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If it means anything to you, the editor hat
Return of the Living Dead, Part II.

"
“What pihkes you the expert?’’

’m kinda overwhelmed by the flood of GOREZONE

reader poll responses from our first issue. In just 10
days since our official on-sale date, we've been swamped
with over 100 replies. And they keep comin’. If you
haven’t sent yours in yet, please do so. We're still
tabulating the results, so make your opinions felt. We
read them all. Every one. Really.

A preliminary perusal reveals that our two movie
reviews (Near Dark and Anguish) seem to have struck a
chord with readers the first time out. For this issue,
we're running even more. In the past, our sister
magazine FANGORIA has been occasionally accused
(unjustly so, I might add) of being a flack for the
studios, publicizing films not worth the effort or page
space. “How could you do an article on Sexy Sorority
Sister Slashers, when it sucked lepers’ toes?” they
complain. These sorry readers fail to realize that we
rarely see a film before we go to press on it. Our lead
time — three months— means that we often don’t catch
the movies until the magazine’s already printed. For
example, as Pm writing this (3/11), no one on our staff
has seen Critters 2, so we can’t tell you anything about
the movie’s artistic or splatterific quality. Then why is
GOREZONE reviewing horror movies?

I like movie reviews, that's why, and I love compar-
ing my opinions with others. Qur reviews will be very
selective and timely; it doesn’t make sense to tackle The
Serpent and the Rainbow ’cause our review wouldn’t ap-
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pear till four months after its release date. Instead, we'd
rather go after independents like Prison, Lady in White
and Demons 2 because they won't open nationally in
1,000 theaters coast to coast. Even though Prison came
and went in New York City rather quickly, the majori-
ty of the country will still be waiting for it by the time
our review appears. Also, the most ambitious and in-
novative stuff being done today is still coming from the
independents. Just compare Brain Damage to Jaws: The
Revenge and you'll see what I mean.

Reviews can be a double-edged sword. Sure, we'd like
to steer you away from the losers, but at the same time
it’s important for you to discover new movies for
yourself. Use the GOREZONE reviews as an informa-
tion tool, or better yet, consult the review after you've
seen the movie. Obviously, if one or more critics or
friends don’t like a flick, that doesn’t mean that you
won't enjoy it. If you disagree with one of our reviews,
let us know why.

Mainstream film reviewers, especially the boobs on
TV, show contemptible disdain for the genre. We need
a major publication to review the genre intelligently
and without bias. Our reviews won't please each
Gorezonian; that’s impossible. We just hope to fill a
void and give horror movies the critical respect they
deserve.

— Anthony Timpone
Editor




FANTACO ENTERPRISES PRESENTS

- - o iy,
So=sures
E2.a=F =

IF YOU DON'T HAVE THESE BOOKS.....THEN YOU MUST ALREADY BE DEAD!
COME WALLOW WITH US....DEEP....DEEPER STILL....INTO THE RED AND BEYOND!

RED
ALERT!

“I have seen the future of
horror and its nameis...
DEEP RED.” 2222222

VOLUME 1. Quarterly journal of horror film commentary; VOLUME 2. Exclusive interview with Mark (FROM
interviews with David A. Hess (LAST HOUSE ON THE BEYOND, EVIL DEAD 2, NIGHTMARE ON ELM 2:3)
LEFT), James Karen and Tom Fox (RETURN OF THE Shostrom and photo tour of his FX studio; celebrity guest
LIVING DEAD), and new FX artist Steve Patino (FROM writer Gunnar (Leatherface) Hansen's ““Post Chainsaw
BEYOND, PREDATOR, MONSTER SQUAD) with photo Dating Etiquette’; lunch with Forrest J. Ackerman

tour of his studio and featuring his extensive FX prop collec-
tion, features on Lucio Fulci, Argento’s INFERNO, TEXAS
CHAINSAW; Movies with Guts; Horror Hotline; Gore
Scoreboard more!

SPECIAL ZOMBIE ISSUE also includes Foreign and Do-
mestic dead; obscure European Gore Films: complete
horror fanzine list (U.S. and foreign); interview with
Jeffrey (RE-ANIMATOR, FROM BEYOND) Combs; L.A.
Monster Makers Annual Halloween Makeup Contest. |
could go on and on...

ZOMBIES e MUTANTS
e BRAIN EATERS
CANNIBAL CARNAGE

“Top contender for ‘must-
v have’ splatter book of the

year! We'll give ‘'em an A+!"
' FILMFAX MAGAZINE

STARLOG PRESS-475 Park Avenue South-New York, NY 10016
Reviews over 300 recent splatter epics with a Please send me: .

unique dual rating system... —copies of HORROR HOLOCAUST @ $9.95
—copies of THE GORE SCORE @ $6.95
—copies of DEEP RED, Vol. 1 @ $4.95
—copies of DEEP RED, Vol. 2 @ $4.95

“This little masterpiece...is hilarious. The man
is @ genius...every review is witty and some are

downright hysterical. Balun tells it like it is. higie
You gotta like this guy.” Aeress :
FANGORIA MAGAZINE City State Zip

ADD $2.50 POSTAGE PER ORDER ( FOREIGN:ADD 5.00)




Look! Our First Letter!
.. . Instead of the basic news,
reviews, and interviews most
magazines offer, let
GOREZONE focus more on the
“technique” of gore — for example,
FX you can do at home, or how
to write a movie script. Readers
are more intelligent and demand
more on the technical side rather
than just all pictures. Your idea
of having fiction should work
rather well; reading induces
creativity, and if we have this,
there will be less movies like The
Hills Have Eyes 2, Howling 11, etc.

P *

Finail.y, how about an original
character with his/her own comic
strip?

Keep it coming, because we
gorehounds simply can’t get
enough.

Louis M. Kiss

Fine Arts Major
Slippery Rock, PA

Look! Our First Complaint!
.. .Hey, 99.9 percent of the
reason I subscribed to
GOREZONE was to see the
“censored splatter scenes from
The Fly and Nightmare 3." They
were promised (or at least men-

tioned) on the cover of the
magazine in your adver-
tisements. Will you ever show
themn? Also, in Fango #72, Frank
Henenlotter said there was a
scene in Brain Damage (Elmer
coming out of Brian’s fly) that he
could not even show in Fango, let
alone on the silver screen. Well,
how about in GOREZONE?
Dave Melito
30 West Ridge Drive
West Hartford, CT 06117

We would love to run censored splatter
scenes from any major film. Unfor-
tunately, that's easter said than done.
We are currently working on the Brain
Damage shots you mentioned, but we
can’t promise anything; they don't call
them “censored scenes” for nothing, you
know. As for The Fly and
Nightmare 3, see our answers to the
readers poll questions.

We won't be reviewing heavy metal records, but expect cameos
from folks like these (left to right: Ozzy Osbourne, Tony Fields
and Gene Simmons of Trick or Treat) in the pages of

GOREZONE.

Wanted: More reader art!

[filmmaking field?

Know Your Writes

Our first issue’s reader poll
gave each answerer a chance to
toss one deep-reaching and heart-
felt question at the editors. In the
spirit of public service and filling
up the letters column, here are
some of the more intelligent ex-
amples.

Why was the GOREZONE cover
slightly different from the one that
appeared in the ads?

We originally had our art
director slap together a cover just
for advertising purposes, but then
we fell in love with it and wound
up using it after all. A few altera-
tions were made.

What happened to the “censored splatter
scenes” the ad cover mentioned?

That was just improvised
cover copy; we didn't figure
anyone would pay such close at-
tention to the ad. Actually, there
were no scenes censored in either
horror film.

Why not try a painted cover once in a
whale? :
Because they look dumb.

Could you publish Clive Barker’s “The

Hellbound Heart, " which I'm having a
hard time finding?

Go to your bookstore and look
for Night Visions 3, just out in
paperback.

How do you find work in the horror

There's no route that's sure to
get you employed, but we can tell
for sure one way that doesn’t
work: calling us up and asking
for Sam Raimi or Robert
Englund’s phone number. And
we can't set you up with Heather
Langenkamp or Kristy Swanson,
either.




What college do you suggest?
Tony Timpone does not feel
qualified to answer that. Peter
Orr will only say, “Don’t go to
Saint John's University.”
Everybody else is at lunch.

Where are the heavy metal reviews?

In Creem and Faces, where they
belong. Contrary to popular
belief, our readership does not
have any clear consensus as to
what type of music they listen to.
For every one of you Ozzy heads
out there, there’s someone else
who likes Goblin or the Foetus
All Nude Review. If we cover
music, it will be soundtrack
music, which is relevant to our
subject matter.

One of the reasons for this
misunderstanding was a
subscription card included in
Fango #72, which was written by
someone in our advertising
department. At that point, the
shape of GOREZONE was still a
tad vague, so let’s clear up some
of the mistaken statements the
card made — we have no current
plans to publish new fiction by
Stephen King, Clive Barker or
H.P. Lovecraft (who hasn’t been
writing prolifically since his death
over 50 years ago), and any ar-
ticles dealing with music stars will
concern their performances in
horror films.

Did you guys have viwlent childhoods?
No, not at all. Well, a little,
but not really. Except sometimes.

Will GOREZONE go monthly?

Who can say? At the moment,
not even Fango is monthly. If the
audience demand grew large and
loud enough, GOREZONE
could become weekly.

Why were the posters in the magazine?

Because if they were on the
outside, you wouldn't be able to
see the cover,

What age group is GOREZONE
geared to?

Experience at Fango over the
past few years has taught us not
to think of the readers as all fit-
ting into one demographic
bracket or another. Hence,
GOREZONE will be aimed at
fans of graphic splatter, rather
than at teenagers or college
students or whatever.

What do your moms think of this?
They love it. Every one of our
parents saw Dawn of the Dead at

least six times.
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Whose idea was GOREZONE, and
why?

GOREZONE was our
publishers’ idea, because they
This is
the *why” behind any magazine
you can think of, by the way,
from National Geographic to Nude
Smurfs Monthly.

wanted to make money.

Where can I get a hockey mask like
Jason’s—no, no, just kidding
Good. Ha, ha.

Well, that clears that up. In
the future, this space will

showcase your arrogant letters of
opinion, boldly stated and
clegantly phrased, as well as your
cartoons. Send the stuff to
GOREZONE Gut Reactions,
475 Park Avenue South, New
York, NY 10016. Include a self-
addressed stamped envelope if
you want something returned.
And dont ask us for anyone's ad-
dress, phone number, autograph,
underwear, etc. There just isn't
time for us to handle personal
requests.

.ON ELM ELM STREET .

#

Y\
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TO REMOVE THE
POSTERS:

Open the magazine to the center
and unbend the staples; pry them
up with a screwdriver to avoid
punctured, bleeding fingers.

After opening all three staples,

pull the posters out carefully,
then bend the staples back to
their original position in order to
keep the rest of this wonderful
magazine in good working order.
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CRITTERS 2.

THE AMAZING STORY
OF MICK GARRIS

“It’s too easy to screw up a horror movie. I don’t
want to make any mistakes.”

And what did you get for Christmas? At
least a Critter will help take down the tree.

N obody recognizes Mick Garris’
name and that’s fine with him.
“There’s no reason for them to know me,”
explains the young director/writer. “If I
was interested in having my name and
face all over the place, I would have taken
up acting. I'm happier doing the behind-
the-scenes stuff.”

Still, an ever-increasing audience has
grown to appreciate Garris’ growing body
of work in the fantasy, science fiction and
horror arena: directing and writing for the
late Amazing Stories TV series, editing and
directing promo films for a number of big-
budget horror efforts, and his current stint
on Critters 2. Garris has developed a highly
personal approach to writing and direct-
ing in the fantasy world.

“I love the idea of working with emo-
tions and with people,” reflects Garris.
‘Helping people share in the feelings of a
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story and its characters is important to
me. Directing can be an unbelievably
tremendous source of grief, but when it all
comes together and works on the screen, 1
can look back on even the hardest day’s
work and smile.”

Garris does quite a bit of smiling on the
set of Critters 2, his theatrical directing
debut. His style is a little bit erratic to the
unfamiliar eye. Behind the camera,
monitoring a particularly pivotal scene,
he will often resort to a jibe or a joking
punchline to get his idea across. But far
from a loose cannon, there is an under-
tone of firm intent seeping through even
his most bizarre comment. People under
Garris’ direction usually get the point. He
rarely has to repeat himself.

“It's not in me to be a storm trooper on
the set,” frowns Garris. “It serves no pur-
pose to jump down people’s throats. I can

By MARC SHAPIRO

keep things light and still keep things
moving.”

Mick Garris was born in Santa
Monica, California, in 1953. The Garris
family moved around some and Mick
found himself spending his formative
years in Phoenix, Arizona, before return-
ing to California and a higher education at
San Diego State University. Garris began
to develop an interest in writing, but his
true love was rock 'n’ roll. In 1971, he
formed a band called Horsefeathers.

“Horsefeathers was a happening little
band,” beams Garris. “At one point, we
were the major act in San Diego, but we
knew that if we wanted to make it real big
we would have to move up the coast to Los
Angeles.”

