[image: image1.png]APPROVED
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This issue: Suicide Sandler! Coping With Satanism! Doin’ it Crankenstyle! PLUS: Hippie Holocaust! And a castration-free CULT PICK!

Here it is, kiddies, the May edition of PULP. In the spirit of May Day, I labored extra-long and extra-hard on this issue, and then threw a rock through the computer screen I was working on. When the riot cops showed up, I spat profanities at them, heaved a brick at a McDonalds, smashed a window and stole a TV from Future Shop, and then whined to a university newspaper when I got tear-gassed by the fascists pigs. Death to Globalization! Make Love Not Free Trade Agreements! Bread Not Bombs! And Not Even Bread If It’s Made By A Corporate Conglomerate Like General Mills! Save the Whales! So as you can see, I’m well into the spirit of things. And so are this month’s contributors. We have two, count ‘em, two articles dealing with the evils of globalization, chief among them being that it inspires protests by hippies so stoned they’d give Cypress Hill a contact high. Next month, I promise there will be fewer political articles and more traditional PULPy entertainment fare, but until then…ROCK THE CASBAH!– Ash 

NEW ON VIDEO:

Little Nicky ***

More so than my failed relationships, chronic unemployment, and rather unpleasant addiction to Vicodin combined, Adam Sandler movies make me want to kill myself. And none of that pansy, fistful of sleeping pills, scratch up your wrists with a kitchen knife, cry-for-attention kind of kill myself. I mean serious, hardcore, drinking gasoline while listening to Type O Negative kind of kill myself. Yeah, I know, I too was temporarily charmed by the romance and sweetness of Drew Barrymore’s breasts in The Wedding Singer, but that warm, fuzzy, vaguely pedophilic feeling didn’t last. Every time young Drew was off-screen, I was once again reminded that I was watching a movie starring Pauly Shore’s slightly less articulate half-brother (same mother, different demon-father). As funny as sentences that start out as baby-talk and end as profane screaming are, they’re much more amusing when they come out of an infant’s mouth, rather than an ostensibly grown man with a penchant for falsetto. Nevertheless, I was contractually obliged to see Little Nicky, due to its preoccupation with Satan and the presence of a Danzig patch on a character’s jean jacket. For those unfamiliar with the plot, Sandler plays Little Nicky, the son of Satan. For reasons of utter hilarity, Nicky not only has bad hair, but he talks goofy, too. Goofy! Now that’s comedy. So anyway, he has to go to Earth for some stupid reason, where he not only meets a really creepy talking dog, but falls in love! Imagine that. The love interest in this case is Patricia Arquette, who I hope will use the money she made whoring herself out to this film to finally fix the giant dent in her teeth. Once on Earth, Sandler walks around for twenty minutes being an ass, and the movie then thankfully ends fairly quickly, sparing us from further embarrassment. But you know what? As much as I despise Sandler’s shtick, I hated Little Nicky less than I usually hate things. Maybe it was the presence of Satan, maybe it was Sandler’s burgeoning maturity, or maybe it was the plastic fumes from the Tori Amos CD I set on fire after it was left in my stereo on repeat, but I actually stopped fantasizing about my own death long enough to laugh once or twice. But let’s not dwell on the positive, shall we? That would  be stupid. Instead, let’s take a moment to reflect upon why this movie is going straight to hell. No, it has nothing to do with the satanic content, or the fact that the hero is the son of the devil. We have a kind and forgiving God, remember, and he is prone to forgive the odd trespass into the dark side. No, the real flaw of the movie is the same flaw that plagues sophomoric frat-boy comedies time and time again, namely midgetry. For some bizarre reason, people who enjoy drinking beer by the can find midgets funny. As regular readers will no doubt recall, it’s been well established in these pages that midget-kind collectively represents the Anti-Christ, and Little Nicky, in an example of the horrid ‘gross-out’ style humour popularized by There’s Something About Semen, features a scene with two midgets kissing. This should never be. Not only is it perverse and unwholesome on its own, but it suggests an even more distressing image: midget sex. I know, I know, I didn’t believe it could happen either, but apparently, not only are they allowed to procreate, sometimes such an atrocity is filmed and sold to the general public in the back rooms of video stores. This is what happens when you elect a liberal government, people. Anyway, while Little Nicky doesn’t actually contain midget sex, and there are some good points, such as a cameo by Ozzy Osbourn and a scene in which Fonzy from Happy Days gets eaten by bees, all in all the film can’t make up for its one tragic misstep. Now if you’ll excuse me, I’ve got my own tragic misstep to make, about 15 stories off a balcony to a place where Adam Sandler can no longer torment me. –Ash

