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pulp

THIS ISSUE: Ash makes some New Year’s resolutions! Eeyore hates the seventies! The critics’ picks of 2000! PLUS: Voodoo Warfare!

Ah, January. My favourite month of the year. The godless holiday season is over, the Oscar rush has thankfully run its fetid, treacly course, and there’s a fresh, full new year for me to waste watching Italian cannibal movies on Saturday afternoons once the cartoons are over. And to celebrate the new millennium, PULP has an extra special issue just jam-packed with fun the whole family can enjoy. I was feeling particularly creative last month, so this issue has an extra large dosage of Ash, but we’re also happy to introduce new contributor Batturtle to the fold, who will be tackling the pressing social concern of Jack of All Trades’ cancellation, which as we all know is the reason children are dying in Africa. However, I don’t want anybody to blame the late arrival of this issue on its extra length. No no, for the record, it was mostly finished before most of you threw up your first litre of Labatt 40 this New Year’s Eve. However, circumstances beyond my control led to it being delayed, those circumstances being that God hates me. Not to reveal too much about my personal life, but my current living arrangements are not exactly what God, or ‘Dad’ as I like to call him, smiles upon, so apparently he has seen fit to bestow upon me the ten deadly plagues of Egypt. I’m currently on plague six, the plague of repeated regurgitation, which I personally blame on having to watch Tom Hanks take his shirt off in Cast Away, but may have something to do with the three-week old hotdog I was forced to eat when we ran out of beef jerky. Anyway, in order to appease the man upstairs, I’ve come up with a list of New Year’s resolutions to help me lead a better and more God friendly life…

1) Stop praising the Lord needlessly when there’s a new episode of freakylinks.

2) No more reading Anton LaVey books on Sundays

3) Stop cursing the Lord needlessly when there’s a new episode of Ally McBeal
4) Stop justifying my addiction to deviant porn by saying “Jesus was into midgets”

5) Stop making fun of midgets. On Sundays.

There. That should do it. Now, onto the fun and games…


-Ash


NEW IN THEATRES

Dungeons and Dragons *


Whoever came up with the idea of putting Marlon Wayans and the guy from Child’s Play 3 in a movie together needs to take a good long look at his life and kick whatever drugs he’s on, because starting now his problems are starting to affect the general populace as well as his liver. Sure, Marlon Wayans may be ‘hip’ and cool’ after starring in last summer’s smash hit Scary Movie, but his ‘street cred’ definitely did not translate well into this film. In no way is Dungeons and Dragons a cool movie. Movies with elves are not cool. Movies that come from what is essentially a needlessly complex board game are not cool. No one would pay to see a $100 million dollar big-screen version of Hungry Hungry Hippos no matter how many In Living Colour rejects they scrape out of  the gutter  to star in it. Granted, I’m willing to admit that I may be a tad out of touch with what’s hip with the kids nowadays. From what I can gather, it appears to be cool to dress and act like an ex-convict member of an LA ‘gangta’ street gang despite being white and suburban and never getting closer to being hardcore than shoplifting root beer from a  7-11.It’s also apparently cool to wear enormous, garishly coloured clothing replete with facial piercing and oversized novelty pacifiers. If you’re going with the pacifier look, apparently the cool way to spend an evening is dancing to crappy disco music while popping happy pills you bought from a white-supremacist biker, whereas the cool thing to do for the white suburban gang members is drinking Upper Canada Dark Ale in a parking lot while listening to rap ‘n’ roll on the walkman your dad bought you for Christmas. But this is all beside the point, which is that though I may not understand what’s cool, I know what isn’t, and this movie certainly isn’t. Firstly, the script is a collage of childish banter and simple, adverb-free sentences, mostly consisting of the noises Marlon Wayans makes when he’s trying to be funny. He’s not even one of the good Wayans, for crying out loud, as if there even were any worthwhile members of that godforsaken clan of miscreants. Secondly, the story bears more than a passing resemblance to the Star Wars trilogy, except with more ‘wise’cracks and bad special effects. In most cases, since Star Wars is pretty much the greatest story ever told, this would be a good thing, but in this particular case it’s just blasphemous, kind of like having your favourite poem read to you by a chimpanzee. Thirdly, it’s just sad to see Jeremy Irons ham it up on screen. This is a man who has been in some of the finest movies of the last twenty years, from that one about the twin gynecologists to that one about the pederast, and here he is acting like a lunatic hepped up on Evil Ecstasy or something. His eyes are wild, his lips are frothy…it’s either rave drugs or rabies, or maybe both. If it is rave drugs, then I guess that would make him cool, now wouldn’t it? I stand corrected. This movie is hipper than a XL pastel blue T-shirt with a witty play on a popular ad slogan on the front. Rave on.


