
THE ACCIDENTAL 
FEMINISM  

OF ELI ROTH

Mascara & Machetes
Issue #2    June 2018

Fatal 
Femmes

The Homicidal 
Homemaker

Queer Horror 
Couples

Women in 
Caskets

CANADIAN TAX 
SHELTER TERROR

FROM SLASHERS  
TO SERIAL  KILLERS

RECLAIMING 
FINAL GIRL 
FEMININITY

The Gender Politics of Getting Out Alive



June 8TH - 9TH at The Royal Cinema in Toronto   |   torontotruecrimefilmfestival.com



Thank you to our generous sponsors.

Platinum

Silver

And our awesome Indiegogo backers.
Shannon Conaty-Garofalo - Carly Benz - Monica Martinson - Ariel Fisher - Mike Rogers

Shannon Knox - Kelly Gredner - Sean Leonard - Serena Whitney - Timea Quon
Amy Bowman - Ryan Couldrey - Alison Lang - Shannon Cooper - Gonzalo Hernandez

Paul Farrell - Michael Brooks - Alex Gilman-Smith - Joshua Massre - Lloyd Wasser
Mimi Fox - Dave Kuzyk - FANGORIA - Paul Corupe - Jacob Trussell

Staff

Executive Editor
Creative Director
Valeska Griffiths

Copy Editor 
Promotions Manager

Joe Lipsett

Staff Writers
Alejandra Gonzalez

Joe Lipsett
Suri Parmar

CC Stapleton

Contributors

Alexandra West
Alex Landers
Ali Chappell

Chris Vander Kaay
Elizabeth Grice
Emily von Seele

Joshua Cross
Kathleen Fernandez

Katrina Roberts
Rayna Slobodian
Shannon Walsh

Vincent Bec
Zack Long

Cover Art
“Red Series: Untitled I” 

by CC Stapleton

Grim Magazine is a production 
of Anatomy of a Scream

www.anatomyofascream.com
Twitter & Instagram: @aoas_xx

Twitter: @thisisgrimmag

Special Thank You
Barbara Griffiths
Barton Mothersill

Mike Rogers
Monica Martinson

Dave Kuzyk

Original background textures 
by Vecteezy.com

Grim Magazine #2
All rights reserved

Son of the Slasher   How the Backlash Against Slasher Films Created 
the Serial Killer Thrillers of the 1990s
by Kathleen Killian Fernanzdez & Chris Vander Kaay

Dressed to Kill   Reclaiming & Celebrating the Final Girl’s Femininity
by Elizabeth Grice

Sympathy for the She-Devils  Alice Sweet Alice & 70s Female Killers
by Shannon Walsh

Slash Her  The Female Killer in Film
by Alexandra West

In Defence of That Kiss  The Queer Love Story at the Heart of 
Jennifer’s Body
by Valeska Griffiths

Homegrown Horror   The Case for Canadian Tax Shelter Slashers
by Joe Lipsett

A Whisper to a Scream  The ‘Coming Out’ of Freddy’s Revenge
by Joshua Cross

Intent v. Reception  The Ambiguous Queer Politics of Sleepaway Camp
by Alejandra Gonzalez

Body of Work  American Mary & The Art of Righteousness 
by CC Stapleton

Redefining Feminist Horror  Upholding a Progressive Standard 
by Vincent Bec

The Accidental Feminism of Eli Roth When the Monstrous-
Feminine Meets “That Guy”
by Alex Landers

5

8

10

13

15

19

21

23

25

29

39

June 2018     Issue #2

SlashFic: Killer Couples We Ship   15

(Trick or) Treat Yourself     35

In Hell’s Kitchen with Kaci Hansen   36

Nancy Thompson: Final Girl for a Modern Era  44

Fiction: Harry’s Friends     45
 
Invasion of the Pod People    47

Flesh and Fabric: The Eyes of Laura Mars  50

The Haunted Library     51

Dear Countess Valencia    52

Plus:



Welcome to the second issue of Grim magazine!

Ah, slashers. The subgenre that arguably defines the horror genre for many non-horror fans. The subgenre 
that brought us such iconic villains as Jason Voorhees, Freddy Krueger, and Michael Meyers, and introduced 
us to indomitable Final Girl heroines including Nancy Thompson, Laurie Strode, and Sidney Prescott (and 
Gale Weathers!) 

In this issue, we’ll be slicing open some of horror’s bloodiest offerings and taking a good hard look at their 
insides, from final girl fashion to tax shelter terrors, slasher slash-fic to fatal femmes. I’m so thrilled to be 
able to share the work of our incredible contributors!

Lastly, a huge thank you to all of the supporters who have made this issue possible: our platinum sponsor, 
Scriptophobic, the rest of our sponsors and advertisers, and our wonderful Indiegogo backers. We really 
couldn’t do it without you! 

Enjoy the issue!

Valeska Griffiths
@bitchcraftTO

Editor’s Note

“The Love Potion” by Evelyn de Morgan

Launch Party
February 22nd, 2018

Monarch Tavern, Toronto 

Photos: Brian FH Clement
@brianfhclement

brianclement.com
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Kathleen Killian Fernandez & Chris Vander Kaay are a husband and wife writing team who 
agree on almost everything except whether or not 28 Days Later should be considered a zombie 
movie. They’ve written award-winning short films, and their first feature film premiered on cable 
television in 2014. They’ve written online for Bloody Disgusting and Deseret News. After years 
devoted to interviews, podcasts, and articles in which they championed the idea that the horror 
film genre should be taken seriously, they hope the idea is finally catching on. You can follow them 
on twitter at @ckvanderkaay.

Katrina Roberts is a writer and horror enthusiast. She enjoys drinking jasmine bubble tea and 
drawing creepy things. You can find her on twitter @punslikepizza and visit her website at 
punslikepizza.com

Rayna Slobodian is an old goth who enjoys reveling in the darker side of life. Outside of working 
full-time, she spends her free time as a graduate student at York University. Her research topics 
have included outer space settlements, anti-aging, astronomers, death, immortality, and poverty. 
For fun, Rayna enjoys experimenting with her creative side through cosplay. She is also a songwriter 
and has released two albums. She plans to work on a new album following her master’s thesis, so 
keep an ear to the ground for that project.

Shannon Walsh is a lifelong cinephile and a recovering academic. She holds a Ph.D. in film studies 
and has taught various courses on gender and film. An avid runner (because of the zombie 
apocalypse, obviously), she’s currently working on a movie website, matineetomidnight.com, and 
on several scripts for horror shorts. Follow her on twitter @gingersosnaps for movie conversations 
and occasional dog photos.

Suri Parmar  If one were to describe Suri as the sum of three fictional characters, she’d be equal 
parts Joanna from The Female Man, Hazel from Seconds, and Adventure Time’s Marceline the 
Vampire Queen. She has written and directed award-winning short films that have screened all 
over the world, but is reluctant to describe herself as a filmmaker and identifies as a writer. She 
includes Angela Carter, Kelly Link, and the Wachowskis among her literary influences and is a 
diehard fan of America’s Next Top Model. Follow her on twitter and Instagram at @SOTEfilms. 

Valeska Griffiths is a Toronto-based freelance writer, zombie enthusiast, and Camp Arawak drop-
out who balances a passion for maple syrup with a love for blood. She is the creator and editor 
of anatomyofascream.com and the executive editor of Grim, and has written about genre film for 
Horrornews.net, Bitchstolemyremote.com, and Nightmare on Film Street. Valeska spends her time 
critiquing slasher films, watching makeup tutorials, and living deliciously. October is her natural 
habitat. Connect with her on twitter at @bitchcraftTO.

Vincent Bec is a queer horror enthusiast and fierce Saw franchise advocate. Every day when 
Vincent wakes up she asks herself “What would the Maries from the 1966 film Daisies do today?” 
It’s been a good life strategy so far. She recently graduated from North Carolina State University 
with degrees in psychology, media communication, and gender studies, and dreams of becoming 
a filmmaker, writer, and visual artist. Next on her agenda is getting into a film studies doctorate 
program in hopes of becoming an official expert in horror movies and queer cinema. Keep up with 
her on twitter at @slasherdaysaint. Be on the lookout for her upcoming project at @phallic_horror.

Zack Long is the editor-in-chief of Scriptophobic.com, a site dedicated to helping genre writers 
improve their craft. When he is able to pull himself away from writing, he serves as the primary 
creative vision behind Canadian film company, Billy’s Voice Productions, whose name makes 
reference to Bob Clark’s 1974 classic, Black Christmas. In his spare time he is a scholar of genre 
film history, a lover of cats, and a muppet of a man.

Alejandra Gonzalez  When she’s not passionately championing the work of Rob Zombie and 
her beloved Hobbit trilogy, Alejandra Gonzalez writes about movies over at FThisMovie.com and 
makes guest appearances on their podcast. She has also appeared in other podcasts such as The 
Screamcast and Pop Culture Case Study, and is currently working towards a degree in English 
with a certificate in film. Follow her impassioned musings about horror on twitter at @sick__66.

Alexandra West Alex’s work has appeared in The Toronto Star, Rue Morgue, Famous Monsters of 
Filmland, and Shock Till You Drop. Her writing has also been published in The Supernatural Cinema 
of Guillermo del Toro: Critical Essays, Art of the Title and Offscreen Film Journal.  She is the co-host of 
the Faculty of Horror podcast and the author of Films of the New French Extremity: Visceral Horror 
and National Identity and The 1990s Teen Horror Cycle: Final Girls and a New Hollywood Formula. 

Alex Landers is a child of the late eighties, a confirmed horror film addict, and an unapologetic 
feminist. A working playwright and a visual artist, too. She earned her B.A. in Cinema Studies 
from the University of Illinois and an M.F.A. in Writing for the Stage and Screen at Florida State 
University. Alex blogs about film at onecriticalbitch.com, makes art at alexandralanders.com, and 
writes criticism for Vague Visages and Screenqueens. Follow her on twitter @1CriticalBitch.

Ali Chappell is a writer, personality, and actor. She trained in dance for a decade and acting for 
almost two. She holds a degree in both business and musical theatre. She is skilled in the art of 
balancing spoons on her face and, after three drinks, she is really good at throwing axes. She is 
obsessed with horror and romcoms and enjoys an afternoon of archery. She can often be found 
curled up watching Brooklyn Nine Nine or The League, or in a movie theatre with a glass of gin and 
bag of popcorn. Follow her on twitter and Instagram at @thealichappell.

CC Stapleton is a visual artist and writer from Atlanta. Having studied art history in college, 
specifically Renaissance-era devotional iconography, she can find – and rave at length about – the 
symbolism embedded into anything (all while telling you a thing or two about how to make great 
life decisions). She contributes to Bloody Good Horror and anatomyofascream.com, and hosts her 
own podcast Something Red, uncovering haunted worlds pressed betwixt pages. She welcomes 
you to get dark with her on twitter (@callsinthenight), because, to cite tattooed Buffalo bard Keith 
Buckley, “The cheap thrill of our impending doom’s all I have.”

Elizabeth Grice has an MA from Queen’s University, where her research focused mainly on
reanimated corpses in Gothic literature. This is her first time writing about film, but she hopes to
continue writing, especially about supernatural horror in the future. Her current style icons are
Black Phillip, Riverdale’s Cheryl Blossom, and Kate Bush in both official “Wuthering Heights”
videos.

Emily von Seele hails from Seattle, where it rains a lot, which gives her plenty excuses to stay inside 
and watch movies. She has written for Bloody Disgusting, Daily Dead, and Talk Film Society, and 
is co-host of the Dead Ringers podcast. You can usually catch Emily on Twitter (@horrorellablog), 
where she has been known to gab excessively about movies and tweet adorable pics of her two 
cats - seriously, they are the cutest ever.

Joe Lipsett is a TV addict with a background in Film Studies. He co-created TV/Film Fest blog 
Bitchstolemyremote.com and has written for Bloody Disgusting and anatomyofascream.com. 
He enjoys graphic novels, dark beer, and plays multiple sports (adequately, never exceptionally). 
While he loves all horror, if given a choice, Joe always opts for slashers and creature features. 
Follow Joe on twitter at @bstolemyremote and be sure to join the Bstolemyremote FB group for 
daily TV and film updates!

Joshua Cross Hailing from the witchy darkside of Nova Scotia (Dartmouth), Joshua Cross is the 
curator of Queer Fear, a project that aims to bring the fiercest of skeletons out of horror’s closet 
while helping queers understand and celebrate their rightful place in the horror community. When 
he’s not uncovering the queer histories of horror, Joshua is usually busy scouring the internet 
for all of the new wave, electroclash, and house music he can find. Queer Fear currently runs a 
monthly screening series at The Royal Cinema in Toronto.
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by KATHLEEN KILLIAN FERNANDEZ & CHRIS VANDER KAAY

SON OF THE SLASHER
How the Backlash Against Slasher Films 

Created the Serial Killer Thrillers of the 1990s

There is a circularity to the evolution of serial and slasher 
killers in horror film. In the slasher’s family tree, the 
grandparents are the staid Brits like Alfred Hitchcock and 
Michael Powell, introducing audiences to their nervous, 
maladjusted young killers. Hitchcock and Powell gave birth 
to Italian descendants the likes of Argento, Lenzi, and Bava, 
creating those black-gloved mystery murderers stalking 
impeccably-dressed women through dark city streets. 
Slashers were born of those influences, doubling down 
on the elaborate kills of the Italian Gialli and the parental 
dysfunction of Psycho and Peeping Tom. To what, then, have 
the slashers given birth?

The slasher genre has been under attack since its inception, 
with invective coming from politicians, conservative 
religious figures, and even film critics themselves. It 
began with critics making minor complaints about lack of 
character depth and the rising level of graphic violence, 
while studios like Paramount were willing to make profits 
off franchises like Friday the 13th without respecting 
and defending the work publicly. It moved into political 
scapegoating, with politicians blaming the rise in real-
life violence on horror films (and later, video games). The 
culmination of the backlash was the real-life effect on 
slasher films in the form of censorship. The MPAA leaned 
hard on slasher films, demanding heavy cuts in order 
to secure an R rating; the Friday the 13th franchise was 
targeted, particularly later entries like parts six and seven. 
The UK went one step further, banning numerous horror 
titles under the Video Recordings Act, known popularly as 
the Video Nasties list. Many slasher films appeared on the 
list of 72 titles, including 1981’s The Burning and Don’t Go 
in the Woods. By the late 1980s, the crackdown had begun, 
and slashers needed to evolve to survive.

The Phenomenon of The Silence of the Lambs
Though the slasher genre continued into the 1990s, 
it struggled to stay popular and relevant with so many 

subpar and rip-off entries in addition to the social backlash. 
However, 1991 brought the answer with The Silence of the 
Lambs. Based on a popular novel about the attempt to 
solve a missing persons case and a rash of killings, the film 
contained graphic imagery and a compelling central killer. 
However, unlike the backlash slasher movies received, the 
film was well received and ended up being one of the only 
films in Oscar history to win the top five awards for Best 
Picture, Director, Actor, Actress, and Adapted Screenplay.

Film producers recognized that audiences were still 
interested in seeing dark stories about killers that contained 
graphic violence, but the slasher film model needed to take 
a new form in order to gain the mainstream acceptability 
and respectability that had eluded it for over a decade. 
The shift away from outright slasher film required three 
major changes, all present in The Silence of the Lambs, to 
transform it into the newly codified subgenre of the Serial 
Killer Thriller (SKT).

From Flamboyancy to Pathology
One of the most distinctive elements that defines the 
killers in slasher movies is the specificity of their dress 
and weaponry. Though both Jason Voorhees and Michael 
Myers are silent stalkers, it is the hockey mask and machete 
that tell us it’s Jason and the coveralls and William Shatner 
mask that identify Michael Myers. From finger knives to 
miner’s helmets to owl masks, any slasher worth his (or 
her) salt had a visual gimmick to go along with the bloody 
rampage. The showiness of these elements is what made 
slashers rock stars to begin with, but it didn’t garner 
respect, and that needed to change.

For the villains in SKTs, pathology was the new flamboyancy. 
While perhaps they didn’t dress in coveralls and masks 
(Hannibal Lecter being the obvious exception), the origin 
and nature of their clinical state served as their gimmick. 
Identity disorder like the one represented by Buffalo Bill 
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in The Silence of the Lambs was one kind of disturbed 
pathology that resurfaced later in films like Taking Lives, 
and the pathologies became more elaborate the longer 
the genre existed. Twisted religious ideology popped up 
in Seven and Frailty, childhood abuse led to the atrocities 
committed in Felicia’s Journey and The Cell, and even 
societal ills took the blame in satires like American Psycho 
and Man Bites Dog. The subgenre eventually merged with 
the historical biopic by telling true stories of killers in 
Summer of Sam and Zodiac.

The veneer of clinical explanation added onto the violent 
killers who populated SKTs was enough to convince 
moviegoers and critics that this subgenre was worthier 
of being taken seriously than its progenitor, the slasher. 
Though that claim may be dubious, its results were not; 
the slasher genre continued to decline in frequency and 
popularity approaching the new millennium, while the 
SKT grew in recognition and profitability.
 
From Set-Piece Kill to Crime Scene Aftermath
One of the most frequent and vocal critiques against 
slasher films was their tendency towards excessive 
violence, particularly the creatively gory ways in which 
the slasher dispatched with victims. The longer the genre 
existed, the more violent, creative, and attention-getting 
they became, and the inability to continue to top itself is 
part of what led to the subgenre’s stagnation in the late 
1990s.

SKTs both found a way around the criticism of on-screen 
violence and also breathed new life into the murder 
scenario by placing the emphasis on the aftermath rather 
than the violence itself. While a slasher set-piece might 
entail smashing two people in sleeping bags together or 
dragging someone into their own waterbed to die while 
they sleep, the SKT focused on what was left over after 
the killing.

The crime scene walkthrough is a staple of the subgenre, 
allowing the police or other investigator to observe the 
body and form the modus operandi of the killer. Often, the 
killer’s M.O. is far more disturbing than a slasher’s classic 
“kill them all” stance; the methodology ranges wildly, with 
one taking skin from victims to make a skinsuit, another 
creating elaborate death scenarios based on the seven 
deadly sins, and in the case of The Cell, a horrifyingly 
complicated process of drowning and bleaching the 
victim, then hanging suspended above her for pleasure.

The reason for the audience’s willingness to accept such 
deep levels of violence and insanity in their villains is 
because of the final major change, one which builds on 
but differentiates itself from the main protagonists of the 
slasher subgenre.

From Final Girl to Intrepid Investigator
Slasher films rarely killed off their villains permanently, 
but when they did die, it was at the hands of the final girl, 
the female character who lived to be the final character 
in the villain’s path and the only one able to summon the 
strength to defeat the killer. Though she seemed on the 
surface to be a strong female figure, there was the troubling 
insinuation that the final girl only lived to the end because 
of her puritanical avoidance of drugs, drinking, and sexual 
activity. This, combined with the often thinly written roles 
for those survivors, made it difficult for slasher films to 
connect with non-horror viewers.

The same wasn’t true for the intrepid investigator of the 
SKT. Frequently retaining the idea of the female protagonist 
from the slasher, the SKT empowered her further by 
putting her in direct pursuit of the killer, rather than simply 
the final intended victim who finds a way to survive. No 
longer satisfied to exist on the periphery of the action, the 
investigator walks the scene, follows the clues, pursues the 
killer, and often rescues her partner or an innocent hostage.
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Fashion and horror have always 
shared a special link. At their best, 
both are visual representations of 
something powerful, psychological, 
and emotional; both are often also 
dismissed as providing insubstantial, 
superficial thrills. Like a great number 
of women, I’m personally interested 
in both, and I was truly excited to see 
Personal Shopper and 10 Cloverfield 
Lane – two fun, thoughtful, and 
complex psychological thrillers that 
both came out in 2016 – where, 
surprisingly, fashion also made a 
notable appearance. These two films 
share themes that reach far deeper 
than the surface link of fashion, 
however: both films challenge the 
expectations of heroines in ghost and 
monster stories.

