[image: image1.png]APPROVED




pulp
IN THIS ISSUE: Harry Potter, Prince of

Darkness! Star Trek! TV Terrors!

PLUS: Coca Cola Christ! Literature! and What Ash Really Wants for Christmas!


Guess what, kids? Since this issue is at least two weeks late, pushing us into mid-December, it means that issue 12 is the official Christmas edition of everyone’s favorite hate-zine! I suppose that means that it should be full of love and cheer and the holiday spirit and all, but nuts to that. I hate Christmas, in the most foul, Ebenezer Grinchian possible way. It’s not because I’m anti-religion or anything. Well, I am, but that’s not why I hate Christmas. I mean, even I have to admit that as far as religious figures go, Santa Claus is a fairly inoffensive one. Sure, he rewards good children with Transformers and Tickle Me Elmos, which is kind of like heaven if you’re six, but the worst he does to bad kids is leave them with a stocking full of coal, a punishment that is more confusing than mean-spirited, and is in any event much more pleasant than the eternity of torment promise by many of the other major religions. Also, Santa is definitely a more fun looking fellow, coming off all jolly and rouge, in stark contrast to many of the other images of god that float around our collective unconscious, from the scowling, many-armed Vishnu to the fruity 70s rocker visage of Jesus to the fearful countenance of the Easter Bunny. Sure, his fascination with putting strange children on his lap seems vaguely pedophilic, but in today’s day and age of scantily clad 8-year-olds at Spice Girls concerts and sexually suggestive Britney Spears videos, kids are growing up so fast it barely even matters that Santa’s probably diddling toddlers. Plus, as far as messiahs go, he doesn’t seem particularly conducive to religious wars and the like, since nobody’s going to fight to the death over a fat guy dressed like a candy cane, who, aside from the outfit, bares a striking resemblance to most liquor store hobos. So clearly religion is not the reason I despise Christmas. And it’s certainly not that Christmas has gotten so commercial. Hell, I love commercials. In fact, Hostess-Frito Lay owns fifty-one percent of me, and is therefore my chief stockholder, making PULP essentially a billboard for Ruffles. No, what really bothers me about Christmas is those goddamn carols. While I was in Shopper’s Drugmart the other day, trying to buy enough sedatives to sleep till March, they kept playing the same horrible Little Drummer Boy song over and over. I don’t know about you, but Christmas carols make me want to shoot at people, so maybe playing them incessantly in public places isn’t so good of an idea. But apparently, the risk of pumping shoppers so full of holiday cheer they start taking hostages is outweighed by the fact that carols occasionally make customers delirious enough to buy life-sized plastic reindeers festooned with ‘festive’ Christmas lights. If you’re interested, they’re beside the cash, right by the snack-food aisle. And while you’re there, pick up some Ruffles. –Ash

_______________________________________________________

New In Theatres:

Harry Potter and The Philosopher’s Stone *


Witchcraft and wizards and wankers, oh my! I was as excited as anyone about the upcoming, roundly British Harry Potter movie, but not for conventional reasons. I was mainly interested because a world that accepts a film about a kid meddling in the dark arts as viable children’s entertainment is a world one step closer to accepting my election platform of dealing with squeegee kids and hobos with voodoo death curses. But alas, my dream of scene after scene of Potter and his cohorts dancing nude around a bonfire, smeared with goat’s blood and shrieking reversed Bible passages at the top of their lungs was not to be, replaced instead with a parent-friendly, pop-culture mishmash of broomsticks, potions, and other Roald Dahl-inspired nonsense. Judging from Warlock, witchcraft and Wicca involve a lot more boiling of baby fat, and thus Harry Potter is a disgusting misrepresentation of high school pagans and Marilyn Manson fans alike. That aside, the film in itself is not all that bad, in that it could technically have been worse, in that it could technically have been longer. In targeting the film to kids in grade three and female drama students, the filmmakers have made a fatal error in the letting the movie run as long as it does. Most kids, raised on Pokemon and Power Rangers cartoons, don’t have a particularly long attention span, and girls, no matter what the age, have bladders the side of shelled peanuts, making a two and a half hour film a stretch for both demographics. Nevertheless, director Chris Columbus (Home Alone, Mrs. Doubtfire, and a slew of other irritating movies) was committed to translating the relatively lengthy novel to the big screen as completely and as faithfully as possible, to which end he cast the entire film with British actors. This may seem like a good idea in theory, but in practice, the more charmingly English accents you hear, the more you feel like you’re watching an episode of Fawlty Towers, which isn’t helped by the appearance of John Cleese as a character named Nearly Headless Nick. For those of you lucky enough to be unfamiliar with the novels, the film tells the story of young orphan Harry Potter, played by Daniel Radcliff, who mark my words will have an extremely awkward adolescence in a few years. On his 11th birthday, Potter discovers that he is a powerful wizard, blessed with amazing powers, not the least of which is his apparent ability to make the lenses in his John Lennon glasses appear and disappear at will. He is spirited away to Hogwart’s Academy, a magic school where everybody and everything has a stupid name torn straight from a Lewis Carroll poem. My favorite of these dumb names is Quidditch, the school sport of Hogwart’s, which, as with all British sports like cricket, rugby, and snooker, makes absolutely no sense. Unfortunately, this lack of coherence is carried on throughout the entire film, which takes one leap of logic after another. I’m told the novels are slightly more sensical, but I rarely believe anything I’m told, especially when it’s told to me by fully grown people who read Harry Potter books. Visually, the film is quite interesting, with a gloomy, gothic look that is somewhat effective, although it does occasionally venture into the absurd, like the irritating plethora of computer-generated owls, who are apparently harbingers of mail as well as doom. Unfortunately, some of the computer effects are not up to par, such as a goofy looking mountain troll and a horrible centaur that looks like it was designed with the graphics card of a Sega Genesis. In terms of acting, the performances are generably tolerable, especially Alan Rickman’s turn as Snake, the sole teacher at Hogwart’s who doesn’t look like Gandalf, which makes me suspect that perhaps all this magic mumbo-jumbo is related more to delusional senility than the paranormal. Come to think of it, that would explain the Quidditch. –Ash

