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THIS ISSUE: Teen-speak Knightmares! Evil Lives! TV Trials and Tribulations! PLUS: Eeyore Laments the Death of Punk, X Has a Flesh Tantrum, Ash Gives a Music Lesson, and an honest to goodness Female Goregasm!

Hello, and welcome to the new issue of PULP. This installment is the first of Series 2 that has been composed entirely during the summer months, away from the pressures of academia. Some might automatically assume that this means that PULP VIII will be less angry and caustic than its predecessors, as I have had time to relax, and am relatively free from that scourge of higher education: the art-school hippie. But while the past few weeks of my life have been relatively free of art-school hippies, who irritate me to no end with their assumption that they’ve matured since high school just because they buy a bottle of red wine to get drunk off of at parties instead of a six-pack of Keith’s, I have found to my chagrin that this has made me no less hostile. In fact, the extra  time has given me ample opportunity to stew, boil, seethe, and in general move several steps further in the Unabomber direction. And, as my hatred now lacks a distinct focus, I’ve discovered that I’m now more open to hating other, newer things, like Heath Ledger, Converse, and women. So really, this issue of PULP you now hold in your hands is a celebration of diversity, of the wide world of thoughts, ideas, creeds, and opinions that are available throughout the planet to despise and ridicule. Yes, it is a noble and humanitarian effort, an attempt to bring everybody in our small world together in mutual hatred of each other, but I don’t do it for the glory, the money, or the women, I do it for the love. -Ash

NEW IN THEATRES:

A Knight’s Tale *
When describing the experience of watching A Knight’s Tale, I often liken this movie to smoking your first cigarette. Sure, at the time it may seem unpleasant, nauseating, and somewhat idiotic, but in retrospect, you cannot help but realize that the experience has taken a sizable chunk of time off the end of your life. A Knight’s Tale will do that to you. Not only will it waste what seems like 6 hours of your valuable time with its ridiculously plodding tales of boring daring-do, it’ll push you that much closer to slitting your wrists with a box-cutter just to avoid watching yet another improbably climactic slow-motion shot of a sports victory. The sport in question in this movie is jousting, a medieval event that at first seems as if it could be exciting, as it involves men on horses hitting each other with sticks, but soon reveals itself to be about as fun as obsessive-compulsive disorder, as it involves men on horses hitting each other with sticks over and over and over again. The ‘hook’ of the film is that although it is set in medieval times, it has many modern pop-culture references thrown into the mix, like using contemporary music instead of authentic songs of the period. All this really means is that the filmmakers were too lazy to actually research the story, and either they figured no one wanted to hear tinny Renaissance-fair music, which is entirely understandable, or they figured no one would notice if they substituted a fruity-looking guy playing a lute with Queen and David Bowie, which is also entirely understandable. A Knight’s Tale follows the adventures of William Thatcher, a small-town squire with big-city dreams, played by hunky Heath Ledger, who is looking more and more like a grown up version of Newt from Aliens with every passing day. Through circumstances far beyond the reach of both reason and logic, he starts passing himself off as a knight to enter jousting tournaments, and better yet, he starts winning. Along the way, however, he makes an enemy of evil knight Rufus Sewell, who is quite the imposing presence despite his slightly crossed eyes and full head of rich, black pubic hair. But that’s not all. No siree, that would only fill up and hour or two of screen time. There’s also a  love interest, played by a low-rent version of Angelina Jolie who inexplicably follows the jousting tournament circuit around like a Grateful Dead groupie, comic relief in the form of tubby-yet-big-hearted Mark Addy and incomprehensibly British Mark Alan Tudyk, and of course Canterbury Tales’ Geoffrey Chaucer, who heralds Thatcher’s tournament arrivals with all the grace and flair of a WWF announcer with a speech impediment. All this and more, packed into just 8 exciting hours of medieval teenspeak, featuring the Alicia Silverstonian ‘he-llo’, the ever-popular urban phrase ‘shout-out’, and the baffling ‘contestation’, which is decidedly not a word. You know, I’m really starting to get sick of teen movies. They’re beginning to fill up with sly, self-referential winks to the audience, like we’re supposed to forgive them for being abysmally stupid just because they seem to be aware of it. I’m of the opinion that being aware of your own simplicity makes it doubly bad to inflict it on others. The only reason I haven’t lobbied for the summary execution of people like Carrot Top, Yahoo Serious, and Heather Graham is that they seem blissfully unaware that they have the collective intelligence of a single Eminem fan. They merely bumble around from film to film (well, Graham is at least, I think the other two are dead), utilizing the same level of professionality and understatement in their acting that one would normally reserve for renting Pay It Forward from Blockbuster, and as such should probably only be forcibly sterilized rather than outright killed. But people who know they’re stupid, the Pauly Shores and Jennifer Love Hewitts of the world, the people who willing inflict hours upon hours of cheap, low-brow, Can’t Hardly Wait–esque levels of cinematic Down’s Syndrome upon the movie-going public time and time again, these are the people who need to be introduced to the business end of a crematorium. The fact that A Knight’s Tale revels in its stupidity and childishness doesn’t excuse it from being dumber than a sack of Keanu Reeveses. In fact, it’s made worse because releasing the film is clearly a deliberate attempt to lower the collective IQ of teenagers to sub-rap-music levels. I’m not going to say that this is an act of domestic terrorism on par with the Oklahoma City bombing, because it’s quite obviously far worse. But at least Heath Ledger is hunkier than Timothy McVeigh. –Ash