Horsefeathers made that move in 1976.
Unfortunately, Garris and the rest of the
group quickly discovered that being the
hottest band in San Diego only makes you
“just another band” in Los Angeles.
Horsefeathers broke up in 1977, leaving
Garris high, dry and struggling to make a
living.

“I knew at that point that I wanted out
of music,” Garris shakes his head. “I was
playing around with some early screen-
writing efforts. I began freelancing for
FANGORIA, STARLOG and Cinefan-
tastique, but I was not really interested in
being a journalist.”

‘ arris made his first filmmaking

noise in '77 when he landed a
$150-a-week receptionist job with the Star
Wars Corporation. His duties in those
precorporate days were as divergent as
writing press releases and operating
R2-D2 at the Academy Awards show.



Critters 2 director Mick Garris makes no
bones about it — this time, the pint-sized
furballs mean business.

Garris, however, sensed the steady en-
croachment of the briefcase crowd and left
Star Wars to starve while he pursued his
screenwriting interests. He cracked the
screenwriting nut shortly after leaving Star
Wars . . . sort of.

“I got this call from a producer who
wanted me to write a screenplay for a film
based on a book,” he grins. “The only
problem was I found out later that the
book had never been optioned, so the film
was never made. I got paid $1,000 for the
script, which was nice because at that
point I was scratching just to survive. But
more importantly, I discovered that I
could start and complete a screenplay,
which has got to be the most liberating
feeling in the world.”

Garris took that feeling along with a
true fan's attitude toward fantasy and hor-
ror films and turned them into an eclectic
bit of television called The Fantasy Film
Festival. The show, hosted by Garris on
the LA cable outfit known as The Z Chan-
nel, combined genre films with interviews
with fantasy and science-fiction film-
makers.

“John Landis was on the show,” he lists.
“So was Steven Spielberg and Joe Dante.
You know how it is when you're doing a
local cable show —it’s hard to get the big
names, so you settle for whomever’s
available.”

The Fantasy Film Festival ran until 1979
and gave Garris high visibility in the film
community, so much so that Avco Em-
bassy practically beat down his door to
hire him as “genre media specialist” for the
films The Fog, The Howling, Scanners and
Escape From New York. He followed this
with a brief stint at a private PR firm do-
ing publicity for Halloween 11, before join-
ing Universal to pioneer new genre
marketing strategies on behalf of such
films as The Thing and Cat People.

“I did ‘Making of documentaries for
films like Videodrome and The Thing,” he
reveals. “I would interview people con-
nected with the film and splice in clips
from the movie. I instituted convention
presentations and would set up regionally
sclected screenings. Unfortunately, most
of those pictures bombed. When they
stopped making genre films, I waslet go.”

During his tenure at Universal, Garris
touched base with old Fantasy Film Festival
guests John Landis (whom he helped put
together a collection of film trailers for a
feature called Coming Soon) and Steven
Spielberg (some publicity work on E. T7).

Critters 2 Photos: Kelvin Jones/Copyright 1988 New Line

Mick Garris (right) looks on as his cast
prepares for a Critters onslaught.

“Mogwai, my eye!” giggles a cheerful little
Chiodo brothers creation.

The latter contact proved particularly
lucky for Garris.

“After the Universal job, I decided I
didn’t want to do any more publicity
work,” says Garris. “So I concentrated on
screenwriting, got an agent and went on
food stamps for a couple of months. One
day, I got a call from Steven Spielberg,
asking me to do a ‘Making of promo film
for Goonies. So 1 went to where they were
filming and, while waiting for a camera
setup, I got to talking with Steven. He
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A\ RI "ERS 2 was a, great scnpt, .
somcthmg that I ‘would buy a tlé et to.”

said, “You must do a lot of these,’ and I
replied that I was doing fewer and fewer
because I was trying to make it as a writer.
He told me he was looking for writers for
his new show, Amazing Stories. I took the
hint.”

Garris had his agent submit his screen-
play “Uncle Willie,” a comedy drama set
in Southern California in the ’50s, to
Spielberg. Mr. Box Office never saw the
script, but one of his readers praised it to
the stars. The result was that Spielberg
assigned Garris an Amazing Stories outline
to flesh out into script form. Garris turned
in the finished script, “The Main Attrac-
tion,” in three days. Impressed, Spielberg
threw another bone his way. When Garris
responded in kind, Spielberg invited him
aboard as story editor.

Garris wrote or co-wrote 10 of the first
22 Amazing Stories episodes. But he main-
tains that a major plus during his stay on
the show was being able to further his
education in the rarefied atmosphere of
the University of Spielberg.

“I learned quite a lot by just hanging
around and watching people at work,” he
marvels. “It's not many people who get a
front-row seat to watch their work
directed by Steven Spielberg, Martin
Scorsese and Joe Dante. Nobody was
having the kind of luck I was having. I felt
if I left that show and screwed up, it
definitely wouldn’t be the fault of the
school.”

Garris was relieved of story editor
duties during the series’ second season,
but he continued to be a contributing fac-
tor, writing three scripts and making his
directorial debut with the episode “Life on
Death Row.”

Following his stint at Amazing Stories,
Garris found himself in a very strange
position. “I knew the vibe was going to be
different just before I left Amazing Storzes,”
he remembers. “Steven had asked me to
write a script for Gremlins 2. Then a friend
of mine, who suddenly could not stand the
idea that I was making a living doing this,
planted a bug in somebody’s ear close to
Steven that I was no good.

“But it was a double-edged sword,” con-
tinues Garris. “Once you've been hired by
Spielberg, people who would never have
read your stuff are suddenly calling you to
write things without even seeing a sample
of your work.”

In that capacity, Garris wrote a
screenplay called Black Sheep for Eddie
Murphy. It was never made. He did a
script for a genie horror film called
Biloodstone that went nowhere. On the plus
side, Garris hooked up with good buddy
John Landis, who gave him the direct-




Whatever it is, you can bet this varmint is

easy to feed,

ing/writing/production chores on the
Disney Sunday Movie segment “Fuzzball.” ]
was being sent tons of rewrites,” he
grimaces. “I was able to make a living, but
I was caught in development hell. It was
very frustrating.”

P art of Garris’ sentence consisted of
an eight-month (and three-rewrite)
tour of duty on The Fly 2. Garris, who
claims he left the project because delays
were preventing him from taking other of-
fers, was quite happy with his third draft
of the script and remains hopeful that
much of it will make it to the screen.

“The only thing I'm free to tell you
about my version of The Fly 2 is that
Veronica [the Geena Davis character]
dies while giving birth 10 minutes into the
movie,” he teases.

While Garris still maintained close ties
with Amblin, his dealings with Spielberg
and company became an emotional
rollercoaster ride for Garris. “I received
story credit for Batteries Not Included, but
the big carrot for me had been the strong
possibility of Steven’s letting me direct a
big-budget version of Uncle Willie. Unfor-
tunately, Steven began to realize he was
spreading himself too thin and cancelled a
number of projects, including Uncle
Willie. I understand why he had to do it,
but I was disappointed.”

Garris continued to be deluged with
scripts and some directing offers, but the
only thing that rang his chimes was Critters
2. “It was a great script, something that I
would buy a ticket to see,” he enthuses. “At
first I was hesitant about doing it, but the
idea of directing a low-budget horror film
that would be released in 1,200 theaters
across the country appealed to me.”

This man is having a good time on his
first major directing job; you can sense
that when he describes his Critters 2 assign-
ment as “telling rubber and fur what to
do.” But don’t for one minute think he isn’t
taking this seriously. “I'm concerned
about whether this will be frightening
enough and that there isn’t so much com-
edy that the scares don’t come through,”
he warns. “It’s too easy to screw up a hor-
ror movie. I don’t want to make any
mistakes.”

Garris drops the verbal worry lines
when asked to sum up what many would
consider a meteoric rise. He knows what
images are heating up and beats the writer
to the punch.

“Luck has everything to do with it,” he
smiles. “Being in the right place at the
right time. But we all know that Holly-
wood is where dreams become reality.
And I'm not in that big a hurry to wake
up.” Wy

Serves this guy right for wearing such a
dippy tie.

Donald Pleasence can’t tell which was
worse, this corpse or Halloween II. Either
way, Garris’ promo film was OK.
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“Rare mdeed is the Hollywood product that can

entertain as conststently. yio
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By J. PETER ORR

"an you name a dozen
scary movies that take

place in jail? You would think
there'd be lots of 'em, since
some of the strongest images
in cinema have come from
the penitentiary. Heck, they
cut the original ending off
Double Indemnity just because
viewers couldn’t take seeing
Fred MacMurray in the gas
chamber. A natural setting
for tales of the morbid, the
macabre, the unsettling, eh?

[t took Irwin Yablans, pro-
ducer of ’70s slasher trendset-
ter Halloween, to realize this.
The man approached it from
the ground up: concocted his
own story, personally guided
the writing and direction of it,
and turned in a winner, We
need more guys like this,
yknow? Rare indeed is the
I [uﬂ}\\ ood pre yduct that
entertains as consistently as
Prison

The story is nebulous and
vague in the best [m\\ih}
way. An ancient prison in
Wyoming must be reopened
to relieve inmate conge: stion

Producer Irwin Yablans (in
green cap) reminds victim
Wallace (Hal Landon Jr.) that
Prison’s his best picture since
Halloween.




elsewhere. The state penal
board installs Ethan Sharpe
(Lane Smith) as the new
warden. His first task is to
renovate the place, using an
advance guard of inmates as
slave laborers. Smith
brilliantly portrays Sharpe as
a Gestapo version of Jimmy
Stewart. And soon it becomes
apparent that Sharpe has
something to hide, something
to do with the history of this
hoosegow and a prisoner who
died in the electric chair down
in the basement. Worse yet,
it seems like said prisoner’s
spirit has been lying in wait
for Sharpe’s return.

The mood is everything in
Prison, An air of confinement
overtakes the film as soon as
the buses roll into the yard to
drop the work crew off at
their new home. The look,
sound and smell of peniten-
tiary life hangs all over the
place, probably due in no
small measure to the cast
(quite a few of whom are ac-
tual inmates) and the location
(a real deserted prison in
Wyoming).

Ironically, the film's
greatest shortcoming is due to
its failure to remain faithful to
the prison genre. Anyone
who'’s made the rounds at
Rikers can tell you that men’s
prisons have a serious shor-
tage in the women depart-
ment, but that contradicts
one of Hollywood's Great
Commandments, to wit:
Thou shalt have a woman in
there somewhere, no matter
what. That’s how Raquel
Welch got sent on a Fantastic
Voyage, remember?

Unfortunately, there’s just
not a great deal of opportuni-
ty for a female in this plot, so
they make Chelsea Field (as
Katherine) into the crusading
penologist. Probably the most
ridiculous sight imaginable is
this attractive woman having
lunch with Warden
Sharpe—in a cafeteria with
300 confined men who don’t
even notice her! Adequate ac-
tress though she may be,
Field cannot help but deflate
the claustrophobia whenever
she appears, particularly
when we're taken from
Sharpe’s all-night discipline
session to her happy hotel
room miles and miles away.
The whole point of this flick,
after all, is that we're trapped

Can it really be true? Empire has
made a good movie without
Stuart Gordon?!?

with this angry ghost, so who
cares if Katherine’s having
trouble with her TV?
Thankfully, Warden
Sharpe locks her out of the
place for the real action, a
contest of wills between
Sharpe and everybody else.
Here the vagaries of C.
Courtney Joyner's script
translate into the imprecision
of a nightmare. What the hell
does this wrongly executed
ghost want? Who knows? All
we can tell for sure is that he’s
ripping the hell out of the cell
blocks, the guards and the

prisoners. . . except for one
car thief James Dean look-
alike (Viggo Mortensen).
We've got riot-level chaos in
the halls, machine guns open-
ing fire in the towers, and the
quiet creepiness of Sharpe
pairing off with Cresus (Lin-
coln Kilpatrick), one of those
venerable old felons who tell
charming reformatory stories.
(“I was in Kansas City 10
years, and I never saw a
Royals game.”) Seems like the
elderly Cresus knows
something about Sharpe’s
secret, and Sharpe has a

vested interest in silencing the
Jjailbird.

The end is open, airy and
mysterious. Finnish director
Renny Harlin harks back to
the “art horror” days of the
early '70s. Remember when
films tried to make you think
while you shivered?
Remember when movies
didn’t give you all the answers
right out of hand? Best of all,
remember when the last reel
served as anything besides the
setup for a goddamned se-
quel? Thankfully, Irwin =~
Yablans seems to. &

GOREZONE #2 13




: l. u

.. : By TIM LUCAS

26 e
(LY l. | nlike the Video Watchdog column

v @ in our March issue, which docu-

mented the abortion performed on The
Congueror Worm by Orion Pictures, this in-
stallment is much more representative of

The Daughters the service the Watchdog intends to per-
of Darkness huddle form: a grab bag of grouses, a candy dish
close, hoping to ward off of caveats and a couple of signposts to satis-

e i faction, all compiled with you—the dis-

cerning Gorezonian — in mind.

