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THIS ISSUE: Thora Birchophilia! Fun on a Budget! Ricky Martin: Fact

 or Fiction? PLUS: God Hates PULP! Batturtle Reviews movies that don’t

exist! And The Attack of Coffin Joe!


So once again, gentle reader, our electronic paths cross. Much has changed since last we met. The new school year has started, PULP’s schedule has been reset, and terrorists, in a cold, calculating attack on all that we hold dear, ruthlessly attacked an innocent field in Pennsylvania, as well as some buildings in New York and Washington. Naturally, no self-respecting e-zine could ignore such an important and controversial subject, but since anything I could possibly say would no doubt result in a flurry of hate-mail from all over the world, I’m going to ignore the touchy subject of PULP’s rescheduling and focus instead on the terrorist actions. Now, I know it’s a sensitive issue, and that many are calling for sanity and pacifism to combat the lunatic violence of the terrorists, but in such a brazen attack on humanity as a whole, there’s no room whatsoever for sanity. I mean, invading Afghanistan to execute Bin Laden and depose the government responsible for harboring him, that just makes too much sense, which, as the completely senseless actions of these terrorists have shown, doesn’t get you anywhere. Instead of that entirely too logical action, I figure they should just go ahead and nuke the whole continent. Honestly, Asia has caused us nothing but trouble over the past hundred or so years, from the Russians in the 60s to  Japan in World War 2 to whatever the hell the Chinese are up to, not to mention the Vietnam War and all that godawful Thai food they sell at Noodles and More up my street that gives me the runs. And while we’re blowing up a continent, I’ve never been all that fond of Europe to begin with, plus it’s full of French people, who are kind of like terrorists. Africa’s always kind of irritated me as well, but they’re way too hungry to attack anything but UN workers, so we can just let their crippling debt load finish them off. I’ve always been suspicious of South and Central America, however, and while they may have no direct connection to Bin Laden’s network, their vague pigmental resemblance to Arabs is more than enough to justify a full out nuclear strike. Australia is far too backward and drunk on Fosters to cause much trouble, so they’re fine, leaving only Antarctica, which, I believe, is technically owned by numerous different countries, several of which are not the US, making it a prime hiding ground for international terrorist cells. Also, penguins make great biological weapons. Yes, it will be a long and costly war against terrorism, but at least once we’re done we won’t have to put up with that multiculturalism crap any longer. I’d write more, further clarifying why mass genocide is really the only answer to the current crises, but there’s an Indian Buffet place I need to firebomb. -Ash

_______________________________________________________________________________________________

NEW IN THEATRES:
Ghost World *****


Ah, teenage angst and disillusionment. The stuff of bad poetry, Richard Linklater movies, and 7-11 parking lots the world over. And, thankfully for those of us oh so desperate for another insightful look into the world of bad music, teenspeak, and a gay art designer’s interpretation of slacker fashion, movies like Ghost World. Oh, and by the way, I know what you’re thinking. You’re thinking I saw this movie in a confused, sleepless, way-too-many-Farscape-episodes-in-one-day state, perhaps mistaking it for John Carpenter’s Ghosts of Mars, but I assure you I had a much more distressing reason to see it, namely my crush on American Beauty’s Thora Birch. This may not seem all that unpleasant to begin with, but keep in mind that my interest in Thora stems from the fact that she reminds me of a young, Wednesday Addams-aged Christina Ricci, who, at the ripe old age of 20, is beginning to lose that charming jail-bait baby fat. Ghost World is based on a comic book, but unfortunately contains no costumed super-heroes, precious few global menaces, and only one hideously deformed super-villain, Steve Buscemi. The film focuses on Birch’s quest for identity and direction in a desolate, suburban landscape of strip malls and convenience stores, which is even more thrilling than it sounds, but fortunately the film is spiced up by the presence of Buscemi, whose rat-like visage and perpetually threatening demeanor always make for an interesting performance. The movie starts out a bit slow, with Birch’s acting style seeming a little flat, although thankfully she is not, which compenstates long enough for the story to pick up a bit. Dialogue, however, continues to be a problem, as it always is when you have middle-aged ad-executives trying to approximate teenage slang and speech patterns. Teens tend to talk like morons to begin with, but at least it’s a naturally idiocy, as opposed to the forced verbal retardation of most faux-teenage dialogue. But, at least in the case of Ghost World, while the preponderance of “like”s and “totally”s seems a little numbing to begin with, once your IQ drops down into the double digits it gets bearable. The film walks a fine line between a ghostly, faintly ethereal mood and an attempt to firmly ground the film in reality by making it really boring, but ultimately succeeds in creating a balance between the two, kind of like a really slow dream about Scrabble or something. Birch plays Enid, a young, pleasantly plump high school graduate who has no idea what to do with her life. Like pretty much everybody I went to high school with, all she can do is draw and complain, giving her exactly one more talent than I have, which is why I found the character so endearing. Also because she wears a Catwoman mask. Mainly because she wears a Catwoman mask. Alright fine, entirely because she wears a Catwoman mask. Now if you’ll excuse me, I have to go watch Addams Family Values.    -Ash

