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To my gorgeous wife Louise — one more year and 100 more shite films later, our relationship

is still going strong. If life was the Nightmare On EIm Street series, you'd be Part 3. Which
was a good one.

| love you x
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Introduction

Welcome to That Was A Bit Mental: Volume 2, the second ebook compilation of reviews
from my award-repelling film review website.

Many thanks to you for purchasing this lengthy tome, unless you managed to blag a free
copy somehow: in which case, well done on dodging the measly £1.50 admission fee.

For those not in the know and blind-purchasing this because you saw a blood splatter on the
cover and thought it'd be edgy, That Was A Bit Mental is a website dedicated to reviews of
odd movies.

Mainly (but not exclusively) dealing with horror movies, the criteria for eligibility on That
Was A Bit Mental has widened over the years. The general rule is that the film must have
the ability to potentially make someone turn to their companion as the credits roll and say
“well, that was a bit mental”.

In short, as long as it isn't a romantic comedy, chances are it's eligible for inclusion.

Enclosed in these electronic pages, then, are 99 of the finest reviews from my site,
presented in a 'director's cut' format. Typos have been fixed, shit jokes have been replaced
with microscopically less shit ones, confusing paragraphs have been cleaned up and
shameless Amazon links to DVDs and Blu-rays have been punted.

In short, they're basically how | should have written them in the first place. Ah well.

“Only 99 reviews?” | hear you wail. “But the last ebook had 100! Considering | paid a whole
£1.50 for this, you're screwing me out of a penny and a half's worth of content! A pox on
your family.”

Pox thee not, dear reader, because there is indeed a hundredth article tucked away at the
back of this ebook that's better than any standard review: my alternative script for Twilight.

Originally intended as a relatively short, shameless attempt to get site traffic from teeny-
boppers, it evolved as | wrote it and ended up becoming the longest article on That Was A
Bit Mental. It's probably my favourite, too.

Enough of these pesky formalities, however. It's time for you to read a big load of reviews of
films, most of which you probably haven't seen and are likely to never want to. For every
Alien and Blair Witch Project you'll find in this book, expect to find ten Slaughter Highs and
Please Don't Eat My Mothers.

Whether you're of the opinion that | watch all this shite so you don't have to, or that | watch
all this shite so you're better informed as to which is good shite and which is just shite shite,
| hope you find this ebook useful and entertaining.



Massive thanks again for reading.

Chris Scullion
December 2014



Alice Sweet Alice (1976)

Director: Alfred Sole

Starring: Paula Sheppard, Linda Miller, Niles McMaster, Mildred Clinton, Brooke Shields
Also known as: Communion (original title), Holy Terror (re-release title)

“Maybe you are afraid that God will send St. Michael to take another of your loved ones.
When St. Michael took my little girl, | only thought of how cruel God was.”

It’s generally a bit of a taboo in film to combine children with murder. Usually that means
filmmakers are wary of killing a kid in a movie — that’s crossing the line — but it also works
the other way too.

That’s why it’s difficult to come up with a sizeable list, off the top of your head, of films
which feature a scene in which a child murders someone else.

Alice Sweet Alice isn’t afraid of either taboo. Not only does it include a child being killed
mere minutes into its runtime, its entire plot also revolves around the notion that another
child may be killing people.

The latter child in question is the titular Alice, a badly-behaved 12-year-old girl who’s
constantly winding up and bullying her younger sister Karen (played by a young Brooke
Shields).

With her parents divorced and her dad out of town, it’s perhaps understandable that Alice
isn’t getting along with her sister or her mother. It’s not long, however, before things go
seriously out of control.

It all kicks off at the local chapel, where Karen is set to get her first holy communion along
with a bunch of other girls her age (the film was originally known as Communion before it
was rebranded a couple of years later following Brooke Shields’ rapid rise to fame).

While waiting in a back room before entering the church, Karen is grabbed by a masked
assailant wearing a yellow raincoat.

She’s brutally strangled and then, with her body dumped into a nearby trunk, is set on fire
with a candle. Killing a 9-year-old like that ten minutes into a film? That’s bloody bold.

After Karen’s death, the question of who killed her becomes the priority. Alice’s dad returns
to town to help find her sister’s murderer, and her aunt — who loathes Alice — moves in to
help her mum.

Before long a number of other dodgy incidents take place and it quickly becomes apparent
that Alice may be the guilty party.



Not only do we actually see her kill one of her pervert neighbour’s cats, her aunt is then
mysteriously stabbed in the hallway by the masked, raincoated killer shortly after we see
Alice putting on that very outfit.

But surely that’s too obvious? Why is Alice adamant she didn’t do it? Why is her aunt, in
hospital, adamant she did? Why, when she’s taken to a mental institution for evaluation,
does Alice’s lie detector test show she’s telling the truth when all evidence suggests she
most likely isn’t? Gah, my delicate brains.

Naturally, I’'m not spoiling shit. You’ll have to watch it for yourself. And | recommend you do
that, because Alice Sweet Alice has a curious atmosphere to it that sets it apart from most
’70s horrors.

Indeed, it feels more like an Italian giallo film, with its whodunit plot and elaborate, almost
lovingly-constructed murders.

It’s also full of strong performances, particularly from Paula Sheppard and Linda Miller as
Alice and her mum.

Both work fantastically together, with Sheppard excelling as a young girl growing ever colder
towards her mother, who's terrified she’s losing the love of the only daughter she has left.

It does have its annoying moments. After the killer’s identity is revealed their less-than-
stellar performance and part-mumbly, part-screamy dialogue means a number of key plot
points (specifically the all-important motive) can be easily missed — | had to look it up on
IMDb later because | had no fucking clue what they were saying.

It’s worth sticking with despite this, however, because it’s still an effective little thriller and
its final little shock twist is one of the finer “Jesus Christ” moments you’ll experience, which
is just as well because it takes place in a church. Get it watched, then.

Three and a half out of five

How to see it

Alice Sweet Alice is only available on DVD at the moment. UK readers will want to get the
recently released 88 Films version, which marks the first time it’s been released in uncut
form on DVD in the UK (previous releases have cut out a few seconds of animal cruelty in
which a cat is swung at someone). It’s also got an audio commentary.

In the US, the only DVD version currently in print is by Hen’s Tooth Video, which also
includes the same commentary.

Bits and pieces

* Have a look online for the re-release trailer of Alice Sweet Alice to see sneakiness at its
best. The film was re-released after Brooke Shields became famous and though she's only in
the film for the first ten minutes, the trailer implies she's the star. Cheeky bastards.



* Paula Sheppard, who played Alice, was actually 19 years old during filming even though
she was playing a 12-year-old. Oddly, despite putting in a decent performance, she only
starred in one other movie - odd sci-fi comedy Liquid Sky - before quitting acting.



