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pulp

This issue: Hannibal Ferox! Japanese Porn! Monster Truck Mayhem! PLUS: Ash’s Oscar Picks! And way too much more!

Jumpin Jehovah’s ghost, Batman! Are you ready for one jam-packed, fun-filled whopper of an issue? Neither was I, which explains why I took so damn long putting out this out. Fortunately, some of PULP’s other contributors picked up the copious amounts of slack, and we ended up with a giant issue that features precious little of my trademark filler.  We’d like to welcome new contributor X, the Geoff with the X-Ray Eyes, as well as remind any future contributors that if you don’t come up with your own pseudonym, we’ll make one up for you, and boy will it suck.

NEW IN THEATRES

Hannibal ****


Whoa, Nellie! The Emeril Legasse of cannibals is back, and BAM!, he’s up to his old tricks faster than you can sauté Ray Liotta’s brain. In a bizarre avoidance of copyright infringement, this follow-up to Silence of the Lambs is not technically a sequel to the previous film, but rather is based upon the novel Hannibal, which is the sequel to the novel Silence of the Lambs. Despite the fact that this makes no sense, Hannibal is a high quality film, kind of like a bigger budget Cannibal Ferox with less synthesizers. In keeping with the not-quite-a-sequel-so-please-don’t-sue-us theme, Jodie Foster is replaced by Julianne Moore, who plays FBI agent Clarice Starling as less of a troubled, insecure women with parental issues and more of a  puffy-eyed Scully with bulemia. This is of little importance, however, as the true star of the show is Anthony Hopkins’ Hannibal Lector. Focusing the film on him is a mixed blessing at best, however, for although you get maximum mayhem without all the pesky introspection of the first film, giving Hannibal the majority of the screen time can’t help but strip him of some of his mystique. The viewer soon begins to realize that although Lector remains a terrifyingly cruel sociopath, he’s essentially just a creepy old guy in a sunhat. He’s still threatening and all, but he’s clearly getting to that age where people begin passing gas at inopportune moments and nodding off during commercials, as evidenced by the canyon-like crevices on Hopkins’ face in every close-up. Granted, his aura of doddering, Walter Mathau-esque senility is more than compensated for by the countless atrocities he perpetrates through the film, but it’s hard to consistently jump in your seat every time Rip Van Winkle snaps his dentures at someone. The film is directed by the great Ridley Scott, and co-scripted by playwright David Mamet, who seems to have gotten his Turret’s Syndrome under control long enough to write a civil screenplay without losing his fabled ear for dialogue. Scott keeps the beautiful sets cloaked in a perpetual dimness, which is either a brilliant piece of cinematography based upon the dark subject matter, or the cameraman forgot to take his sunglasses off. Either way, it suits the film. The plot follows Clarice Starling’s attempts to track down and recapture Lector, who has been loose for seven years and working as a curator for an Italian art museum. Despite his obvious prissiness, the FBI still considers him a danger, and Clarice is hot on his trail. Also hunting Hannibal is Mason Verger, a surviving victim of Lector’s who has been left in a state of horrible disfigurement not unlike a creasy Mena Suvari with no lips. Another terrifying aspect of the film is the aforementioned Ray Liotta, who in my mind is much more frightening than any serial killer, made doubly so because he inevitably ends up pale-faced and clammy in every movie he’s in, conjuring up distressing images of a coked-up pedophile watching Romper Room. And speaking of lax morals, there’s something kind of distressing about this film. You know, aside from the cannibalism. While the first film focused on Starling’s struggles with her inner demons, here character development plays second fiddle to Hannibal cutting up intestines. While the concept of the anti-hero is nothing new, a la Pulp Fiction and anything Clint Eastwood ever did, here it is taken to an extreme. Making a guy who eats people the hero of a big-budget film seems kind of problematic in my eyes, though I suppose making jokes about pederasts is only slightly less distasteful. But then again, you’re still reading, so I guess it’s society’s problem, not mine. –Ash
VIDEO

“Arty farty foreign thingy...”

by Eeyore
“Half the planet’s population had seen those films. They were a truly planetary cinema, the harbinger of Free World domination. Toward the end of the century the property had even adopted the native cinematic structure of Third World chop-socky epics. It had abandoned merely Modernist plot structure for a steady, rhythmic round of stunt violence, expensive sets, and hot babes. Sadism, Snobbery, and Sex, a Free World formula that was the twentieth century’s catnip for the masses.”

