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Hello, and welcome to the latest and greatest issue of PULP. I’d like to apologize for the tardiness, but as the summer draws to a close, I find myself less preoccupied with sitting in front of a dimly glowing computer screen writing this crap and more desirous of the finer things in life, like sitting in front of a dimly glowing television screen watching old Battlestar Galactica episodes until the lack of fresh air and solid food cause me to enter into a delusional state in which I believe myself to be the leader of a super-villain team entitled Dr. Paranoiac and his Schizophonic Skeletelles. Needless to say, completing the latest edition of PULP was not high on Dr. Paranoiac’s to-do list, being pre-empted by both the destruction of Static City’s number one science hero The Plasmatic Man and doing laundry. Thankfully, my army of cadaverous femme fatales soon kicked me into gear, and the new issue of PULP is finally upon us. This issue marks the first appearance of a brand new member of PULP’s incestuous family, who has graced you, the reader, with an inside glimpse into the real Ash via a charming top ten list, as well as one of our semi-regular ventures into real culture, in the form of an honest-to-goodness book review by regular contributor Batturtle. Also, join the PULP family in reeling at the news of the new Star Wars title with X’s The Madness of King George, and revel in the power and the glory that is Planet of the Apes. That said, I hope you enjoy this issue, and bear with me until September’s edition of PULP, when hopefully I will have regained a grip on reality. Until then, read on, power up, and death to The Plasmatic Man. -Ash

____________________________________________________________________________________________________________

NEW IN THEATRES:

The Planet of The Apes *****


At last, it has happened. Tim Burton, a director I have respected ever since he showed us how truly disturbing Paul Reubens could be in Pee Wee’s Big Adventure, has finally turned his creative camera lens upon a subject close and dear to my heart, namely monkeys and their insatiable lust for world domination. It has long been known to scientists, animal behaviouralists, and viewers of the film Congo that the life’s goal of any given monkey is the destruction of the human race, be it through the traditional route of global conquest or through the more insidious path of eating away at society’s very foundations through the production of films like last year’s MVP: Most Valuable Primate. Their lust for human bloodshed was first documented years ago in the original series of Planet of The Apes movies, and has since been explored time and time again in such films as Amicus’ Murders in the Rue Morgue, George Romero’s killer chimp vehicle Monkey Shines: An Experiment In Fear, and Matt LeBlanc’s Ed. However, my own attempts to capitalize on this genocidal simian ambition by creating my own race of killer cyborg monkeys held in thrall to me via a complex network of wireless data transmitters has yielded nothing more than several trees worth of discarded blueprints and a two foot-tall King Kong action figure with a battery-pack crudely duct-taped to its chest. So, naturally, I was hopeful that Burton’s remake of Planet Of The Apes would provide me with some pointers. Or, failing that, at the very least enough insights into monkey psychology to allow me to perhaps hypnotize a few of the bastards long enough for them to sneak through the air-venting of the local Movieland and steal me some Vincent Price movies. But while the film failed to provide me with even the slightest clue as to how to destroy the world using primates, it proved to be an entertaining ride nonetheless. There are several major differences between this film and the 1968 original, that range from the minute, like giving the humans the power of speech, to the massive, like changing the ending from the now-classic surprise shocker to a non-sensical mishmash of test-screened tripe. But one positive change comes with the replacement of original lead actor Charlton Heston, who had extreme difficulty trying to act with any modicum of restraint, with Mark Whalberg, who merely has extreme difficulty trying to speak. But while he has the diction of a Neanderthal with mumps, I am assured by my female friends that Whalberg more than makes up for lack of talent with muscle mass. The fact that much of this mass appears to be located in his hulking Paleolithic brow does not seem to faze anybody but me, but I digress. Monkey Mark and his Monkey Bunch are a fine addition to the film, which flourishes under Burton’s trademark dark direction to become possibly the finest movie to feature killer monkeys since 1999’s blood-soaked Mighty Joe Young. The plot follows Whalberg’s character Leo Davidson, a US Air Force astronaut who accidentally pilots his one-man craft through an electromagnetic time-portal and into planet Dagoba, which has apparently been over-run with chimpanzees since Yoda’s death. Upon his crash landing, Monkey Mark immediately finds himself under attack by a horde of monkey storm troopers, led by the inimitably insane Tim Roth, who spends the course of the film acting with all the subtlety of Jim Carrey on crack-cocaine. But the highlight of the film is not the state-of-the-art special effects, the grand scope of the plot, or the gibbering idiocy of Whalberg and his cronies, but in fact the none-too-subtle societal parable implicit in the story. For what film would be complete without a heavy-handed moral lesson to impart upon the youth of today, and Planet of the Apes is no different. The film, with its endless references to segregation, slavery, and discrimination, is obviously trying to tell us something about midgets. By which of course I mean that if they’re going to try and force-feed me some dinky moral message about equality and racism like I’m some half-wit with more suggestibility that a pre-teen reading YM, I’m going to start acting like one and being as deliberately misinterpretive as I can. So, obviously, the film’s message about marginalized members of society can only be contemporarily applied to the dwarf segment of the population, who have be waging their own civil rights battle for equality for years. Sure, the film tells us, midgets, or ‘leprechauns’ as they prefer to be called, may be sub-human and useful only for entertainment and whatever simple household tasks our women can’t perform, but does that mean that they should be degraded and mis-treated? Quite frankly, yes, because if Planet of the Apes has taught me nothing, and it hasn’t, it’s that if we don’t keep our midgets firmly in their place, they will rise up and conquer us, ruling the world with a diminutive iron fist, cackling madly in their tyranny like tiny uber-lords insane with power. So, plainly, Planet of the Apes succeeds as both an entertaining summer block-buster and a cautionary tale as to the evils of dwarf emancipation.. In that spirit, Planet of the Apes’ anti-midget message has come through loud and clear, placing them high on my hit-list, right above The Barenaked Ladies and below the French. Where they will stay, until my cyber-chimp plan comes to fruition, and the world becomes my oyster.–Ash 

