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THE OTHER MOVIE

HREAT
t-shirts?

Yes, now YOU can prance

7
around proudly in . >

the streets of :
America wearing \

more than just your \

bad attitude! Sport |

the fresh 100% cotton

T-shirt from FiLM THREAT! This
fine quality product has a myri-
ad of uses! Cures nudity on con-
tact! Frightens small children
and is extra absorbent!! Order
yours today!

s XLonty

cend 15 buchs ¢ ¢

And maybe your Slimy Dog Grafix
griends will :“:us 235 W. Allen #2
making fun o7 7 Sanpimas CA 91773
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hate mail

Fiist THREAT Hate Mail, 9171 Wilshire Blvd., Suite 300, Beverly Hills, CA Nine-Zero-Two-One-Zero. (Enclose an SASE if you'd like a response.)

Feel free to fax us your effluvia too: (310) 274-7985. It’s good to

| KNOW WHO YOU ARE!

Yilu—thedt—

T teally do mjoy VIS Hﬂ*é'.l
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Dear Corey Haim,

You're not a “bie" celebrity—and 1 know you can’t afford ro
pay me a lot r._u‘,'_ Money. So ﬁ!’wﬂ[‘ do J'F.ifi"r_l't'!f a ﬂ“'m* and el a
decent u{:{} fﬁff.

SORE BOOZER

Dear IT,

?ais is in resnonse to sll the nype regarding AESERVOIK

LOGSHIT. Tearantino's studspt ie probably the most ryﬁﬁﬂf}
amer in the last twenily years. vo us a breakl What'e

all the ouraise about anyway?

Like I said==the fila stould be retitled: KESENVOIR DOGSHIT.

1 rexret oaying the & 37, whan I could have instead rented

a coutzle of tapes Starring the real thing: Jimmy Cagney,

gddie 3. Robinson or even BoZey.

Charles Bukowsiki,
San Pedre, CA

Charles,

We appreciate your opinion, especially coming from a real-life
tough guy like yourself. But give Tarantino a break. 1 consider
Reservoir Dogs one of the best films of 92, s0 lighten up and
write another book! (Next time, sneak some wine into the
theater. You'll have a much better experience. )

BIG, THREATENING BALLS!

MWSTER. GORE —
KEEP PUITING THE “THREAT  mJ) Eiled THREAT, GCDEN(WS
Yio ooE ELSE WAL ThE BALLS
YeURSTRULY,

:FY‘l-ﬂkGD}'(ln'ca

(FRANK 6. DIMARIQ)
FTHACA, WY

Hey I rank!
You Enow what? 1 will!

know you readers study this mag so closely— bur even [ have a life.

WANTED: MORE READERS LIKE “MR. PSYCHO"!

;%-/ﬂ

Cf/-t.r's. —

ThovstT ou'd Lirce To
See fHw T 60 Ur
Hxlowsenr. L Probiribg 1T Lfitg
T ADD Th Buack LiZS +
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LICKING SOUNDS

VERZ CHRISTIAN. 5
| TusT DISCOVERED “FILM THRFAT T
156VES RGO A | AM roorg D!
CONGRATS ON THICING ON THE
Mo-TioN FICTURE ESTRBLISHMENT

X EXP05INGE KL THE LAME

guLLsHT THAT THEY M T 17

SHOVE DOWN OV “THRZOFTS, |

Arso puBLIsH & MAG [ coPT
ENCLOSED) A OV SECOND [SSVE

5 DVE ovT TANUVAERY I, 19973 .

ANy MENTION You covL) MBITE

sy ~souNl$ OF DEATH IN Fiem
HREAT WovL) BE WMIST cool,
WELL , WEEP VP THE EXCF LLENT
wor.

THANK'S AGCAN FolZ  PVBLISHIN 6

ONE OF -THE FEw WHGS

wit# ANT B s ! SOUNDS
Oh DEATH
Youe FEIENY :

OZ:WC/:'”GFH

David,

Here's your mention. And you're the second
person this issue who has praised our balls.
I sure am glad their gargantuan dimen-
sions have not gone unnoticed. Give yours a tug for me!




LOST AT SEA

p
Oear T, /

Lt Night, T < had o

I\Eﬂ."y NE+ dr':"'l.Hl I"l '{'} 1- -:Jfﬂ:lﬂ-

ed that e Snvas’ o a nuqf
Wi ‘J‘h Jncl:-: 2 3

rk.._nm -'nt: Nunl‘n T;‘\e:r' we e t.‘lr':.'ﬁ':d
UF Qs I:JuccnnEEI":-‘. N w't:ﬂf'l-hg imm:p;

.ﬂ."’ b JIui'«m:n-?nu.t. h};cler‘ -:ln:i

r

Dﬂﬁdnnﬂi in ‘h‘r:r!“ nmr Whlft‘:} :?-Leo.m-

less Hr:uf.-eﬁ} sKint; ht tcn en k aints

and I-.':nrﬂ 5 l:fu{_k BIE:.. f‘ne_rH: }F : ?
’.'.Ii:u:f:a Ex: stmad i Them up and

Sh a<kled their  Fet  with balls*n’
Chaing | iF then tickled  their

=} e 1 .
SGHt reel and MM Lf-—.--:i their
<ute | soff pink ears!

What- s
yeu H‘"nk or H‘H"S'- dream? Did

}"Gu ever I"It:lcl c}rEqni !;i’\:* “H‘Ili ?
I Bet you de! <Get We¥ f

Dear Wer,

That's actually a pretty lame dream. Picture this: You're being

force-fed chewy. crisp bacon with all the good meat part and

none of the fat. And then you realize it’s not very greasy or even
tasty. In fact, it’s not bacon at all—it'’s your own scabs. Then a

goat walks in. 1 dreamt this! Scary, bub?

GORE GALORE
N
Kear C%f‘fﬁ y

So ?’d& v not related 7o

ﬁbir or /O/ €/? low aboot

Azsée.

Ml acd Lhtf
Wertréal

D‘ﬂf!’r ll\l EE-IJ-{IF'I.:!.

Frankly, it's kind of
annoying when I show m)
driver'’s license and am asked,
“Are you related?” At least my
last name bas fast become a household
word—it’s just too bad poor Al is such a bore. With an)
luck, in the year 2000 you'll be asking if I'm related to
the President!

r‘"}'!"f1EH?L!q

BEND OVER...

Dear Mr. Gore,

I have enjoyed your magazine for somc time since the days
when you were not located In Beverly Hills. During the time | was
reading your magazrine I was attending college and have rocently
graduated. | have always thought that it would be very intercsiing
o write for your magarinc 50 that is why | have sent this letter.

At any rate, | would like 1o know how [ can obtain a position
at your magazine. | would be willing to start with some other
position and work my way up but I belicve writing is my strength.
1 apologize for the length of this letter and If your decide to publish
it, don't make the new asshole you tear me too big.

Thanks. -
Chris H. Ulirich

A wttd

Htj‘ Chris, |
The “position™ I prefer is on top. If you agree. you are eligible for
that spot on the .l'.l'df}:

AD-MONISHMENT

Dear FILM THEREAT:

Nhile sitting im am AMC theatre waitiag to see “1492.% an adver-

tisement for AMC's sovie watchers club was shown. I have two
questions regarding the cast of this sini epic. ;
1. Is that Chick Corea in the vhite jacker and laughing like

a goof?

2. Is the woman wvho does a pircuette, her dress floalimg upward.

wearizg pasties?

The latter guestion bas caused comsiderable Jebate amoagst
ay friends and soi and sitting iz the first rov peerimg keenly
up-ard has only resuited im a stiff neck.

Waiting Anxiously.
Jeff Teets

P.0. Box 4351
Lakewvood, CA 90712

Mpr, Teets,

Regarding your questions—wha cares? The question you should
really be asking is why you tolerated this stupid commercial at a
movie theater when you probably paid $7.50 (plus $3 for parking
and $ 10 for papcorn and refreshments). You got screwed, niy friend.
The only commercials 1 can tolerate ave trailers for other films.
Stand up and be a man! (By the way. the panties werve pink.)

THE ENEMY IS US

MEDIA#ELAW

Dear Colleague,
You are not liked.

Oh sure, your family still loves you, your co-workers think
you're the tops, and dogs wag their tails when you enter the room.

But out there in the cold cruel world you and I are disliked
and distrusted. We are the "media™ — the friendless Fourth
Estate — and we're in the crosshairs.

Cordially,

“Robet-Nidles

Eobert Nylen
Edicor

K ﬂflﬂ'f.

Do what 1 did to stave off these paranoid feelings—buy yourself

a gun. In fact, get a .44 Magnun and keep it under your
pillow. You'll sleep a lot easier.

Erm=mn

P L. F

A



editorial

RULE OF THE GOLDEN EUNUCH

Brace yourselves: It’s the time of year when the movie
industry hands itself chose neutered
statuettes to boost its latese dreck.
Whart a perfect symbol for the
Hollywood studio heads, who made
1992 the worst year for films ever.
Thae dull recread Batman
Returns? Go read the Frank Miller
graphic novels for a cruly manly, heroic
story. That unfunny blockbuster Home
Alone 2? Try reruns of The Three Stooges
tor really good, violent humor. That

5. Feed

extremely biased, politically naive, yet
critically acclaimed, Bob Roberts? See
the 1992 Presidential election for the

1. Reservoir Dogs

2. The Player
3. Bad Lieutenant

6. Unforgiven
7. Husband

- QO]]S!

the real heroes are—rthe marketing
and promotion departments. These
® are the people responsible for che ad
campaigns that made Coppola’s Drac-
ula accually look like it was going to be
good-—the folks who design the posters and over-
see the making of trailers and commercials. And
let’s not forget the flacks who so dearly love the
other entertainment mags for helping them
publicize their refuse.

I would like to propose that the Academy
Awards create a new category for these
s and Wives overlooked talents. The Hollywood Reporter

' already hands ourt prizes to the best key poster
un 0 arc for films (I'd like to award the ad agency

' that designed the bar logo poster to promote
1989's Batman, which has been copied by

most intense drama in four years (or, for
the bese laughs, just watch the news every night). The
romanticized, whitewashed, softened-for-public-
consumption and seylistically derivative Maleolm X? Go
buy some X-chips and watch a documentary on the real
Malcolm (why does Spike Lee want an Oscar, the white
man’s movie award, so badly, anyway?)

What's most disappointing about cthe continuing aesthet-

virtually every major studio). I've rarely ever seen a bad
trailer (except for Robin Williams's Tays); trailer editors
cut a great-looking two-minute movie, so why shouldn’t
they be recognized for thac? I mean, doesn’t the publicist
who got Tom Cruise’s smug puss on the cover of every
major movie rag to promote A Few Good Men deserve a
shot at golden glory? “And the Oscar goes to...the
marketing department!”

ic decline of theatrical releases is thac it hasn't impacted che
tremendous amounts of money they're making. Lase year
was the best ever at the box office, which rang up approxi-
mately $1.35 billion domestically. Yer while studio execs cel-
ebrate their “creative genius,” they mighe also ponder who

M Lassy Funwt
frosks] onbuee

‘L Jua Kowns
s mbend

HREAT ———

LUl W o -J."f"l:"l-lh.i'l'l'

Christian Gore
Editor in Chief
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A MUST-SEE

Damned in the U.N.A.

family values proponent the Rev. Donald Wildmon (who's also

the breakdown: |

Censorship, controversy, Lou Reed, 2 Live Crew,
urine-soaked stigmara, ultraright-wing red-
necks, ban-happy Bible thumpers, homophobic

Settle back and chow down on these buttery kernels of burning joy.

Edited by Gabriel Alvarez and Kevin Burke

Directed by Paul Yule, 68 min. ¥ Wgoodho nceds Hﬂ"n‘tark‘;g feel-
T : missives when you have h"\? -
his documentary about censorship in America was banned for “PP;Gfmom Greetings Cards> NP sz
a short time pursuant to an injunction won by that vocal by Mark Newgarden, the

one of the film’s “stars”). However,
the injunction and Wildmon's
mulcimillion- dollar lawsuit were
eventually defeated in courr, allow-
ing the release of this revealing
portrait of free speech and
American politics. Rabid diatribes
by Senators Jesse Helms and
Alfonse D’Amato on NEA-fund-
ed art are juxtaposed with explic-

it photos by Robert
Mapplethorpe—whose work the '_ + ;“;m:g n::!g:
politicians dismiss as “trash,” - .
“pornography” and “blatantly (¥ &

ﬁﬂwmw homoerotic.” ,.F/ . -

i
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- hen she’s not on

- the lam, ex-kiddie
performer Dana Plato

- appears in thousands of
homes nightly—burt not

on reruns of Diff rent

Strokes. Before you can
say, “Whatcha ralkin’
‘bour, Willis?” along
comes Night Trap, a
video game (for use on
the Sega Genesis with the
Sega CD™ system)
resembling a digicalized
movie that features the
hold-up specialist/actress
as part of a family you
must protect! Gaming tip:
Have loads of fun letting
Plato gert offed in the only
role she can ger nowadays.




Lights, Camerci...
CLOBEBERIN’ TIME?

Bt he silver screen
has seen its share
of costumed heroes
from DC Comics, bur
the characters from
the Marvel universe
seem to have been
lost in limbo—until
now. A big-budgert
film of The Fantas-
tic Four, the 30-year-
old comic book cre-
ated by Stan Lee and
drawn by Jack Kirby,
is headed into che-
aters in '93—and
FiLM THREAT is first
in line wich chese
exclusive photos.
The Concorde
Pictures/Constan-
tine Films produc-

& Y

Super lineup (left to right): Alex Hyde-White as Mr. tion commenced Super pose-down: Michael Bailey Smith as Ben
Fantastic, model Rebecca Staab as The Invisible shooting in Los Ange- Grimm and Carl Ciarfalio as Ben's alter ego, The

Woman, stuntman Carl Ciarfalio as The Thingand ¢ lust December 28, Thing.
Jay Underwood as The Human Torch. . on a closed set. However, an FT snitch was able to learn some

exciting specifics. The story focuses on the foursome’s flight
into space and the cosmic mishap that creates Mr. Fantastic,
The Human Torch, Invisible Woman and The Thing. While
discovering their newfound abilicies, the quartet is taken cap-
tive by Doctor Doom. Of course, battles ensue and the four
learn that chrough their cooperative efforts, they can defeat
their evil nemesis.

Wich a cast of virtual unknowns, most of the budget is being

lavished on the elaborate computer effects that will enable Reed
Richards to strezch and Johnny Storm to flame on. The Thing has
been brought to vivid life wich an expensive full-body latex suit
that requires three technicians with remote controls to create the
character’s subtle, realistic movements. This and the Doctor
Doom costume—plus all of the makeup effects—are in the
capable hands of Optic Nerve (Tom Savini's Night of the Liv-
ing Dead ) and director Oley Sassone (Bloodfist 3, Final
Embrace, various music videos), who are staying faichful to the
John Byrne FF comic book series of the 1980s.

Although no one can say how successful this comic-to-film
adapration will be given recent disappointments like Tim Bur-
ton's Batman series, there is already talk of FF sequels and
possibly a TV series. One source close to the production
reveals: “Stan Lee was on the set the first day of shooting, and

d craftsmanship: John Vulich of the when he saw the characters in fi uil dress and makeup he said
SUEFWE:.:“‘ -amuhmﬁa Optic Nerve cradies his menacing  (hey Jooked exactly how he envisioned them. He was pretcy
| f:r%actﬂl' Doom impressed.”
mask

Stay tuned to FT for more on the FF.
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OSTURDS OFTHE |

S Have you
always wanted
to stalk a
celebrity, but
you just don't
have the time?
FiLm THREAT
makes it easy
for you to be
the crazy
wingnut that
you knew you
could be. Just
Jj fill in the
blanks of our
convenient
Star Stalker™
Greeting Cards

and send ‘'em

to the

- — -
-ﬂ‘--_-
‘--—--—
-.l----ﬂ--
'------
---—-—l-'-
-l.ll----
.I--_-.---
F------—
-_‘--‘—--

jted ¥t the restaurant, but you TO:
wil

' ou
never showed up. 1 agree with ¥

eant for each othex.

-_---------———ﬂ_------------h-----------------------_----------

P
-ﬂ'------
O — i — -
-------
----—----—ld-----i--
—
—
p—— L L
ﬂ----ﬂ
-'---ll

Oy 7 PONER L0 - = N O
gt W u‘iny-w for
Tﬂ&.ﬁ:n-‘“mrhﬂwhmf TO:
o j D Your TRE4AmB  CONNYT il

&rmﬂ"l Wy e mcm
TS = Ml vego = [Rer Ol
o (Bl wAgive + IPE S* [T
KW f you fpes (JIGATIRE ON NWET
& "II]" oz Wi “p =,

--h-ﬁ---‘
b L S p——
‘l------
- — -
-------
--'-lp-__--
-

JUST A SH
IVE .BEEN WA

g

AP mMBTA ETr=m

oA

0



railblazer of f:

Star Wars pop 'F
Jon Snyder is ps
baby-busters eve
published mag Rep
Generation. It's injvig 2 f* .
this by-product of the 70
a whole new movement
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apprehension as sm:lie people wc

n the "50s, Betty Page's curvaceous charms and jet-black bangs forti-

I fied the male multicudes—even after she abruptly dropped from public
view in 1957. Today, her profitable legacy of collectible photos and
resurgence in comic book circles concinue to enthrall Hollywood.

Greg Theakston, publisher of The Betry Pages, a popular fanzine, spent
five years looking for Page before locating her in Florida lasc year. “It was
like finding Amelia Earhart,” says Theakston, who plans to make a film
about the pin-up queen/Irving Klaw bondage model.

Creative Artists Agency reportedly is also ralking up a scripe writcen
by Mark (Pumpkinbead) Carducci and Robert (Body Double) Avrech—
which is likely to be a vehicle for Sherilyn Fenn. According to Theakston,
HBO was apparently interested in doing a Betty project as well; CAA,
meanwhile, tried to woo Page directly. Bur the sexy sepruagenarian
rejected cheir offer. Subsequently, Theakston, whose own screenplay has
made its way to John Landis and Diane Keaton, was contacted by CAA o
talk to Page abour the rejected deal. Why, then, did she say no? “Probably
because she doesn’t know who CAA is,” says Theakston. “It’s just a maccer
of Betty not wanting to be bothered by all these offers.”
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¢ Tim Bross
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an FT operative), the gullible
believing he was about oS
o The Missing Link,®
v version of
- che part, €

Bross's, he hasn t

man hil
“dramatic love stor

he was sure he gott
Bross asked why

N al o

W
" ?‘,ﬁi A - — H‘

e

KET TO 'EM

by an actor. Allyou
Justry trade rag Tix

‘commercial repre-
" 1t's hard to believe that

car in the ne
k. which we desc |
Encino Man. Alrer

he newly conhident

n

le

Tim Bross

by 1CM. Luckily

answering his own

Alrer a call from

{edia Talent (actually

Bross was dl.l*[‘u:i.'l INto
w Milos Fore-
ribed as a

. . “Was it the
e called ham: Wi
weok? s 1t was the

moust ache

t moustache,
\ \J | :
™ - o T8 %6 o "
WA q_j..{:h L mﬁa QAE‘* S
I 9

R

SHE SAYS:

| knew this subject was
over my head when the
hostess wich the moistness,
Fanny Fartale, casually
declared chat all 1 needed to
locate my G-Spot was a
clear, plastic speculum.
Being that the closest uten-
sil 1 could find was a spat-
ula, 1 sar chis one out,
Fanny and her finger-happy
friends demonstrate just

| how to ejaculate, but after
watching chis all-gal circle

| jerk, I'm not sure | ever
want to find chat darn spor.
I admic to being slightly
shocked by the graphic
nature of flowing secre-
tions, which one dildo-ing
dame described as having a
buttery flavor. Since I'm
pitifully out of shape, per-
haps I'll save the money I'd
spend joining a gym and
start pracucing Kegel exer-
cises in the comfort of my
apartment. While the tape
1s informative, it never
answers the most basic
question—whar the hell

does the G stand for?

As a f-';';'r'rﬂ'rh' service,
Fium THREAT
presents 1eo Sensitive
paints of view on th
ground-breaking
inseructional video
How to
Female Ejaculate.

by Jamie Painter
and Kevin Burke

Find Your G-Spot

towards the end.
By then, 1t was
too late. People
would say, ‘Is chis
a kid’s show?™ ™
Then again, per-
haps the catalyst
for che show's
demise lay in che
fickle TV-viewing
habits of its core
followers: nuclear t
physicists. '
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Senjamin as the young

old-fart Quark.

for eight shows, and in chose days.
getting big ratings after eighe. cha
savs Benjamin. But audien es,
a licele slow roo: “They

i
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Captain Adam Quark s

THE TV SCRAP HEAP ‘“ ark

his 1978 NBC sci-fi spoof starred Richard

Benjamin as the anxious caprain of a
garbage-hauling spaceship. Unfortunarely, less
than one season after it started, Quaré was canned
by the short-sighted nerwork. “We got an order
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HE SAYS:
Like Jamie. I had trouble
finding my G-spot. |
looked everywhere and |
even used a clear, plastic
speculum, It doesn’t mat-
ter, though, because the
video is highly derailed
and even more entertain-
ing. It isn’t hard to fall in
love with this enlighten-
ing program, especially
when one of the female
instructors grunts, “This
one’s for Annie Sprinkle!”
while ejaculating on the
leg of one of her partners.
In face, I was so excited
thar I went straight to my
local Kmart's electronics
department and delini-
ously played the tape for
anyone who'd waech 1t—
at least unail I was
restrained by mall secu-
rity. Evervone can learn
from H.T.F.E., and as
ejaculation expert Fanny
Fatale says, “Don’t forget
to do those Kegels!™
(You’'ll just have to buy
the rape to find out what
that means.)

shirt and my catalogl Or
just keep buying trendy
mall crap, see if I carel
Shirt is top

quality

100% cotton,

Slimy Dog Gr'afl.x
SaﬂDlmaS CA 91773
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keanu

re yvou one of the millions
out-act Keanu Reeves?
Bram Stoker’s Dracula, this contes

who believe chat they can
[f vou think he really sucked in
¢ is for YOU! The rules

2
% \ ~“>MBITA ETr=m

12

23

Videotape yourself rtt'n:.lcl:irlg a
ding the Bill & Ted

). All entries (50 seconds m:u:imurrrﬁ.
ed by the FT staff and then compiled

are as simple as Keanu's life: :
scene from one of Keanu's movies (exclu
films and River’s Edge
please) will first be judg

lucky
for the viewing pleasure O

f Mr. Reeves's agent. Three

# 1 = S-
winners will receive FILM THREAT glow -1n-tb¢:-d:trk ;ap =
Mail VHS video entries 1o Acting the Fool, clo FiLm THREAT,

' )
9171 Wilshire Blvd.. Suite 300, Beverly Hills, CA 90210.

SIAMP AND DELIVER

Yes, now you can annoy and oftend
Hollywood’s most annoying and often-
sive demizens by mail. Include a copy of
Final Exit, the controversial guide to
auto-annihiliation, if yvou like.

TOM ARNOLD

c/o The Jackie Thomas Show
4024 Radford Ave.