NEW ON VIDEO:  Evil Lives & Garden of Evil

by Batturtle

This is actually more of a movie warning than a movie review.  For the proverbial love of god, no matter how dark times may seem or how self-abusive you might be feeling, DO NOT watch Evil Lives or Garden of Evil.

I remember it like it was yesterday…because, well, it was. PULP mastermind Ash and myself had a free evening, and what better way to spend it, we thought, than watching a couple of DVDs. We contemplated the latest Lou Diamond Phillips stalker masterpiece, or maybe MVP (a skating monkey!), but ended up settling on two movies with "evil" in their titles. Evil had never lead us astray before in our motion picture watching (Evil Dead, Evil Dead II) or in real life. It seemed like a safe and logical bet. Boy oh boy were we wrong. Admittedly, I've already started to erase the evening from my mind much like an abused red-headed step-child blanking out memories of his childhood…but they went a lil' something like this:

Evil Lives

So there's this Australian Stephen King writer guy who's some kind of immortal demon vampire. His one true love is a ghost. In order to be together, he has to kill women so that she can posses their soulless corpses. But the problem is, the bodies don't last very long. Hence he has to kill a woman every day or two. I don't know, that seems like a hell of a lot of work to me.  Plus the fact that the demon girl that the poor mass murdering guy is doing all of this work for is very demanding and prone to angered bouts of jealousy…well, it doesn't seem the healthiest of relationships. I really think he could do better. The hero of the movie is American silver medallist figure skating cry-baby Nancy Kerrigan.  OK, it's not REALLY her, but they bear a striking resemblance.  Supposedly, Heavy Metal magazine/bad movie icon Julie Strain was also in the movie, but I didn't see her.  Like I said, I've repressed much of the evening. There's a truckload of gratuitous nudity in the midst of this "movie", which is usually a plus.   But even that cannot save this train-wreck from its overwhelming stench and awfulness. The creative vision behind it all, director Thunder Levin (an Alan Smithee-esque pseudonym to hide a person's shame and embarrassment if I've ever heard one) helms the movie.  And in a similar vein, the movie has two other titles: Blood Love & Soulmates.  Some kind of witness relocation type thing I guess…changing the name of the movie to protect the innocent. I don't know. I don't care.

Garden of Evil

Next up in the double-bill is a movie about a gardener gone bad. Ooohhh…scary.  Malcom McDowell (best known as that Clockwork Orange guy who killed Captain Kirk) stars as said gardener. And, in the strangest reasoning for horror movie  villainy ever, the reason that he's mad at the world is that he's got that disease that makes you get old really quick (like Robin Williams in Francis Ford Coppola's classic film Jack). He's also got some parental issues with his mother (like that there Psycho movie starring Vince "Swingers" Vaughn and Anne "changed my mind again" Heche). So he takes solace in gardening. What, you say, that doesn't sound so bad?  So the guy likes planting flowers…everyone needs a hobby. But, what if I told you that these fancy-shmancy flowers were made from (dramatic pause) WOMEN!!! That's right. Don't think he's such a nice guy anymore now do you? Everything's going along fine for our murdering botanist friend, until a lady cop disappears and he gets onto the cops’ shortlist of suspects. The police officers include Angie Everheart (who in my humble opinion is attractive enough to be in real movies), Richard "I was on 21 Jumpstreet…how come I ain't all famous like that Johnny Depp bastard" Grieco, and a guy who kind of looked like the lead singer of Cake. The only real highlight of the movie for me was an appearance from former Mighty Morphin' Power Ranger, Zack. And, well, with all due respects to Zack…when he's the highlight of a movie, you know that things have gone horribly horribly wrong. A Mr. James Hickox directed this little ditty.  After looking him up on IMDb.com, I've come the conclusion that the highlight of his career was when he was apprentice editor on Masters of the Universe. And strangely enough, this movie too has multiple titles: Silent Screams & The Gardener.  On numerous occasions it made Ash loudly  wish that he were dead.

