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THIS ISSUE: Spooks, shocks, Satan, and the

Return of the Living Eeyore!

Hello, and welcome to the Halloween Spooktacular that is the October issue of PULP. Surprise of surprises, it’s several days late, but the beauty of being a pop-culture critic is that you can always claim missing a deadline is some sort of comment on modern society’s pressing need for instant gratification, or maybe the fast pace of a consumer culture,  or whatever else you can pull out of Noam Chomsky book. I hope each and every one of you had a happy, hellerific Halloween, spreading scares, shivers, and, in my case, anthrax to all the neighborhood kids dressed up in their Anakin Skywalker outfits. Personally, my hands were too full watching all seven Halloween movies, including the one about the pumpkin masks with bugs in them (part III, Season of the Witch, if you’re interested) to do much about the irritatingly young trick-or-treaters other than snarl at them and throw envelopes of icing sugar at their parents, but I’m told they were very cute. Anyway, we’ve got quite a full issue this month, and I’m going to get out of the way and let the articles do the talking, so from everyone at PULP, hail Satan and have a happy Halloween. You know, the one that was two days ago. Damn pop-culture.

 -Ash

____________________________________________________________________________________

NEW IN THEATRES: 
From Hell *****


The comic book movie has had a long and troubled history. Like most genres, it has had its share of missteps, like Batman and Robin and Blade, and just plain prat-falls, like The Punisher and that young Superman show on WB. But thankfully, every once in a long, long while, a movie like From Hell comes along to remind us that while comic books may be just for pre-teens and gas-station attendants with high-school equivalency diplomas, sometimes they harbor a deep-seated deviancy that translates remarkably well to the cesspool of moral corruption that is the silver screen. From Hell takes place in the dank, seedy world of 19th century London, a city over-run by prostitutes, drugs, and other elements reminiscent of a Victorian version of Robert Downey Jr’s house. Someone dressed suspiciously like Bela Lugosi is cutting up hookers in the Whitechaple district, and it’s up to Johnny Depp’s Inspector Abberline, a kind of opium-addled Frank Black, to solve the mystery. Several challenges stand in the way, however, namely clumsily working in a love interest despite the fact that every woman in the movie has visible syphilitic sores, and how to pump up tension with a car chase in a world where even horse-racing took place at prudish speeds. The first obstacle is overcome fairly successfully with Heather Graham, whose endearing struggle with an Irish accent more than distracts from her mysteriously unscabby complexion. The second problem, however, is not so successfully handled with the jarring addition of a carriage chase sequence. Generally speaking, in terms of excitement, carriages are the automotive equivalent of wood-paneled station wagons, making a high-speed chase about as nerve-shattering as backgammon. Nevertheless, the scene is there, as inappropriate as jihad jokes in a mosque, reminding us once again that no matter how smart the director, or how talented the writer, the modern audience still has roughly the same filmic esthetic as Tim “the Tool Man” Taylor, only with less subtlety. Maybe this explains the current glut of films inspired by comic books, which, let’s face it, are presented in essentially the same format as Dr. Seuss books, and therefore don’t lend themselves to any more intellectual depth than Rob Schneider’s The Animal. Clearly, any medium that spawns a character actually named ‘Captain America’ can’t lay claim to much more respectability than Choose Your Own Adventure novels. From Hell, however, is the exception. Its source material is a meticulously researched, brilliantly constructed, phone-book sized tome by Alan Moore, a notoriously insane writer whose resemblance to a grim Charlie Manson is the least of his problems. The book is thick with detail, plot, and characterization, all of which translate to the screen as easily as Swahili. It’s not that the mediums of comic books and film don’t have a lot in common. After all, both consist of a fine balance between dialogue and image, and both are aimed at the lowest common denominator’s retarded younger brother, but for some reason, comic book movies tend to fall somewhere between Delta Force sequels and the Red Shoe Diaries series, and sadly, as good as it is, From Hell will probably never overcome the stigma that plagues the genre. It’s a shame, really. I always thought Brad Pitt would make a great Captain America.                                
-Ash

