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READ THIS FIRST

This book was not written as a stand-alone slab of literature. It spewed forth as part of a larger, more sinister plot. With jumbo lard buckets of determination, I fixated on

conquering the entire putrid universe. I set up my office in a fetid swamp filled with

medical waste. When I ceased vomiting and my head cleared after three solid nights of

disturbing nightmares, I started writing. 



In my college days, which I spent in the garbage infested bowels of Fugue State

University; I sat through a dismal course in media studies. The professor was a bloated, 

water-head named Shithead Bartholomew. He was so proud of himself and his colossal

genius that he nearly soiled his high-water pants each time he looked in the mirror. He

lectured about his fantasy lover, Marshall McLuhan. That dickwead coined the phrase

“The medium is the message.” I learned this because it was told to me by the smarty-

pants, moon faced slob of a teacher about three hundred times. Reciting this one

sentence was nearly all he knew how to say except, “Pardon me while I go to the head to

throw up three of the four lunches I just ate.” 



After years of suffering from over active sweat glands I finally realized the truth. The

vaporous fumes of this book do not serve as movie reviews. My commentaries are not a

sewer pipe to the understanding of movies such as, “Cannibal Buttwipes of Alabama.” My

flatulent essays are the entertainment itself. It was brought to my attention by a

lobotomized turnip farmer that when he read these articles he was overcome with a

compulsion to witness the movies. My beautiful writing led to great inspiration in the

simmering brain of this pathetic specimen of humanity. 



I was not alone during my adventure in self-loathing. Several people and animals were

always around to stink up the place. My horrible bastard surrogate son, Elmo was at arms

length most of the time. His chronic presence was disturbing and comforting in equal

measure. My lovely wife, Honeypot watched some of these movies while reading a

cookbook written in Braille. My darling smart-ass daughter, Princess sat in on a few

viewings and quickly turned even more disgruntled. 



A friend of mine described this book as toilet reading. He said that each of these

commentaries could be read in one sitting. If you enjoy this book, I will fawn over you

until you become nauseated. Those who do not appreciate my work can go straight to

hell. 






TOUCHED BY AN ELMO

Elmo Has Body Odor




Elmo was one of the fan kids. He was skinny with a big mop of spiked-up hair. His

hairstyle was guaranteed to withstand ninety mile per hour winds. Even a cinder block

dropped onto him from ten feet above his head would not break his hair product. It took

him about five minutes to make the rounds at Sci-Fi Horror Weekend so he spent most of

his time bothering me. Even though he was somewhat irritating and repetitive, his

presence made the weekend more bearable considering that the only action at my table

was taping the posters on the wall over and over again because the adhesive wouldn’t

adhere to the wallpaper. 



On Monday morning, he spotted me on the parking lot. He shouted feebly to get my

attention and jogged over to the car. He told me that he woke up naked on the bathroom

floor of his hotel room and that there was vomit all over his bed. His girlfriend, Shineola left him there to die. When he woke up, she was gone along with everything in the room

including his extra pair of underwear. He was however able to steal her ipod. He hid it in the back of a drawer behind the Gideon Bible. He knew she wouldn’t spend much time

looking there because she was a devil worshipper and was frightened by the word of God. 



He asked if he could hitch a ride back to Dallas. I hesitantly agreed. I told my friend Major Matt Mason, who rented our transportation for the trip and he was mortified. He likes to

separate himself from the fans as much as possible because their presence exacerbates

his irritable bowel syndrome. I’m pretty gullible and starved for attention so I do

whatever the fans want. I made “Bloodsuckers From Outer Space” twenty-five years ago

and I’m still living the dream. I may be washed up but I’m not dead. 



The car Major Matt rented was the reincarnation of the Chevy Vega. It was barely big

enough for one person or four clowns. Matt and Velma Video sat in the front. The back

seat was full of shit but Elmo and I unloaded it. Then we got in and Major Matt crammed

all the shit on top of us including Velma’s wig box. We sold about two DVDs so the trunk

was still full of posters, DVDs and promo material. 



Once we got on the road, it was obvious that Elmo had not showered in several days. He

smelled like a combination of body odor, cigarettes, liquor, and vomit. I knew that soon

this would be the latest fragrance by Calvin Klein but in the meantime it was just plain

unsettling. We had to ride down the highway with the windows rolled down. Elmo lit up a

cigarette. Velma coughed up a lung. Major Matt was furious. He threatened to put Elmo

out on the side of the road. I calmed everybody down and told Elmo that there would be

no smoking in the car. We stopped for gas and Elmo convinced me to buy him a giant

bottle of malt liquor, which he drank in the car. 



I couldn’t wait to get back to Dallas and dump the stinky kid off at Shineola’s apartment…

if she would take him back. Otherwise, he would have to stay with some of his dope head

buddies. 



Elmo Gets Molested



When we got to Dallas, Major Matt Mason dropped me and Elmo off at my house. I took

him inside until I could figure out what to do with him. My wife sprayed him down with

pet deodorizer. He eyed my 18-year-old daughter, Princess. She shot him the finger with

both hands and left the room. Elmo had a fearsome headache from drinking that malt

liquor. He asked if we could go outside, smoke cigarettes and drink liquor. One time my

wife poured all the liquor down the drain so I wouldn’t be tempted. But I did have

cigarettes and there was a nearly full bottle of Kahlua in a cabinet above the refrigerator. 

I grabbed the bottle, one glass, and a pack of Pall Mall Menthols and us boys headed out

to the patio. 



It turns out that Elmo didn’t really have a girlfriend. There was no Shinola. She was made up. He hitched from some scumbag town in Kentucky to get to Sci-Fi Horror Weekend in

Tulsa. He didn’t have a place to sleep so he had a three way with a couple of Guatemalan

housekeepers at the Tulsa Premium Hotel. The girls were sisters but they were 12 years

apart. They let him sleep in the maid’s supply closet. When it came time for the next

shift, he had to repeat step one, except this time with a fat old lady with a drippy eye, 

and a hot black chick. The cleaning ladies finally kicked him out because he wouldn’t stop smoking and vomiting in the storage room. 



He took a big drag off his cig, burning it all the way down to the filter. He lit the next one off the glowing butt. Clearly upset over his circumstances, he began some heavy swilling

of coffee liqeuer. He told me that he had no choice but to hitch a ride with me because he had to get out of Oklahoma. 



He told me the story of how his parents were killed in a double homicide when he was 4

years old. He got shoved around from one foster home to another. Almost all the foster

parents were mean and perverted. He got beaten with a spatula, chained up, and

starved. He was frequently abused sexually, anally, orally and in another way that he was

too embarrassed to speak of. When he was 12, he ran away and became a gay hustler in

Salt Lake City. A couple of years later, he was taken in by a Mormon family with 17 kids. 

But when he started pilfering the mom’s nerve pills, the Mormons kicked him out. 



I felt sad for Elmo but I wanted to take him somewhere far away and drop him off on the

side of the road. Elmo finished another cigarette and downed the bottle of Kahlua. Then

he vomited all over himself. 



Elmo is an Astronaut



Elmo irritated my dog so she bit him on the ass. The bite tore through his jeans and

broke the skin. The stinky boy didn’t notice because an hour before, he took six

hydrocodone that he stole from one of the Guatemalan maids that he banged at the

Tulsa Premium Hotel. He gave the girls my cell number because he didn’t have a phone. I

got a call from one of the chicks but I hung up since I don’t speak Mexican. 



I forced him to take three consecutive showers. Then I made him take a fourth; this time

with soap. His clothes were so filthy that they stood up on their own. I ran them through

the washing machine but the drain got clogged up and flooded the rubbish room. I gave

Elmo my Scooby Doo boxer shorts but they were really loose so he had to keep pulling

them up and his junk kept flopping around so my wife got upset. I had to give him a gold

polyester, short-sleeved jumpsuit that my grandmother made for my grandfather. They’re

both dead so I keep the jumpsuit as a keepsake but I have so many ugly bizarre

keepsakes from them that I had lost interest in this one. My grandmother took

Benzedrine and Demerol everyday plus she drank three pots of jet-black coffee that

would melt solid steel. Her baking and sewing skills diminished as she got older but her

fabric color preferences were unabated. 



Elmo was pleased with the jumpsuit because he said it made him look like an astronaut

with a sense of humor. He told me that he had taken a number of trips into outer space

when he was on acid. I mentioned that I met Tim Leary when I was in L.A. and that he

was perfectly lucid. Elmo said that Timothy Leary was dead. I conceded and went on to

explain that he had his ashes sent up in a rocket and shot into space. Elmo said that he

had seen those ashes on one of his outer space acid trips. He said that when he died he

wanted his body to be thrown off a cliff and eaten by wolves. I told him that when I died I wanted my body to be run over by a steamroller and smashed flat like a dead cat in the

middle of the road. 



Considering that he vomited up a bottle of Kahlua earlier in the evening, he desperately

needed another drink. I told him that there was nothing alcoholic in the house. Then he

asked for cough syrup. I assured him that they don’t put alcohol in cough syrup anymore. 

I had to keep him out of the bathroom so he wouldn’t drink all of our mouthwash. But out

of sympathy for the young man, I gave him one of my dog, Zelda Fitzgerald’s Valium. 



My wife put her foot down and said there was no way in Hades that Elmo would sleep in

our house. We could all be killed in our beds. He could be a devotee of Charlie Manson or

Anton Lavey. She would sooner have a slumber party with a group of Muslims. 



Finally, I put Elmo in a sleeping bag on the trampoline. I didn’t want him get bitten by

one of the cottonmouth water moccasins that come up from the creek. I gave Elmo a

shovel in case he needed to cut one in half. My neighbor cut one of the snakes in half and the half with head came after him. The kid also wanted my pellet gun. I warned him that

if he shot one, it would only make the snake mad.  Elmo had a panic attack and would

not stop hyperventilating until I handed him the pellet rifle. It rained all night. When I got up in the morning to check on Elmo, I found my favorite possum, Pearl shot to death. Her

lifeless bloated rodent body was curled up on the ground, upside down. 

 

555 (1988)

Boy did I get a wrong number! 



The scariest thing about this movie is its existence. My friend Louis Justin spent much

time and money to release this shitgem on DVD. Once, he spilled beer all over the

keyboard of my laptop. At the time I was convinced that drunkenness was the cause of

his misbehavior. Now, I realize that his problem goes much deeper than a sixteen ounce

can of the most heinous beer energy-drink combo. He’s a psychopath. I’m convinced that

he and my horrible bastard son, Elmo are twins separated at birth. They were conceived

during the commission of a devil ritual. At the very least they were born in an unholy caul, which was auctioned off at a witchcraft convention. 







My expectations regarding 555 were low and at some point during the first thirty seconds

of the movie, I realized that I set my expectations way too high. This movie is a flatulent tableau of vivid mushiness that is at times unviewable to the naked eye. If 555 had been

shot with a coke bottle lens at the bottom of the bottomless pit of the ocean, the images

would be more discernable. According to sourceless reports, producer-director Wally Koz

decided that there were so many horrible movies being made that he could do better. So, 

he fired up a stone-age television camera and hooked it up to a prototype of the first

video recording device. The footage was transferred to double-stick carpet tape and

edited with the dull side of a penknife. 



This historical document extracted from the murky vault of 1980s torture porn stands as a

reminder that only classic films of old Hollywood disintegrate into dust. It’s to Louis

Justin’s credit that he went out on a limb to save a wounded sparrow. It is to the dismay

of the whole wide world that he revived a diseased rodent by mistake. Being a witness to

this atrocity makes me feel as filthy as a cockroach in swamp water. 



The movie opens with a couple having a heterosexual grope session. As far as I could tell, the girl was topless and reasonably attractive. This is where the crappy quality comes in

handy. As is often the case, boys and girls engaging in sexual activity are punished by

some crazy person. The police investigate. The head cop is an asshole. He is the worst

excuse for a law enforcement personality that has ever been put forth in a motion picture

except in crooked cop movies. This pathetic excuse for a lawman is ready to hang anyone

who crosses the street. 



A mentally retarded middle-aged man named Buttface confesses that he was walking for

a long time and that he heard something. He doesn’t remember anything specific. He is

confused and befuddled. The asshole cop is ready to shoot this man in the head just

because the man is stupid. The mentally impaired man is the most reliable suspect

because he possesses the most red herring paste. When the cops pay a visit to Buttface

at his bachelor pad, they ask him to think hard. Buttface closes his eyes tight for about

three seconds. When he opens his eyes it’s as if he’s awakened from a trance. He’s

shocked into recalling a stray hippie in the vicinity. Asshole is not buying it. He believes that hippies don’t exist. 



The outlandishness of the crime causes a dumpy newspaper reporter lady to take notice. 

In between gorging herself on gallon jugs of cheap ice cream and working on her horrific

hairdo, she investigates the case. She shows up at the police station and insinuates

herself on the asshole and his handsome police partner. They’re mean to her but she

won’t give up. In order to get the scoop, she goes over to Buttface’s house and shows him

her cleavage. Buttface is so hypnotized by her womanly ways that he agrees to an

interview. He kisses her and fondles her breasts but he won’t spill any beans even in the

throws of such brutal torture. 



Every time a young couple commits simulated sexual acts, they’re killed in terrible ways. 

This movie has blood, guts, stabbing, decapitation, mutilation, and everything else

imaginable in a movie not suitable for a family audience. Wally decides to turn on lights

for one sexual coupling. At first, I thought there were a couple of lesbians in bed but I

was disappointed when I saw that one of the lesbians was a man. This turns into a

particularly graphic murder scene because you can see it. 



One element that was outstandingly disturbing to me was the use of the worst sets I

have ever seen. Even the most poorly produced example of Internet porn employs the

use of sets superior to the 555 shitboard walls. More disturbing is the inclusion of the set designer’s name in the closing credits. If he didn’t realize that this job was a resume

buster, then he was certainly as inbred as the performers in this movie. 



I am not inclined to include spoilers in any of my movie essays. I don’t want to ruin the

viewing experience of the audience. However, in the circumstance of 555, I won’t spew

forth spoilers because I really don’t understand the reasoning behind the resolution. The

shoddy excuse for red herrings included in the script are weak and unconvincing. It’s not

surprising that the identity of the actual killer is undecipherable at any point in the story line. 



When I was in college in the early 1980s I wrote and produced a six-episode television

drama that was called Ivory Towers. The equipment in the radio-television department at

my so-called university dated back to before the invention of television. My scripts were

horrible. The acting was horrible. The lighting was horrible. The image was so bad that it was nearly impossible to detect that there were people onscreen. Honeypot was so

infuriated when I forced her to watch this crap that she almost broke up with me before

our first date. Twenty-five years later, I am vindicated. I have finally witnessed a video abortion that is worse than anything I have ever created. Why did Wally do it? Just Koz. 



Directed by Wally Koz  Written by Roy Koz  Starring Ricardo Alverez,  Mara Lynn Bastian, 

Christine Cabana







THE ABOMINATION (1986)

Tripe...It’s what’s for dinner



There was a roundish, irregularly shaped puddle of sludgy motor oil soaking into my

driveway. Elmo apparently stole a car last night while in a blackout and he parked it in

my driveway. Considering that the car was a ’92 Chrysler Imperial, I accept his claim that he has no memory of the theft. Even Elmo is not boneheaded enough to steal such a

shitty car. There are people I know that insist that a person with integrity would turn

himself in to the police in this case. First of all, Elmo has no integrity. Secondly, some people confuse integrity with stupidity. Nothing good can come from walking into a police

station. It is my opinion that the criminal justice system is rigged against anyone who

comes in contact with it unless they’re blaming someone else for a crime. 



I advised Elmo to return the car but he couldn’t remember where the hell he stole it. So, I told him to drive it far away and leave it. I explained how he should remove his

fingerprints. He offered to take it to a bad part of town and set it on fire. I told him that wasn’t necessary but that he would  have to pay for some industrial strength solvent to

remove the stain from the driveway. 



Upon his return from crashing the car into an abandoned donut store, we sat down to

watch the Abomination. My friend, Bret McCormick made the movie many years ago and I

figure he must’ve been drunk at the time. He shot the movie on Super 8 film. I knew him

well back then but I was suspiciously kept in the dark regarding its production. If I was

consulted, I would have cautioned him about using film beyond its expiration date. 



The movie does have a cult following and I can see why. There is plenty of nasty garbage

on screen throughout. After viewing this one, Elmo ranked it among his top ten favorite

movies. This high praise holds the weight of a pigeon feather because Elmo forgets his

top ten list everyday. Anyway, there is so much stabbing, slicing, gut-munching

horribleness in this movie that most mentally unstable male youngsters will wallow in it. 

When I was a kid, we were fascinated at the site of African women with exposed utters

that looked like zucchinis as long as a yardstick. Nowadays the boys would laugh at that

sight but in my generation the elongated mammary tubes stirred unspeakable desires. 







Scooter Davis starred in this movie. He played a whiney ass little baby in Ozone Attack of the Redneck Mutants but in The Abomination he was lucky enough to be a devil

possessed murderer. His acts of brutality are caused by Cronenbegian Sliver worms. 

Scooter’s mama who is bugged out on Lithium spits up a chicken liver after watching

Brother Bob on television. Bob is a bogus but hilarious preacher. If his show was real, I

would watch it everyday. Mama gets hypnotized by this man of the cloth. Her devotion to

him brings about a healing that is otherwise known only to Medjugorje visitors. 



The worms turn into giant balloons of hemorrhoidal tissue. Before you know it, the

bilious, slimy gourds grow teeth and take over mama’s filthy shithouse. Scooter spends

the rest of the movie gathering plant food. This results in lots of images resembling the

inside of a pig rendering plant. This is the kind of ugly carnage that made gory driver’s ed films obsolete. When I was a young person, girls were allowed to leave the room during

those gruesome screenings so as to avoid seeing people turned into dog meat during the

commission of auto accidents. I remember one scene with a couple of African-American

re-enactors jabbering like retards while barreling down the highway in an antique Pontiac. 

Then, they fell asleep from inhaling carbon monoxide. The next thing you know, the film

cut to real footage of a meat wagon driver holding a black man by his one attached arm

and dragging him off the highway with his brains falling out. I think my friend, Louis Justin is releasing that film on Massacre Video next spring. That horribleness passes for

entertainment in our current condition of collapsed family values. 



Scooter’s girlfriend is played by Blue Thompson, which is obviously a made-up name. It

sounds like a porn name. She probably combined the name of her first pet with the name

of the street she grew up on. My porn name is Blackie Moore. Honeypot’s porn name is

Frisky Margaret. Elmo’s porn name is Fartmeister Pinocchio. Blue is pretty good in this

movie considering all the shit she has to deal with. 



The movie takes place in Texas. Naturally, the moviemaker chose the most putrid, 

backwoods, Crapsville of inbred morons for the location. It’s impossible to pinpoint the

exact location because that describes about ninety percent of the state. So, the victims

are all rednecks, drunks, meth-heads, and religious fanatics, which leads me to believe

that the story is based on actual events. 



Elmo hooted and hollered his way through most of the movie. The one thing I can say

about it is that it’s not boring. There’s not much time between grotesque plot points. 

Many depraved individuals will consider this the highest form of entertainment and they

are welcome to it. I warn all viewers to turn the sound down as soon as you hear

something resembling narration because it is truly terrible. Crank up some Black Sabbath

or other devil music. Then turn up the sound on the movie when the preacher talks. 



Produced Written & Directed by Bret McCormick  Starring  Scott Davis, Blue Thompson, 

Jude Johnson





THE ABOMINATION: Guest Commentary by Bret McCormick



Wow! How weird to write a sidebar for one of your own films. I cannot disagree with

anything anyone has ever written about The Abomination. We had no pretenses going

into it. It was a super low budget film inspired by other super low budget gore fests by

people like Herschell Gordon Lewis. 



There was a time when I reveled in discovering weird, obscure ultra cheap films that for

some reason struck a nerve with me. Maybe Basket Case and Shriek of the Mutilated and

2,000 Maniacs are good examples. In this time of readily available movies from a variety

of sources, it’s hard to conceive what it was like to run across these at the beginning of the Home Video phenomenon. I can’t begin to imagine what it was like to buy a

ticket and watch one of these things in a theater. 



Evidently there are other twisted souls like me out there, because more than a few have

voiced a special liking for thisvery bad film. Often, it sounds like a love/hate sort of thing. 

We all recognize it for what it is, but like the freak show at the State Fair, we just have to take a look and it leaves a mark on the consciousness that can’t be erased. 



Some of my favorite comments about The Abomination are; “It’s very grainy. What’d you

shoot it on, whole wheat?”  and “I’ve seen better films on my grandmother’s eye.” 







BARN OF THE NAKED DEAD (1974)

Don’t get caught with your pants down. 



I was very excited about watching this movie. The title alone elevates the material to

colossal heights. Even though it has two names, it actually has three names. The Shriek

Show DVD release calls it Terror Circus. I prefer to call it Shitty Circus because that’s what it is. I’m not one to pontificate regarding the artistic value of one particular film versus another. I’m not communicating with the readers of this book to demonstrate for you how

brilliant I am and how I can analyze and rate movies on a scale of one to five. I’m not



going to give Shitty Circus a two and a half star rating. However, I’m a seasoned still

photographer and Honeypot is an art director so I’m persnickety when it comes to visuals. 

This movie had a budget and future Robert Altman protégé, Alan Rudolph directed most

of it so my expectations were muddied up with anticipatory baggage. Shitty Circus looks

like it was shot by my dog, Zelda Fitzgerald. 





The movie is bookended by crappy music. It starts out with wonderful eerie music and

then quickly fades into a terrible rip-off of a Shirley Bassey, Nancy Sinatra type song. The lyrics are lousy and the music is just plain atrocious. It has nothing to do with the movie and the mood it sets is not ironic. It just sucks. 



Three chicks are in a ’66 Ford station wagon that looks like they drove it right out of the junkyard. They pull into a gas station and the gas station dudes flirt with the babes

because the pump jockeys have not seen good pussy in this godforsaken desert cesspool

in many years. The mechanically inclined gas station man tells the girls that the car is a heap of goat manure and that they better get it fixed before they break down in a remote

sandpit far from any strip of asphalt. The showgirls ignore the fix-it man because they’re in a hurry to get to their all-nude lounge act at the Las Vegas Dirtbag Inn. 



As bad luck would have it, the mechanic’s warning was prophetic. The girls in the rusty

station wagon end up on an unpaved shortcut in the middle of a yucca sanctuary. The sun

sets and they decide to have a slumber party in the stink-mobile. In the morning, they

are greeted by the handsome, Andrew Prine who was well known for showing off his

prodigious wiener in a nasty, classy women’s magazine about the same time this movie

was made. Prine, as Andre the pervert plays the part like Peter Fonda portraying Norman

Bates. In an amateurish documentary special feature, the producer of the film mentions

that he liked Prine because he reminded him of Tony Perkins, who would be forever

known as Norman Bates. Tony Perkins was a movie star whose twistedness stunted his

career growth. Prine was a decent actor who fell by the wayside like most decent actors

in the scumbag world of Hollywood. 



I mention the making-of special feature doc because I usually don’t watch those. Some

DVD nerds have multiple orgasms over the artwork in the sleeve and the extra features

on the disk. Frankly, I don’t give a shit. I just wanna watch the movie. I took a look at this doc because Media Blasters produced it. They also released Bloodsuckers From Outer

Space. Every person who worked at the company plus all their relatives and neighbors put

their name in the credits of this abortion of a video. I made my own special feature doc, 

which was professional but boring. I am convinced that Media Blasters questionable

decision to distribute my movie and Shitty Circus in the same year is what practically put the company out of business. 







When Andre takes the girls to his love shack, the babes throw away some dull

overlapping dialog. I liked it and was hopping for more of that naturalistic style of

direction. Instead, Andre chains the girls up in a barn full of hostage women. The women

are mostly morons and they don’t even know what the hell is going on. Andre enjoys

peeping through a hole in the barn, watching and listening to the women complain about

being on their periods. When he gets sick of that, he marches them around in circles and

punishes them with a bullwhipping. Later, he cuts off one whiny girl’s head and puts it in a covered glass cake plate. There’s one nude scene in the entire movie. It’s very weird

and confusing. A couple of random topless women give each other a sponge bath while

an obviously bored Andre sits in the corner and watches. 



Andre has a cougar in a cage and I mean a real cougar not an old lady who likes to get

poked by young studs. He lets the cougar loose to chase down a babe after he paints her

with blood pudding. In order to escape from the kitty, the girl tries to hide in an outhouse. 

To her dismay, a frightening mutant is inside dropping a load. This mutant is pretty scary. 

The make-up guys did a decent job and on the special feature doc, one of the old codgers

talks about it for thirty minutes. He’s probably told the story behind that make-up effect four hundred times to his buddies at the Palmdale AMVETS Hall. 



In order to break up the tedium of watching chained up half-witted women in a barn, 

there are occasional scenes of the lost girls’ sleazy manager trying to find his clients. This guy’s performance is not bad but he makes the mistake of hooking up with some law-enforcement types who wouldn’t know acting if it jabbed them in the ass with a

switchblade. 



Eventually, Shitty Circus comes to an end. If you’re like me, that’s exactly what you’ll be waiting for. If you plan on watching every movie ever made, you should put this one on

your list. Otherwise, schedule a root canal. 



Directed Alan Rudolf  Produced by Jerald Cormier  Written by Jerald Cormier, Roman

Valenti  Starring Andrew Prine, Manuela Thiess, Sherry Alberoni





 

THE BAT PEOPLE (1974)

Better put on a slicker. It’s raining bat shit! 



To begin with, Elmo said that he hated this movie more than he hated life itself. In his

dimwitted pontification, he surmised that if it was a lot worse or a lot better, he would

have enjoyed it. I woke up in a funk and then things in my life got funkier when I went

outside and saw the glass busted out of the driver’s side window of the Buick. The only

thing stolen was a homemade CD of Journey’s greatest hits. 



I started up this movie with modest expectations and I was not disappointed. It reminds

me of a really long boring episode of Kolchak: The Night Stalker. If The Bat People was

cut down to about thirty minutes and supplemented with a few scenes of Darrin McGavin

deftly delivering cerebral dialog, it would be worthwhile viewing. Kolchak could shoot a

few flash pics that would be confiscated by the sheriff and Vincenzo would get Kolchack

on the phone and say, “Carl, get your keister back here and turn in that story on the

world’s largest eggplant!” For the finale, Carl would fall into a hole in the cave and sprain his ankle and he would narrowly escape death by reciting text from an ancient scroll. 

Now, that’s entertainment! 









The Bat People is a respectable production. It looks like a Made For T.V. Monster of the

Week movie. The performances are all fine. Stewart Moss plays Dr. Beck. He’s a

combination of Tony Perkins, Bradford Dillman, and Jerry Lewis.  When his eyes roll back

in his head and he starts to quiver, you know that you’re watching some real acting. It’s

hard to believe that the hot babe of the movie would be married to this loser. It turns out they’re married in real life. Go figure. 



First we are treated to the happy couple on a skiing holiday. There are tall, beautiful, 

snow covered mountains. There is also gratuitous use of B-roll. B-roll is what’s known in

the business as random footage used to pad the film and also to use as cutaways when

the real movie is screwed up. In truth it stands for Bullshit-roll. This movie has plenty of bullshit, especially in the snow frolicking segment. Beck and Cutie Pie take a tour of

Carlsbad Caverns, which has been relocated to California. Beck decides to venture into

the “Do Not Enter” part of the cave and gets bit by a bat. That’s when his eyeballs start

rolling back in his head. 



His buddy Dr. Kipling is a cool dude portrayed by Paul Carr. Carr was a real actor who

guest starred on many television shows but worked mainly on stage, including Broadway. 

Kip tells Beck that he can have some fun with his hot wife and put off the horrible rabies treatments for a week. When Beck starts acting up, Kip drives him to town down the hill

where there’s a state of the art hospital. When they reach the bottom of the hill, they’re in the most hellish place in the world besides Los Angeles. They find themselves in a

barren desert. Beck starts taking shots in the stomach and the shots make his eyes roll

back in his head. 



People in the movie start turning up dead from murder. Each time, the murderer leaves a

behind a clue. The local law enforcement dickhead is Sergeant Ward played by the

terrific, Michael Pataki. He is part bumbler and part schemer. He likes to put the moves

on babes in exchange for his overlooking of criminal activity. Pataki shows up in the

movie occasionally to sneer and act indifferent to reality. 



There’s a hobo in the movie who gives an excellent speech that I have heard delivered at

Buchmanist house parties. He lives in a barn full of horseshit and only ventures out to

bum coffee and cigarettes. 



Stanley Winston did the make-up artistry on this film. It’s his first known professional

work. He created a bat hand and a bat face, both of which are outstanding. There is one

particularly gruesome scene depicting a vicious bat attack. This real live bat attack is a thousand times scarier than the wimpy attacks of the human turned bat. The herd of

authentic bats shit profusely all over the windshield of a car before gaining entrance and pecking a man to death. 



I have absolutely no reason to recommend this movie to anyone. It’s not as terrible as

some know-it-alls claim it to be. But honestly there are so many movies out there, why

bother watching something this mediocre. A friend of mine told me that if Bloodsuckers

From Outer Space was any better, it wouldn’t be good. If The Bat People was any worse, 

it wouldn’t be viewable and it would have to be a hell of a lot better to make it more than a pitiful waste of time to watch. It’s basically a werewolf movie with a bat in exchange for a wolf. I can’t think of any werewolf movie, including Moon of the Wolf or The Boy Who

Cried Werewolf that is less entertaining than this movie. 



Directed by Jerry Jameson  Produced by Lou Shaw  Written by Lou Shaw  Starring Stewart

Moss, Marianne McAndrew, Michael Pataki



 

Blood and Lace  (1971)

Two great tastes that taste great together. 



The most shocking thing about this movie is that Gloria Grahame plays the lead and she

is horrible beyond imagination. Truly an iconic figure from such Hollywood films as It’s a Wonderful Life, In a Lonely Place, and The Bad and the Beautiful, she sucked the oxygen

out of this cheap movie. Bette Davis, Joan Crawford, and Tallulah Bankhead made the

transition from glamourdom into aging broads in shock pics with much success. Bette

made a new career of it. Unfortunately, Gloria proves that she was never more than a

pretty face. 



Elmo was wired. I don’t know why. He wouldn’t reveal the despicable causation of his

mental state. Princess was still home from college but based on her well-established, 

Christmas break sleep schedule; she wouldn’t emerge from her chambers until two o’clock

in the afternoon. This gave me and Elmo time to watch two shitty movies before Princess

got up to stir the pot. I chose Blood and Lace for our viewing pleasure because I

remembered seeing it as a kid. The only recollection I had of the movie was that it



featured a claw hammer as one of its main characters. 







The movie starts out with a point of view shot of a hammer wielding person. The hammer

looks really good as it moves through the house. Even though the focus is shallow, the

hammer is actually sharp. There are other scenes where nothing is in focus so this

opening shot is unique. The hammer opens a door and a lurid scene is revealed. A whore

and her john are asleep on a bed in a room that’s lit up like a house afire. Now, it’s

hammer time. The two scumbag sex maniacs get their heads busted open with what I

consider the business end of the hammer. Those metal claws really wreck havoc on the

human skull. The place burns down and the real movie begins. 



This cute chick named Ellie is in trouble because of her hillbilly name and because her

whoracious mother is dead. The Jewish truant officer is hot for Gloria Grahame who plays

a mean lady. She owns a house that’s about to fall down. In order to keep the water

turned on, she takes in degenerate teenagers and tortures them. Mr. Truant dumps Ellie

off at shit mansion so that he can kiss Gloria. She keeps talking about how she’s old and

she’s lost her looks but she really is attractive. She plays the dickhead truant man like a junkyard fiddle. He overlooks the nonsense that goes on at the death house. 



Vic Tayback was Mel on the television series, Alice. In this movie, he plays a police

detective who wants to use Ellie for breeding stock. He also wants to find out what kind

of depraved acts are being carried out at shit mansion. He’s mostly ineffectual but he

wears a pretty decent sport coat. 



The kids in the house are mostly so whacked out that they don’t know what the hell’s

going on but they turn a blind eye because they don’t want to be blinded in both eyes. An

ugly handy man is played by an actor who is well recognized for playing ugly characters in many movies and television shows. Dennis Christopher plays one of the kids. He is

abused by not being fed enough rolls. He also delivers the best performance in the movie, 

even though he has little to do. This is sort of like me saying that I can jump farther than the members of the Special Olympics’ team. 



Tab is an overgrown adolescent who enjoys removing his shirt and digging ditches. Ellie

and a hot little bikini girl have a crush on him because he’s masculine and has a

significant bulge in his denims. The other boys are skinny and are only accustomed to

having sex while showering alone. When bikini girl gets Tab into the shed, she lures him

by removing her top. He is so overwhelmed that he lays down on a bed with her. Ellie

happily enters the shed hoping to catch a glimpse of Tab’s manliness but she’s infuriated

by the terrible sight of two beautiful young people rolling around on a lice-infested

mattress. A wonderful girl-fight ensues. Gloria comes in and breaks it up. This is when we get to enjoy a totally out-of-focus shot of Ellie. We are not taunted with a brief glimpse. 

