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"What I love about this
director is he doesn't try to control me, y'know? He doesn't try to
control the performance or get in the way… and, really, that's
crucial if you're trying to make a great movie."

Robin Williams, pre-release publicity
for Patch Adams

 

 

 

"What was missing, I think,
was someone to step in and say, 'hey Robin, maybe you should dial
it down a bit', y'know, a bit of instruction. But no one did that.
The director? Never heard a word from him, not one. I guess he was
too busy humping the sound guy."

Robin Williams, five years later…

 

 

 

"It's locked and loaded, man.
The first movie was a warning shot, this one's a full cannonball to
the gut. And I know everyone says this before their movie opens
but, I swear to God, there are parts in this movie that have never,
ever been seen before, and what we're attempting is… it blows my
mind, really."

Shia LeBeouf, pre-release publicity
for Transformers 2

 

 

 

"We dropped the ball, man.
There were too many parts, too many whatever-trons taking up the
screen. I apologise to everyone."

 

Shia LeBeouf, a year later…

 

 

 

Contents

 

Editorial

Films on the horizon: Tree of Life, Drive, The Avengers etc.

Literature: James Frey 'The Final Testament of Christ'

Movie Preview: Tomomi Leung at Cannes 2011

Reviews: The Green Lantern, Captain America, Cars 2, The Future,
Bad Teacher, Cowboys and Aliens, Final Destination 5, Conan the
Barbarian 3D, The Belgrade Phantom

Recommended: Thirst [Korean]

 

FEATURES

The challenge of Paul Walker

Interview: The cast of 'The Hangover 2'

Literature: The lost pages from 'The Book of Disquiet' by
Fernando Pessoa

In depth: The state of Hong Kong film

Top 10: Movie Castles

Where are they now? The cast of 'Buffy the Vampire Slayer'

How to Philosophy: Albert Camus, 'The Rebel' [full version]

Movie Pitch: Ransom 2: Jimmy Shaker Day

 

 

 

Editorial

After eight issues out on the streets of Ljubljana, Zagreb, Hong
Kong, New York, London and Sydney, I've run out of cash.

No Bono to swoop in and rescue me with grand cheques.

…

Ah well.

Kindle is as homely as any other home. And for the next 2-3
issues this is where Gupter Puncher will sit, waiting for enough
cash to be built up to attack the streets in print again. Hopefully
sometime early next year.

…

What do we have this issue?

The usual nonsense.

Paul Walker. Tomomi. Buffy the Vampire Slayer. The Hangover 2
cast. Hong Kong film. Cannes.

And also some literature:

The missing pages of 'The Book of Disquiet' by Fernando Pessoa.
These pages have never been seen before, which makes this issue of
Gupter Puncher pretty damn special in mine and Portugal's
opinion.

…

What else?

Gupter Puncher will run a new issue every couple of months on
kindle. The next one will land sometime around August 1st.

Let's see if it sticks.
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Films on the horizon

 

The Tree of Life [Dir. Terence Malick]
Starring: Brad Pitt, Sean Penn, a
tree. 

Malick didn't turn up at Cannes… or he did, but didn't want to
talk to anyone. Apparently, he's very shy and jumps every time he
sees a camera. Some hacks thought of disguising their cameras as
hats and babies, but Malick wasn't buying it.

So forget about the director, what about his film?

Well, it won the Palme D'or, and nothing else. Some of the
audience booed when they first saw it, probably because it was
really, really slow… something Penn and Pitt rebuke, saying 'it's
not slow, it's measured'… and they're right to a degree, it is
measured, if the person measuring is doing it very slowly. Anyway,
the booing… the French always do that to American films, or films
that are a bit different, which is strange as they came up with the
word 'avant-garde.'

We're still not talking about the film.

Okay, there are a lot of flashbacks to when Penn was a kid, when
his Mum used to tell him a load of spiritual nonsense about the
inner life of animals and rocks and plants, whereas his papa [Pitt]
just beat the shit out of him and said, while swinging the belt,
'there's nothing in this world you get free, you gotta earn
it.'

And the plot?

That's pretty much it. Sean Penn has to figure out who he likes
more, his kind mama or his authoritative pops. And it takes him
almost three hours to do it. Why is the choice so hard? It probably
has something to do with the philosophical concept of 'what hurts
is ultimately good for you' and the idea you should organise your
life around the way you perceive things to be, instead of the
spiritual truth that may or may not lie beneath. Sounds tough? Not
really, it's a simple choice with a load of confusing ideas around
it.

 

Drive [Dir. The guy who did 'Pusher'
[Danish drugs/crime film]] Starring: Ryan Gosling, Carey Mulligan,
James Belushi 

This one looks interesting.

A guy who drives for a bunch of bank-robbers, takes the money
and runs after a heist gone right, and the rest of the film is him
driving, and trying to figure out exactly how much responsibility
he has for the two people killed in the bank. After all, he's just
the driver, he didn't shoot anyone, right?

Gosling is on a hot streak after last year's 'Blue Valentine',
and Mulligan is simply omnipresent nowadays. What James Belushi is
doing in this, God only knows, but in it he is, and perhaps this is
something of a comeback for the man who was once out-acted by a
dog.

 

Sleeping Beauty [Dir. Julia Leigh] Starring
Emily Browning 

Never heard of the director but we all know Browning from that
piece of shit film Zach Snyder did with the giant samurais and
fantasy violence. And the story for this film sounds decent:
Browning is a student in debt who finds work as a high-class
prostitute, and finds the only way to get through it is to drug
herself into a sleeping beauty state while the clients do their
thing.

Pretty sordid, right?

 

Transformers 3 [or is it 4?] Dir. Mickey
Bay. Starring: Megatron, CGI. 

Yup, there's another one coming.

God help us all.

 

The Avengers [Dir. Joss Whedon] Starring:
Thor, Captain America, Hulk, Iron
Man 

The biggest comic movie ever made, yet who really gives a shit?
You throw so many characters into a two hour story and what do you
think's gonna happen? This really should be made for HBO as a TV
series, not a movie. How are they gonna distribute screen time to
everyone? How can this be fulfilling in any way?

The only bright spot is Joss Whedon from 'Buffy the Vamp Slayer'
in the director's chair. Though it's unclear why he would want to
make this… he's just gonna get slaughtered for all the things he
didn't and couldn't possibly fit in. Poor guy, he never gets a
break.

 

Harry Potter 17 [Dir. guy who did the last
one] Starring: Harry Potter, Ron, Hermione
etc. 

Just end already.
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Literature: James Frey - 'The Final Testament of
Christ'

 

That's what they say about him. Let's check:

James Frey [short bio]:

'Frey was born to a couple of academics in the US. He grew up in
a big house with big money. The academics fed him big ideas and
encouraged him to be weird and isolate himself from other kids. By
college time, he was still normal. Then he did crack. But he did it
in a boring way. Later he wrote a book about it and made it
exciting. People loved him. Then Oprah called him a liar and
the people hated him and he took it. He hated Oprah, he really
did. Other writers told him to be more of an outsider. They said it
would keep him interesting. He did it, and it felt good. He started
to believe it too. He read Camus and Noon and Hamsum and thought he
was just like them. He wrote a new book about Jesus and told his
agent to promote him like this: 'James Frey is not like other
writers.' The agent laughed but did as it was told. The book came
out and so did the promotion. It was not good. He sounded like a
cunt.'

So that's Frey, but what about his Jesus book? Here's what we
know:

- Frey's Jesus comes to New York by greyhound [dog]. He has a
black face, Chinese torso and Hispanic feet.

- He works construction but doesn't like it much. Most of the
time he hides behind the cranes.

- Another worker is crushed by a falling piano. Frey's Jesus
takes his wallet then puts his hand over his mouth and puts him out
of his misery. He tells the other workers there was nothing else to
do and that he's with God now, or half of God anyway. They ask him
why he didn't stop the falling piano. He says he wanted to,
but pianos are difficult.

- At night he gets bored and goes to see prostitutes. He tells
them he's the son of God and they don't believe him. 'Am too,' he
protests.

- Local TV finds out about him and asks him to walk on water. He
wonders if a puddle will do.

- He sits in his apartment asking himself why he bothered coming
back. He doesn't feel much like the son of God anymore.

- He tries to lift a car using his mind, but fails. He tries a
pencil instead and gets it an inch off the table. He wonders why
everything's so low key this time around.

- He starts to get bored of his own story.

- He tries to return to heaven but Frey's imagination cannot
cope.

- The final line of the book: 'Fucking abstraction,' screamed
Frey's Jesus. 'I don't get it. I just don't fucking get it.'

- The epilogue: The giant hand of Frey drops from the sky and
takes Frey's Jesus away. As they fly, Frey's Jesus asks the hand
what the point of it all was. The hand doesn't answer. They keep
soaring into cold, hard Space until they drift past Pluto and all
Frey can think of is Star Trek. Meanwhile Frey's Jesus has
frozen himself blue.'

That's it then. The new Frey. Can it be good?

…

Don't know. But did you know Frey also half-wrote that piece of
shit Number Four thing?
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Tomomi Leung at Cannes 2011

 

Dude, I'm a pariah.

I don't really know how it happened, but I know it's got
something to do with Vince Gallo. What's going on? Here I am at
Cannes and no one's giving me the time of day. Dude, they're not
even giving me the day of day… what day it is. Is this my fault?
I'm gonna look around, see what I can find out then I'll come back
to the typewriter… or the laptop… Gallo set fire to my typewriter
after he cheated on me with that bitch from Bologna… said it was
predestined retribution or something, because I made him cheat and
didn't give him enough space to apologise for it… dude, I really
hate that fucker…

…

Okay, I walked a few streets and saw a few faces I kinda
half-know, and the word on the street is, yup, I'm an outcast… a
pariah… and I know that's the right word because I remember the guy
from 'Scream 3' using it… yeah, I was in that movie, truly, but
they cut all my scenes out… but anyway, the director guy, the guy
who turned out to be the killer… can't remember his name, but I did
see him on Venice Beach a few weeks back… he was selling a book he
said he'd written… and I talked to him a bit and asked him about
the book, and he said it was about his life… and I looked at the
synopsis and it was talking about a group of friends who meet a
murderer and the tagline was something weird like, 'stabbing with a
knife is the sex of murder'… and I said I didn't believe this shit
really happened to him, and he just turned his head and rode off on
his skateboard leaving all his books behind… which is kind of weird
as there was no one looking out for them… I guess he had a lot of
trust for the beach people there, or maybe deep down he knew his
book was a piece of shit…

Dude, I've tangented… done a tangent… shit, I mean, I'm not
talking about what I should be talking about… where was I… pariah…
?

Okay, new paragraph… I'll let Oli tidy up all the shit above…
not that it was terrible, I mean, dude, between you and me I never
get tired of hearing what's happened to all these actors and
actresses who were the next big thing, like, ten years ago, and
then you see them selling 'stabbing is the sex of murder' books in
Venice… it's, like, such a leap… it kinda makes me relieved I never
got touted as anything big or up and coming… God knows what I'd be
doing if I were… if I'd been… shit, what's the right tense for
that… Oli?

I've sidelined myself again… sidelined the story, the thing I
was supposed to be telling you about… dude, you should know by now
you've gotta be patient with me… there's so much in my head that
just comes out when I start typing… and I know I came back fifteen
minutes ago with a lot of stuff to say, but then… bam, 'Scream 3'…
bam, Venice beach…

So, dude… the thing is, the thing I've learned is… everyone
hates me. Or not everyone, but all the people me and Gallo used to
hang with… I know this because I saw Kirsten Dunst down by the
promenade talking with Orlando Bloom [Dude, remember him? Another
couple years and I bet he's selling shitty books in Venice too],
and I come over and ask if I can talk to her for a while… and she's
nice, Kirsten, and she only ever half-knew Gallo and never really
liked him much anyway… so she said yeah, sure, I'll talk to
you…

Actually, maybe it's better if I switch to interview style here…
would that make it look better? Fuck it, let's give it a shot:

TOMOMI: Do people hate me or something?

KIRSTEN: No, no… they don't hate you. They…
okay, they do hate you.

TOMOMI: Fuckers! [pause] Why?

KIRSTEN: Well, what I heard was… some guys are
hating you because they think you betrayed Vince when he cheated on
you… and other guys are hating you because they think you're still
with Vince… it's kinda lose-lose… sorry, honey.

TOMOMI: Does anyone like me?

KIRSTEN: Sure, a few. There's me. Orlando here
[she points to the blank, he smiles]. Ryan Gosling still likes you.
So do most Europeans…

TOMOMI: Cool, cos I don't have a place to stay
yet…

KIRSTEN: You haven't booked anywhere?

TOMOMI: I tried… they said they were all full.
I think maybe Vince had something to do with it.

KIRSTEN: Oh.

TOMOMI: So… how was that thing with Lars [Von
Trier]?

KIRSTEN: What's that?

TOMOMI: That movie you did… the melancholy
thing…

KIRSTEN: Oh that. Sorry, I have to be on guard
a little… you know what happened with Lars and the Nazi thing?

TOMOMI: He's a Nazi?

KIRSTEN: Pretty much equivalent to it,
yeah.

TOMOMI: Shit. Dude, I thought they were all
dead?

KIRSTEN: They are, they are. I think Lars just
has this thing about standing out in a crowd, y'know? Which makes
it real hard if you're the one standing next to him when he, like,
says this kind of shit…

TOMOMI: You got any other new movies coming out
soon?

KIRSTEN: New things? Let me see… I guess it's
no secret that I'm in the new 'Spiderman', as aunt May. Hmm… what
else?

