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[ Believe In Signs

M. Night’s Finest Work
Feels Like A Miracle

by Casper Kelly

WHEN I WAS A KID,
I looked at the rough surface of the

I had a telescope.

moon and strained my eyes trying

to see more than I possibly could
from thousands of miles away, more
than what this last—second Christmas

present was capable of.

Scanning my eager eyes over the
moon’s strange surface, I found it
hard to believe it really existed.
It looked unreal, like clouds.

Like God painted it there. I
imagined licking my thumb and
smudging it out of the sky as
if it were a stain on glass (my
hyperactive brain, as usual,
redirects to the nearest Jfirfirb

Jim Carrey movie reference).

I’ve inexplicably felt compelled
to look into the night sky just as
a shooting star whizzed past in a
blink; I’ve happened to look out my
attic window at the icy fog rolling
over the neighborhood and I’ve seen
a firebolt in the air materialize,
flash then resign before I could
shoutiﬁiiz;gz?ﬁ
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All of these things were temporary
and elusive, but the moon was a
sign of something that refused to
leave—it invited me to wonder about
outside of our world. I prayed to
God and wondered if he would ever
pick up on my rogue signal buzzing
naively into the ether. Is there
anyone up there and why did they
make all of this?



AS LONG AS MOVIES EXIST, childhood
wonder will never resolve completely
into adulm find a home
in our most deeply felt works of
art. One auteur, above all, HERlifgKw
dives headfirst into our emotional

core: M. Night Shyamalan.

Some may sigh when they see that
“From M. Night Shyamalan” card
before a trailer nowadays, since

his name became household almost
against our will: The Sixth Sense
gubgBREYERE was an event in the very
essence of the word, standing at
$670 million today. From that moment

on, he was legend.

But in 200 s began to
suspect his\end timai\were nigh. He
who was once considsred the next
Spielberg, surely one of the most
promising compliments you could
receive, was to become the next
Tommy Wiseau as far as cynics were

concernede.
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For people growing up on the
internet and browsing film forums
and early YouTube film criticism,
it was not difficult to adopt the
idea that Night was a hack obsessed
with nonsensical plot tuists,
hammy dialogue, and profoundly
disappointing concepts. B.EBE

4.7 million People have watched
the lQ-minute-long video called
“Everything Wrong With Signs”.



SIGNS OPENED IN 3,264 THEATERS, had the second-highest
August opening weekend, and became the biggest opening
weekend of Mel Gibson’s career. However, whilst Night
was now trusted with creative blockbuster freedom from
studios, this would prove to be the beginning of a neuw
era of public opinion. After audiences were surprised by
Unbreakable’s alternative spin on the superhero genre,

thL.u"’* i

they should’ve been smarter, to
know that Night would also subvert
the alien invasion blockbuster.
Signs was envisioned as two things:

a family-bar alien flick-

“end of the world” thriller.
In typical Shyamalanian fashion, he
sought to uproot sci-fi, thriller,
and horror conventions by merging
them with the Christian movie
genre. With their equal parts of
cornball sincerity xxmiHkX¥h and
crowd-pleasing scares, Night’s
movies have the brains of a
blockbuster movie but possess a
Hallmark Channel heart.

His signature move, the plot tuwist,
is often deemed cheesy. Curiously,
fellow emerging directors such

as David Fincher and Christopher
Nolan infused their flicks with
plot twists but it is Shyamalan
who’s known for his penchant for

climactic reveals.



FIGHT CLUB’S PLOT TWIST is a
‘gotcha’, Memento’s is a ‘huh?!’;
but despite their iconic rug=pulls,
Night’s plot twists have aluways

been rooted in reason, contrary to
their growing unpopularity amongst
audiences. Signs’ infamous reveal
that the aliens were vulnerable to
water became a ‘plot hole’, a point
of ridicule that still exists today.
A guick browse through film boards
will reveal loud mocking aimed at
everything from the CGI to clunky
dialogue to the film’s inadequacy to
stand up to the hype of The Sixth

Sense.

One Letterboxd review reads, “Allow the people who
make these movies to exit the gene pool”. Somewhers
along the line, audiences and film circles alike

have severely misjudged Night'’s unique expression as
clunky and blixHbxhlirH birdbrained, misunderstanding
the rarity of his flicks. More than just a great
movie, Signg feel§_ligg_§ miracle. Night makes movies
as attention=grabbing and_;ihsive as crop circles
themselves—signs of otherwerldly communication,
intricate in design, considered phony by most.




SIGNS channels the existential
crisis of Close Encounters, the
post-9/11, end-times panic of War
of the Worlds, and the messy family
dynamics signature to almost all
Spielberg films.

But this last component is key to
the difference between these two
directors: family is the medium by
which Night imbues his films with
the true sentimentality missing in
Spielberg’s classics. For Night
family equals triumph; whereas for
Spielberg family is a failure felt
personally in his own disappointing
childhood experiences. His movies
present a transparent criticism of
the family unit’s volatile design,
from Sammy’s pining

for cinema to escape from

his parents’ divorce,

to Frank Abagnale Jr.’s

br¥BEAXXGg breathless

but doomed quest to

financially save his father.

The Trojan horse cynicism

of Close Encounters sneaks

into its iconic finale.

Despite the lights,

music, and spectacle of nonviolent
visitors, Roy boards the ship and
deserts the family unit, often
portrayed as the toxic EmXlix

but essential main ingredient

to Spielberg’s wounded vision.
Spielberg is unparalleled in his
ability to weave such honesty into
family cinema, and yet they are
often mistaken for sentimental.

He gets away with it as he’s nouw

part of the canon of bulletproof
directors, whereas Night has been
exiled for close to two decades for
the crime of wearing his heart on
his sleeve, unguarded to the point
of veering into silliness. Shyamalan
is not our generation’s Spielberg.
He is our generation’s Shyamalan.

That is why we should love him.

Perhaps Night is a simpler, more
sincere filmmaker. He presents a
flattering and optimistic portrait
of families, and communication
between family members always
results in harmony. In Signs, the
baby monitor’s signal requires
togetherness to be strong enough to
reach the universe.

In the end, it is that very
togetherness that wins a war against

an entire invasion of monsters.



THE HESS FAMILY IS IMPENETRABLE,
surviving in the rubble of faith,
trauma, and loss. “But what if this
really happened?” Night asks in The

’