_________________________________________________________

THE SEASON OF GIVE-ME: BEHIND THE MAGIC OF CHRISTMAS 
by X-The Geoff With The X-Ray Eyes
 
I am not going to write about the Star Wars: Attack of the Clones trailer.  It may clearly contain images of a young Darth Vader having a space picnic, but I will not comment on it in my wry, fanboy fashion.  The scene speaks for itself.  Space picnics, people.  Holy Mary on toast… 
 
No, instead I shift my focus on to that most enjoyable of holidays: Christmas.  It’s a time for getting presents and feeling grim betrayal because they aren’t as good as the ones you gave.  It’s a time for getting presents and realizing your friends and family don’t know you at all, because how could anyone who has even a slim grasp on who you are give you THAT??   It’s a time for visits from that drunken uncle; you know the one, the one with the two ex-wives and pea soup-stained tie.  How did it all begin?  It’s something many people know, or think they know.  It’s time now to go behind the magic and learn the truth. 
 
The days around the winter solstice, that time when our fair blue orb, the Earth, is furthest from the Sun, have long been a time of celebration for humans. Like monkeys slapping the ground in a thunderstorm, there’s something about those long, long winter nights that just made our highly advanced, tool using primate ancestors want to huddle up with some friends and pretend things weren’t so bad.  Sure, they thought, it’s going to be months until we can find any food.  Sure, half our population will die from exposure.  But why not worship our pagan gods just a little bit harder and maybe spring will come sooner?  It must have seemed a smashing idea, because it caught on like gangbusters. 
 
Eventually some caveman somewhere, let’s say in Siberia, decided that all these nice stone tools and foodstuffs were being wasted as sacrifices to the gods.  Surely, he thought, why would the gods want all their faithful followers to die, when they could sure use those sacrificial items?  So our enterprising caveman decided to begin giving the sacrifices to friends and relatives, instead of the gods.  Other cavemen, even those as far away as France, began doing the same thing.  It sure was a lot more fun giving and getting things than it was wasting them on the gods, who never seemed to shorten winter anyway.  Soon, though, the giving and getting got out of hand.  There weren’t enough items to go around.  Some mediating factor needed to be brought in to decide who got the gifts and who didn’t.  Enter Santa Claus. 
 
He wasn’t Santa back then of course.  Our lovable, jolly elf didn’t appear until the early 20th century.  No, back in the white-trash trailer park of time, Santa was a wild man, a god of the woods, a Pan.  He was a fierce creature that doled out the gifts, and if you weren’t good all year, boy howdy, there was nothing for you except maybe a sound thrashing!  And so it went in northern cultures.  The Santa figure developed into several variations among cultures throughout the northern half of the globe.  Nothing really changed for 10,000 years, give or take a millennium.  What finally happened was that on or around the year 1, a small cult of unorthodox Jews decided that a baby born in a manger was their Messiah.  He was named Jesus, and he would go on to become one of history’s Real Bad Asses. 
 