In each film, the heroine conforms, to 
an extent, to the model of the ‘final 
girl’ famously outlined by Carol J. 
Clover in her 1992 book Men, Women, 
and Chainsaws. That is, both young 
women demonstrate a combination of 
traditionally masculine and feminine 
signifiers as they struggle through 
their ordeals. For instance, although 
Maureen (Kristen Stewart in Personal 
Shopper) spends her days surrounded 
by clothes that dreams are made of, she 
also spends most of the film wearing 
oversized sweaters, a leather jacket, 
minimal or no makeup, and some very 
forgettable pants. When she does try 
on her employer’s expensive clothes, 
illicitly, she texts her menacing 
admirer: “I feel ridiculous, it’s not me.” 
As such, Maureen conforms, at least 

Dressed to Kill:
Reclaiming and Celebrating the Final Girl’s 

Femininity in Personal Shopper & 10 Cloverfield Lane

   by Elizabeth Grice
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physically, with Clover’s description 
of the gender-neutral aesthetic of 
the final girl. She’s “feminine enough 
to act out in a gratifying way” (i.e. to 
show fear and distress while looking 
pretty) but not too overtly feminine 
— especially when compared to her 
glamourous employer, Kyra (Nora von 
Waldstätten), who naturally ends up 
murdered.

“Both films challenge the 
expectations of heroines in ghost 
and monster stories.”

10 Cloverfield Lane’s Michelle (Mary 
Elizabeth Winstead), in comparison, 
presents as more feminine (a 
remarkable feat, given Michelle’s 
status as an unwilling bunker 
inhabitant for most of the film). 
Nonetheless, Michelle adheres to 
Clover’s description of the final girl’s 
personal journey until she finally 
expresses her “incipient masculinity” 
(Clover, 50). By the end of the film, 
when Maureen has fought off not 
only Howard (John Goodman), but 
also a giant alien thing — with a bottle 
of Glenlivet and a lighter, no less — 
she’s as “effectively phallicized” as 
any of the slasher film heroines whose 

“When audiences are given a light 
to battle the darkness, they are 
willing to face more darkness. 
It is because of the presence of a strong, heroic female 
investigator (though there are occasional male outliers in 
films like Seven, Red Dragon, and The Poughkeepsie Tapes) 
that the violence and psychological darkness can be 
so extreme. When audiences are given a light to battle 
the darkness, they are willing to face more darkness. It 
is this template that led to the eventual proliferation of 
procedural crime series on television, which in turn is 
responsible for the loosening of content standards that 
allowed for SKTs to become serialized in shows like 
Hannibal.

The Cycle Continues
As the SKT subgenre itself aged, it also fell victim to 
the same desperate tropes and plot contrivances as 
its predecessor. Hannibal Lecter became an icon as 
recognizable as any slasher, and the film franchise about 
him became more elaborate and ludicrous, eventually 
wrapping up with two uninspired and unnecessary 
prequels. Much like the later entries of Friday the 13th and 
Halloween, certain SKTs caved to the pressure to change 
up the formula and veered into the supernatural; From 
Hell, Suspect Zero, and In Dreams all came nearly a decade 
or more after the inception of the SKT post-The Silence of 
the Lambs, and they all explored psychic phenomena in 
addition to the standard investigation angle.

Though SKTs have never fully disappeared, they waned 
in theatrical popularity and eventually became a staple 
of the new Peak TV landscape in shows like Dexter, The 
Following, Mindhunter, and the aforementioned Hannibal. 
Meanwhile, the slasher subgenre had an unexpected 
renaissance in recent years with the Hatchet franchise, 
the Cold Prey movies, and a wave of remakes.

However, some of the new slashers bear more than a 
passing resemblance to the SKTs as well. In the clearly 
slasher-influenced Saw series, the stories revolving 
around the police investigation of Jigsaw share equal 
screen time with the villain himself, reflecting the intrepid 
investigators of the SKTs. Additionally, the new breed of 
final girl in Hatchet, Happy Death Day, and Hush, women 
who are motivated, confident, and fully fleshed out 
beyond their connection to their slasher counterparts, 
put the panicked damsels of the 1980s to shame.

Like their seemingly immortal villains, no horror film 
subgenre is ever truly dead. The next resurgence might 
be a reinvention of the Giallo, a hybrid of Powell and Laid 
to Rest, or something so new and surprising there isn’t a 
description for it yet. No matter what it is, sharp-eyed 
viewers will always be able to trace its origins back to the 
Hitchcocks, the Gialli, the slashers, and the Serial Killer 
Thrillers that paved the way.

Related Films of Interest: Copycat (1995), Kalifornia 
(1993), The Bone Collector (1999), Kiss the Girls (1997), 
The Talented Mr. Ripley (1999), The Call (2013), The Devil’s 
Rejects (2005), Citizen X (1995).
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“My love, my first love is horror 
movies. Anything bloody. And 
killing people. I love to kill 
people.”  
  - Alfred Sole

Who isn’t intrigued by a woman 
who kills? And yet female villains are 
relatively rare in horror films outside 
noir and gialli. This is especially true in 
the emergence of the modern slasher 
in the mid-1970s. We see mostly 
women’s dismembered bodies strewn 
across our screens at the hands of 
mostly men. In this era (and since) 
women in cinema succumb to the 
knife far more often than they wield it.

Two exceptions stand out as 
lasting commercial successes and 
indisputable horror staples: William 
Friedkin’s The Exorcist (1973) and 
Brian de Palma’s Carrie (1976). Both 
films feature a young woman killer, 
one satanically possessed and the 
other imbued with supernatural 
power. In each, girls are on the cusp 
of pubescence and becoming women 
(explicitly so in Carrie), and they both 
contend with extremes of religion.

But there might have been a third 
film in this special category of female 
killers, one exploring similar rebellious 
themes and implicitly questioning 
gender roles: Alfred Sole’s Alice Sweet 
Alice (1976). A troubled production 
history kept Sole’s film from a 
mainstream audience for decades, but 
Alice Sweet Alice is the missing piece 
of what surely would have been a 
trilogy of female killers in the years 
just before slashers took off.

and even patriarchy itself? Much of 
1970s horror was the stuff of othered 
bodies, some even interrogating the 
Church’s right to decide the demonic 
and evil. Making the corporality of 
girls and women monstrous became a 
metaphor for cultural destabilization, 
if not the failure of conventional 
morality.

Describing just this kind of cultural 
reaction, Barbara Creed coined the 
term, “monstrous feminine.” Adding 
to Julia Kristeva’s musings in The 
Powers of Horror, Creed describes the 
woman’s body as necessarily abject in 
patriarchy. She is the waste, the dead 
parts cast from the male who is whole, 
living, and useful — the masculine 
ideal that represents all of humanity.

“Making the corporality of 
girls and women monstrous 
became a metaphor for cultural 
destabilization, if not the failure 
of conventional morality.”

Horror cycles, like other genres, reflect 
cultural anxieties. In the early 1970s, 
horror took a turn from creature 
features (such as Japanese monsters 
and outer space aliens responding to 
world wars and the Communist scare) 
to gender horror, responding to the 
age of free love and new ideas about 
women’s equality. Many argue that 
the hippie age culminated in a real 
horror slasher, the infamous Manson 
murders. Cultural critic Joan Didion 
remarked that “no one was surprised” 
that the decade of the anything-goes 
1960s California lifestyle had ended 
in a murderous bacchanal in a movie 
star’s house in the summer of 1969.

Enter the 1970s and the beginning 
of the backlash to the permissive and 
progressive ideas born in the sixties, 
the fear of collapsing institutions, 
blurred gender lines, and the threat of 
women’s power (equality). What horror 
has culture wrought to the “normal” 
and “natural” way of doing things? 
How dare (mostly) younger people 
question the legitimacy of the church 

Sympathy for the She-Devils: 
Alice Sweet Alice and 70s Female Killers

By Shannon Walsh
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journeys Clover charts. In the context 
of Michelle’s earlier admission to 
Emmett (John Gallagher Jr.) that she 
let her older brother stand up to their 
abusive father for her, her ‘masculine’ 
choice of weapon fits perfectly with 
Clover’s claim that “[i]f the experience 
of childhood [i.e. helplessness] can 
be — is perhaps ideally — enacted 
in female form, the breaking away 
requires the assumption of the 
phallus”. (Bear in mind that to Clover, 
a weapon is more or less always 
synonymous with  a phallus.)

 However —-

Maureen’s less traditionally feminine 
personal style belies the fact that 
her journey consistently celebrates 
her femininity. Throughout her 
chapter titled “Opening Up,” Clover 
argues that femininity is inherent to 
the role of the medium. (Shorthand 
version: being ‘open’ to spirits is not 
unlike being open to other forms of 
penetration. While neither form of 
openness is restricted to or always 
applicable to women, this reads 
as distinctly feminine in Clover’s 
analysis.) It is Maureen’s ability to be 
‘open’ as a self-described medium, 
which not only rejects the unfair 
requirement that final girls be (or at 
least appear to be) virginal, but links 
Maureen’s femininity to her ability 
to evade Ingo (Lars Eidinger). This 
connection between medium-hood 
and female sexuality is most literally 
articulated in the masturbation scene, 
in which a ghostly presence appears 
to Maureen in Kyra’s bedroom. 
Maureen is at her most feminine in this 
scene (wearing a gorgeous Vionnet 
harness-gown), at her most sexual 
(this is the only explicitly erotic scene 
in the entire film), and clearly alert 
to spiritual energies connected to 
Kyra’s upcoming murder (the murder 
takes place in Kyra’s bedroom). She 
could not more clearly meet Clover’s 
criteria for openness in a medium.

Personal Shopper is a film centered 
around a lack of concrete answers, 
and what transpires in the hotel room 
before Ingo’s arrest is never revealed. 
However, we see that Maureen does 
arrive in the hotel room before him, 

to design a fully-functioning hazmat 
suit. While Howard underestimates 
Michelle’s resourcefulness, and the 
intelligence that accompanies her 
feminine interest in fashion — and at 
one point he creepily refers to her as a 
“little girl” — it is this very interest that 
enables Michelle to eventually escape 
the bunker. Even her realization 
that Howard is unstable and that 
something horrible happened to 
‘Megan’ is thanks to her interest in 
fashion. It is through connecting 
the earring next to the “help me” 
message carved in the window with 
the earring that ‘Megan’ wears in 
Howard’s photo that Michelle realizes 
that something sinister is at play. The 
final  fight with the alien confirms 
that Michelle is one tough cookie, but 
it is her feminine interest in fashion 
that enables her to live long enough 
to survive the bunker.

Personal Shopper and 10 Cloverfield 
Lane show us angry spirits and alien 
monsters, yet the most frightening 
threats in both films are the 
domineering and homicidal men 
trying to present themselves as 
friends of the heroines. Of course, not 
all heroines are traditionally feminine, 
or feminine at all – and femininity 
isn’t the exclusive property of 
women. There are obvious limitations 
to a simple masculine-feminine 
binary; however, in stories where 
the scariest monsters are men like 
Howard and Ingo, it is encouraging 
to see the feminine side of the final 
girl celebrated rather than played as a 
weakness to be overcome.

and we see her reacting to something 
entering the room before an abrupt 
cut. The following sequence, which 
shows an invisible presence exiting 
the hotel room and lobby just before 
Ingo is arrested, indicates that no 
matter what Maureen saw, she has 
escaped a hotel room containing 
either a ghostly spirit or a murderer 
– or both. While the key moments 
of the hotel scenes are absent, the 
implication is that Maureen escapes 
the hotel room and sees Ingo arrested 
with the help of a ghostly presence. 
It’s Maureen’s ability to sense what 
others miss, not her masculine 
qualities highlighted by her sense of 
personal style, that enables her to 
escape Ingo.

“Maureen’s less traditionally 
feminine personal style belies 
the fact that her journey 
consistently celebrates her 
femininity.”

While the fashion in Personal Shopper 
serves as more of a backdrop 
underscoring the film’s key themes, 
Michelle’s interest in fashion is her 
clear equivalent to Maureen’s psychic 
abilities. Before Michelle fights off 
Howard and the alien nightmare-
monster, she plots her escape by 
creating a hazmat suit out of a shower 
curtain and various household items. 
As she tells Howard after stitching 
his forehead, she “wanted to design 
clothes,” before, you know, the end of 
the world happened. It is her interest 
in fashion design that allows Michelle 



The uses of the term monstrous 
feminine are broad. Here, I rely on one 
aspect: that patriarchy is rationality 
itself and therefore a justified 
right to dominance. For this social 
construction to work, there must be 
an opposite body, an abject body, as 
evidenced by its bleeding and birthing, 
its crying and vomiting.

To be male in this set-up is to be 
human in a pure, disembodied god-like 
sense. To be woman is to be human in 
a messy, fleshy, earth-bound sense, 
not as close to divinity. Closer to, say, 
the devil.

Like Friedkin and De Palma, Sole 
works with such themes in Alice Sweet 
Alice. The material bodies of girls at 
the point they’re becoming women 
is a flashpoint for all three films. 
Pre-pubescent girls are as good as 
females can get, before they mutate 
into a dreaded powerful woman and 
become (sexually) dangerous.

The character of Alice was, in fact, 
cast by Sole during a happenstance 
visit to an acting studio, during which 
he saw a young woman dancing who 
looked both youthful and somehow 
older, embodying both the girl and 
the woman in what he perceived as an 
eerie simultaneity. Paula Sheppard was 
nineteen years old, short for average 
adult height and, as Alice, played a 
character many years younger.

“To be woman is to be human in a 
messy, fleshy, earth-bound sense, 
not as close to divinity. Closer to, 
say, the devil.”

Alice Sweet Alice begins with the horrific 
murder of Alice’s little sister, Karen 
(Brooke Shields in her first film role), 
during her first communion. Everyone 
suspects Alice, partially because she 
is not the favored, pretty child. Alice 
is often emotionally neglected and 
ignored by her family. And she’s a 
different kind of girl, especially in the 
1970s: strong, defiant, and unafraid in 
many situations.

This duality of girl and woman is at 
least one of the primary reasons Alice 
is labeled different or weird, and her 

For three quarters of the film, Sole 
works hard to establish Alice as the 
killer. All signs point to her, troubling 
our identification with Alice. But there 
is another female in this movie who 
also seethes with anger and wants 
to be special: Mrs. Tredoni (Mildred 
Clinton), the aging housekeeper for 
the rectory. She turns out to be the 
serial killer among the congregation.

Mrs. Tredoni’s own daughter died 
years ago and she was relegated to 
the rectory to care for priests. She’s 
compelled to violence after a life 
of servitude and sexual frustration. 
But mostly, she perceives the new 
progressive sexual norms of the 
church as unfair. Why was she the 
outcast, she who followed the rules all 
her life? Especially while Alice’s sinful 
family can be loved and accepted by 
the new, young priest as they are?

These late revelations about Mrs. 
Tredoni’s past and Alice’s innocence 

negative reactions to this treatment 
only serve to add to her alienation 
from her family and community. 
She steals small things from people, 
including her sister, and stores them 
in a treasure chest in the basement, 
where she has built a small shrine. She 
torments the admittedly provocative 
landlord. In the language of 1970s 
horror, angry, alienated Alice seems 
primed to kill. Like Regan and Carrie, 
she is both bully and victim, the 
powerless and the powerful, the 
mistreated and perhaps the murderer.

Alice Sweet Alice is set in a strict 
Catholic community. We learn that 
Alice was conceived outside of 
marriage and perhaps even born out 
of wedlock. She never received first 
communion and longs to be accepted 
and special like her sister, Karen. Alice 
hides her first menstruation from her 
family in fear that she will grow into 
unlovable woman before she’s able to 
be a pretty little loved girl.
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offer new sympathetic opportunities 
for both characters, especially Alice. 
But the relief of sympathizing with 
Alice is short-lived and unresolved. 
In the final act, Mrs. Tredoni stabs 
the young priest to death in front of 
the congregation, leaving Alice with 
yet another unfulfilled communion, 
another moment, if brief, where 
she would have been the center of 
attention.

While chaos erupts around her, Alice 
walks toward to the exit doors alone, 
unnoticed as ever. She holds Mrs. 
Tredoni’s paper bag and from it she 
pulls out the bloody butcher knife. 
As Alice slides the knife back into the 
bag, she breaks the fourth wall with a 
solemn, enigmatic stare as the frame 
freezes and the credits roll.

Is the knife just another of Alice’s 
oddities for her treasure chest? Has 
she inherited the phallic power of the 
knife, a stolen power by the rules of 
patriarchy? Is neglecting Alice, and 
treating her as weird and dangerous 
enough to make her a monster? Will 
Alice become a killer?

We are not asked to like Alice any 
more or less than Regan or Carrie. 
We are being asked to retain some 
sympathy for her and to recognize 
the power of women and girls as real 
and formidable. And this is true of The 
Exorcist and Carrie as well. Even if the 
conclusions of these films raise more 
questions about the future of gender 
than they answer, each film takes girls 
and women seriously. And, in 2018, 
that is still a radical idea.
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interview and discussion of the work 
of evolutionary psychologist Marissa 
Harrison who has been studying 
real-life serial killers, the details of 
the women’s crimes differed notably 
from those committed by men. From 
the article: “nearly all of the women 
in Harrison’s study had killed people 
whom they knew, often targeting 
their husbands and children. Male 
serial killers, in contrast, appear 
much more likely to kill strangers. 
Whereas the most common motive 
for male serial killers is sex, female 
murderers were most often driven by 
money; almost half of the women in 
Harrison’s sample killed for financial 
gain. And poison was by far their 
preferred method; male murderers 
are most likely to shoot, strangle, or 
stab their victims.”

“The Female Slasher kills not 
because she is a woman, but 
because society has foisted a 
specific set of responsibilities 
upon her. And if she does 
not attain these goals, she 
destroys.” 

The Female Slasher represents rage; 
rage against the responsibilities 
society has foisted upon her. While 
her male counterparts (Michael, 
Jason, Freddy et al) have an intrinsic 
element of evil to them and/or 
are seeking vengeance against a 
particular incident or supposed 

their will upon the narrative. Their 
failure to secure or maintain a 
romantic partner has sent them down 
a dark and destructive path, wherein 
their failure to enact or secure their 
desires has led them to kill.

There is also the status climber, as 
seen in Hello Mary Lou: Prom Night II 
(1987) and Curtains (1983). These are 
women who stop at literally nothing 
to achieve their goals, whether the 
goal is professional advancement or 
simply social retribution. The Female 
Slasher in this instance represents a 
transgressive form of the feminine 
norm, an ambitious woman who is 
unapologetically out for herself. In 
a sense, they fail at achieving their 
feminine values because they strive 
for more but society blocks them. The 
only way for them to gain what they 
desire is go down a murderous path. 