Making Of Signs. Spi%lgg;g movies,

are often absorbed i
~~~~~~

of movies; his movies are escapist

whilst Night’s are desperate to

return home.

Naturally, if family is Signs’
theme, its gHEEHRY setting is the
home, moodily shot and coloured by
Night’s returning cinematographer
Tak Fujimoto, who reminds us of when

movies looked like movies: Being a

second unit director on Star uars
proves blockbuster intelligence
is in his DNA. He is no doubt the
source of the familiar celer in
flicks such as Singles, Ferris
Bueller’'s Day Off, and Silence

Of The Lambs,

movies that are enduringly watchable
and pleasing to_the eye. The world
—_—
is worse off as of Fujimoto’s 2013
E¥ClilE¥@ retirement, and Night’s
recent efforts look more like Apple
TV originals rather than the rich
warmth of The Sixth Sense.



WITH SIGNS’ PALETTE of auburn and
beiges, a classically handsome
Gibson is rendered world-weary and
ranch=tanned by Fujimoto, as skin
tones blend into anonymous interiors
and flannel patterns.

Sometimes, when wondering why a
movie looks so damn lovely, you
consider the deliberation

put into every costume,
setting, the color

of the sky, and

the color of a

character’s

car.

Everything

is

familiar.

Night and

Fujimoto

create

comfort in

the harmony of

aesthetics because

he understands suburban

quiet like no other—the world looks
as though it is painfully unaware

of its impending doom. Nothing

looks out of place, but it is.

Night and Fujimoto achieve peak
partnership with Signs, a movie

full of small F¥BrRE heartbreaking
details: clasping of hands on denim,
reflections in television screens,
flashlights in cornfields, the stain
of a cross taken off the wall,
nighttime glow on teary eyes...
these are are the “nerve endings
firing off” described by Graham’s
vulnerable soul. The thrills, jumps,

and sense of unease throughout the
movie are only heightened by their
irony in the textures and details of
a home. This film grabs at dormant
memories and feelings and magnifies
them. Distant, painful, joyous. Like
Ebert said in his glowing report:
“M. Night Shyamalan’s Signs is the
work of a born filmmaker, able to
summon apprehension out of thin

N ”
alrTe

Shyamalan’s
ability to
frighten
is so good
that in
one of
the most
iconic
scenes of
the 2000s,
he makes fear
travel across
two screens to
the audience. The
boyish Merrill becomes
obsessed with watching TV
coverage of the impending invasion,
€UXXrE full of speculation and
conspiracy until one night the
newscaster warns “what you are about
to see may disturb you"”. Night knous
how to make us feel choked with
suspense—juxtaposed against the wide
fields of the Hess ranch, we are
trapped inside a tiny cupboard with
a TV showing obscured footage of a w
birgaday partye. Spgaish commotion: =
Hilgerli¥R€ disorients us. Merrill’s o
face lights up. The audience near -
the edge of our seats, until the

camera focuses on an empty alley.



OUR EYES SCATTER and search for
signs of life as Howard Shore’s
score drags us unprepared toward
revelation. Suddenly, a huge green
figure, apelike and menacing, dashes
across our screens. Perhaps the
defining jumpscare of Night’s career
- among millennials and zoomers
alike, this is an enduring and
signature moment in the horror genre
#¥RE¥. Merrill gasps

and sinks into the

cupboard, swallowed

up by hanging coats

while his eyes remain

open and never more

awake. The marriage

between audience and

character is deeply

felt; just as Merrill

is traumatized by the

image of it stepping

out behind the trees in fuzzily
captured footage, so too was this
haunting frame seared upon the
minds of a million l0-year-olds who
sneakily watched Signs with our
older siblings when we uwere supposed
to be asleep one night in 2003.

éAMﬁpﬁ”“?"“

A love of all things classic and B
movie is Night’s greatest narrative
strength, from recalling comic

book delight in Unbreakable to
environmental horror schlock such as
Day Of The Triffids in The Happening
and the suburban terror of The

Birds in Signs. The over—designed
‘Eldritch Horror’ of today’s horror
monsters are exhausting; they lack
the simplicity of b¥Xm%¥H our most
beloved horror monsters, created
over centuries to speak on universal
themes. Zombies are our fear of lack-
of autonomy. Vampires are our fééfs
of blood, disease, and éddiction.

i



DR. JEKYLL AND MR. HYDE, The
blle Man, and Frankenstein

r ideas of technology and

After the uniqueness of
‘hits such as Independence
Da&I Men in Black, and even Galaxy
Quest, Night opted for classic
alien imagery such as crop circles,
giant-eyed aliens, flying saucers,
and tinfoil hats. Pulpy images of
burning ranches and slain EhaiXiX
families from the wrath of a
pill-shaped spaceship manifest
Graham’s worst nightmares; Night
suggests rewinding back to our
timeless fascination with simple,
unembellished aesthetics of the
unknown and strange humanoids.

Perhaps it is their dark and
unpredictable eyes, their elongated
heads and limbs that evoke imagery
of disabling human conditions, or it
could be their ghoulish skin color
that reminds us of disease or the
archetypal bogeyman of our childhood
nightmares. Their sexlessness not
only expounds our Freudian fears

but strikes us as heavenly: these
are Night’s angels and they’re here
to test our faith. Sunday afternoon
fiction becomes hauntingly real,
grandiose bRrEbBXyRElx apocalyptic
visions of the Bible ring true and
Humans are dwarfed in the magnitude
of God.

Everyone is aware of today’s
pandering and prestige horror-
A24’s brand is, as Indiewire
writer Ryan Lattanzio describes,
“imbued with metaphor and strong
craftsmanship over jumpscares and
schlocky twists”. If his career has
proven anything, it is that Night
doesn’t make “elevated horrer”,

but he elevates horror; he brings
impressive dignity to it. He makes
what I’d call “soft horror”—Signs is
a movie about family for families.
His scares are cerebral, silly and
relatable as they entertain and
frighten adults and children alike.

Most of all, his scares are not
mean—spirited. Before the new wave
of faux-intellectual horror, where
horror is softened and injected with
corny and blatant timely metaphor
(and mistaken for “elevated” above
the rest, which is implied to be
meaningless shlock) horror films
were both gleefully horrifiic and
terribly tender, with auteurs such
as Frank Hennenlotter presenting
grotesque imagery with indiscretion
UREXgE whilst éarprisingly emotional
turns could be made by Abel Ferrara
with Bodysnatchers.




But
without
these,

we

‘. wouldn’t

TODAY

WE ~BENESN  CAn have the

ENJOY radically

Night’s respectful different

Hays Code tribute, m Signs: an amalgamation of

rewinding us back to when - audience expectations
for the end-of -the~world

horror could be vulnerable
without being cloying, shining
with its emphasis on unsettling
implications and tones of
nostalgia and unrest. Whereas
zoomer BUHIXREK audiences

ignore the richness of emotion and
relevant themes communicated in
classic r in favor of obvious
modern rror 'gommentaries, Night
is here t jure the former’s
timelessness in a time of sordid

media illiteracye.

What does the end of the world
look 1like? The disaster genre saw
Dante’s Peak, Deep Impact and
Volcano stack humanity up against
nature itself. The apocalypse
genre manifested itself through
The Matrix, Waterworld, End of
Evangelion, and Terminator 2. The
alien invasion flicks of the time
had already made their mark on pop
culture: Independence Day’s iconic
mothership bursting through the
clouds, blasting a huge laser beam
into the White House.

blockbuster coming out of the

90s. Part of Signs’ enduring
inspiration is its awareness mEfmd
of how apocalyptic films look,
sound, and feel... and subverting
it. Instead of blistering action,
Night crafts a sobering drama.
Rather than action heroes, we are
met with shattered spirits reeling
from grief. And most importantly,
the alien invasion, which should be
the central action set piece, is
obscured and ambiguous. Night has
proven to operate best when drawing
outside of the lines: UFXrXhg
whereas The Last Airbender and After
Earth fail to live up to their YA
blockbuster formula, his best films
punctuate the conventions of the
superhero, apocalypse, and horror

genres with a renegade tactility.
M



NIGHT CHOOSES deeply felt drama over

an easier crowd-pleasing affair.

The medium itself is toyed with—the

alien is first seen by the audience ggriections are used in these

on television, while in the final final moments to drive home the
encounter with the invaders, the film’s themes of staring right
audience sees the defeated alien in back at the humanity that survives
the reflection of the broken TV set, ., jncomprehensible tragedy, a

as if Night has captured our fears Shyamalanian signature move. When
within cinema, like trapping a ghost g, pany movies focus on the cheap
with an object and then destroying  tpri11s, Night invites us to feel
it human in the midst of monsters.

Night offers us safe

danger, recalling the relief found
in certain retro horror: the monster
is defeated, mankind survives, and
the audience goes home happy-much
unlike the bitter €hgER taste left
behind by modern horrer, usually
bookending their flicks with a last-

ditch effort to establish a sequel. .
Faith is the resounding theme of

signs. Millennials dealing with the
aftermath of Generation X's loss of
faith find themselves thrown into
a new wave of 2000°’s sincerity, a

yearning for God once again.



IN THE ENDING BATTLE between the
Hess family and the rogue alien,
littered glasses of water remain
half full of water—they also
coincidentally contain the invader'’s
special weakness (overlooked by
audiences as a silly plot twist when
Night’s emphasis on water suggests
the aliens are demons that can be
defeated with holy water). As Graham
resolves his lost wife’s final words
into a resoundin ny the
family comes together.

For a movie so full of loss, Signs
returns everything in the end:
faith, value in life, and familial
The first time I

saw this film, I remained wide-

connection.

eyed and RY¥rxrO¥ overcome with
optimism for the world, but in the
latter years of my atheist life-I
finally believed in Signs. Why do
we believe? Why do we believe in
God, in film, in the indomitable
spirit in which we share that heavy
yoke? Night understands our need
for belief in something, anything,
so that we are never alone. It

is our survival instinct to have
faith. Be it in our religions, our
fathers, our children, our love for
the world; we hold these things as
true in our hearts and often find
their signs of life in the movies we

adore.

As Arthur C. Clarke said, “Two

possibilities exist: either we are
alone in the Universe or we are not.
Both are equally terrifying.” Alone
in this universe or not, one thing
is for sure. M. Night Shyamalan’s

signs is the work of miraclese.

_—
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ROBBIE BANFITGH: AN INTERVIEW

Robbie Joseph Banfitch is an American director best known for the feature
length found footage horror The Outwaters which he wrote, directed, edited
and starred in. The Outwaters premiered at the New Jersey Film Festival
and was released theatrically in select locations by Cinedigm and had a
limited blu-ray run through SCREAMBOX. The film centres on a film crew
making a music video in the Mojave desert, where they encounter “menacing
phenomena”. The tension built in the first half explodes into a cacophony
of surreal and almost unintelligible terror in the last act, lit entirely
