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THIS ISSUE!: Oscar Fever! The Lord of the Rings! Supercrap on the WB!

PLUS: Amelie destroys Western Civilization! And the Coming of the Coreys!

Hey kids, remember me? It’s your good old uncle Ash, back from his little break in the rubber room and ready to rock and roll, though not necessarily very strenuously. I greatly apologize for PULP’s lengthy and unannounced hiatus, but there was little that could be done to rectify the situation. As much as I would like to blame PULP’s delay on events outside of my control, like an insane CIA conspiracy theory or interference by the Zionist Occupational Government, the truth is that the blame lies squarely with me. You see, I was feeling a little down after missing the Christmas episode of Dark Angel, so to sooth my spirits I got the bright idea of spending a solid week barricaded in my living room, feasting off of discounted Olympic Big Macs and watching movies with giant snakes in them. The delirium which followed was not unfamiliar to me, as its symptoms closely resemble the time I got psychotic shock from watching the entire Leprechaun series in the span of a single Friday afternoon, but in this specific case it caused me to temporarily believe that I was Gort the robot from The Day The Earth Stood Still. While this may seem harmless enough, one must keep in mind that Gort’s sole function is keeping quiet vigil over a spacecraft until his master Klaatu orders him otherwise. Since, by this point, I believed Klaatu to be a somewhat inarticulate ‘Silent Screamers’ Nosferatu action figure perched atop my television, a toy notoriously incapable of giving orders, it was a while before I snapped out of my reverie. It turns out, unfortunately, that my body was not the steel and iron behemoth I had assumed it to be, and the days of malnutrition had taken their toll, leaving me somewhat incapacitated by stomach ulcers. I tried to nurse myself back to health by eating 79 cent bags of salt and vinegar chips from the drug store and downing 2 liter bottles of Dr. Pepper, but it got to the point that I was throwing up more blood than I was drinking, and it was time to take a little break from the pressures and stresses of life as Ash. Rest assured that I am now back to full health, and am ready to bless the world with yet another dose of PULPy goodness, fresh from the presses and only about three months out of date. So everyone just relax, kick back, and welcome back to the wonderful world of PULP. -Ash

____________________________________________________________________

NEW IN THEATRES:

The Lord of the Rings *****


Now, before we get started, I’d like to make it perfectly clear that when I say I’d like to sodomize Elijah Wood, I say it out of anger rather than latent homosexual lust. I’m sure that goes without saying, as anyone, male or female, expressing sexual interest in that pasty, gap-toothed Pillsbury Doughboy would be ashamed to admit it even to themselves, let alone to the dozens upon dozens of readers PULP attracts. Nevertheless, I feel the need to clarify my position, which is that someone needs to teach that little brat a lesson in humility, and it might as well be me, though I’d no doubt have to close my eyes and envision something less deviant and unpleasant, like the dismembered torso of Anna Paquin laid out on black satin. I know this violent hostility may seem a little extreme, even for PULP, but that snotty bastard makes me see red. He thinks that just because he got to pork Christina Ricci in The Ice Storm that he can continue to mock movie screens with his abominable presence, prancing about like Sir Laurence Olivier when he’s clearly nothing more than a solid obsidian core of evil wrapped inside a pastry. You can see it in his eyes, dancing madly from side to side, shifty as a Mexican, searching for the next victim to infect with all those wonderful thespian techniques he got from fast-forwarding through tapes of The Actor’s Studio while eating ham sandwiches. I suppose it’s a testament to the greatness of The Fellowship of the Ring that I was able to tolerate his presence for nearly the entire 6 hours of the film, although I did slip up briefly near the end and began shrieking profanities until one of the Famous Players ushers asked me to quiet down and put my pants back on. And great the film is, sure to please die-hard fans and slightly less die-hard fans alike, in that anyone who’s willing to sit through 360 minutes of elves and fairies has problems a whole bigger than worrying about how much they like the movie. The cast, like the recent Ocean’s 11, is the very definition of star-studded, featuring Ian McKellan, Viggo Mortenson, and Liv Tyler, who seems to be hard at work developing an Alicia Silverstone-like stroke-slur, clearly meant to evoke the tried and tested method of garnering an Oscar nomination by playing a retard. Other highlights in the cast include Christopher Lee, possible the greatest non-Bruce Campbell actor in the history of the world, as the evil Sauruman. Lee, a veteran of the British Hammer Horror cycle of the 50s and 60s, adds a much needed touch of malice to the film, which had previously been menaced only by an indistinct bad-guy wearing a mask not unlike the villain in any given Godzilla Vs… movie. Also present is Jonathan Rhys-Davis, who, as he did in Sliders and Raiders of the Lost Ark, continues to embody the very definition of the word ‘bumbling’. Hugo Weaving from the Matrix, also makes an appearance playing a High Elf alongside Cate Blanchette. While the heroes of the film are the Hobbits, midget-like monsters meant to be cute but in reality distressing and off-putting, the moral high ground lies in the elves, mighty and powerful creatures not the least bit hampered by the fact that they look and sound like they’d rather be drinking red wine and watching figure skating than saving the world. Unfortunately, none of the cast distinguishes themselves much, as the film concerns itself more with not pissing off any militant Dungeon Masters in the audience than with creating an expressly filmic narrative. While there are parts in the book missing from the film, there is precious little in the film that isn’t directly lifted from the novel. In my mind, right between the catalogues of interracial porno and the Vincent Price filmography, there must be some explicit reason to justify a cross-medium adaptation, other than saving university students with book reports and essays the trouble of reading course material. What the movie lacks is an authorial touch, something to distinguish it from the novel in something other than a visual sense. Director Peter Jackson, who somehow landed this gig after making gore epic Dead-Alive and the Ghostbusters-esque flop The Frighteners, merely pays homage to the novel here, as opposed to adding anything distinctly ‘Jackson’. However, for an straight adaptation that refuses to separate itself from the book in anyway, the movie still does a damn fine job. Sure, The Fellowship of the Ring is just a monumentally expensive way to save yourself the trouble of reading the novel, but at least it’s pretty, with amazing effects, lush cinematography, and a fine, nicely rounded tail-end. –Ash
Le Fabuleaux Destin d’Amelie Poulain *

