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There was some specula-
tion in the UK Press re-
cently that a new film is 
in the pipeline telling the 
early life of Stan Laurel 
and how he went onto to 
team up with Oliver 
Hardy in America.  
The Daily Express (18th 

March 2007) devoted 
most a page relating the 
story under the heading 
‘Robson and Mark are 
proud to be the new 
Blockheads.’ It explains 
that Robson Green and 
Mark Benton, two actors 
who have been regularly 

involved in UK TV 
drama and light comedy 
and recently paired up 
again in ‘City Lights’ 
following their earlier 
teaming in ‘Northern 
Lights’, are keen to play 
Stan and Ollie in the 
proposed film.  
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I'm the Grand Sheik of the Way Out 
West Tent in Los Angeles. I thought 
I'd let you know about a special event 
we're planning for this summer. 
This year we're celebrating the Way 
Out West Tent's 40th Anniversary 
with two location tours and a banquet 
on the weekend of 28-29th July. Dif-
ferent tours will take place on both 
Saturday and Sunday mornings and 
conclude in the afternoon. We will 
visit locations from over thirty Laurel 
and Hardy films. This will be only the 

third time in the last ten years that the 
Way Out West Tent has offered any 
locations tour. 
Our Saturday night banquet at the 
Westin LAX Hotel will have an 
awards show theme, where we will 
highlight interesting members, 
events, and celebrity guests from our 
tent's history. For more details, 
please visit http://
www.wayoutwest.org/tour/ 
For our out of town guests, we have 
obtained a special rate of $109 per 

night (plus tax - single or dou-
ble occupancy) at the Westin 
LAX Hotel. Tours to other Los 
Angeles attractions can be ar-
ranged from the hotel. For our 
guests from Europe, please note 
that the dollar is expected to 
continue to have a very favour-
able exchange rate for the 
pound and the euro throughout 
this summer. 

Jimmy Wiley Jnr 
 

 
Some remarks from the 
Sons……… 
I was disgusted by the synop-
sis of the show, so much so 
that I never promoted it nor 
indeed even watched it.  

Rob Lewis 
  
Harry Enfield and Paul White-
house lost a lot of fans (myself 
included) by insulting Laurel 
and Hardy in their new TV 
series (BBC1, 13 & 
16.04.07.). The sketch wasn't 
funny, it was offensive and it 
upset many viewers. It 
shocked me and I am not eas-
ily shocked these days! Dread-
fully bad taste. 

Willie McIntyre 

The following story appeared in the British Daily 
Mirror newspaper...16th April 2007 
 
HARRY Enfield's return to the BBC was marred 
by more than 100 complaints about his new sketch 
show. 
The comic, 45, was joined by old pal Paul White-
house in a new series called Ruddy Hell! It's Harry 
and Paul. 
Around 4.8 million viewers tuned in to watch on 
Friday night but scores objected to a sketch involv-
ing Laurel and Hardy. 
The movie legends were depicted as the gay cow-
boy lovers in a spoof of the film Brokeback Moun-
tain. 
A BBC spokesman was forced to respond after 
confirming a total of 109 complaints. 
He said: "There is no intention to cause offence. 
"An element of their comedy is to satirise highly 
esteemed, iconic figures carrying out actions that 
are so far removed from reality as to be absurd." 

I've always liked Harry En-
field, and find most of his 
comedy very clever and amus-
ing. Paul Whitehouse on the 
other hand has never made me 
laugh, but that is just a per-
sonal opinion. When I heard 
that they were performing a 
sketch on the Boys, obviously 
I tuned in to watch. How dis-
appointing then that the sketch 
turned out to be very crude, 
rude and just plain unfunny. A 
cheap way of getting laughs 
from two people with far more 
ability than this. Whatever 
anyone thinks about the 
sketch, there is a plain and 
simple fact - Stan Laurel and 
Oliver Hardy are the two real 
masters of comedy.  