by flashlight and soundtracked by primal, nightmarish screaming. Hints at
a greater narrative are sewn throughout, but even those uninterested in
deciphering the mystery will surely find at the very least a searing image
or quote that’ll stick with them long after the runtime of the movie is over.

Having worked in the film industry for well over a decade and financing
the film largely out of pocket, as well as starring in and directing it,
The Outwaters is both a passion project and culmination of many years
of tireless work to achieve one’s filmmaking dream. The film has become
something of a cult hit amongst fans of DIY extreme horror, earning a
reputation of repulsion and respect. Naturally, having been terrified by
the film myself, I had to speak to the man behind it:

Definitely unintentional and I was never thinking of myself as being part
of any film movement other than "get it done on your own". I just followed
the logic and chaos of my story and it wound up coming out a little
different.

I wasn't expecting as much anger as I'm seeing, but I was never thinking
it would be embraced by the masses. I figured it would find its audience
over time and that it would hit hard for certain people, which it has. Who
might like it is completely unpredictable though, which I find interesting.
Critics seem to. Audiences are all over the place in their reactions.



I simply had a few more ideas that felt 1like they needed to be fully
realized.

H

I had a clear idea, clear images, and a plan I knew I could execute. I
wasn't trying to revitalise. For me, a film is a film and found footage is
no exception. I just tried to make art.

0

At this point I can't think of any. But I'm also knee-deep in delivering
the film for Blu-ray so my brain is mush.

)

I read ‘8 Days in the Woods’ [the book detailing the making of The Blair
Witch Project by Matt Blazi]. Listen to the audio commentaries and watch
the making-of docs of your favourite guerrilla films, and create your film
ideas based on the tools and resources you actually have. Work with people
you trust.

I'm fine. Real Housewives and exercise keep me light. Imagination is just
that. I don't take myself too seriously.

Robbie Banfitch
Writer/Director

The Outwaters (2022)
speaking to

Evelyn (TheZad) Dolan
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" We’re not the first and 1 RRARY
we won’t be the last. FEa
. Film zines. What are Iw
_ they? If you read the ELI
o first two editions of “SHEH i
|
|
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" CINEDOME, you can figure
= it out. But if not,
Lo here’s a little recap.
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L L "~ Where film magazines are professionally published with a large

A e e

. _Equantity of prints, film zines are self-published, small-scale

magazines that focus on a particular aspect of film culture,

film making, or film history. Usually, like in our case, they
re created by cinephiles, or independent filmmakers who are
assionate about cinema and want to share their knowledge,

pinions, and creative work with a like-minded community.
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Film zines have a long history, dating
back to the 1930s, when fans of science
fiction and horror films started creating
their own publications to discuss the
works they loved and hated. Fan letters
sent to Hugo Gernsback’s science-fiction
magazine ‘Amazing Stories’ would be
published with sender address and all,
which took out the middleman, eventually
leading fans to start their own zines
~together like ‘The Comet.’

In the 1960s and 1970s, film zines

became a popular medium for .avant

garde filmmakers and experimental

artists who wanted to challenge the
dominant Hollywood narrative and explore
alternative forms of storytelling.

Today, the DIY culture of film zines

is bigger than ever, since an online
landscape makes it easier to create,
publish, and access zines.

To clarify, we’re not talking Sight

& Sound or Cahiers du Cinéma in

this article, since those are more
traditional magazines, but we will make
some detours to the art zines and self
published newspapers. Many film zines
eventually turned into—to an extent-—
professional magazines, but we’re
discussing them as zines, since that’s
what they started out as.

With that out of the way, let’s take a
trip down memory lane and discuss the
ones that paved the way, the ones that
came before our Cinedome.

(0]
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Let’s start with a recent one that is an example of how
to do it right.

In 2010, filmmaker and poster artist Sam Ashby brought

a gem of a zine to the world with the first edition of

Little Joe. For the title, Ashby got inspired by his

childhood crush: Warhol superstar Joe Dallesandro; a

fitting character for a quite sensual zine.

The six editions of the zine primarily discuss queer

history in cinema and are filled with essays, artwork,
in depth interviews, and '‘even comics. You might think,

‘six editions since 2010 is not a lot,’ but I would argue

Little Joe is much more than just any zine, as it’s more
like a series of books. The first edition was 80 pages

If the thought of Little Joe makes you tingle, I’d

suggest buying a copy of Little Joe 6 right now, you
for sure won’t regret it.

Yes, that website with all the paid reviews and the rants about Hollywood

started out as a zine.

In 1985 Chris Gore envisioned a movie magazine with a punk-rock attitude-
A common trait of zines we will discuss later on. During his time at
Wayne State University, Chris met Andre Seewood and'together they started
out making 500 copies of their first 6-page-long zine using Xerography and
spreading them around campus. It would include jokes, parodies, reviews

and essays. These Xerography copies lasted for eight editions, afterwards

Chris started out scamming copy shops into copying more professional

looking -magazines of Film Threat. It was only in the mid-90’s when

Film Threat launched its website.

The punk story of the birth of film thread is a fun deep dive, best
listened to in interviews with Chris Gore himself.




DEIYITC LIGEILS 11 JUUI Lal.

With a very early interest in world-, experimental-, underground-, exploitation-
16. After becoming a typesetter post-college, he soon teamed up with his brother
who was a lithographer, and a group of East Coast auteurist friends, including

Howard Mandelbaum, Roger McNiven, Robert Smith, and Jeff Wise. The group had

experience in publishing zines themselves and had access to a large archive of
movie stills. Together they birthed the first issue of Bright Lights in 1974 as
an American counterpart to the European Cahiers du Cinema.

For six years the zine appeared quarterly and combined popular and academic
styles of writing and included humor and politics and everything in between.
Afterwards it existed on and off, until in 1996 it transitioned to the online
landscape as many zines did in the time. It’s still going strong today, so it’s
definitely one to look out for when you’re interested in reading more zines.

TS gl S U Wy

scholars and activists, including
printed using a photocopier, like
pledging for inclusivity, the

Eventually Camera Obscura evolved
‘into an academic journal, but

to this day it is a key player
regarding feminist film studies.




_;A punk rock attitude as a trait of many zines was brleﬂy discussed

' before, but thls 1s ‘best done in relation to New York. Punk was
% birthed here in every industry; in music think The New York Dolls
and Patti Smith, in art think Andy Warhol, in fashion think Jackie
Curtis, and of course in film think Jack Smith, John Wathers, and
Kenneth Anger. All these people came together in famous places like
Max’s Kansas City, the Factory, and most important for this art1cle:
Jonas Mekas’ Filmmakers Co- operatlve

L
B 1

L %

Before he turned his loft into the Filmmakers Co-operative in 1962,

o mros 2T e = OBLUEAL I A el

Mekas already did plenty for the underground film scene. As early as

1954 he published his own zine named Film Culture together with his
brother Adolfas. Film Culture, first a zine, , then of course in time
becoming a full fledged magazine running until 1996, was an important S

print for the underground scene. It explored the experimental and =

presented awards to independent ﬁlmmakers like Stan Brakhage (for S
The Dead and Prelude, 1962) and Michael S Snow (For Wavelength 1968)

b

: = T ke -
A compilation of artlcles From the zine can be read in

‘Film Culture Reader.”’ | '._ Ui T 4 ——
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: Afterwards 1t dldn’t stop for ﬁ:w
Mekas as he had a reappear1ng i - r
column about the independent iy . B flﬁﬁ 3
film scene in the Village Voice e m; -+ —— y A N ‘"ﬁ* :

since 1958. The Village Voice,
.somewhat like the East Village
Other, is not a zine at all,
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briefly as more.important names *";,
had writings about film in this
used-to-be-little newspaper.

- g the New American C1nem§_g£pup,':i;'
The Village Vo1ce has a long gl of which the manifesto is a |l
standing tradition of film [} fantastic read. Knowing your
criticism, and was known for

was known f film manifestos would make _for s
its coverage of avant-garde -

cinema. The earlier mentioned £
B. Ruby Rich c01ned the term B
‘New Queer C1nema in a 1992
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interview
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Anyways, let’ S talk more zines, specifically another NY zine 4
1n Cineaste! 111;u;

—rw w—T-ame L flla
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Cineaste began as a zine in 1967, founded by Gary | Crowdus
and frlends, ‘dissatisfied with mainstream film cr1t1c1sm of

the time. Eventually turning into a quarterly maga21ne,
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. shiex it featured in- depth articles, interviews, and reviews

g tre e et :

LakLey S| by promlnent critics and scholars. It is known to be an
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r arre % = important voice for films made by women and people > of colour.
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o Tate va s Cineaste is still going strong as a magazine and in addition

:;,m' ' tenies 1t has a website with extra, free articles that are definitely
worth the read ]
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Then lastly, another personal favourite zine is The

‘The Underground Film BulleFiii
Cinema of Transgression talked about filmmakers u51ng shock
value and black humour in tﬁéﬁ? films. Besides Zedd himself,
filmmakers in the movement include Kembra Pfahler, Jon
Moritsugu, and David Wojnarowicz among others. It wa§ a
radical zine that embraced violence and sex and champloned a
DIY approach to ﬁlmmak{gg. The zine was short-lived, as it
ended publishiné*ﬁew editions in 1990, but the importance can
still be felt in the underground film world today.‘

Editions of the zine, which have beautiful covers, can be
still found online. |




Of course, there’s plenty more zines
that are up for discussion, as we didn
go into a deeper dive on any zines
outside of the English language

as some more big names from the U.S (at
the last moment of writing this I
scrapped music zine The Big Takeover).
Also, film magazines specifically deserve
an article of their own. But here’s
where hopefully some reader letters come
in, like in the days of Amazing Stories.
Wouldn’t it be nice if readers share
their favourite zines that can take