TOMOMI: Aunt May?

KIRSTEN: Ah! There's that thing… I don't even
know how I got roped into this… think I may have been wasted when I
signed… but yeah, I'm gonna be the bad guy in the new '24' movie.
You heard about that?

TOMOMI: '24' movie? Dude, I thought they'd
stretched that thing as far as it'd go, like, four seasons
back…

KIRSTEN: They did, but this is different. This
is the movie version. I was talking to Kiefer during the melancholy
film and he was saying there's never been a really queen bitch bad
guy on '24', and did I want to give it a shot… and I talked to the
producer guys and they were saying, yeah, we really want a female
bitch as the bad guy, but we also need her to be Arab… which kinda
rules me out, you would think… but Kiefer… he's a genius, he's
really out there… he comes into the meeting fucking wasted, y'know,
like he's swinging at the mail boys as he's coming out of the
elevator, and he says, 'fuck, just paint her face a little'… and we
were like, shit, that sounds dubious, we don't know, Kiefer… but he
keeps saying it, and the more he says it, the more we start to
think, yeah, this could really work…

TOMOMI: So you're gonna play Arab?

KIRSTEN: Half-Arab, yeah. I'm really looking
forward to it… it's really cool, I get one of those 'you stupid
Americans, you think blah blah blah' speeches… [Orlando grabs her
ass and points across the promenade, to a hotel, I think] Sorry,
Tomi, I gotta go… Orlando and me, we're gonna… y'know?

And then they were gone… to… y'know? Dude, didn't that guy just
get married?

…

So here I am in a cafe, with no hotel, few friends, and no hope
of getting any kind of movie action out of this shit… dude, I don't
even have tickets to these movies… maybe I should go out and try
and grab some somewhere…

…

…

Dude, it's been two days and things have not been going
well.

Let me try and line all this up right… a lot of shit has
happened and I'm not sure all of it really happened, y'know? I
remember meeting Kirsten again… that was two days ago… and she took
me into the Melancholy movie… which was a bit of a waste actually…
nothing really happened… Kirsten's character was just depressed
about things and she got married and didn't feel good about it, and
kept walking around telling people random things about the universe
and how pointless everything was and why do we bother doing
anything? And then it switched to that mad bitch from
'Anti-Christ'… the one who tried to cut Willem Defoe's dick off…
and she spends the whole film looking at this huge planet through a
telescope, telling everyone it's gonna hit Earth, it's gonna hit
Earth… and guess what? It hits Earth, and miserable Kirsten gets a
planet in the face… which was pretty well done actually… I don't
know how Lars Von Trier feels about CGI, but that had to be fake…
like, dude, a whole chunk of planet breaks off and falls towards
Dunst's face and you see it impact on her nose and come out the
back of her head… I'm not sure if it's symbolism or anything, but
it's gotta mean something if it's in a Von Trier movie, right?

Shit, I slalomed again… dude, I don't know how it keeps
happening… it's like there's a scene running in my head and it's in
some kind of pre-destined order and I have, like, no control over
it at all and I just type out what I see… or what the eye in my
head sees… shit, does that make sense? Wasn't there a line in
'Hamlet' that said something like that… the mind's eye… or was that
'The Tempest'? Fuck it, I'm not here to talk spear…

So me and Dunst watch her movie and it ends and she gets a lot
of clapping, but not hysterical clapping because of all the weird
shit Von Trier said about Nazis the day before… and we go out and
head a few doors down to a party… and Ryan Gosling and Johnny Depp
and Geoffrey Rush are there… and I walk up to Gosling and tell him
how much I liked 'Blue Valentine' [I never say loved, it's too
fawny], and did him and Mish Williams really have sex in that
movie… and he smiles, and that girl from 'House' is standing next
to him and she smiles too… dude, I suppose they're dating, but I
didn't really care at the time as I wanted to ask him stuff, and he
wanted to answer stuff… and I'm not sure how it happened but the
next day I wake up and he's on top of me… dude, I know this paints
me pretty bad, but in my defence I have no idea how I got there… I
don't even know where 'there' is… I have to lift my head and look
around to see we're in a hotel room, lying on the floor with all
his shit and all my shit over the other side of the room… I mean,
dude, it's not like I'm a slut or anything, it just means… fuck, I
don't know what it means… maybe that I'm more interesting than that
girl from 'House'?

Anyway, Gosling's on top of me and his hand is on my leg and
he's moving upwards… and I kinda like him still so I let him do it…
but then he starts talking in my ear, saying shit like 'The
greatest actor of his generation is about to fuck you, baby… the
coolest fucking man in the world is gonna stick his cock in your
lucky hole… you feeling the privilege, baby? Are ya? Are ya feeling
it?' And, dude, I gotta tell you, I wasn't feeling much of
anything, except maybe boredom… I mean, the previous night starts
to filter back and I remember me and Gosling talking about his
movie, 'Drive'… or him talking about it… I was just standing there
like a shop dummy, nodding and asking him over and over if it was
metaphysical or something?

Dude, what does metaphysical even mean? Like, I have a vague
idea, but no specifics… it's like the body and the mind, right? And
why was I saying it over and over… I don't know, but anyway…
Gosling, the hotel room, that weird shit he was saying… I talk back
to him, saying, 'I gotta be somewhere… ' and push him off and look
for my clothes… and he just lies back and laughs… and I'm like,
dude, what's the big joke? And he doesn't say anything, he just
holds up his hand and makes a humming sound… like, he's trying to
'jedi' me back to his cock or something… and when i don't come, he
gets angry and says, 'you'll never get another shot at this, baby'…
and I sit on the bed and smile and say, maybe later, but I really
gotta be somewhere… and he takes that better than I thought, so as
I'm putting my skirt back on I figure I can kill a little time and
ask him about his next movie…

RYAN GOSLING: They're trying to fix me up with
that weirdo from 'The Hangover' movie… but I'm resisting it.

TOMOMI: What's the movie?

GOSLING: That's the fucked up part. They don't
even know yet. There's no script, no director… it's just a whim,
y'know? How about we put this guy and this guy together, see what
happens? But it's shit, man. I mean, he's peaked already, and he
can't do drama so what do they think's gonna happen? I'm on the way
up, Hangover guy is sliding down… I'm probably the greatest actor
of my generation, he's got a beard. It's fucking ridiculous.

TOMOMI: So… can you get out of it?

GOSLING: Sure, long as I've got a mind. Maybe
I'll go slumming again, do some mumble-core shit with Parker Posey
or Greta what's-her-face. But then… no, she's selling out now,
isn't she? Fuck… never mind, I'll just do something European… see
what Paolo Sorrentino's up to.

TOMOMI: You're not tempted by a blockbuster or
something big like that?

GOSLING: Was DeNiro? Was Ed Norton?

TOMOMI: Dude… Ed Norton… I forgot all about
him.

GOSLING: Yeah, and you're not alone. Man, that
guy's a genius. He's slipped so low he can do whatever the hell he
wants now. Ain't nobody gonna say boo about it.

…

So, dude, that was the last I saw of Gosling… I don't really
know if he was mad about me pushing him away, but I don't regret it
if he was… I mean, I've put up with that kind of superior shit a
lot now and I'm sick of it… who the fuck do these guys think they
are? Acting is not like religion or anything… they're not stopping
war or saving urchins, are they? But now and then they'll pop up
and say shit like, dude, I feel so useless and undeserving, why
don't I go to Africa and stop disease and do something cool? And
then all the fawners say shit like, no, no, you're special, you're
the greatest actor of your generation, you don't have to do
anything… I mean, dude, fucking actors… give me Mark Wahlberg any
day of the week… at least he's still got some humility about
him…

Shit, dude, where was I… I'm lost again…

…

I've just re-read everything I've written and two things come to
mind… one, I've put down a lot of gossip I probably shouldn't have,
and, two, there's nothing about movies except that Melancholy thing
that Kirsten did… so now I'm gonna remedy things and do what I
should've done two days ago… I'm gonna turn myself into a proper
movie critic and crit things…

DRIVE

I know I'm not the most neutral voice on this one, having fucked
Gosling one and a half times… but I'm pretty sure the critic half
of me can detach itself and be partisan…

Wait, is that right? Partisan? That's like neutral, right? Where
you don't let your personal feelings get in the way even though
Gosling is pretty full of himself and pretends to be humble in
interviews, but really, when you're alone, he talks about his
movies and what they mean and tries to guide you onto his cock
because he thinks you think he's so great at acting…

Fuck it, I'll just use 'objective' instead… I know what that one
means…

So, 'Drive'… it's about a stuntman driver who moonlights as a
getaway driver for bank-robbers, and his thing is… he drives for
five minutes then gets out of the car and says you're on your own.
And that's like the first scene of the movie, and it's pretty well
done, but logically, dude, it doesn't make a lick of sense. I mean,
who would pay a getaway driver anything if he says he's gonna ditch
you after five minutes… and even if he does reason it, like, five
minutes is all I need to make a getaway… but that doesn't make
sense either… I mean, if you're still in the shit after five
minutes of getaway action then it's his fault, isn't it? He should
be good enough to get you out of the shit, not leave you in it…
dude, I don't know, maybe I'm being too hard, but if you're having
logic questions in the first five minutes then something's wrong…
but anyway, that's not really the story of the movie… I mean, it's
a big part of it, but the real meat is Gosling when he's not
driving… the rest of the time he walks around his apartment looking
at his posters and not saying anything, and then seeing Carey
Mulligan next door and not saying anything to her either… and then
they fall in love even though he's said next to nothing, and she's
married, and then her husband gets out of prison and he needs to do
a bank job and Gosling becomes his driver… and you can probably
guess how this thing is gonna turn out. And you'd be wrong. The
ending is super weird and, dude, Gosling is not what you think he
is… but yeah, there're still a whole boat load of logic issues with
this thing, but, dude, it doesn't really matter as you never really
get bored enough while watching to question things seriously… even
after it's finished you don't really question it… kinda like that
'28 days Later' movie, where you think it's cool, but then someone
points out that the soldiers went crazy after only a couple weeks
of being alone…

Okay, dude, that's enough on 'Drive'… let's skip onwards to
Almodovar…

 

THE SKIN I LIVE IN

This movie is nuts… Banderas is nuts, Almodovar is nuts, the
story is nuts… but nuts is good, and this thing plays like one of
those old Frankenstein horror movies… even though it's set in Spain
they've somehow got their hands on one of those old scary-looking,
castle-like mansions, and that's where Banderas does all these
creepy science experiments… most of them involving fake skin and
putting it over this girl who is super hot… dude, I don't know who
she is, but she follows the usual Almodovar/Spanish route of
getting her clothes off and keeping them off for pretty much the
whole movie… and I don't blame her, she's got great tits, really
great tits… and it's not like she's just a piece of ass in this…
she also gets some dramatic stuff and when she says shit like 'the
skin is me, more than my brain' you forget that she's standing
there naked and you appreciate the line… it makes you think about
what makes you who you are and what if some weird scientist got
hold of you and gave you fake skin, would you still be you? Dude, I
know I said I didn't know the meaning of this word before, but I
really think it's right to use it here… this thing is metaphysical,
and proud of it. Having said all that, I know there'll be a load of
perverts who download this for the Spanish girl's tits, and they
won't give a shit about the metaphysical stuff… but you can't help
people like that. They're the kind of pointless fuckers who watch
'Irreversible' to whack off to the rape scene… and at least the
Spanish girl and Almodovar know they got her tits out for the right
reasons…

MICHAEL

I saw this one with Geoffrey Rush… dude, I know I'm
name-dropping here, but I'm not really, honest to God… it's just he
came up to me at the party last night and asked me if I wanted to
go see a movie about a man who locks a young boy in his basement…
and I didn't know much about the movie, but I knew I didn't have
anything else to do the next day, so I said, sure, see you
tomorrow… and yeah, I'll admit, it didn't really end there… Rush
said, why wait till tomorrow, and asked me if I wanted to take a
walk outside along the promenade… and I weighed it all up, and,
dude, I knew what he wanted out of me, but I also knew he was doing
okay recently, and he wasn't the best-looking guy around, but… fuck
it, he wasn't talking about himself all the time and he didn't call
himself the greatest actor of his generation, so… yeah, we went for
a walk, and yeah, we ended up in some dude's bedroom on a yacht,
and yeah, we fucked around a little, and yeah… actually, I really
don't think like I have to reveal everything I did, y'know? I mean,
I'm my own worst enemy sometimes… like, I feel I should be all
super honest about everything… I hate those fakers who pretend
they're all innocent, when everyone knows they're doing some weird
shit behind the scenes… and it's not like I'm any worse than any
other actor or actress out there… and yeah, I do stuff, and…

Fuck it, why am I defending myself here? Let's just see what I
thought about that boy in the basement movie…

MICHAEL [again]

Dude, this movie was intense. If you're easily offended… or if
you thought something like 'Saw' was too much then you seriously
need to stay the fuck away from this one. The main character's this
guy, who's a father and a husband and has a normal job and friends
and all that shit… and he also keeps a ten year old boy in his
basement… and it's weird, the boy isn't passive, he stands up to
the main guy when he comes down to abuse him… there's one scene
where the main guy drops his pants and tries to guide the kid's
mouth towards his cock, but the kid tries to bite it off… like I
said, it's really intense stuff, and it's interesting how the main
guy is so different in front of his family… it's like all his dark
thoughts are severed and reserved for when he's down in the
basement… I mean, there is absolutely no trace of menace at the
breakfast table or when they're all watching TV… he even let's his
wife and kids walk all over him… but when he's in the basement, he
let's all that dark shit spill out… and the way this thing ends, it
makes you think, weirdly, who's the real bad guy here? You'll see
what I mean…

Three, four movies down… what else?