UNICORNUCOPIA:

Here’s some great news for horror
completists. Unicorn Video’s Viva-Video
label offers Spanish-language editions of
many of their horror titles. What's so great
about that, you ask? Well, in the case of
Viva’s original Spanish versions of
Claudio Hill's masterpiece 4 Bell from Hell
and Amando (Blind Dead) De Ossorio's
Night of the Sorcerers, we're talking longer,
more graphic versions. Sadly, Unicorn’s
English versions of these films were struck
from TV prints and delete most of the sex
and violence.

La Campana del Infierno (Bell from Hell)
differs in four notable ways: 1) the open-
ing credits are scoped; 2) there are some
explicit shots from the slaughterhouse; 3)
we are shown Renaud Varley's bleeding
eyesockets when he “tears” out his “eyes”;
and 4) Varley's seduction of his third
cousin is longer, adding vital information
that makes it seem less like rape. That’s
roughly two minutes of extra footage. Od-
dly enough, the Unicorn version contains

h-Speaking

brief rearview nudity not in the Viva tape.

La Noche de los Brujos (Night of the
Sorcerers) features all of the gushing
beheadings, sex scenes and incidental
nudity obviously snipped from the
domestic version. Space doesn’t permit
me to be more specific than that, but the
Spanish version must be about six
minutes longer.

Be cautioned, however, that spoken
Spanish does not always insure a juicier
film. Viva’s Spanish editions of Witches
Mountain, The Murder Mansion and Paul
Naschy’s Fury of the Wolfman are virtually
identical to Unicorn’s domestic counter-
parts. Viva also offers Spanish editions of
Boris Karloffs final four Mexican films,
but check those out yourselves, por favor!

RETITLINGS:

" One of the greatest irritations for the
horror video consumer is the issuing of
familiar features under false names with
deliberately vague packaging. Here the
knife cuts both ways: Sometimes you can
find a cheaper version of a more expensive
title, but more often the consumer is trick-
ed into renting a poor-quality edition of
something he has already seen. The
Watchdog will strive tokeep GOREZONE
readers abreast of the latest terror-tape
traps.

Here’s a few of the retitlings in question
and their distributors, followed by the
films’ real titles and, where relevant, the
distributors handling them under those
titles: Academy’s Blood Evil (Demons of the
Mind—Thorn EMI) and Terror in Toyland
(Christmas Evil, a.k.a. You'd Better Watch



Out—Saturn); Air’s Children of the Night
(Daughters of Darkness — Continental);
MPT's Devil in the House of Exorcism (House
of Exorcism), Bay of Blood ( Twitch of the Death
Nerve) and Legacy of Horror (Andy
Milligan’s Legacy of Blood); VCL’s Spirit of
the Dead (The Asphyx — Magnum);
Unicorn’s Terror Beach (Night of the
Seagulls— Sony); and Video Gems’ Blood
Couple (Ganja and Hess).

You may have also noticed that
Unicorn’s Beyond the Living Dead, Wizard's
House of Terror and World's The Hanging
Women are all the same picture — namely,
Las Orgias de los Muertos (1972). And it was
directed by Jose Luis Merino, not “John
Davidson,” just in case the question pops
up someday on 7he New Hollywood Squares.

The Video Watchdog intends to carry
updates on this subject in every issue of
GOREZONE, so feel free to submit titles
and retitles that you discover on your
own.,

A PAIR GONE ON PARAGON:

Did you know that two of Paragon’s
most important video releases, Tombs of
the Blind Dead and Blood on Satan’s Claw, are
missing crucial footage?

Claw, of course, was originally issued
here in a PG version omitting most of the
film’s nudity and the perverse details of its
Black Masses. Naturally, that stuff is still
missing. Paragon, however, accidentally
deleted several minutes of footage from
the film’s latter half. When the Judge
(Patrick Wymark) absconds with
suspected witch Margaret (Michele
Dotrice) to a barn, Paragon’s tape sud-
denly shoots ahead to Ralph (Barry An-
drews) returning home in agony. Missing
isa scene in which the Judge has Margaret
tied to a crossheam for some teasing and
questioning, from which the film cuts to
Ralph (Barry Andrews) working in the
fields, doubling over in pain, and rolling
up his trouser leg to expose the Satan’s
skin. Neither scene is explicit or offensive,
and both are important to the storyline.
So what happened?

Tombs has the look of voluntary editing.
Paragon’s version ends with the Blind
Dead boarding the train to civilization,
followed by its arrival at the station, ac-
companied by a still frame of the scream-
ing heroine. In the original film, the two
scenes were bridged by some hair-raising
footage of the Blind Dead hacking the
train’s passengers to pieces, including a
child’s mother, whose wounds bleed
copiously over the kid’s crying face! Direc-
tor Amando De Ossorio may have gone
too far with the scene, but isn’t that what

b

o

If you think this surgery scene from Blood on Satan’s Claw looks gruesome, wait till you

see the editing job.

Not even these Demons of the Mind tactics seem to deter video retitlers.
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horror films are all about? The footage
was even shown intact on Elvira’s syn-
dicated show a couple of years ago.

FREDA FREAKS, TAKE NOTE:
Those readers who have wondered,
“When are more of Riccardo Freda's films
coming to tape?” need look no further. Of
course, the first Maestro of Italian horror
has/been thus far represented by Republic
Video's The Horrible Dr. Hichcock. Its se-
quel, The Ghost, is available from the mail-
order company Sinister Cinema.
Unicorn Video has also jumped aboard
the bandwagon by offering Freda's Maciste
Homey atmosphere, romantic lighting, sexy robes — these Blind Dead guys know how to in Hell (better known here as The Witch’s
treat a lady. Curse), Double Face with Klaus Kinski (a
' 7 - 1968 noir mystery co-written with Lucio
Fulci) and a delightful swashbuckler
called The Magnificent Adventurer. Now, if
only someone could dig up The Devil's Com-

mandment!

HELP WANTED:

Lastly, can anyone identify the film
released by Regal Video under the title
The Revenge of Dr. X, starring Kent
Taylor? The film carries the opening
credits of Mad Doctor of Blood Island, and
the box even carries Mad Doctor's plot
synopsis! Turns out to be a Filipino
feature, circa 1970, starring Taylor as an
irritable scientist who harnesses lightning
to fuse two carnivorous plants into a
bloodsucking humanoid called Insec-
tivoris. The film was probably called Insec-
tivoris (the cast use the name enough), but
can anyone out there confirm this?

If you're scholar enough to identify this
mess, or if you've something else to grinor
grouse about, write to: The Video Watch-
dog, /o GOREZONE, 475 Park Avenue
“Good God, look!” cries The Asphyx star Robert Stephens. “They’'ve changed our title!” South, New York, NY 10016.

_3
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Guess who's coming to dinner?

“. . .we had a bit of a hard time putting the
worms in my mouth and trying to keep ‘em
from going down my throat. . .”

By JOHN WOOLEY

' omen: You can't live with ’em,

and you can'’t live without 'em.

OK, that may not be an '80s thing to
say, but it must be the way our boy
Jason feels in Friday the 13th, Part VII.
After he’s brought up out of his watery
place of respite by a young woman with
strange mental powers (Lar Park Lin-
coln of House 1I: The Second Story), that
same woman spends the rest of the pic-
ture trying to do away with him in a
variety of spectacular ways. It's an

18 GOREZONE #2

unusual spot for Jason to be in, and one
of the things the 6-foot-2, 205-pound
stuntman/actor Kane Hodder likes
about the new movie.

“Usually,” comments Hodder, the
screen’s seventh and newest Jason, “a
couple of things happen to Jason, but
mostly he’s killing people, and so the
stunts happen to other people. This
time, he has a lot of things happen to
him. Jason runs into a girl who is kind of
his match, with his physical power

against her mental powers. She brings
him back, out of anger, and then she
wishes she hadn’t. There’s quite a battle
there, because she can make things hap-
pen with her mind.”

That includes turning Jason into an
approximation of Michael Jackson’s
head in the famous Pepsi commercial.
“There’s one time where the girl causes
me to catch on fire, and I did a very
large burn as Jason,” he discloses. “I'm
totally engulfed in flames, but as I'm
moving around you can still see my face,
and you can see that it’s Jason. I do a lot
of fire stunts. That's one of my
specialties, but this was one of my better
ones, because there was so much fire. A
very large burn like that is one of the
most dangerous stunts you can do.”

The amiable Hodder should know. A
stuntman for the last dozen of his 32
years, he has worked in close to 30
features and about the same number of
television shows, beginning with an
episode of Emergency when he was20. His
genre work began with The Hills Have
Eyes 2, followed by the two House films
and a pair for Empire, Prison and the up-
coming Ghost Town. On all but Hills
Have Eyes 2, he carried the title and
responsibilities of stunt coordinator; in
Prison, he also played the part of For-
sythe, the vengeful undead convict. As a
matter of fact, Hodder points out that a
couple of the most spectacular FX photos
in Fango #70’s layout on Prison were, 1n
fact, him.

“l love doing horror
asserts, “because they're always full of ac-
tion. And I enjoy doing the monster
parts, too.”

That'’s true even when the part may
call for something that many people,
stuntmen or otherwise, might find a bit,
well, extreme— for instance, something
that occurred during the filming of
Prison, in which Hodder found himself
imitating a largemouth bass at supper-
time. “There was a scene toward the end

movies,” he

of the movie where my character comes
up through the ground, seated in an
chair, and he's been
underground —dead, buried, what-
ever—for a number of years. So when
we did the scene where I had already
crashed through, they were putting dirt
all over me, and also worms—big, live
nightcrawlers. That was so there would
be some of them squirming around on
my body when I stood up and screamed.

“] came up with the suggestion to put
some of those worms in my mouth,
because I thought it would be good for
them to come squirming out of my

electric




mouth when [ started screaming,” Hod-
So we did it, and it repulsed
most everybody on the crew, but to me it
sn't a big deal. They were about five

x inches long, big fat ones, so there
were only about four or five of ’em, and I
had them washed off. Still, we had a bit
of a hard time putting the worms in my
mouth, and trying to keep 'em from go-
ing down my throat...” He pauses.
“The worms were trying to get out, and I
hold ’em in until the

der relates.

was trying to
s rolled.”

Unfortunately, all that effort may
have gone for naught. “In the version I
saw, you can't really tell that they’re
there, or that theyre alive, because they
cut quickly back and forth between me
and the person I'm yelling at. So it
might've been a wasted effort, but I
thought it was worth a try.”

This inventive, let's-give-it-a-shot at-
titude impres MMI head John
Buechler on the sets of both Prison (see
page 12) and Ghost Town, leading him to
recommend Hodder for the part of Jason
in Friday the 13th, Part VII. Also helpful
was the fact that Hodder is a proven
stuntman with solid credits.
recommended by John
Buechler, when he got the directorial job
on Part VII,” notes Hodder. “Since I had
been the monster in Prison, he knew that
I didn't mind wearing makeup, that I
was comfortable in it. And he liked my
stunt work and thought my size and
shape would be conducive to

“l was

ASOn, SO
he suggested me at the beginning.
Buechler and the producers knew that
this Jason was going to have to do a lot
more stunts, so they decided way before
me that this Jason had to be a stuntman.
It doesn’t make any sense to hire one
person to do the killing as Jason and
another person to do stunts. Jason
doesn’t have any dialogue, so it made
sense to hire a stuntman to do the whole
thing. Plus, I do all my own stunts.”
Hodder gives the MMI head good
marks for his directorial efforts. “He's
probably one of the better directors, all-
around, that I've worked with,” asserts

Hodder. “He’s got an excellent sense of

horror, and he's very easy to work with,
especially for a stunt person. When
youre doing scenes, a stunt person’s
mind is always inventing other
things—other stunts, other action
things—and I could always bring them
up to Buechler. He was always really
receptive. Sometimes he would think the
idea was good; sometimes it wouldn’t
quite work, which was fine. But he was
never against listening to my ideas, so to

Friday Photos: Copyright 1988 Paramount

me he was real easy and real good to
work with.”
One of the things Buechler and Hod-

der agre pproach to the
While this version of
going to be Mikhail
s going to be a bit
lighter on his feet. That's something
Hodder feels will make him even more

Jason character.
Jason isn't exactly
Baryshnikov, he

menacing.

“When I started going through the
motions of being considered for the part,
[ started watching all the other Friday the
13ths to make sure I could see what I
liked and didn't like about the other
Jasons,” explains Hodder. “My idea, and
John Buechler's idea, was that he should
be a little less lumbering. I mean, he’s a
large guy and he’s dead, so he’s got to be
lumbering, to a point, but we thought he
should be a little more agile, little
quicker on his feet. We thought it would
be more horrifying that way. You really
can't get away from him. Once he gets
something in his mind that he’s going to

0, he’s unstoppable, like a tank.
“He also seems smarter. From the
he catches people and stuff, Jason seems
more like he knows what he’s doing.

I'he meter man always comes on a bad day.

A hard day’s work, but Jason's got to do it.
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‘Ahneres a iine ine between looking a bit
more agile and not looking like a killer,
you know, looking too much like a
dancer or something. I didn't want him
to be too lumbering, and I didn’t want
him to be too light on his feet. So I had to
figure out a nice in-between thing to do.”