-Ash

____________________________________________________________________________________

NEW ON VIDEO (sort of)

Gladiator ***


Yeah, yeah, I know this isn’t a particularly timely review. Gladiator left theatres a long time ago, and the video release was in October or something, but I was so moved by Eeyore’s glowing review of the film from last issue that I decided to write a response. Sure, his review may not have seemed particularly positive to the lay person, nor in fact did it actually have anything to do with the movie, but you’ll notice that he refrained from actually referring to the film as either ‘tripe’ or ‘bovine excrement’, thus bestowing upon it his highest possible praise. As shocking as it may seem, however, I beg to differ  with his opinion. It’s not that Gladiator is a bad film. As Randy so succinctly put it in Scream 2: Back to Class, “Ridley Scott rules!” and is incapable of producing a bad movie (for the purposes of this review I’m choosing to ignore both GI Jane and Legend, which has the distinction of being the fruitiest film of all time, barring anything made by Gregg Araki). It is, however, a very stupid film. Gladiator is a period piece, set in a time when they hadn’t yet invented contractions while speaking. The dialogue is so rich and cheesy you’ll clog your arteries if you listen too closely, and despite repeated viewings I have yet to figure out why everybody in the Roman Empire has a British accent.  It case you haven’t had the pleasure of being intellectually insulted by this movie, it’s about the general who became a slave, the slave who became a gladiator, the gladiator who became a hero, and the hero who became a busboy at Denny’s after an unfortunate incident involving an underage hooker and an eightball of cocaine. The gladiator/general/slave/hero/

busboy in this case is played by Russell Crowe, an actor who used to be cool back when he did Sam Raimi movies and Australian skinhead pictures, but has now been relegated to hunk o’ the month status. Gladiator gives him his best shot yet at proving himself to be a real actor, and he manages not to embarrass himself too much, except in one unfortunate scene where he falls into the Heather Donaghue school of “mucous = emotion” acting, a la Blair Witch. Another strong performance is turned in by horror movie vet Oliver Reed, whose credits include the unforgettable Venom and the entirely forgettable Condorman. In Gladiator, he plays Crowe’s R. L. Emery-ian trainer Proximo, who, despite his gruff exterior, has a heart of gold, shockingly enough. Speaking of hearts, Reed managed to blow his up halfway during filming, requiring Ridley Scott to spend several million dollars creating an digital version of him to finish the film, similar to what he had to do with Joaquin Phoenix once they figured out he didn’t know how to act. Phoenix plays Emperor Commodus and manages to prove, once again, that he is the worst person ever. How a mush-mouthed retard manages to continually weasel his way into respectable motion pictures is beyond me, but here he is once again. Commodus is evil, as evidenced by the fact that he wears black mascara and is often shot in low-angle. Phoenix’s version of evil comes off as more whiney than threatening, and his attempt at being regal is essentially just speaking in an uncomfortably forced English accent. Which is, apparently, quite in keeping with the times.   -Ash

TELEVISION

WHY HAS TV LET ME DOWN?

(an article in 30 minutes or less)

by BATTURTLE

I don't know what I did. I'm not sure if I said something wrong or committed some inappropriate politically incorrect deed. But, clearly I've done something to upset the great god that is TV. The object and entity that I used to consider one of my best friends has gone turn coat and unceremoniously stabbed me in the back.

Jack Of All Trades is gone. The greatest television show in the history of this fantastical medium has been dumped from the airwaves. Empty Nest, Golden Girls, and Wings each lasted for what?...a decade or so? And Jack doesn't even get a full two seasons!?! What the hell happened? Who’s to blame? I want to know so I open up a twelve pack...no a two-four of whoop-ass on him or her.