_______________________________________________________________________________________________

Reviews from the FUTURE! 
(for best effect, read title out loud in a loud booming "In the year 2000" kind of voice)

by Batturtle
 
Well, it's that time yet again. When through a request in my e-mail (& by request I mean a swear laden demoralizing rant) Ash let's me know that it's PULP deadline time. And, as often happens at PULP deadline time…I got nothin'. My literature intake has been all downhill since reading Bruce Campbell's book. I'm currently plodding through The Lord of the Rings. It's kind of like reading a phone book, but with more fruity singing midgets. Most of the new TV season's not on yet. It's been delayed thanks to those bastard terrorists (if Spider-Man gets delayed because of them I'm enlisting). All the movies I've seen lately range from the craptacular Musketeer (I didn't want to see it, I wanted to go see the bad Eliza Dushku horror movie…but oh no…no one listens to me) to the ferociously disturbing (& not in the good way) DVD Faust…& don't really merit a write-up. 

 
And so, in the spirit of imagination (a.k.a.: last minute ideas) I bring before you… REVIEWS FROM THE FUTURE!!!  RFTF is a compilation of critiques of movies that are either going to come out or maybe might never even be made. Some are movies that I'd never ever see… some are even very unlikely to happen, but have been rumored. So sit back, relax, & enjoy my prattling idiocy.

1) On The Line 

- directed by Eric Boss - starring a couple of those N'Sync chumps, George Costanza's dad & Dave Foley 

 
There's a long history of musicians & pop stars crossing over to film. The Beatles did a couple of movies that are to thank (or to blame) in part for creating the music video genre. Pink Floyd's The Wall & The Who's Tommy both made it to the silver screen. George Lucas & Francis Ford Coppola did a 3-D Disney interactive thing with Michael Jackson called Captain Eo. I've never seen it, but I'm sure that it's dreadfully disturbing & that George & Francis regret ever accepting the gig. Glenn Danzig appeared in a movie. And who can forget Spice World?

Unlike Spice World though…I wish I could forget On The Line. If I could submit myself to some Orwellian brain-washing/memory erasing project…oh you bet I would. I have no idea why I saw this movie. Probably for the same reason I watched Crocodile Dundee in Los Angeles & Blood Surf.  Glutton for punishment. 

This "movie" was produced by & stars a couple of the N'Sync boys (who I think are actually both in their late 40's). I'm not sure what their names are…let's call them Joey Z & CJ…I think that that's what they call themselves. It's directed by some guy who should be shot & dragged out into the street. I'm not sure what it was about. Something romanticy. I was busy thinking about better times & wishing that I had a fork to stab my eyes out with. The only good part in the otherwise 90 minutes of hell is an appearance from Kid in the Hall Dave Foley. It's good to see him…but sad that he's in a boy band movie. For the love of God…learn from my mistake. Stay as far away from this movie as possible.

2) Phone Booth
- directed by Joel Schumacher - starring Colin Firth, Ron Eldard & Katie Holmes.

 
WHY THE HELL IS HOLLYWOOD STILL LETTING JOEL SCHUMACHER MAKE MOVIES!!!!! What have I ever done to them? Why do they hate me so? If he were in any other profession, he would have been fired a dozen times over by now.  Check this out for a track record: St. Elmo's Fire, DC Cab, Cousins, Flawless, 8mm, Flatliners…why hasn't someone lynched this guy yet? And let us not forget that he dropped the ball on what promised to be one of the most successful franchises of all time. Batman's car doesn't have pink neon lights. Batman does not have a Bat-credit card. Batman DOES NOT have nipples embossed onto his costume! What purpose does that serve? How do they help in his quest to strike fear in the hearts of criminals & bring justice to Gotham? 