the forefront of discussion in the next
Cinedome issue? Maybe even an archive
of all the ones that came before us can
be created, including both zines and
magazines, as the line between them can
be so thin. And finally, if these zines
inspired you to write yourself, why not
apply to contribute for Cinedome?
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Check out how on cinedome.org!






J LUCHADORES DEL MU}

iy e = td surprise few cinephiles if within your personal
/ ' canon you counted a film from the contemporary
Mexican cinema trifecta known colloquially—con
mucho carifio como—as los "Three Amigos,” del
Toro, Inarritu, and Cuarén. Mexico boasts these
fortunate sons proudly, three friends who found

- - success as expatriates. Solo con tu pareja, Cuardn’s
first feature, wrapped production in 1991 funded by el Instituto Mexicano de
Cinematografia, a federal institution for film production, and the government
refused to distribute it domestically until 1993. All three amigos would go on |
to ‘international acclaint’ before their domestic due could get paid. |

|
When I mourn nostalgia for Mexico’s cinematic halcyon glow, there is a |
competitive spirit in me that wants domestic Mexican films to launch out of |
home-turf towards the States the way South Korea, Japan, France, fucking |
Danish cinema regularly does. Not just prestige pictures positioned for :
the awards market, either. Pedro Infante as a statue looms so large. Pero ':I
queremos ver a estos personajes en el malecén, to see genre characters shake"
audiences out of the realist trap of (Mexican president) AMLO’s bleak state.

So what say we pour one out and see what it sprouts. Ahuevo ~

combining the Jush
stylings of wrestler-
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lucarda communicates in pure grindhouse entertainment ‘sleaze’. Maximised tropes,
like Jean Rollin or Don’t Deliver Us From Evil channelled through pastoral Mexico. It
revels in hysteria and expressionist design, Satan’s voice growling over the sound design
overpowering any dialogue or score track. Bodies bared for Church and Underworld.

El Instituto Mexicano de Cinematografia would fund Mexico’s most accomplished cult
) act of witchcraft in Carlos Enrique Taboada’s Poison for the Fairies (1984, released in
1986). Recently re-released in a restored transfer as part of Vinegar Syndrome’s ‘Mexican Gothic: The Films

of Carlos Enrique Taboada’ Blu-ray set.

the trick being played on us, all framing becomes claustrophobic

er is the ‘child’s gaze) let’s call it. Laced with pure over-the-
dentity or third dimension. Our dual leads, played by

Its design is so specific that, once clued into
and enchanting. Forcing itself onto the view
shoulder and point-of-view shots, no adult is given i
Ana Patricia Rojo and Elsa Maria Gutierrez, are our only eyes.

Alienated from the world of adults, we're back behind the veil of childhood. Innocence and the unknown.
kles at us. Eternal possibilities of the child’s imagination warping from blissful

Beyond, its evil counterpart cac
hat ought to be a fairy tale becomes unreasonable horror.

meadow to macabre, twisted ends. W

This is the spirit of grindhouse that Mexico can champion. New folklore. And if it
reanimates I have no doubt wed feel thunderstruck by the vengefulness of the images,
against our Federale-heeled administration, and a constant state of secuestros y
femicidio. It’s only a matter of time. And when it’s conjured again, it'll be primed and

ready for the stamp of some ‘Del Toro Presents’ label.


https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Don%27t_Deliver_Us_from_Evil
https://rarefilmm.com/2020/04/veneno-para-las-hadas-1984/
https://youtu.be/QArRmZK-n9Y
http://rarefilmm.com/2018/10/misterios-de-la-magia-negra-1958/
https://youtu.be/YHokoP1dXP0
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Carmilla




TREATISE »THE RECAPITULATION OF My FIrsT {FLESH CITY
RIsING}-{ORGASM-}RESEARCH TRIP AND THE INITIATION OF My
HoListic DEep-DiveE INTO THE RESEARCH FIELD OF SEXUALLTFY;
VIRALITY & VIRTUALITY® I NOT ONLY ESTABLISHED QUITE A
WIDE-RANGING SPECTRUM OF TERMINOLOGICAL CONSTELLATIONS
TO ELABORATE UPON, BUT ALSO INITIATED A CRYPTESTHESIAC
ORGASMO-MAGICKAL METHODOLOGY OF ONTO-EXPERIMENTAL
CINEMATOGRAPHIC TRANSMUTATION, WHICH IS GEARED ~TOWAR
THE VISIONARY IMMERSION INTO THE ONTO-GEN
»NAGUAL SIMULTANEITYK OF BEING'S INNATE RHLZOI

ARTISTIC PRAYOGA-SADHANA, I.E. PROCESS/PRACTE izl _ x
EXPERIMENTATION. FROM THE AFOREMENTIONED “M
INTENTION TO INITIATE THE CREATION-PROCESS OF M)
»WORK-IN-PROGRESS EXPERIMENTAL PORN SHORTX, MOMEN
EXERCISED WITHIN THE »GLIMPSESK-SERIES, WHI
HOWEVER AT A CERTAIN POINT CULMINATE WITHIN MY UP
YET UNTITLED FIRST “EXPERIMENTAL PORN SHORT”.
EXACTLY WHY I LAUNCHED MYSELF INTO THE STUDY 0FRS
WOULD REFER TO AS THE NEXUS OF (FILMMAKER MM
CONCEPTION OF) »ARTCOREK AND “THE POETIC CI
SHOCK” (JACK SMITH, JOHN WATERS, KENNETH ANGER,
OF TRANSGRESSION”, CARLOS ATANES, MATTHEW BARNEY
SERRA, ETC.), AS SUSAN SONTAG COINED IT IN HER ESS
SMITH’S FLAMING CREATURES” IN “AGAINST INTERPRETA
OTHER EssAys”, P.159-160. INTERESTINGLY ENOUG
ALSO ELABORATES UPON SMITH'S INFERNAL MASTERPIEC
HER ESSAY “ART(CORE) AND THE ExPLICIT BobDv”,
BARBARA RUBIN’S SIMILARLY GROUNDBREAKING “CHRI
EARTH” AND CAROLEE SCHNEEMANN'S “FUSES” AS WELL AY
FILMS “So1-MeEME”, “BITCH-BEAUTY” & “ENDURING OR
OTHER EXAMPLES OF »ARTCOREL, I MIGHT ADD, ARE

GRANDRIEUX'S RECENT WORKS, DIETMAR BREHM’'S “P
TRILOGY, JOAN JONAS’ “VERTICAL RoLL”, PAoOLO GIOLI
RELATED WORKS “QUANDO LA PELLICOLA E CALDA”, “f
CORPI SI TOCCANO” & “TESSITURA CALDA” AS WELL
HURTADO’S MAJESTIC, ORGASM-SCRYING-INDUCED MAST
“L"AuTRE RIVE”, “BLANCHE”, “AURORE” & “LE SO
MER, LE COEUR ET LES ETOILES”. ALL OF THESE W(
DEEPLY IMMERSED AND ENGROSSED WITHIN THE AFOREM
OCCULT ORGASMO-MAGICKAL PROCESS/ PRACTICE . THRO
SPECIFIC CINEMATOGRAPHIC RESEARCH THE INTENTIO
TO CREATE A CONCISE ESSAY, IN WHICH I WwWouLD E
UPON THE INTEGRAL ASPECT OF “ABJECTION”(AS ANA
JULIA KRISTEVA IN “POUVOIRS DE L’'HORREUR. Es
L"ABJECTION"[“POWERS OF HORROR: AN ESSAY ON ABJE
OR AS I PREFER TO CALL IT “ABJECTIVITY”, 1I1.E,
THE CONTEXT OF THE ORGASMO-MAGICKAL CINEMAT
“ARTCORE-PRACTICE” BUT PRIMARILY THROUGH THE
OF THREE SPECIFIC AUTEURIST CREATION-CONSTEL
THIS IS BY NO MEANS SUPPOSED TO BE AN ABSO
INTERPRETATION OF “ABJECTION”/”ABJECTIVITY’
RATHER A PLAYFUL INITIATION INTO THE STUDY
TRAUMATIC AND ORGIASTIC INTRICACIES OF THIS
ANTENATAL ASPECT, WHICH IS GRACIOUSLY CONNECT
CONTEXTUALIZING ALL THESE BEAUTIFULLY up
CINEMATIC WORKS. OUR YOUNGEST SPECIMEN IS ONE
RECENT MEMORY, I.E. DASHA NEKRASOVA’'S 2021 DEBUT
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I. “THE Scary OF “THE SCARY 0OF SIXTY-FIRST”'S SPLENDIDLY

SIXTY-FIRST”: ABHORRENT ABJECT HORROR IS CONSTITUTED THROUGH
0BSESSIVELY AN OVERARCHING HYBRIDITY, WHICH IS FUSING
PROPAGANDISTIC ABSURDIST EXISTENTIAL ENNUI WITH DELUSIONAL
PSYCHOSEXUAL DYSPHORIA, OMNIPRESENT PREDATORIAL PARANOIA,
ABJUECTIVITY ECSTATIC HYSTERIA, EROTOMANIC DREAD, EXCESSIVE

FETISHIZATION AND A NUANCED GENUINELY MOURNFUL

EXPLORATION OF DISCONNECT, LONELINESS

AND SYSTEMIC SELF-ABANDONMENT WITHIN THE
SPIRITUAL CHAOS OF THE »DIGITAL AGEX, IT
IS SIMULTANEOUSLY DRENCHED WITHIN REPUGNANT
BARRENNESS AND UNCANNILY DISCONCERTING
SCORNFUL DECAY OF IDENTITY AS WELL AS 1IN
LAVISH VOLUPTUOUSNESS AND ENTHRALLING VERVE,
EQUALLY ACCENTUATED THROUGH HUNTER ZIMNY'S
GORGEOUS 16MM CINEMATOGRAPHY, SOPHIE CORRA’S
ACCOMPLISHED EDITING AND ELI KESZLER’S SUPERB
SCORE. WELL, FIRST OF ALL I PRESUME IT IS
OBLIGATORY TO ELABORATE UPON THE NARRATIVE
CONSTELLATION FROM WHICH THE AFOREMENTIONED
HIDEOUS JANUS-ESQUE ABJECT HORROR OF THIS
DEBUT FEATURE STEALTHILY EMERGES: ROOMMATES
ADDIE(BETSY BROWN) AND NOELLE(MADELINE QUINN)
UNKNOWINGLY MOVE INTO A MANHATTAN APARTMENT
THAT USED TO BELONG TO JEFFREY EPSTEIN. THIS
REVELATION SOLIDIFIES THROUGH THE ARRIVAL OF
A THIRD CHARACTER(DASHA NEKRASOVA), A SELF-
PROCLAIMED RESEARCHER, WHOSE PRIMARY OBSESSION
LIES WITHIN THE INVESTIGATIVE DECIPHERING OF
EPSTEIN’ S DEATH. WHILE NOELLE BECOMES UNHINGEDLY
SCHISMATIC SUBVERSIVE AURA

ADDIE 'S IDENTITY
------ ] “ BEING DISSOLVED THROUGH

SYCHOSEXUAL POSSESSION
JUGH THIS TRAGIC TRIUMULIERAT

it nlio TTRAUDILIU
———

'HE OBSESSIVELY
NTRANCINGLY
ENT THAT A
IZATION OF THE
‘ABJECTIVITY” IS
ABORATE UPON

WHICH ARE




“There looms, within abjection,
one of those wviolent, dark
revolts of being, directed
against a threat that seems
to emanate from an exorbitant
outside or inside, ejected
beyond the scope of the possible,
the tolerable, the +thinkable.
It 1lies there, quite close,
but it cannot be assimilated.”
[Kristeva, Powers of Hor AP

“A whirl of abjection 1
be borne, that can be written
only if it can also provide
itself with objects, hateful of
course, the most stable ones,
the most archaic, ensuring
the most precise, the most
certain jouissance.” [Kristeva,
Powers of Horror, 136.]

THE OCCULT PROPAGANDISTIC »DIGITAL ABJECTK
LYING DORMANT WITHIN THE HEART OF NEKRASOVA'S
“THE ScARY OF SIXTY-FIRST” OPENS US UP TO
THE HARROWING POTENTIALITY OF REALIZING THE
INTEGRAL INSEPARABILITY OF ABJECTOR & ABJECTED,
I1.E. THROUGH THE ACCENTUATION OF THIS ABYSSAL
NON-ASSIMILABILITY OF “ABJECTIVITY”, WHICH
EVENTUALLY PERCOLATESALLOFTHE THREECHARACTERS,
ALTHOUGH IN DISTINCTIVELY DIFFERING MANNERS.
NEKRASOVA HOWEVER SUBTLY FRACTURES THE LAYERING
TRAUMA-AMBIENCE, DYSPHORIA, EROS, PARANOIA,
UI AND THEREFORE THE MOUNTING LABYRINTHINE
AD/ECSTASY OF THE ABJECTION PROCESS AMONGST
THREE CENTRAL CHARACTERS IN SUCH A MANNER
T IT BECOMES PALPABLY APPARENT THAT EPSTEIN,
COULD SPECIFICALLY IN THE CONTEXT OF
IE’'S GHASTILY EROTOMANIC METAMORPHOSIS BE
SIDERED AS SOME SORT OF OMINOUS ABJECTOR
CTRE, 1S REVEALED AS A SEPULCHRAL CYPHER
THE CISTEMIC PROPAGANDISTIC ABJECT
ICITY, WHICH FUNCTIONS AS THE SUBLIMINALLY
RESSIVE UNDERBELLY OF THE CONTEMPORARY
ITAL IDENTITY MATRIX OF HUMANITY. IT IS
TO THIS PROPAGANDISTIC »DIGITAL ABJECTX

T THE EVOLUTIONARY ONTO-EXPERIMENTAL
ENTIALITY OF »VIRTUALITY IS CONDEMNED TO
AIN UNFULFILLED, ALL THE WHILE CREATING A
LECTIVE AURA OF POSSESSION, CONTAMINATION,
POSSESSION AND OBSESSION IMBUED BY AN
VERSAL ABSENCE OF GENUINE RESONANCE,
IDARITY AND EMPATHY. IN SUPPORT OF THIS THE
TANT ILLUSIONISM OF »SPIRITUAL HYGIENICSK
THE COMMODIFICATION OF SPIRITUALITY/MAGICK
POIGNANTLY EMPHASIZED, FOR EXAMPLE IN THE
SING WSCENE WITH JASON GRISELL (WHO PLAYED
TITULAR JOBE 1IN THE BEAUTIFUL “JOBE’Z
LD” BY MICHAEL M. BILANDIC (“HELLAWARE”,
OJECT SPACE 13”), WHO ALSO PLAYS A SMALL
E WITHIN THIS FILM) PORTRAYING AN APOTHECARY
RK, WHO IS FORETELLING AN IMMINENT UPHEAVAL
HORROR TO NOELLE AND THE RESEARCHER. WITHIN
S CONVERSATION, HE ALSO HINTS AT THE NOTION
THE EXPANSION OF CONSCIOUSNESS AMIDST THE
NING OF THIS INEVITABLY IMPENDING CATHARTIC
GEDY, WHICH POSES THE QUESTION TO WHAT
ENT THE UNDEAD JANUS-ESQUE »DIGITAL ABJECTX,
CH INTERESTINGLY ENOUGH IS CONJURED UP
OUGH THE JUXTAPOSITION OF MATERIALITY (THE
EMATIC MATERIALITY OF THE 16 MILLIMETER
EMATOGRAPHY, THE PRINT SOURCES INVOLVED
THE EPSTEIN RESEARCH ENDEAVOR AS WELL AS
THE “FUCKING ROYAL” PUBLICITY PHOTOGRAPHS 1IN
ADDIE'S »SQUISHING SESSIONK[WE'LL ELABORATE ON
ADDIE’S CHARACTER TRAJECTORY IN JUST A MOMENT.])
AND THE WHOLESOMELY INVERTED TRAUMA-AMBIENCE
ECHO CHAMBER OF »DIGITAL INTERCONNECTEDNESSX,
HAS PERENNIALLY & A PRIORI IMPREGNATED
ITSELF WITHIN THE ENERGETICAL BOWLS OF ONE’S
INNERMOST ORGASMO-MAGICKAL POTENTIALITY.



IT. “GALLINO, THE
CHICKEN SYSTEM“:
RHIZOMATIC
ORGASMO-MAGICKAL
ABJECTIVITY

OR PERHAPS IT IS PRECISELY THROUGH THE RAVISHINGLY UNAPOLOGE
CATACHRESTIC EMBRACEMENT OF THIS UNDEAD »DIGITAL ABJUECTX