OPINION

Halloween History

This should come as no surprise to regular readers of PULP, but Halloween is my favorite time of year. Not only are there candy, costumes, and a plethora of Vincent Price movies on TV, but it’s the only time of year where I can go out in public without getting called a ‘goth’ by a drug-dealing degenerate in a Wu-Tang T-shirt. Historically, Halloween is an ancient holiday, harkening back to 1957, when a disillusioned girl scout looked up ‘druid’ in the dictionary and started burning incense to please Mother Gaia. Druids, also known as ‘pagans’, ‘satanists’, and ‘Muslims’, are ancient Celtic practitioners of a religion known as ‘Wicca’, which, as far as I can tell, consists mainly of whining about misrepresentation and running magic shops. Modern Wicca, or ‘evil’, as its adherents refer to it, is widely misunderstood and often vilified in pop culture. Films like The Craft and The Blair Witch Project have often inflamed the Wiccan community, causing then to indignantly sputter so loudly they blow out their beeswax candles and ruin the whole fertility ritual. Far from the cruel, power-hungry witches portrayed in these films, Wicca is actually a peaceful religion, much more concerned with prancing around naked in the woods than with infanticide and world domination. However, the public in general is more inclined to believe the myth of the cackling, wart-infested hag than the truth, which is that most witches have their warts removed at an early age. In the interests of promoting greater understanding of the Wicca community, and therefore a greater acceptance of the religion in general, I’ve attempted to debunk certain myths about the belief, in the hopes that you, the reader, will become more tolerant of these noble people.

MYTH #1: Wiccans worship the devil.

TRUTH: This is completely untrue. Wiccans, contrary to popular belief, are polytheistic, meaning they worship several devils. These various incarnations of the Great Satan include Lucifer, Moloch, Mammon, Naomi Klein, and Tori Amos.

MYTH #2: Wiccans eat children.

TRUTH: Once again, a total fallacy. They merely kill the children, usually in a giant cauldron, boiling off their skins and using them as material for fine leather suits. Hence, the Halloween tradition of dressing up in elaborate costumes.

MYTH #3: Wiccans hate men.

TRUTH: This myth couldn’t be further from the truth. In fact, since many Wiccans embrace matriarchal and feminist belief systems, many of them even look like men, as long, flowing beards and leg hair are considered signs of devotion to their evil fertility gods.

MTYH #4: Wiccans can cast curses.

TRUTH: Unlike the others, this is more of a half-truth than an outright lie. While Wiccans can cast curses, their earth mother Goddess is usually too busy watching My Best Friend’s Wedding for the fortieth time to bother with their prayers. Plus, even if She did get off her fat can and stopped eating Pot of Gold chocolates long enough to cast a hippie spell on us, the worst that could happen is that we’d start buying mood rings and phoning Cleo’s Psychic Hotline to help us decided what to wear to the prom.

MYTH #5: Wiccans want to destroy us all.

TRUTH: It’s important to stress here that Wicca is at its heart a peaceful religion. It preaches love, tolerance, something called ‘empathy’, and a bizarrely unattractive fashion sense. Not all Wiccans fly around on broomsticks killing cattle and disemboweling student filmmakers, just most of them. So it’s important not to blame the entire community for the actions of the vast majority. If you happen to see a Wicca on the street, easily identifiable by their sickly, clearly vegetarian complexion and lengthy fangs, don’t overreact and do something crazy like burning them at the stake while carpet bombing the forest outside of Burkitsville, Maryland. Just relax, keep whatever intolerant feelings you might have at bay, and hand the pagan over to the proper authorities, who no doubt have better, more efficient stakes. –Ash

______________________________________________________________________________

STAR WARS: EPISODE 4.1 – A New Jihad 
by X- The Geoff With The X-Ray Eyes

 
Right now the world over pundits are searching for answers, for reasons, for understanding about the cataclysmic situation in which we now find ourselves.  We are told that terrorists are motivated by hate of freedom, by fear of progress, by anger over US foreign policies.  It is a pile of convoluted nonsense.  Sit round, gentle reader, and be enlightened.  Let me tell you what’s really going on, and how it all started, long ago, in a galaxy far, far away… 
 
You know the crawl.  The familiar yellow letters creeping across a star field proclaiming the beginning of a galactic epic.  “It is a period of civil war.  Rebel spaceships, striking from a hidden base, have won their first victory against the evil Galactic Empire.”  Or is it a galactic epic?  Let’s bring it closer to home. “It is a period of global chaos.  Rebel aircraft, striking with a hidden agenda, have won their first victory against the evil American Empire.” 
 