Wherever he went, Jesus was changing the world.  He only lived 33 or so years, but enough nuts believed in his magic powers that his cult grew, and grew, and grew, until it usurped the much cooler Roman pantheon, becoming the one true religion of the world’s superpower.  These Romans would have none of this pagan nonsense!  Everywhere they went they forced the people to change their no-good pagan rituals and ceremonies into no-good Christian ceremonies and rituals.  This included Christmas.  The big problem was that the pagans really liked their winter solstice celebrations, what with all the giving and getting.  So the Christians performed what was to be the first Imperial takeover of the Season.  It was no longer the ‘Saturnalia’, or the ‘Yule’.  It was now and forever Christmas.  A committee of Bishops and Cardinals chose the name in a late night session in the heart of the Vatican.  Pope Urban the First abstained from the proceedings, as he was sick with the syphilis. 
 
The Wild Man became Saint Nicholas, patron saint of children, and the holiday was modified so that there was a lot more glorifying of God, and a lot less drinking.  Over the years these two important elements reached a homeostasis that remains to this day.  Christmas entered another long period of relative stability, right up until the 1930s, when the Second Imperial takeover of the Season took place.  This time it wasn’t a religion that co-opted the heritage of a people.  This time it was a corporation.  In 1931 Coca-Cola stole Santa Claus. 
 
The good people at Coca-Cola decided that having a symbol for the holidays as a mediating factor for gift giving wasn’t enough.  They decided that they needed to boost sales in the colder months, when a Coke just wasn’t refreshing.  In a series of paintings by artist Haddon Sundblom, running annually from 1931 to 1965, they did just that.  So it was that Christmas became not a religious holiday for Christians, not a religious holiday for pagans, and not even a ‘let’s all keep warm together’ holiday for cavemen.  It became a gimme gimme holiday for capitalists everywhere. 
 
Coca-Cola did not do this lightly.  The Bolshevik Revolution in Russia, which drove out all capitalist and religious holidays, was seen as a potentially overwhelming force against Cola the world over.  If everyone was equal, and all goods shared reciprocally, where is the room for a refreshing carbonated beverage?  Coke would have none of it.  Only by mobilizing the world through Santa could they stave off the tides of dirty communism.  It was with an ironic brush the Sundblom chose Red as Santa’s primary colour. 
 
Now that Christmas was a strictly commercial venture, the moderating factor of the Wild Man was gone.  The gimme gimme factor kicked in to high gear, and soon the world was crushed under the weight of evil commercialism and market capitalism.  Which is where we are now.  You no longer have to be good to get your gifts.  You no longer have to be pious.  All you need is greed. 
 
How long, though, can the oil of society be made up of Mass Consumption?   How long until we cry out for a moderating factor, a new Wild Man to help us restrain our baser urges new things?  I say that time is now! 
 
It’s time for the people of the world that celebrate Christmas to get together and invent a new, Coke-Free Santa.  One who will really get on our asses if we aren’t good.  Maybe he could carry a jolly red Uzi.  The Uzi is after all an Israeli weapon, and Israel is the home of Jesus, so it ties in to the whole theme of the season.  If you aren’t good, braaap!  A full magazine clip to the chest!  That’d show the little punks!  Hey Billy, looks like you didn’t get that GI Joe playset after all, ya creep!  Sally can’t come over because of the sucking chest wound?  What a shame!  I guess she shouldn't have teased me at school. 
 
The point is, we need to reacquire our winter holiday before it gets taken any further from us.  Reindeer with glowing noses?  Give me a break.  In Australia, a notoriously backwards country, they have kangaroos pulling the sleigh!  I know, I know, atrocious, isn’t it.  The only thing that can truly save Christmas now is you, me, and an Uzi-toting Santa.  That’s all I want this year. 

All I Really Want for Christmas

It’s Christmas time, and you know what that means. That’s right, I get even crankier and, if possible, more misanthropic, spending entire weeks holed up in my apartment, eating Fritos and watching Farscape, refusing to even think about leaving the house until they stop playing Charlie Brown specials on CBC. And what do I do during these cold, lonely months, you ask? None of your business, I reply, failing to see the need to tell you about my complete collection of the Black Carnal Co-Eds video series. Plus, the Christmas months make me cranky enough to resort to domestic terrorism, but in the current social climate that doesn’t seem like a good thing to mention. So, for the sake of argument, let’s just assume that I spend my time crafting an elaborately detailed Christmas list. We’ll ignore for the moment the fact that in order to have a Christmas list, I would need to have either friends or a family willing to associate with me longer than the time it takes to send a check when I spend the rent money on comic books. But, in the hopes that a loyal PULP reader will reach deep into their hearts and pockets and make some of my Christmas dreams come true, here’s my Christmas list for the upcoming Holiday Season.