There you go folks. I have thrown myself in front of not one, but two bullets so you can go on living full and happy lives. Take this Ebola/mad-cow-disease-like warning in all seriousness. If you ever find yourself standing in the video store with either of these movies in hand, drop it and run. Spend your evening banging your head against the wall or pulling out your fingernails instead. Either of those options would be much more entertaining and much less painful.

__________________________________________________________________________________________________________

MUSIC

What’s taking so long?

by The Eeyore 

Where are the punks? Joey is dead...dead as vinyl and my olde Ramones album deep in a large metropolitan landfill. I’ve been waiting for the Second Coming and it keeps failing to appear, and now I am about to lose the faith. Oh, I’m not referring to Keanu Reeves making a new film, heck no. What I’m looking for is the second coming of the punk movement. But, unfortunately, economic growth and stability being what it is today, the best I can hope for is some retro poseurs making quite the Mohawk ‘do. But that’s not punk. We are stuck in this retro seventies thingie that is producing the lightning strike insulated platform shoes and hideous hairstyles. People should know that the seventies were a desolate and sickening era, best left in the decaying neurons of boomers such as Bill Clinton, David Bowie and many other geriatric performers. The punk movement rose spontaneously, like a sociopathic Phoenix, out of the flaming destruction of the seventies disco, big hair, putrid language (e.g., saying the word “groovy” should be a capital offence...in the movie To Live and Die in LA, one of the seventies throwback characters is indeed executed for such an utterance and also for stealing lots of money from his counterfeiting co-conspirator played by Willem Dafoe), and “recreational drugs”. Punk music had purity in its complete lack of talent and training. Raw emotional states were to be instantly translated into the maw of the musical instrument that was being tortured and thrown out to the primal ears of the animalistic punkers. The main emotional state of the punk was as a cornered rabid wolverine. Distrustful, aggressive without motive and full of unpredictability that bordered on chaos. Unfortunately, as soon as punk appeared, it disappeared into the poseur fashion schlock as it was institutionalized by the recording industry and the unfortunate birth of music video [late seventies to early eighties].This is truly a tragic tale, but looking into the cup half full universe, I was fortunate enough to chance upon a movie that chronicles some aspects of this wonderful culture. The film is called:

SLC Punk

The SLC stands for Salt Lake City, a terrible little rat hole somewhere in the US of A where Mormons are the ruling class and human beings are treated like second class citizens. The film looks at the life of one punk and his friend as they try to survive within fascist confines of theocratic dictatorship. One of the central ideas in SLC Punk is the question: Are you hardcore or a poseur? Obviously, if you can answer the question with words and a sentence you are a poseur, but if you grunt and salivate like a wolf, and then jump at the interlocutor of this query and scream at him till his tympanic membrane bleeds, then you are almost hardcore. We’re in a rut...Cultural funk -bring on punk….please...

Teenage Tune Tutorial


I’m sure this comes as a surprise to nobody, but we here at PULP enterprises get an awful lot of email.  Some of it is positive, much of it is negative, and most of it has to do with either improving my credit rating or naked pictures of ‘Lolita girls’, but by far the most common type of email I get is people asking how they can be just as cool as me. And since we’ve already started lying so soon in the article, let’s just keep right on going and say that the first step to Ash imitation is to be 6 feet tall, devilishly handsome, and an absolute whiz with the ladies. Often, these emails will contain a statement similar to the following: “Ash, sir, I’ve emulated your taste in cinema, your general malaise with society, and your increasingly militant intolerance of others, but I’m still missing one thing. In order to be more like you, and therefore incredibly cool and immensely popular, what kind of music should I listen to?” This is, in fact, a very difficult question, because the vast majority of music out there will not make you cool. You may think it makes you cool, as is the case when kids who look like Brad from Home Improvement buy N.W.A albums, but in reality it just makes people laugh at you. But while it is a tough call, it is vitally important to chose the right bands to follow, because as we all know it’s not who you are but who you listen to that counts. You can have all the individuality, charisma, and charm in the world, but if you wear a Bon Jovi concert shirt, no one will talk to you, and with good reason. Nobody who enjoys Bon Jovi (just ‘Jovi’ to fans), Bryan Adams, or anything ‘straight outta Compton’ can possibly have anything worthwhile to offer to the world, nor do they serve any useful purpose in the grand scheme of things, except possibly as bullet magnets for Columbine kids. So in the interests of making all you readers less likely targets for disillusioned D&D fans with trenchcoats and semi-automatic weaponry, let’s make a little list of “dos” and “don’ts” in terms of musical taste. Note that you don’t actually have to like the bands on the “do” list, in fact some of them are admittedly rather difficult to enjoy on anything more than a purely comical level, but merely wear their T-shirts and leave their album covers in a highly visible area of your apartment for visitors to peruse and query about. If possible, try to answer any questions friends may have with as elitist an attitude as you can muster, preferably feigning astonishment that they aren’t aware of the huge influence Bauhaus had upon the current Goth revival, or how vitally important David Bowie is to the modern industrial scene.