John Ullah 
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know if I had a detail wrong in 
any of the newsletters!! John’s 
son, also John, called me to let 
me know the sad news and has 
asked if he could carry on his 
father’s membership.. 
I also want to pass on the news of 
Nick Finn’s passing. Nick was 
also a member for many years 
and I was shocked to hear of that 
news also. Nick’s wife Claire 

sent me a lovely letter and has 
also asked to keep up member-
ship of Jitterbugs in Nick’s 
memory. 
Finally John Osborne’s partner 
Marie passed away suddenly 
this year. Marie was a well 
known face at our Dublin meets 
and even made the trips to 
Comber in the early days.  
Condolences to all……...�

On a sad note, I would just like to 
acknowledge the passing of two 
Jitterbugs members. John Dwyer 
was a member for many years and 
loved to phone me up and talk about 
the good old days of the movies. We 
passed information between each 
other on many occasions and John’s 
knowledge is something I will al-
ways remember. He had no hesita-
tion in calling me and letting me 
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A blaze yesterday lunch-
time threatened the future 
of comic Stan Laurel's for-
mer school. 
Young arsonists may have 
started the fire, which de-
stroyed the Laurel Build-
ing, at the former Bishop 
Auckland Grammar 
School, where Laurel was a 
pupil in 1902. 
The Grade II listed build-
ing had been empty since 
2000 and could now be 
demolished. 
The roof and spire col-
lapsed and most of the up-
per floor was destroyed 
along with almost a quarter 
of the ground floor. 
Headteacher Steve Rod-
chester said "The fire was 
in a building which no 
longer belongs to the 
school and is situated away 
from the current school 

buildings" 
People living near the build-
ing said they had seen young-
sters going in before the fire 
started. 
Police interviewed several 
witnesses yesterday and will 
continue inquiries this morn-
ing. They want to talk to any-
one who was in the area at 
about noon. 

Fire district manager Steve 
Owers, a former King 
James pupil, led the fight to 
save his old classrooms. 
He said "When we got here 
there were reports that 
some young people had 
been seen going into the 
building but it is too early 
to know exactly how the 
fire started. Because the 
windows were boarded up 
there was an oven effect 
and the fire spread rapidly 
between the ground and 
first floor and into the 
roof ." 
Dr Bob Manners, the chair-
man of Bishop Auckland 
Civic Society, hopes the 
building can be saved He 
said, "It would be very sad 
to lose it. We had been 
interested in finding a use 
for the building and hope 
that this can still happen." 

scrapbooks, collectors' 
albums or on fans' walls. 
The Stan Laurel Corre-
spondence Archive Pro-
ject hopes to collect and 
catalogue as many of 
Stan's letters as is possi-
ble, and make their con-
tent available to fans and 
researchers all around 
the world, helping every-

Stan Laurel loved to 
write letters. After the 
death of his long-time 
partner, it is estimated 
that Stan wrote several 
thousand letters! Over 
the years, as the recipi-
ents have passed away, 
these letters have scat-
tered all over the world, 
where they now reside in 

one to understand Stan 
better and celebrate his 
genius. You can visit the 
Archive Project at 
www.lettersfromstan.com. 
If you have an original 
letter from Stan or have a 
copy not already included 
in this archive, please add 
a copy of your letter to the 
site. 
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of the Beau Hunks.  
Marvin Hatley (1905-
1986) was musical direc-
tor of Hal Roach Studios. 
He worked for Roach for 
about 12 years until 1942. 
It was Hatley who wrote 
the ‘Ku-Ku’ Laurel & 
Hardy theme. And his 
compositions for Way Out 
West gained him an Oscar 
nomination.  