Alien (1979)

Director: Ridley Scott

Starring: Sigourney Weaver, John Hurt, lan Holm, Tom Skerritt, Harry Dean Stanton,
Yaphet Kotto, Veronica Cartwright

“We’ll move in pairs. We’ll go step by step and cut off every bulkhead and every vent until
we have it cornered. And then we’ll blow it the fuck out into space. Is that acceptable to
you?”

It speaks volumes of Alien's masterful construction that 35 years after its initial release it’s
still one of the most effective sci-fi/horror hybrids ever made. While many sci-fi films of its
era look dated beyond belief these days, Alien‘s unique style and pacing ensure it still holds
its own (and usually comes out on top) among today’s similar offerings.

It tells the story of the Nostromo, a mining ship that intercepts a strange SOS signal from a
nearby planet. Waking from hypersleep, the crew of the Nostromo land on the planet to
investigate. There they find a deadly parasite that infects a crew member and uses his body
as a host to infiltrate the ship, at which point it begins systematically killing the rest of the
crew.

The key to Alien’s scare factor is Ridley Scott’s clever use of the Jaws technique: by showing
as little of the monster as possible, Scott has the viewer filling in the blanks themselves,
adding what personally scares them and making something much worse than could ever
possibly be shown on-screen.

When the Alien is eventually revealed however, it’s to the credit of Swiss surrealist artist HR
Giger that his creation is still terrifying in full view. Its long head and extending teeth are as
close to a killer penis as you can get, and as the crew members are offed one by one and the
film’s heroine is slowly revealed to be Ripley, you can almost hear the amateur
psychologists in the audience feverishly scribbling down “inherent fear of penetration” in
their mental notebooks.

They’re right this time, mind you. This sexual subtext is rife in Alien, and it’'s what makes it
so creepy. While you’ve got ol’ cock-headed Alien with its extending knob mouth pumping
subconscious fears willy-nilly into the minds of the female half of the audience, the little
Facehugger parasites are working on the male half.

The Facehuggers turn the tables on gender equality: being as delicate with my descriptions
as possible, it’s the female Facehugger, with its vagina-shaped underside, that impregnates
the male human, dropping its seed down his throat and letting him incubate the baby Alien
in his chest until it’s time to give birth in an incredibly violent fashion.

Indeed, it’s this 'Chestburster' scene that remains the most famous in Alien, partly for the
reasons given above but mainly for the way it comes out of nowhere. Legend has it the rest



of the cast weren’t told what was going to happen, and so their reactions to John Hurt going
into a seizure and convulsing, being pinned to the table and a huge lump blasting out of his
chest were genuine.

Alien is a classic because it takes a minimalist approach to horror. Everything leading up to
the last 15 minutes (at which point shit goes down) takes place at a very slow pace, setting
an atmosphere as it goes and using that aforementioned Jaws trick to make sure the viewer
becomes increasingly unsettled. Indeed, it’s one of the few films whose Director’s Cut —
released in 2003 —is shorter than the Theatrical Cut, as Scott decided to remove more shots
of the Alien (mostly the unconvincing “man in a suit” ones) to make it even more elusive
and mysterious.

So, Alien, then. A sci-fi film about men getting pregnant and women being scared by big
cock-headed space monsters. On paper it sounds like it should be a load of shite (especially
when it’s described in such a facetious way as | just did), but in practice it’s one of the
greatest horror films ever made — at separate times atmospheric and energetic, subtle and
shocking, unsettling and terrifying.

Oh, and its trailer is amazing too.
Five out of five

How to see it

There are umpteen ways to see Alien. You can either get the DVD on its own or get it as part
of the excellent Alien Quadrilogy boxset. If you’re more of a Blu-ray person you can get the
film on its own — and this is what | recommend — as part of the Alien Anthology Blu-ray
collection which can be found for stupidly cheap considering how much extra content it
offers.

Bits and pieces

e If you're one of those modern hip kids who plays them there video game thingies, you
should really give Alien Isolation a whirl. Many games have tried to relicate the atmosphere
of Alien and almost all have failed, but Isolation completely nails it.

® Go hunting on YouTube and you'll find test footage online of Bolaji Badejo, the chap who
played the Alien wearing an early version of the costume and trying different types of
movement, making it behave more like a dinosaur at times. It's an interesting look at what
could have been, and frankly I'm relieved they went with something different in the end.

e Sometimes a snappy title can work wonders when trying to catch the audience's attention.
Alien is a brilliant example of this: it's short and to-the-point. It's certainly a bloody good
deal better than its original working title, Star Beast.



Aliens (1986)

Director: James Cameron

Starring: Sigourney Weaver, Michael Biehn, Paul Reiser, Lance Henriksen, Bill Paxton,
Jenette Goldstein, Carrie Henn

“We’d better get back, cause it’ll be dark soon and they mostly come at night. Mostly.”

It’s very rare that a sequel not only offers a complete change of pace to its predecessor but
also manages to match it in terms of quality. Aliens is one such film, one that has a very
different feel to Alien but is still a fantastic film regardless.

After her epic battle with the Alien at the end of the first movie, Ripley (Sigourney Weaver)
takes a well-deserved rest in her ship’s hypersleep chamber. Turns out she was a little too
tired though, because she remains asleep in suspended animation for 57 years and by the
time she’s found by a salvage ship and brought back to the company she used to work for
she’s told her 10-year-old daughter has died of old age.

The company doesn’t believe Ripley’s stories about the parasites they found on the planet
in the first film, explaining to her that there’s a colony of people living there now and they
haven’t reported any problems. They suspend her from her duties for destroying their
pricey mining ship in the first film, and tell her to go see a psychiatrist. That is, until a few
months later, when they come crawling back and tell her that they can’t get in touch with
the colonists on the planet and have the feeling something’s wrong. Hmmm, wonder what it
could be, hope they’re alright.

Obviously, they’re not alright — there be Aliens all up in that bitch — but the company
doesn’t know that yet, so they ask Ripley to travel there with a group of marines to act as an
advisor, just in case, and in return she’ll get her license back. Reluctantly, she agrees, which
is just as well otherwise there’d be no film.

The addition of marines, coupled with the fact that this time there isn’t just one Alien but a
whole army of them, makes Aliens a very different film to Alien. The moments of tension
remain but rather than ending in a crew member getting stealthily picked off, they usually
conclude with lots of gunfire, yelling and blink-and-you’ll-miss-them shots of Aliens
exploding into an acidic mess of xenoguts. These guys aren’t fucking around and Aliens is all
the better for it.

With all that testosterone in there and the knowledge that Ripley’s survived this before it’s
hard to find a character that genuinely seems like they might be vulnerable, which is why
the ingenious introduction of Newt is so important to Aliens. Newt is a 10-year-old girl
whose family were killed by the Aliens and who’s managed to survive by crawling through
the air ducts and other nooks and crannies of the colony complex. Other than her expert
hide-and-seek skills and the fact she’s got a hell of a set of lungs on her (you’ve never heard
a scream this high in your life), Newt is otherwise as vulnerable as a snowman in Barbados



and so Ripley not only takes on the role of the heroine once again but also that of the
protector.