Thc ok wiia shiot i Alabama (*And
it was cold,” attests Hodder), and
when he showed up on the set, it must've
seemed like old home week. There was
Buechler, with whom Hodder had work-
ed in Prison and Ghost Town. There, also,
was MMI and Greg Johnson, an alum-
nus of those two pictures, doing
Hodder's makeup. Joining them was
Lincoln, an acquaintance of Hodder's
from House II, and Kevin Blair playing
the male lead. Hodder and Blair had
worked together in The Hills Have Eyes 2,
in which Blair rated similar billing.
Also present was stuntman Alan Mar-
cus, Hodder’s friend and co-worker, who
was at least partly responsible for some
of the livelier moments on the Part VII
set. “Alan doubled for Kevin Blair and

Hope that Right Guard’s holding up.
pe ght { P

another actor, and then at the end of the
show, he’s the last one I kill. He did a
number of good stunts,” praises Hodder.
“I was doing one stunt with Alan in
which he’s on the end of the pier. I have
to grab him and throw him backwards
off the end of the pier, and he has to land
in a rowboat. The cameras were in the
rowboat and in a boat next to it. The
way things were positioned, everyone
was concerned that he wouldnt go far
enough to make it into the boat. So I told
him to really make sure he went far
enough. When we did it the first time, he
went so far that he landed between the
two cameras in the boat, and they missed
the shot. It could've been bad, but it
turned out pretty funny.

“There was a thing where he plays a
fisherman in a boat, and he reels in this




big fish,” Hodder goes on. “We had a big
6-pound catfish for him to reel into the
boat, and I was waiting underwater,
next to the boat. The shot consisted of
him getting the fish into the boat, into
the right position, then sitting down
where 1 could reach him so I could grab
him and pull him under. But he had
trouble with the fish. It was so big and
fighting so vigorously that he was all over
the boat trying to get it in. Meanwhile,
I'm waiting underwater, wondering why
i's taking so long. Finally, the fish just
broke off the line and ended up back in
the lake. After the fish got away, he sat
down in the boat, frustrated. I started to
come up and grab him, and then I
realized we didn't get the rest of the shot.
We brought in a stunt fish, a double fish,

that wasn't quite as big or as feisty as the
first one, and then the shot worked fine.”

Besides Alan Marcus and his adven-
tures in the boat, there are plenty of
other stunts and FX in Part VII. At one
point, for instance, Jason has a
700-pound porch roof collapse on him
and drive him into the ground, a feat
that was accomplished by wuse of
lightweight materials rigged to fall
simultaneously. But, as hard a slog as
Jason has in this one, the new crop of
victims has an even rougher time of it.
Seventeen characters meet their ends at
the hands of Jason in Part VI, and Hod-
der holds the accompanying special
makeup FX in high esteem.

“That’s also a reason I'm so excited
about the film, because some of the kills
were quite inventive, and the ways
MMI did the makeup effects were really
amazing. For instance, the squeezing of

Mind if we drag out the old “Jason sees that a victim gets the point” caption again?

Jason (Kane Hodder) rises again, as if
anyone is really surprised.
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Not surprisingly, the Faceless plot borrows the basic
scenario of Franco's original Orlgff movie. Helmut (Dorian
Gray) Berger stars as Dr. Flamand, your typical mad
surgeon insanely dedicated to restoring the face of his acid-
disfigured sister. His buddies include a Nazi war criminal
(Anton Diffring, of course) and Howard Vernon as the
helpful Professor Orloff himself. The plot thickens when the
madmen kidnap top model Caroline Munro. Unhappy
about this, her millionaire father Telly Savalas (in a role
first intended for Christopher Lee) hires private detective
Chris (Bigfoof) Mitchum to find her. Meanwhile, Flamand
and his loony accomplices dispatch all witnesses via chain-
saw (every surgeon has one), power drill and that old stand-
by, the syringe-in-the-eyeball gag.

Shot in English, Faceless has yet to nab an American
distributor, but Chateau says that he has received several
offers and already plans a sequel. He's also offering a soft
and hard version of the movie, to cover all bases.
Everyone’s just wild about Faceless, he adds, including
Savalas and Munro, neither of whom had any qualms
working with the director of such sleaze epics as Barbed Wire
Dolls and Wanda, the Wicked Warden. “With Jess Franco,
nothing is a problem,” Chateau says. “The actors love him.”

— Anthony Timpone

Faceless confronts the very real problem of cosmetic surgery:

How much is too much?

Jess Franco’s Lifestyles of the Rich and FACELESS

Who says the French don’t know how to skin a beautiful

woman or plunge a syringe deep into a human eyeball?

And could this land of Jerry Lewis worshipers and makers

of men-in-drag farces secretly pine for the mating of power

drills and fashion models? Sounds like a job for director Jess

(Night of the Blood Monster) Franco, whose latest film, the

French gorefest Faceless, aims to shake up those stuffy art

houses. “In France, there are no directors who can shoot

thrillers with violent or gory sequences,” laments Faceless

producer Rene Chateau, a video distributor who brought

Zombie and Maniac to the land of the Eiffel Tower. “So to

make Faceless, 1 turned to Jess Franco, who directed many

early gore films like Jack the Ripper with Klaus Kinski and Gkl st
The Awful Dr. Orloff.” we were afraid

that there wouldn’t
2 GOREZONE #2 be any power tool

killings this issue!
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A basic Slugs facial, guaranteed to whisk those wrinkles away.

SLUGS and the women who love them

Leaving a trail of slime mayhem in its sporadic regional
release is New World’s Slugs. The playdate patterns are
Just about as speedy as a slug brought up on the West
Coast. Fear not, however. The smart money’s on the Pass
Line. . . passing it into the line of releases to be sacrificed
to the hungry home video market.

Based on the Shaun Hutson novel of the same name,
Slugs is helmed by Spain’s Juan Piquer Simon, director of
1983’s Pieces, who spent four weeks in the town of Lyons,
New York and an additional two back in Spain. Shooting
took place in October 1986. Pulling on local talent from
nearby Rochester, NY, the Slugs FX crew consisted of
Dave Johnson, Roy Kynrim and boss Pat Tantalo. Carlo
DeMarchis earned the movie's main special makeup FX
credit.

When mysterious deaths occur in the fictional town of
Ashton, fingers point to thousands of mutated slugs, the
outcome of a conveniently forgotten toxic waste dumping.
The gooey little buggers have teeth and live down in Ed
Norton land. A deadly chemical is devised to eliminate the
oozing menace, Can Ashton be saved?

Shgs Photos: Copyright 1988 New Workd

Slugs promises a sordid array of gore and shock FX. As
Tantalo points out, “They are within the boundaries of an
R rating. If you see the version they show in Spain, I
understand there are additional gore scenes. One depicts a
guy’s eyeball bursting and little baby slugs crawling out.”

Tantalo and company, while not needed for the short
schedule in Spain, busied themselves with the bulk of the
FX in the Lyons location. “One scene involves a young
couple in a bedroom. When the guy gets out of bed and
puts his foot on the floor, it's covered with slugs. Rather
than use a prosthetic limb, we covered the actor’s foot with
an appliance. As he lifts it up, we see a slug has bwrrowed
itself into his foot, and he tries to pull it out, As the
slug—which was made out of Skin-flex— stretches, the ef-
fect really looks disgusting. The slug finally pops out and
then the blood gushes.

“The girl tries to run and falls to the floor, which is
covered with slugs,” he continues. “One of the creatures
burrows into her hand, up through her arm and rips its
way out. They eventually tear through her face and
devour her down to the bone. I built a special slug that
was designed to tear through her arm. Again, this work
was done using appliances on the actress.”

Not all FX were achieved as planned. “There was a
scene that we were all set up to do, and the director decid-
ed not to shoot,” Tantalo shrugs. “We had a guy rigged so
the slugs would burrow into his lower back, dig their way
up under his skin and break out at his neck. If’s just as
well that we didn’t shoot it, because the film initially
received an X rating, and that scene wouldn’t have
helped.”

The multitalented crew additionally provided
pyrotechnic expertise in the climactic moments. of Slugs.
“We had to shoot flames 30 feet into the air out of a
manhole,” Tantalo reveals. “Dave Johnson and I built
special pipes filled with gun and flash powder. Depending
on the length of the pipe, you can adjust the height and
intensity of the flame. We set up a platform in an actual
manhole and had flames burst out of it.”

None of the Lyons location slugs were real. “They sent
over these molded plastic ones from Spain. But in Europe,
they had these huge black slugs that were pretty scary
looking because they were a foot long if you stretched them
out,” Tantalo shudders.

Judging from the stuff here, the GOREZONE brigade
is kindly advised to hire a gardener this year or get lotsa
salt. Ya never know what's been buried under your
backyard!

— Tim Ferrante
“Taking a swim in a sea of terrestrial pulmonate gastropods, silly.
What does it look like I'm doing?”




Bob Keen's reshot demon FX
liven up The Unholy's final
moments.

REVIEW

THE

Father Michael's investigation
leads him to a nightclub called
The Threshold (as in crossing),
where the Cajun-accented
manager Luke (William Russ)
stages Satanic rituals for his
patrons. So naturally, when
weird occurrences begin to
plague Father Michael and the
church, including a dead dog left
on the altar, Luke becomes the
prime suspect, especially since
he’s upset that Millie (Jill
Carroll), a runaway teenager
who'’s been working at the club,
has gone to stay with Father
Michael, and Luke has expressed
his desire to get her back in no
uncertain terms. But then, Millie
also might be the culprit, since
she associated with the other two
priests before their deaths. The
mystery builds satisfyingly, as
Father Michael inexorably
follows the same path as his
predecessors and a couple of
characters die incredibly gory
deaths. (The movie hasn’t been
rated as I write this, but if it gets
away with an R in its uncut
form, this reviewer will be ex-
tremely surprised.)

Of course, the true malefactor
isn't anything human; it's a bud-

L INHORS

“, . .not quite ‘The Exorcist, but. . . visceral
and frightening enough. . .”’

By MICHAEL GINGOLD

M ost horror films open
with only some hint of

the nasty events to come and
then don't get into the hardcore
material until the midway point.
Not so The Unhaly, which kicks
off with a priest being seduced at
the altar by a nearly naked young
woman who gorily tears his
throat out when he succumbs to
her. When a movie begins with a
scene like that, you know it’s go-
ing to have no bones about show-
ing even more graphic material
later on. And if this scene doesn't
grab you, the opening titles that
follow it will: The black screen
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“breaks apart” in red-rimmed
cracks, revealing the credits to
the accompaniment of a powerful
Roger Bellon score.

The rest of the movie is
similarly subtle—i.e. as much so
as an ax in the forehead —but
The Unholy succeeds as a no-
holds-barred, kick-you-in-the-
teeth shocker. It also features an
unusually big-name cast for a
low-budget exploitation film,
headed by Ben Cross (a long way
from Chariots of Fire) in the lead.
Cross plays Father John
Michael, a priest who takes a bad
fall out of a high window and
miraculously survives with barely
any injuries. Figuring that there’s
something special about this guy,
Archbishop Mosely (Hal

Holbrook) appoints him to the
New Orleans church where that
prologue murder, as well as
another similar killing, has occur-
red. Mosely isn't the only one in-
terested in getting to the bottom
of the deaths; police lieutenant
Stern (Ned Beatty, walking
through his part) blatantly uses
Father Michael to try to solve the
three-year-old case.

Director Camilo Vila and
writers Philip (Day of the Triffids)
Yordan and Fernando Fonseca
unfold the tale gradually and not
too predictably, dropping in a
number of intense and gruesome
shock scenes along the way.

Who says disco’s dead?




dy of the devil’s called the Unho-
ly, who wreaks evil throughout
Holy Week before chowing down
on an unfortunate mortal and
taking his soul to hell on Easter

Sunday. The Unholy is e ally

partial to priests and virgins, and
this is revealed to Father Michael
by Millie, who then tells him that
she is a virgin before suggesting a
way to mutually put themselves
out of danger. But Father
Michael stays true to his vows,
and resists the temptation of both
Millie and the scantily-clad suc-
cubus when she appears toward
the end. It's a measure of the
strength of Cross’ performance
that the preview audience was
right along with him. This must
be the first time an urban crowd
cheered for a character not to
have sex.

Naturally, resisting the Unholy

in its human guise only leads to
big trouble for Father Michael,
or to put it in cinematic terms:
Stalwart hero + unsatisfied
demon = violent FX climax.
The original finale of the movie
apparently proved unsatisfying,
so effectsman Bob (Hellraiser)
Keen directed and created
creatures and makeup for a new

from hell.

the crew of the up-

xwork. These con-
cluding scenes really pull out the
stops, as a huge, slimy creature
(and some not-as-c onvincing

et monsters) menace Father

Michael and Millie. There’s a

A pricst wins a tracheotomy

vely downbeat
ne and a nice final
> those red-rimmed
visuals close over the screen
to end the film,
It's not quite The Exorcist, but

The Unho ral and
frightening enough to satisfy
genre fans and gorchounds, while
giving mainstream critics another
excuse to pore through their
thesauruses
for “offen

ooking for synonyms

The Unholy: amovie with guts or
just another Exoreist retread?



