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IN THIS ISSUE: Eeyore Takes on Easter! Ash Gets Spicy! Crankenstein Returns! PLUS: St. Irish Day! And an honest to goodness REAL MOVIE REVIEW!
Here it is, kiddies, the Easter edition of PULP. Or at least it would be if I hadn’t forgotten, been reminded, and forgotten again. But luckily, Eeyore remembered, so we at least have something to remind us of the sacrifice the Jesus Bunny made so that we could all be forgiven our sins. But I digress. This is not a time for brevity, but one for solemn reflection on the past year, in fact on the past 1967 odd years since the Jesus Bunny died on the chocolate cross and Mary Magdalene hid his body parts for the kids to find, and more importantly on the most recent Oscars, which demand some particular reflection. While Batturtle raises many of my concerns with the show in his article, I’d like to point out for the record that once again, Traci Lords has been shut out of the awards race. For those of you who aren’t film buffs, allow let me to state that Lords is one of the finest actresses of our generation, and has yet to be recognized by anyone but me for her fine work in such films as Whore of the Worlds, Tailhouse Rock, and Huge Bras 3. Not only that, but her ‘legitimate’ film career, which she embarked upon after her 18th birthday, has been largely ignored by the Academy as well, despite including such classic films as Not Of This Earth and First Wave, which is admittedly  not so much a movie as a crappy TV show on the New RO. OK, fine, maybe she’s not so hot of an actress, but she is pretty damn foxy, although she does kinda look like what would happen if you crossed Renee Zellweger with Christina Applegate and then hit the baby in the face with a shovel. But enough about her, let’s get on the PULP-y goodness. Oh, and due to my complete nervous breakdown, not only is this issue not very funny, but it’s devoid of a ‘New In Theatres’ article, as I have been unable to leave the house without twitching. But I trust you’ll all get into the Easter spirit and enjoy it nonetheless   

-Ash

___________________________________________________________________________________

NEW ON VIDEO:

The Crow: Salvation *****


Yeah, yeah, I know, I didn’t think it existed either. Sure I’d heard rumblings about the film back when Rob Zombie was supposed to direct it, and I bought the soundtrack when it came out a full year ago, but I always assumed it was one of those mythical sequels that float around somewhere but are never seen, like Cruel Intentions 2, Viva Rock Vegas, and Life Is Beautiful: The Resurrection.  But, lo and behold, it does actually exist, in video form. I’m sure most PULP readers will remember the original Crow, which is an astounding film, and its sequel, The Crow: City of Angels, which is not. City Of Angels decided to adapt the much-used sequel tactic of making the exact same film as the original except worse and with a foreign guy. There are a few subtle differences, however. Whereas the first film had Brandon Lee returning from beyond the veil of death to take revenge upon the hoodlums who killed his fiancee, City of Angels has Vincent Perez murdering the Hollywood moguls responsible for boring him and his daughter to death with the treacly and slow-moving romance between Nicholas Cage and Meg Ryan. Perez, for the 5 billion 999 million 999 thousand 998 people who haven’t seen the film , has a rather unfortunate screen presence, as he speaks like a slightly more incomprehensible Gerard Depardieu, except possibly drunk. But this is all beside the point, as that flick languishes in the past. The present holds the unimaginable treat that is The Crow: Salvation, one of the best films I have ever seen. Regular readers may suspect that I’m being sarcastic, but I assure you that I am merely lying. That’s right, lying. I’m so bitter and angry that I’m deliberately trying to convince you to see an awful film in the hopes that it’ll make you as miserable as I am. So on that note, allow me to reiterate that The Crow: Salvation is a fantastic and stunningly original film. Instead of the trite and tired theme explored in the original of a wronged man rising from the grave to avenge the rape and murder of his fiancée, Salvation is about a wronged man rising from the grave to avenge the rape and murder of his girlfriend. Brandon Lee in this case is played by Eric Mabius, a young man wrongly executed for the murder of his girlfriend Jody Lyn O’Keefe, who no one will remember from the classic Halloween H20. Mabius is electrocuted, which leaves him horribly scarred but miraculously still possessed of a rather fancy pompadour. Guided by the ever-present titular crow, Mabius begins hunting down the crooked cops responsible for her death, one of whom I believe is the dad from Pet Sematary. Mabius is aided on his quest by Kirsten Dunst, a fine actress slumming after her numerous Academy Awards for such fine films as Dick and that suicide one that felt like a bad Wonder Years episode. The film is full of surprising twists and turns, like when it turns out that making sequels to fluke-ishly popular goth films is a really bad idea. There’s also this absurd Fugitive-esque sub plot about a guy with screws in his arms who turns out to be Police Chief Fred Ward, whom I’ve dubbed the ‘Most Grizzled Man In America’ after his fine performance in Tremors. Aside from that, every major plot point from the first two films is mirrored here, from the big bad guy with the gravely voice and the freaky girlfriend, to the overly dramatic wise-cracks, which somehow avoided being stupid when Brandon Lee said them, but now are about as snappy as Anne Rice doing stand-up. Also, the dark and gloomy urban atmosphere of the first film has been replaced by a colour-blind art director’s version of a really wealthy slum, kind of like what happens when MTV tries to get gritty. So, as you can see, this is quite clearly the best movie of the year, maybe even the greatest story ever told, and I urge you all to go rent it as soon as possible. And while you’re there, why not pick up some more ‘Ash Recommendations’ sure to lift your flagging spirits, like the Corey Feldman vehicle South Beach Academy, or one of the plethora of fine Yahoo Serious films available in your local video store. Or perhaps just make it a Ken Russell evening, complete with such psychedelically depressing films like Lair of The White Worm, Gothic¸ and Altered States. They’re all guaranteed to make you smile, laugh, and hopefully kill yourself before you can send me any more hate mail. 