The supporting cast is of a high quality throughout. Cult legends like Bill Paxton, Jenette
Goldstein and Terminator alumni Michael Biehn and Lance Henriksen are all perfect in their
wildly different roles, and Paul Reiser — usually a bad comedian —is instead a great “weasel”
as he plays the company sleazeball who has a hidden motive for the mission.

Aliens has been available in two different versions for quite some time now. A Special
Edition was released in 1992 which proves it’s not messing around by adding seventeen
minutes to proceedings. Much of this extra footage takes place in the opening half of the
film, but it adds more depth to each of the lead characters by showing what happened to
Newt’s family, Ripley’s reaction to the death of her daughter and the like. If you get the
choice between the two (and you have the time to watch a 154-minute film) I'd strongly
recommend the Special Edition because the majority of the extra content is interesting stuff
and only serves to increase your attachment to the characters.

Regardless of which version you watch however, it’s the final part of Aliens where
everything properly kicks into high gear and it all gets crazy. The introduction of the
terrifying Queen Alien is one of the greatest reveals in movie history, and | wouldn’t be at all
surprised if an illustration of the epic final battle was found in some dictionaries next to the
word 'awesome’.

Is Aliens undoubtedly better than its predecessor? No. Does that mean the original remains
the best? No. Choosing which is best between Alien and Aliens is like choosing which is best
between eating chocolate in the bath and playing football. Both are great, but they’re so
different that it’s hard to compare them. Personally, | ever-so-slightly prefer Aliens because
its focus on action and its greater number of memorable lines makes it more entertaining on
repeat viewings, but this favouritism is negligible to say the least. My advice is simple — get
them both and enjoy an epic four-and-a-half-hour double-bill. That way you can get stuck
into a game of five-a-sides then go home, run the bubble bath and chew on your Curly
Wurly to your heart’s content.

Five out of five

How to see it
See the 'How to see it' section for Alien, as it's the same situation.

Bits and pieces

* Big respect to Michael Biehn, who plays Corporal Hicks in Aliens. There aren't many actors
who can claim to have been in not just one of the most iconic movies of the '80s, but two of
them (he also played the protagonist Kyle Reese in The Terminator). Only Lance Henriksen
can match that — he too was in Aliens and The Terminator, albeit in lesser roles.

e If you're the sort of nerdlinger (like me) who likes to watch the end credits of a film right
to the end, doing so with Aliens will let you hear the sound of a Facehugger scuttling past.



* There's one thing Aliens doesn't get enough credit for, and that's a countdown timer that

actually fucking works. In most movies a countdown (usually for a bomb or something) lasts
much longer than the 10 seconds we see on the timer, but the 15-minute countdown timer
that appears near the end of the film (no spoilers) does actually last exactly 15 minutes.

That's some fine editing there.



Alien 3 (1992)

Director: David Fincher

Starring: Sigourney Weaver, Charles Dutton, Charles Dance, Paul McGann, Lance
Henriksen, an Alien

“You’re all gonna die, the only question is how you check out. Do you want it on your feet, or
on your fuckin’ knees, begging? | ain’t much for begging. Nobody ever gave me nothing. So |
say fuck that thing, let’s fight it."

ADVANCE WARNING: This article has ending spoilers, so you have been warned. It’'s more
than two decades old, to be fair.

Imagine you had a decent job. Let’s say you were the manager of something... a plumbing
firm, for example. You make good money, and you’re happy with the knowledge that when
it comes to managing plumbing firms, you know your onions.

Now imagine you’ve also got two older brothers. One brother is a leading politician: be that
the Prime Minister, President, whatever it is in your country. The other brother is one of the
greatest footballers in the world and has two World Cup Winner’s medals in his large trophy
display room.

If you can’t tell where I’'m going with this analogy you might as well stop reading this ebook
and go back to reading Fifty Shades of Shite. Yes, friends, what I’'m saying is that Alien 3 is
the plumbing firm manager of the Alien series. Look, just go with it.

The film begins right after the events of Aliens, with Ripley, Newt, Hicks and android chum
Bishop escaping the Alien-infested colony planet LV-426. All is not well, though, because a
Facehugger has managed to smuggle itself onboard too.

Triggering the ship’s emergency alarm, the four are dropped inside an escape pod onto a
nearby planet. When she comes to, Ripley is told by the planet’s inhabitants that Newt and
Hicks are both dead and Bishop has been completely broken.

To make matters worse, the aforementioned inhabitants are all prisoners. You see, Ripley’s
landed on Fiorina 161, a prison planet where the entire population consists of males. And
they haven’t seen a woman in a while.

Not that this becomes much of an issue when it quickly emerges the stowaway Facehugger
has managed to get inside the prison complex, planting its seed inside a dog and creating
the first dog Alien.

It’s time, then, for Ripley and the prisoners to stop their grinnin’ and drop their linen’,
except this time there’s no linen to drop... by which | mean weapons to fire. After all, being



a prison planet populated by murderers and rapists, it was decided it probably wasn’t wise
to leave firearms around.

That’s all well and good for stopping a violent chap taking it to the next level, of course, but
it isn’t too useful when there’s a xenomorph dog looking to clamp both sets of jaws around
your dangly bits.

With this premise, Alien 3 feels indecisive. It feels like it couldn’t choose whether to offer an
experience similar to that of Alien or Aliens, and so decided to combine both.

By returning to the simpler formula of a single creature and no weapons to fight it with, it
initially seems to be leaning back towards the more tension-filled atmosphere of the first
film.

However, Alien's atmosphere was also partly down to the small crew (each of whom who
you cared about) and the fact it took place in a relatively small ship. By sticking it in a
massive prison complex and chucking a load of meatheads in there, parts of it start to feel
like the more action-focused sequel Aliens instead.

The result is the inevitable jack of all trades and master of none, with a film trying to
combine the slow pace of the first film with the action of the second and ultimately failing
to nail either.

Not that fans of the series will feel catered for, anyway. Before the opening credits have
even finished rolling (preceded by a brilliantly creepy alternative version of the 20th Century
Fox fanfare), we’re told of the deaths of Hicks and Newt, characters we’d just spent nearly
three hours getting to know in the last film.

Hicks was a great character in Aliens and his presence on a prison planet would have been
interesting, but it’s the killing off of twelve-year-old Newt that grates most, as it completely
undermines the events of the second film and essentially says Ripley’s massive effort to
protect her from the Aliens was all in vain. “Get away from her, you bit... oh. Never mind.”

Having Ripley then perform a fairly gruesome autopsy on this young girl we were once eager
to see survive is the final insult, and a pretty disturbing scene to watch.