For starters, the show had not only the geniuses at Renaissance Pictures (Evil 

Dead, Xena) behind the wheel...but it was Co-Executive Produced by Bruce Campbell. And not only that, but he starred in the damn thing! We, as lowly evolved-from-fallen-tree-monkey-peons were given the heavenly pleasure of a full half hour of Bruce Campbell-y goodness each and every week and we blew it!?! How?!

So, who is to blame? Well, it ain't me, that's for sure. I saw all the episodes. Remember the one where Jack saved Ben Franklin from Blackbeard? Or the one when he went up against his arch enemy Napoleon (brilliantly portrayed by Verne "Mini Me" Troyer)? Or how about the time when Jack...sniff...I'm sorry, I'm getting a bit veclemped here.

Well, I blame books. No wait, hear me out. I know that a lot of people think that these "books" are a good thing. That they edjucate & entertain & open up one’s imagination to a whole wide wonderful world that otherwise might not be explored. But guess what? All of those people who were reading for that one extra half hour one night a week could have more valuably been spent their time watching Jack Of All Trades.
And school. Yeah that's right, I blame school! How many people do you think had a term paper to write or some retarded calculus exam to study for. Have your priorities set straight, people! Do you realize that because of your precious higher learning & edjamucation that Jack is gone! And he ain't coming back 

people! 

The heaviest burden on my heart is for Bruce. I really think we let him down. He gives & gives & gives & how do we repay this lord of the acting profession? We let his show get cancelled! If Sam Raimi doesn't put him in Spider-Man I swear to Satan that I'm gonna just totally flip out! I won't be responsible for my rage induced anger...uh, sorry, I digress.

In closing...congratulations to all of you who supported the greatest show of all time. To those who didn't...shame on you. Next time you're shaking your head at the 37th reality based trapped on an island show, the 53rd multi-million dollar game show or at the fact that some poor fool gave Bette Midler a half hour in prime time, realize that the corner stone of all this horror could have been made a wee bit better if we still had the sexual innuendo laced good times of an evening spent with Jack.

______________________________________________________________________________________


OPINION

Ash’s Best and Worst of the Year 2000

Another year has come and gone, leaving behind little in its wake but some blurred memories of Passions episodes and the lurid stench of Reality TV. But that didn’t stop countless film critics for dredging through the mounds of offal to come up with countless ‘Best Of’ lists on slow news days, and I’ll be damned if it stops me from filling up valuable empty space. See, despite the fact that my lack of long-term memory prevents me from remembering how old I am, let alone what movies came out this year, I pride myself on coming up with one of these lists at least once a year. Sure, they may not be accurate, useful, or even on topic, but they’re there, which I contend makes me a legitimate film critic. So, without further ado, here’s my best and worst of 2000.



And there you go, a hastily assembled plea for acceptance as a film critic. Granted, many real critics don’t rate films based solely upon how many Wayans brothers appear, or should have appeared onscreen, but then again most film critics actually thought Almost Famous was a good movie, rather that a fairly good commercial paid for by the Please Please Please Give Dreamworks Another Oscar Fund. So while you may not agree with my list, at least you’ll be disagreeing with a real critic. Now that’s classy.

MORE OPINION

Defective culture…

by Eeyore

I thought that I had a better track record than most dial-900-and-run-up-my-Visa psychics, but it seems that my predictions about the year 2000 being the year of post New Wave are all wrong. You may recall in issue number seven of the original Pulp, the kinder, gentler Norman Rockwellesque rag of yesteryear when it was being more closely vetted to remove disparaging comments made by Ash; but those halcyon days are behind us and …yes now I recall my original point, just a small case of 24 hour BSE. Ate some lunatic bad cow on the weekend and the little prions are refolding some of the very proteins I require for the high caliber brain function that is my signature. Anyhow, as I was so eloquently saying, before my brain guffawed is the fact that I, the Great Eeyore spoke of how the Matrix represented the coming of the next retread culture. What am I talking about? The seventies! That’s right, we are reliving the most despicable time in Earth’s history. Look at the fashion, the music [fortunately synthesizers are not de rigor otherwise I would have to rip out my inner ear in protest], the sideburns [come on people – either it’s a beard or it ain’t],…oh no, the prions are really screwing me up – I’m having an identity crisis. Most not write like the Ash…me Eeyore.