AS A FOULNESS SHALL YE KNOW THEM: A Literature Review of  'Coping With Satanism' 

by Allen J. Ottens, Ph.D. and Rick Myer, Ph.D. –by X- The Geoff With The X-Ray Eyes
There are dozens of self-help books on the shelves these days, many of them recommended by Oprah, Rosie, or some other daytime celebrity with their own self-titled magazine. Cures for low self-esteem, smoking, porn addictions, chicken soups for your gay brother's best friend's sisters' dog… you name it. Regular readers of PULP will all nod sagely when I tell the world that there are more pressing social issues.  Like Satanism.  What if you or someone you love is a Satanist, or is developing satanic leanings?  What do you do?  Alanon can't help you.  No manner of liquid meal will suffice.  You must turn to COPING WITH SATANISM.

Written in 1994, shortly after the Geraldo-fronted anti-Satanic flap of the late 80's, COPING is a fairly balanced study of a very complex issue.  Its hundred-odd pages and large typeface bring to life the rich history of Satanism and indeed the whole of the Evil Occult Arts.  While ostensibly a psychological 

study of the practices of devil worship and worshippers, there pervades the work a subtle and pungent aroma of Christian condescension.  Rather than detract from the book's tone, I feel it only adds to the enjoyment.

The reader is introduced to the subject via a fictional account of young Jamie and the new kids at her school that frighten her even as they arouse curiosity deep within her secret places.  After Jamie considers turning to evil the book moves on to a brisk, yet full, history of the concept of evil.  The 2 and a half pages devoted to the metaphysical musings of humankind are some of the most rewarding I have ever read.  Drop your religion and philosophy classes now, kids.  It's all in here.

There's an interesting list of alternate names for the Prince of Darkness, most of which also seem to be suitable euphemisms for the male genitalia.  "Black Prince", "Old Hairy", "Old Horny", “Ash”, "The Good Fellow", and my personal favorite "Lusty Dick".

Our historiography continues, taking us from Dante's Divine Comedy and Milton's Paradise Lost all the way to Burns' Oh God! You Devil!.  We are shown how various marginalized Christian sects from the Gnostics to the Knights Templar have had their beliefs perverted, no doubt by Evil, into those of the Satanist.  We end our journey through time with Anton LeVey, head of the Church of Satan and the actor who starred as Satan in Rosemary's Baby.

Just in case you may already be a Satanist and not know it, the next chapter illustrates a number of common signs and sigils used by Satanists when they are keeping it real.  You have your inverted pentagram, your baphomet (don't believe Ash, there is a difference), your 666, inverted crosses and so on and so forth. The authors do stray here and seem to throw in every symbol associated with society's fringes that they can find.

This chapter also identifies a number of Archetypes of Satanic Individuals that I suspect every regular reader of PULP falls into somehow.  There's the Psychopathic Delinquent, The Angry Misfit, and The Pseudointellectual.  The chapter ends with a glance at that bastion wrongdoing, Dungeons and Dragons.  Let me quote from the text:

"Becoming engrossed in these games...could cause a player to relax defenses against evil and thus provide Satan a window of opportunity to gain control of his or her personality."

They couldn't be more right.  Gentle reader, you may or may not be aware that toy industry giant Hasbro has recently released a new edition of the quarter-century old D&D game through their Satanic Hobbies Division, Wizards of the Coast.  Rest assured, this abomination must be halted!  Pick up your pencils 

and write to:

BADD (Bothered About Dungeons & Dragons) 295 Main Street Boxford, MA 01921USA

You'll be glad you did.

Continuing on, the chapter on Rituals and Ceremonies cautions the reader that it is not a 'how to', and it sure isn't.  It teases the reader with hints of incantations, conjurations, and sex magick, but it never pays up.  Departing from the Christian positivity for a moment, the authors sum up the practice of Satanism as one of self-esteem building as opposed to religiosity.  It also states that perhaps people get into Satanism because they are lazy.

Need some helpful dates on which to Blaspheme?  Let me assist you:

Feb.02: Candlemas

Apr.30: Walpurgis Night/Beltane Eve - a great time for sacrificing children!