1) A Mogwai. Sure there may be a fairly good chance it’ll turn into a Gremlin, or even worse, a bad Scottish pop band, but the little bastards seem agreeable enough to do various menial household chores, which is more than can be said for most girlfriends.

2) A Mole Machine. For those unaware of the possibilities of such a contraption, the spiral drilling device on this tank-like engine is capable of tunneling straight into the Earth at an astronomical speed. While an expedition to the inner reaches of the Earth’s core might be way too much work, I do need someplace to bury the bodies.

3) The Heart of Damballa. The infamous artifact that can transfer the soul of a man into a doll.  Except instead of a Good Guy toy with Archie freckles and hayseed overalls like Chucky, I think I’ll chose something a little more masculine, like maybe a GI Joe, or a green Power Ranger.

4)  A Lamont Configuration puzzle. While it may open the gates to hell, it’ll make a great conversation piece, since people are getting uneasy talking about my collection of Chinese people.

5) A Wayan brother. I don’t actually want one, but the more I own, the less will be available for Scary Movie sequels, and the better the world will be. 

There you have it, kids, something to get your Uncle Ash for the holiday season. Don’t expect a thank-you card or anything, unless you want it spiked with anthrax. –Ash


LITERATURE

BOOKS SHMOOKS

by batturtle
There's never a happier time in Hollywood than when the powers that be are able to exploit something near and dear to children's hearts and gain trucks full of profit from it.  Usually on the agenda, if all goes according to their evil world domination scheme, that first entails getting the lil' ones to drag their parental folks out to a movie that mom and dad really don't want to see 2 or 3 times all that much.  It doesn't end there, oh no, my naïve reader. After leaving the theatre, the little ones whine and complain until every piece of canned/boxed food in the house features something in the shape of the movie's characters.  Then there's action figures, board/video games, bed-sheets, posters, watches, shoes…an endless list of over-priced items that the child will need.  Without each and every one of them, the kid is likely to be ridiculed and bullied by its peers and forced to drop out of public education in favor of taking up a trade like mining or locksmithery.  

The tinseltown fat cats are especially happy if said project can spawn sequels or spin-offs. This year is no exception.  They've been quite successful at their game of squashing original concepts in favor for the easy sell. There have even been a couple of original scripts that were sure to cause executive producers and studio executives alike to salivate at the thought of brand new franchises of films, and TV shows after the weekend box office grosses came in.  More bags of money to buy that spare mansion and extra fleet of Porsches with .

But the two big boys were saved 'till the end of the year, to make the most of that runaway behemoth known as The Holidays.  Two giantly budgeted movies that studios not only hoped would instigate sequels…but that they absolutely knew would.  In both cases, the second chapters were being worked on before the first hit the thousands of multi-plexed silver screens across the globe.  Both adapted from books with huge amounts of die-hard fans, just waiting to throw their hard-earned cash at the clerks.  Of course, those two movies are Harry Potter and Lord of the Rings.  

The version of Harry Potter that we Canadians get to see is subtitled The Philosopher's Stone.  The version that our Yankee friends to the south got is called The Sorcerer's Stone.  Little did I know of the average American child's love of sorcery and hatred of philosophy…and vice versa for Canadian kids.  Who knew?  The movie stars 3 annoying lil' British kids, the bad guy from Die Hard, TV's Cracker, a Monty Python guy, Willow (the midget…not the lesbian babe) and everyone's favorite drunk: Richard Harris.  It's directed by Chris Columbus,  who not only helmed such classics as Home Alone I and II, Mrs. Doubtfire and Stepmom  but also discovered America.  In his defense, he also used to write good movies like Gremlins and Goonies.   

The story follows an abused and abandoned young man who is forced to live in a closet.  Then one day a giant comes to his house, kidnaps him and brings him to a school to teach him about the wonders of witchcraft.  From there I kind of lost track as to what exactly was going on.  There was some kind of flying soccer broom game, a lil' dragon, a big 3 headed dog and a cloak of invisibility.  Then the 3 annoying kids played a giant chess game, and the one with glasses defeated a guy with 2 faces thanks to a rock that magically appeared in his pocket.  At the end (I think the total running time was somewhere around 6 hours), all the characters wave at the camera and say "See you next year kids!".  It's made a couple hundred million dollars in its first 10 days or so.  The best part of the movie was when Ewan McGregor was having this big fight with Jango Fett, and then Anakin's all mad and says, "It's all Obi Wan's fault!".  Uh…well, of course that was actually the trailer for Episode II.  Well worth the price of admission. 