This 'up yours' to the fans aside, Alien 3 isn’t too bad. Without the talent of Ridley Scott and
James Cameron, and with then-newcomer director David Fincher constantly fucked around
by the studio (more on that when | review the wildly different director’s cut), the result is
nothing more than a sci-fi slasher film with an Alien playing the role of Freddy, Jason or
Michael. And you know, that’s perfectly fine.

The only time things really fall apart is during the third act, in which the remaining prisoners
decide to try trapping the Alien by leading it to a giant piston then pouring hot lead onto it.



This results in a messy ten-minute segment in which the Alien is led through a complex relay
system of prisoners who let it chase them one at a time (complete with overuse of a first-
person Alien viewpoint) as they lock doors along the way, forcing it towards the piston.

With all these similarly bald chaps running around hollering corridor numbers at each other,
you quickly lose track of what’s going on and have no idea if their plan is working or not
(other than the obvious rule of thumb: if it’s eating one of them, then it probably isn’t).

Once the Alien is disposed of, the film finally redeems itself with a brilliant ending in which
Ripley, having earlier learned she’s carrying a chestburster, launches herself into a furnace,
incinerating both her and the Alien sprog so the evil Wayland-Yutani corporation can’t use it
for bio-weaponry research.

Alien 3 may not be the greatest Alien film ever, then (far from it), but it’s still a half-decent
sci-fi film in its own right, with a brave ending showing that our heroine is willing to make
the ultimate sacrifice to save the rest of the world. And with Ripley now dead, it brings a
decent close to the series, drawing a line under it all.

Um. Right. Actually, about that...
Three and a half out of five

How to see it
See the 'How to see it' section for Alien, as it's the same situation.

Bits and pieces

e Try to get hold of the Alien Anthology Blu-ray box set because it contains a brilliant
documentary detailing the hell David Fincher went through trying to get this film made. Not
many behind-the-scenes documentaries are as brutally honest as this one, but Alien 3's
production problems are so well documented that | suppose it would have been ridiculous
for Fox to pretend it was all rosy.

e Michael Biehn was raging when he discovered that Alien 3 would start with Hicks dead,
meaning his services were no longer needed. An early version of the script had a
Chestburster coming out of Hicks, with a replica of him planned to be built, but he
threatened to sue Fox for using his likeness. Eventually they ended up using his photo at the
start during a computer sequence - amazingly, Biehn was paid more for the use of this
photo than he did for starring in Aliens.



Alien: Resurrection (1997)

Director: Jean-Pierre Jeunet
Starring: Sigourney Weaver, Winona Ryder, Dominique Pinon, Ron Perlman, Brad Dourif

RIPLEY — “There’s a monster in your chest. These guys hijacked your ship, and they sold your
cryo tube to this human. And he put an alien inside of you. It’s a really nasty one. And in a
few hours it’s gonna burst through your ribcage, and you’re gonna die. Any questions?

PURVIS — “Who are you?”
RIPLEY — “I’m the monster’s mother.”

There are some people who feel writer Joss Whedon can do no wrong. To those people |
remove my cap, stare soberly at them and nod my head in the direction of Alien
Resurrection, at which point blood streams freely from their eyes as they collapse in a heap,
screaming indecipherable slogans of bile and malice.

To be fair, that would maybe be a bit of an overreaction on their behalf, because Alien
Resurrection isn’t exactly the worst film ever made. It’s just the worst Alien film ever made.

With Ripley (Sigourney Weaver) well and truly dead at the end of the third film having
launched herself into a massive pit of lava, it was always going to have to be a massively
hokey twist that would bring her back for a fourth film. Resurrection doesn’t disappoint (or,
rather, it does).

‘Ripley’ wakes up in a massive ship, 200 years after the events of Alien 3. But she isn’t the
real Ripley, she’s a clone of the one who died on the prison planet in that third movie. How
can they clone someone if they’re lying at the bottom of a lava tank, you may ask? They
don’t: they clone her from drops of her blood found elsewhere on the planet.

(Of course, Ripley didn’t actually bleed at any point in Alien 3 since, as she was pregnant
with a queen Alien, the Alien on the ship never tried to attack her. Maybe it was ‘towel
time’. But whatever. I'm not going to argue minor details in a film that gets far more
ridiculous later on.)

This second Ripley isn’t exactly like the old one who pegged it centuries ago, mind. She’s a
new and improved Ripley, made with a brand new formula (remember when Nestle added
the white bit to Milky Way bars in Britain? It’s a bit like that).

Somehow her DNA has been mixed with that of an Alien, giving her some of the creature’s
traits — acidic blood, super strength, ridiculous pain tolerance and the like.



Anyway, never mind that, Ripley’s got bigger fish to fry (presumably by bleeding some of her
chip fat blood on them). She’s onboard the Auriga, a ship conducting all manner of dodgy
experiments.

Just like the real Ripley, the cloned version was also pregnant with a Queen Alien, but the
big scar on new Ripley’s chest is telling: her Queen’s been removed and is in the process of
growing fairly rapidly.

This isn’t the only experiment the ship is conducting, though. It’s also managed to get hold
of a bunch of Alien eggs, and after getting some dodgy ‘cargo’ (actual humans) from a group
of space bandits, they get Facehugging and start spawning some proper warrior Aliens.

The aim of all this is studying the Aliens and seeing what makes them tick. Unsurprisingly, it
turns out what makes them tick is busting out of their pishy little cells and going on a
rampage.

It’s up to Ripley, then, to help the space bandits avoid the Aliens and try to escape to safety
somehow. But with her Alien blood, can she really be trusted? (Yes, as it turns out.)

It's okay to feel sorry for Joss Whedon, but not too much. He’s stated in the past that he had
very different actors in mind when writing the script, so for example when he was writing
the character of the seemingly innocent scientist who later goes a bit mental, he didn’t
expect Brad Dourif (aka Mr ‘If You See Me In A Film You Know My Character Will Go A Bit
Mental’) to be cast in the role and ruin the twist.

However, he’s not entirely without blame, as regardless of casting some of the sillier ideas
in the film are indeed part of the script he wrote. Ripley playing basketball with Ron
Perlman? That was Whedon. Aliens taking part in an underwater chase sequence before
trying to attack a paraplegic tied to another guy’s back as they both climb a ladder? All
Whedon.

His masterstroke, however, is the insane ending in which it emerges that the Queen Alien,
now fully grown, has inherited some of Ripley’s human traits and is able to give birth like a
mammal instead of laying eggs. This results in a truly bizarre half-human, half-Alien hybrid
that is one of the most ridiculous sights I've seen. Sorry Joss, you can’t blame that one on
casting.

Alien 3 was a slight let-down but by at least ending with Ripley killing herself and sacrificing
herself to destroy the Alien species it would have been a decent enough way to bring the
series to a close.

By refusing to let Ripley die and adding a number of ridiculous twists to the tale,
Resurrection takes what was once a highly respected sci-fi series and turns it into hokey
popcorn flick nonsense.

If you just want to switch your mind off for two hours and enjoy a silly creature feature,
then Alien: Resurrection should have you covered as it isn’t terrible at what it does.



