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  When I learned that my best friend, Brian Paone, had landed the incredible opportunity to novelize my most beloved underground film of all—a dream project for any writer—I immediately knew I needed to be involved. The excitement was electric! I started to explain the significance of his involvement, my voice catching slightly as I addressed him as both friend and another fan of the original movie; we then mutually agreed that my perspective should open the discussion.




  I was too young to see the movie during its brief theatrical release. My dad was into old slashers and B-movies that would constantly play at the local drive-ins and historic theaters, and the opportunity came up during a double-feature night. The deal was sealed, and a sense of anticipation washed over me, leaving me eager for what was to come. As they say, the rest is history.




  Remembering my first night seeing it, I knew my dad had taken off work that afternoon. He loved his job, building various woodworked household essentials, like cabinets and stairs. He sped home so fast that there wasn’t a speck of sawdust on the man. I remember his excitement as he burst through the door to tell me we were doing a 7:00 p.m. showing of a movie he absolutely loved from ten years ago.




  I was seven at the time, and the early ’90s were plagued with films trying to live up to the hype of the previous decade. The ’80s was a revolutionary time for slashers, monsters, and overall thriller-horror movies. We watched on repeat more times than I could count films like Big Trouble in Little China, Ghostbusters, and his personal favorite, The Toxic Avenger. I’d grown up on these films. The level of excitement at seeing them never dissipated for my dad, and seeing the joy in his expression as he showed me the printed tickets in his hand solidified the deal on the experience we would have that night.




  I vividly remember the evening. We started off by having a wonderful meal at a local Mexican joint, Two Amigos. My dad kept making the joke of asking where the third one was. I was too young at the time to draw the correlation between his joke and the Steve Martin film. I had my usual plain taco plate from the children’s menu, and we knew the rest of the night would push the bar higher and higher.




  We went to this old theater in town called the Senator. The theater still stands today, its marquee glowing with the titles of both classic and modern films, inviting moviegoers inside. If you’re looking for an authentic old-timey movie experience, this is your spot; the theater’s aged yet comforting atmosphere is unparalleled. A faded vintage-style marquee sign, its lights buzzing softly, greeted us as we approached the entrance, showcasing the evening’s film selection. At the time, I remember one or two names on the list. I remember there being Fried Green Tomatoes, which, to this day, I still have yet to watch. The other movie was a sequel to Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles, which I felt bad for wanting to see instead.




  Inside, a cavalcade of patrons came and went in the tight corridors. My dad pointed at the concession stand and told me that I could get one candy and one popcorn. I waited eagerly in line for my turn to pick. The lady behind the counter was some brunette girl, with a large beret hat. I remember the hat. I also recall that they were out of half the candy I liked, and so I opted for Raisinets, which, at the time, were my least-favorite candy.




  Dad took my hand and carried an armful of our score to the theater. The screening room was all the way down this long hallway. It smelled of popcorn butter and a scent I can only describe as “old.” It wasn’t unpleasant. If I had to describe it now, it would be similar to a fragrance you would find in a historic landmark house or maybe an old library. Just a vintage smell. Hard to describe or place but, when you smell it, you know it.




  Our screening room was fairly packed. It seemed my dad wasn’t the only one who was hyped for his favorite movie returning to the big screen for a ten-year anniversary. I didn’t know what I was getting into, but I knew he had good taste, even in bad movies. We quickly found empty seats midway up the aisle and settled in.




  There were no previews. The movie launched with the traditional splash screens of the production houses, and we were kicking off. The first flood of credits of the cast and directors hit. Crickets chirped. Nothing was on the screen yet. Just words. As a kid, this could have filled me with anticipation or broken the mood. Eagerly I waited. If my dad said it was good, by God, it was. And then the opening theme kicked on.




  For the next hour and twenty minutes, I sat glued to my seat. I don’t know whether I even finished my Raisinets. I was in a trancelike state. The characters. The special effects. A ton of dialogue that went over my young head. This was the movie of movies. I left the theater that night a changed boy.




  I never got to properly thank my father for taking me to his favorite stupid movie. He’s fine with that. Yet, as of the writing of this, I hope he knows how impactful the movies he shared with me changed who I became. So, I guess we can consider this block of text to be my official Thank you to him. Sincerely, without the library of films my father introduced me to, I wouldn’t be the writer I am today.




  After this experience, I remember being in middle school a few years later. Several of my friends were sitting in my art class, discussing a new movie that had dropped. American Werewolf in Paris had just hit the theaters, and my friends couldn’t stop talking about it. I felt my expertise was required. I let them know about the original American Werewolf in London version, which is far superior. This sparked a debate about films and, ultimately, about werewolf films.




  I don’t know how long this discussion lasted, but we took it to several other classes and, eventually, continued it on the walk home. I felt like I had found my moment to interject, with my ace card up my sleeve. During one dramatic pause to fish for a thought, I interrupted my friend Joe and belted out the name of my father’s beloved film.




  “Never heard of it. Is it like American Werewolf in Paris?” Marcus asked.