It is my contention that the events of September 11 were laid out on celluloid in 1977.  The parallels between the Rebel Alliance and the Al-Qaeda, between the Empire and the United States, are just to striking to be coincidence. 

Point 1: Osama bin Laden is Obi-Wan Kenobi.  Hermit-like recluses, holed up in desert caves, followers of an ancient religion, bearded, mysterious, clad in robes. 

Point 2: Mohammed Atta is Luke Skywalker.  Both are talented pilots trained for an ideological war by their mentors. 

Point 3:  Yavin 4 is Afghanistan.  Formally insignificant areas which become the focus of the last battle. 

Point 4: The Rebels attack from hiding, lashing out at the Empire because they do not agree with its principles, just as Al-Qaeda lashes out at the US.  Often, both Rebels and Al-Qaeda operatives are hiding in plain sight, as trusted members of their communities, waiting until they are called upon by their superiors to act. 

Point 5: In the Rebels greatest attack, talented pilots, many trained at the Empire’s own Academy, attack the Empire.  In Al-Qaeda’s greatest attack, many pilots, most trained at schools within America, are utilized. 

Point 6: The Rebels are rallied around the teachings of a mysterious religion, one not understood fully by the Empire or its peoples.  Al-Qaeda too has its troops rally around a religion not understood by its foes. 

 
These are the strongest similarities, but it does not end there.  After the attack, did the US not track down their foes to their desert layer before carpet bombing them into extinction?  And did not the Empire track down their foes to Alderaan, blasting that planet apart in an attempt to seek vengeance? 
 
The real question remains, though, why base a global terrorist effort after a group of fictional terrorists from a Sci-fi movie?  I offer two scenarios. 

1) The Geek Gone Bad:  Look at bin Laden.  Scrawny. Kind of femmey.  Those soulful eyes, those lanky features.  This guy was a total geek as a kid.  And I bet he loved Star Wars.  He loved it more than anything.  And as he was raised in and around Western culture most of his life, I bet he took more than one punch for being who he was.  His whole life and the attacks of 9-11 are a global Columbine.  He’s lashing out at the world for beating him up.  Why did he wait?  I propose that Phantom Menace drove him over the edge (see my award winning essay “The Madness of King George” from two months ago and amplify the geek angst in that a thousand-fold).  The time frame is about right for him to have seen TPM and immediately set about organizing the attack.  Now he sits out there in the desert awaiting the ‘Stormtoopers’ of the US army, like some nut-bar Obi-Wan Wannabe.  I can only say I am surprised he chose Afghanistan instead of Tunisia, where the actual desert of Tatooine can be found.  I suggest instead of concentrating on his desert whereabouts we start looking for him in the Arctic, or a big swamp.  That’s where he’ll hole up next. 

2) George Lucas is a Bondian Super-Villain: George has all the money.  His richer than a dozen Oprahs.  But it is not enough.  The taste of power is one far too sweet to just moderate.  It must be guzzled.  And when his power was almost taken from him after the negative reception of TPM, Lucas went round the bend.  Where do you think all that merchandising money went?  That’s right, straight to the mujihadeen, the Afghani Warriors for Heaven.  And to Al-Qaeda.  George was buying his own private army to strike back at a world that rejected him.  And he’s getting away with it clean by having his army take the fall like patsies.  Take a good hard look at Osama bin Laden.  He’s CGI!  A creation of ILM.  ILM…add a couple of letters…IsLaM!  Islam!  It’s all right here, people!  George Lucas somehow manipulated Time itself to have the religion of Islam spring up so that he could one day manipulate it as his own puppet of vengeance.  Crazy, you think?  George Lucas is rich, my friends.  And the rich can do anything.  If this turns out to be true, I can only shudder at what might happen if we don’t all love Episode 2. 

 
It saddens me somewhat to find these connections between Star Wars and 9-11.  All these years, I have been cheering a group of terrorists as they go about the business of destroying the (like it or lump it) legitimate governing body of their milieu.  And now in the real world I am being called upon to support the Empire.  Is it any wonder that all the kids are marching with peace signs, calling for an end to the US’s campaign?  They know how this is going to end.  A bunch of cuddly, teddy bear people will die needlessly. 
No one wants that.