Where here it is, kids, the feel good movie of the year. Provided, of course, sappy, manipulative attempts at being charming makes you feel good. Me, I get kind of sick when I see a cast and crew of adults trying to treat me like a toddler who gets charmed by bright colors and people smiling like they’re high on nitrous oxide. Amelie tells the heart-warming tale of a manipulative, alarmingly quirky young Parisian woman, played by Audrey Tautou, who spends her time messing around in other people’s affairs, bringing joy to the lives of some and tortuous misery to others. Tautou has apparently been given rather simplistic direction, namely to act ‘cute’, which she accomplishes by looking at the camera like Ferris Beuller every once and a while and pursing her lips. She also has hair like everyone’s 7 year old sister, which I guess is attractive if you’re a pedophile. Trying to be cute is like trying to be funny; you either are or you aren’t, and forcing it is just embarrassing. In the case of the former, you look mildly retarded, and in the later, you either end up writing repetitive movie reviews on the internet, treading a fine line between shock humor and criminal libel. Clearly, Amelie is intended to be the one of those uplifting, free-spirited happy movies. Nuts to that. No matter what Joel Siegel says, I don’t feel like being lulled into complacency by shiny cinematic Soma. Plus, if they want to make the people ‘feel good’, they’re going about it the wrong way. The largest demographic in the movie-going public is the 18-35 male population, in which case pretty much the only way to take their minds off pennant races and rising premium gas prices is pornography. Last I checked, a chick who looks like Strawberry Shortcake and acts like your niece isn’t arousing, and if it is, it shouldn’t be encouraged. Any why the hell do we want to feel good anyway? These are troubled times of international crisis, greatly distinct from the past times of domestic crisis, economic crises, and the various international crises which preceded it. We should be maintaining a vigilant, warlike attitude at all times, pumping up testosterone levels with Schwartzenegger movies while drastically lowering IQ’s with The Fast and The Furious. If we keep watching crap like Amelie, we’ll degenerate into blissfully ignorant pushovers, our collective guard so let down Arabs and Arab-looking people will be able to walk the streets freely without fear of racial slurs and gang beatings. And then where will we be? Soon, our previous unicultural, massively intolerant freedoms will be overrun by schwarma stands and corner stores specializing in video transfers. No one will be safe from Middle Eastern cuisine, and people will be able to wear silly, towel-based head gear with impunity. Our ears will be assailed by the rough, throat-cancer laced strains of Arabic tongues, more so than they already are by Boreal-slurred Frenglish, and the perpetual threat of a society with a significant population of bearded men unassociated with bikers will be realized, plunging us back into the turbulent, facial-hair induced social climate of the 60s. This must be prevented at all costs. We cannot allow tolerance, humanity, and multiculturalism to turn us into a society that actually accepts outsiders with simpering idealism and Ghandi quotes. We’ll be cannon fodder for the coming New World Order. This must be stopped. And what part can you play in preventing a peaceful revolution so prevalent we all drown in dove shit? Easy! Ignore Amelie, turn off Touched by an Angel, and avoid Jim Carrey’s The Majestic like the plague that it is. Take that goddamed U2 CD out of your Discman and put down No Logo, taking care to forget which page you were on. Pretend that you never heard the name Noam Chompsky, or the words ‘passive resistance’. I’m not going to tell you to watch Rambo III or The Outlaw Josey Wales, but I won’t tell you not to. And after all that, if you’re still in too much of a feel good mood, try counting to 2936. –Ash

___________________________________________________________________


TELEVISION

Why does TV let me down so?

"Smallville"

by Batturtle 

I am quite the advocate of TV. It's entertaining, informative, edjucational…and often, those 3 mighty powers combine into the all-powerful infoedjutainment.  TV has the power to bring news to the people. To help mold nations thanks to election coverage and presidential debates, from which the viewer may form opinions upon which they decide how to vote for future leaders.  TV can bring culture to the great unwashed masses.  Besides for snooty PBS stuff and "Inside the Actor's Studio", there's no better place than TV to get all the latest info and gossip about dinosaurs. And everyone loves dinosaurs!  Without TV, I would have never have known how instrumental Xena: Warrior Princess was in such important historical events such as the assassination of Julius Caesar.  Or that the Daring Dragoon (a.k.a. - Jack of all Trades) often foiled the evil doings of that no good Napoleon midget.  