Good:

Slayer: Sure, their music’s not particularly accessible, and if you’re anything other than a raging Nazi you might find most of their lyrics objectionable, but you’ll get respect from high-school drop-outs and gas-huffers everywhere. Suggested album: Reign In Blood
Samhain: A must-have for anybody in the ‘if no-one’s ever heard of it, it must be good’ school of music elitism. Granted, there’s a reason no one’s ever heard of them, but that’s beside the point. Suggested album: November-Coming-Fire
Danzig: For those that prefer a subtler form of Satanism, this is the guy for you. Four feet of pure evil, and luscious flowing locks to boot. Suggested album: Thrall-Demonsweatlive.

Nick Cave and the Bad Seeds: This is the band you name-drop to show the chicks that you have eclectic taste in music. It’s still mostly about killing things, but there’s a piano in it. Suggested album: Murder Ballads
The Dwarves: Some very bad men formed a very bad band a while ago, and made some very bad records, all of which contain some very fine rock and roll. Suggested album: Blood, Guts, and (insert very bad word for female genitalia here).

Bad:

Any Album With A Needlessly Wordy Title: This tends to happen around a band’s second or third release, and is for some reason associated with artiness. Examples include Limp Bizkit’s Chocolate Starfish and the Hot Dog Flavoured Water, and the novel Fiona Apple chose as the title for her latest voyage through easy-listening angst.

Chick Bands: Defined as any band where a chick has a prominent role, a la Hole, Veruca Salt, or anything that’s ever been described as grrl rock. If I wanted to hear about tampons and unrequited love, I’d actually read the articles in YM instead of just dog-earing the pages with the youngest looking models. Especially try to avoid any Tori Amos, as well as Ani Difranco’s one song, regardless of what album it’s from.

Bands With Poor Spelling: Be especially vigilant for the gratuitous use of the letter ‘Z’. This generally implies either poor intellect or rap music, usually both. I’m not sure how exactly how it works, but apparently the really hardcore rap bands are too tough for grammar.

Any Band In Which The Members Wear Converse: I know it might not seem important, but you can tell a lot from a band’s footwear. Converse generally implies plaid, marijuana, and songs about one-room apartments, and Lugs is equivalent to loose women, crack cocaine, and mysterious words like ‘bling bling’ and ‘baller’. As a general, try to stick to either steel-toed, knee-high jackboots (no Doc Martens) or black cowboy boots if you’re looking for some good tunes.

Radiohead: There’s no joke here. They’re just a really annoying band.

Now remember, buying the albums is only the first step. You still have to emulate the artists, and dress in a fashion that indicates your preference in music. Try and find out what drugs the bands frequently abuse, then get addicted and brag about it frequently, never forgetting to mention that you’re currently ‘so high’. Discover their political leanings, then loudly preach their gospel with as little an understanding of it as they have. Mimic eating habits, speech patterns, and go to as great lengths as possible to accrue a similar police record. Oh, and if you get around to it, listen to the albums at least once. – Ash