Editorial Bldg. 1, #108
Studio Cicy, CA 91604

ARSENIO HALL

¢/o The Arsenmio Hall Show
Paramount Studios

5555 Melrose Ave.

Los Angeles, CA 90038

WARREN BEATTY

c/o Creative Artsts Agency
9830 Wilshire Blvd.
Beverly Hills, CA 90212
Atn: Ron Meyer

MICHAEL JACKSON
c/o Creative Artists Agency
Aten: Rick Nicira

MICKEY ROURKE

c/o Creative Artists Agency
KEVIN COSTNER Aten: Michael Menchel
c/o Creative Artists Agency
Acen: Jane Sindell PATRICK SWAYZE

¢/o William Morris Agency
THE TOM CRUISE FAMILY 151 El Camino Drive

c/o Creative Artists Agency Beverly Hills, CA 90212
Artn: Doug Robinson Artrn: Nicole David

THE SHANNEN DOHERTY VAN DAMME

FAN CLUB c/o International Creative Mgmt.
c/o Fox Television 8899 Beverly Blvd.
P.O. Box 900 Los Angeles, CA 90048 .

Beverly Hills, CA 902153

anything for a

ou can knock stuntman Kane pUCB
Hodder tor playing Jason
Voorhees, the bloodthirsty supervillian of the Friday the 13th
flicks. Bur being in a hockey mask beats being in hock. And
turning movie theaters into human charnel houses can be pret-
ty ctherapeuric too. “I think I get most of my aggressions our at
work,” says the imposing, 0'3" non-method actor, who never-
theless bangs his head against the nearest wall before shooting
a “kill.” "I also do things like growling and pacing, which I
guéss some people would consider ‘method,” ™ he laughs.
Hodder, a 15-year industry veteran, assumed che critically
maligned role in part seven and reprises it a third time in che
somewhar redundancly titled Friday the 13th: Jason Goes to
Hell, which purportedly is the series’ final inscallment (yeah,
right). This one, of course, spotlights the usual extreme
gore—plus a makeover of sorts for the maniac himself. “The
hockey mask has been on so long that it’s more or less
embedded in Jason’s flesh,” Hodder says. “You can see his
bones and things, too, so he looks like a real corpse.”
= While aware of a
| rumored big-screen
face-off between Jason
and Nightmare on
Elm Street baddie
Freddy Krueger,
Hodder would racher
not indulge the sado-
masochistic fancasies
Bl of Fangoria fanboys.
I He has his hands full
dealing with chese
o degenerates when he
appears—sans mask
and prosthetics—ar

conventions and
speaking engage-
ments. “Twice ['ve
had guys beg me,
"Would you grab me
by my hair and chrow
me over a table so |
can say I've been
attacked by Jason?'"”
he says, shaking his
head over the rather
desperarte tone of the
requests. “ They're
like, “‘Come on, man.
I won't sue if I get ; i .
hurt. Please.”” One Braising Kane: Hodder in—and out—of
gf;{-k‘ in f;u_'[‘ wWas SO Jason's overcooked new look.
insistent that Hodder favored him wich a firm slap on che
back. “I nailed him pretty good. He wene, ‘Oh, yeah! ™"

If guys find him such a turn-on, whar about the ladies?
Hodder won’t say: He's saving it for—you guessed it—

a book.

Auen: Jack Tilards \
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It quickly became the New Testament for frustrated screenwriters when it
appeared in 1989: Free of the booby traps created by the film industry’s
labyrinthine system of script readers, story editors and agents, The Hollywood
Producers Story Directory—a handy paperback that was updared quarterly untl its
demise in 1991 —offered an unfiltered listing of synopses submitted from would-
be scripters from around the country. That's right, anyone could get their idea
into the itchy palms of project-hungry producers—for a $100 fee.
One left-field pitch in the directory’s spring 1990 edition came from

Elizabeth Jones of Crystal Springs, Mississippi. Her scripe, titled Mr. Frank and
the Billy Gaoat, is a TV sitcom inspired by a dream she had as a young girl
about a man and a billy goat who become lovers. “I don’t act or nothing—all
I did was wrote it [sic],” says Jones, who works on a chicken farm. "It’s about
a real billy goac just like you see a billy goat in real life.” Who does she envi-
sion in the bestial role? "Somebody funny like Eddie Murphy. Yeah, he could
be a goat.”

Now that we've piqued your interest, Jones's unabridged synopsis—as it
appeared in the directory—read as follows: “Once upon a time a billy goat
fell in love with Mr. Frank. They lived together on the farm. When Mr.
Frank got married to a woman named Debbie the billy goat hated her. He
would jump the fence at Mrs. Frank. The billy goat soon learned to love Mr.
Frank's whole family. His three children Linda, Sherry and Mona. The fami-
ly and the billy goat then began to do many things together and became

l one big happy tamily.”
— “I haven't got no offers yet,” says Jones. “"Do you know someone who
would like to buy ic?”

Attention, producers: Let the bidding begin!

CINEMAQUATIONS ( x)ﬁ
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Late for Dinner « Mel Gibson's

bare ass « two annoving brats = '&7
Forever Young
Basic Instinct — ice pick + handcuffs +

Madonna's bare ass — shock value = Body of Evidence

Naked Gun - Zucker/ Abrahams/Zucker + box oftice
receipts = National Lampoon’s Loaded Weapon |

'|.|_|{n|_r -1'1.5 s I ﬂ‘-u'-
Wity Eram k. s3ing oy st

t-=shrt,

- S.Fub.:m’ et. al. + The Three Stooges + Bridget Fonda
cameo x / Evil Dead 2 =« Army of Darkness

Gandbi - India + sex + Hitler 'stache + 2-hour-plus movie
seat sores — Oscar = Chaplin

b

X\
Moonstruck + Fried Green Tomatoes + Terms of 3 Ahe dwj | _Z_
Endearment « Oscar bait = Used People . '-‘"f‘_";‘imﬁ coms st Wsually e coulX Find

Treasure of the Sierra Madre — unruly Mexican bandits +
rap artists = Trespass

ol ks o Fieme ko A
P sereetd & dizewss MAD A
- ] - E s ' T - o HL “k . i I.-._ Iy v L u‘{lb A‘*}ﬂ
FiLM THREAT's Cinemaquations + Entertainment Weekly staft f,_l“,._t.awn::f‘hw& with ,_.;:.3.“:; '}f{_:;;ﬂzt' newesT f‘:*:h g D Whowse?
L]
weasel Ty Burr — integricy = EW's “Happy Hour™ movie wny Frica froem ™10E

mixing guide (Dec. 18, 1992)

4 ¢ N SNVHLRLON. LT TR &

THE RESERVOIR DOGS SCREWDRIVER

1 part The Killing

|l part The Asphait Jun;le
Crarvish over the top icith shices of Mean Streets, Taxi Driv-
er. Raging Bull. GoodFellas.

TR _HERO STHUR

. Reprinted with permission from Issue 2 of Report From the Star Wars Generahon
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THE SHINING SILVER
BuLLitT
CHILDREN OF THE CORN

THE BIG BLUE SLEEPWALKERS

THAT WOULDN'T DIE

SHOULDN'T PLAY WITH DEAD ZONE THINGS

THE LAWNMOWER MAN WITH 2 BRAINS

THE MISERY ADVENTURES IN BABYSITTING OF

MERLIN JONES

D ——— T e

WHERE TO FIND FILM THREAT?

1 1.2 Vibio
1761 Riwee 012
Medioed, NY 11764
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Y9 Eawt Tih %
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GRAVEYARD SHIFT

DRIVE-IN

THE CREEPSHOW BOATNIKS

KEALLY ExcrioanT Boows
18710 PC.H. See. HN)
.‘rf-||r!'-u,' ARG
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HOwWARDS MaxiMuM OVER DEAD END

THE CRAWLING CAT'S EYE FROM OQUTER SPACE
CuUjO JO FLASHDANCER, YOUR LIFE Is CALLING
SON OF DracULA HAS RISEN FROM THE

Y
L 2

THE RUNNING MANNEQUIN ON EMPTY

IT CAME FROM BENEATH THE SEA OF LOVE

M ichael Gaither
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ABBY CRAPS OUT

yndicated pundic Abigail Van Buren, better
known as “Dear Abby,” is paid handsomely to
hand out her opinions. So imagine our surprise when
the geriatric gammon-giver failed to respond to the
following published plea. In the spirit of jour-
nalistic aleruism, FT offers its own response:

U DEAR GRANNY: Bless

Ple who are die.

your failing heart. Thac
darn Tom Selleck; let’s just
say he’s no James Arness.

Ema’s EXTERTAINMINT
1111 Tenn Ave
Puesburgh, PA 19222
Faspas ooy Yo
2661 San Pabls Ave
Berkeley, CA T0D2

Lammy s of o ki !kunn
12198 W Devon Ave
Chwcapn, 1 eSS

Retailers, ¢all Dave Dafoe at

(800) 554-9100

to carry Fitm THREAT in your store
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Fords, M) 08863
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like thar
' am 60 years old
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mighty disgraceful—even in
this filthy cesspool of a
world we live in today. Call
me old-fashioned, but I like
fine, upstanding shows like
Amos & Andy. Why they take
good, clean fun off the air, I'll
never know. Ol Tom should
have said something because
directors need thar kind of
input from overpaid acrors.
Well, I've got to go—it’s med-
ication time!
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".. 5le eon’s firing of Ren & Stimpy creator John
ricfa :_ si Fnsn 't enough, the 14ch Annual CableACE
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: T:-'-“': 1% }Em the astounded winners
-fl:age* “It seems strange chat
t Ren & Stimpy.”
luss, however, was the solemn
) nce speech Spumco writer
,: 3 _wa.sn ‘'t able to give: “John
ricfaly {: e "mg to thank you on behalf of

--d:-uu- slap in che animacor’s face. The castrated,
a and his fac feline cohort lost in cthe Best

e ;._.‘“"* .' mming Special or Series category to HBO

£ M. : Ira Sleeps Over. (HBO, incidentally, had 104

o

dies (e.g.,

w.nmm

Which award is more honest—the

CableACE (right) or the Rarzie?
Ask Bill Cosby, who gladly
accepted the latter for Leonaro
Part 6 in 1987.

Speaking of rank expulsions, get
ready for cthe 13ch Annual Golden
Raspberry Awards. Traditionally
held 24 hours before the Oscars, che
Razzies presentation is usuallya
low-rent (buc always well-attended)
press conference in Hollywood high-
lighted by gleetully bad song paro- = —
“Hooray for WtsNond”) "’""- | "-j;
tions from the winners’ most scathmg And, unhk
Academy Awards, the Razzies mcogmze:s jﬁﬁf L" )
nee’s flops for the year. “If you du 16 pi

! '—' 'H "-'"

_F ™ "'-..l_ T

list all 16 of 'em.” says four +"‘:‘i' -f:_ Wi

adding that Cl'mrlttw F?':':‘_r 1€ recor

with five duds in one 12- 0 .r'.'_:_"f-i‘::__{",_._
Althﬂugh the Razzies' 1992 bx vallotir

wasn't complered as Fm:

press, Wilson predicred the .'"5:

War Il drama Shining T

PERS ONAL

f the influx of mail in

response to FiLM
THREAT's personals ad
last issue is any indica-
tion, you'll soon see FT's
first macched-up couple
on the national news—
they're che two on that
cross-country killing
spree.

¢
Women Seeking Men
I'm an atheist, and I'm cute
to boot! If you're in your 20s
and you hate God as much as
I do. then we'll be perfect
together! Respond #1001

I like movies, taking long
walks on the beach and seri-
ous S&M. If you're over 6
and want to be dominated,
then I'm the one for you!

Respond #1002

0
Men Seeking Women
I'm depressing, creepy, ugly

and unemployed. I'm look-

—
$.

ing for a beautiful dream girl
to save me from a life of
pain and loneliness. Respond
#1003

Hollywood producer wants
1o meet a real person for sin-
cere and loving relationship.
No uglies. please. Respond
#1004

¢
Women Seeking Women
Help! I need an experienced
lesbian to show me the
ropes—and whips and chains!
I'm 27, but your age doesn’t
matter. Respond #10005

v

Men Seeking Men

Snuggle with me! I'm 23,
6'1" and ready to fall in love.
Looking for a hot top who
wants to take control.
Respond #1006

O
? Seeking Women
Unmarried male, 34, If 21-
35 female, unattached. like

T HREAT

the following
Point Break,
Casablanca,
Duck Soup,
Until the End
of the World,
Videodrome,
S The Conver-
: d sation.

Respond #1007

0
Men Seeking ?
Hev! Wild bisexual seeks
M/F humans for craziness.
Filmmakers, artists. <lubs,
video. punk. cyber. Mutants
need apply! Respond #1008,

Don't wait another day!
Send the essentials (30-
word max., pholos encour-
aged) to: Fum THREAT Per-
sonals, 9171 Wilshire Bivd..
Suite 300, Beverly Hills, CA
90210. And., if you want to
respond to an FT personal
agd. make sure 10 InCiude
that coge number on the
envelope.

.
-

TOM HANKS

Whitever your flkm Lastes, ATS can
M your nepds! We offer saparse
calalogs & $1.00 sach: 1) AN
calagories, 2) "B's", 3 ) Extenalve

SPECIAL SALE: $19.98 EACH (neg $30380)
(Add $5.00 shippingine.)

BAD QLS DOPMRTORY (EROTIC, Carwy Jursa)
KLARSMAR (ACTION, Loe Marvie, (nde Fvase)

FELIT SUGMR (EROTIC, Pirylle Dwvia)

EMBRTY (MORRCR, Pock Huoeon Barbers Caren
AUGMTEN OF DEATM [SENSUM. R Syod Denadeg)
DEATH RIDES A MORSE (WEST, Jobe Phlllp Lew)
MOCKED DAL, A Deciinecn|

HOW ARFUL ADOUT ALLAN (THPRLLIR, Tomy Periing)
HOT FWAT (EROTIC, Putger Fess' Wonigue ven Deven)
10 BESOCENT (T, R Leen Amoredl Viecont. fim)

1 MAZLS & MONSTERS (DRAMA, Tom Hesia, Scsen Sirasden)
12 TRACK 29 [DAAMA, K Theress Fuseel)

RTS, et M,

P.O. Box 93897, Las Vegas, Nevada 88150

Ordecs or questions: Call (TU2)363-Z330 aler 12 nooe
Viea, MasterCard, Diner's, Carts Blanche accepled
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Air Force give

. S ! HEM]EHE o

Saddam another heat-
seeking enema and the
United Nations tries to

n the annals of human con- work out that messy the first strike, progression and
flict, there have been the great situation in Bosnia, continuance of such media blitz-
wars: Chevy vs. Ford, Coke FiLm THREAT IS positioning kriegs. Consequently, consumers

" itse ke Hollywood _
vs. Pepsi, McDonald’s vs. "tﬂh::mw have taken sides. Now, once

Burger King, Adidas vs. Nike Premiere! again, the time has come for
and Nintendo vs. Sega. These the people to enter the fog of
battles have been waged on fronts fa- combat and decide. For it is with great
miliar to us all: TV, radio, newspapers, measure that Fum THReaTr, The Other
magazines—the mirrors of our exis- Movie Magazine, declares war on
tence. We have watched, captivated, Premiere, The Movie Magazine.
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THE CONFLICT BEYOND THE COVERS

Confronted by this furtive yet all-too-
visible enemy on the Hollywood bat-
tlefield, FiLM THREAT must leave the
relacive safety of its pages and dig it-
self deep into the trenches of combat.
Positioned as the Viet Cong, if you
will, of movie magazines, FiLm
THREAT has fought and proved victo-
rious over smaller but no less despica-
ble opponents: American Film (now
defunce), Film Comment (dull and dod-
dering) and Movieline (a sloppy-
seconds boneyard of has-beens). How-
ever, in order to mount the Mother of
All Media Wars, we need soldiers—
namely YOU, our dedicated readers.

7

Without your support, Fitsm THREAT

cannot bring an end to the fusillade of

lousy propaganda that masquerades as
entertainment journalism,

WHY WE MUST FIGHT!

Our attack centers on the source of
glossy induscry bullshic, Prewere. The
so-named periodical stands accused:

f STupio CoLLusion

While it’s not literally owned by the
studios, it mighe as well be. When
was the last time a big-budget pro-
duction or overpaid star(ler) wasn't
plastered across Promiere's greasy
cover? (Never!) This publication is a

Sor lhe /w.%-rm.l r/ leis oreler, e derle ﬁu lee commencement r/
combel 63 fee H/.‘ry rﬁ.;{yﬂﬂff o e .fﬁrn’/ G, 199.3.

slave to the Tinseltown publicity ma-
chine: If it's big and expensive, Pre-
miere feels compelled to cover itas a
masterpicce—NO MATTER HOW
AWFUL THE FILM TURNS OUT.
The recent unveiling of UK and
Japanese editions illuscrates Premiere's
exportation of the myopic Hollywood
Doctrine to new fronts—threatening
to fell che last aesthetic vestiges of the
world cinema in domino-like fashion.

£ CINEMATIC WHITEWASHING

As was Pratda for the Communist
regime, Preniere is a shill for che stu-
dios, Being “The Movie Magazine,” it
must carefully maintain and cultivare



its ties to the establishment by substi-
tuting opinion and criticism with che
occasional bit of harmless gossip.
(Which explains why they don't have a
review section but continue to employ
the fictitious likes of Libby Gelman
Waxner.) Who cares who slighted who
at Spago? Whar FiLm THREAT cares
about is whether or not the gossipees
make good movies. This society of mu-
tual masturbation must be crushed.

f Excessive WEIGHT THROWING

By exercising its studio-fueled “clout”
and demanding exclusive coverage of
particular films, Premiere prohibits al-
ternative press and alternative view-
points—ensuring the status quo and
preventing YOU, the moviegoing
public, from being fully informed.

f HiDING BEHIND IS BLOATED
SELF-IMPORTANCE
The Premiere editorial scaft is out of
touch and rife with softbellies inca-
pable of surviving outside its pages.
Would you trust someone who can't
operate an automobile to recommend a
movie for you and your date? Would
you allow anyone unable to master per-
sonal hygiene problems (say, halitosis?)
to blow hot air over the finer points of
filmmaking? Laden wich invites
to free screenings, these folks J{
have no idea what it’s like to
waste $7.50 on a bad film! The
Fim THREAT staft actually pays
for the vast majority of

.= "k

& 5FT stickers, capa-

&% 1 official
&+ draft card, com-
plete with the FT Oath.

films it sees, writes about and reviews.
We don't have to get in couch with the
we are the masses.

ITHISSCS

f Down DEkp, IT's FRENCH!
Premiere isn't even an original idea—
but an Americanized mutation of a
Gallic guide to /e cinéma. And despite
the millions of dollars no less than
three publishing companies have
spent over the last five years, Premiere
has yet to turn a profit. FILM THREAT
is 1009% MADE IN THE USA.
(Need we say more?)

YOUR BATTALION

Led ruthlessly but shrewdly by auto-
cratic Commander-in-Chief Christian
Gore, this admittedly lopsided barttle
favors the side of corporate excess and
greed. Yer with Gore's fanatical leader-
ship resembling a cross between Fidel
Castro’s and Ross Perot’s, FT Head-
quarters hums like an efficient, well-
oiled machine. Admirals Dean
Lamanna and David E. Williams ad-
minister the editorial missions con-
cocted by Gore, while five-star Gener-
als Kevin Burke and Gabriel Alvarez
are constantly reminded that, should
their superiors fall in combat, the va-
cant posts must be filled immediately
as in the jungles
of Vietnam,

W field promo-
o’ ;
_/#{?) tions are ex-
—z/ pected).
Whether engaged

(
“‘lf

ble of neutralizing

Do so early and often by
subscribing to FiLm
THREAT. Send us an
SASE and you will re-
ceive an OfriciaL FT Bar-
TLE KiT that includes:

_Eiﬁﬂ:ribe.

enemy publications.

&% 1 TOP SECRET Battle
Map with attack instruc-
tions: Attach a telephone
book to their sub cards

Put our stickers to good use.

and mail it. Infiltrate their
encampments: At all
newsstands, move
copies of FiLm THREAT in
front of Premiere.

&% You can even in-
crease your rank! Re-
ceive the Purple Heart
for the paper cuts you'll
suffer as you flip excit-
edly through our pages

in copy machine sorties or assuming
aliases while infiltrating strategic
points in Premiere's internship program,
Lieutenants Jamie Painter, Carlo Silvio,
Chris O'Flaherty, Michael Ling and
Chris Froude will find themselves fre-
quently living the words “War is hell.”

These are the people on the front
lines, ready to sacrifice everything (even
weekends) to stop the enemy. Buc Fim
THREAT's battle plan also entails vari-
ous points of reader participation.

RECONNAISSANCE REPORTS

At least once every two months, FILM
THREAT shall submit to readers a sum-
mary of our efforts to halc Premiere’s
global march. Declassified maps and
charts will be released in subsequent
issues, detailing our progress in the
war and highlighting reader contribu-
tions from around the world!

LET THE BATTLE BEGIN!

Although millions could be lost in a
brutal campaign costing several hun-
dred dollars, we know that eradicating
the world of this blighe, this Hitler of
movie magazines, is a duty we will
not neglect or disregard. It 1s a mus-
sion we cannot ignore. JOIN US! w5

To get vour FREE OFFICIAL FILM THREAT
BAaTTLE KIT, send an SASE to:
FiLm THREAT's Great Magazine War,
9171 Wilshire Blvd., Suite 300,
Beverly Hills, CA 90210
ATTN: Sgt. at Arms

or the writer's cramp
you'll endure while
scribbling relentlessly to
FT Headquarters about
how Premiere tortured
you with candy-coated
verbiage. Send photos of
yourself “in combat!”
Buy war bonds: Get
your friends to join the
FT army. SUBSCRIBE
NOW! (See page 62.)

Put FT up front.

—=—

I_I-—"l'l

= 3 ™ X T =i

19



T ™= =

= m>B I -

s 3%

tales from the casting couch

In Hollywood, perhaps more than anywhere else,
sexual harassment is an ec]ﬂa!—opport.fmfty employer.

S we saw In a recent story herein,

the casting couch isn't the exclusive

domain of the straighe. Bur what
may surprise some is that the fabled
sofa has been worn threadbare by as
many homosexual abuses as heterosex-
ual ones. Like homosexuality itself, the
problem was once so closeted that, in
1979, it moved openly gay
actor Dale Reynolds to
found the Alliance for Gay
and Lesbian Artists in the
Entertainment Industry
(AGLA)—an organization
designed to address the
needs and concerns of gay
show business workers.

“The Screen Actors
Guild ar chat time wouldn't
deal with women’s i1ssues,
ler alone men’s,” says the
charmingly self-effacing,
6'1" Southern California
native. “So AGLA became
an important industcry
watchdog group during the
'80s. We were actively
involved with the indus-
[ry—not attempting to cen-
sor, but trying to encourage
the development of better
actitudes toward the gay
and lesbian community.”

