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FROM MAVEN’S DESK:  Raindrops and Other Things


June has not been one of Maven’s better months.


For starters . . . This has become at least the third wettest on record.


On top of that, Maven has been busy seeing her health care advisors . . . and she firmly hopes that won’t last much longer either!


This month celebrates the designers who have made so much difference to Hollywood and the movies to the point that all you have to do is mention their names and you conjure up their products.


Edith Head . . . Bette Davis’s off-the-shoulder dress from All About Eve (1950).

Travis Banton . . . Marlene Dietrich in Shanghai Express (1932).


Orry-Kelly . . . Ingrid Bergman and Humphrey Bogart in Casablaca (1942).


Maven can think of so many more . . . Walter Plunkett and Vera West . . . .


But that’s for Costume Designers 102!
QUOTE OF THE MONTH:    
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“Fasten your seatbelts.  It’s going to be a bumpy night.”

Bette Davis as Margo Channing in “All About Eve” (1950)
PERSON OF THE MONTH:   Travis Banton
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(Travis Banton, Paramount’s

costume designer)
Marlene Dietrich’s daughter, Maria Riva, wrote about Dietrich’s many dealings with Paramount’s top designer, Travis Banton, while they were making Shanghai Express (1932):
They lay in big square boxes, big long boxes, big deep boxes, big flat boxes.  I didn’t know there were so many black-feathered birds in the whole world!  Some curled, some rippled, some spiked, some swooped some quivered, some dripped some floated, some just lay there—black, ominous, and junglelike.  My mother walked among the containers, cupping, dipping her hands into the contents, letting this bounty waft between her fingers, testing weight, shape, color, and ability to refract the intense light streaming down from the ceiling of the big fitting room.   Ostrich? . . . too thick, but stripped, not bad for . . . maybe a negligee in another scene?  Egret? . . . Too difficult to shape, but some was [sic] ordered in white to put on a hat later in the film when they might need a little relief from the too-black look. . . .  Bird of paradise?  Too lightweight and dull. . . .  Crow?  Too stiff.  Eagle?  Too wide, and anyway impossible except for Indian films.  Marabou?  Too fluffy. Close at her heels, Travis Banton kept asking his assistant where the latest shipment from the Amazon jungle was.

Suddenly he stopped, pivoted on his heels:

“Charlie! Get me fighting cocks—the tail feathers from real Mexican fighting cocks!  And if their condition isn’t iridescent enough, we can give them a green wash!”
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(Marlene Dietrich in a mid-shot)

The cocks who finally sacrificed their plumage for the famous look of Shanghai Express must have been in superb condition, for the feathers arrived, their black-green iridescence was so intense it simmered through the tissue paper they were wrapped in.  My mother was pleased—kissed Travis on both cheeks, called to me in my assigned corner: 

“Sweetheart, come!  Look!  A Dream!  Black with its own light!  Narrow, naturally curved!  Now, Travis can design the first costume, that will be THE look of the film.”
He did and it was.
For weeks, I sat and watched a masterpiece in the making.  I can’t ever remember bored witnessing this astounding dedication to perfection.  Even as a child, I considered it a privilege being a part of it.  Day in and day out, they worked, sometimes for twelve-hour stretches.  My mother never tired, had a bladder of astounding capacity, could fit for hours without moving a muscle, and, for food, bathroom, and rest did not exist while Dietrich prepared clothes for a film, or in later years, her stage dresses.  Travis Banton knew my mother very well.
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(Marlene Dietrich in a close-up)