The entire scene consists of intercutting between a shot of Gloria and a shot of Ellie. So as you view this scene, you will be scared out of your mind every time Ellie appears. This goes on for a while. Look away if you must. Your television is not screwed up and your

glasses are working just fine. 



There are some creepy scenes in this movie even though Gloria Grahame’s pitiful attempt

at acting mars some of the potential fear inducing moments. There’s a freezer in the

basement of shit manor. It’s packed full of meat but it ain’t the kind of meat you wanna

eat. Lots of things happen in this movie but it’s really the same thing over and over until the explosive climax. 



Blood and Lace is better than I remember it being, which is the opposite of normal. 

Usually the movies that I thought were awesome when I was a young person turn out to

be colossal turds when I view them through adult binoculars. Elmo liked parts of it. He

enjoys any movie with relatively attractive babes in it. He was fond of one particular

scene where a kid gets his hand cut off with a meat cleaver. Watching this movie was a

positive viewing experience for me and Elmo. He wasn’t asking for money. He wasn’t

begging me to bail him out of jail and he wasn’t vomiting. 



Directed by Philip Gilbert  Produced by Ed Carlin, Gil Lasky  Starring Gloria Grahame, 

Melody Patterson, Vic Tayback, Dennis Christopher







Blood Bath  (1966)

This is no ordinary gay bath house! 



Honeypot put this movie in the queue. Yes, it’s true. I’ve sold my soul to the devil in order to gain access to a near limitless DVD library. The bargain also includes my dominion

over demonic slaves who deliver DVDs to my mailbox. There’s an exemplary, 

independent rental store several miles away. I was once a longtime patron but now I’ve

turned my back on that house of home video worship. Honeypot wasn’t wearing her

glasses when she added this one. She thought she was choosing the film, Bubble Bath. 

That’s the one where young working women get drunk and talk dirty about men before

going home and taking a bubble bath. 



I was delighted at her mistake. Any movie with “blood” in the title can only be good. 

There were apparently five versions of this film. I saw one of them. The one thing I know

for sure is that Roger Corman lorded over this production. That means that plenty of

people got bent over. The most significant component of this work of cinematic dream-

come-truism is that Jack Hill worked on it. Mr. Hill was one of the most talented

filmmakers of his generation. He worked like a dog for peanuts and by the end of the

1970s he was tossed into the dumpster with all the other underrated talent that

Hollywood abandoned in favor of minions of overrated hacks. Slickness disguises the

shittyness of contemporary filmmaking and audiences eat it up like wheelbarrows full of



Soylent Green. 





A rudimentary investigation of who shot what is posted all over the internets. Read it for yourself. I will make known that Jack Hill created most of the scary parts. He also added

a well-integrated beatnik storyline. Sid Haig is featured as a wonderful pre-hippie hipster. 

Movie beatniks are most often hilarious representations of the counter-culture from the

1950’s through the mid 60s. They were considered silly, whereas hippies were depicted

as the dangerous, drug-crazed ruination of America. Thank you, Richard Nixon. I vomit on

your grave. Hill championed the career of the oddball, Haig. So terrific in Spider Baby, 

Coffy and many more, he fell into relative obscurity until Rob Zombie revived him. 



Blood Bath contains some stunning night exteriors that have a look reminiscent of The

Third Man. These are probably scenes cobble-stoned from the original crime thriller that

Corman stole off the back of a Vespa on one of his trips to the leaning tower of Pizza. The forgettable lead actor, William Campbell accompanied by beatniks, runs around in Venice, 

California in an effort to match the original Italian or possibly communist Hungarian

footage. The new footage was shot in a time when you could run around in Venice. 

Currently, you can barely walk there because of all the low-life scumbags that meander

drunkenly through the streets at all hours of the day and night. 



William Campbell likes to paint pictures of naked chicks with kitchen utensils protruding

from various body parts. He calls these paintings, Dead Red Nudes. These fanciful works

are appreciated by church ladies from the Andy Griffith Show. They pay high dollar for

these art pieces that deserve to be ripped to shreds, stomped on and burned up in a lead

smelter. This artist pretends that these paintings come from his imagination but he is so

untalented that he has to kill actual babes as inspiration for his hideous artwork. Then for some inexplicable reason, he dips them in wax. There are also some eerie scenes where

an ugly vampire runs through the streets. He captures the yummy models and takes them

back to a bell tower. Before he gets there, he turns into William Campbell. This is

because some random scenes with a running vampire were discovered in the vault of Leni

Riefenstahl’s collected filmic efforts. Corman won the footage in a card game with a group of Nazi poker players who had converted to Judaism. 



This movie seemingly pays homage to such films as The Mystery of the Wax Museum, 

The House of Wax, Bucket of Blood, Color Me Blood Red, and Meet Me in Saint Louis. 

There are truly some gorgeous women in this movie. Unfortunately they’re clothed

although I imagined them naked. Linda Saunders plays a girl in a bathing suit. Not only is this suit suitable for bathing in blood, it’s also skimpy and it reveals this honey’s prefect physique. She is one of the most beautiful young ladies I have ever laid eyes on and I

wish I had laid on her with more than my eyes. Somewhere, there’s a version of this

movie that includes a six-minute scene of this beauty dancing wildly on the beach. I

would like to get a copy of that six-minute segment minus the rest of the movie. 



I enjoyed this movie for reasons, which are unknown to me. Here are several possibilities. 

The atmosphere is very nice. The performances are mostly good. The film is shot with

black-and-white film. I have a fondness for girls in swimsuits. I like to see people dipped in wax. I like to see Venice, California with no people running around except for Janet Lee and a Mexican version of Charlton Heston. Jack Hill was involved. And, I appreciate

movies with beatnik characters. Watch this movie when you are stoned and you may find

a deeper meaning than I was able to ascertain. 



Directed by Jack Hill, Stephanie Rothman  Produced by Jack Hill, Roger Corman  Written

by Jack Hill Starring William Campbell



 

Blood of Ghastly Horror (1972)

Rampaging zombies! Washed-up Actors!  Closeted Gays! Trashy Babes!  Must be the

Republican National Convention! 



Ghastly…no kidding! This movie was very entertaining to me because it looks like it was

shot on color reversal film. Elmo noticed that much of it appeared to be underexposed. I

explained to him that sometimes it’s better not to see some  things. The best way to

create a mood is through the use of lighting and art-direction. This movie conjures up a

sensation of sheer horribleness that is unparalleled by even the most noxious Japanese

food. I am not diminishing the value of the Japanese race, only their food. It’s absolutely putrid. We dropped not one but two nukeyooler shitstorms on their dinky island so they

exacted their most hurtful revenge by opening sushi restaurants in America. What’s worse

is that many of my fellow countrymen enjoy the disgusting habit of eating chewy raw fish

dipped in a combo of breathtaking baby shit and vomit. Elmo likes anything fried so he is

pleased with tempura. I can live without the entire shooting match of that ghastly grub. 







This movie reminds me of being doped-up on cold medication. It’s like waking up in a

night sweat from the grip of an awful dream only to realize that you’re still dreaming. 

When you finally wake up again, you figure out that you’re in another dream. This goes

on until ninety minutes have passed and you become fully alert, engulfed in a pond of

your own saliva. If Christopher Nolan was drunk on window cleaner and made Inception

for ten dollars, the result would be Blood of Ghastly Horror. I don’t mean this in a bad

way. This movie is a veritable masterpiece of making one movie out of another movie

and then making another movie out of the first two. Each additional film contains new

footage that’s unrelated to anything in any movie ever made. The layers are intractably

woven together into an irresistibly trippy gruel. 



The first movie is an ugly crime drama called Psycho A-Go-Go. On its own, this movie is

useless garbage. No one would have ever watched it. It would’ve been burned and

sprinkled into a landfill with joy and thanksgiving. The one element that is established in this turdly germ is the preponderance of meanness on the part of the main character. He

is ugly, stupid and just plain mean. He steals a bag of money and some guy throws it off

a building only to be shot by the mean guy. A lady drives for a while and she has a

whiney-ass little daughter who should’ve been the one who got shot and thrown off the

building. The woman and her daughter get chased across the Arctic Circle by the mean

guy who is in turn chased by the idiot police investigators who are mostly dead by now

because of their own incompetence. The most meaningful and symbolic part of all this

crap is that the girl carries around a black baby doll. This is not just any black baby doll. 

This is a black baby doll with white person features. The audience is left wondering if the baby is perhaps high-yellow. 



Fortunately, new scenes were shot with John Carradine as the kindly, pinheaded scientist

who supposedly turned a Viet Nam vet into a crazy man by putting the man’s head into

an electrified colander. The crazy man turns out to be the mean guy who chased the

woman and her irritating daughter and the black baby doll to the North Pole. This

wonderful reworking of the beloved story became a movie called, The Man With Shit For

Brains. 



Next, the sexy, trashy, vixen of awesomeness, Regina Carrol comes on board to try and

figure out why her daddy, Dr. John Carradine got turned into a French fried chicken

dinner. Tommy Kirk, the homosexual Disney character plays a cop in this final reworking

of the mishmash of horror. Tommy knows that Regina is a totally hot babe. He loves her

in the way that contemporary gay men love Kathy Griffin. But Tommy cannot fully realize

his infatuation for Regina because she’s married to the movie’s director, Al Adamson. He’s well-known for making shitty movies as well as for being buried in cement by a

malodorous handyman who was remodeling Adamson’s bathroom. 







In a wonderful twist, a zombie is introduced as the glue that holds this whole bunch of

shit together. The zombie basically strangles people with his powerful arm and his bad

breath. This zombie lives in a jail. His daddy is Kent Taylor who at times comes off as a

truly wonderful actor. I loved his character and occasionally I was just delighted and then all of a sudden, Taylor would interject some bad acting technique and I would become

sad for him. He and Carradine are the two Hollywood old-timers in the movie. Carradine

plays himself. He hits his marks and says his lines. Bob Dix, another regular in Adamson’s shitty movies told me that Carradine was a varsity level drunk. He was always drunk but

he always remembered his lines. This is a sign of true professionalism. I know what to

expect from him but Kent Taylor is more of a wild card. Seeing him play a demented

zombie maker is really a lot of fun. It’s too bad that both he and Carradine were forced to recede into the murky slime of shithouse movies but at least they kept working. 



The presence of the two aforementioned actors along with the iconic Disney character

turned carpet-cleaner, Tommy Kirk make this movie worth taking a look at although you

may want to close your eyes intermittently. If you keep them closed for long you will be

disappointed because you’ll lose track of which flashback is flashing back to which

flashback. The moral to this story is that if you want to make a movie, hire a washed-up

actor for fifty dollars, and have him stroke his chin while exhibiting a blank stare. Make him say, “I remember when…” Then cut to a lousy movie that you made five years ago. 

Add some footage of a zombie killing people and sleeping in a jailhouse. 



After watching this movie, Elmo said “Let’s go get sushi, and not pay!” Elmo is a

scumbag. He has no money so I told him to go out to the garage and look at dirty

magazines. 



Directed by Al Adamson  Produced by Al Adamson, Charles McMullen  Written by Al

Adamson, Mark Eden  Starring John Carradine, Kent Taylor, Tommy Kirk, Regina Carrol





 

The Burning (1981)

Camp Blackfoot celibrates STD awareness with a group hug and weenie roast with

antibiotic relish. 



Elmo and Honeypot both agreed to watch this movie. I promised Elmo a sixer of 18 oz

PBR and I told Honeypot that I would take down the Christmas lights. Personally, I see no

reason to take them down at all. It seems like as soon as they’re down, it’s time to put

those sons of bitches back up. I guaranteed my co-viewers that they were in for a treat

albeit a sick, twisted, perverted treat. Elmo demanded his beer before I started the movie but I decided not to buy it until after. This afforded me a honey-glazed carrot to dangle

above his greasy head. 



Friday the 13th was the original cut-up festival. I went to see it the day it opened. My

untreated mental illness caused me to watch it three times in a row. I took my friend, 

Sam who over the years had spent a significant portion of his life being dragged to see

movies that he didn’t care about. There was no such thing as a VCR so we had to go to

the multi-plex to see the excellent horror movies straight off the assembly line. The

Abominable Dr. Phibes, Children Shouldn’t Play With Dead Things, and Count Yorga, 

Vampire were some of my many favorites. When I was fourteen I harassed Sam into

sneaking into the next screen over to see Linda Lovelace for President. He shit his pants

and we had to explain to my dad when he picked us up that Sam had a bug that caused

him to lose bowel control. 







Even though The Burning was not the original slasher smorgasbord, it’s very good. You

pretty much understand what’s going on from the beginning. Some kids are summering at

Camp Blackfoot, which is a racist name as far as I’m concerned and to add injury to insult there are no black people in this movie. The Burning was made in the era when casting

directors could advertise in Drama Log, “Open Call For Whites Only.”  The main character

is an irritating, nebbish mouth-breather named Alfred. In someone’s warped sense of

social justice, casting a Jew satisfies the minority quota. The only problem with this

reasoning is that Jews run Hollywood. Alfred is sort of the mongoloid stepchild of Woody

Allen. Woody Allen is a certifiable genius and he is the funniest person alive. This kid

Alfred is just the opposite but the actor tries to mimic Woody Allen’s facial expressions

and his style of running. 



Several years earlier, the camp was blessed with a kind, troll-like caretaker named

Crapsy. Crapsy had many hobbies including sniffing girls’ panties and reading gothic

romance novels. Some of the kids thought it would be a hilarious prank to set Crapsy on

fire. The next thing you know, a flaming stunt performer wearing a Kevlar suit stumbles

out of the cabin, flailing about and tumbling down the hillside into an open cesspool. 

Inevitably, Crapsy will survive, hideously burned and return to seek revenge on some

young campers who are unrelated to the terrifying incident. 



The kid named Alfred turns out to be a Peeping Tom. He enjoys hiding outside the girl’s

open air shower. He leers at one underage sweetie as she soaps up her supple little

titties and tweaks her large nipples. Arnold gets caught with his pants down and he’s

escorted from the premises and given a stern warning from the camp counselor. The

camp counselor then congratulates Alfred for having such a good idea. Alfred is a creep in every sense of the word and the fact that he’s the film’s hero can only mean that Harvey

Weinstein produced the movie and that his brother Bob wrote the script. 



In this movie, many young people are murdered by being slashed, pierced and stabbed

with pruning shears. These sightgags are lots of fun. I could never get enough. I won’t

reveal the specifics of who gets killed or when or in what way. This is not so much out of hateful secrecy as it is that I can’t remember any of it. I just watched the movie last night and I’ve forgotten all the details. My memory loss can only be attributed to the

mesmerizing nature of this movie. You become so involved in the story that after you

watch it you can’t remember what happened. 







Tom Savini produced the superior afterburn make-up for Crapsy. Tommy boy said to

someone that he took the job at the last minute and that he made Crapsy look melted

instead of burned. It takes longer to create a burned face than it does to make a melty

face. Anyway, the make-up effect was wonderful. All the bloody stuff was top notch as

well. 



A very young Fisher Stevens plays Woodstock and he’s very careful to avoid the brown

acid. Fisher shows off his acting skills, as does Jason Alexander. They could fart their way through the movie and still outshine the other performers. Holly Hunter is in this movie. I have no idea what part she played. I didn’t recognize her and I have a feeling that she’s

delighted at her unidentifiability. 



The Burning was shot in and around Buffalo, New York. I have been to this part of the

country and I hope not to return. I probably shouldn’t make such derisive comments

about Buffalo. At least it’s not Syracuse. If you go there and travel westward, it’s like

trekking through Siberia except with lots of rust. 



Directed by Tony Maylam  Produced by Harvey Weinstein  Written by Peter Lawrence, 

Bob Weinstein  Starring Brian Matthews, Leah Ayers, Brian Backer









CANNIBAL CAMPOUT  (1988)

New Jersey is no place for naturists. The campgrounds suck! 



For a while, I was unable to watch movies and write shit about them as I was spending

time in Terrell State Hospital. While I was there, I met many nice people; I took a lot of psychotropic medications, and I received several shock treatments. 



While I was away, seven houses in my neighborhood were burgled and one house was

burned to the ground. Then, Elmo disappeared. As soon as I was released from the

hospital, Elmo returned and taught me how to eat with a fork and how to write my name. 



Initially, I thought Elmo was my first wife, Pixie because they share the same hair color

and girlish figure. 

Elmo resuscitated me. He made me human again. He made me see that the world is

more than an ear of corn. 



It was my bad fortune that caused me to view Cannibal Campout as my premiere effort

after being released from psychiatric captivity. The first part I looked at was the “Making Of” Documentary, which set me up to feel sorry for the cast and crew, all five of them. 

They not only approached this project with such total earnestness when they were

making it but even now, twenty years later they remain earnest. The most disturbing part

of this “special feature” was that the director/star of the movie still has exactly the same signature ‘80s hairstyle. It was troubling to watch this kid in the movie turn twenty years older in an instant while sporting the same outdated hairdo. 







We learn from this nostalgic look back on the production that it took six months to shoot

the movie and that director Jon McBride shot hundreds of hours of footage. All this to

produce an amateur home video that takes place entirely in a wooded area. In addition, 

McBride was so unpersuasive that he couldn’t round up a cast. He assembled his friends

and neighbors to make up what is undoubtedly the ugliest ensemble ever to appear on

camera. The cast of any John Waters’ film seems like the cast of a daytime drama by

comparison. It’s equally unfortunate that none of them could act. There’s one kid who

chews the scenery portraying a cannibal version of Jimmy Durante, “I got a million of

‘em.” He offers some entertainment value, which is why McBride spends so much time

letting the camera linger on the kid’s repetitive rants. 



The music score consists solely of a brief piano dirge that is inserted randomly to indicate that the movie isn’t over yet. Special effects dude, Joseph Salheb provides some very nice gore and is to be commended for his work. The blood and guts mayhem is the only thing

that makes this video watchable and I use the term watchable very loosely. 



Having raked this movie over the coals, I must point out that I am a tireless supporter of micro-budget moviemakers. I appreciate the fact that Jon McBride made a sincere effort

and that he actually completed his project. But I should mention that Matt Devlen and

Bret McCormick shot their no-budget Super 8 gorefests, “Ozone Attack of the Redneck

Mutants” and “The Abomination” a couple of years before “Cannibal Campout.” Those

films out-perform “Campout” by miles in every respect. 



Directed by Tom Fisher, Jon McBride  Produced by Tom Fisher, Jon McBride  Starrring Jon

McBride, Amy Chludzinski, Christopher A. Granger                 









Children Shouldn’t Play With Dead Things (1972)

Warning all parents! Encourage your children to play with firearms. Playing with dead

things is a stupid idea! 



I saw this movie when I was twelve years old along with my friend, Sam at the Bruton

Terrace IV. In those days, we were not required to wear a flack-jacket or pack a pistol in

“The Grove” aka Pleasant Grove, which is anything but pleasant. I loved every minute of

the movie. It became my very favorite. I didn’t realize at that time that it was a puss-pool of depravity and perversion but I sure did like it. Sam was not as thrilled as I was but as always he put up with the oil slick of sickness that dripped off the movie screen. As I

watched this movie last night, it brought forth not only nostalgia but also a wonderful

realization that I felt exactly the same about the movie now as I did then. It’s been forty years since I’ve experienced that stomach churning childhood joy over this movie. But my

memory is so smashed together in synchronization with the present world that I could

remember the movie vividly, nearly scene by scene. 







The most beautiful part of the viewing experience is the movie’s harsh visual texture. It’s like a sandpaper suppository. It hurts to look at it but you know it will be a cathartic

experience once the pain subsides. There are several set pieces that duplicate the

eviscerated magic of viewing the finest work of artistic exploitation. The raising of the

dead in the fabulously creepy cemetery is evocative of movies made much later. But the

mood achieved in Children Shouldn’t Play With Dead Things is superior to most of its

copycats. The zombies are as scary as a rancid shitpile in the middle of multi earth tone

shag carpet on the living room floor. The masterful make-up work is so far elevated that

it puts most modern day zombie movies to shame. Presently, we live in such a zombie-

saturated world that there are about five hundred living dead movies made every year. 

Children Shouldn’t Play With Dead Things wins the award for best corpse styling. 

Writer/actor/make-up dude, Alan Ormsby sure did a number on this one. 



Elmo stumbled in ten minutes into the movie viewing. He was wearing an inside-out t-

shirt as underwear with his legs pushed through the armholes. Otherwise, he was

shirtless. His Bratwurst was featured prominently but since neither Honeypot nor Princess

was present, I overlooked his poor choice of wardrobe. I invited him to join me in my

movie watching and he excitedly accepted provided that I serve him a bottomless cup of

coffee. One of the things that I like about Elmo is his ability to go one on one with me on coffee consumption. So many young people these days are not heavy coffee drinkers. 

Elmo says that he likes his coffee as he likes his women…black. 



In the movie, an untalented group of community theater actors go to a graveyard island

occupied by dead criminals. The sadistic director of the troupe pulls some pranks and

scares the other desperate members of his acting troupe. He perpetrates these tricks with

the assistance of two gays, demonstrating that homosexual men are the best at pulling

off tricks. Ormy is the mean pervert theater director who keeps the others in line by

threatening to dump them from his upcoming play at the Crapville Junior College Theater

in the Round. Ormy’s acting sucks but maybe he planned it that way since he was

portraying a hambone hack. 



The kids dig up Orville, the dead man. Ormy poses him in provocative and silly ways. 

Defiling a corpus stalactite is a terrible sin that is punishable by a zombie of your peers. 

In one horrific and touching scene, Ormy marries Orville and consummates the nuptials in

a private conjugal visit after Ormy orders his fellow primates out of the rustic bridal suite. 

All of this business takes place in a shack full of rats. Ormy’s real life wife at the time plays the loveable mental patient, Anya. She is not afraid of rats, roaches or zombies. She loves them because she has a psychic connection with all things disgusting. Anya Ormsby

is good and so is Jane Daly as Terry. Both of these female actors were worthy of future

performing careers. Jane has worked a bunch and remains busy in television and movies. 

And she is still exceptionally lovely to this very day! 



The juvenile delinquent ringmaster decides to read some devil talk out of an old book

that Sam Raimi would find in the shack over a decade later. Ormy is disappointed when

the dead don’t get up right away. Why in the name of the baby Jesus anybody would

want to wake the dead is a mystery to anyone outside the devil worship community. He

may think that he’s a big shot just because he’s dressed in vertical stripped pants, orange velvet shirt and neckerchief. I won’t deny his cool cat status but messing with the dead is not a hip party game such as Twister. The deceased jailbirds are slow on the draw but

when they pull the trigger, they get nasty. 



Elmo was transformed by this movie. He said that it’s now on his list of favorite old-timey zombie movies. The wonderful Bob Clark directed Children Shouldn’t Play With Dead

Things. He also directed two of my favorite Christmas movies, The Christmas Story and

it’s Negro companion piece, Black Christmas. 



I recommend this movie to anyone who likes to watch movies of this nature. It is highly

entertaining and the zombies are mean and frightening. Even though it’s mildly gory and

the subject matter is not for children aged two and under, it is a movie that can be

enjoyed by the whole family. 



Produced by Bob Clark  Directed by Bob Clark, Gary Goch  Written by Bob Clark, Alan

Ormsby  Starring Alan Ormsby







C.H.U.D.  (1984)

A movie more terrifying than its acronym! 



I was hesitant to ruminate on such a well-known and popular movie. But my hesitance

was overcome by an acrid odor emanating from the little bathroom in my house. It’s

unusual for anyone to enter that scumbag half-bath besides me. However, if a foul odor

turns up and is detectible by other persons in the house, an air horn erupts. Finding the

toilet full of unspeakable material and overflowing onto the floor, I was forced to take

action. This incident gave me the courage to view C.H.U.D. for the first time. I feel

ashamed at myself for never having watched it before but I’m ashamed of so many

incidents leading to the present tense of my life that I don’t care. 







I watched this one alone. No Elmo. No Princess. No Honeypot. I was flying solo into

uncharted and potentially flatulent territory. I knew I would like the movie and so I would just take the ride and shut down the part of my psychotropically damaged brain matter

that represents critical thought. This damage was not carried out by my own self but by

persons in the alleged medical profession. Psychiatry is a perilous corridor of quackery

with a prescription pad. I did enjoy the movie very much. 



John Heard plays the main character in the movie. He’s a photographer who possesses a

trait common to many people. He has an overflowing garbage dump full of success and

money and he hates it. I have never fully understood this type of human. My rusty

grappling hook is so constantly and desperately in search of financial security that I

cannot for the life of me understand why some idiot would detest having made good. This

is a character written by a screenwriter in search of a conflict. If it were my script, the main character would be nervous over all the prostitutes he’s killed in the last twenty

years. 



Photoguy steps into a pile of horseshit when things start happening and he begins to

care. His girlfriend or wife is a model who upsets him because she’s caught modeling. 

Daniel Stern is a filthy, communist preacher who enjoys cooking slop for underground

hobos. He knows that something is screwy when beggars start disappearing in pre-

Giuliani New York City. It seems like Photoguy and Preacherman join forces either by

mutual consent or on accident. 



There are bad monsters in the sewer. They look pretty good. I hate CGI humanoids such

as the ones seen in the Will Smith version of I Am Legend. So, I’ve learned to appreciate

the inherent shortcomings of real filmmaking. The cannibal mutants in C.H.U.D are seen

in frightening close-up and in slightly hokey full shots. In a wide shot we see a cannibal card party in the sewer as witnessed by the Preacherman. The creatures look like a bunch

of phonies but the overall effect is still horrific. 



When the Preacherman first gets a whiff of what’s going on, he tries to make a call to the National Enquirer from a pay phone. A gay man gym-rat wearing a tight pink polo shirt

eats the preacher’s dime. This is one of the most perplexing and worrisome moments in

the movie. It represents the opposite of gay bashing. If taunting a preacher is not

shameful enough, eating his spare change is an outrage. Later, the strange man locks the

preacher in the sewer. This represents the most heinous manifestation of sexual

harassment I have seen lately. 



A delightfully horrifying scene features a young boy repeatedly retrieving toys that litter the outside of a basement doorway while a cannibal is demolishing the door. When the

humanoid breaks through the door, it goes upstairs and busts through the fashion model’s

door even though she has piled up a few pieces of lightweight furniture against it. In

movies, characters always move furniture against a door when a monster is trying to

break in. I have never witnessed an effective use of this technology. 



A big shot who’s guilty of doing something unscrupulous decides to park trucks over every

manhole in Manhattan. The tires cover the lids so that no monster or human can escape

from the sewer. Then the police set off a flurry of stink bombs in hopes of killing the

monsters. While this is going on, the Preacherman and Photoguy are getting themselves

in jeopardy. 



Whether you like it or not, this is a classic of the sewer-cannibal genre. I am inclined to comment further but my neighbor Sandor is running his gasoline powered leaf blower

again for the eighth time in two days. I’m developing an exploded eardrum so I’m going

into the safe room. 



Directed by Douglas Cheek  Produced by Andrew Bonime  Written by Parnell Hall  Starring

John Heard, Daniel Stern, Kim Greist









Daughters of Darkness (1971)

There ain’t no dark meat here. These chicks are smokin’ Arian babes and they get naked

with the lights on! 



It stank. It stank really bad. Or as my grandmother would say, “It stunk to high heaven.” I never understood what she meant by high heaven stinking. As a child I imagined what a

horrible place this must be to spend eternity. Instead I hoped for a space in low heaven. 

And if one wasn’t available I would get on the wait list. 



Elmo stepped in dogshit and tracked it into the living room. I scolded him harshly and



made him clean it up. We sat down to watch Daughters of Darkness. I’m pretty sure he

was tripping on acid or something because he was acting very weird. I usually solicit his

opinion of the movies we watch but in this case I was fearful of his response. 





I’ll start by expressing my fondness for this film. From where I sit, it’s an overlooked

masterpiece. Of course I have a very good seat so others may not agree with my

assessment. 



A couple of horny newlyweds, Stefan and his hot toddy, Valerie get down to business in a

train compartment. They end up checking into a palatial hotel in Oostende with plenty of

vacancies. The lovebirds are not yet ready to cross the English Channel. My advice to

them would be to avoid spending time in Belgium altogether. Nothing good can come

from it. I was there once and the most striking thing about the place is that the people

there have terrible dental health. Their teeth are atrocious. The whole time I was there, I was hoping that the locals would be in a bad mood because if they smiled at me, I would

be sickened. I didn’t get close enough to smell a Belgian but my guess is that they are

malodorous. Europe is an untapped market for deodorant companies. 



We know this is a depressing and awful place because it’s dark in the daytime but the

kids are desperate for a bed so they can do the pokey wokie. Stefan, played by John

Karlen is best known as the curious imbecile who released Barnabus Collins from his

coffin in the Dark Shadows T.V. soap. He reprised the role in the awesome film version, 

House of Dark Shadows, which I saw at the Casa Linda Theater when I was ten years old. 

A man in a vampire outfit was lurking in the darkness just inside the door to the viewing

part of the theater. I nearly peed my pants. I loved the movie and still do. The Casa Linda movie theater is blocks from my house and it has been turned into a vitamin store. This is sacrilegious and I will never set foot in there. A pox on your supplements and organic

meats! Mr. Karlen was also Lacy’s fat brother on the show Cagney and Lacy. He won an

Emmy for that. Maybe he should’ve bulked up sooner. That’s one instance that proves the

value of obesity. Karlen is excellent as Stefan. 







This chick, Valerie turns my head three hundred and sixty degrees. She is especially

beautiful naked. We never really find out what her game is. She seems to be pretty

empty headed but that don’t bother Stefan a bit. They play around and act distant from

each other and he eats fish in the restaurant. While they’re sitting there sulking, an

elegant, mysterious woman wearing a sexy veil arrives at the hotel. She is the countess, 

Elizabeth Bathory. This knockout of a siren made me want to jump in a hot tub with her. 

She also scared me. You can tell right off that she’s bad news. The dumpy hotel clerk

recognizes her as a woman he saw when he was a youngster, forty years ago! Daupine

Seyrig is delicious. She possesses the striking beauty of Tippi Hedron except she can act. 

The Countess shows up with another beauty named Ilona. She also gets naked. For this I

give her high marks. At this point, you pretty much realize that these two babes have

been doing some muff diving. The Countess gets the bright idea that she wants to hook

up with the newlyweds. This sets the movie on a course of sadism and lesbianism, a

delightful combination. 



Stefan turns out to be some kind of nut-job. He keeps making phone calls to his mother

but when we see who turns out to be on the other end of the line, it’s pretty obvious that this dude’s taken a tour of the fruitcake factory. 





These four attractive people start to hang out together. The Countess casts her mojo and

the other three drink the Kool Aid. Stefan is pissed when his babe is more interested in

The Countess than in him. He mans up as much as he can but he can’t break the spell. He

ends up doing the naked nature dance with Ilona. She fights like hell when he tries to get her to take a shower. She has an aversion to water, which means she’s either a vampire

or a Belgian or both. This is one shower scene you will not likely forget and why would

you want to. 



The Countess dutifully accompanies Valerie to view the shower debacle. The nubile bride

yells at her hubby and tells him to stop waving his wiener around and put a towel on. 

Valerie is hypnotized into spending the night with the Countess so they can do the

monkey-doodle-doo all night long. 





The Countess and the young couple spend a lot of time riding around in Bathory’s vintage

Bristol. This is a car that I’ve never seen or heard of in my life. During all this driving around, the Countess talks non-stop about how they have to return to the hotel before

daybreak. Enough already. We get the point Liz Bathory. You’re a goddamn vampire. 



Daughters of Darkness is a yummy crème brulee of sadistic vampire lesbianism. The

cinematography is lush and painterly. The production design is classy. The locations are

opulent, bleak and haunting. I highly recommend this film. It deserves a resurgent cult

following. If you’re a man, this movie may cause you to take pause before hooking up

with two lesbians. I recommend that you pause very briefly. This is only a movie. 



Directed by Harry Kumel Produced by Paul Coilet, Alain Guilleaume  Written by Harry

Kumel, J.J. Amiel Starring Delphine Seyrig, Danielle Ouimet, John Karlen









Deranged (1974)

He’s off his meds. He’s on a bender. This lady’s man is a real cut-up! 



Elmo was sullen. He ran out of dope and he was also feeling dejected after being dumped

by his lady friend, Carlos. I told him that with a name like that, Carlos was no lady. Elmo responded that Carlos was a self-indentified female. I personally believe that Elmo was

hustling again and that Carlos was providing the disheveled young idiot with poppers and

Phenobarbital. My semi-adopted bastard son sat in on the viewing but his heart was not

in it. 



