pulp

In this issue: Ash takes on L. Ron Hubbard in a battle of the kooks! And an interview with GLENN DANZIG! PLUS: Eeyore complains! And a famous celebrity gets pissed at us! All this and more in this, the penultimate issue of PULP!
NEW IN THEATRES:

Battlefield Earth *


I don’t use ‘steaming mound of rat feces’ very often when describing movies, but if they keep letting Roger Christian from Masterminds direct movies, then I have a feeling it just might become a recurring part of my movie reviewing vocabulary. It’s pretty much pointless to describe how terrible this flick is, since judging from the crowd at the theater where I saw it, pretty much only seven people have seen it anyway, but I’ll be damned if I’m not going to do my best to point out each and every flaw. These people need to be humiliated and punished, lest they ever befoul the silver screen with this kind of filth again. 

Firstly, the story has got to be the most retarded concept since Cleopatra 2525, which as avid TV watchers will know revolves around a stripper from the past fighting alien zombie robots in the underground world of the 26th century. I don’t know how L. Ron Hubbard, the founder of Scientology and the author of the novel Battlefield Earth, ever gained respectability writing novels with less sense than the top floor of the Royal Ottawa, but somehow (I suspect subliminal messaging), he has convinced Hollywood’s elite that they can cleanse their souls with his dianetics machines, which incidentally seem to run entirely on platinum VISA cards. But who am I to question Hollywood’s choice of religion. At least they’re not Mormons. In all honesty, Battlestar Galactica Earthship Troopers has some of the stupidest plot twists and leaps of logic since I Still Know What You Did The Summer Before Last When You Hit Me With Your Car, Remember?. The basic concept has humanity being reduced to primitives after being invaded by evil nine-foot tall aliens called Psychlos. Who says subtlety is dead? And it just goes downhill from there. I realize that the science fiction genre requires some suspension of disbelief, but there’s no way I’m going to buy cave men learning to fly Harrier jets in seven days to destroy their evil alien overlords. Hell, I couldn’t even figure out how to use my camcorder in seven days, and I had a manual. As for the aliens, who incidentally bear an uncanny resemblance to Klingons in platform shoes, they are the epitome of evil, a race of money hungry, backstabbing, murderous tyrants who for some baffling reason are completely unable to swear, resorting instead to such harsh phrases as ‘crap-hole’ and ‘shut the crap up’. However, they do have bad teeth, and thus their evil is unquestioned. 

Director Roger Christian, whose last movie managed to gross almost $20 in domestic box office, seems to be slightly confused for most of the movie. For one thing, so much money seems to have been spent on special effects that there wasn’t anything left for a tripod, so most of the movie is crooked and sideways. Us hoity-toity film students call this an oblique, or ‘funny-looking’, angle, but Christian uses it so much it loses its ‘world off balance’ effect and goes for a more ‘world full of nausea’ deal. It’s also my opinion that the movie would have been a lot shorter had it not been filmed entirely in slow-motion. Everything’s in slow-mo, the fighting, the explosions, the dialogue, the credits, everything, bringing the movie in at a tight 7 hours and 20 minutes. At least it was shorter than The Insider.


But what was worse than all this was the five guys sitting behind us during the showing. I don’t often use ‘steaming mound of rat feces’ to describe people, but this time I’ll make an exception. They kept getting all into the heroic score and cheap cinematic cheese, like when the main character, played by Barry Pepper, who you would remember from Saving Private Ryan if he wasn’t destined to fade into obscurity after this movie, gets inspired to revolt by reading the Declaration of Independence in a burned out library. At one point they got so into it that they started hooting and hollering during the ‘climactic’ final scene. I’m not quite sure what ‘buck ‘em down’ means, but one guy kept yelling it and it made me feel dirty. Now if you’ll excuse me, I feel like I need to cleanse myself. Where’s my VISA?

-Ash


Lobotomies for everyone…

by Eeyore

What technology destroyed human community more than any other technology that has ever existed?

Computer.
Car.
Nuclear Weapons.
No!
No!
No!

The answer my dear reader(s) is the portable book, and literacy is the vicious plague that soon followed after the introduction of this pernicious little device. Suddenly, all the elders old fartes had no value. Disrespect, reaction against authority, and hooliganism soon followed. It is a horrible thought to think about what some compressed pulp and ink can do to the neurology of the masses. Once books became popular, knowledge became almost a universal and worthless commodity, thus the value of respecting your elders hit the dust.

