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Introduction: Jaws


[image: ]




It's oxymoronic (or, at best, moronic) that everyone likes shark movies, but there are almost no good ones. Sure, there's Jaws, and Jaws 2 if you're a little drunk, but that's pretty much it. It's not like you ever hear anyone singing the praises of the Shark Attack series. And while there were shark movies before Jaws, no one besides John Singleton Copley took them all that seriously as a subject before Steven Spielberg's seminal (heh) flick about three dudes – a tough guy, a smart guy, and an emotional guy – who kill a big shark that's been eating the shit out of everybody.

Since the shark in Jaws explodes at the end (spoiler warning) you'd think it would be pretty hard to come up with a non-retarded idea for a sequel, but that never stopped Hollywood before so eventually they made Jaws 2 (1978), Jaws 3-D (1983), and Jaws: The Revenge (1987). They also commissioned novelizations of Parts 2 & 4 (which are actually better than the movies, even though one of them attributes the shark's bad attitude to voodoo), a Jaws game, a Jaws 2 comic book, a Jaws ride, and several awful Jaws video games. In short, the only way Jaws could've been any more popular is if it also starred C-3PO and Princess Leia, and after the credits one of them blew you. Ripoffs were inevitable, and before long any potentially aggressive animal that lives in or near the water – barracudas, giant octopuses, killer whales, salt water crocodiles, even flying fucking piranhas – was on the rampage. And almost all of these ripoffs stole as many plot points from Jaws as legally possible. Favorite bits to swipe include a guy in charge who won't close the beaches, the part where a bunch of drunken cornheads try to kill the monster, and that famous image of Jaws zeroing in on the hapless chick like me zeroing in on a girl with low self-esteem. One flick, The Last Shark (AKA Great White) (1981), lifted so many touchstones from Jaws that the Jaws people sued their dicks off and now Steven Spielberg keeps the dicks in a jar in his office. If you ever take a meeting with Spielberg, ask to see them. Castration be damned though, the shark movie producers show no signs of stopping, so I say it's time to cornhole this submarine sub-genre once and for all. So take off your bikini top (yes, this is mandatory) and jump right in as we explore the soggier side of horror. Trust me, the water's fine. And it's perfectly safe, if you discount the multitude of nameless horrors from unimaginable depths that have developed a taste for human flesh and could be creeping up on you right now. But look on the bright side: if one of them gets you, at least we got to see your tits first.
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Aatank

[image: ]




(1996)

Directed by Prem H. Lalwani

Once you're familiar with a specific genre's particular ins and outs, some movies, like most one night stands, are almost better in a language you can't understand. Aatank, AKA Bollywood Jaws, is definitely one of these movies. Sure, I'm probably missing out on some hilariously ludicrous dialogue or subtle plot points, like who, exactly the hot chick and her friends were burning in effigy (whoever it was, they sure didn't appreciate it, because later they burn this chick's entire village down, and not in effigy), but a giant plastic shark head-butting a helicopter out of the sky, causing it to crash into a boat, hurling the bad guy into the air, where the main guy fatally harpoons him, is undeniably universal. (And still at least 20% less ridiculous than the finale of Jaws 4.) The shark roars like a monster in a Hanna-Barbera cartoon (even when its head is entirely underwater) and alternates between being a huge, almost-impressive head (close-ups) and a bathtub toy (long shots), but the producers did permit it to eat a small child, which is always a plus, and, in what has immediately become my favorite shark kill of all time, there's a scene where a chick is fatally chomped right in the middle of her joyful Bollywood musical number! For my rupee there's entirely too much singing and dancing and romance and gunplay, and nowhere near enough shark attacks, but I felt the same way about my junior prom so your mileage may vary.
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The Adventures of Sharkboy and Lavagirl
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(2005)

Directed by Robert Rodriguez

[Some may question the relevance of this entry, but in addition to the shark-centric title it features individuals attacked, at one point or another, by cartoon sharks, cartoon electric eels, and cartoon piranha. If that doesn't warrant its inclusion in this book, there's no way to finish this sentence, because that totally warrants its inclusion in this book.]