Lacking funding and
strong leadership, AGLA
folded in 1991 as higher-
profile organizacions like
the Gay and Lesbian
Alhance Against Defama-
tion (GLAAD) came to the fore. But
Reynolds, 48, a veteran supporting
player whose credits run the gamurt
from features (Repo Man) to television
(Murder. She Wrote, Knots Landing) to
Broadway (Lysistrata), remains outspo-
ken on the subject of gay casting

by Bruce Maibaum

couches. “It’s based on sex as currency,”
says the actor, who's also an indepen-
dent producer and freelance journalise.
“Bur what it really shows is a lack of
self-esteem on the part of both partici-
pants. It’s a "just fuck ‘em and chrow
‘em away like an old condom’ mental-
ity, and thac’s sad.”

Actor Dale Reynolds

During his years with AGLA,
Reynolds saw and heard it all. One case
involved a man who had tried to bring
the controversial gay love story The
Front Runner to the screen. “He had
raised a couple million dollars to make
this movie and it became a living joke

until he died,” Reynolds says of the
hapless producer, who succumbed to
AIDS in 1990. “Every six months he'd
put in the trades chat he was getting
started, but he would always complain
that he was having trouble casting it.
Then, an assistant of his who'd quit
came into one of our meetings and said
the guy was proposition-
ing almost everyone who
auditioned. Meanwhile, he
was living off all chis
money.  The producer was
stripped of his SAG fran-
chise when someone
finally complained.

The couch has been no
slouch on the television
side of the biz, either.
According to Reynolds,
two well-known gay case-
ing directors for major
series were canned during
the "80s due to sexual mis-
conduct. One of these, a
casting director for the
silly sex-tease siccom
Three's Company, had a per-
versely oblique come-on,
“He gor fired,” Reynolds
says, “"because he said to a
couple of people, ‘This
isn’t quid pro quo for a
job, but I'm really sexu-
ally aceracted to you, and
if you're interested I'd
really love to go to bed
with you. But again, i
1sn't vequived of ‘the Job." "

On che flip side, Reynolds says
the same casting director claimed to
have been approached several
times—without provocation—by
outwardly straight male actors.
“They'd proffer themselves by say-
ing, "Well, what do you want to do



to me?’ Naturally, there’s a power trip
in that. One big, macho guy—rthis is
pre-AlDS
you to fuck me.” He was obviously a
closet case, because you just don't say
that unless you really wane to do it.
The casting director was so excited he
ruined his pants.”
The most notable of Reynolds’s

even satd to him, ‘1 want

own near-upholstery burns also
occurred with a TV casting person—
one for the short-lived 1974 series The
Planet of the Apes. Reynolds, fresh off
the play St. Joan at L.A.'s Ahmanson
Theatre, was introduced around the
set of the simian drama by his friend
James Naughton, who'd been cast as
astronaut Pete Burke. “They asked me
to read for this part of a horseback-
riding ape,” he recalls. "So I audi-
tioned, and the casting director said,
“You're a good actor; you read well.
Why don’t you come up tonight and
we can talk abour 1c?” I said no. He
then said, ‘I just want to show you my
theatrical posters because I know
you're into that.” I politely refused. So
he finally said, “Well, then, it really is
too bad. You would have been so right
for this job.™”

After Reynolds’s agent castigated
the offender over the phone, the actor
didn’t hear from chis casting director
again until a dozen years later, when
he hired Reynolds for a week’s work
on General Hospital. The casting direc-
tor didn't make a peep about his past
cransgression. “We never talked about
it. But | found it hard to 1ignore the
fact that whac he did distorted my
career for 12 years.”

Reynolds credits his sunny outlook
and sense of humor for his survival.
“It’s certainly no big deal for me to
lie back and ger a blowjob,” he
laughs. “Bur I don’t want it con-
nected to my work. It has ro do with
how you feel about yourself. It’s
embarrassing. It's racky.

“I've never put out for a job,” he
adds proudly. “I would have been a hit
at the game if [ had. But I think it’s
simply uncalled for. There's no need for
it. Any actor worth his or her salt
shouldn’t have to feel, If I don’t put ont,
I won't get a job. There are too many
opportunities to get a job that way. In
this age of AIDS, I can't imagine any-
one wanting to do that.”

“The casting director
said, "You're a good
actor. Why don't you
come up tonight and
we can (alk about it”
| said no. And he
said, ‘Well, then, it
really is too bad.
You would have been
s right for this job.”

Still, Reynolds is amazed by che
lengchs to which some will go to get
ahead in the industry. "I knew a les-
bian—this was a sicé person—who
was living with a guy just because he
was gereing her into auditions. She
was a bombshell model, but she
couldn’t act at all. I said to her once,
“What do you do?’ And she said, "Oh,
[ just give blowjobs.” She ended up
marrying the guy because she couldn’t
find an older lesbian in the business
who'd take care of her. She was a true
bimbette—nor terribly bright, but
terribly eager to be somebody. That
combination 1s scary.”

Reynolds is quick to point out that
he doesn’t take any moral stance on
sex, acknowledging only chat “the
trouble wich ic is thac it can help,
whether you're in show business or in
banking. Bur I tell people they
shouldn’t do it in exchange for work,
because they won't feel good about
themselves later. Dignity is hard to
maintain in this business, and the

more legitimate places vou can find
success—Dby studying, making the
rounds, getting the agent, doing it cthe
hard way—the more meaningful the
payoff 1s.” Same goes for agents.
“When you're an agent, your job is not
1t’s maybe to fuck

to fuck people
them aver—Dbut your real job is to get
your clients work.”

Overall, Reynolds believes sexual
harassment in the entertainment indus-
try is on the wane—thanks to highly
publicized lawsuits like those involv-
ing former Gelffen Records executive
Marko Babineau. "It used to be that no
one would say anyching. Buc the times
are difterent, because now they can gert
their asses kicked.”

Although not an advocate of out-
ing, Reynolds abhors the hypocrisy of
homosexuals in the industry who use
antigay sentiment to cover their own
butts. “I'm part of this community
that’s now actively saying, 'Get out
and stop this harassment shit.” There's
nothing worse than a gay person hid-
ing behind the hatred.” Reynolds
describes one prominent former film
executive who was so homophobic
that “no gay could work around him.
He was an evil man to begin wich,
because he was so closeted. All I can
assume he was thinking was, No ane
should get near me.”

Yet che sicuation, Reynolds feels, is
gradually changing. “David Geffen
finally came out. Some of the industry’s
leading actors and professionals will

come out too. But not now. There are ;
too many people out there waiting to :‘
hurt them. They'll eventually find a .
way, though, because it's too deadly H
trying to do your best work when <
you're constantly looking over your >

shoulder.” i3

Report

Sexual Harassment!

Are you a casting cowchette? Have vou
ever been asked to ¢ OMpromise your
virtue fora hilmor 1V role? | SO,
write to FILM THREAT,

0171 Wilshire Blvd.. Suire 500,

Beverly Halls, CA 90210,
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ou know I don't go out
anymore! My beer gut is

sadly, there was no evidence
of rioting teens. We may
have missed chem after los-
INg precious minutes wan-
dering around the really cool
dinosaur park on the out-
skirts of town—rthe one Pee-
wee Herman visited in Pee-
wee's Big Adventure. Al-
though it was boss gabbing
with the crazy woman who lives
in the brontosaurus, it became
evident upon our return to the fes-
tival that we had missed several
highly entertaining fistfighes
among angry ticketholders who
were waiting in hopelessly long
lines for badly acted Sinacra flicks.
But no matter! There would be
plenty of confrontations later, and
in any case, we had a lot of drink-
ing to do before tackling Ol' Blue
Eyes at his honorary gala.

To meld with the thronging pa-
parazzi, we whipped out a PXL cam-
era and started filming guests clad in
tra, and—as long as we were the skins of small mammals as they
there—wartch a truckload of ‘W - exited cheir limousines, Cadillacs,
movies...FOR FREE! - E&Z},& - Mercedes, BMWs and other well-

much too big to be seen

in public! Never call me
at my house again!™ C/lick.
That was cantankerous
FiLM THREAT Editor in Chief
Christian Gore, ranting from
his hermertically sealed
abode—making it clear chat the
time had come for a new genera-
tion to take the film fescival torch
and burn down any city dumb
enough to host one. Our next pyre:
the Fourth Annual Palm Springs
Internactional Film Festival.

Donning our huge, super-hedo-

nistic “I Got You Babe” furry-hair
vests, we loaded che vehicular unit
with alcohol, a tape recorder, a cam-
era and lots of bad intentions. We
then crossed the desert to the Riv-
iecra Hotel and the Sonny Bono of
film fests, where we were to catch a
star-stymied cribute to thar Rat-
Packing semi-vegetable, Frank Sina-
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]]IJ E&]]Hgl.iﬂ]uaréz shammied showboats. More like a

L ..
[[IEEHEH]] I P tlhlug r;htlm* tlmnl a swank social g‘:uhr:r-
an[l HEH]H“B“]’]{B ing, this repecitive collecrion of old
We excitedly scoured downtown i g rich people was—Ilike most of Palm
y peo]
Palm Springs for some action, burt o Springs itself

astonishingly Cau-
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‘[ understand what
JOu JUys are
trying to do with
F1Ln THREAT.

But you need an
aault to slap

you around.”

—Harlan Jacobson,
former editor,
Fiom Comment

casian. It was as if all of che golf
courses had emptied into the hotel
lobby, where the liver-spotted duftters
were now swinging champagne
glasses instead of clubs. Aroused by
the concentrated wealch, FT Associ-
ate Editor Gabriel Alvarez—resplen-
dent in his mocth-eaten poncho and
holey guaraches—saw the opportuni-
ty to make a fast buck by begging
for dollars. Were it not for the kind-
ness of a hotel valet who donarted
some loose change to his cause, our
poor Gabe would have been univer-
sally overlooked.

After warching Sinatra being cart-
ed to the stage for his tribute, the
only thing left to do was dog his ex-
highness, former Palm Springs may-
or Sonny Bono, through the party.
Our golden opportunity came as he
passed us in the hallway amid a pha-
lanx of doting admirers. “Mr. Bono!”
we screamed. “Do you still have

Cher’s phone number? Does Cher’s
tattoo haunt you? How is Cher wear-
ing her hair these days? Do you still
own that big, furry-hair vest you
wore in the ‘1 Gor You Babe' video?”
We were heartbroken when he com-
pletely 1ignored our questions by
talking to his wife. How rude!

[t was here that we also ran into

Harlan ‘LHHI'}H[IIL the t'nrn'u-r editor Htl

Film Comment, "1 understand what
you guys are trying to do with the
magazine,” he said. “And most of the
time, you get it right. But there’s

that small percentage of the time
when you need an adult to slap you
around.” For emphasis, the cloyingly
paternal Jacobson whacked us with
the complimentary FT issue we gave
him. He then confided to us that he
was “out there” as well during his
scint at Film Comment. We nodded
knowingly.

Following a beer stop, we strapped
on our crash helmets and drove to our
first screening. Alchough several
priggish onlookers laughed and
pointed at our protective headgear,

FROM HER

SLrb

NILIT Y

rank Sinatra may still be married to the mob, but the aging
Rat-Packer seems divorced from reality. To be sure, watch-
ing Ol'’ Glazed Eyes accept the 1993 Desert Palm Achieve-
ment Award at the Palm Springs International Film Festival
made us feel good that our faculties are intact. The ceremony, held
at the posh Riviera Hotel, got under way when the hefty singer/ac-

tor/Mafia chum was
gingerly wheeled in and
propped up next to last
year's Desert Palm win-

ner, Jimmy Stewart. The

press then dive-bombed

the 77-year-old crooner.
“Mr. Sinatra, how do you
feel?” the vultures
asked—more
ence to his well-being
than to the insignificant
award. Sinatra’s re-
sponse to that
cerned query (and to all
others, for that matter)
unrehearsed,

in refer-

con-

was an
“Ah, uh, gabba, uh, goo,
uh.... What?!” You'd
think that the obscenely
wealthy senior would
spring for a state-of-the-
art hearing aid—or at
least a part-time inter-

=

preter. &'

Shell-shocked! Frank Sinatra’s famous 50-yard stare brims with
aged wisdom.




we dismissed their jeers—secure
in the knowledge that in the
event of a drunken accident our
craniums would be shielded from
major trauma. “Fools!” we shout-
ed out the window. But this did
nothing to daunt their mirch, so
we caused them to scacter by pre-
tending to swerve uncontrollably in
their direction. (Unfortunately, our
fender did clip one deserving snob.)
Finally, we arrived at che late-night
showing of the campy Hold Me,
Thrill Me, Kiss Me (see sidebar,
page 27) and pushed our way past
some common ticketholders, waving
our hallowed press passes at anyone
who would look.

After the screening, the festival
closed for the night. Depressed by che
prospect of returning to our charming
Motel 6, we instead made a mad dash
for the open desert—just to see what
it looked like at night (we were not
impressed). We wasted the remainder

e —

' - jon: “AIm
Groveling Gabe In i

that incredi-
bly puny critic Bill “The Cable Cop”™
Harris, who has made a hiving doing
commercials tor Showtime, repeating
of the evening in a zombie-like stcupor  the piltered-cable litany—"If the
crying to find our way back to the
morel, where we passed out watching
USA's Up All Night.

The following morning, we attend-

deal’s a sceal, you'll pay!” The indul-
gent discussion consisted mainly of
mutual admiration between the per-
formers and filmmakers.

ed a particularly sobering actor/dire¢- After learning cthat chere were no
tor panel featuring the wry British interesting screenings that afternoon,

humor ot Malcolm McDowell and W z-..hpptd off to a local Toys "R~ Us,

the poor!”

s for the poor! Alms fof

where we threw merchandise at
small children uncil we were
kicked out of the store. We then
lefe for a storm-soaked Los An-
geles to recuperate.

[WEEREND II

Things were decidedly calmer
this cime out. An MTV crew
that had been stalking us the
previous weekend was, forru-
nately, nowhere to be found
(see box, below). We were
able to watch some of the
films in peace—and a few of
them turned out to be re-
markably good.
But our cinematic es-
capades ended prematurely
when a funny noise sud-
denly became apparent on our motel
phone line. While the faint buzzing
may have been benign static caused
by the inclement weather, we
strongly suspected chat Frank Sina-
tra’s mob goons were on to us. Fear-
ing for our lives, we frantically
packed our bags and bid a teary-
eyed adieu to Palm Springs—check-
ing the underside of the car for pipe
bombs before pulling away.

See you at Spring Break, Sonny! 5

S FOR PUSSIES?

ike an albatross, the remote
MTV’'s The Big
Picture—led by a pugilistic and

crew for

nameless Chris Connelly minion—
hung around our necks all week-
end. The omnipresent field unit
first muscled in on our territory
at the Frank Sinatra photo oppor-
tunity, but they were too timid to
actually ask Ol’ Glazed Eyes any
questions. They then trailed us
out to the parking lot where the
walking dead (i.e., the guests)

were arriving. We threatened to

rumble with the insipid cable
gang, but they backed down—
claiming their goading was all in
good fun.

Later, the reporting team actu-
ally interviewed us at a festival re-
ception, but the segment ended
up on the cutting room floor be-
cause we used the word pussy to
describe the typical MTV fan. Dis-
appointed, the crew admonished
us after the incident. “"You should
have used the word vagina,” they

said. “We can’t use pussy.” Imag-

ine that! The same network that

regularly runs Rock the Vote anti-

censorship commercials makes

more censorial cuts than the
broadcast networks (which, un-
like MTV, are regulated by the
FCC). Ask yourself how many
videos have been banned from
MTV

Madonna’s erotic forays are not

for “sexual” content—

the only cases.
in the revered words of the

Dead Kennedys, "MTV, Get Off
the Air!” ¥




THE BIDDING WARS BEGIN!

FOR THE SCREEN RIGHTS TO
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Alternatives to Twelve-Step Groups, Poverty, and the American Way

BY ALEX S. GABOR
WHOWILLPLAYTHELEAD? “If this book sells a million copies, the military
TRAVOLTA?DENIRO?COSTNER? industriol complex, their finonciers ond the IRS will

soon be out of business.” A Man
“On the day that we asa human race focus all of our “Racy, raunchy, visionary, real food for
attention on the fullpotentiol of the individual, the thought . ... Alex always seems fo get food and sex
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film fest hosted by the same city that once elected Sonny Bono mayor has to be precty wacky. Bue

the films that were unspooling at the Palm Springs International Film Festival sounded even more

tediously “oftbeat” than we expected. The Peach Blossom Land, Greenkeeping, North of Pitts-
burgh, Strictly Ballroom, Indochine and Peter’s Friends were some of the movies we skipped be-

However, we were pleasantly surprised to find a select few encries worthy of FILM THREAT'S Golden
Bono Awards. Affectionately nicknamed the Boner, this prize is our acknowledgement of the truly
good films that seemed to rise above the festival’s generally sciff offerings. And the winners are...

$ PASSION FIS

The Golden Bono for Filmic Finesse

'jn the surface, the storyline of
k Sayles’s PassioNn FisH is the lowly

film’s most beloved standby: that
warm-the-cockles-of-your-heart tale of a
courageous, ill-stricken woman. This serene
yet engrossing yarn revolves around a soap
opera actress named May-Alice (Mary McDon-
nell of Dances WitH Wolves and Granp CANYON)
who must cope with paralysis following an
auto accident. It's the type of movie that the
older Palm Springs set would wet their pants
over, and for that reason, it was one of the
biggest hits of the festival.

And deservedly so: PassioN FisH avoids the
standard “feel good” manipulation associated
with tear-jerkers. After a series of nurses ei-
ther quit or are terminated by the progres-
sively bitchy paraplegic, a black caretaker
named Chantelle (Alfre Woodard) arrives.
Now, grueling “race relations” tripe like Dri-
VING Miss Daisy would
have you believe that
matching a white char-
acter with a black
character would result
in, at best, begrudging
harmony. (In Daisy, the
evil curmudgeon final-
ly grants her friend-
ship to the lucky man-
servant.) Fortunately,
in this film, each per-
son is given their own
identity and race is not
the focal point.

e THEGOLDRY BONDAVARS
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jJohn

cause our intuition told us they would be snorefests (although the intriguingly ticled Leon the Pig
Farmer and Tale of the Vampire proved to be literal “sleepers” as well).

Having independently written and directed such
critically lauded films as BROTHER FROM ANOTHER PLANET,
MaTtewaN and City of Horg, the scripter of that clever
1978 Jaws spoof PiranHA has come full circle with Pas-
sioN FisH. Sayles extracts performances from his play-
ers that are unburdened by buddy-formula postur-

ing. But that ac-
complishment
doesn’t necessar-
ily mean that the
director and per-
formers must be-
come tight. “You
don’t have to be
friends with the
actors,” Sayles
told FT. “I find a
lot of my job is
handicapping
the actors so
they can help
each other. It's
like a boxing
match. You get

two actors in the

Alfre Woodard, David Strathaim ring and you ‘re
and Mary McDonnell out on the "
bayou; (left) writer/director "’I'E I'*EfEl'EE.

Sayles is nobody’s toady. Not surpris-

ingly, much of
Sayles’s filmmaking savvy stems from his
own acting background. “One of the
things that | do when | write a script is
act all the parts to see if it's doable,” he
explained, adding that he heads off ego
problems by not accepting condition-
bound funds and paying everyone scale.
“Right away there’s a leveling that hap-
pens there. Otherwise, [the director is]
basically an employee.” &+




SHELFE LIFE

The Golden Bono for Cinematic Excellence

erhaps the festival’s biggest Bono was

Pthe supremely unconventional SHeLF LiFg,

which made its way to Palm Springs on the back of

director Paul Bartel. Until the day of its screening,

Bartel’s idiosyncratic film was listed as a “work in

progress’; but to everyone’s delight, it was an-

nounced that the final edit had just been printed
and that we would be seeing its world premiere.

Bartel spoke to the expectant audience about
SHeLr Lire’s unusual form: “This film is unlike other
films in that it does not have three distinct acts.
Rather, it is comprised of a series of vignettes in
which the three characters act out some of their fan-
tasies.” A movie about the role-play-
ing fantasies of three middle-aged
siblings, who with their ultra-para-
noid (and possibly neo-Nazi) parents
had locked themselves in a home-
made bomb shelter to weather the
siege of “"Commies and Martians,”
SHerr Lire has a completely untradi-
tional plot. Mom and Dad have long
since kicked the, um, can as the result
of ingesting some contaminated
salmon in a tin container, and the
children have been left to socialize
themselves.

Bartel warned the audience that
they shouldn’t anticipate a disaster-
flick-style denouement of escape.
He also warned us not to expect EAT-
ING RaouL Il. And rightfully so, be- 2
cause SHELF LiFe is
unlike anything
Bartel has done
in the past—due
mostly to the
story’s creators
and stars: O-Lan
Jones, Andrea
Stein and Jim
Turner, all of
whom originally
performed the
tale as a stage
play in Los Ange-
les. The film it-
self relies heav-
ily on stage aes-

cramped setting from becoming uncomfort-
ably claustrophobic. For example, in the
“Egyptian Fantasy” sequence—during which
the increasingly schizoid Scotty (Jim Turner)
portrays a heroic Moses and an evil Pharaoh
simultaneously—high-key lighting, mood
music and subtle camera movement manage
to alleviate the tightness of the space. As
much as this is a “performance” film, Bar-
tel's direction is the real star here.

(NOTE: According to Bartel, the Sundance
Film Festival turned down SHerr Lire flat.
“They rejected it, saying that ‘it wasn’'t a
Paul Bartel film,”” he said. Presumably, the
folks at Sundance subscribe to the notions
that: A. Bartel is not allowed to make a
film that is different from EATiNG RAOuL, and

L
l"w

the“‘* bolstered According to the Sundance Film Festival, producer Brad Laven
by a brilliant pro- and director Paul Bartel are not who they claim to be; (center) B, that any film made by Bartel must first

the latchkey kids (Jim Turner, Andrea Stein, O-Lan Jones) pray ficial P
ul
to their parents, now bags of bones; (top) the family antici- be approved h? others as an official Pa
Bartel film.) %

that keeps the patesthe CommunistMartian invasion.

duction design
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HOLD:ME,
THRILL ME
KISS ME

The Golden Bono for Celluloid Mastery

T railer park trash usually don’t lead interesting
lives. But in the hands of writer/director Joel
Hershman, the low-rent world of wife-murdering
fugitives, psychopathic socialites, virginal animal-
lovers and dildo-wielding porno actresses vibrates
with hilarious intensity.

Hershman's wild ride through the provincial,
prison-release-program area of El Monte, California,
is called Horo Mg, TuriLL Mg, Kiss Me—a madcap romp
filled with sex, lies and Moo-Moo juice. Starring
Adrienne Shelly (of Hal Hartley's Trust
and UnseLievaeLe TRuTH), Sean Young, Di-
ane Ladd, ex-May Co. model Max Parrish
and drug guru Timothy Leary, this was
perhaps the closest the fest got to “mid-
night movie” material.