The American company 
CCA has acquired the 
rights to the music of 
Marvin Hatley. This is 
good news, in a way. Untill 
now it was virtually impos-
sible for any orchestra to 
play Hatley’s compositions 
because of copyright entan-
glements. To name one or-
chestra: a Hatley CD has 
always been on the wish list 
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It must be recorded that the Laurel and 
Hardy visit to Cobh in 1953 has be-
come the most high-profile episode 
involving the Cobh Carillon and has 
spread the fame of the instrument far 
and wide.   Almost every book about 
the comedians mentions it, the event 
was warmly recalled in the “This Is 
Your Life” show the following year 
(1954), it has been the subject of 
countless radio and television features 
and is frequently quoted in newspaper 
and magazine articles.  
   The story begins in the picture pal-
aces of Antwerp back in the early 
1920’s, when my father (Staf Gebruers, 
1902-1970), then a impecunious young 
music student, earned much needed 
pocket money as a temporary cinema 
pianist and thus was planted the seed 
for a life-long passion for stars of the 
silent screen.   Fast forward to Cobh 
some thirty years later, where news 
was trickling through that Laurel and 
Hardy had boarded the U.S. Lines liner 
SS “America” in New York bound for 
the Emerald Isle.   Whereas the duo’s 
departure from the Big Apple had not 
attracted much attention, the people of 
Cobh were veritably tingling with ex-
citement at the prospect of seeing them 
in the flesh, particularly on the part of 
the younger members of the popula-
tion.   If the truth were to be told, the 
comedians were no longer that popular 
in the land that made them and this 
European campaign was an attempt to 
revive their waning fortunes, with Ire-
land being selected as a starting point.    
   On the morning in question, a little 
drama was unfolding at St Joseph’s 
Boy’s Primary School.   As a ten year-
old pupil, I was not only a first-hand 
observer but very much a participant in 
these events.   The thought that our 
favourite film comedians might be a 
stone’s throw away down town while 
we scholars sat in our classrooms was 
more than any human beings could be 
asked to endure.   We therefore took 
advantage of the morning yard break to 
petition the school principal to allow us 
out to see the film stars.   As at that 
stage the ageing Br Eugenius was 
probably not in the best of health, the 
collective pressing of hundreds of 
over-excited boys was probably more 
than he could take.   Moreover, as he 

instinctively backed away from the 
onslaught we inadvertently were re-
sponsible for pressing him up against 
the school building, just alongside the 
white statue of our holy patron as it 
happened.   In what the poor brother 
might well have considered to be one 
of his last breaths, he just about man-
aged to gasp out the words we longed 
to hear: “Alright, you can go down to 
see them.”        
   Housewives going about their daily 
shopping on The Beach, Cobh’s main 
thoroughfare, first thought they were 
detecting the sound of distant thunder, 
but with the addition of youngsters’ 
exuberant voices it soon became obvi-
ous that the town’s schoolchildren 
were rushing down West View hill en 
route to the railway station where pas-
sengers from the liners disembarked. 
   As my best friend was Seán O’Ma-
hony and his parents managed the 
Royal Cork Yacht Club, I was able to 
get on to the balcony of the building, 
which commands a fine close-up view 
of the harbour.   When the tender tak-
ing the passengers ashore from the 
liner passed we waved and shouted and 
repeatedly rang a ship’s bell in wel-
come, just as everyone else of the thou-
sands lining the waterfront were simi-
larly engaged.   The two film stars 
were completely taken aback by the 
sheer ecstasy of their reception and in 
the years left to them never tired of 
reminiscing about that Wednesday, 
September 9 1953:          
      
"The docks were swarming with many 
hundreds of people.   'It's strange, a 
strange thing,' Stan says in recalling 
that day,  'our popularity has lasted so 
long.   Our last good pictures were 
made in the thirties, and you'd think 
people would forget, but they don't.   
The love and affection we found that 
day at Cobh was simply unbelievable.   
There were hundreds of boats blowing 
whistles and mobs and mobs of people 
screaming on the docks.   We just 
couldn't understand what it was all 
about.   And then something happened 
that I can never forget.   All the church 
bells in Cobh started to ring out our 
theme song, and Babe looked at me, 
and we cried.   Maybe people loved us 
and our pictures because we put so 

much love in them.   I don't know.   I'll 
never forget that day.   Never.'"   
 
   When the two celebrities stepped 
ashore in Cobh they were immediately 
surrounded by good humoured milling 
crowds, all wishing to catch a glimpse 
of them or even shake their hands or 
get an autograph.   The few local Gar-
daí fought a losing battle to speed 
them through immigration and cus-
toms formalities and out to a waiting 
car, and there was some considerable 
delay before they eventually emerged 
from the railway station to more cheer-
ing masses of fans.   Ollie did not look 
a well man that morning, but in spite 
of how he might have been feeling he 
and Stan were insisting on personally 
thanking “the bell-ringers”.   Like 
most people, they knew next to noth-
ing about carillons and even less of 
how they’re played.   When Seán 
O’Brien, manager of the U. S. Lines 
and a personal friend of my father’s, 
explained that this was an instrument 
played from a keyboard by one man 
they were even more anxious to make 
his acquaintance.   A few minutes 
later, Seán’s car sped around Cathedral 
Corner followed Pied-Piper like by 
hundreds of screaming children.   My 
father was at the main entrance, where 
I had joined him standing shyly a few 
steps behind.   My first reaction was 
one of disappointment as these two 
elderly gentleman dressed in modern 
lounge suits alighted, only vaguely 
resembling their far more familiar 
screen personae.   But even worse con-
fusion was to follow.   When Ollie 
went to take my father’s hand to thank 
him the accumulated emotion of that 
whole morning seemed to suddenly 
spill over the poor man and words 
failed him.   Tears began to roll down 
his cheeks as he engulfed Dad in his 
not inconsiderable embrace.   Alarmed 
that my father, who in these politi-
cally-correct days would be termed 
vertically-challenged, might not come 
out intact from that massive bear hug, 
I was even more unnerved by Stan’s 
contrasting total composure as, dry-
eyed, he repeated polite words of ap-
preciation.    