Sharkboy vs. Lavagirl (or whatever) is a heavy-handed, stupid, garish, obnoxious assault of cartoon effects that is so in-your-face and ugly that it should come as no surprise that it was originally released in 3-D. The story concerns a sensitive little queer who doesn't have any friends, because he sucks. He does have a wonderful imagination though (an attribute endlessly celebrated in films like this, but generally frowned upon in real life), which he uses to dream up two superheroes: the terminally obnoxious Sharkboy, who's half shark, half shitstain, and is played by the kid who later became the main werewolf in Twilight (yes, he's a detestable little punk in this movie too), and pubescent sexual fantasy Lavagirl, who's made of lava and the daydreams of pedophiles and is, without a doubt, the epitome of Too Young to Be So Hot (TYTBSH), no pun intended. It turns out Lavagirl and Sharkboy aren't just figments of his imagination though - they're real, and they show up one day to drag the main kid into his own dreamworld, Planet Drool, "Where kids rule." So this kid's dream world is basically a Chuck E. Cheese? What a tool. George Lopez is painfully unfunny as the bad guy (hey, at least he's consistent); it's full of terrible puns ("Just let her cool down. She's just blowing off steam."); the "story" is stream-of-consciousness nonsense, and a lot of it makes no goddamned sense whatsoever. (For example, why is Sharkboy searching "the universe" for his missing father when he knows the guy disappeared in the Atlantic Ocean? What, does he think the old man sank to the bottom and then randomly teleported to Jupiter or something? This isn't an issue of Alpha Flight.) It teaches the kiddies some pretty shitty lessons too, like the idea that you can prevent your parents' divorce just by wishing hard enough, or the absurd notion that George Lopez warrants any respect whatsoever. And, of course, there are plenty of fart jokes. Oh, Hollywood, will you never, ever tire of farting? Bottom line: even for children (and that includes hopeless, "left behind" ones like yours), this movie fucking sucks. Still... every time Lavagirl struck one of her superheroic poses I was kinda glad I was watching it. Where's an asbestos condom when you need one?
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Amphibious 3D
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(2010)

Directed by Brian Yuzna

A self-serving freighter captain who's in hock to a fat smuggler, a chick who's considerably hotter than she initially appears, and an orphan with mystical powers (no, this isn't Star Wars) are stranded on an isolated fishing platform, where they're forced to throw down with a giant aquatic scorpion that spits poison out of its tail. And before you give yourself a migraine rolling your eyes too far back into your head, you should know that this crazy monster was an actual thing. That's right, back in prehistoric days there really was something called a jaekelopterus rhenaniae (put that in your mouth), and it was indeed a giant, sea-going, you-eating water scorpion. See, this is why they didn't bother keeping records in prehistoric times, because back then everything was reliably and consistently a daily nightmare of horror, so there was really only that one fact to remember. Plus if anyone did stop moving long enough to write something down, they were almost always immediately eaten, sometimes twice.

Getting back to the movie: several chumps are run through or bisected, a fool burns alive while impaled on the scorpion's tail (needless to say, this is the highlight of the movie), and one sorry punk even takes the scorpion's gigantic stinger right up his ass. (Here's a piece of advice: never, ever take a shit if you're in a horror movie. It will always end badly.) Solid gore, the monster is impressive (happily, they kept the cartoon effects to a minimum), and there's even some tits. The only real problem is the annoying kid who has a gratuitous psychic link with the scorpion, and who later pops out a swarm of scorpion babies full-on Inseminioid style. It's a goofy, confusing sideplot that just serves to distract us from the parts where a giant, prehistoric scorpion is ruthlessly killing people. And what was with the tertiary plot, where the main chick's dead (?) daughter keeps inexplicably appearing to her? Maybe this did have some relevance to the story that I somehow missed, but on my initial, drunken viewing it really seemed to come out of left field. In the future, please, less ghostly hallucinations, less ESP links, and more horrific death by scorpion. Thank you. Oh, and more tits. Thanks.
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Aquanoids
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(2003)

