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Mr. Satanism, the movie critic who takes no prisoners and fears no celebrity's wrath (I'll fistfight you any time, Stephen Hawking), presents fifty(ish) reviews of WITCH MOVIES at a special low price. [You know what? We jacked up the price. Deal.] Why am I being so uncharacteristically generous? Well, the hope is that you'll laugh so goddamned hard that you'll buy my many, many other books, most of which are much more expensive, naturally. It's called a "loss leader", but rest assured, you've got nothing to lose by checking it out: all the care that goes into compiling and producing my longer books has gone into this one as well. By which I mean I did at least as good a job as Roger Ebert would have done, and he's dead.
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Featured Films: Awaken the Witch (2010); Bay Coven (1987); Birth Rite (2003); Black Noon (1971); Blair Witch 2 (2000); The Craft (1996); Dark Secrets (1976); The Devil's Mercy (2008); Drag Me to Hell (2009); Equinox Knocks (1999); Evil in the Woods (1986); The Gathering (2007); Ghost Game (2004); The Good Witch (2008); La Goulve (1972); Hallow's End (2003); The Haunting of Morella (1990); I Married a Witch (1942); Jennifer's Shadow (2004); Lady of the Lake (1998); Last Bride of Salem (1974); Love at Stake (1988); Mark of the Devil (1970); Mark of the Witch (1970); Mystics in Bali (1981); Necropolis (1986); Shadow of the Hawk (1976); The She Beast (1966); The Spell (1976); Spellbinder (1988); Tamara (2005); Teen Sorcery (1999); Teen Witch (1989); Thinner (1996); Virgin Witch (1972); Warlock (1989); The Wicker Man (2006); The Witch (1966); The Witches Mountain (1972); Witches' Night (2007); Witches of the Caribbean (2005); Witching Time (1980); Witchouse: Blood Coven (2000); Witchslayer Gretl (2012); The Witch's Sabbath (2005); WitchTrap (1989); Witchville (2010); and more!
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Awaken the Witch
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(2010)

Directed by Dorothy Booraem

––––––––
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I like movies like this, full of chicks who are hot, but not "Hollywood" hot. You know, like a girl you might actually see on the street (by which I mean walking down the street or something, not working it), or like the cutie you picked up at the bar last night (well, maybe not you, but you know what I mean). This flick features three chicks like that, and even the peripheral, punk rock little sister is sort of hot, in an ugly kind of way. (I kid. I would so hit it.) (Bonus: I'm writing this in 2016, so she's almost certainly legal now.) And it's a lucky break that the cast is so easy on the eyes, because this movie takes forever to get to the point, which is that there's a witch, in the woods, who has an army of hoodie-sporting cretins at her disposal and is slowly (very slowly) possessing the entire town. Or so it seems. It's full-on backyard cinema (I think the biggest special effect was that stretchy cobweb stuff you buy around Halloween), but at least they know what a tripod is so it doesn't look like it was shot by a kangaroo mainlining Ritalin. Pretty girls and effective tripod acquisition are all well and good, but this movie is still too long, and almost nothing happens until the last few minutes, so I spent most of the running time either fidgeting or impotently lusting after the three main chicks. Seriously, moviemakers, if I wanted to be back in middle school again, I'd go there. Ha ha! I'm totally kidding, of course. I'm not allowed anywhere near a middle school.
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Bay Coven
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(1987)

Directed by Carl Schenkel
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Down in Bay Coven is where you get that gay lovin'! Ha ha! Actually the town in this movie is called Bay Cove, but the place is sick with witches so naturally there's a little play on words there. Isn't that clever? And Bay Cove is located on Devlin Island! Get it? It's like Shakespeare popped back to life and the only gig available was writing crummy made-for-old-school-TV movies. Which, come to think of it, is probably exactly what would happen if he did come back to life. Seriously, nobody reads that "literature" shit anymore.

So, our main chick's husband is bored with their successful, upscale life in the city (yes, I instantly hated him too), so they decide to relocate to the abovementioned Bay Cove, an isolated island community far removed from big-city problems like "convenience" and "fun". The place they buy there comes with a stipulation though: the former owner, a real June Cleaver (literally), will remain on the property and live in the guesthouse, which may sound unusual but trust me, this is a relatively standard real estate clause in dumb horror movies. The part where shitbag 9-11 "Truther" Woody Harrelson is blown to smithereens at the base of a cliff is sure to be a crowd pleaser, an annoying little dog gets the business, and in the end an entire church explodes which is rarely a bad thing. Painfully standard stuff overall, and it's an old-school TV movie from one of the most uptight decades on record so you can forget about tits or gore, but nothing about it is bad enough to piss anyone off and the main chick, at least, is quite doable. Makes for a good dose of nostalgia for people who fondly remember the days when TV was lazy, pussified, and terrible. Anyone under 30 can probably skip this one.
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Birth Rite
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(2003)

Directed by Devin Hamilton
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Another title that's a play on words? I'm getting a little tired of this. And yes, I realize that the title of this book is "Hex Crimes". If I wanted your opinion, I'd be reading your book. In this one, a redhead learns that she's a witch (A redhead and a witch? Blessed be, please sleep with me.) and immediately transforms into a murderous cock addict. And no, that's not a typo, which is why I'm not seeing the problem. It turns out the joke's on her though because getting laid dilutes her powers, so now she has to kill the guy who claimed her virginosity to get them back. ("Who makes up these bullshit rules?" she asks. Good question.) It's all kinda dumb (what's with the kung fu fight?), but there are a few gory murders, and we get to see the redhead's tits. I can't think of any reason not to watch it.
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Black Noon
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(1971)