NEW ON VIDEO

Valentine* 

I didn’t think it possible to cry in fury, but once again my movie watching adventures have taught me something new about myself, namely that movies with David Boreanaz make me weep like a Japanese schoolgirl with a dead Digi-pet. For those unaware of Boreanaz’s fine work, he’s best known for starring in TV’s Angel, as the vampire private detective who alternates between saving the lives of the innocent, brooding, and, judging by his lumpy complexion, rubbing his face with molten chocolate until bees sting it off. His acting abilities have always been as dubious as his never-changing Vanilla Ice hair-cut, but at least on Angel he gets to kill monsters, whereas in Valentine all he does is walk around smirking and fumbling with his lines. At least in that he’s not alone, because he’s co-starring with Denise Richards, who seems so confused by the fact that she’s not required to remove her shirt that even her limited talents seem restricted, in that she’s wearing a bra. Valentine is a late entry in the slasher revival started by Scream, and in the spirit of Scream’s endless references to past teen horror flicks, Valentine has taken equal parts of Prom Night and Terror Train and combined them into a really crappy version of Halloween, which is a rather impressive feat of plagiarism, if you ask me. The first clue that the thrills and chills will only have you on the edge of your seat if you pause to tie your shoe while leaving the theatre is that the killer’s two trademarks are his Cupid mask and perpetually bloody nose. Even taking into account the ‘killer-clown syndrome’ of childhood imagery being scary and evil as long as the lighting’s right, a Cupid mask is still about as scary as Porky Pig, and the bloody nose thing is only terrifying compared to a killer using eye-drops to control excess dryness before every homicide. The plot, such as it is, concerns a group of four or possibly five identical Heathers-esque girlfriends who are systematically being knocked off by a David Boreanaz-shaped killer with a black robe and a penchant for bad Valentine’s poetry. While the ending is as predictable as a WWF Raw wrestling match, there were a few surprises along the way, namely that nobody fired Denise Richards half-way through the film when it became apparent that even pornographic videos would stretch her acting talents, and that somebody actually thought that Valentine’s Day would be a scary holiday on which to set a horror movie. I mean, granted, all the good holidays have been taken already, like the titular Halloween, Silent Night, Deadly Night’s Christmas season, and of course Uncle Sam’s Veteran’s Day massacre, but I really think they should give up before we have to sit through Jennifer Love Hewitt in I Know What You Did Last Quanza. On the plus side, however, this may be the perfect time to pitch my new idea for a screenplay, entitled Labor Day, which features a killer with a Barney the Dinosaur outfit and an ear infection butchering non-unionized workers. –Ash

____________________________________________________________________________________________________________

Going Neolithic.

by The Eeyore
“I’m going back to when I was just an embryo...just a speck...a Hershey bar in my father’s back pocket.”