The Female Slasher is a reaction to 
the expectation placed on women 
by a society that refuses to see 
women outside of their gender roles, 
constricting and suffocating them 
until there is no perceived alternative. 
As Virginia Woolf wrote: “I thought 
how unpleasant it is to be locked out; 
and I thought how it is worse, perhaps, 
to be locked in.” The Female Slasher, 
through destruction and mayhem, is 
an anomaly in the slasher genre that 
deviates from expected narratives 
and casts a spotlight on restrictive 
expectations placed on women. 

trespass, they are deified in the same 
manner of “boys will be boys”. The 
Female Slasher represents an error in 
society, a glitch in the matrix, a failure 
at being a caretaker, or a woman 
being selfish or self-serving. 

“The Female Slasher 
represents an error in 
society, a glitch in the matrix, 
a failure at being a caretaker, 
or a woman being selfish or 
self-serving.”

The most popular form the Female 
Slasher takes is that of the mother. 
Whether it’s Mrs. Voorhees in Friday 
the 13th Part 1 (1980) or Mrs. Loomis 
in Scream 2 (1997), these Female 
Slasher were negligent in their duties 
as a mother. Their negligence was 
revisited upon them not only through 
their children who became killers 
themselves, but in their own visage 
as women who looked away from 
their child and are forced to live with 
their consequences forever. (See also 
Happy Birthday to Me (1981) for an 
interesting inverse of this trope.)

The fallen lover is another major 
archetype in the Female Slasher 
genre. In films like Urban Legend 
(1998), Basic Instinct (1992), and 
High Tension (2003), the Female 
Slasher occupies a role of would-be 
or rejected lover who seeks to take 
control of the narrative by enforcing 

“The Female Slasher is 
interesting because she 

is a mother, a friend, 
a popular girl, an 

outsider – in essence, 
a woman. ”
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The slasher film is more often 
known for iconic male killers than 
its victims. The penetrated nubile 
flesh, no matter how likeable or 
capable the person who is attached 
to the flesh, of a co-ed simply can’t 
compare to the hulking male figure 
of Jason, Michael, or Leatherface 
or the witticisms of Freddy or The 
Leprechaun. While male killers in the 
slasher genre may rise to iconic status 
through their oft repeat appearances 
in their respective franchises, Female 
Slashers are usually one-offs, their 
kills coming off of a past trauma 
situated in an imposed responsibility  
that requires vengeance. 

The Female Slasher offers an 
interesting point of discussion. As 
Carol J. Clover wrote in her book 
Men, Women and Chainsaws: Gender 
in the Modern Horror Film and Laura 
Mulvey in her essay “Visual Pleasure 
in Narrative Cinema” discusses, the 
gaze of the camera in slasher films 
(and indeed in most films) takes on 
a male perspective, sexualizing the 
female form of the victims and the 
lone survivor (the Final Girl), and 

have been abandoned or cheated 
on by men.” While Clover is right in 
her assertion that the female slasher 
differs in motivation from her male 
counterparts, she is too pat in her 
conclusion that the female slasher 
kills over a failed heteronormative 
relationship. The Female Slasher is 
interesting because she is a mother, a 
friend, a popular girl, an outsider – in 
essence, a woman. The Female Slasher 
kills not because she is a woman, but 
because society has foisted a specific 
set of responsibilities upon her. And 
if she does not attain these goals, she 
destroys. 

“While Clover is right in her 
assertion that the female 
slasher differs in motivation 
from her male counterparts, 
she is too pat in her conclusion 
that the female slasher kills 
over a failed heteronormative 
relationship.”

In the New Yorker article “Lady Killer” 
by Emily Anthes, which features an 

engendering the audience’s viewpoint 
for at least part of the film as male. As 
Clover writes, “boys die, in short, not 
because they are boys, but because 
they make mistakes. Some girls die for 
the same mistakes. Others, however 
… die because they are female.” In 
this context, Clover utilizes psycho-
analytical Freudian framework to 
tackle the slasher – the male killers 
kill because they are aroused at the 
sight of the female body and they 
must punish said women, destroying 
their bodies with their phallic-shaped 
weapon to temper their destructive 
appetite. 

But what of the Female Slasher? In 
the academic discussion of the slasher 
subgenre, female sexual desire and 
rage is rarely discussed as anything 
except an instigator of violence, let 
alone a woman’s motive for killing. 
As Clover observes, “Female killers 
are few and their reasons for killing 
significantly different from men’s … 
they show no gender confusion. Nor 
is their motive overtly psycho-sexual; 
their anger derives in most cases… 
from specific moments in which they 
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her violence instead for the teenage 
boys at their school.

Needy’s boyfriend, Chip, is mentioned 
and shown only very briefly in that 
opening montage, but Jennifer gets 
a slow-motion entrance and close-
ups which lovingly showcase her 
gorgeous face – by cutting between 
Jennifer and Needy’s adoring gaze, 
we understand that we are sharing 
Needy’s perspective in this moment. 
Needy’s voiceover opines that 
people are surprised that a babe like 
Jennifer would ever be friends with a 
girl like her, and as Jennifer grins and 
affectionately waves at her, Needy 
affirms that “sandbox love never dies.” 
Jennifer’s is also the first image we 
see in the yearbook used to structure 
the opening montage, underscoring 
her incredible importance to Needy. 
In what amounts to a sly wink to the 
audience, the song that plays under 
this sequences is “I’m Not Going to 
Teach Your Boyfriend How to Dance 
With You” by the band Black Kids. 
The chorus contains the lyric “You 
are the girl, that I’ve been dreaming 
of / Ever since I was a little girl”.

This is no coincidence.

A fellow student actually accuses 
Needy and Jennifer of being lesbians 
at this point, which Needy refutes. 
But how many women have been 
in that same position and denied 

SlashFic: 
Killer Couples We Ship

Media representation is incredibly 
meaningful, a point often overlooked 
by groups who enjoy constant and 
varied images of themselves.

On-screen queerness has vacillated 
between non-existent, heavily 
coded, or offensively stereotypical 
or demonized throughout much 
of the history of the silver screen. 
While queer representation in film 
has gradually improved over the 
past decade, we have a long way 
to go (racialized, non-binary, and 
Indigenous queer people in particular 
are woefully underrepresented). In 
the absence of explicit queerness, 
it’s common to “create” ad hoc queer 
representation by reading queerness 
onto characters. This can be done 
for videogames (Until Dawn’s Sam, 
Destiny’s Ikora and Amanda Holliday), 
television (Dean and Cas from 
Supernatural, Watson from Sherlock) 
and film (hello, poly triad between Star 
Wars’ Poe, Finn, and Rey). There has 
always been a powerful link between 
queerness and horror, as the genre 
lends itself so well to the study of 
outsiders and a rich use of metaphor. 
It’s no surprise that so many horror 
characters have become beacons for 
queer representation! Here are three 
of the hottest horror couples we 
unabashedly ship.

3. Billy Loomis & Stu Macher, Scream 
(1996)
Oh, Billy and Stu. The perfect killer 
power couple. They say that couples 
who share hobbies and interests are 
more likely to stay together, and it 
seems that Billy and Stu have taken 
this to heart. While I can’t approve of 
the fact that their idea of the ultimate 
bonding experience seems to be 
the murders of their own girlfriends, 
I do appreciate their commitment 
to spending quality time together. 
Theirs was the ultimate (and hottest) 
psycho pairing of the time -- Skeet 
Ulrich was everyone’s smoldering 
90s Boyfriend and Matthew Lillard 
was just beginning to build his own 
offbeat, character-driven cachet 
through films such as Hackers (his 
arguably greatest role, in SLC Punk, 
still a couple of years away). The 

The original trailer painted the film 
as a salacious sex romp filmed for 
the male gaze, omitting recognition 
of the deep and painfully intimate 
relationship between the two girls. It 
actually took me years to give the film 
a chance because of this marketing 
approach – I, too, believed that the 
film could hold nothing for me.

I was wrong. We were all wrong.

Jennifer’s Body is a love story. It is 
not a love story between Needy 
and Chip, the film’s only official 
couple. It is not a love story between 
Jennifer and any of her male victims. 
It is a love story between Needy and 
Jennifer, and this fact is glaringly 
obvious not only in terms of subtext, 
but text as well.

“The men are mere sidepieces 
to the intense (and, at times, 
supernatural) connection the two 
women share.”

Needy and Jennifer are the fulcrum 
around which the entire film spins – 
the movie begins with shots of the 
two of them and the climax is an epic 
battle between them. The men are 
mere sidepieces to the intense (and, 
at times, supernatural) connection 
the two women share. Jennifer 
stops herself from hurting Needy 
after her transformation despite 
her overwhelming hunger, reserving 
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In Defence of That Kiss:
The Queer  Love Story 

at the Heart of Jennifer’s Body
by Valeska Griffiths

find themselves facing off over 
both the deaths of their classmates 
and the tensions within their own 
relationship.

A lot of the pushback against the 
film centred on the characterization 
of Jennifer. As portrayed by Megan 
Fox, Jennifer is a young woman 
who is unafraid of expressing her 
own sexuality, both verbally and 
in the way that she dresses. She is 
unapologetically sexually active. 
Desires are mapped upon Jennifer’s 
body – both Needy’s desires and the 
desires of the unfortunate males in 
the film.

While her character in earlier scenes 
may be compared to the unfortunate 
women in earlier slasher films who 
are invariably punished for their 
similar approaches to sexuality, the 
feminist twist in Jennifer’s Body 
is that Jennifer’s sexuality ends 
up being a major source of power 
for her. Jennifer doesn’t use her 
sexuality to convince men to exert 
their own power to fulfill her desires 
– her sexuality is not a weapon in 
the sense that it manipulates men 
into letting her redirect their agency. 
It’s a weapon in that it allows her 
to literally eat men alive, absorbing 
their power to fuel her own.

Jennifer’s Body is a film that seems to 
polarize audiences, whether or not 
they’ve actually seen the film. Much 
like 2017’s all-female Ghostbusters 
reboot, you need not have actually 
watched the film to have developed 
passionate feelings about it.

If you’ve not yet seen the film, 
remedy that. The trope-subverting 
slasher/possession film was written 
by Diablo Cody (Juno) and directed 
by Karyn Kusama (who also directed 
last year’s incredible The Invitation). 
In a nutshell, the plot revolves around 
a pair of small town high school 
girls, Needy (Amanda Seyfried) and 
Jennifer (Megan Fox), who have 
been best friends since childhood. 
During a night out at the local all-
ages bar, Jennifer is essentially 
kidnapped by an indie pop-rock 
band who attempts to sacrifice her 
to the devil in exchange for fame 
and fortune. As this ritual calls for a 
virgin, and Jennifer is anything but, 
the ceremony goes sideways and 
Jennifer is given a second shot at life 
– as a soul-eating demon. As Jennifer 
begins working her way through 
the high school’s population of ripe 
young men, Needy begins to realize 
that something is terribly wrong. 
The film builds to a passionate and 
deadly climax as the two women 



same-sex romantic feelings? I mean, 
this is high school, after all, and small 
town high school, at that. Sexuality 
in America is commonly fraught 
with danger, shame, and secrecy, 
due to widespread and ongoing 
ripples of influence stemming 
from conservative and repressive 
religiosity.

“Needy and Jennifer are the 
fulcrum around which the entire 
film spins.”

In Needy’s monologue at the 
opening of the film, she talks about 
people who write her letters praying 
for her and telling her to ask God for 
forgiveness – ostensibly, these letters 
are referring to the crimes which 
she has committed, but this scene 
could also be read as reminiscent of 
religious bigotry against same-sex 
desire. (Needy also reveals that she 
gets letters from “perverts” – while 
unwanted sexual attention from men 
is so extraordinarily common as to 
be arguably the norm, queer women, 
in particular, are often threatened 
with sexual violence as a means  to 
“straighten them out”.)

Jennifer is a thorn in the side of 
Needy and Chip’s relationship from 
the very beginning. Needy is always 
willing to blow off her boyfriend 
to spend time with Jennifer – she 
spends more time deciding what to 

wear for her dates with Jennifer than 
her dates with Chip. The telepathic 
bond shared by Needy and Jennifer 
is commented on by Chip, as well as 
the fact that Needy is always ready 
to feed Jennifer’s co-dependency. 
Jennifer seems to resent Chip’s 
entire existence, and he resents 
her for “kidnapping [his] girlfriend” 
all the time. Jennifer’s constant 
needling of Chip and undermining 
of their relationship hints at a deep 
insecurity and jealousy, as well as a 
certain level of competition.

In a quiet but important scene at 
the local bar, Jennifer reaches out 
and grabs Needy’s hand during an 
emotional part of a love song. Needy, 
unsmiling and disdainful until this 
point, immediately breaks out into a 
beautiful, genuine grin. She glances 
over at Jennifer, her gaze lingering 
and drinking in her profile until she 
realizes that Jennifer is giving the 
lead singer the same infatuated 
glance – her smile fades and she 
disengages her hand. Close-ups of 
their hands and faces underscore 
the emotional weight in this scene. 
Needy is visibly disappointed by the 
realization that the moment is not 
what she had hoped.

The attraction between Needy and 
Jennifer is alternately acknowledged 
and denied throughout the film, 
which makes sense in the context of 

film doesn’t offer any scenes of the 
no doubt steamy strategy sessions 
that the two shared, but that’s what 
imagination is for. 

2. Jesse Walsh & Ron Grady, A 
Nightmare on Elm Street Part 2: 
Freddy’s Revenge (1985)
From their first embrace on the 
baseball diamond to their final, fatal 
meeting in Ron’s boudoir, Jesse 
and Ron shared a rare on-screen 
chemistry. Their frequent bickering 
did very little to hide their mutual 
(if reluctant) fascination with each 
other. Although Jesse did gamely 
attempt to make it work with the 
adorably optimistic Lisa, her charms 
were unable to keep him from 
literally running to Ron in the last 
act. Freddy’s Revenge was a strange, 
singular, and important chapter in the 
long-running franchise, and one that 
has attracted a lot of attention for 
its queer themes.  Check out Joshua 
Cross’s piece on this influential 
sequel on page 21. 

1. McKayla Cooper & Sadie 
Cunningham, Tragedy Girls (2017)
Partners-in-crime, co-leaders of 
prom committee, and the sweetest 
bi horror ship to grace our screens in 
the last few years, M-K and Sadie are 
definite #relationshipgoals. Although 
M-K can be a little overly possessive 
at times (work on that, sis), the two 
share incredible chemistry and an 
easy and comfortable level of physical 
affection. 

When a wedge is driven between 
them, McKayla is devastated. Sadie 
tries to submerge her feelings by 
diving into a new relationship, as 
illustrated by the lyrics of ‘Lost’ 
by Sorcha Richardson which plays 
alongside the heartbreak montage: 
“Let’s do whatever to forget her/
She’s leaving you, just let her/’Cause 
you’re better off … Forget that girl 
who broke your heart”. Of course, 
a bond this special is unforgettable, 
and they find their way back to each 
other in the end, with fiery results. 
Here’s hoping that a sequel in which 
the two now-college roommates find 
themselves (and each other) through 
“experimentation” is forthcoming! 
#theloveisreal #blessed
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high school in small town America. 
After her transformation, Jennifer 
weaponizes the threat of being 
perceived as lesbians against Needy 
as a way to discourage her from 
pressing Jennifer about what has 
happened to her. Needy and Chip get 
closer and have sex for the first time 
only after Jennifer’s transformation, 
growing hostility, and attempts to 
make Needy jealous. Even during 
this intimate encounter, Needy’s 
thoughts are not with Chip – they 
are with Jennifer. When Needy 
uses a box cutter to attack Jennifer, 
Jennifer sneeringly asks her “Do 
you buy all your murder weapons at 
Home Depot? God, you’re butch.” 
While both women do feel and act 
on their attraction to men, their 
primary infatuations are with each 
other and this dynamic drives the 
story of the film.

Much was made about the infamous 
kiss scene between Needy and 
Jennifer late in the film. Granted, the 
marketing of the film did the kiss no 
favours – in the hands of marketing 
executives, the kiss appeared to be 
mere queer-baiting and pandering 
to adolescent males. This viewpoint 
is exceedingly heteronormative, 
especially when taking into account 
the building of the romantic 

undertones to the relationship 
between the two women throughout 
the entire film. Jennifer attempts to 
use her sex appeal to placate Needy 
because she truly believes that it will 
work – their mutual attraction is not 
a secret to either of them (or to the 
discerning audience). And it DOES 
almost work. The kiss is hesitant at 
first as Needy tries to decide how 
far she is willing to take her desires – 
but it grows increasingly passionate 
as she gives in to what she has 
always wanted. “Needy, let me stay 
the night. We can play boyfriend/
girlfriend like we used to,” Jennifer 
coaxes, making reference to past 
sexual experimentation. 

“To paint this scene as being 
filmed exclusively for the male 
gaze is to erase and delegitimize 
the queer female gaze.”

This scene struck me as less salacious 
than honest; less sensational 
than sincere. For the two to have 
the relationship that is portrayed 
throughout the film to this point, it 
seems only natural for there to have 
been some level of physical closeness 
between them in the past, or the 
desire for it. To paint this scene as 
being filmed exclusively for the male 

gaze is to erase and delegitimize the 
queer female gaze, as well as to deny 
the centrality of the women’s deep 
and enduring bond to the entire 
narrative. 

Even if Jennifer’s motivations post-
possession may be questioned, 
Needy’s genuine romantic love for, 
and attraction to, her best friend 
cannot plausibly be refuted. The 
film builds to this moment – to 
exclude the kiss from the story on 
the grounds that men may find it too 
stimulating would be a disservice to 
the queer women who are so rarely 
represented in film. Of course, things 
don’t work out happily for the two 
by the end of the film, but this is a 
horror movie.

Karyn Kusama and Diablo Cody 
created a remarkable queer 
horror film that serves to combat 
bisexual erasure and highlight the 
complexities of sexual desire. If 
Kusama and Cody are ever given 
the funding and support to work 
together again, I will be the first in 
line to buy a ticket, no matter how 
the marketing portrays the finished 
product. If Jennifer’s Body taught me 
anything, it’s that you can’t judge a 
film about women by its trailer.

“Karyn Kusama and Diablo 
Cody created a remarkable 

queer horror film that serves to 
combat bisexual erasure and 
highlight the complexities of 

sexual desire.”



The fact that staples of the subgenre 
such as Prom Night (1980), Happy 
Birthday to Me (1981), Terror Train 
(1981) and My Bloody Valentine 
(1981) were all made in Canada 
is fascinating. The fact that this 
remains a dirty little secret, 
particularly to Canadians, is telling. 
Given that horror can be produced 
on the cheap, it is hardly surprising 
that the bulk of the approximately 
345 (mostly derided) Tax Shelter 
Era films were low-brow, small-
budgeted horror films. And yet while 
Cronenberg’s “body horror” films 
from the time period are now widely 
celebrated as early indicators of his 
future talent, outside of impassioned 
horror fan circles there has been 
no redemption arc for these slasher 
films.

To what do we owe this uneven 
historical turn of events? If the 
requirements for funding during 
the Tax Shelter Era are considered, 
one potential explanation lies in 
definitions of “the nation.” Part of the 

I love Canadian films, particularly 
the weird, unheralded genre 
films that tend to be overlooked, 
forgotten or dismissed. 

My original dissertation required 
a deep dive into two periods of 
Canadian cinema history: a brief 
blip in the early aughts and a more 
prolonged period in the mid 70s 
to early 80s. Both periods saw the 
government actively encouraging 
the production of genre films under 
the auspices that they were more 
“commercial.” The latter period is 
technically defined as the Capital 
Cost Allowance (CCA), but came to 
be known more affectionately as the 
Tax Shelter Era. During this time, the 
Canadian government subsidized 
film productions by raising the 
amount that private investors 
could write off from 60 to 100% 
in an effort to draw Hollywood 
productions north. This seemed like 
a great idea at the time; historically, 
it has the distinction of being one of 
the most critically derided periods in 
Canadian cinema. 