THE BOY AND HIS BICYCLE

Dude, I don't know why, but I really liked this movie. Maybe
it's the location… the boy riding his bike around Marseille all day
and, y'know, it's not the usual American city you see in movies,
and that's why it's so good… it's like that movie in Belgrade I
saw… 'The Belgrade Phantom'… and the guy's driving his car around
the night streets of Belgrade and it makes such a great fucking
change from seeing some American guy driving around LA or New York…
and the story's pretty good in this too… it's not in the same
league of depravity as that boy in the basement movie, but it's got
the same kind of corruption theme running through it… I mean, the
main boy, he's quite young, maybe twelve or something… and he falls
in with another kid who's eighteen or nineteen, and that kid
becomes like a father figure to him… which is kinda like that other
movie from the same directors… the Dardenne Brothers, I think
they're called… and yeah, they did this movie a few years ago about
a young guy trying to sell his kid on the black market… and the
whole idea of children seeing too much too young and being parental
figures when they're twenty or something… it's a pretty good theme
to make a movie about if you ask me, and, dude, it works really
well in this one because the bicycle plays such a huge part… dude,
I think it's symbolism again… the bicycle represents… something…
childhood or something… and it makes you think… dude, how do you
raise a child and keep them normal?

Okay, dude… almost done now… my fingers are starting to bleed,
and my little finger actually feels like it's broken itself…
seriously, it's pointing the wrong way, what's going on?

Fuck it, I suppose I should say something about 'Tree of Life'
and 'This must be the place' before I go…

TREE OF LIFE

If you like Malick and his shots of nature and animals and
nothing really happening then you'll like this… but, dude, I'm
torn, deeply torn… some parts of it I felt, yeah, that's cool, I
feel like I'm feeling something deep here, or something spiritual…
but then other times I got annoyed because the story wasn't doing
anything. I mean, this movie is like an anti-movie if you follow
the Hollywood template… or not even that, if you follow the basic,
gotta-make-sense style narrative of movies… this one does the
complete opposite of that. Seriously, you don't even find out what
job Penn does… and you don't know when it's all set and how much
time has passed between most of the scenes… I don't know, I guess a
lot of people will adore this kind of narrative, but, dude, I just
don't think I get it enough… it's like, you kinda think, yeah, I
bet Malick watches this and it makes perfect sense to him, but
everyone else watches it and wonders if it makes sense to Malick…
does that make sense? Okay, another way… it's like when you have a
really interesting powerful dream and you wake up and you start
telling someone about it, and they start yawning… that's what this
movie feels like… like Malick sitting you down for three hours and
telling you about his dream.

Fuck it, I'll just say it… the only person who would like this
kind of movie is a faker… the worst kind of piece of shit out
there… I mean, what do they really get from it?

THIS MUST BE THE PLACE

Sean Penn looks insane. Dude, I don't know if you've seen the
stills from this or not, but he looks like the guy from The Cure…
actually, I think he's meant to be the guy from The Cure… he's
definitely a rock star from the 80s, and he's definitely miserable
most of the time… and the only thing that gives him any purpose is
when his dad dies and he finds out a Nazi once gave him a hard time
during WW2… so he sets out on a road trip to try and find and kill
this Nazi guy… yeah, he's still alive, and yeah, it's another one
of those road trip movies where the main guy meets strangers and
reconnects with life… dude, I don't know about you, but it's
getting a little one track with these narratives… I mean, where are
the road trip movies where the main guy meets strangers and it
confirms why he hates people so much in the first place? The only
time they do that, I guess, is if the main guy's a serial killer
and he only hangs out with strangers because he wants to kill them…
shit, now I think about it, that whole narrative seems kinda tired
too… so what do we really want instead?

Dude, I'm not sure… I'm kinda running dry here… I've typed more
than I usually type and I'm not getting paid by the word so… fuck
it, I'm bowing out… Cannes is pretty much covered and I even threw
in some gossip for you too… though maybe Oli's gonna edit that part
out… I mean, no one really cares that much about how Gosling fucks,
right?

Ah, never mind… I've done what I can, and I bet I've done better
than most of those other critics out there… at least I've told the
truth, no matter what reprisals attack me because of it…

Mata ne…
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REVIEWS

Captain America: The First Avenger

Dir. Joe Johnson

Starring: Chris Evans, Underwritten female, Hugo
Weaving

 

Chris Evans has done well for himself. Let's go back and chart
just how far he's come in the last eight or nine years.

His big break was in one of those parodies of a parody. Can't
remember the name of it, but it had a pretty good scene where he's
walking through his high school and stops to look at a photo of
himself with a trophy on the wall. He smiles and walks on to the
next photo. It's a picture of him looking at the previous photo. He
smiles again.

I thought it was pretty funny. But who knew Evans would go
anywhere from here? Does anyone remember the guy who wasn't Charlie
Sheen from 'Scary Movie 3'?

…

Then, somehow, he kept going. He got roles in the 'Fantastic
Four' [shit], 'Sunshine' [two thirds okay, one third shit], and
'Cellular' [I liked the bit where Jason Statham stopped an oar with
his hand and hit Evans in the face], and then a couple of ensemble
films where he played for laughs. 'The Losers' was the only one I
can remember, and it wasn't very funny.

But then he landed the big one. Or what people say is the big
one, but is really just a piece of shit superhero film… it's only
the big one because it'll get more coverage and people in other
places that aren't the US will recognise his face, maybe his name
too. Is that really the peak of things?

…

But here it is, 'Captain America'. And it's pretty bland. The
first problem is the character. He's not funny like Iron Man. He's
not out of place like Thor. He's not… he's just not funny. There's
a scene where he's facing off against a low level bad guy and he
tries to make a joke about the poor lighting, but it doesn't work.
Then later he fights another bad guy and isn't doing so well, and
he jokes about the kind of benefits the other guy gets from Red
Skull [That's the main bad guy, played by Weaving… not Sigourney
Weaver].

Whose fault is it? The director?

Maybe. We are talking about Joe Johnson, the man who made
'Jurassic Park 3' and 'The Wolfman'. I guess the last one wasn't
completely his fault as he came in at the last minute and didn't
really know what was going on, but then he still took the job, and
if you take a job, you shouldn't just sit back and wait to roll out
the excuses when people start calling it a piece of shit.

And he hasn't really added any personality to this film at all.
The colour scheme is bland, the locations are bland, the length of
all the scenes is bland. There's no imagination here. Maybe he
wasn't allowed to put any in, but that doesn't make the film any
better?

…

I'm not sure if you all know or not, but next summer Captain
America will be taking part in the big Avengers film. He'll be in a
team comprised of Iron Man, Thor, The Hulk and some little guy with
a bow and arrow. And going from this film, it's hard to see how
he's gonna make any impression at all. Unless he has some kind of
nervous breakdown when he sees how much better the other characters
are?

…

And one more thing: Almost thirty minutes of this film are the
bad guy playing a piano in his lair. What the… ?

********

Bad Teacher

Dir. ??

Starring: Justin Timberlake, Cameron Diaz,
cyphers

Half the same title as 'Bad Santa', can it be even half as
good?

It starts with Diaz doing bad things. She locks one of her
students in a store cupboard. Then she steals from another. Then
she gets outsmarted in class by a twelve year old and gets revenge
by telling the class bullies the little smart ass is dyslexic. Then
she goes back to the store cupboard and takes her top off and puts
her breasts in the face of the student. The boy is scared at first
but then gets braver and tries to lick a nipple. Diaz slaps him,
puts her top back on and locks him in again.

This all happens in the first ten minutes, just to show that…
yup, Diaz is a bad teacher.

…

It doesn't really make sense. She leaves enough evidence to show
she did all these things, yet nothing happens to her. In reality
she'd be in prison, but in Hollywood she stays in the picture.

Then Timberlake turns up. He's a nice guy. He helps his
students, listens to their problems, gives them dance lessons.

Diaz likes him, or she wants to corrupt him, one or the other.
But another teacher likes him too, and it looks more likely that
she'll get him into bed before Diaz.

But Diaz is a bad teacher so she does bad things to get to
Timberlake. I won't tell you what they are, but I will tell you
that an hour in he's going down on her in the girl's toilets.

…

Does this sound like a good film?

I'm not sure. It's fun to watch Diaz being bad… but as it goes
on you get the feeling they're gonna fall back on the old Hollywood
coda of bad person gets what's coming to them.

Why can't bad people ever win?

…

I guess it's bad to condone shoving your tits in an eight year
old boy's face, but really… there's gotta be some kind of middle
ground here. I mean, if you go through life as naive and idealistic
as Timberlake's character then you're gonna get screwed. There has
to be some endorsement of teaching kids to lie, cheat and steal,
which is what Diaz tries to get across to them.

…

There is one other pretty big problem with the film. About
halfway through, there's a ten minute parody of Columbine. Not a
good idea.

********

The Future

Dir. Miranda July

Starring: Miranda July [probably]

About a year and a half ago I sent Miranda July an e-mail asking
her if she'd like to write for Gupter Puncher Magazine.

She never replied.

…

This film is shit.

I don't give a fuck what Miranda July thinks about the future. I
don't care if she is being ironic or metaphysical, this film is
shit.

Nothing happens. She can't act. The locations are boring. The
camera doesn't even stay straight half the time.

Miranda July wouldn't know a great magazine even if it came up
and…

…

This film is no good. Avoid.

********

Cars 2

Dir. Animator

Starring: Red car, French police cars, heroin-smuggling
car

If you're making a sequel, you should look to the best.

That's what these guys have done. There's no re-tread of the
original here, even though I never saw it. No, what they've done is
looked back at other great sequels and lifted the basic story of
one of the greatest.

'The French Connection 2'.

So it starts with the red car sailing to France and looking for
a heroin smuggler. When he gets there he feels out of place because
he can't speak French, and when he tries to find the bad guy, he
ends up in a warehouse being injected with heroin.

…

This is a bold move from the director and everyone involved.
Some parents and kids might find the subject matter disturbing, but
the animation is spectacular, especially the detail they capture on
the red car's bonnet as the drug takes its hold. The lights become
blank, the tyres gaunt and pale, and the paint turns a kinda
sickly, yellow colour.

…

The best scenes are when the red car is forced to go cold turkey
by the French police car. They do a kind of montage, and the
animation is very surreal as we're put inside the mind's eye of the
druggie. Kinda like an animated 'Trainspotting' or that American
movie where the guy's arm falls off.

…

The action scenes don't disappoint either. The last twenty
minutes go at breakneck speed as the red car chases the bad car,
and most of Marseille gets trashed.

…

Not sure how the red car picks up the gun though. It seems to be
floating next to his wing mirror as he shoots. But it's a small
complaint, really.

Bring on Cars 3!

********

Cowboys and Aliens

Dir. Jon Favreau

Starring: Danny Craig, Harry Ford, Olivia
Wilde

 

Man, Olivia Wilde is pretty.

This film should have put her front and centre. She should've
been kidnapped by aliens, not Harrison Ford's son.

She should've been stripped naked and experimented on too.

…

I guess it's a family film.

Damn.

…

But 'Teenwolf' was a family film, and they almost showed the
blonde girl's tits. If you paused it right you could see the side
of one of them.

…

What's the film like? It's okay. The story's a bit shit… Daniel
Craig wakes up with a watch that controls alien spaceships.
Harrison Ford is a moody fuck who just wants to sit on his ass
looking at horse magazines. Olivia Wilde is… I'm not sure what she
is. She's in the saloon a lot… maybe she works there?

…

Sam Rockwell turns up as a doctor. He doesn't do much. What's
the point of doing a film like 'Moon' and then going back to shit
like this? I know they say you have to do one for them and then one
for yourself, but that's not true. You can do all for yourself. All
you have to do is cut down on your expenses a little. Buy a smaller
house, don't go on holiday all the time, cut down on drinking and
going out. It's not hard. You listening to me, Rockwell?

…

He's not listening.

I bet he likes making this shit. Just turn up, say a few lines
and get the hell out. No need to worry about character motivation
as the character's a fucking robot.

…

What's the point of this film?

How can people like Favreau spend two years of their lives
making shit like this?

…

It's clear why Ford's on board. He's got nothing else. The guy
has been found out, all his franchises have run dry, his
character-driven films are all shit… and this is his purgatory.
Enjoy it, you moody bastard, you've earned it.

…

It's not like interviewers want to sit in a room with you
either.

…

Don't bother with this film.

********

FINAL DESTINATION 5

Dir. ??

Starring: Unknowns

 

Last issue Tomomi wrote about how she was headhunted for this
one.

She also said she refused as it was a number '5'.

…

She was right.

There's nothing new here. And there's nothing entertaining. All
the deaths are ridiculous, and the script is so bad it doesn't
realise that killing off everyone in the first hour pretty much
ends the story.

…

Yup, that's right. The last thirty minutes of this film are
spent in an ambulance as the corpse of the hero is taken to the
morgue.

Is this irony?

********

Conan the Barbarian 3D

Dir. the guy who did the re-make of 'The Texas Chainsaw
Massacre'

Starring: Some guy with huge tits

 

This remake starts the same as the original.

Lots of men on horses ride into a village and slaughter everyone
except Conan. He's a little kid and manages to hide under a twister
mat.

Then, and this is pretty damn unlikely, this cute little kid
grows up into a savage man-beast with huge tits.