Zeitgeist by Bruce Sterling

Hmmmmm...

Profound!

I must reassess this motif I am experiencing in a post-Derrida deconstructionalist reconstructive simulacrum. Is the post-industrial female best represented by the repressed artist Artemisia or is it better to just make a movie with a smattering of nekkidness and put some yellow sub-titles below it?

Does any of that gobbly-guke make sense to you? If so then you are

(A) studying semiotic based literary studies.

(B) wasting your life.

(C) disturbed.

(D) [All the above statements are true.]

(E) [None of the statements from (A) to (E) inclusive are true.]

I am just down-right ornery. I rented a video [so I suppose this makes this fabulous column a video review] called

ARTEMISIA

{Please note this is merely a PulpTM {we’re going way corporate baby!} space filling technique much in keeping with the PulpyTM tradition. [This is also a self-referential space filling technique but I won’t bore you with the Foucaultian interpretation.]}

Being the thoughtful and kind sorta fella [that’s right, I’m male and proud of it] that I am, instead of picking the quality movies that I usually like to watch [Dumb and Dumber and The Big Lebowski representing the best that the celluloid genre has ever produced in pure machismo cinematic testicular cinema]; I decided to rent a meaningful piece of art from the fine transnational video store that promises always to have the video you want NOW!

Surprisingly – NOT, said video store did not have much of an arty-foreign section to it. As the above quotation makes my argument unnecessary, suffice it to say that foreign videos are just an arty-farty collection of semiotic Euro-trash that blindly points back to itself and says: “I speak a foreign language instead of English. I am suave and have savvy. Look at me and see the inner depth...but just in case this video is dull here is some nekkidity. Of course the nekkidness does not interest us European males, as we calmly walk the topless beaches of Montpellier. It is here purely for politico-artististe reason d’être.”

Yeah right! 

I’ve figured it out. The Euro Cine-Kings of Production have figured out the best formula...don’t make a movie only for 50% of the population. Make sure there is something for everyone...nekkidness is political.


MUSIC
Slaytanic Slaughter!!!