But…seemingly the big bosses in Hollywood are either very forgiving or big stupid morons. I'm leaning towards the latter. Because guess what…Schumacher has done yet ANOTHER movie. Which means that a studio has decided that it's in their best interest to trust millions of dollars & the livelihood of many into his untalented hands.  This time around, Joel is directing a lil' ditty by the name of Phone Booth. Why is it called Phone Booth? Well, because it takes place in a phone booth of course. Genius! (he typed sarcastically). It's supposed to be a suspense/thriller about a man trapped under the target of a sniper. It fails miserably on all counts. You don't care about the characters & don't believe the script. The highlight is that Katie Holmes is in it. Even her grace & beauty could not bring a ray of light to this horrid thing. Actually, the best part of the movie is when the end credits start to roll. And after the audience boos at the screen they form into an angry mob & go & beat up on the theatre manager until they're given a refund. That was pretty fun.

3) Memoirs of a Geisha
- directed by Steven Spielberg - starring an Asian girl

 
I'm a BIG fan of Mr. Spielberg. Every time he releases a directorial effort (which is too far & few in-between), for me it feels a bit like Christmas morn. You know how Dawson has his bedroom covered in Spielberg posters & wants to make movies when he grows up? Well, that's pretty much me. So, as you might guess…I was first in line to buy a ticket for his latest offering to the huddled masses: Memoirs of a Geisha. Many of his old partners are back once again: editor James Kahn, cinematographer Januz Kaminski, producer Kathleen Kennedy & composer John Williams. So, in that vein…as you might guess…the movie excels on all artistic & technical fronts. And, being one of his dramatic turns (like Schindler's List & Saving Private Ryan), I'm sure that Oscar might be heading Spielberg's way once again. 

I only have one small complaint though. Memoirs was missing one great aspect that was very much in the foreground of a few of his earlier films. Just a little thing that was missing that would have put the film over the top from excellent to classic. Dinosaurs. There wasn't even one single dinosaur in the entire movie. Not even a tiny one. We know he has the technology. We know that he knows how to do it. Then why not do it? What would add a more unexpected twist to the life of a poor struggling Geisha girl than a dinosaur or two? Audiences love a surprises. And what's more surprising than an unexpected attack from a flock of bloodthirsty Pteranadons? I still recommend this movie…just a bit crestfallen at the lack of dinosaurs.

4) Servicing Sarah
- directed by Reginald Hadlin - starring Bruce Campbell, Liz Hurley & Chandler

 
There's one giant gaping unforgivable flaw in this love triangle romantic comedy. It's a mistake that Hollywood has made before & I hope & pray that it will never make again (but surely will). If you’re doing a movie that is lucky enough to be graced by the presence of Bruce Campbell…you put him front & centre, baby! You don't give Liz Hurley & Chandler Bing bigger parts than he. Rewrite that script! Retool those ideas! Get it together man! If Bruce had been kicking monkey ass for two hours…Congo would have ruled! If Bruce had been fighting vampires throughout From Dusk Till Dawn 2…it would've…uh, well…it would've ruled. What's wrong with people? Do they get together & have staff meetings on how to piss me off? Do you know that Bruce was up for the part of Doggitt on the X-Files? Did you know that Bruce almost got to play The Phantom? But oh no…someone had the bright idea to go in a different direction. 

Now, at least in Servicing Sarah, he does have a fairly sizable part. But for the love of Satan…does anyone with half a brain believe that Chandler could steal a woman away from Bruce. Yeah…sure. And JFK was killed by a lone gunman. But, the movie is directed by the guy who brought us the Saturday Night Live classic (& by classic I mean giant bag of putrid garbage) The Ladies Man…so what can you expect? At least we have Bubbah Ho Tep (Bruce playing an elderly Elvis fighting Mummy's) & the next Phantasm movie to look forward to.       

5) Batman/Superman: World's Finest
- directed by Wolfgang Peterson - starring George Clooney & John Travolta

 
If there was any ever need of proof that Scientology secretly runs the entertainment industry this is it. I remember reading the internet reports a while ago that John Travolta was tapped to play Superman. And right away I thought that that was just awful enough to be true. And in a backup example of what a horrible world we live in, who do they pick to play Batman? The guy who helped ruin the last Bat-movie back in '97!?! What the hell's wrong with these brainiacs? But, in this case I guess the blame is really placed on Wolfgang "I directed a 16 hour long submarine movie, so there" Peterson. Thanks to the two huge successes of Air Force One & Perfect Storm…he pretty much had free reign to do whatever the hell he wanted. Combine that with Clooney's recent success with Ocean's 11 & therefore is thrown together the building blocks for disaster. Trust a German, the combined might of the stars of Facts of Life & Look Who's Talking Too to just make a mess of what could have been cinematic gold.