TV is good. TV is great. If you're against TV, you're against democracy.  Therefore, if you don't want to watch TV, why don't you get back on that train and return to the hammer and sickle commie-land where you come from.  That's right, back to the homeland to watch potatoes grow while standing in line waiting for handouts of spare toilet paper and vodka. But I digress…       

Unfortunately though, like in any medium of artistic expression (comic books, movies, action figures…), no matter how good the intentions of the giant/powerful/evil faceless TV network studio, every once in a while a big pile of garbage slips through the cracks. A monstrosity at such levels of awfulness, it makes you wish that you had been born a century or so earlier, in a "Land of the Lost" type time before TV was invented. A place in history where you'd have to read books or play with hula-hoops to be entertained.  Yes, I realize that that sounds like crazy talk from a fool hepped up on crack. But no crack fool am I!  I have seen the depths of sub-mediocrity that the otherwise beloved TV can sink to.  And in this case, I point to thee, Smallville.

I'm sure that "Smallville" seemed like a good idea at the time to the executives at Warner Bros..  Of course, handing over the reigns of the Batman franchise to Joel "Fruity" Schumacher also seemed like a good idea to some genius at the studio (he typed with bitter sarcasm flying out from his fingertips as they bashed across the keyboard).  Why does Batman's suit have nipples!?! Why!?! But I digress…again…

If you took "Lois and Clark" (which in itself wasn't exactly a ray of bright summer sunshine) and smushed it together with troubled teen characters of "Dawson's Creek", then amalgamated that with the plotline mentality of every single "Murder She Wrote", you'd get yourself a brand new baby "Smallville".  Another in a seemingly endless stream of shows trying to ride the coat tails of the aforementioned "Creek" and "Buffy" (I'm looking at you "Charmed"…you too "Roswell"…I'm very disappointed in both of you).  Like the trend seems to be for male "teen" leads (he's probably actually in his mid-thirties or something), this particular show stars a doe eyed, coquettish lil' fellow in the role of Clark Kent.  There's the traditional platonic female buddy Joey Potter/ Betty (as in from Archie Comics)…she secretly loves Clark…shhh, don't tell.  His other friend is supposed to be the Jimmy Olsen type I guess.  He's the token black guy that network's have been placing in shows of late to reassure the NAACP and other similar organizations that all's fine with the world and there's no reason to get sponsors all riled up about a little thing like racism.  There's some other characters…like Lex Luthor and Lana Lang…but I'm running out of steam in the "giving a damn about any of this" department to continue with passing along descriptions of this awful show and these awful characters to you.  The only other interesting character footnote that I will pass along is that Superboy's dad is played by one of the Duke boys.  Unlike the classic "Dukes of Hazzard" though, this program features no General Lee automobile and so far hasn't had any form of good ole' boys running from the law in order to spread the wonderful joy of moonshine and debilitating alcoholism to all the fine folks of the county.

Hopefully, "Smallville" will be put out of its misery before it goes too far and ends up tearing apart the very fabric that holds our society and the time space continuum together. Probably not, however, considering that we live in a world that allowed "Star Trek: Voyager" to run for 7 years and others like "Coach", "Full House" and "Golden Girls" to run for a decade or so.  Plus, not to mention the fact that for some reason, the masses (Entertainment Weekly, TV Guide, Rolling Stone etc…) seem to actually like the thing. Not since Kevin Costner was acclaimed as a "best actor" have I been so confused by the backwards world in which we find ourselves.  

Comic books are great. TV is great. Why then, more often than not, when the 2 are combined does the end product end up being so painfully awful? Truly…a mystery for the ages.


OSCARS 2002

Oscar Fever


More prevalent that the Grammy Jitters, and slightly classier than the Golden Globe Cold and Flu season, it’s time for everyone’s favorite cliché, Oscar Fever. Personally, I prefer the MTV Movie Awards STD, but that’s just me and my attention span talking. Oscar Fever is the time of year where everyone gets delirious and makes either ridiculous predictions based on outlandish voting theories or bitches endlessly about how such and such indie Sundance darling didn’t get nominated in order to try and cover up the fact that Planet of the Apes was their favorite movie of the year. I am, however, going to maintain my dignity and focus, instead, on a little piece I like to call the “What Better Not Goddamn Win” list, so named because all the films, actors, and directors had better not goddamn win. While I hesitate to speculate on what the varied panel of Academy voters will choose, as their selection of Titanic as the recipient of 13 awards has shown them to be either mentally incompetent or really, really funny, I need to make clear that certain of their nominations have clearly been chosen to fill space on the ballot.

What Better Not Goddamn Win 2002

Best Picture

Moulin Rouge

While this schizophrenic fit of a movie may have delighted stoned teenagers and Ritalin addicts alike, those of us with attention spans that range into minutes instead of seconds like a little bit of substance with our style seizures. Speaking of substances, it has long been a question among myself and friends as to what exactly director Baz Luhrman was on when he decided that a franticly bad MTV music video of a movie would be better off if it had John Leguizamo as a midget in it. Current speculation has settled on a mix of LSD and meth amphetamines, but there is evidence to suggest he may have just done a bunch of coke while watching Terry Gilliam movies.

Best Actor

Sean Penn – I Am Sam
Although I agree that Sean Penn is a very good actor, I strongly disagree with glowing critical response to any film where somebody plays a retard convincingly. How hard can it be to act stupid? Kirsten Dunst does it all the time, and you don’t see her carrying home an Oscar. But if you look at past history, the Academy loves retards, from Forrest Gump to Gilbert Grape to that inbred hulk from Sling Blade. I mean, tolerance is all well and good, but the more we encourage these actors to stretch their thespian muscles by behaving like Pauly Shore with a speech impediment, the more we’re going to get movies like The Other Sister, which featured handicapped sex, possibly the most distressing thing since the Ryan Phillipe/Mike Myers kiss in 54. If that isn’t an argument for reducing the mentally challenged to meat slurry for pig farms, I don’t know what is.

