pulp X

We’re back at last! Did you miss us? Didn’t think so. Anyway, we’re back just in time to miss April fool’s day, so be on the watch for plenty of wacky, Kaufman-esque pranks throughout this issue! Shakespeare takes on Hannibal Lector! Cuba Gooding Jr. continues his quest get his Oscar stripped away! PLUS: ASH gets pissed off and rants for a full page! Oh Boy!

All this and more more MORE!

New in Theatres:

Titus *****


The brutally violent and unpleasantly graphic new movie would at first seem to be the perfect subject for a PULP review. Unfortunately, the only joke I was able to come up with for the article involves pronouncing the title wrong, and that doesn’t come off too funny on paper. Titus, starring Anthony Hopkins and Jennifer Lange, is directed by theatre veteran Julie Taymor and written by William Shakespeare, who apparently was penned quite a few other screenplays, all of which have the distinction of being exactly as pretentious as they are long. Taymor handles the material very well, but there are a few problems with Shakespeare’s script. Firstly, although he has included several beautiful soliloquies and some marvelous pieces of dialogue, he has neglected to writhe them in English, making it difficult for those of us who don’t speak Latin or whatever. Secondly, he’s not particularly original. I’m not sure where, but I’m sure I’ve heard some of the lines in this movie before, and that cannibalistic ending is a little too derivative of Silence of the Lambs. His last big movie, Romeo + Juliet also seemed a little familiar, and I’m surprised no one else has caught on yet. Mark my words, this guy’s in for a big lawsuit one of these days. Titus follows the misadventures of Roman General Titus Lector, a brutal general who has just returned from a victorious battle against the Goths. He carries with him as spoils Jessica Lange, queen of the Goths, and her disturbingly sexual sons, one of whom he kills to appease one of those weird gods Xena is always fighting on TV. This displeases Lange, and she embarks on a campaign of revenge against Lector, which includes doing some awfully unpleasant things to his daughter. Needless to say, Lector doesn’t take this standing down, and ends up dining on Lange’s sons with some fava beans and a nice Chianti. The movie holds together quite well, up until the end when it turns into a particularly zany episode of the Krusty the Clown show, and bafflingly enough, for once art-house pretentious don’t spoil a perfectly good cannibal movie. I know, I’m as surprised as you. -Ash

New on Video:

Chill Factor *


This has got to be the stupidest movie I have ever seen, and keep in mind that I’ve seen Chopper Chicks In Zombie Town. Twice. The premise, which appears to have been thought up by five year olds with ADD, has Skeet Ulrich and Cuba Gooding Jr, or as I call them, the Dream Team, stumbling on to a combination virus/bomb (that’s new) through a set of wacky circumstances that would keep you on the edge of your seat had you not seen them thirty five times before. But the high (read: ludicrous) concept that fuels this picture is that the bomb must be kept at fifty miles per hour, or the bus will explode, and Sandra Bullock will never be able to destroy her career with Speed 2: Cruise Control. So really it’s a good thing. What actually happens is that the bomb is temperature sensitive, and must be kept at under 50 degrees Fahrenheit. I’d call it Speed on ice, but I have a nagging suspicion someone else may have noticed the similarities. So this temperature thing essentially has us spending most of the movie with the Dream Team tooling around in an ice cream truck, which would be interesting and quirky were it not really really boring. Fortunately, not only are the Dream Team painfully bad actors, they’re of different races, which leads to no end of hilarity with their constant jibing and humorous asides. I haven’t laughed that hard since my cat died. As an added bonus, the virus/bomb/cheap plot device is code-named ‘Elvis’, which spawns a whole slew of knee-slapping jokes that make you just want to kill the Hollywood script machine. Speaking of scripts, there a rather nifty technique that is often used in movies in which a character says or does something early in the film that comes back in the final real to haunt/save them. This can be quite effective in tying everything together, unless of course you do it every five freakin’ minutes, in which case it becomes very effective for the screenwriters, in that they only have to write half a script since it all gets repeated anyway. I know I may seem a little bitter about this movie, but that’s because the only reason I rented it was to see one of those cool hovercraft thingies that goes on ice, but it turns out I got this confused with another crappy action movie that made no money, Chain Reaction, which as you may recall starred Keanu Reeves as a scientist, a leap of faith so high-concept it’s in the stratosphere. My favorite part of the movie is of course the crew of villains, all of whom you’ve seen at least thrice before. You’ve got the cut-throat hardcore ninja chick, with the prerequisite platinum blonde hair of course, the villainous computer geek, spectacled yet dangerous nonetheless, and last but not least the fearless leader, an all-American ex-army guy who was turned sour by the immoral deeds he had to perform in service of his country. Yeah, I’ve seen The Rock too, but at least in The Rock the all-American army guy didn’t have a faintly German accent, which is about as all-American as sushi. My advice, just drink a bottle of cough syrup, watch The Rock and Speed, and when you wake up it’ll all have blurred together into this mess. Reading over this review, I have a nagging suspicion that may have been what I did. -Ash

Crankenstein…LIVE UNDEAD!!!