Believe me. I would've loved to have loved this movie. I would've loved for this to be the best comic book movie ever. It would've been great to have this spin off into a franchise that would've likely lead to an epic Justice League movie. But it ain't gonna' happen. Wolfgang should be deported back to the motherland. Travolta should BEG Tarantino to put him in another movie. And Clooney should stay the HELL away from Batman.

I'm sure getting Jack Nicholson to play Joker & Luthor seemed like a good idea on paper. But, like everything else in this movie…it just don't work. 

Well…that's all for this time boys n' girls. But keep your fingers crossed & say all of your prayers before bed & maybe…just maybe we'll be back & you'll be graced with more delusions, lies & half-truth's from the fine folks at REVIEWS FROM THE FUTURE!!!


MUSIC

Slayer Hates Us All


Yeah, yeah, you and I both know the way this review is headed. First off, we engage in some lighthearted kidding over the charming title of the new Slayer album, God Hates Us All. Then, perhaps some tongue-in-cheek comparisons between the thrash-core pioneers and sixties folk icon Donovan, followed by a few deliciously sarcastic appraisals of the artistic merit of lyrics like ‘I keep the Bible in a pool of blood so that none of its lies can affect me’, after which we all have a good laugh at the expense of bands who just waste shelf space at HMV when there are plenty of Radiohead albums to sell. Well, you know what? Nuts to you. You’re going to sit here while I talk about the album, and you’re going to like it. Not the album, of course. God no, nobody could possibly like that wretched excuse for a CD. But you and I both are going to give it the respect it deserves, as an actual, bona fide work of art with as much artistic validity as any post-rock album or Fatboy Slim release. I’m sick to death of people sneering at the kind of music me and thousands of other anti-social, needlessly hostile white youth listen to just because it’s not ‘relevant’, ‘politically correct’, or ‘good’, and it’s time to put a stop to it. I mean, honestly, when it comes right down to it, what’s the difference between some squinty little British guy whining about androids and a beefy wrestling fan playing an entire set of songs about satanic storm troopers? Aside from the obvious, I mean. While the content, style, and overall coolness level may be entirely different, I maintain that the level of artistic integrity remains the same. After all, even in metal bands, these people are artists, composing original music and lyrics to get their message across. Regardless of how ridiculously inappropriate that message may be, that seems to me to be a fairly good definition of the artistic process. Sure, Slayer may really only have one message both lyrically (they hate God) and musically (they like Black Sabbath) but who are we to judge the validity of their opinions? Granted, some may find a thirteen song CD, not to mention the 11 previous albums, dedicated to raging against all that can be considered good in the world a little ‘juvenile’, but I ask you, how many juveniles do you know that spend a large portion of their spare time nailing Bibles to upside down crosses? If the answer is more than one, I think the problem may lie in the crowd you associate with, and not the music I listen to. It just irritates me when people dismiss an entire genre of music merely because it doesn’t meet their lofty, slightly stoned ideals about what ‘true’ music consists of. I mean, it’s not like we’re talking about rap here, these are real musicians using the medium to convey their thoughts and ideas to the masses. If it was some do-ragged moron showing off a surprisingly feminine amount of diamond jewelry while babbling incomprehensibly about Bentleys and marijuana abuse, I could understand the dismissal, but the sheer arrogance in ignoring an entire genre of music just because you don’t like the message being conveyed or the image being portrayed is infuriating. To relegate the huge subset of metal to the realm of un-artistic pap inhabited by bubblegum pop, disco, folk and trance music just plain ignorant. Music is music, so long as it isn’t reggae or the empty, soulless computer bleeps of techno, and each genre and category should be respected for what it brings to the rich tapestry that comprises the art form. I don’t want to preach, but all I’m saying is that as long as we’re not talking about laughably impotent grrl rock or irritatingly puerile R&B, all forms and styles of music should be tolerated and embraced. Except for that DJ crap, because quite frankly, putting albums on two different record players at once and calling it a remix is about as challenging as writing punk songs, but other than that, we should respect different musical genres, and above all keep an open mind about types of music we may not be familiar with. Unless it’s house. –Ash