Directed by Ray Peschke

A cheap-looking movie about cheap-looking mermen menacing cheap-looking tarts? I could so get behind this if it didn't suck such a phenomenal amount of ass. For real, it's so rushed, slipshod, and just plain sloppy that it feels like something thrown together over a long weekend to meet some arbitrary deadline, never mind the fact that everyone involved also wanted to spend said weekend getting stoned, and wasn't about to let working on this project get in their way. It's full of embarrassingly cheap gore; awful camerawork; weird, amateurish editing; and everything is too dark, but in an odd, artificial way, like it was originally too bright and they tried to fix it in post using their precious, faggy MacBook Pro II or whatever. In addition, there's several pairs of stunt tits (I'll say it again: what kind of disgusting whore is willing to show the entire world her tits, but not her face?); one the dumbest sex scenes ever ("Uhh, uhh, uhh... So how corrupt is the mayor? Tell me about the aquanoids!"); the main chick squeezing a guy's balls so hard that they bleed (There's an aquanoid attack / and a girl just popped your sack / it's a rupture!); some high-speed Razor scooter action; a goofy baby aquanoid popping out of a hottie's crotch; an abrupt, unsatisfying climax (it's like having sex with you); typos during the credits; and of course a coroner who eats while he's working, because we've never seen that bit before, you jizzstain hacks. Kudos to the main chick (who's hot and tries her best), and the sexy-ass mayor's daughter (ditto), but those two honeys aside this flick is a disaster of Waterworld proportions, except on a weekend bender budget. Oh, and according to the end credits, there's a fan club! ("Win prizes!") Talk about optimistic delusional. I'll tell you what - send me the mayor's daughter's panties, that can be my prize. My consolation prize. For actually sitting through this piece of shit.
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Avalanche Sharks
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(2013)

Directed by Scott Wheeler

In an asinine wraparound that belongs in an entirely different movie (or, better yet, the cutting room floor, where we can piss on it), the sole survivor of the laughable horror we're about to witness tells this "sexy" hallucination how it all went down, and maybe we should blame the meds this cat is on because despite what should be a pretty straightforward (if stupid) premise this movie is muddled as fuck, and it's full of awful acting (even with your barometer adjusted to "Syfy Channel"), unlikeable characters, sub-par cartoon effects, and surprisingly unattractive women. As you may have guessed, the sharks in this flick can can swim through the snow (à la 2011's Snow Shark, which beat them to the idea by a full two years), and they soon lay siege to the local ski resort, gobbling up several faceless snowboarders and displaced bikini babes chicks. So where did these snow sharks come from? Well, according to one of several stupid theories, they're the leftover life-essence of a race of intergalactic space sharks whose ship crashed on the mountain ages ago. That's right, the only reason they didn't call this "Scientology Sharks" is because, oh my god, the lawsuit. Features the biggest cop-out/non-climax ever (the threat is abruptly and unwittingly ended by a non-participant located miles away), and several instances where it cheerfully points out its own glaring flaws, as if this were a viable alternative to simply fixing these flaws in the first place. When you don't care enough about your movie to commission a single rewrite (I'm assuming), hire any pretty actresses, or insist that the substandard actresses you did hire at least take their clothes off, why should we care enough to sit through the results? Life is short, and there are any number of better crummy movies out there. Avalanche Sharks should be buried. In shit. That's my Gene Shalit style closer. The "shit" addendum was pure Mr. Satanism though.
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Bacalhau ("Bacs")

[image: ]




(1975)

Directed by Adriano Stuart

Bacalhau is surely the first parody/ripoff of Jaws ever made (it came out the same year, for fuck's sake), and it hits most of the important Jaws beats, including the male-bonding scene, which is kind of surprising considering how homophobic this movie is. But wouldn't you know it, the goddamned thing is only available in Portuguese! How in the hell are regular people supposed to understand what's going on? Maybe they figured that, since comedy doesn't translate well, why bother translating it at all? Not that the crap this movie dishes out would be funny in any language, what with its repetitious slapstick idiocy and endless jokes at the expense of women and homosexuals. Although, to be honest, slapstick idiocy peppered with an utter disdain for females and gays is kind of how I characterize Brazilian culture anyway.

