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pulp
That’s right, just like AC/DC, we’re back in black and twice as whiny!

Welcome to hell.

Greetings one and all, to the brand new, revamped online version of your favorite brand of toilet paper…PULP! Yes, things have changed quite a bit since our last issue, the aptly titled END OF PULP, which hit the shelves last June. Yeah, I know I said it would be the final issue, but I’m nothing if not a liar, so here I  am once again with a brand spankin’ new installment. Unfortunately, due to the fact that I moved cities, schools, and social circles, I now have exactly no friends, and therefore no means to get PULP printed on actual paper, and no one to read it even if it was. Granted, this makes the title of our little rag somewhat nonsensical, but I’m nothing if not partially insane, so the title stays even though we’re proceeding entirely electronically. If you’re one of the lucky few receiving this by email, or if you just stumbled onto this on some of the various websites it’s located at, please do your best to spread the word of our resurrection, so maybe we have a chance or regaining all three of our former fans. Or just keep your fat face shut, what do I care. I just write this crap to blow off some steam ever since the judge told me animal cruelty doesn’t count as community service. There have been a few changes since last time around, so be prepared. I’m going to be confining my articles to mostly just horror movies and the like, with the occasional rant on the sad state of a culture that’s so desperate for cheap entertainment that shows like Survivor break the bank while high quality edu-tainment like Jack of All Trades goes belly up after only two seasons. Therefore, I’m actively seeking submissions to cover any and all of the myriad other aspects that fit under the broad heading of entertainment. Speaking of which, let’s all give a round of applause to Eeyore, who is returning to the fold with his own unique brand of terminal grumpiness. Oh, and in case you didn’t notice, this was supposed to be a Halloween issue, but it wasn’t even close to being ready in time. So buckle up, friends and fans, cause it’s gonna be a wild ride, and I don’t have my driver’s license.


-Ash


movie reviews

Book of Shadows: Blair Witch 2 **


Well, then. It’s a good thing I can’t spell ‘abomanable”, or this would have been a much more scathing review. This movie is so devoid of scares it makes me yearn for the sheer terror of the frighteningly arranged rock piles of the original. If the purpose of this film was to make the first one look good, then they’ve done a damn fine job, since the cinematic majesty of bothersome people yelling at each other while the camera has what appears to be multiple epileptic seizures is about three steps up from this simple-minded trash . Granted, there were a few creepy moments, like the part where I fell asleep and the scary music gave me nightmares about midgets, or the part where I thought I saw the guy who used to bully me in junior high sitting in the seat in front of me, but it just turned out to be a stack of coats. While the first movie at least had a marginally interesting plot and some partially compelling stock characters, this movie has carefully sifted through the recycling bins of bad screenwriters the world over to come up with the  most stupendously cliched characters in the history of bad horror movies. There’s not a single character on the screen that I wouldn’t kill myself given half the chance, and remember you’re talking to a guy who once sat through the entire Leprechaun series. Twice. So you know my annoyance threshold is fairly high.  The writers, in this case Dick Beebe and Joe Berlinger, threw in every possible irritating stereotype imaginable: goths, wiccans, stoners, commies, women… even a token redneck sheriff. All they need is some sassy black comic relief and they could do a sitcom. The picture even runs about as long as a TV show, mostly due to the fact that the filmmakers seem to get as bored as the audience and just kind of end the movie sometime during the fifth reel. And judging from missing scenes in the trailer, much of the film has been edited out, making for some rather glaring omissions, such as any semblance of a satisfying conclusion. Plus, the closest thing to an actual Book of Shadows in the movie is a decidedly unscary road map, which is not exactly edge-of-your-seat material. But then again, neither was Leprechaun 4.

-Ash

. 

______________________________________________________________________________________

Spookshow 2000

It’s been a long time since I’ve written a full-length movie review, as is made blatantly obvious by the above article. So, to warm-up for future issues, I’m going to confine the rest of this month’s reviews to tag-line-length blurbs, in the hope of getting reprinted on a print ad or something. Anyway, here are some of the Halloween-themed movies I’ve seen recently over the last month or so.

Halloween: The original John Carpenter classic that started the whole slasher thing in the 80s. Also known as Friday the 13th, Sleepaway Camp,  and Prom Nights 2 through 5.

The Texas Chainsaw Massacre: A fat guy in an apron and a dead skin mask. Add some nubile young lasses, a paraplegic, some powertools, three cans of water and stir. Now there’s a good time.