The plague of literacy soon spread around the world, most successfully into the developed world. Entire forests were razed to entertain (and educate) the masses. In time entire industries were created to filter, edit, publish, and print novels, nonfiction, magazines, etc. In time these publishing giants were able to squeeze out all the little independent publishers that were producing artistic and quality works of art. The number of different published authors decreased and the schlock gained some ground. Unfortunately, this did not increase the relative illiteracy of the populace, instead, it turned large numbers of people into book lovers. But in the midst of all this bad news, an invention appeared to save humanity. 

TV.

Television has been successful at weaning large numbers of children from the desolate act of reading. The crap offered up daily on the olde cathode ray tube is superior to any piece of liter-a-ture that has been printed because it is not printed and doesn’t require any work. It is an axiom that work is bad. Reading is work. Therefore, reading is bad! Since, there is no chance that books can ever be trained to produce sound and graphics, there is very little chance that reading can beat out TV. There is one dark cloud on the horizon: Movies.

There is a scary trend developing in the Holy Land of Hollywood – no budget, low production, HI-8 home video crap – i.e., The Blair Witch Project. Think about it people, you paid good money (your parents’ hard earned cash) to see a pile of bovine excrement. That’s almost as moronic as reading a book. 

Imagine a time when every kid has a video camera and an edit suite. You may argue that natural selection will be at work and only the crème will rise to the top. If you believe that then I have a whole pile of domain names to sell you on the Internet. Crap will dominate and people will get bored with the images and sounds produced, and one day some young punk will decide to write a symbol down in the sand to represent a thought and the whole horrid plague of literacy will return. This will begin the end of illiteracy. Amen.

_____________________________________________________________________________________

EXCLUSIVE INTERVIEW!

Guess what, all you teenyboppers? There’s no need to stand outside Britons and eagerly await the latest issue of Seventeen, YM, Tiger Beat, or whatever the hell else you Mongoloids read to get the latest infor on your favorite braindead boybands. Get all your girlfriends together, kick out the ‘rents for the night, pop on the latest BSB disc, and gather round, cause PULP has a special treat for. That’s right, kids, PULP is proud to present an exclusive interview with the head of your favorite hot pop group…DANZIG! PULP’s concert correspondent ASH was lucky enough to catch a word with this hot young rising star after his their latest concert at the Phoenix Concert Theatre in Toronto, and we were fortunate enough to clear through the legal red tape in order to print it. Quit your screaming, ladies, I can barely hear myself type. Here it is, in it’s entirety, an intimate look at the latest pop sensation…Glenn Danzig!!!

VITALS:

Name: Glenn Danzig 

Birthday: June 23, 1955

Sign: Cancer

ASH: So, Glenn, that was a great show. Thanks for taking the time to talk to me

GD: What?

ASH: You’ve been in one band or another for over 20 years. What was your favorite period in your career?

GD: Who are you?

ASH: I’ll ask the questions here, Glenn. Firstly, would be possible to stop hitting me?

GD: No. 

ASH: Fair enough. Let’s start with some general questions. Your latest album, 6:66 Satan’s Child, is a smash hit, selling dozens of copies in Canada alone! How do you deal with your sudden stardom?

GD: How did you get in here? Did I leave the window open? 

ASH: Sort of. So, Glenn, our readers are dying to know…what do you look for in a girlfriend?

GD: Intestines. They’re real fun to look for. Now go away.

ASH: Is there a special someone in your life right now, or do our female readers still have some hope?

GD: Did you just wink at me? Don’t do that.

ASH: Have you ever thought about leaving the band and embarking on a solo career, similar to Mel C of the Spice Girls?

GD:  I’m going to cut you. Very badly.

ASH: Well, looks like I’m almost out of time. Thanks a lot for your time, Glenn—

GD: That’s Mr. Danzig to you, punk.

ASH: Thanks a lot , Mr. Danzig. See you out on tour!

GD: If I ever see you again, I will take your face.

We also sent our female concert correspondent, Sutter Cane, in for another breif interview, but she never came out of the trailer. Stay tuned next week for follow up interviews with other hot boyband interviews, including Tom Araya from Slayer and that guy with the penis ring from Cradle of Filth

-Ash
OPINION
BEING NICE

By Forrest

I’ve just come to the sudden realization that being nice is crap and will get you nowhere in life.  Movies and books and TV shows always tell you that you will be better off in the end if you’re nice, but that has turned out, in my experience, to be a complete load.  Sure, I try and act polite and courteous and smart; Has it ever gotten me a job?  NO!  I let other people get on a crowded elevator and wait for the next one; Have they ever slipped me a 20 for my troubles?  NO!  I hold doors open for ladies; Has it ever gotten me laid?  NO!  Everywhere I look I see people acting like jerks and being disrespectful and rude, and having way more fun than me.  Life for nice people is like that story about that Job guy, except minus the happy ending; nice people invariably wind up going nowhere.  So, children, the lesson is to never be nice.  Ignore what Mr Rogers or Big Bird or whoever told you; the world is out to get you, being nice won’t pay off in the long run, and nice guys do finish last (and not in the good way).