“I think people are still a little afraid of
me after seeing this movie,” said Hersh-
man, who attended NYU before stints as
an actor in chintzy TV dramas like Divorce

Court (in which he played a
“nymphomaniac husband”)
and as a phone sex operator.
He terms his films “fuckball
comedies.” “In the '30s, ac-
tors weren't allowed to sleep
in the same bed or say any-
thing nasty,” said the Preston
Sturges fan. “So | updated
the screwball genre by
putting in adult situations
and coarse language.” The re-
sult is a coagulation of kinetic
characters in constant, ab-

surd turmoil, which has lead some to anoint Hersh-
man the “American Almodovar.”

Howpo Me's production began in similar tumultuous
fashion. Producer Travis Swords met with investors
who wanted to back an exotic-dancer actioner. Pre-
liminary “casting” occurred during a meeting at the
Hollywood Tropicana, the famous mud-wrestling
haven. Ultimately, the script had “far too many ex-
plosions” for the budget, so Hershman concocted
Howpo Me’s premise on the spot and bluffed his way to
his first directing gig.

To save money, Hershman plotted all the action
within a five-mile radius and hired many of the trail-
er park residents as extras. But one area that de-
manded extra dollars was the film’s soundtrack.
Songs from alternative acts like the Pixies, King Mis-
sile and Violent Femmes punctuate the crass on-
screen mayhem.

Additional energy is provided by Sabra, the movie's
sexy, young Cruella
Deville, who's either
gyrating in a G-string
or making porno
flicks through most
of the film. Played by
the manic Andrea
Naschak, she equips
herself with an arse-
nal of self-arousal im-
plements, which the
producer reveals
were the actress’s
own. “At the end of
the shoot, her Mighty
Max was missing,”
said Swords. Hersh-
man laughed, “You
have to break those things in, you know.”

Hershman’'s own breaking into Hollywood is a les-
son in schmoozing, luck and paranormal phenomena.
“1 met Diane Ladd, who's psychic, at a party, and she
put her hand on my forehead and said, ‘You're going

to be a famous director.””
Hershman bypassed Ladd’s
agent and sent her the screen-
play directly. “If Diane Ladd’s
agent had read lines like
‘Would you titty-fuck me real-
ly quick?’ he would have said,
‘Diane, you can’t do this."”
Oddly enough, Ladd’s next-
door neighbor is sister-in-psy-
chosis Sean Young. We
couldn’t resist asking Hersh-
man who's crazier. Prodded
into answering, he said, “I
think that Diane has been cra-
zier longer than Sean.” ;%

"Kiss me, or else!” Twiggy (Sean Young) en-
forces her marriage of inconvenience to Bud
(Max Pamrish); (left) director Hershman pep-
talks actress Adrienne Shelly; (below) Bud
awakens to strange vibrations.




MAN BITES
DOG

The Golden Bono for Marvelous
Movie-Making

\I AN Bites Dog, the faux documentary from Bel-
1 ¥ 1 gium about the life and times of a lively and
charismatic murderer, is a daring original: Its mix of
casual killings, low-brow humor and authentic char-
acters makes for an en-

tirely disturbing yet to-

tally engaging film. Not

surprisingly, a few pa-

trons walked out—and

anytime that happens in

Palm Springs, the pic-

ture must be good.

As commentary on
the proliferation of so-
called reality programs
as ordinary boob-tube
fodder (e.g., the Ameri-
can TV verite Cops), Doc
attacks the notion of
“false objectivity.” Coin-
cidentally, the three Bel-
gian-French directors—
Benoit Poelvoorde (who
plays the assassin),
Reéemy Belvaux and An-
dré Bonzel (who portray
the dedicated crew on
the trail of the killer)—
were astonished to see
Cops while attending
the New York Film Festi-
val earlier this year.
“We were amazed be-
cause it is exactly like
our film, but reversed,”
Bonzel said.

That audiences inad-
vertently get in cahoots
with the killer is, in
part, due to Poelvo-
orde’s performance as
the amusing annihila-
tor. “What he’s doing is
so horrible that the
character has to be sym-
pathetic in some ways,”
Bonzel said. “There's a
similarity between the
film crew, which is be-
ing seduced by Benoit's

character, and the viewer, who's following the same
path as it gets sicker and sicker.”

How much this black-and-white, T6mm film relies
on simple human observation is remarkable. As
Bonzel related, the depiction of pure evil is one of
the inventions of filmdom. “"People are not all black
or all white,” he said. “That’'s why even though he is
a murderer, he has a family. In fact, he’'s not even a
serial killer. He's only a guy who's job is to kill peo-
ple to earn his living, like a plumber.”

Much like their anti-hero, the filmmakers also em-
ployed whatever means necessary to complete Doc

(many who worked on
the film were nonpaid
family members). This
fact influenced Doc’s final
look and style, according
to Bonzel. “If we'd have
had a lot of money, the
movie would have been
different,” he said,
adding that they chose
black-and-white stock,
despite its greater cost,
to avoid the typical Tech-

Clockwise, from top: Psycho-killer Ben (Benoit Poelvoorde)
speaks loudly and carries a big gun; directors Bonzel,
Poelvoorde and Beluaux after a murderous day on the set;
even on a kall, Benoit mugs for the camera.

nicolor gore effects. “It's more a film
about filmmaking than killing people.”
The MPAA, however, isn't convinced.
Even after an intense rape scene was
pared, Doc still was tagged with an NC.
17. “At that point, you can’t be too sym-
pathetic with the character anymore,”
says Bonzel. “Ultimately, we wanted it to
be more angrier and less funnier towards
the end.” The filmmakers apparently suc-
ceeded, because we killed the first Palm
Spring resident we crossed following the

screening. &
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moviegoer! Put down
Her that gun!

Yeah, we know you’re unhappy.
It’s springtime, which can only
mean one thing: shitty movies! 'Tis
the season for the studios’ worst

bottom-of-the-barrel dreck—the
flicks the idiots Iin power are
contractually obliged to deliver
even though they’d be hard-
pressed to find someone to rent
them for 99¢, much less see them
for $7.50. Let’'s face it, Dan
Aykroyd and Chevy Chase own
these vernal months.

Occasionally, however, the Earth
tilts off its axis a little and some-
thing decent like The Silence of the
Lambs escapes. The year 1993 may
also go down as one of those
infrequent burps in film history,
because very soon two young and
recklessly impulsive auteurs named
Alex Winter and Tom Stern will
bless us with a movie so amazing,
so stupendous, so goddamn funny,
that the title cannot be merely
spoken. It must be screamed from

every salt-filled pore...
HIDEOUS MUTANT FREEKZ!
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f chere’s anything chac can
be termed a freak in the in-
nately scrange and de-
formed world of Holly-
wood, it’s the incredible
two-headed director. There
are the Zucker brothers,
who, along wich Jim Abrahams, hit
the jackpot with Airplane! and The
Naked Gun. There are Rob Allen
and Bill Tevlin, those wacky guys re-
sponsible for Goofus and Gallant:
The Movie. There are the infamous
Dark Brothers, whose joyously sleazy
exploits have reinvigorated che adule-
film genre.

And now there are Alex Winter
and Tom Stern, two Tinseltown
misfits who are determined to
transform your neighborhood movie
house into a shrieking, reeking,
retch-inducing chamber of human
abnormalities with Hideous
Mutant Freekz—:the first traveling
sideshow ever to roll out nationally
on a single day. The project marks
their second directorial collabora-
tion (their earlier and equally sick

floor. He then tries

to eat the film.
rhrhedd
Alex’s first camera = M e
this photo is taken, ia -

16mm short, Squeal of Death, is a
FiLM THREAT Video title that de-
buted on the pair's now-defunct
MTV comedy show, The Idiot Box)
and their first for a major studio
(20ch Century Fox).

Surprisingly, deprivation—not
depravity—is Alex and Tom’s main
reason for unleashing Freekz. For
these twentysomething filmmakers,
one of the worst aspects of being
born during the '60s—besides miss-
ing out on the inexpensive drugs and
the carefree sex—was not being able
to experience a genuine freak show.
Sure, when some two-bit county fair
set up in town, they mighe have
been treated to a three-headed cow
or a baby with a harelip floating in
formaldehyde. But it was never a live
show featuring real folks who could
inspire such flacceries as, “Jesus
Christ, chere's something wrong with
that guy!”

“TV really killed che traveling
freak show,” laments Alex, relaxing
with his codependent codirector this
balmy Southern California evening

in a popular Venice crack house.
“Why would people want to pay
money to see freaks when they could
just turn on the set and watch Gary
Coleman? There's always a freak
somewhere on TV.”

Tom, the taller and less phorto-
genic of the two, agrees. “It’s a
shame, really, because the freak
show was the oldest form of enter-
tainment around. Back when there
were cavemen, you can imagine
everyone checking ourt the guy wich
three eyes. Freak shows were how
these kinds of people made money.
How else i1s someone with balls che
size of a Volkswagen gonna earn a
living?”

“Yeah,” says Alex, "we've always
been interested in the exhibition of
freaks. There's something both tragic
and funny about them. They're the
ultimace in pathos.”

Okay, so Hideonus Mutant
Freekz isn’t the first movie to spot-
light the very physically challenged
(see sidebar, page 35). Bur it is the
first comedy, as far as we know, that




deals with this delicate subject. In
these days of political correctness,
it just isn't acceptable to laugh ac
other people’s problems.

“Fuck delicacy!” barks Alex.
“Cynical comedy is on the up-
swing—probably because this
country is so far in the shitter. And
what could be more cynical than
laughing at someone else’s misfor-
tune? That's why we made the
main character such an asshole. The
audience will enjoy seeing him gert
screwed over. The joke’s on him,
not the freaks!”

BIRTH DEFECTS

The film's antagonistic protagonist
is Ricky Coogin (Alex Winrer), a
conceited prick of an actor who's be-
come rich playing a character called
Ghost Dude in a series of highly
profitable films. Coogin’s greed
catches up to him when a shifty big
corporation called EES (Everything
Except Shoes) offers him 85 million
to travel about promoting a toxic,
biogenetic South American fertiliz-

Alex: “TV really

killed the traveling

freak show.

Why would people
want to pay to see
freaks when they could
just turn on the set and
see Gary Coleman?”

er. After arriving in the country of
Santa Flan (named after the patron
saint of desserts), Coogin and his
buddy Ernie (Michael Stoyanov)
stop off at a sideshow, where they
are converted into freaks by the evil
proprictor, Elijah C. Skuggs (Randy
Quaid) and his nascy, freak-making
goop. To say more would be giving
too much away. (And besides, mere
words can’t do this demented film
justice.)

Alchough Freekz is truly bizarre,
Its conception was even stranger. The
original script was to have starred the
Burtchole Surfers, one of Tom and
Alex’s all-time favorite bands. Due to
its sick and disgusting nature, how-
ever, no studio was interested in
making it.

“We couldn’t figure it out,” says
Tom. “We thought this was the
most commercial idea ever put on
paper. It’s hard to believe nobody
wanted to see Gibby Haynes [head
Butthole] jerking off into a red-hot
skillet with his semen spelling out
the word Satan.”

F
I
Mutant Freea. Tra- .
middle of a hella- dollars to crank out  gedy mars the film's
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“The original intention,” explains
Alex, “was to make the ultimarte
cule film that would take all che ele-
ments that you'd see in a cule film
and exaggerate them a hundred
times. You know, The Hills Have
Eyes kind of cult film—where the
innocent family ends up in a horri-
ble environment and they can't get
out of it and just get beat on from
beginning to end.”

Once producers Harry Ufland and
Mary Jane Ufland (Not Without My
Daughter, Night and the City)
joined the show, Fox expressed an in-
terest—but only after a major
rewrite. “Joe Roth deserves a shitload
of credit,” says Alex of the studio
head, who subsequently departed for
Disney. “It took a lot of balls to go
for this idea.”

“They were right in thinking the
script was a little too hard-core,” says
Tom. "Bur once they got interested,
we realized we wanted to do some-
thing that was a bit more horror/com-
edy as opposed to just a weird slasher
film with lots of bodily fluids.”

Tim Burns, a Canadian writer
with an actual sense of humor who
Tom met when they both slaved on
The Jim Henson Hour, was enlisted to
help make the story more of a come-
dy. “I have to admit, I just didn't get
it,” says Burns. “So I basically
ridiculed it just to ger on those guys’
nerves. But for some reason, they
liked the ideas 1 jokingly came up
with and | ended up rewriting the
script with them.”

Withourt this rewrite, Freekz
would almost surely have been
made as an underground film shot
on Super 8—maybe 16mm, if a lic-
tle cash was raised. Of course,
there’s nothing wrong with that.
Yet Tom and Alex now have the op-
portunity to subvert many more
impressionable young minds than
they would have had otherwise.
Making the script slightly less dis-
gusting 1s a small price to pay
when you consider how many kids
may now grow up warped.

“Sure, it’s a litctle more main-
stream,” admits Tom, punching a

- ‘ .
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During a break in filming, Alex teaches his actor pal Michael Stoyanov how to pick up chicks.

crackhead who's been gibbering at us
for the past five minutes. “But we're
talking degrees here. It’s still fairly
gross by most people’s standards—
and a lot more clever than it was.
Compared to most comedies, it’s not
at all mainstream.”

But selling out always has some
drawbacks. One thing audiences will
miss is the sight of the guirtar player
from the Bucthole Surfers playing
someone’s spinal cord as the innocent
victim screams in pain. Oh, the
heartbreak.

SUPERFREEKZ

Freaks, needless to say, are integral to
the film. Ac first, there weren't
enough very special people in the
script. So Tim Burns set out to mul-
tiply the number of human oddities.
“I really wanted to make the film
more expensive,” he laughs. “And |
figured more freaks would definitely
drive up the budger.”

While new mutants were added,
others were discarded. “The Human
Bong was a real favorite,” says Tom

204 Amus) WOZ G661 B ADSOpy BSSEop ON0U4




-

Never ones to pass up a two-headed

ks cash cow, the media have long
ﬂ exploited nature’s mistakes.
A Ok
4 the Jim Rose Circus Sideshow.
o — However, no one should be A squirm-inducing side dish to
«*, f without another Citade! offering last summer’s mega-successful
o ' titled Human Oddities (1987), by ~  Lollapalooza tour, the act has
3 : 3 i Martin Monestier. One of the book's  been signed by a major taleat
51.: very once in a while something  Chinese man, a 600 Ib.-woman (now 2 chapters, “Sexual Monstrosities, agency and is now making its
1 daily existence and shakes us the ever-popular half-man—get the churning photos you will ever see. Marvel at the fleshy fortitude %,
' tothevery core of ourbeing. It spotlight here. o e e R R e T
B Leapenada conple of Other s utilizing vory  D00's Geek Love (Alfred A Knopf,  objects with rings that pierce )
Wt : ek 1988) is worth a read; it also his nipples and other parts. //
J1" years ago when special people House 7 rr
M diminutive Michael oF THE DawaneD (1963), bappens to be in development,in  And feast your eyes upon Matt Al
l;i Anderson danced and featuring a half-man and 2 case you want to wait for the movie.  (the Tube) Crowley, who h
. talked badrards in that limbless woman; Tre MUTATIONS MUSIC imbibes 2 sauseating brew of g
00 nightmarish sarly (1973), with an alligator lady beer, ketchup and chocolate Gy
(- episode ofDavid L' B andaguywhesecyuspopout L2t yoar produced the first and ouly '
" Toin Peaks. It happened  / v ¥ of his skall; Tre Exepar M~ 2100m | know of devoted to freaks. u
"V thispastlasuywhenSiamese(1980) abostamenwithafacolihe 1@ Resideats’ Froak Show ((ryptic) o
(" tuins Yvonne and Yette McCarther  snmolded Play-Dob; and Mist s an incredible pioce o werk. With 1
'/ diedin Galforsia ater 43 years of  (1985), sarring 2 woman whose e o
.  being joined at the head, entire body has been rebuilt through o
" and again the same month plastic surgery. For a thorough listing }
when reports surfaced that  of every freak film ever made, refer to o
Pepsi used a young white  Shock Xpress (see review, page 67). )
boy in one of its :
commercials to portray BOOKS el
Michael Jackson at an There seems to have been an f;i:
" early age (the singer explosion of books about freaks. The : -!‘a
" denied it). In virtually every v :
G5 mediom, freaks have held the |
l:':: world's fascination for ages. Here's - Ye &k
" arandom |
' ¢ = Simpleg st e “Mickey the Mumbling Midget” and S “3
X pess “Jack the Boneless Boy,” the eyeball g
i FILMS guys nail the whole spirit of the old- pemaas |
(. The grandiather of freak flms bas mh::"""'“““ Gt
- to be Tod Browning’s Freass (ak.a. ase ik -
' Naruer's Mistaxes). Made in 1932 Dark Horse has also produaced 20 SRSl Ol 1 &t
ll‘?{. and basned for a geod many years identically titled comic book based on = i !
. thereafter, this creepy fick the album. This macabre collection of 5. °% <%, £ 27 C°
Ii-:, features the | ing torso of the HMhMM Mwm oy
[/* Half-Man, the crab-walking e i oo, cereats were ingroqueen st ||
| < Siamese Twins and an amazing Rickard Sula and Pors Mo Graphics S28 w705
- — . will burn into your brain and leave Q(
[ 5 & >y pleats with  dity feein. then promptly |
[ Onthe documentary side - s 2 .Gg
"\ nothing beats | Am Not A Freax o B f
 (1987), 2 modern-day foray into the ( EXHIBITIONS MAGAZINES ¢!
~+ world of the physically ungifted. Six =B, : Nah, we're not talking those tacky  There's yet to be a periodical &
1 freaks—induding a two-headed Two views of Tod Browning’s Frcus.  Guinness Book of World Records devoted solely to human freaks, «\"
E —eniel _althoush Soldier of Fortune (.

- o . —-
e "_-q-"‘"Q-'.t"'":]' nr‘_c,c."
e

e i — — B e

ErE ==

> m®X X =




&

Tom: “"We thought this
was the most commercial
idea ever put on paper.
It’s hard to believe
nobody wanted to see
Gibby Haynes jerking
off into a red-hot skillet.”

wistfully. “His buct acted as the carb
while you smoked his mouch.” “That,
of course, was the civilized version,”
reminisces Alex, the sadness apparent
in his voice. “We originally had che
smoke coming out his ass. Bur we
thought that might be just a liccle
too hard-core.”

“Some people might have called it
bad taste,” agrees Tom.

Instead of a few completely un-
natural oddities, there is now a
healthy balance between the basic,
old-time classic freaks and some
that could only exist in the kind of
nightmares you get after eating too
many hash brownies at a Grateful
Dead concert. Take, for instance,
Juan the Dog-Faced Boy. Dog Boys
(somerimes known as Wolf Boys)
were a common freak show attrac-
tion. Usually it was some poor kid
who had the misfortune of having
hair growing all over his face.
Many times there was also some
bullshit story about how the carni-
val had discovered the little cyke

being nursed by coyotes. “Our Dog
Boy is slightly different,” says Tom.
“Juan likes to do ‘dog things'—Ilike
chase after squirrels and lick his
balls. All the things we wish we
could do.”

There’s also that eternal crowd-
pleaser, the Bearded Lady. Imagine if
Madonna’s whiskers grew even more
pronounced, and you'll get the pic-
ture. Moreover, this bearded lady is
not a woman, but a man who got-in
touch with his feminine side after be-
ing exposed to Skugg's secret freak-
producing formula. “His act consists
of giving fashion and beauty tips to
the audience,” says Alex. “It’s really
very beaurtiful.”

Two of the stranger freaks are the
Eternal Flame and Wormie, the
Worm Man. The Eternal Flame
started out as something similar to
the Human Torch of The Fantastic
Four. “The best way to describe
him,” explains Burns, “is just that
he was a guy who erupred into
flames without warning and stayed

A meeting of freaks (from left): The Bearded Lady (Mr. T), Sock Head (Karen Sercelj), Wormie (Derek McGrath),
Julie/Ernie (Megan Ward/Michael Stoyanov) and the hapless Ricky Coogin (Alex Winter, far right and insets).
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Winter believes his big-screen directorial bow is nothing short of explosive.

that way until someone put him
out.” When Burns jokingly suggest-
ed thar the Eternal Flame be a guy
with fire spewing from his rectum,
Tom and Alex—never ones to turn
down a good fart joke—took him

seriously and worked the character
into the scripte.

Wormie, meanwhile, is a freak
loosely based on cthe real-life Cacer-
pillar Man—a guy wicth no arms or
legs who kind of wiggled his way

around. His big schtick was rolling
a cigarette and then smoking it
“We basically twisted the concept
around a liccle bit,” says Alex,
pausing to pull a revolver and
blow a pigeon off a nearby win-
dowsill. “Wormie is a guy who
gets turned into a giant worm.
He's sort of pathetic in cthac he’s al-
ways begging people to wipe his
ass for him."

Other freaks on parade include
CowBoy, a guy with a cow’s head
and udders dangling from his belly;
Rosie the Pinhead, a staple of any
true freak show; Nosey, a jerk
whose nose is so big it takes up his
entire head; Sock Head, basically a
guy whose brain is encased in a
sock instead of a skull; and Frog
Man, a scuba diver who speaks
French.

The remainder of chis cretinous
crew is truly so bizarre, so
outlandish, that they are not
discussed by the writers. “Some of
the scuff you juse have to see to
believe,” says Tom. “The effects are
incredible!”

VERY SPECIAL F/X

With a budger of somewhere be-
tween $10-15 million (8100 million
if you count all cthe drugs quiecly
supplied to the set), one would ex-
pect the effects to be pretry damn-
good. “About 30% of the money
went to Tom and me,” Alex cheerful-
ly confides. “Whatever was left we
kinda dished ourt to the effects guys.”
One of the makeup experts com-
missioned was the uniquely gifred
Screaming Mad George (see side-
bar, page 38). "He was the first
guy to help us conceive of how to
actually bring chese freaks to life in

a practical way,” says Alex. "He
was with us since the very begin-
ning, and when the script changed,
we all worked together on these re-
ally weird characcers.”

The pair also promise some really
cool claymation, animacronics and
“Tex Avery-style” computer graphics.
“We're very happy with the effects,”
brags Tom, dodging a wayward bul-
ler. “We were given enough money
to actually do whar we wanted ef-
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fects-wise and still have enough left
to support our debilitating, time-
consuming cocaine habirs.”

The set, a luridly realistic
sideshow from hell, is also pretcy
amazing. With such attractions as
the HEAVY PETTING ZOO, where cus-
tomers get to swap spit with their fa-
vorite barnyard animal, and I'LL FART
YOUR WEIGHT, featuring a guy who
holds a megaphone to his buttocks,
then guesses your weight and farts it
out pound by pound, you'd think
that the merchandising possibilities
would be endless.

“Mareel and Kenner were actually
interested in doing some kind of
toys,” claims Alex. “They came down
to check our the ser and choughr it
was pretty cool. They even molded
some figurines based on a couple of
the characters.”
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America’s pretty baby grows up and gets ugly—sort of—in
Hideous Mutant Freekz.

rooke Shields became a precocious star when she played a 12-year-old
/<y prostitute in Louis Malle’s critically praised Pretty Baby. Fifteen years
and umpteen Bob Hope television specials later, it's hard to believe that  [pY—G sy stiak:
the lissome, oft-denim-clad lass is on the cusp of 30—and even harder to believe that T 4T R0, o=
she'd subject herself to the warped mentalities of Alex Winter and Tom Stern. despite their

appearance—

What drew you to the role of the mutant talk show host? are odor-free.
The script is very campy and bizarre. | got to parody myself as well as what one would
typically envision to be the quintessential talk show host.