So, a killer bacalhau – this is Portuguese for "codfish", by the way – is attacking swimmers and stripping their bones so clean that there's nothing left but a plastic lab skeleton. After mucho arguing and fighting the powers-that-be decide to hunt the codfish down, enlisting the services of a Quint proxy who looks like Avery Schreiber and crashes one of the mayor's meetings/brawls carrying a fishing pole and accompanied by his own drummer (yes, a guy playing an actual drum), and a Hooper proxy who arrives via mail in a big crate. (I'm not sure if he shipped himself to save on airfare, or if they just ordered him out of a catalog, or what.) There's a homosexual stereotype who spends the entire movie being ludicrously gay and screaming like a bitch, the Hooper proxy wears his scuba gear 24/7 (such comedic invention!), and in one part I'm pretty sure this exceptionally hot chick with a stunning ass survives a bacalhau attack by happily granting the killer fish sexual favors. (When the gay guy subsequently tries to get some of this action, the codfish eats him.)

Historically significant while having no real value whatsoever, and, apparently, almost completely forgotten. In fact, the sole review of Bacalhau I could find online was in French, and when I ran it through Google Translate it described the movie as: "a shabby series Z, a turnip competition".

Couldn't have put it better myself.
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Bait
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(2012)

Directed by Kimble Rendall

"All I need is a hook," says this dude as he outlines his improbable plan to defeat the shark that has the entire cast trapped in a flooded grocery store. Self-referential? Hard to say, since that requires at least a modicum of self-awareness and I've never been able to determine how self-aware the guy who wrote this movie might be. On the one hand, he's responsible for Razorback (1984) which is and will always be the greatest giant rampaging pig movie ever made (unless the Academy will reconsider my footage of Kim Kardashian decimating the catering truck), but he also made Highlander (1986), arguably one of the most overrated movies of all time, and Highlander II, inarguably one of the dumbest. Bait is just high-concept enough without going entirely off the rails into stupid (Sand Sharks), but, unfortunately, it hobbles itself early on by trotting out characters so stock it wouldn't feel unnatural to take out the lot of them with a bolt gun. There's the cute shoplifter; the shallow, horny couple, complete with yippy little purse-dog accessory (tragically, this dog survives); the dickhead boss (defined, in typical Hollywood fashion, as any boss who takes his job seriously)... And of course, of fucking course, there's a robbery in process when the action begins, and of course, of goddamned course, one of the crooks is a sympathetic, reluctant participant in the robbery. Fuck you, movie. You couldn't be any more heavy-handed and obvious if you and your brother Tony were taking baseball bats to our skulls over the five large we owed you.

Still, the true measure of a shark movie is how gruesomely/creatively the shark gets down to business, and while we actually have an opportunity here for some unique set-pieces that don't require the shark to climb ropes (Sharknado), head-butt a helicopter out of the sky (Aatank), or leap into the upper atmosphere and pull down the space shuttle (some shark movie, somewhere, probably) this flick never really goes that extra (nautical) mile. The initial tsunami strike that floods the store is pretty wicked (I especially liked the part where someone takes a fan blade to the face), and the setting is effectively surreal at times (somehow, seeing a jellyfish causally swimming through the submerged building is infinitely creepier and more disturbing than when the shark does the same thing later), but too much of the action falls flat and the story pauses way too often for forced, clumsy "character development" that made me long for the usual parade of interchangeable bikini babes that a shark movie less impressed with itself would have inevitably trotted out.