THE CISTEMIC PSYCHOSEXUAL TOXICITY EMBEDDED WITHIN IT THAT
UNBRIDLED FLOURISHING OF A GENUINELY RADICAL ORGASMO-MAGIC
“ARTCORE-PRACTICE” IS BEING PREEMPTIVELY ACCOMPLISHED. BY NO ME
ACCIDENTALLY DOES THE RESEARCHER COME ACROSS A BOOK BELONG
TO NOELLE THEMATIZING “EROTIC SLAVECRAFT”, FOR IT IS AT L
NOELLE WHO IS CASTING A DEFILINGLY ABJECT COUNTERSPELL RI
INTO THE CAMERA LENS. ONE MAY HOWEVER PROCLAIM THAT ALL SORTS
SORDID POSSESSION SPELLS ARE BEING SUBLIMINALLY AND UNTRACEA
WOVEN THROUGHOUT THE WHOLE OF THE PICTURE, WHICH, IF IMPLICI
DETECTED, WILL YET AT NO IMAGINABLE JUNCTURE LEAD US BACK
A DEFINITELY IDENTIFIABLE ABJECTOR INCEPTION. THIS HAUNTIN
ABJECT PSYCHOSEXUAL CONSANGUINITY IS DEFINITELY THE MOST EVID
IN ADDIE’S CHARACTER TRAJECTORY: THE ONEIRIC TURMOIL INSTILLED
A MALICIOUS SCRYING DEVICE INSTALLED ABOVE HER BED; THE EXQUIS
SCENE IN WHICH HER GUT-WRENCHING SOMNAMBULISTIC PROWL IS INTER
WITH THE RESEARCHER’S ATTEMPT TO VERIFY THE MANNER OF EPSTEI
ALLEGED SUICIDE THROUGH AN (AUTOEROTIC) ASPHYXIATION EXPERIME
WHICH LEADS BOTH TO THE INITIAL INTIMATE SOLIDARIZATION OF NOE
AND THE RESEARCHER AS WELL AS TO THE SEX SCENE BETWEEN AD
AND HER BOYFRIEND GREG(MARK RAPAPORT), WHICH IS ALSO PARTIA
SHOT THROUGH A MIRROR AND IN WHICH THE INVERTED DIALECTICS
“DIRTY TALK” ARE REFRACTED THROUGH ADDIE’S INFINITESIMA
AMNESIAC RELAPSE INTO THE UNACKNOWLEDGED ABJECT POSSESSION; T
THE BRIEF BUT ASTUTELY POIGNANT SCENE INVOLVING HER BEAUTIFU
SOMBER INQUIRY “DID I HAVE ANY MAIL?”, WHICH SUBTLY SIGNIF
THE GARGANTUANLY DELUSIONAL HYPER-VULNERABILITY AND VACU
DESOLATENESS SYSTEMICALLY IMBUED BY DIGITAL ABJECTION DYNAM
AND AT LAST THE LUSCIOUSLY SYBARITIC ORGASMO-MAGICKAL »SQUIS
SESSIONK, IN WHICH THE ABJECT BEATIFIC BEAUTY OF THE SYSTE
“JOUISSANCE OF ERADICATION”, WHICH IS BOOKENDED BY THE FINAL SARDO|
PUNCHLINE OF THE FILM, IS OPERATICALLY CRYSTALLIZED THROUGH
UNABASHED EMBRACEMENT OF THE UNDERLYING POSSESSIVE ABJECT TOXICI

THIS BRIEF INTERMEZZO WILL FUNCTION AS
CONNECTING TISSUE OF SORTS, WHICH IS GROUN
WITHIN THE ASSESSMENT THAT “GALLINO,
CHICKEN SYSTEmM”(2012), THE AS OF YET FI
FEATURE-LENGTH MASTERPIECE BY INFAMOUS SPAN
UNDERGROUND FILM DIRECTOR CARLOS ATANES, CO
BE REGARDED AS A CRYSTALLINE SPECIMEN WIT
THE GENEALOGY OF “THE POETIC CINEMA OF SHOC
BUT THAT ITS FOUNDATIONAL CORE CONCEIT IS M
INTEGRALLY TIED TO WHAT I WOULD REFER TO
THE “METAPHYSICS OF ART-CORE”. ALLOW ME NO
CONCISELY ELABORATE UPON THIS INTEGRAL ASPE
INSOFAR AS IT RELATES TO0 ATANES  “GALLI
THE CHICKEN SYSTEM” AND ITS PHANTASMAGORI
ORGASMO-MAGICKAL TRANSMUTATION OF ABJECTIVI
I.E. THROUGH THE RHIZOMATIC EXPLORATION
THE ORGIASTIC PORNO-PHILOSOPHICAL METAPHYS
OF A GENUINELY TRANSGRESSIVE CINEMATOGRAP
ARTCORE-PRACTICE, WHICH IN THE CONTEXT OF THE
WORK IS PRIMARILY FOCALIZED WITHIN THE CHARACTER
OF UNDERGROUND ART FILM DIRECTOR GROPIUS
CANTOR, WHOSE BOXY COUNTENANCE INTERESTINGLY
ENOUGH STRIKINGLY RESEMBLES BERTRAND MANDICO’S
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Boro IN THE Box”(2011). THE EVOLUTIONARILY
NTOR’S TRANSGRESSIVE METHODOLOGY, WHICH IS
NARRATOR IN THE GELOTOPHOBIC PHRENOLOGIST
S EQUENCES AS WELL AS BY THE HOST OF THE
CANTOR-DISCUSSION IN WHICH SHE ENGAGES
M CRITIC, WHO COMPLETELY DISAVOWS CANTOR’S
, ABELING HIS ENTIRE OEUVRE “A VULGAR AND
'‘DISGUSTIN 'ar OF PSEUDO-PORNOGRAPHIC SHOTS LACKING ANY
APPEAL”, “OBTUSE, CRYPTIC, UNWATCHABLE” AND STATING THAT “HIs
CONTRIBUTION TO THE HISTORY OF CINEMA IS LESS THAN ZERO.”, IS BEING
CHARACTERIZED AS HAVING TRANSCENDED VISUAL CINEMATOGRAPHY (BEING
CONCERNED WITH THE PORTRAITURE OF MOTION, LIGHT, COUNTENANCES
& NATURE) BY FINALIZING HIS LAST VISUAL WORK ENTITLED “THE
UNABOMBER’S DREAM” WHICH WAS INSPIRED BY KACZYNSKI’'S RESEARCH 1IN
COMPLEX ANALYSIS WHICH WAS DEVOTED TO THE RIGOROUS INVESTIGATION
INTO THE UNIVERSE'S INTER-ENTANGLED HYPERDIMENSIONALITY, THEREFORE
ASCENDING TOWARDS THE DAWN OF “ABSOLUTE NEGATION” BY INVENTING THE
“FILM WITHOUT FILM, THE NOH FILM, THE PERFECT INVISIBLE FILM”,
MANIFESTING THE “TERMINAL VANISHING POINT OF CINEMA” THROUGH ADVANCED
HYPER-DIMENSIONAL HYPER-REAL KNEADING, GROPING, SQUISHING, GOONING
& SQUIRTING CONSCIOUSNESS EXPANSION EXPERIMENTS, WHICH ENABLED
HIM BY MEANS OF A “COMPLEX LIBIDINOUS CALCULATION” TO “TRAVEL
PRODIGIOUS DISTANCES IN JUST A FEW SECONDS”, “CIRCUMNAVIGATE FAR-
AWAY GALAXIES AND PEEK INTO THE BLACK HOLE ABYSS SITUATED MILLIONS
OF LIGHT YEARS AWAY FROM EARTH”, HENCE CREATING THE ORGASMO-MAGICKAL
FOUNDATION FOR A UNIVERSALIZED PORNOCRATIC & PORNOSCOPIC QUANTUM
ARTCORE CINEMA. CANTOR’S ORGANISM HOWEVER EVENTUALLY EXPERIENCED
A TERMINAL HOLISTIC METABOLIC INVERSION DUE TO HIS SUBSEQUENT
CIRCUMNAVIGATION OF THE ENTIRE UNIVERSE, WHICH HENCEFORTH EVOKED
THE ASPIRATION WITHIN HIS REMAINING CORE COLLABORATORS (SABINE,
ESPASMO & PHRENOLOGIST ACTRESS) TO EMBARK UPON A VISIONARY IMMERSIVE
INITIATION INTO THE VASTLY RHIZOMATIC EVOLUTIONARY POTENTIALITY OF
CANTOR’S RESIDUAL ORGAN-LESS ENERGY BODY, IN A PERPETUAL ATTEMPT
TO ONCE AND FOR ALL TRANSGRESS THE MORTAL REPERCUSSIONS OF HYPER-
DIMENSIONAL TRAVEL UPON THE HEMISPHERICAL EARTH- AND FLESHBOUND
ORGANISM. WITH THE PHRENOLOGIST ACTRESS AT THE HELM, THE DISCIPLES
INITIATE A UNIVERSALIZED ORGASMO-MAGICKAL ALIGNMENT WITH THE
INFAMOUS ANTHROPOMORPHIC CIVILIZATION OF TANLION [WHICH ALSO
APPEARS IN ATANES’ SECOND FEATURE FILM “PROXIMA”(2007)1 THROUGH
THE PERPETUUM MOBILE GROPIUS CANTOR CONSCIOUSNESS FEEDBACK LooP
ORGASM-SCRYING-TOTEM SABINE & ESPASMO CREATED OUT OF CANTOR’S
ORGANICALLY INVERTED CARCASS AND ENERGETICALLY INTERSPLICED IT
WITH THE HYPER-DIMENSIONAL TRAVEL DEVICE OF THE PHRENOLOGIST
ACTRESS, WHO PROCEEDS TO INTERACT WITH THE TWO PROTAGONISTS OF THE
CENTRAL NARRATIVE THREAD OF THE FILM, ALUCINIO AND THE POULTERER,
I.E. IN ALL SORTS OF ORGASMO-MAGICKAL INTERPENETRATIONS AND
TRANSGRESSIVELY PERFORMATIVE PORNO=PHILOSOPHICAL EROTIKON RITUALS;
THROUGH WHICH THE PORNOSCOPOLOGICAL TRANSMUTATION OF THIS UNHID
NUMINOUS UNIVERSE OF OURS IS FOCALIZED WITH EXORBITANT PAN
AND TREMENDOUS VIGOR. (I WILL SURELY EVENTUALLY PUBLISH A W
TREATISE ABOUT ATANES’ OEUVRE AND ESPECIALLY ABOUT “GALLIN
CHICKEN SYSTEM”, WITH DUE DILIGENCE TO ALL OF LTS FACETS. THIS
CHARACTERIZATION HOWEVER ALREADY POIGNANTLY EMPHASIZES THE
ORGASMO-MAGICKAL ONTO-EXPERIMENTAL PHILOSOPHICAL & CINE
INGENUITY OF THIS AS OF YET FI




III. JOHN WATERS’
EARLY WORKS :
SATYRTICAL
COUNTERCULTURAL
ABJECTIVITY

DUE TO THE FACT THAT THE MAJORITY OF WATERS’
EARLIEST SHORT AND MIDDLE-LENGTH 8MM/16 MM
PRODUCTIONS ARE WIDELY UNAVAILABLE, E.G.
“EAT YOoUR MAKEUP” & “RoMAN CANDLES”, WE
WILL INITIATE OUR EXCURSION THROUGH A BRIEF
ANALYSIS OF HIS 1969 FEATURE FILM EFFORT
“MonNDO TRASHO0” (1969), WHICH STRUCK ME NOT ONLY
DUE TO ITS STARK YET WONDROUSLY STELLAR BLACK
AND WHITE CINEMATOGRAPHY, THE FIRST MAJOR
MAGNIFICENTLY DIVINE APPEARANCE OF DIVINE,
BUT FIRST AND FOREMOST DUE TO ITS INVENTIVE,
PLAYFUL UTILIZATION OF SOUND: IN QUINTESSENTIAL
MID-TO-LATE-60"S EXPERIMENTAL FILM FASHION THE
AUDITIVE HEMISPHERE OF THE WORK IS COMPRISED
OF STACCATO-ESQUE INTERSPERSES DERIVED FROM
POPULAR MUSICAL SOURCES (50°s/60’s Rock’N RoLL,
BLUES, MOVIE SOUNDTRACKS, ETC.), CLASSICAL AND
OPERATIC PIECES & GENUINELY AVANTGARDISTIC
ARRANGEMENTS, VOLUPTUOUSLY ABRASIVE SOUNDS
EFFECTS WORK AND OCCASIONAL VOICE-WORK, THROUGH
ALL OF WHICH WATERS ZAPS IN A UNRELENTINGLY MANIC
VELOCITY. HE EVEN WHIMSICALLY APPROPRIATES
CERTAIN VERSES OR HOOKS FROM THE LYRICS OF THESE
POPULAR MUSICAL SOURCES, WHICH THEN JOLLILY
COMMENTATE UPON THE FERVENTLY FREAKAZOIDAL
TRANSGRESSIONS UNFOLDING ON SCREEN, ALL THE WHILE
ACCENTUATING THIS THROUGH THE IMPLEMENTATION OF
RECURRING LOOPING-PATTERNS AND THE OVERARCHING
INTERSPLICED “FRUGABILITY” OF THIS DELICIOUSLY
WRETCHED, ASYNCHRONOUSLY DEFUNCT SCRATCHTRACK
SOUNDSCAPE. IT IS THROUGH THIS INGENIOUSLY
PLAYFUL REAPPROPRIATION THAT THE UNDERLYING
SINISTERLY NORMATIVE AND OPPRESSIVELY ABJECT
UNDERBELLY OF THE OVERTLY STAGNANT “POPULAR
CULTURE”-HEGEMONY AND ESPECIALLY ITS CANONIZED,
IDEOLOGICALLY APPROVED JOUISSANCE-MATRIX OF
(DESPICABLY MUTED) MUSICALITY IS DISTINCTIVELY
REVEALED, YET WATERS' MODUS OPERANDI IN ALL OF

AT )LY EMPOWERING




AND ECSTATICALLY DERANGED “TRANSMEMBERMENT”
OF THIS UNDEAD ILLUSIONISTIC IDEOGRAPHY.
RSCERTAINED THROUGH THIS PARTICULAR VANTAGE
POINT, THE ODYSSEICAL NARRATIVE OF THE FILM;
WHICH FOLLOWS A CHARACTER CREDITED AS “THE
MOMBSHELL/CINDERELLA” (MARY VIVIAN PEARCE),
WHO, AFTER BEING SEDUCED INTO A BEAUTIFULLY
MW ORGIASTIC FOOT FETISH ADORATION EXCESS BY A
"™ BEARDED STRANGER IN A NEARBY PARK, ACCOMPANIED

N WHICH HER RABIDLY INVIDIOUS STEPSISTERS
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SLHE FILM, JUST TO GLORIOUSLY TRIUMPH OVER THEM
GNCE HER BARE FOOT EFFORTLESSLY SLIPS INTO
HE MAGIC LEATHER SLIPPER, WINDS UP BEING HIT
®Y DIVINE'S CAR, WHO THEN CONTINUALLY EXERTS
ERSELF TO ACCOMPLISH THE OBLIGATORY HEALING OF
HIS BLONDE UNCONSCIOUS STRANGER, EVEN THROUGH
HE AID OF SEVERAL DIVINE INTERVENTIONS (“MARY,
MARY!”); BECOMES CRYSTAL CLEAR: ON THEIR
URIDLY FRENZIED VOYAGE THEY ENCOUNTER SEVERAL
GENTS OF THE AFOREMENTIONED SYSTEMIC/CISTEMIC
DEOLOGICALLY OPPRESSIVE ABJECTIVITY (PoLICE
FFICERS, THE BUTTERFLY NET CARRYING WARDENS
F THE “INSANE ASYLUM”, THE NEWSPAPER REPORTER,
HE CORRUPT DOCTOR, WHO EVENTUALLY PROCEEDS
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HE END OF THE FILM HOWEVER THESE STUMPS ENABLE
INDERELLA, IN CLASSICAL “WizArRD OF 0z” HEEL-
IPPING FASHION{PRIOR TO THIS A PORTION OF
ITS MAIN THEME IS EVEN BRIEFLY HEARD ON THE
SCRATCHTRACK} TO ZAP THROUGH THE ABJECT DYNAMICS
OF THE SPACETIME-CONTINUUM], THE DRUNKARDS 1IN
THE CAR AND THE TWO FEMALE CHARACTERS AT THE VERY

“The symptom: a language that END OF THE FILM, ETC.), WITH THE SATYRICALLY
gives up, a structure within the SYMBOLIC EMANCIPATORY INTENT IN MIND, WHICH IS
body, a non-assimilable alien, GEARED TOWARDS THE TRIUMPHANT CRYSTALLIZATION
a monster, a tumor, a cancer OF THIS SYSTEMICALLY REJECTIVE ABJECT TOXICITY
that the listening devices of — A RADICAL PURGING, ACCOMPLISHED THROUGH THE
the unconscious do not hear, for UNAPOLOGETIC EMBRACEMENT OF THE INNERMOST
its strayed subject is huddled ORGIASTICALLY FETISHISTIC ARTISTIC VERACITY OF
outside the paths of desire. BEING. ADDITIONALLY, THIS PICTURE ALSO FEATURES
[..] In the symptom, the abject ONE OF THE MOST DIVINE USAGES OF WAGNER’S
permeates me, I become abject. “WALKURENRITT® EVER COMMITTED TO FILM, I.E. OF
Through  sublimation, I keep COURSE BESIDES “APoCALYPSE Now” & RUSS MEYER'S
it wunder control. The abject “Up!”. WELL, THE AFOREMENTIONED THOUGHT-THREAD
is edged with the sublime. It HOWEVER IS FURTHER FLUSHED OUT IN WATERS' NEXT
is not the same moment on the FEATURE FILM “MULTIPLE MANIACS”(1970), WHICH
journey, but the same subject and WE WILL NOW BRIEFLY ELABORATE UPON, UNTIL WE
gspeech bring them into being.” CONCLUDE OUR CONCISE EXCURSION BY FOCUSING IN

[Kristeva, Powers of Horror, 11.] ON HIS UNDYING CLASSIC “PINK FLAMINGOS” (1972).



THE SATYRICAL THOUGHT-THREAD CARRYING THE NOTION OF THE ARDUOUSLY
SYSTEMIC AGENCY OF REJECTIVE TOXIC ABJECTIVITY, WHICH IS OPERATICALLY
EXORCIZED IN “MoNDO TRASHO” & “MULTIPLE MANIACS”, IS HOWEVER FROM
A MUCH MORE ORGIASTICALLY BELLICOSE VANTAGE POINT CRYSTALLIZED
WITHIN THE LATTER PICTURE, WHICH IN ITS OWN SORT OF RAUNCHY,
CLUNKILY PUT TOGETHER WAY IS TRULY MONDO-ESQUE, IN THE SENSE THAT
IT IS DEVOID OF THE STELLARLY PICTORIAL MISE-EN-SCENE, THE
SCRATCHTRACK ANTICS AND ODYSSEICAL NARRATIVE STRUCTURE OF “MoNDO
TRASHO”, IN FAVOR OF A MUCH MORE CONCISE NARRATIVE FRAMEWORK AS
WELL AS A DECIDEDLY UTILITARIAN SHOOTING STYLE AND SYNC SOUND (WITH
