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THIS ISSUE: Ash reviews EVIL GIFT 4! Batturtle loves to hate BATTLESTAR EARTHSHIP TROOPERS GALACTICA! SURVIVOR brings the world to an untimely END! PLUS: Eeyore breaks his TV! And actual feedback from some real READERS! ALSO: the CULT PICK returns!

Ah, St. Valentine’s Day. My second favorite day of the year, the first of course being any day which contains a very special episode of Touched By An Angel. And what is my gift to you, gentle reader, in celebration of the love that swells in my bosom for each and every one of you? Is it a slew of love-themed articles in this issue of PULP? Well, no, because that would involve remembering what month it is sometime before actually dating the issue on the top right, as well as being able to separate love from that funny feeling I get whenever Supergirl comes on screen in the animated DC Hour. Is it a touching poem designed to share with you the tender and joyous feelings a successful relationship can engender? Not really, because mimicking those emotions would either involve the lyrics to the Misfits classic Die Die My Darling or just directions on how to  punch yourself in the kidneys with maximum damage for minimum effort, and that doesn’t sound like fun. No, I have something much better in mind, namely absolutely nothing. That’s right, I figure there’s no better way to ignore the inevitable heartache (or, in my case coal-ache) that comes with the territory on Valentine’s Day than to completely ignore it. So, forget I said anything about it and keep reading. –Ash

___________________________________________________________________________________

NEW IN THEATRES:
The Gift*****


That’s it. Stop the presses and cancel the Oscar rush. There’s only one movie worth considering for Best Picture this year, and it’s The Gift. Now, I’m not going to say that it’s the best movie of all time, since people stopped listening to my opinions after I claimed that Mystery Men was the greatest story ever told, but it’s definitely a fine film. The Gift is, of course, the latest film from Sam Raimi, a brilliant director who was recently  touted by the American Film Institute as being ‘better than Jesus’. If you don’t recognize his name from the classic Evil Dead trilogy, collectively the greatest work of art in the history of the world, you most certainly will after his new Spider Man movie hits theatres in 2002. Provided you live that long, of course, because ignorance of the Evil Dead movies can only mean that you’re busy wasting resources in some variety of brain-dead comatose state in the intensive care ward, and someone’s bound to pull the plug sooner or later. Anyway, The Gift has it all: an all-star, highly talented, Oscar nominated cast, Keanu Reeves, barely intelligible dialogue, and plenty of other fun stuff. Plus, you get to see Katie Holmes’ goodies. Granted, she’s dead and bloated at the time, but I’ve become a lot less picky ever since Baywatch went off the air. The plot consists of a murder mystery in a backwater Southern town full of people who are distinctly not Southern, including Australian Cate Blanchette, Lebanonian Keanu Reeves, and Giovanni Ribisi, who may actually be Southern, but it’s kind of hard to tell through the mouthful of paste he seems to have swallowed. Blanchette plays a psychic who begins having visions about the disappearance of Greg Kinnear’s wife, played by Holmes. Why the fact that someone married to Greg Kinnear disappeared would be considered a mystery is beyond me, but apparently no one else was bored to tears by his performance in As Good As It Gets. At first, the chief suspect is Keanu Reeves, based entirely on the fact that it’s relatively easy to convict someone so clueless they think patchy facial hair is attractive. But, as is generally the case with movies of this sort, all is not what it seems and soon everyone starts looking guilty. The list of suspects quickly narrows itself down to either Greg Kinnear or Greg Kinnear, and the rest of the movie focuses on Blanchette trying to decipher her confused visions while withstanding the  wrath of townsfolk who label her a witch merely because she worships the devil through her evil pagan Tarot cards. Also she eats babies. Raimi handles the material with his usual “look, I’m all growed up now!” brand of subtlety, keeping the movie relatively free of zombie carnage. But there are a few Raimi-esque touches, like the hyper-kinetic editing of the dream sequences, and the inventive camera work during the scene where Blanchette lops off her hand at the wrist and replaces it with a chainsaw. Blanchette proves herself quite the capable actress during the film, but the best performance comes from Giovanni Ribisi, who shows so much proficiency playing retards I’m beginning to wonder how he feeds himself. The retard in this case is a car mechanic being counseled by Blanchette. The idea of a half-wit mechanic is about as comforting as a proctologist with Parkinson’s, but Ribisi manages to become a sympathetic character nonetheless. Together with Blanchette, they manage to carry the film through Keanu’s goofy bumbling and some familiar plot turns, and in the end we’re left with a satisfying Southern ghost story that survives its faults to become, yes, the greatest thing of all time. Ever. And you can quote me on that.