Best Actress

Renee Zellwegger – Bridget Jones’ Diary
Once again, the tried and true method of gaining weight to earn an Oscar nomination comes through with flying colors. Tom Hanks did it, Robert DeNiro did it, and now comes Zellwegger, who managed to gain something like 20 pounds for her role as a voluptuous British drunk. While we all appreciate the dedication to the acting craft it takes to stop being anorexic for two months, I’m not sure how hard it is for a chick to gain weight. Judging by the endless complaining of every girl I’ve ever met, all they have to do is walk past a Ben and Jerry’s to gain at least five pounds of lard, and they all seem endlessly concerned with something called ‘back fat’.

Best Supporting Actor
Ethan Hawke – Training Day
Come on, this has to be a joke. Wispy beard and all, Hawke sleepwalks through every role he’s ever played, taking lessons from the Charlie Sheen school of acting via scowls. Maybe they just felt sorry for him after he wrote that novel.

Best Supporting Actress

Kate Winslet – Iris 

I haven’t actually seen this movie, nor have I heard of it, but I know damn well that Kate Winslet better not goddamn win. Ever since Titanic, she’s been making strides for ‘big women’ in Hollywood, despite the fact that she’s no bigger than most people outside of an Ethiopian dirt farm. Nevertheless, her success encourages other, heftier women into the public eye, such as The Practice’s Cameron Manhire and Mimi from The Drew Carey Show. I don’t know about you, but I go to the movies to escape, and distract myself from the fact that I have no social life, not to be menaced by a fleshy Godzilla of an actress struggling for acceptance in a profession that only accepts skinny people for the simple reason that they’re less likely to drop dead at the craft-services wagon after eating an entire box of Lowry’s Steak Spice.

Best Director

David Lynch – Mulholland Drive
It’s not that I don’t like Lynch, or that I didn’t enjoy his most recent offering. In fact, it’s quite the opposite, it’s just that I fear his acceptance speech. Lynch lost his sense of linearity somewhere around his eightieth acid tab, and I have trouble dealing with people who can’t construct a sentence, let alone a film, without taking a ten-minute break to just try and ‘get a grip on things’.

So while I hesitate to predict any winners, you can see that I have a clear idea of the losers. And my money’s on them. –Ash

X PICKS THE OSCARS!!! 
by X-The X With the X-Ray Eyes

The year 2001 has finally passed, and much like the movie after which the year was named, it was a dull, stupid, waste of time.  The only thing that saved us all from heading down the poisoned Kool-Aid highway of mass ritual suicide was the startlingly fantastic array of feature films gifted to us by our benefactors in Hollywood.  Just when you think mankind is going to Hell in a hand basket, along comes a saintly studio exec with another piece of movie manna.  Terrorist attacks getting you down?  Take your mind off things and watch the glorious Mariah Carey vehicle, Glitter!  That economy sure is a bitch.  Well, chum, ease your mind and see See Spot Run! 

But Glitter is merely the bottom of the quality barrel.  When picking the Oscars for the year, you have to assess how each film shapes up as a shining example of the cinematic form.  All too often, popular pundits choose films which are British, or just plain boring.  They never have the courage to wade into the sea of celluloid and pull out the true Catch of the Day.  Well, your old friend X is no coward.  I present to you my Oscar Picks, and if they seem outrageous, remember it is just because the fat cats at the Academy don’t have the stones to do as I do. 

BEST ORIGINAL SONG 

"Spirit Dreams Inside" – Final Fantasy: The Spirits Within, Words and Music by Hideto Takari 

When you hear this song over the CGI bird soaring at the end of FF:TSW, you know you have just seen something special.  This song deserved all the acclaim that Celine Dion’s “My Heart Will Go On” received for Titanic. 

BEST ORIGINAL MOTION PICTURE SCORE 

Ghosts of Mars – Arranged and composed by John Carpenter 

We’ve been hearing the hauntingly beautiful music of John Carpenter on movies for years.  Usually on movies he has written and directed.  Isn’t it about time we awarded a true auteur?  With Ghosts of Mars, Carpenter elevates the score from a necessary evil to a work of art in itself. 

BEST SPECIAL EFFECTS 

The Mummy Returns – Carol Ashley, Victoria Beharrell, Jennifer C. Bell, John Andrew Berton Jr., Jon R. Brown, David Bullock, Colin Campbell, Glenn Cotter, Carole Cowley, Fon Davis, Joel Davis, Tabitha Dean, Louis Dunlevy, Julia Egerton, Leigh Ann Fan, Fortunato Frattasio, Alex Frazao, Miguel A. Fuertes, Ray Gilberti, Adam Glasman, Paul Goodfellow, Darrel Griffin, Doug Griffin, Paul Griffin, Andy Hague, Henrik Hoffgaard, Jan Hogevold, Gary Jackemuk, Oliver James, Daniel Jeanette, Merrin Jensen, Drew Jones, Matt Kasmir, Keiko Koyama, John M. Levin, Brendan Lonergan, Roz Lowrie, Scott Marriott, David Marsh, Ann McColgan, Joel Meire, Mark Moore, Aaron Muszalski, Mark Nelmes, Brett Northcutt, Dominic Parker, Janet Quen, Chad Rogers, Seth Rosenthal, Mike Sanders, Dominic Sidoli, Melissa Taylor, Gavin Toomey, Megan Upcraft, Danny Wagner, Corrina Wilson, Gordon T. Wittmann, Eric Wong, and Doug Wright 

Who says too many cooks spoil the broth?  These 59 talented technicians created one of the most memorable sequences in movie history: the Rock as a Scorpion creature.  It was so life like and believable, I felt like there was actually a life like and believable Scorpion creature there on the big screen.  Genius! 