The Syndicated Slasher

As a self-professed horror film historian, there are a lot of questions I get asked about the genre. Usually, these questions come somewhere around the middle of Friday the 13th VIII: Jason Takes Manhattan and run along the lines of ‘why are you making me watch this?’ or ‘what’s wrong with you?’, but every once in a while I get one that I can answer with something other than a string of expletives. The most recent query I received concerned the late 90’s Jennifer Love Hewitt epic I Still Know What You Did Last Summer, and took the form of a rather panicked phone call demanding an explanation for the film’s existence. While I don’t claim to understand the motive behind the film’s creation, although the name Osama Bin Laden does spring to mind, I do understand the movie’s place in the rich tapestry that is horror movie history. The reason this film exists is the same reason that we’re still watching thinly disguised versions of Porky’s 20 years later, namely tradition. We can’t get enough of a good thing, even if, as in the case of Porky’s, the good thing is really, really bad. Once the formula is established, we can’t let go, endlessly consuming hour upon hour of Revenge of the Nerds movies and American Pie clones until we can no longer distinguish between good and evil, right and wrong, and end up paying ten dollars to see Jason Biggs mate with the repulsively misshapen Mena Suvari in Loser regardless of the consequences. The tradition in question in the case of I Still Know What You Did Last Summer is the slasher film, a hybrid of the Hitchcockian thriller and, well, Porky’s. The ingredients are as familiar as a Scooby Doo episode, the masked killer, the busty, amorally promiscuous teens, the house party, and more recently, the irritatingly self-referential dialogue, which seems to exist solely to prove that the screenwriter knows he’s a hack. Although many scholars place the beginnings of the slasher sub-genre as far back as 1960’s Psycho, I instead choose to mark John Carpenter’s 1978 classic Halloween as the starting point of the genre as it exists today. Starring Jamie Lee Curtis, crowned the original Scream Queen despite her mysterious resemblance to David Bowie, Halloween introduced many of the familiar elements associated with the genre. Introducing an unstoppable, boogeyman-like killer stalking babysitters in the town of Haddonfield, Halloween preyed upon our deepest, darkest fears, like being babysat by the strangely androgynous Curtis, and getting bored to death by a movie in which nothing happens for the first 70 minutes. Nevertheless, Halloween was a huge success, and catapulted Jamie Lee Curtis to stardom, which she seemed to interpret as license to make both Prom Night and Terror Train in the same year, two unfortunate films that focused on the tried and true slasher premise of a kid wronged in childhood who returns to slaughter his tormentors in high school. The function of this premise is two-fold, in that it serves to provide bullied children with a sense of karma, as well as to remind us normal people that if there’s a weird kid in our grade four gym class, it’s probably in our best interests to just bludgeon him with a rock and bury him in a field instead of going through the tedious process of teasing him into insanity, then growing into adolescence only to be picked off by the scrawny little runt in a stupid Halloween mask. In that sense, it has often been noted that slasher films functions mainly as a cautionary tales, similar to urban legends, that remind teenagers not to do stupid things like drink, have pre-marital sex, or be Jamie Lee Curtis if they don’t want to get carved up like Nicole Brown Simpson taking a bath in a blender. 

The success of Halloween also spawned a slurry of imitators, most notably the Friday The 13th series. The series started off in 1980 with at least a weak attempt at originality, replacing the masked, unstoppable killer with a middle aged, mannish woman whose sole defining characteristic was a particularly ugly wool sweater. However, by 1984, the films had reverted to Halloween clones, with Jason’s decidedly unterrifying hockey mask replacing Michael Myers’ blank white face as the most recognizable trademark of the slasher genre. Unfortunately, Jason’s choice in mask-wear, which included the unfortunate use of a burlap sack in Part II, set a new precedent in idiotic disguises for the genre. Producers, desperate for a distinctive trademark, have tried nearly everything to provide faceless killers with  creepy, unpleasant visages, including fencing masks, parkas, Cupid faces, and David Boreanaz. None of them, with the exception of Boreanaz’s strikingly unpleasant mug, managed to frighten anybody but RL Stine fans. By the mid-eighties, the genre had descended into ridiculously self-parody, with a gobs of young girls getting drilled to death by power tools at slumber parties, sleep-away camps, and, in the case of Wings’ Crystal Bernhard, sorority houses. For some bizarre reason, the public became tired of phallic, brutally misogynistic Black and Decker commercials, and the late eighties and early nineties were almost devoid of any slasher movies of interest, with the notable exception of Cutting Class, Brad Pitt’s debut feature. The drought that deservedly followed that film was broken in 1996 by Wes Craven’s Scream, which borrowed heavily from  Halloween and broke the traditional mold by featuring not one masked idiot killing off floosies, but two, stunning slasher purists and wowing audiences incapable of simple addition. The beauty of Scream is that it functions mainly as an elaborate two hour joke, ridiculing itself, the genre, and, through its endless comments on media and spectatorship, the audience. Unfortunately, nobody got it, and the slasher genre was revived anew, production companies scrambling to see who could make the most abysmally stupid picture and still sell movie tickets to as many NSYNC fans as possible. The producers of Urban Legend took an early lead,  by creating a film based upon the principal that people would watch anything as long as it has at least one cast member of Dawson’s Creek in it, but the current winner is I Still Know What You Did Last Summer, which starts off with  a ridiculously incongruous title and goes downhill from there. Fortunately, on the way downhill we encounter Jennifer Love Hewitt’s double black diamonds, which, to answer the question that got this whole thing started, is as good of a reason for the movie’s existence as any. –Ash