The problem is that what it does is a million miles from what Alien and Aliens did, and in
that respect it’s a massively disappointing way to end the Alien saga.

Two out of five

How to see it
See the 'How to see it' section for Alien, as it's the same situation.

Bits and pieces

¢ Jeunet wasn't too fussed by the critical panning Resurrection got when it was released.
Instead he had a break from filmmaking then, four years later, went on to direct Amelie,
which many regard as one of the greatest films ever made. I'm still waiting for that
inevitable Alien vs Amelie crossover though.

e There's a shot where Ripley, being some sort of weird superhuman/alien hybrid, grabs a
basketball and, while walking away, tosses it back over her shoulder, droping it perfectly
into the net. Amazingly, this was real and a complete fluke (the plan was to replace it with
CGl). It was almost ruined, too, thanks to Ron Perlman, who was also in shot and broke
character right after the ball went in, going crazy. Thankfully, there were just enough frames
in there to keep the scene in and cut right before Perlman goes nuts.



Alligator (1980)

Director: Lewis Teague
Starring: Robert Forster, Robin Riker, Michael Gazzo

“I’m gonna go out there, I’'m gonna find that alligator, and I’'m gonna kick its ass.” (David,
Alligator)

Here’s a top tip: if your young daughter does something that annoys you, don’t flush her pet
baby alligator down the toilet to punish her. Chances are, twelve years later the alligator will
still be living in the sewers and will have mutated into a huge beast by eating genetically
modified dogs. Oh, and according to Alligator, your daughter will also mysteriously age
about 20 years and become a redhead.

Alligator is a fun creature feature that doesn’t take itself too seriously. It follows David
Madison, a Chicago cop investigating a number of body parts that have mysteriously been
turning up in the city’s water filtration systems. It soon emerges that there’s an alligator
living in the sewers, one much bigger than any other alligator known to man.

You see, a local pharmaceutical company has been experimenting with hormones. They’ve
been illegally acquiring dogs, injecting them with a serum that makes them grow quickly,
then dumping them into the sewer when they’re finished with them. The gator’s then been
eating them, hence its ridiculous size. After going into the sewers and seeing the gator eat
one of his partners, David has to convince his fellow cops — as well as an alligator specialist
(who’s the little girl grown up) — what they’re dealing with.

The monster effects in Alligator are handled in two different ways depending on the scene.
Sometimes they seemingly used a real alligator and made it walk through a miniaturised set
(which is blatantly obvious at some points, such as the moment it brushes past a clearly
cardboard bench and it slides out of the way). At other times the film makes use of a large
mechanical alligator, much like the mechanical shark featured in Jaws. This makes for a few
great moments where victims are actually lying inside the gator’s mouth, struggling to
escape. You just can’t do that convincingly with CGI these days.

It’s actually surprising how dark Alligator gets at times for a film that’s clearly meant to be
taken less seriously than Jaws and others of its ilk. Various legs are bitten off, people are
swallowed whole, an old man is trapped in a car while the gator smashes it and crushes him
to death, and it even breaks that classic taboo by killing a young child. It’s never shocking
because Alligator is pretty tame these days, so rather than feeling offended or disturbed
you’ll just find yourself chuckling that they had the balls to take it that far.

While it’s a good laugh, Alligator does miss a few tricks along the way. While it’'s made clear
through the opening credits that the alligator in the sewer is definitely the one dropped in
the toilet twelve years prior, and while it’s pointed out in a throwaway line later on that the



female scientist helping out David is the same young child from that opening sequence, they
never make the connection in the film that this is her alligator all grown up.

Perhaps if the gator had some distinctive markings or something so she could have said “oh
shit, it’'s RAMON” then that could have added a little something to proceedings, as it is it just
feels like an odd coincidence with no real closure.

That’s nitpicking though. Alligator is one of the better examples of the slew of cheapo
creature features released in the years following Jaws, so if you're after cheese featuring a
massive alligator (and who wouldn’t be), ignore all the SyFy pish that’s doing the rounds just
now — I’'m looking at you, Mega Python vs Gatoroid — and hunt this bastard down instead.

Three and a half out of five

How to see it

Anchor Bay UK released a lovely little two-disc DVD featuring both Alligator and its sequel,
Alligator 2: The Mutation (even though the first one was a mutation already). In the USit’s a
solo DVD affair.

Bits and pieces

e The original script for Alligator was a little different and, in my opinion, could have made
for an even more ridiculous (and therefore better) film. Rather than growing large by eating
lab rats injected with growth hormones, in the original script the alligator grew to its
enormous size because of beer from a local beer factory pouring into the sewers.

e Apparently, as was the case with the shark in Jaws, the giant mechanical alligator kept
malfunctioning. When shooting ended, it was donated as a mascot to the Florida Gators
college sports team. I'm sure they were grateful for the fucking massive broken robot.



The Amityville Asylum (2013)

Director: Andrew Jones
Starring: Sophia Del Pizzo, Lee Bane, Andy Evason, Eileen Daly
LISA — “What’s that smell?”

DELANEY — “It always hangs in the air. No matter how much we bleach the floor, there is
always that smell of death.”

In December 1975, George and Kathy Lutz moved into 112 Ocean Avenue, a house in
Amityville where thirteen months previously, a man had shot and killed six members of his
family.

The Lutz family left the house after only a month, claiming they had been terrorised by evil
paranormal forces living there. A book entitled The Amityville Horror was released two years
later and the story went on to spawn a number of movies.

The Amityville Asylum is the eleventh movie to use the Amityville story as part of its plot,
but in reality this review’s already discussed it more than the film does.

What we actually have here is a low-budget film shot in Wales, with a bunch of British actors
trying to sound American while wandering around a spooky asylum and a tenuous link to
the Amityville story shoehorned in to make the film a better sell.

Lisa (Sophia Del Pizzo) takes on a cleaning job at an asylum. After meeting her co-worker
Delaney (Lee Bane) she’s taken on a tour of the facility.

This entails meeting each patient, getting an impressively detailed rundown of their entire
backstories (from a man who’s only another cleaner, mind), and being told how to use the
cleaning equipment.

In fact, the scene in which she’s shown all the different types of cleaning products and how
to use them all goes on for a mystifyingly long time, to the extent that | ended up thinking
“this HAS to end up becoming a plot point later on”. Nope. Just a long scene on how to use
bleach.

As time goes on at the asylum, Lisa is subjected to a number of disturbing incidents. One
night she sees a young girl wandering the halls. On another night, upon spotting a
supposedly mute and catatonic elderly patient also roaming the hallways, said patient tells
Lisa she’s going to die.

Worst of all, another patient — this one a resident in the dodgily-titled Ward X — claims to
have supernatural powers, somehow knows Lisa’s mum died and mocks her for it. All very
unsporting, I’'m sure you’ll agree.