ONLY A HANDFUL OF RELAPSES INTO THE SCRATCHTRACK AESTHETICS, E.G.
DIVINE'S VOICEWORK IN THE “R0SARY JoB/STATIONS OF THE CROSS’’
SEQUENCE), LAST OF WHICH IS FACILITATING THE FIRST MAJOR INSTANCE
OF WATERS’ VERY OWN INCOMMENSURABLY INVENTIVE AND VOLUPTUOUSLY
OBNOXIOUS DIALOGUE STYLE, WHICH IS WHY, ALTHOUGH IT MIGHT NOT BE
AS CINEMATICALLY ENGAGING AS “MoNDO TRASHO”, IT IS NONETHELESS THE
MORE CRYSTALLINE WATERS FLICK IN THAT SENSE. WITHIN THAT VEIN THE
PICTURE STARTS OFF WITH MR. DAVID LOCHARY LURING UNSUSPECTING
BOURGEOIS COUPLES INTO “LADY DIVINE’S CAVALCADE OF PERVERSIONS”
THROUGH HIS OVER ABUNDANTLY ENTICING (CARNIVAL) BARKER-ESQUE
PROCLAMATIONS, WHICH ARE THEN JUXTAPOSED WITH THE CORRESPONDING
GLORIOUSLY FETISHISTIC ACTS AND THE AUDIENCES’ DELIGHTFUL REVULSION.
ALREADY WITHIN THIS FIRST SCENE WATERS IS RIGOROUSLY EMPHASIZING
THE INTERCONNECTIVITY BETWEEN PERFORMANCE ART, I.E. IN AN OVERARCHING
SENSE CINEMATIC PERFORMANCE ART, AND THE SEDUCTIVE SUGGESTIVE
CREATION OF A PLAYFULLY SUBVERSIVE CINEMASOCHISTIC RESONANCE
SPECTRUM FOR THE SATYRICAL EMERGENCE OF GENUINE ABJECTIVITY &
AFFECTIVITY. AFTER THE LETHAL FINALIZATION OF THE COLLECTIVE
PERFORMANCE ACT THROUGH THE UNVEILING OF LADY DIVINE, WHO PROCEEDS
TO ASSASSINATE AT LEAST ONE OF THE ABJECT-FUELED ATTENDEES, THE
“CAVALCADE OF PERVERSIONS” BECOMES HASTILY DISASSEMBLED, WHICH IS
WHY FOR THE REMAINDER OF THE FILM, THE UNFOLDING OF THE PLOT
PRIMARILY REVOLVES AROUND LADY DIVINE, WHICH AFTER A SUDDEN ROBBERY -
RAPE BY TWO FORMER CAVALCADE ACCOMPLICES IS GUIDED BY AN ANGELIC
APPARITION TOWARDS HER CONSTITUTIVE “ROSARY JOB” ENCOUNTER WITH
MINK STOLE (THIS PARTICULAR PROCESSUAL LEITMOTIF IS UNDOUBTEDLY
HARKENING BACK TO “MonNDO TRASHO”, JUST TO EXUBERANTLY CULMINATE
WITHIN A SYMBOLICAL AS WELL AS LITERAL “EDGING OF THE ABJECT WITH
THE SUBLIME”), WITH WHOM SHE THEN PARTNERS UP TO EXTERMINATE HER
BOYFRIEND MR. DAVID, WHO CHEATED ON HER WITH A CAVALCADE PATRON
NAMED BONNIE(MARY VIVIAN PEARCE). ANOTHER ENLIGHTENING DETAIL WHICH
IS COMPLEMENTARITY ALLUDING TO THE SINISTERLY ABJECT UNDERBELLY OF
THE “POPULAR CULTURE” HEGEMONY AND WHICH I WOULDN’'T DARE TO BRUSH
OVER IS THE FACT THAT LADY DIVINE REPEATEDLY INDICATES MR. DAVID
TO HAVE BEEN MAJORLY INVOLVED IN THE NOTORIOUSLY GRISLY MURDER OF
SHARON TATE, HER UNBORN SON, JAY SEBRING, WOJCIECH FRYKOWSKI,
ABIGAIL FOLGER AND STEVEN PARENT ON AUGUST 9TH 1969, EVEN AFTER THE
OFFICIALLY APPROVED “MANSON FAMILY NARRATIVE” IS ALREADY MAKING
HEADLINES, WHICH MIGHT INDICATE TOWARDS THE NOTION OF THE TERMINAL
UNRESOLVABILITY AND INESCAPABILITY OF IDEOLOGICAL SYSTEMIC ABJECT
MEDIA DYNAMICS. ASCERTAINED FROM THIS PARTICULAR VANTAGE POINT THE
FINAL SUPERBLY EXECUTED THIRTY MINUTES OF THE PICTURE BECOME CRYSTAL
CLEAR: THE TREPIDATIOUS INTERPENETRATION OF THESE TWO NEWLY FORMED



CHARACTER ALLIANCES, WHICH ARE SOLELY FOCUSED ON THEIR
MUTUAL EXTERMINATION RAMPING UP INTO A FRENZIED ORGY OF
VENGEFUL BLOODLUST AND MERE TRAGIC COINCIDENCE. LADY
DIVINE IS EVEN REVEALED AS AN ORGIASTICALLY BELLICOSE
ANTHROPOPHAGUS, WHICH IS IMMERSED IN THE FERTI
CRYSTALLIZATION AND ERGO ULTIMATE RECLAIMING OF THE
ABYSSAL FURIOUS VASTNESS OF THE EROTOMANIC PHENOMENON,
WHICH WE’VE REFERRED TO AS “ABJECTIVITY”. THIS PROCESS —
OF RECLAIMING HOWEVER, WHICH IS THEN EVEN FURTHE
ACCENTUATED BY HER OPERATICALLY ABJECT SCRYING SESSI(
SUMMONING OF THE “LOBSTORA”, BECOMES INVERTEDLY TRANSMUT
INTO A DEEPLY AND INEVITABLY ASSIMILATORY IMPREGNATI(
OF UNIVERSAL IDEOLOGICAL DECAY AS WELL AS THE HIDEO
ABJECT UNCOLLAPSEDNESS OF SYSTEMIC MASS MEDIA HYSTER
DYNAMICS, WHICH IS WHY SHE THEN PROCEEDS TO ORGIASTICAL
ACT OUT ONE FINAL MAJESTICALLY EGREGIOUS STANZA (
SUBLIMELY TRANSGRESSIVE COUNTER-ABJECTIVITY, WHICH YET
IN RETURN ENABLES THE SILENT ABJECT-FUELED MAJORITY TO
RECOGNIZE HER AS A MONSTROUS NON-ASSIMILABLE TUMOR WHOSE
SOLE PURPOSE IT IS TO BECOME REMOVED FROM THE CANESCENT .
PUTRID COLLECTIVE ORGANISM. IN “PINK FLAMINGOS” HOWEVE
THIS TUMULTUOUSLY RHIZOMATIC RECLAIMING PROCESS
EXUBERANTLY ACCOMPLISHED THROUGH DIVINE RAUCOUSLY FENDI
OFF “TWO WOULD-BE FILTH BOWLS NAMED CONNIE AND RAYMO
MARBLE” (MINK STOLE & DAVID LOCHARY), WHO INSTIGATE
TREACHEROUS FUTILE ATTEMPT TO SEIZE HER WELL-EARNED TIT
OF “FILTHIEST PERSON ALIVE!” THE EVEN MORE BELLICOSE Yl
SIMULTANEOUSLY HEARTENINGLY CELEBRATORY AURA IN WHI(
THIS IS ACHIEVED IS THAT OF A RADICALLY INSURMOUNTAB
SELF-LOVE, PRIMARILY OF COURSE IN REGARDS TO DIVINE A
HER FAMILIAL CLIQUE OF TRAILER CO-INHABITANTS BUT AL{
WHEN IT COMES TO THE MARBLES AND THEIR VILLAINOUS INFA
SMUGGLING RING. A SELF-LOVE IN FACT THAT IS CAPABLE (
CRYSTALLIZINGWITHINITSELFALLIMAGINABLEDIMENSIONALITI
OF DOOM, DREAD, HORROR, ABJECTIVITY, TOXICITY A
REJECTIVITY, CULMINATING IN A STATE OF HYPER-LUCID ANT
FRAGILITY. IN SUPPORT OF THIS CERTAIN MOTIFS REAPPEAH}
DIVINE STROLLS BY A WHITE BRICK WALL ON WHICH THE DEMA
“FREE TEX WATSON!” CAN BE READ, WHICH OF COURSE HARKE
BACK TO HER REVELATORY INSINUATIONS IN “MULTIPLE MANIACS
ANOTHER REEMERGING MOTIF Is THAT OF ORGIAST
ANTHROPOPHAGY, AS THE POLICE OFFICERS WHICH ATTEMPT
ENFORCE THEIR ADVERSARIAL AGENCY OF REPRESSIVE ABJECTIVI
DUE TO THE MARBLES DENOUNCING DIVINE’S BACCHANALI/
BIRTHDAY FESTIVITIES EVENTUALLY GET TORN TO SHREDS A
ARE FEASTED UPON IN A MAGNIFICENT MANNER. COMPLEMENTARIL
THE ABJECTION PROCESS IS ASSIDUOUSLY CHARACTERIZED AS
(MAGICKAL) MIASMIC IMPREGNATION: FOR ONCE PERHAPS
ABJECTIVITY IS TO OUR HEREDITARY FORCIBLY COLLECTIVIZED
EMBEDDING INTO THE CISTEMIC »IDENTITY MATRIX HEGEMONYX

o auallid




WHAT THE ATROCIOUS CELLAR OF THE MARBLE ESTATE IS TO THE

NEWLY BORN INFANTS FUNCTIONING AS »HUMAN CAPITALL: A

INCONTESTABLE EXCRUCIATINGLY SICKENING TRAUMATIC

ar ~ UNDERBELLY BEYOND ALL BEARING. THIS SINISTERLY ABJECT
. ~_ _ASPECT IS EMPHASIZED DUE TO THE FACT THAT WE'RE BLUNTLY
SHOWN THE CAPTURING OF YET ANOTHER YOUNG GIRL WHO IS THEN
_f'OUGHT INTO THE AFOREMENTIONED CELLAR WHERE SHE BECOMES
PREGNATED BY MEANS OF PIPETTE INSERTION. OBLIGATORILY,
E PHALLUS FROM WHICH THIS SEPULCHRAL SEMEN HAD SPRUNG
DRTH BELONGING TO THE MARBLE'S SERVANT CHANNING
TIMATELY BECOMES DISMEMBERED THROUGH THE ASSISTANCE OF
VINE AND HER SON CRACKERS, WHO BEFOREHAND ARE BEING
OWN CASTING A POTENT ABJECT COUNTER-SPELL UPON THE
ARBLES, THAT IS THROUGH SALIVA GLAND ACTIVATION AND AN
HINGEDLY INCESTUOUS FELLATIO SKIT. THE PATHETIC DECLINE
D DEFEAT OF THE MARBLES IS HOWEVER ALREADY FORESHADOWED
THE PRECEDING SCENE, IN WHICH RAYMOND, WHO PREVIOUSLY
AD BEEN PORTRAYED AS AN AVID AND UNABASHED EXHIBITIONIST,
COMES VANQUISHED ONCE HE ENCOUNTERS A BEAUTIFULLY
~ BOISTEROUS ACT OF TRANSSEXUAL COUNTER-EXHIBITIONISM
ANATING FROM A SUBLIMELY UNFAZED TRANS-WOMAN. THE
NJESTIC CULMINATION OF THE MARBLES  TERMINAL SUBJUGATION
SUBSEQUENTLY REALIZED THROUGH DIVINE'S INGENIOUSLY

SCHIEVOUS REAPPROPRIATION OF THE MAXIMALISTIC
DIALITY’S INHERENT ABJECTIVITY WITHIN THE FINAL
ANTYRICALLY RIP-ROARING CRESCENDO OF THE FILM, WHICH
NCTIONS BOTH AS AN CALAMITOUSLY CARNAL SYMBOLICAL
PPRAISAL OF BEING'S INTRINSICALLY ORGANISMIC VISCERA
D THEREFORE AS AN ULTIMATE MANIFESTO DEDICATED TO THE
CTORIOUS RECLAIMING OF THE LIMINAL EVOLUTIONARY
DTENTIALITY OF THE ENTIRE SANCTIMONIOUSLY DEFILED
PECTRUM OF ABJECTIVITY, JUST TO FURTHER ACCENTUATE THIS
DELIBLE PROCESS OF ABYSSAL DEVOURMENT THROUGH THE LAST-
TCH JOLLILY GRACEFUL COUP DE GRACE EMANATING FROM THIS
RREFUTABLY VALIANT SEMPITERNAL “FILTHIEST PERSON
IVE!”., WATERS’ CONSTITUTIVE EARLY WORK IS NOT ONLY
LIGHTENING WHEN CONSIDERED AS A PIONEERING EXAMPLE OF
XPERIMENTAL ENSEMBLE-CINEMA” (WARHOL, FASSBINDER,
HLINGENSIEF, VERROW, DUNCAN, ETC.), BUT MORE IMPORTANTLY
EN IT COMES TO MAPPING OUT THE GENEALOGY OF ABJECTIVITY
RING THE CRUCIAL ZEITGEIST-TRANSITION FROM THE LATE
D60S INTO THE EARLY 1970S, THEREFORE ENABLING FUTURE
LMMAKERS SUCH AS NEKRASOVA FOR EXAMPLE TO CONTINUATE
D ACTUALIZE THIS CONSTRUCTIVE PROCESSUAL ARTISTIC
TNESSING OF THE TRAUMATIC YET UNCANNILY EMANCIPATORY
IZOMATIC VASTNESS OF THE SPECTRALLY ASSIMILATORY
ONOGRAPHIC GENEALOGY OF ABJECTIVITY, IN HER CASE WITHIN
THE CONTEXT OF THE DELUSIONALLY ABJECT DIGITAL MASS
MEDIA HYSTERIA DYNAMICS OF THE INTRICATELY ASCENDENT
CORONAL INITIATION OF THE EARLY 2020s.




The Rotoscoping industry has

been the center of animation

for years and has been popular
with the styles of filming

That’s why we still need to talk about the
process when there’s another project when it
happens in the foreseeable future. And I hope

before the animation started

until it wasn’t that popular
anymore, but some rotoscoped
animated movies are still made
to this day.
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technique is not

anything else there’s
still hope from when

Rotoscoped films you

talked about, or

there are more movies and
stuff made with this

style and more

people talk about
this technique
and it gets

more love

too.
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Even if the

it started.

Loving Vincent =~ The Case of Hana and Alice
Apollo101/2 Heavy Metal

A Scanner Darkly Fire and Ice

need to see (some I Wizards The Spire Of The Night
haven’t seen yet): Waking Life Ralph Bakshi’s Lord Of The Rings



interview by
Pim Vogels

Luc Proctor (MLP) is a French-American filmmaker
and critic, currently based in Berlin. He is the
founder and editor-in-chief of Ultra Dogme, a blog
dedicated to highlighting art “off the beaten path.”

The blog is heavily focused on the avant-garde,
both in film and music. I talked with Proctor about
how the blog came to be and where it is heading!




Correct me if I’'m wrong; For starters, some of this is
fil ] . o was a curator for Fracto for
mmaker, musician, the festival but had to give

writer, and critic, commitment on a virtual v

\/\ workin

Photog

Photogenie, on the other hand, is practically an
extended and globe-spanning family (which also
pays its contributors fairly), but I was really only
an editor there for the first and seventh ‘issues’,

which were both published in 2021.
p I

I mean, how do you balanc
all of that? And how doe

Ultra Dogme fit into it’

N

Although I started Ultra Dogme by myself,
within a couple of years [ brought aboard
Ruairi McCann and then Malkah Manouel
as co-editors, which was an extremely
important point in the site’s growth and
development.



slightly outdated information: I
the 2020 and 2021 editions of
it up because it was a huge time
olunteer basis.

g as contributing editor for
onie, curator for Fracto, and
founder of Ultra Dogme.

(v

g Essentially, yes, all roads led to Ultra

) Dogme, where my editorial and curatorial
experience came together so that I could
establish a virtual space which presented
articles as well as film streaming
programs.

Did it come first and led it to your
other endeavors or did all your work
lead to Ultra Dogme?

[t would not be going as strong as it
currently is without either of them. Ruairi
and Malkah are talented, creative and
hard-working and I am extremely grateful
to work together with them as a team.



I’ve got to ask about the
name and its obvious nod
to Dogme 95. In what way did
Dogme inspire you?

[ was sincerely drawn to the Dogme 95
approach when I came across it in high
school. I watched Gummo (which is not a
Dogme film) on YouTube and could hardly
believe what [ was seeing. It was extremely
enticing and wild and fresh to my young
senses. After that, [ eventually saw Julien
Donkey-boy (which is a dogma film) and
liked it, but it was certainly no Gummao.

The idea of making films with simple
means stayed with me, but by the time [
started Ultra Dogme, | was leaning