As surprising as it may seem, I do occasionally leave my house. It’s not particularly common, but it does happen, so long as there’s nothing on TV. And I do mean nothing. The TV has to be completely inoperational for me to consider even looking outside, let alone getting off the couch and actually doing something. Anyway, one of those rare occasions occurred a few weeks ago, when I ventured out to the Hi-Fi to check out a concert by the latest rock ‘n’ roll sensation to hit the nation, local band Crankenstein. I’d heard of them through my intricate underground grapevine connections, and decided I should see what all the fuss was about. And boy was I in for a treat. The band put on a hard-rocking show that really got the crowd going. Mostly towards the door, but at least they were moving. Crankenstein’s tight 10 minute set was so popular they stretched it out to a full hour. Some might say this was due to the fact that lead singer Scott O’Connell had been drinking for 12 straight hours and began lapsing into lengthy bouts of Turret’s Syndrome in between songs, but I say it was what the crowd wanted. Bassists Nick Von Murder and Owen Jesus managed, despite the tight rehearsal schedule and limited practice time, to play very loudly, and the team of virtuoso guitarist S.S. Carreau and legendary drummer Sean O’Connell played a tight set, which sounded even better on the rare occasions when they played the same song at the same time. Highlights of the set included the performance of Crankenstein’s number 1 hit single “Bloodthirsty”, which sounded better and better every time they played it, and their brand new song “Dead By Dawn” which went well despite the fact that nobody in the band knew how to play it. The band also premiered another new song, “Love Buffet”, which has lyrics so repugnant I can’t even allude to the subject matter. All in all, it was a great show, and I urge all of you to go check them out next time they play, provided of course anyone ever lets them on stage again. I know I’ll be there. –Ash

A story full of pus…

Eeyore {the pre-penultimate column from the commentator of the downbeat} 

Somebody has got to do something about the ugly, pernicious, sinful, and sickening movies that are being made nowadays! Conan and Stalelone may just possibly be a few of the Knights of the Round Table that will lead us into the enlightened country if they are given the political will of the English speaking world. Together will take on the Prince of Puerile and save the kingdom, plus make the free world a Democrat-Free Zone [Willy will be all locked up]. Now, before you ignore me again [for the 35th time! {That is way too many freaking issues of pulp (What about all that paper that has gone to waste <I don’t really care much for trees. [[Ronald Reagan said that trees release toxic materials to the universe.{{Is that the guy that dresses up in the clown outfit for the McDonalds Corporation?((It’s not a good idea to mention McDonald’s in any publication without their written permission < <Why do we have trademarks?> > This is to prevent a corporation from being taken advantage of, such as the fine crafts-humans at McDonald’s who produce that yummy life-affirming gruel.)) It wasn’t an outfit – he was born that way.}} Unfortunately, he was right on that point, but everything else he that he said was udder bovine solid excrement.]] I know what you mean, they kinda over-served their purpose from an evolutionary perspective.> Pulp is not made with paper! It is made from recycled toilet paper.) [Ed’s note: Eeyore has gone  mad. Before we put him down, we learned that this article is allegedly about ‘The Sixth Sense’. We don’t believe it] What horrible curse has befallen the land of the righteous, the brave, the peaceful, the ordered, and the well governed? A completely sick video is now available at all of the stores across the land, and like a sickly rhinovirus, it will make its way into the interstitial spaces of the cells of true-blooded Americans {and Canadians too!} everywhere and the damage will be permanent! Americans will feel their trigger-fingers getting itchy. Canadians will sneer at more Canadians and Americans. Why? Violence withdrawal! Bruce Willis made a movie where he didn’t kill, maim, kick, punch, or shoot anyone! I’m serious. Whatever you do, don’t watch that movie – with out the necessary dose of ultra-violence in your movie diet you could experience severe post-aggression fits. I’ve been in therapy for the past few weeks because of this and that is the main reason that Pulp 34 took such a long time to hit the street. 

Yours truly, Eeyore contra mundum.

P.S. I just learned what the word segeuway means!

P.P.S. If you are silly enough to watch that Bruce Willis movie look for the scene where the continuity person really screws up. As the camera switches back and forth between Bruce and Michelle at the dinner table, Bruce’s wineglass keeps emptying and filling itself up. That was best scene in this entire nightmare. -Eeyore

CULT PICK O’ THE (bi) WEEK
Touch of Evil ***1/2


Famous Orson Welles movie that was recently re-edited according to Orson’s original vision. I don’t care how much tanning oil they slap on his face, Charlton Heston is not a Mexican, and Orson Welles is really really fat and gross. And oily. Championed as the epitome of film noir, Touch of Evil is the complicated story of a Mexican detective, played by Heston, who investigates the murder of someone or other. Heston’s investigation leads him to American police investigator Orson Welles, who may or may not be planting evidence, and a planet ruled by super-intelligent apes that actually turns out to be Earth itself. Needless to say, this causes quite a stir with wife Janet Leigh, who ends up locked up in a motel room by all these Mexican punks in leather jackets, pumped full of heroin and marijuana so as to frame Se(or Heston, where she is eventually killed by Norman Bates’ mother, who actually turns out to be Norman Bates himself. Orson Welles is the fat American detective with unscrupulous methods and a drinking problem who battles the Martians when they arrive on Earth, only to watch them die from the common cold. And Rosebud is a sled. -ASH