Suspiria: Dario Argento has become of the most famous of the Italian horror directors of the 70s and 80s, mostly because he’s absolutely insane, and schizophrenia looks artsy on screen. Suspiria is one of his more sensible movies, but that’s not saying a lot.

Day of the Dead:  The perfect mix of gore and, well, more gore. A brilliant piece of cinematic majesty, assuming you measure majesty in yards of intestine.

Friday the 13th: The original Sean S. Cunningham classic that started the whole slasher thing in the 80s. Also known as Halloween,  Sleepaway Camp,  and Prom Nights 2 through 5.

Lost Souls: Winona Ryder takes on Satan and a hyperactive telephoto lens. Satan in this case takes the form of Ben Chaplin, who played the dog in The Truth About Cats and Dogs. If you’re not familiar with him, think David Schwimmer except slightly more British and proper. Needless to say, the shivers abound.

The Watcher: Keanu Reeves as a serial killer. Yeah, that’s about as believable as Kato Kaelin as the antichrist. Plus, James Spader makes me sexually uncomfortable, so nuts to this movie.


From the grave…

By Eeyore
Just when I think they’ve let me go …[insert dramatic pause here] …they pull me back in! I thought that PULP had been successfully destroyed in wee Ash’s move to higher lernin [Oh papa Simpson you are so learn-ed! That’s learned son]. I had finally laid to rest my tired fingers and the acerbic wit [one day I will look that word up] that is the hallmark of the 40 columns that I produced with great hardship and sacrifice for the demonic and smarmy editorial board of PULP.

But I’m quasi-pseudo- moderately accepting of the reality of being roped in once again, sharing my personal righteousness with the greater body of suckers that I sometimes call human beings … and speaking of human beings I think now would be the best time to pay my last respects to one of my favourite actors of all time – Arnie Weenerschnitzel.

It is with great sadness that I must deliver the news of the passing of the terminator guy, the barbarian and Republican Presidential Wanna Be. I am not sure what was the exact time of his departure from the space time continuum but it has happened and nothing can make it unhappen . As Chief Wiggum said to McBain: “Magic ticket, my ass!” 

Arnie was one of the great ones …  but the king is dead, long live the king! The Weenerschnitzel does live in some sort of aniamatronic simulacrum of artificial life. His corpse was gutted soon after brain function ceased, and an assembly of gears and diodes were inserted into the shell of the former great man so that millions could be entertained and millions could be made. The evidence has always been there but so few have been willing to look deeply and accept the fact that their idol was a dead man walking …and talking (sort of).

FACT #1: Dead people do not speak often.

Exhibit A: The total dialogue of all of Arnie’s movies does not even add up to a grocery list. This could also be used as evidence that today’s audience finds the use of words difficult to follow.

FACT #2: Dead people have no brain function.

Exhibit A: “Come on, people!”

FACT #3: Dead people have bad hygiene.

Exhibit A: Notice that Arnie’s character never kisses or beds the leading lady! [Twins is one of the few exceptions, however a body double is the most likely explanation.

FACT #4: Being really olde, dumb, and/or dead are prerequisites for being members of the GOP.

Exhibit A: Arnie is a big time schmoozer of the Republican wanna-be-a governor crowd.

FACT #5: T1 and T2 have documented evidence in them of simulacrum’s inner workings. Why would they lie?

Exhibit A: In T1 and T2 we are given a rare glimpse of the servomechanisms driving Arnie’s transmission and other stuff.

Fact #6: Only a necrophiliac would marry a corpse.

Exhibit A: Arnie married an unDead Kennedy…need I say more.

But best of all, Arnie has left us hope that the grand ectoplasm of his soul will reincarnate with the flesh when he said:

“I’ll be back!”


