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The first story, “Tomb of the SS,” is starts with some present day Nazis (one has a thick New York
accent, who is watching two topless women dance like the models in the Robert Palmer “Addicted to
Love” video, except in SS hats). The New York Nazis take over an archeological dig in Afghanistan
(looks like some beach out on Long Island), where they force the hero (director Balsamo) to read
some hieroglyphics that raise an army of Egyptian (in Afghanistan?!) mummies that attack the group,
even though he never does get around to any translating! Somehow a Russian air force pilot
(Shershenovich) gets involved. It’s all done with great bravado and in heroic tones, with Balsamo
talking in that cinematic condescending tone to humorous effect. Hell, while there is no surprise and
the blood and gore couldn’t look more fake (as is true with the rest of the film), the story is a hoot. |
could see it in another dimension being a solid Amazing Stories episode with different writers, actors
and director, of course).

The second story is called “Earth is on the Menu,” not to be confused with the classic Twilight Zone,
“To Serve Man.” In this, a meteorite a la The Blob, takes over some people via pink vines up their
noses, and winds up at a local Battle of the Bands (held at Lulu’s Village Pub, Port Jefferson, NY),
where it’s a greaser group vs., well, Balsamo on a stand-up bass. Obviously none of them play an
instrument and barely try. The creature finally pops out of someone and is essentially a bend
cardboard sheet with what looks like either silly string or really thick, colorful paint on it. Oh, and did |
mention the very visible strings moving the tentacles (see the trailer)?

Of course, a defender from another planet aka Dave Brockie as Oderus Urungus, appears (he also
has an extremely funny take as a bartender sans mask). Nothing like having a being from another
planet scream out, “He’s got me! Jesus Fucking Christ!” It comes to a battle of the bassist and the
beast. Nah, I'm not gonna tell ya the result.

The last story, “The Mark,” is the most conwoluted and ridiculous of the three, or to but it this way, the
most fun of all the pieces... and the others had me laughing, too. There is a lot of religious imagery in
this one, from both the Christian and Jewish perspectives. The central character is a man (Balsamo,
again) who is into astral projection, or as his ex-girlfriend calls it, “asshole projection”. He’s worried
about what he’s doing while he sleeps (apparently killing evil people by pulling their spine out of their
eyesocket), so he seeks out his rabbi, Lloyd Kaufman (!), who has the payot (hair curls) attached via
a band on his head, like earmuffs. He offers Balsamo a plate of bacon and mentions a woman coming
to teach a topless Torah lesson. Oy!

This segment, which was originally supposed to be a kung fu flick as shown in one of the extra
deleted scenes, ends up being a hot mess, with ridiculous and dubbed over dialog, absolutely no
sense of sequence (it's not for nuthin’ that a common theme of the film is a distaste for narrative
filmmaking), utterly no continuity, and possibly a hint of racism. How nuts, you may ask? Well, the
title refers to a mark on the main character’'s back that is mentioned a number of times, but is never
shown. In other words, ten pounds of crap in a five pound bag that — if you're like me when it comes
to indie horror films — you will be happy to be immersed.

Between the stories are fake commercials, trailers, and other bits, including an extended promotion
for Troma Studios with Kaufman, as well as the masked later versions (as opposed to make-up) of
Toxie and Sgt. Kabukiman. The Kaufman bits are funny if hammed up (pun intended), though the
Tromaville P.D. etc., bit is kinda whatever.

| found it interesting that this movie was obviously filmed over an extended time, probably as shorts
put together with a thread. The quality of the actual images changes pretty often. For example, in one
of the between bits, with Lyn Lowery (over)playing a script agent, suddenly the visual is of much
lesser quality, sort of like it was film on VHS and transferred.

Extras include the trailer, a blooper reel of the first “Tomb of the SS” bit, and the aforementioned
unused kung fu clips of “The Mark.”

This film is, undoubtedly a waste of time, but what a great way to squander an hour and a half. Think |
may watch this again, now... I've got time to Kkill.
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Rick meets the possible girl of his dreams, Ashley (the cute and toothsome Lauren
Adamkiewicz; | hope Balsamo uses her again, as this is among her only credits). Her
boyfriend is a macho loanshark bully / dick who abuses her (Balsamo regular Frank
Mullen, who is also the vocalist of the Long Island-based death metal band,
Suffocation) and is constantly threatening Rick. He swings the “fuck” word as much as
most people use “the.” Along the way, a portal to hell opens which releases a bunch
of zombies (again, great make-up on the few we see) onto the streets of New York —
including Patchogue, NY, where much of this was shot. Will our loser hero rise to the
occasion, even after being given a bong that never runs out of weed by a blue and
yellow booger named, well, Booghar?

A theme that runs throughout the film, to an amusing albeit overdone motif, is Rick
accidently bonking into people who curse him out, including members of numerous
death metal bands that appear on the soundtrack, or actors he managed to shoot for
very brief cameos, such as David Naughton (the lead in An American Werewolfin
London in 1981). Many of the stars that appear on this film, such as Laurence R.
Harvey (of 2011’s The Human Centipede II: The Final Sequence) and Tom Savini
are there less than 15 seconds, so don’t blink.

For me, the one major flaw in the film, other than the sheer stupidity of the whole thing
(for which lam grateful), is an extended scene with Ray trying to get money from his
brother-in-law. It has an ad-libbed feel that just does not work for that long of an
extended scene that doesn't move the story along. It should have been sliced up to a
much smaller time, and perhaps added to a deleted scenes extra.

Speaking of extras, this one is kinda skimpy at three trailers, but that's okay. Who has
time for extras when writing and directing five films in one year, right? There is part of
me that truly wishes Balsamo would slow the fuck down and do perhaps two a year,
and really work on them, rather than just put down anything that goes through his mind
at the moment. That's why something like Clerks became a hit. Here, there is too
much inconsistency, no overdubs to drown out the traffic noise, and more holes in the
story than (put your analogy here). But on the other hand, this is such a high level of
guerilla filmmaking that you can’t help but marvel at some of the stuff they pull off, such
as a scene outside a church where they never actually enter the church, which had me
in stiches.

It is interesting to see these three films over a short amount of time. There is definite
growth going on in skill (and especially non-digital effects), so lam hoping this will
only increase in time. And, for some reason, | look forward to more of James
Balsamo’s perhaps increasing competency, if not lunacy.