Why I Hate You:

Fans of "Rocky Horror"
by batturtle
Now, I know that hate is a strong word.  A word that the more politically correct types out there wouldn't see fit to just lightly toss around the way that we at PULP would toss around a new born baby or puppy.  But, that's why it's such a great word.  A word not to shy away from or tuck away all embarrassed like.  If you say, "I hate sushi." people are going to know not to serve you raw fish for dinner.  If you say, "I hate Nazis." (& who doesn't really) people are going to know not to invite over that freaky skinhead guy who hangs out in the alley outside the Beer Store to watch your favorite Spielberg movie.  

So therefore, I really have no regrets about letting the world know (& by the world I mean the hacker geeks, shut-ins, social outcasts, & prison inmates that subscribe to PULP) that I hate The Rocky Horror Picture Show. And if you're a die-hard fan of this movie (or even just kind of like it), then yes, that means that I do in fact hate you too.  No one wants to see a 6 foot tall skinny dude in fish net stockings…much less a whole bunch of them all in the same place.  If you are the type of person who likes looking at that kind of the thing, well…you should stay in the below ground S&M clubs of Montreal where you belong.  Safely hidden away from productive & useful members of society who don't want to see, smell or think about you. 

I remember being a naïve young high school lad of 14 or 15 or so. Being dragged out against my will by my so-called friends to see Rocky Horror for the first time. Attacked from all sides by frightening college losers in copious amounts of makeup & feather boas.  Fending off lipstick wielding lemmings trying to scrawl "virgin" across my forehead.  Surrounded by an army of Marilyn Manson-esque/Tim "Congo" Curry wannabes dancing about & making fools of themselves.  Ducking & dodging out of the way from airborne decks of cards & toilet paper & toast.  The last thing that I want to contend with when I go to the movies is multiple pieces of bread being tossed towards my person.  You could poke an eye out with one of those things.  The only good thing about getting all of these people together in one big cul- like gathering is that it makes them an easier collective target for air raids or arrests.  I’ve never been around more people at the same time that I really wanted to punch.

Very few movies deserve this kind of attention. And those that do feature either Bruce Campbell or lightsabres.  Of which this movie has neither.  Therefore I ask you, what the hell's the big deal?  Any movie that spawns a stage-play that stars Luke "I'm a real actor now 'cause I'm on Oz" Perry & features narration by Jerry "downfall of western civilization" Springer  can't be all that great (uhh…I might be making that Jerry Springer thing up…but I'm pretty sure I over heard some guy at a video store saying something to that effect…& in the hallowed journalistic halls of PULP that counts as fact).  And what has Rocky Horror done for us lately?  Well, the guy who co-wrote the thing was recently seen as one of the stars of Dungeons & Dragons.  If there’s ever proof to put towards an argument that a person should be sent to a desolated island & dismissed from the human race…being involved in D&D AND Rocky Horror is it.  Really, the only way that this movie should have garnered cult status is if the fine folks at Mystery Science Theatre 3000 had lampooned it.  Which they didn't.