Lord of the Rings (with more of a target audience leaning towards the 30 year old, 250 pound comic geeks who live in their parents basements crowd) hits theatres in December.  It's much more promising, considering that it's directed by someone with actual talent: Peter Jackson.  He brought us such great movies that made no money like Heavenly Creatures, the Frighteners, and the gore fest masterpiece, Dead Alive.  It's sure to be leaps and bounds better then the pile of traced garbage that was Ralph Bashki's cheaply and poorly animated version of the tale.  I wish I had known that big budget (meaning good) versions of the stories were being produced. 'Cause man, let me tell you…getting through those books wasn't easy.  Just the willpower it took to put in the effort to flip from one page to the next was like reading one of those big rock paged caveman tomes that you see Fred reading on The Flintstones.  Sure, there are lots of cool battle scenes and monsters…but it's paralleled by a hell of a lot of fruity poetry and singing (which has thankfully reportedly been completely cut from the upcoming motion picture). The movie stars the kid from Flipper, that big dude from Indiana Jones I and III, Magneto, Queen Elizabeth and horror movie legend and all around cool guy, Christopher Lee.  The greedy money grabbing schemes from Lord of the Rings have already begun to appear.  Including my personal favorite, the Lord of the Onion Rings value combo meal at Burger King. I'm sure that that's exactly what the late J.R.R.R. Tolkien hoped for as a legacy.  Tasty onion rings.         

There's nothing that moviemakers love more than making a glossy, meticulously planned movie going experience that will cause current and future generations of people to read less of those dusty, smelly, old, outdated books.  And this winter looks to be a resounding success on all fronts.  I mean, think about it.  Do we ride around in horse and carriage?  Do we live in dwellings the likes of Little House on the Prairie? Do doctors drill holes in their patients heads to let the evil demons out? Does anyone go to church anymore? No, no ,no and no.  So then, why the hell should we as a society read books?  What do you think TV and movies were invented for anyhow?  To make our lives better by causing the overall extinction of the written word.  Congratulations to Hollywood, and good luck with future endeavors from all your friends at PULP.

TELEVISION

The Glory of the Geek


Ah, Star Trek. The ultimate in geek culture. It’s somewhat comforting to know that no matter what’s going on in the world, no matter how depressingly pathetic the state of pop culture gets, there will always be at least one hour a week filled with bad actors walking around bad sets and speaking bad lines about ‘trilithium’, which sounds like a drug Gene Roddenberry should have taken before he was allowed to make a TV show. And, as long as there are Star Trek shows, there will be Star Trek fans, and more importantly, plenty of large people to beat up Star Trek fans. And rightly so, because as much as I like the TV show, there’s nothing more annoying than a guy who knows exactly how a ‘antimatter drive’ works, and feels the need to tell me about it. Enterprise is the latest show to fill the  violently nerdy Star Trek void, which has been left vacant since Voyager was put down like a sick dog. Yet, as much as Voyager needed to die, it pales in comparison to the tedious Enterprise. Starring Scott Bakula, of Quantum Leap ‘fame’, and shot in what appears to be a particularly shabby storage locker, Enterprise has all the appeal of videotaped Magic: The Gathering tournament. The acting has the subtlety of Ace Ventura, the special effects make Babylon 5 look like The Phantom Menace, and the simplistic, obvious plots make one long for the complexity of a Spiderman episode. But nevertheless, the show serves a purpose, and an important one at that. But without Star Trek shows, we wouldn’t have Star Trek fans, and then who would all of us normal folks feel superior to? There is no universal scapegoat in the pop culture landscape as effective as Star Trek geeks. Star Wars, while another easy target, is far too acceptable to society and Kevin Smith to make a good choice. The X-Files is too popular, and not enough people care about Sailor Moon to make a difference. The Star Trek fan is the one person the most pathetic, Harry Potter-reading, comic book-obsessed, Battle Bot-addicted loser can feel cooler than, and that is a damnably important function. Imagine you actually cared about WWF Smackdown, and had no one to look down at. You’d kill yourself between tag team matches on The Superstation faster than you could say “Redneck 3:16”. Imagine John Madden was your hero, or you actually thought Relic Hunter was a good show, or you spent significant portions of your spare time dubbing Mystery Science Theatre 3000 videos, and there was no lower level of pop-culture social strata to feel better than. There wouldn’t be enough bullets in the world for all the people desperate to load a gun and put themselves out of their dateless misery. And then, short on ammunition, our troops in Afghanistan would be completely unarmed against the wild, TV-deprived Muslim hordes, who are so lacking of the Star Trek scapegoat that they fear not death, and in fact welcome it as an escape from a world where coolness depends on beard-length. So do Western society a favor, and watch Enterprise. While buying war bonds. –Ash