-Ash

NEW ON VIDEO

Battlefield Earth -***** [negative 5 stars]

Well, what can I say about Battlefield Earth that hasn't already been said? I know that every single person who's seen it said it was the worst thing ever put up on the ole' silver screen. But, well, I usually have quite an affinity for the bad movie genre. If your movie has a giant (fill in the blank) rampaging through a city or involves people rising from the dead to eat other people...well, that's a movie that I'll gladly waste a few moments of my life watching. But, even I, the bad movie connoisseur, was not prepared for the newly

achieved Schumacerian 7th level of hell badness reached by this "film". Battlefield Earth makes viewing Coyote Ugly on a black & white wristwatch TV seem like an evening watching Evil Dead 4 in a room filled with fashion models on a secret NASA space theatre orbiting Mars. John Travolta (Welcome Back Kotter, Look Who's Talking Now) went to Warner Bros. (who have produced other genius blockbusters like The Postman and Batman & Robin) & said "Hey, can I have $75 million dollars to produce a movie based on a book written by the guy who inspired the cult that me ‘n Tom Cruise & the woman who does the voice for Bart Simpson are in?" And Warner Bros. (who, to reiterate, thought that both The Postman AND Batman & Robin were great ideas) said, "Sure, here's the cash, you kids go have fun". So everybody hopped on a bus to Montreal (or something like that...I'm not sure of the exact details) & proceeded to make one of the worst things ever (yes, even worse than the McRib).

Travolta plays a big Klingon guy on stilts who thinks that acting like a villain from the old Adam West Batman show = scary. He & his buddies invaded the earth to mine for gold or some such thing...I dunno, don't ask me why. If there ever was a movie that proves that most actors should stand on their marks, read their pre-determined lines & shut-up with all the "opinions" & "ideas" this is it, bucko. Actors are movable props. I'm not saying that they're untalented, but most certainly don't have brains! If they had brains do you think that an Oscar winner like Geena Davis would think "yes...yes, a sitcom would be a great career move". I don't think so. Anyhow, playing the hero is a young Canadian actor by the name of Barry Pepper (which sounds like a witness relocation pseudonym if I've ever heard one). I figure that after doing good movies like Saving Private Ryan, Green Mile & Enemy of the State (in which he not only acted alongside Bagger Vance, but Jamie (Scream) Kennedy & Seth (Buffy the Vampire Slayer) Green) Barry thought it was time to balance things out with (allow me to re-state my humble opinion)one of the most atrocious movies ever produced. He plays a caveman who learns to fly a plane & blows up the bad-guys’ planet. I can't ACTUALLY remember any real specifics to criticize or whine & complain about. I think I blocked it out the way someone with a troubled past blocks out their childhood. All I can remember is lots of bad FX & overacting. And bad editing. Really, really, really, bad editing. Really bad.

And along those well versed opinions, what I do remember ain't particularly sparky . So don't watch it. Especially don't watch the behind the scenes DVD stuff where a bunch of chumps & saps wax poetic as if they've actually produced a memorable piece of movie magic. Learn from the mistakes of those that've walked before you. This is not a fun B-grade sci-fi flick! You & your friends will not sit around & make fun of it Mystery Science Theatre style! This will hurt you! Remember how you felt at that funeral you went to? Well that's nothing compared to the mental hangover Battlefield Earth will give you. Remember that time that you got that paper-cut on your eyeball & then someone threw lemon juice in your

face & then you got attacked by that rabid bear? Remember!?! Well that little bruise is nothing compared to the emergency ward you'll be rushed to after watching this thing. You have been warned.   
-Batturtle