Cultural critics and tastemakers 
bemoaned the films produced 
under the incentivized scheme as 
schlocky exploitation or abysmal 
and unscreenable. Standing 
in Hollywood’s shadow has 
traditionally exposed both Canada’s 
elitist tendencies and our inferiority 

complex (see Robert Fothergill’s 
classic article “Coward, Bully, or 
Clown: The Dream-Life of a Younger 
Brother”). It’s hardly surprising, then, 
that attempts to mirror the more 
populist (read: genre-based) cinema 
of our American neighbours resulted 
in hand-wringing by critics and a 
staunch denial that these films had 
any cultural value. Over time some 
films have been reclaimed, most 
specifically David Cronenberg’s early 
work like Rabid and Shivers (now 
Canadian canon), but many films still 
carry the stigma of being made in the 
Tax Shelter Era. 

“Attempts to mirror the more 
populist (read: genre-based) 
cinema of our American 
neighbours resulted in hand-
wringing by critics and a 
staunch denial that these films 
had any cultural value.”

What does this protracted history 
lesson have to do slasher films? 
The Tax Shelter Era has the unique 
distinction of being the vehicle 
responsible for the creation of 
several of cinema’s most famous (or 
is it notorious?) slasher films. Starting 
with Bob Clark’s 1974 masterpiece 
Black Christmas, which established 
the vast majority of slasher 
conventions that are oft-credited 
to 1978’s Halloween, Canada was a 
hotbed for early 80s slasher films. 
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HOMEGROWN HORROR:
The Case for Canadian Tax Shelter Slashers

by Joe Lipsett
Generally speaking horror films 
have historically struggled with 
acceptability from critics and 
detractors. Despite the commercial 
popularity of slasher films as the 
dominant subgenre of the 80s and 
the latter half of the 90s (as well as 
the subgenre most synonymous with 
average moviegoers’ definition of the 
genre), slashers are also historically 
the most problematic. 

Plagued by criticisms of conservatism 
and prudishness (punishing sex and 
deviancy); attacked for misogyny, 
racism and homophobia; bemoaned 
for a lack of character development; 
and chided for being juvenile, slashers 
are the antithesis of the high-brow, 
intellectual art cinema that Canada 
prides itself on producing. It is little 
wonder that the films, which many 
critics and (disappointingly) horror 
fans have dismissed as rote generic 
Halloween knock-offs, have gained 
little traction in the Canadian film 
consciousness. 

And yet to refuse them entry is 
to overlook a significant part of 
Canadian film history. Instead of 
deliberately looking the other way, 
Canadians should celebrate our role 
in contributing unique and seminal 
films to the (slasher) horror canon. 
The disco ridiculousness of Jamie 
Lee Curtis’ Prom Night is a perfect 
late 70s time capsule. Terror Train 
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incentive scheme was a condition 
that the producer and two-thirds 
of the above the line creative talent 
had to be Canadian. This opened the 
door for Hollywood directors and 
producers to bring their American 
stars to Toronto, Montreal and Nova 
Scotia to make cheapie horror films 
with secondary Canadian casts and 
crew. (For more details, see chapters 
by Paul Corupe and Mark R. Hasan 
in Freitag and Loiselle’s The Canadian 
Horror Film: Terror of the Soul). This 
co-production invasion by our big 
brothers to the South undoubtedly 
left a bad taste in many Canadians’ 
mouths, which may be one reason 
why Cronenberg, a local Toronto 
boy, was exempted. 

“Despite the commercial 
popularity of slasher films as the 
dominant subgenre of the 80s 
and the latter half of the 90s, 
slashers are also historically the 
most problematic.”

Cronenberg’s Tax Shelter Era films 
may also have been rescued from 
the dustbin of history not because 
they are superior to the slashers, 
but because his later work evolved 
in critically acceptable ways that 
enabled tastemakers to enact a 
revisionist reclassification. This 
argument for discerning “taste” is the 
more likely reason why Tax Shelter 
slashers remain taboo subjects. 

offers a model for fixed location 
narratives and expands on the 
subgenre’s love for masked villains. 
Happy Birthday To Me capitalizes on 
horror fans’ desire for over the top 
kills and establishes a precedent for 
television actresses seeking to dirty 
up their squeaky clean images that 
would become de rigeur in the 90s 
cycle. Finally, My Bloody Valentine is 
an exceptional piece of regionally-
specific horror that expertly mines 
its authentic locations for frights.

These are films that are an integral 
part of horror’s history and Canadians 
should be proud to claim them as 
our own. After all, don’t depraved 
homicidal murderers fit right in 
Canada’s obsession with incest, 
necrophilia and car sex fetishes? I 
bet my entire maple syrup collection 
that they do.

Want to learn more about Canadian 
tax shelter terrors and B-movie 
tradition? Visit Paul Corupe’s 
comprehensive deep-dive into 
Canadian low-budget cinema, 
Canuxspolitation: Your Complete 
Guide to Canadian B-Film. 

www.canuxploitation.com



From a whisper to a Scream
The ‘Coming Out’ of Freddy’s Revenge

by Joshua Cross

Since its onscreen birth in 1985, 
A Nightmare on Elm Street 2: 
Freddy’s Revenge has undergone an 
undeniably queer transformation. 
In nothing short of movie magic - 
and nearly three decades of cultural 
evolution - the film considered by 
many as one of the worst horror 
sequels in history has become 
one of the most beloved of the 
Nightmare series, and certainly the 
most talked about throughout the 
last decade. What was once trashed 
and questioned over its ‘gayness’, 
has become loved and celebrated for 
its undeniably homosexual narrative. 
Not unlike the gay community itself, 
Freddy’s Revenge has fought a long 
and hard battle. Having been the 
most hated and misunderstood of 
the Nightmare canon, it is now the 
reason why many of us in the queer 
community have found our place 
at horror’s table. Freddy’s Revenge, 
the film and its history, has become 
synonymous with the term ‘queer 
horror’ and, whether it’s the stories 
surrounding the film or the film itself, 
it is a haunting lesson of the societal 
horrors of queerness and a poignant 
reminder of how far a movie - and 
culture - can come.

By 1985, nearly 6000 people had 
died of AIDS in the United States 
alone, thrusting the gay community 
into the limelight, for better or 
worse. Suddenly, homosexuality and 
queerness were a major part of daily 
social discussion and commentary; 
along with that homophobia 
and stigmatization were on the 
rise. Gays - in the eyes of the 
majority - were spreading a disease 
contracted through their own sexual 
perversions, killing each other by 
the thousands. We had become the 
monsters that the bigoted members 
of society had always claimed us 

to be. For many people, there was 
nothing scarier than the possibility 
that someone you knew could be 
gay. It is no secret that horror is a 
reflection of our fears in society, and 
when Freddy’s Revenge was created, 
there was nothing more terrifying 
for most of society than the gays and 
AIDS Epidemic.

“The film considered by 
many as one of the worst 
horror sequels in history 
has become one of the most 
beloved of the Nightmare 
series and certainly the 
most talked about.”

Amid one of the biggest epidemic 
horrors in American history, Robert 
Shaye, head of New Line Cinema, 
was eager to capitalize on his own 
tale of horror. A Nightmare on Elm 
Street had become New Line’s 
biggest hit and Shaye was dying 
- for lack of a better term - to turn 
the Wes Craven masterpiece into 
a money-making franchise. The 
follow-up was incredibly rushed and 
released less than a year after the 
original, without Craven. In his place, 
Jack Sholder, a New Line employee, 
came on to direct. Following him, the 
man who would set this whole story 
of gayness in motion: writer David 
Chaskin.

Like every North American in the 
1980s, Chaskin was well aware of 
the AIDs crisis and found inspiration
from it while writing Freddy’s 
Revenge, using the fear of being gay 
to drive the story of possession and 
repression. Although his themes 
and text would be obvious, Chaskin 
would deny the homosexual content 
for nearly twenty-five years, blaming 
those readings on the portrayal of 
Jesse Walsh, the film’s protagonist, 
by Mark Patton. At the time Patton 
was best known for playing a pre-
transitioned Karen Black, and 
frequent victim of homophobic 
and transphobic violence, in Come 
Back To The Five And Dime, Jimmy 
Dean, Jimmy Dean, alongside Kathy 
Bates and the Queen of the Gays, 
Cher. Patton, himself homosexual, 
was forced to stay professionally-
closeted at the insistence of 
Hollywood (being openly gay in 
1985 Hollywood would have been 
career suicide). Regardless of how 
Patton portrayed Jesse Walsh, 
the fact remains that the film was 
written gay, and although most 
involved would deny picking up the 
homosexual subtexts, it wasn’t lost 
on everyone.

It’s not completely unreasonable to 
think that many could be unaware of 
the sexual connotations, particularly 
amongst the overworked and 
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rushed heterosexuals in the crew. 
It is uncanny to think that scenes 
including naked towel whipping, 
sweaty writhing boys, and a “queer 
S&M joint”, wouldn’t be seen as gay. 
There were, however, exceptions; 
most notably the production 
designer, who happened to be a 
gay man. This knowing is evidenced 
in many set pieces, including the 
infamous ‘Probe’ game in Jesse’s 
closet and a less noted (although 
arguably more important) copy of 
Jack Kerouac’s 1957 book On The 
Road on Jesse’s nightstand. The 
book is famous for its homoerotic 
themes and would have been an 
incredibly provocative read for 
a teen questioning his sexuality; 
including it was a very poignant and 
clever choice.

The film, at its essence, is about 
questioning one’s sexuality, the 
repression of said sexuality, and then 
- much to the dismay of many a gay 
viewer - heterosexual assimilation. 
The themes and concepts, hidden 
behind the face of Freddy in an 
attempted possession, were brought 
to the undeniable front, regardless 
of who was actually in on it. A film 
like Freddy’s Revenge could only have 
come out of a time like 1985, when 
queerness was blindly appropriated 
by everyone from hair bands to men 
in crop tops, while simultaneously 
stigmatized and villainized by the 
greater population. It was as if by 
some queer magic that Freddy’s 
Revenge had been born.

By the time Freddy’s Revenge came 
out on November 9th of 1985, the 
AIDS epidemic and society’s views on 
gays had worsened. Stigmatization 
was growing. Ryan White, a 13-year-
old hemophiliac with AIDS, was 
barred from attending his middle 

school in Indiana. Rock Hudson had 
died a month earlier from AIDS, 
becoming the first major public figure 
to succumb to the disease. Among 
these real life horrors, Freddy’s 
Revenge became an even bigger hit 
than its predecessor, and solidified 
the Nightmare on Elm Street franchise. 
However, it would quickly be cast 
aside as New Line released three 
more sequels before the decade was 
through, positioning themselves as 
a major player in Hollywood, and 
creating one of the most iconic 
horror monsters in film history.

“Freddy’s Revenge could 
only have come out of a time 
like 1985, when queerness 
was blindly appropriated 
by everyone from hair 
bands to men in crop tops, 
while simultaneously 
stigmatized and villainized 
by the greater population.”

A Nightmare on Elm Street Part 2: 
Freddy’s Revenge would become a 
perfect allegory for what it meant 
to be gay in the 1980s. Ridiculed for 
being different, it would be cast out, 
and mostly ignored, by the horror 
community. Noted for deviating 
from the ‘rules’ of the rest of the 
series, it would be considered the 
worst of the franchise, occasionally 
being lamented for how ‘gay’ it was. 
As the AIDS epidemic subsided, so 
too would the subject of Freddy’s 
Revenge. David Chaskin would 
continue to deny any queer readings 
of Freddy’s Revenge, blaming Mark 
Patton’s acting. Patton, however, 
would be nowhere in sight to attest. 
After the traumatic experience of 
shooting Freddy’s Revenge and the 
backlash of the film’s perceived 
gayness (which were all pinned on 

him), Patton would be forced to 
stay in the closet. As those around 
him continued dying of AIDS, Mark 
Patton had had enough of the 
ignorance and hypocrisy and left 
Hollywood behind.

And so the story went for twenty-five 
years until the documentary Never 
Sleep Again, which chronicled the 
entire Nightmare series, reintroduced 
Mark Patton and Freddy’s Revenge. 
Coincidentally, the release fell in 
the middle of another major societal 
change for the queer community. 
This time, however, our story was 
not one of horrors and death, but 
of perseverance, acceptance, and 
love. Never Sleep Again introduced 
the world to the real queerness of 
Freddy’s Revenge at the same time 
Glee was teaching middle class 
America about queer rights, openly 
gay Adam Lambert was blowing up 
as a pop star, and Lady Gaga was 
writing Born This Way. Mark Patton 
would find the world he’d left behind 
was finally ready to hear his story 
and embrace it, much like the world 
was finally ready to do with the 
queer community.

Over the last decade, the queer 
community has changed drastically. 
Rights have been achieved, and we as 
a society have grown exponentially 
in the direction of acceptance. 
We’ve finally begun looking at our 
past, piecing together our historical 
and cultural narratives. The queer 
community’s relationship with horror 
has received its championing with 
Freddy’s Revenge at the helm. Along 
with the film, Mark Patton’s story 
has opened the doors to a genre 
that has long been occupied by the 
LGBTQ community, and queerness 
in horror has become increasingly 
discussed, studied, and celebrated. 
From a ‘whisper to a scream’, “Queer 
Horror” is here to stay, and it has 
Freddy’s Revenge and Mark Patton to 
thank for it.
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Aunt Martha (Desiree Gould). 
Eight years later, a now-teenaged 
Angela and her cousin Ricky 
(Jonathan Tiersten) are sent to 
Camp Arawak for the summer. 
Angela is soon bullied by other 
campers for her timid nature 
and lack of social prowess. Not 
coincidentally, vicious, mysterious 
murders begin to take place at the 
camp, targeting people who have 
been cruel to Angela. The film 
seems pretty straightforward, 
until it is revealed that Angela is 
the killer (gasp!) and that Angela 
is, in fact, Peter, whom Martha 
has raised as a young woman in 
order to fulfill her own dream of 
having a daughter. The ultimate 
shock in the film is not that 
Angela is the killer— in fact, we 
are able to see that from a mile 
away. The film’s real surprise is 
Angela’s true identity and male 
anatomy, presented in a way that 
is intended to disturb and disgust 
audiences (which ultimately 
implies transphobic intentions).

On first glance, Sleepaway Camp 
can plausibly be read as brutally 
oppressive and transphobic, but 
revisiting Sleepaway Camp reveals 
that its sexual politics may also be 
read as fairly ambiguous. On one 
hand, the film is saturated with 
misogynistic heteronormative 
jokes -- when the boys discuss 
fellow camper Judy’s newly 
developed breasts, for instance. 
The camp is also organized pretty 
strictly by gender, dividing the 

Whether subliminally or explicitly, 
horror has long been an epicentre 
for the representation of queer 
characters in pop culture. Until 
the last few decades, this 
representation has been more 
often found among the characters 
who terrorize, rather than those 
being terrorized. Consider: 
most vampires since Browning’s 
Dracula, Silence of the Lamb’s 
Buffalo Bill, Psycho’s Norman 
Bates -- the list goes ever on. 

Though this representation is 
not particularly compassionate 
towards the LGBTQ community, 
many of its members have 
cultivated an exceptional and 
very personal relationship with 
horror and its “villains”. 1983’s 
Sleepaway Camp is indisputably 
one of the most notable examples 
of this divergent relationship; its 
queer characters are presented 
through an antagonizing lens, 
yet the film is still regarded as a 
popular and beloved cult slasher 
film by many queer horror fans 
(like myself). Acknowledging the 
problematic elements of our most 
cherished films is difficult, but it 
is critical to explore the ways in 
which films like Sleepaway Camp 
become so highly regarded within 
the communities they seem to 
oppose. How did Sleepaway 
Camp’s ultimate reception 
become the complete opposite of 
what it was intended to be? The 

film’s oppressive and queerphobic 
elements build towards one 
of horror’s most notoriously 
shocking conclusions—an ending 
that, once explored, is interpreted 
today as tragic on behalf of the 
queer villain, as opposed to their 
victims. 

“It is critical to explore the ways 
in which films like Sleepaway 
Camp become so highly regarded 
within the communities they 
seem to oppose.”

After her father and her brother 
Peter are killed in a boating 
accident (while her father’s 
boyfriend watches helplessly 
from the shore), Angela (Felissa 
Rose) is taken in by her eccentric 
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Intent v. Reception
The Ambiguous Queer Politics of 

Sleepaway Camp

by Alejandra Gonzalez

can be argued that Sleepaway 
Camp is indeed meant to be read 
as homo/transphobic. It would 
argue that queer families breed 
queer children -- and potential 
sociopaths. 

The more palatable reading that 
I, along with many LGBTQ fans of 
the genre, have chosen to adopt is 
that Angela is a highly sympathetic 
character whose behavior is a 
reaction to gender repression 
and an imposed identity. Martha 
raised Peter/Angela as a girl, 
imposing a new gender identity 
on the child without any regard 
to what they felt their identity 
was. This is what causes her shy 
behavior, isolates her, and makes 
her the victim of harsh bullying 
at camp, subsequently resulting 
in her murderous actions. We are 
able to sympathize with Angela 
not only because she has been 
ruthlessly bullied, but because 
she is a victim of deliberate 
misgendering. 

While Sleepaway Camp has been 
read for decades as transphobic, 
it should be read as the result of a 
repressed gender and the dangers 
of an imposed identity. Being 
read this way, it is no wonder 
why Sleepaway Camp has become 
such a frequently-discussed work 
among the LGBTQ members of 
the horror community (and the 
horror community in general). 

campers into gender-normalized 
activities based on their presumed 
gender. 

“Queerphobic and misogynistic 
moments occur consistently 
throughout Sleepaway Camp, 
but the film presents homoerotic 
subtext just as often.”

It is important to note that Angela 
usually sits out during camp 
activities, alienating herself from 
both the girls and the boys at camp. 
In one scene, the girls question 
why Angela won’t take showers, 
mocking her by calling her “queer” 
and calling her physical femininity 
into question. These queerphobic 
and misogynistic moments 
occur consistently throughout 
Sleepaway Camp, but the film 
presents homoerotic subtext 
just as often. We know Angela’s 
fathers are gay, and though their 
relationship is punished and 
cut short when Angela’s father 
is killed, the couple are also 
presented as nurturing lovers 
who are good to their children. 
In another instance, the boys at 
camp try to convince the girls to go 
skinny dipping. The girls initially 
agree, but when they change their 
minds it doesn’t keep any of the 
boys from skinny dipping with 
each other. All of this paired with 
the skin-tight short-shorts and 
ab-revealing crop tops worn by 
the men (and not the women) at 
camp creates an undeniable air of 
homoerotic tension, which speaks 
to the fact that the film seems 

to be confused about what its 
politics are. It can be interpreted 
as either deliberately homoerotic 
or homophobic.

