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Mr. Satanism, the movie critic who takes no prisoners and fears no celebrity's wrath (e-mail me for naked pics of Alyssa Milano AND her mom), presents fifty(ish) reviews of MOVIES ABOUT SNAKES, RATS, SPIDERS, AND BATS at a special low price, in this former Amazon exclusive. 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 my special lady friend assistant meticulously fact-checked everything by re-watching each movie in its entirety, or at least "until something gross happened".
Featured Films: Anacondas (2004); Arachnid (2001); Arachnophobia (1990); Arachnoquake (2012); The Bat People (1974); Bats (1999); Bottom Feeder (2006); Camel Spiders (2011); Chosen Survivors (1974); Copperhead (2008); Creepies (2004); Curse of the Black Widow (1977); Deadly Eyes (1982); The Devil Bat (1940); Devil Bat's Daughter (1946); Earth vs the Spider (1958); Fangs (2001); Fer de Lance (1974); The Giant Spider Invasion (1975); Gnaw (1989); Graveyard Shift (1990); Hood Rat (2001); Horrors of Spider Island (1960); Ice Spiders (2007); Jaws of Satan (1981); Jennifer (1978); Kingdom of the Spiders (1977); Kiss of the Tarantula (1976); Mega Python vs. Gatoroid (2011); Nightwing (1979); Of Unknown Origin (1983); Rats (2003); Rats: Night of Terror (1984); Rattled (1996); Rattlers (1976); Revenge of the Rats (2001); Rodentz (2001); Silent Predators (1999); Silent Venom (2009); Snake Island (2002); Snakes on a Train (2006); Spasms (1983); Spiders (2000); Spiders 2 (2001); Spiders 3D (2013); Sssssss (1973); Tarantulas: The Deadly Cargo (1977); Vampire Bats (2005); Venom (1981); and more!
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Anacondas: The Hunt for the Blood Orchid
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(2004)

Directed by Dwight Little

––––––––
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This sequel to 1997's surprise hit Anaconda (well, it was a surprise to me, anyway), apes the ever-popular Alien/Aliens gimmick, pluralizing the title and the threat to give us even more of what they assume we want, a move that was so effective that the next two Anaconda sequels premiered on the Sci-Fi Channel, which became the Syphilis Channel (Syfy) shortly thereafter and I don't think that's a coincidence.

This corporation wants to get their hands on some rare flower that might just contain the secret to eternal life, because imagine how much shit you could sell to a customer who never dies? It's a capitalist's wet dream, not unlike the dreams I have every night about Ke$ha, but with more dollar signs, and, I assume, less Kesha. So they send all these clowns into the jungles of Borneo, the only place where the flower can be found, making extra sure to include every "type" necessary for a Hollywood action movie expedition: a doctor, a tough guy who can handle his business, a hot chick, a black guy who's scared of everything, a token cunt, plus a few redshirts to get eaten by alligators or whatever. Oh, and there's a monkey too, because adding a monkey to your cast of characters is almost always a bankable crowd-pleaser. (Remember how much better the episodes of Friends with the monkey were? Especially the series finale, when he finally reconciles with Jennifer Aniston.) The expedition chugs along smoothly enough, until, in rapid succession, they go over a waterfall, demolish their boat, and one of them is eaten by a gigantic snake. Can you imagine your boss reading that report? "Okay, so you wrecked the boat, a boat that the company was responsible for, and then, as if that weren't enough, you let Johnson get eaten by a snake?" "In our defense, sir, at least now we can use Johnson as a fall guy for the boat."

Anyway, after a second monster snake blows up their rescue boat their guide suddenly remembers that, oh yeah, it's snake mating season so there's probably a million more excitable giant snakes currently creeping around. (You know, that really seems like information you might want to mark down on the calendar or something. Nice job, shitwick.) Of course the rest of the party is quickly set upon by giant, hungry, horny snakes, which sounds pretty entertaining (for us, I mean, not them) until you realize that giant snakes kill things by swallowing them whole and that isn't exactly the goriest way for people to be dispatched in a horror movie. (Let's face it, even if the idea of being swallowed whole really creeps you out, once you've seen one person-shaped lump inside a giant snake, you've seen them all.) And if you were secretly hoping that a relatively mainstream Hollywood release like this was going to explore the whole "snake mating season" angle in, perhaps, an inter-species manner, well, I like the way you think but trust me, it's not going to happen. As a result, and coming as a surprise to absolutely no one, Anacondas, like its predecessor, is pretty fucking weak. Oh, and in the end the two most annoying characters survive, so color me even more pissed off. We don't watch movies like this to see annoying characters survive, you writing-workshop rejects.
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Arachnid
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(2001)