______________________________________________________________________________

OPINION AND, uh, FASHION

Fleshtopia: Behind the Magic of Low-Rent Fashion Shows

By X-The Geoff With The X-Ray Eyes
If there could be one name in the Canadian fashion industry to sum up flair, elegance, and sassiness, that name would have to be Richard Robinson. This effete Franco-Ontarian has single handedly piloted the course of style around the Great White North for far more than one year. To further his noble ends he founded a school, appropriately in the nation's capital, and equally appropriately called the Richard Robinson Fashion Design Academy. Every year Robinson hosts a gala affair to showcase his latest designs, as well as those of his graduating students. Models are gathered for this Grand Guignol of Haute Couture from as far away as Deacon, Ontario. No expense is spared. Seen from the showroom floor, the event looks like any other runway hullabaloo. The catwalk extends through the crowd like a great phallus ready to ejaculate prêt-a-porter fashions from the backstage into the collective mental uterus of the audience. Sticking with the male genital metaphor, let us make the event turn its head and cough so that we may make a Tim Blanksian inspection behind the curtain, to where the real action is. The first thing any red-blooded male or lesbian would notice are the large number of very pretty, young women in various stages of undress. In fact, if you take only one thing away from this expose, let it be that. Dozens of girls, almost all of them pretty, almost all of them naked. There's a model for every taste; from the Jon Benet Ramseyesque 12-year old attitude machine, to the near 30, demur former stripper. Like a buffet, there's something for everyone, and it's all you can eat. The hubbub grows to a feverish boil as show time nears. Models are practicing their sashays in their stilettos while techies tweak lights and stylists touch up hair. The designers, mouths full of pins, yell for scissors and needles. And then, the fantasy begins…The first collection to strut down the catwalk was Robinson's. Not since Duran Duran's Rio has such an extravagant and delightful use of primary colours and hot pinks been seen. The mid-80's are back again, with tube dress minis, cat's eye sunglasses and caustically severe ponytails. Taking what could well have been a dull retrospective of Miami Vice Vogue into the new millennium are the wheels of cloth rotating about the shoulders and hips, like satellite habitat rings. Watch for these styles to be popular among the Britney Spears crowd, who surely must be tired of those adorably dated athletic pants, mini tops and functional shoes. The Richard Robinson collection 2001 will be available at an Eatons or J.C. Penny near you soon. It was then the students' time to shine, with the first year designers up showing their mid-course outfits. These young creators have embraced that staple of modern fashion: faux fur. Collars, ankle trim, belts, sashes, hats. It's all fur and it's all fake. It was a veritable imaginary safari. Perhaps most innovative was the snow lynx camisole with matching garter belt. It was a Bedrock blast of caveman chic in this all too sleek world of hybrid power cell engines and DVD players. Next began the parade of graduating students' designs. There were no overriding themes here, as each designer embraced their inner Coco Chanel to truly show their creativity in an effort to become the next Gauthier, or P. Diddy. A couple of examples to set the tone: a divinely inspired collection of all white, semi-functional eveningwear. The little wings on the shoulders just scream chic, letting you know that you have been touched by an angel in a way Roma Downey can only shudder at in ecstatic imagination. More audacious was the all black catsuit, accentuated by the cloth adorned hula-hoop and wide brimmed wicker hat. Truly an outfit worthy of Milan, or perhaps the Betty Ford Clinic. After the students were done, the final highlight of the show began. It was a no-holds barred tribute to the bustier. All stops were pulled out for this essential undergarment that fought for its freedom like a feisty suffragette. And what a treat emancipation has turned out to be. There were leather bustiers, peacock feather bustiers, bustiers of wood, bustiers of satin. Never were more breasts and chests pulled into such fine and uniform condition. If there were a Mensa for mammaries, it would have been the world headquarters. The evening wrapped up with an awards ceremony, but to be frank, who was paying attention by then? Our minds and eyes had been flooded with beauty and screamingly hot designs. Richard Robinson had delivered once again, and even though the evening's dream was over, in our hearts, we knew it had only just begun. 
COMICS THAT DON'T SUCK

by batturtle
New X Men #114

by Grant Morrison and Frank Quitely

OK…let me give you a bit of a back story here.  For the longest time, Marvel Comics has sucked.  The home of Spiderman, Fantastic Four and Captain America were still managing to sell titles, but were putting out absolutely nothing of merit. This was happening for a number of reasons, one of the biggest being the piss-poor way that they treated their creators.  And hence, they were flooding the market with garbage, gimmick covers, and false promises of "Collector's Item!".  Then morons (I guess thinking that they could buy up these comics, sit on them for a few years, hawk them off, lay back and collect the riches) actually fell for it and bought the stuff.  So the circle kept spinning and crappy comics kept on getting made.