a lot more into the comedic
and absurdist side of things. I
thought that to name
your ideas based

on dogma is already

a crazy thing to

do, so why

not take it further and
make it ‘ultra’?

How would you describe Ultra Dogme? Of
course, there’s no real ‘about page’ on the
website, other than the satirical manifesto
— that in a way - perfectly describes what
you stand for. But if there would be a...

... regular About
page, what would
be in it?

[ would describe it
as a virtual home
for writing about art
that’s off the beaten path.
[ am personally very interested
in analog and experimental
filmmaking, and I think the site
largely reflects that. But on a larger
scale, it is about rejecting a lot of the
norms associated with visual media and
publishing cultures (i.e. we have always been
completely ad-free, and we are not

interested in publishing
free PR for films that
already have
multi-

million-

dollar budgets

and marketing teams).

About the Manifesto, which  other
manifestos inspired you to write that?
Was it just Dogme or are there others?

At the time when [ wrote it
(around the beginning of 2019
if I remember correctly), my
biggest ‘manifesto’

influences were

Robert Bresson’s Notes on the
Cinematograph, and the writings
of filmmakers like Stan Brakhage,
Gregory Markopoulos, Jean-Marie
Straub and Daniele Huillet. At
the end of 2019 I also published a
long manifesto on filmmaking through
photogénie, ‘Digital Notes on
the Corporeal Manifesto’.



The focus of Ultra Dogme seems to be on
film writing, but there are
some music writings on
there as well. Are you
wanting to expand on
that? Or how do you
envision the perfect balance of
content on the platform?

Before it was christened
‘Ultra Dogme’, the site was
just ‘maximilienproctor.
wordpress.com’, a place
where [ wanted to collect
links to my various writings
and art publications from across the net.
A big part of that iteration of the site was
discovering that because I had
a blog (even though it
was just my name),
musicians were
open to doing

interviews
for it. It certainly
helped that [ was asking

to interview smaller and
DIY rock bands. So when the site grew
to become Ultra Dogme, I wanted to
leave that window open. I'm fine with
the balance as it stands currently, with
most of the site’s focus on film. But
[ definitely want to keep room for
interesting pieces on music as
well.

Ultra Dogme is based in
Berlin, but the crew is from a
wide variety of places. How did
you find each other? (Also, how
do people become
writers, if you'’re

looking for any
more?)
The site is based in Berlin
because I live here. Ruairi and [ found

each other through Photogénie and their
Young Critics Workshop...

... at Film Fest Gent (I am a 2015 alum and
he is a 2018 alum). We found
Malkah through our mutual friend
Christian Flemm, who has curated
a handful of streaming programs
for the site. If someone wants to
write for us all they have
to do is send a good
pitch at the
right
time.
Timing 1s
everything in terms
of what we have the
budget for at any given moment,
but a strong pitch depends on
several factors, but first and

foremost whether or not the
material (and the writer) seem to be
a good fit for the site.

Could you tell me a little about
the virtual

Filmfest?

How did it

come to be

in Covid time,

how do you curate it, and is
there a chance for independent
makers to send in their films
somewhere?

At this time, the ‘virtual film fest’ has
effectively transitioned to the ‘Movie Club’
and our occasional public streaming
programs (like this month’s ‘Five Films
by Ellie Epp’ program).
Thus, we are not
actively accepting film
submissions.

But the idea at the
beginning of UDVFF
(Ultra Dogme Virtual
Film Festival) was
to give our contributors
the opportunity to curate
streaming programs using...



...only films that were already available
to stream somewhere since there is such
a glut of amazing stuff readily and easily
accessible. The idea was to highlight some
lesser-known but easy-to-
access films for our
readers, and
it was a

continuous
project to try and
keep up morale during
difficult times of being
stuck at home (or at
least close to home).

[ wanted to create
some small sense
of virtual community:.

The platform lives on
through its donation

through
Patreon. Are you
looking to change this?
Also let’s shout out the
Patreon and what people
will get out of it!

Yes, at

the moment
the Patreon is our sole
source of money for
the site. Almost all of that
money goes straight into
commissioning articles and paying
filmmakers to let us screen their work.
Ideally, we would like to grow the site to a
point where it can pay us editors to run it

full-time as well. We’ve still got a ways to go...

... before we reach that point, but the rate of
growth over the last year has certainly been
promising, ever since we started our Movie
Club, wherein patrons who subscribe for

$7 a month get access to a unique (usually
experimental film) streaming program each
month. The main draw for the Movie Club
is its uniqueness: these are films that you
can’t really find anywhere else,

especially not on other
streaming services, and
we typically offer some
kind of ‘special
feature’ or two, like an
exclusive essay
about the films or
an interview with the
filmmaker.
Where
are you
heading
with Ultra

Dogme and where
are you heading yourself?
What’s in the future?

Good question! Ideally, both
are headed toward
self-sufficiency.

[ am currently
at a point in my
life where [ am

striving to grow my main
activities to also be my main sources
of income. It’s been a years-long, uphill
battle, but it looks like it is slowly starting

to pay off. 'm very excited about it.

You can find Ultra Dogme here:
https://ultradogme.com

If you want to get access to the Movie Club,
join the Patreon:
https://www.patreon.com/ultradogme



https://ultradogme.com/  
https://www.patreon.com/ultradogme
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iow Haneke forces the viewer into meditation with Funny Games (1997)
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Breaking Down
Britain: The

Constructs of
Secrets & Lies

WorbDs BY J TAYLOR-JONES

Since my initial viewing of Mike Leigh’s Palme d’Or winning
opus, the acclaimed Secrets & Lies, | found myself fixated with
it—an occurrence that often provokes a rewatch. Sometimes,
this fixation comes about after a spontaneous clicking with it,
with the filmmaker’s intent finally reaching me and I come to
a conclusion that makes me feel as if I need to recontextualise
it with another viewing. Sometimes, a fixation develops when
I hear praises sung for a piece of media that I didn’t feel as
strongly about. Sometimes I simply want to reaffirm my own
opinion or give a film a second chance. Not this time, though.

Since leaving home for university, | have, in the eyes of my
parents, grown up significantly. I'm no longer their vulnerable
child who is under their protection — I'm out on my own,
living in a different county, writing essays on subjects outside
of their circles of thinking and making myself dinner every
night and living without the luxury of their immediate
presence. This means that, upon returning home periodically,
I am welcomed to adult conversations; my parents know
me not only as their eldest, but also as another adult who
is also their child. I am involved with adult conversations
and, finally, | am getting to know my parents as people, not
just mother and father who raised me. It was during one of
these conversations that my mum revealed to me a piece of
information that altered my perception of her life before me
— nothing huge, nothing as life-changing as the secrets and
lies of the Purleys, but something significant enough to cause
a shift in my understanding of my familial history — of how
different life could have been.

[#]







This ‘revelation’ led to a lot of reflection
on the relationship between me and
my parents, my sister, and my family
outside of my house. I thought about
my aunts, my uncles, my grandparents,
and my cousins. It occurred to me that
I don’t really know them at all. I am
lucky in the fact that I was brought up
with my cousins like they were brothers
and sisters. I saw them most weeks as
we stayed with my grandmother whilst
our parents worked. This relationship
has continued and, most likely, will
continue for a long while, but when we
gather every year for birthdays, to do
jobs for my grandmother over Easter
weekend when we all sit around the
table on Boxing Day, we only know
the images we put up for each other,
tied together only by familial bond.
I am left wondering what everyone
talks about on the way home, what
troubles ail them, and what lies in
their past that they take to bed every
night, never to spill into the river of
knowledge outside of their front door.

66 I REALISED
HOW CLOSE TO
THE PURLEYS
WE ALL ARE AS
THEY INHABIT
CLASSICALLY
BRITISH LIVES 99

This is a huge principle of British
culture — it’s rooted in the need for
acceptance, the need to be perfect. It’s
probably deeply rooted in classism,
as our whole society is in Britain. It’s
something that Mike Leigh examines
and dissects with characteristic mastery
in his milestone drama. Through the
character of Hortense Cumberbatch

(played by the remarkable Marianne

[#]

Jean-Baptiste), a woman searching for her biological mother,
Leigh highlights our tendency to corner ourselves in toxic echo
chambers where the loudest noises are our own screams in a
process of brutal curation of our own public lives. He touches
upon the strong divides between races and classes in British
society as a result of a skewed idealism but, most prominently, he
recognises our instincts as humans, particularly British humans,
to want to be perceived as strong, stable, happy and healthy.

I was drawn back to the film due to my mum’s revelation, one
that, to heavily judgemental people, might have connotations
that would alter the image of the archetypal ‘happy family’
that the British public, particularly the British woman, is
taught to strive for and uphold. I then remembered how 1
never mentioned my Asperger’s diagnosis in public until four
years after I received it. I remember being explicitly told not to
mention a family member’s poor mental health to the rest of
my family who were unaware of its poor state. I remember my
aunt hiding away in her room as she died of cancer, not wanting
to be seen for fear that she may scare the younger members of
my family as she withered. I realised how close to the Purleys
we all are as they inhabit classically British lives, surrounded
by hallmarks of late twentieth-century life in London. They are
not necessarily representations or emblems of a wider public,
but Leigh works in enough detail to characterise each member
of the family deeply — intensely — and to convey a story with a
vigorous accuracy that digs under the skin with its sharpness
that finds the most vulnerable parts of the viewer’s psyche. The
film goes beyond representation and, through its famous long
takes, it immerses the viewer until they project their own life
onto those unfolding on screen.




When Cynthia Purley (Brenda Blethyn) discovers the child she
gave up, having never set eyes upon it out of shame, is a black
woman who wants to reconnect, her initial reaction is to flee,
or the equivalent; hang up the phone. As similar, more plot-
oriented, secrets and lies are uncovered, similar reactions are
seen; explosions of anger, despair and disappointment lace the
lives of those affected as their efforts to curate are broken down
