pulp XI
Well, kids, here it is, our Easter issue. You know the usual drill for an issue like this: I make a few warm-up jokes, usually at the expense of someone no-one likes, like midgets or the Irish, then launch into a tirade about the Jesus Bunny and how Easter commemorates his death on the cross for the terrible sin of possessing chocolate with the intent to distribute. However, it’s well past midnight, and I’ll be damned if I’m spending any more time on this issue, so you’re out of luck. Cry me a river.

NEW ON VIDEO:

The Insider ****


This Oscar-nominated film is the gripping tale of the biggest public health reform issue in US history, as well as serving as the background for the largest corporate malfeasance suit to ever  take place. I know, I was excited about seeing it, too. There’s nothing like corporate malfeasance to really get my blood pumping. It’s a miracle they managed to cram so much drama, so much edge-of-your-seat excitement in to just eight solid hours of guys talking on phones. Whoever thought a story about Big Tobacco could ever possibly be entertaining is probably the kind of person who just squirms with suspense at all those Merchant-Ivory period pieces. As exciting as telephone conversations are, I’d much rather see a real movie as opposed to a radioplay on film. And speaking of telephones, why exactly is it that nobody ever says goodbye on the phone in the movies? They always just hang up simultaneously at the end of random sentences. Granted, I’m not the expert on phone etiquette, since I have tendency to say both ‘hello’ and ‘goodbye’ using the same profanity (it’s like ‘aloha’), but that seems to me to be a little rude. Anyway, The Insider is actually a pretty good movie, I guess, if you go for the sort of film that doesn’t involve brain-eating zombies, but I don’t think that segment of the population is large enough to warrant making such an expensive movie. As the title suggests, The Insider is about a whistle-blower who works on the inside of some tobacco company whose name escapes me who sets up an interview with 60 Minutes. Starring Russell Crow, who you may remember from such classic Sam Raimi movies as The Quick and The Dead, and Al Pacino, who you may remember from any movie that ever required immense over-acting and a lot of yelling, the movie manages to make a story about tobacco companies and televised news seem worth watching, although I assure you, nothing can be more fascinating than The Wings of the Dove. –Ash
NEW IN THEATRES:
American Psycho *****


I don’t know what to do with humanity nowadays. At first, I was just going to let you wither and die out on your own, but after seeing this movie I’ve decided to go ahead and implement my ‘destroy the world with a blitzkrieg of unholy creatures from the abyss’, or Operation Teletubby, as I like to call it. And its not even the movie that bothered me. Hell, I loved it. It was a sharp, satirical look at the materialism of the eighties, a consumerisitic era that worshiped faceless corporate entities with nary a concern for individuality and humanity blah blah blah a chick gets cut in half by a chainsaw. No, what bothered me so much about this movie was the audience reaction. There’s this one scene in the last third of the movie in which an ATM machine asks protagonist Patrick Bateman, played bafflingly enough by Laurie from Little Women, to feed it a cat. So, Bateman picks up a kitten and puts a gun to its head, eliciting a series of shocked gasps from the audience, the very same audience that had sat unperturbed through an axe murder and several dead prostitutes. I don’t know about you, but I’d much rather have a prostitute than a pet cat, mainly because a prostitute won’t pee on you rug, unless you pay her enough. The audience, however, obviously didn’t feel that way. To make matters worse, Bateman decides not to shoot the cat, instead turning the gun on an innocent old lady, shooting her in the head, an action which, as if on cue, received a sigh of relief from the crowd. What can be done with a society that cares more about a overgrown rat than a senior citizen? After all, seniors are living encyclopedias of knowledge and life experiences and should be cherished and revered, plus they make great pets. Let’s face it folks, animals aren’t worth a whole lot, and people are. You can get a new cat at the humane society if yours bites the big one, but it’s markedly more difficult to get, say, a new child at the baby pound, or ‘orphanage’ as I like to call it. All I’m saying is that we need to get a little less worried about animal rights and the environment and crap like that and start caring a little more about each other, more specifically caring about me. I say, if the Jesus Bunny had wanted us to care about animals, he wouldn’t have made them dumb as posts, and if we were supposed to give a rat’s behind about the environment, we wouldn’t all have been born with an inbred hatred of Greenpeace. And who am I to argue with the Giver of Life, the Father of Creation, and the Bringer of Chocolate? Amen to that.

-Ash

‘Tis true, the raven doth not hatch a lark.

by The_Eeyore 

It finally happened…I’ve been Titanic’d. It took two grueling nights, but the curs’d deed is done. Leonard has come a long way since Gilbert Grape! His portrayal of the artsy country bumpkin was monumental! Three frozen thumbs up – you’ve you raised the bar into the stratosphere…ah…ahhh… finally the hyperbolic hormones of my limbic system have shut down and I can reason once again. That always happens to me when I hear more than a few notes sung by Celine Dion.

