
8

L
o

ve
 i

n
 t

h
e 

T
im

e 
o

f 
M

o
n

st
er

s
R

ev
ie

w
 b

y
 C

h
ri

s 
G

ar
ci

a

 Rangoon Video. It’s one of the few video stores still 
alive in Santa Clara, California. Back in the 1980s and early 90s, 
it’s where I rented from, largely because they were the only 
place in town where I could get my non-WWF wrestling vid-
eos. There was a section of the store, back in those heady VHS 
days, where one could rent the most low-budget of straight-to-
VHS horror. My Dad had introduced me to horror films when 
I was pretty young, starting with the Universal classics. It might 
be Frankenstein or Freaks, or if I was really good, an El Santo 
movie. At Rangoon Video, the tapes on those shelves, they were 
not those horror films.
 These were gritty, splatterfests. They had titles like 
Splatter Farm, Aligator, and Uncle Sam. They were often poorly 
produced, sometimes completely non-sensical, and often awful-
ly gory. I’ve never been one for gore. It bothers me, even today, 
but I loved these films. I rented them all the time, usually two 
at a time, and I loved them in a way that I loved no other film. 
When I got older, turned away from Corman and Kaufman and 
towards Welles and von Trier, I still found moments to enjoy the 
horror of the lower-end of the filmic universe. Once in a while, I 
still go at them, and when I managed to see Love in the Time of 
Monsters at Cinequest, I rediscovered that love in its full glory.
 The story of Love in the Time of Monsters is decep-
tively simple – A pair of sisters (one a pretty blonde, the other 
a smoldering brunette) go to Uncle Slavko’s resort, where some 
questionable stuff happens. Basically, there’s been some toxic 
dumpage goin’ on. Now, the resort is settled in a world of Mys-
terious Trees, and while there is no Bigfoot, Slavko’s come up 
with a team of suited men made up as Sasquatch to interact 
with the tourist as they are guided about. These Bigfoot suitors 
end up falling in the toxic water, setting off a series of biological 
changes that turn them into something like zombies.
 And they’re after human flesh.
 Now, this is where I get a big squeemish. There’s a fair 
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bit of gore, not just blood, but gore, and that’s my weakness, of course. When I 
watched it at home, my laptop perched atop my belly, I could busy myself with an 
eMail anytime viscera appeared on the screen. In the theatre, I had to have a friend 
block the view for me when it popped up. The thing that’s awesome is that it’s not 
over-powering. There’s just enough to give a hint of the extreme, but at the same 
time, it’s not the only thing that’s memorable about the film. There’s a cast that is 
absolutely perfect for the film. The sisters, Carla (Marissa Skell) and Marla (Gena 
Shaw), are the type that don’t quite fit in with each other. Marla’s the Smart Ass, and 
Carla’s the good girl... sorta. They’ve got a friend who works at the resort, played by 
Paula Rhodes (who was in Kurt Kuenne’s Shuffle), who was their sorority sister and 
who also happens to be the single most attractive human form ever put onto film. 
She plays the character with almost over-the-top cheerful dominance. The lovely trio 
is the mover of the film, but the heart of the film is actually a subplot. Love in the 
Time of Monsters wouldn’t be nearly as humane if not for the wonderful love story 
between a lonely mountain man, Chester (played by Hugo Armstrong) and Uncle 
Slavko’s wife. It’s a sweet relationship, which bothers Uncle Slavko, but the brief mo-
ments that we see them together are lovely. Armstrong, in particular, as the hunter 
who lives alone in the woods, gives a strong performance that bumps things up an 
emotional quantum.

Luke Beavers @ARealDandy  Mar 16
@UncleSlavko Damn. Good. Movie. So 
glad I got to see “Love In The Time Of 

Monsters.”

 Oh yeah, there are also zombie forest creatures. We get a zombie moose, 
zombie squirrels, and the prix-de-resistance... zombie trout. The way they are pre-
sented completely reminded me of those VHS tapes I’d rent from Rangoon. There’s 
even a single moment of big breasted nudity, mingled with cavorting zombie forest 
animals, which would seem so in-line with those crazy gore-and-more films of the 
1980s and 90s! Yeah, it was a bit gory, which meant there was some eye-closage, but 
that was part of the fun.
 Director Matt Jackson and his team have managed to make Love in the 
Time of Monsters more than just a throwback. It’s a film that is so much fun in and of 
itself that even if you’re not familiar with those videos, you’ll find a lot to love. Even if 
you’re a bit turned off by gore, you can make it through this one with wisely placed 
palms over eyeballs for a few seconds every ten minutes or so. If you’re a gorehound, 
well, enjoy!