Directed by Bernard L. Kowalski
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"Go west, young man!" they used to tell people. Usually followed by "Fuck 'em if they can't take a joke!" because in the 1860s listening to poorly-considered, flip-ass advice like that was a good way to end up, at best, eaten by Indians. But if you think your standard-issue cowpokes (heh) and newly-appointed negro sheriffs had it bad, try being a Christian preacher who gets lost in the desert and winds up in the Wild West town of San Melas, which just happens to host a small but vocal witch population. Okay, so it's just one chick, and she's mute, but you get what I mean. It's your classic conflict pitting good against evil (I'll let you decide which is which), so it's a shame that almost nothing actually happens. Mostly everyone just hangs around, although a typical western bad guy, black hat and all, does show up occasionally to kick old men in the face, manhandle unattractive women, and otherwise terrorize the pussy-ass, pacifist (pussifist?) locals. (Like several real Wild West outlaws, his story abruptly ends when he's unceremoniously shot in the back.) Oh, and along the way our main guy has more dreams about shirtless men than David DeCoteau. Ha ha! I'm kidding, obviously, because clearly that's impossible. At least the thrilling climax, which pulls a total wham-bang everything-you-know-is-wrong reverso on us, is pretty good. Not so much the final twist, where we jump ahead to regular times just so they can force feed us a shot of the town's name in an automobile's rear-view mirror because holy shit SAN MELAS is really NAS SALEM! The "Nas" portion being a highly prescient reference to the rap star of the same name, I assume. Also none of the letters appear reversed as they should when viewed in a mirror, but I guess the movie just assumes that we're too goddamned stupid to realize this. To which I say, fuck you, movie.
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Book of Shadows: Blair Witch 2
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(2000)

Directed by Joe Berlinger

––––––––
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"Hey, where's Blair Witch 1???" you're undoubtedly asking your Kindle, which isn't going to answer you, you know. This isn't Spike Jonze's Her (2013). I didn't bother reviewing The Blair Witch Project because it's just three kids yelling at each other in the woods for 80 minutes, and is basically the movie equivalent of a root canal. The only positive thing I can say about it is that Heather Donahue, the main chick, is totally adorable, at least until she starts crying and snotting all over herself. If she asked me to accompany her into the woods I'd do it in a heartbeat, which means I probably would've ended up getting sodomized to death by some ghost witch, or whatever the fuck was supposed to be happening at the end of that movie. I'll tell you what, though - at least I would've tapped some quality Heather Donahue ass before I went down for the count.

At any rate, Blair Witch 1 initially claimed to be real but eventually clearly wasn't, a mildly clever but unrepeatable gimmick. It made a buttload of cheddar though, so here's the inenviable inevitable sequel, which manages to be amazing, bad, creepy, and dumb, sometimes all at once. The main guy from Burn Notice stars as a cat running Blair Witch tours, but one night everyone in the tour group blacks out, someone (or something) (dun-dun!) rips off all their shit, and one of them – a chick – has a miscarriage. Seems like this would be a good time to give the Blair Witch fandom a rest and become Browncoats or something, but these clowns can't let it go so they all hole up at the Burn Notice guy's pad and before long there's horror. Too bad it's all so fucking random and incomprehensible. Frankly, the part where the Burn Notice guy is talking to the local sheriff on the phone while he's simultaneously watching the sheriff live on television is way more surreal than any of the heavier supernatural stuff that goes down later. If you like spooky movies and don't care if they make any sense or not I guess this flick is okay, but if you ask me the only real draw is the little Wiccan chick who

[SPOILER WARNING]

———The secret of ESREVER! Aaaaaaaah! Oh no! Duh.———

[END SPOILER WARNING]

dies first. Ha ha! The fact that she dies first is the real spoiler. Gotcha. Seriously though, this chick is hot-tastic beyond all previously accepted definitions of the word. There is no part of her body, and nothing her body could produce, that I wouldn't be willing to put in my mouth.

Since the first Blair Witch was just one big gimmick, Part 2 needed at least a half-assed gimmick: it's called "The secret of ESREVER", and it's hopelessly gay. Basically, you rewind the tape and write down these letters that appear, then watch the movie again and look for clues or something. Honestly, did they really think anyone was gonna waste their time pissing around with this silly crap? I assure you, Blair Witch producers, most of us have better things to do. Updated 21st Century Instructions: First, you'll need a VCR and an old VHS copy of this movie. The best place to get either of these, of course, is that sketchy pawn shop in the 'hood, so that should be your first stop. Be sure to yell "Blair Witch forever!" at everyone you see along the way, and throw a lot of gang signs satanic hand gestures at them to get your point across. Now you're having an adventure, just like the Blair Witch kids! Immersive cinema at its finest.
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The Brotherhood 2: Young Warlocks
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(2001)

Directed by David DeCoteau
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Despite what many sources will tell you, a male witch is not called a "warlock". A male witch is called a "witch". "Warlock" is a metal band from the 1970s. Probably. I bring this up because gender identity will be very important to some people who watch The Brotherhood 2: Young Warlocks, since you would have to have several cocks in your mouth, and one of them would have to be Elton John's, to be gayer than this movie. The setting is a private, coed high school, which means there's tons of sexy private school girls roaming around, but trust me, the guys in this movie couldn't be less interested. They're too busy groping each other in the shower, playing football with no shirts on, and dropping not-so-subtle hints to each other like "He's prettier than most of the girls I've gone out with," and "You're not a bad looking guy. If you were a girl I'd do you." Which would be fine, if they weren't all in total denial. Self-loathing queers.
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