First of all, this movie was reportedly made for two hundred thousand clams but it’s worth at least that many large Maine lobsters. This is the most accurate retelling of the startling Ed Gein story. He did some bad things to women. The writer, co-director, and creator of

scary make-up, was Alan Ormsby. Everything he did was as good as a pot of genuine

Cajun gumbo. You’ll realize that after you’ve watched the movie and you come down with

a bout of near-fatal heartburn and explosive diarrhea. Tom Savini helped out Al with the

beautiful spooksmanship. 







This movie is like a symphony performed by dueling banjos. There was no money for the

concert but the maestro did a hell of a job. The creepiness of this artful piece of cinema is unparalleled by any family picnic I have attended. I was impressed by the compositions, 

blocking of scenes and artful use of dime store production design. And of course, the dead people are wonderfully recreated from autopsy photos and scenes from driver’s ed films. 

There’s a funeral scene conducted in a black limbo church and it comes off like a rabbit’s foot with magical powers. My favorite set was put together for a barroom scene. It was

exactly like a good high school play. There were many signs depicting drink specials, 

menu items, and pork rind flavors of the day. Each sign was meticulously hand printed on

poster board and placed with loving care on the cardboard walls of the beer joint

facsimile. 



The film is fortunately not over-lit but you can still see everything. The product that was achieved with less than limited resources is just marvelous. Elmo especially appreciated

the dinner scene at Eddie’s house. The psycho mama’s-boy forcibly invited one of my

favorite characters over for a potluck of the dead. This chick was both hot and a good

actress. Elmo was rooting for her to escape before dessert. 



Eddie’s mother is partially alive at the beginning of the movie and she has enough spunk

to tell her long–in-the-tooth son about how evil the world is. She instructs him that he’ll get syphilis if he even reveals his penis to any woman. The old bitch does give Eddie

permission to hook up with her one time acquaintance, Miss Fatso. Eddie remarks in his

narration that he’s afraid he might get lost in all that fat but that he’s willing to give Lard-Ass a ride on his love machine. Speaking of narration, this movie has a professional on-

camera spokesman who tells the audience how utterly worrisome this movie is and that

they should leave now if they’re hooked up to a pacemaker. Early on, the narrator

appears randomly in the middle of scenes to give his take on the proceedings and to

further warn the audience. He’s attired in a full-length gray wool pea coat. It was one of the most brilliant articles of clothing I have ever seen and if I owned it, I would wear it everyday. To my dismay, the stylish narrator discontinues his informative on-screen

sessions too soon into the running time. Either his paycheck bounced or he was too

frightened to continue his reporting. 



Roberts Blossum plays Eddie. He has a very funny name but his performance is solid. 

Some viewers of the movie that I have spoken to interpret Eddie as a totally

unsympathetic villain. It’s hard for me to dislike him because he’s just like a Mayberry

townsman. I can just imagine Andy exclaiming, “Eddie, I’m sorry to hear that your

mama’s done gone to pieces.” Then Floyd the gay barber would chime in, “Ewwww, 

Eddie!” Mr. Blossum is remarkable and I will always hold a place for him in my heart, right next to a bottle of Maalox. 





My very favorite character in the movie is the fat lady. She is a certified nutcase. Marian

“Pookie” Waldman should have been nominated for an Oscar as the horny big girl. She is

so awesome that I would cast her in every movie I ever make but for the fact that she

has been dead since 1985. I would’ve loved to hang out with this lady and chew the fat, 

not literally. I bet she was a terrifically funny person in actual life. 





The only shitty performance in this excellent movie is by the chick who eventually ends

up naked so I guess it was a trade off. Her presence really throws the picture off balance considering that the filmmakers did so much for so little. The movie is virtually spot on

but this non-actress is a painful hiccup that made me throw up a little in my mouth. I

would’ve cast a decent actress and used a body double for the nudity. 



Elmo also has great appreciation for this movie. In my educated opinion, it’s very good. In Elmo’s degenerate opinion, it is sidesplitting. I hope you’ll watch this in order to discover how exemplary a film shot in Canada can be. I am now convinced that Canadian bacon is

not the only delicious thing to come out of the land of the Canook. 



Directed by Alan Ormsby, Jeff Gillen  Produced by Bob Clark  Written by Alan Ormsby 

Starring Roberts Blossom, Cosette Lee, Leslie Carlson









Dolls  (1987)

The perfect birthday gift for little girls you hate…



Wow! I liked this movie…a lot. Considering that it was a Charles Band production, I chose

to proceed with caution. Charles is a very cool guy but he’s produced about thirty-seven

thousand movies, many of which are stinkeroos. Dolls is directed by the awesome, Stuart

Gordon who directed Re-Animator… yeah! This film has a shit barrel full of scary dolls and they are all lovable but diabolical if necessary. The story is commonly thought to be

based on the works of Hans Christian Andersen. However, religious scholars believe it is

actually based on an outline scribed on a matchbook by Andersen’s brother Udo Christian

Anderson who converted to Judaism and changed his name to Marty Grossman. 







Elmo was clear-headed and ready to have some fun with this one. He loves dolls. One of

his foster mothers wanted a girl so she dressed him like a sissy and made him play with

girly toys, especially dolls. On numerous occasions he planned elaborate tea parties for

his little darlings. The dolls started out drinking make-believe hard liquor and then

proceeded to spit and swear. Soon, a full-on doll fight would break out followed by the

inevitable bloodbath. You can put a boy in a dress and teach him to be a homosexual

until the cows come home. But, if he’s not naturally gay, he’ll turn every available toy into a weapon of mass destruction. I am not prejudiced against homos. Some of them enjoy

rough play too and that’s okay with me. If they would rather make a cake in an Easy Bake

Oven, they have my full support as long as they bake a cake for me. 



The people in this movie are out driving in a mighty deluge of piss when the car slides off into a mud pit. They decide to stop at a random house to make a call to the auto club. 

The main character is a little girl named Judy. She’s adorable but she can’t act worth shit. 

I liked her very much anyway. She sort of reminds me of the girl in Poltergeist except that girl was irritating. Every time I watch that movie, that kid works my last nerve. Judy’s

father is an asshole and her heinous stepmother is more horrible than Cruella Deville. She wears a towel wrapped around her head all the time and she’s not even a Muslim. The

stepmother hates the girl and as far as I’m concerned, Cruella can get bonked over the

head with a flaming bedpan. Elmo had some harsh feelings for her when she tossed

Judy’s Teddy Boo Boo into a pool of quicksand. The extra characters that exit the car are

two punk rock bimbos with greasy puke colored make-up smeared all over their faces. 

And finally, there’s a really nice guy named Ralph who is just a big kid at heart but not in a Michael Jackson way. Ralph is repeatedly accused of being a child molester by the other

dickweeds. 



The couple who own the house are terrific beyond belief. The old dude is Gabriel and his

old wife Hilary is played by Hilary Mason who was the weirdo blind psychic in one of my

favorite films, Don’t Look Now. The old folks live in a gothic mansion full of dolls and

puppets. Who wouldn’t do exactly that? Gabriel and Hilary are grateful for the stupid and

ugly guests but they mostly love Ralph and Judy. 



This movie presents an allegory of how bad people are ultimately punished by dolls. Pops

and the hideous stepmother do not show love or attention to their sweet little daughter. 

That places them squarely in the bad people column. The British punk girls have several

things working against them. First, they are British and thus cannot be trusted as a result of being from a country that has turned its back on the Lord Jesus Christ. Second, they’re stupid. Third, they’re unattractive. Fourth, they do not understand how to apply make-up

properly. Fifth, they try to steal an antique armoire and lastly, they are stupid. Judy is a good girl who is pure of heart and says her prayers by night. She may become a wolf

when the wolfbane blooms and the autumn moon is bright. I made up the wolf part

because this article needs to be a thousand words long. 



When the dolls get busy, we’re in for a real treat that is as tasty as a slab of pecan pie with a huge dollop of Mexican vanilla bean ice cream on top. There has never been a

movie with such breathtaking toys-come-to-life effects. Don’t expect cheesy macaroni. 

This is the real deal. The result is as perfect as my Meemaw’s ’98 Chevy Lumina. The

dolls and puppets walk and talk and shoot guns and throw knives in a realistic fashion. 

Elmo said that these dolls are his very favorite and that they bring back fond memories of his days in foster care. 



This movie was shot in Italy because it’s cheaper to shoot there than in America. The

Italians work for pizza. It took a couple of years for Dolls to get released which makes no sense to me considering how many stinky movies get distribution from the word go. Dolls

is a quality piece of cinema. It looks good. It sounds good. And, it’s in color. Watch it. It will be fun for the entire family but it may scare the shit out of your kids. 



Directed by Stuart Gordon  Produced by Charles Band, Brian Yuzna  Written by Ed Naha 

Starring Stephen Lee, Guy Rolfe, Hillary Mason, Ian Patrick Williams











Don’t Look in the Basement  (1973)

Curiosity killed the cat… The curious kitty in this movie sneaked a peek and fell asleep. 



I have been familiar but not intimate with this film for many years. In a perpetual act of divine intervention, I have not been allowed to view it. I do know that it’s a regional film made here in Texas, directed by the very highly regarded Brownie Brownrigg. I refer to

him as “highly regarded” not so much because he was in fact highly regarded but because

I am nice. In all the info I’ve come across about this film, the budget is listed at $100,000. 

An unnamed reliable inside source told me that the budget was actually $25,000 and the

movie was sold to Sam Arkoff who ran it at drive-ins for ten years and made buttloads of



money off it. It was originally distributed on a double bill with Wes Craven’s debut film, The Last House on the Left. 





I had to start this one over three times because my darling wife, Honeypot would not

leave the living room. If she’s awake she’s talking and she doesn’t stop until she goes

back to sleep. Then I had to wrangle, my bastard child, Elmo because I won’t watch a

movie unless he’s present because I’m “old school” and he represents the youth vote. 

Elmo drank a bottle of cough medicine and although he seemed unfazed, I felt like I

didn’t have his full attention. My sweetie boy, demolition derby cat, Buster Kitten threw

up right in front of the television, which I thought was an omen. 



The alternate title to this film is The Forgotten. This is what’s known as foreshadowing. 

For some reason, a big old farmhouse in the middle of nowhere has been turned into a

mental hospital. Several oddball patients have taken up residence there. There’s a policy

that no door can be closed or locked except for any doors that would allow a frightened

normal person to escape. So, the crazy girl who carries a fake baby but treats it as a real baby could be sitting on the pot and Judge Dimwit could walk in on her and cause her to

scream. She screams all the time anyway so who cares. She never shuts up about that

goddamn baby. One overgrown prankster boy steals the baby and I sympathize with him. 

I personally wanted to throw the baby out the window along with that fake baby mama

because that bitch was giving me a headache. 



Dr. Shithead has figured out this treatment that forces the patients to do the craziest

thing they can come up with. The idiot doctor believes that this will cure the patients but if you give an axe murderer an axe, you’re asking for trouble. The zoned out judge

repeats his name over and over again a hundred times while he bugs his eyes out of his

greasy face and lets his comb over go astray. There’s a bonkers old hag who recites

poetry and scares people with her satanic granny appearance. I don’t wanna give away

too much stuff because I don’t want to ruin your watching enjoyment but granny gets her

tongue cut out and for that we are grateful. 



The favorite crazy person for anyone with a big heart is a stocky black man who likes his

toy boat. He’s the only one that Doctor Shithead took a drill to. The doctor hollowed out

Big Boy’s brain, which rendered him harmless and left him just this side of incontinence. I was particularly fond of the hot nymphomaniac. She was really pretty cute and she was

ready to take a ride on any man in the tri-state area. She takes her top off a few times

and boy does she have nice titties, real titties, not water balloons. She falls in love with the telephone repairman and for some reason he’s not too keen on it. From where I sit, if

you show up somewhere to service the phone line, you may as well take care of any

other needed service at no additional charge. That’s what’s referred to as a gift with

purchase. 



Dr. Shithead goes on vacation and Nurse Ratched takes over. She claims to be a doctor

and she is the only person in the movie who can act. This character is played by regional

stage sensation, Annabelle Weenick. Her last name really sucks but this actress is

excellent in every way. She could easily have been a successful soap opera star but she

chose to stay in Podunk Junction in order to pursue her dream of working for no pay. 



This chick named, Nurse Charlotte shows up at the nervous hospital because she’s Dr. 

Shitheads mail-order nurse. Dr. Nurse Ratched is not happy but she allows the new chick

to stick around because what the hell else can she do. The new girl figures out pretty

quick that this place is a shithouse asylum but of course, there is no escape. The place is so crummy, it looks like you could kick a hole in the wall or bust out a window with a roll of pennies. 



The new nurse interacts with all the patients. There are probably a couple that I haven’t

mentioned because they are so lackluster and devoid of acting talent that I don’t care to

waste the keystrokes. So basically, most of the movie is a matter of watching a bad

actress interacting with other bad actors and actresses. Fortunately, this abominably

over-lit tedium is occasionally interrupted by a scene with the real actress. 



Besides the acting and lighting, other bad things happen in this movie. The one big

moment I was waiting for was when somebody looked in the basement. I was certain

that something really horrible was down there because nobody was supposed to look. 

When I finally saw what was in the basement, I felt cheated. If somebody would’ve

looked in the basement in the first fifteen minutes of the movie, I could’ve turned it off and cut my toenails. 



I believe the reason that this movie was so successful at the drive-in was because nobody

actually watched it. Most couples were too busy dirty dancing to look at the movie. Now, 

there’s a remake. We’ll see how that goes. 



Directed by S.F. Brownrigg  Produced by S.F. Brownrigg, Walter L. Krusz  Written by Tim

Pope  Starring Rosie Holotik, Bill McGee, Annabelle  Weenick









DON’T LOOK IN THE BASEMENT: Guest Commentary by Bret McCormick



If I ever had a mentor it was S.F. “Brownie” Brownrigg.  I first met him in 1983 and for

the next 10 years I spent a lot of time getting drunk with him at various places, but

usually the Wild Turkey on Walnut Hill in Dallas, Texas. We would talk about films old

and new, I’d share my challenges with him as I was producing low budget “exploitation” 

fare. Sometimes he would rent or loan me equipment. Brownie was a seasoned film

professional with an incredible amount of experience. He and his son Tony are the only

two people I’ve known who could be trusted to competently fill any position on a film

crew. 



I think Brownie began his career as a sound technician at the old Jameson Studios in

Dallas, Texas. Along the way he worked with Larry Buchanan, Larry Stouffer, Tom Moore, 

Joe Camp and other Texas Indie Filmmakers. It was Brownie who cannibalized an old

umbrella and some other odd items to create spontaneously the creature for Buchanan’s

ZONTAR, THING FROM VENUS. He was the sound guy on that picture, but in those days

everybody did everything. Pretty, cool. 



I’ve always had a soft spot in my heart for DON’T LOOK IN THE BASEMENT. I liked the

loud, in-your-face ad campaign and, let’s face it, when you compare it to the other drive-

in horror movie fare that came out during that era it stacks up pretty nicely. Brownie and associates spent about ten days in a small town…I forget which… in Texas and they came

up with a movie they called THE FORGOTTEN. 



When it was finished, they shopped it around and the best offer they got was $50K

buyout from Samuel Z. Arkoff.  Brownie thought this was all right since the negative cost

on the picture was only $25K. Brownie figured he could just keep doubling his money on

little pictures and do all right. That was before Arkoff double-billed it with LAST HOUSE

ON THE LEFT and made millions. Since Arkoff owned the film outright he just kept

releasing it. I used to read the movie ads in the local papers in the DFW Metroplex, 

always looking for a new horror film, and I swear DON’T LOOK IN THE BASEMENT ran

regularly at the drive-ins for 10 years. 



Bill McGhee who played the popsicle-loving simpleton and only survivor of the BASEMENT

carnage ran an oldies record store in South Fort Worth for decades. It eventually moved

to East Lancaster and last I heard was still open for business, though I don’t know if Bill’s still alive. 



Beth Chadler who played the cute little nympho was at the time of filming married to the

guy that played the phone repair guy. Maybe that explains why he didn’t seem too

excited about her. I heard rumors that she pretty much did everyone on the crew. Shortly

after the film’s release, she divorced her husband and moved to L.A. and became the live-

in lover of Nancy Culp, whom you’ll remember as Miss Jane Hathaway on the Beverly

Hillbillies. 



Annabelle Weenick truly was a great actress and very influential in the Dallas Theater

scene. She was in most of Larry Buchanan’s pictures. When Brownie and I talked about

creating a sequel to DON’T LOOK IN THE BASEMENT in the early 90s, he was dead set on

involving her. Seems Brownie was a technically savvy director, but preferred having

someone else work with the actors. Annabelle was his girl for that. 



Regarding the lighting in the film, I think it’s important to remember that it was shot on 16mm filmstock with an ASA rating of 16!  Holy Shit! I can’t even imagine working under

those conditions. And to think it was going to be blown up to 35mm and projected not in

theaters, but at Drive-Ins. That’s why it looks overlit on video today. If it had not been, it would’ve looked like murky garbage on a 1973 Drive-In Screen. If you had seen the LAST

HOUSE ON THE LEFT on the double bill with DLITB in 1973 you would’ve thought. 











Don’t Torture A Duckling  (1972)

But it’s okay to taunt him. 



Although the title suggests a Don Knotts’ vehicle from the 1960s, “Don’t Torture a

Duckling” and “The Ghost and Mr. Chicken” are only similar in that both titles include a

reference to fowl. In “Mr. Chicken,” Don Knotts plays Barney Fife. Bit players from “The

Andy Griffith Show” portray the minor supporting parts. The ingénue is played by Dick

Sargeant, also known as the second Darren Stevens on “Bewitched.” aka the gay Darren

Stevens on Lithium. 



No animals are tortured in “Duckling.” The ducklings are strictly metaphoric although

Donald Duck makes a cameo appearance. The film opens with three boys smoking

cigarettes. This was before warning labels were placed on cigarette packages. In fact

there are a lot cigarettes in the movie as well as moustaches. After the boys smoke

cigarettes, one twelve-year-old boy goes to an ultra modern house where his mother

works for a hot blonde babe. Little Pedro is sent upstairs to take the blond some orange

juice because according to his mother, the “poor girl is so tired.” Pedro goes upstairs and almost drops his orange juice when he finds the hot blond reclining totally naked. She is

so beautiful and natural in her nakedness that you can almost imagine she was born that

way. Blondie asks Pedro to come over and sample her goods but his mother calls

repeatedly for him to come downstairs. He is hesitant but quickly obeys his mom. We

realize that he’s only twelve because if he was fourteen, he would have shouted

downstairs to explain that he was helping Blondie rearrange the furniture. 







Soon, the film becomes an over long episode of “Murder She Wrote” except with lots of

exterior locations and no washed up T.V. stars. This film is stylish with interesting

direction and cinematography. It was directed by Lucio Fulci, “The King of Spaghetti

Splatter.” He made this one in 1972, before he discovered marinara. “Duckling is

essentially a serial-killer who-done-it and it actually has a coherent plot, which is

generally absent from the highly respected Dario Argento’s films. Set in an Italian village, there are plenty of suspects and red herrings. 



The village idiot becomes the first plausible suspect when he retrieves a six million-lira ransom. It becomes obvious that he used the case of a missing boy to trump up a

kidnapping hoax. After all, he only asked for six million-lira, which equals about three

dollars. 



The blond babe is a suspect because she drives a red dune buggy, she recently got into

trouble with the law by smoking a marijuana cigarette, and her overpriced cigarette

lighter was found at one of the crime scenes. We see her at the scene of the crime before

one of the murders when her dune buggy has a flat tire. She coerces a young boy to fix

the flat in exchange for a piece of her candy. 





Another prime suspect is a hot, witchy chick who sticks pins in voodoo dolls. Her friend, 

the old devil worshipper who lives in a stone out-house is another suspect. There’s also

the parish priest who is suspiciously handsome. He has good cheekbones and wears a

fancy hairstyle. He spends most of his time recruiting the local boys to come to the

churchyard to play soccer. He loves them because, “They’re his brothers.” We’ve all heard

that one before. The fact that he behaves like a typical priest puts him low on the list of suspects. 



A gang of hoodlums beats one of the prime suspects to death in a cemetery. During this

brutal scene, the soundtrack swells and we hear a tune sung by the Italian Karen

Carpenter. 



A visiting newspaper reporter with a moustache comes to the village to help crack the

case. The blond flirts with him but he becomes nervous, as he is obviously more

interested in the priest. The reporter tempts his fantasy lover with cigarettes. Finally, the priest actually smokes one after the manly reporter places the cigarette in the pretty

priest’s mouth and lights it seductively as the priest succumbs to temptation. 





Finally, it ends up that only a cute little retarded girl who carries around headless dolls actually knows the true identity of the killer. This is a good film and is especially

noteworthy for it’s persistent and effective use of a zoom lens. See it with someone you

love. And make a pot of coffee. It may come it handy. 



Directed by Lucio Fulci  Produced by Renato Jaboni  Written by Gianfranco Clerici, Lucio

Fulci  Starring Florinda Bolkan, Barbara Bouchet, Tomas Millian





 

DRACULA’S WIDOW (1988)

Dracula lives! He’s just pretending to be dead to avoid paying alimony to this stupid

bitch. 



Our furnace broke down this morning and my house was cold as a doctor’s examination

room. Elmo was out on a bike ride with Bosephus. Honeypot was cautiously elated to sit

in on this screening. She endured about twenty-five years of me trying to make a movie

called, Dracula’s Granddaughter. I wrote the first version of the script in 1985 so it was before Dracula’s Widow was made. I didn’t make my movie very quickly. I wrote about

ten drafts of it, which took me over two decades. I tried lots of ways to get money to

make the movie but my only calling card was Bloodsuckers From Outer Space. That

turned out to be the crappiest calling card ever to come down the shit littered pike. It

took me a long time to figure out I was wasting my time on that turkey. The most

pathetic part of the whole situation is that it was probably the best script I’ve ever written and I’ve written a bunch. 



Christopher Coppola directed “Widow” so it’s no surprise that he was able to get a green

light. His uncle Francis Ford made some good movies and his brother, Nicolas Cage did

pretty good for himself as well. The only problem with Chris is that he let an earsplitting fart with this salute to famous Hollywood signs. The gratuitous usage of tinsel town

signage was designed to let us know that this story takes place in Hollywood. It doesn’t

make a whit of sense considering that almost every movie is made in Hollywood or at

least in Los Angeles. Hollywood is the most super malignant cancer of the vicinity. Only

the most desperate of hobos would linger after dark in this puss-ridden den of dope

pushers and whores. Tourists also enjoy it. They go there to experience the grid-lock on

Hollywood Blvd and to wallow in the excitement of seeing more cop cars in one square

block than they’ve ever laid eyes on in their entire boring lives. Spoiler Alert: This movie was actually shot in North Carolina. 







Lenny Von Dohlen plays an outrageous queen named Raymond who owns the Hollywood

Wax Museum. Raymond is the biggest diva since Madonna. The most obvious difference

is that Madonna is not nearly as effeminate. I’m not insinuating that Lenny is a blazing

flamer in real life but he sure as hell camps it up in this show. Because of an ignorant

mistake, some guys leave a couple of extra crates in the back room at Raymond’s

museum. He questions them but they are so apelike in their mentality that they just don’t

care. They figure out that Raymond has some antiques so they decide to come back and

steal a candelabrum. 



We can only imagine what unholy creature is cooped up in one of those random crates. 

Sylvia Kristel crawls out in all her horribleness. She’s almost more frightening than the

wig she’s wearing. Sylvia is best known for being the naked lead character in the erotic

excuse for an art film, Emmanuel. She shows off all her talents in that movie and acting is not one of them. In Dracula’s Widow, she keeps her hideous clothing on at all times, 

which causes a rude and unnecessary backfire. Anybody clueless enough to cast this chick

for her acting talent is a bonehead. It’s an R rated vampire movie. Why not get this babe

to strip down? As far as I’m concerned she could just walk around topless and keep her

mouth shut. Her dialog is such a bunch of pickle loaf that it could have been cut entirely. 

Mostly all she talks about is going back to Transylvania to hook up with her husband, 

Dracula. Everybody keeps telling her that Dracula’s dead but she’s still working through

the first stage of mourning: Stupidity. 



The Widow gets pissed off about being undead and ending up in a load of elephant dung. 

The only thing worse than being a vampire is getting shipped to L.A. in a crate. And the

only thing worse than that is getting out of the crate. After some on-screen carnage that

is very nicely done, Emmanuel gets down with the museum-loving fag, Raymond. She

wants him to spend eternity with her, at least until she gets back to Transylvania to

renew her vows with Bela Lugosi. If Dracula is in fact alive, he probably shipped himself

to Argentina to get away from this bitch. 



Even though she’s one of the devil’s minions, she hates devil worshippers. She attends

one of the their services and it makes her mad. She gets bent all out of shape, as do the

devil worshippers. She goes ballistic on those melon heads like there’s no tomorrow. In

addition, this is the only scene in the movie that involves titillation. There is a remarkably well-formed topless babe chained to a concrete bed. I love everything about looking at

this action until the Satanists disrespect her by doing things that you’ll find out if you watch the movie. 



Sam Spade’s grandson, Shit Pigeon pretends to be a detective in the old days. I have no

clue why this stupid idea was interjected into the script unless the writers were trying so hard that they were straining. My favorite character is Helsing. As you might imagine, he’s the grandson of Abraham Van Helsing. So, Helsing’s grandpa poked Dracula in the heart

and now Helsing wants to poke Dracula’s widow. Who wouldn’t! 



Honeypot was very hateful to me for making her watch this movie. I told her that it was

her own fault. I didn’t bind her to the davenport. She could’ve walked out of the room at

anytime. She told me that I could walk out of the house at anytime and that she would

appreciate it if I would do it sooner rather than later. I couldn’t help but ignore her

because of my retarded short-term memory. By the time she finished speaking, I’d

already forgotten what she was talking about in the first place. 



Directed by Christopher Coppola Produced by Stephen Traxler  Written Kathryn Ann

Thomas, Christopher Coppola  Starring Sylvia Kristel, Josef Sommer, Lenny von

Dohlen             









Dr. Tarr’s Torture Dungeon aka The Mansion of Madness   (1973)

Here chicky, chicky. Holy shit! It’s the chicken man. 



To the casual viewer, this film is probably incomprehensible. For the open-minded

cinephile in search of hidden treasures, this is a must-see. I have heard this film referred to as trash, Mexican exploitation, cheap horror, and worse. Because I’m a liberal, I’m not judgmental by nature but in this case I’ll make an exception. Anyone who has a negative

response to this film is an idiot. The film revels in its complexity and randomness. Lunacy is the theme and the attentive viewer will become immersed in the crazy, silly, perverse, 

and demented stew that is served up on a royal platter by director, Juan Lopez

Moctezuma. 



This film is a journey. It’s a trip into Trippydom. The linear narrative sets the audience on a frenzied jaunt. The funhouse ride leads us by carriage up a rutted dirt trail, onto the

grounds of the asylum. Once inside we travel deeper and deeper into the bowels of

depravity. I know this sounds pretty heady coming from me but this film sent me into a

profound flashback, which enabled me to become one with my flat screen. This was only

problematic in that the master used to put this out on DVD is like dogshit hammered

vigorously into asphalt with a ball peen hammer. It is possibly a television master or most probably a clean VHS tape converted to a digital file for DVD release. Fortunately, Anchor Bay released this movie from a new digital master on DVD as Mansion of Madness. I will

purchase that very soon. 







This is a Mexican film, set in France, which is good indicator that there is little difference between France and Mexico except that French people are hateful and Mexicans are nice. 

The wooded countryside is lovely and it is full of lunatics. These numbskulls are more

playful than dangerous. They would be welcome at any child’s birthday party but

sometimes they do play rough! Some of the nut jobs that hang around in this forest may

be highway robbers but it’s impossible to tell. 



The strongest man in the world removes a giant fallen tree that blocks the carriage’s

path. As the carriage arrives at the entrance to the grounds of the horrible meat factory

of mental patients, dopey armed guards thwart passage. Then a bawdy, gay pirate

arrives. He is the exact replica of Johnny “Jack Sparrow” Depp. The homosexual pirate

says some words that are too gay to understand. The heroic, investigative journalist, 

Gaston LeBlanc takes the perverted, hippie pirate up on his offer to enter the gates of

hell. Gaston does not take the pirate up on his second offer but instead, takes a rain

check. Gaston’s cowardly buddy, Couvier will not enter the compound because he is

allergic to crazy people. 



I forgot to mention that this movie is based on an Edgar Allan Poe short story so I’ll tell you now. This movie is based on an Edgar Allan Poe short story. During, a number of

stretches of florid and/or putrid visuals, Gaston voices passages from the Poe story. I also forgot to mention that this story takes place in the nineteenth century. This is why Gaston arrives in a horse drawn carriage. Gaston is played by the handsome, action figure, Arthur Hansel. He should’ve been a T.V. star but things didn’t work out, which is why he ended

up in this movie. 



When Gaston enters the nuthouse, a suspicious blonde man introduces himself as Dr. 

Maillard. The doctor takes Gaston on a tour. The tour was free and well worth the price of admission. The images are wonderful. It’s slow going but wonderful going. The kids who

are used to shaky cam, quick cuts, bad compositions, and no production design cannot

enjoy this movie. Can anyone truly enjoy a slice of chocolate gateau from a fine patisserie if he is accustomed to a diet of Ding Dongs and Ho Hos? 







Initially, we are treated to images of docile, well-trained crazies doing menial, physical tasks that can be likened to a hamster running on his wheel. As we move farther into the

nut house, conditions are not as pleasant. The most important work of the weirdo doctor

is his creation of a new religion. His religion is the cure. He is god.  His fat, silent high priest wears a red bed sheet with a hypnotic swirl on it. Dr. Maillard’s religion will

eventually become known as Mormonism. All the patients in the asylum are provided with

special underwear. The young men are issued dark pants, white half-sleeve shirts, and

ties. Each one receives a bicycle. 



Gaston falls in love with the number one goddess. To his surprise he finds her lying prone on a table. She is adorned with green plastic grapes, which cover some of her privates. 

Inexplicably, one bunch of grapes is strung across her chest but her breasts are entirely

uncovered. This is what is known as production value. Later, Gaston and the goddess join

Maillard and a bunch of naked people for a very boring orgy. Gaston is an unwilling

participant. He refuses to remove his towel. It is revealed to us that he has muscles and

that he is hairier than necessary. 



Will the inmates revolt and storm the facility? Is Dr. Maillard really Dr. Maillard? Will

Gaston survive? Will he bone the goddess? Can chickens fly? The answers to these

questions will only be revealed to you if you watch the movie. If you choose not to watch

Dr. Tarr’s Torture Dungeon, I will accept your decision. You’ll find the sugar-coated lard on aisle six. 



Produced by Roberto Viskin  Directed by Juan Lopez Moctezuma  Written by Edgar Allan

Poe, Carlos Illescas  Starring Claudio Brook, Arthur Hansel, Ellen Sherman









Eaten Alive (1980)

With a side of sweet potato fries . 



This is truly a movie that has plenty of stuff happening. Me and Elmo watched it on a

Wednesday afternoon on the computer. My wife, Honeypot was mad as a dirt-dobber

because I promised her I would cut some limbs off the trash trees out back. Elmo was a

little sick because he bummed a ride that morning with a tattoo girl who had a hole in her tailpipe. He hasn’t developed a resistance to carbon monoxide. He got a sick headache

and the tattoo girl gave him a couple of hydrocodone. Anyway, he was not up to par. 







Depending on where or when you saw it, Eaten Alive was also known as Death Trap, 

Horror Hotel, Horror Hotel Massacre, Legend of the Bayou, Murder on the Bayou, Starlight

Slaughter and Le crocodile de la mort (obviously in Canada). All these titles are good. 



The movie is shot entirely in a barn, which is well decorated. Several bales of hay were



set on fire to create a smoke bomb effect. The lighting is creepy and very good. It’s not

like the Christopher Lee Dracula movies lit with a dozen industrial floodlights. The lighting man on this one had plenty of pieces of cardboard to cover up lights in important areas. 

He also used many red lights. I liked the effect very much. Elmo thought my computer

screen was going bad but he was in no condition to judge technical issues. 



Tobe Hooper directed this piece of wonderful cinema. Before this one, he made Texas

Chainsaw Massacre, which was shot out of doors. Texas Chainsaw Massacre is more well-

known because Tobe made it first and then everybody copied it. 



The main actor is played by an African Crocodile that was brought in from what’s referred

to as The Dark Continent because the native people are all African-Americans. This

amphibious creature is indeed mucho frightening. His main diet is made up of people! 

The famous actor, Neville Brand, plays the leading man. His character is half-way

retarded and schizophrenic. He is particularly angry because he’s off his meds and he

doesn’t like deviants staying at his shitty hotel. Neville owns a couple of farm tools, a

pitchfork and a sling blade. He is mostly fond of the sling blade and he uses it liberally. 





