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6th Period

A-Grade B-Movies and Other Apparent Contradictions

We were sitting on a couch in my best friend’s basement, bored and listless. It was a weekend in

seventh grade, and the premier of a crappy MTV show called “Fear” was on the T.V. My friend Cory, his

brother Brandon, and Brandon’s friend Steven laughed as morons traipsed about obviously benign castles

and mansions labeled “haunted” by the idiots who run MTV.  They would scream at unseen horrors, pass out 

before clearly non-present spirits, and retreat from imagined terrors all around them. We made fun of the 

show ‘til it ended, then I got an idea.


“We should make our own Fear show.” I said in half-jest. However, my bored friends agreed and I

quickly wrote up a script. Using a crappy handheld camera, we filmed ourselves freaking out in an edifice

built over an Indian burial ground that was haunted by murderous ghosts, a.k.a. Cory’s house. The high 

points were the complete lack of editing (every scene we thought we taped over showed up in the final 

version), the car that passed by the window in the “abandoned part of town”, and the obviously blank suicide

note of an adventurer who dared to stay in the house. “I think I’m going to commit suicide now,” the 

adventurer eloquently lamented in his note, one that was apparently written in invisible ink. My hilarious

overacting and Brandon’s miraculous ability to film in the opposite direction of the set and cast made our

film an instant classic. Originally intended as a serious exploit, our movie became a spoof of epic proportions

and set up a tradition that continues to this day.


Next time the cast got together, we laughed about Fear and resolved to make a sequel. Aptly titled

Fear 2, the movie was plagued by sound problems and the accidental taping-over of the credits/epilogue.

This one was intended to be a comedy, but our eighth grade humor shows through it like headlights now-a-

days. It was still worth doing (and watching) though, especially for the scene in which Steven says “Looks

like it’s a job for…” and the scene is cut, then everyone yells “Brandon!” and appears standing in a bathtub

with twizzlers up their noses and various bathroom products applied. That split-second cut was so ridiculous

that it may even rank with the movie’s ongoing prank, where Brandon gets lost in his own house and 

wanders aimlessly through scenes for the rest of the movie.


Much time passed, and our next film excluded Steven but proved to be one of our best efforts. We

filmed it in ninth grade to make fun of Slipknot and Mushroomhead. Cory was the lead singer of a band 

called Urine Idiot, and wore a hoodie backwards so that the hood concealed his face. I was the guitarist, who

wore a Glenn Danzig-esque mask, and Brandon wore a paper bag over his head with a cut-out jack-o-lantern

face. He was the drummer, who we affectionately named Bag Lady. We filmed two music videos with Nine

Inch Nails instrumentals and added a Spinal Tap-like documentary. It turned out Cory, who

sang with a throaty, feral scream in the videos was actually an effeminate male cheerleader in the Urine

Idiot interviews. It was all pretty funny and we got those masked metal bands good. It’s about time 

somebody took them down a notch.       


Our most recent movie was filmed during the last week of this year’s summer break. It was a spoof

on teen slasher films, and, like Fear, took place in a house thought to be haunted by ghosts. The premise was

severely silly and messed-up on account of how late it was when we made it. Basically, the plot surrounded

my brother, Jackson, who bought the house of a murdered man. His character was half blind and obsessed

with books about animals. He proceeded to investigate the house and take frequent naps all throughout the

film, nearly being killed in every scene by Brandon (wearing a hockey mask) and I (wearing a mask of the

pro-wrestler Sting). Brandon would sing “Turn me on” by Kevin Lyttle every time he went in for the kill

while I combed the long black hair attached to my mask. We were eventually killed, but it turned out we
weren’t the monsters. The ghostly wailing that came from the background during the movie came from

Cory, whose character had been stabbed and was slowly bleeding to death. When the police had come to 

investigate the cries, they thought he was already dead and had become a ghost so they quickly fled and 

got the mortgage company to sell his house. Cory revealed himself in the end and explained he wasn’t dead

yet, he was just stabbed and dying. The conclusion came when he called the hospital and was turned down

because he wasn’t a gold card-carrying member of the medical facility. Like I said, we were tired.


Our films keep getting stranger and stranger, but I have a feeling that we’ll never top the original 

Fear. We’ll keep trying, though, for the sake of passing time in a comedic fashion. Each time we film

another one, we watch it along with all the B-movies that came before it. It’s a good time, and its nice

to have those insane skits on tape. 