Laurel & Hardy in Cobh 
By Adrian Patrick Gebruers KSG 
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Shouldn’t he be the distraught one, 
wringing his hands and bawling cry-
ing as Olie yet again admonishes: 
“That’s another fine mess you’ve 
gotten us into.”, when in fact the re-
verse seemed to be the case!   But 
there was no denying the sincerity of 
the film stars’ gratitude.   Having 
their theme played on the Carillon 
and the great warmth of the welcome 
they’d witnessed in Cobh was a genu-
ine public acknowledgment of the 

innocent fun they had given to mil-
lions which seemed to deeply touch 
them and was to become a landmark 
experience in their twilight years.  
 
The above story was sent to me by the 
author who has told me that it is only 
a part of what happened that day. He 
revealed that he alone is probably the 
last one to know what really hap-
pened and would probably never tell.  
I quizzed him for some time and tried 

to persuade him to part with the 
details one day but he was quite 
resigned to the fact that the story 
would die with him. 
I didn’t even get a slight clue as to 
what it was and I am very in-
trigued. Perhaps one day….  
 

However, the above story that I did 
manage to get from him was 
enough to satisfy my need for Irish 
Laurel and Hardy stories for an-
other little while!! 
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That got me thinking — wouldn’t it be a 
great idea to set a comedy around a couple 
of delivery men and their antics while try-
ing to deliver a piano. It could then end up 
with the paino in pieces.. But on second 
thoughts … that wouldn’t be 
funny….would it?    

Picture the scene—you are organ-
ising a music festival in Devon and 
your star attraction is about to ar-
rive—a 9ft 6 long Bosendorfer, the 
Rolls Royce of pianos.costing ap-
proximately £45,000. The delivery 
men carefully edge this magnifi-
cent instrument off their lorry (you 
can nearly hear the ‘Heave..Ho’!). 
Everything is going swimmingly 
and then ...disaster strikes.  

The piano, weighing a mere 3/4 of a ton 
slips away form the men, rolls off the 
lorry and faster than you can say 
’Professor Theodore Von Schwarzenhof-
fen M.D., A.D, D.D.S, F.L.D, F.F.F und 
F’ it falls off the lorry and drops eight 
foot down an embankment. One witness 
said that it sounded 'like ten honky-tonk 
pianos being hit by mallets'! The piano 
was left almost completely beyond re-
pair!!!!  

Recently I had the pleasure of spending ‘An Evening with Barry Norman’ at the Helix. As an avid 
film fan, Barry Norman’s ‘Film (insert year!) ‘show was must see tv in our household during my 
younger years. As a film critic, his reviews largely matched my own tastes and if Barry said a movie 
was worth seeing, well that was good enough for  me. He first started the show back in 1972 as a 
guest presenter and made the show his – he became the sole presenter for Film 73 and continued the 
series up until Film 98, when he left the BBC and went to BSkyB.  
 

So with more than a hint of nostalgia I took my theatre seat and he duly arrived onstage to his tv 
shows’ instantly recognisable theme tune and looking a lot younger than his 74 years would suggest. 
 

The first half of the evening’s entertainment comprised of a discussion four classic films with relative anecdotes aplenty. The 
films under the microscope were ‘Casablanca’,  ‘Gone With the Wind’ , ‘The Adventures of Robin Hood’ (Norman being an 
Errol Flynn fan), and oddly enough ‘Dirty Harry’.  
 