TV Casualties

Well, speaking of television, the new TV season is finally upon us. And it’s only December! I remember back in the good old days, when the horror of the back-to-school season would be tempered with the glory of brand new TV shows, staving off teen suicides and school massacres by dulling volatile emotions with hours of sitcoms about twenty-somethings with quirky neighbors. But those days are as dead as disco. In the past few years, most shows have begun airing their premiers in October, with some, like The Simpsons, waiting until November, and others, like The X-Files, waiting entire calendar years before gracing us with their season debuts. This year, what with the usual industry lethargy being coupled with the pressing need for celebrities to go on TV and let us know they don’t like terrorism, one would expect the new season to be delayed until at least late July, but that has not been the case. Perhaps in an effort to distract the public from the current international crisis by numbing us with more Law and Order spin-offs than there are actual laws, at least a few shows  have debuted in the past few months. And, in the grand Ash tradition of watching at least 18 hours of TV in any given day, I’ve seen them all. Which means, gentle reader, that you get to watch each and every one of these show vicariously through my unreasonably pessimistic, ​First Wave-blurred eyes.

The Ellen Show


Congratulations to the leathery Ms. Degeneres for getting right back on the horse after the cancellation of her first sit-com, Ellen. Granted, the horse isn’t funny and is an irritatingly preachy bull-dyke, but that’s no reason to shoot it the head and get a better, less out-spoken one, like maybe Rosie O’Donnell or Jodie Foster. I’m not saying there’s anything wrong with being gay, it just shouldn’t be allowed on TV, where impressionably youngsters might pick up the nasty habit of self-respect and comfortable self-image. Plus, it encourages Will and Grace.

Law And Order: Criminal Intent


Vincent D’Onofrio stars as a scruffy, doughier Vince Vaughn in this charmingly boring spin-off of the original Law and Order. Eliminating the ‘law’ aspect of its predecessor, Criminal Intent focuses instead on the police and forensic work that goes into solving cases, essentially combining the scientific aspect of CSI with the investigative grunt work of CSI, coming up with the best version of CSI since CSI.

Enterprise


It’s about time for another Star Trek show, as it’s already been four months since Voyager was put out of its misery like a cripplingly retarded child. In addition to haggard, hungry-looking actors and sets cheaper than a twelve-pack of RC Cola, the show stars everyone’s favorite has-been, Scott Bakula, fresh from the welfare office and raring to go. It promises to be about as exciting as a tax-debate, and twice as hip.

Buffy the Vampire Slayer

For some bizarre reason, this teen vampire soap opera has changed networks from the WB, famed for its Ebonics sitcoms and endless dramas about teen angst, to UPN, famed for absolutely nothing. While channel 73 might not be the most accessible place for most Buffy fans to find the show, at least counting past fifty will teach them some higher math.

Emeril


I don’t suppose there’s really any need for me to make a joke about this sitcom based upon the exploits of Italian TV chef Emeril Legasse, since thanks to The Sopranos Italians are a living joke anyway, but that won’t stop me from trying. Quite frankly, cooking isn’t really all that funny to begin with, and no amount of ex-Mad About You writers and snappy onomatopoeic catchphrases are going to make this show any more amusing than Home Economics class. For the record, however, I’ve never actually seen an episode, since it’s on at the same time as something else, anything else, that isn’t a cooking show.

24
An intriguing premise, in which one day in the life of Keifer Sutherland is examined in 24 real-time episodes, falls victim to its fatal flaw, which is that real-time is actually quite boring. I don’t know what you did today, but I mostly spent my time napping between repeated screenings of Blood Feast. I thought about leaving the house, but only briefly, and it may have been a dream. In an attempt to liven things up, the producers of 24 have added an element of fiction to the Real World documentary-style of the show, by pretending that Keifer spends his days fighting terrorism instead of, as is far more likely, watching Flatliners over and over again and crying.

Smallville


Well, this sounds like a great idea. Take a popular comic book character like Superman in one hand, and the hugely successful teen TV show Dawson’s Creek in the other, then force them to rut like caged pandas. The bastard abomination that spews from their loins is a prime example of the kind of quality programming we’re getting this TV season.