…

Macauley Culkin was cute in 'Home Alone'. Now he's 5'6" and
weird-looking.

Elijah Wood was cute in 'North'. Now he's 5'6" and
baby-faced.

Haley Joel Osment was cute in 'The Sixth Sense'. Now he no
longer seems to be on the face of this Earth. Unless he's hiding
under a twister mat[?].

…

Why is Conan so big?

…

Fuck it, he's big. I'll let it go.

…

The action scenes in this are pretty good. Conan's sword is as
huge as his tits and I like the way it's so hard for him to lift it
off the ground. There's one scene where he's fighting this other
guy, who's about the same size, and they're trying to swing their
swords but they're just too fucking heavy. It's so gritty, so
authentic. And the only way for Conan to win is to point behind the
other guy and say 'Shit, it's Gene Hackman!' then lunge forward and
break the guy's neck.

Conan's quite well-drawn in this. He's cunning and strong. And
the guy playing him is several levels above Arnie when it comes to
dialogue. Not that he gets much. He just walks around saying basic
stuff like 'where is this, where is that, who are you?' It's almost
like he's an ESL student.

…

The bad guy is the white-haired colonel from 'Avatar'. He's
quite a fierce guy, and his tits are also pretty big.

I'm not sure about his motivation though. For some reason he
spends the first half of the film talking about socialism and how
it's the way forward. Then he orders his men to massacre another
village. Then more talk of socialism. And whenever one of his men
tries to call him on it, he tells them they don't know what they're
talking about.

Bizarre.

…

There is one good aspect of him though. He doesn't kill one of
his men when they fail a mission. Usually Hollywood will have a
scene that shows how evil and ruthless the bad guy is, but this
one… he's quite a nice guy. Like Willem Defoe in 'Platoon'. You
almost want him to win and implement his weird socialism.

…

But he doesn't win.

…

That's not really a spoiler, is it?

********

The Green Lantern

 

Dir: Martin Campbell

Starring: Ryan Reynolds, Tim Robbins, Peter

Sarsgaard

 

 

I've never heard of this superhero. What can he do?

…

Oh, it's Ryan Reynolds. I've heard of Ryan Reynolds. I know what
he can do.

…

Roughly two years ago he went to that wacky little owl ritual
thing near San Fran, and he got some snaps, and they couldn't do a
fucking thing to stop him. And he got them all too. Like, every
single studio head of the last twenty years, all of them were
there.

And it's worked.

…

I mean, he's had a good couple of years. Better than my couple
of years anyway.

What's happening in this film?

Nothing much.

…

There's Tim Robbins. It looks like he's some kind of
scientist.

…

Sorry, scientist/father.

And it looks like he's at a point in his life where science
comes first.

See, his son is dancing in front of him, and all he does is
stroke test tubes. His son is Peter Sarsgaard. The ridiculous bad
guy from Flight Plan

…

He's got a big head in this. And he's super clever.

…

There's a flashback. Tim Robbins playing on a beach with
Sarsgaard. Or not. No, Robbins is doing some kind of science
experiment with the sand. Sarsgaard is in the picnic basket.

…

Man, this film is disjointed. Where's Reynolds?

…

There he is.

Cool. He's flying in Space. He's got a giant fist, and he's
hitting bad guys with it. He's kissing a girl and carrying her up
into Space. He's saying, 'Jeez, isn't it weird how I can breathe up
here?'

…

Hang on.

The girl's turned blue.

I think she's dead.

…

No, Reynolds is giving her mouth to mouth back on his bed.
She's-… no, she's definitely dead.

…

This funeral scene is well-attended. Looks like the whole city
knew her.

Where's Robbins and Sarsgaard?

…

…

Oh, the flashback's back.

The exact same scene.

What does it mean?

…

…

Okay, this film meanders a little around the halfway mark.

Actually, from around the twenty minute mark until… where are we
up to now?

…

Reynolds is spending a lot of time by her grave. I'm not
counting or anything, but that's at least the ninth time he's put
flowers there

…

No wait, here comes Sarsgaard. With his giant head.

…

He's stumbling a bit. Is he drunk?

…

Yup, he's drunk. He's pissing on the dead girl's grave. Reynolds
ain't gonna be happ-

…

Yup, told you. Giant fist to giant, drunk head

…

Hang on, is that it?

 

********

The Belgrade Phantom

 

Dir: ?

Starring: Serbian Ian Brown

 

Gupter Puncher was invited to the Zagreb premiere. The director
was there, and the main star. They talked about their hopes for the
film.

…

It's a lie.

…

Gupter Puncher was alone in Zagreb and didn't want to talk to
anyone so he hid in some cinema called Kino Europa.

And there just happened to be a free entry Serbian film festa
playing the same night. The director and star were there, really.
They talked in Serbian. Gupter Puncher imagined it was about their
hopes for the film.

…

The first writing on screen was in English.

 

'In 1979, a guy drove around the streets of Belgrade in a stolen
porsche. For ten consecutive nights he taunted the police, and
could not be caught. The people called him the phantom.'

…

No Billy Zane jokes.

…

The film starts. Characters talk in Serbian. There are no
subtitles. Gupter Puncher sits and watches anyway.

…

The Phantom looks like Ian Brown. He steals the porsche. He
taunts the police.

…

Where's Tito?

…

Oh, he's in Cuba.

…

Actually I didn't know who Tito was until I read the blurb for
this film.

He looks tiny next to Castro.

…

The Phantom drives around the dark streets and the angle we
mostly see is from above. The birds-eye view, just like micro
machines.

…

I like seeing a different city for a change. Beats New York. Or
LA.

…

The phantom isn't saying anything. There's no backstory. No
history.

…

The police are hiring another guy to catch him. He looks
confident. He wears sunglasses at night. The police give him a
shitty car.

…

He sees the phantom, he chases him, he matches him swerve for
swerve. This is gonna be close.

…

Hang on, the phantom's alone again. He parks his car under a
small bridge and two minutes later the other guy drives past.
Huh?

…

The challenger guy has no backstory either. Is that a good
thing?

…

The film's over. It's about seventy minutes long.

…

Ah, more writing.

It was a true story. The phantom was real, but they never found
his police file.

…

So why'd he do it?

********

Incendies

 

Dir: French

Starring: Lubna Azabal, Maxim Gaudette

 

It's French.

Twins go to the middle east to check out their family tree and
argue a lot along the way. The best scene comes twenty minutes in,
when the twins knock on a door, ask if their family tree is nearby,
get the door shut in their faces, argue a little, walk to the next
door and repeat the whole thing. This goes on for about twenty-five
minutes, with around seventeen doors, and between each door you get
more and more insight into who these twins are, just by what they
say to each other. Second best scene comes near the end, when Guy
Pearce appears and gets blown up. It doesn't mean much, but it's
kinda interesting to watch the twins picking up little bits of Guy
Pearce and throwing them at each other.

The French are sick.
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[Recommended]

THIRST *****    
[Spoilers!] The loneliness of the long distance
Korean…

Director: Chan-wook Park

Starring: Kang-ho Song, Ok-bin Kim, Rodney
Dangerfield

This is the kind of film that takes me a while to watch. In
fact, I still have the director’s last film,
Oldboy, on my shelf, unopened. It’s not
that I don’t want to watch it, I do, and I know it’ll be good, but
for some reason I’d rather watch shit like Wolverine first. It
doesn’t really make much sense…it reminds me of the time I had
Raging Bull and
Showtime in my hands, and I watched
Showtime first. It’s not logical. But
that’s the way it is with films you know will be good, but will
take mental energy to watch. And that’s the kind of film I thought
Thirst would be.

   And it kind of is that kind of film. I mean, it’s
slow-paced, and there aren’t many characters in it, and as I wrote
in one of my stories here, the Korea in this is so fucking
lonely…the whole world the director puts the characters in is
almost devoid of any other people, except an oppressive mother
figure, and a dull pair of friends who play cards with them
sometimes. And by them, I’m talking about the two main characters,
the Priest who’s a vampire, and the wife of his friend, who he
starts fucking about forty-five minutes in…I probably should’ve
described them first, but the loneliness of Korea was more
striking, I guess…

   So, the plot is pretty simple, and a loose
adaptation of some Zola novel I’ve never heard of…the Priest is a
decent guy who’s trying to help people, but then some virus turns
him into a vamp and he has to try and control his urge to eat
people…it’s not like Buffy where a demon
takes over the human, it’s a human that has this insatiable urge…I
guess this part has been done before, but then, every part of the
vampire myth has been done before…there’s really nothing new you
can add to it anymore…so, the director doesn’t even try…the Priest
is still unable to walk around in sunlight, he still wants to drink
human blood…and he even sleeps in a coffin, or upturned
cupboard…I’m not really sure what it is, but he’s in it, and no one
seems to notice…

   Okay, so this film is pretty fucking amazing…first
off, there’s the director. I haven’t seen
Oldboy, but I was searching for scenes of
the main guy fucking his daughter on youtube, and I found some
parts of the film [not the ones I was looking for, fucking
youtube!] which were beautiful, and the pacing of the images was so
fast…and this is what happens here…the scenes change quickly, and
there are a lot of scenes with the Priest and Tae-Ju [the wacko
wife/love interest] where nothing is said, and the action moves
along quickly…the first time they have sex is quite a long scene,
but straight after it, we’re into another sex scene, as if the rest
of the world doesn’t matter and the most important thing is to see
these two having sex again and again…and it makes sense…you get a
sex scene then a quick shot of Tae-Ju in the oppressive family home
making a dress and staring off into the distance, imagining the
next fuck, and then you have the next fuck…and then, as quickly as
they come, the sex scenes stop, and we’re into murder land…yup,
they plot to kill the idiot husband, and I don’t think that’s too
much of a spoiler as I’ve seen it mentioned in other reviews…and
it’s pretty clear that he’s gonna die, and, okay, I’ll ruin it for
you and tell you, yes, he does…

   And the direction just gets even better…after the
murder, things become weird as the Priest and Tae-Ju try to have
sex again, but are haunted by the husband, dripping wet and loopy
as fuck…and it’s not in some kind of weak flashback or fixed image
of the husband pointing at them like Hamlet’s Dad, it’s scene after
scene of him physically lying on top of them and in between…and it
leads to one of the best images of the film…the Priest, naked, on
top of and fucking Tae-Ju, but with the dead husband between them,
so when the camera pulls back it comes out as some bizarre
threesome, when actually it’s just all in their heads…

   I should stop talking about the director, but I
can’t…it’s his baby, and I love the choices he makes in this…I
mean, there were moments where it felt a little slow, but it’s the
kind of film where you look at the clock to see how long’s left,
but as soon as it’s finished and for the next few days it doesn’t
leave your head…like The Fearless Vampire
Killers, where you think, God, this isn’t funny,
when’s it gonna end? But as soon as it’s over you think back and
remember Polanski and the old Professor running across the top of
the snowy castle for almost five minutes, and it seems like the
most amazing thing…and I get the same feeling about this film, I
cannot stop thinking about it…and that’s down to the director and
the way he makes it so surreal…I’m not sure if surreal sums it
up…I’ve been trying to think of a term for it, but I don’t know if
I can…I guess what he does is drag fantasy into reality, kind of
like they did in District 9 last year…you
know, going round an alien refugee camp, getting them to sign
migration papers…the same kind of dynamic is happening here…the
director makes these vampires real, and the things they do seem
wacky, but they’re exactly what you would probably do if you were a
vampire…and the best example of this comes at the end, where one of
the two does some funny fucking things to try and stay alive…in
fact, the tone of the ending is like nothing you’ve seen…I felt
depressed for two days after watching it, thinking, God, their
world is so fucking empty, everything is so fucking empty…but at
the same time, it’s funny…I love this director, I really do…

   I should talk about the acting a bit…the Priest guy
is probably one of the sexiest fucking vampires ever put on screen,
and he’s a fat, middle-aged Korean guy…the way they’ve done his
hair, like he’s a shaggy dog, is perfect…and the blank expression
he has for pretty much the whole film, and the scene where he
stands in the hallway in that white shirt as a woman runs terrified
towards him…he is cool in a way that Rob Pattison will never be…and
then there’s Tae-Ju, the put upon housewife…I think she’s a famous
singer in Korea, but you wouldn’t know it from this…she has no
make-up on, she looks pale and frumpy, but she’s still fucking
beautiful…so beautiful that I want to become famous just so I can
go to a party in Korea and meet her…and she’s wicked too,
frustratingly wicked…more than wicked maybe, she’s probably a
sociopath…I mean, at first you think she’s the empowered victim,
but then she twists and turns and you start to hate her a little,
but it’s only because she can’t be controlled, and what does that
say about me if I want her to be controlled? Man, that’s an
uncomfortable thought…am I a misogynist? Are other guys misogynists
too? I don’t know, maybe I am, but I still want the Priest to be
able to control her, and this is where the film’s tension comes
from…he’s a decent guy, and he’s fighting to control himself, so we
know him, but she is slipping further and further away into murder,
and you don’t want her to slip too far so he can’t get her back
again…

 What else? The director is unlike any other director out
there, the acting is first-class, the setting is fucking depressing
and empty and really suits the story…I don’t know what else to say
about this film, but I feel like there’s a lot more to be said…I
guess I’m hindered by the rules of reviewing…I can’t talk about
everything, can’t give the second half of the film away, although I
probably already have…did I? Well, sorry, if I have, but I’m not
trained in writing so I don’t really know what I’m doing, and I was
never any good at structure anyway…so, final thought, this film is
incredible, and you should sit down and force yourself to watch it
if you’re the kind of person who watches
Showtime before Raging
Bull.
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"Mike will get a lot of the
credit for this… I mean, he's the star, he wrote it, and all that,
but… Dana Carvey's the one who's gonna get a career out of it. He's
incredible."