and expire. But nothing changes, everything remains the same
as it always was before the curtain was drawn back. The second
viewing reveals the even more relevant idea of one’s secrets, or
one’s vulnerabilities, being at the forefront of the mind at all
times. It’s like when you’re on a date and completely falling for
the person you're with but you pick your words with the greatest
care, because if they find out just how much you're attracted
to them, something awful will — of course — happen. Maurice
(Timothy Spall) and his wife, Monica (Phyllis Logan), have a
secret, a harmless secret that embarrasses them, and it stands out
like it’s lit in neon hues upon rewatch. The film’s construction
communicates it through its lingering edits and gloomy depiction
of middle-class suburbia: we let our imperfections haunt us
whilst we work as hard as we can to paint over our pains with
vibrant colours.

Maurice himself is a photographer, who, from his first moments,
is seen encouraging a newlywed to smile, to place a seemingly
dishonest smile before the apparent melting pot of emotions
stewing in her mind. The bride’s father waits outside, hurrying
Maurice along, muddying the illusion of perfection on the
special day. Later on, an entire montage illustrates Maurice’s
efforts further as his attempt to elicit smiles for a split second
covers many subjects in his studio — itself coming from a

somewhat imperfect beginning, now
painted white and decorated in pastel
blues and with flush wooden trims.
Maurice and Monica’s house has been
given this treatment too, with guests
— family, at least — seemingly being
forbidden to enter as Monica perfects
it, just in time for the gathering that
leads to the eventual breakdown of the
eponymous secrets and lies.

It’s striking to see just how present
everything is from the very beginning,
from the introductions to our lead cast.
It's striking to see the construction
of our society reflected so accurately
at us by a work of fiction in its
production design, its editing and its
emotional arcs. In Leigh’s direction
and his character’s words, our lives
are presented back to us, complete
with anxieties, societal prejudices and
protective etiquettes laid out bare. It’s
sometimes scary to try to imagine how
we ended up this way but a strange
relief to see it on screen, like a cooling
balm for the wound that is our nature
of self-flagellation for our personal
trauma. Here is a film that understands
the curse, the flaws of our societal
mechanisms that grind us down little
by little every single day. Here is a film
that captures the shadows that hang
over the heads of all of us, the spirit of
being British.

[#]
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“Would it be okay if I didn’t make sense?
These films and music that I had

Felt the same to me

Personal insides and textural intensities
Against my head

My heart was the righteous core

This modest core”

I remember when I stumbled upon my dad watching
Nicholas Winding Refn’s “Drive” on a pirated DVD.
The scene in question was a serene montage of Ryan
Gosling and Carey Mulligan’s characters driving
towards a riverbank as signature synthpop plays on top.
A thought occurred to me at that moment, relating to
the power of visual storytelling and how it contributes
to internal elements and melodies. It remained my only
memory from the film due to the romantic warmth
with a surprising touch of an icy melody emitting
from it. During that time, I could now feel the endless
possibility of exteriors linked to supporting interiors,
such as the emptiness of interior urban decay or the
silence of a street scene on nearly expired film. Many
years later, I realized that this was a neo-noir crime
film with doses of graphic violence and contained only
small interior slices of romance placed in the backseat
where the exterior is the full front.
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Maybe I recalled too many insignificant moment

g then. But during those days, my idea of a wa_yl'e'l'énL
Tfﬁ( has been formed, pulling them close as I use a magne
1 !

to guide it towards my heart. My melodies and core

4 values have been upholding and changing what I see

e despite never truly being in one place. Was I a walking
o : contradiction despite knowing my intellect and core? =
Nonetheless, I understood many of my feelings as

something in between, with the range of empathy

being too miles distant yet a walking distance apart.



Growing inside my house during the weekends and days that went by, I only had a small circle of friends, whom
I ended up being with at some point, though our planets have long since brushed by. With a sheltered upbringing
that continues to influence me today, it made me wonder if I should have engaged socially more, in between the
human emotions and conversations. The silent space in between these social spaces remains something that I
fondly admired up to the present day.

The space and whispers I yearn for can exist in the music I look out for, in Bark Psychosis to Mogwai, coupled
with their taste for variety in soundscape but remaining consistent and distinct. I feel a quiet; soft-spoken person
can say less in a conversation, but still stand out due to their internal vision, especially when one cares to hear
them out. Sometimes they may be overlooked at first but over the years, people will start discovering their voice
and end up admiring them. They're structured like minimalists on the outside, with their guitars, whispery voices,
the typical rock band images, with an addition of the occasional genre-bending. With this, they end up becoming
maximalists on the inside, maximizing the tone of the room inside your body, when your motto for artistry is
looking for the textures and emotions that respond only to the ones who stumbled upon it.

Who are the only ones? They are those
finding long-lasting connections with
films that are internally materialized to
the textured response, compiling unsaid
words and memories to a T. Whatever t or
perfection you were wired to look or make
for. But what is the meaning of a T? No
one can answer that. A person’s melody
continues to improvise, but art itself can
have a set melody. A portrait interpretable
by anyone’s definitions and ideals that are
too easy to be influenced upon. No one
can answer what one becomes.
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I imagined myself at one point in the ,"f-"
future where, in different colors and in o e
different outsides, I conceptualized an - ':,?.::;'_‘l"" -
album of emotion. All I want is for people
to go inside this egg; see and listen to all
the space unsaid, projected in front of
a two-story building with a café below.
After the egg hatches, the roll of film
ends; dirt and static are then exposed on
the projector. The portrait is done. The
audience is left to linger on the established
relationship of the images they’ve seen. I
came up to the stage and asked everyone’s
thoughts on the story. Some thought it
was hard to understand; some thought it
was literal. The same goes for when asked
for thoughts on the overall atmosphere. It
is nothing. It is also everything. Different
halves of the people in the room start to
talk and argue with one another; With the
realization that their interpretations are all
different, everyone finds themselves in a
large range of talks and discussions about
the portrait they have seen. With this, my
mind became free of thought, maybe due
to the overwhelming room tone caused by
the entire commotion. Everyone’s mouths
were still moving, still talking, but I could




no longer hear them as well. Suddenly, I had a feeling to act on. I built
everything up to this; my ideals and creativity are here to support me,
alongside the people in my life who I always had in my mind; this
slow life building up to this grind to leave my mark on this world. As

I started to continue contemplating on myself back then, there was a
familiar feeling of cold and warmth, maximizing inside, like a color of
deep red breathing in and out. Before I could start to comprehend this,
I suddenly woke up, just sleeping in this dream.

--//PlaguDocta
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sensometing s besutl it o pracy Fllwod neglected detor Seve De ot it
responsilty o ot magnum aps.

Last teally great im I had o pirate was Chantal Akerman's 'No Home Movie' - an essentil piece of cinema that affrms
documentary flmmaking as a multilayered refnvention and examination of memory; it tragically beautiul.

John Smith's "The Black Tower" released 1987 is a structualist short film that manages to be terrifying with only static shots and mundane narration.
The experimentation with sound and edit somehow makes this short one of the most haunting films I've seen.

i'll go w harmony korine's julien donkey-boy.
impossible to find anywhere legally, but such a good film.

Beginning (2020) Was Executive Produced By The Great Carlos Reygadas,

Whose Warks I So Deeply Love[ Post Tenebras Lux’, Our Time’, 'Tapon" & "Silent Light'}.

While Taking This Particular Reference Point Into Account "Beginning” Could Similarly Be Regarded As A Crystalline Example Of Such A "Visionary Realism’,

Yet Kulumbegashvili Transmogrifies This Sort Of Approach Into An Absolutely Singular Rhizome Of Unparalleled Viscerality By Means Of Exquisite Cinematographic Precision & All-Pervasive Sonic Meticulousness.
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On a camera,

“This is why the cinema is psychic. Tt offers us a quintessence, a product twice distilled.
My eye presents me with an idea of a form; the film stock also contains an idea of a form,
an idea established independently of my awareness, an idea without awareness, a latent,

® secret but marvellous idea; and from the screen I get an idea of an idea. my eyes idea
extracted from the camera’s; in other words, so flexible is this algebra, an idea that is the

@ square root of an idea.”

- Epstein in Afterinmage No. 10, p. 14 (The Senses 1 (b))
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hard to imagine this effect in any other such
singularly
authored contemporary works as
music or literature. A trespassing

“J ﬂ}r HumTlnhMIhilﬁmhfﬂw peestaved, quie by
flatt i
, ened on a page, cleaving a stanza
in two
, or forcefully
a r p e g g i a t i n g
that symphony. The accident of outside influence
that
intrudes
into the art,
[ es
hap
ing it
completely free of human
intention or
intervention
save for the choice to include, through un
conscious

Or conscious

ignorance, this

ghost in the machine.
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What is an tmage 3:

Moving tmmge making is simply a later incarnation of a lincage which includes folk
singing. Both industrio-chronologically in terms of its creation, utilisation, existence,
and in terms of bio-chronology. The folk tradition is an alive record. an experience,

mutable, while painting is a dead record, an object, a frozen
experience®. Film is a half dead medium, freezing an alive
experience into a series of apprehended slivers. A film of
the folk tradition is ultimately the merger of something
alive, and something half alive, and so the threat from
film, from moving tmage making. is that it will kill what
it depicts dead, flooding the space

“We look with the eves of unskilled
aesthetes who confuse natural facts
with human facts, who observe the
product of human actions — the face
that a hundred centuries of working
the soil have given the land — as
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