Then something amazing happened that would change the comic industry in a very big way.  Enter into the picture a man by the name of Joe Quesada, a respected artist who had most famously worked on some Bat-stuff at DC.  He followed that up with the creation of his own successful self-publishing venture, Event Comics.  Someone at Marvel, in a rare flash of an actual good idea, gave over a corner of their super-hero universe to he and his partner lock, stock and barrel. It was to be known as Marvel Knights.  A dark and gritty (excuse the cliché) corner of their world.  The sub-imprint blasted off, even gaining much non-comic media coverage when it was announced that Daredevil (to be drawn by Quesada himself), would be written by foul mouthed fanboy favorite, Kevin "Clerks" Smith. Then the ball just kept on a rolling.  Quesada is now head honcho at Marvel, running the complete works.  And in his mad reign of terror, he's pretty much scooping up every single A-list writer and artist away from the other publishers to come and play on his team.  A far cry from the Marvel from only a few short years ago. 

The latest coup is snagging Grant Morrison, a very vocal Marvel hater, to write their flagship title, X-Men.  Grant, by the way, is hands down my favorite comic writer…if not my favorite writer of any medium.  A Scot, who on this side of the pond took DC's Vertigo imprint by storm, revamping Doom Patrol and creating the insane acid trip drug induced haze of adventures of The Invisibles.  But, when Grant truly became my hero was when he took over JLA (a move that at the time was just as surprising as when he now took over X-Men).  His pantheon-of-the-gods style of characters and story-lines showcased all of DC's big guns (Batman, Superman, Wonder Woman…) at their best.  You wanna read the best damn super-hero comic you're ever going to read.  Read his run on JLA.  When he finished up there, DC promptly dropped the ball (a big faceless corporations who deal in entertainment seem to do all the time) and refused to give him and his friends (some other big-shot comic scribes) the Superman corner of DC to write. So he screwed off.

Quesada quickly tried to scoop Grant up.  Grant wasn't interested, telling him that Marvel didn't have any good characters.  Quesada countered with an offer that few writers can refuse…you can do ANYTHING you want.  Grant did Marvel Boy.  A brand new character hailing from an alternate universe.  He crashes on earth and proceeds to kick some ass, cause some trouble and view humans with about the same level of respect that we treat insects, or the french, for the remainder of the mini-series.  Following that, Grant was given another tempting offer. You can do ANYTHING you want, no holds barred, with the X-Men.  Grant accepted the offer and set out on a trek to make the #1 selling book into the best book as well.  Joining him for the ride is artist Frank Quietly, another defector from DC's sinking ship (he left DC's The Authority in the 11th hour for the opportunity to work with Grant).

Anyhow…on to the actual topic at hand.  New X-Men #114 was absolutely completely AMAZING!  See, the thing with a Grant Morrison comic is that the first page is better than most whole issues of other comics.  And, his comics are way better than most big summer blockbuster FX filled Hollywood movie extravaganza's.  This is no exception.  I won't really talk about the story specifics, I'll let you discover that for yourself if you're smart enough to go and buy it.  It'll be interesting to see if the book continues to appeal to the Marvel loser demographic.  I have a feeling that it won't.  I find that a lot of geeks fear change.  They'll be halted in place at the fact that there's no more super-hero costumes, that Wolverine's hair is too short, that The Beast looks like a cat, that the women don't look the way that they think they should.  But what're ya gonna do?  The opinions of 30 year olds living in their parents basement and living their lives vicariously through internet live webcam sites don't really matter all that much to us regular humans now do they, also like the french.   All I know is that it looks like Grant's going to have a hell of a good time tearing apart a storyline that has lay stagnant for much too long.Plus…the logo's reversible…whooooah…freaky.

TELEVISION

TV Casualties

I know, I know, it seems like only eight short months ago that we were treated to the beginnings of the new fall TV season, but here we are already in May, the month of the season finale. We laughed along with the drug-fueled hijinks of That 70s Show, we cried at the trials and tribulations of Dawson’s Creek, and we stared blankly at James Cameron’s Dark Angel, but all good things must come to an end, so here we are, left only with memories as we look back at the past year of quality television. Since we here at PULP have little to do with our time save watch TV and embark on the occasional excursion to shoot off cap guns in retirement homes, I’ve taken the time to compile a list of the TV shows that were watched regularly back in PULP’s Montreal headquarters. Then, once I realized that the list comprised the entirety of the TV Guide, save WTN and BET, I whittled it down to a list of the shows that were watched and actually enjoyed, or at least given the dignity of a comment or two. So here’s a brief synopsis of some of PULP’s least hated shows.