The film is also unclear in regard 
to its general queer themes. 
It is implied at one point that 
Angela’s strange behaviour can 
be attributed growing up with 
gay fathers. During a flashback, 
we join the real Angela (who was 
killed in the boating accident) 
and Peter (the Angela we get to 
know), as they spy on their fathers 
in bed. The scene is tame by any 
standard -- the fathers merely 
hold each other. But it’s treated 
as a significant event in Angela’s 
life, and a triggering one. If being 
exposed to this queer relationship 
is what caused Angela to become 
murderous and “confused”, it 
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like on the outside.” She goes on 
to explain that she has undergone 
multiple surgeries to “feel on the 
outside how [she feels] on the 
inside.” Ruby’s ultimate goal is to 
become a “living doll,” because “dolls 
aren’t sexual beings. A doll can never 
be shy, or sexualized or degraded.” 
When Ruby asks Mary why she thinks 
that is, Mary (correctly) ponders 
aloud, “because they don’t have all 
their parts?” Ruby furthers expounds 
that she wants nipple removal and 
a voluntary vulvectomy. It’s critical 
to note that Ruby prefaces this 
request by emphasizing that none 
of her past procedures have been 
for sexual reasons, but by the end 
of their conversation, it’s made clear 
that this one is. Overwhelmed by 
Ruby’s worldview but reassured by 
Beatress, Mary confidently performs 
the surgery, tells Beatress that they 
are to never contact her again, and 
returns home visibly shaken. 

The film only references Ruby’s 
character few times: when she 
gifts Mary the green dress she 
wears to meet her colleagues, and 
when she leaves Mary a referral 
to The Twins (The Soska Sisters) 
– body modification royalty and 
Mary’s “Sistine Chapel.” At Ruby’s 
apartment, Mary sees a photo of 
Ruby with a man, and remarks 
that she didn’t know that Ruby 
had a boyfriend. Beatress is quick 

The Soska Sisters’ American Mary 
literalizes the idea of a body of work, 
using flesh as a vehicle to explore 
the idea of self-expression. Set in 
the intense underground community 
of body modification, the film’s 
titular protagonist is challenged by 
the tension between commitment 
to the “truth” of her art and a world 
driven by shaping the body to better 
express the soul. 

Mary Mason (Katherine Isabelle), 
a promising and brilliant surgical 
student, struggles to make ends meet 
while she finishes up school. In taking 
on a lucrative side gig leveraging her 
unconventional skills, Mary finds 
herself dealing with a shady strip 
club that turns out to be connected 
to an even darker underworld. Her 
reputation catches on in the body 
modification community while 
Mary simultaneously works to land 
a surgical residency and continue 
to shine in her studies. As her 
growing financial stability deepens 
her confidence, Mary’s performance 
finally puts her on a path to her 
dreams … or so she thinks. 

When Beatress (Tristan Risk), a 
dancer at the shady strip club, 
introduces Mary to her friend Ruby 
Realgirl (Paula Lindberg), a body 
modification model, Ruby explains 
that she doesn’t “think it’s fair that 
God gets to decide what we look 

to correct her: Ruby has several 
boyfriends, but the man in the photo 
is her husband. The only other time 
we see Ruby’s character on screen 
is much later in the film, and she is 
in the company of her husband. The 
man, seemingly prepared to spend 
a romantic evening with Ruby, is so 
enraged by the sight of her when she 
disrobes that he attacks and kills her. 

“The film’s titular protagonist is 
challenged by the tension between 
commitment to the “truth” of her art 
and a world driven by shaping the 
body to better express the soul. “

Meanwhile, assuming her 
performance is speaking for itself, 
Mary is elated when her male 
instructors invite her to have drinks 
at a gathering of elite colleagues. 
Donning her stylish custom dress, 
Mary arrives at the party anxious 
but excited to be accepted as an 
equal. At the party, she is anxious to 
connect with and gain the respect of 
Dr. Grant (David Lovgren), the no-
nonsense professor who extended 
her an invitation through her 
attending instructor Dr. Walsh (Clay 
St Thomas). Dr. Grant eventually 
acknowledges her presence and 
immediately establishes a hierarchy 
by snidely commenting that he 
hopes she finished all of her 
studies before coming out. Mary, a 
phenomenal student and capable 

Body of Work:
American Mary & The Art of Righteousness

by CC Stapleton

25



28

– to body modifications. To taunt 
him, Mary runs down a list of the 
most requested procedures that she 
will perfect by practicing on him: 
3D implants, teeth filing, voluntary 
amputation, and genital modification 
– nearly all procedures the audience 
has previously seen executed on 
Ruby Realgirl. This scene in Mary’s 
apartment solidifies a connection 
between the three of them.

“Mary’s mutilation of Dr. Grant darkly 
mutates the idea originally illustrated 
to Mary by Ruby Realgirl, bringing the 
film full circle.”

Mary performs all the procedures 
on Dr. Grant in one night and keeps 
his mutilated figure alive, using 
photographs of the work to establish 
her body modification portfolio. 
In this way Mary uses his pain to 
further herself, in retaliation both for 
how he used her body for his own 
pleasure and for taking advantage of 
his position of power at her career 
crossroads. Mary’s mutilation of 
Dr. Grant darkly mutates the idea 
originally illustrated to Mary by Ruby 
Realgirl, bringing the film full circle: 
where Ruby wanted to be able to 

professional, reassures him that she 
has, and further expounds that she 
will not make any missteps on her 
path to achieving career success. 
Dr. Grant aggressively snaps back 
at Mary that doctors do not make 
mistakes and that “everything else is 
forgivable if the work is good.” Mary, 
understandably confused by this 
outburst, asks, “You mean like, as a 
person?” She continues that “[she] 
never thought of it like that” and 
counters, “isn’t the work as much 
a part of yourself?” Dr. Grant again 
cuts her off and condescendingly 
advises she think for herself because 
everyone else is out for themselves. 
All the while, he feeds her drugged 
drinks and within minutes of her 
arrival, he sexually assaults her. 

Reeling from her trauma, Mary 
resolves to deliver a punishment 
to Dr. Grant befitting the horror 
exacted upon her. Mary asks club 
owner Billy (Antonio Cupo) and 
security guard Lance (Twan Holliday) 
to abduct Dr. Grant and bring him 
to her apartment. Once there, Mary 
explains to Dr. Grant that she’s 
dropped out of medical school and 
that she’s going to change specialties 
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be free from the sexualization of 
her body by becoming a doll, Mary 
forcibly transforms Dr. Walsh into 
a doll that can no longer sexualize 
others. 

As her clientele grows and her 
reputation exceeds her expectations, 
Dr. Grant’s biting remarks to her 
from the party ring ever more true. 
The more Mary is recognized as a 
phenomenal surgeon, performing 
beautiful modifications on 
individuals in order to unlock the 
expression of their inner selves, 
she feels justified in the continued 
terror she inflicts upon her attacker. 
When Mary acknowledges that she 
is, in fact, a monster and people are 
terrified of her, Beatress corrects 
her, explaining that she is an artist 
and creative genius whose work 
no one understands. Transforming 
the pain that she is experiencing 
into works of art for others negates 
the pain that she is exacting on 
Dr. Grant. According to his own 
beliefs regarding the surgical field: 
“Everything else is forgivable if the 
work is good.” 

And Mary is one of the best. 

“Where Ruby wanted to be able to be free from the sexualization 
of her body by becoming a doll, Mary forcibly transforms Dr. 

Walsh into a doll that can no longer sexualize others.”
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The first time I watched Ana Lily 
Amirpour’s A Girl Walks Home Alone 
at Night (2014) was in a college 
film class. I enjoyed the black-
and-white western about a female 
vampire in an Iranian ghost town 
punishing men, helping sex workers, 
and warning little boys to behave, 
all while wearing a black chador. I 
enjoyed it until I got to the ending. 
Throughout the course of the movie 
the vampire meets a man named 
Arash, who eventually tells her to 
run away with him. He expected her 
to uproot her life for him without 
question, to leave with him when he 
needed to leave, even though their 
connection was barely formed. I was 
disappointed. If this was just another 
plot point it wouldn’t be so hard to 
swallow, but it is the final note of the 
film. The story of a badass woman, 
a powerful being, a killer of men, 
ends with her allowing a man to 
be the controlling force of her life’s 
direction. 

During the class discussion of A 
Girl Walks Home Alone at Night I 
sat quietly, surrounded by people 
singing its praises, until finally my 
professor asked the question I had 
been waiting for: “Does anyone 
wish she would have killed Arash?” 
Before I could raise my hand, there 
was an outcry from the class. “No 
way!” “The love story was so cute!” 
“They were perfect for each other!” 
I stayed quiet. Later, I took to the 
internet to see if I could find anyone 
who shared my disappointment in 
the ending’s undermining of the 
vampire’s autonomy. If you’ve ever 
googled A Girl Walks Home Alone at 
Night, you will not be surprised to 
read that I did not find what I was 
looking for. Instead, the internet is 
swamped with page after page of 
pieces explaining why A Girl Walks 
Home Alone at Night is the feminist 
horror film “we need today.” 
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Redefining 

Horror
  by Vincent Bec
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society. She is the only character seen 
consistently performing her duties to 
her family and her religion throughout 
the movie. These are not the actions 
of someone who feels drawn away 
from their family; they are the actions 
of someone who feels a connection 
to the group. Furthermore, Thomasin 
is the least evil of her family. The 
father is a lying coward. Her brother 
has perverse sexual thoughts. The 
mother mistreats her daughter. Her 
twin siblings are trouble makers 
who enjoy blasphemy and literally 
speaking to the devil. Despite this, 
Thomasin is the one who joins evil. 
Thomasin is destined to join evil 
not because of who her character 
is as an individual, but because she 
represents womanhood.  By the time 
Thomasin becomes a witch, her family 
is gone. Her food is gone. Her horse 
is gone. She chooses witchcraft over 
death. She did not chose witchcraft 
over her family or society, because 
those things were already taken from 
her. A man, in the form of a male goat 
or devil named Black Phillip, says he 
will guide her hand so that she may 
sign his book and become a witch. A 
masculine presence literally imposes 
force on a young woman’s body to 
put her into the role he wants for 
her, after taking away all her other 
options, and this is supposed to be 
her freedom? Being forcibly pushed 
out of society offers no true freedom. 
Instead, it is a way to isolate women 
further from the society they wish to 
have equal part in.

includes complex narratives, many 
of which have nothing to do with 
men; painting women only as saps 
for shitty men is old news. 

“Womanhood includes complex 
narratives, many of which have 
nothing to do with men.”

In addition to its problems with 
womanhood, The Lure has a problem 
with nudity. The adolescent 
characters are frequently shown in 
various states of nudity, spending a 
good amount of runtime with their 
bare breasts showing. I am invested 
in the normalization of nudity and 
the desexualization of feminine 
breasts, however, The Lure’s nudity 
can not be separated from a sexual, 
male gaze. You cannot desexualize 
a woman’s body in a movie whose 
central narrative treats her as a 
sex object. You cannot desexualize 
women’s bodies while upholding 
compulsive heterosexuality, since 
compulsive heterosexuality demands 
that women’s bodies stay available 
for men’s sexual gratification. 

Demonizing Femininity
Because we live in a patriarchal 
society, men are treated as the 
default members of society while 
women are treated as the other. 
Horror movies often play with this 
otherness through connecting 
women characters to monsters. 
However, this is only empowering 
if the women are given control over 
this connection. 

In Robert Eggers’s The Witch (2016), 
a young girl’s Puritan family turns 
against her when a witch starts 
to terrorize them. The young girl, 
Thomasin, leaves their desolate farm 
to join a coven of witches after her 
entire family is killed. Many people 
claim that the ending of this movie is 
empowering because Thomasin gets 
to live free of the harsh constraints of 
her society. However, this ignores the 
context in which Thomasin is forced 
into the position of becoming the 
movie’s monster. Thomasin does not 
show a desire to leave her family or 

Solution
Now what do I think we should do 
about the issues I have brought 
up? Do I want everyone to become 
feminist theory experts? Do I want 
you to hate these movies? Should 
everyone carry a intersectionality 
checklist with them to the theater? 
Of course not! There are two very 
simple things I want people to 
consider doing and it only requires 
them to change the way they talk 
about movies.

Firstly, I beg of you please, stop 
automatically calling everything 
created by a woman feminist. Stop 
forcing the political onto women’s 
existence. Ana Lily Amirpour has 
stated that A Girl Walks Home Alone at 
Night is not a feminist film, yet people 
have shoved it on a pedestal  and 
labelled it an amazing piece of media 
for the advancement of women. It 
is because of this response to the 
film, not the intent of the filmmaker, 
that I now feel the need to be critical 
of whether or not the movie does 
something positive for women on a 
greater social scale. Not everything 
made by a woman is progressive, 
or feminist, or groundbreaking, or 
boundary-pushing, and I don’t think 
it should have to be. Women should 
be allowed to just make movies 
without a social agenda. They should 
be allowed to make movies removed 
from their womanhood, just like men 
are allowed make films removed 
from the fact that they are men.31

“We’ve become stuck on a cookie 
cutter template; tomboys who 
can outmanoeuvre the bad guy.”

A Girl Walks Home Alone at Night is, at 
its core, a film about loneliness and 
isolation. What a perfect opportunity 
to uplift non-heterosexual 
relationships. How different would 
the movie have been if the vampire 
had become friends with Atti, the sex 
worker, or even fell in love with her? 
The movie would have been about 
two people, outcast and isolated 
by society, finding each other and 
moving on to a new and better life. 
Instead, it ends as a story of a woman 
whose loneliness trapped her with a 
entitled boy. 

The Lure (2015) is a Swedish horror 
musical about two adolescent 
mermaid sisters who perform at a 
nightclub. One of the mermaids, 
Silver, falls in love with a man named 
Mietek. Silver spends the first half of 
the film being a sex toy for Mietek, 
who tells her he will never see her 
as a human. To earn his love, Silver 
mutilates herself by undergoing a 
surgery that removes her lower half 
and replaces it with human legs and, 
more importantly, a vagina. While 
recovering from the surgery, Silver 
can not have sex. Mietek moves 
on to another women whom he 
eventually marries. Silver must then 
choose between killing Mietek or 
turning into seafoam. She chooses 
her own death over his.

Women’s role in horror has evolved 
over the years. In 1974, The Texas 
Chain Saw Massacre featured a 
woman lead whose only defenses 
were running and screaming. Ten 
years later, in 1984, Nancy is kicking 
Freddy Krueger’s ass in A Nightmare 
on Elm Street. Since the late 70s, 
horror has been a go-to place for 
strong women as lead characters. 
However, the evolution of women 
horror leads has become stagnant. 
We’ve become stuck on a cookie 
cutter template; tomboys who can 
out-manoeuvre the bad guy. It’s time 
to look beyond that. To examine 
the types of women we allow to be 
strong and the contexts we surround 
them with.

Enforcing Heterosexuality
Complusive heterosexuality is a 
cultural norm, created by a patriarchal 
society, that assumes and enforces 
heterosexuality. Rarely can you find 
a woman character who is not at one 
point attracted to a man, because 
women are rarely allowed to exist 
outside of their connections to men. 
Under compulsive heterosexuality, 
women have to be shown sexually 
and emotionally available to men 
at all times. Furthermore, women’s 
relationships with men are portrayed 
as the most important relationships 
in their life. Not only does this ignore 
the fact that same-gender attracted 
people exist, it also takes autonomy 
and complexity away from women 
characters.

The Lure is based off Hans 
Christian Andersen’s story “The 
Little Mermaid”. I have never seen 
Andersen called a feminist man 
of his time for writing “The Little 
Mermaid”. So why does The Lure pop 
up in “feminist horror you need to 
see now” articles? One reason is that 
it is directed by a woman, Agnieszka 
Smoczyńska. It is important to note 
that the screenplay, about a young 
woman mutilating herself and dying 
for a man, is written by a man. 
Furthermore, Smoczyńska has some 
traditional ideas on what adolescent 
womanhood is about. In a 2017 
Rue Morgue interview, Smoczyńska 
stated, “it’s like when you are a girl, 
before you become mature, you 
want to have sex with a boy because 
you want to become a woman. So 
we wanted to create a mermaid as 
a metaphor for a girl growing up.” 
It is accurate to state that girls feel 
pressure to be sexual in order to 
attract boys. However, I assure you 
that that isn’t the only thing that 
they worry about. I have not met a 
young woman in my life who defines 
her ability to enter womanhood by 
whether she has sex with a man. 
Young women are concerned with 
things like their ability to get into 
college, their career goals, or simply 
making their family proud. The 
Lure is trying to feed its audience 
the narrative that the reality of 
womanhood is being destined to 
love men that will hurt and use them. 
Don’t fall for that. Womanhood 



34

Available at 
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Follow us on Twitter & Instagram: @aoas_xx
Join us at: facebook.com/anatomyofascream

We’re a female-run, queer-positive horror 
entertainment and lifestyle site offering reviews, 
analyses, and humour with a feminist perspective. 

standards now that we did 20 years 
ago, our media will fail to progress.  
If we allow the standards to be lazy 
and easy-to-meet, our media will fail 
to progress. We are in a new wave 
of feminism and social critique, 
one that looks at the intersections 
of identity and the complex social 
contexts surrounding situations. The 
media praised as progressive should 
not only reflect the progress we have 
made, it should also push us towards 
our future goals.
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use. When words like feminism get 
watered down, people use that as 
an excuse to stop pushing for more. 
Unless you are a feminist or media 
scholar, you can go your whole life 
without ever deciding if a movie is 
feminist or not -- and that is perfectly 
okay. It is also perfectly okay to want 
to critique and label films as feminist, 
but if that is something you wish to 
do, please remember that it is more 
than just a word. In this context, 
“feminist” is a standard. A standard 
that pushes representation for 
groups forward. If we use the same 

“Not everything made by a 
woman is progressive, or 
feminist, or groundbreaking, or 
boundary-pushing, and I don’t 
think it should have to be.” 

Secondly, think critically before you 
decide to declare a piece of media as 
feminist. This essay is not meant to 
be a critique of filmmakers, or even 
a critique of the films mentioned, 
it is a critique of opinion piece 
writers. Writers have to be aware 
of the importance of the words they 



The video begins with a slow tracking shot across a white picket fence house to a graveyard wreathed 
in fog. Cue the scary music as the camera zooms into a mausoleum. We see a zombie watching a 
cooking video -- no, this isn’t The Real Housewives of the Undead, but a clever cold opening for The 
Homicidal Homemaker, a.k.a. Kaci Hansen’s eponymous culinary show. 

Based in Fresno, California, the modish and bouffant-coiffed Hansen has amassed nearly 8,000 YouTube 
subscribers since 2016 when she began her show, which can only be described as Martha Stewart 
Living meets Elvira’s Movie Macabre. Each episode guides viewers how to craft horror-themed apéritifs, 
amuse-gueules, entrées, and confections with cheeky aplomb. Her grisly but delectable dishes are loving 
tributes to iconic horror films and television shows, from “Dead Alive” custard garnished with chocolate 
severed ears, to “Friday the 13th” Camp Crystal Cake.

I picked her brain about the mechanisms and inspirations behind her show, and she dropped some 
deliciously spooky -- and spookily delicious -- pearls of wisdom. 

In Hell’s Kitchen with 
Kaci Hansen, 

the Homicidal Homemaker
by Suri Parmar
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(TRICK OR) TREAT YOURSELF
Get gorgeous gothic glamour with a Victorian cameo necklace from Bijou But Deadly’s 
Memento Mori collection. Featuring a bronze-plated necklace and a skull set in resin, 
this adorable necklace is perfect for both afternoon tea and late-night cemetery strolls. 
See the entire collection here: www.bijoubutdeadly.co.uk

....................

Purveyors of fine, handcrafted leather goods, FamilySkiners is a high-end Etsy shop 
that offers some truly incredible horror-themed wallets, including zombie- and 
necronomicon-themed. While the prices may necessitate a little saving up, the quality 
and overall badass nature of their products make purchases well worth it! Check out 
their goods at www.etsy.com/ca/shop/FamilySkiners.

....................