BEST ADAPTED SCREENPLAY 

Lara Croft: Tomb Raider – Sara B. Cooper, Mike Werb, Michael Colleary, Simon West, Patrick Massett, John Zinman 

I know what you’re thinking: 6 people to make a cogent narrative out of a video game;  how did they do it with less than 12 people?  The results are on the screen in this faithful, thoughtful, and beautiful story. 

BEST ORIGINAL SCREENPLAY 

The Animal – Tom Brady and Rob Schneider 

This moving masterwork about a misfit who just wants to fit in is truly a moving masterwork.  Having Survivor 1’s Colleen on hand to speak the nigh-Shakespearean dialogue and perform alongside thespian extraordinaire Rob Shneider is merely icing on the cake. 

BEST ACTOR IN A SUPPORTING ROLE 

Paul Bettany – A Knight’s Tale 

Bettany brought to life the role of that medieval ne’er-do-well, Geoffrey Chaucer.  Best known for writing The Canterbury Tales, Chaucer apparently also invented the WWF and went around drunk and naked a lot.  Bettany was the perfect man for this perfect role. 

BEST ACTRESS IN A SUPPORTING ROLE 

Joey Fatone – On The Line 

Strictly speaking, Joey Fatone is not an actress.  Nor is he an actor, per se.  He is a member on *Nsync, however, and I feel that qualifies him for this category.  As the emotional rock for fellow *Nsyncer Lance Bass, Fatone really shines in this touching comedy. 

BEST ACTOR IN A LEADING ROLE 

Heath Ledger – A Knight’s Tale 

You can never go wrong with hunky Heath Ledger, and the modern chops he brings to the Middle Ages drama about knights and jousting are well used, well honed, and well chopped.  No Will Smith or Bill Pullman could have handled this role.  Ledger knocked the ball out of the park on this one. 

BEST ACTRESS IN A LEADING ROLE 

Natasha Henstridge – Ghosts of Mars 

For shame on all who did not see Ghosts of Mars.  The lovely Ms Henstridge shows a tougher side in her portrayal of a heterosexual Martian cop in a world run by lesbians.  And she did it all without baring a single breast.  Bravo, Natasha, bravo! 

BEST DIRECTOR 

Steven Spielberg – A.I. Artificial Intelligence 

Sure, Schindler’s List and Saving Private Ryan were good, but this film truly tests Steve’s skill, and he comes out with a gold medal.  In choosing to follow up on late thrillmeister Stanley Kubrick’s oblique vision of a future where Irish character actor Brendan Gleeson wisely tries to kill any and all Haley Joel Osments, Spielberg brings us not to the future, but to ourselves.  This gift is worth all the Oscars in all the land.  God bless you Steve!  And Robin Williams! 

And X’s pick for BEST PICTURE 2001 is… 

How High – Pamela Adby, Danny DeVito, James Ellis, Louis G. Friedmann, Shauna Garr, Michael Shamburg, Stacey Sher, and Johnathan Weisgal Producers. 

They always save their Oscar flicks for the end of the year, and this touching tale of two stoners bringing the ghetto to stuck up Harvard University is truly the pick of the litter.  Like Kareem Abdul Jabar freakishly towers over normal people, How High stands above most other films, though Tomb Raider and See Spot Run come close.  Rappers Method Man and Redman manage to bring the intimate, personal vision of the 8 producers to life, tearing down once and for all the notion that Hollywood is nothing but a big factory production line for lowest common denominator movies. 

There you have it.  I hope you have learned something, and when the awards ceremony comes on in March, should the terrorists not kill us all first, think hard about exactly who is winning, and ask yourself exactly why they are and my choices above aren’t.  I think you’ll be pleasantly surprised by the answer.

____________________________________________________________________________________

OPINION

Like a virgence...

by Eeyore
Attack of the Clones is about to hit the silver screen, but this here donkey, being a personal friend of George Lucas, was invited down with a few other critters from the hundred acre woods to watch a special screening of the penultimate production prequel in the Star Wars sexology. As we boarded one of the seven specially configured Lucasfilm Leer Jets the stewards were dressed as different characters from Return of the Jedi. There was an Ewok, a rather worn out post-cocaine addiction Princess Lay-ah, and everyone’s favorite sociopath of few words – Boba Fett. As the jet moved down the runway we soon discovered why the Boba Fett character was so quiet...he was a member of the El-K-dah TV network looking for an audition to be a stunt man on the last episode of the Star Wars saga. Boba kept shouting – “I want to become bomb! I want to bomb myself on you! Death to Israel and America and all the enemies of Is......Lammmmmm!” At this point we got tired of his monologue so we tossed him out of the plane after descending to 5 000 feet. He was wearing a jetpack after all.

The rest of the flight was fairly uneventful except for the fleas and tics that the Ewok spread amongst the passengers as it tried to mate with our legs and arms. It was then that I made the startling discovery that Mr. Lucas also dabbles in the black arts of genetic manipulation and that the Ewoks are a clever mix of Irish, dwarf and Bonobo chimpanzee with a touch of Care Bear thrown in. A truly cool way to circumvent that friggin’ actors’ union. Since when did moveable props have rights?