So, what's the big deal then?  What causes human beings who are theoretically otherwise normal & productive members of society to freak out at the prospect of singing along to a movie starring such bottom-of-the-barrel thespians as Meatloaf?  Well, I think it's the same reason a group of 8 hockey fans would paint S-E-N-A-T-O-R-S across their collective chests. The same reason that a 40 year old who lives in his parents basement, hasn't ever touched a girl & looks like the comic store guy from The Simpsons thinks that it's a good idea to throw on a pair of Spock ears & head down to the convention hall. That reason… people are morons. That's right.  It's that simple.  Do you know how badly morons outnumber smart folks?  It's astronomical.  In fact, very few of you reading this article aren't morons.  Most of you are complete idiots.  Do you smoke?  Watch Charmed & think that it's just as good as Buffy?  Think that Tom Green is the funniest thing to cross the borders of Canada to take up residence in the States?  Have you ever participated in a Greenpeace-like protest?  Do you look forward to going to see The Rocky Horror Picture Show on the big screen on a regular basis? Then guess what my friend…you're a moron.  I know that that's a bit of a harsh prospect to be faced with…but it's true.  And guess what?  In most cases there's absolutely nothing you can do about it.  Education, study, literature…in most cases it doesn't matter or make the tiniest bit of difference. A moron is a moron despite what may seem like any type of promising form of learning or social stature.  You might as well just keep quiet & do your best to stay out of the way of the rest of us.   

So, to reiterate…if you enjoy the Rocky Horror Picture Show, I (a) hate you & (b) think you're a moron. 

Happy Halloween everybody!!!


MUSIC
Negasonic Teenage Borehead

I’ve said it before and I’ll say it again: What the hell is wrong with out society? Sure we’ve come along way since the Dark Ages, what with electricity, automobiles, and genetically engineered biological weapons, but in some ways, we’re just as backwards, uniformed, and ignorant as the most boorish Zulu tribe. Remember, we live in a world where Damon Wayans has his own TV show, and child actors like Anna Paquin and Haley Joel Osment are nominated for Academy Awards merely for successfully not going potty halfway through their scenes. We have a long way to go before attaining the pure, logical, Vulcan-esque pinnacle of human evolution we’re striving for, and there’s no way we’re going to achieve it at the current rate. For one thing, we still live in a society that tolerates the Farrely Brothers, commercials for ‘feminine hygiene’, and R&B. And you know what the problem is? Apathy. We’re all apathetic to the status quo. Not that the status quo is bad. Hell, I like the status quo. It means I get to sit around and watch Kolchak: The Night Stalker reruns while the government bombs the Mohammed out of a third world country. The status quo is fine. But it could be better. I could be watching new episodes of Kolchak while the government bombs Afghanistan. But no, our society, especially the youth culture, is too apathetic to even think about lobbying to get Kolchak back on the air, instead wasting their time with pacifist rallies and recycling drives. This apathy is evident  throughout pop-culture, from the insipid reality TV programming of the major networks to the bland, lazy music scene, which is what really gets my proverbial goat. The voice of rebellion has been leached from music over the past ten years. Think about it. In the 1950s, the mere existence of rock music, regardless of its lyrical content, challenged authority. The 1960s had the pacifist, anti-Vietnam movement immortalized in the folk movement. The 70s had, well, mostly Andy Gibb and the Bee Gees, but the later years of the decade spawned the working class disaffection of punk music. Even the 1980s, which wasted much of our time with Alf and Culture Club singles, contained the conformity-fueled anger of the second wave of heavy metal and the racially charged, socially conscious rap music of Public Enemy and the like. But what do we have now? Gap punks Sum 41, and a perpetually confused group called Destiny’s Child creating an elaborate new vocabulary to sing about their asses. I remember back when I was a kid, when we had to walk to school in the snow, barefoot, pregnant, and uphill, the music I listened to actually meant something. It was angry. It was powerful. OK, fine, it was Minipops and Alvin and the Chipmunks albums, but damn it, Alvin had something to say. Now, that kind of feeling has left pop music. Punk has become a representation of the rage a skateboarder feels towards the ‘fascist’ cop who tells him to stop skating down the wheelchair ramp at the retirement home. Metal has devolved into mindless, unfocused rage, and it has become rather difficult to identify with the squalor and poverty of black ghettos when most rap videos contain nicer cars than Jay Leno’s garage. The voice of rebellion is dead, or has at least been purchased by Virgin Records. But once again, it’s not that I have anything against record companies. It’s not their fault music sucks today. The bands themselves are to blame. If they’re not busy parroting a long dead musical movement by beating the last few dollars out of it, they’re inventing newer, crappier movements to get rich of off. If there’s anything more sickening that watching a group of burly white guys mixing rap ‘music’ with hardcore to sell records to private school students,  it’s ‘folk metal’, whatever the hell that is. People are still angry, they’re just not sure who they’re angry with or what to do about it. Hence, ‘raves’, where people get dolled up like Hello Kitty, eat pills fashioned in some biker’s chemistry set, and waste their aggression and energy by dancing instead of doing something useful and rebellious like vandalizing a McDonald’s or spray-painting the anarchy symbol on mailboxes. What’s with all this happy crap? Who let the Cranberries make another record? What the hell’s a ‘Radiohead’? I’m telling you, we need a new voice, a new expression of the childish, inappropriate rage all us privileged white kids feel, a new movement. Damn it, we need a new Alvin. –Ash

