film. These films are 
of minor interest but are worth seeking 
out for the EuroHorror completist. 
However it is for the Blind Dead films 
that de Ossorio has earned his place in 
horror film history. 

The backstory varies considerably 
from film to film, but essentially during 
the 1300s (probably) a group of Templar 
Knights (or ‘Knights From The East’ 
or ‘Warrior Knights From the Orient’ 
depending on which film you happen 
to be watching) return from the 
Crusades to their Portuguese village. 
Unfortunately while they’ve been away 
they’ve picked up some pretty unsavoury 
occult practices, including worshipping 
Satan, or the ankh, or some weird 
kind of frog God depending on which 
film it is. What all these cults have in 
common is a need to kidnap young 
village girls, rip off their tops, cut out 
their hearts after a suitable period of 
nudity appropriate to the exploitation 
requirements of the time has elapsed, 
and drink their blood. The villagers, 
understandably miffed about the fact 

that all the attractive girls in the local 
area are being abducted for this practice, 
string the knights up so the birds can 
peck out their eyes, or burn their eyes 
out, or do something else to make 
them blind, again depending on which 
film you’re watching. Because of their 
pact with whichever deity the film has 
decided upon the Templars can return. 
However , because they are blind they 
can only hunt their victims by sound. 
They ride horses but in a bizarre kind 
of slow motion that is, according to 
director de Ossorio, because they 
exist in “a slightly different dimension 
to ours”. With their mummified 
appearance, grimy cloaks, scary horses, 
and sheer numbers (even the lowest 
budgeted of the pictures has ten of 
these  things menacing pretty young girls 
in bikinis) the templars have become 
an icon of mid-seventies European 
horror cinema. So after that little bit of 
background, let’s take a closer look at 
the individual films.

Tombs of the Blind Dead (1972)
Spain’s true answer to George A 
Romero’s seminal Night Of The Living 
Dead wouldn’t come for another couple 
of years when Jorge Grau’s The Living 
Dead At The Manchester Morgue would 
be unleashed on cinema screens. Before 
that, however, came a quite unique 
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addition to the zombie sub-genre in the 
form of Amando de Ossorio’s Tombs Of 
The Blind Dead or La Noche Del Terror 
Ciego (Night Of Blind Terror).

Set mainly in the ruined town of 
Berzano, displayed behind the opening 
credits while the eerie chanting music 
of Anton Garcia Abril provides the 
perfect accompaniment, the first film 
in the Blind Dead series tells of Betty 
Turner (Lone Fleming) and Virginia 
White (Maria Elena Arpon) who, 
when on holiday in Portugal meet 
up with Roger (Cesar Burner). The 
three of them decide to take a train 
trip through the local countryside. 
One incongruous lesbian flashback 
later and Virginia is jumping off the 
train and making for the very same 
crumbling town we’ve seen in the 
credits. She decides to spend the night 
there alone. Unfortunately Berzano 
just happens to be the place where an 
ancient cult of templars knights lived, 

carried out their virgin sacrifices, and 
were eventually executed and hung 
from trees so birds could peck out 
their eyes. Virginia’s presence causes 
them to rise from their graves once 
more in a superbly atmospheric and 
prolonged sequence, footage from 
which would justifiably be reused in 
subsequent pictures.

Virginia is killed by the blind 
dead, her reanimated corpse making an 
appearance later in the morgue later on 
before being destroyed by fi re, possibly in 
a more formal nod to Romero’s picture.

After Virginia’s death Betty and 
Roger decide to investigate Berzano, 
and because they are told by the police 
that Virginia may have been a victim 
of a local crime syndicate, they team 
up with bandit Pedro (Jose Thelman 
who presumably worked well with the 
director as he appeared in several of De 
Ossorio’s fi lms), and his girlfriend Nina 
(Veronica Limera). 

When they enter Berzano the blind 
dead rise again and kill everyone except 
Betty, who manages to make it onto a 
passing train. The blind dead chase her 
onto it and kill everyone there, too. 
The climax has the train pulling into 
a station and the waiting passengers 
discovering the carnage as presumably 
the Templars set off to kill everyone in 
the locality. Or something.

Tombs Of The Blind Dead has quite 
a few fl aws, most notably in the way in 
which the more unsavoury exploitation 
elements of the day like rape are 
shoehorned in (the rape here is the 
only scene in all the fi lms that remains 
cut for the UK, but to be honest I can 
understand why). The acting’s not 
terribly good, and the storytelling is a 
bit disjointed and unsure of itself, with 
the ending especially being of the “So 
what on earth happened there then?” 
school. But the good far outweighs the 
bad. The Blind Dead are one of the best 
movie monsters ever, and their makeup 
is still astonishingly effective. The use 
of spidery-thin shrivelled fi ngers that 
are presumably cable-controlled rather 
than real hands in makeup are another 
original masterstroke. The photography 
is great, the locations are superb and 
the music is spot on. Composer Abril 
would become something of the Harry 
Manfredini of his day, with his instantly 
recognisable themes being reused in fi lm 
after fi lm just like Manfredini’s with the 
Friday The 13th series. Despite its sexist 
and misogynist elements, which could 
understandably put off some viewers, 
Tombs Of The Blind Dead remains 
a bona fi de classic of early 1970s 
EuroHorror and it deserved to have 
more than one sequel.
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Return of the Evil Dead (1973)
First off, quite why this, the second fi lm 
in the Blind Dead series, doesn’t bear 
the title Return Of The Blind Dead is a 
mystery to me. The original title is El 
Ataque De Los Muertos Sin Ojos and its 
literal translation – Attack Of The Blind 
Dead – would have been better too. 
Perhaps the fi rst fi lm wasn’t as successful 
outside Spain which is why distributors 
came up with another name for it, but 
probably the real reason will never be 
known.

We are in the slightly differently 
spelt village of Bouzano for this one, 
at least according to the subtitles, and 
this time the Templars get blinded by 
having their eyes burned out for their 
usual nefarious practices. Flash forward 
to the present day, and unlike the 
rotting setting of the fi rst fi lm, this time 
the village has survived and is looking 
forward to celebrating the destruction of 
the Templars with its annual fi reworks 
display and burning of Templar effi gies. 
“Hunky” Tony Kendall drives into town 
having been employed to supervise the 
fi reworks and seemingly within seconds 
he has recruited and educated what 
must be half the townfolk to coordinate 
and let off the kind of display you might 
more likely expect to see in a large city 
like Madrid rather than a tiny village..

Fernando Sancho plays the evil 
Mayor. He is getting married to Vivian 
(Esperanza Roy). Vivian and Tony had 

a bit of thing going in 
the past and Howard 
(Frank Brana) fancies 
her as well. It would be 
extremely unchivalrous 
of me to suggest that Ms 
Roy is anything other 
than attractive, but the 
relentless pursuit of this 
lady by several men did 
remind me at times of 
that old Monty Python 
sketch where for some 
reason men seem to 
fi nd Eric Idle in drag 
irresistible.

Jose Thelman is 
back in this one and 
gets to go to bed with 
Monica (Loreta Tovar) 
– one of the pretty girls 
in the cast – at her 
house way out of town 
before – oh yes – the 
Blind Dead are up and 
about again. After some 
familiar resurrection 
footage we’re treated to 
a long, slow atmospheric 
attack on Monica’s 
house. Jose is killed but 

Monica escapes on a Blind Dead horse 
(we even get to see its rotting skull – 
hooray!). She lasts long enough to warn 
a telegraph operator and he only lasts 
long enough to warn the town that the 
Blind Dead are on their way.

And aren’t they just? The Templars 
seal off the town square and hack 
everyone to bits, with the few survivors 
(including Tony, Frank, the Mayor 
and Miss Incomprehensibly Fanciable) 
holing up in the local church. From 
there everything slows down quite a bit 
as characters bicker and try to escape, 
with the evil Mayor trying to use a little 
girl’s crying as a diversion – the villain!

Eventually only Tony, Vivian and 
the little girl are left to see the sun 
come up. In a somewhat anticlimactic 
denouement the Blind Dead all fall over 
as the sun’s rays touch them, leaving 
the survivors to make their way out of 
the village.

There’s a lot to commend the 
second in the series. The storyline is a 
lot better and makes more sense, and 
the sequences featuring the Blind Dead 
are if anything better than ever. The fi lm 
is let down a bit by the pacing, which 
fl ags just as it should be picking up for 
an action-packed fi nale, by the insertion 
of yet another gratuitous rape scene 
(involving guess who) and the leading 
lady in question, who I am sure was a 
very nice person but just doesn’t cut it as 
gorgeous EuroHeroine material. Anton 

Garcia Abril’s music is all present and 
correct, and the bit where Monica is 
chased from her house to the telegraph 
operator is a standout in the series, as 
is the full blown attack on the partying 
villagers. The series dipped a bit in 
quality in the next episode but the 
Blind Dead were still too good as movie 
monsters to lay them to rest just yet.

The Ghost Galleon (1974)
Now then. While I have more love for 
these sorts of things than most, even 
I fi nd it quiet hard to like the third 
instalment in Amando de Ossorio’s 
Blind Dead series of movies. A couple 
of viewings (well, three actually – I’m 
nothing of not dedicated) has confi rmed 
that unless you’re a hardy fan of all 
things EuroHorror and 1970s you’re 
probably best off giving this one a miss. 
And here’s why:

For some reason that’s not made 
totally clear entrepreneur and Very 
Rich Bloke Jack Taylor has arranged, 
as a publicity stunt, for two models 
to get stranded on a boat in a major 
shipping lane. The idea is that they’ll 
get picked up and provide him with lots 
of publicity. Before you can say ‘that’s a 
bit daft’ something even dafter has come 
along in the form of the Ghost Ship of 
the Blind Dead (allegedly one of this 
fi lm’s alternative titles although there’s 
absolutely nothing to suggest that was 
ever offi cially used). This particular 
ghost ship is about the size of a small 
Airfi x kit and is obviously fl oating in 
someone’s bath while smoke is blown 
across it. Now normally I would forgive 
even such a tiny-budget effect as this, 
if the fi lm could make up for it in other 
ways. But sadly The Ghost Galleon isn’t 
quite up to it. One of the models gets on 
the boat, we hear a scream, and that’s it 
for her. Her friend goes to look for her 
and, in an admittedly spooky if rather 
overlong sequence, discovers that the 
boat is full of undead blind Templar 
knights. Even the knights are having a 
bit of an off day in this one, as instead 
of ripping off her (admittedly scant) 
clothes like they would have done in 
better times and better fi lms, they just 
drag her off to a fate worse than...well, 
no, just death, actually.
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Jack, his henchman, a professor of 
meteorology, and a couple of attractive 
young ladies tenuously linked to the 
missing models set off in Jack’s yacht to 
find out what’s happened, only for them 
to enter the mysterious fog, climb on 
the mysterious rotting boat, and only 
then decide they might be in a bit of a 
pickle. When the professor explains that 
they’ve entered another dimension the 
news is met by one and all with only 
slightly less interest than if they’ve run 
out of skimmed milk, and the apathy 
all round starts to rub off on the viewer. 
People are bumped off one by one until 
only Jack and Maria Perschy are left. 
They manage to escape and end up 
washed up on a beach where the film’s 
only one redeeming scene takes place. 
They think they’re free but oh no, 
what’s that rising from the waves? It’s 
those persistent Blind Dead coming to 
get them in a quite fabulous finale that 
sadly will only have been seen by those 

of us hardcore enough to stay to the 
end. It’s a scant reward for sitting 
through all of this but of course for 
those of us for whom this stuff is a 
way of life it’s enough. Just. A low 
mark in a series that is one of the 
very high points of 1970s european 
horror cinema, what’s reassuring is 
that the best was yet to come.

Night of the Seagulls (1975)
It’s rare that the fourth in a film 
series has much merit, and even 
rarer that it’s actually better 
than earlier entries, which is why 
Amando de Ossorio’s follow-up to 
his less than inspiring The Ghost 
Galleon is even more of a pleasant 
surprise than one might anticipate. 
It also has a much subtler title 
than one might expect for the 
fourth in the Blind Dead series. 
That it is the most consistently 
atmospheric is perhaps the biggest 
surprise of all.

We kick off with the titles 
superimposed over a statue of some 
batrachian deity that is never named, 
partly because if they’ve started 
worshipping frog gods the blind 
templars of the previous three films 
in the series aren’t telling anyone, 
and possibly because the copyright on 
Lovecraftian terminology was still in 
effect in the 1970s. In fact there’s an 
awful lot of Lovecraftian atmosphere in 
this film, which is mainly set in a tiny 
rotting fishing village where, for seven 
consecutive days every seven years, a 
virgin girl has to be dressed in a skimpy 
white shirt, taken down to the beach, 
and chained up so that the Templars 
can ride out of their castle and take her 
back there with them. Once inside it’s 
the usual ripping the top off, cutting 
her heart out and drinking the blood 
shenanigans we’ve seen many a time 
before, although this time some rather 
unenthusiastic crabs (probably supplied 

from the 
local seafood 
counter of the 
Portuguese 
equivalent of 
Asda) get to 
help dispose of 
the body.

After the 
credits, the 
film kicks off 
with the now 
obligatory 
flashback to 
olden times 
with requisite 
breast exposure 
of a helpless 

young maiden and some subsequent gory 
murder. This time there’s no explanation 
as to how the knights end up blinded, 
but even in this Hammeresque prologue 
their froggy-worshipping antics seem to 
be well in gear. 

Cut to the present. Well, mid 
1970s Spain, with all the horrific fashion 
implications that has for our hero and 
heroine. Mind you, the rest of the cast 
wear a mixture of old lady black and 
farmhand scruff which adds to the 
atmosphere of the piece immensely. 
Victor Petit is Dr Henry Stein and 
Maria Kosta is his wife Joan. Victor is 
due to take up his new post as a rural 
GP and he obviously ticked ‘Hammer-
type village with unfriendly locals’ on 
his job application – either that or he 
must have really upset someone with 
influence back at medical school. Either 
way they’re obviously due to have a 
terrible time of it. No-one will speak to 
them except the retiring doctor who, 
just before he gets on his donkey, tells 
them to leave the village as soon as 
possible. 

Of course they happen to have 
arrived smack bang in the middle of 
the seven sacrifices over seven nights 
thing and so it’s not long before they’re 
investigating the weird music and 
peculiar nocturnal seagull cries that 
come from the beach. When their new 
housekeeper Lucy (Sandra Mozarowsky) 
turns out to be the next one to receive 
the chains and diaphanous gown 
treatment, Henry saves her and sets 
himself and his wife up for the usual 
Templar trouble.

Unlike The Ghost Galleon, which is 
hard to like, there’s a lot to love about 
Night Of The Seagulls. Like I said above, 
it’s the most consistent movie of the 
series, with an atmosphere of fog-laden 
gloom that never lets up for the kind 
of incongruous lesbian flashbacks and 
rape scenes that mar the other pictures 
in the series. The seaside setting is just 
beautiful, and the ghostly Templars are 
as effective as ever. The acting isn’t 
bad at all and, even though we get 
the Templar reanimation footage that 
we’ve seen in parts 1 and 2 yet again we 
don’t really mind because it’s so bloody 
good. A fitting end to the series, on a 
good day Night Of The Seagulls might 
just be my favourite of Amando de 
Ossorio’s Templar movies, and it’s one 
that rewards repeat viewings, as does 
the entire series. They don’t make them 
like this anymore, and in the case of 
the Blind Dead series they never made 
anything like it before or after. Get that 
box set while you can.

John Llewellyn Probert
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B
y the mid-sixties, Peter Cushing 
was a genre mainstay, but sniffy 
perceptions of the actor typecast 

within the horror format overlook the 
diversity of the roles he undertook 
in this prolific period. At Hammer, 
the Frankenstein series, under the 
consistent guidance of Terence Fisher 
(and excluding Freddie Francis’ fun 
but routine Evil Of Frankenstein) grew 
progressively bolder as Cushing became 
more entrenched in the role of the 
Baron. Until recent years, it was rarely 
acknowledged exactly how bleak and 
thought-provoking the final three 
movies Fisher Frankenstein movies 
really were, and Cushing’s authoritative 
performance tended to be taken for 
granted rather than praised for its many 
dimensions and nuances. Fisher’s series 
aside, however, Hammer were largely 
content to cast their greatest actor in 
increasingly harsh variations of Van 
Helsing, memorably climaxing with the 

ruthless Gustav Weil in Twins Of Evil, 
before eventually bringing back the 
original character (of sorts) for the final 
two Christopher Lee-starring Dracula 
pictures in the 70’s.