-Ash

LIFE AMONG THE HIPPIES ON ST. PATRICK'S DAY 

By X- The Geoff With The X-Ray Eyes

A friend of mine, let's call her ‘Loves To Jump’, asked me a simple question the Tuesday before St. Paddy's day. "What are you doing this weekend?". Surprisingly, nothing! I told her as much. Then she asked me if I would like to go to a really big rave in Montreal. I thought about it. Visions of drunk chicks strung out on E spinning around in glittery clothes filled my head. I said yes, I would very much like to go to a really big rave in Montreal. Why, I wouldn't even need to pack my Rohypnol! 

Some backstory: Loves To Jump is working on an Honours Thesis in Anthropology, the subject of which is ‘Altered States of Consciousness’ among the rave community. This is why she needs to go to raves. For Science! Such a noble cause. I would be going as her research assistant, to help her with observations and whatnot. Anyway, Loves To Jump calls me up on the Friday and tells me that she feels a really big rave of 8000 people might be too much for her first time, so instead we are going to an all night, substance-free Trance party at the Rama Lotus Yoga Centre right here in Ottawa! Through gritted teeth, I concur that it would be a good idea. I should have said NO and ran screaming, but I am a fool. A big stupid fool. As I walked up to the Rama Lotus Yoga Centre, I knew I was in for trouble. Three young hairy types were also walking up, each carrying the hideous torture instrument known as a 'bongo'. Then more and more kids began to assemble. All manner of mere children. Crikey, I thought. Is fake ID so hard to come by these days that all these punks can't even go out and get sloshed on St. Patrick's Day? What is the world coming to? After being let in, we were instructed to take off our shoes and assemble hippie like in a large room. Then some old guy in robes comes out and leads us all in some Kundalini Yoga designed to achieve the same effects of the drug known as E. Having done the yoga and not the drug, I would have to say that if that is how you feel after doing E, then I have a tip that might save you some money. Sit on a couch in front of a TV. Unzip your pants, for comfort. Tune in to Prime, Canada's TV home for old sitcoms, and watch All in the Family reruns for hours on end. The numb joy you feel is fairly comparable. Finishing the yoga, the DJs began spinning their tunes in one room, while in the other, a band of didjeridoo players showed their harmonies. And what's that wafting in from outside? Pot smoke? Why, I guess these dirty hippies definition of 'substance free' excludes the sacred herb! Believe me, it was a welcome respite from the patchouli stink and sandalwood. It looked like Loves To Jump was having a good time, all in the name of Science, but I got to thinking about poutine and grilled cheese sandwiches sometime near midnight, and those thoughts stayed with me all the way ‘til 4 am, when God forgave me and let me leave. As I walked over to the 24 hour diner to sassify my hunger, I got to thinking about the true meaning of St. Patrick's Day. About the Irish heritage we all share, somehow. How is it that an island of green wearing drunks have managed to co-opt a whole day here in North America? Why no St. Vasilov's day, where we all eat sauerkraut? They don't celebrate St. Patrick's Day in Ireland. Why do we? Why did we pick that small island nation to revel in? Why not Iceland? Or Madagascar? Why, the Malagasy peoples have twice the heart of any peat-eating Mick! As I entered the diner's bathroom and saw the toilet overflowing with green-flecked puke, I laughed to myself. This is what it was all about. Vomiting at 4 am on a filthy floor. It isn't about being Irish, or green, or lucky. Puke, friends. It's all about Puke. A day to vomit down our shirt fronts and proudly say "Look! I had eggs for breakfast and I don't care who knows!" And then I thought about those poor hippies, deluded into thinking that granola and pot are better than Shamrock shakes and ten pints of lager. Those poor kids are being robbed of their heritage, and they don't even know it. Realizing that crime, my night didn't seem so bad.