Rob Lowe, singing the praises of Dana
Carvey [Garth] in the first 'Wayne's World' movie, 1990

 

 

 

"Can I take your order,
please?"

Dana Carvey [Garth], a KFC somewhere
in West Hollywood, 2011

 

 

 

The Impossible challenge of Paul Walker [via the
precedent of Wahlberg]

 

There are things we want in film, almost without volition.

Even if you're watching a piece of shit like
Smallville, you still want Lex to stop baiting
Superman and turn good.

And there are more…

Look:

Moments of fake emotion:

From bad guy to good guy [also: from morally ambiguous guy to
good guy, or guy doing one good thing despite his nature - see: Ray
Liotta in Copland, Vin Diesel in Pitch
Black]

This is everywhere in Hollywood. It's in the air on set, the
paper of the script, the beard of the director.

Jimmy Franco did it in Spiderman 3.

Geoffrey Rush did it in Pirates 3.

The Klingons did it in Star Trek.

I know there are more.

Then you have the special amendment: From Vulcan to human. McCoy
wanted it so bad in the original series it turned him into a bigot,
and worse, a bit of a prick. Always taunting Spock, making under
the breath remarks about green blood and dumb-headed logic, he was
practically on his knees begging for an 'I love you, Doctor.'

But no matter how close Spock came to being human, they never
quite let him. Why? Because it would've been completely out of
character. But people still wanted it. When he half-died in the
second movie, they even had Kirk insulting him in the eulogy: 'Out
of us all, he was the most human.'

No, he wasn't, he was a fucking robot. He said it himself, at
the end of almost every episode… when his supposed friends would
gather round Kirk and bully him about how different he was… all of
them laughing to his face… McCoy smirking as if this was the
highlight of his day… and what the fuck was he doing on the bridge
anyway? He's a doctor, not a henchman… what possible reason-…

…

…

So some things, we just can't ever have…

Which brings us to the ultimate in impossibles…

Paul Walker.

The human surfboard, somehow a movie star. What's happened
here?

He's in films… you can see him moving and talking… but he's
never really there, is he? People who want to fuck Paul Walker
might tell you he's a powerhouse and, 'wow, look at the way he said
that line, look at the way he's not even looking at the camera,
that's special'…

But this is not true.

There is a precedent for Paul Walker. Its name is Mark Wahlberg.
Seems like a decent guy, humble, picks some good films, good
directors, but… but never quite makes it. I'm not sure exactly what
it is about Wahlberg… every time you watch him in a film, you want
him to do well, but… every time he speaks, he speaks wrong. He
cannot do dialogue.

Wahlberg knows of the shortcoming though, and has improved over
the years. In Entourage, he was so fucking close
to saying the lines right, but… not quite. It was still off. In
The Fighter, Bale and the rest of the cast speak
like there's no such thing as a script, while Wahlberg just can't
block it out. He speaks softly to make it seem like he's speaking
naturally, and he is getting better, but the truth is still right
there: he just can't do dialogue.

Paul Walker has the same problem, but worse… worse because he
says his lines even more dummy-like than Wahlberg. Wayne Kramer
tried to pull him out of this ocean of shitness in Running
Scared but Walker panicked and ate the lifebelt.  In
those car movies, which are pretty much the sum total of his career
now, neither the director nor Walker seem to give a shit anymore.
'Just read the lines as you usually do, Paul. No one's listening.'
Which then makes it weirder when Vin Diesel says his own lines in
the strangest possible way: 'Maybe,' when someone asks him if he's
gonna get caught, 'but not today.' Man, if you've seen the trailer,
you'll know what I mean. It's oddball… maybe the fiftieth version
of how you'd read the line, if you'd tried every other way… but you
get used to it. Unlike Walker, who's got the same mono-version for
every line. Look at his face when he hears Vin speak… it's
confused, questioning, unable to believe he's listening to his own
first language.

Can Walker be saved?

You look into the past, at Tarantino and what he did with
Travolta. Or Roeg and how he dealt with Bowie in The man
who fell to Earth. Or… man, there are probably more…

Lynch and Sting in the sand monster movie? Was that a good
performance? I can't remember…

Mick Jaggar in Freeway?

You wonder… what exactly did Tarantino say to Travolta to get
that performance from him? How closely did he direct?

And whatever it was, can it be applied to Walker?

I believe it can. I believe there is a director out there who
can take this challenge on… don't know what his/her name is or
where they'll come from, but i think I know the 'how' of it…

The Method:

It runs like this: You take Walker and tell him you've got a
script. But not the usual shit, this one's gonna be different.
Then, first day of the shoot, you go to work. You take him to
make-up and make him ugly. You give him different hair, dirty skin,
shit clothes. Then you make him weak. You take away the weights,
the protein shakes, the running shoes. And when he says he wants to
go through the lines, you take away the script.

Then the real work begins…  

You wake him up early and tell him he's a piece of shit. You
keep him up late and taunt him about not being able to speak
properly. You humiliate him in front of the crew and make no
apologies for it. You lock him up between takes and torture him.
You pour oil down his throat and take away his self-worth. You tell
him he never had any self-worth anyway. You take him up in a plane
and when you get high enough, you throw out his parachute and tell
him to fetch. You convince his wife to find someone else. You fire
his maid. You blow up his house. You take him to a shitty motel,
and tell him it's his new home. You wait till dark then break into
his room and steal his TV. You rough him up and put a gun to his
head. You console him the next day. You tell him things will get
better. You take him for a drink and buy him a new TV. You read him
a story as he falls asleep. You make a bomb. You blow up the motel.
You pull him out of the flames. You take him to a mission and tell
him this is his real new home, no lies this time. You pay a tramp
to beat him up in the mission toilets. You pay a whore to refuse to
fuck him. You take him out of the mission and fly him to Iran, and
tell him, 'what do you know about life, if you've never lived in
Iran?' You leave him there. You go make another film and when it's
done you take it to Iran and show it to Walker and tell him how
much better everyone in the film is than him. You watch him break
down. You tell him things are probably gonna get worse. You watch
him climb up onto a nearby roof and threaten to jump. You put the
script on the ground and tell him to aim for that. He does. It
breaks his fall and also his legs. You take him to hospital and
give him some fruit. He asks if this hell will ever end, and you
say no.

Then you shoot.

Can it work?

With the right tyrant pouring the oil, I think it can.

[Note: Same method can be repeated for Wahlberg with minor
changes.]
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Interview with the boys from Hangover 2

 

This interview will be brief… the interviewer was allowed five
questions before they set the dogs on him… here goes:

The interviewer sits on a chair. Bradley Cooper, Zach
Gaflankainos and Ed Helms sit on the couch opposite.

Interviewer: Guys…

Zach: Am I? [Checks his pants] Oh…

Bradley Cooper: What do you see?

Zach: Strangeness, man.

They laugh.

Ed: Oh yeah.

Interviewer: Very funny. Now about the film…
it's a sequel, and we know how those can go. Were you feeling
anxious about re-telling the same joke?

Bradley: I didn't want to do it.

Zach: I still don't believe I did do it. I just
went to Bangkok on vacation, man. Todd [the director] was the one
with all the cameras.

Bradley: Oh, is that why you kept wandering
off-shot?

Zach: The shot wandered off me.

Bradley: Wow, that's a real shocker, dude. I
guess they didn't pay you for this vacation, right?

Zach: I don't know, maybe. To be honest, I
don't really understand money. I still talk to the cash
machine.

Interviewer: If we could get back on track…

Zach: On track, right. Do we get paid for
that?

Bradley: I don't get out of bed for less than
what he gets.

Zach: You're out of bed?

Bradley: My pants are my bed.

Zach: I like your pants.

Bradley: Thanks, man. I like your response
times.

Zach: I like the way you wear your beauty. It's
very rugged. I have the same look but I underplay it.

Bradley: I like the way you underplay
things.

Zach: Like the wolf pack thing? Yeah. [Zach
mimes a plane flying low] Under the radar, man. Zero attention, no
promotron… just the way I like it.

Bradley: Exactly, dude. Can it get any more
subtle?

Zach: I don't think people know that line even
exists. They're reading this right now, thinking, 'wolf pack?'

Ed: Oh yeah.

Interviewer: Second question then… was there
greater pressure to be funnier this time around?

Zach: I don't know, I was on vacation.

Bradley: Yeah, there was insane pressure, right
from when I first read the script. Todd actually got us together
before we started the shoot and told us just how big this thing
was.

Zach: Wait… you mean the first vacation made
money?

Interviewer: Sadly, yes. A lot of money.

Zach stares at the interviewer.

Bradley: The first one was good, but we knew we
could do better. I mean, everyone raves about it, but it wasn't
perfect. I did pretty good, but if you go back and look at Zach's
performance… he really starts to get annoying towards the end.

Zach: What you say, man?

Bradley: So the trick with this one was… and
especially after that piece of shit Due Date… to
make sure Zach didn't derail things.

Zach: What the fuck?

Bradley: Which was pretty tough actually. You'd
think he'd just come in and do the wolf pack line again, but it
didn't work that way, dude. The fact is people expect Zach to be
funny now, and it was a problem, a big problem. And the more people
expect him to be funny, the more he tries and the more embarrassing
it gets.

Zach: Are you serious? I'm the only reason the
first one made anything. What did you do, huh? What funny line did
you say, Hicks?

Bradley: [To Zach] You do tend to repeat the
same performance again and again. It's not hard to see.

Zach: What are you talking about? I've only
done, like, three films.

Bradley: And they're all the same guy. Weird.
Fat. Ultimately annoying.

Zach runs his fingers through his beard.

Zach: You turning on me, King Coop? Is that
it?

Interviewer: He's right though. You are pretty
one-dimensional.

Zach stares at the interviewer.

Bradley: See? You've got no range, man. It's
cruel, but we gotta be honest with each other. I mean, look at me.
I did A Team and it put me in the shit. Made
nothing, fucking pocket change. Then I do that drugs thing and,
thank God, dude, I evened out a little and… fuck, you know how hard
it is to stay at the top, Z.

Zach: Yeah… well, I'll outlast you,
fuck-face.

Bradley: Maybe.

Interviewer: Actually, Z, that's probably not
true. Comedians tend to burn bright and die out quicker than pretty
boys. Not by much, but it happens. Your only real hope is to
diversify and fast, and even then I don't think you've got enough
talent to stretch.

Zach: I got talent.

Bradley: Dude, I don't know about Ed here, but
I gotta say… some of the takes we did, I was getting pretty fucking
bored of you.

Zach stands up and waves his arms about.

Zach: What is this, man?

Bradley: It's publicity, man. What do you
mean?

Zach: You're turning on me, man. You're
humiliating me in front of this… thing. [He points at the
interviewer].

Bradley: That's just not true.

Zach: Is too. Tell him, Ed.

Ed: Oh Yeah.

Interviewer: Okay, final question…

Zach: Fuck you, press-man. I'm done with your
questions.

Bradley: Zach… come on…

Zach looks at the door but has spent too long doing comedy that
he can no longer exit in a serious way. The door scares him.

Zach: Fine. Last question…

Bradley: Good work, man. Sit down…

Zach: But no more shit or I'm leaving…

Bradley: Come on, man. We know you've got a
thing about doors…

Zach: That's bullshit. I love doors.

Bradley: You do?

Zach: [Gulps] Yes.

Interviewer: Right. Do you think the new movie
will make any money?

Bradley: Not a cent.

Zach looks at the door again and wipes sweat off his brow.

Interviewer: Really?

Bradley: I sure hope not.

Interviewer: Zach?

Zach: Yeah… it's a… I don't understand money. I
still talk to the cash… wait… what was the question?

Bradley: If it does make any money, it means
we'll probably have to do another one. And another, and another…
you know how it is…

Interviewer: I know. This could be the sum
total of your career.

Bradley: For Zach? Probably. For me? Who knows,
dude?

Zach: Hey, I heard that, man. And fuck you.
You're not that pretty. And I've got other things I can…
Due Date 2, that TV detective thing… err… new
stuff, fresh market… fresh meat… fresh things I can… do… wait, what
am I [He looks around the room, confused, clearly sweating] Can we
stop this? I really don't… I'm not… can we stop?

Bradley: There ain't gonna be no Due Date 2, Z.
You're the only one talking about it, not Bobby D, not Todd…

Zach: No, seriously, can we stop?

Interviewer: Let's hope this will be the last
movie in the series then…

Bradley: Amen to that.

Zach: Hey, I'm right here… hey! [Zach waves his
hands in the air] Can we start this thing again? Please?

Everyone ignores him. He gives up and slumps back down into the
couch.

Bradley: At least we won't have to go through
these fake publicity things again…

Interviewer: Man, I know what you mean. I had
to do a round table for The Other Guys last year.
Fucking painful.

Bradley: Yeah? I think I read that one.
Wahlberg was actually pretty funny…

Interviewer: Yeah, he was okay…

Zach: [Mumbling] Wahlberg wasn't funny…

Bradley: Which proves my point… comedians
struggle because of expectation, but someone like Wahlberg, no one
expects anything. Same with me. All I have to do is let Zach drown
himself and then step in with a something funny…

Zach: You're not funny…

Bradley: I get by…

Zach sits forward, poking himself in the chest.

Zach: I'm funny…

Bradley: You were.

Zach: I'll show you funny…

Interviewer: Hey, where did the other guy
go?