I liked him.  No matter what time of day, and that could mean anywhere from six a.m. to two a.m., Travis looked like one of his sketches—elegant, with a kind of razzmatazz.  He dressed the head designer of Paramount as carefully as one of his stars, usually in cashmere blazer, immaculate white flannels, paisley ascot tucked into the open neck of a cream silk French-cuffed shirt.  He had the Ronald Colman look long before Ronald Colman had a look.  He was particularly pound of his shoes, rumored around the Studio as being handmade for him in London.  His favorite pair boasted a design of black scrolls on a white background—like fancy golf shoes without cleats and tongue.  He crossed an afternoon of cricket and high tea.  Only his poor nose didn’t fit his image; his bloomed a la W. C. Fields.  But, as I never saw him take a drink or behave as though he had had a few too many, its bulbous magenta must have been caused by the high blood pressure that usually struck people when working with Dietrich.
Travis must have come to the conclusion during their first two films together that although most people belonged to the human species, m mother did not.  So, with her he had devised a rotation system to relieve his fitters and personnel, as well as a food delivery schedule for himself and his assistants, to which he now added a new human being—me.  Except for the arrival of our lunches from the Studio Commissary, I didn’t think my mother ever noticed the changeover of the swarm of neat little ladies, their wrists adorned with their trademark, the pincushion.  It was kindness that made Travis Banton look out for his people, not union laws.  During the Depression, jobs were so precious that anyone lucky enough to have one would do almost anything to keep it.  The apparent subservience that the Depression created in those fortunate enough to have work, perfectly suited my mother’s attitude toward all those who served her for pay.  In her day, no one quit, walked out, because of personal differences or ill treatment.  They took everything, all types of abuse, swallowed whatever little pride left them, did as they were told, knowing that if they were fired, starvation awaited them. . . .
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(Anna May Wong and Marlene in the “fighting cock feather 
dress” from Shanghai Express [1932])

The day came when everything was finally ready.  [Joseph] Von Sternberg was called over to Wardrobe to view Shanghai Lily for the first time.  He entered the fitting room, saw my mother, stopped perfectly still, feasting his eyes.  She stood on a raised platform, reflected forever in the tall bank of mirrors in back of her.  Eyes languid behind the striped veil, head glistening smooth of close-laid clinging black.  The dress was long, its waves of incandescent black, they crested onto her neck, tumbled along her shoulders down her arms, stopping only where they met the duller black of tightly fitted gloves of thinnest kid.  A perfect strand of large crystal beads coaxed the eye to travel downward.  Her handbag, its black and white Art Deco pattern, stopped the eye at waist level.  The rarest back bird imaginable.  We all held our breath.  Would he storm out?  Announce that it was impossible to photograph, which everyone knew it was, even my mother?  Still without saying a word, he moved slowly toward her, reached up his hand, helped her step down; bending low before her, he kissed her gloved hand, and said softly in German;

“If you believe I am skilled enough to know how to photograph this, then all I can offer you is—to do the impossible.”  Turning to an apprehensive Travis, he nodded, saying in English:

“A superb execution of an impossible design.  I congratulate you all.”  And left.  The sighs of relief could have propelled a ten-masted schooner across the seas.  Then we celebrated.  Travis served forbidden champagne in little paper cups, even the little ladies had a ship.  This repeated challenging of each other’s talents was the true genius of the Sternberg-Dietrich collaboration.  She set him and his camera impossible tasks to overcome.  He demanded of her things beyond the range of her talent.  They flung down these artist’s gauntlets like duelists, fully expecting to kill or be killed and loved it when they both survived each supreme test.
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(Marlene Dietrich in a possible publicity still 

for Shanghai Express [1932])
*From Marlene Dietrich by her daughter, Maria Riva; Alfred A. Knopf; New York; 1993; pages 116 – 120.
MAVEN’S BOOKSHELF:                
Psycho:  Behind the Scenes of the Classic Thriller

Psycho: . . .  (by Janet Leigh with Christopher Nickens, Harmony Books, 1995, New York) is an incredible look into the making of the classic Alfred Hitchcock film.


Who better to write the book than Janet Leigh, who was central to the beginning of the movie and was the subject of one of the most memorable scenes in Hollywood history—The Shower Scene.