________________________________________________________

Behind the Magic of the Ricky Martin Story 
 by X- The Geoff with the X-Ray Eyes
 
As I am sure many of you are aware, there was something of an incident in New York of late.  The scope and nature of this incident has struck me in a way few things have, as I am sure it has struck many people.  I speak of course of the Michael Jackson and the Jackson 5 Reunion/Tribute Concert. This travesty against humanity has made it difficult for me to write anything.  It all comes out as hollow pretension, or shallow cynicism.  The events on that tragic September day have left both reactions found wanting.  The world cries “What next?” and I yell along. So as this month’s offering, I present you with an older piece, detailing my now historic meeting with pop superstar Ricky Martin.  As a bonus, I will detail some of the tips and techniques I use to write my pointless ramblings, which I am sure will come as a treat to everyone except anyone who reads it.  I’ll add my Director’s Commentary in italics, for ease of distinction.  Consider it a Special Edition, without the nasty Jabba effects… 

X Encounters Superstar Celebrity 

What follows is a TRUE STORY.  Believe it or not.  I merely write it up as a piece of infotainment, not as some lame testament to the powerful circles of fame in which I occasionally find myself traveling.  My story begins as follows... 

Don’t believe the hype.  This is IN FACT an absolutely true story, with small embellishments to make it more interesting. 

Tuesday, March 21, a week before I write this, I was at Carleton University (in Ottawa) working on an essay. 

See?  Nothing too hard to believe so far.

As is my custom, I walked home past the gym. 


Not to brag, but that is how I walked home.

There was quite a crowd gathered, so I decided to cut through the gym building to avoid it.  That was when I learned the source of the hubbub: Latino singing sensation Ricky Martin (formerly of Menudo) was on campus playing basketball with his band.  They were relaxing before their big sold-out show at the Corel Centre the next night. 

This can all be verified by the media, see the edition of the Ottawa Citizen from Wednesday March 22, 2000 and see if I am wrong.  Of course, the part about me being AT the gym, well, that isn’t in the paper.  You’ll have to take my word on that one. 

A burly guard was about to escort me out of the gym when the doors to the courts burst open and out comes one of Ricky's band mates. 

This is where I start to elaborate.  You see, when I am writing a journalistic piece, I do not let the facts get in the way of a good story.  That robs me and the reading public, don’t you think.  I operate on what I have come to call the EEL method: Elaborate, Exaggerate, Lie. 

He had twisted his ankle and could no longer play.  Following hot on his heels was Ricky himself.  He seemed upset that the game might have to end, as there were uneven teams.  Then he saw me, and Ricky Martin called me out. 
"You. You're tall. Do you play basketball?", he asked, his voice thick with that Latino smarm that wows the ladies and nauseates the fellows. 
"Me?" I replied.  I thought there must have been someone else near by he was addressing. 
"Yes, you. Do you play or not."  His impatience was hard to miss. 

Ricky was in fact not impatient at all.  He was more condescending, as though his fabulous wealth made him somehow better than me… 
Of course he was right. 

"Yeah, I play. I'm not so great at it though."  Who was I to deny Ricky Martin? 
"That is fine, you will not be on my team.", he said with a maniacal laugh. 

There are two lies here.  One: I am FANTASTIC at basketball, and I said as much.  Two: Ricky wasn’t laughing.  He didn’t find it funny at all that I would proclaim my skill at the hoops.  He sort of sighed sadly, recognizing my claim as self-evident. 

I ran back to my locker, grabbed my gym clothes, and headed to join Mr. Martin in a game of hoops. 
Ricky played dirty.  My team, (Myself, John, and one of his dancers named Lola) was down 25-13.  Seeing as Ricky was so short I didn't at first understand how this could be.  That was until I caught Ricky’s shoulder in my gut as he tackled me. 

Actually he kneed me in the groin, but come on, that’s embarrassing, being bagged by Ricky Martin!  You can see why I altered that! 

"Hey, Martin!  I don’t know how they play in Miami, but up here basketball isn't a contact sport!"  I brushed myself off and stood. 
"Basketball is whatever I say!  I am Ricky Martin!" 

Ricky went on to list a number of other things that were what he said, but it was a long and delusional rant.  I edited it out.  Thank your lucky stars you did not have to hear how using buttermilk was better than KY jelly… 

Then he chucked the ball at my head in a pass to his team-mate Sanchez.  I ducked,  so don't worry about my pretty-boy good looks being spoiled, fans. 

