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Since I started this project on exploitation films over ten years ago, the
question most often posed to me has been, “How did you ever get inter-
ested in this stuff?” A second question, always implicit but never ver-
balized out of friendship or social courtesy, seems to be, “Are you crazy?” |
usually respond with what has become a rote answer about how I stum-
bled across references to some films while looking for a topic on which to
write my master’s thesis. Then I justify the study of these tawdry little
movies by speaking of the way they reveal a great deal about the culture
that produced them and so on and so forth. But recently, T have remem-
bered two events from my childhood that may help answer that oft-posed
question.

Both events occurred around 1970, when I was ten or eleven years old. In
one instance, I remember baking cookies with my mother and listening to
an afternoon call-in show on kMox radio in St. Louis. At some point
during the show, the subject of vD came up. I asked Mom what “the
neareal disease” was. She gave me an honest but terse answer, indicating
that it was not a good topic of conversation for cookie baking. I was left to
wonder about the precise mechanics of how one got such a dreadful
sounding illness. The other event took place in Mrs. Clark’s science class at
Goodall Elementary School. As children of the psychedelic era, we were
fed a steady diet of antidrug movies. Mrs. Clark had ordered—yet again—
Drug Addiction, an ancient black-and-white film that featured a fairly
graphic scene in which a kid, high on marijuana, drinks from a broken
soda bottle, slicing his lips and creating a gory mess. Of all the pedantic
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drug movies we saw, it was the most visceral and the most fun. But on
realizing that it was the same bloody dope movie that she had already
screened several times, a horrified Mrs. Clark turned off the projector and
vowed never to order it again. The unfinished reel sat on the machine as
we proceeded to the day’s lesson.
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