June 23: Midsummer's Night - Satanists celebrate it 2 days late.  They're so Evil!

Aug.01: Lammas

Oct.31: Ash's Birthday (He prefers it if you refer to it as his 'Special Day')

Dec.21: Winter Solstice

Chapter 5 presents the Four Levels of Satanic Involvement, as modeled by Law Enforcement consultant Robert Hicks.  Level 1 is the much rumored level wherein broad conspiracies exist, ritually abusing and murdering hordes of children.  Most sane people and the FBI put this level of Satanism in the same category of imaginary things as UFOs and Michael Jackson.  Level 2 is the home of organized public Satanism, such as LeVey's Church of Satan and the O-Town Official Fan Club.  At the 3rd level we have 'self-styled' Satanists, like Chuckie Manson.  I like to put TV shows like "Will and Grace" and "Dharma and Greg" in here too. Something foul spawned those. 4th level involvement consists of 'ritual dabblers' and anyone who has ever listened to Heavy Metal music. Signs of this level of involvement could include:

-reading books on Satanism

-conducting ceremonies in cemeteries

-changes in diet

-the appearance of odd alphabetic marks on clothing

Thus some 4th level Satanists are:

-anyone who reads 'Coping With Satanism'

-funerary officials

-anyone at Jenny Craig

-Tommy Hilfiger

Chapter 6 devotes most of its time to the next most serious issue in Satanism after D&D: Heavy Metal music.  While not daring to just come out and say that Heavy Metal is the music of Lucifer, a rather large finger is pointed just so.  Never mind that by 1994 Heavy Metal as a genre had largely been subsumed by the uber-genre of Alternative Rock, but perhaps the Devil is merely hiding his handiwork.  After all, a strong argument could be made that Treblecharger and OLP have more to do with social disintegration than either Ratt or Quiet Riot ever did.

The book begins wrapping things up with another fictional story that could have been torn from today's headlines in 1994.  This time it's Mike.  Mike starts dressing in black, doing poorly in school, writing violent stories, and scoring with chicks of questionable character.  If Mike had been in high school 5 years later, he would have proceeded to get Daddy's gun and make like a postman, but back in the innocent and naive early 90's, he merely turned to Satanism.  I won't spoil the ending of this nail-biter...

There is also a short chapter on Getting Out of Satanism and a helpful glossary of terms to round things out.

Overall, the book was a highly enjoyable, super-charged read, on the level of any John Grisham thriller.  Before his timely death, Stanley Kubrick was said to be working on a motion picture adaptation.  Steven Spielberg picked up the pieces and turned it into AI, coming this summer, to a theatre near you.  I know I'll be at the front of the line.  Until then, though, all we can do is read the book that started it all, and look around us and wonder, who are the Satanists?  They could be your teen-aged daughter, your grandfather, or the editor of an internet infotainment rag.  You just never know...

This book gets 8 out of a possible 10 stars, losing points for not being graphic enough and not really hiding the Christian soppiness.

Referenced in 'Coping...' is the book 'Satanism: A Guide to the Awesome Power of Satan' by W. Baskin.  It is a much more satisfying read.  