The practically unknown, William Finley plays another mentally ill character. He is weird

and twitchy. He loses his contact lens in some red shag carpet and accuses his wife of

poking his eye out with a lit cigarette. Mr. Finley played Winslow Homer in one of my

favorite movies, Phantom of the Paradise, directed by Brian De Palma. That movie stars

the popular midget actor, Paul Williams. 



At the first of this movie, Robert England aka Freddy Kruger tries to rear-end a wig-

wearing chick who works at the local whorehouse. She believes that rear-end sex is

unnatural. This is a confusing plot point considering that she’s a whore. Most whores are

experienced at taking it in all four orifices. This prostitute gets wigged out so the

manager of the whorehouse, played by Carolyn Jones who is fondly remembered as

Morticia Addams, fires her. Carolyn Jones seems to have shown up just before the

cameras rolled. She sort of remembered part of her lines but she mostly wings it. 

Anyway, the hooker heads over to Shithouse Hotel where Neville Brand is getting more

and more wacked out. The whorehouse reject disappears but you’ll have to watch the

movie to find out what happens to her. 



Mel Ferrer shows up with his lovely daughter who in addition to being lovely is also a

crappy actress. She reveals her excellent assets later in the movie when she undresses

and walks around her vermin infested hotel room naked. Her nakedness alone makes her

performance ten times better and almost causes me to give this movie my highest

recommendation. Elmo wants me to make a continuous loop of that scene but I’m busy. 

Ferrer is best known for being married to the awesome Audrey Hepburn for fourteen

years. For this, he gets kudos in my book. Ferrer ends up on the set of Eaten Alive in a

daze. He must have just returned from making some shitty movie in Italy so I’ll write off

his confused, wooden performance to jetlag. He and his hot daughter are searching for

his other daughter who was the whore. Of course, they check in at the filthy, dilapidated

hotel. Strangely, no character in the movie recognizes the utter horrifyingness of this

shithouse. I’ve stayed at the worst hotel in Belgium and it was like staying at the Ritz

Carlton compared to this dive. 



The irritating Mr. Finley becomes so grating that you yearn for his impending death. He, 

his wife and daughter are upset because before they even check in, the crocodile eats

their dog. Later, his wife spends thirty minutes taking off her pantyhose so she can put

her legs in the dirtiest bathtub known to man. She and her daughter mostly scream their

way through the movie. 





Another hot chick gets naked but I can’t remember who she is. My wife, Honeypot came

into the office and plugged her cell phone into the electric outlet. Then she proceeded to make a phone call. Whenever she talks on the phone, she assumes that the person on

the other end of the line is hearing-impaired. I was unable to pay attention to the movie

during this phone call. 



Stuart Whitman plays the Sheriff. He’s the only actor in the movie who turns in a

professional performance. He does not phone it in. It’s obvious that he knows exactly

what kind of movie he’s in and he even has some fun with his part. I remember him

fondly from The Night of the Lepus, a movie in which he and Janet Lee battle giant

rabbits. 





As you can imagine, most of the characters in Eaten Alive get jabbed, sliced and eaten by

the crocodile. This is a weird, creepy movie and I recommend it. I know that some people

find it a disappointing follow up to Hooper’s Texas Chainsaw Massacre. In spite of its

faults, I think Eaten Alive is a showcase for Hooper’s talents. His next movie, Funhouse

isn’t bad but its slickness is a distraction. 



At the end of the movie, Elmo threw up all over himself. Later, he admitted that he liked

the movie and that he’ll watch it again when he’s more coherent. I don’t see that

happening anytime in the near future. 



Directed by Tobe Hooper Produced by Mardi Rustam  Written by Kim Henkel, Alvin L. 

Fast  Starring Neville Brand, Mel Ferrer, Carolyn Jones, Marilyn Burns



EATEN ALIVE: Guest Commentary by Bret McCormick             

As a pre-pubescent gore-monger growing up in Texas I was always looking for gross stuff

to read. Sometimes I’d buy the true crime magazines at the local drugstore. One day I

read about a guy who had a roadhouse on the Texas Louisiana border and he advertised

a genuine African Crocodile as a tourist attraction. The guy was in the habit of hiring

itinerant waitresses, getting them pregnant then feeding them to the croc. He had a half-

witted fellow working for him who sometimes helped with the murders and took care of

the feedings. 



The ad campaign for Tobe Hooper’s first film made much of the fact that it was based on

real events; ostensibly the Ed Gein murders, though the events in Chainsaw bore little

resemblance to Gein’s real life mayhem. I always felt like Hooper may have taken his

inspiration for Eaten Alive from the roadhouse murderer story, but no mention was made

of it in any of the promo materials. 



Like many I was disappointed in Hooper’s second film, Texas Chainsaw Massacre was just

such a tough act to follow. If Eaten Alive had been made at any other time by any other

director, I probably would have thought it was fine. When I first saw the film it was called Starlight Slaughter. 



The American Western film had died a horrible death at the hands of American

Television. The studio system was breathing its last gasps. It was sort of odd in the 1970s to see these old western actors turning up in bizarre, gritty horror films. It seemed…I

don’t know…unnatural. Like finding out your favorite uncle was a pedophile. Neville

Brand, like Chuck Connors, always seemed a little creepy to me anyway so they made the

transition better than most. 



Years later when we were posting TABLOID! at Southwest Film Lab in Dallas I quizzed

the owner about Hooper because that’s where Chainsaw was posted. The guy rolled his

eyes with disgust and said, “Hooper was a confused nutball who cared about nobody but

himself. He walked around with a skull and crossbones emblem and the word “poison” 

pinned to the crotch of his jeans.” Pretty cool, I guess. 





 

Equinox (1970)

Warning: This movie contains gratuitous fried chicken. 



I know this movie has its groupies. I believe that they are old people who are excited to

see the terrible version of Ray Harryhausenesque stop-motion special effects. Also, this

movie is alleged to be the inspiration for Evil Dead. This allegation has not been

confirmed because either Sam Raimi is embarrassed or the idea of this inspiration is a

hoax. Whichever the case may be, this movie is shot on film. 



Elmo brought his biker buddy, Bosephus over to watch the movie with us. They stayed for

about five minutes and then left to go score some meth. Honeypot did stick around. She

walked in and out of the room so she only caught bits and pieces of the movie but she

ended up getting the whole story without much effort. 



If you like really cool cars from the 1960s, you will enjoy seeing them in this movie. I did. 

The story is not unfamiliar. A young man is in a mental institution because something bad

happened to him. A detective and a doctor talk about the kid. They’d like to figure out

what happened to him but they’re befuddled. Much of this is revealed in voiceover so you

have absolutely no idea who’s thinking or talking. In one shot we see a lab coat and a



suit jacket commiserating. I have never seen this in any movie before or since so for me, 

it’s a groundbreaking concept. 





One year before the mental hospital garbage, four kids drive out to a place in the wooded

desert to have a picnic. Even though this takes place after the summer of love, these

young people are not hippies or even hipsters. They’re like teenagers from Leave it to

Beaver. They are extremely nerdy and perhaps they are outcasts, which is why they

ended up in such a dangerous and exciting place. The main character talks with a dubbed

radio announcer voice. The other characters are dubbed with voices as dippy as the

dialog they utter. 



These ne’er-do-wells walk on a trail looking for a Jewish doctor who is also a lost

scientist. No doubt he’s lost on purpose. This allows him the least amount of running time in the film. The kids don’t find him but they do find a disappearing castle, which

confounds them. Then they have a picnic and get all greased up with fried chicken. The

second young man is possibly wearing a cardigan sweater. He’s very misogynistic and

taunts the young ladies about their cooking and their hairstyles. The radio announcer

does not take up for the chickiepoos because he’s busy solving a mystery. The foursome



encounter a park ranger a few times. He rides a horse and wears heavy eyebrow make-

up. We’re clued in to the fact that he is either a homosexual or a villain. 





After the relaxing, delicious picnic, our heroes explore a mysterious cave. Inside, they

hear spooky cackling. The cackler turns out to be a hilarious old guy who looks like my

grandpa. He has been smoking some super good weed that has made him giddy. The old

dude hands over a book to the kids. My impression was that it was a knee slapping joke

book but it turns out to be a book of the devil like the one that’s discovered in Evil Dead or possibly Children Shouldn’t Play with Dead Things. After much deliberation the

teenagers realize that this book is written in eight different languages that can only be

read by an Iguana. One of the guys is able to decipher some of it and his lack of fluency

in Iguana language leads him to believe that the book is a menu from a Chinese

restaurant. The kid who thinks he can read the book musters up his best crafting skills

and makes matching twig necklaces for his friends. 



Soon, we find out that the Forest Ranger’s true name is Assmodium. This is a nickname

for Evil Dickhead. The dickhead wants the book because it contains proprietary recipes

that will destroy the earth if it ends up in the wrong hands. Assmodium sends some

demon creatures to retrieve the book from our ill-fated heroes. A big cartoon gorilla

shows up and terrifies everyone, including me. The boys respond by throwing rocks at the

monkey in order to distract him. This style of cartoon making will eventually rouse Trey

Parker into making South Park. In deference to eggheads who are reading this (and

believe me they’ve stopped reading long before now), this gorilla is actually stop-frame

animation. I am reticent to refer to it as such because it gives stop-frame animation a



bad name. Later, a giant caveman appears. He’s wearing blue body make-up and a frizzy

wig, which is an indication that he is either a fierce beast or a homosexual. The boys

employ their earlier plan of sheer genius. They throw rocks at the caveman in order to

distract him. 



Assmodium turns into a winged devil toy and flies around. Whichever teenagers are still

living run until they find a graveyard. The devil toy is scared by a cross shaped grave

marker. He is scared because the cross is a symbol of Jesus. As he is known to do, Jesus

smites the devil toy with holy napalm. There is a big, wonderful explosion. This is the

moment we’ve been waiting eighty minutes for. 





This movie was made with love and reverence to the horror genre. The budget was

twenty-four dollars but they went two dollars over because of buying the fried chicken. I

appreciate the effort of these young filmmakers and I’ll give them a pass. I’ll even give

them a pat on the back though I feel like poking their eyes out. Watch Equinox if you dare but if you hate it don’t come crying to me. 



Directed by Dennis Muren, Jack Woods  Produced by Jack H. Harris, Dennis Muren 

Written by Mark Thomas McGee, Jack Woods  Starring Edward Connell, Barbara Hewitt, 

Frank Bonner





EQUINOX: Guest Commentary by Bret McCormick



I was really in love with stop motion creatures back in the early 70s. I would even sit

through Land of the Lost on Saturday mornings to see the brief moments of stop motion

dinosaurs. An early commercial for ArmorAll had a stop motion creature in it and I was

pissed when they reworked the commercial to eliminate the monster. My buddy Bob

Camp (who later went on to be Creative Director on Ren and Stimpi) and I used to

animate stop motion dinosaurs made of garbage bag ties and masking tape on his dining

room table. 



Back before home video and DVDs, die-hard horror fans like myself could purchase silent, 

condensed versions of horror films on Super 8 film and watch them on a home movie

projector.  One of the first films I bought from the local K-Mart was Equinox. This only

made me want to see the real thing. 



I began lobbying theaters in Fort Worth to play the film again.  I went so far as to get a press kit for the movie and mail it to the manager of the Bowie Theater. He informed me

that the Bowie was not set up with the right equipment to show Equinox. It was shot in

some sort of 16mm anamorphic format …or something…its been a lot of years and the

details are unclear in my mind. He suggested that I get the New Isis Theater to play it. 



That was the problem. The New Isis was located on Main Street on the dreaded Northside

of Fort Worth. My mother wouldn’t let me go anywhere near that place. People said it was

filled with hookers giving blowjobs, and paint huffers. A four year old kid could walk

around in the lobby smoking a cigarette and no one would notice. 



So I never got to see Equinox until it was released on VHS. Years later I filmed Rumble In The Streets on the Northside of Fort Worth. It was a film I directed for Roger Corman

about a teenage prostitute trying to escape a killer motorcycle cop. I even got a tattoo at one of the parlors on Main Street. Hell, the Northside wasn’t so bad. Mom didn’t know

what she was talking about. 









Frightmare aka Horror Star (1983)

Calling Boris Karloff. Clean up in aisle ten. 



If I had seen this movie when I was thirteen years old, it would’ve been one of those

movies that was permanently smashed into my brain…in a good way. Frightmare would

be stored in my special horror movie nirvana along with Children Shouldn’t Play With

Dead Things, The Abominable Dr. Phibes, and Count Yorga, Vampire. I watched it

yesterday and it took me back to that happy place in the crappy multiplex in the shitty

part of town. I invested an overflowing dumpster load of my young life in that pathetic

excuse for a movie house. These days, I wouldn’t drive through that neighborhood

without wearing a flack jacket, and packing a Kalashnikov. 







Frighmare kicks off with an awesome, washed up horror star who is forced to do a high-

paying television commercial because his career is over. He is so disgusted at picking up

a pay check that he wishes he could kill everyone. Ferdy Mayne plays Conrad Radzoff so

excruciatingly splendidly that he is now on my list of character actors who are forever

worshipped for one defining role. Conrad hangs out with his servant-sidekick, a

dilapidated German movie director from the olden days. They are big time frenemies. 

Their relationship is very reminiscent of Norma Desmond and Max Von Mayerling. The big

difference is that Max is caring and protective of Norma whereas Conrad’s butler hates his persnickety old fart meal-ticket. The actor who plays the slobbering chub Nazi movie

director is beyond terrific. I wish Tubbo could’ve lived to extrapolate upon his

wonderfulness. 



Real-life over the hill horror stars who ended up playing caricatures of themselves for

their entire careers were not so mean-spirited. Boris Karloff and Vincent Price were known for being pussycats. Conrad Radzoff is an ungrateful dickhead. His hatefulness is bound to send him straight to hell. 



He determines that his greatest role will be his kicking of the bucket. Before he keels

over, he makes a bunch of tapes that are set to play on autopilot inside his tomb. This

reminded me of the movie Arnold, another flick that I loved when I was a youngster. 



Some college kids attend an ass-kissing fest set up in honor of Ratzoff. He starts some

bogus speech about how he is moved by the boneheaded adulation of the doped-up

throngs of film school shitbrains. You probably know by now that Ratzoff has one foot in

the grave. If he wrote the phony speech himself, he wasted his time because his left-over

foot takes one step forward into the dead letter box before he says, “I love you

communist idiots.” 







Bubs gets put in a giant mausoleum in the Simi Valley. There’s a spooky house connected

to the high rent tomb. The horrible bedroom community of Simi Valley has a regulation

about interring people off the premises of a bonafide bone yard. For Conrad, they make

an exception because they really don’t give a shit where bodies are buried or dumped

there. 



The college film students have a perverted sense of humor so they break into his tomb, 

open his coffin and tell him a bunch of lame jokes. When he doesn’t respond favorably, 

they decide to drag his corpse over to the mansion of death. A couple of members of the

cast are noteworthy. Luca Bercovici plays the head dimwit. He made the movie Ghoulies, 

which was not terrible. A few years after that, I went to his apartment in Marina Del Rey. 

It was basically a tough shed with a view but I’m sure the babes were into it. Jeffrey

Combs is also one of the dipshit kids. He was the star of Re-Animator. Both of these guys

are very good in this creepy movie. There are plenty of good-looking chicks who are also

in this flick. One of them may get naked but I can’t remember. I’ve seen so many hot

naked babes in these old horror movies that I get confused on some plot points. 



The smarty-pants film boys recall the story that Errol Flynn borrowed John Barrymore’s

body after Barrymore croaked. They truly show their stupidity considering that they’ve got the story all wrong. According to director, Raoul Walsh it was he that propped up

Barrymore’s body in a chair at Errol’s house. When the drunken, Errol Flynn came home

and saw his old buddy Barrymore’s corpse reclining in the chair, Errol shit his pants. Any film student in California in 1983 who got that story screwed up deserves to die. 



Ratzoff’s bitchy wife gets majorly pissed-off when her dead hubby turns up missing. She

calls up her personal witchy psychic to flip the switch in the old fart’s ticker so he can get up and do bad things. At this point, the movie turns into a slasher revenge movie but

that’s okay with me. This is not a movie where you find out in the end that Ratzoff’s

mother-in-law is nutty and that she kills the kids off one by one with a Ginsu knife set. 

This dead dude is one powerful demonic son-of-a-bitch. When you see a close-up of his

face and he mashes his fingers onto the temples of his head, you know he is about to

conjure up a hell of a creative killing. 







This is a fun movie and I like it very much. It’s not well known and probably not respected as an artful work of cinema but I would rather watch this than most of the stinky

blockbuster pabulum that Hollywood shits out these. 



Directed by Norman Thaddeus Vane Produced by Henry Gellis, Hedayat Javid  Written by

Norman Thaddeus Vane  Starring Ferdy Mayne, Luca Bercovici, Jeffrey Combs             





 

Ganja and Hess (1973)               

Nice tits or large penis. Your choice. I’ll take the ganja and a pot of coffee. Make mine to go. 



The only person who could fully appreciate this movie is Timothy Leary and Timothy

Leary’s dead. Tim probably saw this movie. I knew him. He was a very jovial person and

a good storyteller. The beginning of Ganja and Hess led me into a state of blissful

anticipation. I was overwhelmed with the shear wonderfulness of the imagery and

hilarity. The elation of my conscious mind fell into a ditch, which is more favorable than



dropping off the edge of a cliff. This is a work of would-be art that lands squarely in the dimension of style over substance. 





Director, Bill Gunn plays George who is as random as this movie. He’s obviously stoned on

marijuana cigarettes during the filming of his on-screen work. I believe with an intuitive dose of certitude that he was also stoned while attired in his directing beret. Duane

Jones, star of Night of the Living Dead plays Dr. Hess, the lead character in this film. Hess lives in stately Wayne Manor. George shows up in a Rolls Royce at Wayne Manor for a

two-man limbo party. 



An impromptu jabber fest ensues. The butler, Archie shuffles around the coffee table

bringing various food and libations throughout the kibitzing. This butler activity is

reminiscent of a bit of Hal Ashby business. You might also find this scene in a Henry

Jaglom film but you’ll have to take my word because if you watch a Henry Jaglom film, 

you might poke your eyes out. 



George tells a very wonderful joke during the confab. There is an American director

shooting a film in Holland. The director does not speak Dutch. On the first day of

shooting, his interpreter doesn’t show up. He’s in a fugue state as the result of an

afternoon at a local hash bar. The director goes ahead without his translator. At the end

of the first take, the director shouts “Cut!” Hollanders within hearing distance raise hell. 

They throw Molotov cocktails at the cast and crew. A firefight breaks out. Many Dutch

persons refuse to brush their teeth…again. Finally, the director is informed that the Dutch translation of “Cut” is “Cunt.” Armed with this insight, he calls for another take. He is

pleased with the result and shouts “Cunt!”  The locals are appeased and the cast and

crew feel free to talk nasty during the rest of production. 



In terms of storyline, Ganja and Hess presents the tale of a filthy ceremonial dagger that was used in deadly rituals somewhere on The Dark Continent. Any person who is stabbed

with this pointy bone becomes a vampire. That’s about it but the running time is 110 

minutes. Many things happen during the course of the movie but I am unable to fully

describe them. The esoteric nature of this uplifting, erotic drama can only be experienced by watching it, preferably while high on good dope. 



George does some hard partying and stabs Dr. Hess with the bone. Hess gets the urge to

drink blood. George takes a bath. He brushes his teeth in the bathtub and rinses his

mouth with bathwater. This is one of the more disgusting scenes in the movie. George

apparently realizes the nastiness of gargling with dirty bathwater. He pulls out a gun and shoots himself in the chest. This offers Dr. Hess a delightful opportunity to enter the

bathroom and lick the blood off the floor. 







A hot babe named Ganja pays a visit to stately Wayne Manor. She wants to know what

happened to her deadbeat husband, George. Dr. Hess convinces her that if she

experiences intercourse with a well-endowed man, she will forget about George. This

serves as a temporary balm. Then Ganja finds out the George has been turned into a

human Fudgecicle. She’s upset for nearly thirty seconds then she and Hess place Georgie

in a baggie and drag him off to his final resting place, a romantic forest glade. 



Dr. Hess is really horny for Ganja so he stabs her with his bone. The next thing you know

a volunteer from a nearby recreation center comes over for a candlelight dinner of fried

chicken gizzards and hominy grits. The lovely, Ganja convinces the rec center dude to

come upstairs to dip his utensil into some real grits. After a scene of surreal humping, 

Ganja sucks the volunteer. Then she scratches him and drinks his blood. She and her

boyfriend put Junior in a plastic baggy and drag him out to the inspiring field of dead

grass next to George. 



Ganja and her new boyfriend, Dr. Hess spend much time frolicking. They run around the

grounds of stately Wayne Manor. They smell the daisies, chew on tree bark, look at

vacation photos, and enjoy lots of muddy sexual conduct to the strains of light jazz. After a while, Dr. Hess decides that he wants to follow Jesus. He goes up in the attic and looks at a wooden cross for a while until it kills him. 



The relentless sexy evil scenes are juxtaposed with snippets of Negro Christian antics at a church hootenanny. These people are filled with the spirit of the Lord and their presence

in the world proves that boring Christian sexual activity can prevail over the forces of hot, evil vampire sex. 



In a surprising twist, the film ends on a high note. Dr. Hess goes for a swim as Ganja

leers out the window longingly. He gets out of the pool and runs toward the camera. He

is butt naked and we see his humongous member flapping back and forth as he runs. This

is equally unsettling and awe-inspiring. After filming, he had to be treated for painful

bruising on his upper thighs. 



Directed by Bill Gunn  Produced by Chiz Schultz  Written by Bill Gunn  Starring Marlene

Clark, Duane Jones





GANJA AND HESS: Guest Commentary by Art Ettinger



I rented VHS copies of Black Vampire and Blood Couple on the same day, sometime when

I was in junior high.  After my mind being blown by Blood Couple, I popped Black Vampire

in. Upon realizing that they were different versions of the same movie, I felt like a young Albert Einstein, making a major scientific discovery.  Both tapes were of the

blaxploitation-era artsy classic Ganja & Hess, which is easily one of the most beautiful and cerebral genre films of all time. Dark, thoughtful, and played dead serious, Ganja & Hess takes morose, Vietnam War period filmmaking to new levels. Any purported film

connoisseur that hasn’t seen Ganja & Hess is a fucking poseur. The same production

company returned with the underrated Honeybaby, Honeybaby, a film that fans of Ganja

& Hess need to see, even if only for its historical link to blaxploitation’s finest hour. 









Gargoyles  (1972 TV)

They’re ugly. They fly. They read encyclopedias! 



This was one of my favorite movies when I was a kid. I will never forget the image of the

gargoyle rising up at the foot of the bed. Yikes! I was very excited to watch Gargoyles

again from an adult perspective but I’m warning you that mental health issues skew my

adult perspective. 



My next-door neighbor Sandor, lead singer for the metal band, Codeine was at it again

with his power blower. Sandor is a very cool dude and a friend to the end. He has pulled

me out of the gutter a number of times but he has an obsession with his gasoline

powered leaf blower. This particular bender started four days ago. He’s been blowing four

hours a day for the last four days in a row. My house is old and small and the metal

windows pretty much allow the wind to blow right through the house. So, the up and

down roar of his motor was both hypnotizing and hair-raising. I finally made a firm

decision. I had to watch the movie right away before Honeypot told me to paint the

house. Elmo had a ferocious headache but I needed his spin on Gargoyles because he

represents the youth vote. 







This movie was shot in Carlsbad Caverns National Park, known to Honeypot’s best friend, 

Normalynn as Carlsbad Cabins. Honeypot is a semi-intellectual but some of her friends

posses questionable levels of brain function. In the movie, Dr. Mercer Boley is writing a

book on Devil Worshipping from Day One to the present. He goes to the airport and

stands behind a three-foot high chain link fence to watch his sexy daughter get off an

airplane. The once famous would-be actor, Cornell Wilde, plays Boley. The one thing you

can say about Cornell is that he’s in excellent physical condition for a sixty-year-old man. 

When he appeared without his shirt, I was embarrassed at my own dumpiness. 



Cornell and his hottie daughter, Diana embark on a journey to a roadside attraction that

features bogus deformities. Willie, the old goat who runs the place is hoping for a book

deal so he takes the main characters out to the barn. Inside, Willie snatches down a

greasy tarp to reveal the skeleton of a monster. Cornell decides it’s nothing but a hoax

and he starts to leave. Willie tells a spooky story and suddenly an animal starts jumping

on the roof. Things get creepy and Willie catches on fire. Cornell grabs the cow head that fell off the phony skeleton. Cornell and the babe run away. Once again, I hate to ruin the movie but I have to tell you that the head gargoyle flies onto the top of the Country

Squire wagon containing our heroes. The reason I have to reveal this is because the

brilliantly talented pedophile director, Victor Salva copied this scene in Jeepers Creepers, a movie that I like. 



The gargoyle fucks up the wagon so Cornell takes it to be fixed. He and Diana check into

the No-Tell Motel, which is run by the beyond spectacular, Grayson Hall, better known as

Julia Hoffman on Dark Shadows. She always carries around a tumbler full of booze and

sucks it down frantically when she gets nervous. She tries to put the moves on Cornell but he is a man of integrity so he resists the temptation. 



A gang of dirt-bike riders gets blamed by the sheriff for the barn burning and cremation of Willie. Scott Glenn is the main dirt-bike rider. He is very nice-looking as a young man and he’s clearly the best actor in the movie. There’s some good action when the dirt-bikers try to outrun the police. Then, the bike boys get in a heap of trouble and get stuck in the

jailhouse. 



The movie also contains scary scenes of gargoyles running amuck in the motel. The head

gargoyle looks excellent. The monster suit with wings and make-up effects on this guy

are top-notch. Unfortunately, they put the subservient gargoyles in Halloween costumes

from the Party Warehouse. One important feature of these creatures is that they always

walk in slow motion. The effect is creepy. In an interesting twist, the main gargoyle

seems halfway nice early on but it turns out that he was just stupid. He forces Diana to

read devil-worship books and encyclopedias to him. This makes the gargoyle realize that



he and his kind are intended to take over the world. If she had read other books to him, 

he might think differently. 





We are shown a scene of about five eggs in a fake cave at the Carlsbad Caverns’ visitor

center. It was cheaper to shoot there as opposed to the real cave. When an egg hatches, 

a five-year-old human in a green onesie emerges and makes baby talk sounds. The

mother gargoyles look half chicken and half lizard. 



The finale features a dirt bike rally, a shoot-out and an outdoor buffet with plenty of

pulled-pork and deviled eggs. This was a T.V. movie and the conclusion was open-ended

so maybe a series or sequel was wished for. Unfortunately, the wish did not come true. It

would’ve been so wonderful to watch a weekly episode of gargoyle shenanigans. In

closing, I advise you to watch this several times. It’s one of the very best made-for-

television monster movies. I am a huge fan and so can you. 



Directed by Bill L. Norton  Produced by Bob Christiansen, Rick Rosenberg  Written by

Steven Karpf, Elinor Karpf  Starring Cornel Wilde, Jennifer Salt, Grayson Hall



GARGOYLES: Guest Commentary by Bret McCormick



As a young monster loving TV addict I would comb the TV Guide weekly and plan my

watching schedule. So naturally, I was present for the world premiere of this made-for-TV

classic. My brother and I loved it and we watched it several times as a rerun. 



I think this was the first time I ever heard a character in a film with an electronically

manipulated voice. This sort of thing has become so common that it’s hard to imagine the

impact it had for the first time, but the head Gargoyle’s voice was an effect with some

real bite to it in 1972. The next day at school I was calling everyone Diana and doing my

best to approximate the head Gargoyle’s voice. Debbie MacDonald, a girl who wanted to

be my girlfriend, asked me, “Why are you calling me Diana?” 



I explained the whole Gargoyle bit. I don’t think she’d seen it because she was addicted

to the Mary Tyler Moore Show.  “The Gargoyle voice needs a three syllable name to really

work.” I explained. “Debbie just doesn’t sound right.” 



“Well, my real name is Deborah.” She responded with a big grin. From then on I was

calling her Deb-or-ah in my best Gargoylian dialect. She thought this was cute and meant

we were going steady. 



The idea of Gargoyles being a separate species that only appear on the Earth

intermittently was pretty good considering most of the odd made-for-TV horror stuff they

were passing off in those days…like Killdozer (yawn). The only one that was anywhere

near this good was The Kolchak Tapes; Nightstalker. 







The Gore Gore Girls (1972)

Today’s Special: Braised Buttocks. 



This is by no means a stand-alone motion picture. It must be consumed in the context of

the entire works of Herschell Gordon Lewis. This is the last of his bizarre, inept, Z-grade exploitation films. After making this movie, which would later land on the “video nasty” 

list, he went on to make a fortune in the junk mail business. His most memorable and

watchable movies are Two Thousand Maniacs, Blood Feast, Color Me Blood Red, and The

Wizard of Gore. His work is significant not because he made movies but because he

created a genre. Praised as, “The Godfather of Gore,” he is a living legend. When I first

met him he told me that his movies are terrible and he doesn’t understand why people

watch them. 



At the cast and crew screening of Bloodsuckers From Outer Space, we ran Blood Feast as

a second feature. I didn’t pay much attention at the time. More recently, I had the

opportunity to see a crappy print of the film projected at the Dallas Angelika. I didn’t

know what kind of audience reaction to expect. It was mostly a younger crowd. 

Everybody laughed like it was the most hilarious comedy ever. That’s entertainment! 



The most important thing to note about The Gore Gore Girls is that it is terrible. H.G. 

Lewis started his career with an inept but entertaining piece of oddball cinema, Blood

Feast. Then for some inexplicable reason, each proceeding movie was worse than the one

before. I believe that someday there will be a revelation that this phenomenon occurred

as the result of a friendly wager and that Mr. Lewis won. 







The Gore Gore Girls starts pleasantly enough with a stripper getting her face smashed to

bits and her eyes gouged out and rearranged on a plate of hamburger helper. A drunken

female reporter for the Daily Gazette offers an irritating homosexual private investigator twenty-five dollars to solve the crime in exchange for the Gazette getting exclusive rights to the story. Nancy the reporter has the hots for Abe the dick. But Abe the dick does not

have the hots for Nancy because she does not have a dick. He instead taunts her with his

cane.  He has no apparent perambulatory retardation but he enjoys playing with the cane

constantly. Abe could be removed from the movie entirely and his cane could play his

part. 



When he’s not busy acting like a bitchy queen and trying desperately to be funny, he

makes every effort to keep Nancy drunk. This makes absolutely no sense because he has

no desire to poke her. It’s possible that he despises her because she’s a woman and he

wishes he could possess her attributes. Throughout the investigation, he irritates

everyone in his path. He avoids being beaten to a pulp by tearing up money and handing

it to people. 



The movie is mostly a serious of sequences about women getting stabbed, and having

their heads smashed and torn open. One chick gets her ass beaten to a pulp with a meat

tenderizer and then the killer sprinkles the victim’s buttocks with salt and pepper. Another lady gets her face dunked in a super hot Fry Daddy full of boiling oil and French fries. 

These circumstances are horrifying and ugly to watch but some people love to look at it. 

H.G. should get paid royalties for all modern torture porn movies because he paved the

way for such extreme depravity. I will note that Mr. Lewis is a very pleasant, respectable, older gentleman. This makes it all the more shocking that he could’ve made movies like

this. I guess he was just trying to make a buck like the rest of us. 



Throughout The Gore Gore Girls, the cops and private dick, Abe contaminate every crime

scene to the point that there is no useable forensic evidence. They do everything short of having a picnic lunch in the middle of the blood pudding that’s splattered all over the

place. Abe’s bitchy faggotry is only topped by the head cop’s stupidity. 



The most redeeming feature of the movie is the appearance of Henny Youngman as the

strip club impresario. He is featured in a number of scenes and he is delightful. The

opportunity to see Henny Youngman shamelessly playing himself in this travesty of a

motion picture is priceless. Henny should’ve won an award for his shear audacity. One of

the perks of the presence of such a luminary figure is that he is actually lit. You can see him clearly in every scene. The atmosphere of the nightclub could’ve made for a very cool

time capsule of the era. Unfortunately, it’s so dark that you can barely make out that

there are people in the scene. 



There is some really good dancing in this movie. Some of the girls are pretty easy on the

eye and they happily show off their boobs. This adds so much production value that it

allows me to overlook the movie’s flaws. Abe convinces Henny to have a stripper contest. 

The winning entry will receive a honey baked ham. The genius of Abe the dick is finally

revealed. He determines that he can solve the murders by keeping Nancy wasted and

putting her up on stage to do a striptease. 