Well, the bizarre American pastime of shirking responsibility has struck again, and this time it’s a little too close to home for my tastes. Up here in the fifty-first state, we at least have the decency to accept responsibility for our own mistakes, or at least blame something concrete like Stockwell Day or the French, but the Americans have this airy-fairy habit of blaming the media for everything they’re ashamed of. It didn’t bother me so much when they were blaming things like Columbine and low test scores on Marilyn Manson, because as thrilling as it is to watch the re-animated corpse of Elton John sing crappy industrial rock, any glimmer of hope that he might eventually be banned from record stores and drift into Corey Feldman-esque obscurity makes my insides glow, but now they’ve gone too far. The news item that has me so incensed this month is a lawsuit currently going to trial against one of the greatest rock ‘n’ roll bands of all time, Slayer. For those of you unfamiliar with this group, allow me to set the stage for their introduction. Slayer formed in Southern California during the early 80s as a reaction to the growing glam rock scene in the area. They took their name from the 1981 fantasy film Dragonslayer, which aside from being an incredibly fruity film, also stars Peter McNichol, whom the 18-25 female demographic will recognize instantly as the stuttering dweeb from Ally McBeal. Despite this setback, as well as an early propensity for wearing makeup, the band managed to accrue a rabid fan base and a record deal. To understand their music, one must first understand what each member of the group brought to the band, and how this helped shape their image. Guitarists Jeff Hanneman and Kerry King brought virtuoso fret-work and interests in Nazis and Satan, respectively. Tom Araya brought solid basslines, a fascination with serial killers, and raspy yet powerful vocals, and Paul Lombardo brought drums. So what you end up with is album after album of heavy rock music about Satanic Nazi serial killers, with drums, and fans who enjoy the same. Now, the lawsuit in question has been filed by the parents of three teenage boys who, aside from being drug abusing, thieving delinquents, also killed and raped a 15 year-old girl, in that order, in an attempt to please Satan. The parents of the accused, as well as the accused themselves, blame Slayer and their music for inspiring the murders, while the drug abuse and thievery being someone else’s fault, I suppose, possibly Marilyn Manson. Since Slayer are incapable of defending themselves (their only response to the allegation of inspiring the sacrifice being ‘they didn’t even do it right’), I’ve taken it upon myself to do it for them. While I do agree that the media can influence impressionable teens to some degree, I have certain reservations about it making someone, let alone 3 someones, sacrifice anybody to Satan. I don’t know about you, but I rarely listen to what my best friends tell me to do, let alone 4 alcoholic musicians with Stone Cold Steve Austin T-shirts. Slayer didn’t make them kill anybody, the fact that they’re gas-huffing lunatics did. If merely watching horror movies and listening to scary music was all it took to push someone over the edge, as some activists claim, by rights I should’ve killed at least three young girls by now, instead of just a half-dozen cats and that Asian baby I found behind the supermarket. Plus, the fact that these kids thought that a Satanic sacrifice would bring them riches, wealth, and social security shows them to be either severely unhinged or just really, really dim. These kids were obviously crazy to begin with. They were going to crack eventually, and if it wasn’t Slayer’s music that pushed them over the edge, it would’ve been a particularly dark episode of Sabrina Goes To College, or even that damn Mazda commercial with the zoom zoom kid that just makes me so mad I want to slash someone’s eyeballs out to spare them the agony of looking at his squinty little face. The cliched thing to do here would be to blame the parents, but that’s still shifting the blame from where it belongs. Take me for example. I had damn good parents who were fair, intelligent and supportive, and look how I turned out. Typing feverishly in an underground apartment with a loop of Zombie Holocaust playing endlessly in the background. Sure, I may have spent the rent money on cheerleader porn, but are my parents to blame for raising me to have a uniform fetish? No, obviously not. It’s clearly Terror Comes To Tiny Town’s fault, an obscure movie featuring an all-midget cast that so disillusioned me that I forever cast God from my life and embraced pagan idolatry and deviant pornography. So, logically, it isn’t Slayer, the media, the parents, or the kids’ fault, but in fact Terror Comes To Tiny Town, and to a lesser extent that weird backwards-talking midget from the Twin Peaks pilot. I’m not saying that the killers enjoyed or even saw Tiny Town, but its mere existence proves that there is no God, and once such a profound revelation enters the collective unconsciousness, the group mind becomes poisoned, and incidents like this murder can only be expected. What can be done about this? Nothing, since the movie’s already been made and is now available on DVD. Hell has come to Frogtown, ladies and gentlemen, and there’s not much to do about it but sit back and enjoy the ride. –Ash


OPINION

What the Hell is wrong with Hollywood?

An off-the-cuff hate filled judgmental article by Batturtle
I, like some others associated with this fine periodical, am an independent moviemaker aspiring to one day make a living off my craft.  And I want to get in the game a.s.a.p., because now more than ever it seems like everyone sitting behind a desk greenlighting movies & buying up scripts for high six figures is an idiot.  Don't get me wrong.  I'm not some tofu sammich, granola shampoo, Fellini watchin' hippie who's going to whine & complain about action movies & sequels.  I enjoy both genres.  But, what I will rant about is this: For the price of approximately 1 "Titanic", the studios could have instead theoretically sponsored some 4,000 "Blair Witch Project's" or 800 "Chasing Amy's".  Now, I know there's been quite the Blair Witch backlash of late, & I'm not the hugest fan of Kevin Smith.  Can you imagine though, if instead of bowing down to the tyrannical madman that is James Cameron, if a few THOUSAND indie directors, writers & producers had their projects financed?  Admittedly, there would probably be more than a few piles of garbage produced in the process (there's just as many bad film fest artsy movies as there are multi-million dollar blockbusters).  I imagine that amongst the mix though, there would also be quite a few the caliber of "Evil Dead", "El Mariachi", "Blood Simple", "THX 1138", "Roadkill", "Halloween" or "Sex Lies & Videotape" (or fill in your favorite low-budget movie here).

Every time you see a god-awful movie, (whether it be "3000 Miles to Graceland", "Adventures of Rocky & Bullwinkle" or anything starring Keanu Reeves),  remember that big fat bald guy called "the studio executive".  He wears a suit that costs more than a year’s worth of your rent & smokes a cigar that was delicately hand crafted by the hardest working abused Cuban slave children a nickel could buy.  He listened to a pitch (after a long line of other yes-men & bootlickers sat through it first), contemplated his options & thought over what was best for his company, the share holders & the world wide movie watching audience.  And, after much thought, he declared to the huddled masses: "Yes! Yes! The world deserves, no… demands that basketball giant & corporate whore Shaquile "Shaq" O'Neal play a magical rapping genie!".  Hence, the cinematic excellence that was "Kazzam" was brought into this world.  And then…the part that really blows my mind, is that even after the aforementioned "Kazzam", Hollywood said to Shaq; "Well, that was an incredible financial & critical disaster…oh well, wanna be in "Steel" & "Goodburger"? I'm sure that they'll work out much better.".  What the hell!?!