MUSIC

Rock Rock Rock Rock Rock n Roll Funeral

Well kids, the unthinkable has happened. That’s right, pack up your $100 Laredo electric guitars, put away your leather jackets and torn jeans, and start using the modeling glue for the purpose it was originally intended, because the founder of all things rock and roll has passed away. On Sunday, April 15th , at the age of 49, punk rock pioneer Joey Ramone has died in a New York hospital of lymphatic cancer. To some, Joey and his band the Ramones were an inspiration, causing an entire culture to take their lead, pick up a guitar, a microphone and some solvents and rock out in garage bands all over the world. To others, he was an iconic symbol of the violent, anti-establishment, anarchistic political spirit that fueled the punk revolution of the late seventies. To still others, he was merely the ugliest man in America, looking essentially like a 7-foot tall version of the Elephant Man with longer hair. But while some may argue his merits as a performer, musician, and human being, it must be admitted that he was the single most important figure in modern American rock music, and few would disagree that his death is the worst thing that has ever happened in the history of mankind. Ever since their formation in New York in 1975, the Ramones have consistently rocked the socks off anyone who dared attend their blisteringly aggressive, high-speed live shows, while simultaneously boring the pants off anyone who tried to sit through their unbearably slow albums. But despite their meager album sales, the Ramones took the rock world by storm, playing over 2000 live shows before finally calling it quits in 1996 when it became apparent that it’s difficult to convincingly belt out the lyrics to Teenage Lobotomy when you’re fifty years old and having difficulty getting through the chorus without taking a nap. More mainstream audiences may remember the band from their classic theme song for the Stephen King film Pet Sematery, which the band composed and recorded for the film’s soundtrack despite, judging by the lyrics, not actually having seen the movie, but us true fans will always remember the Ramones for penning the songs that defined teenage rebellion, social activism, and leftist anti-authoritarian ideals, such as Bonzo Goes To Bitburg, Rockaway Beach and of course the immortal, deeply moving The KKK Took My Baby Away. Without the lyrics that finally vocalized the turbulent and conflicting emotions of every kid’s teenage years (the bittersweet and poetic words to Now I Wanna Sniff Some Glue come immediately to mind) where would all of us who grew up in the late 70s be? Most likely productive members of society, maybe holding a job that requires a suit and tie instead of peddling porn cassettes in a seedy Montreal video store, but where’s the fun in that? Well, spending the thousands of dollars you earn with a real job, I suppose, but that’s beside the point, which is that the Ramones were cool. They managed to make a career out of playing good ol’ fashioned rock and roll, all the while scaring the crap out of parents the world over due to their disheveled appearance and generally incomprehensible speech patterns carried on breath that no doubt reeked of anti-freeze and corn chips. No mere eulogistic article in an immensely popular entertainment newsletter could do Joey Ramone and his cronies justice, so I think that all loyal readers of PULP should take a moment of silence to reflect on the life and times of the man, followed by a moment of retching to vomit up a half-litre of Listerine ‘wine’ cooler. I know he would have wanted it that way. –Ash

___________________________________________________________________________________________________________

Diary of A Crankenfiend

It’s not every day you get to meet rock and roll legends. And this past Friday, the 13th of April, was certainly not one of them. That was the day, as loyal PULP readers will remember from past issues hyping the event, that Ottawa band Crankenstein came to Montreal to play their first show outside of Canada. Since I was their only connection in this fair city, having previously met the band during a four-month stint in juvie for firebombing an orphanage, the band collectively decided that it would be best to stay at my place, despite the fact that I live in closet with barely enough room for me, my TV, and a refrigerator box full of pornography. I, of course, first got wind of the plan when I answered the door on Friday to reveal the entire band, brandishing Burger King hats and refusing to leave until they had seen the latest Britney Spears video on Much Music. Being the gracious host that I am, I allowed them to rest, cool their heels, and consume ridiculously oversized bottles of Labatt 50 in my apartment before accompanying them to the Bar St. Laurent for their concert. And what a concert it was! The band, comprised of singer/stripper Mr. Sculf*c, guitarist/knife enthusiast Ben “The Blade” Brutus, bassist/token criminal Myke Mystery, and drummer/long-haired hippie RIP, put on one hell of a show, surprising all seven members of the audience with their ability to successfully operate their instrument without causing significant damage to the stage or electrical systems of the bar. While they may not have played all their songs ‘well’, per se, what they lacked in talent, ability, timing, rhythm, songwriting, and virtuosity, they certainly made up for in volume, although the sound quality was poor. Sculf*c showed amazing ability in memorizing at least half of the 14 words required for any given song, and The Blade surprised everybody by playing the correct chords at the correct time, something no previous Crankenstein guitarist has been able to accomplish. Newcomer Myke Mystery is a vast improvement over former bassist Nick Murder, being possessed of both a functioning bass and the motor skills required to use it without causing people to spit at him, and RIP, true to form, hit the drums very hard. The band opened with a crowd favourite, the traditional Irish folk song Let The Day Begin before launching into their ‘original’ material, which appears to consist of Misfits and Danzig riffs played backwards. To be fair, some of the songs sound like Slayer, too. The highlights of the set included a new, extra-long version of the classic Crankenstein ditty Bingo Hall Love Buffet, complete with a few extra verses and a brief period of confusion I’ll tentatively call a ‘solo’, and the unveiling of a brand new soon-to-be hit, entitled We All Float, which is not nearly as pansy as the title suggests. But by far the most popular portion of the show came with the surprise appearance of ex-guitarist Mephisto Shrek, who joined the band onstage for the final three songs of their set. Even better was the fact that he appeared, for the first time in recent memory, without his trademark Satan mask, gracing the ladies in the audience with his devilish good looks for two brief minutes as the band blazed through their signature tune Dead By Dawn. The gambit paid off, as after the show Shrek and the band enjoyed the attentions of a particularly friendly female fan who had drunk entirely too much to realize that going home with five guys dressed like Sid Vicious’ zombie corpse is probably not a good idea. Never fear, dear reader, for I have it on good authority that Shrek never laid a hand on the nubile young lass, having previously promised himself to each and every member of Vancouver-based female pop-punk outfit Liveonrelease. Although his only contact with the band thus far has been taping and repeatedly watching their video for the single I’m Afraid Of Britney Spears, Shrek is confident that the band will soon respond to his repeated emails suggesting that he sodomize them each in turn while listening to Slayer’s 1998 release Diabolus In Musica. Back to the matter at hand, the show was a great success, ending on a high note as singer Sculf*c completed the set while remaining fully clothed at all times and with a minimum of beer-fueled profanity.  After the concert, the band collectively retired to la casa Carreau, where they enjoyed a late-night presentation of the Curt Conners classic Skinhead before peacefully passing out on the floor. The next morning, once heads had cleared and the groupie had run off to thank God for pepperspray, the band regrouped for a breakfast screening of Freddy’s Dead: The Final Nightmare before splitting up, with one faction heading for the closest strip club and the other embarking upon a series of late 60s-70s horror films. Being moral young man that I am, I eschewed the crass exploitation and misogynism of the horror films and went straight to the strip club, where a great deal of money was spent trying to get the hooker dressed up like Ilsa, She-Wolf of the SS to pay attention to us. Six hours and several paychecks later, we were ready to call it a day, and Mr. Sculf*c rounded up the troops, who were busy watching Blood Feast while knife-fighting, and my house was once again Cranken-free. So, the moral of the story is, never ever answer the door. –Ash