By MICHAEL WELDON

ack in 1981, ju

New York’s famous 42nc
Street started its steady decline, I
used to watch new movies there
every week. The best of that year
were Cronenber Y
Dante’s The Howling and Lewis
Allgator. 1 was disap-

Nners,

Teague’s
pointed by Hooper's Funhouse and

Craven's Deadly Blessing, and en

dured Blood Beach, Dead and Buried

)n 42nd Street, the

ction is often as

and wor:
audience r
much fun as the movie. The best
viewer response of 81 was when
a guy stood up and screamed
during a phony-looking castra-

tion scene in G

lI]('”Il‘l':lblC moment was w lll‘_‘ll

the surprised audience went wild
while a confused teenager grew
instant breasts in one of that
year’s strangest films, Fear No

Eunl
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“. .. might be better appreciated by your mom

or little brothers and sisters.”’

Now that he's over 30, Lal.og-
gia has completed his nd

[ was really impressed because
I knew (thanks to a story in
FAN RIA) that Fear Euvil's
creator, Frank LaLoggia, was

feature. His impressive credits
are the same as for his first: He
only 23 at the time. Avco- co-produced (with his cousin),

Emb had picked up his in- directed, wrote the script and co-

dependent fantasy/horror feature wrote the music score. L
filmed in his hometown of White has all the same problems
Rochester, New York, and add-
ed a lot of colorful FX. Stephan

Arngrim (who had previous

(and obsessions) as his first effort.

peared as the little kid on TV’s
Land of the Giants) starred as An-
drew, a quiet high school student
who turns out to be the An-
tichrist. An old woman and a
young girl are actually angels in
disguise, sent to destroy Andrew
Ihis first effort included revived
corpses and punk rock music. It
was confusing and silly, but un-
predictable and fascinating. I
hoped that Lal.oggia would

return.

Time to get a home improve-
ment loan.

Photos: New Century/Vista
One of the problems is star
Lukas Haas, the Amish kid who
saw the murder in Witness. If you
like those mass-produced paint-
ings of cute children with big
faces and huge eyes that moms
use to create moods on living
room walls, then you might like
(continued on page 62)
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Before you plunk down
your hard-earned cash
for another splatter

f; 1.4 @ video, preview your
v | y — 1 - purchase or rental by
A { > looking it up in

N oo e 0] AP R gk VIDEg

475 PARK AVENUE SOUTH
I SEND CASH, CHECK OR MONEY ORDER! NEW YORK, NY 10016

HORROR VIDEO — $4.95

Please indicate number of magoazines being ordered and add $2.05 for
each magazine to cover the cost of postage and handling.

IM E‘---_---CUF‘ OR COPY 1IN N IEEN NN NN NN N S N N I e
¢ o F I i O'QUINN STUDIOS, INC.

Total Enclosed:

NAME:
STREET:

CITY:

STATE: _ zip:

IF YOU DO NOT WANT TO CUT OUT COUPON, WE WILL ACCEPT WRITTEN ORDERS.
Please allow 4 to 6 weeks for delivery.
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by Chas. Balun

Beatm tlm Splatter Blues

S ometimes a month goes by, or
maybe a couple of months, before
the symptoms manifest themselves: lack
of enthusiasm and motivation, general
listlessness, malaise, a certain you've-
seen-'em-all-and-so-what cynicism creep-
ing into your rapidly eroding attitude.
You're a longtime fan, a horror colum-
nist— an author, even — and you haven't
seen anything you can yammer to your
friends and readers about in oh, so

looooong. You're feeling, well, in need of

a fix, to put it bluntly. (As a responsible
adult, I suppose I should just say “NO” to
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If you live in a warmer climate, why not try
a little beach fun?

controlled substance metaphors, but
more on that later.)

Sure, you were impressed with the two
hi-tech MTV vampire flicks of last sum-
mer and understandably dazzled by a
couple of slick big-budget sequels. All the
while, overlooked and underappreciated
films like The Stepfather samnmarily disap-
peared with little audience left to indicate
they ever existed. Any true horror afi-
cionado wants and needs to find a couple
of little films that get passed over in the
rush to make the next Friday the 13th,
Nightmare on Elm Street or Fright Night.

A little unpretentious bit of funky, ir-




reverent rollicking in the exploitation hay,
so to speak. Nothing fancy, mind you,
Jjust something that doesn’t need a throbb-
ing soundtrack, cute leads, dream
murders or serial killers. Maybe a good
old guy in a lumpy rubber suit chasing
some chowderheads down the same
hallway, over and over, is just what it
takes to kick the Splatter Blues.

A bit of fanfare, please. (No drum rolls
here. We're on a budget, remember?) Use
your imagination — it still works, I'm
sure —and let’s dust off these long overdue
Achievement Awards now presented to
some of the more thoughtlessly neglected
renegade splatter films of the last decade.

Enter Franco Prosperi’s Wild Beasts
(1983), for Best Use of a Controlled
Substance in a Splatter Context. The un-
predictable ultratranquilizer PCP is ac-
cidentally dumped into a zoo's water sup-
ply. The film maintains a strong anti-
drug stance, implying that only fools
would want to party in the same place
with exotic, stoned-out quadrupeds
who've got incisors like chisels and who
outweigh you by three or four tons. Wild
Beasts realistically portrays the unruly,
violent psychotic frenzies experienced by
people, pigs, polar bears, elephants and
water buffaloes under the influence of this
dangerous chemical. Ah, Italian film-
making with a social conscience; don't it
make you proud?

Speaking of our foreign brethren and
international blood brothers, with or
without consciences or socially redeeming
values, may we introduce both Burial
Ground and Dawn of the Mummy as runners-
up in Best Use of Zombies in a Supporting
Role? Andrea Bianchi’s 1981 entry was
also titled Zombie Horror and Zombie 3
before becoming Burial Ground and
favorably impressing your reporter with
its loving homage to Lucio Fulci during a
totally gratuitous eyeball-skewering se-
quence. The flick also features clever,
tool-using, highly motivated zombies who
simply don’t ever give up. Unspeakable
acts of nipple violence round out the
smorgasbord of maggots, mayhem,
beheadings and gut munching in this
sublime example of what my friends in the
fanzine business call the “Pasta Land
Chunk Blowers.” Amen.

Honorable mention for Best Splatter
Film of the Bandaged Dead goes un-
contested, of course, to Frank Agrama’s
international (U.S./Italian/Egyptian) en-
try Dawn of the Mummy (1981), which
proves that although 5,000-year-old
ragheads may be a bit sluggish, they’re no
less ravenous for flesh than their
Aulcrical’l COUH[CT})&I'[S.

No need to fee uth about

your personal a ,' by giving
yourself Mou el Massacre
dimples. ;

Then again, there’s always the Rob Bottin Humanoids of the Deep twist,
a very hard-to- master dance that involves latex and seaweed.

No matter how
bored you get,
don’t go

sticking silverware
in the toaster.

Photo: Courtesy Stephen Jochsberger Collection
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One surefire way to cheer up is to give
yourself a haircut. Be careful not to nick
your ears, as this Thrilled to Death lad ap-
parently has.

%I"\!! .Jj? hile we're still in international
IR/ :

W W waters, leave it to the Japanese to
come up with Shogun Assassin (1981), a zen
slasher parable which tells us that massive
arterial spraying, gushing from a gaping
sword wound, is like “the flutter of
swallows indry bush . . .” They make get-
ting beheaded look somehow spiritual.

Psycho-slashers were made to appear,
once again, vital and irreplaceable on the
splatter scene with Joseph (Dreamscape)
Ruben’s electrifying The Stepfather,
catalyzed by Terry O’'Quinn’s riveting
portrayal of a Yuppie Gone to Hell.

No less impressive is William Asher’s
utterly forgotten chiller, Thrilled to Death
(1981), also shown at various times as
Momma’s Boy, Butcher, Baker, Nighimare
Maker and Night Waming. If the splendid-
ly orchestrated, chillingly realistic car
crash at the beginning doesn’t pique your
interest, then stick around for three or
four more minutes and let Susan Tyrrell
strut her stuff. Her driven, frenzied, over-
the-top performance as a sexually
thwarted knife killer is nearly matched by
Bo Svenson, walking tall and talking bad,
as a homophobic sheriff investigating a
murder.

And way, way back in the pack is
another slasher, reborn as Mountaintop
Motel Massacre.(1983) and a hands-down

Terry O’Quinn demonstrates his favorite
pastime, “mouse hockey,” in The Stepfather.




Perhaps what you need is a new pet. How about a playful Forbidden World mutant?

winner for Best Use of Alliteration in a Ti-
tle Featuring the Word Massacre. The
movie ain’t half bad, either, with enough
new plot twists, nifty camera tricks and
rascdlly performances to keep you guess-
ing for an hour and a half. What did you
really expect from a film with that title,
anyway?

For sheer shock value and grimy
depravity, few recent films have come
close to the bottomed-out blast victim
anti-hero of Buddy Giovinazzo’s Combat
Shock, a.k.a. American Nightmare (1985).
When you take the subject of Vietnam
veterans, remove the Fondas, the
Streeps, the '60s-style soundtracks and
wipe that glibly patronizing smirk off your
liberal puss, you're left with this harrow-
ing, nihilistic peek into a heart without
hope. An unemployable Viet vet lives in
squalor with his whining, lard-assed wife
and their Agent Orange-affected mutant
son, in an apartment that makes Ratzo
Rizzo's look like the Ambassador Hotel.
This one plays for keeps, so forget the
popcorn and Twix bars; you won't feel
much like eating after seeing the bent coat
hanger dope fixes, baby broiling, and
wall-splattering handgun suicides that

climax one of the most sincerely depress-
ing, excruciatingly morbid films to come
down the pike in many a moon. (WARN-
NG: Never see this film with a date and
expect to get “chummy” afterward.)
After Combat k, you'll no doubt be
ready for a little cinematic escapism.
Perhaps the good ol’ aforementioned

cheap rubber monster-on-the-rampage is
Just the ticket. Allow me to seat you for
our terrifying triple bill of snarling, biting,
barfing alien life forms in The Boogens
(1981; FX by Stan Winston), Humanoids
From the Deep (1980; monsters by Rob Bot-
tin) and Forbidden World (1982). Together,
these modest monster mashers cost far less
than was spent for strobe lights and K-Y
Jjelly on ALIENS (1986).

It's an accepted fact in film production
that a large budget permits creativity and
a small budget compels it. These unfairly
neglected, frugal little films have
heretofore been denied proper endorse-
ment, and your reporter hopes that this
column is taken like a warm, congenial
surprise phone call or a letter from an old,
trusted friend—it's a small gesture, to be
sure, but it lets you know they’re still
around and somebody does care.

There, I feel lots bettedalready. Bring
on Assault of the Nightmare Holiday Razor
Killers; The Final Conclusion. I'm ready for
it now. :

When all else fails, bury yourself in a col-
lapsed mineshaft for a century or so. Next
thing you know, you'’re one of The Boogens.
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Sally boogies for her birthday
bash in a scene trimmed for the
video release.

“. .. an acceptable, unembarrassing
addition to Lamberto Bava’s

filmography. . . ”’

By DOUG I ike his collaborator and

producer, Dario Argen-
to, director Lamberto Bava is
addicted to style. As two of
Bava's previ pictures—A
Blade in the Dark and
Demons—revealed, here is one
s his craft
nd even In

BROD

on to deliver the grisly
goods — visually, at least.

With Demons 2, he comes
through, but not without
liberally “borrowing” from a
half dozen other movies,
including his own.

Demons 2 (subtitled The
Nightmare Returns for its
American release) stalks
ground similar to that of its
1986 antecedent. In fact, it
could almost be consi
remake. Where the first film
had movie-spawned ghouls
rampaging through a caver-

Bava and company rip off not
only their earlier hit. but other
films as well — like this *homage™
to Videodrome.




wails the line “Hot sticky
scene/You know what I
mean” over shots of plasma-
drenched bodies, giving the
lyrics a new, entirely
appropriate context.

In a departure from
Demons’ mostly heavy metal

nous theater, Demons 2 moves
the action to a monolithic
high-rise apartment tower.
Inside, some residents are
transfixed by a bizarre horror
movie (or is it a documen-
tary? We're never quite sure)
unfolding on their televisions.

In one apartment, a rabid
demon emerges from a TV
set (shades of Videodrome) to
attack a young woman at her
birthday party. Her new-
found bloodlust sets off an
epidemic of terror as she
mauls her guests into
ravenous fluorescent-eyed
demons with sights on infect-
ing others in the building (a la
They Came from Within and
Rabid). Predictable carnage
and close calls ensue when the
few still-human inhabitants
attempt to repel the herd of
walking (and running and
leaping) dead.

As anticipated, Bava loads
the picture with breathtaking
horror tableaux. There’s a
great scene of slow-motion
demons charging en masse
through a hallway bathed in
smoky blue light. Near the
end of the movie, our crazed’
birthday girl is caught run-
ning across a roof before a
striking backdrop of a burnt
orange and blue sky.