Don’t cross me – crucify the crow

by Eeyore 

To crucify

I crucify

you crucify

he crucifies

we crucify

Once again, the crucifixion season is upon us as is the festival of chocolate Jesus bunnies . Keeping with the spirit of the season, I believe it is time for some true confessions. Back in issue #39 volume #02 (Ah! It's so sweet to belong to such an ancient and staid rag o’ wisdom); I gave what Ash assumed to be a positive review of Gladiator, but in the true Eeyore tradition I believe my rating was - “sort of okay”.

Now is the time to display my movie rating scale. Being the eternal caring-misanthropic optimist, I will begin with the strongest Eeyore endorsement and then work my way to the point of eternal uselessness or what I sometimes think of as “not so good”.

The Scheme:

1.      Sort of passable and does not cause nausea or other ailments such asbackache.

2.      Bile-like yet does register as having plot or character development.

3.      Beyond the standard and non-standard Anglo-Saxon expletives.

4.      Breakfast may return again.

5.      The thing that exists deep inside of a dying wiener dog’s alimentarycanal.

Now for my true confession:

I felt no nausea the first time I watched Gladiator. However, upon waiting a few weeks and watching it again one week prior to the Oscars, I had to give up! I used the fast forward on my remote [praise the evil

techno-overlords for designing such a God-like device] as a real time editing machine. Using this technique, I was able to transmogrify the specious into magnificent artifice that unfortunately only lasted for 12 minutes.

The new movie that I single handedly [I use one hand for the remote unlike this new generation that has to do it double handed] created, is one of high art and touches on Sartre’s existentialist outlook, in particular

when Crowe does poetry with the short sword. Ah ...tranquil moments in cinema.

However, the real question must be asked: Who took what was potentially one of the most meaningful pieces of cinematic "slash and cut" poetry and turned it into a puerile dribblefest! I think the time is ripe and  in keeping with the spirit of the Romans [who we must thank for inventing such a creative means of execution] that a crucifixion night should immediately follow the Oscars. I know who I would vote for crucifixion...after Julia Roberts.