Laurie Anderson

Episode V – The Empire Strikes Back, Princess Coke Head gives Luke Dinner-Theatre a big deep sea tonguing, in front of Han a.k.a. “I’m the only actor that was not destroyed by this series”. L’dinner theatre then leans back and smiles smugly at the Teflon beef cake, as their rivalry at working their way into the Princess’ chambers. Now flash forward from this film to Episode VI – The Return of the Jedi, and suddenly, if you are empathizing with L’dinner, you are way psychologically twisted to discover that dear Din-din has been experiencing tainted and taboo feelings for his sister over the last few years while finding some time to train as a light saber waving boy Messiah. Does pumice stone work on a tongue? We’re talking about true deep damage, that even the best tech robo-simulacrum in a far off galaxy – a long time ago couldn’t buy ya.

Now this intro seems to be going nowhere, and the title, like many before it, is a non-sequitur that just flies out of the neuro-biology when I’ve ODed on my secret elixir of 200 parts coffee syrup to 1 part per million simulated rice milk [it is an ancient homeopathic recipe passed down through thirteen generations of Irish illiterates]. However, on this occasion there is a deeper meaning that can only manifest with deep inspection. Why is it that billion dollar movie yahoos are incapable of making films that have any sort of continuity to ‘em? The Stars Wars series is the classic example of this pathetic inability of a big movie thingie to make a sensible story that contains a minimum of self-contradictors.

One counter argument to my beef is that the modern techno world is headed towards eye-candy digital effects that have mind altering effects and a numbing factor that is barely matched by pharmaceuticals, and QED I should just shut my festering gob.

Well I do believe that that is a high-quality argument and the conclusion is something that many people have tried to achieve via legal, and/or physical-violent means; however, the true problem has caused me to suffer a suspension of my suspension of disbelief. This is preventing me from seeing movies and thus writing reviews about them. Without my regular reviews of movies, PULP pays me at the low schedule rate, which prevents me from going to see the movies that I need to review – what some might allude to as a snake biting its tail [do I get a simile bonus Mr. Editor?]. The tradition of PULP is to use lots of words and then these words get printed on pressed Pulp. After that I don’t what the hell happens, but I know this...if I want to continue eating then I’ve got to reorganize my brain stem biochemistry so that it don’t think no more – just pure reaction to the candy on the silver screen. A lobotomy is the easy way out, but I’m going to be radical. Seems to me I saw a documentary about a scientist named William Hurt, who lay down in a bath tub full of salty water and turned into a lemur and then a giant amoebae. I figure I can go Neolithic, as long as someone turns on the lights before I go pure prokaryotic.

MUSIC

Reich Und Roll 101: The Creation of a Garage Band Dynasty

So, you’re looking to make a quick buck, eh? Well, if you’re smart, you know that the real money today isn’t in high tech, medical research, or computer programming, but rather in the rich goldmine that is indie rock. Therefore, the obvious choice for any young entrepreneur is to form and manage their very own alternative music group to try and rake in those disposable dollars from disenfranchised white suburban youth too race-conscious to like rap. However, this get-rich-quick scheme is not quite as easy as it may seem. For you see, there are many decisions to be made prior even to the formation of the band, primarily choosing which type of indie band to form. There are many sub-categories to choose from, the most marketable being either the whiney, shoelace-gazing, post-rock pot-head band, which grows up to be Coldplay or Radiohead, or the inexplicably angry, furiously hostile, amphetamine-fueled band, which doesn’t grow up at all. If you pick the latter, your target audience will own at least one leather item studded with metal and be right wing enough to consider poutine too ‘ethnic’ to be palatable, whereas the demographic group for the former will be people who voluntarily wear corduroy. Once you’ve made this key decision ( I recommend the angry amphetamine band, because although the art-rockers will make you more money, they’ll be a lot more annoying to hang out with than guys who think conversation is a waste of valuable gas-huffing time), it’s time to form the band, and then get about marketing them. To help you young Lou Perlmans get on the right track, I’ve worked out a few steps guaranteed to work like a 12 year-old Taiwanese kid in a Nike factory, each specifically tailored to either of the two choices outlined above. For each step, choice A will refer to the angry band, and choice B will be for the pansy band. You follow? Alright, let’s make us some money.

Step 1: Find a lead singer. 

A) Try looking in the alleyway outside a biker bar. The ideal candidate will either be downing a grape-flavoured vodka cooler he bought at the liquor store because he’s too cheap for bar drinks, or vomiting up Cepacol anti-bacterial mouthwash because he’s too cheap for vodka coolers.

B) Try checking coffee chops. Pick the one with as many stupid names for over-priced drinks that you can find, then stalk in wearing a black turtle-neck and start babbling about Kafka. Anyone who offers an alternate interpretation of Metamorphosis through a Kierkagardian viewpoint is a prime candidate.