Bava pours on the gore
fairly thick, at the same time
eschewing the body-chomp-
ing of the original. But the
film was obviously cut in at
least two places to secure an
R tating in the States. This
reviewer was able to view a
presumably complete version
of Demons 2, subtitled in
Spanish, that runs approx-
mmately three minutes longer
than Imperial Enter-
tainment’s 88-minute video-
cassette. Remaining intact in
the R-rated version are a
better-than-nifty dog/demon
makeover and a wild preteen
chestburster; gone is a good
portion of the graphic skewer-
ing of one pesky demon and
quite a bit from a gooey skin-
melting, claw-forming and
blood-spattering group
transformation.

The American release also
omits an amusing aural joke
from this latter scene. In both
versions, The Cult’s “Rain”
perfectly captures the thunder
and ferocity of the imagery;
in the unedited version,
however, singer Ian Astbury

score (featuring the likes of
Iron Maiden and Billy Idol),
Demons 2 offers an effective
dose of British Gothic rock.
Dead Can Dance and ex-
Bauhaus singer Peter Mur-
phy contribute songs, as does
an uncredited Love and
Rockets. On a really strange
note, the late great Smiths’
“Panic” shows up in a party
scene that's about to turn
awfully messy. And though
the tune’s title may be ap-
propriate for the festivities,
this misplaced British song
(with its references to
specifically British cities), in a
dubbed flick shot in Rome,
sticks out like a gangrenous
thumb. Not so the movie’s
superb sound FX, all
amplified drips, gurgles,
spurts and squishes.

The dubbing job is as
good —or as bad —as we've
come to expect from this kind
of import. Too bad much of
the dialogue 1s so dumb.
(Hysterical pregnant woman
to her spouse: “George,
George. Get me out of here.”
Heroic hubby: “OK, but first
we gotta get to the roof.”)

But we all know you don't
watch an Italian splatter
movie for erudition and
enlightenment, you watch for
thrills. And Demons 2 has got
a few — some original, some
not. In fact, one long se-
quence, in which the mom-
to-be does battle with a
malevolent gremlin in her
apartment, is copped prac-
tically wholesale from the

You can’t blame the cast of
Demons 2 for wanting to run
away.

"y .

The sequel lacks the zesty splat-
ter mayhem and frenetic pacing
of the original Demons.

Karen Black vehicle Trilogy of
Terror. It’s a taut scene, sure,
but haven't we seen it before?

With Demons 2, Bava has
made an acceptable, unem-
barrassing addition to his
filmography, a thematically
derivative and consequently
empty exercise in stylistic ex-
cess. His directorial momen-
tum and great use of color
carry the picture, but as that
recent turgid piece of
hackwork Return of the Living
Dead, Part II proved, zombies
chasing people down streets
or through rooms is not
necessarily horrific in and of
itself; there’s got to be some
interesting predicaments to
provide the jolts, a method to
the madness. And, in this
respect, Demons 2 barely cuts
it. Just imagine what
Lamberto Bava could do with
a real screenplay. @z

GOREZONE #2 49



After conquering an Empire of the Ants, actor
Robert Lansing won’t let a few little
cockroaches get under his skin.

Onc interesting aspect about this,”
notes Terence Winkless, director
of Concorde Pictures’ current release The
Nest, “is that, as far as people in impor-
tant positions, there were a lot of firsts. It
had a first-time director, a first-time
director of photography, a first-time
special effects guy, a first-time composer
and, I believe, a first-time writer. That
means that everybody worked real hard,
because everybody had a chance to
prove what he could do.”

The result is yet another first: the first
solid, quality horror film from Con-
corde, which usually turns out campy
cheapies like Munchies and Chopping Mall.
Not only is it gut-level effective, but it
sports a surprisingly slick, polished look
for its budget of less than $1 million.

Based on a novel by Eli Cantor
(published under the pseudonym
Gregory A. Douglas), The Nest is set on a
resort island called North Port, where
the locals have what E.G. Marshall
would call “this bug problem.” The
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One
Director

Flew Over

By MICHAEL GINGOLD

“I was constantly shouting,
‘More bugs! More bugs!’ Of course,
there were never enough bugs.”

-

Looks like Creepshow wasn't the last word on cockroach movies.

native roaches have become especially
feisty lately, feeding on books in the
library and meat in the market, then
starting to turn on animals and finally
humans. It seems that Mayor Johnson
(Robert Lansing of Empire of the Ants)
made a deal with a scientific research
company called INTEC to conduct ex-
periments on the island, one of which in-
volved the creation of a mutant
cockroach that would devour members

of its own species. Instead, of course, the
bugs have turned into flesh-eating
ravenous killers.

What attracted Winkless to Robert
King’s screenplay, however, was not the
horror as much as the story’s potential
for humor. “What I liked about the script
was the fact that you could do some com-
edy with it,” he explains. “If you try to
take the bugs completely seriously,
you're going to fall on your face. I think




the movie bears that out. Life gets really
absurd sometimes, and what better way
to talk about how absurd it is than when
the fat lady is lying in bed and the bugs
are crawling down her cast? You can't
take it seriously; it would never be true
horror like Halloween or ALIEN, but it
could be sort of comic horror.”

The movie’s best comic achievemnent is
the character of Homer (Stephen
Davies), the island’s resident exter-
minator, who prefers to be called a “pest
control agent” and is barely fazed by the
horrific goings-on around him. “Osten-

sibly, the hero of the piece is the sheriff
[Franc Luz, who originated the part of

Orin the dentist in Off-Broadway’s Luttle
Shop of Horrors], but I've always been sort
of a closet anarchist, so my hero in the
movie is Homer. He’s really the guy who
winds up saving the island.” Winkless
reserves special praise for Davies, an old
friend he fought Concorde to use. “He’s a
brilliant actor,” raves the director. “One
of these days he’s going to be a big star.”

Winkless first met Davies through
fellow USC film school alumhus John
(The Razor’s Edge) Byrum, who wasn't the
only classmate of his to become well-
known; John Carpenter, Dan O’Bannon
and Nick Castle attended the school at
the same time. Prior to working behind
the camera, Winkless' first professional
Jjob was as an actor of sorts, playing the
gorilla in the kids' TV show The Banana
Splits. He went on to become a script-
writer, his best-known credit undoubted-
ly the one he shares with John Sayles for
the screenplay adaptation of Gary
Brandner’s The Howling.

According to Winkless, though, this

work was not collaborative; he has never

The roaches add human flesh to their well-
balanced diet.

actually met Sayles. “I worked only with
Joe Dante and [producer] Mike Finnell,”
Winkless recalls. “They had bought the
book, and all they kept was the title.
They threw out the book, and we started
from scratch. I did my draft, and then

they had Sayles do another draft after

me. | admire his work—and I hope he

Dr. Hubbard (Terri Treas) gets acquainted

™\,

with the queen monster roach.

admires mine!”

Winkless had been in constant contact
with Concorde president Roger Corman
since then, and his agent was a friend of
Corman’s wife Julie, who produced The
Nest. When said agent found out that the

(continued on page 64)
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GHOST FLIGHT

By D.W. TAYLOR

t started off normally enough. We'd just
finished the preflight spiel that nobody
but kids, first-timers,and very bored peo-
ple listen to, and were buckling into our
own seats for the take-off roll.

“Florida, here we come,” sighed Jack,
our crew’s required good-looking male. “I don’t know
about ‘youse’ guys, but New Jersey makes me ner-
vous.”

The Miami-Newark-Miami run was no one's
favorite. Something about all those vacationers and
retirees made you long for a cabin full of quiet,
undemanding, easy-to-please businessmen with their
heads buried in the Wall Street Journal.

| had a different problem though, and it didn't have
anything to do with scenic New Jersey: | was scared.
Frightened as hell. Each flight had become an exer-
cise in mind over anti-perspirant. Without valium I'd
be unemployed, which meant that my 10-year-old
Bobby would have to get a job because | sure hadn't
seen a penny from that whiskered jerk he called
“father” since the divorce a year ago.

| used to picture him rotting away in one of the
hotel beds he preferred over ours. One of my favorite
fantasies was watching his face as the doctor told
him what he'd caught from sleeping with every stew
on his flights. Rough stuff, | know. And the sad part
is, | was even considering calling him, or, God forbid,
my parents, for help in case | had to quit.

But | was trying to hold on, telling myself that |
wasn'’t going crazy, that it was all because of this one
flight, and now that my request for a transfer had
been approved, I'd be all right. | had had to be all
right. Bobby and my self-respect, about the only wor-
thwhile things | got out of the settlement, didn’t give
me any other choice.

Something was happening on this plane that |
didn’t understand, that was beyond my control or
anyone else’'s. And beneath it all was a single
memory, a fresh, vivid, you-can-never-stop-thinking-
about-it memory of what had put me here in the first
place. Lately | had begun to think that memory owned
me, more even than | owned myself.

“How'd ya do on the dinner?” asked Leah, our
crew’s standard-issue former cheerleader and beauty
contestant. | suppose | played the non-threatening,
middle-aged mother type. You know, the one
passengers say, “Would you get me a blanket,
please, Ma’am"” to instead of “please, Miss.”

“It'll be close but | think we've got plenty,” | said,
“unless somebody extra snuck on board.”

“Hey, Sue, | almost forgot—your transfer. This
might be your last run with us, huh?”

| nodded to Jack without speaking as Captain
DeBellis lifted the nose up. Anybody who flies much
knows that takeoff and landing are the two critical
times. Pilots call it “transition.” If anything was going
to happen, it'd probably be then. And no matter how
many times you've flown, you still respect those two
moments.

Especially at night. Two months ago, this same
flight, 419, was on final approach to Miami when it
dropped off the ground controller's scope. Rescue
crews found the plane an hour later, crumpled and
burning in the Everglades. The accident report said
the crew had put the plane on autopilot while they
checked out a problem with the nose gear. They got
so involved that they never noticed the altimeter
dropping—until it was too late. The last words on the
cockpit recorder were Captain Mike Tenrick's when
he glanced up and saw the black swamp rushing into
his windshield. He said, “Hey, what's happenin’
here?” A heartbeat later, the swamp was ablaze with
burning jet fuel, debris—and bodies.

escue crews found the

R@plz}:ne an hour later,
crumpled and burning
in the Everglades.

That was the memory that wouldn’t go away. There
had been times since working this flight that | saw
every detail of that night in my mind, as if | had been
there, as if someone were giving me the images, tell-
ing me the story so that | could know it and never
forget it, as if they were trying to burn it into my mind
like a brand on a cow’s behind. Why me?

| remember the first time it happened. It was only
two days after the accident and my first time working
Flight 419. | was in the galley moving dinner trays
from the warmer to the aisle cart. At first | felt just a
chill, a shy sort of draft that you get sometimes at
altitude. But this was colder. Then | felt it crawling all
over me, like someone’s cold hands, and realized that
| was paralyzed.

The plane dropped suddenly under me, my
stomach came up in my mouth, and in my mind |
could hear the screams of the passengers, could see
them starting to panic, grabbing for the seat backs,
diving into the aisle. The fear that is at the back of
every passenger's mind had finally come true. It was
real—we were going down. We were all going to die.

And | screamed.
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| held to the sides of the galley and screamed. |
screamed for the burning bodies that | saw, | scream-
ed for the children cut to pieces by the twisted metal,
| screamed for the mangled crew who were my
friends, and, most of all, for the families who would
have to see in their minds, over and over for the rest
of their lives, the last moments of agony and terror for
their loved ones as the plane dove into that stinking
swamp.

And then the voice filled my head like wind
breathing in your ears: Don’t let it happen again.

That’s when Jack rushed into the galley just in
time to keep me from falling facefirst into the aisle.
All the time he was sitting me down, he said | kept
mumbling something about, ‘‘Brakes, no
brakes. . .can’t happen again.” | don’t remember.

But after | got calmed down, popped a few pills,
agreed with everyone that divorce is indeed a ride
through hell, and Leah had sworn never, under any
circumstances, to make my mistake of marrying an
airline pilot, | begged the co-captain, who'd come
back to see about me, to please check the plane’s
brake system. | knew something was wrong. | felt it
like I'd never felt anything before. He started to smile
condescendingly, but then saw my face—the fear,
the belief. He frowned instead and said, “OK, Sue,
sure. | promise.”

Forty-five minutes later he came back and
whispered for me to meet him in the galley. “How did
you know?” he asked. Now it was his turn to look
scared.

“What's wrong? Is it bad?” | can’t describe the
feeling | had. It was terror and relief all mixed
together.

The co-pilot explained that they had checked the
hydraulic system down below. The cockpit sensors
hadn't picked up the loss of pressure that would've
meant brake failure when we tried to land. They bled
the line and restored pressure. My moment of
hysteria, he said, had probably just saved the lives of
everyone on board. “Sue, how did you know?” he ask-
ed again.

| just shook my head and cried. | couldn’t tell him

that it wasn't me. | couldn’t tell him that we weren’t
the only crew still left on this flight. Most of all, |
couldn’t admit that one of them had held me in its
cold arm

o, when Jack asked me about my
transfer as the plane lifted off for what |
hoped was my last time aboard Flight
419, there was a lot more to my simple
nod than an affirmation. | was relieved,
but | was scared, too—scared of taking
off, of the things | had seen and heard on Flight 419
that nobody else had. But relieved that it would soon
be over.

