
pulp 
So here it is, the final issue of pulp. Well, we’ve had a good run, lasting over twelve years, thirty issues, and so many lies I’ve lost count, but now sadly it’s time to call an end to it all. There’s a part of me that wishes that I’d started pulp back when I first started high school seven years ago, that I might have had more time to spread my wit and wisdom to the world. And then there’s another, louder part of me that wishes I had never started this godforsaken rag in the first place, that I might have had more time to sleep and perchance to dream of more sleeping, instead of sitting up at a computer and two in the mornign trying to finish this freakin’ issue so I can get it out before school ends. Then there’s yet another part of me that wishes I had so variety of laser cannon attached to my head so I could blow up people who walk real slow in the stairwells, but that doesn’t really apply here. Suffice it to say that I’m immensley proud of PULP and all that it’s accomplished, namely making a few people laugh and more than a few people angry, and I’m also immensly grateful to all you people out there who bothered to read this crap.  We’ve tried to make this last issue an extra-special issue, chock full of full-length articles from some of our funniest contributors, but of course as usual no one bothered to write anything, so it’s just the usual crap except more of it. But the thought was there, and it’s all just to thank you, the reader, for all you support. I just want you to know that if you were walking extra-slow in the halls because you were reading PULP, I probably wouldn’t blow you up. 


-Ash


Mission Impossible 2 **

Now, it’s not that I have anything against the mentally handicapped, it’s just that I have a problem watching movies that appear to either be aimed at or written entirely by the poor fellows. Call me snobby, but I like my movies to have slightly more plot than the back of a Cheerios box, and both Mission Impossible movies fail quite miserably in that respect. This one, manages not only to avoid making any sense whatsoever, but it has the added bonus of being unendingly boring. Hey, the first one may have been harder to follow than a epileptic mute trying to explain tangential calculus, but at least stuff blew up every five minutes. Here, they keep trying to involve you in the plot by having the characters discuss amoungst themselves. What is this, Cannes? I’m trying to watch a movie here. I’ve got enough trouble with the people in the seats beside me talking, let alone having to put up with the characters in the movie blithering on about this or that. Plot, schmlot, I want explotions and death-defying stunts. Granted, M12 does have that in spades, but only at the beginning or end. The middle chunk is full of all this worthless crap about viruses and pharmalological companies and some such nonsense. The leaps of faith required to enjoy this movie are far too much for me, since the only leaping I do is from channel to channel, and then only rarely since my remote controll is fairly heavy.  Mission Impossible fans will be happy to know that the cheesy masks that made no sense in the first movie continue to make no sense in the sequel, except to a much greater degree. All in all, it seems that while the producers of the film seem to be trying to set a precedent by overestimating the audiences intelligence, they seem to have seriously underestimated their own. But, on the other hand, I have just been informed that if a movie company decides to use of portion of your film review on a print ad, you get paind thousands of dollars, so who am I to trash this summer’s non-stop thrill ride of wacky funtime excitement?


-Ash
Time Code *****


Director Mike Figgis, whom you may remember from Leaving Las Vegas, a movie with more continuity errors than spoken lines, returns to his envelope-pushing form with Time Code, an innovative film that is actually four different movies shown together on one screen. And by ‘innovative’ of course I mean confusing. You ever tried to watch four things at once? I can barely count to four, let alone keep track of four ‘intertwiningin tales’. Hell, I can’t even spell intertwining without a word processor. Each of the four movies was shot in one uninteruppted take, so they’re full of unexpected turns of events and witty improvs, by which of course I mean screw-ups. The stories all revolve around a Hollywood production company producing B-grade suspence/thriller movies, by which of course I mean soft-core porn. There is plenty of subterfuge and backstabbing to go around, and it’s all to be experienced in thrilling ‘confuso-vision’. I’m not used to movies making me pay attention, so anything that make me think for longer than an average commercial break gives me a headache, so rest assured that Time Code left me with a migrane bigger than a pregnant Rita McNeal. But, if for some reason you’re one of them art-movie freaks, by which of course I mean someone to whom plot is more than a distraction from the explosions, than this might be the movie for you, but if you’re like me, pass and go see something a little more entertaining. By which of course I mean  Mission Impossible 2, this summer’s non-stop thrill ride of wacky funtime excitement.