Spice Spectacular

I find myself being frustrated by a lot of things lately. I’m frustrated by the lack of communication in my love life, ever since Jenna Jameson got call screening. I’m frustrated by my lack of social life now that they’ve cancelled the TV guide channel and I can’t remember when all my friends are on TV. But most of all, I’m frustrated by the decline of Western Civilization, as demonstrated by the mediocre popular response to the new Spice Girls album. At the height of their popularity, they were spokewomyn for the new feminism, teaching legions of young, impressionable fans that it’s OK to be a sex object as long as you get paid for it. They also were champions of diversity, showing that it is possible for people of exactly the same background to get along and become popular. The Spice Girls were an empire, transfixing millions of fans with a mere bra-less jiggle or lewd hip movement. But oh, how the mighty have fallen, and it’s their own damn fault. You see, they forgot the cardinal rule of girl groups, which is that the success of a chick band is directly proportional to the length of the jail sentence one would receive for having one’s way with a them. Therefore, due to Emma “Pedo Spice” Bunton’s age and high rape-ablilty, the Spice Girls’ success was guaranteed. Sure, in some of your darker moments, some of you may have strayed to the classy iciness of Posh “Pointy, Flat One” Spice, or the wild frat-girl antics of Scary “United Colours of Beneton” Spice, but in the end we all come crawling back to Emma’s cradle for our depraved fantasies. Following that logic, their downfall came not with the departure of Geri “Grandma Spice” Halliwell, but with Baby’s new ‘adult’ image, as evidenced in their latest video, Holler.  And what do we have in their place? A plethora of soulless boy bands and Britney Spears. Now, Britney’s all well and good, having the jailbait thing down pat, but unlike the Spice Girls, her success is a setback for feminists everywhere. See, the beauty of the Spice Girls was their giant breasts, and also that they reveled in their sex-object status, showing the YM generation that dressing like a tart is perfectly acceptable so long as the company that owns you says it’s alright for you to acknowledge it. I think that’s called ‘empowerment’. Britney, on the other hand, is entirely too dingbattish to understand anything her owners tell her more complicated than ‘dance like a stripper and pretend to sing’, so that idea does right down the drain. This brand of self-aware, empowered feminism is much more palatable that the hairy-legged, Birkenstock-wearing kind, and I was all ready to welcome it with open arms, vowing to never again use the term ‘skirt’ or ‘chippie’ in reference to my female friends as long as this trend continued. But that dream was not to be. Instead of video after video of spicy silicone and sweat imbued with real social significance, liberating prostitutes in training everywhere, we get the odd drippy Spears video sandwiched between songs ‘by’ Nick, Howie and the rest of the New Kids In The Gay Bar. But what does this quick disappearance of Spice-Mania teach us about society? Were they just talentless bimbos with ass implants destined to languish in obscurity like 5 female Emilio Estevezes? Or was society just not ready for their radical brand of Girl Power feminism? Well, both, but it’s the latter that worries me. It proves that despite what we would like to believe, we still live in a society where womyn are relegated to the state of second-class citizens just because they need Oprah to tell them what books to read, or are forced to waste their lives away as secretaries or nurses just because there aren’t enough ‘Sandwich Artist’ positions to go around. It shocks and appalls me that the one opportunity womyn everywhere had to break free from the kitchen and move into the bedroom where they rightly belongs was allowed to fade away, and I plan to do something about it. I don’t care what it takes, I’m willing to do anything to win you ladies the right to dress like Heidi Fliess’ finest and prance around like nymphos with Parkinson’s. If you need to find me, I’ll be protesting at the local Club Super Sex. In the local Club Super Sex. -Ash

PULP OSCAR WRAP-UP 2001  

by Batturtle

  Has Steve Martin always been old?  I mean, I remember seeing clips of him on Saturday Night Live  when I was a little kid & he looks exactly the same as he does now.  How does he do it?  Someone should look into this.  But I digress.  

  Another Oscar season has come and gone. And for the umpteenth year in a row, Bruce Campbell was ignored for the Best Actor category.  Sure, nay-sayers could point out that Bruce didn't do a big screen feature in 2000.  But, I'm more of a glass half-full kind of chap.  And, I think that Jack of All Trades was such breakthrough television that it should smash down those pesky boundaries and be considered a big screen motion picture.  Who are they to judge art in such a strictly confining way?  