Overall: Better than bad, but still not good.
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Barracuda

(The Lucifer Project)
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(1978)

Directed by Harry Kerwin and Wayne Crawford

Just in case you missed the title sequence – like maybe you left to make a sandwich, or you were still masturbating to the redhead in the Wendy's commercial that just ended – this flick catches you up immediately as two divers get their faces eaten off by killer barracuda. Template fully established, we turn our attention to some hippies who are taking water samples to determine whether or not the Jack Chemical Company is polluting the shit out of the local biosphere. Could these events be connected? My guess is yes, since the cat who runs the chemical company (I guess he's "Jack") is beyond livid about these samples. (When he finds out the hippies are from a local college, he says "Somebody shoulda set fire to that place years ago!") He has the leader of the hippies arrested, but unlike most cops, who are total pigs and will hold you for the entire holiday weekend just because you filled one of their patrol cars with Silly String, the local sheriff is pretty reasonable and ultimately teams up with the hippies against the chemical company. That's right, this movie actually features cops and hippies, natural enemies in the wild, working together. And by pooling their law-enforcement and bong-smoking abilities they soon learn that the barracuda are on the rampage because they have low blood sugar. So, in essence, these fucking fish are ruthlessly chewing people to death for the same basic reason that you get pissy when you skip lunch. Nature really is a merciless bitch. It's soon confirmed that the chemical company is indeed responsible (curse you, Jack), but naturally there's a conspiracy and it doesn't take long for the guys behind it to suit up and start capping everybody, at which point this movie forgets all about the barracuda, never mind the fact that most people tuning in to a movie called "Barracuda" probably expect a thrilling climax focused, at least in part, on the goddamned fish. Well, either that or a car race. Either way, they'll be disappointed. Since the hypoglycemic barracuda are never properly dealt with I guess they're still out there, just waiting for the next unsuspecting swimmer to cross their path or freighter full of Oreos to capsize. The people who made this flick were probably hoping to continue the horror someday in Barracuda Part 2: The Bacarudaing, but as the Mayor in Jaws so sagely pointed out, no one's ever impressed when you yell "Barracuda!" so, for better or worse, that never happened.

Points off for not playing the Heart song during the end credits.
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Baywatch: "Shark Fever"
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(1996)

Written by David Braff

Of course there's a "killer shark" episode of Baywatch. Frankly, having never seen this show before, I don't see how it could be anything but killer shark episodes, and maybe one or two "very special" installments where they bust someone dealing on the beach after a major character's beloved sibling, who we never saw before that episode, OD's. Seriously, this one-note program ran for eleven seasons??? And what is with the actor who spells "Jason" with two A's? Why not go really crazy, chief, and spell it with five A's? You fucking douche.

Two of our lifeguards are shooting the movie "Shark Fever" – for the Sci-Fi Channel, I'm assuming – when one of them is almost mauled by a real tiger shark brought in for the production. (Why is everyone attached to this production also a lifeguard/major character on the show? Because bringing in additional actors costs money, that's why.) When a surfer is attacked shortly thereafter they initially blame the same shark, until they measure the "bite radius" (that's shark talk) and discover that shark #2 is a great white, prompting a dramatic zoom in on David Hasselhoff's face, which might as well be a cardboard cutout for all the emotion he musters up. The great white continues to hang around, but too many of the subsequent shark attacks are fakeouts (why, they were just shooting another scene for their movie, again), and in the end the shark doesn't claim a single victim. It doesn't even chomp the Hoff, and don't lie, you were secretly praying for that to happen. The main chick still blows the shark up though (because fuck sharks), and then claims she got the specifics from Jaws: The Revenge (1987) even though that's not how the shark's demise in Jaws: The Revenge goes down at all. Lucky for her no one else saw that movie either and is in any position to refute her.

This wasn't just bad, it was worse than expected, which is saying a lot when you're talking about something as universally-dismissed as fucking Baywatch. The story sucks, it stops dead not once but twice for a time-killing montage, and the much-vaunted "sexy" lifeguards are all cookie-cutter blondes who look like they just stepped out of an Aryan pride recruitment video. (Hell, at one point even an off-camera, missing child is described as having "blonde hair and blue eyes". No wonder this series was so popular in Germany.) To be fair, some non-blonde lifeguards were occasionally allowed to stand in the background, but far and away the hottest chick in the entire episode is the brunette extra with the ponytail who's part of the Shark Fever film crew. See if you can spot her - that's what a real woman looks like.
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