She writes about the preproduction preparations through the effect that Psycho: . . .  had on the careers of the participants AND the American Cinema.


Leigh and her co-author, Christopher Nickens, cover every juicy detail up to and including the shower scene. . . .  Did Hitchcock want her to do the scene nude or not.  Leigh:  No, for the simple reason that that version would never have passed the censorship standards of the day.


Darn.

However, Ms. Leigh quotes John Gavin (pages 75 to 76):



. . . “I had rooms at the studio (Universal); I used one as an office.  I notice on the call sheet that the shower montage was still being shot, so I came by to say hello.  (He didn’t realize that I, Janet, was finished with my part.)  The sign read Closed Set, and I thought, ‘Well, it’s not closed to me, I belong to this company.’ So I opened the door and went in.  And indeed, no one said a boo. I walked around and all of a sudden I noticed this girl just wandering about absolutely stark naked.  My eyes almost fell out of my head, like a great lout.  But no one else was paying any attention to her; I guess they had come quite used to her.” 


Every person we spoke with who had been involved with the movie was dumbfounded that anyone could think it wasn’t me in the shower.  But once people got wind that there was a nude model on the set at all, it was fireworks for trivia.


You know what I think?  I think Hitch deliberately hired the model partly to plant the seed in people’s minds that this picture had nudity.  He had started to manipulate the audiences before the film was even in a theater.  He teased the pros, the no pros, the sophisticated and the naïve.  He knew the rumor would eventually become the gospel truth.  The seed would blossom to such an extent that when the viewers came out of the movie houses, they would swear on the Bible that they had seen nudity.  And gushing blood.  And Weapon penetration.  Such was Alfred Hitchcock’s gift.


Stephen King continues scaring people the same way even today . . . .  A good story-teller/writer/director knows the best way to scare the audience is to help the viewers scare themselves!!!

Works for me every time! 
SPECIAL EFFECTS:                  The Wizard of Oz (1939)
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(Bert Lahr as the Cowardly Lion, Judy Garland as Dorothy,  

Jack Haley as the Tin Man and Ray Bolger as the Scarecrow)


“A somewhat envious Frank Capra once characterized MGM directors of the early thirties as the very best; MGM technicians were the cream of the crop, too.  ‘When I came to the studio,’ says special-effects man Glenn Robinson, ‘a loaf of bread cost six cents; a gallon of gas cost six cents; and carpenters got three dollars a day when they could find a job.  The studio was paying four dollars.  We had highly skilled talent, the best electricians, plasterers, woodcarvers, patter-makers.’ ‘We had available to us a tremendous number of top technical people,’ says Buddy Gillespie, who designed the special effects for The Wizard of Oz [1939].  ‘Naval architects and machinists and hydraulic engineers.  They were all at MGM.  And they were there year in and year out.”




From Aljean Harmetz’ The Making of the Wizard of Oz;




A Delta Book; New York; 1977; page 207.
UNIVERSAL MONSTER GENEALOGY:
House of Frankenstein (1944)
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Well, we finally come to where all genealogy charts must . . . where all the digging we’ve been doing starts pulling together.

We finally have Dracula, The Frankenstein Monster and The Wolf Man in one movie . . . and just think!


It only took thirteen (13) years to do it from the time Universal made Dracula!


And wouldn’t you know it?!


The House of Frankenstein doesn’t start in the House of Frankenstein but in a prison with two entirely new characters.


Boris Karloff is Doctor Niemann, whose brother was Frankenstein’s assistant. . . .  He doesn’t mention just who his brother was so we are left with Dwight Frye’s Fritz (the hunchbacked assistant from Karloff’s first outing as the Monster) who looks more like Niemann’s hunchbacked neighbor, Daniel, in the prison.

Interesting how Karloff himself has come full circle, from the Monster to a mad scientist with ties to Frankenstein, himself.