Dear James Cameron:

SHAME! SHAME! SHAME! SHAME! SHAME! SHAME! SHAME! SHAME! SHAME! SHAME! SHAME! SHAME! SHAME! SHAME! SHAME! SHAME! SHAME! SHAME! SHAME! SHAME! SHAME! SHAME! SHAME! SHAME! SHAME! SHAME! SHAME SHAME! SHAME! SHAME! SHAME! SHAME SHAME! SHAME! SHAME! SHAME! SHAME SHAME! SHAME! SHAME! SHAME! SHAME SHAME! SHAME! SHAME! SHAME! SHAME SHAME! SHAME! SHAME! SHAME! SHAME!and a thousand more of those. What were you thinking? Is this Sarah Connor’s fault? I really can’t believe that this is all of your own free will. 

“Terminator” was a well-crafted love story, but this movie didn’t even have an exploding head. There were many opportunities for violence related comedy and you dropped the ball. I have enjoyed many of your movies, in one sense I think I know you at a level of cinematic intimacy that finally allows me to give you some constructive criticism along with the vindictive, brimstone and treacle I usually throw at my targets reviewees.

In order for you to be able to follow through in an expedient manner with these suggestions, I have arranged them in a way that will allow you to check them off as you go back to the edit suite.

[Criticism] Kate Winslet is older (a lot older than Leonard and 250 pounds of make up is not going to change a twenty year age difference).

[Suggestion] Cut out all of the scenes with Kate, except maybe one (please contact Ash and regarding the scene and have tell him nekkid is spelled with an extra ‘k’ (Also go to http://www.kwfc.com/articles/The_View_-_ABC(US)_4_13_2000.shtml to see and hear Kate defend her public exposure addiction.)

[Criticism] The scene where the steerage deck is filled with panicking people is mondoschadenfreude, in particular the scene with the Syrian couple that is knee deep in water trying to use a dictionary to read the exit sign, however I think you missed a major sub-plot that you could have developed here.

[Suggestion] In the movie “True Lies” you had the stereotypical Arab men trying to blow up the corrupt Western world and good olde former Austrian [beware of the former Austrians] Arnie saves the world. Why not have this character as a secret agent that Leonard fights to the death underwater?

[Criticism] I believe there was at most one milk bag of blood in the entire movie!

[Suggestion] The scene with the officer holding a six shooter hand pistol should have been changed to Romanian AK47. I realize this is a tad of an anachronism, however, the public is so ignorant they wouldn’t know whether this was even a period piece.

James these are just a few of my suggestions and I realize that they may come as a bit of a shock to you, however, please be strong and trust your former shallow tendencies.

Yours truly,

The_Eeyore

[The_Eeyore can be reached at The_Eeyore@stupid.com ]

______________________________________________________________________________________

Book review- Single and Single by John LeCarré ****

Note: Hey, ever wonder why Forrest doesn=t review recent movies?  It=s because he doesn=t have anyone to go to the movies with!  Which is why all you ladies should enter the AWin a Date with Forrest@ Contest!  Just send an email with 1) your reasons for wanting to submit to this sort of humiliation and 2) A digitized nude picture of yourself to Forrest@tangmonkey.com!
Quick- What do a low-rent English children’s magician, a group of Georgian gangsters and one of London=s most prominent merchant bankers have in common?  Now, I know you=re thinking AWhy of course!  That=s ridiculously obvious!@  The truth, however, is far more complex than you might imagine.

What LeCarré does in this book is to present us with a few seemingly unrelated events, and then slowly reveal the connections between them, until eventually the reader sees the whole picture and says AOh!  Now I get it!@  This is the cool thing about this book-  As much of the entertainment value derives from the challenge of figuring out what=s going on as from the story, which is an excellent one in itself.  Without giving away too much of the plot, the story is a snapshot of the murky worlds of Eastern European organized crime and the banking industry, and the many shades of grey between right and wrong, legal and illegal.  At the same time, though, it=s a story about families, about fathers and sons and the choice between loyalty and morality.

Well, I know that was a short review, but you see this is the sort of book that gets spoiled by revealing the plot, which eliminated the synopsis that is normally used as filler in these sorts of things.  The point is that, as books go, this is definitely one worth reading.  If you don=t want to shell out your hard-earned dough for a bunch of paper, use the Forrest Book Buying Technique: Buy it for your dad as a Abirthday present@ then read it yourself.  Not only will you save the cost of an actual gifts, you=ll score serious brownie points (AWow! You know how to read?@
Forrest