In any other profession, if you continually do a bad job, or if you do one major earth shattering screw up, you'll get fired.  If you ain't good at making sundaes, you probably won't have a long & fruitful career behind the counter at the DQ.  In Hollywood though, it seems that as long as you've had one hit movie in the far reaches of your past, you're pretty much set for life.  The closest comparison to the terror that was "Batman & Robin” would probably be a kindergarten teacher losing her class of kids on a field trip.  Or a chef poisoning all his food.  Or maybe a skydiving instructor removing all the parachutes from the packs.  If you've seen "Batman & Robin", I'm sure you can understand my harsh feelings towards the project.  For a screw up this momentous, you'd think that the appropriate retaliation from Hollywood would be a nice round of blacklisting, or having the LAPD run the director out of town. BUT NO!  Since Joel Schumacher "directed" Batman into the ground, he's directed or produced no less than four more movies & has another in pre-production! And, the guy who did "Showgirls", Paul Verohoven, has helmed not one but two gigantic big-budget (& just as bad) movies since then: "Starship Troopers" & "Hollowman".  Makes me angry it does.

The actors aren't making things much better either.  Hollywood doesn't think it's at all uncalled for to give 

John Travolta $20 million for Look Who's Taking IV (well…not really, but I wouldn't be surprised).  Or to pay Schwarzenneger the same to do some sci-fi movie that no one cares about that’ll be in theatres for a day or two.

And the audiences are far from flawless. Because often, when an amazing new piece of cinematic history DOES make it to the silver screen ("Army of Darkness", "Fight Club", "The Limey"), nobody sees it.  They'd rather watch the monthly Freddie Prinze Jr. offering (I shudder at the mere typing of the thought). Shame on you.

But, on the bright side…they are letting Tim Burton do "Planet of the Apes" & Sam Raimi do "Spider-man". So clearly there's some smart ones hiding in there somewhere.  And just wait 'till we get in.  Then things are really gonna' kick ass.

MORE OPINION

Ash’s Oscar Picks

It’s Oscar time again, boys and girls, and you know what that means. For film students, it’s time to party like it’s Quanza 1999, all the while spouting trite and cliched opinions about this year’s nominations.  While I for one would love to wax pretentious and get all snippy about how Wonder Boys and Dancer In The Dark weren’t nominated, I think instead I’ll just tackle the actual nominees, and why they all stink worse than Pauly Shore’s stand-up routine after it’s been left in the sun.

Best Picture

Gladiator: Swords, sandals, and stupidity all add up to an almost guaranteed win for this thunderously familiar story. Add the Oscar pre-requisite of being at least three full days long, and start listening to the acceptance speeches.

Erin Brockovich: Actually, this isn’t a new film. The producers of last year’s John Travolta starring vehicle A Civil Action just decided to change its name and take another run at the Oscar race. Using the miracle of digital technology, Fox Studios has managed to not only change the title in the opening credits, but alter Travolta’s figure so significantly he’s now just a giant pair of teeth in hot pants.

Chocolat: The Oscars’ plea for indie acceptance extends only so far as the token indie movie nominated ever year. It’s a good thing, too, because without the Oscars’ endorsement, Fox Searchlight and Miramax could barely afford the $35 million dollars these ultra-lowbudget features cost to make, and B-level stars like Juliet Binoche and Johnny Depp couldn’t run around pretending they can act.

Traffic: The one film that actually deserves to win probably won’t, because that would threaten to restore my faith in an institution I’ve been thoroughly disillusioned with ever since Army of Darkness was shut out of all but four categories in 1993.

TV Casualty: A brilliant film that will unfortunately loose out this year due to the fact that it’s only 20 minutes long and also not a film. Nevertheless, the nomination is a testament to the video’s tight direction and superb writing, and proves that the Oscars aren’t just a four-hour long People’s Choice Awards with crappier music acts.