This act of strategic private investigatory work saves the day and night for everyone. I

was almost ready to forgive Abe for the overuse of his hand prop and by that I’m referring to the cane. Upon much reflection, I decided not to forgive him. I hate him nearly as

much as any movie character. I must add that Abe winks at the camera a few times and

the movie contains several inappropriate slapstick moments. In a weirdly coincidental

twist, I watched Duck Soup after I viewed The Gore Gore Girls. Mr. Lewis, your movie is

not Duck Soup. 



Directed by Herschell Gordon Lewis  Written by Alan J. Dachman  Starring Frank Kress, 

Amy Farrell, Hedda Lubin, Henny Youngman





THE GORE GORE GIRLS: Guest Commentary by Art Ettinger



Herschell Gordon Lewis outdid himself with The Gore Gore Girls, his last movie before his

recent comeback pictures. Fun for the whole family, Gore Gore Girls has some of the most

outrageous gore set pieces imaginable, including the infamous meat tenderizer and

nipple milking scenes. Replete with comedian Henny Youngman, Lewis favorite Ray

Sager, and a bevy of blissfully ugly strippers, there’s plenty to enjoy in the non-gore

scenes as well. In one of the most haywire sequences he ever directed, Lewis lampoons

1970s feminists, adding even more flair to an already remarkable viewing experience. 

Despite the surface datedness, this flick’s sheer audaciousness still shocks contemporary

audiences. Gore Gore Girls is a true cinematic triumph. 





 

Graduation Day  (1981)

Drop out. You’ll live longer. 



This is another film that Elmo and I watched on the computer. Due to a technical

difficulty, my little Mac when kapooy. Elmo spent a couple of days rigging up my old

Commodore 64 so that we could get a choppy, halfway viewable image. The sound was

not bad. We could hear it. 







I was fairly delighted with this movie. There are always detractors to any movie. They are almost entirely resentful persons who have not and will not ever make a movie. They feel

sorry for how pathetic they are so they badmouth those who make an effort. I will admit

that some moviemakers don’t care if the product is shit because they just want to pick up

a check. Graduation Day is not one of those movies. The script is clever but not in your

face. The humor is subtle and is mostly conveyed through the performances of some very

cool actors. The casting on this cheapie is as good as an apple dumpling with a giant

lump of real vanilla bean ice cream. I’m not referring to the kids. As in most killer-on-the-loose marvels of crapiness, the kids in jeopardy are sucky actors. The chicks are there to get naked and tortured. The testosterone-overdosed meathead boys are there to get

horny and tortured. They generally also get dismembered. Acting ability is optional. It’s

the adults in this movie who get the gravy. 



Michael Pataki is hilarious as the sleazy principal. E.J. Peaker plays his unflappable, 

rebellious secretary. The two of them are a peachy duo. Even more hilarious is the

lecherous music teacher played by Richard Balin. He is famous in his own mind and

spends the summers on tour as a cafeteria piano player. He’s a total goofball with a rug

on his head but the girls swoon over him. Lucky! Linnea Quigley and Vanna White are

also in the this flick. 



Christopher George is in this movie because the producers called his agent and George

was available. His pretty boy looks made him a star in the television show, “Rat Patrol” in the 1960s. It was on that show that he flipped a jeep and took a sucker punch to the

heart that never healed right. He died of a heart attack a couple of years after starring in Graduation Day, which is lucky for him because his career would have taken a steeper

downward trajectory if he had survived. In this movie, his stationary hair is dyed black as tar. He is gruff and gets to shout most of his lines. 



The beginning of the movie unfolds with such homoerotic undertones that Elmo became

aroused as he reminisced about his days as a rent boy. Boys in scanty athletic attire

perform sporting activities such as shot putting. The slow motion sequences of boys in

tight shorts are both sickening and inspiring. This imagery could have been lifted from


Leni Riefenstahl’s classic Jew-hater epic, “Triumph of the Will.” Then girls are introduced, culminating in the combination victory, brain aneurism and death of the high school’s

track star. 







The dead girl’s sister, played by Patch Mackenzi returns home after becoming a navy seal

and kung fu expert. This smokin’ hot actress was not named because of wearing an eye

patch. Patch most likely describes another one of her attributes. She does get naked and

for this I am grateful. Her stepfather hates her and calls her a bitch. He likes her better when he finds out that she’s not taking a share of her sister’s insurance settlement. Her

mother is zoned-out on Valium and Percodan so she doesn’t know what the fuck’s

happening. Basically, this is the depiction of a family dynamic created by the death of a

child and the resulting shit-storm that the living sibling has to wade through. High School star athlete kicks the bucket. Her sister, Anne is made to feel guilty that she was ever

born. But, Anne has a sizzling bod and keen kickboxing skills so she will doubtless survive the emotional turmoil piled on her by her parents. 



The film turns into “Murder She Wrote” with a tiny bit of “Glee” plopped in for fun. This is a cautionary tale for kids who like to walk in the woods. Beware; you will probably meet a deranged killer in search of a fencing match. Who’s killing the surviving members of the

track team? Is it the smarmy principal, the kung-fu sibling, or even coach, Christopher

George? Could it possibly be someone who no one would ever suspect? 



There’s a terrific scene with the rock, new-wave band, Felony as the centerpiece of a

trippy light-show and circling roller skaters. This scene alone makes the movie worth the

price of admission, especially if you’re watching the movie for free. 



This is a slow-burn movie. It takes its time and that’s one of things that makes it so good. 

The post MTV generation, who long ago succumbed to the contagion of ADHD, will find

this film hard to watch. They are bound to label it as bad because they can’t appreciate it for what it is. This micro-budget slasher movie made butt loads of money so it was

largely appreciated by audiences of its day. There are a number of scary scenes, many of

them designed as red herrings. 



Elmo didn’t get it at all. He dismissed it as a stench-ridden, heaping pile of garbage. His estimation alone makes this movie worth a look for anyone who likes to suck in the sweet

honeysuckle aroma of 1980s slasher pics. Watch it with someone you love but don’t

expect the relationship to last. 



Directed by Herb Freed  Produced by David Baughn, Herb Freed  Written by David

Baughn, Herb Freed  Starring Christopher George, Patch Mackenzie, E.J Peaker, Michael

Pataki







GRADUATION DAY: Guest Commentary by Michael Varrati



Perhaps the most remarkable thing about the 1981 high school slasher Graduation Day is

how very little it has to do with graduation. 



Granted, I completely understand the motive for naming the film as such. In the

immediate wake of Halloween’s success, studios were scrambling to capitalize on the

idea of “holiday horror,” hoping that they would be able to make some quick cash at the

expense of a blood-soaked, festive fright. From 1978 to the end of the 80s, there was

nary a holiday or occasion that didn’t get the horror treatment, and Graduation Day was

merely one in a long line of successors. 



However, as aforementioned, there’s no diploma-wielding death dealer lurking in the

shadows in this flick. Instead of pomp and circumstance, the movie focuses on the trials

and tribulations of a high school track team that has attracted the attention of a vicious killer. 



Brief Aside: Wouldn’t it have been cooler if they called it The Track Team

Terror? The tagline could have been “Run…for your life!” I digress…

 

Obvious nomenclature issues aside, Graduation Day actually is a delicious little piece of

horror cinema. An alleged influence on Kevin Williamson when he was writing Scream, 

Graduation Day is successful for its blending of kitsch with darker themes. Far grittier than some of its video store contemporaries, the film exudes a certain level of grindhouse

sleaze that permeates every frame. 



With vicious kills and a little dirt under its skin, Graduation Day manages to make the

seasoned slasher viewer forget that this is a road they’ve traveled many times. 



Furthermore, for fans of pop culture anomalies, Graduation Day serves as likely the one

and only time Vanna White and Linnea Quigley will ever share screen time. For that

pairing alone, this thriller killer is worth the price of admission. 









Grave of the Vampire (1974) 

Blade before Blade. It’s Father’s Day and I’m gonna kick your ass, Daddy. 



The first thing that bonks me over the head about this movie is that I’ve never seen it. 

This is the kind of movie that would’ve been right up my rutted, unpaved alley. I

wallowed in this kind of movie during my youth like an opossum in a garbage dump. The

Grave of the Vampire is like a very cheap but good episode of Kolchak: The Night Stalker

stirred together with Count Yorga Vampire and The Norliss Tapes. Toss it all into a

blender, liquefy and pour out fifty thousand dollars worth. Michael Pataki is a horrifying vampire and this movie has some real scares. There’s a scene where some random chick

takes a tour of a basement in total darkness. She lights a match and the vampire is about

two feet away so you just see her face and his face for an instant until he jumps her. 







Hollywood Z-Movie Queen, Robert Quarry branded himself on my brain as Count Yorga. 

He was born to play a vampire and like Jonathan “Barnabas Collins” Frid that’s about all

he did. After Frid hit his one note, he retreated to his native Canada and disappeared into the outback of Ontario. Lady Quarry stayed in Hollywood and withered in plain sight. If

Count Pataki had been allowed to run toward the camera in slow motion like Yorga and

Blacula, Pataki would be remembered as a vampire. Fortunately for him, slow-motion

footage was not in the budget so Pataki had a career instead. 



The movie starts out in the 1940’s with a horny frat boy and his bobby-soxer babe doing

some slobbery necking. They brilliantly decide to stake their claim at the most romantic

place in town, a creepy cemetery. I must admit that for a poverty lane production the

crew did a hell of a job at this location. A couple of strategically hidden flood lights on the ground, and a smoke bomb totally slapped this place on the map of creepiness. As I

expected, these kids made a mistake. The bobby soxer and the bloodsucker do the sock

hop in a freshly dug grave. She ain’t too happy about it until she finds out that she’s

knocked-up. She is so overwhelmed with exhilaration at the thought of becoming an

unwed mother in the 1940’s that she forgets all about the identity of the baby-daddy. 



When the baby pops out, he won’t drink tittie milk. His taste buds only appreciate blood

so mom feeds it to him out of a bottle. There is one terrific tight shot of the baby licking his bloody lips. The baby’s face looks like a full-grown man with beard stubble! Scary! As the kid grows up, we only see him in silhouette as he longingly admires all the activities that he cannot participate in such as pie-eating contests and spelling bees. When he

finally becomes an adult, he turns into William Smith. This guy is one of my favorites

because he was in so many shitty movies and good television shows. In Grave of the

Vampire, he’s as wooden as a bodark. In some scenes I got nervous because I was

anxiously awaiting any kind of movement from his hulking mass. A simple tick or quiver

would’ve satisfied my edgy expectation. 



Count Pataki gets a job teaching overacting at the local university. This is a continuing ed class and the students are mostly people with nothing to do in their pitiful lives. To make matters worse, some of these pathetic losers don’t get to take the class because there

aren’t enough chairs. If I was desperate enough to take this shitty class, I would bring my own chair and tell the teacher to kiss my ass. The only problem with my approach is that

not only would he enjoy kissing my flabby ass, he would suck the blood right out of it. 

William Smith has spent his entire adult life looking for his daddy. He is so convinced that Count Pataki is his pops that he shells out money to take the boring class. Right away, 

Willy recognizes a family resemblance. 





Willy hooks up with two chicks, Anika and Ambrosia. Anika is the babe he really wants. 

Ambrosia wants to live forever as a vampire so she’s ready to hook up with the

Fangmeister. She figures out the true identity of the bogus teacher by comparing three

names. Considering that none of the names have any connection, she figures she’s got

Count Pataki’s number. She proposes to him but he is confounded because in his

homeland of Missouri, women never propose to men. This mix-up leads to some ghastly

shenanigans. Anika believes that she is the soul mate to Willy. He is attracted to her hot body so they’re pretty much a match made in heaven. The plot thickens when Pataki gets

wacky and decides that his long croaked wife will live in Anika’s body. 





A bunch of deadbeats from the community college assemble at the Count’s house for a

séance. The hottest babe in the movie is Abbi Henderson. She’s plays a ditzy broad

named Carol. Her character is so interesting and she is so pleasant to look at that I wish she had been the star of the show. A bogus psychic medium named Olgo and a couple of

mouth-breathers are also in attendance. It becomes obvious that Count Pataki scheduled

the event for the purpose of killing people and more importantly to yell at his dead wife. 



The showstopper is the tender moment that father and son make up for lost time and get

to know each other better…in a pro-wrestling way. The ending is sickeningly predictable. 

It faithfully adheres to the shit-template of 1970’s vampire movies. Despite the

obviousness of the entire movie, I liked it very much. The writer did in fact write the

scripts for several episodes of Kolchak: The Night Stalker and the director made Jailbait

Babysitter. Those credentials alone make the movie worth viewing. 



Directed by John Hayes  Produced by Daniel Cady  Written by David Chase  Starring

William Smith, Michael Pataki









Guru The Mad Monk (1970)

Killer Catholic at large! Staten Island in lockdown! 



Elmo was intrigued by this title. Prior to his adoption by a happy Mormon family in Salt

Lake City, he lived in a hellish Foster home beset by Catholicism. It was not only his

vicious mean streak that led him to dislike all things related to the Vatican. He believed with absolute certainty that monks were surely in league with the true devil. He was

hoping that by viewing this film, his suspicions would be horribly validated in a fetid pond of cruel realism. Upon watching the first five minutes of Guru The Mad Monk, Elmo was

overtaken by a violent episode of explosive diarrhea. He did return after the first of many powerful blasts. Each time he watched more of the movie, the sicker he got until I

insisted that he retire to the backyard to smoke a pack of cigarettes. He explained to me

that dope might settle his churning bloated stomach and quivering bowels. I was inclined

to agree with him. I sent him out back to puff on some Hawaiian gumbo. 



The most despicable thing about this movie is that it was ever made in the first place. I

have no idea what the intended audience was for this nuclear stink bomb. My dog, Zelda

Fitzgerald has deposited stool samples that smell better than this garbage. I realize that Andy Milligan is a significant filmmaker because of his relatively prolific output of shitty



motion pictures. Even so, I strongly recommend that all traces of this film be burned and

the ashes spread over the Japanese radiation belt. I would  insist that the remains be shot out of a rocket and dumped into outer space but I am opposed to littering. 





If like me, you have been hammered into submission and brain damage by many years of

psychotherapy, crazy-people drugs and twelve-step programming, you may survive this

viewing experience. Otherwise, you may wind up in a bad place. For instance if you watch

this while vacationing on an acid trip, this movie will cause you to jump off a building. 

Even if you are a normal person without suicidal tendencies, this gutter trash may turn

you into a fatality. 



I’m usually more measured in my judgment when sharing my observations of motion

pictures with my voluminous readership. In this case I will make a resounding exception. I watch a lot of movies that are considered lacking by movie critics and pedestrians alike. 

At this time I shall add that there are too many movie critics because every fat teenager

with no friends and an Interweb connection is a movie reviewer. This degrades the entire

sacred profession of movie reviewism, which by the way does not exist anymore because

of those basement dwelling flimflam barf bags with overactive egos. As an observationist, 

I have sworn an ear shattering oath to my spirit guide that I will express my ideas in a

fashion that the reader will hopefully understand my response to a movie is not gospel. 

Sometimes, a movie is so painful that my personal bias overwhelms me in a haze of

noxious fumes. 



So, as a self-described observationist, I admit that I wish I had never observed this

movie. Twenty years ago, Matt Devlen determined that he was going to release this on

VHS. I was forced to watch Guru The Mad Monk at that juncture in my personal history. I

then proceeded to drink hard liquor with resilient frequency for a full year to the point of having multiple seizures. My attempt to remove all recollection of this movie was

successful. I also forgot what city I lived in. Judging my whereabouts based on the color

of the sky, I came to understand that I was living in either Los Angeles or Mexico City. 



In this movie, most of the bad things are conveniently depicted off-screen. It’s a period

piece designed by a woman with really bad P.M.S. The result is not pleasant. Guru is a

mad monk. He tortures people. He lives in a church on the Isle of Shit. On this mysterious island, there is a torture chamber inside a Catholic Church in Manhattan. Guru enjoys

sentencing people to death. Sometimes, he shows his mercy by cutting off people’s

hands. He has a woman friend who wears the most outrageous and hideous headgear



ever seen by humanity. In an astonishing plot twist, she turns out to be a vampire. 





The story is mostly about a young man who falls in love with a maiden in a prison cell. 

She has been convicted of insecticide. The bars of the cell are made from 4’ lengths of 1 x 2 inch pieces of wood painted black. When the girl emotes, she shakes the flimsy wooden

bars but we’re not supposed to notice. The young man is determined to save the woman

he loves. He explains his manly attraction for the maiden prisoner to Guru. The mad

monk helps the young guy by dosing the girl with a date rape drug. 



Filmmaker Andy Milligan was a weirdo. He made most of his movies on Staten Island at

an abandoned halfway house that he turned into a movie studio. Guru The Mad Monk is

an example of his talent usage in between bouts of sadomasochistic party-dungeon

activities. I apologize for making mean comments about people who like this movie but

you are sick, perverted and ignorant. If you’ve never seen this piece of turdliness, 

consider yourself lucky. 



Directed by Andy Milligan  Produced by M.A. Isaacs  Written by Andy Milligan  Starring

Neil Flanagan, Jaqueline Webb, Judith Israel









The Hatchet Murders (1975)



You’ll never guess who’s got an axe to grind…And don’t waste your time trying. You’ll

forget after you watch the movie anyway. 



When I watched this, I was suffering from a minor head injury. I was walking down the

concrete steps out my back door in total darkness. I was stepping out for a smoke, which

is a nasty and unhealthy habit. I mistook the bottom step for the walkway. I tripped and

fell, hitting my skull on a random cinder block that I once used to clobber a cottonmouth

water moccasin on the head. The snake survived and so did I. Terrible snakes sometimes

stray from the creek behind my house and end up in my yard. Elmo came in to watch this

movie with me but shortly after I started it up, he was looking at porn on my laptop. I

told him to turn the volume off or leave the room. He stuck around, halfway watching the

movie and halfway watching a bulbous, nude white chick wrestling three black midgets. 



The real name of this movie is Deep Red. I saw a print of the original American version

projected on a screen about a year ago. I also saw the “uncut” 126-minute version on

DVD. Elmo remarked that he was watching uncut midgets on the computer. Even though

this is considered the best Jello film ever made, 98 minutes is enough. In addressing the

unwashed masses, I will explain that Jello is a style of filmmaking that features crime, 

bludgeoning, decapitation and disco music. I was full of joy when I saw Deep Red on the

big screen. Dario Argento’s stylistic direction features fluid camera setups, thoughtful

composition and overall craftsmanship of a master foundation repairman. The musical

score by Goblin complements the imagery like jelly in a donut. In many of such films, the

wacko electronica score is totally discordant in marriage with the narrative flushing of the toilet. 







Argento himself consented to cutting Deep Red to 98 minutes so that’s good enough for

me. However, this special public domain version appears to have been cut with a hatchet

and it looks worse than the possum I ran over this morning. Shitbird Incorporated took

what looks like a worn out VHS tape and crapped it out onto a DVD. The ass pecked ratio

is 1:33:1 so once again that murderous hatchet gets busy and chops off most of the

movie. This gives us the opportunity to imagine what the person talking off screen looks

like. The herky-jerky encryption caused me to throw up my nachos repeatedly. Honeypot

had to bring me a bucket and a double dose of Dramamine. 



I like Deep Red very much but I have to confess to my maker that I wasn’t sure exactly

what the fuck was going on. The movie is hair-raisingly creepy even if it makes no sense

to you. I sort of like the surprising revelation of the identity of the true killer. When said villain exerts great willpower to chop up the one remaining loose end, I was overjoyed. 

This movie closes with a wallop as well a healthy dollop of deep red blood. 



David Hemmings is the big name star. He is indelibly stamped into my brain as the lead

in Antonioni Balonioni’s molasses-based catatonic thriller, Blow Up. I’ve seen the movie

many times and I view it with great fixation particularly because I am a photographer. 

Also, I enjoy the mod ’60s London vibe. In Deep Red he plays the same character. This

insistence on consistency may have limited his acting career. To his credit, he went from

one-note acting performances to one-note directing performances of the A-Team

television series. The A-Team gig must certainly be a feather in anyone’s bald cap. Before he croaked from a massive heart attack, he appeared in some films as a morbidly obese

fat man. At that point, he was unrecognizable as David Hemmings. His bodacious persona

was more akin to an English William Howard Taft. 



Don’t get me wrong. This movie does have a plot but you must pay attention. Elmo was

not paying attention to anything but the murder sequences. Aside from a lady getting her

face burned off in boiling bathtub water, he was not impressed. He conveyed to me that

most of the potentially good stuff was not shown. I agree but I am aware that the good

stuff was captured in all its glory and then cut out before it was viewed by a public with a weak constitution. Lucio Fulci was permitted to spill all manner of full-frontal entrails and to depict eyeball poking. This is because that’s all his films have goin’ on. 







I don’t see any point in revealing other characters because they are all portrayed by

mealy mouth macaroni heads with unpronounceable names. They talk in Italian and end

up being dubbed by American high school drama teachers who graduated from the Over-

The-Top College of Dramatic and Industrial Arts. 



The story does contain a homosexual riptide. One of the characters is a closet queen

piano player. David Hemmings goes looking for the Queen at an apartment in the P-Town

section of Rome. He’s greeted by a semi-beautiful young man who attempts to lure David

into a five-way entanglement of gay eroticism. David is unmoved by this advancement of

moral turpitude. He finds his piano-diddling buddy there. His buddy says “That’s right. I’m a fag! What do you think about that mutton-head?!?” David invite’s his gay buddy to help

him solve a crime. 



I rented The Hatchet Murders because I have a severe but undiagnosed affliction of self-

loathing. I was completely aware that it would sicken me because of my affinity for the

real movie. I satisfied my curiosity regarding just how shitty a good movie could be

rendered. If you are the type of demented individual who would enjoy watching Jaws

without the shark, you will enjoy The Hatchet Murders. I advise all others to watch the

legitimate Deep Red instead. 



Directed by Dario Argento  Produced by Salvatore Argento  Written by Dario Argento, 

Bernardino Zapponi  Starring David Hemmings, Daria Nicolodi, Gabriele Lavia









Hell of the Living Dead (1980)

Pray this will never happen at the zombie-gas facility in your town. 



This movie has haunted me for twenty-seven years. Today’s kids are not weirded-out by

anything. Me neither. But when I saw this at my favorite childhood movie house, The

Casa Linda Theater, I was sickened. To my disgust, the theater was cut up into four

rooms; the big screen, the balcony with its own screen, and two shoe-box sink-holes that

were formerly the theater’s dumpsters. This sacrilige was carried out in the late 1970s. I had already attended screenings in the new quadriplegic hell-pit numerous times. In fact, 

I saw Friday the 13th there when it was first released. I watched it three times in a row. 

But never had I set foot in the roach infested, shitbird honeymoon suite known as “Screen

4.” 



I was out on a Wednesday night with my friend, Tim who did the make-up on

Bloodsuckers From Outer Space. We were coasting at cruise altitude in his 1965 Catalina

Convertible. It was a chick magnet and Tim was all about magnetizing chicks. He made

an effort to teach me how to pick up babes but my showmanship skills were just slightly

above a faint pulse rate. My personality would grow on people like moss but girls had to

stick around long enough for it to take root. So, Tim and I were probably halfway baked

potato heads and he decided to see what was on at the movies. There it was on the

marquee, “Night of the Zombies.” I believe now that he must’ve have known something

about the movie and was aware that the make-up was shittier than the make-up on

Bloodsuckers. He had to prove that he was not the most incompetent special effects

make-up dickweed on planet Earth. 







We went inside to buy tickets and Tim flirted mercilessly with the pimply-faced sixteen-

year-old girl behind the counter. He asked if Night of the Zombies was good. She said no

but she was pretty sure we would like it. Finally, the inside of shitbox number 4 was

revealed to me. It was worse than I had imagined in my most vivid nightmares. Cheap

rows of filthy, rickety seats were bolted down to a flat concrete floor. The screen was the size of a bed sheet. 



The original English language title for this putrid pile of shock cinema was Hell of the

Living Dead so I will refer to it as such. The opening is very high tech. People in a facility that makes zombie gas encounter a leak. A dead rat is the first on-screen zombie and he

or she puts on a good show. All the scientists and workers get a whiff of the stench and

then they are hoisted upon their own petard. Bad things start happening right off. 



Next, some terrorists have kidnapped people in the United States embassy in Barcelona. 

The terrorists are mad because they have insider information that the zombie fart gas is

on its way to destroy the world. You’ll have to watch the movie to see how that whole

story line works out. 



Following that bunch of unnecessary bullshit, a couple of noisy news documentarians

along with an asshole husband, his battered wife and their slobbery kid are driving in a

bad area. Bad shit happens and some special ops guys show up just in time to join the

Newsgirl leering at something bad while groovy Cameradude throws up. This is one of

those movies where people are always looking at things for a long time. Whether it’s a

zombie eating a victim’s victuals, a native person performing unspeakable acts, or just

some beautiful wildlife footage. These people just stare at it for way too long. 







I can’t tell the military guys apart very well. I do remember that one hits on the Newsgirl, one is mean, one likes to dress in women’s clothing while singing show tunes, and one is

bug-eyed. The first intelligent thing that happens is that Newsgirl decides that she should head into the aboriginal campground by herself. First, she has to take off her clothes and put on some make-up that causes her to resemble a pale jungle-bunny. Viewing this babe

naked adds a lard bucket full of credibility to the movie. She stands around and watches

stock footage for a while and then makes nice with the natives. The military guys show

up and watch more stock footage and then bad things happen. A hoard of zombies

lumbers into camp. I will have to admit that the zombie make-up is so bad that it looks

like the extras had to smear motor oil on their own faces. Lots of gunfire breaks out. In a racist twist, the special ops guys refer to the native zombies as “Monkeys” and “Gooks.” 

They should have heckled a few a zombies with, “Hey Heeb” or “Eat this bullet, Beaner.” 



After they drive for a long time through the jungles of Barcelona, they have to get on a

motorized air mattress to get across the ocean. About thirty seconds later, they land on

the island where zombie gas headquarters is located. I’m not exactly sure of the special

ops mission statement but this is their final destination. Once they finish their work, they plan on retiring to Barcelona. 







This movie has a very consistent style. The director yells “roll film, zoom in, zoom out, 

and show close-ups of nasty shit.” I have to admit that I enjoyed the movie much more

this time around than I did twenty-seven years ago, probably because my living room is

far less stinky than the Casa Linda Screening Pit 4 and my television screen is bigger than the movie screen in that unholy place. The derelict Casa Linda Theater sat empty for a

decade. Booking Hell of the Living Dead into this theater was a harbinger of its demise. 



Directed by Bruno Mattei  Produced by Isabel Mula  Written by Jose Maria Cunilles, 

Rossella Drudi  Starring Margit Evelyn Newton             



 

House of Dark Shadows (1970)

A biting commentary on genetic drift of the very rich. If your pasty, inbred cousin comes a knockin’ don’t answer the door. 



I did not have the luxury of presently viewing this movie. In order to write a rambling

commentary of observational bullshit, I was forced to jump-start my faulty memory. The

movie is sadly not available on DVD, which is a sacrilege to all that is holy in

contemporary popular culture. The fact that many young acne-scarred pinheads are

unable to watch this movie makes me mad. House of Dark Shadows is an outstanding

example of a television show turned into a movie. The fact that the movie was produced

while its gothic soap opera inspiration was still running on daytime T.V. makes it an

explosive historical event second only to the Hindenburg disaster. “Oh the humanity!” 







I saw this movie at my very favorite movie house, The Casa Linda Theater when I was

ten years old. It was my good fortune that my mother dumped me and my friend, Sam off

at the box office on opening weekend. My mother was a big fan of the television show. 

She was excited enough to drop me and my buddy off to see it but not excited enough to

watch it herself. She was probably going through a bad spell and whatever the spell was, 

it was probably caused by me. By this time in my life, I was trained to understand that

everything bad in the world was my fault. 



I have seen this film version of the story several times as an adult and I have it

memorized. The magical whammy placed upon this movie by Dan Curtis’ monumental

direction, is astounding. It’s a movie that deserves to be seen over and over again by all people who like movies based on the Dark Shadows television series. Unfortunately, the

sequel, Curse of Dark Shadows, also featuring vampire Barnabus Collins was never made. 

Jonathan Frid who played Barnabus made previous arrangements to star as the title

character in a touring stage production of I Married Joan. The Night of Dark Shadows was

made instead. Dan Curtis claimed it was botched by bad editing but I’ve seen that movie

a few times and I have no idea how the very best editing could make it more than a piece

of worm dirt. 



Everything about House of Dark Shadows is exemplary. The atmosphere is as spectacular

as a fetid swamp. All the locations are as spooky as a derelict prison at midnight on

Friday the 13th. The script is compelling and the performances are uniformly terrific. The movie begins with a marvelous rim shot as the drunken yardman, Willie Loomis searches

for the family jewels in the Collins’ vault of the neighborhood cemetery. He accidentally

lets Barnabus Collins loose to pursue his vampire nature. 







Barnabus pays a visit to the family mansion, where everybody and his brother-in-law

hangs around like a bunch of spoiled babies with too much money. They are happy to see

their Canadian cousin but they are shocked that he looks just like a painting of Jimmy

Durante that hangs on the wall in the rec room. Some of the characters are suspicious

until Barnabus arranges a bacchanalian costume ball where all the men dress in drag and

wallow in lime Jello. Barnabus falls in love with Maggie Evans because she looks identical to a chick named Josette who he had the hots for two hundred years ago. Josette was so

sickened by his lecherous advances that she jumped off a cliff. Surprisingly, Maggie is

taken with him. This mystery is never explained. Things get complicated when Dr. Julia

Hoffman falls head over heels for Barnabus because she can’t see his reflection in the

mirror. 



Dr. Hoffman is played by the most brilliant but underused actress, Grayson Hall. She is

wonderful and it makes me nauseous that she did not appear in more movies and

television shows. Joan Bennett appears as the comatose matriarch. The budget was so

low that they couldn’t afford to pay her full rate, which included standing and speaking. 



Of course, the most iconic figure in the television series and its companion movie is



Barnabus Collins. Jonathan Frid played the depressed, conflicted vampire. The maudlin

nature of the character is due to the fact that Frid could not remember his lines so he was always pausing and stumbling because he was so focused on trying to figure out how to

not get fired. The show went off the air in 1970. This offered him the perfect opportunity to become a minor league horror star throughout the drive-in, exploitation years of

moviemaking. Instead, he decided to embark on a unicycle tour of Nova Scotia followed

by many years of standing behind a podium and yelling Shakespearean pig Latin to

audiences of Alzheimers patients. 





The deliciousness of the movie is not only its spookiness but also its inclusion of gore. 

These kinds of shenanigans could not be incorporated into the television show because in

the 1960’s you could depict cigarette smoking on television but you couldn’t show gushing

blood.   The movie culminates in a bunch of vampire action and wedding frivolity. As a

kid, I rated this among my top favorites. I was not able to post that revelation on

facebook because at that time computers were the size of Cincinnati and Al Gore had not

yet invented the Internet. As a grown up, House of Dark Shadows is still one of my

favorite movies. I enjoy every minute of it every time I view it. It’s too bad that a couple of generations have missed out on this bubonic horror opus. I would like to request a DVD

release of this gem but I am aware that the era of the DVD is dead. It’s still twitching but not for long. 



Directed by Dan Curtis  Produced by Dan Curtis  Written by Sam Hall, Gordon Russell 

Starring Jonathan Frid, Grayson Hall, Kathryn Leigh Scott







HOUSE OF DARK SHADOWS: Guest Commentary by Michael Varrati



I’m admittedly obsessed with Dark Shadows. To be honest, it’s hard to pinpoint the

fascination. To say that the show has aged gracefully would be a blatant lie, and in

comparison to many horror-themed programs of today, the antics of the Collins clan seem

downright tame. However, all told, there’s just something compelling about the gothic

melodrama that pulls at my heartstrings. Steeped in atmosphere and familial discord, it’s

easy to get lost in the trappings of the Dan Curtis-created phenomenon. With the familiar

eerie whistle of the show’s opening theme, the viewer is asked to surrender to the

darkness, a delicious daydream where soap opera and monsters mix without abandon. 



In 1970, when Dan Curtis moved his small screen scare to the motion picture format, I

imagine devoted viewers of the series initially didn’t know how to handle The House of

Dark Shadows. Rather than establish a new storyline for the film, Curtis decided to revisit the origins of the show’s iconic vampire, Barnabas Collins, rehashing his arrival in glorious Technicolor. 



As the show was a continuing, daily soap opera at the time of the film’s production, Curtis had to establish The House of Dark Shadows in its own, separate universe. This move

was meant less to confuse viewers and more to lend itself to the simplicity of the filmic

format. New viewers would not need to worry about entering without the backstory, and

the film could have a definitive conclusion (as opposed to the nigh constant cliffhanger

status of the show), allowing a more concise cinematic experience. 



Of course, this also meant slight character alterations to fit the modified world: Barnabas was more savage, Maggie replaced Victoria Winters as the Collins’ governess, and

everyone was a whole lot more expendable. 