Away from the studio that made 
him an international movie star rather 
than merely an exceptional British 
TV actor, Cushing enjoyed frequent 
work for other studios in the 60’s, 
from the underrated, unique monster 
picture Island Of Terror to a unique 
foray into woman-killing sleaze known 
most commonly as Corruption. This, 
an exploitative update of Les Yeux 
Sans Visage with bare boobs, heads in 
refrigerators and brutal assaults on 
sexually active young women, employed 
wide-angle close-ups to make the 
Gentleman of Horror look as crazed 
and dangerous as he ever did on screen. 
Naturally, even us diehard exploitation 
fans find it tough to enjoy the early 
sequence in which the genteel actor 

wrestles energetically with a topless 
hooker, stabs her, wipes his bloody hands 
over her breasts and proceeds to cut in 
to her face. Oddly, it wasn’t mentioned 
on Peter’s “This Is Your Life” tribute 
show. (Shame, as it would be an all-time 
great TV moment if Michael Aspel 
calmly announced “You wiped gore 
on her tits and slashed her face in the 
60’s, but all is forgiven and she’s here 
tonight…”)

As memorable as all these movies 
were, it was fledgling Hammer rival 
Amicus who, having enjoyed break-
out success with their first foray into 
portmanteau horror Dr Terror’s House 
Of Horrors in 1965, gave Cushing 
his most purely enjoyable roles of the 
period. The Subotsky-Rosenberg fronted 
studio notably continued to cast him in 
often moving character parts during the 
workaholic half-decade that followed 
his beloved wife Helen’s untimely death. 
Any excuse to recall this most loved 
and respected of all genre actors should 
never be passed by, so let’s take a look 
back over the great man’s work with an 
often overlooked studio.

Peter: The Host With The Most
“’Schreck’ – that’s a German word, isn’t it? 

Means fear or horror?”
“A more exact translation would be terror. 

An unfortunate misnomer, for I am the 
mildest of men…” 

Dialogue exchange from Dr Terror’s 
House Of Horrors (1965)

Welcome to the horror film in the 
1960’s. The after-shocks of Psycho took 
control of Jimmy Sangster’s stationary. 
Herschel Gordon Lewis was cheerfully 
and colourfully staging tongue-
extractions for drive-in consumption. 
Hammer’s Frankenstein movies – about 
to embark on themes of suicide, grief 
and insanity – were on a downbeat 
road following the relatively safe and 
conventional Evil Of Frankenstein.  
American horror, having discovered that 
a cross-dressing schizophrenic might be 
lurking at that low-rent motel you could 
one day be forced to visit, was about 
to be hit hard with a black and white 
picture in which the dead walked and 
doing the right thing got you shot in 
the head, regardless. Amicus, however, 
joined the horror craze and seemed 
preoccupied with just having a bit of 
knockabout fun.

1965 was the breakthrough year 
for the company and both their big 
successes of that year involved Cushing 
at the forefront. Dr Who And The Daleks 
gave them a popular family-oriented 
hit with the actor relishing the chance 
to play a softer version of the time-
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travelling TV eccentric. In contrast, 
Amicus’ other major release of that 
year, Dr Terror’s House Of Horrors, saw 
Cushing at his most deliciously sinister, 
albeit in the playful fashion that would 
become their trademark approach to 
the genre. In retrospect, Roy Castle 
overdoing his cheeky chappie shtick 
was arguably a misjudgement, but the 
movie’s none-too-serious tone was a 
breath of fresh air for the period, and 
Amicus’ choice of “host” for their first 
horror venture resulted in a classic 
framing story. 

Cushing’s Dr Schreck, his 
name the first of many genre-history 
references within Amicus’ output, is the 
last person you’d want to share a train 
carriage with, especially if you have an 
aversion to scary eyebrows and German 
accents (who doesn’t?). Schreck, who 
possesses both, is a tarot-card reading 
oddball foretelling the grim destinies of 
five travellers, including Christopher 
Lee – immediately established as a 
snide, pompous arse lamenting “the 
entire lunatic fringe”. Their gruesome 
fates involve a she-wolf, an apocalypse-
bringing creeping vine, voodoo, a 
crawling hand and a vampire though the 

relatively lightweight individual stories 
are less significant than the film’s overall 
cumulative entertainment value. That 
framing story, with Cushing perfectly 
pitched as he walks the tightrope 
between genuine menace and carnival 
hamminess, leads to a wonderful, 

influential conclusion that, more than 
most, captures the eerily resonant 
impact of its main inspiration, Ealing’s 
Dead Of Night: everyone has been dead 
all along, eerily marshalled by Cushing’s 
Grim Reaper in disguise.

It wasn’t until the tail end of the 
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Amicus anthology cycle that Cushing 
was back on “wraparound” duties, 
having guest-starred in various other 
anthologies in the interim. From Beyond 
The Grave (1973) holds the distinction 
of being perhaps the most deliciously 
British of all of Amicus’ anthologies. 
The usual debt to EC Comics is muted 
in favour of a series of stories with an 
eccentric English bent and humour. 

The stories themselves include a 
Faustian twist on the haunted mirror 
theme (a prominent part of Dead Of 
Night) notable for an intense David 
Warner turning into a hooker murdering 
servant of  a mirror that demands “Feed 
me blood!” a la Audrey II. Everybody 
remembers the subversive tale of British 
family life featuring extraordinary 
scenes of brassy Diana Dors deriding 

meek husband Ian Bannen, while the 
deeply odd Angela Pleasance ultimately 
becomes a kind of willing slave to the 
henpecked loser. As a bonus, you also 
get the story of a supernatural stationary 
cupboard door and Margaret Leighton 
as a mad medium offering a “full psychic 
service, half price on Wednesdays”. 

Cushing’s participation in From 
Beyond The Grave helps ensure one 
of the most engaging Amicus framing 
devices. It’s in a lower key than, say, 
Burgess Meredith’s flamboyant intro to 
Torture Garden or Ralph Richardson’s 
ominous tones in Tales From The 
Crypt, but it’s one of the actor’s most 
amusing horror roles. The scruffy but 
spry proprietor of a Yorkshire antique 
shop, he looks like he wouldn’t notice 
if the whole place was ablaze – but is 

well aware of the dishonest, thieving 
nature of many of his customers, all of 
whom meet sticky ends via the items 
they pinch. The only non-deceptive 
punter (Ian Oglivy from the fourth 
episode) gets a happy ending because 
he resists the temptation of opening a 
cash register. 

Cushing’s character, whose punch 
line is a knowing bit of straight-to-the-
camera business relatively typical of 
Amicus’ gently self-mocking approach, 
is a wily fellow who deserved his own 
spin-off series. At a London screening 
of the movie introduced by celebrity fan 
Mark Gattis a few years back, one of 
the lines that got the biggest cheer and 
accompanying chuckles was, in relation 
to a stolen snuff box, Cushing’s deadpan 
delivery of “I hope you enjoy snuffing it” 
to a soon-to-be-bereft-of-life customer.

Cushing: The Collector
Two of Cushing’s strongest non-Hammer 
genre roles in the 60’s involved essaying 
very similar characters for Amicus 
productions. The first, The Skull (1965) 
was Freddie Francis’ flawed but unfairly 
lambasted feature length expansion of 
Robert Bloch’s short story “The Skull 
of the Marquis De Sade”. Handsomely 
shot in widescreen by John Wilcox, it 
establishes early on the kind of grim 
fate awaiting anyone who comes into 
ownership of De Sade’s skull, stolen 
from his grave soon after his death. 

Cushing is well cast as an esteemed 
collector of occult objects who obtains 
the skull from regular supplier Patrick 
Wymark, initially not realising Wymark 
has stolen it from Cushing’s nervous 
chum (“Guest Star” Christopher Lee), 
who warns of its dangers. Content-wise, 
the movie is among the mildest horrors 
of its period, and those floating skull 
moments probably didn’t impress a 1965 
audience who had, not long before, 
been witness to unexplained mass avian 
attacks, a graphic shower-room knifing 
and Dick Van Dyke sweeping chimneys.

In the absence of a visually 
interesting “monster”, however, the 
movie is a fine showcase for Cushing’s 
talents, particularly in an almost 
dialogue-free, often solo final half hour. 
Convincing as an intelligent collector 
of obscurities, Cushing conveys credible 
vulnerability and a mounting sense of 
fear in hallucinatory scenes depicting 
the skull’s growing psychological power 
over him as he is driven to the point 
of near-wife-murdering madness. It’s 
easy to take Cushing’s thesping skills 
for granted these days, but even an 
overlooked, mostly unloved movie like 
The Skull is worth revisiting to reiterate 
just how impressive he so often was.
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Torture Garden (1967) is the one 
with Burgess Meredith, complete with 
Satanic goatee, ‘tash and crazy stick-on 
eyebrows, as “Dr Diablo”, presiding 
over the eponymous “Torture Garden”, 
where he rants about man’s inhumanity 
to man and charges £5 to foretell the 
fates of unfortunate guests (among them 
a nervous Michael Ripper) via “The 
Goddess of Destiny”. Robert Bloch’s 
stories feature a cat possessed by an evil 
spirit named Balthazar, the truth about 
why Hollywood’s top ten producers and 
stars never age and an engagingly mad 
third episode climaxing with the heroine 
chased around a room by a jealous grand 
piano.

Cushing essays the title character 
in “The Man Who Collected Poe”, the 
fourth and best episode. Here, obsessive 
Jack Palance, with prissy English accent, 
meets the world’s foremost collector of 
Edgar Allen Poe memorabilia. Cushing’s 
home is extensively outfitted with 

Poe-centric objects and housewares, 
including the only unpublished Poe 
work. Cushing again suits the role of 
a dignified, meticulous collector – and 
as with The Skull, is able to subtly 
convey a sense of menace that, in this 
case, reflects the dark secret he keeps. 
It was an offbeat and canny idea to 
pit the Gentleman of Horror against 
perennial screen heavy Palance (bucking 
typecasting as a twitchy, seemingly meek 
academic) and both are tremendously 
watchable. There is a great, chilly frisson 
generated by Cushing’s softly delivered, 
catalytic revelation “He’s still alive”, and 
the story is the only one of this quartet 
to showcase genuinely compelling 
characters and a resonant ending.

Cushing: The Guest Star
As would become increasingly common 
during the last two decades of his 

movie career, Cushing was employed 
by Amicus to bring some star quality to 
assorted projects in roles that veered 
from mere cameo appearanceS to fairly 
forgettable secondary characters. In both 
cases, his very presence could enliven 
a relatively poor movie or add an extra 
layer of quality to a perfectly serviceable 
flick.

The well remembered Scream And 
Scream Again (1969) is stolen whole-
sale not by one of its heavy-hitting 
horror icons but by Alfred Marks as 
a dour, bad tempered Superintendent 
who, in between moaning about cop-
shop sandwiches (“Bloody chicken 
wasn’t killed, it died of old age!”) 
investigates vampiric murders linked 
to barmy scientist Vincent Price, who 
in turn is working for intelligence 
chief Christopher Lee’s political 
group. Cushing has the smallest of the 
genre triumvirate’s supporting roles, 
appearing in one short scene as an ill-
fated major embroiled in the project. I, 
Monster (1970) is not nearly as fun as 
Christopher Wicking’s multiple-amputee 
cult item, being a plodding, Freudian 
Dr Jekyll And Mr Hyde update in which 
Christopher Lee’s experiments (as “Dr 
Marlowe”) on a serum that liberates 
people from their inhibitions end up 
turning him into the murderous “Mr 
Blake”. Cushing has little to note to 
work with as his colleague, and the 
presence of Mike Raven in the lower 
echelons of the cast does not help 
matters.

Much livelier was And Now 
The Screaming Starts (1973) in which 
Stephanie Beacham does the screaming 
(and fainting) while Cushing, Patrick 
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Magee and Herbert Lom are all 
reunited from Asylum in an adaptation 
of “Fengriffen” by David Case. Top-
billed Cushing doesn’t appear until 
50 minutes in, as a psychiatric doctor 
who might have the answer to what 
links a living, crawling severed hand, 
a scarred woodsman and a series of 
local throttlings surrounding the 
honeymooning Beacham and Ian Ogilvy 
at his ancestral home. The kitchen sink 
approach and Cushing’s characteristic 
charisma yield fun, and surprisingly 
nasty, results.

Cushing’s final horror work for 
Amicus was a somewhat meatier part 
in the unfairly overlooked Madhouse 
(1974), a semi-autobiographical 
showcase for Vincent Price, portraying 
a sardonic, gleefully ghoulish horror star 

driven to a breakdown-induced early 
retirement in Hollywood by a horrific 
incident. Cushing is his screenwriting 
collaborator on a series of popular “Dr. 
Death” movies and, when Price appears 
cured and keen for a comeback, he is 
at the centre of instigating the return 
of the franchise. Alas, a fashionable 
70’s horror set up sees a mysterious 
masked, black gloved killer offing 
(mostly women) folk at regular intervals 
with pitchforks and sundry other pointy 
weapons.

Bridging the genre generation gap 
between Old School Horror – Price’s 
fictional movie career is represented 
by many clips from his Roger Corman / 
A.I.P. Poe series – and the burgeoning 
slasher film, there is much to enjoy 
in Madhouse, not least the presence 

of an ill-fated Linda Hayden looking 
characteristically luscious in an 
outrageously hot dress and a splendidly 
batty Adrienne Corri as an actress-
turned-spider-loving-lunatic. You even 
get an increasingly unhinged Price 
stumbling on to a 70’s chat show to 
be credibly patronised by Michael 
Parkinson, asking bog-standard 
questions like “What makes your films 
so successful?”

Cushing is off-screen for much 
of the movie, though Hammer fans 
will appreciate the irony of him (and 
co-star Robert Quarry, aka Count 
Yorga) dressed up as Dracula for a party 
commemorating Price’s illustrious 
return. The ultimate plot twist 
unveils our man Cushing as the party 
responsible for engineering the whole 
murderous scam, born of his jealousy at 
Price’s stardom since he always dreamed 
of playing the part he created. “It should 
have been me! I AM Dr Death!!” 
rants a disarmingly loopy Cushing 
before instigating a worth-the-price-of-
admission swordfight with his co-star. 
These climactic scenes and a witty 
script (Price’s “comeback” turns out to 
be, with the involvement of producer 
Quarry, a way of writing him out of the 
franchise so they can install a buxom 
female lead in his place) help make 
Madhouse an unloved pleasure.

Cushing: The Lonely Man
As well as being an estimable host of 
two of the best remembered Amicus 
horror anthologies, Cushing participated 
in individual episodes in three of 
the studio’s portmanteau movies. 
The three movies were made before, 
during and after the saddest period of 
the actor’s life: the much publicised 
death of his wife turned the actor into 
a hard-working recluse, finding some 
solace in multiple movies of the 70’s 
that nonetheless failed to fill the void 
left by the love of his life. What we 
know about Cushing’s private life adds 
a uniquely poignant layer to many of 
the films he made in this period: even 
the mostly unloved Tyburn flick The 
Ghoul incorporates an almost painfully 
poignant moment of grace in which 
he reflects sadly on love and loss, 
even making use of a picture of Helen 
Cushing herself to complete the elegiac 
effect.

Away from the ambitious, complex 
Baron and authoritative, efficient 
vampire hunters he played for Hammer, 
Cushing essayed a series of lonely, 
tragic elder gentlemen in his Amicus 
appearances in the early 70’s. The House 
That Dripped Blood (1970) is amusingly 
self-referential from the very start of 
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its framing story, featuring as it does 
an estate agent named Mr Stoker. En 
route to the subtly sinister “Sweets To 
The Sweet” – cannily undermining 
Christopher Lee’s intimidatingly stern 
screen image – and the lovely pastiche 
“The Cloak” (complete with Geoffrey 
Bayldon doing the best ever Ernest 
Thesiger tribute), Cushing doesn’t have 
much to work with in “Waxworks”.

This thinly plotted yarn, the second 
of the quartet of stories, nonetheless 
has Cushing typically committed as 
the first of his Amicus loners: a retired 
stockbroker obsessed by a waxwork 
effigy of a murderess, a statue that forms 
part of “Jacquelin’s House of Horrors”. 
Cushing loses his climactic fight with 
the museum’s demented proprietor 
and an underwhelming punch line 
nonetheless incorporates an image (his 

severed head on a silver plate, now 
part of the exhibit) that became central 
to the movie’s marketing through the 
years. “Waxworks” makes good use of 
Schubert’s “Death and the Maiden”, 
which was director Peter Duffel’s 
preferred title for this notably bloodless 
movie.

Cushing enjoyed a much stronger 
story as part of the first-rate subsequent 
portmanteau Asylum (1972), which 
memorably follows Robert Powell’s film-
long search for the elusive “Dr Starr” at 
Dunsmoor Asylum and sports a darker 
tone and straighter chills than most of 
its predecessors. “The Weird Tailor” 
casts an oddly affecting Barry Morse 
in the title role of a meek, financially 
struggling Gepetto-like tailor, but it’s 
Cushing’s performance that dominates. 
He portrays a grieving father arriving 

with a request involving a specific fabric 
and work schedule for Morse to make 
a necromantic suit for his dead son. 
As with the later movies Tales From 
The Crypt and the aforementioned The 
Ghoul, Cushing invests considerable, 
controlled real-life sadness in this 
melancholic character, driven to 
extremes by a loved one’s death. He’s so 
moving to watch that the episode almost 
takes on a voyeuristic quality, and his 
conviction helps overcome the inherent 
silliness of a finale featuring a living 
dummy in a Day-Glo suit.