Boston Public: Although I’m generally opposed to David E. Kelly, and by extension anything that can be described as ‘quirky’, I found myself oddly captivated by this TV show. It’s not that it reminded me of my high school years, since my high school was nowhere near this insane, but watching it has allowed me to formulated a sort of false memory syndrome similar to the satanic ritual abuse scandal of the mid-eighties. Now, instead of remembering high school as five years spent locked in a dark room watching Boris Karloff movies while pretending to be video editing, I recall a much more vivid and exciting experience, replete with attractive, hip, and off-the-wall teachers, sex scandals, and weekly crises one level of ludicrousness removed from monkey-men invasions.

Dark Angel: It takes a lot of work to make a TV show this bad and keep it on the air for a full season. And, since a great deal of effort was apparently put in to make the program as truly ridiculous as possible, I feel as if I should at least respect their work and tune into the adventures of Jessica Alba’s collagen injections each and every week.

Buffy The Vampire Slayer: Over the years, my childish attraction to Sarah Michelle Gellar’s lithe, athletic body and buoyant blonde personality has transformed into revulsion towards her jagged, angular features and buoyant blonde idiocy. However, similar to a train-wreck or a Joel Schumacher film, I am repulsed yet unable to turn away. 

Grounded For Life: This new FOX sitcom was touted as being a brand new approach to the sit-com format. It was supposed to be less one-liner oriented, and more laid back, with the humour coming from the situations and the characters as opposed to quippy dialogue, less like Friends and more like crap. Yes, the new approach was apparently to not make any jokes and see if people watched anyway. Well, it worked. I’m hooked.

C.S.I: A really interesting forensic science show that, if nothing else, has made me rethink my planned future career of serial killing in lieu of something a little easier to pull off in this day and age of DNA analysis and psychological profiling, like maybe spree murders or domestic terrorism.

Normal, Ohio: Truly one of the most atrocious shows to ever hit prime time TV. John Goodman played a gay man who moves back to his small-minded hometown, where bigotry and prejudice make for some high-class humour. It’s not the stereotypical and painfully unfunny portrayal of homosexuality that bothered me, but rather that John Goodman had a tendency to laugh off the insults thrown his way, and seeing his elephantine figure jiggle like Jell-O in a blender is enough to put me off gay-bashing for years. 

Grosse Point: Actually a very funny show that set out to satirize the world of prime time soaps like Beverly Hills 90210 or Party of Five. Satire, which is what Hollywood resorts to when it can’t come up with anything original, is a fine art, far removed from mere mockery, in that to spell it you need an entirely different group of letters, and the writers of Grosse Point had mastered it quite well until the show disappeared into the quagmire known as the WB.

Freakylinks: I was determined to like this program, despite its stupid name and stupider premise, but it got yanked so fast I thought it was The Michael Richards Show. The idea appears to have been to make an X-Files-type show for retarded people, but that proved to be too challenging, so instead it ended up being a higher budget version of Psi-Factor, which is The X-Files for stoned people. Nevertheless, it had its moments, most notably when they ran a trailer for The Gift during one of the commercial breaks, and I was sad to see it go.

The Man Show: A high class study of post-feminist backlash hosted by Jimmy Kimmel from Win Ben Stein’s Money and some ugly guy who bears a striking resemblance to an ostrich. The jokes and skits themselves aren’t all that great, but as the hosts continually drink draught beer throughout the course of the program, watching them get progressively more inebriated as the show goes on is well worth the price of admission.

In retrospect, this season was a bit of a disappointment, with only daytime soap Passions and endlessly looped Destiny’s Child music videos saving me from having to do something productive with my spare time, liking curing world peace or working on my blueprints for Jenna Jameson breeding camps. I’m hoping that over the rerun season, I’ll discover a show that’s actually worth watching, but judging from what I’ve seen so far, that’s about as likely as Antonio Banderas learning English during the summer months, so I’m not holding my breath. With any luck, next season will shape up a bit better, and PULP will be right there to tear it back down again. Provided I’m not bust watching Passions.- Ash