Captain DeBellis rang the chime. Leah, Jack and |
unbuckled and headed for our stations. This was our
busiest time: double-checking the manifest, serving
cocktails, getting blankets and, every stew’s favorite,
emptying air sick bags. One prerequisite of my status
as a “Ma’am” was that | got the manifest.

| was halfway down the starboard side when | saw
him. He had on the uniform of a Northeastern pilot.
No name-tag. | gave him one of my confidential,
you're-one-of-us smiles and said, “Good afternoon,
Captain. | don't seem to have you on the manifest.”

He said nothing, just kept staring straight ahead.

| bent closer to him, trying to speak distinctly over
the roar of the engines. “Excuse me, may | have your
name, please?”

He turned his head to me slowly, like in a
nightmare. He had that off-center stare of blind peo-
ple. And no expression. His face was utterly lifeless
and still. Then he slowly turned to face the front of
the plane again.

| just stood there, that same feeling of terror start-
ing to crawl all over me again. | tried to move. My
heart pounded in my ears. Finally | turned away and
began walking down the aisle. | wanted so much to
run, had to force myself to take one step at a time,
not to look at any passenger. | couldn’t stand
anymore, | couldn’t face this again, not by myself.

Jack and Leah were in tourist, hustling soft drinks
and liquor from the cart. Jack was nearest. As | walk-
ed up to him, a voice from some obscure part of my

'Horror, Taylor-made

. -’
D.W. Taylor takes us on a “Ghost Flight.”

Somewhm in America
dwells an English teacher
of the sort we all used to im-
agine we'd find, someday: en-
thusiastic and real, young and
dynamic, eager to share the
neat things he has read and
gifted at doing so entertaining-
ly. A big brother, really, but
not of the oppressive Orwellian
variety. Caring, smiley, full of
facts but no show-off. The type
who doesn't believe for a second
that reading isn’t meant to be
fun, fulfilling, wonderful and
exciting.

D.W. Taylor fits that
description well. He taught a

course in horror fiction to a
class at Moravian College in
Pennsylvania and brought a
gaggle of horror writers and
editors to rap with his class. He
pens a knowledgeable column
about horror for Horrorstruck
magazine and writes uniquely
haunting stories — just like the
spooky yarn we are particularly
pleased to present in this second
issue of GOREZONE.

Scarcely into his writing
career but already accepted for
publication by Grue and
England’s prestigious Fantasy
Tales, David Taylor is on the
sunswept side of 35, wed to the

lovely Diane (who crafts
children’s stories), and is one of
the first four writers I asked to
write for my hardcover
anthology-in-progress Masques
111, bound for release by St.
Martin’s Press.

Grab a handful of courage
and a deep breath. Fasten your
seat belts, but not too snugly.
Locate your stomach distress
bag immediately and turn your
head that way, please. Ask the
stewardess if she has a little tod-
dy for the body. And rediscover
prayer; it comes in handy when

. you board the “Ghost Flight.”

— J.N. Williamson
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mind, a last outpost of sanity, said, “Don’t let the
passengers see.” | still don’'t know whose voice that
was. When | opened my mouth | had no idea what
was going to come out—words or a scream.

“Jack.” | took his arm. “Please, come here for a se-
cond.”

| must’'ve done a pretty good job of covering up
because he hardly looked up as he said, “What’s up,
Sue?”

ut I was trying to hold on,
Btelling myself that I wasn’t
going crazy. . .

“In first class,” | said. “A man. He’s just sitting
there and he won't talk and he's not on the manifest. |
just don't know."”

Jack shook his head. “Where do these dildoes
come from, huh? They always think they can walk all
over a woman. Let’s go take a look. Handle this for a
second, huh, Leah?” She smiled, automatically.

Back in first class, the man was still totally im-
mobile, sold as ice.

“Howdy, Captain,” Jack said as he leaned over to
him. “Didn’t know they let employees in first class.
Must be good buddies with ex-astronauts, huh?”

Nothing. Not a budge. You couldn’t even see him
breathing. A few passengers, tourists probably, turn-
ed and stared. Youcouldseeit in their eyes : Psycho?
Hijacker? After all, this was a flight to Miami. The
businessmen didn’t even look up, of course.

Jack shook his head, gave his patented “oh-God-
why-us-today” look, and tried again. “Look, Captain, |
don’t know what the game is, but you've got to iden-
tify yourself. OK?”

Still nothing.

“Sir, please.”

Only the sound of the wind and the engines.

“Last chance, partner, or I'm reporting you to the
Captain.”

This time the man did his slow turn, stared at and
through Jack, then slowly nodded his head up and
down.

Jack said, “God, he's stoned out of his gourd.
Watch him, Sue, I'm gonna get (continued on page 64)
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Actor Nate Davis steels himself for fac:’

recontouring.
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The finishg duet: eight rubber pieces,

Part One contact len entures, paint and wig. If

you see an ¢ on these appliances, there's
something wrong with you.

w e were completing our My Demon .
Lover press kit when producer

Eight delicate foam latex pieces and a little
dynamic digital dexterity begin the
transformation.

Once the appliances are deemed secure and
properly blended, a base coat of paint islaid
down and details like liver spots and veins
laid in. “Invisible” John Caglione adds the
wig, and we're almost home free.

Barry Bernardi called. Poltergeist I1T was
on the tarmac and preparing for takeoff.
Barry had been involved in many big FX
pictures — Starman, The Thing and Big
Trouble in Little China— so he knows more
than a little about the way things are.

We were enthusiastic and Fed-Exed
Barry a reply, which read in part:
“Hopefully, by the time you read this, we
will have received the script for Poltergeist
ITI. As you know, we are extremely in-
terested in this project, hence our
package. Enclosed find slides and photos
of some of our work, in particular The Cot-
ton Club, Year of the Dragon, The Hunger,
Amatyville Horror, Zelig, F/X, Quest For Fire,
Manhunter, Heartburn, Making Mr. Right,
My Demon Lover and, last but not least,
Starman. You will be interested in knowing
that we have opened a new makeup facili-
ty, the first of its kind in the East. No more
basements for us. At any rate, we are at
your service, and will be back to you with
our proposal . ..”

Poltergeist had become a true “repeating
phantasm,” and even with three hash
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Drexler puts the finishing touches on one of three Kane stunt masks.

marks, it was a prize. We could taste 1,
but it was a long shot. We were not the on-
ly lab bidding for this jewel.

Dick Smith was not interested in get-
ting bogged down in a logistical
nightmare, but he could feel how much
we wanted the job. “I usually don’t do
this,” he noted, “but for you guys, I will
make an exception ..." My jaw went
slack and John’s brain melted — Dick
volunteered himself as consultant!
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Dick Smith lent the weight of his
reputation to our endeavor. He bonded
our performance, he gave us equity. We
got the job. Barry Bernardi knew that
hurting Dick’s reputation was an idea
worse than death to us. This is not to say
that we never went overboard or
overstepped our bounds; we did. Several
times. And this is not to say that Dick
didn’t have any headaches while working

on Poltergeist 111 he did. Several of 'em.

Dick Smith’s horrific apparition gets no
explanation until next issue.

There are certain key elements that I
will not divulge until next issue. Since we
are in the business of entertainment, it is
self-defeating to give away too much
before the film's release. Many of the FX
and makeups we devised for the film
deserve an element of surprise. I know that
you will enjoy them more if you are un-
suspecting.

Dick contributed mightily to the art-
work on the job. If he was intrigued by a
particular aspect of something, he was
free to jump in. The final transfigurations
of Carol Anne grabbed his imagination. It
was a concept that had seemed un-
workable in the past. Dick’s own assess-
ment was, “Impossible, it ends up looking
ludicrous.”

The more Dick pondered the idea, the
more intrigued he became with solving
the problem. He asked John and me to
knock out a few of Carol Anne’s life masks
in hydrocal, so he could spend a couple of
days experimenting. Two days later, we
were standing in Dick’s dining room with
a half dozen approaches spread across the
table. Taking depth measurements of the
clay, he got that glint in his eye, and we
knew we were on to something. Suffice to
say that there is a unique twist here. In my
opinion, the final stages of Carol Anne are
a prosthetic landmark. Dick Smith strikes
again!



In Poltergeist 111, Kane is portrayed by
grand Chicagoan Nate Davis. As you
may recall, Kane was originally played by
the late, great Julian Beck. Director Gary
Sherman requested that the makeup
department bring Nate two steps closer to
the ghoulish presence felt in the second
film. It would be the task of Dick Smith
and John Caglione to prosthetically im-
plement these wishes. Dick blocked out
his concept for Kane, handing off to
Caglione, who ran deep. Refining and
finishing the sculptures, Caglione, with
the aid of Drexler, passed the molds.
Other team plays included designing
lenses with Alice Kaye, creating dentures
with Dr. David Selby and hair-work by
the famous Bob Kelly.

To complicate things, MGM moved
Kane’s first appearance up on the
shooting schedule. In a mere 10 days, the
entire makeup was assembled and John
Caglione and I were winging our way to
the Windy City, eight delicate foam latex
appliances in hand.

We are proud to have assembled one of
the most unique and talented of makeup
teams. Allow me to interject here — the
word that bears repeating is “makeup.”
The major players on this team are bona
fide makeup men. They made their bones in
the business doing live television, as well
as projects showcasing performers in pro-
sthetic makeups that the audience was not
aware of.

You could do a weekly T'V series where
at the start of each episode, The Dick Smith
Monster Makeup Handbook falls into the
possession of some new unsuspecting
youth who, like Popeye downing a can of
spinach, becomes imbued with some sort
of superhuman power. Kevin Haney was
no exception, a kid from Cincinatti who,
while attending Ohio State, did too much
makeup and not enough schoolwork. The
counselor gave young Kevin an
ultimatum: college or makeup. Kevin did
what any self-respecting possessed person
would do— he quit Ohio State and made
makeup everything, working local theater
groups.

His turning point was a play called
Tecumseh!, a dramatic presentation with
half a dozen full prosthetic character
makeups. Soon, Kevin would be on his
way to New York, summoned by the
master to work on Altered States. Some of
his subsequent credits include The Hunger,
The Believers and LBJ: Lyndon_fohnson on
PBS, an incredible makeup. Kevin
Haney is a foremost “Invisible,”
strumental in the completion of Poltergeist
II1. He built the ice suit and designed the
first three stages of Carol Anne. Kevin

in-
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Everyone is wearing them in Paris this year. Fashion fiend Kevin Haney models part of

his ice suit for Poltergeist Ill.
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You know, it just wouldn’t be right to not
have at least one bloody shot in a
GOREZONE column. Here's John
Caglione after being shot in the head by ter-
rorists in a simulated skyjacking. Happy?

Haney and Stephan Dupuis were the key
men on the set, a unique and winning
team.

I love watching Stephan Dupuis and
John Caglione together; there is an
ease that only years of friendship in the
trenches can achieve. “I remember
Stephan drawing Donald Duck and
Mickey Mouse with the ease of a Disney
animator,” recalls John. “But it was the
three-dimensional aspects of makeup that
appealed to him. We met on Scanners, and
it was Stephan who hired me on Quest For
Fire. 1 took a leave of absence from NBC
to go to Canada, and it changed my life.
Stephan and I were both very young and
learning. An average day was 10:00 a.m.
to 2:00 a.m. It was like Planet of the Apes.”

Stephan is a globe-trotter and has
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Maestro Dick Smith evaluates Nate's life
mask as Doug Drexler looks on.

PP\ he final stages of

L Carol Anne are a
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Dick Smith strikes

worked with everyone. Titles like Enemy
Mine and RoboCop fill out his resume. Last
year, the Academy of Motion Picture
Arts and Sciences honored Stephan with
an Oscar for his work with Chris Walas on
The Fly. Recently, Chris and Stephan
honored John by inviting him to co-
design The Fly 2, Unfortunately, due to
prior commitments, John can’t make the
gig, but what a rush!

On Poltergeist I11, Stephan made sure
that Kane always looked his ghoulish best,
thanks to eight invisible rubber pieces.
Makeups like this are few and far be-
tween; on horror films, directors usually
look for a pizza with all the control rods
pulled.

Key lab people included George Engle,
whose fine arts sensibilities and expert
moldmaking helped keep the job.on
course. He earned credits on Altered States,
My Demon Lover and Starman. Next, An-
thony Fredrickson, lab manager of the
East Coast’s first makeup facility, kept
things running smoothly during produc-



That madcap maven of prosthetic
malevolence, Stephan Dupuis, adds just a
touch of ghoulishness.

tion of Pottergeist III. He used his own guts
to grease the treads of our tanks, just as he
did on My Demon Lover and Making Mr.
Right. Finally, Donna Drexler beat the big
bad foam latex monster, whipping it into
submission. I have never seen anyone con-
sistently run excellent foam latex like
Donna; she is the true “Foam Fatale.”
Obviously, our goal was to do the best
job possible within the time and money
restraints. But our true dream was to see
Dick Smith involved with a big FX pic-
ture without experiencing the headaches
normally associated with such endeavors.
John would deal with the studio, taking
the lumps, standing like David with sling
in hand, and I would act as job foreman,
tackling the logistics of Poltergeist I11.