TELEVISION

Survivor =Satan  


So, Superbowl Sunday has come and gone, and you know what that means. Yes, it’s crime wave time again, as football players and their delinquent fans rush headlong into the off-season. But I’ll bet you didn’t spend your Sunday evening bolting the doors and testing the burglar alarms like you should have. No, I’ll lay down dollars to donuts you spent your twilight hours selling your souls and worshipping the Anti-Christ, in the form of the ungodly Survivor II, just like everybody else.  Yes, the latest in the slew of trashy Reality TV programs designed to melt your brain faster than drinking bong water has finally hit the airwaves, and the coming of the Great Slayer can’t be too far behind. Now, genocide is a strong word, but if there’s one group of people who deserve to be wiped off the face of the planet, it’s Survivor fans. Granted, this would rid the human race of its entire female population (as well as a certain percentage of the males, if you catch my drift), but the extinction of the species is a small price to pay to get this crap off TV. What’s wrong with you people? You’ll bitch about using rabbits to test shampoo but you’ll let Temptation Island get on the air? The people on that show don’t deserve to live, let alone be on TV for millions to adore. As for Survivor, I’d rather watch an entire year’s worth of CBC programming than sit through one episode of that crap. Why do I hate Reality TV so much, you ask? Two words: No Zombies. I’m being completely serious. I’m all for voyeurism, as the trio of female arts students who live above me will no doubt confirm, but it’s got to be interesting. I don’t watch TV to see a 90 year old navy seal flapping his dentures at a female truck driver so dimwitted she thinks “wherever he’s at” is a sentence. I watch TV to see dead people eating naked ladies. Needless to say, I watch a lot of late night Space. Real life is just plain boring, and I’d rather not waste my time watching TV to see someone being inconsequential and uninteresting when there’s a perfectly good mirror in the house. If the contestants were allowed, or better yet required, to kill and eat anyone they vote off the show, or if  the island was infested with Peter Cushing and several dozen cryogenically frozen Nazi zombies, that would be a different story, but as it stands, I think I’ll pass. Make no mistake, I’m not making any value judgements about the decline of Western society being heralded by Reality TV. I’ll be tuning in as fast as the next guy once they start televising Texas executions (Thursdays on Fox), but it’s all this boring crap in between the fad’s genesis with Blair Witch to its inevitable Rollerball-esque conclusion that I can’t stand. It’s trash, pure and simple, devoid of interest or intelligence, pandering to the lowest common denominator. Now if you’ll excuse me, Dark Angel is on, and you know how I get if I miss my stories. –Ash
Music Videos Mania


I don’t know if anybody else has noticed, but music sucks today. And it’s not just the bands themselves, although I do agree that each and every band on the Billboard top 100 should be gassed to death as quickly as possible (painlessly, for I am not unreasonable). It’s every part of the industry that sucks, especially the bizarre creature that is the music video. How a record company can justify spending the gross national product of a small Caribbean nation on three minutes of vibrating asses and epileptic editing is beyond me. I realize that it’s not a black and white decision, such as either feed Africa or finance the new Backstreet Boys celebration of gay culture, but aren’t there better things to be investing millions of dollars in, like prime-time soaps and movies about folksy down-home black guy helping a fallen-yet-hunky golfer regain his swing? And why is it exactly that every single music video produced in the last year has to contain a ten to twenty second intro featuring the band’s last single playing on a radio/TV/Walkman? Is it some variety of new regulation, or is the target audience just so stupid they need an audio cue to recognize the band because the letters on the screen introducing the video get dizzying sometimes? I write this, of course, after having sat through an hour of Much Music’s Combat Zone, the show where they pit two Christina Aguillera videos against each other and see which one provokes more attempted rapes. Although I do enjoy the show, as I use it as a gauge to measure exactly how close to the Apocalypse we really are, I do wish they had a way to spoil your ballot in the polls they conduct for best video, like perhaps voting for host Rick Campinelli or faxing in pages and pages of expletives. In this particular episode, the teen trash in question was the new Britney Spears ‘Stronger’ video versus the latest pile of filth vomited up by Limp Bizkit's gangsta rapping lead singer Fred Durst. While I despise both ‘bands’, I rather enjoyed this episode, mostly because I spent the hour picturing what would happen if it were a real combat situation pitting the two groups against each other in a battle to the finish. I’m not saying I’d approve of what a gang of beered-up fratboys would do to a seventeen year-old trollop, but I’d certainly pay to see it. The hour was topped off by an interview with those purveyors of pop genius, the Backstreet Boys, in which Howie “the really, really ugly one” D claimed that he hoped the band had some ‘long-term gevity’. The fact that no one seemed to care or notice that he’s a raging simpleton confirmed my suspicions that yes, the end is coming soon. And I for one can’t wait.-Ash