The culmination of Amicus’ horror 
anthologies and Cushing’s work within 
them proved to be Tales From The 
Crypt (1972), a collection of cleverly 
cast, traditional EC stories doling out 
grisly justice to foolish and unpleasant 
characters. It’s justifiably famous for 
featuring the best ever on-screen killer 
Santa (“And All Through The House”), 
one of the most gruesome and mean 
spirited adaptations of “The Monkey’s 
Paw” (here titled “Wish You Were 
Here”) and the marvellously sour “Blind 
Alleys” as a curtain-call.

But it’s “Poetic Justice” that 
toplines an achingly moving Peter as 
Arthur Grimsdyke, a good hearted, 
widowed dustman with a penchant for 
making / mending toys for the local kids. 
When he talks to his late wife’s photo, 
the fact that the actor affectionately 
calls her “Helen” (the character’s middle 
name) is, like the similar moment in 
the later The Ghoul, enough to bring a 
lump to the throat to any of the actor’s 
legion of fans. Grimsdyke’s upper class 
neighbour Robin Phillips believes the 
aged loner is giving the street a bad 
image and undergoes a hate campaign 
incorporating cruel, insulting Valentine’s 
cards that drive him to suicide. On the 
anniversary of this, he returns from 
the grave to rip Phillips’ heart from his 
chest, leaving a natty poem as a parting 
gesture.

Grimsdyke is perhaps Cushing’s 
most purely sympathetic character and 
the real-life heartbreak that blurs with 
his undeserved downfall makes the 
episode perhaps the most haunting work 
he ever did.

Cushing: The Adventurer
The same year he portrayed the 
ominously charming Dr Schreck, 
Cushing was assigned to soften the 
grumpy edges of then-current TV 
Dr Who William Hartnell, while still 
maintaining a forthright demeanour, 
for Amicus’ colourful big-screen spin 
off Dr Who And The Daleks (1965). 
Cushing turned out to be the best thing 
about this likeable, if borderline-bland, 
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movie and its swiftly generated sequel 
Daleks’ Invasion Earth: 2150 A.D.(1966). 
Boasting a warm on-screen rapport 
with his two granddaughters (Jennie 
Linden, Roberta Tovey), his homely, 
slightly fussy portrayal of the character 
– referred to onscreen as Dr Who – saw 
him equipped with a catchphrase (“Most 
interesting!”), white hair, ‘tash, natty 
waistcoat and an enthusiasm for Eagle 
comic. 

In stark contrast to the bleak 
monochrome look of the contemporary 
TV version, the movies are squarely 
pitched at the junior market. In the 
initial film, that means a “comically” 
clumsy Roy Castle cast as the new 
boyfriend of the Doctor’s older 
granddaughter, a proponent of the 
slapstick entrance who never fails to 
walk into a door for the sake of a laugh. 
Bernard Cribbins – later sentimentally 
but effectively cast in a key role for 
the Tennant-era incarnation of the 
TV series – provided the comic relief 
in the second movie, but Cushing’s 
authoritative yet loveable take on the 
Doctor remained the main pleasure.

A decade later and coming to 
the end of an era for the studio, two 
imperfect but undeniably entertaining 
pictures afforded Cushing the chance to 
play more adventurous, ageing men of 
action. In both cases, our man is fragile 
enough to ensure that someone younger 
and fitter performs the more vigorous 
tasks that he would have easily managed 
in the era of Terence Fisher’s Dracula 
(1958).

The Beast Must Die (1974) is now 
remembered as a gimmicky take on the 
standard werewolf picture, probably 
inspired by William Castle, and opening 
with a sincere voiceover proclaiming 
“This is a detective story in which you 
are the detective…watch out for the 
werewolf break!” In retrospect, this 
gimmick gives the movie the dispiriting 
feel of that short-lived TV adaptation 
of Cluedo hosted by Richard Madeley. 
When the Werewolf Break itself actually 
appears, around 15 minutes before 
the end, an on-screen ticking clock 
encouraging viewers to quickly come up 
with their answer turns the movie into a 
kind of lycanthropic Countdown!

The premise has millionaire big 
game hunter Calvin Lockhart inviting 
a bunch of offbeat middle class folk to 
his posh gaff in the Ten Little Indians 
tradition as part of his latest thrill-
seeking venture: he knows one of them 
is a werewolf! As the groups manoeuvre 
around the electronically bugged 
mansion, we have to decide who might 
be the beast. Is it the med student 
who once ate human flesh? Is it oddly 

accented archaeologist Peter Cushing, 
who has been hunting werewolves his 
entire life but never bagged one? Or 
maybe it’s UN-delegate-turned-TV-
personality Charles Gray? And doesn’t 
that flippant long haired lad have an 
unnatural amount of hair on the backs 
of his hands?

There’s the occasional frisson of 
suspense generated by simple set-ups like 
a sequence in which the group passes 
around a silver candlestick in a bid to 
see who is affected by its touch (“great, 
a kind of classy Russian Roulette!” 
someone scoffs) – a precursor to the 
rather more alarming blood test that 
defines who is The Thing in the later 
John Carpenter monsterpiece. Sadly, 
both horror fans and Cushing fans end 
up short changed. The most you get 
in the former department is a close-up 
of Anton Diffring’s empty, bloodied 
eye socket and (instead of an actual, 
proper “werewolf”) a big black dog with 
a big pink tongue! And, in the era of 
Blaxploitation, Amicus were clearly 
more interested in the movie’s two leads 
than the under-used Brit character 
actors (Cushing, Gray, Diffring) that 
were their bread and butter in the earlier 
horror pictures.

More consistent fun was to be 
found in Cushing’s very last movie for 
the studio, At The Earth’s Core (1976), 
a colourful companion piece to their 
earlier family-pitched adventure yarns 
The Land That Time Forgot and The 
People That Time Forgot – all movies that 
enjoyed modest popular success before 
Star Wars came along and made them 
look old-fashioned and vulnerable on 
the big screen.

Cushing plays a variation on his 
screen Dr Who persona, a dotty but 
loveable Victorian scientist with a 
grandfatherly appearance and fussy, 
eccentric personality. Again sporting a 
tash, along with top hat, waistcoat and 
umbrella, this charming gent chooses 
Doug McClure to join him in testing out 
a historic, phallic drilling machine on a 
Welsh mountain. Instead they end up 
inadvertently tunnelling to the centre of 
the Earth, where they’re taken prisoner 
by a pig-faced, brutish race, joining a 
large number of other subterranean 
slaves. It’s not all bad though: Princess 
Caroline Munro is in hiding from “The 
Ugly One”, who wants her as its mate, 
and her bosoms heave in the kind of 
marvellously sweaty fashion that was 
somehow deemed appropriate at a “PG” 
level.

En route to a spirited, spectacular 
explosive finale involving what looks 
like a fire-breathing, giant malevolent 
frog, the movie has plenty of engaging 

men-in-rubber-suits monster action and 
a high quotient of Screaming Women 
In Their Scanties. The biggest pleasure, 
arguably, is the amusing contrast 
between Cushing and McClure’s 
muscle-bound man of action. While 
The Gentlemen Of Horror yells “Shoo!” 
at towering mutant bird creatures and 
responds with intellectual excitement 
at the array of prehistoric animals 
and primitive humans they encounter 
(“They seem so excitable, like all 
foreigners!”), McClure goes impressively 
mano a mano with toothy lizards. 

Although it’s far from the best 
movie Amicus and Peter made together, 
the genuinely adorable At The Earth’s 
Core still plays out like the perfect 
swansong to their partnership, if only 
because it incorporates arguably the best 
line of dialogue Peter Cushing ever got 
to deliver under the studio’s umbrella. 
In a dramatic moment of monstrous 
confrontation, he asserts “You cannot 
mesmerise me, I’m British!” in a fashion 
that only Peter could pull off so well. We 
still miss you, Sir.

By Steven West

Thanks to the kind of happy union 
between cousins that comes but 
once a lifetime, Steven Thesiger 
West was born in an undisclosed 

Norfolk location in 1978, the year 
that also gave us Halloween and 

“Copacabana” by Barry Manilow. In 
other words, an absolute watershed 

year. He grew up on late night British 
TV (not literally, though that would 
explain the aching back) and is old 

enough to remember when primetime 
BBC would screen a Mario Bava 

double-bill or contemplate a 
terrifying, experimental, audience-

tricking TV film like “Ghostwatch”. 
Steven despises the tendency for 

contemporary internet “fans” to hate 
on almost anything and believes that 
every year brings outstanding works 
in the genre. That said, the absolute 
magic of watching a video recording 
of Creature From The Black Lagoon 

on a rainy Sunday afternoon with 
the curtains shut and Mum shouting 

“How many Yorkshires do you 
want?” in the background, remains 

tough to faithfully recreate.... Steven 
lives (still in Norfolk - there are no 

successful escape routes) with lovely, 
horror-tolerating partner Ewa and 
one year old bundle of joy Alina, 
whose introduction to the genre 

to date has been black and white 
episodes of The Twilight Zone and 

1941’s The Wolf Man...
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A
s a young kid growing up in 
Wolverhampton I was obsessed 
with anything to do with 
monsters, horror and science 

fiction. I collected action figures,comics, 
models, books, masks, posters the lot! I 
was lucky to have fairly liberal parents 
who let me stay up and watch the old 
Universal monster movies, and later on, 
the British Hammer films. Remarkably 
they never once insisted that  I should 
see a child therapist.......

 During these early years my dad 
would regularly take me on the train to 
Birmingham for a day out. (coming from 
Wolverhampton this was a big treat!) 

I think it was 1972 (I was eight) 
when a large fibreglass statue of King Kong 
bizarrely appeared in the city centre! 

This was one of the most amazing 
things I’d ever seen, and I was so excited 
that every trip we made I insisted dad 
took me to see the statue. It was like 
visiting a friend! 

One time I noticed that vandals 
had written in chalk on his backside 
“where’s my toilet roll?” Now, usually 
an eight year old boy would find this 
very amusing, but I was very upset and 
somewhat annoyed, so I remember 
asking my dad in all seriousness if he 
would “clean King Kong’s bum!” 

At this point he offered to buy me 
a raspberry milkshake (a favourite treat 
of mine at the time) and then abruptly 
changed the subject! 

Eventually we heard they were 
taking “Kong” away and I was so upset 
that I asked my dad if he would buy 
him for me so I could put him in the 
back garden! (cue another raspberry 
milkshake!) 

Anyway, all these years later I 
naturally assumed the statue had been 
destroyed, but by chance I came across 
a page on facebook this morning called 
“Bring Home Brummie KONG”

 It’s a long story but it turns out the 
statue still exists and he’s lying flat on 
his back in a car park in Penrith. (we’ve 
all done it!) 

Not the most fitting end for a King, 
but I was elated to hear that after all 
these years he hadn’t been destroyed. 

Birmingham is hoping to bring the 
statue back to it’s rightful home if the 
current owner ever decides to sell it.

 Seeing the photos of the statue 
on the Facebook page brought back so 

many happy memories of my childhood, 
when life seemed so simple & carefree, 
and I still had my dad who I miss each 
and every day. 

Therefore please forgive my self 
indulgent, nostalgic meanderings, but 
I just couldn’t resist sharing this with 
you all. ;)

The King Kong statue at the Bull Ring 
in 1972
Modelled on the fictional giant gorilla 
King Kong, the 550 cm (18 ft), 
890 kg (2,000 lb) fibre glass 
statue was commissioned for 
display in Birmingham, by the 
Peter Stuyvesant Foundation 
for the Sculpture for Public 
Places Scheme “City Sculpture”, 
in partnership with the Arts 
Council of Great Britain.

 He was then subsequently 
sold to a used car dealer. In 
1976 he was sold for sold 
for £12,700 to Nigel Maby’s 
Scottish company Spook 
Erection Ltd and displayed at 
Ingliston Market in Edinburgh.

 During that period, it was 
falsely reported that he had 
been destroyed, and repainted 
several times, including once 
in tartan, and, in 2001, in 
shocking pink. Before removal 
he was subsequently displayed 
at Skirsgill Auction Market, a 
market site in Penrith, and was 
still there in January 2011 albeit 

Bring Kong Home!
Dave Swift is bass player with the Jools Holland Rhythm and Blues Band and also a lifelong fan of classic 

horror. Here he tells us about a particular childhood memory.

lying down, in a car park near its former 
position. There were calls for him to be 
returned to Birmingham, but the owner, 
Lesley Maby (wife of the late Nigel ), 
refused to sell him.

 But the people of Birmingham 
want him returned to his rightful home, 
Help us to get our Kong back.

https://www.facebook.com/Brum
mieKong?ref=ts&fref=ts&filter=1#!/
BrummieKong/info
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In what I hope is going to be a regular 
feature we explore many of the 
wonderful groups for lovers of classic 
horror to be found on Facebook. If you 
have a group and you’d like to promote 
it feel free to drop us a line. 

MAKE AN APPOINTMENT WITH 
FEAR FOR A HORROR DOUBLE 
BILL
I was inspired to create this group 
because I was (and am) such a fan of 
horror films on tv. Oh, many people will 
have fond and frightening memories of 
settling down in a comfy cinema seat to 
watch, say, 1971’s Tales From the Crypt, 
but my own memories involve it being 
shown on my local ITV station, Tyne 
Tees, once in 1977, then in 1982. I 
completely missed the 1977 screening, 
but I remember being very excited that 
Friday in July 1982 - the kids were 
sent home from school because of a 
malfunctioning heating system, and I 
remember playing endless games on my 
Atari Video Computer System before 
lunch. Then, as it got to 6 o’clock, 
a trailer (showing Grimsdyke using 
his Ouija board) appeared just before 
the news, adding to the excitement. 
When the film finally appeared, it was 
almost a let-down as the build-up to it 
throughout the day was so enjoyable!

The thrill of watching a horror film 
on a Friday night was partly because it 
was the last day of school for ages (when 
youre a kid, the weekend seems ages!), 
and you could spend the day hyping the 
film up with your mates. Then you could 
enjoy watching it, knowing you had 
2 days off. The films that were shown 
then, in The Friday Night Film slot at 
11.05 included such gems as Bride of 
Frankenstein, Son of Frankenstein, 
House of Dracula and The Mummy’s 
Hand from the Universal stable, and 
classic Hammer horrors including 
Frankenstein Must be Destroyed, Dracula 
Has Risen From the Grave, Dracula AD 
1972, Vampire Circus and Twins of Evil 
plus many others. 

I remember being petrified by 
the first 15 or so minutes of the 1955 
Tarantula (I actually asked to go to 
bed!), enjoying the 2 Count Yorga 
films (I remember my Father staring 
with horror at the scene where a young 
woman is eating a cat, in the first one), 

watching the first Dr Phibes film (and 
completely missing the second, shown 
the following week), and yawning 
at Whats the Matter with Helen?. 
Conversations in the school playground 
were always enjoyable too (I have very 
strong memories of my disappointment 
when the whistle blew, signifying 
the end of ‘Playtime’, and of many a 
fascinating debate) though 
my less-knowledgeable mates often 
hilariously got things wrong: I still 
haven’t managed to track down King 
Kong vs. Dracula, Frankenstein Goes to 
Hell, House of Mummy (miles better than 
House of Frankenstein/House of Dracula 
apparently) and Death of the Vamps, and 
I would love to see a complete print 
of Amicus Tales From the Crypt that 
includes the bit where you see ‘The Man 
and the Dog sliced to bits by the razor 
blades, blood and guts everywhere!’ 
that my schoolmates saw back in 1977! 
The version I saw in 1982 must have 
been cut! ‘The Friday Night Film’ slot 
fizzled out in the early 80s, but returned 
as ‘Fear on Friday’ in 1983, lasting for 
a few years and showing many of the 
same films that had been on in the 
same slot in the 70s. Over on BBC2, 
we had the various Horror Double Bill 
seasons, of which many people have 
great memories. I completely missed the 
first such season ‘Fantastic Double Bill’ 
in 1975, but saw the rest. ‘Masters of 
Terror’ in 1976 lasted for 5 weeks and 
included some great films, and ‘Dracula, 
Frankenstein and Friends’ in 1977 ran 
for a whopping 11 weeks and included 
most of the classic Universals. ‘Monster 
Double Bill’ in 1978 was a bit of a flop, 
particularly if you were expecting some 

monsters in the films presented – 
The Man with X-Ray Eyes, The Crazies, 
Man Who Could Cheat Death – all good 
films, but monster movies? ‘Masters of 
Terror’ in 1979 was on firmer ground, 
each week offering up a rarer Universal 
film, alongside a more commonly-seen 
Hammer film. This meant the season 
lacked variety, but back then, I couldn’t 
have cared less! By 1980, these seasons 
had become so popular, that the new 
season ‘Horror Double Bill’ featured on 
the cover of the ‘Radio Times’ with an 
article inside. I spent all day at school 
looking forward to that! The 1980 
season was the best of the bunch with a 
lot of varied films. Pity there weren’t any 
Dracula or Frankenstein films (essential 
for a definitive horror film season), or 
any with Bela Lugosi in either, but still 
a great line-up, that even Night of the 
Lepus and Daughters of Satan couldn’t 
spoil!