Halloween Hell

So, Halloween has come and gone, and what do you have to show for it? A fistful of candy, a few cavities, perhaps a mild hangover, and that’s it. Maybe if you’re especially simple-minded, you have some vague memories of teaching some ignorant lout the true meaning of Halloween, which is some nonsense about Celtic spirituality and tree-hugging. Face it, kids, it’s Satan’s special day and you wasted it either getting candy or praying to some loser Wicca god like a refuge from a bad episode of Sabrina. And how did I spend my Halloween 2000, you ask, perhaps in a tone of wounded pride in your wannabe Druidic drawl? Dragging my friends through Hell and back, I answer smugly from my high horse. See, this Halloween I wanted to do something different aside from the usual couch-based film festival and desperate grab for power via a Satanic blood ritual. So this year, instead of making people come over and watch horribly offensive movies at my house, we decided to  buck the trend a bit and go watch horribly offensive movies somewhere else. The somewhere else in this case ended up being a bar on Saint Catherine St. in downtown Montreal, which incidentally has more porn per square inch than the floor of my room, and that’s a lot. I can’t count the number of paper-cuts I’ve received from the various issues of Porntallica scattered around my room, but it’s almost as many as the number of strip clubs on any given block . Unfortunately, the bar we were at was not a strip club, but it more than made up for it during the course of the evening. See, the all-night line-up of films was the best of the Fant-Asia horror festival that takes place every summer in Montreal. But the thing is, these are not the horror movies that you and your loser friends watch for a evening of Freddie Prinze Jr. and teen-speak. No no, these are the movies that the 30 year-old guys who live in cellars and masturbate to  live operations on The Learning Channel watch, and you don’t want to mess with that. Note that I say ‘you’, because without revealing any person information about myself, let me just say that The Learning Channel has a slew of fine programming for all ages. So anyway, somehow I  managed to trick ten or so people into coming with me to the screenings, and once they were done crying at the end of the night, I’m sure they were all anxious to thank me. I wouldn’t know, of course, because I had to rush home. Trauma: Life in the ER was on.

Ash’s HALLOWEEN NIGHT LINE UP:

Cutting Moments: Apparently, nothing cures a failing marriage like gardening shears and steel wool. This was the first film of the evening, and it managed to clear out about half the audience, even though it was only a half hour short. I’ll never trim a hedge the same way again.

Santo Vs. the Vampire Women: The greatest masked Mexican wrestler of all time, apparently, was a fat guy in a cape who lives in a cardboard version of the Bat Cave and spends his spare time battling the forces of evil. I’ll never watch Mexican wrestling the same way again.

Aftermath: Necrophilia and horribly graphic autopsies, together at last. I’ll never sleep with another dead body the same way again.

The Convent: Greatest. Movie. Ever. Think Evil Dead in a nunnery. Plus, it’s got Adrienne Barbeau, who went from the bathing beauty in Swamp Thing to one of the most mannish women on the silver screen. Quite gory, and absolutely hilarious. 

Zombie: One of the greatest zombie movies of all time, in glorious Cinemascope. Plus it contains the greatest zombie battle ever, with a long-dead underwater undead-er taking on a ten-foot shark. Priceless.

Ash’s 10 Steps to Making a Slasher Sequel

1. Make the same movie as the original, except  ten minutes longer.

2. Repeat.

3. Repeat.

4. Repeat.

5. Repeat.

6. Repeat.

7. Repeat.

8. Repeat.

9. Repeat.

10.         Repeat.
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PULP Contest!





That’s right, kids, it’s a fresh opportunity to win absolutely  nothing by straining your brains! This time, the object of the game is to come up with a new title for PULP. Don’t get me wrong, I love the name and I want to keep it, but there has to be some way to distinguish this new incarnation from the previous 40 issue run. So come up with something cool, witty, and copyright-infringement free, and send it to � HYPERLINK mailto:pulp@stupid.com ��pulp@stupid.com� or � HYPERLINK mailto:pulp@tangmonkey.com ��pulp@tangmonkey.com�. The winner will get his or her (I’m betting on his) idea used for the title, and whoever submits either PULP2K or PULP2000 will get a personally insulting email directly from Ash himself!  Good luck, and God Bless!





So ya wanna be a millionaire, huh? Well, lucky for you I happen to be in the business of making people’s dreams come true, so I’ve got just the thing for all you greedy young folks out there: the slasher movie. That’s right, kids, ever since Scream horror has been hot in Hollywood, and there’s nothing hotter than the brain-dead teen slasher picture. As recent box-office has proved, such horror ‘think pieces’ as Lost Souls or The Cell appear to be too ‘high-brow’, ‘sophisticated’ or ‘good’ for your traditional teen audience, so all you budding young screenwriters and directors would do well to focus you attentions to something a little more ‘popular’, or ‘stupid’, to try to appeal to the most profitable demographic, i.e. those YM reading teens who need to go see movies like I Still Know What You Did Last Summer over and over again because the plot gets a little tricky. Anyway in the interests of further glutting the market with crappy movies, I’ve put together a simple 10 step program to write the perfect slasher movie. Enjoy, kids, ‘cause you’ll be laughing all the way to the bank.