OPINION  

Teenage Rebellion Goes Pop

Everybody I know makes me sick. Have I made that clear lately? It makes for a rather empty social calendar when you hate your entire generation, but you people make it so hard for me to like you. And do you know why? It’s this useless rebellion waged against the parents of the world by everybody under 30. Wake up, people, your parents are right, and you’re just wasting your time raging against them. Notice I say ‘your’ parents, because my parents are crazy and far from being right. If I’d listened to them, I’d be wasting the prime years of my life in some fancy University learning a useless skill like computer programming or engineering instead of picking up the finer points of porn film aesthetics from the snarky video store clerk at Movieland. But your parents probably don’t give you much to rebel against. And yet the trend of bucking the trend continues, and the worst part is the sheer, mind-blowing unoriginality of it. You’re not doing anything your dad didn’t do when he was 20, namely dressing like an idiot and getting so stoned that listening to Pink Floyd seems like a good idea. It’s pathetic. You wanna do something original? Rebel against your friends. Trust me, it’s fun. Sure, pretty soon you won’t have any friends to rebel against, but at least you’ll have your principals, which you can list off proudly in your suicide note. My personal method of separating myself from my peers is my militant straightedge beliefs. For those of you don’t know, straightedge is a philosophy originated by the dude from Minor Threat, which hinges on sobriety and the rejection of promiscuous sex. Insert groan from every university student reading this. For someone like me, the latter tenet does not really apply, since the opportunity for promiscuous sex doesn’t often present itself when you look like what would happen if Winona Ryder played Morticia in The Addams Family, but the sobriety part is the real challenge, what with me being an arts student and all. But it’s all worth it to be able to sit quietly on the couch at parties and point out that in no way is That 70’s Show a metaphor for life. At least it was when back I still got invited to parties. Anyway, if straightedge isn’t your thing, there are some other things you can try to separate yourself from the pack. Try protesting against independent film. Stay away from bars, because you’ll never meet anyone there worth knowing. Girls, don’t get tattoos on the small of the back or the shoulder blade, and take out that damn bellybutton ring. Guys, burn your skateboards, and loose the jewelry. I don’t care if it’s solid gold and has an Ebonics version of your name engraved on it, it’s fruity. Don’t listen to the Backstreet Boys, but don’t listen to limp-wristed alterna-posers like Korn, Tori Amos, or anything with the word ‘Beatz’ written on it anywhere, no matter what the genre. Get used to the fact that raves are just discos with worse music and move on with your life. Admit that you liked Star Wars: Episode One. Realize that hip-hop is not a mindset or an attitude, but in fact an evil global conspiracy designed to lower IQ points so drastically white suburbia will forget how many copies of The Marshall Mathers LP they own and just keep buying them ‘till they run out of money. Vote Alliance and brag about it. Club a baby seal to death, then refuse to eat it because it hasn’t been given growth hormones. Keep trying to recycle your compost until they no longer stop the truck at your house. Point out to anybody that will listen that even though marijuana abuse may not be as big of a social problem as heroin or cocaine, it still comes from the same biker. Start every conversation with “I’m not saying Hitler had the right idea, but…”. Realize the government is not out to get you, and remind your friends of the same thing as you telephone the police to report the ounce of weed they just bought. Volunteer at Operation Red Nose just to roll the drunks. Ask vegan people repeatedly how they feel about abortions. Stop pretending you don’t watch Dawson’s Creek. There, that’s just a small idea of all the fun you can have rebelling against your peers. And once you’re done alienating all your closet friends, feel free to email me. I’m very lonely, and I’ve run out of people to piss off. Please help. –Ash  

_____________________________________________________________________________________

There is something foul in the state of Holywood…

by Eeyore

Well, a lot of strange stuff can happen when your TV decides to commit suicide. Some people would probably hop into the family bimbo box and skedaddle down to the nearest electronic schlock-block store. [Please note: Attention all corporate assassins for the very big car transnationals; please do not misconstrue this diatribe as a slight against the seething cesspool of an urban sprawl that your industry has created. There just can’t be enough road or parking lots in the world. Please redirect your attacks toward one former Canadian by the name of Joni Mitchell. She has been creating subversive antiprogress melodies that…scratch that. Her music is so bad it probably would turn someone into a tree cutting, gas guzzling, door to door telemarketing veal salesman. Hey, someone has turned up the ventilation in this room. The air is ducting into my usually high temperature, low oxygen, ultra-stuffy room. Damn it – some parts of my brain are back to working again. I must do something to kill these brain cells ASAP otherwise I will tarnish the fine apolitical edge that makes PULP the premiere bit-rag of the Netiverse. Yeech...I can’t believe I just wrote like that. Ah, here’s the rub...a birthday candle nose injection...there we...ahhh...nice an deep into the frontal lobes...]