_________________________________________________________________________________________________________

Poser or Memorex...

by The Eeyore
Has scoffs shafts

return sedge drogue.

Have scoffs

shafts return sedge drogue.

Now I know you are excited about this fine piece of electronic dross. The above is a rare taste of the future. Poetry...rarefied and obfuscatory – it speaks to the soul. A direct conduit to my feelings which happen outside of space-time. Raw.

You still don’t know what I am referring to do you? The above piece of literature was generated using the latest in AI techniques. But these methods are easily available for anyone to grab by the horns if he knows how to use a spell and grammar checker. Here is a simple recipe to become a post-modern deconstructionist from the hermeneutical perspective. Type any olde crapola into the ‘puter and then do a spell check and take whatever the hell the machine tells you to do, because technology is never wrong – especially computer high-tech. The final result may seem a tad odd, maybe even alien, but don’t let that alarm you. The Japanese have been doing this for eons or whenever computers became smaller than a garage but more powerful than a lame nematode [a stupid worm for this generation of illiterates – no offence implied, just openly stated].

What do the Japanese do? They make movies which make absolutely no sense whatsoever. Maybe you want to argue the point and tell me that I just don’t understand their culture. No, the Japanese are one of the smartest societies since the second world war, they might seem to be sinking into economic ruin at the moment, but all of that financial crisis stuff and unemployment is just a thin smoke screen. Underneath all of it is corporate plot to take over the world without the use of kinetic weaponry. 

The Plan
The Japanese are creating movies in a manner similar to how I created the sonnet that I started this Pulitzer-quality journalistic essay...machines. But in this case the ghost in the machine is a corporation with billions of polymer extruded action figures to push into the hands of American youth. The plan is to save all kinds of money by not having to hire writers and the most costly of all – movable talking props. By using animation your production costs almost fall to zero [as long as facial expressions, live action motion, and lip synch do not matter a whole lot.] For some reason the above recipe attracts little kids to it like deer to a 120 kilometre-an-hour-in-progress headlight. 

I discovered all of these startling facts as I lay paralyzed watching the Digimon movie. Fortunately, I experienced arrhythmia and fell into a blissful coma-sleep for the majority of the film.

What evil lies ahead in the most important bizness in the world – entertainment? More and more stuff...

Tolsd bey anq idioodt, fulsl ovf sounnzd ande furyah,

Signiffyyuing nothing.

Told bye an idiot, full of sound and fury,

Signifying nothuinug.

Does anyone have a Pikachu #202 for sale? I almost have the complete set.