The 1981 season was a bit poor, 
each week offering up one of Val 
Lewton’s overrated films, alongside tripe 
like Zoltan, Hound of Dracula, Bug and 
Eye of the Cat. There was no season in 
1982, but ‘Horror Double Bill’ returned 
in 1983, with an 8 week run consisting 
entirely of the Universal horrors. After 
that, we got horror seasons on BBC1, 
usually in Saturday night slots, with 
many films that had been shown before, 
and only one a week.

My FB group is targeted at those 
horror fans who, probably as kids, spent 
all day Friday waiting for ‘The Friday 
Night Film’ (as it was called in my 
area Tyne Tees) or ‘Appointment with 
Fear’ (which other regions got, and I 
was envious as it was a far better title, 

FEAR ON FACEBOOK
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and also apparently had its own intro 
sequence which many people recall 
being terrified by), then all day Saturday 
waiting for that night’s Double Bill. 
Even those who weren’t around at the 
time are welcome to join, of course and 
spend time chatting about our collective 
passion of old horror/SF films! See you 
there...

https://www.facebook.com/media/set/?
set=a.1126441318369.21003.114725778
1&type=3#!/groups/389853771066083/

THE HAMMER LOVERS 
As long as I can remember I’ve been a 
fan of Hammer films. It probably stems 
from my late grandmother who loved 
horror films and would let me stay up 
late to watch Universal & Hammer 
horrors on TV.

As a youngster I eagerly collected 
Monster Mag & House Of Hammer 
magazines and scoured the tv listings for 
any Hammer film or classic horror.

Video came in the 80’s and 
eventually DVD and BluRay which 
meant I could own the films I loved 
so dearly but finding like minded fans 
was not so easy. Yes I had a few friends 
who were fond of these movies but not 
to the degree I was then I discovered 
the internet. Through sites such as 
British Horror Films & Classic Horror 
Films I was able to discuss the merits of 
Hammer and beyond.

As my enjoyment on these sites 
increased I realised I wanted an “instant 
fix” so to speak. Someplace where fans 
of Hammer films and their like could 
post pictures, discuss and just have a 
fun time chatting about their passion. 
Facebook was the ideal venue so; with 
thanks to Simon Rawson for suggesting 
the name, The Hammer Lovers page 
was born.

The page is extremely active and 
has turned out to be one of the best sites 
on the net for up to date information 
and advice on Hammer films. I’d go 
so far to say that we probably hold the 
largest photo library on Hammer related 
images on the internet and it’s updated 
daily.

A particular favourite of mine is 
the regular images of fans meeting their 

idols. Whether it’s recent meetings or 
from years past it’s always nice to see 
these moments caught on camera.

I moderate the site accompanied 
by Andy Miller & David McConkey. We 
have several members of the Hammer 
“family” on board such as Caroline 
Munro, Vera Day Shane Briant and so 
on and it’s always a great thrill to the 
members when they interact with them.

 Although primarily focused on 
Hammer films we also discuss Brit horror 
and classic horrors so if you      have an 
interest in either, join us, we don’t bite…
much.

https://www.facebook.com/media/set/?
set=a.1126441318369.21003.114725778
1&type=3#!/groups/306311546062155/

PETER CUSHING ASSOCIATION
When Peter Cushing passed away on 
August 11, 1994 it left an immense 
void in the hearts of many of his fans. 
I remember it was raining that day 
and my newspaper was soaking wet as 
I spotted Peter Cushing’s obituary. I 
called a few local friends who were also 
fans of Peter Cushing and we discussed 
our favorite Cushing performances 
in our own form of a ‘tribute’ to his 
passing. I actually compiled all my Peter 
Cushing photos and after scanning them 
created my own website called the Peter 
Cushing Museum. Not long afterwards I 
was searching the internet for all things 
Peter Cushing and discovered that a 

tribute group had been formed by Brian 
Holland under the guidance of Peter 
Cushing’s secretary and close friend 
Joyce Broughton. I immediately joined 
the “Peter Cushing Association” and 
was delighted to be in touch with other 
Peter Cushing fans from around the 
world, many of whom I am still in touch 
today. The PCA had its own fanzine 
called ‘The Cushing Courier’, and I 
was one of the regular contributors 
after joining the club. Being in the 
PCA allowed me to learn more about 
Peter Cushing’s performances – some 
of which I had not heard of previously. 
Fast forward to the year 2000 and I 
received an email from Brian stating 
that he was going to have to step down 
from running the PCA as he did not 
have the time necessary to devote to 
it anymore. As I already had a Peter 
Cushing devoted website, I volunteered 
to take over the running of the club 
with Joyce Broughton still as the 
advisor. I revamped my website and 
put out my own Peter Cushing fanzine 
entitled ‘The Cushing Confidential’ – of 
which the club members contributed 
articles for. Publishing the fanzine 
required a lot of effort but it was a great 
feeling to hold the finished issue in your 
hand. By 2003, I had decided to take 
my research a step further and began 
to write a book on the life and career 
of Peter Cushing which was published 
by Xlibris in 2004 under the title “In 
All Sincerity…Peter Cushing”. Years 
later my wife told me about a new social 
website called Facebook which I joined 
to track down some old school buddies. 
I noticed that a lot of the PCA members 
were also on Facebook and after seeing 
how easy it was to create a group there, 
the PCA was moved to Facebook where 
it resides today at: http://www.facebook.
com/#!/groups/petercushingassociatio
n/?fref=ts 
The club grew from around 200 
members on the old website to now 
over 1,000 members on the PCA 
Facebook group. As it was much easier 
and cost efficient to post photos and 
have discussions on the PCA Facebook 
group, the fanzine was dropped – though 
it continued in another form as ‘Van 
Helsing’s Journal’ run by Harry Long 
and now includes all British horror/
science fiction/fantasy genres. I am 
still in touch with Joyce Broughton, 
who is currently planning some special 
events for this May 26, 2013 which is 
the 100th anniversary of Peter Cushing. 
The PCA continues to grow and serves 
as a meeting point for all fans of Peter 
Cushing – who will always be my 
favorite actor.

By Christopher Gullo



Page 58 We Belong Dead

T
here are good movies and there 
are bad movies. There are also 
movies that some people say are 
so bad that they’re good. I hear 

that all the time. I’ve heard it since I was 

a kid. I think what they actually mean 
is that they’re not good in the way most 
people might normally watch and judge 
a fi lm; Excellent writing, incredible 
acting, masterful direction, etc. 

The way I see it, there’s more 
than one way to enjoy a fi lm. Every 
movie doesn’t have to be a fi ve-star 
masterpiece like Gone with the Wind. 
You do not have to judge a fi lm the 
way you would judge a mainstream 
Hollywood classic and every movie that 
doesn’t follow that Hollywood style of 
moviemaking isn’t necessarily a bad fi lm. 

There are plenty of Hollywood 
fi lms that follow all the rules of proper 
writing, directing, etc. and are just awful. 
And there are just as many low budget 
B-fi lms that are excruciating to watch. 

Like I said, there are many different 
ways to enjoy a fi lm. You can love a fi lm 
just for the nostalgia alone. It can take 
you back to a simpler, happier time in 
your life. You can enjoy it for a certain 
actor or actors, wacky dialogue, quirky 
characters, fun setting, wild plot and 
although inept in many ways, the fi lm 
could have a certain charm and most of 
all, it can be fun. 

For me, the 1971, Al Adamson, 
drive-in classic, Dracula vs. Frankenstein 
has all that and more. I fi rst saw this fi lm 
on television in the mid-70s when I was 
seven or eight years old. It would play 
here in New York every other month 
it seemed and I would always watch at 
least some of it if I was home. It is not 
an incredible piece of gothic cinema like 
say, the Universal/Karloff pictures or the 
Hammer/Christopher Lee fi lms and the 
“fi ght of fright” between the two horror 
icons is anything but. However, the fi lm 
is charming, comforting, crazy, quirky, 
campy and fun as well as being an early 
1970’s time capsule. 

The movie begins with Las Vegas 
showgirl Judith Fontaine, played 
by director Adamson’s real life wife 
Regina Carrol, searching for her sister 
Joanie. Unfortunately, Joanie has been 
beheaded by Groton. Played by the 
great Lon Chaney Jr., Groton is a mute, 
drug addicted, axe-wielding, homicidal 
maniac who works for the wheelchair 
ridden, mad scientist Dr. Durea, played 
by J. Carrol Naish. It turns out that 
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Durea is really Dr. Frankenstein in 
disguise and is now using the Creature 
Emporium, a house of horrors at a beach 
side amusement park, as a front while 
performing ungodly experiments on 
Groton’s victims. 

Enter Count Dracula, played by 
Zandor Vorkov. Dracula has dug up 
the body of the Frankenstein monster, 
played by seven-foot-four John Bloom, 
and has brought the dormant creature 
to Dr. Durea. The two fiends make a 
deal. Durea will revive the monster in 
order to get revenge on the doctors who 
betrayed him. One of these doctors is 
played by Uncle Forry himself, Forrest 
J. Ackerman of Famous Monsters of 
Filmland magazine. In return, Durea will 
use the blood serum he has created from 
the victims of the deranged Groton on 
Dracula. The serum will make the evil 
Count more powerful than ever before. 

In the meantime, Judith, who spoke 
with the Chief of Police (Jim Davis) and 
got nowhere, decides to investigate on 
her own. She tracks her sister, Joanie, 
to Dr. Durea’s House of Horrors show, 
but the doctor tells her he has never laid 
eyes on the missing girl. Of course Judith 
doesn’t believe him and later on, with 
the help of an overage hippie played 
by Anthony Eisley, breaks into Durea’s 

hidden lab and finds the remains of her 
sister along with many more of Groton’s 
unfortunate victims. 

At this point chaos reigns supreme 
as Judith and her hippie friend attempt 
to escape the Creature Emporium. Dr. 
Durea bites the dust via guillotine, 
Groton is shot dead by the police 
who finally manage to be useful and 
our helpful hippie is unfortunately 
incinerated by a lightning bolt that 
shoots out of Dracula’s ring. 

Dracula, Judith and the 
Frankenstein monster end up in an old 
church where the monster suddenly 
becomes enraged when the bloodthirsty 
count attacks Judith. The battle of the 
behemoths begins and the two titans of 
terror fight it out first inside the church 
and then outside in the abandoned 
woods. Judith escapes, but not before 
Dracula eventually gets the upper hand 
and rips the monster’s arms and head 
from its body. The sun begins to rise and 
with no coffin nearby to escape to; the 
undead fiend crumbles to dust before 
our very eyes. 

Sounds pretty good, doesn’t it? 
It’s not. Well, not in the way you’re 
thinking. If you’re looking for a moody, 
gothic masterpiece that is loyal to 
the mythology of both Dracula and 

Frankenstein then look elsewhere. 
However, if you want to just veg-out 
with your friends and have a fun, silly, 
entertaining time then you’re in luck. 

The film was originally titled 
“Satan’s Blood Freaks”, but was changed 
to “The Blood Seekers” during filming. 
At this point it did not contain the 
characters of Frankenstein and Dracula 
at all. This is why J. Carrol Naish is 
called Dr. Durea and not Frankenstein. 

“The Blood Seekers” was originally 
about a doctor (Naish) who, with the 
help of his homicidal, brutish assistant 
(Chaney), murdered and experimented 
on young, female victims. 

The finished product didn’t work. 
No one wanted it and Adamson gave 
up on it, but Sam Sherman, Adamson’s 
friend and partner, knew he could do 
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something with it and tried his best to 
fix it. He watched the film many times 
(poor guy) and when he heard Anthony 
Eisley’s character utter the line “Dr. 
Durea. Or at least that’s the name he 
goes by.” Sam wondered who the doctor 
could be. He immediately thought of Dr. 
Frankenstein. It wasn’t very long until 
Count Dracula was added as well. 

In order to film the new scenes, 
Sam decided to raise the money himself. 
He wanted John Carradine to play 
Dracula, but couldn’t afford him. Al 
Adamson suggested they use Roger 
Engel who, at the time, was a Wall 
Street stockbroker helping Al and Sam 
finance their company Independent 
International Pictures. Forrest 
Ackerman felt he needed a more horror-
like name so he re-named Engel calling 

him Zandor Vorkov. 
Sam and Al hated the original 

ending which fell kind of flat and they 
re-shot it at an old church in Upstate 
New York. They practically had no 
money at this point and couldn’t afford 
to fly Anthony Eisley in which is why 
Eisley’s hippie character dies in the film 
by a death ray from Dracula’s ring. Al 
actually played Eisley’s role for this one 
sequence. I think that it actually helps 
the film because it’s so unexpected. The 
male hero/romantic lead would never 
die in a Hollywood picture. 

With the new ending shot, Al and 
Sam completed the picture and the rest 
is Drive-in, B-movie history. 

I’m not going to lie. The movie has 
its bad moments and can be a chore to 
watch at some points, but I believe that 

the good points far outweigh the bad 
making the film pretty entertaining and 
fun for the most part. 

See what you think. 
Here are some of the reasons that 

make this film difficult to sit through: 
 Dr. Durea babbles endlessly to 

Groton about his experiments. This 
goes on and on and, except for a few 
unintentionally funny lines, really brings 
the film to a halt and makes you want to 
commit suicide. 

 It’s hard for fans like me to see 
Naish and Chaney looking so ill; 
especially Chaney who was dying of 
throat cancer at the time. 

 The movie is a combination of 
two different films and, at times, feels 
that way. 

 Even though I like him, Zandor 
Vorkov is not a great Dracula. 

 Dracula only bites one character 
on the neck. 

 Many death scenes, especially 
the ones involving Chaney, seem badly 
edited. 

 The fight between Dracula and 
the Monster should have been longer 
and better. 

Yeah, that doesn’t sound so great, 
but now, here are just some of the 
reasons that I think you SHOULD 
watch this Drive-in exploitation classic: 

1. Great score by William Lava. 
2. Cool opening credit sequence by 
Bob Le Bar. 
3. A fun amusement park setting. 
4. Excellent looking Mad Scientist 
Laboratory by Kenneth Strickfaden, 
the man who created the iconic 
lab for Universal’s 1931 version of 
Frankenstein. 
5. There’s a “Two lovers walk along 
the beach to a mellow song” scene 
that is kind of funny and a little 
reminiscent of Clint Eastwood’s 
great “Play Misty for Me”. 
6. For part of the movie Lon 
Chaney holds a little puppy (Al and 
Regina’s dog Stupie) which recalls 
Lon’s superb performance in “Of 
Mice and Men”. 
7. Las Vegas showgirl number by 
the beautiful and talented Regina 
Carrol which seems out of place 
with the rest of the film, but is still 
great and kinda funny. 
8. Regina Carrol’s huge hair. 
9. Lon Chaney axe murdering 
young girls on the beach. 
10. Lon growls like a dog before 
he kills. 
11. Lon does drugs, gets high and 
kinda looks like Lloyd Bridges when 
he was sniffing glue in “Airplane”. 
12. Angelo Rossitto as a crazy 
midget who eats money. 
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13. Russ Tamblyn shows up for 
absolutely no reason and makes 
silly faces. 
14. Regina Carroll gets high and 
has a wild acid trip involving giant 
spider webs and fishnet stockings. 
(?) 
15. Dracula’s voice is all echoed. 
16. Dracula’s ring shoots lightning 
bolts. 
17. Two 45 year old, out of shape 
bikers. 
18. Forrest J. Ackerman gets 
crushed to death by Frankenstein. 
19. Frankenstein’s face kinda looks 
like a burnt meatloaf. 
20. Dracula looks like Frank Zappa 
meets Borat. 
21. J. Carrol Naish looks like 
Colonel Sanders. 
22. When Dracula makes a late 
night visit to Dr. Durea’s place, not 
only is the doctor unafraid, but he 
says to the Count: “What do you 
want? It’s late.” 
23. Cult director Greydon Clark, 
who would go on to make some 
really fun films like “Satan’s 
Cheerleaders”, ‘Angel’s Brigade” 
and “Without Warning”, has a 
small role in the film and is easily 
amused by an old car tire and a 
stick. 
24. Anthony Eisley as the overage 
hippie wears an awful necklace and 
says things like “I’m Mike. This is 
my pad.” 
25. Greydon Clark’s horrible pants. 
26. Greydon Clark’s poncho. 
27. Drac’s kiddie Halloween 
makeup and 25 cent plastic fangs. 
28. Drac cops a feel on Judith (He 
thought he was slick, but I caught 
him.) 
29. There are characters named 
Strange, Groton and Grazbo. 
30. Dr. Durea says stuff to Groton 
like “Don’t wander away from the 
pier.” and the immortal classic 
“We all wait for you, Groton. Walk 
silent and walk well.” 
31. A character mentions buying 
gas for one dollar!!!! 
32. Lon Chaney, J. Carrol Naish 
and Russ Tamblyn are in the 
movie!!!! That’s enough to get me 
to watch it right there!!!! 
33. Legendary cinematographer 
Gary Graver, who also directed 
some cult hits such as “Trick or 
Treats”, shows up as a kid on 
the beach explaining Groton’s 
murderous rampage. 
34. Near the end of the film, music 
from “The Creature from the Black 
Lagoon” can be heard. 
35. J. Carrol Naish and Angelo 

Rossitto’s death scenes are 
hilariously bad. 
36. There’s a pretty good looking 
death scene for Dracula. Especially 
when you realize that they had 
little to no money at this point. 