As we pulled into the secret location of Skywalker Ranch, I was momentarily stunned. This would be the second last time that I would need to spend time with George. One more episode and my obligation to give him a fair and impartial view of his artifice would be at an end. Relief. Joy. These were the words that were forming inside of me.

Well after ten [an eternity] of socializing and hobnobbing with the lord of eye candy we dropped down the secret tunnel to the IMAX showing room. 

The film:

Well it seems the Jedi are going to be hacked down into tiny pieces. Yoda is the real father of Luke Skywalker [talk about a twisted cuckolding]. Samuel Jackson puts in another fine performance as a hit man Jedi. Senator Palpatine [hood on – bad guy and emperor to be/ hood off – good guy senator, it seems so simple] takes over the senate via special powers and the clones really beat the snot out of the Jedi. 

Impressions:

The film has a lot of fast moving pictures but the voice of God narrative is tiresome even if the movie is only 1.6 minutes long. All in all, if you don’t have to pay for it I give it one hoof up. But remember this endorsement comes from an ass.

____________________________________________________________________________________________


Ash’s Top 10 of 2001


Picking my favorite films at the end of the year is always a very difficult task for me. Not because the options are so varied, of course, but rather because due to a combination of Destiny’s Child music videos and a steady diet of salt, I am unable to remember what TV show I’m watching during a commercial break, let alone all the movies that I saw in the past 12 months. Not that it particularly matters, anyway. No one has made a half-way decent movie since Army of Darkness , so it would hardly matter if my top ten list was mostly comprised of Danzig albums and cheap jokes about Corey Feldman. Nevertheless, I’ll do my best to compose a list that, if not entirely helpful or accurate, at least contains a fairly representative slice of the films I enjoyed in 2001.

1) From Hell


 
Johnny Depp and Heather Graham take on Jack the Ripper and British accents, both of which end in failure and tragedy. As far as I’m concerned, Heather Graham has only one purpose in life, and talking isn’t it, so including her in a plot-driven movie like this one is a waste of money. But aside from her, the film finds its footing as a gloomy, humorless outlook on the industrial age, kind of like Tim Burton on Quaaludes.

2) Ghost World.

The second film on the list based on comic book, and the second whose inclusion is based mainly upon my lust for the female lead. This time, the object of my affection is Thora Birch, a chesty, somewhat plump chunk of jail bait, not unlike a slightly inflated Wednesday Addams. Pedophilia aside, the movie maintains a pleasantly dream-like atmosphere, replete with the prerequisite ‘quirks’ necessary for all post-Reservoir Dogs movies featuring Steve Buscemi.

3) Friday the 13th Part 4: The Final Friday

While not the best Corey Feldman movie, certainly one of the most interesting, as it has him taking on the ultimate evil of Jason and defeating him with his own dark powers, prefiguring the rise to demonic glory he was to take in the 1990s with such classics as Bordello of Blood, South Beach Academy, and Voodoo. However, his unhallowed majesty was soon challenged by the ‘other’ Corey, Corey Haim, the yin to his yang, the light to his dark, the good to his unfathomable evil. They first squared off in 1987’s The Lost Boys, one of director Joel Schumacher’s less homosexual movies, and from then on engaged in battle after battle, locking wits again and again in Dream a Little Dream, License to Drive, and Dream a Little Dream 2. Though Haim’s cherubic good looks gave him an early advantage over Feldman’s sullen, awkwardly unintelligent countenance, the latter proved a worthy adversary, finally defeating mankind’s last hope in the climactic National Lampoon’s Last Resort. Though the battle was lost, Haim continues to fight the good fight, gathering strength in the Watchers series of direct-to-video horror movies and preparing for a rematch, while Feldman continues tormenting us with the ear-shattering strains of his band, The Corey Feldman Truth Movement, and the ever-present threat of a return to voice work for Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles 4. Many may remember the young Feldman for his work as the annoying little brat in Gremlins, the annoying little brat in Stand By Me, or the annoying little brat from The Goonies, and although his performances may seem innocuous, this is the key to his hideous powers. His presence worms its way into the subconscious of unwary moviegoers, biding its time, until late one night, well past the witching hour, while  sitting on your couch with your friend Alex, semi-conscious from prolonged frame by frame screenings of the cannibal sex sequences from Event Horizon, Meatballs 4 will come on TV. “Hey”, you’ll say, your guard down due to the late hour and entirely too many processed cheese slices, “it’s that kid from Stand By Me!”, and before you know it, it’s 90 minutes later, you’ve watched to whole thing, and you’re puking your lower-intestine out, cursing frat-boy comedies with your dying breath. This may seem like a trifling evil, weeding out late-night TV addicts whose only real function in life is to justify 3 AM Tai-bo infomercials, but the more souls Feldman collects, the more powerful he becomes, just like Freddy in the later stages of the Nightmare on Elm Street series, until one day he will rise to power and rule our earth for seven years of blood, torment, and agony, before finally being defeated in the Armageddon-like battle with Corey Haim known in legend as The Lost Boys 2: The Lost Girls. Until that day arrives, however, we must be wary, and forever vigilant, lest his rampage run unchecked.