How did you feel about having these latex appliances on your million-dollar legs?
You're kind. It was wonderful because on one hand, I'm supposedly this glamorous
character, when in actuality | feel like | have this disfigurement. | just never feel as
glamorous as people project onto me.

We beard from a production assistant that you were romantically involved with
either Alex or Tom—
NO! If you know something | don’t, I'll have to act on this! [laughs]

If you had to choose, who would it be—Alex or Tom?
They think the same, they walk the same. It's almost like they're the same person. I'd
have to go out with both of them—more of a good thing. [laughs]

Have you had any personal contact with a real freak, besides Michoel Jackson?
[laughs] That's unkind. NO! Actually, | deal with enough freaks in Hollywood, so the %o

. T al% * " A
circus in this film is nothing. Bl
—Kevin Burke <72
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CowBoy.

Bur then cthe unchinkable hap-
pened: They read che script! “After
thac, all interest kinda disappeared.
This is definitely not a kid’s
movie.”

Too bad. Imagine Freekz action
figures or Elijah C. Skuggs’s
Instant Freek Goop to spread on
your little brother’s face, or even
Freekz Pez Dispensers. Nah, forget
that last one. You'd have to be a
real whore to sell out to a candy
company.

FREEKING OUT

With two idea-packed craniums
jockeying for position behind the
camera, you'd think there would be
some major fistfights. Not so with
the Winter-Stern organism. “We've
done it for so long that we don't even

think abour it,” says Alex. "We do

everything together right from the
start. We write together, plan the
shot list together; we even take
turns with the casting couch. Basi-
cally, the whole design of the film is
a collaborative effort, so once we get
shoorting, there really aren't any
problems.”

“We even yell at che same people
together,” says Tom. “At one point,
we ganged up and screamed at John
Ritter so hard that he burst into
tears. He was unable to complete his
role as the hermaphroditic dwarf, so
we had to write him out of the pic-
ture. No big loss, now that I chink
about it.”

Yet Alex disputes reports that the
pair are tyrancs. “Sure, we can be
tough sometimes,” he says. “But we
really do have big hearts and truly
love everyone involved.”

Meet Rosie,
the first

pinhead
with sex

appeal.

d B

Alex: “Cynical comedy is
on the upswing—probably
because this country is
so far in the shitter.”
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“Except for Dino, the thieving
production assistant,” snarls Tom.
“Thart asshole quit our film to write
for The Ben Stiller Show. And what's
the first thing he does? He creates a
talking sock character! That
sonuvabitch!”

“And don't forget that propmas-
ter!” reminds Alex.

“Oh, yeah, a word of advice for as-
piring young filmmakers,” says Tom.
“Always keep your eyes on the greedy,
conniving propmaster. Companies pay
them off to sneak their products into
shots. Every time I looked through the
lens, I'd see a Budweiser can in the
middle of the frame. I'd swear it
wasn't there five seconds ago.”

“The rotten basrard,” grumbles
Alex.

Since word leaked from the super-
secret closed set (FT Issue #7),

Screaming Mad
George at work
(left); and a
flatterning portrait
of Sock Head.

Hollywood has been abuzz about
the number of celebrities appearing
in Freekz. Unfortunately, many of
the star cameos landed on the
cutcing room floor. ("Deservedly
so,” sniffs Tom.) So forget about
Schwarzenegger, Cruise, Madonna,
Costner and che rest of those no-
talent, spineless, overpaid,
Premiere-posing hacks. Their
“contributions” to Freekz will
never be seen. Unless, of course,
Tom and Alex someday release a
high-priced director’s cut on
laserdisc.

“No way!” bellows Alex, chrowing
an empty beer bottle at a nearby mir-
ror for emphasis. “We burned all the
trims. And most of the people in
‘'em—especially Bruce Willis and
Robin Wright—should be grateful
that we did.”

The good news, however, is
that plenty of stars did survive the
final cut. Besides Randy Quaid,
there's William Sadler (Trespass,
Bill & Ted's Bogus Journey) as the
head creep of the evil EES
corporation, Mr. T as the Bearded
Lady, Megan Ward (Encino Man)
as the feminist babe, Brooke
Shields as a television show hostess
(see sidebar, page 38), Larry "Bud”
Melman as a dork and Keanu
Reeves as Juan the Dog-Faced Boy.
Wairt a second—Keanun Reeves?

“Keanu gets a bad rap,” says
Alex. “He's had the misfortune of
being miscast a few times and
everyone gets down on him. Hes
actually very funny and has a great
comedic sense that hasn't ever
been used to its full potential be-
fore now.”



man behind some of the more ambitious effects in THE Bros (1988
remake), DARKMAN, THE ADDAMS FAMILY and STEPHEN KING'S SLEEPWALKERS,
realized most of the film's marquee curiosities—such as Wormie, Cow-
Boy, Sock Head and Juan the Dog-Faced Boy. “Juan went through about
seven incarnations before we finally settled on a cross between a Dober-
man and a mutt,” laughs the former Rick Baker protégé, adding that
Sock Head was “even more difficult in that it involved a lot of thought,
stamina and hydraulics. | really felt sorry for the girl in that costume!”
ﬂm“ﬂ“ﬂpﬂﬂﬂm
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“It’s true,”
scraighe face.
surprised when they see how funny

says Tom with a
“People will be very

he is in Freekz.”

“It sounds cornball to say this,”
adds Alex, saying it anyway. "But, we
are very happy with the whole cast.
Evrr}'m‘lt Wis easy and fun to work
with. I miss everybody.”

“So do 1,” weeps Tom. “So do 1.”

But there’s no time for tears. The
duo are currently entertaining of-
fers from all the major studios, and
it won't be easy for them ro selecrt
just one. “We're definitely going to
do Freekz 2: Electric Boogaloo at
some point,” swears Tom, brighten-
ing as he blows a hawker into a
filtchy hanky. "And everyone keeps
bugging us to do the Eddie, the
Flying Gimp From Outer Space
movie. But our next directing as-
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signment will be some Chuck Nor-
ris deodorant ads.”

But first, Winter may have to
sweat out a third Bill & Ted
“Keanu was
smart enough to get ourt of his con-
trace, so this one just has Bill in
it,” Alex explains. “This time, Bill
and Rufus take the phone booth
into Bill's body to try and make
him less of a fuckin’ retard. It’s
called Bill's Fantastically Bogus
Voyage.”

On that note, we carefully pick
our way through the crack house’s
dazed occupants. After Tom stops to
rifle the pockert of one comatose cus-
tomer, we head out into the night—
vowing to recognize the inherent
worth of every human being. Even if
they do have an arm growing ourt of
their forehead. 53

movie—minus led.

Tom: “"Our next
directing assignment
will be some Chuck
Norris deodorant ads.”
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Helena (Sherilyn Fenn) and #{
Nack {Julmn Sands]l U
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LESS

The gloves (and arms and legs) are off as
debuting director Jennifer Lynch defends her
disturbing psychodrama, Boxing Helena.

Shari

by

atch out—Jennifer Lynch
has a major-league chip on
her shoulder. “Some people
have already made the decision
to dislike me,” complains the gurcsy,
cigarette-smoking, 25-year-old proge-
ny of that weird-movie meister,
David. “I do think a lot of people
assume I'm some rich director’s
daughter who gets it all easily. They
have preconceived notions about me
being some sort of princess or spoon-
fed thing.”

Well, maybe not the former—Dbut
quite possibly the latter. It has been
hinted by some who are close to the
Lynch clan that brown-haired
Jennifer’s difficule birth partially
inspired the mewling, bandaged-up
baby from hell in her father’s 1978
masterpiece, Eraserbead: Exactly ten
years earlier, Jennifer came into the
world with clubbed feet that
required her to be encased in casts
up to her waist.

Right now, Ms. Lynch wants it
known that she’s standing on her own
two legs, thank you. “My facher does
not support me financially,” she
declares. “If I need something, cer-
tainly he’s there for me—he’s my best
friend in the whole world. Burt people
can think what they want, because if
I'd heard about me I'd probably think
the same thing. I can only hope that
they realize that I was not handed a
single, fucking thing on chis film.”

The movie Lynch is defending is
Boxing Helena, her first direcrorial

R oman and

effort. A treacherous black comedy,
the film stars Sherilyn Fenn as
Helena, a calculating, ravishing sex-
pot who's coveted by Nick
Cavanaugh (Julian Sands), a coitally
inept surgeon so smitten with her
that that he ampuctates her limbs
after she’s injured in a hit-and-run
auto accident and keeps her in a box
in his dining room.

A pointed allegory of obsessive
male-female relacionships and sexual
double standards, the story, Lynch
admits, is susceptible to misinterpre-
tation. “So many people thought
that, one, I was making a horror film.
And, two, that I was taking myself
very seriously. They're both wrong. |
take portions of it seriously, but what
I'm looking at is how we make both
fools and heroes of ourselves; the way
we make attemptes to change our-
selves and each other when we think
that the other person has what we
want. | mean, men wouldn’t be able
to sleep ac nighe if they had to look
at another man’s penis and compare
it to their own. Bur women are used
to comparing their body parts all the
time. We've gotten used to being
pushed into a corner where a lot of
our self-worth has to do with our
physical appearance.

“It’s ot a horror film,” repeats
Lynch, who says Boxing Helena
appeals more to women than to men.
“People are shocked by how tender it
is.” That tenderness, ironically,
emanares from Nick and nort from

D e an

Love

Lamanna

the caustic Helena. “"His urges
toward her are not necessarily sexual.
Nick’s an infant in a man’s body who
is half the time a brilliant surgeon
and the other half a very frightened
child. With Helena, he’s like a child
who sees a puppy for the first time:
He plays with it, adores it. But when
the dog wants to go away and sniff
something else, he presses it to the
ground, not wanting it to move. His
motivacion is not to hure it, burt to
discover it. In a very sort of ass-back-
wards way, Nick is scumbling upon
the right way to love someone.”

That's not to say that Nick trans-
forms Helena into a living fetish. “She
challenges his attempt to make her an
object of obsession,” Lynch says. “And
her box is very much a throne: Nick
places it on the pedestal on which [a
replica of} the Venus de Milo stands in
his house; he really does deify her. Yert,
at the same time, he lowers her to the
level of a patient.”

MONSTERS IN A BOX

It’s a wonder Jennifer didnt become
a pacient herself while trying to
launch Boxing Helena. "It cost me
an arm and a leg,” laughs Lynch,
who, at age 19, wrorte the first draft
from an idea she developed wich her
coproducer, Philippe Caland. They
spent two years making the rounds.
“I had certainly dreamed of directing
it,” she says. “But I had no intention
to because I really thought my age or
my association with David would
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slow the project down. | just
wanted to make sure the film
that eventually came from the
screenplay would be che film it
should be.”

Carl Mazzocone, president
of Main Line Pictures, also
wanted the film to be whart it
should—hence his adamance
that Jennifer direct. Once the
deal was struck, however, little
did Lynch know that casting
the pivotal role of Helena
would turn her dream into
she puts it—"a fucking
nightmare.” At different times,
both Kim Basinger and Madonna,
disrespectively, signed on and
dropped our just a few weeks before
the start of production—resulting in
massive losses for the $9.6 million
picture and breach-of-contract

S

charges against Basinger.

What infuriates Lynch even more
than the lost time and money is the
actresses’ lack of explanation for
leaving. "My assumprtion is that it
had everything to do with fear: They
were vocal about their bravery and
how little {the role] frightened
them. People aren’t real big on
recognizing that one of the bravest
things you can say is that you are
afraid. The people I ended up
working with were those who could
say they were afraid and could
therefore execute the material with
honesty.” She pauses, then adds
cattily: “I owe Madonna and Kim for

Neither Basinger nor Madonna
gave much explanation for back-
ing out. “They were vocal about

how little the role frightened
them. But those | ended up

working with were those who
could say they were afraid. | owe
Madonna and Kim for showing
me some colors of people |
didn’t know existed.”

showing me some colors of people |
didn’t know existed.”

Jennifer is pleased chac che role
eventually went to veteran Lynch
player Sherilyn Fenn (Twin Peaks,
Wild at Heart). "She didn't do 1t
because the other two women didn'e,”
Lynch says. “She came to me and said,
'I'm terrified of it
want to do it.” That takes balls. She
knew there was a lot she could learn
by doing ic.”

One thing Lynch wanted the cast
and crew alike to learn was to trust

and that's wh}' |

her direction, although she never
came out and told them. A verbal
reassurance may have helped, howev-
er, the first time Fenn climbed into
the confining crate. “It was very scary
for Sherilyn to be in the box. It was a
heavy-duty thing. It was quiet on the
set and I didn’t even ask it to be,”
says Lynch, who wouldn’t allow the

Are we having Fenn yet? Director Lynch (right) clearly has a leg up on the situation.

actress to see the film until it was
finished.

Fenn wept when she finally did.
“She just kept saying how much I'd
come through,” Lynch recalls. “She
was terrified to see it, because she'd
heard some people say, “Wow, you did
that Box thing.” As anyone would,
you start to wonder what it’s going to

look like.”

OF DISFIGUREMENT
AND DESIRE

Before filming began, Lynch
encouraged the cast to discuss the
script’s sure-to-be-controversial
voyeuristic elements—particularly a
scene in which Nick makes love to a
call girl while Helena observes.
“What I find most fascinating about
voyeurism is that from day one, the
way | learned almost everything was
by watching people. Of all che
voyeuristic things you could do,
t:r.:uinlu into a dark cheater and
watching people live out their lives
has 20t 1o be 1c. This film involves
watching people making love
because that’s what's relevant to the
characters. That's what Nick needs
to learn—or what Helena needs to
see Nick learn.”

Did Lynch use any personal refer-
ences to flesh our these scenes?
“Absolutely. I haven't been watching
many other people have sex through-
out my life. I used my own sexual
activity as a starting point, then
moved toward making {the charac-
ters} who I thoughr they were as peo-
ple and how much value cthey based
on sex; whar it meant to them, what

I thought they were looking to feel



whether it was love
or wholeness or
strength or con-
fidence. All of those
things had to be care-
fully picked because
not all of them are
true for me.”

The degree to
which Lynch could
base the film on her
own experiences had
a literal cuc-off
point, of course:
She’s never been dis-
membered and
placed in a box.
“Only emotionally,”
she says. “It’s about
feelings as much as
anything. Early on,
Helena's nudity is
much more her
armor than one
would expect. She’s more comfort-
able naked because, from the get-go,
that's what she has been told she's
worth. She bases her value on her
physical beauty. I don’t really cthink
anyone looked her straighe in che
eye until she grew breasts.”

IN DREAMS

Given the ourward gruesomeness of
Helena's situation, audiences will be
relieved to learn char it is actually
taking place nort in the crate, but in
one of the character’s heads. “The
only way I would make chis film is
if it were a dream,” says Lynch. "I
want no part of any movie that con-
dones the act of removing a woman's
arms and legs as cthe way to get
someone to love you, That's bull-
shit—a horrifying idea. What |
enjoy about {my approach} is the
opportunity to look at how we try to
change each other and steal from
each other and feel bigger and
stronger than the other person.

“I in no way, shape or form try to
tell people how to feel about this at
the end,” Lynch concinues. “I ask
them how it makes them feel. Which
I think is why when people don't like
the movie, they are upset by it.
They're accustomed to being told
how to feel by either music or dia-
logue or direction. It may be an awk-

an ampu-tease.
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Meeting Venus: Little does Helena know that she’ll go from a sex kitten to

ward situation for some, burt this is
always, always, always the way |
intended ic.”

While many may consider the
film’s dream conceit—one of
Hollywood’s most hackneyed—a
cheap surprise, Lynch feels otherwise.
“I was raised to base a tremendous
amount of value on my dreams,” says
the Los Angeles resident, who decid-
ed to skip college after double-

majoring in writing and
painting at a Michigan
art school (lest we torger,
she penned The Secrer
Diary of Laura Palmer in
1990). “Dreams aren't
just licele chings you
have at night; they're
what's going on inside
you. The fact that people
may or may not feel that
[ copped ourt at the end
has everything to do
with how much respect
they have for their sub-
conscious. If you're not
paying attention to the
voice inside you, there’s
some kind of denial hap-
pening there. I don't
consider my dreams
prophecies, bur I don't
ignore them. It was a
tremendous gift for me,
as a child, that nobody purt fences
around my imaginacion.”

That Lynch has seen Boxing
Helena to completion exceeds even
her most oprimistic dreams. I will
never forget the people who thoughe |
could do this because there were cer-

tainly times when I thought |
couldn’t. People who loved me didn't
want me to do this because they were

afraid it was going to kill me.

Helena taunts Nick by hoofing with his nephew at the doctor's housewarming.

|F§&t‘ g i 4o

45



A MATTER OF THRUST

While Lynch survived che film’s
making, the subsequent torture she
endured at the hands of the MPAA
ratings board took a roll. "I had
expected an NC-17 because of how
the MPAA operates,” she says. “"But
| had assumed they would pick on
the amputations, which they did
not. They were thoroughly
impressed with cthe face thae chis is a
tender movie and so nonviolent.”

Instead, the board seized upon
three very brief shots of passionately
pistoning hips. “I'm sorry, but |
would much rather have my child
see this movie because it's on the
whole about feeling lost and trying
to feel found. I would not send my
children anywhere near Basic
Instinct to see someone get fucked
and stabbed wich an ice pick. |
don’t understand why cthat’s okay
and lovemaking is not. There’s a
tremendously poisonous mixed mes-
sage being sent our.”

Besides, Lynch continues,
“There’s more thrusting in Basic
Instinct than I could believe. But
that doesn’t bother me because
that's what you do when you have
sex. If I have to cut the film for
domestic, I'll do it. But I want to
appeal it first.” And whart about

i

overseas? "LEuropeans don’'t mind
thrusting,” she laughs.

CRATE EXPECTATIONS

NC-17 or no, all the hype has
everyone wondering: Can Lynch
direct her way out of a box? “"People
have been hearing so much about

= -

BoxinGg match: Lynch coaches principals Sands and Fenn.

this movie and how they’re sup-
posed to like it,” she says with a
twinge of bitterness. “That has to
get really annoying, you know what
I mean? If somebody told me I was
supposed to like someching again
and again and again, I'd walk in
ready to hate ic.”

In cthe best tradition of Lynch
Family product, early reaction to
Boxing Helena has indeed been
mixed. "It was just tough,” says
Jennifer, who sat in on several
screenings at the Sundance Film
Festival last January. "Nobody was
laughing. Nobody was getting
into it. And you could feel that in
the room.

"l didn’t want to manipulate the
audience by making something too

“What | find most fascinating
about voyeurism is that from
day one, the way | learned
almost everything was by

watching people. Of all the

voyeuristic things you could

do, going into a dark theater
and watching people live out
their lives has got to be it.”

bright and beautiful when it was a
dark subject matter. I wanted to
insinuate to them that Nick's
perspective on this was of the
perfect world—that everything
would be sunny, beaurtiful and
perfect if only Helena would be
with him. I cthink I'm giving them
a gifr, but some people don't look at
it that way because they're all
pissed off. I can only say chac |
didn’t do thart to piss you off; I did
it to allow you to decide.” She laughs
in fruscration, adding chac her
father—who once said that he could
never touch che film's subject—
“rotally digs the movie.”

Whether the public digs Boxing
Helena enough to make it a success
1s inconsequentcial to Lynch, (While
foreign rights had been sold, domes-
tic discribution was still up in the
air as FT went to press; Lynch is
hoping to screen the film at Cannes
in May.) Several studios have been
courting her with big-budget pro-
jects; she herself would like to try
another novel and eicher write or
solicit another screenplay to direct.

Whatever Jennifer Lynch decides
to do, she’s going to do it at her
own speed. “I'm going to have to
be really careful about the next pro-
ject I pick,” she says. “The unfortu-
nate thing,” she adds wearily, “is
that I would very much like to pay
my rent. ks
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Shuffling past Shaft, Dolemite and Action Jackson, Robert Townsend takes
flight with The Meteor Man—the big screen’s first black superhero.

by Chris O’Flaherty

pike Lee and John Singleton have nothing on Robert him dazed bur otherwise unharmed, the weird rock, Reed soon
s Townsend. The writer/director of the well-received learns, has given him super-human powers and che ability o

and innovatively (read that “credic card”) financed fly—albeic only a few feet above the ground. Reed’s new-
1987 comedy Hollywood Shuffle seems ro avoid the found status as a reluctant superhero forces him to re-
controversy and racial angst chat accompanies the examine his old ambitions: He decides to focus on
work of many African-American filmmakers—main- improving his crime-ridden neighborhood racher
ly because he chooses less hard-hitting ways to get than to trying o escape from it.
his messages across. For instance, his first movie The film features an impressive cast of fresh
deale humorously with the stercotyping faced by a and veteran personalities, such as Bill Cosby,
young black actor trying to establish a career. His A Marla Gibbs, Frank Gorshin, James Earl Jones,
second, The Five Heartbeats—abour the rocky o Sinbad and rappers Another Bad Creation, Biz
rise of a '60s rhythm-and-blues group—was an un- = ' Markie and Cypress Hill—all of whom happily
abashed mash note to Motown. And his latest, The worked for scale (or less) on the MGM release,
Meteor Man, is an action-comedy abourt the galva- which is due our in April. Townsend has already
nization of an impoverished communiry. moved on to two new projects, including a collaboration

Shot mostly in Baltimore but set in Washingron, "3 with Keenen Ivory Wayans and a Duke Ellingron biopic.

D.C., The Meteor Man is the story of Jefe - And Eddie Murphy, who Townsend directed in che 1987

ferson Reed (Townsend), an inner- j ,‘ 2 > e concert film Eddie Murphy Rauw, has
city schoolteacher who longs - = | / — asked him ro helm his next pro-

(O pursu¢ a Carcer as a jazz ;_l > L : T Ject. FILM THREAT caughe up
musician until a : 7 with the effervescent
MYySLerious, green J director shortly af-
meteor strikes ter he complet-
him our of the . «d post-

blue. Leav- “. _ production
INg / o - last win-

3 ; “>rPMBUIT= Err=m
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not so much a
schoolteacher. He's
into teaching be-
cause 1t pays bills
and he did it for his
family, buc jazz is his
main thing. Then,
when he becomes a
superhero, he be-
comes obligared to
the communicy. |
love superhero movies,
bur I wanted ro make
the Meteor Man more

of a buman superhero.
| wrote it so thar
everybody in the
community knows he
has super powers—
and everybody has
different chings char
they want from him.
His mother 1s so
proud of him thar she
tells evervbody: "My
son can fly!” {laughs]

You also did ."..‘r‘ll f!{*.j

scenes in Hollywood
Shuffle and in one of
your HBO specials. Do

The Meteor Man appears to be a combina-
tion of genres—a swashbuckler, a comedy, an
beroic adventure tale. Is there one thing you
tried to accomplish with it thematically?