His character, Niemann, is imprisoned for trying to transplant brains between animals (dogs) to humans.  He wants to break out of prison (where he was unjustly imprisoned to begin with, of course) to prove the original Frankenstein’s basic premise.

Maven is beginning to think of this group as a form of brain trust but would you really trust your dog’s brain to them?!?!

Maybe some politicians . . . .  Never mind!
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(A partial map of Niemann’s map)


Huh?

What was that again?


Personally, Maven thinks that the writers of House of Frankenstein had a fistful few many martini’s while they wrote this script because she can think of at least one other film with Anne Gwynne in it with a similar idea:  Man to Gorilla this time!

These writers were lucky that the ASCPA or PETA didn’t get hold of them!


Miraculously, Nieman and Daniel get lucky when lightning causes the prison walls to crack open and develop a big escape hole . . . . 


Trust Maven, this really is the plot line!!  You couldn’t pay her enough to take all the peyote she’d have to come up with this!


They meet up with Professor Lampini (George Zucco at his cynical best) who has just what Niemann needs:  A side show wagon with the alleged remains of Count Dracula (John Carradine) that is the perfect cover for two escaped convicts.


So Lampini’s light gets snuffed and Niemann and Daniel get to Riegelburg where Niemann seeks revenge on the people who sent him up.


This part could almost stand along as a Dracula movie.


He gets his blood as he takes care of Niemann’s vendetta and, in tried and true Universal Studio Style, tries to make off with Ann Gwynne (as Rita Hussman) in the process.


Three guesses what happens and the first two don’t count.


Dracula gets a really bad case of sunburn.  


See what happens when you don’t use protection?!


So Niemann and Daniel go on their merry way to the village of Frankenstein where they end up with a gypsy named Ilonka, whom Daniel falls in love with and talks Niemann into taking her with them.


They had to get a girl in here somewhere as a love interest for the Wolf Man!


Ironically, the girl is played by Elena Verdugo because her character is roughed up and, years later, Verdugo ended up playing Nurse Consuelo on television’s Marcus Welby, M.D.

So . . . this happy little band find their way to where the Frankenstein Monster and The Wolf Man/Larry Talbot were last seen before they were . . . swept away, shall we say?, by the villagers in the last movie.

Problem is that their flooded remains were deposited in a cavern that was cold enough to freeze them into monster-sicles.


Nah.  Maven still prefers to think of them as “Flat-Top” and “Fur Ball”!


Niemann and Daniel thaw them out only to find that the Monster has some freezer burn.


Maven always hates when that happens.


Niemann sends Larry Talbot up to drive the wagon so Daniel can help take care of the Monster.


Wonderful.


Daniel gets jealous because not only Ilonka is getting smitten with Talbot but he also wants Niemann to give him Talbot’s body after the brain transplant.

Great.


Just what Nieman needs:  a sullen hunchback, a mad dog—sorry, wolf man, a monster with a flash-frozen brain and a smitten gypsy.


So what happens?

Ilonka shoots Talbot to save his soul, he bites her head off for it, Daniel goes berserk after the Monster and the Monster decides that it’s time that Nieman gave him “the talk” about the birds and the bees.


That’s as good an explanation as any Maven heard as to why the Monster took off with Niemann tucked under his arm into some quicksand!

Maybe that was the only way the writers thought they could get the movie audiences back:  first to see if Universal could come up with one more sequel and then how in the heck were they digging the bodies out.


Come to think of it . . . .  How could they top this since Dracula was sun-baked into a Tostito some distance away from both the Monster and Larry Talbot.


Hmm.


Come back next time to this same bat time on this bat channel!
Universal Studios Monster Genealogy
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THE MAIN EVENT:  


Edith Head*
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(Edith Head and Edith Mode [from The Incredibles (2004)])
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(Elizabeth Taylor in Edith Head’s debutante 

design with Montgomery Clift)


Elizabeth’s clothes were quite sensational and quite remarkably in fashion.  But I was not forecasting fashion when I made them.  In fact, it was a case of taking the styles that were current in early 1949 and translating them into something timeless.  She was a bewitching debutante who was to attend her coming-out party.  The dress had to be white and important.  Dior’s New Look employed very slender waists and full skirts; the only time something is out of fashion immediately is if the public doesn’t buy it.