Yes, Dan Curtis was suddenly reveling in the fact that he could kill his characters, and

boy, did he. Despite the haunted atmosphere of its TV counterpart, The House of Dark

Shadows was really the first time Curtis was allowed to let the blood flow, and in finally seeing the red rivulets run free, the film’s true persona was established. 



Just as Hammer took full advantage of the color format to create its horrors, The House

of Dark Shadows firmly follows suit. To that end, I’ve always thought of this movie as less an extension of the television series that birthed it, than as a bastard entry in that

Lee/Cushing milieu of cinema that permeated the horror scene at the time. 



Don’t get me wrong, to compare the film to the work of Hammer is definitely not a slam, 

but the highest of compliments. The House of Dark Shadows perfectly encapsulates the

atmosphere of its parent show, but takes it one step further into the world of shock and

gore…and it works. For most horror fans who didn’t invest the hours into the television

series, this is what Dark Shadows is all about…

…and that’s not a bad thing. 



Classic, creepy, and deftly constructed, The House of Dark Shadows is a testament to the

legacy of Dan Curtis. With his television series, he created a fan base for Barnabas

Collins, but with this movie…he made the sympathetic vampire a legend. 











The Initiation (1984)

Crispy Critter meets showering nymphets. Sorority high jinks ensue. See this with

someone you love and then break up. 



It is a widely known fact that if a college girl pledges a sorority that terrible events will ensue. Based on the numerous movies that I’ve watched, I advise any person who values

their life to avoid college altogether. Statistically, it is safer to drive a car during a PCP

trip than it is to step foot on a college campus. If you must pursue a higher education, go to a commuter school, take classes only during daylight hours and avoid establishing

relationships with anyone attending your school. You also have the option of getting an

overpriced diploma from a bogus online university. This is not likely to help you land a job but it could save your life. 



Honeypot was terrifically excited to sit in on this viewing. During her college career she chose not to become Greek. Although she was partial to the food, she did not care for the

lifestyle. The Greeks are known for perverse sexual practices and Honeypot was never

inclined to that sort of unsanitary nonsense. This movie would be Honeypot’s adventure

in exploring the lifestyle she missed out on in her youth. 









This movie starts with the traditional flashback sequence. We watch from an unknown

person’s point of view as a hairy heterosexual couple roll around in bed. The watcher

stabs somebody with a knife. We have no idea who gets stabbed and there is no further

reference to this event in the rest of the movie.  A guy enters the room and witnesses this horrifying display of animalistic intercourse. The witness ends up catching on fire so the obligatory man-on-fire stunt is taken care of right out of the starting gate. The lovely

Daphne Zuniga awakens from this worrisome dream. Who would’ve guessed that this was

a dream? If I had a dollar for every time ghastly movie scenes turn out to be dreams, I

would be writing this insightful piece of literature from my cabana on Cedar Creek Lake. 



She wakes up in a colossal sweat that drains off the hypnosis chair like a leaky hydrant. 

Professor Peter comforts her and inquires about her nightmare. She recounts every

disturbing detail. Peter explains that the dream has a meaning but he can’t figure out

what it is so they should do some more experiments. 



Daphne goes on about her business of turning into a popular girl. The first tier of her

initiation is to participate in a brief satanic ritual. The girls carry lit candles into a dark room where the mean girl tells them to sing the pledge of allegiance to Delta Ro Kai in a

minor chord. The mean girl reveals the petrifying initiation activity that Daphne will have to execute in order to become popular. Unfortunately, the initiation does not include

spanking. This degrading punishment is conducted in fraternity initiations. This act of

torture displays the true homoerotic overtones of fraternity life. It is my understanding

that most frat boy interaction is motivated by the release of sexual tension. 



The next part of the movie takes place in the sorority house bathroom. There is only one

shower stall and all the girls congregate in near nakedness waiting to get into it. The

most beautiful of the girls takes a shower revealing her full frontal body. The muff and

boobs are shown in a tasteful way. Honeypot did not share my appreciation for this

cinematic moment. She is opposed to viewing any movie that features full frontal female

nudity. I suppose she is also opposed to full frontal male nudity. I know she doesn’t

approve of it around the house. 







Back in the professor’s sleep exercise lab, Daphne is submitted to more disciplinary

hypnosis. Peter delightedly watches Daphne writhe and whimper while his hideous

lesbian teaching assistant stands by with clipboard in hand. Daphne’s mother, played by

has-been, Vera Miles bursts in and stops the experiment. She’s angry as all get out and

she yells at Peter, adamantly requesting that he quit poking her daughter. I will also

make known at this juncture that Daphne’s father is played by Clu Gulager who was a

year away from co-starring in the magnificent, Return of the Living Dead. 



The mean girl tells Daphne that if she wants to join up with the group that she will have

to go to her father’s department store and strip the night watchman of his clothing. If

Daphne returns to the satanic pledge ceremony room with the dirty laundry, she will then

be a fully-fledged member of the sorority. Daphne and some other girls go to the

department store, which turns out to be the Dallas World Trade Center. This giant

building has fifteen floors with a huge open space in the middle from the ground floor to

the roof. Every floor has dealer showrooms fronted by plate glass windows that face the

tremendous openness. I realize that the movie was shot in Dallas and that the production

required a department store location but nothing about this place resembles a

department store. 



The mean girl decides to orchestrate a gag to scare Daphne and her team. A killer is on

the loose in the cavernous “department store.” This mayhem could’ve been pretty tense if

it was staged in a realistic store with the lights shut off but it’s hard to be scared in a wide-open lit up space big enough to house a rocket ship. 



There’s plenty of red herring paste. There are mental hospital scenes that lead up to an

anti-climactic climax of lunatic escapism. The ending comes out of nowhere. Some people

might see it coming but I’m not that quick-witted. This movie is not terrible. It’s sort of fun if you enjoy mindless slasher films like I do. If you choose to watch The Initiation, 

that’s fine by me. 



Directed by Larry Stewart  Produced by Scott Winant  Written by Charles Pratt Jr.  Starring Vera Miles, Clu Gulager, Daphne Zuniga







 

INTRUDER aka Night of the Intruder aka Night Crew aka The Final Checkout (1989)

Available in the crappiest grocery store but it’s not just a perverted sex toy anymore. 



I was filled with terrible excitement as I inserted this DVD into my machine. I didn’t know much about Intruder but what I did know was that director, Scott Spiegel was a buddy of

Sam Raimi and that Spiegel co-wrote the script of Evil Dead 2, which is a movie of near

unequalled beauty. I couldn’t start it up. I was in a holding pattern, waiting for Mama aka Honeypot to taper off of her yelling bout with Elmo. It was a bout and not a match

because Elmo never yells or talks back. I often rise to his defense but I was tired after a day of chasing water moccasins out of my back yard. 



My wife and I call each other Mama and Daddy with some frequency. This is the result of

a syndrome called “emptynesterism.” Honeypot’s elderly parents do the same thing. My

parents do not. I didn’t even start calling them Mom and Dad until I was in my thirties. 

Before that I didn’t call them at all. The affliction of emptynesterism works in my favor. It



reminds my wife that we have a child together, thus she is less likely to kick me out. 





Intruder is about as interesting as an overlong student film. Spiegel integrates many

visual tricks such as using the camera to create way too many point of view shots when

they are mostly not required. For instance, do we really need to see the P.O.V. of a

telephone as the scene is framed through the holes in the dial of a rotary telephone? Do

you really care how the floor views the business end of a broom being swept across it? 

These camera setups are thrown at the audience like whipped cream pies in a Three

Stooges pie fight. They relentlessly smash into our faces until the movie is finally over. 



In its favor, the movie was made for approximately $130,000. This amount of money

doesn’t even cover the lunch budget on an episode of CSI Poughkeepsie. Also, I made

Bloodsuckers From Outer Space for slightly less than Intruder’s budget and BFOS is a total piece of shit. Of course, it is apparently an entertaining piece of shit because it lives on through the death and decay of its cast and crew. From that perspective, Intruder is a

monumental piece of filmmaking. 



There are plenty of slasher related killings. They are all inventive and entertaining. Much of the grotesquery of the murders occurs off screen leaving us to revel in the carnage. I’ve seen so much shit that I don’t scare easy and this movie actually made me jump a couple

of times. In as much as it is cheap and crummy, it has its moments. 



The entire story takes place in a going-out-of-business grocery store. Early on, all the

employees get fired but they quickly forget and happily stick around to take an overnight

inventory. The girl who plays the lead is a teased-up, two can of hairspray blond with a

nice face and body attached. There’s no need to discuss her performance. The other

check-out chickie poo is played by Renee Estevez. I’ll cut her some slack because she

comes from an acting dynasty. Her dad, Martin Sheen is one of the best actors of his

generation. Brother, Emilio was the star of one of my favs, Repo Man; and brother, 

Charlie is just about my favorite psychopathic drug addict. Charlie would be my very

favorite but I have to give a nod to my cousin, Jughead because he’s family. 







Sam Raimi directed too many awesome movies to mention including Evil Dead and Spider

Man. He plays a supporting role in Intruder. His performance is so subtle that you will

barely remember that he was in the movie. His brother, Ted Raimi is very memorable as

the brain damaged produce kid who has little interaction with the other characters. He

mostly does a lot of shameless mugging for the camera. His presence is so unsettling that

you find yourself wishing that he would be killed much earlier in the film. Before the

movie gets its footing, there is a bizarre, brief appearance by Emil Sitka. He plays a

befuddled customer in the check out line. He is given so little direction that it’s almost as if he wandered onto the set to buy groceries and is confused by the sight of a camera and

lighting. Sitka endured the antics of the famous trio of wackjobs in nearly forty Three

Stooges shorts. Here he delivers his signature line, “Hold hands, you love birds!” Then, he sort of just stands there trying to figure out what he’s supposed to do next. His part in

this film is bungled by the director and is totally out of context. Sitka scores points for being a good sport. Alvy More and Tom Lester of Green Acres fame come into the store

wearing cop uniforms. Realizing that they’re not on the set of Return to Green Acres, they quickly exit. Bruce Campbell is in the film for about twelve seconds. 



Intruder is a fine first effort for director, Spiegel. He should have easily secured more

work as a horror director. His lack of success may be attributed to his arrival at the tail end of the slasher genre. It may also be attributed to the fact that Hollywood sucks. I

don’t see any point in describing the murders or plot points in the movie. It is worth

watching and I don’t intend to spoil it for you. If you enjoy vintage slasher movies, nasty killings, mutilations, and scattered body parts, you will probably get a kick out of this one. 

Elmo liked it. He is quite stupid by nature and mentally impaired from several years of

drug and alcohol abuse. His endorsement holds a great deal of weight considering that he

is emblematic of many horror movie fans. 



Directed by Scott Spiegel  Produced by Lawrence Bender  Written by Scott Spiegel 

Starring Elizabeth Cox, Renee Estevez, David Byrnes









Jaws of Satan (1981)

It may look like a harmless sock puppet…



As a result of many bad experiences in my life, I have been forced to take prescription

dope. Yesterday, I accidentally took my bedtime cocktail in the morning. This was

because of befuddlement and I wasn’t wearing my glasses. Elmo wanted me to drive him

to the Ferguson exit off R.L. Thornton Freeway so he could panhandle the exiting dumb

asses who are ignorant enough to hand over cash to bums. I refused to drive considering

that I was in a stupor. Elmo was too lazy to ride the bus so he stayed home to watch

Jaws of Satan with me. Elmo insisted that the Jaws of Satan was the giant can opener

that the government uses to pry human road-kill from crushed motor vehicles. I explained

to him that device is called the Jaws of Life. He argued that the Jaws of Life was the

name of a long ago cancelled daytime drama. I was sick of arguing with that little

shithead. 



The Reseda food pantry cut off Fritz Weaver’s benefits so he had to take a job playing the lead in this movie. Fritz is an exemplary excuse for an actor and I always enjoy watching

his work although in this picture, he was desperately in need of a powerful laxative. His

character was prone to heavy swilling, chain smoking, and telling nasty jokes. In other



words, he played a Catholic priest. 





In the beginning, there’s a train full of venomous snakes. A king cobra, possessed by the

devil magically unlocks his terrarium. He kills one guy by striking a piece of plexiglass that shields the guy’s face. At this very moment, Fritz is fighting depression over accepting this role by taking another swig off a whisky bottle. Suddenly, the lights dim and the flames in the fireplace are instantly extinguished. Father Fritz treats this as a typical occurrence. 



Later, Fritz attends a party. He’s not treated with respect because the party host knows

that Fritz is only there to empty the liquor cabinet. The host of the party is the owner of a brand new, beautiful dog fighting facility. The actor who plays this part is obviously a non-actor. He is a discredit to the worldwide organization of non-actors who appear in bad

movies. My dog, Zelda Fitzgerald could more effectively portray a mountain goat than this

turdly gentleman could portray a human. A witch at the party is attracted to Father Fritz

because of his ability to maintain a blank expression through every embarrassing moment

that film is rolling. She takes a look at the clotted fake creamer that has formed at the

bottom of his coffee cup. Based on a double-blind study from a witchcraft journal she

once skimmed, the witch determines that the devil is coming for Father Fritz. He humors

her because he’s interested in her womanly ways. 



By this time, there are rattlesnakes everywhere and people are getting bitten right and

left, frontwards and backwards. Every time, a snake is about to attack, a shadow of a



sock puppet appears on the wall. The head doctor at Hooterville Hospital is strikingly

lovely. She becomes suspicious of the ugliness of local snakebite victims. When she calls

in the snakebite specialist from the snakebite research facility, Dogfight Man is mad. He

destroys all the dead bodies in a huge brushfire. Dogfight Man is determined that his new

Dogfightatorium will be the most successful attraction in Alabama, barely surpassing the

Petticoat Junction Pig Trot. 



The lovely doctor and the snakebite specialist hook up for no-strings attached merriment

because they’re the only two people in Alabama who are not four hundred pounds

overweight. When a snake gets in this babe’s bed and looks at her, she calls the specialist for help. He finishes watching an episode of Matlock, eats a plate of fried horse kidneys, and takes a three-hour walk before finally arriving at the sexy doctor’s cockroach-ridden

slum apartment. He breaks out all the windows and finally reaches her bedroom where

the snake is still staring at her. The macho snake specialist becomes hypnotized and

fights the snake with a wire coat hanger. 



The wonderfully stellar Norman Lloyd who worked in Orson Welles Mercury Theater

Company and in Hitchcock films sullied his resume by working on this celluloid

hemorrhoid. He plays the Monsignor even though he does not look remotely Mexican. The

Monsignor figures out that Father Fritz’ family was mean to the Druids back in the olden

days. Satan was a close personal friend of the Druids so he is mad at Fritz. 





I particularly enjoyed John McCurry as the Irish Negro sheriff. His performance was very

believable. When the production ran out of non-actors, they had to resort to using this

real actor. Christina Applegate makes her debut as the bad seed daughter of the

despicable dogfight facility owner. She is a cute little girl who gets into mischief because her father is an asshole and her mother is totally out to lunch. Christina gets bit but not terminally. She gets cured by magic when a bunch of stupid hocus-pocus is carried out in

Carlsbad Caverns, which in this movie is located in Alabama. 



If you enjoyed Jaws, the Omen, and The Dukes of Hazzard and you are semi-retarded, 

you might enjoy this movie. Personally, I think it’s almost entertaining. I’ve definitely

seen worse movies. If you have high standards and are sickened at the sight of a couple

of fine actors wasting their talent out of financial desperation, don’t watch this. It will only cause you to hold a grudge against Alabama. Elmo was delighted at the gratuitous use of

shadow sock puppetry. At least the movie has that going for it. 



Directed by Bob Claver  Produced by Bill Wilson  Written by James Callaway, Gerry

Holland  Starring Fritz, Gretchen Corbett, Jon Korkes









Let Sleeping Corpses Lie (1974)

Poke a stick at a dead person and he’s libel to clean your clock! 



By any measure this is an incredible movie. It is a bit disconcerting when you see that the title card has been removed and replaced with “The Living Dead at Manchester Morgue” 

written on a poster board with colored markers. The film opens with a bearded young

man buying an Indonesian teak water bong at an antique head shop. He gets on his hog

and rushes through the streets of Manchester. Just as he pulls away, a smokin’ hot black

chick is standing on the sidewalk in front of a building. She disrobes and runs out into the traffic on the street. She has a big afro and a perfect body. As she runs, her pendulous

breasts bob up and down in a striking manner. There’s no explanation for this stunt and

unfortunately we never see her again. 







George, the motorcycle rider stops to get gas. Edna, the ingénue is in front of him at the pump in her miniature European car. She is such a poor driver that she shifts into reverse instead of first and backs into George’s bike. The gas station man said he would have to a get a new wheel from Glasgow. This means that we could be in Scotland. 



George is hateful to Edna. He gets in the driver’s seat of her car and tells her to get in. 

They drive off. George berates his new road-trip partner and she takes it like a champ, 

which signals impending nuptials. There’s quite a bit of talking during the drive and my

mind was wandering…blackened, grilled, or fried. The driving continues. In fact, a

significant portion of the first half of the film features cars driving. The scenery is nice. 

This movie was shot in as many places as the producers could find so at any moment the

characters could be in Madrid, Rome, England, or Omaha. 



During the drive, George sees a big pesticide truck. There are men shooting special

radiation out of a salad spinner on a pole. This radiation is meant to kill ants for miles around. George is a hippie so he loves nature and animals. He climbs on the truck and

starts kicking things. He breaks what appears to be the backside of a Mac Pro Tower and

he stomps on a metal vent. The radiation workers are mad. George takes his beard and

makes a run for it. The young couple drives some more. We ascertain that Edna has a

sister somewhere in one of the countries they’re passing through. 



Edna’s sister hangs out with a Spaniard who keeps her hopped up on smack so he can

take naked pictures of her. The Spanny leaves Smackie back at the barn where they live. 

He goes out to take photos of a beautiful waterfall at night. While he’s gone, Smackie

leaves the front door wide open and tries to shoot up. A waterlogged zombie comes in

and frightens her but he can see how wacked out she is so he goes away. Meanwhile, 

Spanny loads up his 35mm camera with a roll of 36 exposures and turns his strobe on, 

which fires continuously three hundred and fifty-six times. The zombie swimmer gets

irritated by the seizure inducing strobe effect so he takes a bite out of Spanny’s throat. 



Arthur Kennedy, Oscar winning stage and film actor shows up as a hardheaded homicide

investigator. There is not one second of live sound in the film so everything’s dubbed, 

looped or foleyed. Kennedy had fun with the looping. Sometimes he speaks with a distinct

Irish accent, sometimes an English or Scottish accent. In any case, his American accent

sort of meanders in and out as he delivers his lines. Arthur sees the condition of Spanny’s body and realizes immediately that this is the work of a drug crazed, hippie-cult off shoot of the Manson family. 



Halfway through, this movie becomes one of the most awesome rampaging zombie

movies ever (almost). There are zombies in a spooky hospital, zombies in a historic

English cemetery. Zombies are everywhere and they’re unstoppable. You can slash into

them with a shovel or sharp stick. You can hit them over the head with an anvil. You can



even shoot these suckers in the head with a shotgun and they keep coming. 





George and Edna drive around and stop at every place that just happens to have zombies

inside. They end up barricaded in a cemetery out-building while zombies are busting in. 

Some zombies figure out that they can pull gravestones out of the ground and hit people

over the head with them. 



All the zombie make-up and the special effects are top notch. The soundtrack music and

sound effects are exceptional. The Spanish people who worked on the movie obviously

convinced the Italians that it’s not absolutely necessary to use hokey, incongruous music

randomly throughout the movie. It’s a scary movie and the music is perfect throughout. 

Also, there is gratuitous exploitation of a mongoloid. 



This movie is a must see for all zombie lovers. Fortunately, it was made in 1974, before

everybody knew exactly what zombies were and how to kill them. With the release of

“Dawn of the Dead” in 1978, it was determined that the way to kill a zombie is with a

shot to the head. Since then, every zombie movie follows that rule. I’ve got no problem

with seeing zombies shot in the head but imagine if doing away with those cockroaches

was not that easy. That would be really scary! 



Directed by Jorge Grau  Produced by Manuel Perez, Edmondo Amati  Written by Juan

Cobos, Sandro Continenza  Starring Cristina Galbo, Ray Lovelock, Arthur Kennedy









Link (1986)

Monkeys are cute but they make shitty pets. 



In closing, I enjoyed this movie very much. I had no idea what I was getting into. As

usual, I didn’t read anything about this one prior to viewing it. It could’ve turned out to be total crap. Princess was home for Christmas. In an effort to be politically correct, I should say, “Princess was home for the holidays.” This phrase takes into account that many

people are not Christians. If they knew for a fact as I do that no non-Christian will enter the kingdom of heaven, they would convert. Catholics, Mormons, and Jehovah’s

Witnesses probably have a shot at it even though they are not true Christians. Elmo was

in jail again, which was nice because Princess hates Elmo more than she hates a terrible

beating. 



I invited my little peanut, Princess to view this picture with me. She was thrilled at the prospect of seeing several monkeys on screen. Her idea of cute is skewed by her lack of

life experience. There are no monkeys in Boston so she is very sheltered. I am familiar

with the reality that apes and monkeys are natural born killers. They have no other

motivation than to dismember all humans. I directed a movie with a chimp in it and I

wouldn’t go near that son-of-a-bitch. The chimp was named Cheeta. He was promoted as

the original Cheeta from the Tarzan movies. That is complete bullshit. The chimp was old

and cranky. He was a recovering alcoholic and was forced many years ago to give up

smoking cigarettes. Cheeta’s best friend was a human. He said that the chimp had to be

further than arms length from a person or he could grab the person by the wrist and toss

him two hundred feet. That was worrisome. 







Link started out as a fairly innocuous movie about a cute girl sitting in a classroom

halfway paying attention to the awesome, Terrence Stamp. Mr. Stamp moved to India for

the entire decade of the 1970s so he could meditate and eat coconuts. He’s always very

interesting to watch in movies. In this classroom scene, he had a chimp in a cage. A

couple of college boys tried to jerk the juvenile chimp out of prison but the little chimp would not budge. Terrence called out to the monkey and the little fellow walked right out

of the cage and over to his favorite human. The girl is played by Elizabeth Shue who

starred in a movie about babysitting. Her brother, Andrew was on a television show and

he is probably the worst actor in the world with the exception of Chuck Norris. 



Miss Shue is overtaken with romantic interest for professor Stamp because he is obviously

a genius and to her and he is attractive as a man. His hairstyle is particularly bad in this movie. Shue asks if she can go to the monkey lab and look at the professor’s stamp

collection. He tells her that he’s hiring a male assistant because the monkeys are deadly

and he would rather see a guy killed than a woman. She insists so he hires her to go out

to his haunted house on the Scottish moor to make his coffee. 



When Shue gets out to the country, the movie turns into a wonderful viewing experience. 

The location is bubonic with expansive earth, rocks and ocean. Stamp performs mental

experiments on his pet monkeys. He teaches them to eat haggis and Indian take away. 

They play the xylophone and watch reruns of Doctor Who on the telly. The smartest of

the monkeys is an orangutan named, Link. His I.Q. is higher than most humans and as a

result, he refuses to watch television. He prefers to read the Wall Street Journal but

Stamp will not subscribe because it costs so much to deliver to the Scottish prairie. Link is an excellent butler and bellhop. After much training and psychotropic medication, he

becomes too big for his britches so Stamp has to order some new britches from the big

and tall orangutan store. Link is the most adorable monkey ever but when he gets some

bad news, he doesn’t take it well. Professor Stamp fears that Link will be the monkey that starts the ape rebellion leading to the earth turning into The Planet of the Apes. 



Link gets an inkling that he’s about to get the axe and he ain’t too willing to become a

Thanksgiving turkey. This is when the movie becomes outstanding. I audaciously request

that you view this beautifully photographed, frightening, and subtle motion picture. It is more fun that a barrel of monkeys. There are many twists and turns. The tension will

make you so tense that you will need to take ibuprofen for the ensuing back pain. 



This is by far the most superb work ever performed by Elizabeth Shue. Terrence Stamp

has been in numerous movies when he wasn’t meditating. I personally like Billy Budd and

The Limey. You’ll be more prone to remember him as the badass, General Zod in

Superman II and Supreme blah blah blah in Stars Wars: Episode I. If you like drag queen

movies, he was particular excellent in Pricilla Queen of the Desert. 



In terms of startlingness, Link is one of the most worthy motion pictures of its era. I am shocked that I was not aware of the existence of such a stupendous work of simian

meanness. I am going to watch this movie again right away and I will fondly remember it

as a movie I watched twice in a row. It will be elevated to the status of Jackass and

Super Troopers. 



Directed by Richard Franklin  Produced by Richard Franklin  Written by Everett De Roche 

Starring Elizabeth Shue, Terrence Stamp









Monster Dog aka Leviatan (1984)

Is Alice Cooper a wolfman! Or was he just stoned when he took this job. 



Some people might think this is a stinky movie. It does stink but not nearly as much as

my dog, Zelda Fitzgerald. She has a habit of eating cat shit out of the litter box. The

axiom, “You are what you eat” is a popcorn kernel of wisdom that applies to dogs as well

as people. I forced Zelda Fitzgerald to sit on the rug in front of the television for the

duration of Monster Dog viewing. I was hoping to glean some profound bit of intuitive dog

reaction to the movie. My true purpose in this adventure was to see if I could get a rise

out of my dog and that she would bark at the good parts. In the event that Zelda

Fitzgerald performed any special tricks during this viewing, I was reservedly buoyant at

the prospect of getting Zelda Fitzgerald her own reality show on Animal Planet. 







Alice Cooper is in this movie but is he really in this movie or is his presence only an

illusion? This is too much for my peanut brain to figure out but I do know that all his

dialog was dubbed by another alleged actor. Monster Dog was shot in Spain, therefore all

the original dialog was recorded in Mexican. I do not believe that Alice is fluent in that language so he probably spoke in English but the result was so garbled as to be unusable. 

In the opening scene, Alice sings in a music video. The song is called “Identity Crises.” 

Alice must have been having a financial crises or else he would not have taken this gig. 

The lyrics to the song are about as horrible as the worst Hall & Oates song ever recorded. 



Getting down to business, Alice and his young friends are doped-up in a hippie van

headed for hell. I love this sequence because it caused a forty-watt light bulb to

illuminate the inside of my head. I had a stroke of genius or at the very least I exhibited stroke-like symptoms. I knew in that moment that if I cleaned out my garage, stole a few

fake plants, and built a smoke machine, I too could make a movie. The atmosphere in

this early portion of the movie was more thrilling than any spooky set piece created by

my spiritual master, Ed Wood. Alice gets distracted while taking a bong hit. The lesson

here is that driving with a beer in one hand, a cigarette in one hand, and a bong in the

other is a bad idea. He hits a German shepherd and kills it. The kids are tripping and they freak at this terrible event. Alice’s beautiful girlfriend, Rosalita looks in the bushes and spots an oversized plastic Halloween mask of a dog. Because of being fucked-up on

Qualudes, she does not react. She only stands transfixed displaying all of her hotness and big hair. If this bit of fear inspiring antics is not enough, Hersillio, the benevolent grounds keeper jumps out from behind a fake fichus. He is adorned in terrifying make-up. He

mutters an incomprehensible warning and then he wanders off in search of his misplaced

box of Depends. He makes an occasional appearance throughout the movie in order to

reiterate how pathetic he is in his desperation for attention. 



Alice and the kids quickly exit the homage to Coffin Joe and they end up at a house that

appears to be one of those phony haunted houses thrown together at Halloween. The

chintziest banner ever seen reads, “Welcome Alice.” It hangs above the funhouse

entrance. The kids figure that it’s a kind gesture beckoning a visitation by Alice B. Toklas. 

There are happy dogs sitting around outside, a few German Shepherds, a couple cocker

spaniels and a slew of teacup Chihuahuas. We’re led to believe that they become vicious

when summoned by their wolfman pack leader. 



When the dopers enter the Halloween house, it looks like the unfurnished leftover set

from Frankenstein 1970. That movie starred Boris Karloff and was set way in the future. 

The Monster Dog production could only afford two hours on that set so afterward the

movie takes place in a low-rent soundstage with some cardboard propped up for walls. 







Just when you think the movie can’t get more exciting, Alice makes another music video, 

which sucks but not as bad as the first one. After that, Rosalita catches Alice looking at the pictures in a homemade werewolf scrapbook. Rosalita discovers that there’s werewolf

curse and that Alice might turn into a wolfman. The hottie explains to Alice that there can be no werewolf because the team is using the latest electronic video equipment and no

monster could survive in such an environment. 



A group of supporting players wanders over from the Spaghetti Western being shot next

door. They bring guns and act mean. They aim to kill Alice because they hate his music in

addition to their belief that he is going to turn into a werewolf. They hang around for a

while to pad the running time. Everyone is afraid as they await the arrival of the wolfman. 

When the creature finally breaks down the door, it actually looks pretty good. At least one person gets killed. I can’t remember. I was distracted because Zelda Fitzgerald peed on

the carpet and left the room. Later, there’s a werewolf transformation scene that is not so good. 



The enjoyable badness of this film can mainly be attributed to its director, Claudio

Fragasso. This Italian auteur is widely praised for making the best worst movie ever, Troll 2. I recommend that you celebrate Monster Dog in his honor. Whether or not you choose

to watch it is your call. 



Directed by Claudio Fragasso  Written by Claudio Fragasso  Starring Alice Cooper, Victoria Vera, Carlos Santurio









New Year’s Evil (1980)  

Countdown to a stinky New Year



It was a few days before New Year’s Eve so I thought I would kick off the party with a

viewing of this movie. Princess was home from college and I asked her to sit in on this

one. Her only condition was that Elmo would not be within three hundred feet of the

house. This was a Princess imposed restraining order. Legally, Elmo could go anywhere

he wanted except for the probation office. If he showed up there, he would be

immediately cuffed, wrestled into a paddy wagon and carted off to the county prison. I

was an enabler to terrible proportions. Elmo was like a son to me and I didn’t want him to do jail time especially while there were real criminals on the loose. Princess was worse

than any probation officer. She kept the Judge on the pink nightstand next to her bed. 

The Judge was a revolver that fired .410 shotgun shells. Princess was not afraid to fire

the weapon even in circumstances when it was not warranted. 







The best thing about New Year’s Evil is that as soon as the killer strikes, we see his face. 

Each time he makes a kill, we watch as he goes through the process of targeting and

acquainting himself with his prey. We get to spend a shit-barrel of time with this nutcase but we have no idea who he is or why he’s acting up. Considering that his victims are

generally ignorant, ugly bitches, I tend to side with the wacko. 



A huge, steaming chunk of the story follows events that radiate from a bubbling, caustic

pool of filth known as Japanese Bowling-Pinheaded Asswipes. These sewer dwelling

cockroaches are erroneously referred to as a band. The over the hill new-wave

youngsters play crappy music non-stop for the entire previous year leading up to the new

year, which we can assume is 1980. The band members wear so much horrifying make-up

that there is no way to figure out their actual age or gender. As the movie goes on, we

wish that the serial killer would target these numbskulls. It’s always a bad idea to center a movie around a bogus band. If it’s a real band, it’s okay even if you hate the band. At

least you know that some semblance of brainpower was put into the idea of creating

production value. This so-called Japanese band is not really a Japanese band. They don’t

sing in Japanese and a far as I can tell, they are not Japanese. It’s an insult to the

Japanese race to exploit stupidity using the banner of Japaneseism. Having said that, 

their music is not that bad. 



The Queen of Punk is hosting the countdown to the New Year on an alternative television

channel. The goal of her manager is to beat out the ratings of the broadcast networks

that are featuring real programming. This chick looks like she was rode hard, bent-over

and beaten with an ugly shovel many years before the advent of the punk or new-wave

musical movements. She acts sexy and sucks on the microphone, making lewd

pronouncements whenever she can get the bogus band to stop playing. The killer calls

her up and tells her that he’s killing a person in every time zone (even Mountain Time

which most people don’t know exists). When he gets to Pacific Time, he is going to kill

the Punk Queen herself. He speaks with an electronic voice machine that reminds her of

“The Phantom.” This is clearly a reference to “The Phantom of the Paradise,” which is a

very good movie. 



The queen gets worried and calls the police who initially tell her that she is unnecessarily worried considering that no one actually gives a shit about her enough to go to the

trouble of killing her. Anyway, the show must go on so the band keeps blasting away and

we get to see a bunch of dancing extras pretending to be semi-retarded. They produce

dim-witted facial expressions and pretend to be in a mosh pit. 





The Queen’s son who looks pretty enough to be a homosexual has just been accepted for

a part on a real television show. He tells his mother but she ignores him because the only thing important to her is her starring appearance on the worst television show in the

history of television. Sonnyboy gets weird and perverted and puts a red pantyhose on his

head. He yearns for the approval of his father but daddy is on a bender in Palm Springs

and most of us insiders are aware that nothing normal happens in Palm Springs. 