I’s really about the hero wichin and
making a difference. The character I play
is just a regular guy—a guy thac if there
was a crime going on in the streee, he'd
just look the other way. "Cause the aver-
age person really doesn’t want to get in-
volved. And then all of a sudden chis me-
teor comes into his life and takes him on
a journey. Once he gets on that journey,
he can’t get out. And when he does have
a chance ro ger out, it makes him analyze
who he was. It affects the communirty
and everybody. I know it sounds corny,
but it’s really about how one person can
make a change.

Jefferson Reed is a complex character—a
schoolteacher, a musician and, BOOM!, a su-
perbero filled with ambivalence. Is be reflec-
tive of you?

{laughs] Well, yeah...and no. The real
deal with me is thac I know exaccly what
I want to do. Sometimes 1c’ll get a liccle
crazy. I'm a direcror, an actor, a writer—
I kind of like all worlds. Bur you find
vourself always having to make decisions,
and it’s hard. Wich Jeff Reed, he’s more
torn between being a jazz musician and

you like to fly?

[ love flying, and playing a superhero
was always top on the list. I mean, |
grew up on Batman and Superman. And
the stuff George Lucas’s company, ILM,
has done in The Meteor Man is just in-
credible. Like when the meteor hits me
and melts into my chest, they mixed it
in with morphing. The flying scenes are
great—>burt then, unlike other super-
heroes, | fly only four feet off the
ground!

‘!)':jja rion 15 afrard of berghis

Exaccly. I wanted to make my superhero
difterent every step of the way. We've
seen Superman fly to the highese areas,
and cthe Rocketeer and all of that, | said
to myselt, No one’s ever flown low. So
when people see me coming at them
just four feer oft che ground, ic's kind
of bizarre.

Was the flying harness uncomfortable? Did it

give you a mega-wedgie?

A wedgie? Yeah. {laughs] But che ulti-
mate wedgie was when | flew off a bal-
cony in my HBO series Partners in Crime.
For The Meteor Man, I1LM designed a
special harness for me and I didn't feel
anything. It was wrapped around my
cthighs with Velcro and 1t went around
my shoulders. It felr like a glove.

Was it comfortable shooting in Baltimore?
Parts were filmed in L.A., bur Balci-
more had the Washingron, D.C. look |
wanted. We took over this block 1n a
rough neighborhood on Reservoir Hill
for abour six weeks: 1 fele it was the
kind of neighborhood Jeft would really
live in. It was interesting because we
would shoot scenes where we had, hike,
uzis going off—and then we'd stop
shooting and hear uzis in the distance.
It was like, “Oh, okay, I guess anocher
film must be shooting.” Or it was real-
life shooting.

Whar effect did your presence have on the
neighborbood?

It was kind of like the circus had come
to town—-and in a2 good way? I wanted
the people in the community to be ex-
tras in cthe film. There was chis one kid
who was a drug dealer, a young kid, and

Erm=m
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when Bill Cosby was on the set the kid
was there and he had thas Licele mark on
his face where he'd been shot. Bill Cos-
by put him in this chair—the one wich
Cosby's name on it—and he said, "]
hear that vou're really brighe, and chis
whole thing with these drugs—why?”
There were a couple of reporters who
wanted to talk to Bill, buc he was really
into this kid. The kid came back che
next couple of days; he was trying to
work on his reading and he had some
kind of book about Malcolm X, and he
said, “I'm gonna learn how to read
this.” Everybody—Luther Vandross,
James Earl Jones—was just walking
around talking to people. It was sad che
day we left, really sad, because we had
made all chese friends.

With so many stars involved, did you bave to

be extra-sensitive with egos?

No. Everybody came aboard with a real
good actitude, because I called on faith. I called Anotbher Kind of Horror that

told chem, "Hey, I'm doing chis “Everybody we're going to do with his brothers Sean
movie—I want to do a superhero, and | took a and Marlon. We're gonna be working on
want to make sure the superhero gets that probably come this summer.
launched in a good way. But I don't pPay c“t, There’s also a TV show, The Bold, the
have a lot of money to pay.” Cosby said, Black and Beautiful, that we're thinking

“Hey, I just want a hundred dollars a because abour doing.

day. And I want it in cash.” [laughs] there’s
Everybody took a pay cur, because

Speaking of bold and black. if not beautiful,

there’s never been an inner-city fairy rale never been what did you think of Spike Lee’s work in
and everybody thought it sounded like an i““erhcity Malcolm X~

an incredible story. The actors came in 5 I thoughr it was incredible. Spike did
and gave 120% rto the film. fa'ry tale. a hell of a job; he really nailed ir.

The actors Denzel [Washingron] is a real good

Do you still hang out with Keenen lvory & friend of mine; we go to church ro-
Wayans, your cowriter on Hollywood gave 120% gether every Sunday. It's a shame
Shuffle~ to the Ffilm.” nobody's going out to see the ﬁlf’n,

burt I chink Denzel’s going to be in
that Oscar race. I choughr Denzel was
sure to win—until I saw Scent of a
Woman. It’s going to be berween him
and Al Pacino.

Keenen 1s, like, my best friend. He's just
good people. There's a script we wrote

How bas filmmaking changed for you since
Hollywood Shuffle”

It’s constantly changing and growing;
it's constantly trying different chings.
Because I take my time writing my
scripts to make sure the story is che sto-
ry I want to tell, every movie becomes
an adventure. The Meteor Man was

just another adventure—one where
broke all the rules. I got to work with
kids, with visual effects, a lot of
celebrities. It was a lot of work, but I'm
really happy wich the way everyching
came our. As a filmmaker, I wantto ,,':-
challenge myself. As an actor, the only

ching I can ask for is to be able to be :

dramatic, be funny, be silly ani-—}'olr : %‘3‘1‘
knoHve:heday. ﬁi T :*;,ﬁ
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Find ont why Columbia Pictures is Ju.im: a hat dance over a young ftlmmaker naned Robert Rodriguez and
his $7.000, 16mm feature. EI Mariachi.

t's a known fact in the film

industry that talent takes a

backseat to the Rolodex. It's not
how good you are, it’'s who you
know. Do you honestly think that
Frank Marshall (Arachnophobia,
Alive) would be directing if he
wasn't tight with Steven Spielberg?

Does it hearten you to know char the

y writer/director of the worthless

Aspen Extreme got the job because
he's Michael Eisner’s ski instructor?
So, if you don’t happen to have
o Mike Ovitz’s home phone number,
1 how do you break into the business?
Well, you could ctry really hard rto
write a great script thac by some
» miracle gets passed on to someone
i who matters. Or even make a low-
budget film that manages to get
pl'.l}-'l:d at one of those higl!hhruu'

guitar player who wanders into a

BY DAVE PARKER

film festivals, where Roger Ebert
proceeds to praise it endlessly. Or
maybe you could go the route of
Robert Rodriguez, writer/director of
the t-:-;trt:'.m,-l}' INEXpeNsive action-
adventure E/ Mariachi.

“I never thought in my wildest
dreams that this movie would be
something that Hollywood would be
interested in,” claims Rodriguez, a
24-year-old San Antonio, Texas,
native. "I made 1t to sell to che Mexi-
can home video market. Thats why |
shot the ching in Spanish. I thought
that it might be a decent film to
show to the studios as an example of
what 1 could do, but I never thought
they'd buy the ching!” ;

El Mariachs 1s abourt a lovelorn Writer/director
Robert

: ‘ Rodriquez
small town looking for work. At the

—;




MNothing relaxes
Moco (Peter
Marquardt) more
than a bloodbath.

Azul checks the pulse
of a hostage, Domino
(Consuelo Gomez).

same time, a nasty
assassin who carries
his weapons of

» destruction in a
guitar case similar
to that of the pro-
(agonist escapes
from cthe local
prison. What fol-

l{}w\ ix h;i.‘éiL';l”}' d

case of mistaken
identicy chat com-

bines the action
flair of John Woo
with the atmospheric dreaminess ol
David Lynch. But what really sets
this film apart—>besides the great
acting, stylish direction and fluid
camera work—is the fact chat it was
made for $7,000. Yes, thac’s right
seven grand.

“I raised some of the money by
participating in an experiment at a
drug research cencter,” says Rod-
riguez. 1 was locked up for 30 days,
but I did manage to write the script
and come out with $3,000 1n cash.”

After thac, it was just a macter of
finding the righe actors, which 1s
actually pretty easy when you don't

use any. “Basically, everyone in the
film is a friend of mine,” admits
Rodriguez. "We'd have 'em work for
just a couple of hours a day, so they
wouldn’t have time to get bored and
start thinking about money. And
since everything was done in just one
take, no one really hung around.”

Besides casting his producer and
co-writer, Carlos Gallardo, as the
unlucky mariachi, Rodriguez also
called upon the non-Spanish-speaking
Peter Marquarde, whom he met while
serving as a human guinea pig at the
research cenrer, to play the major role
of a mafioso big cheese.

“Peter doesn’t speak a word of
Spanish,” claims Rodriguez. "So I had
to phonetically teed him each line
before we shor it. He did an amazing
job, i..'ullhii.lt.'ring that he doesn’t know
what the hell he's saying.”

Using an Arriflex 16mm camera,
which is so noisy that he had to
record all the dialogue and effects
Sl.*p;lr;m:l}' with a standard tape
recorder, Rodriguez shot the entire
film in two weeks. “Every shot was
planned out and edited in my head,”
he says. “I didn't shoot anyching |
didn’t need to because basically |
didn’t have the money to waste on
muluple takes.”

After the movie was completed,
Rodriguez tried to sell it to the Mex-
ican home video markert. 1 rold
everyone who was interested char |
had spent S70.000 and {llt'j.' believed
it,” laughs
Rodriguez. “But
still the best
offer | L0t was
$17,000 for all
Mexican and
American rights,
which I chought
was a precey
rood profirt. |
Wis n‘;u]}' (O QO
for it.”

But then, fate
(or rather, Holly-
wood) inter-

vened, While

Aiming
high: Title
character/co-
producer
Carlos
Gallardo.

L



shopping the movie to various video
companies, Rodriguez also dropped a
copy by the offices of ICM, the
mega-huge talent agency. “All |
wanted was an honest opinion as to
whether or not I mighe have a licdle
talent,” claims the modest
Rodriguez. “The next cthing I know,
they've signed me on and sent out
100 copies to all che different stu-
dios. I really looked upon che film as
a demo, not somerching chat Holly-
wood would want to buy.”

Indeed, it's hard to imagine
major studio executives accually sit-
ting through a movie with subti-
tles. Usually the only chings they
have the pulit.'m ¢ to read are articles
that mention their own names; on
occasion, however, they do recog-
nize true talent when they see it.
Rodriguez suddenly became a hot
item. Still, chat didn’t mean big
shots weren't going to jerk him
around.

“I was definitely given some real
bullshit,” laughs Rodriguez.
“Everyone wanted to change some-
thing abourt it. One studio, who
shall remain nameless, even wanted
to make the mariachi into a rock
guitar player who gets wounded
and taken to an Indian reservation,
where he gets nursed back to healch
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and learns how to really play. |
mean, | heard some really ridicu-
lous scuft!”

Fortunately, Columbia Pic-
tures—where he now has a two-year
development and production deal—
had the good sense to realize chat

the film needed no executive tinker-

ing. In fact, Columbia has taken the

El Mariachi

Directed by Robert Rodriguez, 90 min.

the breakdown:

Violent deachs, bad Mexican mariachi music,
beauriful bartenders, really nasty bad guys, a
near-brush with castration, English subritles,
ugly dogs and (unfortunarely) no sex.

meter readings:

ANARCRIST
UgERAL

P C0ERATE

MEPUBLICAN

self-assured step of blowing the
film up to 35mm and releasing it as
is, instead of insisting on a mulrti-
million-dollar remake. “I'm actually
the one who wants to redo it,”
admits Rodriguez. “There are so
many things | wish I'd had the
moncey to do. But, instead 1'll
probably be doing an English
sequel nexe,”

Thus far, Rodriguez has not only
gotren a lot of press play for making
a film so cheaply, burt also because
he happens to be Hispanic. "It
doesn’t bother me to be referred to
as a "Hispanic director,” ™ says the
Hispanic director. “1 look forward
to actually having some positive
heroes in Hollywood who are Latin.,
| mean, we're a big part of the pop-
ulation. But I promise I' m not
going to be the Latin Spike Lee or
anything.

“It’s been real fun so far,” he adds.
“l didn’t have any expectations going
into this, so there’s no way | could be
disappointed. Besides, I know |
haven't made it uncil 'm in FiLm
THREAT. It's the only magazine out
there that maccers!

He may be new in town, but
Robert Rodriguez definitely knows
who to suck up to. 5

overall rating
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The Goddess of Love vs. the Goddcss 0

Bopy OF EVIDENCE
Directed by Ul Edel
Written by Brad Mirman
(MGM, 102 mun.)

adonna’s new
film, Body ¢
of Evidence, \

-

is Basic Instinct
Lite. The mater-
1al girl plays a
scheming bitch
whore who screws
old men to deach for their
money. (Oh, that's a stretch. Like |
never pictured the "Virginal One”
as a ruthless, man-cating discipli-
narian who ties up her lawyer,
pours hot wax on his chest and
humps him on the hood of a car!)
Now, about the video vixen’s
looks. Hey, Madonna, it’s 1993—
where are your eyebrows? She re-
minds me of a Slavic cleaning
woman with sex toys. (Yeah, that’s
a turn-on, Broomhilda.) Willem
Dafoe is a married man who's sup-
posed to legally represent her and
in the process becomes her sex
slave. (It’s ironic that on the very
nighe I saw chis movie, I was told
by the pig I trusted most that he
needed a fac British lesbitarian to
walk on his chest with spiked

Yeah, everyone’s a critic, but Fum Turear administers
the straight dope on films, videos, books, comics, efc.
Epitep BY DEAN LAMANNA

Guest Review by Judy Tenuta

heels and spank his nasty buttocks
with a giant bullwhip until he
yells, “Mammy!” NICE! So don't
tell me chac ”l
film™ crap.)
Back rto the plot. So the slut is
on trial for murdering a rich old
man for his $8 million, and she’s
been having kinky sex with her

ife doesn’t imitate

lawyer. The lawyer’s wife finds out,
sees Madonna in che ladies’ room,
slaps her—and now Madonna
wants Jer too. (Justify chis, sluc!)
Anyway, Willem gets the spread-
ing machine off—legally, that is—
and she brags to him thart she re-
ally is guilty and uses sex to
manipulate men. (Oh, that's a sur-
prise. How else do you get a film
career? Hello, layaway plan!)

Much of cthe

Movie was meant
to be eroric, but
it's just laugh-
able—Ilike
Madonna’s porno
book, Sex. One of
the funniest mo-
ments occurs near
the beginning,
when Willem
waits for Madonna as she gerts
acupuncture. She’s lying there
naked wich giant needles sticking
out of her back and says, “Frank,
give me a ride home.” Right, like
he’s gonna gee hot for a porcupine
in a push-up bra. (Hey, it could
happen.)

Oh, by the way, I'm not going
to give away the film’s ending
where Madonna gets shot because
I hate it when anal-retentive
movie critics do that.

Love,

%

When she isn't preaching the joys of
“Judyism” via ber frequent cable spe-
cials and ontrvageous videos, comedian

Judy Tenuta is on the road tantaliz-

Ing the pairons ﬂf the nation’s t op
comedy clubs.



Directed by

Frank Marshall

Written by John Patrick Shanley
(Touchstone/Paramount, 123 min.)
Andes Extreme might have
been a more accurace title for
this grueling saga, based on
the 1972 crue story of a
Uruguayan rugby team
stranded by a plane crash for
over two months in that for-
bidding mountain range.
Opening with the horrific
crash (filmdom’s most intense
air disaster ever), Shanley’s
screenplay attempts to estab-
lish distince identities for each
of the two dozen or so sur-
vivors through a combination
of numbing dialogue ("Isn’t
anyone going to go out for

pizza?”) and varying degrees of

S .

Staying Auve: Ethan Hawke and pals pass

the vittles.
silly behavior. But our dread
and anticipation of the big “C”
snowplows everything. That
Marshall and company don't
pull any punches in the human
deli department 1s brave (it’s
even more graphic and dis-
gusting than anocher flick on
the same subject, the 1976
Mexican cheapie Survive!).
Yet however noble its inten-
tions, Alive is a story that may
have been better lefr unfilmed.
Dean Lamanna

BAD LIEUTENANT
Written and directed -\
by Abel Ferrara t—

(Aries Releasing, 95 min.)

This must be the most vicious
(and bitingly funny) religious
parable since Bunuel stopped
breathing. Ferrara exchanges
the slickness of King of New

York for raw intensicy in this
unwavering walk down the line
between good and evil. Harvey
Keitel really kicks as a super-
corrupt cop on a hellbound
spree of sex, drugs and gam-
bling; both he and the film ac-
tually live up to che hype. Add
a killer track from rapper
Schoolly D and you have rto rate
this one mighry high on the sin
quotient, Even if you aren't
Cacholic, you'll feel compelled
to say a Hail Mary after leaving

the cheacer. Gralbriel Alvarez
THE CRYING \ .ﬁg :
GAME N

Written and directed
by Neil Jordan

(Miramax, 112 nmun.)

| —

Jordan (Mona Lisa) has al-
ready proved himself a greac
storyteller. What makes The
Crying Game so intriguing is
ILS resistance
o genre cate-
gorization,
Weaving to-
gether a politi-
cal thriller, an
ill-fated love
tale, a divine
tragedy and a
SInIster com-
edy, the story
never settles
for the pre-
dictable. In a
precisely cali-
brated performance, Stephen
Rea is Fergus, a disillusioned
IRA terrorist who takes a
British soldier (Forest
Whitaker) hostage. Relying on
his heart racher than his bul-
lets, Fergus treks incognito to
London in search of the sol-
dier’s lover, Dil ( Jaye David-
son), who's a hairdresser by day
and a lounge diva by night.
Like almost every other critic, |
think it would be criminal to
reveal any more of the plot.
Suftice it to say that nothing is
what it appears to be as we

Stephen Rea gives Forest Whitaker some-

thing to cry about.

watch these characeers shed
their skins.

THE DISTINGUISHED
GENTLEMAN

Directed by Jonathan Lynn
Written by Marty Kaplan
(Hollywood Pictures, 111 min.)
Eddie Murphy is hardly a
“distinguished” gent—only
one whose charismacic flashes
of “I'm hip and you're not”
humor have saved countless
movies with by-the-number
plots. Thar can’t be said of
this one: It's laden with the
same Murphy jokes you've
been hearing since back when
he still hung out wich Joe Pis-
copo. Haltway through, tlhs
alrcady mushy fable about a

con man (Murphy) who gets

Shaud are tongue-tied.

elected to office turns moralicy
play wich the inclusion of a
cancer-stricken licele girl and
a framed-by-the-bad-whire-
guys congressman that Mr,
“Party All the Time™ sup-
ports. In the realm of political

humor, Dan Quayle did it
betrer., —GA

W
g

Written by Alexandre Rockwell

IN THE SOUP
Directed by

Alexandre Rockwell

and Hank Blumental

(Triton Pictures, 20 min.)

Any film chac includes a
cameo by cule director Jim
Jarmusch is okay by me. Jar-

I musch poses as the sleazy

producer of a cable
show called The
Naked Truth. Steve
Buscemi (Reservaorr
Dogs) stars as
Adolpho, a finan-
cially desperate
screenwriter who,

Jamze Painter

Un-Distmcuisuep: Eddie Murphy and Grant

Steve Buscemi and Seymour Cassel
find hearty roles In THe Soue.

after appearing nude on the
program, places a newspaper
ad to sell hus 500-page
screenplay. Under the guise
of a film financier, an eccen-
tric gangster named Joe (Sey-
mour Cassel) sweet-talks the
naive Adolpho into his crim-
nal schemes. An unlikely
father-son bond is
forged, and Joe's
world provides a far
tastier script for
Adolpho to base a
film on. Director
Rockwell dishes up a
story seasoned wich
deadpan humor and
simmering perfor-
mances—plus savory
dialogue that, unlike
the usual “soup,”
isn't canned. —JP
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LEAP OF FAITH ﬂg
Directed by o

Richard Pearce
Written by Michael Manheim and
David V. Picker
(Paramount, 109 min.)
Okay, so people stayed away
from this evangelical satire
in droves. But it’s neverthe-
less a recession blue-plate
special thae entertains com-
passionately. Holy rolling
con artist Jonas (Steve Mar-
tin) and his sidekick, Jane
(Debra Winger), bring their
road tour to a drought-rid-
den, down-on-its-luck
Kansas town. Will (Liam
Neeson), the proud local
sherniff, resents che intrusion
and tries, unsuccessfully, to
stop it. The revival tent is
raised and the "miracles”
flow—until a rea/ miracle
comes along, leaving Jonas
shaken. Martin delivers a
touching and animated per-
formance that will have even
the toughest viewers reach-
ing for their hankies.
—Tancie Tswuzuks
Directed by Michael de Avila
Written by Michael de Avila,
Drew Morone, Larey O'Neil and

Shannon Goldman

(Rockville Pictures, 75 man.)
Currently playing the film fes-
tival circuit, this indepen-
dently made, black-and-white
feature is a highly atmospheric
journey through one man’s
psychological torment. Jim

( James Burton), an apparent
vagrant, takes up residence in
a shurttered Lake George, New
York, summer resort. As he
sectles in, his visions—and ac-
tions—become increasingly
violent. Occasionally slipping
into gratuitous mayhem, the
narrative—involving a shady
real estate agent, a New Age

Lost PropHET: James Burton is adrift in the
recesses of his mind,

witch and a really foul-
mouthed kid—is a negligible
muddle. But director de
Avila's dreamlike camerawork
and whispering soundrrack ef-
tectively seduce and chill.

And Burton, through his eyes
alone, says more than any dia-
logue could express. An im-
pressive debut—all on a bud-
ger of about $40,000. —DL

-

NATIONAL Sha
LAMPOON’S "f
LoADED WEAPON 1

Directed by Gene Quintano
Written by Don Holley and
Gene Quintano

(New Line, 96 min,)
| had half-expected chis to be a
par-for-the-course Naked Gun

Wherr Sam Jackson and Emilio
Estevez load up, you should too.
rip-off—an expectation ini-
tially fulfilled by the film'’s
clichéd opening number (e.g.,
asy Hindu humor, labored
fast-food jokes) involving the
trashing of a convenience store.
But no more than five minutes
into Loaded, | decided to get
myself loaded on the two six-
packs I'd smuggled in. Almost
immediately I began feeling. ..
frunny. And after the seventh (or
so) can of tepid Pabst Blue
Ribbon, eterything was hilan-
ous. Just seeing William Shat-
ner on the big screen once
again (here as a constipated vil-
lain named General Mortars)
as enough to send me rolling
down the aisle. Sure,
I may not have been
able to drive home,
but 1t was worth
it—if only to leave a
sticky mess of beer
cans and spilled pop-
corn for the disgrun-

tled ushers.
—Kevin Burke

Tovs

Directed by

Barry Levinson

Wiritten by Valerie Curtin
and Barry Levinson
(20th Century Fox, 121 min.)