See? There’s lots to love in this 
film. Don’t you want to watch it now? 
You know you do. 

Now I know that a lot of my 
enjoyment is based on nostalgia and 
some of the nutty, quirky things listed 
above, but I do believe that the movie is 
very entertaining in its own way. 

Just like many Ed Wood films are 
worthwhile, so are Al Adamson’s. Made 
on a shoe-string budget with his partner 
and close friend Sam Sherman, Dracula 
vs. Frankenstein is probably Adamson’s 
most well-known film. It was quite a 
drive-in money-maker in its day and 
played on television constantly in the 
70s and early 80s. 

I remember being seven or eight 
years old, sitting on the floor in the 
living room at eight o’clock on a 
Saturday night and watching wide-eyed. 
I had already seen and loved some of 
the Universal and Hammer classics and 
even at a young age I knew that this film 
didn’t come close to those, but I enjoyed 
it for what it was and I still do. 

I own the movie poster, William 
Lava CD and the Special Edition 
DVD that was put out by Troma a few 
years back. I watch the movie every 
now and then and it always makes 
me smile. 

You will read a few reviews that call 
it pure crap, but you will find that there 
are many more reviews who praise it in 

some way. I’ve even read some that start 
off as if they totally despise the film and 
by the very end the review says “I have 
to buy this DVD.” 

Bottom line: If a movie makes you 
happy for whatever reason then it’s a 
good movie. 

As with almost all of his films, Al 
Adamson had little to no money to work 
with and had many setbacks. Still, he 
and his cast and crew never gave up. 
They kept at it, did their best, overcame 
the odds and made a crazy, fun, quirky 
film that is loved by many B-movie fans 
including myself. 

I’ve watched bad movies that are 
only seventy minutes long, but feel like 
four hours and they make me want to 
jump out of a window! 

Adamson’s films are always fun and 
entertaining in spots even if a lot of the 
time it’s in an unintentionally hilarious 
way. 

From what I’ve seen and read, I 
not only like Al Adamson’s movies, but 
I like Al as well and I’d like to dedicate 
this article to the memory of Al and his 
wife Regina. 

Thank you both for being a small 
part of my very fun childhood. 

Some other Al Adamson films 
worth seeing are Blazing Stewardesses, 
Nurse Sherri, Naughty Stewardesses and 
of course, Satan’s Sadists. 
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A
s the nights draw rapidly in and 
the days get colder, it seems only 
right to stay in-doors and watch 
some horror features.

Some might believe that fans of 
the horror genre have been handed too 
much choice within recent years (with 
yet another horror boom within the last 
few years). While others believe that the 
gory glory days were before the 1990s. 
Seems that some die-hard fans of the 
genre feel a little jaded by the somewhat 
lack of creativity found within modern 
horror. 

Tired re-hashes of well respected 
low-budget gems, along with the 
more highly praised efforts that are 
quickly being remade are becoming 
standard multiplex fare. Most also seem 
dependent on high levels of violence, 
more realistic then the quaint usage of 
Kensington Gore found within features 
such as the Hammer films. 

Thankfully one London/Brighton 

film club is looking to make a change 
to our stale horror tastes and go back 
to basics, in the very best sense of the 
word.

The gentleman responsible for 
the Classic Horror Campaign is founder, 
Richard Gladman. 

But what started Richard on 
his path to the dark side of horror? 
“I believe it all stemmed from when 
I was really little and shown my first 
Disney film, which was Snow White” 
says Richard. “It was the witch that I 
was intrigued by, along with the fantasy 
and the horror aspect”. He goes on to 
say “This lead me to watching things 
like, The Land That Time Forgot along 
with all the Amicus horror films. 
Basically anything with monsters or Ray 
Harryhausen features”.

A classic horror aficionado 
through and through, Richard is 
looking to revive the horror tradition 
of late night double bills for fans, both 

old and new. Like so many horror 
fans of his generation, Richard grew 
up during the era of the classic BBC 
2 double bills and as such, wishes to 
make viewers aware of the thrill and 
excitement of a well-crafted horror 
experience.

Starting life as a blog a couple of 
years ago, it quickly became apparent 
to Richard that this beast was not 
willing to be laid to rest so easily. The 
metamorphosis of the original idea 
quickly became what fans of the club see 
today. It’s a testament to its founder’s 
determination that genuinely sets it 
apart from other film clubs. 

Not only is this a welcome (and 
niche) horror film club, but it is also a 
plea to get people aware of classic horror. 
It’s clear upon meeting Mr. Gladman 
and attending one of the screenings, 
that this is a passionate (and daily) 
project for him. The petition is simple, 
make the BBC aware that viewers 
wish to see return to the days of classic 
television double bills. 

“Part of the appeal is trying to 
raise awareness of these films and get 
them back on TV like they used to be”. 
The message is clear with the Classic 
Horror Campaign; Richard wants to 
hark back to the times of suspenseful 
and genuinely chilling horror. For a new 
attendee or virgin viewer, each screening 
can almost be seen as a dose of Sunday 
afternoon film education. 

Not only is Richard the founder 
of Classic Horror Campaign, but he is 
also the MC for each of the events 
along with his horrific partners in crime 
(which include Justin Harries of Filmbar 
70 and occasional guest host Dr Karen 
Oughton). 

It’s an achievement that the Classic 
Horror Campaign’s screenings have 
such a relaxed and friendly atmosphere, 
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unique to this particular film club. This 
goes someway to explain the Campaign’s 
devoted and attendees. 

With each passing screening, 
awareness for the Classic Horror 
cause reaches new fans or devotees. 
Each event screening has sprouted 
interesting and much loved horror 
classics usually coupled with the more 
obscure feature. Recent showings have 
included the likes of Island Of Lost 
Souls, double billed with a re-built 
edit of Corruption (as part of a banned 
season in conjunction with Scala 
Beyond) while past favorites have 
included the likes of bizarre creature 
features such as Konga and Frogs, 
through to cult British horror cinema. 
Whatever the occasion, Classic Horror 
Campaign always provides the audience 
with the best viewing experience. 
“My favourite double bill we ever did 
was Vampire Circus and Night of The 
Demon” says Richard “that was our first 
screening and my ultimate double bill 
fantasy made a reality”. 

This particular mash-up of classic 
horror subgenres was also evident during 
the Campaign’s biggest event thus far. 
Last year saw the first Frighten Brighton 
film festival, a daylong film marathon 
showcasing cult horror favorites. All 
of which was presided over by special 
guest, scream queen Emily Booth. 

“The lovely thing about working with 
Emily” enthuses Richard, “is that she 
has a passion for the whole horror genre 
and a wide knowledge of classic horror 
films as well as the modern stuff. She’s 
the perfect bridge between classic and 
contemporary and helped bring in a lot 
of younger film fans.”

Fans of the Classic Horror Campaign 
who came to the event were treated 
to films as diverse as Don Coscorelli’s 
Phantasm and Val Lawton’s Cat People. 
Along with the more perverse such 
as Karl Freund’s Mad Love and John 
Gillings Hammer classic Plague of the 
Zombies.

These treats seem to be continuing 
for their final screening of last year 
with two twisted Christmas treats. It 
seems horror fans were to have one 
last yuletide scare in the form of the 
haunting Dead Of Night and Bob Clark’s 
chillingly nihilistic proto-slasher Black 
Christmas.

But what does Richard feel was 
the greatest achievement for Frighten 
Brighton, and are there plans for future 
events of this size? “I was so proud of 
Frighten Brighton in many ways; the fact 
that we sold out, that all the feedback 
and reviews were positive and that so 
many young horror fans attended the 
event. One fan told me he had never 
seen a horror film that had been made 

before 1980 before this festival and 
he thanked me for introducing him 
to a whole era of movies which he’d 
previously dismissed. That is why I do 
what I do and why the Classic Horror 
Campaign exists. We shall definitely 
look into organizing more classic horror 
events in Brighton over the coming 
months.”

Thankfully it seems that there’s still 
life in the old horror dogs yet. As always, 
Richard seems optimistic about the 
future of the Classic Horror Campaign 

“The campaign has taken on a 
life of its own, it’s now become about 
introducing younger generations to older 
films”. Clearly Richard is excited and 
passionate about this organic progression 
that the film club has taken on, “we 
want to continue raising awareness for 
these films and get younger generations 
involved in watching classic horror” says 
Richard. 

He continues “I want to show 
viewers a combination of things, 
by teaming well known classics 
with more obscure or lesser known 
features”, “It’s the crowd pleasing, 
nostalgia element mixed with a few 
rare oddities”. One thing is most 
certainly clear and that’s classic 
horror is here to stay. Sometimes the 
oldies really are the goldies. 

Dominic O’Brien
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An actress and a model, beautiful and 
statuesque Barbara Shelley enjoyed 
an accidental career in horror films 
and became known as “Hammer’s 
First Lady of Horror” courtesy of 
films such as The Camp on Blood 
Island, Dracula Prince of Darkness, 
The Gorgon and Quatermass and the 
Pit. During a busy period in the 1960s 
she worked with Terence Fisher, 
Christopher Lee, Peter Cushing and 
Andrew Keir, becoming part of the 
Hammer stable of stars. Now in her 
80th year, she remains one of the icons 
of the genre. In this 1999 interview 
with Tony Earnshaw she recalls some 
of the high – and low – points of her 
glory days.

Cat Girl was your first really big 
break in the UK after working on 
the continent.

BS: I’d been working in Italy 
for so long [so] I had no idea that 
this was going to start off a whole 
career in horror films. It was just 
another film I was going to make. But 
something very strange happened in 
that film. Well, not strange, but it 
was to prepare me for what happened 
later. I don’t know if anybody saw 
Cat Girl but there was actually a 
leopard. We called him Chiefie. His 
real name was Big Chief Horrible 
Noise. He hadn’t had his claws or his 
fangs extracted but because I love 
animals and I’m not frightened of 
them I was allowed to work with him. 
The trainer always had a gun on his 
hip. When my mother heard I was 
working with a leopard it worried her. 
It didn’t worry me. And it made my 
little sister very thrilled. There was 
a scene in the film where I become 
mad in a lunatic asylum and I scratch 
myself. You never know in the film 
whether she scratches herself or 
whether the leopard actually comes 
and does it to her. So [make-up man] 
Phil Leakey was doing something to 
my back. I didn’t know what he was 
doing. I had no idea of horror make-
up. So I said ‘No, no, no. Leave them 
on.’ So I got home and I said to my 
mother ‘Mummy, I have something to 
show you.’ I took my shirt off and she 
fainted. The scratches were that good. 
When I looked they were horrible. 
He’d put these great gouges in my 
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back. And my mother fainted. So that’s 
the first thing I ever did and the horror 
make-up made my mother faint.

Your reputation was built on the films 
you made for Hammer. What was 
Hammer like to work for?

BS: It was quite unique. I think 
that one never knows when you’re 
going through the golden years or the 
golden period or the best thing that’s 
ever going to happen to you in a certain 
area. You never really realise it until it’s 
in retrospect. You went to the studio 
and enjoyed yourself. There were a 
load of friends there. You were working 
with a group of people that you knew. 
But in retrospect it really was like a 
family. There was the bad side; families 
have rows. But there was something 
very special about Hammer. Everybody 
was very loyal to everybody. It was like 
closing family ranks. We never spoke 
if anything was going wrong. We never 
told anybody. We were like a repertory 
company. 

Did you enjoy the process of 
becoming a monster in Dracula and 
The Gorgon?

BS: The make-up in Dracula 
Prince of Darkness for the vampire was 
just the fangs. So that was just Roy 
Ashton standing by with the fangs when 
necessary. But I know myself that one of 
the biggest disappointments in my life 
as an actress was the make-up in The 
Gorgon. I do believe it was the same for 
Roy. Roy and I had two different ideas: 
he was going to do the gorgon make-up 
like the old masks of the gorgon with 
the Greek [style] of Perseus. I had said 
to Tony Nelson-Keys, the producer, ‘I’ve 
handled snakes. I’m not frightened of 
snakes. Go to the RSPCA and a snake 
charmer and make up some sort of a 
circlet and thread snakes through it. 
You’ll only have to have them whipping 
around the face and most people will 
be under the seats.’ They would have 
had the horror image of all time – live 
snakes, all over the place. I was told I 
couldn’t do it for two reasons. If they saw 
my face it would be obvious that Carla 
was the gorgon. I said ‘Well it’s obvious 
anyway because she’s the only other 
woman in the picture. I don’t know 
what you’re worried about.’ The other 
thing was that I couldn’t even play the 
gorgon as the gorgon because the make-
up would take too long. Cheese-paring, 
penny-pinching and they couldn’t shoot 
on me the same day as I played Carla. 
So they had another actress [Prudence 
Hyman] but Roy was not happy doing 
that make-up because all those snakes, 
instead of going like snakes do, were 

made by the props department and 
[made to move] with air. When we 
finished The Gorgon I never spoke to 
Roy about it because I know he was 
upset. I was busy on another Hammer 
film called The Secret of Blood Island. 
Tony Nelson-Keys was the producer. 
He came stomping up to my caravan 
early in the morning at Black Park in 
Denham. He flung open the door and 
stood there. He said ‘I’ve seen the first 
cut of The Gorgon. You were right!’ 
Then he turned round and went away 
again. He was sorry in the end that they 
didn’t use either Roy’s idea of a proper 
Medusa or mine of the real snakes. That 
was a sore point on The Gorgon.

Hammer worked with low budgets. 
Had they not had the ingenuity of 
people like Roy Ashton and Phil 
Leakey do you think they would not 
have achieved the status that they 
hold today?

BS: Because there wasn’t that 
much budget there was a tremendous 
amount of honesty. This was one of the 
things that made Hammer so great: 
there was this tiny budget and all of us, 
this kind of repertory company; we were 
all in the same boat. We weren’t getting 
paid much. The wardrobe department 
used to have these old costumes and sew 
buttons and bows on them. It was almost 
us against them and we were working 
so hard to support each other. There 
will never be another Hammer studio. 
It was just one of those things where 
everything came together.

Do you feel they are better valued now 
than they were then?

BS: Well in a funny way they have 
achieved the patina of a period piece, 
I suppose. But I think also what makes 
them so appreciated now is because 
there was so much that Terence Fisher 
suggested rather than [you] saw. That 
to me is the essence of horror or the 
essence of sex: it’s what you don’t see as 
well as what you do see. The discretion 
of the Hammer films – I know it’s a 
funny word to use when you’re talking 
about horror – and the direction and 
the make-up and everything else gives 
the audience time to imagine. And it’s 
your own imagination that frightens you. 
What is it about these gentle men that 
allows them to give you such images? It’s 
because both those men had an implicit 
understanding of people’s imagination 
and people’s deepest fears. I think that 
is what is missing in the horror films 
today and that is what makes these 
still so good. It might creak but it’s still 
frightening. 

These films were made by a 
succession of gentle men: Terence 
Fisher the director, Peter Cushing and 
Christopher Lee the stars. They have 
attained legendary status now. What 
are your memories of them?

BS: Terence Fisher was much more 
than a jobbing director. So was another 
man who worked for them, Roy Ward 
Baker, a brilliant director. To work with 
Terry, you knew what he wanted and 
you knew if you were pleasing him by 
how high his shoulders were going. The 
higher he went the more pleased he 
was. You knew you’d got him. He was 
so gentle. He would stand and watch 
you – peer through his glasses. Stand 
absolutely still. And he might just say 
‘A little less urgency.’ And he was so 
magically unobtrusive but always there 
if you needed help. So that was Terry. I 
was 5ft 8ins by the time I was 12. I used 
to get into the local cinema because they 
thought I was much older. The local one 
only showed Frankenstein so I used to 
watch the make-up and see it happening 
when I was 12. So I used to say to 
Terry ‘You’re never going to frighten 
me because I know how it all works.’ 
And I went on the set just to see what 
was going on. You can see it in Dracula 
Prince of Darkness and it’s really very 
frightening; still frightens me. I walked 
on all cocky and they were just hauling 
Charles Tingwell’s body up over the 
tomb to let his blood flow into the ashes 
to resurrect Dracula. There was a kind 
of green light and there was this dripping 
of the blood. I walked on and I looked at 
Terry and he raised his eyebrows. I said 
‘you’ve done it. I’m off!’ He was more 
pleased than anything that he’d actually 
scared me. 