Step 2: Find a guitarist.

A) While the lead singer should be flamboyant (read: heavily intoxicated), the guitarist should be sinister (read: so embarrassed he needs to wear a creepy mask to hide from the audience). Try handing out in the horror movie section of your local video store, and pick the guy most interested in the one tattered copy of Dr. Terror’s House of Horrors
B) While the lead singer should be soulful (read: sing with his eyes closed), the guitarist should be flamboyant (read: gay). Look for the following signs: an interest in drama, Ally McBeal, ‘emo-core’, chocolate, Tori Amos, and a penchant for long, un-abbreviated names like Sebastian and William. Black nail-polish is a must, as is a firm understanding of the works of Tom Robbins.

Step 3: Find a bassist

A) Long hair and mental problems are recommended, but not essential. What does help is a passable knowledge of how to change guitar strings and a rudimentary comprehension of first aid for when the lead singer celebrates his birthday by washing down 18 hot dogs with a bottle of rum and carves a pentagram into his arm with a white-hot hunting knife.

B) Must be a chick. And an angry one at that. Your best bet is recruit the gay guitarist and get him to walk around downtown singing Ani Difranco lyrics at the top of his lungs until a short-haired girl in a tank-top and cargo pants stops him to talk about the Lilith Fair. Then, find out if she has any friends who aren’t lesbian, and get one of them to play in the band. That way, she and the singer can have a tortured love affair that inspires at least two albums worth of pained songs called “Mouth” or “Solitaire”.

Step 4: Find a drummer

A) Either epilepsy or a severe case of ADHD are a must. Ideally both.

B) Black-rimmed glasses and a slight weight problem should prevent your drummer from going too crazy and playing a song with more than 25 beats-per-minute, which would interfere with angst and torment levels.

Step 5: Naming the Band

A) Name your band Crankenstein

B) Name your band Sebadoh

Step 6: Picking political ideology.

A) Obviously, a band wouldn’t be a band without an uniformed hard-line stance on political issues. Otherwise, we wouldn’t be glutted by charity concerts for countries and causes who would doubtfully benefit from 10 000 white skateboarders going to see the Beastie Boys bitch about Tibet. To separate your band from the pack, adopt a ridiculously right-wing stance and inflate it to the point of absurdity. That way, they’ll attract the alarmingly numerous skinhead crowd, plus all the hippies will think they’re brilliant satirists. That’s what we call ‘cross-marketing’.

B) What truly angst-ridden band would be complete without idiot leftist politics lifted from the back of a Jello Biafra spoken word LP? Remember, meat is murder, the police are a fascist dictatorship, and original thought is only original if it’s politically correct. Don’t forget to read up on Eastern mysticism, female empowerment, and environmental issues, because God forbid you rebel against the system without conforming with your peer group.

Step 7: Writing songs

A) Remember, less is more. Therefore, by that logic, a 45 second song with one chord and four words, all of which are ‘Satan’, should be a paragon of complexity and musicianship. Don’t bother explaining that to the band however, as they should be busy combing Werewolf By Night comics and 70s Italian zombie movies for ‘inspiration’.

B) Misery is the key. Also drinking bong water. The rest will take care of itself. As for lyrics, its important that the main songwriter have attended exactly half a semester of a university philosophy class before dropping out to pursue artistic endeavors. That way, he can spout pretentious pseudo-intellectual poetry like a beatnik with a concussion without pronouncing any of the big words wrong.

Step 8: The first gig

A) Give up and form a boy band.

B) Give up and form a boy band.

-Ash

BOOKS
Glowing Praise for:

Bruce Campbell’s If Chins Could Kill: Confessions of a "B" Movie Actor
by Batturtle
Books and the written word in general, have been around for quite a long time.  Just a shade less than 2000 years ago, a bunch of folks got together and wrote up a little ditty that came to be known as "The Bible".  Not the catchiest of titles, no pictures, and written with a teeny tiny typeface.  Yet despite its flaws, this little bit of mythology remains a bestseller to this very day.  The darned thing has caused such a stir that it's even been able to incite war and hatred that have lasted for generation upon generation.  Some people even think that the thing is fact!  Wow!  