A trip into a modern-art mu-
seum can resule in mental
queries of “What's it mean?”—
burt it’s gauche to come right
out and ask. Toys raised the
same question in me. Twelve
years ago, Barry Levinson
wanted this story—about a toy
maker (Robin Williams) who
must save his facher’s factory
from his warmongering
uncle—to be his directonal
deburt, but che idea was rele-
gated to the back burner while
he went on to other projects.
The director’s second linkup
with Williams (his first was
Good Morning, Vietnam) is a
beauciful film, wich a careful
eye for cinematography and de-
sign—the foldour house,
among other fanciful touches,
is a sight to see. Unfortunacely,
that's abourt it. The movie ends
up being a series of noncohe-
sive sketches, with licele char-
acter establishment and a f~o-n-g,
anti-war ending. Just goes to
show you that time doesn’t
heal all. Andy Eddy

Joan Cusack gives Robin Williams great

headgear in Toys.
s Vvideos »

BeBe's KiIDs =
Directed by Bruce Smith
Written by Reginald Hudlin
(Paramount Home Video, 74 min.)
For a bit of context, you might
want to check our the lare co-
median Robin Harris's stand-
up routines before you watch
this film based on the personal-
ities he created. Harris's cartoon
alter ego Robin gets more than
he bargains for when he falls in
love with the comely Jamika
namely, four irrepressible kids
who turn the couple’s date at a

. characters, Bebe's Kids has a

theme park into a queasy roller
coaster ride. Predominacely
populated by African-American

certain street hipness that may
escape the average viewer. (1
was the only one chuck-

ling ac the Rodney King

and “"Momma” jokes
when | saw this

Curbside withdrawal: On a trip
to a local fun park, Robin gets
rocked by Bese's Kios.

theater.) The story might have
been slightly more effective as
the TV sitcom it was intended
to be, bur it certainly lives up
to its “anmimacion wich an ati-
tude” sell hine.

—Willtam Howell

CHILDREN OF

THE NIGHT
Directed by Tony Randel

Written by Nicolas Falaca
| {Columbia TriStar Home Video,

90 min.)
Lucy (Ami Dolenz), a virginal
high school senior, teams up
with a sympachetic teacher
(Peter DeLuise) to bactle
the town's walking dead.
It seems Lucy unwittingly
awoke a hibernating vam-
pire while taking a dip in
a flooded crypt. (She
swims in dark, deserted
mausoleums and doesn’t
put out? What gives?)
Now, he wants her pure
blood. The acting 1s good
for a few laughs; Garrett Mor-
ris, for one, is a hoot as the
town drunk. Director Randel
keeps the action fresh, too,
with stylish camerawork and
cool gore effects.

—Christian Froude

EpwaRrD II
Directed by Derek Jarman
Written by Derek Jarman,

Stephen McBride and Ken Butler

R 2

(New Line Home Video, 91 man.)
Jarman’s unconventional adap-
tation of Christopher Marlowe's
classic play mixes stcunning vi-
suals with an equally daring



love story: The dalliance of
King Edward (Steven
Waddington) with the brash
and handsome Gaveston (An-
drew Tiernan) not only chrows
the king's court into an uproar,
but causes his beauciful wite,
Queen Isabella (Tilda Swinton),
to seek revenge. Jarman em-
ploys modern imagery but
keeps the onginal dialogue in-
tact, making the language
sometimes difficult to grasp.
Alchough this approach gives
the movie a certain ulgl:, it also
renders the characters distant.
When Annie Lennox shows up
to sing a Cole Porter tune,
however, she blows all the
pomp and circumstance out of
Delores Anderson

¥

(New Line Home Video, 141 min.)
Yup——this unrated direcror’s
cut 1s nearly an bosr longer

the warter.

THE LAWNMOWER
MAN

Directed by Breo Leonard
Written by Brett Leonard and

Gimel Evererte

than the theacrical version.
The additional frames more or
less clarify what was inicially a
choppy storyline, burt the net
result 1s abourt as dynamic as a

Mouth-to-mouth morphing fails
to fuel THe LAwnmoWER MAN,

bag of grass clippings. Blame
it on the TV-level acting by
Pierce Brosnan as che brilliant
scientist and Jeft Fahey as the
retarded ticle character, Or
blame it on the OVCTLIOWT
screenplay, which would have
done better to resurrect the
ghoulish gardener with green
pubic hair from the original
Stephen King story. The com-
puter animation is indeed

THE BIorics vs. THE DocuviDs

Here’s how Hoffa and Malcolm X stack vp against the men themselves.

HOFFA
Directed by Danny DeVito

Written by David Mamet

(20¢h Century Fox, 140 min,)

Superficially bolstered by an almost-slumming
Jack Nicholson as jumpin’ Jimmy H., thas self-
i‘lhn‘:ixl:.'iiilluij.' sy led
I.‘In.-l:.-["li{. tells us
nothing abour the

inner workings or

bac |-;‘:_:1'uul'|1.| of the
doomed Teamsters
boss: even a few
obligatory reminis-
cences with has
wife (the attractive
and criminally underutilized Natalija Nogulich)
or childhood flashbacks would have helped. Aside
from sparking a few bloody street brawls (lov-
ingly photographed from high-angle crane shots),
Hoffa is never once shown to be less than a saine.
The film comes across as a buddy vehicle for real-
life buds Nicholson and DeViro; how else ro ex-
plain the latter’s oursized role as Hoffa's faux pal
Bobby Ciaro (he almost gets the same amount of
screen time!). Too bad DeVito didn't drop the
camera and take a jackhammer to Giants Sta-
dium’s north end zone instead. . —Larry Jameson

WHERE's Jovmy HOFFA? »f o
Edited by John Strolia

Written by Tony Rogers and Tammy Letherer

(MPI Home Video, 85 min.)

Obwiously rushed together to capitalize on the
Nicholson bio-pic, this documentary succeeds on
few levels. As a refresher course on who Jimmy
Hoffa was in the history of the labor movement, it
is excellent. (I grew up in Michigan and saw the
local news of Hoffa's disappearance on TV.) For
those familiar with the man, his myth and his
deeds, it merely offers a few new theories as to the
reasons and methods of his disappearance—the
most interesting being thar Jimmy was done 1n
by the Feds. Videotaped interviews wich his sup-
porters and detracrors make for a fairly nonbiased
look at a controversial man. Senate hearing foot-
age of the man himself
spouting off at Robert
Kennedy is worth giv-
ing chis a look. No
one could swear,
threaten or inspire a
crowd of boneheaded
UAW workers like
Hoffa. I'd like ro see
Jack stand up ro the
real Jimmy. No con-
test. —Christian Gore

Al e

- MaLcowMm X

Directed by Spike Lee '
Written by Arnold Perl and Spike Lee
(Warner Bros., 195 min.)
What happened, Spike?! You masterminded the
biggest promotional campaign since the first Bat-
man—and X still stalled ac che box
office. Maybe the multitudes of black
vouth sporting X caps scared off the
select white, BMW -driving, consci-
entious X-cap-wearing folks. Or
maybe 1t was that marachon running
time! But let's not get bogged down
with politics, because Spike sure
didn’t. Like DeVito in Hoffa, he cast
himself as Malcolm’s best triend—a
potentially facal mistake. But the strength of
Denzel Washingron's lead performance (the
best of his
career) and
Lee's sur-
prisingly
restrained
visual ap-
proach make
this a biopic
to be reck-
oned with.
—GA

THE REAL MaLcom X -:;f
Written and directed by Brett Alexander

and Andrew Lack

(CBS Video, 60 min.)

Dug from the vaults of CBS News and newly
marketed for home video, this documentary
is narrated by Mike Wallace and Dan Rarcher.
The real Malcolm
1s presented
through old TV
footage, pho-
tographs and
some fascinating
TV debates from
the 50s. We
even learn thac
Malcolm had a
sense of humor.
Though not a
comprehensive
look ar the man
and his move-
ment, to me,
anything is better than a dramatzation. The
photos and footage convey how Malcolm ac-
tually felt and how he suffered—nort as rein-
terpreted through a trendy, big-budger
biopic.

—CG
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stunning, but unlike Altered
States—rto which The Lawn-
mower Man seems to aspire—
the mind-trip sequences have
virtually no dramatic support.
Ic's like playing a video game
during a brown-out. —DL

MEDUSA: DARE TO ﬂ,!
Be TRUTHFUL S

Directed by John Fortenberry

Written by Julic Brown and
Charlie Colhe

(Columbia TriStar Home Video,
G8 man.)

If you gagged on Madonna’s
Truth or Dare, you'll probably
sink your teeth into this rau-
cous takeoff. As the Blonde
One, Julie Brown sings spoofs
such as “Vague,” “Like a
Video™ and "Expose Yourself,”
which are so grating chac cthey
themselves nearly cross over
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When it comes to dissing
Madonna, Julie Brown has the
Mepusa touch.

into abject bad raste. High-
lights include Brown sucking
the lite out of a watermelon
(Madonna did it wich a boctle)

and sobbing over the burial
site of her dearly departed dog- |
gie, Boomer (Madonna visited
her mother's grave). While
Julie makes a good tloozie, her
Spandex-encased thunder
thighs eventually make you
wish for the real thing. —JP

A MDONIGHT CLEAR i
Written and directed by
Keith Gordon

(Columbia TriStar Home Video,
108 man.)

Europe, 1944, A squad of
young soldiers led by Echan
Hawke (Alive) is sent on a

recon mission deep into Ger-

man-occupied territory. In-
stead of finding lost American
soldiers, they discover a troop
of Germans more than willing
to surrender. Should they trust
the enemy or is this a plot chac
could get chem all killed? The
platoon also includes Peter
Berg, Kevin Dillon, Arye
Gross and Gary Sinise, but the
competent roster 1sn't enough:
Almost from the film’s begin-
ning, | was annoyed by its un-
necessary and confusing flash-
backs, chatty characterizations
and an ending chac could have
happened anytime after the
first 25 minutes. Definitely a
tlick ro fold laundry by.

Carlo Stlvio

SINGLE WHITE S5
FEMALE
Directed by Barbet Shroeder
Screenplay by Don Roos
(Columbia TrStar Home Video,
107 min.)

Meet Allie (Bridget Fonda), the
one-too-many-times-fucked-
over Manhatcanite. After kick-
ing out her cheating beau, Allie
reluctantly advertses for a
roommate so she can keep her
nidiculously spacious (for New
York), rent-controlled apart-
ment. Single white sickie Hedra
(Jennifer Jason Leigh) comes a-
calling. They become pals, ex-
cept Hedy wanes Allie all to
herself. When Allie's boyfriend
moves back into her life, Hedy
furiously tries to get him out
betore t/xy kick her ourt. Direc-
tor Schroeder's shadowy staging
of the occasionally over-the-top
violence and sex (including
some light lesbianism) is scarily
effective. And Leigh's chame-
leonlike femme fatale is unfor-
gettable.  —Srephanie DeG buee

"Mirror, mirror, on the wall—
who's the sickest of them all?”

James Spader and Jason Robards need a
road map to find their way through SromviuLe.

STORYVILLE -
Ihrected h}' Mark Frost
Wiritten by Mark Frost and
Lee Revnolds

(Columbia TriStar Home Video,
112 min.)

Withourt the twisted input of
Twin Peaks cocreator David
Lynch, Frost loses his license to
be weird—a mixed blessing at
best. New Orleans politics are
convoluted enough in reality,
so when good-guy politico

James Spader finds himself

caught in a maelstrom of shot-
gun “accidents,” ethnically di-
verse prostitutes and good ol’
baoy types, it borders on parody.
Deftly juggling che advances of
his amorous ex ( Joanne Whal-
ley-Kilmer), an attempt to
blackmail him witch a sceamy
videotaped tryse and his run for
Congress, Spader’s characeer has
all the makings of a representa-
tive from a small Southern
state. But the barrage of plot
complications and devices does
not make a great movie, Like
FFrost's scripe tor che 1987 hor-
ror yarn The Believers,
Storyville is noteworthy for its
Chinatowen-esque style—but
1t's ultimarely more shocking
for its predictability.

—David E. Williams

U2: ACHTUNG g
BABY, THE VIDEOS, ®.22 %
THE CAMEOS AND A
WHOLE LOT OF INTERFER-
ENCE FrROM ZooO Tv
Directed by Maurice Linnane
(Island Visual Arts, 67 min.)
Those who hate U2 are mainly
tormer fans who resent the
band for “selling out” its “alver-
natve roots. So admitting to
liking them is like a guy con-
fessing to wearing ladies” un-
derwear: Everyone reacts with
horror—even men who secretly
frequent Frederick's of Holly-

‘giﬁ

wood. That said, this
blitzkrieg compilation
of all chat's U2, from
the impassioned songs
and bad haircurts of
the early "80s to the
flashy success of their
latesc album, Adbrung
Balby, 1s worth watch-
ing—if only to decide
whether or not front man Bono
and company are really guilcy
of inflated egos, as some have
charged. Die-hard followers
and transvestites alike will

want to check ourt the three dif-
ferent versions of the video
“One,” especially che clip fea-
turing band members in drag.
el A

= television »
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HoteL Room «
Directed by David Lynch and
James Signorelli

Written by Barry Gifford and

Jay Mclnerney

(Propaganda/ Asymmetnical,

85 min.)

It sure sownded good: A bizarre
anthology series for cable
(HBO) created by David
Lynch, with each story set in
the same New York hotel room
in different decades. Yer the
pilot, comprised of three indi-
vidual episodes (two directed
by Lynch), is a talky, moody
full of overheated dia-
logue and muldly interesting
characters (e.g., a scheming

IMCssS

tramp contemplating marriage
to her rich boyfriend, a woman
gone irretrievably wacko over
her child’s accidental drown-
ing) that keep hiceing blank
walls. Trapped inside Room
603, dependably offbear per-
formers like Harry Dean Stan-

Crispin Glover and Alicia Witt plot
their escape from HoTiL Roow.



ton, Grittin Dunne and Crispin
Glover are reduced to ordering
room service for excitement.
Unless the series improves,

] emy of Motion Picture Arts

and Sciences has rarely gotten
ie right, Danny Peary has
penned over 150 essays dealing

on videotape.” So where are the
photos? If | wanted a set of en-
Ly |n-|ﬂ.':_|i"|~. I'd £0 (o *;ﬁll"'u
But then | started to read .

Lynch’s slide into hackdom will | with those films, actors and ac- | Bare Facts, it turns out, is a hi-
continue unabated. 1] | tresses who, in his opinion, | larious and very thorough
truly deserved to win. Peary at- | guide to celebrity naughry
= books = tempits to reconstrmcet the ! hlh. The I"!.’.il i'l.ln 15 |n-:1|-.:|l‘l_l-i
| rationale behind the Academy’s | up your favorites and reading
ALTERNATE . decisions for each award while the descriptions. My actor pal

qu Dan ny I‘r;lr}'
(Delta Books, S1
Based on the premise thae ever
since the first Oscar was

the Acad-

7.50)

handed out in 1927,

iITeH THE ACADCMY B CHOICES

s B -"_E_I.-'.'._'

oftering his own reasons for has
in 1982,
the sheer quality of E.T. should

alternace choices (e.g.,

have won over Gandbi's un-
challenging direction). Be tore-
warned that some of the essays
contain l_lrl'l'l|‘r|l.‘H' Moviie syn-
opses, including plot surprises
and endings. Peary s argu-
ments are generally well-com-
;HM'-.! and l}lun;.;hl |1n.-'.uL.|nlu,
and if the author gets hns way,
they 1l tuel living room wars
lor years to come.,

Scort Krakoff

THE BARE FACTS . . %
VIDEO GUIDE

By Craig Hosoda

(The Bare Facts, 311.9%)

The cover of this third edition
reads, “Where to find your fa-

vorite acrtors and acrresses nude

Tim Conlon (Prem Night 1I1)
has an entry that reads, “Brief
buns and very brief balls when
the flag he's wearing falls oft.”
For Bill (T'he Dark Back-
ward ) Paxton: “Buns, while
taking off jumpsuit and diving
into bed wich his chree fac girl-
And ftor Sherilyn

("T'teo Moon_Junction) Fenn:

friends.”

“Brief lefe brease and buns in
Women and gays will
be happy to note chat every ap-

"-.]']I n“'{'r."

pearance of Mel Gibson's buns

CG

s also documented,

CARTOON

CONFIDENTIAL
By Jim Korkis and John Caw ||.-qu
(Mahibu Graphics, S14.95%)
Ulcimartely a disappoimntment
in the information department

bur woreh a read VOU Want

SEEGER M]-LTONT}[E
" < MONSTER

.‘.-l:'-
“A  AND FEARLESS iy

Much-loved Milton gets resur-
rected by CARTOON CONFIDENTIAL.

to look at some great artwork.
A superticial history of banned
comics, you'll get to read

about everything trom the old
E.C. the Cat. Not

essent Lll Iiil‘ d COMICs ]II‘II'.II':.',

scutt to Friz

but a halt-decent incroduction

tor the unimitiaced. CG

HOLLYWOOD AND
THE SUPERNATURAL - =
By Sherry Hansen-Steiger and I
Brad Steiger

(Berkley Books, 54.99)
Why does Hollywood have

the highest rate of supernat-

RCH
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THE 1988 Produced and Ilill't"-l'[l'[i :_
EUROPEAN With original music :
PERFORI\‘IAN(1ES bv Agustin Barchuk. H
BY SURVIVAL AVAILABLE ¢
RESEARCH AGAIN ON :

LABORATORIES: .3
i

Mark Pauline’s troupe of
reative technicians §°
whose ritualized
interactions between =
machines, robots, special e '- ' P N
effects devices and the 3 s o b | '
human audience ¥%: \ .~ "t 7 f 9.
crosswire the twin leads oo - EARRS : " VISUALS
of art and industry.

“THE

AN ACCOUNT OF FANTASTIC SC

VIDEOCASSETTE
AND FOR THE
FIRST TIME

ON LASER DISC.

ATING SOCRAL IMPROVEMENTS”
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» TOM CROUSE o SICOURNEY WEIVER » ROEN CVENS

» WEL CIESON = JOAN ROYERS « KITRARINE GEPSURN

ural occurrences reported?
Because it’s che capical of
crackpots and bored rich peo-
ple who have nothing better
to do with their time. Per-
haps the most irritating as-
pece of this book 1s that it
forgets to laugh ac icself: Ic's
chock-full of ridiculously se-
rious celebrity tales of ghosts
and ghoulies (my fave is about
Mickey Rooney’'s run-in with
a busboy from heaven). Why
are all these celebrities claim-
ing to be the beheaded mis-
tresses of Henry VIII or
Julius Caesar? Wich any luck,
these Shirley MacLaine
wannabes will reincarnace
into navel lint. —JP

SPIN AGAIN
By Rick Polizzi and
Fred Schaefer
(Chronicle Books, $106.95)

Take a trip down memory
game with chis beauciful cof-
fee table book, which 1s
packed with great photos of
all those fun board games
Mom threw away after we
grew up. See and read about
Quija, Green Ghost, Rock

"Em Sock 'Em Robots, Mystic
Skull and more. The atfiliated
and similarly titled magazine

Smmwscauogthgafmdﬂd-i
hood toys is a nostalgic knockout. |

ROBOTS 2
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is even becter than che book:
It details the stories behind
the games and interviews
their creators, The second
issue of Spin Again magazine
even has an in-depth cover
story on a line of toys known
as Thingmakers. I had one
called Strange Change Ma-
chine—comprised of a hot
plate and square plastic cubes
to create monsters, | burned
myself real good as I pro-
ceeded to put other plastic
toys 1n 1t thac I shouldn’t
have. Oh, I miss the days of
dangerous toys! (A sample
issue of Spin Again magazine
is $4; a four-issue subscrip-
tion 1s $16. Send check
payable to Rick Polizzi, c¢/o
Spin Again, 12210 Nebraska
Ave., Los Angeles, CA
90025.) CG
» magazines »

ANIMAG: THE .
MAGAZINE OF "g >

JAPANESE ANIMATION
Edited by Dana Kurtin

(Malibu Graphics, $5.95)

I figured I'd be bored stitf by
this‘one. | mean, I know as

much about Japanese anima-

| : »
- tion as Keanu Reeves knows

abourt British accents. Afrer
the first few pages of Vol. 2,
Issue 1 (I also perused Issue
2), my worst fears
were confirmed: The
mag is loaded with
terms and arcises
I've never heard of.
But an article about
a show called
Gatchaman (later

seen in the U.S. as Bartle of
the Planets, one of my child-
hood favorites!)—abourt a
group of crime-fighting kids
who zing around in a space-
ship—was so in-depth and
fascinatingly decailed thac |
couldn’t resist reading cthe
other articles. A treasure
trove for “Japanimation” fans
and ac least an interesting
diversion for everyone else.

-Mike Ling

STRANGE
MAGAZINE _
Edited and published ——=—
by Mark Chorvinsky

Looking for a magazine com-
pletely devoted to unusual
phenomenon—Dbut wich a
sense of humor? Look no fur-
ther. Editor Chorvin-
sky is an inspiration as
he explains how he
devised a hoax involv-
ing a book burning by
fabricating fake news-
paper clippings. (The
media boughe it hook,
line and sinker.) Nort
just a soapbox for
UFO tanatics, Strange
1s extremely critical in
its analysis of che un-
explainable. The fun

is in reading about all
of these weird events,
from aliens to fish-
people, the Loch Ness
Monster, Big Foot and many
others. Perhaps the bese fea-
ture 15 the annual " 10
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Project Blue Book can't hold a
candie to this weird periodical.

Strangest” list. Topping this
year's are reports from around
the world of sightings of the
Virgin Mary, werewolves in

Wisconsin, vampires in
Manila, giant fungi and
green-glowing water, Word
has it thac a Srrange TV show
something like chac "70s fa-
vorite In Search Of is in the
works, so catch up with the
hottest and weirdest magazine
in the solar system. (A four-
issue subscription is $17.95;
send to: Strange Magazine,
P.O. Box 2246, Rockville,
MD 20847.) —CG

s olc. =

CINEMANIA
(Microsoft, $79.95)
It was a stroke of
brilliance to combine chree of
the industry’s most indispens-
able references—Leonard

R
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Cinemaniacs everywhere will overdose
on Microsoft’s informative (and entertain-

ing) quide.

Maltin's Movie and Video
Guide, The Motron Picture
Guide and The Encyclopedia of
Film—into one practical, easy-
access resource, You won't be
able to tear yourself away from
this comprehensive, fully
cross-referenced program,
which contains detailed syn-
opses and production credits
for about 19,000 films dating
from 1914 to 1991. Most fun
of all are che stills (some in
color) and dialogue/music
snippets (in sharp CD sound)
that accompany many of the
entries. Registered users can
update Cinemania for $30
yearly—several times the cost
of the latest fac-bound Malcin
guide. But, hey, think of the
not to

mention the space on your
bookshelf. —DL

trees you'll save
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ired of shelling out to
I Blockbuster for their
cheap three-day videos?
There is a solution. Tucked
away in the subsidiary folds
of the store, berween the Ro-
mance and Romance Com-
edy sections, are the Com-
munity Service videos. These
half-hour shows cover a wide
variety of topics, from quitting
smoking to breast examination.
Bur the best thing abourt them is
thar they're free!