_____________________________________________________________________________________

Free Speech For The Dumb


After years of putting out this rag, I’m sure that you regular readers out there know me fairly well. I’ve often acted as a bastion of morality, a litmus test for what is right and wrong, a champion of all that is good and true in the world, provided it’s white, male and between the ages of 18-45. So, imagine my surprise when just a few days ago, on the tangmonkey.com forums I so frequently haunt, a furor erupted over whether or not my posts should be censored. That’s right, I, Ash, often called ‘The Most Pleasant Man in Canada’ and occasionally just “The Greatest Man Alive”, was threatened with a muzzling. The controversy in questions was in regards to a post I had made in a philosophical forum regarding homosexual culture. I had made the valid point that it is possible to object to certain aspects of gay culture without objecting to homosexuality in general, and as an example I gave the rampant promiscuity of a segment of the gay male population. Also I said that all lesbians were hairy-legged, man-hating dykes. Apparently, this didn’t go over too well with certain elements of the “politically correct” or “annoying” faction that occasionally visit the website, and I was soon the subject of a fierce debate over freedom of speech. Many good points were raised, all of them by me, of course, but before the argument settled down I had been called both a bigot and a self-loathing closet case. While I may be many things, bigoted and self-loathing being just two of them, I can assure you that I did not use the word ‘dyke’ because I’m secretly lesbian. Regardless of why I used the term, be it satire, shock value, or raging insecurity manifesting itself it all-encompassing hostility, I think the real issue is that censorship of speech and thought is atrocious. Sure, I may be spreading hatred and perpetuating harmful stereotypes, but isn’t the idea of free speech what our very society is founded on? By ‘our’ of course I mean ‘American’, but goddamnit, no society that can produce Mystery Science Theatre 3000 and Sabrina The Teenage Witch can be that fundamentally flawed. After all, without freedom of thought, speech and assembly, where would we be today? Still under the oppressive yoke of the tyrannical British, being charged outlandish prices for tea that’s frankly kind of a fruity drink to begin with. And by ‘we’ of course I mean the Americans again, but seeing as there’s a distinct lack of a Canadian culture or identity I’ll just stick with them for the time being. Think about it, people, being able to freely express yourself is one of the keys to true happiness. Plus, if you don’t let people spew out everything and anything their feverish little brains come up with, how are you going to know who to gas when it’s time for the cleansing? Honestly, if undesirables were kept muzzled and stifled, they’d soon become invisible and worm their way into all manner of powerful positions. Why, you could be taking French classes from a neo-Nazi, or even worse, a Frenchman, and not even know it! At least with unlimited freedom of expression, you know who your ideological enemies are, and it’s much easier to blacklist them. Anyway, now that I’ve said my piece, I’d like to solicit some thoughts from you, the reader. If you’ve got any ideas about free speech, or any harmful stereotypes to perpetuate, please send them PULP’s way. Anything goes, of course, except for profanity, which is unethical and improper. -Ash

FTAA OPINION

Down with Hippies - Up with Evil          

by  Batturtle

I'm the first to admit that I am more often than not known to lean more in the favour towards the Dark Side.  I am often filled with hate towards many of my fellow members of society.  I care much more about the death of Joey Ramone than any of Greenpeace's pot induced ramblings.  I like McDonald's more than PETA.  Probably at the peak of my controversial thoughts are them there dolphins.  Dolphins piss me off.  If they're so smart why do they keep on getting caught in fishermen's nets?  Answer me that Mr. smart guy.  But, at the top of my venomous list would have to be dirty hippies protesting things.  I'm sure that lots of fine people have protested on behalf of lots of worthy causes.  I don't have a beef with those folks.  Just the dirty hippies.

So, as you can imagine, when pondering my hatred of all of you, the recent events that went down in Quebec come to mind.  Especially considering that PULP's top secret underground headquarters are located in this fine lil' Canadian province.  

I was watching Letterman about a week or so ago.  During a commercial break I was flipping around many of the fine television stations that the fates provide, & lo & behold what wonders did CNN showcase!  A batch of gas-mask faced, "Cat in the Hat" hat wearing, bongo drum playing protesting chumps being bombarded with tear gas & blasted with high power firefighter's hoses.  Man oh man.  I was filled with a swell of joy like a kid on Christmas morn.  Pointing & laughing at the misfortune of others is considered wrong by some uppity ups.  They might consider it petty or rude or inconsiderate.  Well, politically correctness be damned.  Not since my last pro-carnivore argument that upset a vegetarian had I been filled with such glee.