Best Actor

Russell Crowe, for Gladiator. Now, I’ve been a big Crowe fan ever since his humble beginnings, appearing in such films as skinhead classic Romper Stomper and freakish western The Quick and the Dead, but giving him an Oscar for advertising beefcake in Gladiator seems somewhat tragic, like giving Steven King a Pulitzer for his shopping list.

Javier Bardem, for Before Night Falls: Who? For what?

Tom Hanks, for Cast Away: In my mind, the true nominee should be Wilson, the volleyball that played Hanks’ heathen pagan idol, who managed to keep an impressively straight face despite the shirtless Hanks’ nauseating tubbiness. But the Oscars tend to frown on nominating product placements rather than real people. Guess that rules out Russell Crowe.

Geoffrey Rush, for Quills: A movie about the infamous sexual deviant and murderer the Marquis de Sade, and it’s a comedy. I guess my idea for a Holocaust gas chamber musical has a chance after all.

Ed Harris, for Pollock. The Academy has an unfortunate habit of making up movies so that its tastes seem eclectic and esoteric instead of just plain bad, and Pollack is no exception.

Alex Contreras, for Alex, Vampire Slayer 2: Despite not actually being nominated, young wunderkind Alex Contreras has a fairly good shot at winning the coveted Best Actor Oscar this year. His riveting performance as the troubled Alex in Al Kratina’s much lauded sequel to 1997’s Alex, Vampire Slayer apparently so wowed Academy voters that they are reported to be considering giving him an honorary lifetime acheivement award.

Best Actress

Let’s ignore the actual nominees in this category, since no one really cares about who batted their eyelashes with the most finesse this year, and focus instead on the godless atrocity that is Joaquim Phoenix. Some of you (hi mom!) may remember my review of Gladiator from a couple issues ago, in which I referred to him as a ‘mush-mouthed retard’. I assure you, I was being entirely too kind. It happens sometimes. Well, now it seems that our cud-chewing friend has been nominated for a Best Supporting Actor Oscar for his role in the aforementioned film. As inspirational as this may be for Down’s Syndrome sufferers around the world, it’s an affront to movie buffs everywhere. I keep reminding myself that this is the same Academy that gave Mira Sorvino of Mimic ‘fame’ an Oscar, but even that doesn’t explain this. I mean, at least Sorvino’s kind of cute. Phoenix, if you’ve never seen him, looks sort of like a cross between a weasel and the cross-eyed halfwit from NSYNC who was on Who Wants To Be A Millionaire, except dumber. If you’ve seen any of his other films, like 8MM or To Die For, then you’re probably still reeling from the shock of his nomination, provided you haven’t climbed a clock tower with a Winchester already. Rest assured, I will do everything in my power to make sure that he doesn’t win, from whining and complaining about it, to complaining and whining about it. Anyway, as for the real nominees in this category, Ellen Burstyn should win for the horribly dank Requiem For A Dream, but the award will probably go to John Travolta for Erin Brockovovitch.

Well, that’s all I feel like writing for now. Stay tuned next issue for my review of the Oscar telecast, provided I don’t die of kidney failure during the show. -Ash

BEHIND THE MAGIC OF MONSTER TRUCKING

Crush a car for me, sweet Monster Truck.  Your carnage is sunlight on the dead soul in my heart…

-Final verse of ‘Ballad of Wrecktile the Truckosaur’ by John Saunders


It’s the number 3 arena event in North America, behind only NFL football and Spring Home and Garden Shows.  Its annual proceeds exceed those of most non-Western nations.  With their dynamic engineering and dazzling technology, one might be led to think that monster trucking is a new phenomenon.  Not so.


The roots of Monster Trucking (MT) can be traced back to pre-Biblical times, to the chariot racing of the Sumerians and the legendary Ox Derby of Mesopotamia.  More recently, during the Victorian era, wealthy gentlemen financed the construction of Demolition Train arenas.  Specially outfitted steam trains would speed around tracks attempting the utter destruction of one another, as well as delighting the crowds by driving through assorted items (crates of watermelon, sheets of glass, etc).  It is rumoured that Queen Victoria herself was an avid fan, attending the rallies in disguise.


Modern MT began in the mid-70s, when Bob Chandler’s dream of a big, and I mean huge, truck, capable of running other trucks over, began to take shape.  In 1979, in Denver, he debuted BigFoot, the most renowned of all Monster Trucks.  Soon after, lesser lights of the field would begin to appear as a nation caught the fever for trucks with gigantic tires.  Car Shark.  Destruck-to.  Hammercelerator.  Their descendants can be seen semi-annually at an outdoor arena near you, turning used cars into scrap.