In school, you may recall that we were threateningly forced to read books by Canadian authors, and plays from Shakespeare.  Other than that, there were stories ranging from a disgruntled grumpy young man who catches things in the rye to a tale about a bunch of talking commie farm animals.  If you're still in school, you're probably in the midst of reading something you don't like right now (NO…I don't mean PULP smartass). None of this really caught my fancy.  In fact, I think the reason that so many people don't read is that they think that everything is like the offerings they had available in high school can-lit English. There's also the cold hard fact that the world's population is filled by at least 70-75% moron.  I can attest to this because I've had the pleasure of working in retail.  You'd be shocked and appalled to see how many grown-up, working members of society can't grasp the concept of a 2 for 1 coupon…but I digress.  Now, I'm no genius myself.  I ain't no Einstein, Geena Davis or Batman.  Unlike the bulk of the population though, I read.  I admit that most of my literary intake consists of Star Wars expanded universe novels, Stephen King fare and behind the scenes movie books…but I read none the less.  I always have a novel stashed in my backpack and a stack of comics neatly stacked at my bedside.

I've roamed greatly from the path of my intended topic today.  I'm not here today to degrade the world's population for being a bunch of illiterate bastards.  What I'm here to rant and write about today, ladies and gents, is a new literary offering that finally brings some legitimacy to this otherwise hollow art form.  

Have you heard of Bruce Campbell?  [If the answer is no, please stop reading my article.  In fact, you really shouldn't be reading PULP at all.  We don't want your kind here.  If the answer is: "Yes…I know Bruce Campbell and think that he's a god amongst men"…please read on].  Bruce Campbell has decided to grace his beloved fan-base and the world at large with an autobiography. That's right, not only is this star of the Evil Dead trilogy and the ill-fated Jack of All Trades TV show the greatest actor of all time, he can also coherently and interestingly string a sentence or two together. 

What you'll find within the pages of If Chins Could Kill isn't the average ghostwritten, self-glorifying, celebrities-are-better-than-real-people pap.  Oh no…on the contrary my naïve little friend.  What you will find is the amazing story of a man with a love for his craft who has worked damn hard to get where he is today. And this isn't merely a tale of an actor's struggles at climbing the movie biz ladder and getting his feet into that proverbial door.  Bruce also shares with us some great sitcom-esque stories from his childhood.  Like when he and his brothers made fake UFOs and scared the neighbors so much that the spacecraft sightings ended up in the local small town paper.  We follow Bruce through school, where he meets up with the merry band of wannabe moviemakers.  Young men like Sam Raimi and Rob Tapert, with whom Bruce would travel the path to greatness and eventually do the Evil Dead films.     

You'd think that upon reminiscing about the Evil movies, the book would wrap up.  But, Bruce wisely realized that like any great piece of work, it should appeal to both the newcomers and the die-hard card carrying members of the fan club.  So, we also are given a look at the human side of things.  The every day struggles, like his failed first marriage.  Which is quite shocking.  If Bruce can't stay married, what hopes do the rest of us have? 

And on the movie side of things (without reading too much between the lines) you learn how much he really and truly hates Hollywood.  He doesn't discourage aspiring movie folks (there's nothing I hate more than actors who complain about how difficult they have it and that other people with dreams of getting into the movie business should consider something else), but he does paint quite the vivid word picture at the hardships within the biz.  Even after Evil Dead II, Bruce had to work at "joe job's".  And he made virtually no money for Army of Darkness.  What the hell's wrong with the world!?!

If Chins Could Kill isn't some dollar bin washed up star, James "Scotty" Doohan or Burt "1960's TV Robin" Ward plead for attention whine-fest.  Bruce didn't have to write this 'cause he needed the money to pay off mob debts and a drug habit.  Bruce isn't writing a tell-all, back-stabbing, bridge-burning tale about all the famous folks he's worked with.  No unkind words for Ellen "Queen of the Lesbians" Degeneres.  No dirt on Lucy Lawless.  No hate filled rants about Sam Raimi for neglecting to put him in both A Simple Plan and For Love of the Game (though Sam would be quite deserving of one for not casting his friend in every single thing he does.  Thank Satan he came to his senses and is putting Bruce in Spider-Man).  Nothing but love for one and all. 

Bruce's foray into the written word received an "A-" from Entertainment Weekly and is on both the New York and LA bestsellers lists.  I (admittedly a biased fan who has recently placed orders for an Evil Dead lunch box and an 18 inch Ash action figure), would give it even a better rating than that.  I can safely say that it's the best $38 bucks and change that I've ever spent.  Pure and simple, what we have here is a damn entertaining read.  Along with Robert Rodriguez's Rebel Without A Crew, it should be on the MUST READ list of moviemaking hopefuls and struggling actors everywhere.  It should be handed out like a textbook at film and acting classes.  And, even if you're not a movie type of folk, still give it a shot.  Because if your not a fan of Bruce's [and if you're not a fan you shouldn't be reading this because I’ve already politely asked you to leave], after reading this, you will be.