Each time something happens, Lisa informs Delaney and the asylum’s orderlies, but they
don’t believe her, until eventually things get a little odd and, quite frankly, the plot becomes
a complete mess.

If I can be blunt for a second, I've had shites that were scarier than The Amityville Asylum.
The so-called ‘creepy’ bits pass harmlessly by and the parts that are meant to be shocking
twists are about as harrowing as getting the hiccups.

Incredibly, it also has the balls to try the tired “you’re telling me X? But that can’t be true
because Y” twist — the oldest trick in the book — twice in the space of twenty minutes.

What’s that? You saw a little girl in the hallway? But the youngest patient we have here is
20. DUM DUM DUMMMM. And what? The old woman who doesn’t talk just spoke to you?
But she died last night! DUM DUM DUMMMM.

I’'m sorry? Your film’s called The Amityville Asylum? But it’s got fuck all to do with Amityville!
DUM DUM DUMMM(B).

Eventually, the film does reveal its tenuous (and ridiculous) link to the Amityville series. It
turns out the asylum was built on the grounds of the demolished Amityville house and as
such the so-called ghosts that haunted it are now in the asylum.

Um, except in real life the Amityville house still exists, making this a load of bumwash that’s
just jammed the Amityville story in for some extra notoriety.

Shite plot and atrocious ending aside (there are something like three different attempts at a
twist in there, each one randomly ditched and replaced with another like an indecisive
shopper trying on dresses), it’s horribly shot too.

Sometimes the camera will go out of focus halfway through a shot, and that’s during
dialogue scenes where there’s no real excuse for it. Other shots are even more distracting,
particularly when the camera is placed behind a door, or a table, or a wall in an attempt to
give a sort of ‘voyeur’ feel that ends up more like an ‘l can’t see half the fucking screen’ feel.

There’s even a character in there who can’t fucking pronounce ‘Amityville’ properly,
choosing to go with “ah-MITTY-ville” instead of “AH-mittyville”. Fuck me.

The only saving grace, and the sole element that rescues this film from an infamous ‘half a
Trevor’ score on That Was A Bit Mental, is Sophia Del Pizzo in the lead role of Lisa.

Her American accent’s about as accurate as my Indian one (let’s just say I'm never allowed
back in Tandoori Palace again), but that aside she really does try to polish a turd. She puts in
a believably ‘normal’ performance —and | mean that in a good way —and I'd love to see her
in something good in the future.

But this definitely isn't it.



One out of five

How to see it
The Amityville Asylum is currently only available on DVD in the UK and US.

Bits and pieces

* Being the complete pissbag | am, | once tweeted lead actress Sophia Del Pizzo to tell her |
enjoyed her performance in this, while neatly omitting the fact | thought the film itself was a
bucket of old wank. She replied: “Thanks for giving it a go dude. And for the compliment.
Low budgets can be an arse!”. So even she knew it was shite.

e Amazingly, the film was actually supposed to have a lot more in common with The
Amityville Horror, and was even supposed to feature Ronald DeFeo, the real-life killer whose
slaying of his family in the Amityville house led to the initial inspiration for the book and
film. This was thwarted when the actor who was supposed to play DeFeo was turned away
at immigration following a mix-up with his work visa, meaning most of his scenes and
references to DeFeo were cut from the film, leaving it fairly Amityville-free despite the title.



Any Given Sunday (1999)

Director: Oliver Stone
Starring: Al Pacino, Jamie Foxx, Cameron Diaz, Dennis Quaid, LL Cool J, James Woods

“Life’s a game of inches, so is football. Because in either game, life or football, the margin for
error is so small. | mean, one half a step too late or too early and you don’t quite make it.
One half-second too slow, too fast and you don’t quite catch it. The inches we need are
everywhere around us. They’re in every break of the game, every minute, every second. On
this team we fight for that inch. On this team we tear ourselves and everyone else around us
to pieces for that inch. We claw with our fingernails for that inch. Because we know when
add up all those inches, that’s gonna make the fuckin’ difference between winning and
losing.”

Take one of the greatest actors in the world, team him up with one of the greatest directors
in the world, throw in an amazing supporting cast and set it all on an American football field.
The result is Any Given Sunday, one of the finest sports films ever made.

Pacino plays Tony D’Amato, an aging coach who's trying to lead his team, the Miami Sharks,
to glory one last time. Standing in his way are Christina Pagniacci (Cameron Diaz), the
daughter of the team’s late owner (and Tony’s friend) who doesn’t believe in tradition and
wants to move the team to another city, and the team’s doctor (James Woods) who’s been
giving players illegal injections to keep them playing, despite the risks to their health.

Tony’s players have their own issues, too. His quarterback (Dennis Quaid) is also feeling the
pangs of old age and fears his career is coming to an end, his wide receiver (LL Cool J) is
annoyed he’s not being thrown the ball enough and believes it could affect his sponsorship
contracts, and the rock in his defence (played by real-life American footballer Lawrence
Taylor) has injured his neck and is one bad tackle away from permanent paralysis at best,
death at worst.

And then there’s Willie Beamen (Jamie Foxx), a cocky young third-string upstart who comes
into the team after two shock injuries and decides he doesn’t want to be a team player. He
starts running different plays to the ones Tony picks and while the Sharks start to win games
and the fans love Beamen, his teammates begin to resent him. As you’d imagine, the whole
situation is one big time bomb waiting to go off.

It’s a testament to Oliver Stone’s abilities that while Any Given Sunday clocks in at a hefty
150 minutes none of it feels like filler. Whether it’s in-fighting between players, tense
arguments between Tony and Christina, the behind-closed-doors conflicts we’re shown with
some of the players and their families or any of Pacino’s numerous lengthy and motivational
speeches, every scene is captivating.

Best of all though are the game sequences. You will never see any sport filmed in such a
dramatic, impressive way as Stone uses slow motion, close-ups, point-of-view shots,



montages and music to perfection during sequences that can often be long (up to 15 or 20
minutes at times) yet still never feel long enough. Sometimes he’ll raise the bar even further
and show something out of the ordinary, like a game taking place in torrential rain (it might
sound like I’'m taking the piss but it’s genuinely some of the best cinematic rain ever, up
there with Road To Perdition and Breakfast At Tiffany’s) or a shocking injury (detatched
eyeball, anyone?). These game sequences are clearly the highlight of the film and are
breathtaking.

It’s rare that you get a film where every single actor is at the top of their game but that’s
what you get here. Pacino is enthralling to watch, Foxx is likeable and hateable all at once,
Diaz comes across as the complete bitch she’s supposed to be and the rest of the team are
completely believable.

It even has you questioning certain values throughout, particularly when Foxx calls Pacino
out on an 'inspirational' speech he gave to him earlier in the film, about how he had to block
out the crowd and imagine he was back at home, playing with his friends in the ghettos. At
the time it simply seems like Pacino is trying to connect with him and we don’t give it much
thought, but when Foxx brings it up and accuses Pacino of being patronising you can’t help
but agree with him. Even decent people have flaws, it seems.