  This is the organization that would lead us to believe that Kevin Costner could possibly be the top of his field.  Although I don't have the facts sitting in front of me right at the moment, I'm pretty sure that there was at least one other movie released with an actor in it in the year that Dances with Wolves came out.  Which means that there is no mathematically possible way that he was the best actor for those 12 months.  OK…stop the presses folks.  I just did some in depth research & discovered that Kevin Costner's stupid dancing western came out the same year as Darkman, Edward Scissorhands, Tremors AND Delta Force 2!  Clearly there's some kind of conspiracy going on.  There's no way that anyone could think that some Costner vehicle is better than those classics.  Did you realize that Sam Raimi's never even been nominated for best director!?!  What the hell ?!  He got Katie Holmes to do a topless scene, people!  What more could you possibly want out of him? Not since Charlie Chaplin was run out of town for being a commie has there been a greater tragedy. 

  But, I guess you can't change the past, so let's discuss the Oscars that have just passed.  The highlight of the evening had to be the lack of musical numbers.  Thank god that someone down there in Hollywood has finally come to their senses and realized that no one likes a musical.  Especially if it's a bunch of ballet dancers dressed as cops and drug smugglers, representing best picture nominee Traffic.  The other thing that was pleasantly lacking was Whoopi Goldberg.  Let her stick with dinosaur cop movies and cameos in Rocky & Bullwinkle-type movies.  I think that the world has to live through too much hardship and pain for a billion or so of its occupants to sit down for the evening to be faced with the horrors of Whoopi dressed as Queen Elizabeth.

  In a real surprise, the best documentary (which is French for "moving pictures that no one cares to see") went to…uhh…some guy.  Or maybe some girl.  I don't know, I wasn't really paying attention to that segment.  I think that at that point we were discussing how cool it is to throw super balls off high places (there's nothing better).  In another big surprise, some actress that nobody's ever heard of, who's starring in a movie that no one will ever see, won herself a Best Supporting Actress statue.  They might as well have given the thing to me…it would've meant about as much to the viewing audience (Oscar Viewer#1: "Why did that guy win best supporting actress?" Oscar Viewer#2: "Uhh…I dunno…pass the nachos.").  Surprise #3: Steven Soderbergh won best director honours for Traffic.  He was nominated twice this year (his other nomination was for A Civil Action), and he's directed excellent movies that have flopped such as Out of Sight and The Limey.  So I'm happy about that award…no, really…I'm not being sarcastic.

In closing, everything else was pretty much the way everyone thought it would go.  Julia won for best actress (which is nice 'cause she's been having such a rough time with things lately).  Benicio Del Toro (a.k.a. Benny The Bull) won.  Russell Crowe won best actor and his brother Cameron Crowe won best screenplay.  Which marks the first time ever that brothers have won in the same year.  Russell thanked his mom & dad, but neglected to thank one Mr. Sam Raimi, who only taught him everything he knew while on the set of Quick & the Dead. Very selfish of him.  And, as predicted by most, Gladiator was heralded as best picture (although I guess the director, screenwriters, composer, supporting actor, actress & others could have tried harder…they didn't win nothin').


The Secret to Happiness...  Misery!

by Forrest

I was sitting in psych class the other day, when the subject of happiness came up.  Now for those of you who don’t know me, the only thing I hate more than cute people is happy people, and I naturally felt the urge to chuck my metal clipboard at the Prof.  However, as I was removing my papers from it in preparation for this, he mentioned a theory called the Relative Deprivation Principle.  The idea is that our sense of happiness (or sadness for that matter) depends on how we see our condition relative to those with whom we compare ourselves.  It then dawned on me that the reason I’m about as happy as lab rat being raised to test cancer medicine is that I always compare myself to those damned happy people.  You know, those annoying people who always smile, who “have friends”, who “do well in school”, who are “sexually active”, who are “optimistic” and “satisfied”., who in general make you want to vomit?  The secret, then, if you want to be happy, is to compare yourself with miserable people.  If you search hard enough, you’re bound to find someone in a worse condition than your own.  So, in the interest of your happiness,  I compiled a little something to cheer you people up:

- A 12-year old girl was recently arrested, handcuffed, and “brought downtown” for eating French fries in a metro station in Washington DC.  She was sentenced to community service and counseling.

- 35.8% of adults in Botswana are HIV-positive

- In Afghanistan, laughing in public is a punishable crime

- Former Canadian heavyweight boxing champion George Chuvalo has lost a wife and a son to suicide, and two other sons to heroin overdoses.