OPINION

The Madness of King George 
by X-The Geoff With The X-Ray Eyes

Tragedies have a way of sticking in your mind. Ask any baby boomer where they were when Kennedy was assassinated, and you are sure to elicit a rambling, semi-coherent story involving couch upholstery and home cooked meals from grandma while the nation cried. The story will be coloured with terrible loss, and a sense of magic, as though those times were any better than our own. This is my own rambling narrative. 
 
I was checking my email on my brother’s computer. The sun was hiding among the grey, grey clouds, which threatened to erupt at any moment into a torrential downpour. My MSN Messenger popped up its happy little head and beeped for the entire world to hear that I had new mail. Excited or maybe just a little buzzed from the crazy idea that someone cares enough to write, I opened up my Hotmail account. And Lo, it appeared. Star Wars Homing Beacon #40. A Special Announcement. The title of the next Star Wars movie. The buzz was real now and quite pronounced. I scrolled down the message, vague reminiscences of when The Phantom Menace had been announced playing in the back of my mind. And then I saw it. 

Attack of the Clones 

 
Neurons fired info-coded chemical signals at near-light speed, passing through my ganglia carrying a 3 word message from deep within my psyche to the language centers. These three words contained a thought I had never associated with anything Star Wars before in my life. It was a new idea, and therefore somewhat thrilling in itself. And yet horrifying. I scarcely believed my voice as I intoned the sentence aloud. 

“Well, that’s stupid.” 

 
Star Wars Episode 1: The Phantom Menace debuted to record box office and, shall we say, somewhat less-than-kind reviews back in mid-May of 1999. North America had just finished having their senses overloaded by the spiritual action adventure flick The Matrix. The fantastic effects and dance-like fight choreography wowed us all. It was something unknown to the larger audience, something refined out of the Hong Kong martial arts flicks and fantastic wuxia. As a nation we lined up to see George Lucas blow us out of the water, just like The Matrix had. As a nation, we were vastly under-whelmed. 
 
I personally loved TPM. I also very much disliked The Matrix. So I found myself in the Western world’s newest visible minority. Two years on from the release of both films, I can now see why one was embraced and the other left behind like a stepchild in a locked car on a hot day. You blow the Keanu-stench off the Matrix and you are left with a taut exciting movie. It was fresh. It was new. 
 
TPM, for a number of reasons, was old. The Jedi fight scenes were the only true innovation there onscreen, and they were amazing. But the effects got in the way of the story, something director George Lucas supposedly claims to abhor. As an audience we were asked not to be thrilled by the onscreen action, but rather at the intense innovation that was required for the effects themselves to come together. Why try to believe in the character of Watto, or the vast army of battle droids? It was almost as if we were supposed to think any failings were okay because these effects were so amazing. Most people saw it right away, but it took me awhile to come round. 
 
I have heard it argued that if TPM had come out in ’77 it would have been acclaimed as much as the original. I agree 100%. That is its biggest problem. TPM was a 1977 movie released 22 years too late. Or, given how Star Wars was “a decade ahead of its time” and adjusting for the release of Return of the Jedi in 83…a 1993 movie released in 1999. So instead of a progressive piece of life changing art, we have a 6-year-old valiant effort. This is most readily seen in the space battle. 
 
The outer space dogfight is a Star Wars movie staple. As much an element of the genre or style as a femme fatale in noir, or semen jokes in a Wayans brothers spoof. George delivered us a space battle. A space battle at least as good as the one that could be seen on TV daily in the form of a music video, “Larger Than Life” by the Backstreet Boys. When AJ, Kevin and Howie get together and nearly outclass Star Wars, something somewhere is horribly, horribly wrong. Star Wars created a standard in space battles, Return of the Jedi raised the bar. TPM should have not only raised the bar further, after 16 years, it should have changed the damn sport. 
 
And then there’s Jar Jar Binks. This hapless, reluctant hero was introduced to the Star Wars mythos as the jester figure, a humanizing element for the younger crowd to relate to and laugh at and learn to love as they explored the vast universe with the more effective protagonists. To most of the world, he came of as at best offensive, and at worst a figure of more contempt than either old Joe Stalin or Adolph Hitler. At least commies and Nazis are funny. 
 