Naturally, given the subject matter it's understandable that Any Given Sunday is far less
popular in the UK than it is in America. Indeed, if (like me) you understand the rules of
American football you’re going to get the most out of the film because the game scenes will
make a lot more sense and without understanding what’s going on the tension will be lost
on you at times. Even if that’s the case however you should still give it a go because it’s still
an incredible character study and remains one of my favourite sports films more than a
decade after | first saw it.

Five out of five

How to see it

You can get Any Given Sunday on DVD or on Blu-ray. Both versions claim to be the
'Director’s Cut' but in reality the theatrical version (which has never been released on DVD)
was five minutes longer.

Bits and pieces

* Any Given Sunday should also be praised as the only film I've seen to date that's managed
to use a Kid Rock song well. During one of the action scenes, Kid Rock's Bawtidaba plays in
the background and really helps emphasise the scene. Unlike Kid Rock himself, who only
helps emphasise what being a prick is like.

* In case you're curious about the title, it helps if you know your American football and
know that most games are played on a Sunday. It therefore comes from a line in the film
spoken by Al Pacino: "On any given Sunday you're gonna win or you're gonna lose. The point
is, can you win or lose like a man?"



Argo (2012)
Director: Ben Affleck

Starring: Ben Affleck, Bryan Cranston, Alan Arkin, John Goodman

"Okay, you got six people hiding out in a town of what, four million people, all of whom
chant “death to America” all the livelong day. You want to set up a movie in a week. You
want to lie to Hollywood, a town where everybody lies for a living. Then you’re gonna sneak
007 over here into a country that wants CIA blood on their breakfast cereal, and you’re
gonna walk the Brady Bunch out of the most watched city in the world?"

Regular readers of this site will have gathered by now that | don’t often go for the heavier
stuff. Life’s serious enough as it is without having even more terrorism, war and courtroom
drama thrust in your eyeholes, so that’s why I’'m generally more Motel Hell than Hotel
Rwanda when it comes to film taste. Still, | do appreciate a good film no matter what genre,
so when Argo gathered a lot of attention at the Oscars | thought “Ar, go on then” (sorry).

It’s based on the real-life story of the ‘Canadian caper’, an extraordinary event in which a
man was sent into Iran and tasked with getting six American diplomats back to the US while
an anti-American revolution was ensuing in the background.

You see, years prior America had been backing Mohammad Reza, an Iranian shah (king) who
had made life miserable for Iranians for many years. When the Iranians revolted the shah
fled and the US allowed him to travel there for medical treatment. Iran wanted him back so
the entire country could kick the living pish out of him, but the US refused, so the Iranian
people went apeshit, started massive street protests and stormed the US embassy, taking
52 of its workers hostage as they tried to destroy any incriminating files.

Six workers escaped unnoticed, though, and sought refuge in the Canadian embassy
building (in real life they actually stayed at the British embassy too, but that was omitted
from this film). While the Canadian ambassador kept them hidden in his house, he and the
CIA (though mainly the CIA, according to this film: more on that later) came up with a plan
to get them back to the States undetected.

The plan was Argo, a fake science fiction movie set up by the CIA to act as cover. After
hosting a fake press event and posting fake ads for it in movie magazine Variety (to create a
convincing alibi should anyone be questioned), CIA operative Tony Mendez (Affleck) was
sent to Iran to find the Canadian embassy and tell the six what was going on. The story was
that all seven would pose as Argo’s film crew, on a location scouting exercise to see if it was
worth shooting in Iran (so to speak).

Mind you, as the film shows, there are just a few problems with this plan. The first is that in
order to prove they were location scouting, the group actually need to go out into Iran’s
busiest marketplace and walk around, taking photos, without being spotted or causing an



incident. The second is that if they manage this and get to the airport, they’re likely to be
heavily grilled so their story needs to be watertight.

Finally, the Iranians have set up a sweatshop to put together the shredded papers found at
the US embassy, and they’ve started working on the documents that contain the staff’s
names and photos. Before long, the missing six’s faces are going to be known to the Iranian
police, making a return to America impossible. And you thought flying with Easyjet was a
nightmare.

It could be argued that at two hours in length, Argo is technically an hour and a half too
long. I've essentially just told you the whole story, all that remains is to see whether they
get through the marketplace and the airport without incident and that’s the film done and
dusted, so in theory it could have been crammed into a short half-hour TV drama. In doing
so though, it would have lost a lot of what makes it so outstanding, primarily its tension.

Ben Affleck’s name alone has been a running joke among ‘knowing’ filmgoers (partly fuelled
by the Team America song explaining in no uncertain terms why he’s terrible) but I've
always liked him, and Argo shows he knows what he’s doing behind the camera as well as in
front of it. Every shot is meaningful, every nervous glance tells a thousand words, and every
anxious moment of suspense builds the tension ever tighter until the whole bloody thing’s
about ready to burst.

During the final twenty minutes | was dangerously close to breaking into a sweat, something
that’s never happened to me while I've watched a film (although The Sexbendables came
close*).

All the cast are flawless, to a man (or woman). Affleck is eminently likeable as Mendez
(though my obvious man-crush on him may sway my opinion somewhat), John Goodman
and Alan Alda are hilarious as the Hollywood producers who help with the fake movie, Bryan
Cranston is brilliant as Mendez’s supervisor, and the six actors playing the would-be
escapees are believable as a terrified group, uncertain if this ridiculous plan will work. They
also look remarkably similar to the real-life group of six, as evidenced during the end credits
where the real-life and movie characters are shown side-by-side.

The only real niggle | have with Argo is something | didn’t even know until | read up more
about the actual incident after watching the movie. While the film seems to make out that
the plan is essentially the brainchild of the CIA, in reality — as then-president Jimmy Carter
has since said in an interview — it was more the case that Ambassador Taylor at the
Canadian embassy in Iran was responsible for 90% of the operation.

Changing history to make things seem a little more “America, fuck yeah” is a sneaky move
(as does one that paints Iran in a very negative picture), even in a film that opens the
country up to criticism at the start.

Its tinkering with the facts aside, Argo is a breathtaking film filled with enough tension that
by the end of it you’ll be too scared to go to the shops in case you’re ID'ed for beer and end
up cracking. Go see now.



*Disclaimer: The Sexbendables is not a real film, though with every day that passes | wish a
little more that it was.

Five out of five

How to see it
Straightforward stuff here: Argo is available on DVD and Blu-ray in both the UK and US.

Bits and pieces

e Former president Jimmy Carter, who was in office at the time of the real events the film
were based on, has praised Argo and said it was a "great drama". However, he also says it's
guilty of giving America too much credit, and that in reality it was the Canadian ambassador
who came up with and orchestrated the idea. Poor Canada, forever being awesome but
living in America's shadow.

e Alan Arkin and Bryan Cranston are both in Argo, and both were also in Little Miss
Sunshine... although Arkin didn't know this. You see, the two never appeared in the same
scene together in Little Miss Sunshine (nor in Argo), so during Argo's promotional campaign,
when someone pointed out to Arkin that this was the second time they'd appeared in a film
together, he replied: "Get out of here, | had no idea".