As well as working with Terence 
Fisher twice, you made two films with 
Christopher Lee and one with Peter 
Cushing. What do you recall of Lee 
and Cushing?
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BS: They were both extraordinary 
men. I used to call Peter the Prop 
Master. You know the little Victorian fob 
watches? They had a little pocket there; 
you pull it out and look at it. Peter 
would put his hand there and the watch 
used to jump into it. When he’d looked 
at it the watch would jump back in the 
pocket. He was the most wonderful, 
wonderful person with props. I used 
to say to him – I had a scene in The 
Gorgon and he was in the foreground – 
‘Oh Peter, don’t do anything with your 
props!’ He said ‘No dear, I won’t do 
anything.’ He sat perfectly still and stole 
the whole scene. I said to him ‘Next 
time play with your props.’ Everybody 

else would take a quill pen and start 
writing and it would splatter all over the 
place. Not Peter. He was the gentlest 
man. Peter and I were both Gilbert & 
Sullivan enthusiasts. So we used to see 
who could sing the patter songs fastest. 
Peter and I used to stand behind the 
scenes singing these things and Chris 
used to time us. I’m very fond of Chris. 
Very gentle man, very funny man, great 
sense of humour. He speaks about seven 
languages including Russian and Serbo-
Croat as if they were his own. He’s got 
a golf handicap that is the envy of most 
professional players. Both extraordinary 
men.

Did it every strike you as odd that two 
of the most erudite, articulate, gentle 
men were playing these horrific roles 
and doing it so well?

BS: Well of course Peter was a 
big classical actor before he went to 
Hammer. I think it’s a strange thing. 
You might say to me why didn’t I do 
something different to Hammer films. 
Because I was offered Hammer films. 
If you’re a working actor you’re not 
alive unless you’re working. Well, of 
course you’re alive. That’s a silly thing 
to say. But you’re not happy. You’re 
nervous; your creative energy isn’t going 
anywhere. They were doing what they 
enjoyed. I think Peter might have liked 
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to do some more classical work. But 
if you’re the best at what you’re doing 
nobody’s going to give you the chance to 
do anything else. Christopher has done 
some fantastic work in Hollywood and I 
think if Rasputin hadn’t been a Hammer 
film he would have got far more critical 
acclaim because as Rasputin he was 
magnificent. I mean, Chris is what – 6ft 
4ins? You put high heels on him and a 

Russian hat on him, you look at him and 
think ‘Oh-oh, here comes trouble!’ I’m 
a friend of his, we giggle together, we’ve 
had fun together but he used to almost 
mesmerise me and terrify the Jesus out 
of me on that film. He really did.

You worked abroad and in the Royal 
Shakespeare Company to shatter your 
typecasting as a beautiful woman. 

Did you relish working on films like 
The Secret of Blood Island where you 
could slick your hair back and not be 
beautiful?

BS: Oh, yes! When I was at the 
Royal Shakespeare Company [casting 
director] Diana Parry from London 
Weekend Television came and saw me. 
She said ‘I want you to do a series for me 
on television only I don’t know if you’ll 
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want to do it.’ I said ‘Why?’ And she 
said ‘It’s a thing called People Like Us and 
I want you to play the very unglamorous 
mother.’ I said ‘Yes. I don’t even want to 
see the script.’ She said ‘Why?’ And I 
said ‘because I want to go to sleep in the 
lunch hour. I don’t have to worry about 
the false eyelashes.’ So I did it and I 
loved it. I always wanted to do character 
work. I hated all that business – the false 
eyelashes and the curls. 

What’s your favourite performance, 
and not necessarily in a Hammer fi lm?

BS: I did some work when I was in 
America and there they always saw me 
as a comedy actress. I was never allowed 
to do comedy here except one thing 
– I did the courtesan in The Comedy 
of Errors for the RSC. So there were 
certain things I did in the States that I 
have fond memories of. I don’t know if 
you know the cartoon Hazel, about the 

maid. It’s in the New Yorker. The actress 
Shirley Booth, she played the maid, and 
I did two or three shows with her. And 
I got a chance to play an Italian opera 
singer. It was a take off of Maria Callas. 
I had a ball doing that. So I did enjoy 
doing comedy. I enjoyed the Hammer 
fi lms but if I remember the performances 
I did enjoy doing the courtesan at the 
RSC much more than Lady Capulet 
because I had a chance to do comedy. So 
there you are: I’m a disappointed clown.

What do you think of the modern 
genre of horror fi lm?

BS: I think they go too far to be 
really frightening. That’s probably a bit 
fuddy-duddy because different things 
scare people nowadays. And that goes 
for sexual things seen on the screen. I 
don’t know if you saw Don’t Look Now. 
Wasn’t that the most wonderful love 
scene you’ve ever seen? It was all on 

want to do it.’ I said ‘Why?’ And she maid. It’s in the New Yorker. The actress 

dissolves and planes of bodies and you 
used your imagination. I always use 
that as an example that it is so much 
more exciting than the soft porn that 
is sometimes shown on the screen. If 
you take that over into horror there’s 
a scene in The Gorgon where every 
time I’ve seen it in the cinema people 
have gone ‘Oh!’ And it’s actually Peter 
Cushing doing an autopsy on a body. 
The moment that he cuts into the head 
with the scalpel it’s below screen level. 
He’s actually cutting a cabbage. I don’t 
know how I kept my face straight. But 
the sound on the screen… you can see 
hands going up to heads. I think I have 
yet to see a horror fi lm in the last four 
of fi ve years that has actually scared 
me. There’s too much blood. There are 
certain moments – there’s tension – but 
I don’t enjoy [them] like I used to enjoy, 
not just Hammer fi lms but other horror 
fi lms. I just think they’ve gone too far. 
The horror fi lms that were made up 
until the middle of the ‘70s [were okay] 
but nowadays there’s too much blood, 
too much gore, too much explicitness. 
You let people frighten themselves. We 
can all frighten ourselves. You go home 
late at night and it’s only the hot water 
system creaking or there’s a mouse and 
you’ve scared yourself silly by the time 
you get halfway down the hall.

Do you enjoy being a horror icon, and 
what was it like getting a stake in the 
chest?

BS: It was fi ne. Roy Ashton and I 
had a laugh about it. It was just a metal 
plate. I had to ask Andrew Keir not to 
hit it too hard because it is metal against 
you. As for being a horror icon, it’s such 
a strange business. Showbusiness as such 
is like hitting the jackpot or winning the 
lottery. Everybody’s heard this but very 
often you’re there at the right time or in 
the right place, getting the right part. So 
actually to be remembered for anything 
you’ve done by anybody means that you 
have fulfi lled something of what you 
started out to do – to be an actress. I 
will say I would rather have done a lot 
more work with the RSC. They wouldn’t 
audition me for 15 years because they 
said ‘We’d be embarrassed to audition 
you.’ I said to my agent ‘Tell them I want 
to surprise them, not embarrass them’ 
and that’s how I got to the RSC.  But 
I’m just pleased to be remembered for 
anything I’ve done. It’s a great honour.

Tony Earnshaw is the author of Beating 
the Devil – The Making of Night of the 

Demon and is a contributor to Fangoria, 
Little Shoppe of Horrors and Diabolique.

© Tony Earnshaw 1999/2013
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KENTWELL HALL – DAY.

Tigon fi lms production of 
Witchfi nder General. MICHAEL 
REEVES, the talented twenty-four year 
old director, stands conversing with 
Hollywood legend, and king of the 
horrors, VINCENT PRICE. Tempers 
are frayed. It’s been a trying and fraught 
shoot for both men.

REEVES: But that’s not how I 
want it done!

PRICE:  I don’t believe he would 
do it that way.

REEVES: Just don’t move your 
head, alright!

REEVES turns to move back to his 
position. PRICE looks at the YOUNG 
MAN, exasperation written all over the 
Hollywood legend’s features. He raises 
himself to his full height.

PRICE: I’ve made ninety-three 
fi lms, young man, what have you 
done?

REEVES stops. He turns back 
around slowly. He smiles.

REEVES: I’ve made three good 
ones!

With that REEVES turns and 
moves back next to the camera.

REEVES (cont): And, action!

The scene is shot without further 
incident.

Michael Reeves, the doomed 
Wunderkind. The stuff legends are 
made of. The brilliant young artist who 
killed himself in a fi t of depression on a 
cocktail of drugs and booze. The talent 
that, had he not died, would have 
gone on to become one of the greatest 
directors the British Isles had produced. 
Or so the legend goes.

Born October 17, 1943 into a 
wealthy family, he died February 11, 
1969 leaving behind a wealth of stories 
and a small but interesting oeuvre of 
fi lms. The best of which is Mathew 

Hopkins: Witchfi nder General, a fi lm about 
corruption, greed, lust and revenge. A 
fi lm about one man’s desire to see justice, 
turn him into a madman. A fi lm of which 
legends abound!

According to his good friend Ian 
Ogilvy, Michael Reeves was a shy sort of 
guy who did not possess too many social 
graces. Yet was at his best when talking 
about a subject dear to his heart – fi lms! 
And if you weren’t interested in fi lms 
then Reeves had little time for you. 

Ogilvy: “He lived, breathed and 
thought fi lm 24 hours of the day.”

Nicky Henson: “He was an 
extraordinary guy. He was what we call a 
Trainspotter in England. He was a bit of 
a nerd. He knew everything there was to 
know. Mention a fi lm and he knew who the 
director was, who produced it, who wrote it, 
the lighting cameraman, he knew it all. He 
would sit around all day talking fi lms. He 
was a fanatic.”

Ogilvy: “We all saw everything. I recall 
doing one marathon day of movie going when 
a whole crowd of us saw, I think, fi ve fi lms 
in one day. He also enjoyed running 16mm 
fi lms on an old projector. One of his heroes 
was American fi lm director Don Siegel, and 
he would watch anything from his stable, 
particularly The Killers, with Lee Marvin, 
which was his favourite. He did, however, like 
games such as Monopoly and we would play 
that for hours.”

Reeves began his directing career 
making short fi lms, one of which was 
titled Carrion, in which Ogilvy, who met 
Reeves through a mutual friend, and not 
at school as has been reported, played a 
psychotic killer, Reeves himself playing 
the square jawed hero protecting his 
crippled girlfriend.

Reeves then fl ew to America and, 
as legend has it, lobbed up at the house 
of his hero Don Siegel to ask him how he 
would go about getting involved in the 
business. To Reeves’ great delight, Siegel 
let him stay in his pool house and work 
on pre-production on an Elvis fi lm he was 
making.

After that experience, Reeves went 
to Rome where he worked on Castle of 
the Living Dead (1964) as a second-unit 
director for producer Paul Maslansky, 
whom he had met while working as a 
runner on The Long Ships (Jack Cardiff 
1963). Reeves stated that he actually 
took over the reigns from original Castle 
director Luciano Ricci, rewrote the script 
and fi lmed a percentage of the movie, 
but this has been debated over the years. 
Impressed with Reeves, Maslansky helped 
him make Revenge of the Blood Beast 
(1966) starring Ogilvy and horror icon 
Barbara Steele. A fi lm Reeves helped fund 
with his own money. Budget £13,000. 
Reeves wrote the script under the name 
Michael Byron. The music was by Ralph 

Michael Reeves &

The Witchfinder General
by Chris O’Loughlin collated from interviews with Nicky Henson & Ian Ogilvy.
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Ferraro who would later go on to score 
for another classic low budget flick Flesh 
Gordon (Graffiti Productions 1974).

Reeves then returned to England 
where he was involved with a number of 
projects, two o f which were Crescendo 
and a John Burke screenplay called 
Terror for Kicks, which producer/agent 
Patrick Curtis was trying to setup. One 
of Curtis’ clients was Raquel Welch. 
She was also his wife at the time, and 
would work behind the scenes on the 
film version of Terror for Kicks, which 
became The Sorcerers (Tigon 1967) with 
Boris Karloff and Ian Ogilvy. Crescendo 
would eventually be made by Hammer 
Films under the direction of the late Alan 
Gibson. 

Unlike the later Witchfinder, The 
Sorcerers was a pleasant enough shoot, 
with Reeves getting along with its star. 
Ian Ogilvy, who played the doomed 
character Mike Roscoe, supposedly a 
parallel of Reeves, recalls; “There was 
an occasion when we were shooting, late 
at night, at a hamburger joint in West 
London. Boris was on call and had been kept 
waiting for several hours and nobody had 
thought to give him anything to eat. He was 
muttering about this, in my hearing – but 

then he looked up and said “But don’t bother 
that young director about this. It’s not his 
problem and, anyway, he’s got enough on 
his hands without worrying about me.” A 
complete contrast, as you will see later, to 
Reeves’ relationship with Vincent Price. 
The Sorcerers was completed on time 
and on budget for a mere £30,000. This 
was enough to impress one of the films 
producers, Tony Tenser, to want to work 
with Reeves again.

Tenser had purchased the rights 
to an historical novel by Ronald Basset 
entitled Witchfinder General, a book about 
the real life exploits of the notorious 17th 
century Witchfinder Matthew Hopkins 
and as with the film, the book played with 
events and had Hopkins killed, where as 
in real life he actually died of suspected 
pleural tuberculosis. Tenser offered the 
book to Reeves who then wrote the 
script once more in conjunction with 
his Sorcerers writing partner Tom 
Baker.

Impressed with the finished 
screenplay, Tenser gave the project 
the go ahead. However having 
never produced a full 
scale historical film Tenser 
turned to those kings of 
exploitation, Samuel Z. 
Arkoff and James H. Nicholson, 
of American International Pictures 
to come on board as co-producers. 
This deal was done through AIP’s 
English production arm run by Louis 
M. Heyward, who came on board as one 
of three producers and is also credited 
with writing additional scenes (a joke 
by Michael Reeves due to Hayward’s 
interference). Others involved were: 
Arnold Miller, a nudie films pioneer, and 
Philip Wadilove, who appears in the film 
in the scene where Cromwell and his men 
eat and talk round the table.

Tenser invested £50,000 and AIP 
£32,000. Later on Tenser would invest 
a further £20,000, as the film ran over 
budget which, according to the producer, 
wasn’t Reeve’s fault but was because 
they were shooting on location and 
had extensive night shoots1. Principal 
photography began in Autumn of 1967. 

The shoot itself proved to be 
quiet traumatic for Reeves (for a 
number of reasons) and its star 
Vincent Price (because 
of Reeves). On the 
first day of shooting, 
Reeves told Price 
that he wasn’t his 
choice and given the 
chance he would have 
cast Donald Pleasence. 
Ian Ogilvy “That never 
sits well with a star.” Price was 
actually cast due to fact he was still under 

contract to AIP and thus was part of their 
deal with Tenser.

Henson; “Michael decided to shoot 
Witchfinder as the first English western. 
All those wonderful horse scenes. Also, it 
was the first film where the Roundheads are 
the heroes in the history of English films. 
Cavaliers were always the heroes and the 
Roundheads the villains. There were quite 
a few good horsemen. Ian was a wonderful 
horseman. I learnt to ride specifically for the 
film. I’d never ridden before. I’d always said 
I could, like when I auditioned for a part in 
the Charge of the Light Brigade, but this time 
I told Mike I couldn’t ride and he said not 
to worry we’ll send you for lessons. One of 
the guys, one of my group, one of the actors, 
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said he could ride, but couldn’t, and kept 
falling off. To make matters worse, the horses 
they used weren’t proper film horses and so 
therefore were very jumpy. They would jump 
at the sound of the clapper or camera noise, 
and this guy kept falling off so Mike left one 
shot in. And if you see the film, the scene 
where we pull up Hopkins and Stern, and 
then have to chase Hopkins, you can just 
see his feet fly up in the air. Mike said “Fuck 
him! I’ll leave that one in.”

Witchfinder was shot by the excellent 
lighting cameraman Johnny Coquillon, 
who would go on to shoot the fabulous 
Scream and Scream Again, as well as Cry 
of the Banshee and The Oblong Box, his 
photography being the only real assets of 
those two films. His work on Witchfinder 
impressed Sam Peckinpah so much 
that Coquillion became the eccentric 
American director’s DOP of choice. 
Ogilvy relates “Johnny Coquillon was a 
lovely man and shot some great footage. I 
remember once, when we were watching 
the dailies, that everybody broke into 
spontaneous applause at one of his shots.” 

Henson: “All those wonderful 
Autumnal colours. We were very lucky. We 
hardly lost any time due to weather. Beautiful 
sunshine through the trees.”