Personally I found that the charges of racism in Jar Jar’s character were overblown. Having since seen Spike Lee’s film Bamboozled, with its portrayal of people of African descent throughout the history of mass entertainment, I can generously forgive anyone who felt so. Jar Jar and the rest of the Gungans may as well have been farming watermelons. Regardless of the intent behind Jar Jar, the fact that so many people found something reprehensible in the character suggests that he in fact is a mistake. And perhaps he is the key to George Lucas’ biggest mistake. 
 
Mr. Lucas would have us believe that Jar Jar is simply a children’s character, and moreover, that TPM was a children’s movie. Therefore, if you do not like Jar Jar, you are not meant to, and perhaps you are ‘out of touch’ with your inner child. 
 
The Star Wars series, by which I mean the first 3 films, are indeed children’s movies, or more correctly ‘classic’ films for children of all ages. People of my generation saw these movies and many had their lives changed by it. This life-changing effect would not have been felt were the films not aimed at children. George Lucas forgot one thing when creating the prequels. The children who saw the originals were no longer children. We are in our 20s, and some in their 30s. Some have children of their own. And in seeing TPM, many were hurt, or embarrassed, or disappointed that the film was as it was. Lucas either ignored or was unaware of his existing audience. Was he really that out of touch, imagining that uninspired children’s fare, in the worst sense, would be accepted and loved as his earlier masterpieces were? Did he imagine that the people who were all so in love with his vision were emotionally arrested, unable to allow for growth and maturity? I imagine he is in fact not so out of touch. Instead, he is surrounded by people, up there on his Skywalker Ranch, who are nothing more than masturbatory glad-handlers. Perhaps what George needs is for someone to simply say ‘No’ to him when he has a less than stellar idea. Or maybe, like King George of old, he is syphilitic and needs prompt medical attention. 
 
The overall result of TPM was that it left so many Star Wars fans feeling as though this thing they had loved was mere puerile, childish nonsense. Perhaps worse, he left many non-Star Wars fans, the potential fans, feeling exactly the same way. 
 
Left with this conundrum, George went away to make Episode 2. This would be his chance to prove everyone wrong! Star Wars would be shown to still be a thing of glory. Rumors filtered out of the production. Boba Fett was back! And he brought a brother! What’s this? Yoda will be fighting? Sam Jackson kicking Sith ass? Oh, yes, George was going to bring back the glory. By some strange whim, however, he was also bringing back Jar Jar. And then, instead of proving everyone wrong, he names the film, this return to glory, Attack of the Clones, supposedly harkening back to the 50’s serials. And he just confirms what everyone was already thinking. Star Wars is childish. It is puerile. How can anything called Attack of the Clones be anything but, unless it is satire. I have to admit, the title does evoke the old movie serials. However, there were good serials, and there were bad ones… 
 
I stood in line for 26 combined hours for tickets and entrance to TPM. It was great. A little community formed there on the sidewalk, people united by their common love of Star Wars. I have to say that I at the time loved the film, and still like it. But I have seen behind the curtain. George is so wrapped up in the digital film revolution, I can’t help but think he will maybe let story lapse again. Too much behind the camera, not enough in front. And while I am sure I will like Attack of the Clones, there is no way in hell I can picture myself waiting in line for that long. I can barely imagine asking for a ticket. It’ll feel as ridiculous as ordering a Super Happy Fun Double Mouth Burger at the local family themed eatery. 
 
So, like so many before me, I now feel betrayed by what I once loved. Luke Skywalker was lied to, betrayed, as was his teacher, Obi-Wan before him. Maybe it is just something that comes with the Star Wars territory. And maybe the initial hatred and fear of the Attack of the Clones is unfounded. After all, those things do lead to the Dark Side. Maybe the wonder and magic we all felt for Star Wars as children are not as ridiculous as they feel right now, either. Maybe one day it will again be all right to love Star Wars. From a certain point of view.