So there you have it, my top 10 movies of the year 2001. Granted, there are only three movies on the list, and one of them came out in 1984, but in the absence of a memory untainted by years of electron abuse, it’s the best you’re going to get. –Ash

__________________________________________________________________________________

The DVD Vaults: Phantasm

by batturtle

I've wasted my life-I mean, I've enjoyed being a connoisseur of the classic modern day horror movie offerings that "Hollywood" has sent our way.  There was Freddy giving Johnny Depp and all those other kids on Elm Street nightmares.  That hockey-masked Jason fella (and his mom) running around the forest hacking up camp councilors. Michael Myers very, very, very slowly stalking behind people, yet miraculously catching up to them in time to do some good old fashioned killin'.  Leatherface and his wacky chainsawing ways.  Reanimated Chucky dolls, nasty lil' Leprechauns, Wishmasters, Pumpkinheads, Pinheads, Candyman, various manner of bad Stephen King adaptations…and who could forget our old friend Bruce Campbell and his battles versus all of them there Evil Dead?


But one of the few that has fallen through the cracks up until last night, was Phantasm.  This 1979 low budget oddity was written and directed by one Don Coscarelli.  His resume also includes: Phantasm II: Never Dead, Phantasm III: Lord of the Dead, Phantasm IV: Oblivion and Beastmaster.


The movie opens with a completely gratuitous sex scene. Always a good start. Then, the young woman stabs her partner and turns into a scary old guy. Well, that's different. We pick up things after that with a lil' effeminate girly kid spying on the funeral of that guy who got killed by the girl/old guy. He spots the scary old guy (or Tall Man) lift up the casket all by himself, and instead of thinking that the guys just unnaturally strong, he jumps to the conclusion that he's some kind of graveyard dwelling monster.  After falling off of his motorcycle and getting stalked by some Jawa's from Star Wars (frightening!), he makes a break for safer ground. We learn that he's all messed up because his parents recently died.  And understandably, he doesn't take too kindly to the fact that the funeral parlor that their bodies are in is being run by a creepy old strong guy and is crawling with screeching hooded midgets.  Who wouldn't be upset by that?  So, as often happen in these Nancy Drew/Hardy Boys type tales, he takes it upon himself to poke his nose about where it don't belong and get a bunch of people killed.  Actually, for a supposed horror movie, there's an appallingly low body count.


He resorts to a life of crime, breaking and entering into the scary old guy's house.  What's the defenseless elderly gentleman to do but sick a super quick metallic tennis ball with knives after the lil' punk?  The kid escapes the 90 year old man (which really doesn't seem like it would be all that difficult), and goes crying to his cool Partridge Family-esque older brother.  And seeing what instigated being cool back in those dark ages just makes me more content to be as far away from that decade as possible.  He then gets a particularly pedophile-ish looking ice cream man to lend a hand.  I'm not exactly sure his involvement in the grand scheme of things.  He might be big brothers boyfriend…drug dealer…I don't know.  

They go on a road trip to pester the old guy some more. Now, I won't give away too much here, because I realize that chances are that immediately upon reading this wonderful lil' piece the everyone is going to run out to their local video emporium to rent or buy this lil' gem.  And I wouldn't want to upset anyone by ruining the film's exciting/action-packed conclusion.  But let's just say that it involves midget zombie Martians…I've said too much.


Phantasm stars Michael Baldwin (no relation to Alec, William etc…), Bill Thornbury, Reggie Bannister, and Kathy Lester.  In other words, a batch of people that you never heard of before and you'll never hear of again. And who could forget the stirring performance of Angus Scrimm as the Tall Man.  His groundbreaking portrayal of an old fossil chasing around a kid and yelling "Boy!" was stirring and heartfelt.  Plus, his name's Angus Scrimm…what the hell else was he going to do with his life besides for be a horror movie bad guy?  "Angus Scrimm daycare. Angus speaking, how can I kill you…I mean help you". 


Variety praised that Phantasm would "scare [and] delight". And Newsweek called it "off-the-wall scary [and] marvelous". You must remember that those reviews were written in the swinging '70's though.  When everyone was hopped up on illegal narcotics, wearing bell-bottoms and swapping spouses at key parties…so they can't really be trusted.    

 Next up to bat for Mr. Coscarelli is the muchly anticipated upcoming next chapter in the Phantasm legacy, Phantasm's End.  Now to be honest, I haven't actually seen any of the Phantasm sequels, and I'm not all that sure if I can rationalize giving up more hours of my life that I can never get back over to the franchise. I'm also fairly positive that there's not anyone actually anticipating the next chapter… but big time kudos' to Coscarelli for stretching out a career from a forgettable movie that came out amid much better scary fare for over two decades.  The fifth film does have Bruce Campbell in it though; so history dictates that it must be one of the greatest movies of all time. Shh…don't ruin my fun.

CULT PICK O’ THE MONTH!