By the time I was planning the Angela Vickers wardrobe, the public had already shown its acceptance of the New Look, so I was convinced Dior’s style would be around long enough for me safely to dress Elizabeth in full skirts.  What I couldn’t predict was how collars, sleeves, jewelry, and other details would change for these are the subtle things that make costumes look dated..  The clothes in the film had very few details.  I made the silhouette the most important aspect of each outfit.
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(Edith Head’s design of The Debutante 

Dress on an Elizabeth Taylor Doll)


For the debut gown, I relied on flowers, little violets, to accent the bodice, and I sprinkled them on the skirt.  It’s very difficult to look dated with flowers.  The dress became especially dramatic because I made the skirt exceedingly full, with yards and yards of tulle over a pastel underskirt, and the flowers made the bust look fuller.  The combination of the full bust and wide skirt accented the waist, making it appear even smaller than it was.  Elizabeth prided herself on her tiny waist and was always willing to wear her gowns very tight to achieve a waspish look.  I can still hear her telling me, “Tighter, Miss Head, tighter.”

That dress was such a success; it was beautiful on camera.  And Elizabeth was radiant.  Some clothing manufacturers copied it—“Knocked it off,” as they say in their trade—and the dress was mass-produced to hang in every department store in the country.  And even though I had designed it two years before, it looked very current.

[image: image14.jpg]



(Gary Cooper and Grace Kelly in 

High Noon [1952])

When I first saw Grace in High Noon (1952), I was struck by her beautiful face and perfect carriage. . . .
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(Grace Kelly in Rear Window [1954])


I had a more complete opportunity to dress her in Rear Window (1954), which was my second experience working with Alfred Hitchcock.  (The First had been Notorious, in 1946.)  In Rear Window. Grace was cast as a high-society type, so her part called for an extremely stylish wardrobe.  Hitchcock told me it was important that Grace’s clothes help to establish some of the conflict in the story.  She was to be the typical sophisticated society-girl magazine editor who falls in love with a scruffy photographer, Jimmy Stewart.  He’s insecure and thinks that she thinks he isn’t good enough for her.


Hitch wanted her to look like a piece of Dresden china, something slightly untouchable.  So I did that.  Her suits were impeccably tailored.  Her accessories looked as though they couldn’t be worn by anyone but her.  She was perfect.  Few actresses could have carried off the look the way Grace did.


Since all the action took place in one room, everything that happened within that room had to have impact.  Grace’s clothes often provided that impact.  The clothes also helped advance the narrative.


The black-and-white dress I used in the first love scene had a simple neckline, which framed her face in close-ups.  Then, as the camera pulled back, the beaded chiffon skirt immediately told the audience she was a rich girl.


Grace appeared in a nightgown and peignoir in Jimmy Stewart’s bedroom, yet it was still a very innocent scene.  Why?  Jimmy’s leg was in a cast, and he was virtually helpless when it came to romance.  Grace was just showing him what he was missing by not marrying her.  That was a perfect example of Hitchcock’s offbeat sense of humor.