Directed by Jack Sholder
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Remember that time you couldn't get out of your shower for nearly twenty minutes because there was a huge spider just chilling right in the middle of the bathroom floor? Well, this movie poses a similar scenario, except imagine that your bathroom is an island and the spider is way bigger. Oh, and since popular culture likes to blame/credit aliens with everything else these days, they hedge their bets with a scene where someone crashes a plane into a UFO, although they never do clarify what this has to do with anything. Or maybe they did; between all the dodgy accents and mumbling it's impossible to understand half of what the characters in this movie are even talking about. Of course, being eaten by a giant spider is universal, so it's not like the plot has to be comprehensible; they built a surprisingly cool giant spider and cast a pretty cute main chick, and normally that would be enough. Especially if the chick takes her top off. Too bad the end result is so goddamned boring. Seriously, was it too much to ask that something actually happen in this movie? Also, when you're being attacked by a giant anything the correct protocol is to immediately start shooting and/or running, with any Q&A periods temporarily suspended until after the thing in question has fallen off a cliff while exploding. The clowns in this movie never heard that, though; hell, they're practically elbowing each other out of the way for a chance to jump into the spider's mouth. It's like watching Chinese people board a subway train, except the train is a spider and it won't be hungry again an hour later. Ha ha! What? Well write your own jokes then. If it's good enough for the hack who came up with Arachnid, it's good enough for you.
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Arachnophobia
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(1990)

Directed by Frank Marshall
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When this flick first came out it was heavily marketed – by people who clearly should have been punched in the face – as a "thrill-omedy", which is even dumber than it sounds because there's about as much "omedy" here as in any given Die Hard sequel, less if you exclude unintentional comedy, like basically all of Die Hard 4. And yet, somehow, Arachnophobia has managed to position itself as the default Jaws of killer spider movies, despite the fact that, frankly, it's a lot closer to a Jaws 2. And trust me, that's being generous. It begins when spider zero hitches its way from South America to small-town America inside a dead guy and sets up shop in our main dude's wine cellar, from which its 1,263,495,463,745 babies fan out and invade the town like a bunch of low-key, eight-legged Gremlins. From here, the movie is just a laundry list of tiresome clichés: the local mortician "hilariously" eats on the job; the main guy and his family have recently fled the big city for the safety of small-town living only to find themselves overwhelmed with horror and cheapjack irony; of course the main guy has an irrational fear of spiders; and they even break out that most detestable of bullshit movie tropes, the titless shower scene (TSS). And then there's the "funny" exterminator. Oh my god, this asshole. His annoying, asinine antics don't fit the tone of this movie at all, and doubtlessly inspired any number of subsequent "comedic" killer spider movies like Eight Legged Freaks (2002) and Big Ass Spider! (2013) that I'm not even going to waste my time with here. The final battle with spider zero, on the other hand, is meant to be deadly serious but is fucking ridiculous, with the final blow being dealt via nail gun as the flaming spider (yes, the goddamned spider is on fire at this point) leaps through the air towards the main guy. Arachnophobia is a painfully rote, flailing disaster from beginning to end, and it's no surprise that they had to coin a new (stupid) word to get anyone to come see it. Still, there is some mildly cool shit along the way if you're willing to stick it out: the rain of insects at the beginning; a few decent jumps/eww moments (spider dropping out of a lamp, spider hiding in a football helmet, spider in the popcorn); and Mimi Bobeck (the fat, obnoxious pig from The Drew Carey Show) as one of the spiders' victims. If you're looking for a safe, toothless killer spider movie that obligingly dilutes the horror with a clean, glossy Hollywood sheen, then Arachnophobia is probably your best bet. And if this is still too much for you? The only thing I can think of that would be more pussified is the giant spider episode of Little House on the Prairie. Oh, it exists. Think I'm kidding? Season 5, Episode 14: "The Godsister". Look it up.
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