___________________________________________________________________________________________________________

CULT PICK O’ THE MONTH

The Giant Gila Monster *****

Finally, a movie has come along that uses the oft-derided Hollywood structure to address a real, contemporary social issue. I’m sick of all these shallow, empty formula pictures about the triumph of the human spirit and the power of love, I want a film that actually means something, a movie with a message, a film like 1959’s The Giant Gila Monster. As you all know, and I shouldn’t  have to spell this out for regular PULP readers, as a film reviewer, I won’t watch just about anything. I pick and choose my films carefully, because my time is valuable, so only the best zombie movies, cheerleader pornography, and in this case giant lizard films make the cut, because heaven forbid I waste valuable napping time by watching a sub-par Godzilla picture. So, it’s not surprising that it has taken me a while to get around to seeing The Giant Gila Monster, what with so many quality recent releases like Crocodile 2, I Zombie, and Lesbian Cheerleader Squad taking up my movie-watching hours. But it was worth the wait, because Gila has what so many films today don’t: heart. For buried deep within the cheesy tale of a radioactive lizard terrorizing a group of Texas hicks reading their lines off cue-cards with an amusing amount of difficulty lies a remarkably perceptive and subtly metaphoric analysis of societal economics. The giant Gila monster is clearly intended to represent the lumbering and exponentially growing Mexican economy, while the barely literate Texans are quite obviously meant to symbolize the inherent fragility of an American economic system grown weak and unprepared for a trade battle. Or so I would assume, not actually having gotten around to watching the film quite yet. But from what I understand from the brief plot synopsis on the back of the DVD case, I’m not too far off the mark. You see, it’s long been the tradition of 50s era creature-features to bury some variety of social concern into the subtext of the film, like Invasion of the Body Snatchers’ implicit fear of communism, the dangers of atomic testing demonstrated in The Beast From 20 000 Fathoms, and the deep-seated concerns regarding giant vegetables presented in The Thing From Another World, and I see no reason why The Giant Gila Monster should be any different. I mean, what with the growing concerns about the cheap Mexican work-force drawing the interest of major American industrial manufacturers, it’s hard not to liken the Mexican economy to a giant ravening beast feasting upon America. And, just like Gila monsters, Mexicans have scaly skin and are poisonous, so the comparison isn’t all that far-fetched. While the plot blurb I read wasn’t all that informative, as it contained only one poorly spelled run-on sentence that appeared to be about another film entitled Atom Age Vampire, one can only assume that the movie also addresses another major concern regarding Mexican-American relations, namely the issue of illegal immigrants. Clearly, the invasion of the giant Gila monsters, assuming the budget allowed for more than one lizard, is an obvious allusion to the growing problem of Mexican border jumpers. For those of you not informed about this issue, there’s actually a huge problem in the southern states with illegal Mexican immigrants who hop the border in the hope that American sweat-shops are slightly less roach infested than the Mexican ones. And, from what I’ve pieced together from various news reports, Hard Copy-type TV specials, and what I imagine this film to be like, these Mexicans are the greatest threat that humanity has ever known, as they are giant man-eating lizards. Sure, they may have contributed a great deal to modern western culture, bringing us Taco Bell, masked wrestler El Santos, and explosive diarrhea, but what have they done for us lately, aside from eating a bunch of gun-toting Texans? Nothing, and quite frankly, it astounds me that an entire country full of vicious blood-thirsty lizard-men has existed so long and so close without some variety of Australian dingo-fence-like device being erected to keep the inhuman creatures out before they either devour Southern California or create another irritating Macarena-esque dance craze. I suppose it’s because not enough people saw the brilliant cautionary work of art that is The Giant Gila Monster, and I for one intend to rectify that error right now. By actually watching it. I’ll let you know how it turns out. -Ash
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Top Ten Reasons I Hate Ash


By Suicidia, The Plumpess of Sunnydale





1. Morbid fascination with monkeys.�2. Who names themselves after a Pokemon trainer?�3. I don't want to know who won the chainsaw battle for Elvira's heart, they’re dolls!!�4. Stalking ten-year-old girls is not "all in a night’s fun".�5. I am not fat, dammit!�6. I am so sick of cheerleader movies.�7. I really wanted to keep all of my teeth.�8. “Shut up” is not a catch-all answer to my questions.�9. Environmentalists do too do very important things, like playing hackey-sack and growing organic weed.�10. Killer Shrews is not “where it's at”.





PULP NEWS


…as always, PULP is eagerly awaiting fresh PULPy submissions from our readers. They don’t have to be good, they don’t have to be funny, they just have to take up space and be in Microsoft Word. Send them to � HYPERLINK mailto:pulp@tangmonkey.com… ��pulp@tangmonkey.com…�


…speaking of email, the long-used � HYPERLINK mailto:pulp@stupid.com ��pulp@stupid.com� address has been discontinued, due to a rate increase and a decided lack of interest on my part in reading my email. Please send all questions, comments, and hate-filled rants to � HYPERLINK mailto:pulp@tangmonkey.com… ��pulp@tangmonkey.com…�


…speaking of hate-filled rants, what’s the deal with the Irish? Everyone loves them so much, but all they ever do is drink milky beer and bitch about the potato famine. Bastards.