- In Russia you can be arrested, and then not told the charges because “They’re secret”

-Some girl in my psych textbook was kept locked in a room from birth to the age of 13

- Think about any person with a horrible disease - Leprosy, for example.  Bet you’re not as miserable as them!


So see people, things really aren’t that bad after all.  Although it is fun to feel sorry for yourself (hell, it’s my main hobby), you’re probably better off than at least 50% of people.  So what if some people have money, friendship, love, and all that other crap?  You’ve got yourself, and at least that’s a start, however pathetic that may sound...

Mandatory AIRDUCT Bashing

I write this after having spent a good 10 minutes wading through the last two issues of AIRDUCT, which is analogous to being drilled in the forehead for a full day by a really pretentious woodpecker. AIRDUCT, for those not in the know, is the sequel to the print version of PULP, back in the days when we roamed the halls of Glebe Collegiate Institute like a hall monitor with hostility issues. At best, AIRDUCT is a blatant imitation, kind of like what would happen if PULP was written by stoned 14-year olds trying to discuss philosophy while watching Fraggle Rock. At worst, it’s what would happen if PULP was written by stoned 17 year olds trying to discuss leftist politics while tripping over a thesaurus. After about three pages and 35 000 words, I began to fear that all I would learn from AIRDUCT is that  I really hate being preached to by the Babysitter’s Club. Five pages in, the stick of marijuana all over digitally remastered glove’s pieces threatened to give me a contact high and put me to sleep. Six pages in, Lucid Cannon’s writing accomplished what glove’s couldn’t, and I was deep into a much needed rest. The horrifyingly left-wing dreams I endured during my slumber convinced me that maybe they should lay off the commie crap before they manage to convince GCI that outlawing Christmas and sticking half the population in gulags is somehow a good idea. That’s right, kids, better dead than red. Burn a copy of AIRDUCT for Uncle Ash. 

-Ash

Amphetamines and Boris Karloff…together at last!


Born in the fetid slums of Ottawa’s Little Italy, rock ‘n’ roll legends Crankenstein have spent the past two years taking the indie rock world by storm. Ever since the release of their millennial debut, Ain’t No Party Like A Death Rock Party, these hip-hop-happening rockers have become regulars on the arena rock circuit, despite having no knowledge of music, instrumentation, or, depending on how much alcohol lead singer Mr. Sculf*c has consumed prior to their concerts, English. Their stupid name doesn’t help either. On their current tour, opening for such hard rock luminaries as Black Sabbath, Venom, and Sky, Crankenstein have sold dozens of tickets and hundreds of copies of their new album, Ia! Ia! Cthulhu ftangh!, regardless of the fact that it doesn’t exist. When asked to describe their unique brand of horror-obsessed rock, Sculf*c likened it to a modern-day ‘loud’ band, noting also that many fans find their music to be very ‘loud’ as well. This difficulty in classifying their style can also be found in their legions of fan, in the form of enormously obese Crankenstein groupie ‘G-Diddy’. “What?”, she responded, when asked to define the tunes of her favourite band, mimicking the confusion many critics feel when trying to nail down exactly what kind of music Crankenstein plays. Some have called it ‘loud’, others find it more ‘noisy’, and still others choose to define it mostly as ‘who?’. Ex-guitarist and occasional Crankenstein guest-star Mephisto Shrek summed up their music this way, “It’s like this, see? You give me five dollars, and I’ll answer your f****ing retard questions”. But regardless of their musical genre, Crankenstein are guaranteed to rock and/or roll you, although smart money’s on the latter, since they’re poor and need your shoes.

Members:

Mr. Sculf*c: Lead singer and head drunkard. In between rocking out with Crankenstein and working as a part time nuclear physicist at Algonquin College, Sculf*c takes a correspondence course in how to keep your goddamned pants on for more than 20 minutes at a time, you drunk. Responsible for managing the band, as well as writing much of their material, Sculf*c takes the group quite seriously, noting that he finds running the band very challenging, but also highly ‘loud’.