As point of fact, I do not have pretty boy good looks, but I figured since I am writing anonymous internet jive, I may as well pretend I am handsomer than Matt Damon and Ben Affleck’s love child. 

The game went on in this vein for another half an hour.  He shook his Bon Bon here, he shook his Bon Bon there, and I kept wondering when it would end, as every basket my team got was rejected by Ricky as being ‘foul’. 

I became convinced at this point that Martin thought he was playing baseball, and that he was the Umpire. 

Towards the end of the game, I had a breakaway and Martin was off court chugging some fruity sports drink.  I leapt into the air for a slam dunk.  It was a Michael Jordan moment.  I swear I could hear the wind whistle… 
Ha ha ha.  I couldn’t slam dunk with a donut and a cup of coffee.  It was clean throw from the centre line.  An easy 3 points. 

Ricky suddenly sprints at me, grabs my leg and pulls me to the ground.  I feel my shoulder buckle and dislocate as he grabs the ball from me and travels right down to his basket, where he tosses it in. I got up, holding my limp and pained arm, rage clear on my face.  International superstar or not, I was going to teach the Latin Wonder a thing or two about pain. 

This is alllll an exaggeration.  Ricky and I got on fine, really. 

"What's your damage, Martin!?!”  Lola and Sanchez hold me back. 
"Don't worry about Ricky." Sanchez said. 
"Yeah, you know how Divas are," offers Lola.  "If he doesn't win, he lives La Vida Loca for days on the tour bus. It's crazy." 
I decide to let it slide as someone pops my shoulder back in.  Ricky stands in the middle of the court, air humping the basket ball. 

That wasn’t all he tried to air hump.  I barely got out alive.  He was like a dog in heat at doctor’s office waiting room. 

So the game ended, 47-16.  Ricky came up to shake my hand and offer me a tour crew shirt.  I made with the nicey-wicey, but as soon as I got outside I chucked it to some needy girls in the crowd. 
"Ricky!” they yelled, blinded by Latin Lust. 
"No, but that shirt is covered in his sweat!" I yelled back.  They swooned, clutching it to their faces. 
But you know what?  That was my sweat. 

It was in fact Ricky’s sweat after all, but it seemed like a good ending. 

Well, that was that.  And keep in mind, in the coming days ahead, as the world change forever in the wake of the Manhattan horrors, the world will not survive with a hug and a kiss for evil.  The world isn’t there yet.  Rational thought will carry us through, so that when the strike that must be made is made, it is made with surgical precision. 

Jermaine and Tito will never cause such pain again…

OPINION

Fun On  A Budget


For many of us, myself included, the month of September is back-to-school time. The idyll summer months, where whole weeks could be spent trying to organize and catalogue a comprehensive Buffy The Vampire Slayer collection, have come to an end. Energies once devoted to figuring out how to rent Spanish zombie movies over the internet must now be devoted to more scholarly pursuits, like figuring out how to incorporate Spanish zombie movies into a paper about the history of Italian neo-realism. And most importantly, it means that those of us who spent much of the summer months saving up money for the coming school year must turn our attentions to the pressing problem of spending all that money in the first two weeks of September. Once that daunting task is accomplished (I recommend finding your local comic shop and buying up as many novelty lunch boxes as you can carry), a new problem becomes apparent, namely how to feed yourself over the coming year, let alone keep yourself entertained. The former is fairly easily to solve, as cannibalism has become increasingly acceptable in today’s secular, post-Hannibal society, and roommates are a dime a dozen, but the question of entertainment on a budget can be a tricky one. Once the money runs out, the standard university practice of drinking pints of Irish beer until you vomit leprechauns becomes somewhat infeasible. But since most university students have matured to the point that they only need substance abuse to have a good time at the odd party, get-together,, class, shopping trip, or Tuesday, this isn’t really an issue. What’s really important is what to do on those lonely Saturday nights when the rest of your chums have gone out for a soda pop but you don’t have the cheese to join them without sacrificing laundry for the third week running. But don’t despair. Uncle Ash, an expert in not having any friends I mean money, knows exactly what to do in such an emergency. Just follow some of these easy tips and have yourself a swell old time, on a budget.