__________________________________________________________________________________________________________

CULT PICK O’ THE (bi) WEEK

The Dead Zone ****


David Cronenberg makes his greatest plea for commercial acceptance with this adaptation of the Stephen King novel. Christopher Walken plays an English teacher who falls into a coma for five years after a car accident. When he awakens he is blessed, or cursed, with psychic powers that let him see the future, as psychic powers tend to do. The concept of Walken as an English teacher is even funnier than it seems, since as we all know he is the result of a experiment to create a completely animatronic actor, which succeeded rather well except for his inability to speak properly and a tendency to be incredibly creepy at all times. This makes it quite amusing when he attempts to recite Edgar Allen Poe’s The Raven. It’s a creepy poem, so his eerieness works for him, but the whole ‘sentence’ thing seems to have him baffled and keeps us the audience with a perpetual grin on our collective faces. Walken’s character proves his talents to the community through several demonstrations, which include saving a little girl from a fire and catching a serial killer, whom I have affectionately named Edward Scissorface due to the manner of his unfortunate demise. Cronenberg utilises unusual restraint in his direction, in that he thankfully manages to not be insane for two hours, and he comes  up with one of the best King adaptations on the big screen. Those of you familiar with Cronenberg’s work know that he is primarily concerned with the merging of man with machine, with more than enough phalluses to go around, but both unholy man/machine hybrids and phallic imagery are thankfully absent from this movie, making it wholly enjoyable. And if they are any hidden penises lurking within the film, I’ll thank you not to tell me about them so I can continue to like the movie. It’s a very bleak picture, emphasised by the barren trees and perpetually overcast Maine sky, and the lilting score contributes to the depressing atmosphere. And although I feel it was justified in this case, please don’t allow me to use the word ‘lilting’ too often. I have enough trouble upholding my heterosexuality as it is, without further undermining it with words like that. Did I mention this movie has breasts? Yes a couple of nice big ones for your viewing pleasure. Yep.

-ASH
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PULP NEWS: 





…This is it, kids, the second last issue of pulp. If you’ve got something to say, nows the time to say it, cause you won’t get another chance. If by chance you missed an issue of our illustrious newsletter, don’t fret. A deluxe compendium of all 13 or possibly 14 issues will be printed to order for the low low price of your firstborn child. This deluxe edition contains all the unedited issues, as well as all the cover artwork that has appeared courtesy of George at Chameleon Art Design. If you want one, write to � HYPERLINK mailto:pulp@stupid.com ��pulp@stupid.com�, or drop a note in our suggestion box, and we’ll see what we can do…





Letters to the Editor





James Cameron replies to Eeyore:





Dear Eeyore,





Thank you ever so much for the excellent suggestions that you made in the pre-penultimate issue of Pulp. I have been watching the progress of wee Ash for quite some time and have decided that he could represent a threat to my attempts at breaking into the much coveted Zombie movie genre, so I will be setting up a wet affair to eliminate this potential competitor. But enough bizness talk, I really just want to get one point straight, since the readers of Pulp are very near to me, since I am a Canadian also.


When I decided to make the film Titanic I was under the false impression that the name of the film was Die-tanic. Also, I was only permitted to use one milk bag {Aside: Americans don’t sell milk in bags, be careful!} of blood in the entire movie, so I had to decide whether to use it in one scene or dribble a millilitre in every scene as the great ship went down. I think upon further viewing that you can see that I used the blood in best comedic fashion that it would permit.


It is good to talk to you again, and cheer up!


JC





PS What domain names do you have for sale? 








Congratulations to your favourit chemistry teacher and mine, Roland Rotundo, who came up with the correct answer to last week’s trivia question. He will be the happy recipient of some free rentals from West Coast Video, which is no doubt very far from where he lives. We apologize for the crappiness of the prizes, but Ash keeps stealing the free movie passes to impress chicks. It’s not working. This week’s question: Name one of the two actors to have played the lead role in the two film adaptations of ‘I Am Legend’. 


Send entries to � HYPERLINK mailto:pulp@stupid.com ��pulp@stupid.com� or put them in our suggestion box.