The History of PULP

It seems like just yesterday the historic first issue of PULP hit the halls of Glebe in a burst of fire and brimstone. Could it have been three whole years ago that PULP 1 hit the stands.Could it have been 36 months of bi-weekly babble, semi-monthly smarm? Well no, it's only been five months, but I'll be damned if it doesn't feel like I've been doing this crap forever. Many a time as a deadline approaches I've asked myself why the hell I'm doing this, and this time I thought I'd write down the answer before I forget. The reason I started this fiasco was to put a use to the hundreds of film reviews I'd written over the past few years. See, due to my love of film and astounding lack of anything resembling a social life, I don't really do much of anything except watch movies and bitch about them, and since my astounding lack of friends prevents anyone from hearing my complaints, I can only get peopleto listen in print form. Which I suppose would be more reading than listening, but who's counting anyway. The idea of a newsletter in which to disseminate my views throughout the unsuspecting Glebite populace was first suggested to me last year by the individual soon to be known as Eeyore, but I was far too lazy to actually act upon it until september of this year, when I contacted a few people I thought had a high level of orneriness and held a meeting. Myself and Eeyore excluded, none of the participants at this meeting ever managed to actually contribute to PULP, due to the fact that they are all lazy and therefore probably Irish, but the meeting was useful as it came up with the nameof the newsletter. We bandied around some ideas for the title, mostly just amalgams of our favourite movies, and PULP 12, as half PULP FICTION and half 12 MONKEYS, was the frontrunner. However, it was soon pointed out PULP 12 sort of sounded like a grade 12 literary journal, and it was discarded fearing that readers would expect bad gothic poetry and one-act plays about coffee shops. So eventually, we dropped the 12 and settled on PULP, feeling determined to tell people that it was named after those cool cheap sci-fi novels of the 1950's. The secret's out, tell your friends.

At first we were determined to keep to a strict bi-weekly schedule. We were going to show those Novae Res slackers how it's done, and actually get issues out on time and frequently. Then I figured out that this would involve lots of actually work, mostly by me, and this idea was swiftly discarded in lieu of a easier, 'whenever Ash gets the hell out of bed and makes it to the computer without falling asleep' type schedule, which explains why we've only managed 13 issues since september. Another ideal of ours was the quality of the writing. It was all to be high-brow humour, thick with irony and dripping with wit. But I have trouble spelling irony, let alone using it, so breast and miget jokes it was. And so it began, and who can forget the past year we’ve had. There was our inimitable Halloween Hootenanny, with more spelling mistakes than words, our  6:66 Son of Santa Christmas edition, with its censored cover, and of course our ultra-rare issue #9, which, due to Ash’s increasingly pent-up sexual frustration, dealt entirely with the adult film industry and was therefore not even close to being fit for print. But, through thick and through thin, we’ve liver through it all, bringing you a quality product each and every issue, except of course for issues 4 and 7, which quite frankly sucked. Hey look at that, the page is done.


-Ash

Who wants to be a moron…

By Eeyore

I have never felt so much personal pressure as I do right now – smacking these keys as I put pure psyche to Pulpulescent paper. I look back with ptomainic feelings for this dear rag, but now I rest easy knowing that it shall never reside within the halls of this fine structure again. Pulp is dead – long live swarminess.

I could make this a completely self-referential piece about Pulp that would have personal value for my fan(s), but that would be the easy way out. Many a successful TV sit-com has been faced with the fact that eventually the wee prepubescent kid is not so cute after the hormones start to flow, so the producers use a very cheap trick to distract the loyal viewers from getting peeved; they make a looking back episode! In this madness, the producers save money by rehashing a whole lotta crappa, which is just patched together in the five to ten minutes of banter shot in the present. Pulp would never do that. Even “The ‘Bless’d’ Simpsons” stooped to these shenanigans in the episode with the late Troy McClure’s documentary on the creation and making of the “show created for mental titans” [i.e., The Simpsons – if you needed this clarification then you are not one of the high brows and I advise you to check the thickness of the calluses on your knuckles]. Matt G. tried to make it amusing but in the final analysis he should have been bathed in a mound of Pulpy rat feces collected by Ash for his [I’ve left this pronoun in an ambiguous state so you can choose which is the greater villain] transgressions against humanity. But I will refrain from such cheap tricks of wordsmithery; instead I shall make some poignant statements regarding the direction that the entertainment world is headed in but Pulp. is not a party to such pappy-Pulp.

Why is it that money game shows are becoming so popular? I don’t know. I do know that these shows are incredibly addictive. It can’t just be the money, because in this day and age of 24 hours of continuous and omnipresent voluntary taxation gambling we are use to seeing people losing money and the odd person making the big windfall. Therefore I propose to the gentle readership of Pulp that humiliation is the new medium of the medium of television. Imagine this, you are one step away from winning 500 dollars and the question that you are asked is the following:

Feegis Rebut: For 1 000 dollars. Columbus set sail and finally found North America by accident. One of the ships that Columbus set sail in was called the Santa Mari__…

(A) z

(B) v

(C) e and Donny Osmond

(D) a

Adolt Brain: I think I’d better use one of my lifelines!