Okay.

So my prediction was the idea that we were repeating the exact culture cycle of 20 years ago, and the Matrix was the trigger for the move away from the 70’s into the 80’s with the New Wave. But it did not come to pass. Why? [I have to ask the question because my loyal reader won’t.]

There is something foul in the state of our culture and it isn’t television. Somehow we have gotten stuck in a chrono-feedback loop. We are forever destined to repeat the most horrid moments of the decade of hair spray and discos [if anyone over the age of forty says that he was the first to say disco sucks, take a look in the attic and I am sure you will find bell bottom pants and a big horoscope necklace.] The trouble lies in the fact that people did not watch the film that would have represented everything that was wrong with the era and that movie was The Storm. 

The seventies was a time of disaster movies. Planes, trains, earthquakes, fires, apes taking over the damn planet. It was a hard time to be a movie aficionado back then. The message was, everything in the universe wants to eat, burn, smash, and shake you up. The disaster movies started multiplying like mad cow infected rabbits, until even the crayon lobotomized populace said: “Enough!” And that is when the seventies ended. 

So the only way to end this feedback is for a large number of people to go and watch The Storm and scream “I am mad as hell and I am not going to take it anymore!” ; and then, just maybe we can break this thing. We need every who in Whoville ASAP…

The future won’t happen in these defective days…

______________________________________________________________________________________

Stick it up your AIRDUCT

by Ash

Well, well, well, it seems the gauntlet has been thrown down. Those of you who have been regular readers of these hallowed electronic pages should be well-aware of my completely unfounded hatred of AIRDUCT, a monthly zine that has been making the rounds at my old high school. It seems that the creators of this unabashed PULP rip-off did not heed my earlier warnings, and have not only continued to produced their peculiar brand of wordy toilet paper, but actually had the nerve to sully my good name by printing a reference to me in their latest issue. Granted, the Christmas theme of that edition no doubt influenced their decision to include me, as of course the name Ash so often comes to mind when pondering the glory of the messiah, but I don’t take kindly to my name being taken in vain. Nevertheless, a quick perusal of their little paper allayed most of my concerns. For you see, it’s kind of hard to stay mad at people who are as obviously disadvantaged at the great game of life as these poor souls are. Not only are they fans of the Tragically Hip, a band whose formulaic pap is exactly three dance steps away from being a Canadian version of the Backstreet Boys, but it turns out that the editorial staff is comprised entirely of girls. Yeah, that’s right, I was surprised too, but apparently anything’s possible in today’s day and age. It’s not that I have anything against the weaker, inferior, and just all around bitchier sex. In fact I’m a firm believer that they are in fact people too. It’s just that they quite clearly shouldn’t be allowed to speak out of turn, let alone write that way. You see, once they get ideas in their flighty little heads, they’re liable to lose track of their priorities, like giggling and making sandwiches, and then where would society be? Plus, when given great responsibility like running a school newsletter, they tend to bugger it up right proper, filling it full of cookie recipes and reviews of the latest episode of Roswell. Listen, ladies, there’s a place for flowery poetry and cute little non-sequitors about pants, and it’s the same place burritos go when you’re done with them. Plus, they have oh so many deliciously long words. Listen, if I wanted to read, I’d go buy a comic book. Please, ladies, do yourselves a favour and quit while you’re not so far behind you can’t even see my footprints anymore. If any loyal readers of PULP want to get themselves a copy of AIRDUCT so’s you can bash their fancy talking too, just email to airduct_hq@hotmail.com  and they just might send you a copy, provided you promise to call them the next day.
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Best





Dracula 2000


This was the best 40  minutes of the year.


Geoff Batchelar


Not technically a movie, but since I could afford neither a Christmas present nor a birthday present for this fine feathered friend of mine, I though this would be the least I could do. Now dozens of people around the city know my shame.


Battlefield Earthship Troopers


I just like saying the name. Or trying to that is.  The only reason I like this movie is that watching it makes me feel smart. Really, really smart.