Bradley: Who, Ed?

Interviewer: Yeah, him.

We all look around except Zach who's trying to eat the
couch.

Interviewer: Did he leave?

Bradley: No, there he is. Look.

Ed is sitting in the same place he was before.

Bradley: Hey, we were just looking for you,
Ed…

Ed: Oh yeah.

Zach: Guys… I'm eating the couch…

Interviewer: So, that's all I got. Good luck
with the movie even though it's a piece of shit.

Bradley: Thanks, man. I'll look out for you on
the way back down.

Zach stands up and talks to his beard.

Zach: No… look, look… I'm inculcating my beard…
I'm turning it into a magazine… I'm spelling in my pants… I'm…

Bradley stands up and walks out of the room.

Zach: I don't believe I did the film… I was on
vacation… fuck… wolf pack, wolf pack…

The interviewer stands and follows Cooper out of the room.

Zach: I like your pants. It's very rugged.
Wait… you mean the first one made money? I still talk to cash… I
don't… no footway, live traffic… Bangkok is rude and flighty… money
doesn't spend me, I spend money… astral fuck honey… thirty years of
Steve Bell… love stick, love stick, newspaper of the year… wait,
you mean Due Date's my mother? I have no dog… it's not fair… help…
help me… Ed, help me… help me…

Ed: Oh yeah.

Zach falls on the floor and crawls towards the door. He puts his
face against the frame and cries.

Zach: You are strong and I respect you. You are
strong and I respect you. You are strong and… open. Open. Open.
Open. Let me past, open. Open. I know the secret code, I know… wolf
pack. It's wolf pack. Subtle wolf pack. Cubby bear. Rich man, poor
man. Damn you… damn you…

The door cannot and does not open.

Zach falls asleep for a hundred years.

…

…

A hundred years later…

Zach wakes up and sees Ed sitting on the couch with a very long,
very white beard.

Zach: Ed… what happened?

Ed: Oh yeah.
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The lost page from 'The Book of Disquiet' by Fernando
Pessoa

 

You all know the book.

Or I'm pretty sure you do.

…

Well, everyone in Portugal knows the book, and the author,
Fernando Pessoa. A poet, a writer, and a very anxious man. Or a shy
man… not sure if the shyness stemmed from anxiety or something
else…

But doesn't all shyness stem from some kind of anxiety? Can you
be comfortably shy?

…

Never mind. Did you know they've turned his house in Lisbon into
a museum? You can go inside and see where he slept, where he wrote,
where he said all the horrible shit he couldn't say outside
[probably].

…

I was in Lisbon last year and a guy running a bar told me about
the zine king of Portugal. I forget his name now, but the guy wrote
down his e-mail for me and I got in touch. Nice guy, the zine king,
and still happy to be a commercial nobody.

He told me he had something big.

'What's that?'

'The lost page!'

I didn't know what he was talking about, but he explained it to
me, slowly, at the same time as showing me all the zines he'd ever
done [I liked the one with the demon tramp on the cover. Should be
a comic strip].

Turns out Pessoa had written an extra page for The Book of
Disquiet that no one knew about. And when the zine king wasn't
looking, I took it.

…

He'll get over it.

…

Here it is, the missing page from The Book of Disquiet,
completely unedited, untouched etc.:

'I sat on the same bench today. The one I've sat on for the last
fifteen years, and the one I will continue to sit on until the day
I die. Oh bench, you are my manacle! But today was peculiar. As I
sat on the bench it occurred to me that neither myself nor the
bench were real, not in any experiential sense. I am the only
carrier of my own experience, a thing which means nothing to me. It
is merely recordings of a mind, and the mind is a thing I dare not
trust because I cannot visualise its core. And the bench… well, it
is a bench is it not? What difference can there be whether it
burdens my ass or a pigeon's? There is no mind, no point of view.
So where lies the unreality? Well, it is everywhere. The bench is
not real because it can never be aware of its own benchness. What
does it record? Nothing. Whereas I, from the crow's nest of my
mind, record everything, yet accept nothing. Ask me where is my
core, what is the controlling centre that interprets, and I cannot
respond. There is no essence within me. I think therefore I am
nothing. Or is it different from that? I think therefore I become
nothing. Whatever the truth, I have decided to continue sitting on
the bench, every day for the rest of my life if I must. There is no
regret from the bench, there is no regret from others who pass me
in the street. Only I am aware of the continuity, and tomorrow I
know it will be unimportant because I will no longer be the same
me.

*********

Today I went to the cinema and watched an American film. Birth
of a Nation. I enjoyed the bit with the horse.

*********

There is a new guy at the office who seems to take pleasure from
humiliating me. This morning he tried to staple my tie to the desk.
This evening, as I sit in my apartment, I think of ways to punish
him. It seems torture, release, and then more torture is the
favoured way. These thoughts, these scenes of an enhanced, foreign
'me' give me momentary pleasure, yet I know that tomorrow I will
think of it no more. Another 'me' has been born and will soon
die.

*********

That American film, it won't leave my mind. I'm not sure for
what reason this occurs, but I do know that I'm beginning to hate
white people. Was there a subtext I missed?

*********

Today was a strange day. Another poet, who I know only through
other poets, approached me in the cafe and asked me to look at his
poem. I didn't want to read the thing, but he already had the paper
practically in my face, so there was nothing to be done but read. A
nuisance, these extravagant ones. Why do they think all poetry must
be bellowed in the streets? I would be much happier if no one ever
read my own work, as there is no true satisfaction to be gained.
How can there be? The written word can never out-perform the idea,
and nothing I have ever written has repudiated this thought.
Anyway, this poet… as I was reading his work, he talked to me. He
asked me if I was enjoying it or not, and before I could answer, he
demanded to know why my face wasn't reacting. I shrugged and told
him it was merely my way of doing things. He wasn't pleased. He
grabbed the paper out of my hand and told me if I was incapable of
performing while reading then I was incapable of understanding the
work. I didn't respond to this, and he walked out. I went back to
my coffee. Did I consider what he'd said? Not at all. To me, this
written work of his… it is no different than my favourite
bench.

*********

It rained all afternoon and I watched it from my window. It gave
me pleasure to see no one enjoying themselves outside.

**********

The office was quiet again today, and the man who wishes to
humiliate me was absent. As there was no real work to do, I tried
once more to visualise my core. It didn't work. How does that make
me feel? I feel nothing, because there is neither an 'I' nor a
'me'. I have no core, or none that I can turn to stone and
evaluate, so how can I feel? I cannot. It is impossible, a game for
fools.

**********

I am utterly bored of life.

**********

I went to the beach today. Next to me was a woman with the most
amazing tits. I considered the idea of conversing with her and
telling her of my struggles to visualise my own core, but felt that
ultimately it was the wrong move to make. Am I a coward? No, it
cannot be. By the same philosophy I live by, I cannot criticise
myself for an element I will no longer possess tomorrow. There are
no cowards, only episodes of cowardice.

**********

I cannot stop thinking of the woman on the beach. It has been
days since I saw her, and even though Lisbon is a compact city, it
is clear to me that I will never encounter her again. So why the
continuation of things past? Perhaps it is her character that
confuses, yet all I can do is create it myself with the tools
available to me. Does she share the same thoughts? Impossible to
determine, and why do I persist with the present tense? She is
dead, gone, lost the moment I fled the beach. But still… could a
woman raised with such tits contemplate the same things as I?

*********

I have reached an impasse. The core I have been searching for,
and am cynical of, has warped itself in such a way that I no longer
know what the word 'core' means. Help.

*********

It's okay. I reached a state of being where I can once again
understand the meaning of the word 'core.'

*********

The office was busy today, yet the man who wishes to humiliate
me found time to call me a coward. I thought about telling him the
difference between being a coward and episodes of cowardice, but he
was already gone. I really hate that motherfucker.

********

So there it is…

The lost page of Pessoa. Not sure it would all fit on one page…
unless the type was point 8 or smaller?

…

Anyway, good to see he went to the beach now and then. It's good
to get out. Sad to see he didn't understand the concept of meeting
the same person twice though.
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The State of Hong Kong Film: Why it's going all
Hollywood…  

 

Hong Kong is not in love with film.

I know this because I live here. I've lived here for over four
years. When I walk in and out of cinemas and cafes next to cinemas
and talk to people who wear t-shirts with Klaus Kinski and Paris,
Texas all I hear is the same old shallow shit. And I don't really
understand anything they say to each other, but I know it's not
about Kubrick or the Rumanian New Wave or the Secret in their Eyes.
They don't care about this kind of thing. Art, I mean.

…

Or they might.

I don't know.

I guess I shouldn't underestimate them.

But-…

…

…

Fuck it, skip forward.

 **********

I'm sitting alone in a cafe on the fourth floor of some hidden
building in Mong Kok… a cafe I heard the art director of Lust
Caution comes to sometimes…

…

Not that I'm here because of him. I came here before I knew
that, for my magazine. And I like the place anyway. I think.

…

The food's pretty shit, actually. And this seat's not very
comfortable.

…

Okay, I am here because of him. And that's not a bad thing. Not
really. I mean, an art director's gotta be more interesting than
most people you meet, and this guy worked with Ang Lee. Not that I
really like Ang Lee that much. But still…

…

And it's better than being one of those people who avoids a
place just because someone like the art director of Lust Caution
went there. Or avoids it because other people will come here for
the art director of Lust Caution, and they want to pretend they're
not one of them.

…

…

Man, I'm not sure what I'm arguing. He's not even here. What is
this?

In the newspaper there's something about the new Aaron Kwok Fu
Shing film, 'City under Siege.'

'Aaron Kwok Fu Shing leaves the circus to follow his dream
of throwing knives for a living. While searching for lost Japanese
gold [??], a mysterious gas turns him and five others into
preternaturally strong mutants, and all hell breaks loose in Hong
Kong.'

I put down the newspaper. 'While searching for lost Japanese
gold… '

…

Krist, it sounds terrible.

 **********

In the local arts cinema, there's a trailer for the new Andy Lau
Tak Wah film. 'Detective Dee and the fantasy something.' I know
this one. It showed at Venice last year. Tsui Hark directing. Can
it be good?

…

Andy Lau floats around in a funny hat and swishes his sword.
Other characters in black and navy blue do the same. Then there's a
forest, a cave, a few colours I've never seen before. Lau doing a
somersault in a canoe?

…

Then it ends.

…

Huh?

 ************

The main film plays.

…

Aaron Kwok searches for the Japanese gold with other characters
the same size as him. Aaron Kwok is 5' 6”. Or 5' 2”. I'm not really
sure.

…

Then there's some gas… the mysterious gas? It hits them all and
the others become stronger and nastier and one guy turns into a
monster. I mean, he physically looks like a monster. Aaron Kwok
changes too, but… he becomes fat. Huh?

 **********

Another hour and it's done. I walk out and hear a few people
say, 'man, that was just like a Hollywood film. It's about time
they put some kind of budget behind one of these.'

…

Actually, they're speaking in Cantonese, and all I heard was, '…
… … … … … Hollywood … … … … … … … … … …'

But I stand by my translation.

 **********

There's a cafe next to the cinema called Kubrick. I go in and
find it's like a little cut-away piece of Europe. They've got Dr
Caligari and his Cabinets. Fitzcarraldo. Three Colours Red. I take
a seat next to a guy in a Parallax View t-shirt and write some
notes on the film.

'They used the same cameras as Bourne.

Aaron Kwok = Tom Cruise

There's no creativity in the story or the shot compositions.
The camera has to stay low 'cos Kwok's a midget.

Where now for HK film?

Cops and triads. Period Farce. Social dramas. Is this
it?

…

Somersault in a canoe??'

 *********

Later that night I think of Dai Lowe, that nobody Scottish
artist. 'People scorn art because it seems difficult, and they are
too scared to try and understand it.'

 **********

The next day I try another film. This one's a social drama
called 'Girl$'. What I've heard about it is:

'Four girls from different backgrounds fall into compensated
dating, where they are paid for dates, and the sex that inevitably
follows.'

I've also heard: 'Only one girl, Taiwanese actress Una Lin,
is contracted for nudity.'

…

Meaning the rest are prudes.

 **********

It's the midday showing and I'm pretty much alone in the cinema.
Two other guys sit as far away as they can. I can't be sure but I
think they're here for Una Lin.

…

I think I am too.

Krist.

 **********

There are two trailers. First up is 'The Curse of the Deserted'
with loudmouth Chinese actress Kitty Zhang. It's a haunted house
film. With pop stars.

…

Oh, Kitty Zhang. Krist, she's pretty.

…

Krist, it looks bad.

…

Next is 'Zoom Hunting' with some actress I've never seen before.
She's pretty too. Of course she is. There are no Joan Cusacks in
Hong Kong film. No Paul Giamattis either.

…

The pretty girl sits at her apartment window taking photos of
her neighbours.

…

There's some snooping.

…

Some fucking.

…

Some violence.

…

Great. The eighty-first fucking version of Rear Window.

 *********

The film starts.

…

The four girls hang out and talk candidly about sex. There's no
insight. They go on dates. Three of them talk in bed with other
guys, the covers pulled tight over their chests. Una Lin gets
fucked every which way, no cover in sight. The aim, the youngest
one says, is to make enough cash to buy that new Guggi bag.

 **********

The film ends.

The two other guys leave first, satisfied, I think.

 **********

In the Kubrick Cafe I make more notes.

'Well shot, good jump cuts, but where's the depth?

What is depth? Didn't I come just to see Una Lin's
tits?

This film was clearly made by a student.

Kenneth Bi… the director… what does he know of
this?