OPINION

Why I Don’t Like You


Before I start, may I make clear that the purpose of this article is not to antagonize, offend, or upset anybody. It is merely intended as a lighthearted examination of some of the charming foibles and eccentricities I find oh so humorous in my fellow Glebites.  That being said, I hate you all. It’s nothing personal, you see. It’s not how you look, or how you dress, unless of course you’re wearing Capri pants. It’s not even how you talk, although hearing half the school speak like they grew up in Compton is starting to get a little old. What’s really bugging me is how you think, and the only thing I have to blame is liberalism. Not that there’s anything wrong with liberals and socialists aside from the fact that they’re all godless communists who should be shipped back to mother Russia with the rest of the pinkos. Heaven forbid PULP should take a political stand. No, the problem lies with the half-assed liberalism you get that pervades the high-school mentality, which often takes the form of holier-than-thou posturing. Listen you little punks, just because you don’t wear Nike doesn’t mean you’re sticking it to the man, and the fact that you don’t have cable doesn’t make you a decent human being. In fact, I would argue all you people without cable don’t even qualify as members of the human race, just like midgets and telemarketers, but my editor says I’m not allowed to print that. All you anti-corporate hippies preach and whine so much you can barely hear yourself selling out. If I hear one more speech about the evils of capitalism interrupted by a beeping pager from AT&T, there’s going to be trouble. It’s time for you to grow up and face the facts. We’re all just cogs in a giant corporate machine, and unless you’re willing to reject the machine entirely, and that includes giving up your cell-phone and the allowance daddy gives you, quit yer bitchin’.

Entertainment


And while we’re on the subject of ranting, let’s shift gears to the entertainment industry. Half the people I know refuse to go to those giant multi-screen Cineplex’s that are popping up all over the place nowadays. Apparently, from what I can understand from their long-haired beatnik lingo, the Coliseum and Silver City are disgusting examples of the evils of capitalism and American culture, and any self-respecting movie buff would only frequent such delightfully indie theatres like the Sommerset and World Exchange. News Flash, hippie: the money all goes to the same place. It’s not like World Exchange gives half its proceeds to some starving Ethiopian family with 17 kids and three goats to feed, and the Coliseum funds Nazi-run child-labor camps in Mexico. Your $9 is still going to a 50 year old millionaire living in a Hollywood mansion spending every last penny on call-girls paid to dress up like cheerleaders.

Independent Movie Buffs


Speaking of pretension, I got some more news for you French beret-wearing ,foreign film, indie-cinema, I-won’t-go-to-a-movie-unless-it-doesn’t-make-any-sense losers: Independent movies suck. You heard me. You only ever see about 0.5%  of the indie flicks out there, for the same reason you only ever see a pathetically small fraction of foreign films: most of them suck. And I mean really really suck. For every Blair Witch Project there’s a thousand low-budget Showgirls without the fine acting talents of Elizabeth Berkley. And do you know why most indie flicks are confusing and vague? That’s right, because there’s a reason these directors are independent. They’re confused and vague. The only reason anyone ever makes an independent movie is to try and trick Hollywood into giving them scads of money to make movies starring Bruce Willis, and the only reason anyone makes a foreign movie is because they live in Rangoon and want to move to LA so they can eat food not made from beetle grubs.

Vegetarians


What the hell is wrong with you? I hope you didn’t sprain anything jumping onto the bandwagon so fast. You won’t eat meat because it’s cruel? Listen, the only thing inhumane about hamburgers is how stupid the cows are before they get butchered. They aren’t even smart enough to avoid the bolt-gun in the abattoirs. Let me tell you something, if forty five of my friends just walked into a building, screamed, and then came out the back door in a Hefty-Bag, I’d sure as hell be a little nervous about the guy in the bloody apron with the hunk of smoking metal in his hand. The cows haven’t quite caught on yet. And that’s why I’m eating them.

Animal Testing


All I’ve got to say is that I’d rather 1200 rabbits get tortured to death than me go blind in the shower if shampoo gets in my eye, and I don’t think I’m in the minority. My solution: test products on ugly animals, like lizards and midgets. Then no one would complain and we can all live happily ever after.


Well then. I feel much better, don’t you? I’m glad we had this little talk. Let’s do it again next time, shall we? Until then, sleep well, have fun, and all hail the giant corporate (ber-god. -Ash


PULP NEWS…


…reach us at � HYPERLINK mailto:pulp@stupid.com ��pulp@stupid.com� if you’ve got a comment or submission, or try our suggestion box in the main office…


…miss issue 9? So did everyone else because we didn’t really get around to printing it. But rest assured it exists, and is in fact included in every third issue of PULP 10 as a special collector’s item…


…TRIVIA: John Carpenter’s ‘In The Mouth Of Madness’ is loosely based on the works of what early 20th century horror writer? Send entries to � HYPERLINK mailto:pulp@stupid.com ��pulp@stupid.com� to win stuff… 