Feegis Rebut: You used them up already!

Adolt Brain: Then I’ll have to do this by myself… I think the answer is C!

Feegis Rebut: Is that your final answer Adolt?

Adolt Brain: Yeah! 

Feegis Rebut: And your …

Is that entertainment? If you think watching morons trying to win a few bucks is fun then what does that say about you? 

In a rare moment Saturday Night Live once had a skit called “Win a dollar.” The late, John Belushi was the contestant on the show and he had to bob for apples in boiling oil to win a dollar. Then he had to reach into a fish bowl full of razor blades to find a marble to win a dollar. I guess that really isn’t very funny when you take inflation into account, instead it is high quality entertainment for the hoi poloi. Hallelujah the cathode ray religion is alive and well. Pulp is dead – long live TV.

So, I have successfully filled your neurophysiology with useless pieces of knowledge that go nowhere. That has been the mission statement of Pulp. for the last 13 issues and dear reader(s) we at Pulp.lay our inky swords down and submit to the higher order… “I think I’ll use my 50/50 Feegis!”

-Eeyore

How To Be Cool


Now if there’s one thing I know, it’s kids today. I may be fifty-four years old and exceedingly curmongeonly, but I’ll be damned if I’m not hip. I know what’s going on, I know the score. I’m hip to the cellular beepers and the hip-hop raves with their XTC (remember kids, always use clean needles!). And if there’s one thing I know about kids today, it’s that each and every one of them wakes up in the morning thinking “how can I be more like that devilish wit known only as Ash?”. Seeing as you folks have given me so much in terms of not spitting on me too much when you see me in the halls, I’ve decided to take up some of this valuable ad space to share a little bit of my infinite wisdom with you.  However, as you read the following rules and regulations designed to mek you more like me and therefore much cooler, keep in mind that there can only be one Ash, and that any attempt made to replace me will result in a slow and painful death via paper-cuts and sassy remarks. Here goes, Ash’s Ten Tips To Being Cool…

1) Never say you’re sorry, apologies are for the weak-minded

2) Sloth is a skill, not a sin

3) The Great Outdoors is not all it’s cracked up to be. No cable.

4) Always look like you fell asleep at a funeral and just woke up

5) Music isn’t music unless it’s got guitars and Satan

6) There’s nothing quite like the smell of fresh napalm in the morning

7) Don’t repeat yourself. It’s redundant

8) Sloth is a skill, not a sin

9) Subtitles are for losers. If I wanted to read, I’d buy a comic book

10) Film is art. Theatre is life. Television is furniture. And I’m sure as hell not living in an unfurnished home.

There you go kids, ten reasons to live. Don’t go spending them all at once, and don’t forget to look both ways before crossing the street.

-Ash


 Mr. Forrest Goes To Washington
Well, for lack of anything better to do, I decided to set off on a wacky Easter Weekend road trip with the old man to visit a friend of his in Washington, DC.  Here’s the complete no-holds-barred exposé:


After getting lost 15km into our trip at Manotick, we finally crossed over into the US at Prescott, where the border guard asked us the usual questions; where are you from, got anything to declare, etc.   When asked what he did for a living, my dad suspiciously stated only that he worked for the government.  The guard probed further, inquiring “What exactly do you do for the government?”  To this, my dad admitted that he was an economist, in a tone that suggested that half of him was worried that economists weren’t allowed in the United States, and that the other half was embarrassed to have such an unexciting job title.


Apparenty wide load restrictions are more relaxed in New York State, because we encountered, along a backwoods highway, a house on a truck with no flashing lights or lead vehicle.  After coming within a foot of having the corner of said house driven through my forehead, we eventually pulled over at the Best Western in Tully, NY where my dad’s senility began to catch up with him:

“What’s your first name?”

“Uh...” [slaps forehead] “T-O-N-Y Tony”

etc...


The things one notices when driving in the United States are the little differences:

-Coke tastes different, kind of like those little coke-bottle candies

-You can buy a “McClub Sandwich”

-When you order a burger, they ask how well you want it done

-Gas stations call Diesel “Kero”

-Fat people abound

-Hot women abound too.


Well, enough of the boring part.  Along the way, we passed billboards advertising injury lawyers and Jesus, and a 500m stretch of forest with “NO TRESPASSING” signs nailed to every single tree. The drive into Washington went through the North Side, which is Washington’s answer to Vanier, except with a lot more guns and crack.  Among the quirky scenes we passed was  a liquor store with a giant sign that declared “We Cash Tax Checks!”(sic).  Talk about convenience!