He's a rich kid. They're all rich kids, every fucking
film.

Rich kids = educated, intelligent, unenlightened.

I'm too harsh? Rich people can have something to say too,
can't they?'

I put down the pen, stand up and wander over to the Herzog
section.

 *********

I'm in class the next day and one of my students tells me she
loved the Aaron Kwok thing, 'City Under Siege.' She is thirteen
years old.

…

In a weird way I think I liked it too. I don't know why.

…

She also tells me a new film called 'The Stool Pigeon' is
supposed to be good.

…

'The Stool Pigeon'?

'A frustrated policeman uses informants to take down
gangster thieves, but finds each one killed, and his own sense of
complicity in their deaths weighing him down, driving him to
increasingly desperate lengths.'

I look online and she's right, it's supposed to be good. Very
good. Even if it is cops and triads.

 ***********

Back in the cinema, I'm too late for the trailers.

…

The film starts.

…

The policeman tells a frightened man he can't give him any more
cash. A few minutes later and he's being chased and chopped in a
car park. The policeman shouts at himself and his warehouse. Is
that where he lives? Shit. Then he recruits a street racer,
Nicholas Tse. I know him. His wife was in Shaolin Soccer. Cecilia
Chung. She was in that sex scandal too.

…

Nicholas Tse gets in tight with a thief called Barbarian. And
his girlfriend. She's not that pretty. The policeman pushes him
further. But he doesn't threaten him. He's just cold, like a
sociopath. Is there anything else to this guy?

…

Wait, he likes a dance instructor. No, she's his wife. But-… oh
right, she was his wife, but he got syphilis and gave it to her and
they lost their kid and then she jumped off a roof and lost her
memory and-… huh?

…

Oh, she's gone. Never mind.

…

Hong Kong looks really different in this film. Are they using a
new kind of lens? I don't know. I recognise some of these
locations. That one's Tsim Sha Tsui. There's Yau Ma Tei. This is
good fun. Wait, there's Kwun Tong, a ten minute walk from my house.
And they're chasing Nicholas Tse with choppers. Fuck… choppers.
Can't they use guns?

 **********

Once more, I make notes.

'It's cops vs triads, it's the Infernal Affairs dance again,
but… not as good.

The locations… how did they film that?

Rush Hour 2 – They shot the police station in Yau Ma Tei but
it was a single, framed shot. And shit.

Stool Pigeon – Continuous shooting, moving through the
streets.

Beautifully shot.'

 

 **********

I'm at home searching for more local films.

…

There's some kung fu thing opening next week. Hm, not sure. And
there's the Andy Lau thing. 'Detective Dee and the fantasy
something.' That opens in a week. Maybe I should go and see that.
It did go to Venice after all.

…

I think back to the trailer. The forest, the cave, the
wushu.

…

The somersault in a canoe.

…

…

Fuck it.
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Top 10 Movie Castles!

 

A castle is a beautiful thing, and a movie castle is even
better.

The cameras make the interior look bigger, the lighting makes it
look more mysterious, the actors play out some kind of story that
makes it more interesting.

But have you ever been to a castle? A public one? In the
cold light of day [because you can't go at night unless you hide
somewhere and wait for the workers to leave]?

Have you ever been to the castle from Indiana Jones and the Last
Crusade? I haven’t, but i bet it’s no fun, not when there’re
no Nazis shooting at you, or no Sean Connery discovering secret
exits. And it has to be the same with every movie or fantasy
castle. The only place we can see castles we love is on film and in
fantasy books, and the only reason we love castles to begin with is
because of these mediums. Which might be some kind of loop or
something, I guess.

Anyway, I’m talking and talking…let’s do the top ten.

 

10 – Indiana Jones and the last crusade

Apparently somewhere in Austria, but if you look on www.imdb.com then I think you’ll find
it’s somewhere in Germany. I could be wrong though. What’s so great
about it? The fact that you can arrive at night, in a storm, and
then less than an hour later you leave and it’s morning. Perhaps
some kind of time dilation? Is the castle moving at the speed of
light, while outside nature is stagnant? Actually, if the castle
were going at the speed of light it might be a little further on
than the next morning.

9 – Count Duckula’s castle

It might be difficult to find this one…not because it’s trapped
in animation, but because it never stays still. We’re not sure how
Duckula can teleport an entire castle wherever he likes, but he
can, and does. Also, the design of the castle is brilliant. The
exterior is all jagged edges and slanted windows, and it’s pretty
clear that the place never gets cleaned, even though Duckula
employs a nanny and a PA. There is weird science in this castle,
but no evil and you’ve gotta give credit for that.

8 – The castle in the lake [Conan the
Destroyer]

It’s been a while since I’ve seen this one, and there’s a strong
possibility it’s a set…in fact, most castle interiors on film are
sets which is depressing…but even the exterior of this one seems
too good to be true. Still, it’s got the protection of a lake
surrounding it, so you’d feel safe if you lived there at least.
Unless it is real, and a load of tourists turn up.

7 – Addams Family

Not really a castle, more like a mansion. But what a mansion!
All those chains and underground passages and even some kind of
sewage system you can ride a gondola through. I think it hires the
same cleaning company as Count Duckula too, as there’s dust and
dirt everywhere, but it’s quite atmospheric really. The only real
problem I can see is the morality system of Gomez and Morticia, and
the kind of things they’re teaching their kids. If you stay there,
they probably will try and kill you, and even if the tone is
blackly comic you won’t care because you’ll be dead.

6 – Highlander

There were two castles in this one, I think. The first one
looked a bit dull, but thankfully the film didn’t stay there long.
The second one was better. What seemed to be a huge spiral
staircase leading up to the top of the castle and no rooms
what-so-ever. Or if there were, I didn’t see them. Where did they
sleep? No wonder they had to have sex outside, there were no
fracking beds. And how did they get this castle anyway? Was there a
recession and no other buyers? I guess it’s beside the point,
really, as the castle gets trashed by Sean Connery and that prison
guard from 'Shawshank Redemption'. Man, he was angry.

5 – Pass

I’ve just realised I’m struggling to fill ten here, so let’s
skip number five. Also, my dinner’s nearly ready.

4 – Willow

I can’t remember exactly what this castle looks like, but I’m
pretty sure it was medieval. And I’m also sure most of it was a
set. But it looked decent. Actually, I think I prefer a lot of the
others on this list to this castle, so maybe the ranking system
doesn’t mean as much as I thought it did.

3 – Lord of the Rings

The one built on the huge cliff, where the mad king gets set on
fire and runs off the edge, 'Thelma and Louise' style, only without
a car, and without a Louise. This one is in New Zealand, and is
nowhere near as large as you think it is. You’ll see what we
mean.

2 – Hogwarts

Whatever you think of Harry Potter, and I kinda like it, the
castle school is pretty damn incredible. I’ve heard it’s up in
Scotland somewhere, only there’s no forbidden forest nearby, and no
Chamber of Secrets, and no secret passage to that little village a
few miles away. And no Daniel Radcliffe [unless his career goes
supernova, and i mean supernova in the bad sense, as in if he's a
big enough star then he's gonna turn into a black hole and suck
himself-… err… forget that… and he loses his house and has to squat
somewhere, and, oh, wait, no one's in Hogwarts this time of year,
why don't I go there?]. But no matter what the castle looks like in
reality, the film version of it is brilliant, and who wouldn’t
wanna walk around and explore a little?

1 – The Fearless Vampire Killers

Probably the loneliest castle ever put on film. I’m not sure
exactly where it is…I tried to find it once, and although a lot of
people claim it’s near Urtijei in Northern Italy, I couldn’t find
it there…but wherever it is, it’s beautiful. If you haven’t seen it
then let me delineate. It’s on a slight hill, it’s covered in snow.
In fact, the snow is so thick it’s climbing up the walls [in the
film, the professor can reach the top of the wall standing outside
on the snow]. And inside, it has a courtyard with a corridor
running alongside it, so it’s not only interiors. And then there
are paintings on the wall, a library, a couple of vampires, and
almost no other people from outside going near the place. This is
the place Dracula’s castle should be. And if you’ve been to Romania
and seen Dracula’s castle, both of them, then you’ll know they’re
rubbish.

That's it, the best of the best. Or the best I could think of
without doing any research. If you know any other castles, let us
know.
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The cast of 'Buffy Vampire Slayer': where are they
now?

 

Gupter Puncher's not sure if anyone else noticed, but 'Buffy'
isn't on TV anymore.

Every September we waited… for eight years… then nothing.

Was there a strike?

Or a creative hiatus?

According to wiki, it was neither. It just finished, that's all.
But for the cast it wasn't over. They had the rest of their lives
to think of, and money to make… what could they do next?

Let's see:

Sarah Michelle Gellar [Buffy]

For a few minutes, it looked like she could be a movie star.
Richard Kelly was doing his 'Pulp Fiction' and she was balls deep
in the middle of it. And near enough the same time, she had the
second dog movie coming out. No one thought that'd be great, but
stacked next to the Kelly thing it gave the impression of quantity
at least.

But then Cannes sharked out of the water and 'Southland Tales'
was crowned a piece of shit. And the dog movie was actually okay…
not the best thing out there, but you could get from beginning to
end safely enough. But the other one, the Kelly thing… could she
survive it?

No, she couldn't. Last seen [professionally] lobbying hard for
another dog movie, she's since married the blonde guy from the same
film, and had a kid with him. Or by him. Near him? I'm pretty sure
they all live in the same house anyway. But there's a problem. Her
husband, Freddie Prinze Jr, has recently ceased to exist. Like
Marty McFly in 'Back to the Future', only this time it's not just a
hand, it's his whole body. What happened?

He just stopped working. There was a series of '24', but it was
too late, no one was watching. And the ones who were, they didn't
know it was him. Even he had to double-take whenever it came on TV.
But it's still work, isn't it?

Yes, but the thing with him is… he never really existed in the
first place. Turns out he was clone, and the real Freddie Prinze Jr
was put to sleep after the second 'I know what you did… ' movie.
Which means Gellar, all these years, has been fucking a clone.
Which also means she had a fake baby. Did she realise? How could
she not, its skin was plastic. And that's why she keeps it chained
up in the pram.

Is there any future for her in Hollywood?

It's not looking good, but another five or ten years and we'll
have a 'Buffy' reboot, and she'll probably play the mum. Or old
Buffy. Or Harmony. Until then, it's a fake baby and those empty
spaces in the mansion Prinze Jr used to fill.

Nicholas Brendon [Xander]

With this one we can be brief.

Alyson Hannigan [Willow]

Got caught releasing a sex vid, and is so far the only cast
member proven to have had sex in real life. Professionally, she
voiced a talking milkshake in a North Korean anime. Does she turn
up at conventions? Yup, she's there every year, but her table is
becoming more and more uninteresting as she refuses to speak to any
of the fans. And she steals pens. Is there any way back up the
movie tree? Barring a fucking miracle, very unlikely.

David Boreanaz [Angel]

This guy was smart [initially]. He jumped into his own
franchise, which turned out to be pretty good. High points were the
demon karaoke scenes, low points, the constant molesting of guest
stars. Adam Baldwin [guest villain for a few episodes of the last
series, and the ultimate journeyman actor] told Vareity: 'My first
day on set, he was rubbing up against me. I thought it was weird,
but then I saw him doing it to the camera guy too. After that I
just figured it was normal, like some special way he had of getting
into character. It was only when he tried to fist me in the car
park scene [Baldwin's character is chasing Angel and gang, and
forces them to sign a contract in the car park] that I realised,
'hey, that's not in the script, and hey again, why are you naked?'
That was a real eye-opener, that's for sure.' Boreanaz shrugged off
the mounting claims by saying it was just improv ['It's a car park,
we're tired, it's take seventeen or whatever… why not try something
different, y'know?'].

After 'Angel' finished, Boreanaz showed how smart he was by
jumping onto a piece of shit show called 'Bones'. He was one of the
two major characters, and he seemed to be doing okay until… well,
until an extra said he tried to fuck her in his car. The case got
chucked out of court, but some of the details were interesting.
Apparently, Boreanaz didn't try to fuck her, he simply drove to a
park outside LA and played with himself for three hours. She said
things were okay at first, but pretty soon became uncomfortable.
Boreanaz denied the claims, calling the extra 'a fantastasist' and
'a really bad liar', amongst other things ['I can't take a shit
without the paps clicking at me… you really think they'd give me
three hours freedom to tug myself off in a public park?'].

After 'Bones', it's unclear what Boreanaz will be capable of,
but it probably won't be movies. Shame, he's quite a funny guy.

James Marsters [Spike]

The guy who probably got the most acting acclaim out of 'Buffy',
he threw all that out the window when he turned up in 'Smallville'
as a brainy robot. Reputation as a decent TV actor has pretty much
stuck, and it's hard to see him cracking the movie-sphere, unless
he gets lucky with an indie, or starts fucking someone famous[er].
Mel Gibson?

The Master

Can't remember the actor's name, but he had one good line in the
first series before being thrown onto some kind of antler and
coughing up a load of flies[?]. Times must be tough for a guy no
one knows the name of, but there's always conventions.

Anthony Stewart Head [Giles]

Came from nowhere to win the part of Giles and, of all the cast,
was the one desperately clinging onto its ankles. Since 'Buffy'
ended, he's turned up in 'Hotel Babylon' [a shitty UK show with
ex-soap stars, set in a tacky hotel somewhere in a made-up version
of London] as a suicidal jingle composer. He didn't die in the
episode so there's always the danger he could go back, but really,
what else is there for him?