Buy at least $100 worth of screenplay-writing handbooks and software programs. Next, let them sit on your desk until at least one full inch of dust has collected on top of them. Your offering to the great gods of hack writing is now complete. If you’re running short on time or live in a particularly dust-free house, just set some money on fire. This is how Jerry Bruckheimer makes movies.





Create a villain, preferably one with some variety of creepy mask. Since all the good ones have already been taken (hockey mask, ghost face, William Shatner), try to come up with something so ludicrous you can’t even think about it without giggling like a gassed-up schoolgirl, like a fencing mask or a burlap sack. Remember, no matter how stupid it seems, your target audience has so vastly reduced their IQ with drugs, insipid cell-phone conversations and intra-mural sports that they find car commercials frightening. Speaking of IQ…





Reduce your own intelligence. Remember, you can’t write to retards without being at least partially brain-dead yourself. I suggest either carbon monoxide poisoning or repeated blows to the head. Try to conserve enough brain cells to work your cell-phone so you can call your agent, but not enough that you can use phrases like “character motivation’ and ‘social relevance’ without giving yourself a headache.





Hire some actors from the wide and wonderful world of night-time teen soap operas. These people are only slightly brighter than their fans, so they won’t be able to read the script or fully realize what a terrible career move they’re making. Alternatively, just hire anybody who’s been on the cover of Teen People in the last month. This is a gold mine for ‘talent’.





Make sure your props I mean actors have strong characters. Don’t bother creating some of your own, just mix around the stock characters from their respective TV shows. For example, give Buffy some of Brenda’s bitchiness, and a touch of Joey’s vibrating eyeballs. Although variety is the spice of life, many people have sensitive tastebuds, so spare them anything that even smells like originality.





Get a studio to throw some money at you. Do this by pitching the movie using the “____” meets “____” approach. It doesn’t have to make sense as long as it uses movies that made a lot of money, like  “Carrie meets Homeward Bound”, or “The Exorcist meets Strictly Ballroom”.





Start shooting. If you don’t feel like directing the movie yourself, hire someone with a background in music videos or commercials. Since they have absolutely no attention span, as evidenced by their one-word names like McG of Charlie’s Angels or Tarsem from The Cell, they will better be able to spoon-feed your movie to the audience in bite-sized, easily digestible  three second chunks. 





Write a script. Or better yet, just borrow someone else’s. The current favourite nowadays is John Carpenter’s Halloween, which has been remade 57 times in the past twenty years despite having only seven sequels.





Edit the movie. Remember, long takes without edits bore the audience. So does dialogue. And plot. Just make sure there’s lots of blood, flashing lights, and shiny things. They like shiny things.





10.   	Sit back, relax, and start ‘writing’ the sequels. If you need help with that, just check out my handy “Guide to Teen Slasher Movie Sequels” located on the last page.





PULP News





…feedback, feedback, feedback, people. This online edition is going to die a swift yet painful death if I don’t get some serious positive feedback. This includes submissions from anybody who can put together a sentence and can work a spellchecker. Send any thoughts, comments, and above all articles to � HYPERLINK mailto:pulp@stupid.com ��pulp@stupid.com� or � HYPERLINK mailto:pulp@tangmonkey.com ��pulp@tangmonkey.com�…


…if you like what you read, please recommend us to other like minded individuals who might find PULP amusing. Spread this email around, and refer others to tangmonkey.com, PULP’s official website, where you find all our back issues (probably) and tons of other stuff. Check it out. Ash likes…


…they say you can’t put a price on happiness, but I figure that if this issue made you laugh even once, then you owe me at least ten dollars. Please send your credit card information to � HYPERLINK mailto:pulp@stupid.com… ��pulp@stupid.com� …


…speaking of trash, some of you who knew PULP from its old newsletter days back in my old high school may be aware that several ex-readers decided to fill the void at GCI and come up with their own newsletter. If you run into any of these fine young folks, please congratulate them on their entrepreneurial spirit, then punch them swiftly several times in the throat. Listen up you little punks, just because you can write an entire issue without using the word ‘nekkid’ doesn’t make you high-brow, and ‘polysyllabic’ is an insult where I come from. If you don’t quit it and give credit where credit is due, there’s going to be trouble. The sassy kind of trouble…