In Canada, the popularity of MT can be seen to rise steadily as you head East to West, reaching a peak on the plains of Alberta, plummeting through the Rockies, and then skyrocketing back up on the West Coast.  This is thanks to Surrey, BC: Monster Truck Capital of Canada.


It seems only appropriate that Surrey, a one-horse town second in size in the province only to Vancouver, should be home to such giant sized fervor.  Just cruising the streets, one can see the locals out in their own Monster Trucks; whether visiting the video store or heading for a bite to eat at the historic Canada’s First Hooters.  Monster Trucking pervades the atmosphere, and it feels right.


Pulling up a bar stool in Stella’s, Surrey’s premier MT watering hole, the salt-of-the-Earth quality of the Monster Truckers and their fans is almost palpable.  A young boy eats curly fries at a plaid-clothed table, his eyes dancing in delight at a derby displayed on the wall-sized Pay Per View TV screen.  Teen lovers clasp grease stained hands as they moon at each other over milkshakes.  A mother nurses her baby, the MT logo tattooed on her breast jiggling as the infant suckles.


“MT is so damn popular, it don’t seem right to say we’re just like normal folk”, driver Greg “Dad Daddy” Ossowski says.  “I think maybe it’s more right to say normal people are just like us.”


Ossowski is part of Team Carnovortex, based out of Chechemaya, Georgia.  He’s a second generation MTer, following in the footsteps of his father, Chris Ossowski.


“If all goes right,” he says, “my daughter Chastity’ll pick up right where I leave off.  Probably right ass-deep in mud and woodchips somewhere in Texas!”  Ossowski laughs.  It is the laugh of a contented man.


Julio “Cowdog” Santeria is something of a celebrity in MT circles, and he echoes Ossowski’s sentiments.


“This is the life man.  All that there is to being human, it’s right there in those trucks.  Steering wheel.  Roll cage.  Gearbox.  If Shakespeare wrote his stuff today, man, he’d write about Monster Trucks.”


Santeria is one of a growing number of Latin-American MTers.  His success was fast, and he’s riding high on it.


“Team BigFoot offered me the driver’s seat, but, man, you know?  Couldn’t take it.  I built up such a strong team of my own, financed my own truck, the Aztruck Warrior, it wouldn’t have been right.  I’m a self made driver.”  As he downs has latest shot of tequila, the pride evident in his bearing could shame a less successful man.


‘Self made drivers’ such as Santeria are rare in the world of MT.  Trucker scout Jack “Scout” Treehorn has made his living finding the talent that thrills the hordes of MT enthusiasts.


“I think basically I just comb the papers looking for traffic accident reports.  I look for a certain combination of words.  ‘There was a sole survivor’.  A guy what’s got that sort of grit is a born driver.  Another good place is DUI trials.  Or Traffic School.  I spend a frigging lot of time at Traffic School.”  Treehorn drove for a while with Team Trukkor, but he found the spotlight too confining.


“I had a life.  I had a girl, some kids.  That’s damn hard to hold on to, traveling the continent, wrecking cars, beating off hormone crazed girlie fans.  It just wasn’t for me.  I’m happier on the other side of the street.”


The faces of Ossowski, Santeria and Treehorn are not as well known as Tom Cruise, or Tom Hanks, or even Tom Everett Scott.  But as a truck guns its motor, speeding through the muddied areas, flying willy nilly over obstacles and into other trucks, the adoring fans tell us they don’t need Hollywood glamour for a good time.  There’s mud in their blood, and it’s mud that probably fell off the bumper of a Monster Truck. –X, The Geoff with the X-Ray Eyes