  With a careless shrug, I let my arms fall to my sides. I hadn’t actually seen the Paris sequel because something about it felt gimmicky and forced. The original was a classic. I tried to explain it was nothing like that. It was more visceral. This one was good. A classic from the ’80s. I didn’t need to explain any further. The three of us knew what the plan was on Friday night after school. We would have a movie night at Marcus’s house.




  Blockbuster, for a fact, didn’t have the movie. I’d wandered the aisles a dozen times trying to rent a Sega game, while my mom viewed the latest releases. I would always tiptoe to the R-rated area and scope out the films. So many classics graced their shelves, but they were always the popular classics, like Halloween or A Nightmare on Elm Street. I could never find my movie.




  I begged my mom to take me and Joe (who had decided to tag team the situation to ensure the acquisition of the film) to Bill’s Video Emporium, right off the main highway. Mom never liked that place because of their dirty movie corner with the curtain. After a lot of arm twisting, she obliged.




  Joe and I rushed right to the horror section. No hiding it from her this time. We outnumbered her, and we were grown! We were easily fourteen! Practically adults! The two of us ran through the alphabet to find our film of choice for the evening.




  I ran my hands along the selection, reading the different titles. I saw Amityville Horror, and even Aliens was in the mix. While great, this was not the film of choice for the evening. Finally, after going to the next rack, I found it. Just past Halloween 1-5, almost glowing, it called to me. The title font looked like claw marks, and a foreboding wolf graced the cover. This was the film. This was it.




  I brandished it and held it out to Joe, who stared at it, puzzled. He’d never seen this film before. In keeping with the monster theme, we also grabbed a copy of Blade to start the night right. Marcus’s dad had no issue with us watching superhero movies. We figured we’d start with that until it was late enough to shift gears. It was the ultimate plan.




  I quickly tracked down my mother, and she checked out our films. The guy behind the counter gave a puzzled look as he showed it to his coworker. He held up my movie. The movie. Immediately the guy leaned over the counter for a high five.




  “Right on, little dude!” said the frosted-tipped coworker. Clearly he had seen the movie too.




  Joe took notice, and that changed his opinion. He was now far more excited than he’d been in the past. Movie night tonight would be absolutely killer.




  My mom dropped us off at Marcus’s house around 6:00 p.m. His dad was cooking on the grill, and everyone else was already in the pool. Joe quickly dropped his bags, retrieved his swim trunks, and with Wonder Woman–spinning speed, he was changed and diving into the pool. I just wanted to start this film!




  After about a dozen Marco Polo games and a game we called Lifeguard—which, looking back, was dangerous because you played a Fire Marshall Bill–type character, rushing to your friend. We would yell, “I’ll save you!” and dunk them under water, screaming, “Breathe!” each time we dunked them. In hindsight, what a stupid game. At the time, it was the most fun I had ever had.




  We gorged ourselves on hotdogs, grilled corn, and the biggest frigging burger you’d ever seen. Marcus’s dad could give a masterclass on cooking. I had nearly forgotten about my coveted movie. After eating, our friends Devin and John joined the party. They’d missed the pool and dinner but tagged in for some N64, which Marcus had owned since the release. Again, this just furthered the distractions from my movie.




  Finally, around 9:00 p.m., we popped in Blade. It’s not a terrible vampire movie based on a superhero, but it wasn’t the movie I wanted. Sure, it was bloody. It wasn’t my movie. I patiently waited through a slew of swords, puns, and vampires, until the credits rolled. I don’t think his blade finished swinging before I cut off the tape. Prodigy, or whatever techno music played, barely formulated a beat before the tape flew out.




  “Dude!” Marcus yelled.




  I didn’t care. I quickly fished for the clamshell that contained my other movie, haphazardly tossing aside Blade, tape safety be damned. It was getting late, and I didn’t want anyone to doze off. I checked the tape to ensure the previous renter had given it a proper rewind. I didn’t want to wreck the experience by starting mid-film or at the end credits.




  As the VCR autotracked, I knew we were in for a treat. I pressed the Volume button a handful of times, as this was two or three years before Marcus’s dad upgraded the basement to the ultimate man cave, with the Bose sound system. We made do on the twenty-seven-inch tube TV. I hurriedly took my seat, and Marcus cut the lights. It was time.




  “So, what is this movie about?” John asked.




  I quickly shushed him.




  The advertisements kicked on. I hadn’t experienced previews in the theater. I had to see some coming-soon-to-own-on-home-video films, which had been out for the better part of half a decade at this point. Nothing but a few indie films that had gone straight to video. Five film trailers felt like an eternity.




  Then the screen darkened. It was silent, save for crickets chirping. The names splashed across the screen, then faded. It was so plain. I knew if we made it to the opening scene, we would be set. Marcus was already losing interest, and Joe was adjusting his position. John was curious about the film, and Devin was already poised to go to sleep. Another few splash screens of credits and these guys would be sitting in front of the television, glued for the next hour and a half.