OPINION

Well, the Oscars have come and gone, and surprise surprise I forgot to write about them. I would have gotten to it sooner had the show not lasted three and a half weeks. So what did I think, you ask, about the glorious spectacle of pretension known as the Academy Awards? Glad you asked. I find the idea of Hollywood giving itself awards fairly ludicrous, seeing as Hollywood is a self-styled film industry, and you don’t see, say,  pulp and paper mills giving themselves statuettes when someone writes a nice poem on some paper they made. But nonetheless,  I always find myself a little giddy come Oscar  time. I keep thinking that maybe for once they’ll pull a fast one on  us and give Shaquille O’Neal like a life-time achievement award or something, like that time they thought that giving Mira Sorvino an Oscar would be a good idea. Boy, good ol’ Romy sure showed them. But sadly, they very rarely do stuff like that, and this year’s Oscars were full of the same old staid and predictable choices. You’ve got your obviously political choice, with Hillary Swank winning for the hate-crime movie Boys Don’t Cry, your snub to big-budget filmmaking, with Phantom Menace loosing all its technical awards, and of course the cave-in the popular opinion, with American Beauty winning pretty much everything, including several awards it wasn’t even nominated for. Thankfully, this year they ditched the interpretive dance segment (I still haven’t stopped laughing about the Saving Private Ryan tap-dance), although they didn’t ditch the equally irritating Billy Crystal. Maybe if he’d have shut his yap for five seconds and stopped making fun of how long the show was going to be, it wouldn’t have lasted till April. My opinion? Bring back Letterman as host. Sure, no one laughed, and in fact a few people cried, but what’s comedy without a few jokes about how funny Uma Thuman’s name is. Anyway, here’s what I thought about the nominees for Best Picture, because I’m sure you’re dying to know.

American Beauty

There’s nothing like statutory rape, masturbation, and drug use to guarantee an Oscar. Oh, wait…do I smell an ex-theatre director at the helm? That explains it.

The Green Mile

More clichés than a romance novel, plus a wanna-be tear-jerker ending that’ll only make you cry if you get saddened by sitcoms. I took a two hour nap in the middle and I still got bored.

The Insider

Mmm, the tobacco industry. Fascinating. Wake me up when it’s over and everyone’s stopped talking about it.

The Cider House Rules

I was bored by the title and it got worse from there.

The Sixth Sense

He sees dead people and I smell some serious Hollywood cheese.

So that’s that. What do I think should have won? Once again, I’m thrilled you asked. Here’s what I would have wanted to see win:

Best Picture: Sleepy Hollow
Script, shmipt, it had more blood than an abbatoire and Christina Ricci makes me feel funny.

Best Director: Sam Raimi, For Love of the Game
Yeah, well, so what if the movie sucks and Kevin Costner is the Anti-Christ. Sam did Evil Dead and it’s about time the Academy recognized his fine work in the zombie genre.

Best Actor: Robert DeNiro, for Bats.
I’m surprised the Academy didn’t recognize DeNiro for his performance as the hot-shot lawyer prosecuting a genetic engineering firm for the effects of bats on the Florida orange-growing industry, but he did a fine job.

Best Actress: Stacey Valentine, for Edward Penishands 2
I haven’t seen a performance like that since the Pamela Anderson-Tommy Lee video. Bravo.

So that’s that. Happy Easter, and may all your chocolate eggs be suitably full of guilty, Christ-on-the-cross-y goodness.

-Ash

_____________________________________________________________________________

Ooh, looks like last week’s opinion piece ticked off a few hippies, and now they’re out for my blood. Is it just me, or do these beatnicks seem mighty violent for pacifist vegans? For the love of Easter, people, it’s not like I burned down a rainforest or something. I just thought I’d counter some of your eco-hippy bluster with some soap-box preaching of my own. And you know what? My babbling on about how useless vegetarians are, and how pretentious you anti-capitalists can be, all of that is worth exactly the same as some of the holier-than-thou sermonizing I hear around here…which is exactly jack squat. You want to impress me with your change the world, save the whales, murder the government preaching? Shut up and do something about it. Give the allowance daddy gives you to a homeless guy. Buy and acre of the rainforest with your Loeb paycheck. Sell you pager and donate to charity. Until then, you’re no better than me, and I’m slightly better looking. -Ash
PULP NEWS…


…the answer to last week’s trivia question was H.P. Lovecraft. I can’t remember what the question was. The winner, of course, was my friend and yours Dario Argento, who scored himself some free video rentals. This week’s question: What writer’s works have been turned into such movies as ‘Rawhead Rex’, ‘Nightbreed’,  ‘Candyman’ and ‘Hellraiser’. Send your answers to � HYPERLINK mailto:pulp@stupid.com ��pulp@stupid.com� …





…there are only two more issues of PULP to go before I pack it in, folks, so if there’s anything you want to see printed, now’s the time to submit it. Send submissions, questions, or comments to � HYPERLINK mailto:pulp@stupid.com ��pulp@stupid.com� , and for the last frickin’ time, that’s a real email address…