___________________________________________________________________________

Dogs in love

by Eeyore
Wow the emails have been under whelming! The first issue of Pulp hit the newsstands last month without an article from the Eeyore...where were you when that issue of Pulp was released? It will be a day to remember, much like big brother Kennedy’s assassination, or maybe garbage day. Now before you get all charged up about this and want to crucify my editor, I want you to realize that it was not my fault that I was absent from the news world. Ash had suspended me without pay for the entire month of September for conduct unbecoming a member of the PULP Corporation. My WordSmithnWesson License was removed and I roamed the streets trying to buy myself a new muse with the five ALF pogs I bought with my remaining life savings of Canadian Tire Money.

While roaming the underworld I was fortuitous enough to run into a video store that allowed the homeless to walk around for two or more hours pretending to look for a video. I experienced double luck as a foreign film masterpiece was playing as I sat on the moldy carpet picking up the odd popcorn kernel left by the kindly patrons exiting the store.

Well salvation came my way in quick time as I was treated to the sight of dogs ripping each other to shreds while fat ugly foreign speaking gentlemen drank back wash filled beer, while smoking cigarettes lingered from their crusty mouths. 

The dogs really stole the show! The movie is called Amores Perres or something like that – all I know is the English translation said something about Love and female dogs. As near as I could tell the dogs were not too much in love with each other since after each encounter one of the dogs lay on the concrete bleeding from his neck. Now you may have made the assumption that this film was primarily about dogs tearing each other apart, but that would not be a fair assessment.

There is a hit man who helps lost dogs find their place in the world as he is hired to kill the odd person for money to keep himself stocked up in dog chow. 

Another part of the film deals with two brothers that want to rip each other’s vital organs out but they can’t because their mother is in the way and the one brother is having a twisted extramarital affair with his sister-in-law. They reminded me a lot of those fun loving guys Cain and Abel but for some reason that I can’t fathom the writer called them Octavio and “thingie”.

There is a model that has a pet dog and a pet lover that recently ditched his wife and kids to shack up in a poorly constructed condominium with said model. The condo is in such bad shape that the ugly little Kleenex-dog falls through a hole in the floor and is slowly eaten by rats over the course of a few weeks. During this time the model gets in a car accident with Octavio and one of the fighting dogs. After the accident she eventually loses her leg and finally is reunited with her half-eaten dog.

Meanwhile the hit man picks up the fight dog from Octavio at the scene of the car accident and brings him back to his house were the ungrateful mutt kills all of the hit-man’s dogs when the hitman goes out for a quick murder.

Now this may all seem like a lot of non-sequitors and it is, but at least it provided me with the strength that I needed to see that all the answers are in the movies. Finally I understand what it means when people say it is a dog eat dog world, and all of those other moronic clichés. They have no deeper meaning – they are fundamental truths that need no interpretation. It obviously is a dog eat dog world, and it’s about time the animal rights people stepped in and put a heavy duty friggin muzzle on all those mangy mutts. Criminy, what will happen to all of the dog food providers if someone doesn’t put a stop to this trend?