  Then the opening theme kicked in. Much like I felt a few years ago, I think something clicked with them too. I saw Marcus paying attention. Joe couldn’t look away. Hell, even Devin woke up to watch. He remained in his sleeping bag, his head cocked upward to watch for the next ten or fifteen minutes, before he adjusted his position. I don’t think anyone said a word. Just jaw-dropping fun.




  By the time we hit the hand-to-paw combat scene at the end, I knew we were locked in for this as the greatest movie of all time. When it was over, the credits rolled, and a hush fell over the room. I didn’t know how to react to them. Did they like it? Did they absolutely hate it?




  “Duuuuude!” Joe yelled as he stood.




  Marcus quickly rose to his feet as well. “Especially the part with the Uzi! Holy shit!” He quickly clapped his hand to his mouth and looked up the stairs. I don’t think his parents heard.




  “What about the guy named Joey?” Joe asked.




  Clearly he was taken by the fact that a character shared his name. It’s always fun to hear your name in a movie as a kid. Marcus and Joe tried to recreate the fight scene, Joe brandishing his claws, while Marcus tried to find anything in his dad’s workout room to use as a weapon. He ultimately settled on a jump rope. The rest of us were entertained by an even-lower-budget version of the best fight scene of all time. Some of my best childhood memories centered around screenings of this film.




  It wasn’t until I was in the army—many more years later—that I got the opportunity to show the movie to a new group of unsuspecting victims. I remember we were all gathered in the dayroom—a common room that everyone used, containing sofas, chairs, a television, and basic entertainment necessities. We had a DVD player, an Xbox 360, and a mini-fridge that we all split the cost on to add to the room. We were there for a long-enough time, so why not make the best of it?




  I happened to mention to PFC Ammerman and Sgt Ullrich that I had a movie on DVD that everyone just had to see. I got a raised eyebrow from them, and we decided that on Saturday, when the gang all got together, we would watch this “disaster of a film,” as Ammerman put it. His words, not mine. It was a masterpiece. I think my pitch of a B-movie equates to being terrible to him. He was about to learn something on Saturday.




  We ran laps. We trained. We sweated. Monday to Friday, we did our jobs. Finally, on Saturday, the day had finally come. A few of us packed into SPC Grover’s Jeep and went to the local PX, which was like a military 7-Eleven. We snagged bagfuls of snacks, beers, and the usual trappings of a movie night and bolted back to the common room.




  The sun hadn’t quite set yet, and a disgusting glare always whitewashed the television from about 1700 to 1930 hours, so we wanted to have the best possible viewing experience. We called Domino’s and eagerly awaited the delivery, while several others played Guitar Hero. It was a packed room, including several who we knew but were not in our immediate circle. We turned on the television and watched a few reruns of People’s Court, which was airing for some reason at this hour.




  Ammerman collected the pizza from the barracks’ front desk downstairs. It was time. The sun had just passed over the mountain, and we closed the thinly veiled curtain to obscure the remaining light. The television’s glow of People’s Court would be our only light, if only momentarily. I withdrew the disk from the case and slid it into the DVD player. I never enjoyed using the Xbox because sometimes it would overheat badly.




  I think I hated the DVD for one reason and one reason only: the menu. The theatrical version and the VHS both kind of jumped right into the credits and cued the theme song, and the movie was off. A bit of something was lost at the looping theme song during the menu, as I could choose Play, Chapters, or Extras. It would have been cool if these guys added behind-the-scenes footage, but the DVD extras only included the trailer and an even lower-budget music video for the movie’s theme song, written and performed by Hiphopmcdougal. Bummer.




  However, speaking of the band who wrote the score, the year my father took me to the tenth anniversary rerelease in the theater, I only asked for two things for Christmas: the soundtrack’s expanded deluxe two-disk box set and REO Speedwagon’s Wheels Are Turnin’ on CD. Let’s just say that Christmas 1996 was one for the ages.




  Back to movie night in the barracks, I quickly pressed Play to not ruin the ambiance of the opening. With the volume cranked to eleven, I sat in a folding chair to the left of the room to have a good view of the film and of everyone’s reactions. As was tradition, the crickets chirped. The credits came and went. Then the Hiphopmcdougal-penned theme song hit. It was like a grenade had gone off. I never heard more whooping and hollering from grown men in all my life.




  Almost ninety minutes later, as the film neared its close, laughter and excitement filled the room. At least one of us could not breathe because of a joke used in the film. It was a funny line about a fork but not that funny. Maybe I had been too young to get it at the time, and now it was not funny because I’d heard it so much? Either way, I was delighted to know it was a hit.

OEBPS/Images/OPENING-CREDITS.jpg
AFOREWORD BY
AUTHOR HARRY CARPENTER






OEBPS/Images/HowlersEbookCover.jpg
. 4 4
s f i g ; S // /-' v
e : ! 4 : A
¥ :
; il ¢ : A 2 #
Pyt o . ;4,' 7 dv . -
— {- . 3 .

’
27

A NOVELIZATION OF HIPHOPMCDOUGAL'S
HIT SOUNDTRACK TO THE/CULT CLAS SIC FILM






OEBPS/Images/SM__116.jpg