So, as you can see, there are several reasons this season to give up on your social life, board yourself up in your house, and watch TV until your eyes bleed. None of them are listed here, however, and nearly all require either HBO or Scream TV. For those of us stuck with simple cable or the godless state known as the “Basic” channel package, the alternatives are limited. Either invest in a DVD player, or pick up enough Robitusen MD to make Must See TV on Thursday nights interesting enough to watch. Now if you’ll excuse me, I think I feel a cough coming on. -Ash

___________________________________________________________________________

Better watch out!

by The Eeyore

Ah, my most horrific time of year is once again swinging around. It’s a time of pleasantries and a time to bury the hatchet...but not in some crazed lunatic’s back. What is it about the syrupy emotional states that this season seems to break out in everyone? Even the non-Christians are not immune. In the world of the film industry this is the season to get touchy feely because commerce is the reason for the season. Now if you think I am on the side of the Lola granola tree hugging anti-WHO [I’ll never understand what these urban guerrillas have against that fine pre-punk rock band] demonstrating middle class communists you would be somewhat correct, if your brain had only one percent of its

neurons working. I love the consumerism of this age and every other consumer age before, such as last year. I wake up in the morning happy to know that there is a whole world of merchandise that I may someday own. Of course there are some people in the world, Sammy BeenLadIn being one of

the worst anti-corporate poseurs ever. Did you see what BeenLadIn was wearing during that Karaoke video that he made? It looked pure Gap-khaki, but my fashion sense may be deceiving me. Speaking of deceptions I recently rented a foreign video called The Girl on the Bridge. In this quaint family film an amateur serial killer that poses as professional knife throwing by night, walks on bridges to find beautiful women who are attempting to commit suicide. He somehow convinces the women that it would be a lot better to act as his stage prop and maybe if he gets unlucky one day they could get lucky with one of his knives. This all sounds very exciting and with a premise like this where could you possibly go wrong?

Ways that a foreign film could possibly go wrong:

Speaking a language that is foreign. 

Talking head scenes that do not involve full frontal nudity.

Only one act of violence that lasts for less than one second.

Symbolism galore.

Having foreign talking props instead of domestic talking props.

Not being made by an American production company.

A political message that is usually leaning toward the politics of the

picket-bearing-stinky-huddled masses that is saving our planet from the

really big nasty corporations [except for the Body Shop and Bridgehead].

Being made in a foreign country.

Being remade into a Hollywood film [Three Men and a Baby is puerile by its

very nature Tom Selleck et al]

The special effects team buys the fake blood by the liter instead of by

the barrel.

The movie falls apart because the knife man never delivers on his promise and we are left with a vacant and hollow feeling in our Roman seeking mindless violence chest. I thought perception was reality but the foreign devils tricked me into renting a film that deceived me with its cover. I’ve heard Dubya talking about the foreign evil doers and his plans to destroy them. If this plan in any way could bring an end to the terror we experience at the video store where the foreign movie selection takes up precious floor space, then he has the support of a disgruntled Eeyore. I am what I am. A donkey by any other name would smell as sweet.