1)  Prank phone calls. Sure, it’s juvenile, but nothing beats the thrill of picking people with silly names out of the phone book, calling them up, and threatening to kill their children.

2)  Modeling glue. It’s cheap, it’s easy to find, and if you get huffed up enough on the fumes, you can watch the static on your non-cable TV and pretend it’s Dark Angel. Trust me, it’s better that the real thing.

3)  Bomb something. It seems to be all the rage nowadays. Pick whatever you want, like a bank as a symbol of the godless global capitalist military structure that depresses the disadvantaged the world over, or maybe a mosque because it represents an evil, animalistic society bent on destroying our precious way of life. Pretty much anything will do so long as you teach those innocent people a lesson.

4)  Mathemagics. With a little ingenuity, you can turn a simple calculator into a fun spelling tool, using mathematical equations to spell out charming words and phrases like ‘boobies’ and ‘please God kill me’. Fun for hours.

5)  Pornography. You may be too broke to afford the steep rental fees, but those among you enterprising and imaginative enough might be able to squeak a good show out of the higher-level scrambled channels. Sure, it’ll end up looking like distorted blue Muppets having possibly homosexual sex, but it’s better than the radio, and you’ll waste enough time trying to figure out if you’re watching Jenna Jameson or a midget dressed up like Satan that’ll you barely notice you’re not having any fun.

So there you go. And that’s just a starting point. Once you plow through these, you’ll no doubt be stricken with enough cabin fever that your borderline psychotic mind will be able to come up with hundreds more cheap, exciting ways to have a good time, like screaming profanities at strangers on a street corner, or mime. But whatever you do, make sure it’s something to fill the empty hours, because as Saturday Night Live Church Lady skits and Devin Sawa movies have taught us, idle hands do the devil’s work, like vegetarian cuisine, and mime. –Ash

_______________________________________________________

Brand Warfare  by Forrest
 
After perusing an article in the Economist recently, but not reading it, a humorously left-wing friend of mine took off on one of his typical “Naomi Klein is God” rants.  This led me to do a little mini-investigation into the world of the anti-brand folk (a particularly oddball subset of the already oddball anti-globalization folk).  In sum, these people accuse large “multinationals” (cue shrieking violins) of using brands to deprive consumers of choice, of variety.  They paint a picture of these companies as brainwashers, bullies, crushers of mom ’n’ pop operations.  Although I could easily rant on about hippies in general, I’ll concentrate on the brand issue in this little article.


Anti-Nike folks (to pick a random example) point in horror at the $150-plus price tags of products that cost a few bucks to manufacture.  They claim that this massive profit margin has somehow been extorted out of the consumer by the magical brainwashing capabilities of advertising.  The suburb kid who is forced to buy them is a victim, robbed of his hard-earned money by the Men In Suits who smoke fine cigars while he sweats away at McDonalds to pay for them.  


The question to pose now is – Who forced the transaction?  The answer is, as anyone who’s taken any economics would tell you, no one.  It’s a basic principle of free-market economies that people only buy what they want to buy at the price they are willing to pay.  If some 17-year Kanata-ite is willing to work the equivalent of 20 hours for a pair of fashionable shoes, he’s not a victim.  He’s an idiot.  And in a free society, we have 

a) The right to be idiots

b) The right to make money off idiots

If the anti-branders have such an antipathy toward brands, they have an easy choice to make:  If you don’t like a brand, for whatever reason, be it cost, labour practices, whatever, Don’t Buy It.  They then complain “But that doesn’t do anything, because not enough people are willing to do that”, and dig themselves into an inescapable hole.  They’ve just admitted that they don’t represent the majority.  The terrifying fact that they don’t want to admit is that there are kids out there who pay 60$ for Gap sweatshirts, and like it.  Their enemy isn’t the businessman on Bay St, it’s the teenager on Elm St.


As for the “evils” of advertising, nothing could be further from the truth.  If a bus panel ad makes for more affordable public transit, bring it on.  They claim that ads ‘make you buy stuff you don’t want to buy’ (spot the contradiction).  I see tons of ads every day.  What new clothing items have I bought in the past year?  2 pair of unbranded work pants at Mark’s Work Wearhouse, some cheap socks and an Asics T-shirt (cost: 12$) because it was cool.  By the antibranders’ logic, I should have a closet full of Gap khakis right now.