___________________________________________________________________________

CULT PICK O’ THE MONTH

Captain Kronos: Vampire Hunter  *****

Ah, the cross genre picture. Without this charming innovation in demographic marketing, we would have been deprived of the mind-numbing medieval sports movie A Knight’s Tale, the migraine inducing horror-musical The Rocky Horror Picture Show, and the adoption of the word ‘dramedy’ into the English language. Unfortunately, for this particular marketing strategy to work, the genres crossed have to actually be popular, which makes a swashbuckling vampire movie like England’s Captain Kronos about as intriguing as a Pauly Shore period piece. Swashbuckling went out of style around the same time people stopped wearing Zorro moustaches and dressing like Snidely Whiplash, so while including sword-fighting and chandelier swinging in a period piece horror movie may be historically accurate, it still has all the contemporary relevance of Reefer Madness. Kronos, the swashbuckler in question, is a cross between Errol Flynn and Buffy Summers, only with girlier hair. Blessed with fine Aryan good looks, preternatural speed, and an alarming attitude towards women worthy of Andrew Dice Clay, Kronos, along with his trusty hunchback sidekick Hieronymous, scours the European countryside in search of vampires and busty wenches. He finds them both in a small British hamlet, which has developed a rather severe vampire problem, along with the far more troubling fact that every male character introduced is more foppish than the last. How a nation composed entirely of men who look like either Goldilocks or Leonardo Di Caprio in drag managed to control most of the known world for a significant portion of history is beyond me. Even now, when the British empire consists mainly of the Earl Grey Tea Company and four Doc Martens factories, British people have a tendency to conduct themselves like kings among men, merely because their accent makes ordering a bacon double cheeseburger meal at McDonalds sound like a Shakespeare soliloquy. Unless, of course, that British person happens to be Bob Hoskins, uttering endless strings of Cockney gibberish punctuated with foul profanity, in which case the romance leaves the accent somewhat. I don’t know who the hell British people think they are, anyway. Judging from The Patriot and Braveheart, they’re about as civilized as a stranded Chilean soccer team, ready to kill Mel Gibson’s children at the drop of a hat. And just because the Beatles managed to sell a few records despite their inability to spell their own name, the English think they have the right to release Coldplay albums without fear of military reprisals. And don’t forget that they’re entirely to blame for both Mr. Bean and an whole generation of high school students quoting Monty Python routines on the way to the Star Trek convention. In fact, nearly ever repugnant social trend in contemporary society can be traced back to the British in one form or another, from the preponderance of simple-minded quiz shows hosted by dullards and harpies, to Who’s Line Is It Anyway causing a resurgence of interest in improv, possibly the most boring game since competitive Boggle. It’s this irritating superiority complex the British have that causes them to impose their crappy, vaguely effeminate culture upon us colonists, and I for one refuse to stand for it. Fellow Canadians, the time has come to cast off the shackles of our oppressors, to say ‘No’ to further episodes of Black Adder and disjointed British gangster movies, to refuse to listen to anymore Radiohead records or Chemical Brothers re-mixes without at least some sort of written explanation, to recognize that ‘centre’ is a ridiculous way to spell the word, and that tea is nothing more than homosexual coffee. It’s time to revolt against the institution, and to embrace our own culture. Sure, it may a pretty boring culture, composed mainly of hockey, alcoholism, and slow-moving Atom Egoyan movies, but hey, at least we don’t swashbuckle. –Ash
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Top Ten Additional Reasons I Hate Ash


by Suicidia


1. He’s so, so difficult �2. PULP is a newsletter, not a way of life �3. Refuses to believes that he’s not a machine “built by the devil and powered by the dead” �4. For the last time, Ash Wednesday is not ‘your special day’ �5. Insists that he has venomous spit.�6. Shouldn’t he have grown tired of the monkeys by now? �7. Won’t stop asking if I need my soul for the next little while. It’s very off-putting. �8. Slayer in the morning, Slayer in the evening, Slayer at supper time… enough said �9. The language is French, not ‘wrong’, dammit! �10. I’m so sick of stories that start: “so I was talking to this stripper…”





PULP NEWS


…PULP is looking for submissions! Also mail! Any kind of mail! We get so lonely sometimes. Our address is � HYPERLINK "mailto:pulp@tangmonkey.com" ��pulp@tangmonkey.com� , and we respond to every letter, even if it is with bomb threats…


…if you’d like to be added or removed from PULP’s subscription list, send an email to � HYPERLINK "mailto:pulp@tangmonkey.com" ��pulp@tangmonkey.com� , or check out our homepage at � HYPERLINK "http://www.tangmonkey.com/pulp" ��www.tangmonkey.com/pulp� to fill out the fancy form…


…speaking of � HYPERLINK "http://www.tangmonkey.com" ��www.tangmonkey.com� , go there now to check out back issues, deleted scenes, hate mail, and tons of other mediocre stuff…