The serial killer continues his service work, getting rid of several members of the scum of the earth. None of the killings are gory but they are creative and fun to watch. This guy is a master of disguise and he changes his costume regularly in order to evade detection. 

This is not a difficult task. The only people more pathetic in this movie than the band are the police officers. 





We are eventually treated to the true identity of the killer. He continues his work with the zeal of a real trooper. The Queen ends up in jeopardy. The killer proves that he knows

how to take control of elevators by jamming a screwdriver in various random electrical

workings. 



Princess said that she was infuriated that she wasted her time watching this movie but

considering that Princess is infuriated when she wakes up in the morning, her judgment is

not gospel. Overall, New Year’s Evil is a slick production. The direction is seamless and

the performances if not stellar are at least professional. This one is entertaining for fans of the genre unless you insist on voluminous onscreen gore. In that case, visit the Piggly Wiggly meat department. 



Directed by Emmett Alston  Produced by Billy Fine, Yoram Globus, Menahem Golan 

Written by Emmett Alston, Leonard Neubauer  Starring Roz Kelly, Kip Niven, Chris Wallace







NEW YEAR’S EVIL: Guest Commentary by Art Ettinger



Before horror’s bottom feeders were railing against remakes, they spent their fanboy

hours bitching about sequels and slasher films. As a result, some terrific slashers never

got their due credit. New Year’s Evil is one of the very best movies to come out of the

stalk-and-slash epoch of the early 1980s, but it’s rarely talked about. A hit on cable and VHS, MGM owns the U.S. DVD rights, but so far they’ve only made it available as part of

their DVD-R, “Limited Edition Collection.”  The simple plot involves a killer nabbing a

victim in each time zone on the final night of the year, while a tortured son whines about his alternative fashion-clad mom ignoring him.  A true tear-jerker, New Year’s Evil

deserves your love. What sets New Year’s Evil apart is its setting, an alleged new wave

concert. The music sucks, but the cast of characters is amazing, comprised of an

assortment of what I call “subculture unspecified” freaks, hamming it up for the camera. 

New Year’s Evil is even more dazzling than A Chorus Line, and that’s the ultimate

compliment coming from this writer. 









Oasis of the Zombies (1981)

Look.  It’s a beautiful oasis! But who are all those ugly people. Must be Americans. Let’s keep driving. 



I watched this movie alone because Elmo ran away after he set his mattress in the

garage on fire. He fell asleep holding a lit left-handed cigarette. I felt somewhat

responsible because I came down on him pretty hard about smoking reefer in the

backyard. I don’t know where the hell he went but a flash flood was predicted for

tomorrow so I was sure that he’d show up on the front porch with his tail between his

legs. 







Jesus Franco, no relation to Jesus Christ, directed Oasis of the Zombies. All I can figure is that his parents had a sense of humor. Naming your child Jesus leaves a lot for the kid to live up to. Franco is known as a cult film director and this film is considered a cult film. I’m uncertain which cult decided to take up the cause. The movie is almost entertaining if you can stay awake long enough to see the last twenty minutes. The film is in Italian, dubbed

in English, which is not a distraction except when people talk. 



The zombies in this film are quite good. They look much scarier than the zombies in

contemporary movies and television shows and instead of running they lumber slowly. 

Fortunately, the people in this movie are slower and stupider than the zombies. One chick

decides that instead of running away from the zombies that she’ll run toward them. 

Maybe this was some kind of trick she devised to confuse them but it didn’t work. They

pulled her panties off and went to town. This was the obligatory scene where one of the

zombies holds the chick’s vital organs high in the air so they can be clearly viewed by the audience. 



One thing that kept this show on budget was that much of it was shot “day for night,” 

which means the film was underexposed by about six stops. The only thing you can see is

the sky. There was no need for zombie make-up or wardrobe continuity. Another

ingenious trick was that the director kept the production moving smoothly by avoiding

run-throughs. The cameraman had to be quick on the draw when it came to figuring out

where and when to pan, tilt, and zoom. The result is a jerky, haphazard visual texture

that contributes to making this a true cinematic masterpiece. 



As for the big picture, the plot concerns hidden Nazi treasure guarded by zombies. 

Everything else that happens in the movie is arbitrary. I missed part of it because I had to vacuum the dog hair off the living room rug and I made a couple of phone calls. In the

opening scene, two babes drive up to the oasis in a jeep, which is a mistake. Then the

main character is introduced, a man with a mustache. Early on, he gets mad at another

random man who’s looking at a map so he stabs the map-happy dude in the hand with an

anti-freeze tainted knife. The mapster dies immediately and unnecessarily. Mustache Man

could’ve just told the map-looker to stop looking at the goddamn map. 



If you watch the movie, you may have no idea what’s going on because the story is a

jumble. From what I could tell, Mustache Man fought in a desert battle against the Nazis. 

Then he went to an ugly building where a Banana Shake lived. The Shake was a wise

man because he minded his own business. As we know, people who don’t mind their own

business get themselves into perilous situations. The Shake had an attractive daughter

and Mustache Man sketched an unflattering picture of her. The Shake’s daughter and

Mustache Man went out into the desert at sunset and in an extreme wide shot, the girl



took her top off and the two of them kissed. She got knocked up and died in childbirth. 





Next, a group of greedy young people along with Mustache Man travel to the oasis to win

the mega million dollar jackpot. Zombie action ensues. Mustache Man is the only one to

escape. He makes it back to Shakesville but he does not turn into a zombie. Instead, he

turns into a moaning moron and croaks. A man shows up with a huge beard on his face

and a Japanese lantern on his head. He turns the dead mustache man into a huge

bonfire, which evolves into a jubilant weenie roast. Mr. Large Beard explains that if the

body was not burned, Mustache Man would become a walking dead man. 



Another group of young people join the story. They look exactly like the first group of

young people. Both groups have a kid with long curly hair who looks like a model in a Gap

commercial. The exception is that in the new group, the pretty boy turns out to be the

bastard spawn of the inappropriate union of Mustache Man and the Shake’s dead

daughter. 

The new group of young people hook up with a man wearing a fez. They all travel twelve

hundred miles to the oasis. The new kids bury the dead kids in graves about one foot

deep in the sand. Lots of zombie silhouettes appear on the horizon. After about ten

minutes of this, bad things happen and one happy couple survives. 



I am pathologically disinclined toward revealing so much of a movie’s storyline But in this case if it discourages you from watching “Oasis of the Zombies” then you’ll be

appreciative and you will say nice things about me at my funeral. 



Directed by Jesus Franco  Produced by Marius Lesoeur  Written by Jesus Franco  Starring

Manuel Gelin, France Lomay             





 

Ozone! Attack of the Redneck Mutants (1986)

A road movie with watermelons



The first time I saw this movie, I was stoned. It must’ve been twenty-five years ago. I

was stupefied by the profundity of the subject matter and its relentless depiction on my

television screen. Upon later reflection, I remembered nothing. And when I say nothing, I

mean literally nothing. This movie was only one of the many things included in that black

hole of nothingness. A cataclysmic tectonic shift in my brain meat was precipitated by a

neurologic electrical storm that caused the two hemispheres to be fundamentally at odds. 

Speaking of mental illness, Elmo walked into the room just as I was about to view this

movie again after many lost years. He was disheveled but alert. His latest squeeze, 

Lawanza broke up with him and for that he was grateful. Elmo said he’d never heard of

this movie and I assured him he was not alone. 



Matt Devlen made this movie. I know him very well. He is a true friend but I am not

inclined to pull punches when it comes to spewing forth my observations about movies. 

This movie is the fraternal twin of The Abomination. They are similar in some ways

because they emerged from the same womb of adversity. Bret McCormick is responsible

for The Abomination. Ozone is superior visually but it took over twice as long to shoot. 







The first rule of Super 8 movie making is that social commentary is anathema to the

medium. Shit in. Shit out. A polished turd is still a turd only smoother. They both stink up the place. As far as I can tell, there’s a message in this movie. It is a cautionary tale

about what happens when a smoke bomb is released into the atmosphere. Hillbillies turn

into crispy-faced cannibals. The first casualty is a man who drives an air-conditioned

tractor. He gets sick from drinking trash can punch the night before so he vomits on the

driver-side window of his tractor. After exiting the farm utensil, he wanders off until he falls down, turns red and develops wings on either side of his forehead. Every other

mutant in the movie is black. The preponderance of Negro mutants creates a vehicle of

expression for the moviemaker’s liberal political agenda. Paralleling the terrifying Watts Riots of 1965, Ozone relates the sentiment that the only way for black people to get

attention is to act up. 



Ozone is a road movie. The main part of the movie is all about two people driving in

various automobiles through mutant infested territory. The driver of the car is Arlene, a

biology student from the local community college. She wears a summer hat while taking a

stool sample from a pastoral lagoon full of raw sewage. When she returns to her Rambler, 

she finds a whiney boy named Kevin sleeping in the trunk. She gives him a ride and for

the rest of the movie she relentlessly bitches at him while he cries like a baby. 



There are subplots. The movie also includes a cooking show. Grandma is featured

preparing a chicken dinner in real time. There is a watermelon-shooting contest. The

most heart-warming part of the movie is a documentary about a country-fried talent

show. In this isolated, wooded garbage dump, a profound incidence of genetic drift has

occurred. All the white people have turned into toothless, bloated water-heads. The

talent contest is hugely entertaining and all the entrants do a fine job considering their highly developed mental retardation. The Master of Ceremonies is the token normal

person. He is the only humanoid being at the talent show who possesses an I.Q. above

sixty. He chooses to stay drunk all the time due to a horrible, chronic bout of acid reflux disease which he attributes to his proximity to so many inbred, pig-faced, Pentecostals. 



Kevin, the whiny boy, turns out to be a stooge and this angers Arlene to such an extent

that she harangues him even more than usual. Her behavior sets a new elevation for

bitchiness that is seldom seen except in real life. Other people get mad at him too. They

throw fried chicken at him. This reminds me of the time I was walking down the sidewalk

on Sunset near the intersection of Western. A passerby flung a half-eaten fried chicken

leg out the window of a ghetto Impala and hit me hard on the side of the head. I was

dizzy but not angry. I had no business walking in such a crime-infested neighborhood. 



Much driving and watermelon activity continues throughout the movie. The mutants do

attack and they are scary. In one horrifying scene, Kim Davis takes a bath while a mutant

pokes a hole in the door. The hole gets bigger and bigger until the African American

gentleman bursts in and does mean things to Miss Davis. There are scenes of blood

drinking and organ harvesting that should not be viewed by persons implanted with

pacemakers. Pregnant mothers should also avoid this movie as viewing it could cause

miscarriage. At some point, Matt Devlen acquired a hearse. The two leads ride around in

that death wagon for a while. 



Elmo was flabbergasted by the vomitous beauty of this vat of depravity. I’m inclined to

agree with him. If you enjoy watching the Food Network and American Idol, you’ll find

something to like in Ozone! Attack of the Redneck Mutants. 



Directed by Matt Devlen  Produced by Matt Devlen, Bret McCormick  Written by Matt

Devlen  Starring Scott Davis, Blue Thompson











Rabid (1977)

This is one reason why we don’t have univeral heathcare in America. The other reason is

that our government sucks. 



Everyone knows that this film is terrific but I’ll blabber on about it anyway. Elmo was

beside himself with excitement concerning the viewing of this one. He saw Behind The

Green Door when he was seven years old and it made a lasting impression on him. He

fantasized about having sex with Marilyn Chambers for a number of years before he knew

what sex was. As a young boy, he was convinced that his penis was made exclusively to

pee with. When he discovered what was Behind The Green Door, it changed his

perspective in a special way. Marilyn was dazzling in Rabid. I would use her in a movie, 

both on-set and off. Sadly, she has moved on to another realm of experience. 







Rabid is the spawn of the mostly good filmmaker David Cronenberg. This movie and

Shiver are astoundingly wonderful in their delicious low-budgetness. His gritty, Scanners

is awesome and I love his mainstream debut film, The Dead Zone. Cronenberg and

Christopher Walken made for a worthy combo package. In my perspective, Mr. David ran

aground when he got money and was allowed to make art films. Dear Mr. David, please

make some horror films with no artistic merit. Having said that, it’s my observation that

his early cheapies have his personal stamp covering the entire image area as well as the

talking part of the movies. There is a subtle but hilarious, slow burn dry wit that

separates his work from many other horror filmmakers, except for Peter Jackson. This

cleverness had totally dried-up and blown away to the north of Saskatoon by the time

David C. made Dead Ringers. After I saw that, I had to take a whole bunch of Valium just

to stop myself from being mad. 



Rabid is a cautionary tale about having experimental plastic surgery following a fiery

motorcycle crash. It is also a statement about the quality of healthcare in Canada. It’s

readily available but you may catch rabies during a medical procedure. There’s a bargain

basement load of scientific talk during the skin grafting operation. It sounded authentic so I don’t believe that Mr. David was blowing smoke up the collective asshole. It mostly



sounds like the bullshit that a doctor says to you right after he explains that you have one week to live. You know it sounds like real doctor talk but you’re not really listening

because you’re thinking about getting your affairs in order. The part where a poker comes

out of Marilyn’s armpit is probably not listed in any medical journal outside of Borneo. 

When it happens in this movie, it’s scary. Being a talented porn star, Marilyn is familiar with sticking things in people and vice a versa. When it comes time for her to grab some

guy, stick her poker in and suck his blood, she does a bang up job. 



This new strain of rabies is contagious and has a very short incubation period. Everyone

who gets bitten and sucked turns rabid and in turn, bites and sucks other persons who

will go down the same path. Everything about this turn of events is good. It kept me

watching the movie. Even Elmo stayed awake. 



My very favoritist actor in the movie was Joe Silver. He was also in Shivers. He is a

spectacular oddball with a resonant voice that makes him the Mel Cooley of these

movies. If only Cronenberg had cast Baby Rose Marie and Morey Amsterdam in bit parts

to dish out insults to Joe Silver, the movie would have won a Genie, which is the

Canadian equivalent to an Oscar. At today’s exchange rate, a Genie is worth the price of

an Okie Dog from my favorite location on Fairfax. 





There is one bit of classic voice over material that I can’t stop thinking about. I may have misunderstood but I will never watch the movie again because I would be terminally

disappointed if I found out I misheard it. There is an altercation in a diner where a rabid man comes in and eats another customer’s slop and then vomits. After evacuating his

stomach of the putrid diner food, the rabid man bites the waitress on the wrist and

mayhem ensues. A very low-key scene immediately follows, with Joe Silver driving with

an unmemorable Canadian actor riding shotgun. We see the backs of the dudes while

they listen to the radio. A reporter recounts the story of the conflagration in the diner. At the end of his report he says, “The man was subdued by an unidentified drunk driver.” 



As you might have guessed, there’s an epidemic of mutated rabies in Montreal or

Winnipeg or Nova Scotia depending on whether you’re watching the American, Canadian, 

or Mexican version of the movie. Unlike, Romero’s earlier film, Night of the Living Dead, 

there’s no psychological subtext, no bickering and no moral dilemma. In Rabid, they’ve

got shit to deal with and they just deal with it. I believe this is how it would be in real life. 

Romero’s zombie movies are sort of like if zombies showed up in a movie on the Oprah

channel. 



Rabid is a low-budget gem that kicks ass. If you liked 28 Days Later, you’ll like this. Being rabid is nearly the same as catching the Rage virus only you get a poker if you’re rabid

and you don’t move as fast. Rabid is Cronenberg in-the-raw even though he is wearing

clothing except in the European release. 



Directed by David Cronenberg  Produced by John Dunning, Ivan Reitman  Written by

David Cronenberg  Starring Marilyn Chambers, Frank Moore, Joe Silver             









Rock ‘n’ Roll Nightmare (1987)

This nightmare is not exclusive to any musical genre. It exists as a continuous loop in the peabrains of Canadian morons on PCP. 



Elmo is a big fan of music and recreational drugs so he was stoked to watch this rock

opera with horror overtones. I was concerned that his early morning drunkenness would

cause him to be rowdy and disruptive of this serious endeavor. I allowed him to stick

around anyway because he’s young and he knows what the young people like. Truthfully

though, he only knows what type of entertainment is enjoyed by young drug addicts, 

prostitutes, and hobos. But these worthless pieces of humanity are people too. They

deserve respect because they are God’s children even though he has cut them off

financially. 







There are many movies that I’ve forgotten because I was drunk when I watched them. I



wish Rock ‘n’ Roll Nightmare was one of those movies. I got my hopes up while viewing

the lengthy opening sequence, which consisted of shots of a van traveling down the

highway. This portion of the movie was engaging and well filmed. The music was almost

good. By the time I got through this part of the movie, I forgot that there was actually a previous opening sequence where a family was seen enjoying country life. The mother

was cooking tortillas on one of several stoves that were lined up in the kitchen. Dad was

shaving his entire body and Junior was sitting on the staircase posing as a peeping Tom. 



For some reason, the tortilla cooking stirs up an ugly Mexican piñata made of solidified

phlegm. The mother is frightened. She gets swallowed up by the oven. Dad hustles down

to the scene of the terribleness. He opens up the refrigerator to grab a tall boy and he

gets sucked in. Junior sits on the stairs and quivers. 



When the van finally shows up at the haunted farmhouse, some band people unpile from

the van. This gives them an opportunity to deliver bad dialog and for the girls to complain about how shitty the place is. The boys tease them by revealing that there’s a twenty-four track recording studio in the barn and that there is plenty of room to have sex inside the house. This prepares us for viewing many scenes of ugly people having sex. Watching

these people humping and pumping in all their hideousness is worse than seeing a chimp

masturbating at the zoo. At least a chimp is innocently unaware of how his behavior

affects the tourists. Or perhaps he’s displaying his rebellion against being trapped in a

pen. When it finally dawned on me that these ugly hair-band rejects were Canadian, I

decided to cut them some slack. 







The true centerpiece of the movie is Jon Mikl Thor. This man is an iconic figure who will

not soon be forgotten. Outside of this piece of work, he exists in another universe. He

once appeared on the Merv Griffin show. In Rock ‘n’ Roll Nightmare he was still vigorous

enough to maintain his Wrestle Mania physique, which he displays by wearing a sparkly

buttonless jacket and a pair of bedazzled bikini bottoms. His powerful persona is vaguely

in evidence because he has the most time onscreen. When he gets naked in the shower, 

my stomach was churning so much that if I drank some cream I could’ve made butter. 

Elmo was more appreciative of this tender scene. He was longing for a torso of such bulk

so that he could beat up the homeless people who sometimes irritate him. 



There are a number of musical interludes in the movie. The band, Triton records some

colossal farts of metallic music. One of the tunes is called “Energy” and that’s the only

lyric. If I had been able to channel that lyric into my pathetic, weakened body, I would

have reached for the remote and turned this movie off. In fairness to Canadians, some of

the music is not completely awful. It’s only slightly worse than a garage band I heard

playing a block over one night last week. Maybe I’m just too old to appreciate shitty

music. Elmo liked it so much that he asked me to give him the soundtrack album as a

birthday present. I told him that if my luck picked up, he would no longer be living in my garage by the time his next birthday rolled around. 





Monsters are interspersed throughout the movie. There are some one-eyed flesh tone

hand puppets thrown in for comic relief. A few of the characters wear masks from the

Halloween store. This is to indicate that they are monsters. There’s also a bogus monster

hand that is featured in at least two scenes. A little kid puts on a demon mask to scare

one of the ugly couples. When I watched the special feature on how the make-up was

done, I found out that it took three days to create that amateurish piece of dog shit. To

make matters worse, the kid had to endure many hours of torture in order for the

imbecile make-up kid to produce this turdly mask. 



Finally, we’re treated to the most wonderful monster in the entire movie. The devil pays a visit to Thor. Lord Satan manifests himself as an oversized plastic June bug. Thor and the June bug engage in a lengthy existential dialog. When it becomes obvious that neither

one can outdo the other by talking things out, they have to try and beat each other up. 

This is the most exciting exchange of raw physical power in the movie. A pro wrestler

fighting a bug is on my list of first class entertainment. 



Directed by John Fasano  Produced by Jon Mikl Thor  Written by Jon Mikl Thor  Starring

Jon Mikl Thor, Jillian Peri, Teresa Simpson









Scarecrows (1988)

Surrender Dorothy. These scarecrows are assholes. 



Everything about this movie is good except for the story, character development, 

performances, and catering. I was trying to sleep but my back and neck were hurting so

bad that I could barely go on living. Ever since I turned my head earlier in the day, the

pain has been excruciating. I took four Ibuprofen and three Ambien but I continued to be

painfully alert at three in the morning. I determined that the only positive outcome to this unfortunate circumstance would come into being if I got up and watched a movie. Elmo

was still up after a day of drinking grain alcohol and throwing up and then repeating the

exercise. He was heaving like a goat run-over by an El Camino. I almost sent him out to

the backyard but it was raining and as chilly as a Mexican hot dog. Elmo is a good movie-

viewing companion but he is also a skid-row bum waiting to happen. 





The opening scene of Scarecrows is a template for what the opening scene of all SyFy

Original Movies will be a couple of decades later. Several paramilitary types are tensely

poised in the hold of an airplane flying over someplace for some unknown purpose. In this

movie, the main characters are bad. They’re possessed by a greedy meanness reserved

for people who steal large sums of money in hopes of improving their quality of life. 





If you pay very close attention, you’ll learn that some of these knuckleheads ripped off

the humongous fortune of Camp Pendleton, which has been relocated to Florida. This

fortune amounts to three million dollars and it’s stuffed into Louis Vuitton duffle bags. 

Considering that the story takes place in Miami, we can be certain that these are

counterfeit bags made in Tripoli. It turns out that two of the persons on the plane are

actually good people. The pilot and his daughter were kidnapped from the tarmac of the

Burbank airport. The bad guys make the good man fly them from Miami Beach to Tijuana. 



Five minutes into the flight, a traitor in their midst straps on a parachute, grabs the bag of loot and jumps overboard. The other bad people are mad as hornets sprayed with bug

killer. The robbers force the pilot to land the plane in a cornfield in Iowa. He finds a

secret runway and performs a controlled crash-landing about thirty feet away from where

the traitor landed with the moneybags. 



There are two girls in the movie. One is the good girl. She is attractive and would be a

sought after prom date at any point in history. The other girl is bad. When she’s not

participating in treacherous acts, she spends most of her time with a blow dryer and a

can of hairspray. She would definitely be asked to the prom in 1988 and even in present

day Oklahoma where her hair is finally in style. In addition to the girls, there is a dog in the cast. He is my favorite character. Without him, the movie would have no canine

representation. 



Despite the fact that the characters in this movie are mostly interchangeable and the

dialog is pitiful, this is a very compelling horror movie. The atmosphere is creepy from the word go as soon as the goons get on the ground. If I ended up in this place I would be

scared shirtless. There are entirely too many spooky scarecrows in this remote location. 

Also, there is an abandoned sugar shack. Inside the shack, a framed photo hangs on the

wall. Sometimes the glass in the frame is cracked. Sometimes it’s not. The evil heist

masterminds and the good Dad and daughter hide in the shack. When they decide to get

murdered, they venture out into the darkness. This movie is overflowing with beautifully

eerie night exteriors. The combination of perpetual darkness and cornfieldism is what

causes this movie to pack a wallop. 



All of the gory scenes are incredibly wonderful. The scarecrows stab, slash, and generally dismember the goofball criminals in a realistic and entertaining way. This enables the

scarecrows to replace their missing parts. They also split people up the middle and stuff

them with hominy. All this mayhem is ghoulish and lovely. I would watch the movie again

just to view these masterful moments. The scarecrows are also practically invincible. The

villains have plenty of guns and ammo but the scarecrows have voodoo power. 







I personally believe that the scarecrows in this movie are scarier than almost any

supernatural slasher-movie lumberers. You could place these scarecrows alongside Jason

Bateman, Freddy Mercury and Mike Meyers and I would be the most afraid of the

scarecrows. And speaking of all the contemporary horror cycle icons, why was there no

sequel to Scarecrows. The movie was made for seventy-five dollars. It must have brought

in wheelbarrows full of money at the box office and on home video. Sequels are generally

a step down on the food chain but there’s no way the characters and storyline could be

diminished in a sequel to this movie. The next installment would most likely be even

better than the original. 



By the time I finished watching this engrossing film, I had forgotten my neck pain but

then I remembered it. Elmo was done with the dry heaves and he felt like dog shit but he

really liked the movie. 



If you’re a fan of monster movies or creepy movies in general, you’ll enjoy this. The

atmosphere and killer scarecrows are both exceptional. If you’re expecting a movie with a

plot and well-developed characters, you’re barking up the wrong tree. 



Directed by William Wesley  Starring Ted Vernon, Michael David Simms









Sharon’s Baby (1975)

This bundle of joy needs a diaper change. 



When I decided to eyeball this movie, I thought the title was referring to Sharon Tate’s

baby. I was fascinated by the possibility of viewing such deviant gutter trash. It turned

out to be the story of another baby entirely. I’m certain that I viewed this movie within

the last year but I have absolutely no recollection of it so I had to watch it again

yesterday. Elmo joined in the fun because of his fascination with hot cougars. I pointed

out to him that Joan Collins is pushing eighty. He responded, “I’ve boinked older ladies

than that.” I was not sickened by his confession because I knew that he sweet-talked the

old bitties into lavishing him with gifts of hard candy and food stamps. 



I love to watch babies in movies because they are so cute and hilarious. The baby in this

movie is darling. I enjoyed every cutaway featuring this wonderful bundle of joy. I was

led to believe this little cutie was possessed by the devil but I never saw this baby do

anything evil. There were a lot of weird and mysterious things going on such as brutal

murders and the baby’s room getting messed up. I never witnessed the baby actually

doing a single naughty thing. I was not convinced that this newborn scratched and bit and

cut someone’s head off because they never showed the kid doing anything except being

adorable. 







In the opening scene, Joan Collins is just about ready to pop. She’s wailing because she

can’t push this baby out. Donald Pleasance is a very friendly doctor. It was uplifting to see him perform in a movie without being drunk on his ass. He decided that the baby doesn’t

want to be born, which is an ignorant comment because babies are too simple-minded to

have such thoughts. The baby won’t come out so Dr. Don has to jerk it out with forceps. I

got pulled out with forceps and it caused me to talk out of one side of my mouth. So, 

when he gets hold of the baby, it looks like a piece of chicken. I was expecting a

horrifying infant like the one in It’s Alive or at the very least a freak of nature like a Thalidomide baby. 



When I was in Junior High School, there was a teenage Thalidomide baby. He was

basically just a head with a couple of hands and feet attached. One time when I was

peeing in the boy’s room, Thalidomide boy came up and touched my leg. When I walked

in there and it was only him and a couple of his greasy delinquent buddies. I knew they

were up to no good and that something frightening was about to happen to me but I

didn’t want to be rude and walk out. They were all sort of leering and giggling. I looked

down at Thalidomide boy and said, “Hey. What’s up?” The trio of special-ed heads were

disappointed that I didn’t react in a worse way. I figure that the only reason those

retarded thugs were allowed to roam the halls unsupervised was because the office

hierarchy were scared shitless by that gimpy creature. When I told an off-color joke in the presence of a substitute teacher in science class, I got sent to the office and got licks. 

That was code for getting bent over by assistant principal perverts and spanked with a

paddle. These days, people advertise on Craigslist to get treated that way. I realized at

the time that the Thalidomide boy could do anything he goddamn well pleased because

nobody could figure which end to paddle. 



The delivery of Joan Collins’ baby is a great success and she takes the baby home to her

Italian stallion hubby. They are so overjoyed until the tot starts spitting, biting, and

shitting his diaper. This behavior was unheard of in South Kensington. Fortunately, the

Italian stallion has a real sister who’s a nun. The nun is very pretty. Dr. Don makes a

couple of pleasant advances in her direction but she only smiles and imagines what it

would be like to have sex with a fat, bald-headed grandpa. The excellent actress, Eileen

Atkins who can be seen as an old woman in such films as Cold Comfort Farm and Gosford

Park, plays the nun. She is hip to the true nature of the devil baby when she visits him

and he cries. 







As luck would have it, Joan was once a stripper. A couple of attractive girls dance naked

at the club. This adds tittie-lating production value. Gorgeous babes are not the only

performers at this den of antiquity. There is a dirty-minded dwarf who wishes he could

have unnatural relations with full-sized women. Even though these hot chicks lowered

themselves to sewer-level humanity by dancing in the nude, they were not about to roll

around in a rat infested hayloft with shorty. Joan gets hypnotized into letting the melon-

headed midget massage her bosom. When she comes to her senses, she is filled with

disgust and joy. She spurns the little wanker and crushes his microscopic heart. He’s

touchy due to his short stature so he puts a curse on her. In movies, Dwarves are often

depicted as evildoers because normal humans typically lack compassion for anyone who

is different. 



Hilary Mason plays a sweet but irritable childcare worker. Her stellar work here combined

with wonderful performances in Don’t Look Now and Dolls qualify her for an award of

some kind. 



I enjoyed watching this movie. Elmo was taken with it as well. There are certainly noisy

detractors when it comes to the value of this movie but they probably have small penises. 

The women who don’t like it are probably beautiful. Also, they are not egomaniacal

enough to believe that anyone gives a shit about their movie-related notions. They’re

occupied with more important things. 



Directed by Peter Sasdy  Produced by Norma Corney  Written by Stanley Price  Starring

Joan Collins, Eileen Atkins, Ralph Bates, Donald Pleasance









The Sinful Dwarf (1973)

Life is a cabaret my friend…but it just happens to be in a Danish hellhole possessed by a

diddling dwarf. 



This movie has more bush than the arboretum. It reminds me of a John Waters film, 

except without the irony. The locations/sets are definitely reminiscent of Mortville. The

story takes place in the most frightening hellhole in all of Denmark. And, that’s saying a lot. Referred to in the movie as a rooming house, it more closely resembles the entrance

to hell. The exterior looks like an STD clinic in Newark. As far as the art department goes, there was obviously a budget big enough to buy a couple of gallons of garish paint. The

props were most likely stolen from a thrift store. The “rooming house” has the vibe of a

hotel I once spent the night in near the train station in Brussels. When Honeypot and I

entered, the night manager was sitting behind a desk with a 357 Magnum prominently

displayed on the desktop. It was positioned so that he could grab the gun and shoot

unwanted guests within four seconds. The elevator had no enclosure. So, you could watch

the elevator shaft passing by as you traveled up and down. It would have been unwise to

ride this elevator drunk. 







Lila Lash owns the dumpy rooming house, which according to her was a popular nightclub

until “the bad year.” No one ever reveals exactly what happened in that bad year but we

do know that there was a fire. Lila has a scar on her cheek to prove it. The scar is so

realistic that it looks like it could be wiped off with a piece of toilet paper. Something bad also happened to her dwarf son, Olaf. He entertains himself by constantly playing with

toys that would be tossed out with the garbage by the average two-year-old. Olaf has no

scars but he could use an orthodontist. 



Mary and Peter are a sweet young married couple. They can’t find a place to stay because

they have no money. Mary isn’t the smartest bunny in the forest but she loves her

husband and insists that he not take a job until he spends a couple of decades pursuing

his writing career. Peter loves Mary because she enjoys having hot, naked sex, which is

graphically displayed for the enjoyment of the audience. Also, Mary knows how to throw

together a salad with a little lettuce and a small can of fish excrement. Peter puts on his trench coat every morning and leaves his wife in their crappy closet of a room. This

allows him to spend the day being thrown out of the offices of every writer’s agent in the Copenhagen metropolitan area. We can assume that since he always wears a trench coat

that he spends part of his days flashing women in the park, which is not illegal in

Denmark as long as you have a permit. 



There are many interesting scenes of Lila and her only friend, Winnie. Lila performs a few horrible cabaret scenes for Winnie, while Winnie secretly winces. She only hangs around

Lila for the free liquor. Lila also spends much of her time looking for just the right

costume to compliment each musical number. In one scene, she actually flashes her

breasts for the camera, which is a welcome display considering that her hooters are her

best feature. 







The central focus or hub of the film is the rape room. Through his charming retardedness, 

Olaf is able to lure young women to the rooming house. He uses his walking, barking

mechanical poodle. It is most assuredly a wind-up toy because it’s doubtful that batteries were available in Denmark in 1973. Any person in their right mind would not even walk

alone in this neighborhood but Shorty is able to get these chicks into the house, drug

them, strip them naked and lock them up in the rape room, which is lit with a dozen flood

lights. The girls get hooked on dope and hang around on the floor of the cell showing off

all their private parts. Lila subsidizes her income by making the girls whores for local

johns. We always see the shady, overweight sickos in overcoats from behind so we don’t

know what they really look like. But when the scumbags get into the rape room, it’s

always the same guy. This skinny dude with greasy hair undresses to complete

nakedness, even showing his giblets a couple of times. He rapes a girl in a harsh way, 

gets dressed and leaves. These sex scenes do not appear to be simulated and with the

room being so over lit, there is no way to fake that action. This footage makes “Cinemax

After Dark” look like “General Hospital.” 