CULT PICK O’ THE MONTH

The Legend of the Seven Golden Vampires *****

Now, I know what you’re thinking. You’re thinking “Wow, there’s a  British/Hong Kong kung-fu vampire movie out there and I haven’t hear of it?”. Well, I’ve got news for you, pal. There’s actually several. The Legend of the Seven Golden Vampires is just the most accessible, as the rest deal with really unfortunate looking creatures with yellow eyes that hop around on all fours like Chinese rabbits. The ‘Hopping Vampire’ series aside, the kung-fu vampire movie is a subgenre of horror films that definitely deserves some respect. After, all, who doesn’t enjoy a good, Hong Kong-made kung-fu movie? You get all the action and excitement of a Stephen Segal flick, without all that pesky English dialogue and DMX guest spots to get in the way. Plus, due to the immense perversion that anime has assured me rests within the heart of Japanese society, you’re guaranteed a bared Asian bosom or two, if not at least one tentacle rape. In terms of the British vampire movie, the partial nudity rule still holds true, due the bizarrely Freudian penetration theme of the villains, and you’re also guaranteed at least one appearance by either Peter Cushing or Christopher Lee. Cushing, whom less educated, Starlog-addicted readers might know only as Grand Moff Tarkin from Star Wars, is the star of Legend…, putting in his umpteenth performance as Dr. Van Helsing. He is joined by his son, possibly named Reginald, and a troop of Ninja Turtle-esque kung-fu brothers, each armed with a different weapon and all bearing a striking resemblance to Jet Li. Van Helsing and the brothers are on the trail of a group of seven vampire lords who have been terrorizing a remote village by forcing the local women to parade around topless. The vampires are led by none other than Van Helsing’s nemesis, Dracula, who for some reason has taken the form of Fu Manchu, the Yellow Peril himself, presumably because Chinese actors come a lot cheaper that British ones. Needless to say, the dispatching of the seven vampire lords requires a great deal of kung fu from the brothers, and an impressive amount of standing around and looking old from Peter Cushing, who by that point in his career was probably relishing the thought of nice, quite productions of Twelfth Night at a dinner theatre joint. The vampires, however, are not to be outmatched in terms of crazy Chinasian kung fu, and call up legions of undead slaves to join the battle, all of whom strongly resemble the zombies from Spain’s Blind Dead series. Parenthetically, in regards to that last comment, I don’t know what’s more upsetting to me, the fact that you, the reader, doesn’t know what I’m talking about, or the fact that I do. Being able to reference an obscure Spanish zombie series like The Blind Dead is both a blessing and a curse. It’s a blessing, in that occasionally useless film trivia will impress a video store clerk enough to score some free Twin Peaks rentals, but also a curse, since taking up valuable memory with endless Vincent Price quotations uses brain space perhaps better suited to remembering phone numbers, birthdays, and how to tell time using a 24 hour clock. Sure, you might interest the odd skirt you meet at a bar by claiming Bride of Chucky as your favorite romantic comedy and proceeding through a scene by scene re-enactment of its finer moments, but once you get her back to your apartment, she’ll quickly discover that memorizing the entire movie pushed out some other vital information, like exactly how infrequently you can clean your kitchen before you officially live in squalor. And have you ever tried impressing a potential employer by miming female mutilation sequences from Herschell Gordon Lewis movies? Very unsuccessful, unless you happen to be applying for a position as either a butcher’s assistant or Henry Lee Lucas. It’s not that this kind of information is useless, it’s just that we live in a society so screwed up it values practical skills and knowledge over 1970s exploitation movie trivia. We live in a world where it’s easier for a philosophy major to find meaningful employment than it is for someone who has put a lifetime of effort into categorizing zombie movies. Think about it, who would you rather have by your side during the inevitable coming zombie apocalypse: me, with an encyclopedic knowledge of undead extermination techniques, or some fancy pants college boy who thinks he’s hot stuff just because he’s read most of the Marx brothers’ communist manifesto? I’m telling you, we’re setting ourselves up for a fall here. It’s a well established fact that we’re due for a major catastrophe sometime soon, be it zombie-related or otherwise, and quite frankly, we’re not ready for it. Even if it’s somewhat pedestrian, like a global flu pandemic, we’re going to need someone in power who has seen Outbreak at least 6 times, and who is intimately familiar with the Stand miniseries. But do the platforms of current politicians even mention Steven King movies in their speeches and debates? No, they barely even mention cult films at all, although the Green Party tends to get dizzy and start quoting Dazed and Confused every once in a while. I swear, if George W. Bush had seen Cold War epic Red Dawn even once, he’d know exactly what to do in these current times of international crisis, namely hire Patrick Swayze and Charlie Sheen as guerilla warfare experts. There’s no doubt that Swayze could use his commando skills, as well as the good ol’ fashioned American brawling techniques he picked up in Road House, to single-handedly defeat that dastardly Osama Bin Laden and his terrorist network, but lousy Bush is too busy listening to his prissy, experienced, West Point-educated military advisors, who wouldn’t know how to use 235-trioxin gas to create zombie soldiers if their life depended on it, to listen to my advice. Well, that ends here. I’d like to take this opportunity to announce my candidacy for President of the US in the next elections. I pledge that I will conduct myself with the utmost dignity, and base all my decisions upon the teachings of Martin Sheen, or more specifically, President Sheen of The West Wing, not the crazy President Sheen from The Dead Zone. And I swear that along with mixing preachy, patriotic rhetoric and down home wisdom with every breath, I will do my best to assure that each and every citizen of this fine country will have access to free health care, and enough higher education to know exactly how to deal with kung fu vampires.     

-Ash
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MORE PULP NEWS


…well, there’s still no room, but I’d like to state for the record that I know I skipped an issue, so don’t bother mentioning it…





PULP NEWS


…well, there’s no room, so let’s just stick with saying that questions, comments, complaints, and above all submissions should be sent to � HYPERLINK "mailto:pulp@tangmonkey.com" ��pulp@tangmonkey.com�. 