Basically, there is no sound argument against brands.  They provide a stamp that represents the qualities of the product (be they positive or negative), and as long as people are willing to pay for them, they’re worth it – by definition, not by some “obscure theory”, as anti-globalists say to dismiss economics.   You may not understand the guy who pays 20 bucks for a pound of Starbucks coffee, but you don’t have to. The important thing is that he does, and he’s the one forking out the cash

_________________________________________________________

CULT PICK O’ THE MONTH

At Midnight I’ll Take Your Soul *****


It’s not every day that you get to see a rare Brazilian horror movie on the big screen with a brand new 35mm print. And there’s a reason for that, namely that Brazilian movies are really bad. But At Midnight I’ll Take Your Soul is apparently an exception, or so I’m told. Quite frankly, if this is the best of the bunch, the rest must either be industrial films about paint factories or Portuguese Pauly Shore vehicles. This particular gem concerns itself with morbid grave digger Coffin Joe, of whom the local villagers live in fear, presumably because the man dresses like the WWF’s Undertaker attending a formal function. Years of bad sci-fi and horror films have rendered my disbelief rather easily suspended, but I still find it hard to believe that a man in a black cloak, top hat, and cravat can be taken seriously by anybody, let alone feared, but that’s just me. Coffin is an elitist who likes to think himself above the local peasantry, scorning their traditions and superstitions, and walking around with a level of haughtiness and contempt generally reserved for foreign film critics and indie music reviewers. This hostility and disregard for the ‘common folk’ was allegedly meant as an indictment of the tyrannical Brazilian government who, as the film would lead me to believe, attempted a cultural revolution aimed to force the peasantry into the modern age, all the while prancing around like buffoons dressed as outcasts from the Munster family. But despite Coffin’s laughable dress, he is a sympathetic character. His one wish in life is to have a child, but his wife is barren, so naturally he has no choice but to feed her to spiders. Thus, Coffin embarks upon a hunt for a new bride, which he finds in the form of lovely Zederina and promptly slaps to death. As you can see, Coffin is not exactly a hit with the ladies. I’m no expert myself, but I’m fairly sure that most women don’t see backhands as acceptable foreplay, nor do they find arachnids either romantic or particularly arousing. Coffin seems to have fallen into a common pitfall of modern romance, which is when guys assume that women are interested in the same things they are. I’ve fallen into this trap myself, and it’s important when wooing a female prospect to remember that they think and feel very different from us men. Males, as most psychologists will tell you, tend to think with the more logical left lobe of the brain, while women tend to not think at all, instead relying on their inbred instincts to waste entire days shopping for tank tops and making completely meat-free salads. This is where much of the confusion between the sexes begins. Guys will assume that just because they enjoy, say, Formula 1 races, that their significant other will. Unfortunately, this is not true. As outlined above, women are completely unequipped to appreciate the beauty and excitement inherent in watching stupid-looking Hot Wheels driving around in a circle for eight hours. Modern courting has to take this into account. For example, instead of spending your first date discussing the complex statistical analyses required to make baseball an interesting sport, try talking about something a little simpler, something that your average woman can understand, like Another World reruns and why having her pay for the meal is actually a big step forward for the feminist movement. And instead of taking her to a midnight screening of Elvira, Mistress of the Dark, try taking her somewhere you can both have fun, like a ‘couples’ movie at the Vanier Erotic Cineplex. It’s this kind of consideration for her likes and dislikes that will lead to a long and loving relationship, and will prove you to be a modern man who understands the plight of today’s woman. And if it doesn’t, you can always feed her to spiders. –Ash
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Top Ten Reasons I Still Hate Ash 


by Suicidia


1. Depraved indifference to human life �2. Still with the monkeys �3. ‘Hey ladies, do you like comic books?’ is not used as a pick-up line for a reason �4. Type O Negative is not swinging party music. The album comes with a razor blade, for God’s sake �5. I don’t care that the Pope played soccer as a child…and neither should you. �6. Call me a fan, call me a groupie, just stop calling me a Crankenslut. �7. I will not bring my roommates over for your ‘friends’. �8. No one wants to party like it’s ‘Quanza 1999’. �9. People don’t call you ‘LL Cool Ash’ for a reason. Stop asking me to. �10. Just because you can, doesn’t mean you should.








PULP NEWS


….woah, no room this issue, so let’s make it quick. Questions, comments, submissions (please God) and especially complaints should be sent to pulp@tangmonkey.com…


…speaking of tangmonkey.com, go there to find all of PULP’s fifty-odd back issues, and other cool stuff…