Banshee Chapter (2013)

Director: Blair Erickson
Starring: Katia Winter, Ted Levine, Michael McMillan

“Every now and then you run up into a night that’s a stone-ass bummer from start to finish.
In nights like those, if you know what’s good for you, you hunker down and you hide. This is
not one of those nights.”

First, a history lesson. In the early 1950s, the US government and the CIA started a
programme called MKUItra. This was a highly dodgy project in which unwitting US and
Canadian citizens were made the test subjects of ‘behavioural engineering’ research.

Over the course of more than two decades, normal Americans were subjected to
administration of drugs, hypnosis, sensory deprivation, isolation, verbal and sexual abuse
and torture — by their own government — as a test to see how their mental states and brain
functions could be altered.

Project MKUItra was officially halted in 1973, after the Watergate scandal caused the
government to get a little jumpy. It wasn’t until years later that the details of the
experiments were made known to the public. Naturally, some conspiratorial types believe
such experiments are ongoing to this day.

Why am | telling you all this? Because it's all true, and it’s all relevant to the plot of Banshee
Chapter.

The film begins with a lad called James carrying out an investigation into one of the
unknown chemical drugs the CIA used in one of the aforementioned MKUItra tests.

James is a young documentary filmmaker, and he wants to document what happens to
someone who takes the drug. With his friend filming him he drinks the chemical and soon
starts to lose it. Suddenly some odd crackly radio music can be heard and weird shit starts
going down. But that would be spoiling things.

James goes missing after the incident and his friend is taken into police custody, accused of
killing him and hiding the body. Enter Anna, James’ old college chum, who decides to take
over the investigation in an attempt to find out both what happened to her friend, and what
exactly this chemical does.

As part of her investigation Anna meets Thomas Blackburn, an eccentric writer who used to
investigate MKUItra back in the day. He’s by far the most interesting character in the film,
though at times he does get a bit weird and do this:

As Anna and Blackburn investigate further they find tapes of the government experiments,
showing the effects of the chemical on members of the public.



It’s a clever way of shoehorning more ‘found-footage’ style into the film, and it’s a good
thing too because it does it relatively well. The scares are less predictable than in most other
attempts at the genre, and do a spot-on job of keeping the viewer unsettled.

Eventually they find out what the chemical really does, and it has to be said the explanation,
though an interesting twist, is pretty bloody hokey. Without wishing to spoil too much, it
makes the brain more receptive to certain government transmissions.

It’s an odd one, because the film’s first few minutes feature genuine footage from news
reports in the 1970s, suggesting that there’s going to at least be an element of truth to
what’s about to happen.

Then it all just goes mental with bleeding eyes, people vomiting blood and loads of jump
scares. Which, don’t get me wrong, is perfectly effective. It’s just not very believable.

Depending on your sensibilities, it may also leave a slightly bitter taste in your mouth to
have a horror film based on real-life atrocities in which a government betrayed its country.

As long as you don’t get fooled by that opening footage and don’t mind a film that
piggybacks off a real-life scandal for the sake of making a scary film, Banshee Chapter is
worth a watch.

It’s got scares in all the right places, it’s got decent performances and it’s got a brilliant
soundtrack. Nicely done.

Three and a half out of five

How to see it

Banshee Chapter is available on DVD in the UK and US. Don’t buy it if you’re expecting
copious extra features — the three ‘documentaries’ included run to a total of about eight
minutes, and still somehow manage to repeat some footage and soundbites.

Bits and pieces

e If you want to be annoyed, follow Chee Keong Cheung on Twitter (@CheeKeongCheung).
He's the MD of the company that distributes Banshee Chapter in the UK and he must have a
column on Tweetdeck constantly searching for the film's name or something, because every
time someone tweets to say they've watched it and enjoyed it, he retweets it.

* The banshee is actually part of Irish mythology, and is apparently a female spirit. People
say they can heard a banshee wailing when someone's about to die. Reports that Justin
Bieber's career is a banshee are purely speculation.



Best Worst Movie (2009)

Director: Michael Stephenson
Starring: George Hardy, Michael Stephenson, Margo Prey, Connie Young

“You compare our movie to a Katherine Hepburn and Humphrey Bogart movie and it fits in.
Because our movie was all about people and the experiences those people are experiencing.
Just as Casablanca and those movies are about people and the experiences they are
experiencing.”

Let’s not beat about the bush here — | review an awful lot of shite on this site. That’s what
makes it fun. The worse a movie is, the more | generally enjoy watching it. As a film that
many regard as the worst ever made, then, Troll 2 is a film that holds a special place in my
heart.

Most of us don’t take the time, however, to consider the people who starred in these films,
or those who directed or wrote them. How do these people feel when they read the
countless reviews ripping their hard work to shreds? How does it affect your confidence
when, 20 years down the line, people are still calling your film a bucket of dogshit or saying
you shouldn’t even be cast in a primary school play? These are the questions that Best
Worst Movie attempts to answer.

Surprisingly, despite its notorious accolade as one of the worst films ever, the majority of
the Troll 2 cast are fine with being associated with it. Indeed, Michael Stephenson, who
played the lead role of the young kid in the film, is the now-adult filmmaker who actually
made this documentary. Together with George Hardy, the man who played the father in the
movie and now works as a dentist in Alabama, they set about trying to find out more about
this supposed cult following their crappy little movie is now meant to have. George in
particular is surprised to see that it’s been enjoying sell-out midnight screenings at various
cinemas around the US and so he starts a tour of America, attending screenings and
enjoying the fame he never had the first time around.

While this tour is the main focus of the documentary, it’s interspersed with other little
tidbits here and there. These range from sections on the more dedicated Troll 2 fan clubs
around the world (including one group who hold their own national Trollympic Games) to a
sobering wake-up call in which George, taking his newfound fame a little too far, travels to a
signing at a memorabilia fair in Birmingham (UK, not Alabama) and is promptly ignored by
everyone.

By far the most interesting asides however are the interviews with the various other cast
members scattered throughout the film. These answer that all-important question — “what
happens to you after you make such a bad movie” — and the resulting stories have varying
levels of success. Connie Young, who played the sister in Troll 2, seems to be enjoying her
life and continues to act, and while Troll 2 was undoubtedly a blotch on her CV, she’s happy
to talk about it jokingly and not let it get to her, so that’s a success in my books. Likewise,
Don Packard, the odd troll-looking man who plays the shopkeeper in the evil town of Nilbog,



reveals that he actually walked straight onto the set from a psychiatric institution and
continued to suffer from mental problems for years later, but then he turned up at one of
the