If you always vote for Jason when it comes to those “Who Would Win?” thought 
experiments, then consider ordering yourself a 3D-printed Jason mask in bronze-
infused stainless steel from Geek Chic Digital Art. Perfect for use as a pendant, charm, 
or keychain. Grab yours here: www.shapeways.com/shops/geekchic.

....................

Monica Bodirsky has always been drawn to the shadows and turned her love for 
all things spooky into a quirky and endearing oracle deck. Mixing the traditional 
Lenormand symbols with whimsical and Gorey-esque imagery of ghouls, The House 
of Shadows oracle appeals to the curious novice or the wise, advanced reader. With 
various spreads the deck can be read with proximity understanding or layered meaning 
through traditional Lenormand beliefs. Regardless of the reader’s experience, this fun 
and artist interpretation of the obstacles that hide in the shadows is a must for any 
tarot reader.  Pick it up here: www.monicabodirsky.com/shop.

....................

Scriptophobic provides script-writing consultation services ranging from the first ten 
pages to television pilots to full-length screenplays, giving writers up to 15 pages 
of detailed notes regarding characters, dialogue, theme, and structure. The site also 
offers aspiring writers a 4-week-long, tailored learning plan to help them reach their 
future goals. (And returning clients get a 25% discount!) Check out the site at www.
scriptophobic.com
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both tickle your brain. Perhaps 
cooking allows you the freedom 
to be slapdash and spontaneous 
like a spree murderer, while baking 
requires calculated contract killer 
precision?

I totally relate to that! I really love 
the process and science that goes 
into both cooking and baking, 
and believe that having that 
understanding of how ingredients 
work with one another is what 
keeps being in the kitchen exciting.

While I did start out doing pastry 
arts, I discovered that I had a lot 
of fun putting a morbid twist on 
standard appetizers and main 
courses, and really loved bringing 
the horror element into every meal 
… not just dessert.

And while I do enjoy dedicating 
time to a special meal, sometimes 
recipes that are easier and deliver 
almost-instant results are often the 
most fun, so it’s important for me to 
have something for all skill levels of 
cooking or baking, as well as those 

with specific dietary needs, which 
is why a lot of my recipes include 
vegan variations.

Do you have any advice for aspiring 
horror YouTube personalities and 
content creators?

The best advice that I can give to 
aspiring content creators is to be 
passionate about whatever it is 
you’re creating – that absolutely 
must be the driving force. It takes 
a lot of time and commitment to 
produce content, especially when 
it’s solely a hobby outside of a full-
time job.

Secondly, while I do believe you 
must take things seriously to have 
success with any endeavor, I also 
wholeheartedly believe you must 
not take yourself too seriously. 
Don’t worry about fancy equipment 
– just do it! The only way to learn 
and improve is to keep creating 
content.

Lastly, and most importantly, 
always make sure that you’re 
having fun while doing it.

Find Kaci on YouTube, 
Facebook, and Pinterest at 

The Homicidal Homemaker. 

Support her at Patreon.
com/homicidalhomemaker.

Follow her on Twitter: 
@HomicidalKaci, 
and on Instagram: 

@homicidalhomemaker. 
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How long have you been a fan of 
horror and what films drew you into 
the genre?

I’ve been watching horror films 
my entire life, as my parents are 
fans of the genre. In all honesty, 
I absolutely hated horror films as 
a small child. They legitimately 
terrified me! My earliest memory 
of being frightened by  a movie 
was watching The Fly. But that fear 
quickly turned into fascination and 
I soon found myself completely 
immersed in all things macabre 
at an early age. I’m a child of the 
80s, so naturally slasher films 
such as the Friday the 13th and A 
Nightmare on Elm Street franchises 
were what originally drew me to 
the genre, but I also have so many 
fond memories of watching Alfred 
Hitchcock and William Castle films, 
which made me grow a fondness 
for psychological horror.

What gave you the idea to marry 
your love of horror with the culinary 
arts?

As silly as it sounds, it really was 
just a combination of my three 
favorite things: horror films, 
food, and art! I was an art major 
in college and began teaching 
myself how to decorate cakes 
as a hobby. I eventually started 
applying those skills and concepts 
into appetizers and main courses, 
and began sharing photos of my 
creations online. Immediately, 
people showed interest in wanting 
to learn how to make the recipes 
themselves, and the idea of The 
Homicidal Homemaker was born.

Your videos have a Suspiria meets 
John Waters energy, with their 
jewel-toned palette and kitschy set 
design. Are you trying to channel any 
particular horror film or filmmaker?

First off, I want to say that I love 
that comparison – thank you! When 
I was first developing the concepts 
for the horror cooking show, one 
thing that was so important to me 
was surreal and colorful lighting, 

drawing inspiration from films such 
as Creepshow, TerrorVision, and 
Suspiria, as well as quirky elements 
from films like Beetlejuice and TV 
shows like PeeWee’s Playhouse. 
I’m also a huge fan of mid-century 
decor and design and own all 
original mid-century furniture, so 
the creepy-meets-kitschy, mid-
century macabre vibe is something 
that my entire home and wardrobe 
embrace.

I’m impressed by the high production 
value of your YouTube channel. Each 
episode is so carefully planned 
and tells a story. Can you walk me 
through how they’re made, from 
inception to completion?

Every episode always starts out 
with developing and testing the 
recipe, which sometimes takes 
many attempts before I am happy 
with the results. From there, I begin 
writing the script for the episode. If 
the recipe is themed after a specific 
film, I like to pay homage to it by 
doing our own fun twist on a scene 
or drawing inspiration from various 
elements of the film, but some 
recipes, such as the Brain Macaroni 
Salad, allow us to get creative and 
develop our own mini-horror film.

Then we build any set pieces, 
puppets, and props that we need 
for the episode; a lot of people don’t 
realize that the neighborhood and 
the cemetery are actually miniature 
models created for the show. Also, 
all of the music is original, created 
specifically for each episode.

Lastly, the episodes are filmed and 
edited. Some episodes take longer 
than others, depending on if we’re 
shooting anything on a green 
screen or doing any special effects, 
such as the walking gingerbread 
cookie in the Krampus episode, 
or goo spraying out of someone’s 
mouth on The Stuff episode.

Your videos feature both cooking 
and baking.  There’s a saying that 
cooking is an art, but baking is 
a science. Let’s talk about how 
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truth. Was this the hostel of their 
dreams, or the torture warehouse of 
their nightmares? Is this world not all 
for them?

No. Because Eli Roth’s world belongs 
to women; sadistic women.

Hostel: Part 2 (2007) initially begins 
with three female leads, though only 
after disposing of Pax, who dies via his 
greatest paranoia: the return of a man 
with a chainsaw (and to the disbelief 
of his victim-denying girlfriend). 
But the concept that the sequel will 
be about female victims is quickly 
subverted by the introduction of two 
married men intent on satisfying their 
most juvenile and baseless cravings: 
to abuse and murder women.

It’s worth noting that the only 
truly sexualized violence against a 
female in Hostel 2 exists between a 
nameless woman I’ll call the Slovakian 
Elizabeth Bathory, and a gloriously 
nerdy, terrified Heather Matarazzo 
(queen of indie films, here a nerdy 
girl named Lorna). Much like the 
original film’s first victim, she’s done 
nothing typically punishable by the 
Carol Clover playbook (doesn’t drink, 
doesn’t want to be away from home, 
enjoys journaling), with the exception 
of a thought: that she might “go for 
a boat ride” with a man she met at a 
party.

“Eli Roth’s world 
belongs to women; 
sadistic women.”

The boat ride ends in her eventual 
hanging by the ankles and ritual 
blood-letting by the woman in the 
tub, but her death stands out for 
several reasons. One, not only is 
her murder the only one committed 
by another woman, the manner in 
which it’s committed is categorically 
different from those committed by 
men in either the first or second films. 
This death is ritualistic, complete with 
candles and robes; well thought out, 
with a specific tool (a terribly romantic 
and absurd scythe) at the ready; and 
artistic. As uncouth as it may be to 
suggest, the sight of a woman bathing 
in blood is rather gorgeous (Argento-

esque, if you will). It’s especially 
noteworthy when compared to the 
raucous, ugly way Hostel’s male 
murderers pick up random tools off 
the floor and pull apart bodies with 
glee, but little intention.

While Hostel focuses mainly on 
murderers of non-American origin, 
those in Part 2 are red-blooded 
Americans. They are all a type: 
white, middle-aged, pro-capitalist. 
Your typical “bro” type, just a bit 
further along in age; decked out in a 
stereotypical uniform (golf shirt, boat 
shoes, and an ingrained sensibility 
that they’re deserving of things). 
Along with this type is the friend - 
let’s call him the Roth-type - a man 
much the same, but slightly more 
liberal, a bit smarter (he wears glasses 
or has asthma), and has a general idea 
of who he’s supposed to be - he’s just 
not sure. In Part 2, that man is Stuart, 
and although he knows his friend has 
brought him to kill women, he assures 
himself over and over that “I am not 
that guy.” The “not all men” concept 
is inevitably fallible - after all, he is 
already there. He’s gotten on the 
plane, arrived in the torture chamber, 
agreed to the tattoo (“What will my 
wife say? I didn’t know this was part 
of the deal”), so his self-questioning 
comes too little, too late, and it’s all 
part of the larger joke. Roth’s men are, 
of course, all that guy. They just don’t 
know it yet.

Before treading any further - it would 
be irresponsible to approach Roth’s 
films without a conversation about 

race and racism in addition to sexism 
and feminism. Hostel is easily read 
as xenophobic (on its release, the 
film  angered the Slovakian people 
for fear that they would be unfairly 
ostracized.) Its slaughter of a gay 
male character by a man that lures 
him in with sex also raises questions 
of homophobia (though I’ll admit to 
reading it differently). And, of course, 
when we arrive at The Green Inferno 
(2013), we have a film that cannot 
help but be exactly what it is: a story 
about white college students being 
tortured and eaten by natives in the 
Amazon.

It’s possible that the Hostel films and 
The Green Inferno are dangerously 
racist at worst, and insensitive and 
problematic at best. But if we’re 
speaking of horror archetypes and 
social fears, these films are ripe 
for commentary. The Green Inferno 
specifically casts a woman as its lead, 
and again, uncomfortably enmeshes 
her in a hotbed of potentially racist, 
fantastic, villainizing imagery of “the 
other.” But, I posit, whether indirectly 
or with intention, what’s accomplished 
in both Hostel and Inferno (and to a 
lesser extent, the students’ disrespect 
for rural American culture in Cabin 
Fever) is the othering of that Roth-
type - the privileged white American 
male.

Dissecting Green Inferno means 
knowing its birthplace, the infamously 
gruesome and inherently problematic 
Cannibal Holocaust (1980). Where the 
1980 Italian film feigned documentary 
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By all accounts, the work of horror 
writer/director Eli Roth is the very 
definition of white, male, anti-woman 
savagery. Across five feature films to 
date, the women in Roth’s films are 
seductive, sexed-up, and sadistic 
figures that men succumb to; the 
surface layer of each film a juvenile 
delinquency fit for a fifteen-year-old 
boy. Beautiful women devolve into 
sickening harborers of flesh eating 
viruses (Cabin Fever), bruised and 
battered whores (Hostel), and childish, 
unkempt, lewd abusers of space 
and body (Knock, Knock). Fall into 
their trap, and they’ll have your ass - 
literally - delivered to the torturers, 
dismembered, and left for dead.

But if auteurs make the same film over 
and over (so sayeth the mythology), 
then horror auteurs, it can be assumed, 
must express the same fear over and 
over. For Roth, it is one of the great 
fears of our time: the average white 
male is an endangered species. And in 
his exploration of that deepest, darkest 
fear, women are - by circumstance - 
given the most powerful role.

It starts with two college boys looking 
for sex. In Cabin Fever (2002) it’s Paul 
(literal boy-next-door Ryder Strong of 
Boy Meets World fame), and in Hostel 
(2005), Paxton (Jay Hernandez). Both 
are nice guys, but not too nice to 
abstain from fun. They’re technically 
“final girls,” the Carol Clover coined 
heroine of the slasher pic. And for 
these boys, contrary to the usual girl 
who resists temptation and survives, 
the same rules don’t necessarily apply.

At first glance, one could balk at the 
regressive nature of this recasting. 

The final girl trope at least allows for 
a female survivor. Here, we see two 
men take that particular achievement 
for themselves, and without the same 
regard for purity and resistance that’s 
typically required of women. Where 
final girls often lean on their most 
masculine characteristics to survive 
a horror movie, the two male leads 
aren’t beholden to the same gender 
deviation - they certainly don’t behave 
in a more “feminine” way. But with 
this deviation, Roth’s films illustrate a 
sense of the male fragility that’s deeply 
embedded in horror, now brought 
to light. By his rules, it’s only fitting 
that the survivor be male, because a 
man who lives in a constant state of 
fragility is a survivor left to exist in 
misery and a constant state of fear. 
And that’s a space horror typically 
reserves for women.

My interpretation of Hostel has always 
been and continues to be contingent 
on its time of release. In a post 9/11 
world wherein views of Americans 
are largely negative, to say the least, 
the idea that foreigners would bid to 

torture and kill unsuspecting, entitled 
American tourists seems frighteningly 
realistic. Now, more than ever, Hostel 
is relevant, for all its xenophobia 
and racial insensitivity. Yes, Hostel 
positions eastern Europe as a place 
of danger for American men. It also 
posits that the mostly liberal, college-
going American class is drowning in 
its own privilege, thereby asking for 
horror movie punishment.

“For Roth, it is one of 
the great fears of our 

time: the average white 
male is an endangered 

species.” 

The men in Roth’s films all behave with 
a privilege that is both unbecoming 
and definitively American. I don’t 
use the term “bro” to be funny, but 
because it best describes the type 
of privileged stereotype these films 
get at. Cabin Fever’s men are typical 
college dudes looking to let loose on 
a trip with some ladies. The men of 
Hostel start out as tourists, but quickly 
become self-invited guests partaking 
in and taking the pleasures of other 
cultures. When Paxton and the boys 
enjoy the debauchery of this fictional 
Slovakia, they drink, and stare, and 
fuck the women with an ease that’s 
too good to be true. 

When they wake up to a far grayer, 
drearier landscape, they wake up with 
the real version of those women, too. 
Without makeup, without lust, without 
desire, they’re horrifying visions of 
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of the tribe (they saved her, she says). 
She also dreams about Alejandro’s 
possible return - wherein she 
unleashes fangs and sinks her teeth 
into the asshole’s neck.

Knock, Knock (2015), sees the asshole 
all grown up in the form of an aptly 
cast Keanu Reeves. If Hostel 2 is 
about not believing you’re “that guy,” 
and Green Inferno is about absolutely 
being “that guy,” then Reeves’ Ethan is 
really, truly “not that guy.”

Lame by all context clues available - 
architect, dad, husband, former D.J., 
guy who can’t get laid because his 
wife is too busy/tired - Ethan is so 
innocuous and benign that it would 
be murder if he didn’t violate that in 
some way. It’s initially disquieting to 
view Reeves in a potentially sexual 
situation at all; partly due to his real-
life persona (he’ll forever be Ted to 
me) and partly because he’s portrayed 
as the most fatherly of father figures. 
So kind and gentle and typical it’s 
almost laughable - surely, this guy is 
good enough to know better.

Knock Knock preys on  the idea that 
“not all men” behave that way, and now 
we’re in for it. Because it is a horror 
movie and a Roth one, and so of course 
he does, and proper punishment 
awaits. So now this filmmaker truly 
has us where he’s wanted us all along 
- in a place that doesn’t exist, where 
anything can happen, where all men 
should be scared. Because even “not 
that guy” Ethan cannot resist the urge 
to let the sadistic women in, on a cold, 
rainy night.

These archetypes of seductive (but 
monstrous) women are Roth’s calling 
card. And ultimately, what would 
lead most to believe that his work’s 
disdain for women - women who 
trick, who are bitches, who are out 
to get you - runs deep. Too deep for 
feminism, perhaps. For Roth, women 
are beautiful, immaculate beings of 
supermodel perfection. They desire 
comfort, fun, and, ultimately, sex. 
But the women these unsuspecting 
men wake up to in the morning 
are none of these angelic things. In 
Hostel they lose the makeup and the 
hair, transforming into dirty, poor, 
townspeople selling living bodies to 
make a buck. At the end of Hostel 2, 
Beth doesn’t just buy her way out 
of the body shop; she takes Stuart’s 
manhood with her. Even in Cabin 
Fever, Jordan Ladd’s idyllic Karen is 
laid to waste as a rotting corpse in a 
shed. In Knock, Knock, the beautiful 
women arrive once more - only to 
devolve into messy, ill-mannered 
children, making a mess of a grown 
man’s home.

“These archetypes 
of seductive (but 

monstrous) women are 
Roth’s calling card.”

It’s in that basic disrespect that Knock, 
Knock finds its horror: the taking of 
personal space. Ethan is tortured, 
raped, his home desecrated, his 
marriage and family ostensibly ruined, 
all seemingly in punishment for a bit 
of bad judgement; a little cheating. 

A bad choice, but surely not so bad 
that the world’s lamest family dude 
deserves his life taken away from 
him, right? This absurdist idea that 
“cheating eventually gets you killed” 
is presented here as some sort of 
ultimate fear; a good man is always 
under threat by unseemly women 
who would take it away. Because of 
his happiness. Because of his niceties. 
Because of his privilege.

Are Genesis and Bell, the two girls 
who take Ethan hostage, abusive? 
Yes. Are they rapists? Yes. Do they 
seek to entrap for entrapment’s sake? 
Absolutely. But in a rant for the ages 
(seriously, this is brilliant, exquisite 
camp), even “not that guy” Ethan can’t 
refrain from snapping in the presence 
of the monstrous feminine. Whore, 
bitch, cunt - things you don’t expect 
from an upstanding, kind architect/
retired D.J. spew from his mouth, 
labelling the two girls in the way 
that  all Roth men, deep down, see 
all women. As inferior, as “asking for 
it,” as monsters. Genesis and Bell are 
simultaneously the most absurd and 
realistic monsters in this filmmaker’s 
universe - bringing voice to the 
uniquely Rothian fear that at any time, 
in the terrible fragility of contentment, 
even the well-intentioned man is 
at risk of exploitation by sadistic 
women. Bad women who masquerade 
as angels on Earth, but are really 
Slovakian Elizabeth Bathorys; women 
just waiting for the blood to pour 
down and restore their youthful, 
beautiful guise.

To call Eli Roth a feminist filmmaker, 
for some, will be too much. Because 
his female characters are never to be 
trusted. Because they’re all bitches, 
whores, and cunts. Because his entire 
body of work not only promotes, 
but wholeheartedly embraces the 
monstrous feminine.

But there is something to be said 
for a world where all men have the 
potential to be “that guy.” Where 
no guy is ever just a good guy. It 
begins with Rider Strong’s Paul in 
Cabin Fever, making the responsible, 
heartbreaking choice to take a shovel 
to his infected girlfriend’s neck, 
putting the once beautiful blonde out 
of her hideous misery. All the way to 
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to great fanfare (and lawsuit), The 
Green Inferno is strictly narrative 
fiction. It doesn’t harbor a pretense 
of truth, and its characters are so 
immediately archetypal (verging on 
the stereotypical), that we expect very 
little depth to begin with. Cannibal 
Holocaust’s horrors were achieved 
through pure exploitation and fear of 
an “other” audiences were supposed 
to assume were real. Those natives 
are “captured on film” raping, impaling, 
and victimizing white anthropologists; 
their cultural practices reduced to 
little more than gore-hound fodder. 
The Green Inferno, however, manages 
a bit more nuance by using simple 
character archetypes and clear 
fictionality to its advantage. In fact, 
if there is a true villain in Inferno, it’s 
Alejandro - the faux-liberal, publicity 
stunt seeking, college activist who 
brings the group of well-intentioned, 
but hyper-privileged Americans into 
the jungle in the first place.