CULT PICK O’ THE MONTH

In the Realm Of The Senses


In this week’s cult pick, I thought I’d get a little removed from my usual 70s horror flick choice and go for something that shows that I’m a little more cultured than I often appear to be and am. So instead of my original review of I Spit On Your Grave, with an entire paragraph devoted to its famous castration scene, this month we shall focus on a slightly classier genre, namely Japanese porn, and only spend a sentence on its castration scene. But this is not your regular, run-of-the-mill pornography, no sir. I would never be so crass as to review a regular porn flick in a family newsletter. No, this is art-house porn, a far classier genre. What's the difference, you ask? Well, art-house porn has less plot. I know, I know, it doesn’t seem possible to have less plot than a skin flick, but if you think about it, it can happen. Trailer Trash Nurses, for example, despite its poor scripting and numerous plot holes, still has a basic storyline, which is that the trailer trash nurses need donations for the sperm bank fair or something along those lines. In The Realm of the Senses, on the other hand, consists entirely of scenes of a couple having graphic sex interspersed with a crazy Japanian man dancing wildly while a geisha plays this horrible, guitar-like instrument that sounds like a cat being beaten to death with a banjo. I would like to assure all of you who may feel that this lack of story means less of a distraction from the sexin’ that no plot is not a good thing. Sure, it’s easier to focus on the Japanese couple having deviant sex, but that just makes it more likely that the five foot tall Tokyo native with the Ron Jeremy moustache will haunt your dreams at night. Also, the Japanese concept of deviant sex is far different from our Western ideals. Here, most people think of deviant sex as just some light bondage, a bit of slap and tickle, maybe some leather, a donkey, three cheerleaders, an enema bag and a Web-Cam, but in Japan they’re just weird. They get into strangulation, food-sex, and in the end, and this should come as no shock to regular readers of the Cult Pick, El Moustachio ends up with a lot higher voice than he started out with, if you get my meaning. This is not pleasant to watch. Normal porn can fun enough for some people, but no matter who you are, this will just leave you feeling dirty and filled with the odd urge to trade Pokeman cards and fondle underage schoolgirls. For some reason,  the film is lauded for its expressionistic use of colour and touching depiction of love, but I hope I never meet anyone who touchingly depicts love by chopping off my genitals, and I don’t think I ever want to see the colour red again unless it’s the inside of my eyelids after a 12-hour Mystery Science Theatre marathon. I used to think of Japan as a place where organized crime ran rampant and the chief industry was producing explicit animated films about tentacled demons with pedophilic tendencies, but I’m sad to say this movie has spoiled that idyllic perception and left me jaded with their culture. Some might say that it’s wrong to judge an entire culture based upon one film, but those people have apparently not seen In The Realm Of The Senses. If we can’t judge a people based upon their artistic output, than what can we judge them on? The people themselves, or rather each individual we meet, approaching the issue fairly and impartially? Keep dreaming, hippie. Do you think I have to go meet every Swede to know that they’re suicidal and sexually repressed, or every Italian to know they’re sleazy and into cannibals? No, it’s much quicker, easier, and more convenient to make that call based entirely on the cinema from their homelands, or better yet rely on Hollywood’s depiction of their culture. Now if you’ll excuse me, I have to go hide in my bunker in case Muslim extremists blow up Montreal. -Ash
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PULP NEWS


…once again, Ash would like to beg for submissions so he doesn’t have to waste time doing any actual work when he could be watching Passions and sobbing like a little girl at Theresa’s heartbreak over Ethan. Please send your articles to � HYPERLINK mailto:pulp@stupid.com ��pulp@stupid.com� or � HYPERLINK mailto:pulp@tangmonkey.com ��pulp@tangmonkey.com�  …


…speaking of tangmonkey, don’t forget to go there to check out back issues, plus the soon-to-actually-exist PULP: DELETED SCENES PAGE!!!! This will include articles by myself and others that were far too crappy to make the final cut, including an in-depth review of Tobe Hooper’s Crocodile and Ash’s MONTHLY MOVIE ROUND-UP! Oooh, exciting…


…as usual, feedback would be much appreciated. Email your comments to � HYPERLINK mailto:pulp@stupid.com ��pulp@stupid.com�, or check out the PULP forums at tangmonkey…


…also, we’re proud to inaugurate PULP’s first READER POLL! That’s right, Ash is pretending to care what YOU THINK! The subject of this month’s poll is THE OSCARS. What movie do you think should win best picture? The most creative response will win ABSOLUTLELY NOTHING, aside from ASH’s UNDYING SCORN! IN CAPITALS! Send your answer to pulp@stupid.com…





NEXT ISSUE:


…Ash’s review of THE OSCARS!


…A monthly MOVIE ROUNDUP!


…the BEST AND WORST of the TV SEASON!


…LETTERS TO THE EDITOR!


…FILLER! And maybe some actually FUNNY JOKES FOR ONCE!