Now, this lil' op-ed piece that I'm typing away at isn't exactly "researched" per say.  It's more leaning towards drunken ramblings (except I don't drink…but whatever).  I'm not even 100% sure what them crazy kids were all upset about.  Something about giant evil global companies like Microsoft & Virgin ruining the world or some such nonsense.  Now, sure we all know the giant evil global companies are evil (hence the name).  I'll give 'em that.  But guess what, pulling down fences, chanting "Kumbayah", bashing news vehicles & stealing TV's (I'm not sure if there was any looting…but I'm leaping to the conclusion that there was some since there usually is in these wacky situations), ain't gonna' change a damn thing.  What were they going to do on the other side of the fence? Were they expecting the world's leaders to surrender or something?

Do you think that George W.'s going to look over the rioting crowds & suddenly realize the wrongness of his ways? Think he's going to stop closing schools & change his stance on destroying Alaska thanks to the mad chants of the smelly huddled masses?  Nope.  He ain't going to change a thing.  He probably didn't even know the protesters were out there.  He free time was likely preoccupied with Dukes of Hazard reruns.  Those fancy hotels come with full cable you know.  Think Nike's going to stop paying Tiger Woods millions & the people putting together their product in sweatshops 16 cents an hour?  Nope.  You know what those people in Quebec changed?  You know what they've done to better humankind & this lil' planet we call earth.  Not a damn thing.  Sure, not the nicest of sentiments, but a true one.  They didn't accomplish anything.  And I bet that maybe, MAYBE 1 out of 100 of them actually really cared anyhow.  Most were probably just there to break stuff.

Now, I love fighting the power as much as the next guy.  But just think things through.  I mean, there's nothing funnier than seeing a hippie being interviewed on the national news. When asked to explain the situation they can barely string two coherent sentences together.  And having their moronic fellow soldiers jumping about in the background like a bunch of fans from an XFL game doesn't help any either.  If they don't know what they're there for, how do they expect us actual productive members of society to give a damn.  It falls under the same category as the guy in the grungy wardrobe with the giant green mohawk & 25 face piercings complaining that he can't get a job. Well duh!  See; until these hippies can put together a meaningful front, evil has nothing to worry about.


What they need is a Ric Mercer or Michael Moore.  With their respective TV shows, these two guys have raged against more machines & brought light to more meaningful bits of current events than all those twerps in Quebec combined.  But instead of concentrating on intelligence, protesters seem more concerned with coming up with a catchy swear-word-laden chant.  

Here's a tip: When there's a big Orwellian police force brandishing shields & weapons… don't run tauntingly towards them.  Until they learn basic survival instincts like this one, I think that the world is safe from the forces of good for the time being.  Kudos to Quebec for showing the world that Canada ain't a bunch of pushovers.  We can fight for the forces of evil with the best of 'em.

Damn Hippies...

by Forrest


In residence this year, I had the pleasure of living with a bunch of hairy-legged, guitar-playing arts students.  You know, the type who criticize you for buying toothpaste that was made by a company that is owned by another company that has a subsidiary who hired some guy who worked for a company that hired child laborers in Tajikistan.  They meant well, but often they would make arguments that were fundamentally flawed in the name of the Big Battle Against Evil Capitalists.  They of course all went to Quebec City for Tear-Gas-Fest 2000, but didn’t really understand anything about free trade, and its net benefits if correctly applied.  As one put it, “For me, it’s not about the FTAA, it’s about destroying capitalism.”


Where exactly do the neo-hippies come from?  Mostly, from what I can tell, from fairly well-to-do families who are able to send them to Canada’s 4th-best university because of the money brought to them by the capitalism that claim to be at war against.  In fact, a large portion of them are Americans.  If you ever point out that Canada has the world’s No. 1 standard of living, and that it isn’t because of Castro, they’ll just mumble something about you being an ignorant bourgeois and go off to practice throwing rocks at police officers.  All of a sudden, seeing as they’re in first-year university, this makes them experts on everything, and gives them a mission to save the world from people who shave.