When people ask me who my favorite actress is, who my favorite actor is who my favorite director is, and what my favorite film is, I tell them to watch To Catch a Thief (1955) and they’ll get all the answers.  The film was a costume designer’s dream.  It had all the ingredients for being fun, a challenge, and a great product.   The director was Hitchcock.  The stars, Cary Grant and Grace Kelly.  The location, the Cote ‘Azure in the south of France.  Grace played the part of possibly the richest woman in America, with the most fabulous clothes and the most fabulous jewels.  Her mother, played by Jessie Royce Landis, was equally elegant. . . .
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(EdithHead’s design for Grace Kelly)


There were certain scenes where the clothes had to help tell the story.  Since Cary Grant was supposed to be a jewel thief, some of the gowns had to be designed around a piece of jewelry.  When the camera did a closeup on a certain necklace, the dress formed a background for it.  Sometimes the dress was strapless but there had to be enough fabric showing in the tight shot so that the audience knew the woman had clothes on.  Now this may sound simple, but it wasn’t.  The strapless gown had to have simple lines, so that it did not detract from the necklace, yet it had to emanate an haute couture quality that matched the luxury of the jewels.  Hitch was very explicit about such things.

Hitchcock was constantly aware that we were filming the story in one of the fashion capitals of the world. He told me, “Edith, we are now in France.  People dress here.  It’s the place where style is created—so do it.”

But then . . . Grace Kelly wasn’t too shabby a mannequin! 

It wasn’t too long after this that Ms. Kelly became our first American 
Princess when she married her Prince Rainier of Monocco.

What a story line but who would believe it if Hollywood had written it?!?!
*From Edith Head’s Hollywood, by Edith Head and Paddy Calistro; E.P. Dutton, Inc.; New York; 1983; pages 96 – 7, pages 108 - 
THE B-FEATURE:  
CASABLANCA* (1942) and Orry-Kelly
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(Humphrey Bogart and Ingrid Bergman)


Wallis wanted Humphrey Bogart to wear as few hats as possible.  Bogart was definitely to be hatless throughout the flashback except at the train station.  He preferred the way Claude Rains looked in the photograph labeled Moustache B and Paul Henreid with a white streak in his hair.   He did not want Sidney Greenstreet to wear the Moroccan shoes and semi-native outfit outlined on the wardrobe plot.  At all times Greenstreet must wear a white single-breasted suit and, possibly, a cumberbund.  The young couple from Bulgaria played by Helmut Dantine and Joy Page, must look as if they escaped with just the clothes on their backs.”
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(Sidney Greenstreet and Humphrey Bogart)

The clothes for Casablanca were designed by Orry-Kelly, who was the major costume designer at Warner Bros. from 1932 to 1943.  Born in Australia, Orry-Kelly was openly and flamboyantly homosexual and famous for his tantrums.  His personal style didn’t bother Bette Davis. She shat that when Orry-Kelly left the studio in 1944 after a fight with Warner she felt as though she had lost her right arm.  “His contribution to my career was an enormous one,” she wrote.  “He never featured is clothes to such a degree that the performance was overshadowed.”
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(Orry-Kelly)



Wallis threw out the costume Orry-Kelly had created for Bergman’s entrance into Rich’s Café.  On page 25 of Everybody Comes to Rick’s [the original script that became Casabalanca], Lois Meredith enters the café wearing “a magnificent white gown, and a full-length cape of the same fabric.  Her jewels are fabulous.”  The Epsteins had incorporated the same costume into their script.  But if Helmut Dantine and Joy Page have escaped with just the clothes on their back so have Paul Henreid and Ingrid Bergman.  The “evening formal attire’ listed in the wardrobe plot and tossed out by Wallis was changed into a simple white two-piece dress.



Wallis had tried to keep David O. Selznick from looking at Ingrid Bergman’s costume tests.  Selznick was always obsessive about his actresses and would be sure to write one of his famous long memos.  But Selznck managed to see the tests two days after the movie started production and was appalled.  “In order fro her to look smart, she doesn’t have to be dressed up like a candy box,” he wrote in his memo.  Most of the hats were hideous, he complained.  She “shouldn’t wear white shoes because they make her feet look simply titanic.”  The Evening dress with the striped skirt and sheer blouse was hideous too, Selznick said, and made Bergman look big in the rear.