So, my TV was doing okay, but then as I sat watching Pulp Fiction, during the scene where the guy from Thirtysomething is trying to resuscitate Uma Thurman with a big honker of a syringe…kapow. The whole screen turns red as if Vinny Barbarino and Uma and some Arquette-person have suddenly decided to develop pictures. Being raised in the Western Science tradition, I ran over to the TV screaming and cussing about its relationship to its mother, deity, and excrement. Obviously, scaring inanimate objects has a limited success record for repair, so I moved rapidly into mode two and sucker punched the critter  when it was looking at the former sweat-hog and Uma talking in front of her fancy house.

Nothing happened.

Then I slapped the mutant repeatedly while screaming at it…and toink! The colours go back to normal but the picture shrinks by one third. Everyone had giant heads and tiny legs. Fortunately, I do not suffer from Ash’s paranoia regarding midgets, so I got a bizarre pleasure from seeing all of the beautiful people reduced to misshapen freaks. But my plight did not end there, for the picture shrank and shrank and then went back to imitating a red light bulb. I was TV-less in Gaza.

No one in my family was interested in buying a new TV set. After a week of desperation I was finally delivered a state of the art fresh-from-the-trash colour TV circa 1973.

It works well enough except for the shadow of my skeleton that has appeared on the wall behind me and the electron diffraction pattern on the screen, but at least it has colour.

Has anyone yet done a study to show the net positive benefit of cathode rays?

Anyhow, with my TV replaced I can now I bring you a quality review. The movie was called BAIT. It had people doing stuff in it. Talking and shooting. People around me were laughing now and then so I know it was funny. It was like Enemy of the State, but without Gene Hackman or that guy from MIB...actually it was the same film, except in this version Gene Hackman’s character pretended to be John Malkovich on a bad hair day.

The part I didn’t get was why the bad guy didn’t just hack into the US treasury and make their computers transfer a billion dollars into his Swiss-Cayman bank accounts. I guess the movie was called Bait because it smelled like one-week-old fish heads.

Does anyone have a hammer? My brain hurts!

_____________________________________________________________________________________________

CULT PICK O’ THE MONTH!

Cannibal Ferox *****


Finally, an Italian cannibal movie that raises some real social issues. It’s been a while since genital mutilation has been imbued with implicit significance, but Cannibal Ferox (aka Make Them Die Slowly) bucks the trend and turns what is usually a popcorn-eating, summer blockbuster genre into an insightful social commentary. Starring a bunch of people you’ve never heard of and directed by a guy you’ll hopefully never hear of again, Ferox takes the Italian cannibal genre in exciting new directions, like brain-eating and eye-gouging. The plot follows three ‘Americans’ (i.e. blond Italians) who travel to the Amazon rainforest in order to cure those nasty genital sores by having their bits and pieces eaten by mud-smeared savages. Along the way, they encounter some more fodder in the form of two drug dealers who have inadvertently slighted the natives’ unholy pagan god merely by raping and killing a few of the village women. The natives return the favour by systematically dispatching the Americans in various grisly ways, including dismemberment and the aforementioned brain-eating, which is accomplished via an ingenious device similar in design to a guillotine tipped on its side. It seems those natives are not quite as backward as everyone thought. Granted, they still haven’t invented clothes, or pre-cooked bacon, so they can’t be all that bright. It is during these systematic attacks that the general theme of the film is voiced by one of the characters, who rather pointedly asks whether the white man is in fact the true savage, for it is the white man who has driven the natives to such barbarity. Well, in a word, no. Not at all. For despite all the wars, environmental destruction and Reality TV perpetrated by Western Civilization, I have yet to meet anyone outside of my immediate family with a brain-eating machine. And as for myself, I may not be a particularly pleasant human being, and I would hesitate to call myself ‘civilized’ in any sense of the word,  but I haven’t strung a girl up by a meat hook jabbed through her bazoongas since I was a kid, something the natives in this film are unable to claim. But despite its misplaced social commentary, Ferox still manages to be a powerful and entertaining film, based entirely on the fact that the genital feast ranks among the top five castration scenes in film history. The fact that there even are five castration scenes to rank makes me wonder if perhaps there is a little truth to the film’s thesis, which in turn forces me to question society in general. For example, who is the true criminal, the hobo who breaks into my house and steals my VCR for Listerine money, or me, for not giving him a quarter just because he smells like a bag of month-old hamburger meat? And also kicking him. Twice. And who is the true deviant, the person who produces cheerleader/donkey porn, or me, for downloading it and using it for title pages on my midterms? As you can see, the questions never stop, nor do they stop incriminating me, but before you judge me too harshly, remember this: who is worse, me for writing this drivel, or you for reading it? That’s what I thought. -Ash
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Letters to the Editor:


1) Dear Mr. Ash


I was quite upset by your diatribe against the outstanding period piece Gladiator. Here, for once, is a movie all about family values and in your demonic and slithery way you go about defiling everything that is righteous and good about Holy-wood. Shame on you, sir. Eeyore is definitely showing his strong bent toward the importance of family values when he fails to dis Gladiator and thus give it a major endorsement by default. Please cancel my subscription to this spurious obfuscating trash bag of digital merde ASAP.


Yours disappointingly,


Mr. Notmuchofadonkey


RR #1


100 Acre Woods


RUA TURD


Editor: Eeyore is not showing a strong bent towards family values. Eeyore is, I suspect, showing a strong bent towards not actually have seen the movie. The fact that he didn’t hate it may suggest to the layman that he enjoyed the film, but an experienced Eeyore connoisseur will no doubt tell you that such a thing is not possible. 





2) goddamnit yur lucky i`m drunk


i`m prettty pissed off jack was cancelled but don`t be too hard on the t.v cman jeez look at channel 5 at about. midnight softcore french porn thats all i gotta say i`m goin to bed.later,j


Editor: The most confusing thing about this email is not the lack of punctuation, grammar, or any discernible sentence structure whatsoever, but rather who exactly ‘cman’ and ‘j’ are. If you have any idea, send an email to � HYPERLINK mailto:pulp@stupid.com ��pulp@stupid.com� . Also, if you have a letter, preferably a complaint, send it there too.








Reprinted with permission from TANGMONKEY.COM’s News section RE last issue’s “Stick it up your AIRDUCT” article.


For the love of Pete, I don't have time for this crap. I do 35 issues of this worthless zine with nary an email to be found from a reader, but I call women sub-human just once, and suddenly it’s open season on little old Ash. I don't need this. I have a busy schedule of self-loathing to stick to, plus Night of the Living Dead is on at the Du Parc tonight, so obviously my social calendar is jam packed. Look, in no way did I mean to imply that I don't like women. On the contrary, they make fine pets, and without their numerous contributions to pop culture, where would the sub-genre of prime-time soaps be today? And as for AIRDUCT, well, it's not nearly as bad as I make it out to be. Sure, it's full of poetry and prose the likes of which have never been seen outside of a grade 11 English class, and the perpetually irritating faux profundity makes my eyeballs itch, but they do have the odd joke in there that'll make a troglodyte or two crack a grin. Provided they've been huffing gas. Or watching Roswell. Help Ash out! Post some pro- PULP stuff at Tangmonkey.com’s RANT section! Please?





PULP NEWS


…not much room this issue, so let’s get it over with quickly. As usual, no one bothered entering the trivia contest, but this time I’m not even going to bother making up a winner or a new question…


…PULP needs both feedback and submissions. Send both to either � HYPERLINK mailto:pulp@stupid.com ��pulp@stupid.com� or � HYPERLINK mailto:pulp@tangmonkey.com ��pulp@tangmonkey.com� . Do it now…


…the editorial staff at PULP would like to extend a deep-felt thank you to a certain “Big G” Pritchard on behalf of Ash, who is neither willing nor emotionaly able to thank her himself. She single handedly managed to postpone Ash’s inevitable suicide long enough for him to get this issue out. Come to think of it, judging from reader response to the last PULPs, that’s not a good thing. So screw you , Gizzy.