CULT PICK O’ THE MONTH
The Gore Gore Girls *****


Now, regular readers of PULP will know that I don’t often use the term ‘feel good movie of the year’ when writing a film review. This is mostly because I very rarely feel good, and when I do it’s caused by either paint fumes, Paxil, or someone else’s misfortune, and not by movies or television shows. But I will make an exception for famed exploitation filmmaker Herchell Gordon Lewis’ classic The Gore Gore Girls, which is definitely the feel good movie of the year, or more accurately the feel good movie of 1972. Now, I know what you’re thinking. You’re thinking that this a horribly misogynist movie, and I just like it because I hate women, or so the general consensus about me would have you believe. I assure you that this is not true. While I grant that the film is horribly misogynist, I personally don’t hate women at all. I have nothing but respect for them and their ability to simultaneously complain and cry at the same time. Plus, and a properly proportioned woman can make an excellent, aesthetically pleasing coat hanger in a pinch. However, as much as I love their whole specie, I do have my reservations when it comes to women. See, in my experience, women, or ‘skirts’, as they prefer to be called, have the unfortunate tendency to use their feminine wiles, or ‘girl power’, as they prefer it to be called, to gain the upper hand over men, or ‘the master race’, as they prefer us to be called. This results in them essentially getting whatever they want, as men rush to their beck and call with one stamp of a platform-sneakered foot, one flash of a tattooed shoulder, one pout of a vanilla-flavoured glossed lip, plying them with flowers, chocolates, and episodes of Ally McBeal. As such, women, led by their beastly mother-goddess Oprah, pretty much control the world, and on occasion, poor down-trodden men folk like me get a little bitter about it. That’s why it’s so refreshing to see a film that finally takes the power back from megalomaniacal vixens bent on world domination. The Gore Gore Girls is one of the films that fits into this much-neglected sub-genre of feminist backlash films, a genre whose origins stretch back until the dawn of time, or at least until Zsa Zsa Gabor’s Queen Of Outer Space. The Gore Gore Girls deals with the mysterious and brutal slayings of several strippers, all of which are shown in loving detail and set to a bizarre musical score that sounds as if it was performed by Koko the Clown after he crawled out of the inkwell and into the absinthe bottle. The hero of the film, Abraham Gentry, is a sort of pissy, ugly Sherlock Holmes, who saunters around with a silver-headed cane and way too much eyeshadow for heterosexual comfort. He is hired, for no apparent reason, by a female newspaper reporter to solve the crimes, which he does by repeatedly plying her with tequila and leaving her alone in random places, like alleys and what appears to be Austin Powers’ living room, until the killer tries to cut her face off. The suspects in the case first appear to be a group of radical feminists who resort to extreme methods like painting placards and yelling a lot to get their point across. Leave it to women to use arts and crafts as a viable means of protest, and backing it up with nagging. However, in a surprise twist, the killer actually turns out to be a waitress in a local strip club, whose ugliness and flat chest cause her to seek her revenge upon the beautiful strippers via face-skinning. As far as movie serial killer fetishes go, face removal is one of my favorites, as it provides an opportunity for a filmmaker to really push the boundaries of the medium, to see how many times the audience will watch an eyeball being removed via meat-cleaver before they get either disgusted or, in my case, bored and a little sleepy. Among the other charming gore effects to add to Lewis’ canon of varied murder scenes is a segment that involves lactating breasts and a pair of sewing shears, a rather amusing sequence involving a speeding car and what appears to be a bag of raw hamburger passed off as a human head, and of course the famed meat-tenderizer spanking scene, which will go down in the annals (ha!) of horror movie history as one of the most truly distressing ways to expire. But, oddly enough, throughout all the misogynist carnage, the cast gamely avoids swearing, relying instead on hilarious, Shaft-ian “shut yo’ mouth” techniques every time a cuss word threatens to rear its immoral head. Because heaven forbid the children in the audience should pick up swearing when they’re learning how and why they should kill women.  -Ash
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PULP NEWS…


…PULP is, as always, on the lookout for new writers to supplement Ash’s flagging funniness. We welcome submissions, and will print pretty much anything so long as it’s in English and isn’t about colour coordinating flower arrangements. Although that would be pretty funny. Send whatever you’ve got to � HYPERLINK mailto:pulp@stupid.com ��pulp@stupid.com� or � HYPERLINK mailto:pulp@tangmonkey.com ��pulp@tangmonkey.com� … 


…if anyone can explain to me why Ozzy Osbourn was in Moulin Rouge, I’d really appreciate to be filled in. You don’t know how many sleepless nights this has caused me…


…here’s a tip: If you’re watching a film and not enjoying it, try imagining the female lead with no lower jaw. You’d be surprised how interesting the movie gets…


…feedback, feedback, feedback. We want feedback. Tell us that you liked it, tell us that you hated it, but just tell us something. And tell it to us at pulp@stupid.com…
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