Most of the costumes that dismayed Selzick had already been thrown out by Wallis.  And Bergman assured Selznick that she would be wearing low-heeled blue shoes in the only scenes where her feet would be seen.
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(Maven doesn’t know where this still came from—she certainly doesn’t remember it from Casablanca but it does seem to have 
Paul Henreid, Ingrid Bergman and Humphrey Bogart
 outside of Rick’s Americain Cafe)

Paul Henreid always ridiculed the idea of Victor Laszlo, a “fugitive leader of the resistance,” running around the world “in an immaculately clean white suit,” but Wallis did tone the costumes down while still allowing for the flourishes and designing skills that always highlighted the stars.  He eliminated the tuxedo that Henreid was scheduled to wear in Rick’s Café and settled for a “very well tailored” tropical suit.


Verisimilitude was more important than truth anyway.  The most powerful political metaphor in Casablanca—Victor Laszlo leading the patrons of Rick’s Café in the French national anthem and drowning out the German officers who are singing “Watch on the Rhine”—was deliberately phony.  The Nazi anthem was the “Horst Wessel” song.  But the copyright to “Horst Wessel” was controlled b a German publisher.  If Warner Bros. used the song, the studio would be able to show Casablanca in countries at war with German, but copyright restrictions would make it impossible to show the film in neutral countries, which included most of South America.

The Entertainment Industry is still politically correct in 

not wanting to offend their foreign customers/countries, 

which Maven thinks is difficult to impossible.

To paraphrase Abraham Lincoln:

You can satisfy some of the people all of the time and all of the people some of the time but you CAN’T satisfy all of the people all of the time!
*ROUND UP THE USUSAL SUSPECTS:  The Making of Casablanca—Bogart, Bergman, and World War II, by Aljean Harmetz, Hyperion, New York, 1992, pages 167 to 169.
<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><>
MAVEN’S CREAM OF THE CROP!
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CHARLIE CHAN FAMILY – This is Rush Glick’s superb website devoted to the Great Chinese Detective based in Honolulu.


Rush is not only a gracious friend and teacher to Maven (among many!) but now he’s an expert that Fox Studio interviewed in their featurettes included in the boxed sets of their newly restored and released Chan DVDs.


Just click on www.charliechan.info!
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CHARLIE CHAN.NET – Kurt Schmidt has the message board that’s like a coffee house for Chan-aholics and has been around for some 10 years . . . longer than some marriages that Maven has known!


It’s just a click to www.charliechan.net!

TORY’S MYSTERY MOVIES – Maven has been getting movies from Doug Palmer for more years than she’s had her blogs and websites!


Doug has movies that Maven has never heard of . . . he’s that good! . . . plus various TV series and all worth checking out at www.torysmysterymovies.com/TorysAboutUs.cfm! 
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(Trillo and Suede’s Boxford Park and Lady Sarah)

TRILLO AND SUEDE – This is a link to Jonathan Geffner’s short subject, Boxford Park, starring his Trillo and Suede in a dummy noir story at www.trilloandsuede.com/movie.html. 


You can download the movie at www.trilloandsuede.com/movielink.html that stars Lady Sarah, a delightful lady who can also be found at www.geffner.com.

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><>

BACK ISSUES:   Of The Old Movie Maven (aka TOMM)

Back issues of The Old Movie Maven are $3.50 each,

and make your check or money order payable to:

Virginia Johnson

The Old Movie Maven

P.O. Box 54493

Hurst, TX   76054
BACK ARCHIVES:  Volume 1 Index 

Available Upon Request
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VOLUME 2 – Issue 5:  SATURDAY MATINEES; Or, Running Amuck at the Movies; Saturday Matinees at the Movies; Trivia – Charlie Lane; Looney Tunes; www.what-a-character.com [Character Actor Quiz]; Charlie Chan in Egypt (1935); The Adventures of Smilin’ Jack (1943); Son of Dracula (1942); Ed Golusky; Valley of the Kings (1954); Stagecoach (1939)
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