The most irritating thing about these people (aside from the smell) is that most of their arguments go against the principles that they claim to support.  None of them get how tradable emissions permits actually let you reduce pollution more, or how free trade (and yes, the evil multi-nationals) helps developing countries develop, or how 20 000 hippies don’t represent 800 million North-and-South-Americans.  Basically, they’ve learned enough to use big words, but not enough to see what’s behind them.  The worst kind of ignorant people are ones who don’t realize how much they don’t know.  So anyhow, to solve this infestation of neo-hippies, I propose that we export them all to Cuba, and have a big party at which we wear top hats and light cigars with 20$ bills.  Viva la revolución!

CULT PICK O’ THE MONTH

Subconscious Cruelty **

Alright, a couple of issues ago I promised you guys that for once, the cult pick o’ the month would not, I repeat not, feature a castration scene. So, as promised, for this month’s film I chose Ottawa filmmaker Kareem Hussain’s Subconscious Cruelty, in which the testicles and penis remain attached to the body during the genital mutilation segment, with the skin merely being flayed away with fish-hooks.  Yes, that’s right, I saw another art film. But this time, instead of a really pretentious art film, I saw a really pretentious art film. Subconscious Cruelty is a nightmarish series of vignettes designed to shock and stun the audience, leaving them beaten, broken, and questioning the respective meanings of repression and excess. Or at least that’s what I assume it’s supposed to be. What it actually is is a bunch of crazy crap going on a badly lit soundstage. The film opens with a whole mess of faux-poetic psychobabble about the left and right lobes of the brain, pleading with the audience to destroy the logical, practical, “rational” left lobe so that the emotional, impulsive “female” right lobe can take over. This is not a good idea, people. Not only would such action put an end to such traditionally male aspects of society as war and Arnold Schwarzenegger movies, but it would completely paralyze the world economy between 8 and 9 PM on Friday nights when Gilmore Girls is on FOX. Anyway, while this right lobe/left lobe stuff is going on via a melodramatically intoned and needlessly wordy voice-over, we are treated to visuals of a naked woman being dissected. Normally, I wouldn’t complain. In fact I’d probably cheer. But I’d just spent the vast majority of the day cooped up in a cheap strip club with the members of a rather degenerate rock band, so I was kind of sick of seeing women’s insides, making what would normally be a pleasant introductory scene uninteresting and flat. After that opening, there’s a charming vignette about a guy sexually attracted to his pregnant hick sister, with whom he lives in an abandoned, cheaply constructed model farmhouse. Because the film was apparently made by a lunatic, the natural extension of the guy’s incestuous lust is that he wants to kill his sister’s baby during childbirth. It’s not the horribly graphic nature of the scene that upset me, although it is probably the worst thing I’ve seen since the Tonya Harding honeymoon tape, but rather the ridiculous leaps of logic the filmmaker requires us to take. Yeah, yeah, I know, it’s supposed to be ‘nightmarish’ and ‘fever-dreamed’, but so was Charlie’s Angels, and nobody liked that. There isn’t really any cohesion to the film, no real link between the baby-killing and the genital flaying, aside from them both being fun things to do on a Saturday night when you’ve already seen both the movies on Space Bar. There is a narration that does make a point of sorts, clichéd and obvious though it may be, about letting go of taboos and repressions, but judging from the images we’re presented with, which also include a guy performing an unspeakable act on an unspeakable object lodged inside a woman’s unspeakable area, abandoning taboos and repressions doesn’t seem to be a particularly pleasant thing to do. But, as the filmmaker himself has said, the real idea behind the project is that while you may completely adore the film or absolutely loathe it, you will certainly never forget it. And, for once, I completely agree. No matter how old I get and how desensitized I become, I’ll never, ever forget Charlie’s Angels. –Ash 
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PULP NEWS


…just a little reminder that if your email address is going to change over the summer, don’t forget to let us know so we can continue to send you unsolicited emails…


…as always, feedback (especially hate mail) and submissions are welcome, and should be sent to � HYPERLINK mailto:pulp@stupid.com ��pulp@stupid.com� or � HYPERLINK mailto:pulp@tangmonkey.com ��pulp@tangmonkey.com� …


…speaking of tangmonkey.com, don’t forget to check out PULP back issues and post derogatory comments on the PULP forums…


…if you live in the Ottawa area, PULP sponsored band Crankenstein will be performing at the UNDERGROUND at Bank and Sunnyside on May 26th, along with a bunch of other crappy bands…


…and, finally, if you’re interested in LIVE HOBO DEATH FIGHTS, send an email to � HYPERLINK mailto:pulp@stupid.com ��pulp@stupid.com� for a very special internet promotion…