The second half of the show was an open ‘questions and answers’ format and here Barry shined – his wealth of knowledge of 
films is undeniable and he has met most of the greats over his own career. With the mass popularity of the internet the role of 
a tv film reviewer is somewhat redundant – as soon a film is released (or indeed usually before hand!!) there are literally hun-
dreds of reviews posted on the net. While this is much more accessible than a weekly tv show, I think the cinema goer is loos-
ing out on the more familiar, personal touch a reviewer like Barry Norman offers.  Sadly the show ended before I had the 
chance to ask him the burning question of ‘Charlie Chaplin v Stan Laurel ’ but maybe next time!! In the theatre foyer after-
wards there were plenty of opportunities for photos and autographs before we headed home with the ‘Film’ piano theme play-
ing in our heads.  All in all a great way to spend an evening  - And Why Not? 
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Not so Perfect Day…...Steve O’Connor 
 
There are times in this life when we should close the door, draw the curtains, 
get into bed and turn to face the wall. My wife works with a lady who has been 
having one of those times. 
Mary was enjoying her lunch-break in a posh coffee shop when she choked on 
her pannini. She was saved only by the intervention of another diner who ap-
plied the Heimlich manoeuvre. The food shot out along with Mary’s false 
teeth. Apparently people were lifting their feet as though there was an escaped 
mouse. On her next lunch break Mary decided to avoid any possible public 
embarrassment. She settled for a sandwich in her car in the staff car park. 
She choked again. There was no-one to help so all she could do was open the 
car door and fall to the ground. She hit her head and the impact dislodged the 
offending foodstuff. 
No doubt inspired by these reminders of her own mortality Mary took the 
time to visit the grave of a relative. As she bent over to leave some flowers a 
dog ran out of a neighbouring house and bit her on the arse. The dog is unwell 
but expected to live… 
  
Ed…...On behalf of the Jitterbugs Tent I would like to distance us from the “arse” 
word mentioned above. It is not representative of the Tent or its members and we 
absolutely do not condone its use. It is solely the foul mind of Mr. O’Connor that 
accepts its use. Those members who have met him will understand ! 
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slope”. The next day things came 
to a head when Trev not only fell 
over but twisted his knee. He 
ended up in casualty and his knee 
was put in a brace. He was at least 
impressed with the Italian Health 
Service who put his holiday insur-
ance to good use. Skiing was now 
out of the question, but Trev put 
this to his advantage by taking the 
time to drink coffee and take in 
the alpine splendour. One of his 
friends thought that this was such 
a good idea that he quit the slopes 
and also spent the days doing the 
rounds of pre and après ski thus 
avoiding that awkward skiing bit. 
Rooms at the resort were shared 
and Trev has a bit of a snoring 
problem. In the circumstances he 
should have come with an ava-
lanche warning. His roommate 
ended up sleeping in the chalet 
kitchen – it is believed that Trev 
dozed peacefully. Another mem-

Attentive fans of this column will re-
member the day my brother Trevor 
locked himself in the toilet and caused 
a minor domestic crisis. He has been 
up to his tricks again, but at least he 
was abroad at the time. A few weeks 
ago he flew off to Italy on a skiing 
trip. Like me he can sometimes suffer 
from bouts of unfounded optimism. 
Trev had last skied on a school trip to 
Bulgaria when he was fifteen – and 
that wasn’t yesterday. This was reason 
enough for him to think that it would 
be a doddle and a quick refresher les-
son would see him hurtling down the 
piste. 
 His group lesson began with the in-
structor asking him to balance on one 
leg – Trev fell over. They tried again 
– Trev fell over, and fell over the next 
few times also. As darkness fell the 
instructor advised, “Maybe Trevor 
you would be better with individual 
tuition?” I believe this is instructor 
speak for, “Please get off the bunny 

ber of the tour party stuck 
at the skiing, but had an 
unfortunate incident with 
the ski lift. He jumped off 
the chair ok, but turned to 
smile and was then struck 
by the chair as it swept 
past. He was left with an 
imprint of the chair manu-
facturer on his forehead. 
Not very cool. 
According to Trev the 
check-in at the airport for 
the flight home resembled a 
war zone- Broken limbs 
and bandages everywhere. 
Trev had the foresight to 
turn up with a grimace and 
a set of crutches. While his 
friends travelled ‘cattle 
economy’ he was given 
three seats to himself in 
first class – that’s my boy! 
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