Coquillon certainly captured the 
colours of Autumn and imbued them in 
rich pastels, which added an undercurrent 
of inherent evil to the lush countryside. 
He only really trips up with his day for 
night shots, a very annoying habit utilized 
by low-budget filmmakers, and one which 
never really looked convincing, especially 
if the sky was in shot2.

And what of that legendary 
confrontation between Reeves and Price? 

Henson: “Vincent was wonderful to 
us, but was a nightmare for Mike. It was 
the last day of shooting at Orford Castle 
and Vincent turned round to Mike and said; 
(adopting American accent) “I’ve made 
ninety-four pictures, how many pictures 
have you made, young man?” And he said: 
“Three good ones!” After that Vincent 
finished shooting and left without ever talking 
to anyone again. Three months after that he 
sent Mike a telegram saying that he (Mike) 
was completely right and that he’d probably 
never want to work with him (Vincent) 
again but if there’s anything he can do to just 
let him know. After Mike died they had an 
all night retrospective on Mike’s work and 
Vincent flew over at his own expense and 
got up and gave a talk during which he told 
that story.”

Like Price, Ogilvy and Henson, the 
rest of the cast are also very good. Of 
note are:

Hilary Dwyer, who played Sarah 
Lowes Richard Marshall’s fiancée, and 
who was a lovely young actress who 
showed much talent. Other roles include; 

Cry of the Banshee (Dir: Gordon Hessler), 
The Oblong Box (Dir: Hessler) and an 
episode of Space 1999. She later became a 
film producer.

Ogilvy; “Hilary was very good in 
the part and was cheerful and cooperative 
throughout – a professional.”

Robert Russell, who died at the age 
of 71 in 2008, had a long career, mostly 
in television from the early sixties into 
the early nineties, appearing in most of 
the iconic series such as Dixon of Dock 
Green, Space 1999 and Dr Who.

Ogilvy; “Robert Russell was friendly 
and willing. Visually, he was excellent.”

Russell’s speech pattern was 
considered a little too high pitched and 
he was dubbed by the actor Bernard 
Kay, who played the fisherman at the 
seashore. “I didn’t know there was a war 
on until you gentleman just told me.” 
This scene is followed by the brilliant 
shot of the thunderous waves of the 
ocean dissolving into the roaring flames 

of the fire that is to be used on the 
three women accused of witchcraft at 
Lavenham. Nicky Henson states that 
Reeves used the flames he had shot of 
the car burning in The Sorcerers for this 
scene.

The stunning music for the film 
was composed and conducted by Paul 
Ferris, who unfortunately committed 
suicide in 1996. Reeves asked Ferris for a 
Greensleeves type of arrangement.

Henson; “Paul Ferris was my partner. 
I used to write with him. We had a three-
year contract to write for Cliff Richard 
and the Shadows. We then wrote the score 
for a thing called Marok 7 together. I then 
decided that I would have to make a choice 
so I took up acting full time and Paul, who 
was an actor, gave up and locked himself 
away in his apartment for a year and a half 
and taught himself how to score for films. 
Witchfinder was the first time he scored 
and conducted. He died last year. He was a 
great mate of mine. I’ve got a photo of him 
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conducting that wonderful love scene, the 
music to which you now hear all over the 
place as they sold it to libraries. You hear 
it in commercials and TV shows, all over 
the shop.”3

The main theme, and the chase 
theme, can be heard extensively in the 
Minder episode: “Gunfight at the O.K 
laundrette” (which, coincidentally was 
released on video as a double-episode 
with “Bury my half at Waltham Green” 
guest starring none other than, Nicky 
Henson. Spooky!?) and Stanley Long’s 
excellent Adventures of a Private Eye. 
Ferris wrote a few more film scores, The 
Creeping Flesh notably, then gave up 
writing movies and joined the Merchant 
Navy toured the world, came back to 
England and opened up a fish and chip 
shop. He also acted in Witchfinder under 
the pseudonym, Morris Jar, (Maurice 
Jarre), playing the husband of the 
woman Elizabeth, who is the first to be 
burnt at Lavenham. “Elizabeth!!!”

Henson; “Unfortunately, she got 
badly burnt while filming that sequence. 
The fake blood on her arms scolded her.” (If 
you look carefully in this scene, Reeves 
pans his camera across a crowd of people 
who are watching the burnings and one 
young man looks directly at the camera).

Henson; “Last night of the picture 
was an all night shoot at Orford Castle. 
And the scene where I run in and Ian 
is hacking Vincent to death and I run in 
and shoot Vincent and Ian goes wild and 
yells; “You took him from me! You took 
him me!” Well, in the original script, and 
there was nothing we could do about it, 
at the end of the film you know where it 
bleached through to Hilary screaming, 
those blue bleached shots, and there was a 

famous magazine in England called Time 
Out that printed this review that said that 
“Michael Reeves in the last three minutes 
of Witchfinder General says more about 
the nature of film noir than Peckinpah 
and somebody else rolled into one. It’s a 
complete mistake because what happened 
was that I shoot Vincent, then Ian was 
supposed to run at me with the axe and 
I was to shoot him, that’s what I was 
supposed to do, that was meant to be the 
end of the film. Well, we got to this scene 
and I said to Michael; “Mike, I’ve got two 
flintlock pistols and I shoot Vincent, how do 
I shoot Ian with the other one?” I said “I’ve 
just shot the guard in the passage with the 
other one about three hours ago.” And he 
say’s “Oh, fucking hell! Jesus Christ! Can’t 
you fire one of the other ones?” and I said, 
“They haven’t got one.” So he went away 
and came back about ten minutes later and 
said “I’ve got it! I’ve got it! What I’ll do 
is you shoot Vincent, Ian will run at you, 
you’ll be behind the bar so he can’t get at 
you, and I’ll get off some shots.” And that 
was it. Absolutely made up on the spot! 
It would have been interesting had I had 
shot Ian, but that ending how it is now was 
completely improvised on the night.”

Reeves submitted the film to John 
Trevelyan, who was the chief sensor 
at the time. Reeves showed Trevelyan 
a rough cut, so that he didn’t have to 
bring the film back already dubbed 
and scored and then be asked to cut. 
Trevelyan viewed the film and told 
Reeves that he would be able to pass 
it uncut. Happy, Reeves dubbed and 
scored it and then Trevelyan came back 
to Reeves and said: “Michael, I’ve made 
the most terrible mistake. I’m going to have 
to ask for cuts. I didn’t realise how much 

difference dubbing and scoring would make 
to film. It’s my own fault I didn’t realise 
how powerful a score it would be. I’m going 
to have to ask for cuts.”

On Reeves and screen violence, 
Ogilvy had this to say; “He always 
professed to be appalled by it, citing the 
John Wayne saloon punch-ups, in which 
nobody ever seemed to get hurt. He said he 
thought that was the height of hypocritical 
immorality. He said he wanted to point out 
that when you hit a man on the jaw with 
your fist, one of two things happen – you 
break your knuckles and/or break his face 
and, if you show that graphically, perhaps 
somebody might take a lesson from that and 
refrain from violence in the future. Frankly, 
I think now that this was a bit of flim-
flammery on his part. I think Michael knew 
good film-making when he saw it and liked 
hurling blood around just like Wes Craven 
does now.”

The film went on national release 
around England, then onto Europe 
and Japan for which identical tavern 
shots were filmed with nude sequences 
for those markets. Redemption video 
released a version with these shots 
restored. The film did very well all over 
including America, where it was released 
under the title The Conquer Worm so as 
AIP could add it to their list of Poe films. 
They even got Price to recite the poem 
over the beginning.

The critics weren’t overly kind, the 
American’s dismissed it outright, and 
the English critics took umbrage at the 
level of violence. Alan Bennett reviewed 
the film for The Listener: “Of course blood 
and guts is the stuff of horror films, though, 
as with Victorian melodramas, what 
makes them popular and even healthy are 
the belly laughs which usually punctuate 
them. There are no laughs in Witchfinder 
General. It is the most persistently sadistic 
and morally rotten film I have seen. It was 
a degrading experience by which I mean it 
made me feel dirty.”

Reeves retorted in the next 
week’s edition: “Surely the most immoral 
thing in any form of entertainment is the 
conditioning of the audience to accept and 
enjoy violence. To sit back in one’s cinema 
seat and have a good giggle between Mr 
Bennett’s bouts of ‘healthy’ violence, as he 
so strangely advocates, is surely immoral 
to the extent of criminality. Violence is 
horrible, degrading and sordid and the more 
people it shocks into sickened recognition 
of these facts the better. I wish I could have 
witnessed Mr Bennett frantically attempting 
to wash away the ‘dirty’ feeling my film 
gave him. It would have been proof of the 
fact that Witchfinder works as intended.”

Film Review 1968-69 edited by 
Maurice Speed: Witchfinder General – 
Bloody story of England in 1645, where 



We Belong Dead  Page 73

against a background of the Civil War a 
certain sadistic magistrate rides from village 
to village, sorting out, trying, condemning 
and burning witches at three pounds a 
head!

Isn’t it strange that no-one could 
look beyond the violence and see just 
what a superb film Reeves had actually 
made? Yet one person did notice Reeves’ 
brilliance, besides his collaborators, and 
that was Vincent Price!

Ogilvy: “Vincent was difficult and 
unhappy. He knew Michael didn’t want 
him. However, he was also funny and 
gregarious. We got on fine. He didn’t 
understand Michael at all but wrote him 
a long letter when he saw the cut movie, 
apologising for his behaviour and praising 
Michael for making him give one of his best 
performances on film. A gracious man!”

Reeves’ was offered The Oblong 
Box, but disliked the project and fell ill 
during pre-production. Nicky Henson 
claims Roger Corman wanted him to 
direct Bloody Mama and The Red Baron. 
He was also working on De Sade, which 
would eventually be directed by Cy 
Endfield and Gordon Hessler and Roger 
Corman, both uncredited. It was to be 
AIP’s biggest flop until Meteor. And 
so it was that on Tuesday 11 February, 
1969 Michael Reeves was found dead 
from a suspected drug overdose. Thus, 
the legend is born. Temperamental and 
brilliant young film director commits 
drug related suicide. Or did he?

Henson: “He was not a drug taker. 
He had problems with drugs which were 
prescription drugs. He was a very shy 
nervous man, and a couple of sixties 
doctors got hold of him and they had pills 
to wake him up, pills to go to work, pills to 
go to sleep, pills to go to previews. We all 
had a pill throwing away party and slung 
them down the toilet but he found an old 
prescription and unfortunately OD’d, not 
meaning too. It was a shame, as I would 
have thought the guy had a great career 
ahead of him. He had a great visual sense, 
a wonderful visual sense he certainly knew 
exactly where to put the camera. On a 
shoot there’s the right place and a wrong 
place to put a camera and he always had it 
in exactly the right place.”

Ogilvy: “All that stuff about suicide 
attempts is all wrong. Michael died of an 
accidental overdose, which was the official 
verdict of the coroner involved in the case. 
Everybody thinks he committed suicide 
– he didn’t.

Henson: “He did have shock 
treatment. Again it was these bent doctors. 
They knew he was worth money. His 
family money! And they were taking a lot 
of money off him. Leaving him not knowing 
what was happening. He did come out of 
one thing with red marks on the side of his 

head, yet there was nothing wrong with the 
guy. I worked for eight weeks with him, all 
day and night.”

After Reeves died, Henson 
auditioned for both Siegel (The 
Blackwind Mill) and Corman (The Red 
Baron), and on both occasions they 
asked him about Reeves. There was 
also a retrospective held for Reeves at 
the National Film Theatre which, as 
mentioned earlier, was attended by Price.

Ian Ogilvy: “I was at the retrospective 
at the National Film Theatre and I spoke 
briefly about each film. The theatre was 
packed with some of the unlikeliest people 
I’ve ever seen, including elderly military men 
with bristly moustaches and a ton of hippies.”

Nicky Henson states he enjoyed 
making Witchfinder and is proud to be a 
part of what has now become a highly 
regarded film. “We laughed for eight weeks 
straight. We knew when we were shooting 
the film that we were making something 
good, even the unit did. In the old days 
it was very heavily trade unionised and 
everyone was mucking in and they were 
all talking about our film. And Mike had 
the confidence that everyone felt they 
could make suggestions and he had the 
confidence, he was twenty-four years 
old, he had his birthday while making the 
picture, to take suggestions and stuff on 
board. It was quite amazing. It was like 
working with a guy who had been in the 
business for twenty years. There were guys 
on the unit who were twice his age but to 
all of them he was the governor, where as in 
real life he was the absolutely opposite. But 
put him on a film set and he was completely 
in charge.”

Ogilvy also recalls his time on 
Witchfinder as enjoyable: “Yes, I enjoyed 
making the film. It was the culmination of 
my work with Michael and we understood 
each other. Some of the circumstances 
were difficult but I’d got used to that and 
expected no better. I liked working with 
Michael – there was a satisfying give and 
take about our professional relationship, 

which made me feel a real contributor to the 
finished product.”

A product that with the passing 
of the years has gained respect and has 
attained its rightful place in film history. 
And now, as we find ourselves in an era 
where computer graphics have taken 
away any sense of magic or wonder from 
the cinema, where budgets reach the 
three hundred million dollar mark and 
where even actors won’t be required, I 
find myself thinking back and yearning 
for the days when they knew how to 
make good films on small budgets. 
Michael Reeves, your talents are sorely 
missed. RIP.

1. The night-time shots are clearly 
day for night.

2. The shots have been fixed as 
well as possible for the excellent MGM 
dvd release.

3. The full score is due for release 
on CD & vinyl this year.

© Copyright Chris O’Loughlin 2012

Christopher O’Loughlin was born in 
Hobart, Tasmania five years into the 
middle of one of the most important 
and influential decades of the British 
film industry. He grew up with a life-
long love of all things British, Horror 

and comedy, especially Hammer, 
Amicus and their ilk. At the age 
of sixteen he brazenly attended 
a screening of Confessions of a 

Window Cleaner and a love affair 
with all things Timmy Lea (and 

Robin Askwith) was born (he has a 
history of the Confessions franchise 

book completed and is currently 
looking for a publisher). Chris has 
written numerous screenplays, and 
has a horror/thriller in development 

with a production company and 
another under consideration from his 

State Government funding board.
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AN INTERVIEW WITH AUTHOR 
CHARLES E. BUTLER

WBD: What inspired you 
to write Romance of 
Dracula?

 CEB: The Romance of 
Dracula was written after 
I read a really bad review 
book on a major horror 
film studio, which I’m not 
about to name. I realised 
the author hadn’t watched 
many of the films that he 
was reviewing and found 
many glaring mistakes in 
his research that any fan 
would pick up on. At the 
time – October 2008 – I 
had just become unemployed, so I wasn’t 
feeling my best. I simply decided that 
I could write a book and Dracula was 
the obvious choice. I indulged in a 
three month pig out on Dracula movies. 
Watching through the day and typing 
through the night.

WBD: What are the benefits and 
pitfalls of self publishing?

CEB: Having control over the book 
in preparation as a whole is a big plus. I 
can edit to my hearts content. I found 
a good deal from Createspace after 
approaching numerous self-publishing 
‘agents’ The book itself was rejected 
48 times by the mainstream, but every 
refusal was accompanied with glowing 
results concerning the content itself. 
When a publisher returned my drawings, 
but not the text, warning bells sounded 
in my head and I decided to go straight 
onto kindle pad to stake my claim to the 
work – pun intended. Once published, 
however, I realised that is when the 
work really starts if you are a self-
promoter and I worked constantly for 
two years through social sites trying to 
get the fans interested. If you are going 
to self publish, you must be prepared to 
put in the hours in the way of promoting 
your book

WBD: The book includes some 
unusual films, such as the Turkish 

Dracula which I’d love to see. Have 
you ever seen the Japanese Dracula 

films Lake of Dracula 
and Evil of Dracula? 
And would you consider 
including them in an 
updated version of the 
book?

CEB: I haven’t 
seen those two films 
unfortunately and 
understand that they 
draw heavy inspiration 
from the Hammer 
Dracula (1958). I would 
love to see them. If they 
are straight adaptations 
of the Stoker novel, I 
would include them in 

an update. Drakula Istanbul’da was a 
film I hadn’t seen but knew that it was 
taken from the Stoker story and so I 
included it. I have seen it since and 
there is my edited review on The Spooky 
Isles website. This film – and the Spanish 
language Universal movie will be 
reviewed in full in the update. Another 
anomaly to surface, mainly thanks to 
the internet, was the very derivative 
Zinda Laash aka Dracula in Pakistan/The 
Living Corpse (1967). A film that escapes 
everyone is the Canadian production 
from the Purple Playhouse theatre 
starring Norman welsh. If anyone can 
help me out with a copy/viewing of this, 
I will be eternally grateful. 

WBD: Who is your favourite cinematic 
Dracula and why?