There’s also a character named Santa Claus. He’s a chubby white man with pasty skin, a

tight Afro, and a weird beard. He owns the shittiest toy store ever. Santa runs a business on the side, which is much more lucrative than the toy business. Olaf is banned from the

toy store because he pulls the top down on a cheap plastic doll and leers. Finally, a cop in a bad suit shows up at the “boarding house.” He pulls out a pellet gun that would surely

poke someone’s eye out. There’s also a hilarious scene where Olaf runs around in the

upstairs corridor of the creepy house. Unfortunately, this Keystone Cops send up is the

dwarf actor’s only opportunity to show off his comedic talent. 



This Danish film, released in 1973 was director Vidal Raki’s debut and swan song all in

one. He directed only one film, which is unfortunate because he knew how to cover a

scene and the film cuts together pretty well. Torben Bille, who played the sinful dwarf

went on to appear on children’s shows. This film is one of a kind. If you are a sick, 

voyeuristic pervert who loves to wallow in depravity, this movie’s for you. 



Directed by Vidal Raski  Produced by Nicolas Poole  Written by Harlan Asquith  Starring

Toben Bille









The Stay Awake (1987)

Don’t



The title of this movie is its own punch line. I did watch it during the middle of the day. I did drink an entire pot of coffee. Yes. I did stay awake. The appropriate title would be Fall Asleep So You Won’t Have to Watch This Piece of Shit. Every existing element of this film

should be incinerated in the fires of Hell. There should not be one particle of this pile of crappiness remaining on the planet Earth. Every single person who worked on this in any

capacity should be chopped into fish food. Then all the people who chopped the people

who worked on this movie into fish food should be chopped up into fish food. This process

should continue until every human person on the face of South Africa is ground into

mincemeat and baked into a shit pie to be served to the remaining members of the

human race living on the dark continent of Africa. 



In case you missed this tidbit of information, the movie was made in South Africa. Only in that uncivilized, talentless, elephant dung heap of geography could any alleged life forms invent a motion picture that is so terrible. I did not like this movie. The stench of this abortion of a filmic effort can be smelled in outer space. The citizens of Planet X are

wearing gas masks at this very moment because I unleashed this hideous puddle of vomit

into the realm of reality. Once The Stay Awake is awakened, its unholy maggot colony

travels one billion times the speed of light, engulfing all substance it its path into a

gaseous fog of putridness. 



I hesitate to judge a movie so harshly because I can usually find something redeeming

about any movie I watch. Even if it’s just a puff of smoke from the director’s cigarette

wafting in front of the lens, I can derive a tiny measure of appreciation. I have never

been so violently nauseous as a result of viewing any movie in my life. If a junior high

school kid shit on the lens of a video camera and mailed me the tape, I would applaud

and rank it as a masterpiece compared to The Stay Awake. 







Elmo sat in on my viewing of this crappola. He was on MDMA and when he’s on MDMA, he

is in love with every molecule in the Universe. He loves all animal, vegetable and mineral life. He would happily listen to David Gates and Bread. He would joyously watch all

episodes of My Mother the Car. His taste buds would be favorably appeased with a meal

of live slugs. But even in a state of drug-induced nirvana, he could not find pleasure in

this hurricane of horse flatulence. Elmo railed against so many elements of this movie

that I could barely hear the pathetic dialog. A retarded third grader could write better

words. 



The girls were ugly. At least they could have revealed their tits. There was a shower

scene but no nudity. It was impossible to tell how utterly shameful their performances

were because they were all dubbed so haphazardly. In my vast knowledge of the world

and its peoples, I am aware that English is spoken in South Africa. I have heard people

from that country speak and even the most unintelligible, marble-mouthed, inbred

morons from that country are nearly understandable. Why in the shit did they have to dub

all the voices and to add injury to insult, the result of the dubbing effort sucked. 



Some guy kills some girls. I gathered that because I saw some intercutting of dead girls

as the killer was escorted to the phoniest gas chamber ever captured on film. When he

gets gassed, he vows to return to the school where he killed some chicks so he can

massacre more chicks. Presumably he has the ability to come back from the dead through

the power of Satan. As luck would have it, a half-dozen homely girls are participating in a

“stay awake.” I’ve never heard of such thing. A lady teacher keeps them awake all night

by boring them senseless. This prolonged bout of wakefulness is supposed to raise money

for the school. The devil man first appears as a smoke bomb through a keyhole. Then the

special education teacher who’s in charge of this inexplicable slumber party torture, walks around and hears noises. We are treated to a barrage of cutaways of a lone stool sitting

next to a counter in the smoke filled room. I am still flabbergasted by this particular use of stool footage. 



For a long stretch of the movie, we get to witness the monster’s point of view from

behind a fake bush. The devil creature makes sounds like a baby crying, a growling dog, 

and an electronically enhanced sound effect of a mop slopping across a cafeteria floor. 

Some guys show up. What a surprise. The girls and the guys run down the same hallways

over and over until I caught a case of vertigo. At irregular intervals, the dead criminal is seen in profile as he speaks in an evil fashion. Sometimes he appears as a ghost with red

eyes. 



The very best part of the entire movie is when the deceased devil worshipper turns into a

monster. If you can imagine the very worst Japanese movie monster in the history of

filmmaking and multiply by a factor of one hundred, you will arrive at this monster. The

facial close-up is my very favorite. It is hilarious beyond anything I have looked at lately. 

When you see the creature in full figure, it’s just unbelievably ridiculous. It’s a guy in a green rat costume with red Christmas tree light bulbs for eyeballs. If I could’ve looked at this imbecilic excuse for a monster for the entire movie, I would have enjoyed it. 

Otherwise, the movie is a complete bust. 



The final sequence where the special education teacher lets her hair down and does a

face off with the big rat is a senseless, drawn-out bunch of nonsense. She goes to a box

on the wall and turns the “electric socket” lever up and down a few times. Then she goes

to another box on the wall, opens it and turns the gas valve off and on. She wears her

cross necklace for a while and then takes it off while she turns on the Bunsen burners in

the biology classroom. She knows that without the protection of the symbol of Jesus, the

monster will approach her. I won’t reveal the ending. I will only reveal to you that you are an idiot if you watch this piece of shit. 



Directed by John Bernard  Produced by Thys Heyns  Written by John Bernard  Starring

Shirley Jane Harris, Tanya Gordon, Jayne Hutton









The Stuff (1985)

The sixth major food group…raw sewage. 



I just cleaned the rug in front of the television set from where my dog, Zelda Fitzgerald

peed. Her bladder problem was acting up again. Honeypot said it was from changing the

dog’s food. Honeypot believes that dogs have delicate internal organs that are not

biologically evolved enough to handle such a struggle. I have personally observed my

dog, Zelda Fitzgerald eating cat shit out of the litter box and also eating cat vomit. She has never become ill from ingesting those dietary supplements. Also, her enjoyment of

cat vomit relieves me from clean-up duty. 



Elmo came in from the garage just in time to observe me on my hands and knees pouring

chemistry onto the rug. I called him a son-of-a-bitch for not helping more around the

house. He said he had his own problems to attend to. I practically slapped him. Then I

asked if he would enjoy watching The Stuff. He was amenable as long as I permitted him

to smoke a left-handed cigarette. I am not one to interfere with the fun of others so I

gave him a few minutes to go out back and get stoned. 







The first thing that happens in this movie is that Gabby Hayes takes a walk near some

sort of mining facility. He witnesses a bubbling crude of white goat shit and decides that it would be a brilliant idea to lick it up. He realizes that it is even more delicious than the Ben & Jerry’s flavor, Avalanche of Excrement. Soon, he informs the higher ups and they decide to market the flavorful substance as meal replacement slop. 



The Stuff is marketed by an evil conglomerate that is probably owned by Rupert Murdoch, 

the Koch brothers, and the Rothchilds. Patrick O’Neal is the executive headman who is

visible to the public. This is similar to how our government works. The president pretends to be in charge but he is actually paid by a multinational group of Satanists to give money to rich people and treat the rest of us like shit. 



All Americans eat buttloads of the Stuff and they become hypnotized like pod people. 

Sometimes the Stuff shoots out of an infected person’s mouth and produces enough thick, 

white deliciousness to fill an Olympic size swimming pool. If a human gets stuck in it, he is absorbed just like in The Blob. Michael Moriarty, who is one of the very best actors

around, plays Mo. Mo is in cahoots with the CIA, FBI, EPA, FEMA, and Smith & Wesson. 

He’s out to discover details about the unholy Stuff distribution. 



This kid named Jason opens up the refrigerator and is startled at the sight of this crap

moving around. It scares him. This gives him the big idea to go down to the grocery store

and destroy all the displays of this particular product. When he gets home and settles

down, the boy is encouraged to gorge on the tasty treat. He won’t eat it. His parents and

his brother try to force him but Jason is clever so he eats shaving cream instead. He

almost gets away with the switcheroo until he vomits. His dad eats a spoonful of Jason’s

phony Stuff and the whole family goes apeshit. Jason’s real life brother plays his brother in the movie. You can easily tell them apart because his brother has a healthy set of

eyebrows. 



The kid narrowly escapes the torture of his moon-faced family. Mo drives by just in time

to give Jason a ride. They explore the countryside and end up at the Stuff production

facility. Mo figures out what’s up. The kid gets himself in a sticky situation. There is a great big wonderful explosion of terrific magnitude. 



Fortunately, Mo is familiar with the secret hiding place of a right wing militia group. He and Jason must travel into uncharted territory in the wild backcountry of New Jersey. The

leader of the American patriot club is Colonel Paul Sorvino. He is more hilarious than

ever. Mo explains the desperateness of the circumstances to the Colonel who in turn



decides to use weapons to deal with the problem. There is an excellent scene where the

Colonel and his Boy Scout platoon disembark from some jet airplanes on a mysterious

tarmac. An overweight black gentleman plays a cab driver who witnesses all the military

people. He says, “What is this, World War III?” The Colonel responds, “Just get us to

Fourth and Main and don’t make any more liberal comments.” 





This movie is guaranteed to be a pleasant experience for all who view it. I refuse to find anything wrong with it. My biggest confusion lies in the fact that it was rated R and it

seems sort of like a kids’ movie. I suppose that twelve-year-old boys will think that the

story is about Jason and old farts will know that it’s truly all about Mo. I will definitely watch this movie at another time, preferably in a place that doesn’t reek of dog piss and

Elmo’s body odor. Elmo’s only intelligible comment was, “Wow. That looks good. Where

can we get some of that shit?” 



Directed by Larry Cohen  Produced by Paul Kurta  Written Larry Cohen  Starring Michael

Moriarty, Andrea Marcovicci, Garrett Morris, Paul Sorvino, Patrick O’Neal, Danny Aiello







THE STUFF: Guest Commentary by Michael Varrati



It’s a nearly inarguable fact that the 1980s were a limitless, golden-era for genre cinema. 

Fright film fans of the decade were treated to a bevy of unique, outrageous, and

occasionally implausible ideas, sold to audiences worldwide by studios with reckless

abandon. 



If ever there was a shining example of this, it is Larry Cohen’s The Stuff. 

Make no mistake, if I were to walk into any major studio today and pitch a movie about

“killer yogurt,” not only would they laugh at me, I’d likely also be removed by security. 

However, in 1985, killer yogurt was not only a feasible concept, it was something that

was able to net award-winning actors like Michael Moriarty and Paul Sorvino to star. 



It’s outrageous, it’s bizarre, and it doesn’t seem like it should work.…which, of course, is exactly why it does. 



I love The Stuff. From the wacky commercial jingle to the horrific goo itself, the entire

film is an ingenious nod to the invasion movies of yesteryear, with a camp factor that has been turned up to 11. However, what makes The Stuff so successful is the fact that it

always plays it straight. Whereas many films with over-the-top concepts want to share

the wink with the audience, letting them know they are in on the joke, Cohen never once

allows the characters that inhabit his universe to break that wall. Ultimately, this is the film’s greatest strength. Of course the director and stars knew the plot was laughable and ridiculous, but by staying the line and acting as if the yogurt-threat was deadly serious, The Stuff is given an extra layer of hilarity and class. 



A standard rule of acting is that good comedy must always be played like tragedy. To that

end, The Stuff succeeds with flying colors. Deadly serious and endlessly fun, I consider

this to be Larry Cohen’s true masterpiece. With deft direction, skillful acting, and the

tastiest horror villain to emerge from the 1980s, for many viewers, myself included, the

tagline of the jingle rings true: I can’t get enough of The Stuff. 

 







To The Devil a Daughter (1976) 

That scumbag better pay child support. 



This movie is about the devil. My bastard would-be stepson, Elmo is fascinated by the

devil. On one extended meth trip, the boy flirted with devil worship. When he became

aware that he would be spending eternity in hell, he suspended his interest and decided

to flirt with attractive devil worshipping women instead. Elmo has been surprisingly

successful at seducing women. I think it’s partly because they feel sorry for him, partly

because he has good weed, and mostly because he has exceptional equipment. This

movie held his rapt attention. 







Nastassja Kinski plays a monumentally sexy under-aged nun. I think she was about

fifteen years old when she was in this movie but she gets full frontally naked. I was

delighted by this but also fearful of going to jail for having unclean thoughts. 



Richard Widmark plays the author of books about Satan. He’s tired of writing these books

but his publisher has turned down all his manuscripts of the circus clown genre. Dick is

unhappy because he has so much money and success. He decided to appear in this cheap

Hammer film because Gregory Peck was making a devil worship movie with a real budget

on the other side of the pond. Dick’s weasely old drinking buddy, Denholm Elliot calls up

Dick and asks if he’ll kidnap the weasel’s nymphet daughter from bad people. Dick agrees

and he enlists the help of his publicist played by Honor Blackman who was once Pussy

Galore. Her boyfriend, David joins the mission. 



Christopher Lee is a heretic priest who realized after entering the priesthood that he was neither gay nor a pedophile. The Catholic Church told him to repent or suffer as a

heterosexual. Father Chris decides to turn to the dark side and summon evil spirits that

will awaken Astaroth. In the beginning he mistakenly believes that he is resurrecting Nick and Nora Charles’ Jewish wire-haired fox terrier, Asta Roth. When Chris realizes his error, he decides to go ahead with the plan anyway. 



In order to bring Astaroth to Hammer Studios, Chris has to get Nasty Kinski over to Stage

4 so she can get raped by a statue. Dick goes out to find Nasty’s poppa while Pussy and

David keep an eye on Nasty. The girl gets partially possessed and starts having visions of doing the bebop with an anatomically correct satanic statue. Chris continues with his

demonic hocus-pocus. Denholm Elliot stops by the temple in Salt Lake City and finds his

dead wife stretched out on a slab along with some choice cuts of veal. Chris tells

Denholm that he signed a pact and he better get his ass in gear and join the rest of the

church people or else powerfully bad things will beset him. 



The plot thickens when more things happen. Dick and David leave Pussy behind and go to

Denholm’s house. He has retired to a chair in the attic while recovering from the D.T.s. In a psychotic episode, he drew the Star of David on the floor and lit numerous smudge

pots. Dick yells at Denholm. David throws things in anger because he misses his Pussy. 

Denholm requests that the two gentlemen go fetch the pact from a scary church. 



The boys attend church services at the location of Father Chris’ defrocking. An old priest says that Chris was a bad egg and that his new religious movement called “The Children



of the Lord” is just another cult similar to Mormanism. Dick and David investigate the

church. David is hypnotized by a vision of a naked virgin who hands him a golden

necklace. The necklace turns out to be a tool of Muslamic terrorism. A man wearing a

green ski mask and green mittens catches fire and runs around outrageously. Dick gets

pushed around by wind while unveiling Denholm’s pact. Dick recovers the pact but he

continues to be taunted telepathically by Father Chris. Dick overcomes the special effects and runs out of the church. 



With much disgust, fear, and anger, Dick returns to his ex-friend, the weasel and finds

him still suffering from the shakes. Dick tosses the golden pact at Denholm and says, 

“Here’s your goddamn pact!” He then inquires about Nasty’s whereabouts. The weasel

speaks feebly but Dick understands due to his study of languages. 



A mighty confrontation between the forces of good and evil unfolds. As you may have

guessed, the movie turns into a battle of wits. Most of the witty characters are dead so

that leaves the stars of the film to duke it out. The challenge is for Dick to end the

proceedings before Nasty gets raped by a statue. If the rape occurs, the devil will take

over the world. This stuff is all very serious and heady. When Dick reveals that he has

read the secret book that explains all the extraneous plot points, Chris becomes

genuinely worried. 





The resolution to this film is so esoteric that only a member of the intellectual elite can understand it. It’s truly astounding and thus is a hallmark that every film must match in

order to be considered a work of such magnitude. This is apparently the last of the

Hammer films. Consistent to the end, this one is over lit. The technique was faithfully

employed throughout the tenure of this studio so that even patrons sitting on the last row of the theater could see what was happening in the movie. Also, there’s a baby in this

movie but it’s not a cute or funny baby so if your expecting loveable baby antics, this is not the movie for you. I did find To the Devil a Daughter compelling and if you watch it, 

maybe you will too. 



Directed by Peter Sykes  Produced by Roy Skeggs  Written by Christopher Wicking, John

Peacock  Starring Richard Widmark, Christopher Lee, Honor Blackman, Nastassja Kinski, 

Denholm Elliot











The Unnamable (1988)

An alternate universe. A dystopian society where vegetable worship is the new religion. 

All movie titles have been taken. Can you name The Unnamable! 



This movie started production as The Untitled. A naming contest was held and many

submissions were received. The winner was to be awarded a twenty-five dollar gift

certificate to Golden Corral. To the surprise of the filmmakers, there was not one out of

the three hundred eighty-four submissions that didn’t contain an expletive. The film went

on to be titled The Unnamable. Thus began its historical connection to the H.P. Lovecraft

short story. 







I am prone to invite others to join my movie viewings in hopes of conjuring a collective

reaction. On this evening, the cosmic consciousness was closed for a pagan holiday. Elmo

was no doubt panhandling in Highland Park again. I have sternly warned him against it

because it’s dangerous territory to trespass unless you’re wearing an Armani suit and a

Rolex. I’ve been pulled over several times by the local cops. It’s very disconcerting to

witness a black Hummer with rotating beacons following close behind you. My ’98 Jeep

Cherokee is a stalwart companion but it’s not appreciated by the members of the

Highland Park hoi polloi. Mexicans are allowed to pass the sentries as long as they’re

driving a truck full of lawn maintenance or renovation equipment. Illegal Guatemalan

nannies are overlooked and Negro maids are required to ride the bus. 



The Unnamable is about a monster in a house. It’s in the Shuttered Room genre. That

movie starred Gig Young who was later the instigator of a murder-suicide. The monster in

The Unnamable is a girl who can be described as twenty rungs below homely. Her

father’s practice of worshipping vegetable spirits caused her to turn to the dark side. The old coot lived in a haunted house in the olden days. He was famously known by the locals

as the man with the pillow case on his head. One night he unlocked three doors and

twelve padlocks to release his hideous daughter from captivity. The surprise birthday

party her Daddio planned in her honor was unacceptable to the wretch. She showed her

thanks by ripping his gelatinous heart out and tossing it on the floor. “Take that, 

Shithead!” He should’ve known better than to mess with that bitch. A few members of the

village community theater stopped by in their finest homemade costumes. They tossed

the old codger into a tiny aboveground swimming pool and covered it with a piece of

cardboard. 



Many years in the future, it becomes the present. A deluxe nerd named Randolph leans

against a tombstone and gives a dramatic reading of a local legend. He is half fruitcake

and half ham salad. Randolph and his buddies are students at the University of Phoenix. 

They’re required to wear tuxedos to school. Randolph likes to address his friends with the lame, pseudo-intellectual nickname, “Old Man” as in “Come here, Old Man and I’ll show

you my giblets.” The old men are surprised when they find out that the haunted house is

about ten feet away from the location of the dramatic reading. These kids decide to pick

up a couple of overdressed honeys at the college library and invite them to spend the

night in the dilapidated house. 



All the girls in this movie are afflicted with curling-iron singed hair. The loveliest girl in the movie ends up showing one tittie. She looks just like a young Rosanna Arquette. When



she speaks to her Lithuanian gal pal, she addresses her as “Old Girl.” Somebody should

have told the scriptwriter that none of the college kids look over thirty. 



I don’t remember how many college students converge for a night of hoochie coochi but I

will put the number at several. The dialog is the most dim-witted I have ever

encountered in a movie. The best lines are, “You’re trying to get out before you get your

head wet,” “Let’s find a place to do some horizontal dancing,” and “Let’s find a place to

do some parallel parking.” 





The show gets good when the monster girl starts lurking around. First, she appears as a

shadow. Then, we see a number of shots of her walking with goat legs. We see her scary

claw hand as she dispatches the deserving idiots in gory ways. One kid gets his throat

torn out. Another one gets his head banged on the floor until blood runs out. The gore is

well done. 



Randolph finds a magic book that is written in Ebonics. He reads one passage, which

causes a door to unlock. Eventually he ends up taking the cardboard off the elderly stiff’s tomb. Then Randolph gets in the tomb and continues reading the book aloud. The other

kids encounter the monster girl in the one room in the house where the lights are turned

on. The creature prosthetics and make-up are so good that they almost redeem the

shittiness of the rest of the movie. The director goes way overboard when he decides to

show off the creature. She dances around like a stripper and shows off her monster ass. 

Considering that she was invincible earlier in the movie, this display of weirdness is

beyond my grasp. 



Randolph reads more of the cookbook and summons up the vegetable spirits once more. 

This time he believes they will use their deliciousness for good instead of evil. There is much commotion and revelry as the story draws to a close. 



I heartily recommend this movie to anyone who has wronged me. All others are advised

to burn this DVD in a blazing marshmallow roast. 



Directed by Jean-Paul Ouellette  Produced by Jean-Paul Ouellette, Dean Ramser  Written

by Jean-Paul Ouellette  Starring by Mark Kinsey Stephenson, Charles Klausmeyer, 

Alexandra Durrell









The Video Dead (1987)

Your mother warned you not to accept candy from strangers but she never said anything

about accepting filthy television sets. 



I watched this movie because an acquaintance of mine is fond of it to the point of being

obnoxious. Elmo joined me for this screening because he was broke, which slammed a

heavy steel door on his party plans. He begged me for some cash but I’m on a budget. 

Work has been slow for Honeypot and me. We are casualties of the weak economy just

like most people. I have given Elmo more than he can ever repay in money. He can only

compensate my generosity with his devotion and companionship, both of which are

becoming more and more worthless with each passing day. 



With a budget of $80,000, The Video Dead is an accomplishment. A filmmaker friend of

mine has created a number of movies with budgets in the $30,000 range. He told me that

it’s totally doable but with shoestring budgets, the main thing that goes to shit is acting. 

That is demonstratively true with The Video Dead. The zombie make-up is mostly as

fulfilling as a ferocious emptying of the bladder. There’s only one make-up job that stinks to high Cleveland. An obviously vain teenaged boy was so insecure that he demanded to

be handsome, even in hideous disguise. His make-up was practically as bad as what was

achieved in my movie, Bloodsuckers From Outer Space. The rest of the zombies are

realistic depictions of zombies and as such, they would scare anyone who witnessed them

stagering behind the dumpster at 7-11. 







Two kids move into a house, a bitchy girl, named Pootie who is perpetually on her period

throughout the movie and her younger brother, Sylvester. Pootie is mostly concerned with

getting the house to be cheerful before the parents return from Istanbul. Sylvester is

having hormonal shifts that cause him to pee on the neighborhood dog walker. Fifi the

dog walker is smitten with Sylvester. She appreciates his initiative. I was way too scared to flirt with pretty girls when I was thirteen years old because I was fat and smelled like a pickle jar. 



Before the kiddoes arrive at the house, a drunken obit writer sits in his own vomit and

watches a television that was mistakenly delivered to his house instead of to the junkyard where it belonged. The television is covered with rotted prune juice and smeared with

hobo ejaculate. I wouldn’t touch this piece of shit even while wearing a HAZMAT suit. In

addition to its putridness, it only receives one channel, the shitbird channel. The only

show that plays on that channel is Zombie Piehole Band Concert. I saw that movie on my

Betamax and I hated it so much that I threw it over the fence into my neighbor’s

backyard. He found it and called code enforcement on me. 



As you’ll notice when you look at the The Video Dead artwork, zombies come out of the

television. They don’t crawl out like Sudoku in The Ring movies. In TVD, the television

has to be turned over with the screen facing up. If it’s not in that position, the zombies have to come out of the T.V. off-camera. Also, circling special effects lights and fake

electrical currents generally presage the appearance of the undead. 



The overall mood of the movie is very similar to a movie I worked on called The Willies. 

They both have that Nickelodeon kids’ show ambiance. The Video Dead accomplishes far

more cohesion. It moves along like an oil slick. Sylvester and his Texas friend, Tex are

established well enough that they engage with the audience and we root for them. All

other characters in the movie deserve to die and I rejoice when they do. It is perplexingly odd to me that such mayhem is played out in an apparent kid’s show. I realize that some

horribleness was added after the movie failed to sell in Somalia but it just seems out of

place. 



One thing that perplexes me is a scene where Tex tries to lure the zombies by stringing



up Sylvester from a tree. Tex rigs up a trip wire that sets off a double barrel shotgun blast but then he falls asleep in a plywood homeless shelter. It takes him about thirty minutes

to wake up after the shotgun fires. Noisy zombies are swarming to attack Sylvester and

he is yelling extra loud and the stupid man with the pitifully fake Texas accent just leans up against a sheet of wood and snoozes. Then when he wakes up, He shoots arrows at

the zombies. This idiot has a shotgun and he’s shooting arrows to kill zombies? 



Earlier, he tells the kid that the only way to kill one of these cockroaches is to cut it in half with a chainsaw. In the scene where Tex shoots a single arrow into each one of the

zombie hoard, he and Sylvester just walk away. 





Pootie is told that another way to kill zombies is to invite them over for a square dance

party and then trick them by playing loud techno music. This disorients them and they eat

each other. I once read an article in the Flower Mound Herald Banner that reported this

very thing happening at a rave in a pole barn. 



We find out in this movie that zombies don’t like to look in the mirror. I’m also hesitant to look in the mirror so I have some identification with the creatures featured in this show. 



In summation, if you are a fan of the genre, I think you’ll enjoy this movie. The pace is

just right. The zombies look good and it’s shot on film. I’ll watch it again some day but

not in the near future. 



Directed by Robert Scott  Produced by Robert Scott  Written by Robert Scott  Starring

Michael St. Michaels, Thaddeus A. Golas, Al Millan, Roxanna Augesen







THE VIDEO DEAD: Guest Commentary by Michael Varrati



Long before the creepy little girl of The Ring was crawling out of the television set to

terrorize the world, there was The Video Dead. 



The film, about a haunted TV that spews forth flesh-eating zombies, remains largely

divisive amongst horror fans. Detractors claim The Video Dead’s lack of narrative thread

and low production values make it a largely disinteresting watch, whereas its champions

cite the exact same attributes in its favor.  Because of this, The Video Dead often gets

categorized under that oft-chanted B-movie banner of “it’s so bad, it’s good.” 



Now, I’ve never been a fan of the “it’s so bad, it’s good” moniker (nor do I like the phrase

“guilty pleasure”), because I’ve never felt I needed to justify what I like to anyone. 

Granted, The Video Dead is certainly not as high concept as, say, Sophie’s Choice, but I

also don’t necessarily want to watch Meryl’s moral dilemma at 2 in the morning. 



The Video Dead is a far from perfect picture, but it’s exactly the kind of movie for which the late night cable-era of horror was made. I dig this movie because it’s a flick that you can tune into after everyone else has gone to bed and then tune out. Beyond the magical

television, there’s really nothing horribly groundbreaking at play here, but sometimes all a blood-thirsty horror fan wants is some simple zombie action. With that end goal in mind, 

The Video Dead more than delivers. 



So, turn the lights low, grab a plate of nachos, and let The Video Dead crawl out of your

TV into your heart. I guarantee that if you surrender yourself to the simplicity of this

analog abattoir, you won’t be compelled to change the channel. 









Waxwork  (1988)

Joan Rivers conquers daytime television. 



This movie is fun. I believe people of all races, religions, nationalities and sexual

preferences will enjoy it. This is only my opinion. I must note that there are only white

people in this movie. There are no blacks, Orientals, or Mexicans of any kind but one of

the characters is named, China. There is one funny dwarf whose speech is nearly

unintelligible. His presence reaches out to the minority audience. 



Elmo disappeared again and since I can’t describe a movie based solely on my own poor

judgment, I had to seek out a second opinion. My daughter, Princess was home from

college so I enlisted her services as an interpreter. Her first comment was that she

thought the dialog was lifted from an episode of The Suite Life of Zack and Cody. This is

befitting because Zach Galligan is the star of Waxwork. The names are spelled differently

but that’s the movie’s only departure from the intelligence level of children’s

programming. Also, this movie is rated R due to its use of gratuitous cigarette smoking. 







The kick off is a character development scene. A number of kids play musical chairs on

some football field bleachers. The beauty of this scene is that the camera is locked down

on a wide shot. We get to see cutaways of boys playing football. The really cute girl

named China admits that she likes the football boy because of his large penis. This sets

her up as a bad girl and we know that something unseemly is in her immediate future. 

Zach is a nice boy and Sarah is a nice girl.  They will most likely survive the carnage

although Sarah is bound to end up in jeopardy at which point Zach will save her. Dana

Ashbrook took this job before he hit the jackpot with a major role in the television series, Twin Peaks. That show was cancelled after thirty episodes, at which point he was forced

to beg for increasingly inconsequential roles. 



A wax museum materializes out of nowhere. The girls walk by an old house and there’s a

piece of poster board with the words “wax museum” printed on it with a sharpie. David

Warner’s mortgage payment was past due so he appeared in this movie.. He’s wearing

his best circus costume. He invites the girls to a private showing of his works but the

maximum capacity is six persons. In addition, there will be candy. The babes are

exhilarated by this invite and they squeal like wild pigs. 



That night, some of the kids show up for the party but one couple leaves right away

because they’re on a bad mescaline trip. They become frightened when a giant flying



saucer lands on the front lawn. In actuality it was a paper plate but their perception was altered. The remaining juvenile delinquents are greeted by the sinister Hungarian elf. 

Another creepy Lurch type character is there but he is such a lousy actor that I won’t

mention him again. Princess laughed heartily at the elf but then she was scared by his

accent. David Warner leads the teenagers into a truly shitty wax museum. The wax

figures are the same as all the frozen still people in movies who are actually real people who try hard to hold steady but no living organism can pull off such a trick . 



More teenagers come to the party just before the movie gets boring. There are spooky

exhibits featuring the likes of The Wolfman, Dracula, and Cher. The atrocities on display

are roped off but the kids are hypnotized by David Warner’s demonic power and they

jump the ropes and land in another dimension. 





There’s werewolf scene that is very nicely done. The wolfman is a little bogus but scary

nonetheless. Just imagine that the monster costume guys on Dog Soldiers were only

given ten dollars to make a werewolf and you get the picture. One chick ends up in a

terrifying vampire sketch. Princess proclaimed that this sequence awakened her from a

hypnotic reverie and caused her forehead to sweat. The chick in this scene is in high gear as she kicks vampire ass but then for no apparent reason she walks up to the head

vampire and lets him bite the shit out of her neck. I had to stop the movie and take a

nerve pill. 



Zach gets thrown into Night of the Living Dead. This bit of the show is shot in or turned

into black and white. It’s a superb creepfest. The cemetery, zombies, and smoke come

together in the perfect mélange of classic horror movie rip-off. Then the good girl gets

whipped with a razor strap by the Marquee Da Sharday…and she likes it. This babe takes

it every which way but Thursday. She just can’t get enough. 



The famous british actor Patrick Macnee, fondly remembered as John Steed on the

Avengers television series is in a couple of scenes. He rides around on a motorized wheel

chair because the production could not afford to pay his full rate. At one point, he did

offer to walk but when the producers realized that he meant he was going to walk off the

show, they begged him to stay. 



The movie builds up to a hootenanny of a finale. There are hundreds of people on

camera, tons of effects, gunfire, hatchet murders, and hot dog venders. Princess said that there was so much action that it caused her to have problems with her equilibrium. I

recommend this movie for anyone who likes movies set in a wax museum. It’s one of the

best of its genre. The Mystery of the Wax Museum is sort of a snoozer. I saw the House of

Wax starring Vincent Price when I was a kid, projected and in 3D! But I can’t remember

anything about it except for the chintzy cardboard 3D glasses. 



Directed by Anthony Hickox  Produced by Staffan Ahrenberg  Written by Anthony Hickox 

Starring Zak Galligan, Deborah Foreman, Michelle Johnson, David Warner, Dana

Ashbrook, Patrick Macnee
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