Bring It On 


Sure, it may be short on plot, acting, writing, direction, intelligence, morality, and interest, but it does have cheerleaders. Lots of ‘em. Fetish isn’t a strong enough word for what I have.


X-Men


Since twelve was the age at which I stopped maturing mentally, emotionally, and yes sadly enough physically, this was the highlight of my movie-going year. Rest assured that the only reason it languishes at number 5 is that I just forgot about it until now, and re-writing stuff cuts into valuable video game time.





Worst





Coyote Ugly


Everyone involved in this movie must die. This was not merely a  trashy popcorn flick, a hip and irreverent summer movie for the female bar-hopping set, or a tragic misstep in John Goodman’s career. No no no, this was a planned, deliberate terrorist act aimed at destroying the world via the combined concussive force of 10 million moviegoers’ heads exploding from the sheer, brain-destroying stupidity of this flick. The Anti-Christ walks among us, dear reader, and its name is Coyote Ugly.





Dungeons and Dragons


This movie was so bad, Marlon Wayans was the highlight of the picture. He out-acted Jeremy Irons, for Santa’s sake.





Scary Movie


The only funny thing about this movie is the fact that someone thought it would be a good idea to have two Wayans brothers on screen at the same time. Oh, wait, that’s not funny, it’s just depressing and sad. The poor man who made that decision is obviously emotionally unwell and deserves our pity instead of our ridicule. Rest assured that if I’m ever elected prime minister, me and that poor mental defective will have a good long cry together before I send him off to be sterilized. 





Requiem For A Dream


This is actually an excellent film from indie director Darren Aronofsky. However, the film’s numerous strengths cannot account for the presence of a Wayans in the ‘all star’ cast. Granted, it’s a non-comedic role, but Marlon Wayans trying to act is almost as pathetic as Robin Williams pretending to cry, and twice as irritating. 





Gone in 60 Seconds


Mega-producer Jerry Bruckheimer, who already wasted two hours of my time this year with the ode to idiocy  that is Coyote Ugly, strikes again with this little picture about the exciting, action-packed world of car thieves. Unfortunately, the only way Bruckhiemer can convey ‘exciting action-packed’ is by hiring an epileptic to edit the picture, making for one seizurific flick. Plus, the car thieves are played by the handsomely creepy Nicolas Cage and the whorishly attractive Angelina Jolie, which is not particularly believable considering most car thieves are either scrawny white guys in Stone Cold Steve Austin T-shirts or fat balding men named Bubba with stained tank-tops brandishing a  brick in a sock. Not quite so glamorous as the cast of this film, but infinitely more interesting, if you ask me. So bad, it should have a Wayans brother in it.








PULP news





…PULP is pleased to announce that Ash has been given the keys to tangmonkey.com, the evil media empire that bafflingly enough hosts PULP on its website. This means that Ash will be able to regularly post news about life in the fast lane. Check it out for bite-sized reviews of current films, links to some of Ash’s favorite midget porn sites, and the occasional nugget of folk wisdom…


…TRIVIA TRIVIA TRIVIA TRIVIA TRIVIA TRIVIA TRIVIA TRIVIA TRIVIA TRIVIA TRIVIA TRIVIA


the answer to last issue’s trivia question is (drum roll please) Back to the Future. Congratulations to Larry Cohen, who got the correct answer. This week’s question is for all you fans of the original PULP. So, Mom, how many original print issues of PULP series one were there? Here’s a hint, they’re all at tangmonkey.com, so go there, dammit…


…as usual, PULP is desperately looking for content to fill up space. Please, please, please send us some at � HYPERLINK mailto:pulp@stupid.com ��pulp@stupid.com� or � HYPERLINK mailto:pulp@tangmonkey.com ��pulp@tangmonkey.com� . And while you’re at it, drop us a line to tell us how good  we’re doing...





NEXT ISSUE!!





…the triumphant return of the CULT PICK!


…the fall TV season: What sucked and what really sucked!


…why Survivor is the Anti-Christ!


…why music videos are the Anti-Christ!


…news on how YOU can get a hold of over 500 Ash penned movie reviews!


PLUS: Eeyore complains! Ash whines! And an ALL-NEW CONTRIBUTOR bitches!


All this and more in PULP III! Coming in one month (probably)!