CEB:  My favourite Count Dracula 
is Jack Palance. This, I think owes more 
to producer Dan Curtis than anything 
else. Curtis was a big fan of the Dracula 
story to the extent that he created 
Barnabas Collins to beef up the plot of 
the very dire Soap opera Dark Shadows 
in the 60s. He also helmed production 
on the Night Stalker TV movies that 
introduced the terrifying superman 
Janos Skorzeny. Curtis understood the 
savagery and detached character of 
Stoker’s imagination and Jack Palance 
gives the role his all even though he is 
trapped in a mawkish ‘lost love’ rehash.

WBD: Which do you consider the 
most faithful adaption so far?

CEB: There are two that I shine 
the light on as close adaptations. 
The first is the 1978 BBC production 
starring Louis Jourdan. This version 
adheres fanatically to Stoker’s story in 
the way the script tries to ‘show’ the 
viewer every single spoken reference. 
It has the same failings as the novel 
itself because of this. Louis jourdan 
is an odd choice for the Count. Who 
would believe a French seducer in 
the midst of the Carpathians? But it 
is still the closest anyone has come 
to putting Stoker on the screen. The 
second adaptation is Roger Young’s 
Dracula’s Curse aka Dracula (2002) 
starring Patrick Bergin and updated to 
modern Romania. This version gives 
the Count the looks and savagery that 
he posseses in the novel and is the 
first to really clothe the rest of the cast 
with disarming believability. It is an 
adaptation that I think Bram would 
have approved of. 

WBD: Given the length and 
complexities of Stoker’s novel, do you 
think we will ever see a completely 
faithful adaption on the screen?

CEB: I don’t think a fully faithful 
adaptation is possible for the Dracula 
story. Many of the films only address the 
first four chapters of the novel correctly 
as Jonathon Harker visits the castle in 
the opening scenes. Surprisingly, Jess 
Franco gives one of the better examples 
in his El Conde Dracula (1970), of this 
first meeting. After these sections, the 
films, as in the novel, go off on their 
own tangents. Dracula isn’t the expertly 
crafted work that many would have 
you believe. I think Bram laboured on 
it literally for years adding inspiration 
as it happened. The script that the 
author himself wrote for the stage, 
Dracula; or The Undead, is terrible in 
its execution and hits home just how 
hard and complex Bram himself had 
made the work for future creative 
talents. Interestingly, Stephen King’s 
novel Salem’s Lot – basically Dracula 

AND INTERVIEWS
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in America – also defies film makers to 
make a definitive adaptation.

WBD:  Your new book Vampires 
Everywhere looks at other vampire 
films. I was pleasantly surprised to 
see The Thing From Another World 
included. What was your criteria 
for which films to cover out of the 
hundreds out there?

CEB:  Vampires Everywhere was 
a nightmare in terms of writing. I lost 
many reviews due to spam attacks on 
my PC and had to rewrite others. Many 
films fell by the wayside because of this 
and it was originally intended as a book 
that takes in the scope of the vampire 
across the world while omitting those 
movies cloaked in the Dracula image. 
I wanted to include all the frightening 
vampire movies that inspire me and that 
I believe hold their own longevity. To be 
honest, as an independent writer I found 
myself out of my depth somewhat. I love 
the finished volume as the writing really 
works for me and the illustrations are 
some of my best yet, but the book was 
meant to be a whole lot larger. I learned 
from my mistakes whilst writing this 
one. Both The Romance of Dracula and 
Vampires Everywhere will be subjected to 
updated volumes in the future. 

WBD: Any plans for a 3rd volume?
CEB: There are four, maybe five, 

volumes that complete my own personal 
insight into horror movies. Romance 
and Vampires Everywhere are the first 
two. The one that I’m working on 
now is my review of the way Hammer 
films approached the vampire story 
and includes all the films from Dracula 
(1958) to Legend of the 7 Golden 
Vampires (1974). The book isn’t meant 
to be a systematic run down of Hammer 
studios. Again, it is my own personal 
approach to the films themselves that 
kept me enthralled as a child. I have 
projects that further include Dracula 
in the pipeline – two screenplays and 
a comic book, so the Count is keeping 
me pretty busy at the moment. After 
the Hammer volume, I am approaching 
the Werewolf legend in the movies, 
Werewolf; the Children of the Full Moon 
talks about all my favourite werewolf 
movies. I can’t place release dates on any 
of these books yet, but am having a lot 
of fun writing them. 

Mini Interview with Lee Gambin 
author of Massacred by Mother Nature
WBD: Of all the films covered in your 
book what are your top 3 favourites?

LG: That’s a really hard one!! 
I love them all, well, most of them 
anyways. Probably, my favorites would be 

the Bert I. Gordon films. I think they’re 
made with lots of heart. But I also adore 
Cujo and The Pack and I love Grizzly 
and Squirm. I mean they all have a very 
special place in my heart. I think Willard 
would be  in my top three actually.

WBD: Which do you think are more 
effective and scary, the stuff that could 
happen (eg Jaws, Grizzly, Frogs) 
or the more fantastic stuff (Them! 
Tarantula! The Maze, Empire of the 
Ants)?

LG: Hmmmm, great question! 
I think the more fantastic stuff is a 
product of a time or a homage to a 
certain time. Films like Them! and 
Tarantula really capture the 50s hysteria 
and paranoia of Communist influence, 
but if this kind of thing was to actually 
happen in reality then that by far would 
be scarier than what actually DOES 
happen in real life as seen in the shark 
attacks in Jaws and the bear attacks 
in Grizzly. A creature of mass size 
sweeping through a city would be totally 
terrifying!

 
WBD: Do you think there’s been 
something of a resurgence of these 
type of films with the likes of The Reef, 
Rogue, Dark Water etc?

LG: I think, 
much like many 
other subgenres 
of horror movies, 
the eco-horror 
film has not 
really gone 
away. Even in 
periods where 
horror wasn’t at 
it’s healthiest, 
such as the 
late 90s, you 
still had films 
coming out that featured killer crocs and 
bloodthirsty bats etc.

WBD: Extra question...were giant 
rabbits ever going to be scary?!
LG: Hahhaha! I adore Night of the 
Lepus!! I think it’s a charming and 
subversively smart movie. It deals with 
the issues concerning population in 
a sharp interesting manor, the giant 
rabbits are icing on the cake and they 
are fun to watch! Yes, the film can be 
watched with tongue firmly pressed to 
cheek, but I still think it’s surprising 
gore factor is something for horror fans 
to relish in! 

“9 Deaths Of Dr Valentine”  John 
Llewellyn Probert
What a joy it was to read this book. My 
only regret was it was finished in no 

time! Imagine Dr Phibes transplanted 
to Bristol, and in a nutshell that’s the 
story here. Someone is killing doctors 
in the style of Vincent Price films 
and  two police officers need to track 
down whoever is responsible before 
the next ghoulish murder. One of the 
delights here is guessing which films will 
provide the inspiration for each death. 
Unfortunately (!) there are only nine 
deaths so you may be disappointed your 
particularly favourite Price film isn’t 
included. 

I don’t want to give away all the 
ingenious deaths but the first poor 
victim is found hanging by a chain 
from the Clifton Suspension Bridge 
dressed as a gorilla and ablaze. Sounds 
familiar? And some of the deaths 
are truly suprising. The Fly inspired 
murder in particular is breath taking 
in its lunacy!

The story moves at a brisk pace and 
ok, I kind of had my suspicion as to who 
the murderer was, but I wasn’t 100% 
sure til the reveal! John is obviously a 
big Vincent Price fan and grew up with 
the Classic Double Bills on BBC and 
there are numerous nods to Price’s films 
scattered throughout the story, including 
a bonkers finale featuring “Somewhere 
Over the Rainbow”! 

If they ever make a sequel to 
the two Phibes films, they could do 
worse than ask John Llewellyn Probert 
to do the script. And for those of 
you imagining all the Price-inspired 
murders that could have been included, 
fear not! According to publisher Simon 
Marshall-Jones The Hammer of Dr. 
Valentine is coming our way in Spring  
of 2014.

Camp, fun, ingenious and gruesome 
in equal order and a damn entertaining 
read this is highly recommended. You’ve 
done Vincent Price proud John!
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I 
first got chatting to Eric around 
1990/1 at our local pub in 
Nottingham one night after I’d 
overheard him telling his utterly 

disinterested companion that he had a 
new VHS of Scars of Dracula! Well if she 
wasn’t interested in such a disclosure 
then I certainly was. It turned out we’d 
both been avid horror films fans in the 
70’s, growing up as teenagers on the same 
diet of late night Hammer/Universal 
movies, monster magazines and bubble 
gum cards. Similarly we’d both put aside 
such frivolous pursuits about a decade 
earlier, but Eric was just starting to 
rekindle his passion for the subject..

I’d never had the chance to see 
Scars of Dracula (it never seemed to 
turn up on telly back then), so I politely 
suggested that he invite me round for 
a showing a couple of days later. And 
what a treat it was! I’d never associated 
Hammer with such wonderful comedy! 
Don’t get me wrong I think the 1958 
Dracula is one of the greatest film ever 
made and I love the classics, but even 
today the sight of Christopher Lee 
communicating  telepathically with a bat 
bobbing on a piece of string as if it were 
“Skippy, the bush kangaroo” has me in 
hysterics. Anyway, being neighbours and 
all that, we saw quite a bit of each other 
afterwards. Bit by bit I sold him most 
of my old magazines and books that I’d 
been dragging around with me for years.

Sometime in late 1991 Eric 
announced he was going to start a 
fanzine dedicated to those pre 1980’s 
classic horror films that we’d grown up 
with and, since I was the only illustrator 
he knew, would I do the cover? Back 
then I was trying to break into comics, 
but three issues of Deadline magazine 
(home of Tank Girl) was as good as that 
“career” ever got. I didn’t think much 
of his title though. I still to this day 
prefer his alternative title “Gods and 
Monsters”.  I thought “We Belong Dead” 
was too much of a downer and made it 
sound like a magazine for euthanasia 
enthusiasts (the sort of people who 
probably wouldn’t be around for a 
second issue anyway). 

Working as the printer at the local 
Polytechnic Eric was in an ideal position 
to become a publisher in his lunch 
breaks. On my first visit to his work place 
I found Eric wasn’t around. Sneaking a 

peek through the key hole of the locked 
print room door I suddenly found myself 
confronted by the eye of Hannibal 
Lector glowering back at me! Quite by 
chance Eric had stuck up a large poster 
for silence of the lambs on the opposite 
wall in exactly the right spot to produce 
this peculiar illusion. (Many years later I 
discovered, from reading David Miller’s 
excellent Peter Cushing Companion, that 
the Polytechnic print room was situated 
just adjacent to 6, Hampden Street where 
Cushing lived in 1937 while a resident 
player at the Nottingham Theatre royal. 
Sadly for any passing Cushing fan the 
whole area has since been bulldozed and 
redeveloped as student halls.) The print 
machine itself was an antiquated offset 
litho and not up to printing photographs 
at all well. To be honest a lot of the 
time it could barely print text. The 
reproduction on the first four issues of 
WBD was, well, let’s just say occasionally 
a bit ropey and leave it at that. 

WBD1 came out around February 
1992; it was 44 pages in length and 
had a print run of around 100 copies. I 
provided the Dracula drawing for the 
front cover and the artwork for the 
content page, while the back cover 
picture was actually an old portfolio 
piece of mine I’d dug out dating back 
to circa 1980.  Eric wrote about 90% of 
this first issue (as well as typing, layout, 
printing, collating, stapling, mailing 
and even some interior illustrations!). 
The only other contributors were Gary 
Sherratt, Paul Benton and Jos (to whom 
I lent my precious copy of The Films of 
George Romero for research purposes 
and got it back with whole passages 
underlined in pencil! Duh! Still, I 
suppose I should have been grateful her 
luminous felt marker had dried up). 

The second issue (52 pages this 
time and a print run of 200) came out 
five months later. By this time WBD 
had attracted a dozen other like minded 
fans from up and down the country to 
contribute artwork and articles and the 
content of the future issues benefited 
accordingly. The Frankenstein cover this 
time was by Gary Fellows. I was exiled to 
the back page after one too many cracks 
about the editor’s ropey printing...  

Issue 3 was printed at the beginning 
of 1993 (60 pages and again, around 
200 copies). This issue was, oddly 

enough, printed in both A5 and A4 
formats. I drew the “zombie” Grimsdyke 
portrait, which Eric sloppily pasted 
lopsided on the front cover. My only 
real memory of this issue was that Eric 
sent a copy to a certain frail elderly 
gentleman called Peter Cushing. I still 
have to question the sensitivity and 
good taste of sending cancer suffering 
senior citizen’s magazines emblazoned 
with “WE BELONG DEAD” and a 
portrait of their rotting corpse. Still, Eric 
got his autograph and a politely typed 
letter thanking him for the magazine 
and interest in his career. Who knows, 
perhaps Mr. Cushing kept it on his 
mantelpiece. He was dead a year later.

WBD 4 followed on rapidly a mere 
month or so later in March of 1993 with 
64 pages and print run of 250. Gary 
Fellows once again provided the front 
cover. I didn’t do anything for this one 
and don’t get a credit, but since I did 
contribute the contents page illustration 
I can still lay claim to being the only 
person other than Eric to have appeared 
in every issue of WBD.  I think it was 
around this time I’d been commissioned 
by David Stoner at Silva Screen Records 
to provide some illustrations for the 
booklet of a music CD called Dracula-
Classic Scores From Hammer Horror, so 
I might have been too busy doing that. 
Ah! Those were busy and hectic times, 
so busy and hectic in fact that, WBD 
had to be put on hold and for awhile it’s 
future looked uncertain. 

Eventually after a hiatus of 
eighteen months or so, issue 5 (or more 
accurately, Double Issue 5/6) surfaced 
in late 1994. By this time Eric had 
restructured his domestic life and started 
a new job working in more professional 
print shop in the city. WBD had a new 
A5 digest format, 112 pages and an 
increased print run of 400 copies. The 
printing was a great improvement on the 
earlier editions. For my part I started to 
provide a lot more interior illustrations 
as well as the cover montage and even 
the odd review now and again. Also 
around this time WBD also ventured 
into the realms of merchandising and 
there was a set of eight black and white 
postcards produced. For some reason 
Eric left the backs blank so they couldn’t 
really be used as postcards… after all, 
how the hell were people supposed to 
know where to stick the stamp???  I 
don’t remember if we sold many, but 
all the remaining sets were thrown out 
in one of Eric’s overly zealous spring 
cleanings. Rarer still are the official 
WBD T-shirts, lovingly hand screen 
printed by Eric himself at a local 
community centre. I believe he managed 
about 10 before he gave up and our 
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lucrative contract to supply Marks & 
Spencer’s fell through.

WBD 7 appeared just over a year 
later in the  spring of 1996 with a print 
run of 400 copies and 84 pages This 
has to be my favourite cover, not so 
much because they’re my drawings, 
but because of Eric’s layout, which you 
night notice is a nice pastiche of an 
old EC comic cover. This was the time 
of the WBD social gatherings, well I 
say social, Eric’s tiny flat could only 
comfortably accommodate six people 
max. We watched old Castle condensed 
shorts and full movies like Last Man On 
Earth on 8mm and 16mm. I forget what 
else we might have watched, though I 
do remember I was glad I’d stocked up 
on beer the night we had to sit through 
Hannah, Queen Of The Vampires. 

WBD 8, in what was now 
developing into a yearly event came out 

in mid 1997 and ran to 100 pages with 
the usual print run of 400 copies. The 
front cover was the first to be printed 
in full colour. Although the Cyclops 
painting I did for it wasn’t exactly going 
to win any rewards I have to say in my 
defence it was down to the printer’s 
error that colours of the final cover bear 
little relation to the flesh tones and sky 
blue colours of the original painting. 
Other than that balls up (I still groan 
when I look at that cover!) the interior 
pages were printed on glossy paper and 
issue 8 is the best looking of the series. 
Things were going well for WBD with a 
good format and interesting and diverse 
articles from it’s regular contributors.  

However, as things turned out, 
Eric’s workplace closed down and, no 
longer working as a printer he could 
no longer maintain the expense of 
producing WBD and the fanzine quietly 

folded. A couple of years later Eric left 
Nottingham for good to go gallivanting 
around the world. Still, in his last 
editorial he had, more or less, promised 
that there would be another issue and 
so, a mere 16 years later, WBD has 
finally risen from the grave (or recycle 
bin or wherever) once more.

And so, there you have it, the 
most definitive (and only) article to 
date on the history of WBD (and you 
won’t find any of this information on 
your new fangled wikipedia internet 
thingies!). I haven’t had space or time 
to give you a run down of the actual 
articles in WBD or it’s contributors, so  
I’m going to leave that oversight for Eric 
to possibly fill in, in the forthcoming, 
“Best of WBD” collection….which, 
if Eric is true to form, should come 
out around….oh….2029. I’m already 
looking forward to it.
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