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You want to see something really scary? Do you want a theatrical experience that heightens your sense of fear and dread to heart-stopping levels? If so, then don’t bother checking out The Grudge or The Ring or even The Ring 2 (excuse me, what kind of movie monster can’t get the job done the first time?). Standard horror flicks are just too obvious. And it’s hard to empathize with the characters: Quite frankly, anyone dumb enough to stare into a mirror and say “Candyman” five times deserves to have their intestines yanked out with a rusty meat hook.

So, let’s try something a bit unusual this year and recommend some alternative Halloween films, which I guarantee will genuinely unsettle you with their altogether ookiness.  

The Brown Bunny (2004)

Roger Ebert kindly referred to Vincent Gallo’s follow-up to Buffalo 66 as the “worst film in the history of Cannes.” That’s an understatement. It’s also the worst film in the history of Billy Bob’s Drive-In and Bait Shop off Route 54 in Alabama. Gallo apparently spent the years between this and Buffalo coming up with a script that is just the right combination of rampant misogyny and utter, mind-numbing boredom. 


However, the film’s overall incompetence is not what makes it qualify for inclusion here. No, it’s the extended, on-camera, unsimulated fellatio scene between Gallo and former girlfriend Chloe Sevigny that would horrify even Freddy Krueger himself. When I saw this during a press screening for the damned, the audience reaction was one of shock and almost palpable pain, as if the offensive images were attempting to push out our eyeballs from the inside.  

Eyes Wide Shut (1999)


Somehow Stanley Kubrick, who died shortly before the film’s release, managed to produce a film more terrifying than 1980’s The Shining. My skin crawls whenever I think about the weird piano music that punctuates every stiff line of dialogue, or Tom Cruise and then-wife Nicole Kidman’s bad pot-acting in a scene I like to call Night of the Living Dead: The Gay Musical. And I still have nightmares about the creepy orgy scene, which manages to be simultaneously confusing, overly complicated, dull, and generally uncomfortable. During the summer of 1999, EWS was the only film to give me nightmares – that sissy Blair Witch be damned.
Kids (1995)

Let’s face it: You’ve never really completely trusted those shifty, snot-nosed teenagers from the start, but Larry Clark’s faux documentary will cement your opinion: Adolescents are monsters. Go-nowhere skateboarder Telly (Leo Fitzpatrick) lives to seduce virginal girls so young their bat mitzvah gifts can still be returned for a refund. Meanwhile, his most recent conquest, Jenny (Chloe Sevigny), discovers she’s HIV positive as a result of their coupling. She spends the rest of the film like a teenage Van Helsing – scouring the city in an attempt to toss cold holy water on him before he finds his next victim. This is honestly modern horror at its best.
The Next Best Thing (2000)


The monster is this film is not a grotesque alien that bursts through your chest cavity killing you instantly  – though you might prefer it. No, the evil made flesh here is star Madonna’s rampaging ego. Try to contain yourself as everyone – even anonymous extras – oohs and awes over Madge’s yoga-toned body as the plot slips off its leash and wanders off into traffic. Watch in terror and disbelief as Benjamin Bratt falls head over heels for her for no good reason, and Rupert Everett – who’s gay you know – somehow still winds up having sex with her. 

The Passion of the Christ (2004)

There’s no other way to put it: This is just gross. At some point, horror films – much to their detriment – became less about the anticipation of something horrific and more about showing the audience every gruesome detail as the ditzy blonde cheerleader has her head hacked off by the lunatic with the chainsaw. Movies such as Saw and Hostel are examples of this unfortunate trend but they pale in bloody comparison to Mel “Some of My Best Friends Are Jews” Gibson’s blockbuster. Jesus Christ Superstar might be more upbeat but it doesn’t really satisfy the repressed serial killer in you like Passion. Reportedly, even Satan himself has to turn away during some of the more graphic moments.
Requiem for a Dream (2000)

Darren Aronofsky’s adaptation of Hubert Selby Jr.’s novel is not for the faint of heart or even someone with Lance Armstrong’s heart. It paints a picture of human existence so bleak and depressing that during its initial release, theatre ushers had to reportedly peel away audience members’ deflated bodies from their seats once the closing credits had rolled. What makes this movie so terrifying is that you care about the characters so rather than chortling through a mouth-full of popcorn as Paris Hilton is coated in hot wax, you feel for them as they sink to the absolute depths of despair. Limbs are lost. Electroshock therapy is liberally applied. And desperate, drug-addicted women participate in nightmarish, frat-boy, bachelor parties from hell. And these are the high-points. Believe me: Keith David’s diabolical laughter as drug dealing pimp Big Tim would have Michael Myers hiding under his bed. 