Mondo Magic *****


Civilization versus nature. Order versus chaos. Humanity versus savagery. This theme has been echoed time and time again in the annals of cinematic history. From the complex exploration of the barbarity in the human heart found in Apocalypse Now, to the in-depth examination of the metaphorical beast within of Happy Gilmore, this fascinating concept has arisen over and over in movie after movie, and now it is found once again in the shocking documentary Mondo Magic. Produced by the Caligariti brothers, who took time off from making exploitative Italian cannibal movies to make this exploitative Italian documentary, Mondo Magic explores the intrigues of primitive third world mysticism, contrasting it with the so-called “civilization” of the modern world. The brothers approach the subject fairly and objectively, taking the viewer around the world, spending time with various tribes and cultures, letting us get familiar with their respective religions, practices and the various other reasons why white people are apparently better than the rest of the world. While years of indoctrination by crudely made CBC anti-racism commercials caused me to balk at the film’s ragingly xenophobic attitude, there is a certain ring of truth to the civilization versus nature argument they propose. Frankly, I couldn’t care less about McDonalds’ cultural colonialism erasing national identities, so long as it means I can eat Crispy McChicken sandwiches instead of roasted spiders cooked by a South American shaman clearly high on powdered frog skin. And although there are problems with the Canadian health care system, one of them is not that some witch doctor with a crazed look in his eye will try to cut off the upper phalange of your finger if you have a migraine. These are just a few of the images given to us in Mondo Magic, as we are guided through the wonders of the third world by a narrator who sounds suspiciously like a Hitler Youth den leader trying to make the best of his new life in Argentina. We start out with a naked African tribe, who spend their days smearing themselves with cow urine and sporting flat-top haircuts highly reminiscent of early 90’s Fresh Prince episodes. From then, we move on to the Amazon Basin, where we meet a similarly nude group of tribesmen, who solve disputes over adultery by bashing each other over the heads with specially crafted sticks until their hair bleeds. Then, we’re off to the Philippines, where psychic surgeons cure tumors by poking people in the eyes with a bloody sponge, and then back to Africa for a series of bizarre sex rituals that go on and on until the whole audience becomes firmly convinced that the entire Third World should be paved over and replaced with Blockbuster franchises. But why stop there? Even some of the first world kind of sucks, and could benefit from American cultural colonialism. Quite frankly, I’ve never been a big fan of the French, and as a film buff, I’d much prefer that the whole Nouvelle Vague movement be swapped with a few Clint Eastwood spaghetti westerns, or even a good Blondie album. And I can do without the whole Scandinavian peninsula entirely, despite their proud tradition of ultra-right wing ‘Viking’ metal and that funny Swedish chef on The Muppet Show. And even as a Canadian, I’m the first to admit that the Great White North could do with a solid dose of US imperialism. Aside from the Olympics, I swear I’d slit my wrists if I ever caught myself watching the CBC. Honestly, do we as a nation really need another two hour special on Pierre Trudeau, or yet another TV show starring Jonathan Torrance of Street Sense? Degrassi and Degrassi fans make me physically ill, to the point where my only recourse is to make email death threats to Joey Jeremiah, and someone has to please stop the Royal Canadian Air Farce before it ruins any more lives. For crap’s sake, people, that show is like what would happen if a bunch of boring people’s parents got together to write some skits after Monday night bridge, and then got all the funny bits cut out by the CRTC and replaced with Can Con. And let’s not even begin with the Canadian music scene. We represent ourselves to the international community with Celine Dion and the Barenaked Ladies, and then we wonder why we’re the laughing stock of the United Nations? And then we have the gall to bitch about how the US doesn’t like the Tragically Hip. Nobody likes the Tragically Hip. Everyone up here’s just too simple on Molson at their concerts to notice that they only really have one song, and it’s a pretty bad Rush cover. I didn’t want to lump Canadians in with spider-eating savages, but Great Big Sea gives me no choice. Frankly, our culture sucks. So if you ever happen to see a condescending, alarmingly intolerant Italian documentary film crew trying to discover what utter barbarity could have spawned The Tom Green Show, just smile, nod, and go back to picking nits out of your hockey jersey. -Ash
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PULP news


…PULP is, we promise, resuming its monthly schedule, provided you readers out there do your part. Help Ash rise up from the festering pit of depression in which he dwells, by sending us some hate mail, feedback, or just plain profanity. We always write back, no matter how many names you call us. Send stuff to � HYPERLINK "mailto:pulp@tangmonkey.com" ��pulp@tangmonkey.com� …


…wanna write for PULP? No? Well, screw you then. If you did, you could send it to � HYPERLINK "mailto:pulp@tangmonkey.com" ��pulp@tangmonkey.com� , and we promise we’d print it, so long as it offends somebody somewhere…





NEXT ISSUE!!


…who knows? Will there even be a next issue? Only time will tell. Perhaps those of you with the patience to endure the lengthy wait between PULPs without sending me snotty emails will be rewarded with something extra special next month, like maybe we won’t kill your pets. But rest assured that next issue will no doubt contain some biting, incisive social commentary, or, in other words, blatant racism and intolerance masked as satire. Plus, the long awaited return of Suicidia, the one PULP columnist who has ever received positive feedback! I can barely contain my excitement…





…wanna subscribe to PULP? Or rather, wanna punish an irritatingly righteous friend of yours who sends you endless email petitions pleading for humanitarian intervention in East Timor? Then sign them up for PULP, by filling out the form at � HYPERLINK "http://www.tangmonkey.com/pulp" ��www.tangmonkey.com/pulp� , or sending an email to � HYPERLINK "mailto:pulp@tangmonkey.com" ��pulp@tangmonkey.com� with ‘subscribe’ as the heading. We promise, we hate East Timor…





PULP BACK ISSUES!!





…we know you can’t get enough of PULP. Despite your constant complaining, email blocking, and restraining orders, you know you love it. If you didn’t want it, you wouldn’t have dressed like that. So why deny yourself the pleasure? Just head on over to � HYPERLINK "http://www.tangmonkey.com/pulp" ��www.tangmonkey.com/pulp� to check out years of back issues, plus added bonuses like deleted scenes, hate mail, and letters to the editor. You’ll like it, we promise…








