The Hills Have Eyes:  
Call it good ole American Culture or even a zip back into a past once thought to be so mellow the Carpenters, Barry Manilow and ABBA couldn’t catch a positive wave if they had been Led Zeppelin.

Thanks in part to the success of The Texas Chainsaw Massacre and Gone in 60 seconds, Hollywood has fallen back in love with the films that once plagued the nighttime stages that took the shape of giant triangles in the middle of fields—the outdoor theater.

In 1978, right in the midst of Disco The Hills Have Eyes blistered the ambition to catch it before it disappeared.  Before Freddie Kruger, Halloween’s Michael or Jason from Friday The 13th…there were plenty of reasons to chuck four life filled bodies into the trunk of a Ford Falcon aimed at sneaking into the roofless wonder of outdoor mania.  

The Hills Have Eyes is back.  To catch its full grip, slit, choke and fear though, make plans to follow the yellow brick road to the only outdoor drive-in near Ballentyne—take 485 to I-85 south and catch the wave into Belmont.

Warning—this isn’t a movie for the faint hearted but rather a film for someone extremely willing to pick up on a past they honestly didn’t leave behind.  Maybe it’s time we relive the adventures of fogged up windows and silver speakers loosely attached to the back window of our SUV’s and Soccer Mom mini-vans.  The change of life is great when you physically notice everything around you; the entire element has changed right along with you.

The Hills Have Eyes features horrible beyond true to life scenes.  The challenge seems to point fingers at the special effects staff—who can out gore who?  Feature films up for question include 28 Days, Hostel, Cabin Fever and yes even the final chapter of Star Wars Episode III Revenge of the Sith where Anakin evolves into Darth Vader.  Shock value makes money.

If you don’t catch The Hills Have Eyes in Belmont or somewhere along the lazy trail of I-485…trust me you’ll be renting it.    