And because they re free, you're only
supposed to rent one of these videos at a
ume. The minimum-wage clerks get
real pissy when you try to check our
several at once, so bring along a bag of
fast-food burgers to make them happy.
(And don't forget to trip the video
alarm on your way out.)

COLLEGE SURVIVAL GUIDE  _ ).
Misleading ritle. It’s actually
a talking head show akin ro

commercial television. The

host, a no-name John Davidson looka-

like, explains

the steps you GGLLEGE
"~ GUIDE
.'lg*.‘| ™ :

must take ro
get into the

e O
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- =
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college of vour choice as a studio audi-
ence of pimply-faced high schoolers
give their rapt attention. A plechora

of administrarors from varying insti-
tucional learning facilicies like
Columbia, Iowa State and Loyola
Marymount only add to the boredom.
Dig deep and splurge on Animal

House instead.

DoN’'T Say Yes WHEN You i'
Reariy MeaN No! Tl
Filmed at Chula Vista High School in
suburban Los Angeles, cthis didactic

dose of dreck would only sway che

mind of a menral patient or a religious
zealot. Pubescent angse is the order of
the day when a 12-year-old brat must
decide between attending a friend’s

L The OFFICIAL “Just Sy No Video |
Don't Say YES
When You Really Mean NO!

party or
going o an
older boy's

drug- and

alcohol-fu-

eled rager.

The show i, P %

tries to be a /f E: ""-ut"'f;
r"' &y

musical, yer
flunks hor-
ribly. This
OFFICIAL
“Justc Say
No™ video
is a bigger
joke chan
the irksome
Nancy Rea-
gan phrase that inspired i.

T Fappers T

Dr. HEIMLICH'S o
FIrsT-AD VIDEO

Grear stuff. The good doctor
Henry Heimlich (yes, he really exists!)
offers some straight talk on how to jam
your fist into someone’s gut to blow a
chunk of chow our of their pharynx,
plus other handy firse aid tips. The
special F/X are pretty gruesome, espe-

D, fHeimbich s

HOME
FIRST-AID
VIDEO

'-

POISON

s p o t 1 i

g h t

cially when a little girl stares agape at
her blood-soaked leg while her
mommy says. “Look ac ic!
Look—it’s bleeding.” Heimlich
also explains how to deal wich
accidental poisoning and
burns of every degree. When
you don’t have the dough rto
rent a splacter flick, pick this

Puppy up.

Thas 1s simply a raped
lecture from a nobody ex-con named
Harold Morris to an auditorium of im-
pressionable youths. Describing in cau-
tionary fashion his addiction to drugs
and alcohol and how it landed him a spot
on Georgia State Penitentiary’s Death
Row (he was "miraculously”™ pardoned
after ten years in the lockup), he’s osten-
sibly doing his part for America’s future.
Mornis almost crosses the line into Bible-
thumping, however—partcularly when
he mentions homosexuality in the same
breath as substance abuse. Thank God he
isn't running for public office.

| == i
r
WaEre Do I CoMe ,g 0 !
FroM? A
Based on the children’s book by .
Peter Mayle and Archur Robins, chis
sex ed video opens with an ominous
parencal advisory: in fact, the tape’s
been branded with an NC-17.
(Wow, a free porno!) It has sex, all
right—even a revealing bubble bath
scene. Alas, ic’s all animated—not the
erotic Boris Vallejo/Heary Matal type,
but more along the lines of Nick
elodeon’s Rugrats. But any video that e
scribes sex as a "ockhng feching”™ and or
gasms as “sneezes whale shows
tadpole-like sperm swimmung laps in an
Olympic-sized pool deserves a peek
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short order cook

Fim THREAT.”

“I read scripls.

I also read

Fim THREAT.”
~Corey Feldman,
perpetual child actor

“I sling hash.
[ also read

‘I answer phones.
[ also read

Fum THREAT.”
~Jerry Wu, -Darlene Alvarado,
receptionist

Subscribe Now and Get a
Free FT Glow-in-the-Dark
Keychain!

Who needs a football phone

or some lousy CD? The offi-
cial FiLm THREAT glow-in-the-

dark keychain is actually a
practical gift. It's FREE with
your paid subscription.

FILM THREAT, P.O. Box 16928, N. Hollywood, CA 91615

ygs Sign me up for 6 issues of FILM THREAT for only
# $11.85. I'll save 50% off the cover price and

pay just $1.98 an issue. PLUS, don't forget to send my
free key chain!

Name
Address
City/State/Zip

Payment Enclosed Charge My | _Visa ._MC
# Exp.
Signature

MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE ON UNUSED PORTIONS OF SUBSCRIPTION. Foreign add
$10 per year. Make checks payablée 1o LF.P. Inc. Your firsl issue will arrive in 6 10 8 weeks
WATCH FOR IT!

OFFER EXPIRES JULY 6. 1993 CNSMM

yﬂ Sign up the person listed below for 6 issues of
FiLm THREAT for only $11.85. I'll save 50% off the

cover pricéandipay jusES198 anissuesPLUS] dun t forget
to sendme freetey chmn! A =

-, .\_1_ >

Name e B ._
Addfﬂﬁﬁ_’:i{:" B = =5
City/StateliZip o P

PaymaﬂEnélused " Charge My _ Visa EIMC
' B B OB Exp.

Signature Z
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$10 pmyr_l'ﬁl che -:Impqume i LF.P. Inc. Your first sssue will arrve in 6 10 8 wooks
WATCH FOREERE
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You, Stupid?!
Save 50% When You Subscribe!

Pay only $1.98 per issue as opposed to $3.95 at the

newsstand! Stop giving your money to the dope at
the cash register and subscribe.

FASTER-you'll get it
in your mailbox a full
week before it hits the
shelves!

BETTER- you'll see
the flip side of main-
stream cinema, an in-
your-face look at alter-
native, cult, under-
ground and downright
weird flicks from a B R
whole new generation [RS8
of filmmakers. PR

EVolven /;
Uiy jé} 27,

B =T

FAX US YOUR SUBSGRIPTION ORDER AT (310) 274 1983

(Remember to include your credit card #, exp. date and signature!)
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Fim THReAT back issues—a measly $4 each!

1, Nov. 91
The fate of
chald stars,
Robocop 3,
The Dark
Backeuard,
My Ouw
Private ldabe,
st Annual
l'-flj:h..{ 50,
r'||..n d dar

ret wedding!

2, Feb. 92
Trac1 Loeds
assaules che
Walk of Fame,
crashing the
Toronto Film
Tam g Fest, Nabed
Lanch, Army

and a talk with
) Peter
Orecnaway.

PR

N of Darkness -_.: .

T B

Jim Jarmusch Trauma.

3, June 92 EN/B 7, Dec.'92
Alien’ pre- — The complete
view, [ rac . — Busde to KHew
Loeds in The & Sumpy, 2nd
Nutty Nul, Annual Frigid
Jnhn Doc in 50, Peter
Rosrds rie { Bra s wdead)
Prepbets and Jackson, plus
outing B-Qucen
Hollywood 's Brinke
Eay amimal Stevens on
Stars. the casting
couch.
5, Aug. 92 8, Feb. 93
Clhipping Reservair
Batman's Degs, Loaded
wings, Clive Weapon,
Barker on 1993 Dead
Heliraner 111, Celcbnitics
south of the Calendar,
border with Toronto Film
Alex Cox and Festaval 92
a Night on and Dario
Earth with Argento’s

=102 ; 592 6, Oct. '92 9, Apr.'93
- Jobmuy Suede, The ultamate Putting
R{mn;r T-’l T PI'.J!J- :'d;d.mmli
Degs preview, retrospective, Sex o the
JFK sympo- rapping with test, Pevisit-
sium in Dallas Sam Raimi ing the world
and FT's com- and gettung of Sid &
prehensave Gas Food Marety Krofft
film school Ladging with and our 2nd
buyer’s gusde. Allsson Annual Film
' Anders, School
=1 IMTY un Buyer's
.I Fh-lli\lflli.JBE' {;uldi:'_
ordering:
Qry SUBTOTAL
namg
I,Nov.91 % $4 =
f -
2_' m- H 4 5‘ mm’
3}- AP‘I"- 'g: X Sd =
[
x d
4, June 92 x 84 = i -

5,Aug. 92 _ == x %4 =
6,0c.92 === x84 =
8, Feb. '93 x 34 =
9, Apr. 93 x $4 =
10,June’®3 === x84 =
FT cap ___  x$P"a
Shipping

1-3 #ems, $2.00; over 3 items, $3.00

TOTAL §
|Colif. residents odd B, 5% soles tax)

Fiuv THeeaT Bock Issues
9171 Wilshire Blvd., Suite 300
Beverly Hills, CA 90210

Make checks paycble to LF P, Inc. U.5. funds only
Foreign orders odd $1.00 per e

10, June "93
This s the
Mag you ne
reading nighe
now, Don't
order 1t unless
vou e really
seupad.

Fim Threar strikes
fear in the heart of
Hollywood!!!
Now you can, foo,
by ovminq each and
every issve!!!



underground

Here's a potpourri of high-octane horvor videos whose creators didn’t worry about
good taste, the MPAA or (in most cases) big budgets.

by David E. Williams

DEATH MAGIC Fisher-types and therr Jer-

When a bunch of meddling kids con-  sey Shore beau barttle

jure up the evil spirit of a bloodthirsty  demons, zombies and (yes)

Union major bent on avenging his vampires to save the
hanging circa 1870, you might think  world from Satan. Small-
you're watching an episode of Sconl scale violence quickly
Doo. But add gratuitous gore etteces ensues, and the grue tlows
and generous glimpses of nudity, and freely amidse dumb-
you've got the lascivious throes ol blonde gags and ludicrous
Death Magic. Long on intricate stag dialogue as the apparently
ing, Civil War-era re-creations and methadone-addled case

excuses for the female cast members to  staggers through each

shed their clothes (well, naked necro- effects sequence. Unique
mancy is just more effective!), this to this feature ettore 1s the
supernatural shocker i1s equally short curious blue glow that

on logic—but who cares!
Boasting a near-Plan 9

s : Deati Macic, clockwise from top: Necro-
From Quter Space camp :

mancy in the buff is always more

quotient, Deat h Magic effective; the murderous Yankee spirit
plasters the scenery with cuts loose; Paul Clinco's emergency room
plenty of putty and red experiences inspired bisected noggins

paint as double impale- and other nasty wounds.

ments, decapitations and
numerous other amputa-
tions break up bouts of
exposition. Ironically,
filmmaker Paul Clinco’s
day job is that of an emer-
gency room M.D., in
which he deals wich hun-
dreds of hideous injuries
every year. That accounts
for the film’s anatomically
correct wounds, if not the
gallons of blood.

The Domino Theatre,
PO. Box 57637, Tucson,
AZ 85732

VAMPIRES AND OTHER
STEREOTYPES

Like Sam Raimi’s Evil
Dead 2, the film it most
obviously resembles, this
gross-out comedy is funny
at several levels (but suc-
ceeds best at the uninten-
tional) as a trio of Amy
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accompanies the scenes set in hell,
though that may be more indicacive
of my cultural expectations than any
faule of writer/producer/director
Kevin Lindemuth—who appears
briefly in the film as the Swamp
Monster. Oooooh, scary stuff, kids!

Brimstone Productions, 37-33 28th
St., Apt. 24, Long lsland City, NY
1101,

THE ANTI-CHRIST

Eschewing such decidedly American
horror elements as hockey-masked
sociopaths, transplanted French film-
maker Guy Bodart relies instead on
the Old World charms of demonic
possession, exorcism and gravelly
voices played backwards to elicit

cheap scares. Though it
closely parallels chat
superior Cacholic wert
dream The Exorcist, this
feature is highly enter-
taining in its blatant
recycling of that pea-
soup-spewing classic. The
trouble starts when an
overly active geriatric
padre discovers a demonic
icon in the Middle East—
so 1t only stands to reason
that 25 years later
(according to the interti-
tle), Satan begins stalking
a blonde, Rubenesque
beauty (played by Lorelei
Lanford) as she plays Fris-
bee with her mother in a
downtown Las Vegas
park. (Okay, just ro/f with
1t.) Soon, our pert beauty
is convulsing in bed with

Decapitations are explained—and made easy—in the shockumentary Corrse FUCKING ART,

white clown makeup all over her face,
her voice oscillating wich more reverb
effects than Ozzy Osbourne’s during
his last farewell concert. The
subsequent exorcism is rela-
tively uneventful and ulti-
mately unsuccessful—making
the ending a welcome downer
as our pasty-faced incubus-
incubator offs the priest in a
shower of blood.

Talisman Pictures, 981
Whitney Ranch Rd. #1315,
Henderson, NV 89014,

THE ANTI-CHriIST, left and below:;
Digging up demonic artifacts is just
the beginning in this homage to
THE ExORCIST.

CORPSE FUCKING ART
An astonishingly complete behind-
the-scenes shockumentary chroni-
cling the cinematic exploits of Ger-
man gore specialist Jorg Buttgereir,
Corpse Fucking Art does lictle to
take che horrific edge off his feature
films Nekromantik, The Death
King and Nekromantik 2, but goes
a long way in displaying the enthusi-
asm and ingenuity no-budgert film-
makers are capable of mustering.
Though many will be terminally
turned off by Buttgereit’s themes of
necrophilia, suicide and all things
related to deach, one has to admire
the sight of the director and his
coscriptor, Franz Rodenkirchen,
swinging picks and shovels in a faux
graveyard for a lack of production
assistants. Buttgereir confesses his
embarrassment that they have to “do
everything,” but it’s easy to detect a
twinge of pride. Aside from these
high jinks, CFA merticulously docu-
ments the evolution of script ideas,
development of camera techniques
and execution of the distasteful
splaccer effects Butegereit is known
for. The revelation that a certain
dead cat from Nekromantik was
actually a $12 prop filled with red
food coloring and scrambled eggs
may not dumbfound you, burt I was
entertained to learn thac it was a
dyed, chunky omelet that almost
made me hurl upon initial viewing.
FiLm THREAT Video, P.O. Box 3170,
Los Angeles, CA 90078-3170.

BAD KARMA
John Carpenter’s 1982 remake of The
Thing marked the apex of gloppy

D LORERS



horror—inspiring a
generation of bud-
ding horror autenrs
to dabble in the pul-
sating realm of
metamorphic mon-
sters. Englishman
Alex Chandon
inventively

revives this gooey
tradicion in his
short film Bad
Karma, which pits
a cadre of shape-shift-
ing Hare Krishnas first
against a klacch of ale-swill-
ing yuppies and later a clan
of inbred, Yankee hillbillies. Sprout-
ing six-inch metallic incisors and an
assortment of equally deadly (and
absurd) spines, claws and other pro-
jecaions, the pig-tailed tambourine-
bangers make hilariously short work
of the upwardly mobile stercotypes

slashing latex throats and |up|1in3_; off

rubber limbs wich bloodchirsty
gusto. The eftects, brazenly executed
sans the concrivances of physics or
physiology (hey, they ' re monsters), are
hilariously over-the-top as crimson
Karo syrup and green pus jet every-
where.

Shape-Shifting Films, 29 Brookfield
Mansions, 5 Highgate West Hill,
London N6 GAT England.

DEATH SCENES I

While there was really no place on
Earth for the first installment—

Shape-shifting Hare Krishnas wreak
mayhem in Bap Karma,

composed of hun-
dreds of actual
autopsy and

tos from the
1930s and
‘40s—chis tol-
low-up adds a
new, more com-
mercial ewase:
movement!
Watching all
those grue-
SOIMe St 1B
blow across
the screen in
parc one was
not only admictedly disgusting and
perverse, but precty boring. Fortu-

nately, chough, DS I improves on

the original by condensing hundreds

of actual. on-camera. deach-related

film and video clips into a program

guaranteed to make you scramble ftor
the sToP button on the VCR remote.,
So universally repugnant is chis tape

that I would recommend it only to
those who feel there is no hope for
humanity. Highlights (if one can
call them that) include uncensored
images of the Manson murders, sev-
eral scenes of people jumping to
their deachs from high buildings
and the footage documenting the
Twilight Zone/Vic Morrow
tragedy—analyzed in agonizing,
frame-by-frame detail.

Cine-Vision, 14701 Arminta St.,
Ste. H, Van Nuys, CA 91402, oa

Heads up! The real-life horror of the Vic Morrow tragedy will sicken in Deatd Scenes |l.

» sl
- ’

crime-scene pho-

£11m,

Covering the world of schlock
cinema, editor Stefan
Jaworzyn’s magazine has always
been one of the best, but this
softcover book version—com-
piled from the best of past
issues—is a godsend to the cin-

Pdited By STEFAN JAWORS Y™

ematically impoverished. Need
to brush up on your Mario Bava
trivia? Looking for the title of
that Mexican vampire wrestling
movie you caught on cable last
night? Can’t tell one Italian
zombie flick from another?
(Hint: There are actually only
two, but they get retitled a lot.)
Well, look no further.

Titan Books Ltd., 58 St. Giles
High St., London WC2H 8LH Eng-
land. (Some back issues of the
magazine are also available.)

For turther informanion on
these and other unigue hilms, read
Fils THREAT ViDeED GUIDE,

a quarterly journal devoted
to cult/underground movies.
Send 34.9% for a ample to
FiLsm THREAT VIDEO GUIDE,
Depe. FT, PO, Box 3170
Los Angeles, CA 90073-3170.




WE ALL KNOW AND LOVE STARRING:
RICHARD KERN'’S DELIGHT- g 2 LYDIA LUNCH
FUL LITTLE FILMS, BUT LET’'S R :
FACE IT. HE AIN'T EVER gy R. KERN
GONNA GET RICH MAKING ~ A WITH
THEM! WITH ONLY A LITTLE 5 MARY NATIONS &

LUNG LEG
START MAKING SOME SERI- AN
OUS COIN BY ENTERING THE N Pasial “eA s v/ o8 AS
WACKY WORLD OF THE TELE-  ENSF IRV RN 71y S THE MERTZES
VISION SITCOM. UTILIZING G s g
HIS FAVE FEMME FATALE,
HERE'S A LITTLE SUGGESTION
OF THINGS TO COME...

MODIFICATION, KERN COULD

HI, RICK Y ' ANOW YPIA, Yo KA OW
50 GLAP YOU'RE HOME .. T WON'T TOUCH YOU I A
&MON, BIMME A K1SS, CARNAL MANNER 4.1
YA SKINNY W% % T

OH SURE ».YOU'LL- LET ME GET 3 BUT TUAT'S Af}}fﬁ;ﬁ Vier G
POKER, PROCDELD, FINGERES nm? ‘ N REALITY 1 2AN'T THE
IN YOUR LITTLE FILMS, BUT 1 ASKE FOR THOUGHT OF ME SULLYING
A LITILE LOVIW' ANP MOTHIN' YOUR FABULoUS BEAUTY.
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ARE YOU TALENTED ?
WE'D LIKE TO HELP !

ALob

CALL AND AUDITION YOUR TALENT:
VOCALISTS/MUSICIANS/BANDS/ETC.

6 MINUTES MAXIMUM FOR AUDITIONS

Anyone auditioning will receive a free
40-page seminar on "How to Focus Your Talent"

OR LISTEN TO INFORMATION ABOUT:

STUDIO TIME !

STARTUP MONEY
MARKETING

CALL: 1-900-933-TALENT

$2.00 PER MINUTE
STAR SOUND CONCEPTS, OAKLAND, CA 1992

137/-9769 Viea and Mastercard accaepled
Lrgders shipped withun 48 hours
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CEREAL COMMERCIALS

Vel I. Sogey Celebritnes (SGULLT)
Cver O oomsmsenCals Brom e 19%0s
and 1908 D ludes Sunerman, Lose In
ety w3 Do LBl o o leers. (0500 ses

Viad 2, Famess Anemaled Flakes-
FAFI 18} Sears andlisde Bups, Dudles
Do RBaghe arsd Diabby® (690 wres

Vial. 3, Smap, Crackle & POPposrri!
b WAL | :.Jr-l.‘.'._.,_"_ll:'l"-. ."I|5| T ] L.
plus ban Mewcan verseons! () e )
S 19.9% each o all 3 for only 549.9%

CARTOONS CELING COMMERCIALS
Vil 1 (CCC120) Fred Flinestone cels crgarctees, Mister Magoo for
Star Beer and moee! (G0 mrw, )

Vil 2 0(CCC121) Pink Pancher Flakes cereal, Campbell Kids and
Cornclus Comtlake in Afnca plus more!
{0 mrn. ) Each volume $19.9% or boch for

only $34.9%

EYE TRIPPING PSYCHEDELICS
Expersence the thnll of cking drugs
without the kegal entanglemenes” (Tape
i hudes one paar of spocial ghases )
Choone trom theer volumoes—VMeimerrae
(MES114), Brisrmw Birss (BRN11S) and
Hue Heaven (HUEL1G) (30 mrw. axcth)
£19.95 cach or all 3 for $49.9%

Seunning video effects bang o life thes
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NEKROMANTIK 2 (NEK109) You'll gasp as 2 beavni-
tul necrophile discovers true love, proving again that there
15 sex atter deach! (JOO win./ Englivh sabestle) $29.9%

Weirdness is now at your fingertips!
CALL TOLL FREE (800) 795-0969 (Credit card orders only)

DISCOVER AN INSANE NEW
WORLD OF VIDEO YOu
NEVER KNEW ExJs TED!
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T 5 28 gl 3 -:-nt;. L£79.9% or add {_,-nrp-nr .r.m}.r.u_;; Art™ and
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* (RED104) Phone pranks can
kill a man! |!-jnlu know about the Rod
tape, ths vsual SepeCton B a must!
Lrwrence Trerney stars in thus halanously

obscene hlm aboue the mususe of the celes
phone. (35 muw. ) $19.95

3MG126) The .
U Guse-paced shoees of
Dunery Plocruck
and Jimn Sikora—from wacky comedy
(Dumrbass from Dundas) o Bukowsk:
| (Love, After the Walls Close In).

(54 mrw. ) $19.9%

SQUEAL OF DEATH =OD10%)
Three comedacs from Tom Seern and
Alex Winter (H rdeoses Mutanit
Freckz)—Moncy Python meets Mad! (G0 mrw. ) $14.95

TRIBULATION 99: ALIEN ANOMALIES UNDER AMERICA
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DIVINE' COLLECTION
OF JOHN WATERS CLASSICS!

Acclaimed cult director John Waters has set a standard for the bizare...
and made a name for himself in the mainstream!

Now, his classic camp comedies
DESPERATE LIVING, POLYESTER, & HAIRSPRAY
are back at new low prices.

e
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DESPERATE LIVING
« a2 work of true trash art
Jegton Peora

54.85 CAMPY, ALL-STAR CASTS!
John Waters' videos star an impressive gang of actors:
Pia Zadora, Ricki Lake, Sonny Bono, Edith Massey,
Debbie Harry, Tab Hunter, Mink Stole, Liz Renay,
and the infamous DIVINE.

'Amddlyfﬂmitmotmicm' .
“John Waters is living proof that ;
pothing exceeds e excess <
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