R.I.P: A founding member and drummer for Crankenstein, R.I.P claims to be Sculf*c’s brother, despite the fact that they don’t have the same last name and also don’t talk to each other. When asked how he developed his unique, wildly energetic drumming style, RIP replied ‘epilepsy’ before taking a moment to  convulse and froth at the mouth.

Ben Brutus: The latest in a long line of Crankenstein guitarists, Ben finds playing with the band very rewarding, despite finding the music ‘highly annoying’. His motivation? “Sculf*c”, he replied, while demonstrating on a plush Chucky doll how the singer got his moniker. “Pissing him off gets very uncomfortable.”

Myke Mystery: The bassist for the band is a remarkably clean cut youth, in stark contrast to RIP’s shaggy mane of hair and Sculf*c’s lack of pants. Myke’s response to this apparent incongruity is typically cryptic. “I’m not in any band,” he claimed, “I don’t even play bass. I don’t know what you’re talking about. Who are you? Get out of my way, I’m late for Economics.” His mysterious attitude is not unusual for the band, who remain playfully elusive about everything from how they chose their name to where they got their instruments to why their bass amp looks suspiciously like the one stolen from my apartment last month.

Mephisto Shrek: This ex-guitarist is responsible for penning several of the band’s signature tunes, including their smash #378 hit single “Dead By Dawn”, which features Mephisto’s trademark two-chord structure and lack of any discernable verse or chorus. Although he refused to comment for the article, his ‘publicist’, who looks suspiciously like a cardboard cut-out of Commander Will Riker from a Star Trek: Insurrection video store publicity kit, claimed via crudely drawn voice-bubble that Mephisto had “greatly enjoyed” his time in Crankenstein, and was “highly anticipating” being paid five dollars for an interview.

-Ash

NOTE: Crankenstein can be seen LIVE in MONTREAL on FRIDAY the 13th at Le Bar St. Laurent. Be there or, well, don’t.

___________________________________________________________________________________

RETRO PICK O’ THE MONTH

Pump Up The Volume ****

by Andrew Dice de Beauvoir

There are few movies that seem to fully represent the feelings of the time in which they were made, and although these movies may or not reach the status of a ‘cult’ film, the messages they send are clear and powerful enough that they can speak to a new generation of movie watchers as though they were made yesterday.  One of these films is Pump up the Volume starring Christian Slater as Happy Harry Hard-On (a.k.a Mark) and Samantha Mathis as Nora.  The movie, though easily dismissed as a teen eighties movie, sends a strong message comparable to power of Fight Club’s anti-establishment credo.


Mark has just moved to suburban Arizona and has trouble reconciling life there with the life he knew in the Big Apple where he grew up.  His father has landed a job with the school board and has forgotten what it was like to be a kid.  Mark’s alienation manifests itself in a radio show he starts with a short wave radio his father got him so he could talk to his friends back home.  He couldn’t reach anyone and so Happy Harry Hard-On was born.


Needless to say, Mark strikes a chord with the discarded youth at his school and becomes something of spokesperson for their frustrations.  As the movie unfolds and Happy Harry becomes more of an influence on the teens, the administration of the school becomes less and less able to deal with the flood of discord, rebellion and individuality the students begin to show. In the end, the administration is revealed as corrupt and is overthrown.  


Towards the climax of the film, Mark becomes unable to deal with the overwhelming response to his late night ramblings, and tries to disingage himself.  The more Mark tries to distance himself from what he has unleashed, the more his actions become misterpreted and actually dangerous, a far cry from the playful late night radio show he started.  When Mark’s ingenuity outwits first the administration of the school, then the local police,  and finally the government, the overwhelming sense that it is only a matter of time before he is caught can lend itself to many Christian interpretations.  Although these are apparent, there is a simpler and more important message that eventually comes through.  