Case in point - while caged and 
awaiting death by barbecue, Alejandro 
believes that escape is hopeless as “we 
have been mistaken for the enemy.” 
On the contrary, the tribe knows its 
enemy and it’s not these adolescents 
- it’s the men with guns who seek to 
kill them on the outskirts of the trees. 
The purpose in caging their would be 
white “saviors” is much more simple: 
they need something to eat and meat 
is meat. It’s not punishment for sex, 
or deviance, but simply the nature of 
the pecking order. Privilege no longer 
counts.

Immediate questions arise about the 
place of American college students, 
and well-meaning white people in 
general, in policing the practices of a 
tribe they neither live with nor truly 
know. Stopping genital mutilation 
is at the crux of Justine’s (Lorenza 
Izzo) desire to join the trip in the 
first place - an important facet of the 
limited white feminism that’s typical in 
Western countries.

This secondary mission is shrouded 
neatly by a desire to save the tribe 
from the harm of deforestation by 
American-fueled capitalism. But 
upon actual capture by the tribe, the 
students simply aren’t ready to fully 
assimilate to another way of life. 

They’ll save the natives, but only on 
their terms. That doesn’t include being 
eaten or cut. 

Alas, that’s not how horror movies 
work.

In this tribe, men don’t lead. Women 
prep the bodies. One woman in 
particular surveys the prisoners, 
chooses their fate, and cuts the eyes 
and tongue out of their mouths. 
Women cut the clitoris. Women, and 
not white women, are now in charge.

By The Green Inferno’s terms, to be 
cut makes you lucky (a controversial 
stance in and of itself). And to be cut, 
you must be female - and so, suddenly, 
being a woman makes Justine lucky. 
To the privileged first world feminist, 
to have your genitals mutilated is 
to be violated in the worst possible 
way; to be singled out and abused 
for being a woman, your sexuality 
and freedom forcibly removed. In 
her new surroundings, dressed for 
the ceremony by her captors, Justine 
is seemingly spared a cannibalistic 
death because of her gender. The very 
product of her femininity (menstrual 
blood) gives her a privilege her fellow 
white men simply cannot have. Like 
the sadistic women of Hostel and 
the sick, viral bodies of Cabin Fever’s 
girls, Justine is now monstrous to the 
men, but more human to the tribe. A 
complicated, mind-changing situation 
for this once easy going, daughter of a 
U.N. Ambassador, girl-next-door.

As for overt portraits of racism, there’s 
something to be said for the color 
of bodies. The indigenous peoples 
are literally painted red. They’re not 
definitively black, nor white, nor 
brown. Their red bodies serve as a 
visually vibrant contrast to the green 
of the Earth behind them. Does this 
erase their overwhelming otherness? 
On the contrary, it heightens and 
elevates it into fantasy. Otherness 
is all around, but abstracted. On 
one hand, it’s easy to see a tribe of 
cannibalistic headhunters dressed in 
loincloths and piercings as monsters. 
Consider instead the white male 
college student masturbating in his 
cage; he is the most monstrous of all.

When Alejandro masturbates, it’s truly 
shocking - and at this point a man has 
already been dismembered and his 
tongue eaten in ceremony. Alejandro 
does so without shame and with 
animalistic intention. He even explains 
it away while he does it (in my opinion, 
the most honestly vulgar happening 
in the entire film): this is his release. 
And if he doesn’t release his stress 
somehow, he says, you know it must 
be released through violence. This is 
the definitive summation of collegiate 
rape culture: a privileged white man’s 
insistence that they must have release 
or else.

It should come as no surprise that, 
upon rescue, Justine doesn’t bother 
to save her fellow traveler. She leaves 
him for dead and lies about the nature 



In 1984, Wes Craven directed a film that revitalized the 
stalling slasher cycle and delivered to audiences not only 
a boogeyman that would haunt our nightmares, but also 
a heroine for the ages.

Over the years, the concept of the Final Girl has been 
adopted and cemented as a vital touchpoint in horror 
cinema - the sole survivor who ultimately outlasts the killer 
and is able to vanquish him in the final reel. Originating 
in Halloween (1978) with the quiet, bookish Laurie Strode 
(Jamie Lee Curtis), the concept was adopted by a number 
of different films and franchises in the following years 
before Craven took it to a new level in his classic film, A 
Nightmare on Elm Street.

In this story, a group of friends are stalked by the spirit 
of murderer Freddy Krueger (Robert Englund). In death, 
Krueger proves to be even more menacing and dangerous 
than he was in life, now possessing the power to enter 
the dreams of his victims and kill them in their sleep. 
It is Nancy (Heather Langenkamp) who stands up and 
ultimately defeats Freddy at the end of the film.

Nancy is a unique Final Girl. She doesn’t simply evade 
the killer and survive to the end of the film -- she fights 
back. She discovers that she is able to manipulate the 
dream space and bring objects back into the waking 
world with her and uses this knowledge to set a trap for 
Freddy during the climax of the film. After forcing him 
out of her nightmare and into the real world, Nancy leads 
him through a series of booby traps that she has set in 
her home, effectively turning the hunter into the hunted. 
Freddy is accosted at every turn by falling sledgehammers, 
trip wires, explosions, and fire.

Nancy’s wit and perseverance give her more agency than 
the typical Final Girl. A number of heroines have defended 
themselves against the killer in slasher films, but Nancy 
takes it a step further by going on the offensive. She 
plans, she prepares, and she takes initiative. This gives 
her more control over her own destiny than many of her 
contemporaries.

Though certainly a powerful character during the time of 
the film’s release, Nancy is particularly vital in the era of 
#MeToo. This Final Girl is not content to simply survive 
her trauma. She challenges it. She fights back. She resists. 
She stands against a vile, menacing man and forces him 
to confront her on her own terms. And, after dragging 
him through a proverbial mine field of traps, she puts the 
final nail in his coffin:

“I take back every bit of energy I gave you.”

In this final interaction, Nancy regains control over her 
own life and denies Freddy the power to influence her 
further. In a year where we have seen numerous women 
and men stand up and speak out against the people who 
have wronged and silenced them, we see their strength 
reflected in Nancy and in her actions. She fights back 
against her monster and turns her back on him, refusing 
to let her past trauma dictate who she will become. She 
remains a Final Girl that serves as an inspiration to horror 
fans everywhere, and a reminder that we will not allow 
the monsters control us.

EMILY VON SEELE

NANCY THOMPSON: 
A Final Girl for the Modern Era
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Keanu Reeves’ Ethan, buried up to his 
neck (up to here!) in the bullshit of these 
beautiful, sadistic women, finally letting 
his mouth run wild with his deepest, 
darkest thoughts.

It’s a filmic journey that begs the 
question: does this man make films 
about “bros” wronged by women? Or 
does he, however accidentally, make 
films about the inherently powerful 
and insidious nature of male privilege? 
Does Eli Roth know what lurks in the 
minds and hearts of men? Or does the 
very nature of horror, our most socially 
relevant, prophetic genre, bring that 
out of the woodwork?

Feminism is “the theory of the political, 
economic, and social equality of the 
sexes” (Merriam-Webster). Horror films, 
predominantly slashers, have long been 
a means to suss that theory out (sparing 
no drop of blood or body part). If Roth’s 
work is an honest depiction of what 
white privileged men fear most, then the 
accidental consequence is this: women in 
a world where men are always victims are 
cruel, sadistic, and manipulative, but also 
strong, important, and extraordinarily 
powerful. The illustrated fear of women 
only serves to make them a stronger 
force than reality would lend itself to. In 
the films of Eli Roth, women kill, but men 
deserve it.
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This went on for some time, the child entertaining 
himself and onlookers, until Shannon looked up to see 
a crowd forming outside her office. The CNAs’ and 
patients’ faces a mix of entertainment and outright 
horror. Tasha, the head CNA, was not enthused, 
quickly dispersed the crowd. It was just Shannon’s 
luck she was working, since they did not get along. 
Shannon quickly closed the blinds and grabbed Tasha 
before she could leave. The two spoke in hushed 
sharp tones that echoed through the hallway. 

***

“It’s a distraction and it’s not funny. It’s unprofessional.” 
Tasha looked as pissed as she’d ever seen her. “We 
just had a little girl come in here screaming her head 
off. Tina lost her vision to a degenerative disease, and 
insurance wouldn’t pay for pain medication anymore. 
She died screaming ‘MY EYES’ just yesterday. Does 
that sound familiar to you?” 

Shannon sighed, a mix of submission and  frustration. 
“Look, I apologize. I should’ve kept a better eye on 
him. I’m sure he didn’t mean anything by it, he’s a kid. 
He wasn’t here. He doesn’t know any better. “

Tasha assessed Shannon for a moment, and saw 
the exhaustion on her face. She left Shannon with a 
word of advice: “After hearing a child scream in pain 
for 8 hours, the last thing anybody wants to hear is 
someone making fun of it. My team is spread thin as 
it is, Shannon. Look after your kid, because no one is 
going to do it for you.” 

***

Shannon found Harry in a pool of his own tears. “I 
just wanted to make Tina smile,” he explained, and 
Shannon hugged her kid. “It’s okay, Harry. Just don’t 
do it again.” He really was a strange kid, but Harry 
was her kid. And he was still just a kid. Maybe one 
day he’d understand what he’d done, but it wouldn’t 
be today. 

“Daddy thought it was funny.” Harry said quietly. He 
let himself be held. Shannon ignored him, choosing 
instead to grip her baby tighter. “Daddy says he’s 
sorry he’s dead,” muttered the child, soberly. The 
warmth drained from Shannon’s face. “And that he 
wishes he knew how to help, but stealing isn’t okay 
and, and that if you let Titi-”

Harry looked up to find his mother at her desk, 
headphones in. He bit his lip, holding back tears. 

Daddy had said this would happen, and had told him 
what to do. 

***

Harry walked up to the CNA station, greeted by baby 
fever smiles and stony stares. “Tina’s mom called up 
here again asking about her insurance check. I told 
her I didn’t know why it was so small...” Gigi told Lisa. 
“Doeesn’t he look like the little baby from Stranger 
Things?” quipped Lisa. Gigi smacked her on the arm, 
smothering laughter. Harry gave a rehearsed smile. 
“I need to call my Titi please,” Harry said politely. 
Everyone found something to do, except Gigi and 
Tasha. Gigi handed over the phone like a challenge. 
“Here you go, baby.” The ladies marveled at how the 
child typed out a number from memory. “I don’t think 
I knew my numbers at his age!” said Gigi. “Did you, 
Tasha? Tasha?” 

Tasha was distracted. Behind Harry, a line of spirits 
shuffled through the halls, their earthly ailments 
garments of the dead. Meanwhile, Harry had gotten 
through to someone. Gigi put it on speakerphone.  
“Hey Titi, Daddy says that you need to come pick me 
up. I’m at Mommy’s job.” The phone reverberated 
confusion as Tasha watched as the spirits poured 
into Shannon’s office. “Sweetheart, your Daddy is 
gone. How is he going to tell you who to call?” The 
speakerphone sighed, tearfully.  Harry went quiet 
again, replied, “Mommy is dead, can you come pick 
me up?” The lights began to flicker. The women 
looked at each other in fear. Gigi quickly said “I’ll go 
check on Shannon,” Tasha stopped her. “Shh. Listen” 
A garbled sound rushed through the hallways, and 
the lights went out. The hallways were painted blue 
for just a moment, until the generator came online. 
The lights sputtered on, as a scream of desperation 
echoed through the halls. “I’ll be there in five 
minutes,” said the speakerphone. The phone clicked, 
but a dial tone remained. 

Tasha went to check on Shannon as the rest of the 
CNAs made their rounds. The dial tone echoed, 
dusted with the spattered moans and confusion 
of patients. She slowly opened the door to find 
Shannon’s head on her keyboard, eyes wide and 
empty. Blood dropped slowly onto the keyboard, 
falling onto the floor. 

“Hey, Miss Tasha! ” Tepidly, Tasha turned around to 
see Tina. The child was pale, but happy, with red 
tears streaming down her smiling face. “Do you like 
my new eyes?” 
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The hospice was full of light this Saturday 
afternoon, but light can’t smother the smell of 
death, fear and mourning. Shannon dragged her 
3 year old son through the halls as he took in his 
surroundings with wonder. Harry was small for his 
age and had a bowl cut because, dammit, that’s all 
Shannon knew how to do. She didn’t have the money 
for haircuts. It made the child look strange and out 
of place in the vintage garb Shannon got for cheap. 
Jamar often joked that Harry looked like a Stranger 
Things cosplay. It was a horrible, horrible thing to say 
about your own son, but that’s Jamar for you.  

Because, once again, Jamar had failed to meet his 
fatherly obligations for another month in a row. 
And wouldn’t you know it, bad jokes and apologies 
won’t pay Shannon’s past past due bills. Luckily, as 
the financial manager of a hospice, Shannon had a 
little control over her own schedule, and as the only 
member of her department she could more than 
justify coming in on a Saturday. But she’d never 
brought her kid before and now she was nervous 
about how it would go.  

As Shannon dragged her curious child past the nurses’ 
station, CNAs looked on with a mix of jealousy and 
judgment. Shannon could feel their steely eyes, the 
crisp multicolored dos following her past the nurses 
station into her office, assessing her maternal ability. 
“Fuck them,” she muttered to herself, slamming the 
door shut. She began to check her messages. 

“I took a look at our bill, and something isn’t quite…” 
Delete. “Shannon, we need to bury our father. 
It’s been three weeks..” Delete. “Hi, Mrs. Li here. 
Insuracare said they paid out…” Delete. Shannon 
turned her answering machine off as smothered 
laughter bubbled through the door. 

Through her office window, Shannon could see her 
child standing in the hallway, talking to himself as 
usual. “Oh, God.” She quickly snatched him inside, 

checking his temperature even though she was the 
one burning with embarrassment. 

***

Harry beamed. “Yes, Mommy. Mommy! Guess what?” 
Shannon laughed. Here comes the babble. Harry 
rattled off,  “ My new best friend Ken says that you 
shouldn’t play with the stove because it could burn 
you and you could DIE. That’s how he died.”

Ignoring the toddler’s word vomit, she replied “Yes, 
Harry, we don’t play with the stove.” Shannon cut 
a check for the three-months-dead Mr. Finley. 
Somehow, she’d forgotten about him. What did she 
use that money for? Henry went on. “He looks like 
he’s coated in tomato sauce and barbecue sauce but 
he says it’s not sauce it’s his guts.” Harry’s bob shook 
with his deep throated laughter. “GUTS. That’s a 
funny word, Mommy!” 

Shannon forgot a crucial number in her calculation. 
She had to start over. She’d never taken more than 
$5,000 before and she needed to cover it with funds 
from the Lis and Bryants. She handed the child fruit 
gummies and an action figure, hoping they’d dull his 
need to talk. No dice. 

Harry continued, “Ken’s friend Tina had an accident, 
too. She doesn’t have any eyes.” He looked sullen 
for just a moment, inconsolably sad. By this point, 
Shannon had  put in her headphones in. The child 
suddenly popped up into a wide-eyed smile, his 
green eyes bugging from his face.  

Harry tugged his cheeks into his grin, and began 
dancing like a madman on pointed toe. His knees met 
his elbows at an odd angle, his eyes danced about 
the room. The tiny butter-colored frame bounced, 
his dirty blonde hair covering his eyes as he shouted, 
“MY EYES! MY EYES!”

HARRY’S FRIENDS
by Katrina Roberts



INVASION OF THE 
POD PEOPLE
Horror Podcast Showcase

by Valeska Griffiths

For readers who haven’t yet listened 
to Women in Caskets, how would you 
describe the podcast? What’s your five-
second pitch?

Dawn: Women In Caskets is a podcast 
dedicated to looking at the horror 
genre we love through a feminist lens. It’s two major fans 
of the genre digging into what we love, why we love it, 
and how it can improve its historically sketchy treatment 
of women and other minority and other underprivileged 
communities.

One of my favourite things about Women in Caskets is the 
incredible camaraderie between the two of you. It’s really 
quite joyful to listen to. How long have you two been working 
together? How did you meet?

Dawn: As creepy as it sounds, we met via Craigslist. I hadn’t 
been in Austin for very long and was looking for theatre 
work. My roommate at the time came across an ad for a 
new group looking for a stage manager. Jen was one of 
the artistic directors. I ended up not only being the stage 
manager for the first (of many) productions, but joined the 
group fully as the production manager. After awhile of being 
“theatre buddies,” Jen ended over at my place for some 
meeting and saw, not only my DVD collection, but a small 
display case that included two of the actual production 
puppets from the Puppet Master series. We nerded out 
over horror for a while and had that, “Did we just become 
best friends?” moment. All downhill from there and that 
was a decade or so ago? Yeah, that sounds legit.

What do you think attracts you most to the horror genre?

Jen: I always say that, in my opinion, horror is the perfect 
genre, as horror can be ALL genres. You can do comedy, 
romance, action, fantasy, drama, sci-fi and more, and still 
have the main genre be horror. You can literally tell any 
kind of story. Plus, horror is specifically good at reflecting 
society and making brilliant commentary on our social 
structures, morals, race … you name it.

Dawn: On top of what Jen said, I’d also add that it’s one of 
the most artistic and technically complicated genres out 
there. I love sitting in a darkened theatre and watching 
fantastic effects, bright splashes of blood, shadows in the 
corners and listening to the creaking floorboards behind 
me. I hate being scared IRL, but I love it in a theatre!

What would each of you say is your favourite sub-genre, if 
you had to choose one?

Dawn: I love a good haunted place story. I’m hesitant to 
say haunted house, because some of my favorite movies 
take place on ships, in the woods, in hotels, in space, etc. 
The idea that something can be so bad it seeps into the 
very space around you is fascinating, or worse yet, that 
the place itself is just wrong. You can stumble, unaware, 
into something so deadly and be trapped there, locked in 
with ... whatever. Not to get too academic, but the BEST 
example and description of a haunted place is Shirley 
Jackson’s description of Hill House from The Haunting of 
Hill House: 
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“Hill House, not sane, stood by itself against its hills, 
holding darkness within; it had stood for eighty years 
and might stand for eighty more. Within, walls continued 
upright, bricks met neatly, floors were firm, and doors 
were sensibly shut; silence lay steadily against the wood 
and stone of Hill House, and whatever walked there, 
walked alone.”

In other words, this place is perfect, sound, and possibly 
even beautiful, but man, it’s gonna mess you up if you go 
inside.

Jen: Oof! That’s a tough question. My favorites are all so 
varied that it’s hard for me to pick one favorite sub-genre. 
I love great gore but I also hate most films that only have 
that one element going for them. I need substance. Hmm, 
I’d narrow it down to art house horror & what I call giggle 
gore. For art house horror I mean films like Suspiria, The 
Love Witch, May, Tigers Are Not Afraid. Films that challenge 
the “typical” horror aesthetic and have a strangely 
beautiful vibe that’s chilling and effective both visually 
& emotionally. For giggle gore I have my go-to’s like Evil 
Dead (any and all of it) and Dead Alive. Horror that makes 
you simultaneously cheer, vomit, and laugh. That sounds 
awful but I absolutely love it. It’s a wonderful escape. Is 
your life falling apart? Don’t worry! There’s people with 
chainsaws and lawnmowers hacking through cartoonish 
corpses to make you forget all of your troubles! Plus, the 
one liners. 