A survey of our responsibilities reveal-
ed a wiring trunk of alarming propor-
tions— more than 26 different FX, in-
cluding five stages of prosthetic makeup
for little Carol Anne. Along with coor-
dinating this morass of prosthetic
pandemonium came the task of organiz-
ing the schedules, selecting methods,
ordering materials, supervising and per-
forming moldmaking responsibilities and
spearheading research and development.

And then the real problems started:

1.) Where were the people to be cast for
arm appliances, weren’t they promised to
us last week?

2.) We were still waiting for Kip Wentz. If
the producers were really interested in this
ice suit, they'd better beat feet.

3.) If Heather O'Rourke was to play only
the first two stages of the proposed
transformation, who would be the other
three? Some decisions have to be made by
the big guys, and it was imperative to have
this person yesterday. How were we to
design this character without the face it’s
going to be built on?

4.) What happened to the concepts we
were supposed to get?

5.) Makeup tests are not practical
anymore. We were talking a matter of
weeks here.

This list represented a fraction of our
problems. Every day, the work plan had
to be rescrutinized with an eye on actual
progress. This included balancing
schedule changes on the set with the reali-
ty of lab position. Sometimes the produc-
tion would get ahead of itself, and when
the studio moves too fast, it’s essential to
have someone who is aggressive and pro-

jects a strong presence. John is a master of
such situations and cannot be bullied, Itis
due to his tenacity and integrity that the

job gets done. We never promised
anything we could not deliver. You think
that’s only common sense? Ha! It is a rare
commodity in all walks of life, especially
so in the motion picture industry. Our
adherence to this rule brought the
makeup FX of Poltergeist LIl in on time and
on budget. And that, boys and ghouls, is
the bottom line.

fully, we've just whetted your ap-
ithout spoiling your enjoyment of
.. Now go see Poltergeist Il1, come
issue, and we dissect. Be Lhercz.
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r one that gets no explanatidn
issue! It's bizarre, trust us.

“o, you
can’'t be
Freddy
Krueger...

.but you can come close with this
outrageous full-head mask from Don
Post Studios! Safe, well-constructed

latex Freddy head, plus durable separate
hat—so lifelike, you'll be the man of
everyone's dreams! Only $37.99
plus postage.
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posters for sale. Send $2.00 for small but sleazy
catalog. THE POSTER PIT, RD #3, Box 195,
Catawissa, PA 17820.

¢ Movie
P(l)\gters

1950s-80s. ALL CURRENT
TITLES. Scrlpll. Stills & More.
Visa/Mc -48 HOUR SERVICE

904-373-7202. Catalog %2.95...,
(Suite 30301 1105 N Maia St Gainesvilie, FL 32601
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For GOREZONE #4—in our offices by July 18, 1988
BASIC RATE: $5.00 per line (limit: 45 characters per line) MINIMUM—THREE

LINES. Punctuation symbols and spaces count as characters.

ONLY!)

HEADLINE: First line only—Word(s) of your choice (underline them) will be
printed in BOLD CAPS.

CATEGORY: Please be sure to indicate the category you want to be listed
under.

PAYMENT: Cash, check or money order must accompany ad order.
(checks payable to O'Quinn Studios, Inc.)

MAIL TO: GOREZONE Magazine, Classified 475 Park Avenue South,

Books, Catalog $1.50. TV Guide Catalog 1951-1987
?;11\(50 olagward Rogofsky, Box GZ107, Glen Oaks,
11

massacre

$40 per column inch (Camera-Ready

PUBLICATIONS

START YOUR OWN MASK-MAKING CO.! Only
$19.95 for manual, from David Ayres Special Make-
Up Studio, 204 N. Fraser Dr., E., Mesa, AZ., 85203.
More info, send SASE.

BRAIN DAMAGE—THE NOVEL: Critically praised
novelization by former Fango editor Bob Martin.
Copies still available, but % ing fast. For current
price info, send S.A.S.E. to: Broslin Press, P.O. Box
1711, Hoboken, NJ 07030.

O0’GORE PRODUCTIONSaa |

Specialist in Low Budget Horro,

A High Production Look
For A Low Production Cost

Several Screen Plays
Ready For Production
Currently Looking for Inve

Our Staff Includes: SPECIAL F/X MASTER
DIRECTOR MAKEUP ARTIST
SCREENWRITER CINEMATOGRAPHER

Call (201) 785-4494
ée: 530 Riverside Drive
| Wayne, N.J. 07470
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THE THRILL KILLERS

LADY REVIEW

(continued from page 26)

Haas. I was relieved every time he
covered his painfully innocent face (and
oversized eyes and ears) with a Halloween
vampire mask that looked kinda like
Grandpa Munster.

Lady in Whate takes place in 1962 in the
small town of Willow Point (mostly shot
around Rochester again). Haas, as
Frankie, lives with his older brother, self-
employed father and old world Italian
grandparents. An unseen, grown-up
Frankie (now a Stephen King substitute)
narrates his childhood adventures. Over
the years, 10 kids had been murdered in
this town. The ghost of the first victim (a
little girl) haunts the elementary school
coatroom, her dead mom wanders
around looking for her, her aunt is con-
sidered a local nut case, and the unknown
serial killer is ready to make Frankie #11.
I may have mixed up the facts a little; I
think it might help if I was Catholic.

As in Fear No Ewil, literal good (angels)
triumphs over evil, but this time the
angels are ghosts, too. The murder
mystery part is interesting and Lal.oggia
has picked a great film (and book) to bor-
row ideas from— 7o Kill a Mockingbird.
Lady in White has excellent period detail,
gorgeous cinematography, and seems like
a very sincere effort to make a positive
fantasy film, with fine FX by Gene War-
ren Jr., Ernest Farino and Image
Engineering, Inc. Even though Frankie
builds Aurora monster models and tapes

' up pages of Monsters to Laugh With

magazines on his bedroom walls, I doubt
if horror fans will be able to stomach this
movie. The adult characters cry — often.
Lady in White might be better appreciated
by your mom or little brothers and sisters.

The best known actor here is Alex ( The
Godfather) Rocco as the dad, which is
disappointing in light of his past roles in
less uplifting movies— his first credit was
in Russ Meyer's great but out of circula-
tion Motor Psycho. You can also catch Alex
in Blood Mania, the killer snake opus
Stanley, the rapist ghost story The Entity
and the recent Return to Horror High. My
favorite member of the cast is Katherine
Helmond. If you've ever seen her on Soap
or in Brazil, you know how funny she can
be; she’s completely wasted here as the
nearly catatonic aunt.

I still hope LaL.oggia makes more
movies, but maybe he could use a little
outside help with his next script. o
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JASON

(continued from page 21)

one guy’s head was real good,” he en-
thuses with a laugh. “That’s all Tll say
about that. Then there’s another guy
who’s out in the woods carrying an
armload of wood, and all of a sudden he
ends up with a third arm. And watch for
the party horn—there’s a plastic party
horn in the film, and an interesting way
of inserting it into someone’s head. I also
use a gasoline-powered garden tool in a
unique way. There are so many of 'em; I
always like working with MMI because
they’re real good at what they do.”

One of the death scenes, Hodder
reveals, ended up the way it did by acci-
dent rather than by design. “There was
one of the kills in which I take a girl in
her sleeping bag and slam her against a
tree. We had a dummy in the sleeping
bag for some of the shots, and then,
when we were going to have blood start
seeping through the bag, we put a dif-
ferent dummy in there with blood on it,
so that when I started hitting the tree, the
blood would start coming through the
sleeping bag. I didn’t realize, nor did
anyone else, that the extra stuff inside
and the way the blood settles in the end
of the bag would make it weigh twice as
much. I was used to slamming this cer-
tain weight powerfully against the tree,
and then all of a sudden I pick this thing
up and it feels like a real person, and I
couldn’t wield it very well. I was off-
balance and trying to look powerful,
slamming this thing and getting
frustrated at the same time. I ended up
getting really frustrated and slamming the
thing down on the ground and kicking it,
Just because I was mad that it wasn't
working the way it was supposed to.
That's the shot they ended up using. It
looks so angry because I actually was.”

In addition to the crew at MMI, co-
star Lar Park Lincoln gets especially
high marks from Hodder. “She just did a
great job,” he maintains. “Her character
is constantly hysterical, and that’s hard to
keep up. But she did it real well. She is
going to get some good response to this.”

And what about Hodder himself?
Perhaps his portrayal of Jason will lead
the stuntman to other acting parts as
well? It's possible that it could even lead
him to something that has never happen-
ed before: an assignment as Jason in the
next Friday the 13th, making him the first
actor to ever repeat the role. Would
Hodder be interested?

“You bet,” he smiles.
would.”

&4 GOREZONE #2

“You bet I

NEST

(continued from page 51)

Cormans needed a director for the
buggy saga, he advised Winkless to go
for it, and Winkless found himself attain-
ing every scriptwriter’s dream: directing
his first feature. He describes the ex-
perience as “my greatest fantasy and my
worst nightmare. The scariest thing
about it was that, to a certain extent, I
could predict what the actors would do,
what the cameraman would do and what
the editors would do, but you couldn’t at
all predict what the bugs were going to
do. For a first-time director, having this
great unknown factor was a thrill.

“Actually, that was more humorous
than anything else,” Winkless continues.
“I was constantly shouting, ‘More bugs!
More bugs!” Of course, there were never
enough bugs, and they were always
escaping. I kept stooping down and pick-
ing them up, and I'd get pissed off finally
and start stepping on them because I was
angry that they were getting away. Then
I would stop and think, ‘My God, I’m
stepping on my stars!’ ”

As the movie’s roaches continue to
mutate, they begin to genetically com-
bine with the creatures they eat,
resulting in a number of grotesque
hybrids. FX man Cary Howe was
responsible for creating the monsters, in-
cludinga feline roach creature and a man
transformed into a humanoid insect.
There’s also a giant roach/human
“queen” that is faced down by the sheriff
and the mayor’s daughter (Phobia’s Lisa
Langlois) in the finale.

Originally, this last monster was to
have lurked in the shadows, but
Winkless found Howe's work impressive
enough to bring it out into the light.
“Cary had put an arm on it that would
move, and the producers said, ‘Gee,
that’s terrific, can you put another arm
there, and there, and over there?” So
they kept adding appendages. It was all
for the same money, so Cary had his
work cut out for him. But it worked out
great.”

The Nest is currently creeping across
the country in regional release; it should
hit California in early or mid-May. In
the meantime, Winkless is busy develop-
ing other projects at Concorde, in-
cluding a script he’s writing for Davies.
He's also working on another screenplay
that he prefers not to discuss: “I don't
think it should be in print till I write it.”
Whatever Winkless' next release, The
Nest will starid’ as a most efficient debut
into the world of horror filmmaking. @

FICTION

(continued from page 55)

Captain DeBellis.”

A couple of businessmen snickered,
still  without looking up from theu‘
calculators and magazines. One
salesman-type in head-to-toe polyester
said out of the side of his mouth to the
guy next to him, but just loud enough so
I could hear it, “He must be on autopilot .”
Snicker, snicker. It was another great
day for Northeastern’s plummeting
reputation, but I really didn't give a
damn.

The flight deck door opened and Cap-
tain DeBellis started making his way
down the aisle, smiling and greeting
everyone. When one old lady asked him
if something was wgong, he gave his
good ol’ boy grin and added, “Nope, just
seeing how you folks are gettin’ along.”

The grin was gone by the time he got
back to me. “Where’s our mystery guest,
Sue?”

I nodded down to the seat. Captain
DeBellis began to lean over, then he
froze. I've never seen the color drain
from a man’s face like that— instan-
taneously. “My God, it can’t be,” he said,
his voice barely under control. “I’s Mike
Tenrick.”

And then, in an instant that is seared
forever into my mind, the thing that was
sitting there looked up at the captain and
began to mouth one word, slowly,
soundlessly, over and over, Fire. Fire.
Fire.

Then he was gone. Vanished. The
only thing left was a hollow of coldness in
a seat that looked very, very empty. We
all just stared. Even the businessmen this
time.

It was only about 20 minutes after
that, Captain DeBellis told us later, that
the starboard engine began overheating.
He shut it down quickly before anything
could happen. None of the passengers
even knew about it. He said the crew
had been able to act so quickly for one
reason only: They had been sitting there
watching the temperatures gauges,
prepared for it to happen.

It was clear that the lost crew of 419
was never going to let another accident
occur on their flight. It was also clear
that they weren't communicating with
just me anymore.

That night in the lounge, after Cap-
tain DeBellis told us what had happened
with the engines, Jack said kiddingly,
“So, Sue, you can’t leave us now. We've
got the safest flight in the skies!”

Nobody laughed. I took my transfer.
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Relive your favorite films

OFFICIAL POSTER MAGAZINES contain 10
foldout posters, each measuring 16" x’' 22"-plus
complete stories of the films, biographies of the stars
and rare photos!
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OFFICIAL MOVIE MAGAZINES are
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or photos! 64 pages!

SPECIAL COMBO BOOK PACKAGE! 48 pages of
stories-plus 8 giant posters! All color! A super value!
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