Downtown Washington itself is kind of like Ottawa, except bigger and more open and nicer overall.  All the departments have their own impressive old-style low-rise downtown buildings, as opposed to our beautiful 1960s office towers that block out Parliament Hill.  There is approximately 15 000 times more greenspace than in Ottawa, which makes for a very attractive downtown, with lots of space for protesters and souvenir stands, which all sell exactly the same stuff at the same prices.  Another cool thing is that they have an airport which is right across the river (2 subway stops) from downtown, which means that you don’t have to suffer through rush-hour traffic on your way in.  At Arlington National Cemetery, we had a strange encounter with a security guard; entering the cemetery at 6:50pm, 10 minutes before closing time, the guard shouted at us from 50m away


 “You can’t come here, it’s closed!”


“OK, we’re just going to go to where you are and turn around”


“No, you can’t go past me, it’s closed!”


“We’re just going to go to where you are, and then turn around”


“I said it’s closed!!”, she said, with a tone of voice that sugested that she was about to call for backup. We walked up to where she was, looked around while she yelled at us, then turned around and went home.  No one was harmed


A few cultural observations: Watching shows like Saved By the Bell, you think to yourself “This is ridiculous, no one is actually like that!”  But, while conversing with Gary’s son and his friends, I found out that they actually are like that, and that, in general, everything is a bigger deal down there.  Greg’s friends wouldn’t stop talking about their dates to the prom and who’d gotten to what base with who and “Let’s go hang out at the mall.”  Portrait studios advertised “Spring Prom portraits”, and movie theatres asked for ID if you were going to see an R-rated film.  You had to be 18 just to buy a cigarette lighter, and 21 to drink.


Well, that’s about all I have to say about Washington itself.  In general, it kicks Ottawa’s ass as a capital, in part because it was designed as one and not as a major toilet paper manufacturing centre.  Oh well.  Look on the bright side; we do have less crack addicts.


Ottawa
Washington

Population
1 million
3 million

Creation
1858: Queen Victoria points to backwoods hick lumber-town on map and says “This place’ll do”; Parliament buildings strategically placed across from toilet paper factory.
1790: Empty land selected by Washington himself;

Frenchman Pierre Charles L’Enfant chosen to 

develop a ground-up plan for a capital worthy 

of the world’s first and greatest democracy.

Industries
Government

High-tech

Shawarmas
Government

Protesting

Crack dealing

Languages
85% English

15% French
45% English

55% Ebonics

Phallic Imagery
Peace Tower (92.2m)


Washington Monument (185m) (sure theirs is 

bigger, but I maintain that it’s how you use it 

that matters)

Signature dessert
Beavertails
Cinnamon buns smothered in icing

Tourists’ comments
Washingtonians:

“What’s this white crap falling from the sky?”
Ottawans:

“Look mommy! Black people!”
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In this issue: Ash takes on the impossible mission of figuring out M:I-2!  Eeyore reveals that deep down inside, he’s actually quite cynical! PLUS: Ash discovers sarcasm, Forrest goes to Washington, and tips on how you can be the NEXT ASH! Also, don’t miss our exciting History of PULP. All this and much much more!!!! That’s right, you wouldn’t want to miss the END OF PULP!!!!!





New in Theatres





That’s it that’s all, folks. If you want some pulp back issues or a limited edition compendium edition featuring everything pulp related, contact ASH at � HYPERLINK mailto:pulp@stupid.com ��pulp@stupid.com� . Also, check us out at tangmonkey.com, which may very well soon have a link to pulp’s possibly upcoming official website, as well as some information on some of ASH’s other writing available on the web. Also, if you feel like it, check out ASH playing in his rock AND roll band at BUMPERS on JUNE 17th. As for last week’s trivia, Roland Rotondo (see, I got your name right this time) won again with Charlton Heston in The Omega Man. Once again, thanks for reading!





PULP Thanks:


PULP would like to thank the following people for wasting I mean giving their time to help ASH out with doing pulp: Andrew Cumberland (not that he had anything to do with this trash), George Van Dyk for his awesome covers, Robert Godwin for proofreading and spreading the word, Kate Richardson for moral support and much-deserved critisism, JP, Sean, and everyone from tangmonkey.com, Phil Richard from Fifth Alteir, West Coast Video, the Mayfair, all our readers, Martin Saidla, Kat Aubrey, Mike Tomlinson, James Cameron, and Jebediah Purdy. I couldn’t have done it without you. If I forgot you, it’s because you weren’t important enough. 