Dawn: Hail to the King, baby. 

Great choices! Women in Caskets is an unabashedly and 
unapologetically feminist podcast. Do you get any pushback 
for that via reviews or comments (particularly in the wake of 
your very necessary discussions last year about the Faraci/
Drafthouse revelations?)

Dawn: Not really? Or maybe I should say not yet. There 
have been a couple here and there, but we’re acutely 
aware that we’ve been extraordinarily lucky in that regard. 
We’re thankful beyond all measure that our amazing fans 
are pretty chill and supportive of our efforts. 

Jen: I’ll echo all of that and also say that we were really 
taken aback, in a very good way, by the positive response 
to our Fantastic Fest episodes regarding the revelations. 
Many people involved in the festival and festival regulars 
were very pleased with how we addressed it. It was and is 
a very emotional and difficult thing to work through but 
the community could not have been more supportive of 
our efforts. And we’re by no means done talking about it. 

I’m glad to hear that. We need more strong feminist voices! 
Relatedly, which female horror creators do you think are 
killing it right now? 

Dawn: We’re currently obsessed with Issa López, who 
wrote and directed Tigers Are Not Afraid, which played 
at Fantastic Fest last year. She’s getting a lot of well-

deserved buzz right now for her talents. If you get a 
chance to see Tigers, DO IT. It’s possibly the best use 
of magical realism since Pan’s Labyrinth. And Guillermo 
Del Toro apparently agrees as she’s been added to his 
new production efforts in Mexico. Andrea Subissati and 
Alexandra West of The Faculty of Horror podcast are 
always a great and academically-inclined listen. Karyn 
Kusama, while not always directing horror, knocks it out 
of the park whenever she does with offerings like The 
Invitation and Her Only Living Son from the XX anthology. 
And Coralie Fargeat managed to make the only rape/
revenge film we’ve enjoyed, Revenge (another Fantastic 
Fest find). When I was looking up how to spell her name, 
I saw that Revenge is going to be available on streaming 
services on May 11th so get on that. 

Jen: Everything Dawn said times 1000. I’ve really become 
obsessed with Anna Biller’s The Love Witch. It might be my 
new all time favorite horror film. Every single time I watch 
that movie (and I watch it A LOT) it moves up the list. 
Plus, Julia Decournau. Raw is utterly breathtaking. I’m also 
loving film critic April Wolfe’s podcast Switchblade Sisters. 
First off, amazing name. Secondly, she’s doing some 
incredible interviews with brilliant horror related women 
badasses such as Anna Biller and Barbara Crampton. 

Raw and The Love Witch are AMAZING. Apart from horror, 
what else can we find in your Netflix lists? 

Dawn: I’m a superhero junkie, so you’ll usually find an 
assortment of Marvel movies and television series in 
my queue. Please don’t get me started on the Netflix 
Marvel series, I will probably go on FOREVER, good and 
bad. I’ve been on a Ken Burns documentary jag lately, so 
those are in there. There’s some anime, a good dose of 
sci-fi and while Jen’s the big comedy junkie, I do have a 
lot of stand-up in my queue. I’m working my way through 
the AMAZING series Dark right now. I was late to that 
party, but boy I am there now. And I’m still mourning the 
cancellation of Sense8. Glad they’re getting that wrap-
up movie, but man, what a loss there. I’m super looking 
forward to the return of The Handmaid’s Tale!

Jen: I watch a BUNCH of comedy and documentaries. I 
rewatch Lady Dynamite constantly because it’s brilliantly 
funny and Maria Bamford is one of my heroes. As 
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When we’re not watching horror movies, we’re listening to women talk about 
them! This month, we’re spotlighting Dawn Humphrey and Jen Brown of the 

enormously entertaining Women in Caskets podcast.
Listen: www.womenincaskets.com
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The significance of fashion to story is 
an often overlooked topic, particularly 
for the horror genre. You can guess a 
person’s fate based on their wardrobe, 
you can differentiate between classes, 
and explain without words who might 
be a bad guy or a good girl. However, 
fashion can do so much more for a film 
then just provide insight into a character. 
The Eyes of Laura Mars is a prime example 
of how fashion can be a prominent part 
of the story. The fashion of the film is so 
influential, designer Marc Jacobs’ 2015 
New York Fashion Week party celebrated 
the “Eyes of Laura Mars chic” style, and 
Tori Amos name-dropped the character 
in her song “Gold Dust”.

Written by John Carpenter, The Eyes of 
Laura Mars centres on a woman (Faye 
Dunaway) making a name for herself as 
a legendary fashion photographer, who 
plays high-end fashion against violent 
scenarios. (Originally, Barbara Streisand 
was set to play Laura Mars but declined, 
though she performed the original song 
“Prisoners” for the closing credits.) While 
her photographs draw controversy, 
Laura starts having visions in which she 
sees through the eyes of a killer as he 
attacks his victims in real time. Victims 
who happen to be her friends and co-
workers. Lieutenant John Neville (Tommy 
Lee Jones) is assigned to the case and 
realizes that the murders resemble her 
artwork. Eventually, the final fight comes 
down to Laura and this mysterious killer. 

Theoni V. Aldredge, whose costume 
work for The Great Gatsby won at the 
Oscars and the British Academy Awards, 
was responsible for the fashion in this 
film. Her era-appropriate costumery 
gives the film its rather unique feel. 
Laura’s elegance, professionalism, and 
sexuality come together in the amazing 
high fashion wardrobe she adorns in the 
film. In a full-sleeve, full-length, black 

of Yves Saint Laurent and Roy Halston 
Frowick is heavily felt in the creative 
spirit of this film, which also featured 
well-known models Lisa Taylor and 
Darlanne Fluegel.

Roger Ebert called this film a cliched 
“woman in trouble plot” but he’s wrong. 
In 1978, a trio of iconic horror classics 
were released: Dawn of the Dead, 
Halloween, and I Spit on Your Grave. The 
women in these films weren’t exactly 
heroines. Laurie may not have died, 
but she became a traumatized final girl 
whose life is basically destroyed. In I Spit 
on Your Grave, a woman regains her power 
after a horrible gang rape by killing each 
of her rapists. Can a woman be a strong 
character without first being a victim? The 
Eyes of Laura Mars is the answer to that. 
While this movie is a classic depiction of 
obsession and murder, it is also a unique 
view of women in a place of power. 
Laura Mars is a gorgeous celebrity who 
is in control of her own life and career 
and doesn’t need a man around to help 
her, though she does enjoy his company; 
a rarity in films in general. She keeps her 
femininity and wears outfits that demand 
authority while still being elegant. When 
she decides to love, it’s on her terms. A 
woman who is confident in herself is the 
best accessory. In both fashion and horror 
films, a woman in power who isn’t seen 
as a victim but instead a hero is almost 
unheard of. She isn’t a femme fatale, nor 
is she a final girl. She is a woman who 
wasn’t going to let anyone else get hurt 
or have her career affected. I admire her. 

The Eyes of Laura Mars is a classic thriller 
that mixes The Devil Wears Prada with a 
classic Giallo film; perfect for date night 
or a girl’s night in. Pop the champagne 
and strike a pose.

ALI CHAPPELL

silk dress with the daring slit down the 
front, Laura shows off a confidence and 
power that we should all be so lucky to 
embody. She later dons professional yet 
stylish ponchos and bow blouses, all in 
the darker hues, while her models are 
dressed primarily in softer colours, as a 
contrast to their posed violence. 

The mood for the beautiful and haunting 
photoshoots is set by photographer 
Helmut Newton, who creates striking 
tableaux depicting the juxtaposition 
of vanity and brutality. It’s erotic and 
dangerous, with class, clothing, and 
murder colliding to create stunning 
images. Gorgeous women in beautiful 
clothing are posed as part of murder 
scenes or car accidents. The fashion 
within these frames pays homage 
to designers of the time who were 
influencing the movement towards the 
dawning of a new decade. The influence 

Flesh and Fabric: 
The Eyes of Laura Mars 

If you had to pick one episode to recommend as a good 
introduction to Women in Caskets, which would you pick?

Dawn: It’s like picking your favorite child. The obvious 
answer is our first episode. It’s technically rough, but it 
serves as our manifesto - who we are, why we’re doing 
what we’re doing, the usual. But that was three years ago 
when we were young-ish and full of inexperience, so my 
serious answer would be our episode on agency and how 
it’s used in Penny Dreadful and Westworld. That was April 
2017.

Jen: Just one?! I’ll cheat and pick our two part tropisode 
“That’s Hysterical” from July 2017 on the hysterical woman 
trope. I love to dive deep into tropes and we got to cover 
a lot of ground on this one. Demon possession, wronged 
lovers, toxic romance and so much more problematic gore 
filled insanity! Basically, women have it rough. But it is 
2018 so that shouldn’t be a surprise. 

someone with mental illness, I really resonate with her 
material and practically everything about her. Plus, voices 
like hers are so important in the fight to help destigmatize 
mental illness. Bojack Horseman. Portlandia. Lots of stand 
up. In love with Cristela Alonzo’s Lower Classy right now. 
Just finished  catching up with the thoroughly entertaining 
Crazy Ex-Girlfriend. That show is a damn gem. Also, pretty 
much anything with drag queens. 

What software and equipment do you use to produce the 
podcast?

Dawn: Whatever we can get cheapest at any given time? 
Our nicest pieces of equipment are probably our Floureon 
condenser mics. We have a very basic Behringer mixing 
board and we edit using Audacity (free!), although we 
might upgrade that in the near future. I think our entire 
current set-up cost less than $200 including all the cords. 
Jen: Plus, the mics were on sale at the time so they were 
stupid cheap!

What words of advice would you give to horror fans who are 
thinking of taking the plunge into podcasting? Any helpful 
tips?

Dawn: Do it. Learn on the job. Those first few recordings 
might be really rough (ours certainly were) but you’ll learn 
really fast and there are a TON of online resources to help 
you out. There are real basic USB mics that you can pick up 
for cheap that give decent sound, and heck, I’ve recorded 
bumpers on my iPhone. I had very little editing experience 
when we started. My biggest advice would be find a quiet 
room that doesn’t echo and learn to use whatever noise 
removal tool your editing software has. With both, you 
can make almost anything sound like it was recorded in a 
professional studio. 

I’d also say pick your focus early on. Jen and I talked about 
doing a podcast for years before we really zeroed in on 
doing it from a feminist perspective and once we did that 
it all fell in place. And while that’s not all we do, having 
that as a focus really helps us stay on track when we’re 
casting about for ideas and topics. So for you it might be 
a focus on effects, a particular genre, introducing newbies 
to horror, literature, a particular creator, etc… When you 
talk about horror, what’s the one thing you keep coming 
back to? Make that your focus and build out from there.   
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Dear Countess Valencia
Countess Valencia is a certified Gothic therapist, an interior decorator with 
a soft spot for spooky, and a 6000-year-old Vampire-Canadian with more 

opinions than she knows what to do with. In each issue of Grim, her advice 
column will tackle timeless dilemmas and dish out practical solutions.

“A co-worker of mine is getting on my last nerve. Is 
it going too far if I hex their cubicle?”
 

Ah yes! This is a very common problem. We 
tend to be attracted to the darker forces in 
life which can give us certain powers. Only 
resort to hexing if you have tried everything 
possible to fix the situation in a mundane way. 
Acceptable situations for putting curses on 
coworkers are loud gum chewing, whistling, 
humming, and eating smelly foods. Be sure to 
hide any effigies, especially if you are the only 
dark one at work -- they will know it was you. 
Use your full power on those who are overly 
friendly. Like, I just want to do my job so I can 
go home, drink some bat’s blood, and watch the 
world burn, so stop getting in my face, Cheryl!

“I’m dying to learn about your day-to-day 
beauty routine. You don’t look a day over 200! 
What’s your secret?”
 
Thank you so much! I do have quite an extensive 
skincare regimen that I’ve been perfecting over 
the centuries. Most importantly, stay out of the 
sun, as this might literally kill you. If you must 
enter in the light, use 666 SPF sunscreens. Do 
what the cyber goths do and wear a gas mask! 
Not only will you be protecting your skin from 
the sun, but you will be prepared in case of 
chemical warfare. Make sure to take a blood 
bath approximately once a week. This is great 
for nourishing the skin. If you don’t have the 
time to collect enough blood on your own, 
check out Vlad’s Public Baths on Main street -- 
they are very affordable.

RAYNA SLOBODIAN

Have a question for Countess Valencia?  Need advice about the spookier side of life? 
Submit your queries via the contact form at www.anatomyofascream.com.
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by Zack Long

The title Monster Squad immediately provokes a specific 
image in the mind of genre cinephiles: The Universal 
Monsters -- Dracula, The Wolf Man, Gill-Man, Frankenstein, 
and The Mummy. The fact that author Heather A. Wixson 
has chosen this title is not an oversight but rather a specific 
play on this association. Her lovely book Monster Squad is 
composed of interviews with twenty special effects artists 
responsible for shaping the current generation of special 
effects kids (and who, were themselves inspired by those 
Universal classics).

Over its 400 pages, Wixson speaks to some of the most 
amazing and underappreciated artists within filmmaking: 
Phil Tippett, Jennifer Aspinall, John Rosengrant, and 
Bob Keen (just to name a few). Primarily conveyed in 
monologue format, each interviewed monster maker 
shares their story from inspiration to learning process and 
big break to advice for the next generation. 

Never before has a book captured the spirit of my 
childhood through the voices of my idols. This is the sort 
of volume that would have changed the trajectory of my 
career. Filled not only with amazing stories that range 
from inspiring to humourous and upsetting to downright 
heartbreaking - I admit it, it made me cry - the volume 
also houses a plethora of behind-the-scenes photos, many 
courtesy of the artists themselves. I beg you: if you have 
a child that loves monsters and film special effects, buy 
them this volume.

Despite beseeching you to buy Monster Squad, I would 
be remiss to exhol it without playing devil’s advocate. 
Because of the focus on interviews, we are more often 
than not at the mercy of the artists’ ability to narrate 
their life story rather than Wixson’s decidedly more direct 
prose. At points, the thread an artist throws away is more 
appealing than the one they expound on; at others, their 
phrasing confuses their meaning. This - and only this - 
prevents Monster Squad from hitting 100%. But 98% is 
pretty damned close.

Monster Squad: Celebrating the 
Artists Behind Cinema’s Most 
Memorable Creatures

Heather Wixson 
BearManor Media

Edited by Michele Brittany, an independent pop culture 
scholar who also gave us a collection of essays on James 
Bond in 2014, Horror in Space sets out to expand the 
academic discussion on an underserved subgenre: sci-
fi horror. Featuring fifteen essays divided between five 
subsections, the collection manages to cover both a wide 
and yet surprisingly narrow range with its 240 pages.

Brittany must be commended for her organization as 
editor: the collection is structured in such a way that 
each essay feels like a natural extension of what came 
before However, right off the bat there are fragmented 
sentences, extra or missing words and, most upsetting of 
all, incorrect information. Despite being in the running for 
the 2017 Bram Stoker Award for Superior Achievement in 
Non-Fiction, the lack of a passable proofread would have 
prevented my finishing this collection if it weren’t for you 
lovely readers. This is particularly evident in an early essay 
about John Carpenter’s The Thing (1982) that stretches its 
argument past credibility.

For readers that persevere, however, there are several 
fantastic essays within the volume. My favorite is easily 
Brenda S. Gardenour Walter’s “The Architecture of Sci-
fi Body Horror” which examines the post-Cartesian 
mechanical body in Alien (1979), Alien³ (1992), and 
Leviathan (1989). Simon Bacon also writes a wonderful 
piece on the vampiric nature of planets and other space 
entities that prompted several hours of consideration. 
However, Bacon’s piece also manages to demonstrate 
another weakness of the collection: a liberal use of non-
horror films, including Gravity (2013), 2001: A Space 
Odyssey (1968), Interstellar (2014), and Solaris (1972, 
2002). The reliance on films outside of horror, as well 
as the neverending recurrence of Event Horizon (1997), 
suggests that space horror is a limited genre, yet the 
collection never touches on Lifeforce (1985), The Faculty 
(1998), Under the Skin (2013), Attack the Block (2011), or 
Bad Taste (1987), just to name but a few.

Despite focusing scholarship on a niche topic that hasn’t 
gotten enough love, its flaws make Horror in Space hard 
to recommend. However, it is my hope that it receives 
a second revitalized, proofread edition like The Dread of 
Difference did in 2015.

Horror in Space: Critical Essays on a 
Film Subgenre  

Michelle Brittany
McFarland

51



  Commercial Real Estate for 
  Rent/Lease

HOT TIMESHARE OPPORTUNITY. 
Spacious casket available Wednesday 
- Friday evenings. Red velvet interior, 
vintage feel. Call or text Erika at (666) 
464-9745.

Elegant, modern 3-bdrm townhouse 
available July 1. Finished basement, 
high ceilings. Antique armoire/portal 
to hell dimension included. Call Marek 
(666) 481-2929. 

  Services - Offering

I’m really good at playing dead. Like, 
REALLY good. It’s kind of my thing. 
If you need someone to come over 
and play dead for you, I’m your dude. 
Byron (666) 878-2443.

Love to buy a love potion? Desperately 
seeking a draught to boost your 
financial success? Searching for a 
salve to increase your luck? Agnes has 
what you need: (666) 542-0007.

Experienced theremin player available 
to perform anywhere in the tri-city 
area. Make your next party, séance, or 
alien autopsy 100% spookier! Contact 
Ji-yeon at (666) 828-6289.

  Services - Seeking

I need to borrow someone’s 
fingerprints for, like, 2 minutes. Willing 
to pay a LOT. Contact Shari ASAP 
(666) 722-4558.

Crime scene clean-up needed! Timing 
of crimes negotiable. Call Priyanka or 
Lita: (666) 455-8123. Fair rates!!!

  Jobs

NOW HIRING zombie wranglers at 
mysterious government compound. 
You don’t ask any questions and we 
won’t have any problems, capisce? 
Contact HR department - Chiara (666) 
786-7840.

  For Sale

Selling slightly-used laboratory 
equipment. Very faint bloodstains, 
moderate amount of ectoplasm. Call 
or text Rosita (666) 864-2932.

MOTIVATED SELLER wishes to 
offload a set of rusty keys. Materialized 
without warning in my room one 
night. No idea what they’re meant to 
unlock. They sing softly to me. Please 
come get them - all offers considered. 
Contact Cole: (666) 343-1245.

  Humans for Humans

I know you’ll read this eventually. I 
think you’re pretty cool. If you think 
I’m cool too, then mix the ashes of a 
burnt rose with three drops of your 
own blood on the night of a waning 
moon. I’ll know.

Slightly charred caretaker seeks 
campers who enjoy canoeing and 
playful pokes with garden shears. Fwd 
interest c/o Camp Blackfoot.

Netflix and Thrill. If you ever wanted to 
know “what’s in the box” then contact 
Ms. Anatomica (647) 555-5256.

Incorrigible fraidy-cat seeking a 
shoulder for watching scary movies, 
Stranger Things, and even the opening 
credits of CSI: Miami reruns. Preferably 
detached from body and embalmed. 
Call Suri at (666) AAA-AAAH.

Seeking blood donor, no type 
preference. Call Igor at (666) 563-
2555. (Night-time calls ONLY).

PLACE YOUR FREE ‘HUMANS 
FOR HUMANS’ CLASSIFIED AD 
IN GRIM!  Use the Contact Form  at 
anatomyofascream.com. 

CLASSIFIEDS