Mark becomes a symbol, a messiah of sorts for the youth of America, in the end telling them to shout out their own individuality and start their own radio stations, since he is inside each and every one of them.  The somewhat upbeat ending is only emphasised by the fact that ten years later there is very little actual difference in the structure of suburban life, and that although this film was one of, if not the first, in a long line of disenfranchised suburban youth movies, a lot of good has come out of the pop-up housing and ‘teenage wastelands’.  The growth of independent musicians and the ‘indie rock’ scene, filmmakers such as Kevin Smith and Richard Linklatter (of Slackers), even movies and TV shows like the Scream series and Buffy the Vampire Slayer add a new twist to suburban life.  In the end the message of Pump up the Volume is clear:  we don’t need the stimulus of high art and culture to make us great and capable of great things.  We all have the capacity to be great on our own, on our own terms.
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Letters to the Editor





DATE: Sun, 18 Mar 2001 18:35:29 +1100 FROM: “Andrew” TO: � HYPERLINK "mailto:pulp@tangmonkey.com" ��pulp@tangmonkey.com� SUBJECT: hello


You are fooling youself you know.. "this is not meant to annoy people" , then you go off on a 1/32 baked rave about all those "liberal teachers poisoning the flower of our youth" , if you wanted to alienate half your readers, no better way could have been found.. 


I suppose rednecks must go to the movies too, but really your opinions are as outdated as your politics... Why dont you go and give you grumpy ol gramps another blowjob, while he tells you all about the good old days when he was crushing commies heads with the pinkertons.. 


enjoy your circle of friends while you can.. it will be fun till one of the people you put down has a breakdown and kills you all 


(and kill all the jews, catholics, poofs, druggies, vegetarians, feminists, socialists, soccerplayers 


and anyone that gives cans of food to the poor - they only breed more.. just acuse everyone that gets past third grade and is a decent human being is a liberal, that doesnt mean anything 


cause, yes, its their thinking thats wrong, not yours.......





Well then. Do I sense some hostility near the end of that giant run-on sentence you call an email, Andrew? For all my bluster, I don’t think I’ve ever mentioned killing anyone based upon their race, religion, or anything else that’s wrong with them, but it’s nice to know you’re confused enough to confuse my bleary ranting with homicidal impulses. Also, I don’t know what issue of PULP you’ve been reading, but I don’t have anything against soccer-players. And need I point out the irony of you making a crack about me performing fellatio when precious misspelled words later you call me a homophobe? No, I suppose not, because unlike any regular reader of PULP who’s made it past 10th grade, you don’t seem to have developed the sense of humour, irony, sarcasm, and self-parody necessary to enjoy a good healthy dose of the sweet sweet funny. But who am I to judge? I wouldn’t want to risk insulting your delicate sensibilities any further, for fear of more poor grammar and hazy rhetoric sent my way. God knows there’s enough of that in PULP. So please, feel free to go back to writing angry letters decrying the racist patriarchy of Time or Sesame Street or whatever it is you do, and enjoy this complimentary issue of PULP sent your way. –Ash





DATE: Sunday, April 1, 4:34 PM FROM: sctt TO: � HYPERLINK mailto:pulp@stupid.com ��pulp@stupid.com� SUBJECT: holy f**k I’m drunk did i mention im horny. i just went to this website with only fat chicks in party hats. there not even naked. f**k i got off like four times. ffd





There was no actual email attached to this message, just this really long and obscene subject line. Also, allow me to point out that this was sent on a Sunday. In the afternoon. Man, I love my readers.- Ash








PULP NEWS


…as usual, archived issues of PULP can be accessed at � HYPERLINK http://www.tangmonkey.com ��www.tangmonkey.com�, or at least they would be if the site wasn’t perpetually down. To avoid missing out, make sure you’re on PULP’s mailing list. Email to � HYPERLINK mailto:pulp@stupid.com ��pulp@stupid.com� to get there…


…if you live in Montreal, don’t forget to go to BAR ST. LAURENT to see PULP sponsored band CRANKENSTEIN screw up their relatively simple set on FRIDAY, APRIL 13th. It’ll be a blast, I promise. Hey, have I ever lied to you before?


…if you’re a university student and have a school email account, make sure to CHANGE YOUR ADDRESS on PULP’s mailing list if you’ll be using a different email for the summer…


…as always, hate mail or submissions should be sent to � HYPERLINK mailto:pulp@stupid.com ��pulp@stupid.com�. Feedback is always welcome, just not always read…








