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Although it's difficult to buy whitebread Pleshette
as a manipulative seductress, Buono revels in his
broad Middle Eastern schtick (it's particularly
amusing to see him waddling through a ‘thrilling’
outdoor foot chase) and there’s no shortage of
supporting star-power. Cesar Romero is a Police
Lieutenant, Michael Ansara plays Rashi’s duplici-
tous right-hand stooge, Ahna Capri seduces
Morrow in the opening minutes, plus 21-year-old
Charlotte Rampling is completely wasted in only
two brief scenes as Carlyle’s concerned daughter.
Corman keeps Bob Barbash’s clichéd script bar-
reling along, punctuated with chases, shoot-outs,
murders, and collateral-damage tourists, while
milking his picturesque locations — nightclubs,
markets, Greek ruins — aided by film editor Monte
Hellman (and I'll assume that the future TWO-
LANE BLACKTOP director was in no way respon-
sible for those inept nude-inserts, featuring body
doubles that look absolutely nothing like Capri
and Rampling). The Blu-ray includes a commen-
tary with Howard S. Berger and Steve Mitchell.

A screwed-up young woman with daddy
issues struggles with love and desire in 1972’s
TOYS ARE NOT FOR CHILDREN (Arrow Video),
the second directorial feature from Stanley H.
Brassloff, following his 1968 roughie TWO GIRLS
FOR A MADMAN. Criginally advertised like stan-
dard swill, it's technically crude and laughably low
budget, yet far more psychologically ambitious
than most sexploita-
tion from that era.
The screenplay cer-
tainly doesn’t waste
any time in estab-
lishing its themes,
opening with our 20-
year-old protago-
nist, Jamie (Marcia
Forbes), writhing in
bed, clutching a doll
and moaning for
“daddy,” only to be
harangued about
“unnatural” behavior
by her shrewish mother (Fran Warren). The trouble
really begins after Jamie marries Charlie (Harlan
Cary Poe), her blandly handsome toy-store co-
worker. Our sexually dysfunctional bride prefers to
cuddle musty old plushes given to her by Jamie’s
long-absent father than make love to her new hub-
bie, with understandably-frustrated Charlie even-
tually picking up one-nights-stands at a groovy
local nightclub instead. In flashbacks, we see how
she first met Charlie, childhood memories of
Jamie’s antagonistic parents, as well as the roots
of her skewed sexuality. Jamie also befriends
Pearl (Evelyn Kingsley), a mature high-end prosti-
tute with a Manhattan pad and a slimy pimp (Luis
Arroyo) who takes advantage of Jamie’s fixation
by whoring her out to horny, middle-aged johns,
when all this troubled girl really desires is a re-
union with her father. There’s only a smattering of
nudity throughout, but what the film lacks in bare
skin, it makes up for in casual kinkiness (Jamie
playfully chased around hotel rooms in her under-
wear by older tricks who get off on being called
“daddy”). In her only screen appearance, Forbes
is more convincingly clueless than emotionally
broken, with ex-Big Band singer Warren far more
effective as Jamie’s man-hating mom. Brassloff’s
direction is blunt and the script lacks depth, but the

overall result remains crudely fascinating and
effectively uncomfortable, along with tons of legiti-
mately seedy ‘70s set decoration. The Blu-ray in-
cludes Stephen Thrower’s featurette on Brassloff’s
showbiz career; a video essay by Alexandra Hell-
er-Nicholas; and a commentary from Hell’s Belles
podcasters Heather Drain and Kat Ellinger.
Another well-intentioned scientist screws
about with the unknown, with predictably disas-
trous results in the colorful 1959 sci-fi thriller 4D
MAN (Kino Lorber Studio Classics). A “Monster
Movie Matinee” staple back when | was a kid, the
film’s opening act is plodding and ridiculously con-
trived, but picks up substantially in its second half.
Tony Nelson (James Congdon) is obsessed with
creating a new-fangled force field that will allow a
person to move through solid matter, but is such a
bonehead that he only ends up burning down his
workplace and get-
ting fired. Luckily, his
far more serious
older brother Scott
(Broadway veteran
Robert Lansing, in
his feature debut)
heads up a high-
tech experimental
research facility and
gets Tony a job.
Melodrama quickly
ensues when Scott’s
assistant and long-
time-girlfriend Linda
(20-year-old, 1955 Miss America, Lee Meriweth-
er) finds herself more attracted to cocky loser
Tony, who's totally fine with stealing big bro’s
women. But when Scott secretly fiddles around
with Tony’s force field, it amplifies his unique brain
impulses and allows his body to move through
inanimate objects, with the guy quickly testing out
these new powers (e.g., reaching through a jew-
elry store window, slipping into Linda’s bedroom
as she sleeps). Unfortunately, this fourth-dimen-
sional power also make Scott age prematurely,
and the only way to reverse it is to shove his hand
through another human being and siphon off their
lifeforce. Directed by Irvin S. Yeaworth, Jr. (THE
BLOB), the characters’ dramatic interactions are
hokey, but the film eventually kicks into gear as
Scott's deadly powers become more difficult to
control, aided by amusing visual effects and a
cool jazz score. Lansing is terrific as our increas-
ingly deranged and egomaniacal ‘4D Man’, but
both Congdon and Meriwether are painfully green,
while co-stars include Oscar-nominee Robert
Strauss (STALAG 17) as a sketchy co-worker who
takes credit for Tony’s work, 12-year-old Patty
Duke turns up as a pushy little brat belonging to
Linda’s landlady, and 1960s TV-fixture Guy
Raymond plays a security guard. The Blu-ray
includes 2011 interviews with Meriwether and pro-
ducer Jack H. Harris, plus two commentaries —
one with the director's son, Kris Yeaworth, and
another with film historian Richard Harland Smith.
Directed, written and produced by 23-year-
old Indiana University senior Robert Berry, 1963’s
HOUSE OF DREAMS (Alpha Video) is an ambi-
tious yet dopey dollop of bargain-basement re-
gional horror. Filmed in and around his Decker,
Indiana hometown using second-hand 16mm
equipment, this 69-minute, black-and-white proj-
ect utilized a vacant, dilapidated building owned by
Berry’s family, with this wannabe filmmaker con-
vincing local townsfolk to appear in small roles or
as background extras, while casting himself in the
lead... Unable to concentrate on his work or sleep,
successful fiction writer Lee Hansen (Berry) is a
wreck, and his behavior is making wife Elaine (I.U.
art major Charlene Bradley, performing double
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