Charisma Carpenter [Cordelia]

Memorable because of her name, she coasted through both 'Buffy'
and 'Angel', finally getting killed off in season five. It was
kinda sad to see her go as it left Angel with no one to fuck
[perhaps causing the later rubbing up against Adam Baldwin
incident??], and also sad because it gave you the feeling it would
be the last time she'd be seen on TV.

But Charisma surprised us all by turning up in 'The Expendables'
last year.

What was her part?

She was the female dummy who got beaten up by a prick, who in
turn got beaten up by Jason Statham. A nothing part in a big film,
actresses only do this shit to stay on the radar, but as long as
the scriptwriters are all male, and the female parts are all wives
and sluts then a nothing role in a big film will only lead to more
nothing roles in other big films until someone younger comes along
and starts the whole loop again. Pity Charisma, but don't pity too
much as she was never that good at acting anyway.

Anyone else? Can't think of any major ones… time to look at the
bit-parts:

Seth Green [Oz]

His time came and now, thank fuck, it's gone. 'Family Guy'
continues to keep him on life-support, but lack of range/talent
will surely pull him into the shit before much longer. And by shit,
we mean conventions.

Marc Blucas [Riley]

They gave this guy a shot at the big time [The Katie Holmes film
'President's Daughter [?]], but through no fault of his own it all
turned to shit. Turned up in that Tom Cruise film last year, as a
nothing character with one scene where he had to play it straight.
It's been rumoured he's too tall to really make it in Hollywood,
and some sources we made up have said he's offered to shrink
himself to stay in the business. Has also been snapped walking
around with LA with a hunch, but it seems too little too late.
Could use his height to play a Klingon in the next 'Star Trek' spin
off, but not much else. Poor guy.

Jonathan

This guy has the opposite problem; he's too tiny. Has gone into
meetings and stood there unseen. Official stats put him at 5' 5",
which is the same as Dustin Hoffman, but actors always lie about
their heights, and in this case it's not looking high enough.
Still, there's always the conventions.

Adam

The bad guy from Season Four, he wasn't actually that bad in the
role. He did get on the nerves of the main cast though, a lot of
them complaining he tried to hurt them for real in some of the
fight scenes ['In the scene, he was supposed to rip my head off. In
reality, dude, he tried to rip my head off. One hand on my
shoulders, the other gripping my hair real hard… if i hadn't
screamed, I swear to God I wouldn't be here today, man.' - vampire
in 'cave scene']. Gellar admitted in a later interview that he had
been a bit of a dick, but it was okay really as he wasn't going
anywhere acting-wise.

After the show, it's not known what happened to him, because no
one can remember his name, and everyone's too lazy to look it up on
imdb. Convention king maybe?

Dawn [Michelle Trachtenberg] 

Has grown into a woman with incredible breasts. Has no real
talent, so the only thing to do is to wait until her career falls
low enough for her to make erotic thrillers. Some have said she's a
prude, so even this might not happen… though other actors who have
fucked her tell us she's pretty much up for anything. Time will
tell.

The Judge

You may not remember this guy, but he was the big vamp that
Buffy shot with a rocket launcher in season two. At the time he was
everywhere, with his most famous role being the shape-shifter in
the 'X-Files'. Sadly, the Judge has been missing for the last seven
years, and was last seen walking into Pakistan in an attempt to
Christianise all the bad people there. May have been a blur between
role and reality here, but he could also have been trying to fake
his own death and evade tax payments… who knows?

Riley's friend [Graham]

We're really getting into the cracks here. This guy had no
lines, no expressions, no neck, and no discernible purpose. Last
seen in cheap horror flick 'Blood Ocean' trying to fuck a boat. The
only hope for salvation is… yup, conventions… but the key question
is: do enough people know who he is?

Ah… I forgot two big ones…

Joss Whedon [Creator of 'Buffy', 'Firefly' and
'Angel']

He's been shat on most of his professional career, but finally
got a bit of luck last year when he was picked to direct 'The
Avengers'. The only blip is: will anyone listen to him? Robert
Downey Jr has [reportedly] already told him to stay at least five
kilometres away from the set… he is directing via TV link up, a
kind of modern day Evil Edna [the villainous walking TV from
'Willow and the Wisp']… and, worse, Samuel L Jackson is using him
as a couch. The only member of the cast who seems to have any
respect for him is Nathan Fillion, and he's not even in the movie.
But still… director of the biggest film of next summer… pretty
good, right?

Eliza Dushku [Faith]

Made a lasting impression on 'Buffy' as a dangerous fuck, but
hasn't been able to climb up the movie vine with any great
conviction. There were a couple of horror films, but they didn't do
much business, and most people are basically seeing her as a
'Trachtenberg' type… wait another couple of years and they'll come
out [hopefully with fucking at the same time, and no body- double].
In her heart of hearts she'd probably prefer not to be a wank-dummy
for guys who can't assert themselves with real people in real life,
but this is the way of the movie biz. You're female, you're over
thirty, you're getting your tits out. The only other directions
open to her would be to stick it out in TV land or embrace
conventions. Your call, Faith.

Is that all of them?

Well, it's most of them at least. I'm sure a lot of bit players
were missed, and maybe that wish demon woman that Xander almost
married, but they're not really going anywhere anyway.

Next issue: The cast of 'Sliders'.
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How to Philosophy: 'The Rebel' - Albert
Camus

 

 'An embarrassed Sartre met Camus in the street. He
warned him that The Rebel would be reviewed, but not favourably.
Who on the staff of Les Temps Modernes would tackle the wretched
book?'

*************

I'll start on the first page, with no guarantees I know what I'm
talking about:

'What is a rebel? A man who says no: but whose refusal does
not imply a renunciation. He is also a man who says yes as soon as
he begins to think for himself. A slave who has taken orders all
his life, suddenly decides that he cannot obey some new command.
What does he mean by saying 'no'?'

Okay, this is the first paragraph, so what's he talking about?
Seems to be definitions. What is a rebel and how big exactly is his
'no'? Or maybe, how far does it stretch?

The answer doesn't appear to be in this paragraph. And when I
read on a few more pages, it doesn't appear to be there either. So,
how far does a rebel stretch? Dunno. He says no, but maybe no more
than once, and he probably won't build anything more out of his
single no. So, no revolution. Is that what the whole book's
saying?

The first chapter is kinda boring. Let's skip forward.
Metaphysical rebellion. Sounds tough, but we've gotta try and
understand it at least. Let's see:

'Metaphysical rebellion is the means by which a man protests
against his condition and against the whole of creation. It is
metaphysical because it disputes the ends of man and of creation.
The slave protests against the condition of his state of slavery;
the metaphysical rebel protests against the human condition in
general.'

The metaphysical rebel is a person who doesn't agree with the
Universe or God or what it is to be human, so he rebels. I guess
that's clear enough. But how can the rebel say no exactly? Or, how
can he say no to what he is? We're all human and we're all living
in the same world so there's not much you can do about that,
Camus.

You could write a book and whine about it a lot. That's one
thing. Or you could kill yourself. But then you look a bit dumb. I
mean, you'll be dead, and you won't be able to know for sure that
people found out about your rebellion against yourself. They'll
probably just think you were depressed.

Is he gonna talk about reality and how it's not really as real
as we think it is? I hope he doesn't. I'm kinda bored of all that.
This is real. It's all real, every tree and table and murder. I'm
not sure if I can prove it, but if it weren't all real, would it
really be so depressing?

I guess aliens could be controlling us. Or our real bodies could
be elsewhere… or our real spirit or soul or whatever…

But, really? I don't know. I've been reading a lot of Sherlock
Holmes recently, and what he always says is, 'Watson [who never
seems to grow any smarter during the sixty or so stories he dogs
around after Holmes], whatever is left after all possible things
have been refuted, no matter how impossible, must be the truth.' I
think that's it. But now I read it back, I don't think it's saying
what I thought it was saying. I wanted to use a quote that says to
follow logic, and to put everything else, like the supernatural, to
one side until more evidence comes.

No, I've tried to find it again, but it's gone. But he did say
it somewhere. Anyway, back to Camus.

I think there's a bit later on where he talks about Dostoevsky.
Ivan and the Brothers Karamazov. Hang on…

Yup, got it. Page fifty-one. The Rejection of Salvation. I like
this section.

'But with Dostoevsky the account of rebellion goes a step
farther. Ivan Karamazov sides with mankind and stresses human
innocence. He affirms that the death sentence which hangs over them
is unjust. Far from making a plea for evil, his first impulse, at
least, is to plead for justice which he ranks above divinity. He
does not absolutely deny the existence of God. He refutes Him in
the name of moral value.'

Camus goes on to ask why God allows children to suffer… or Ivan
asks it, but Camus uses it… and if God pops up after we die and
says, 'well done, mate, you made it. You're in,' then we have every
right to tell him to go fuck himself. Because of all the horrible
stuff he's done, I think.

Is that right? I think Camus says suffering should not be
necessary to get to the truth, and… I think that's a Christian
thing he's attacking… Jesus on the cross and it's all okay because
suffering leads to salvation… but… I'm not sure if I get this.
Wait…

No, it's okay. I get it now. And it's good. I can't really
explain it to you though.

What else?

Camus stays with Ivan and says he'll reject God and live a
simple life and… and even if there's nothing beyond death then so
be it, he'll live anyway, without truth.

'But to live is also to act. To act in the name of
what?'

I don't know, man. Camus is asking a lot of questions. But I
don't know if he's right about living being a form of action. I
don't feel like it's an act when I open my eyes in the morning and
get out of bed and go to work and teach things that come on
autopilot. Man, I don't even know how I can speak sometimes. Where
is it coming from? How do I construct my sentences so fast? It's
not by my will is it? Doesn't feel like it. I don't know. Seems to
me that living is the thing you do despite yourself, despite
anything. Even if you really don't want to go to work, your body
and I guess part of your brain still goes… is that really an act? I
mean, really, really an act?

But then nothing's an act. I don't do anything. I'm like an
avatar for my own self… only I don't know where the operator is. Is
this bullshit?

'But if there is no virtue, there is no law: 'All is
permitted.'

Camus says this is the starting point of nihilism. I guess it
is, though I'm not sure nihilists would even allow the word
'permitted.' It just is. And then he goes on to talk about it being
okay for Ivan to kill his father or allow him to be killed because
everything is permitted…

Hang on, I'm confused. Actually, I'm confused on two levels.
Wait.

Okay, I've sketched it out in my head. Two levels of
confusion.

Shit, hang on… I've gotta go to work…

…

Right, I'm back Sorry about that. It's been a few days and… I
don't know, looking back at the notes I'm finding it kinda hard to
get back into this… I had it four days ago, but that was four days
ago, and that's the fucking joke of it… the joke of my life here
that I have to interrupt something like this just to teach some
little shits how to do something they don't even wanna do…
seriously, some of them can't even count and I have to sit there
doing all this… all this counting stuff and… fuck it, what's the
point? Where was I? Confusion… two levels… okay, two levels of
confusion, Ivan Karamazov, got it. Wait.

Okay… One, Ivan didn't kill or allow his father to be killed,
did he? Wasn't it the other guy, the illegitimate son… Smernakov? I
can't remember all of it, but Ivan left before the murder and I
think the narrator said he sensed something bad was gonna happen to
his dad, but… that's not really a conviction, is it? And two, is
Camus still linking this to rebellion?

I don't know, but he seems to say nihilism is a murderous thing.
All is permitted so people are gonna start murdering each other…
but why? The way I always figured it, nihilists are more likely not
to care enough to murder anyone. I mean, what's the point? It's not
like it changes anything. They're more likely to either shoot
themselves out of boredom, or just sit on their couch watching Iron
Chef.

I'm not sure if this take on nihilism is accurate or not. I feel
that Camus must know more about this stuff than me. I mean, he
wrote a book on it, he had a bigger brain. But… he's been dead for
fifty years. I'm still alive, and I know stuff he doesn't. And just
because he wrote this book, doesn't mean he's right. It's not like
I can't disagree with him. Do I disagree with him? I can't
remember. This is becoming really confusing. Fucking kids. Fucking
classrooms. I know I had it before…

…

Okay, back. Sorry [again], but I just needed a short break.
Where was I? Nihilists?

Okay, so Camus is saying nihilism is a path to murder, and I'm
saying, no, it's really not. It's a path to daytime TV and not
giving a shit. A nihilist still has a brain, right? He still has a
moral system… or he can still have one or not have one, whichever
one he wants as it doesn't really matter either way…

Hang on, I've forgotten why I was writing this…

A defence of nihilism? They have a moral system and… what? To
murder someone is to act and you have to have a reason to do that,
and… a nihilist wouldn't do that because… or he might do that
because he doesn't care about the consequences, but… no, he might
care about the consequences, or he can care about them as much as
anyone else… and he has morals so…

No, I'm lost. I know there was a reason behind all that, but
it's gone. Fuck.

…

More Camus then? Okay, let's move way ahead, because
metaphysical rebellion is really starting to get to me.

'According to him [Hegel], absolute and abstract freedom
must inevitably lead to terrorism; the rule of abstract law is
identical to the rule of oppression.'

Before this Camus wrote some stuff about the French Revolution
and killing the regent and what happens after something like that,
which history tells us wasn't so great. Or it was great. The Great
Terror. But it wasn't a great thing to be caught up in, I
guess.

I don't think Camus says too much about the actual guillotine
itself, but he should. I mean, it's a pretty horrible way to die.
On your knees, not being able to look at the blade, waiting for it
to fall. And you know your head's not going to be on your body
after it's all done. There has to be a really sick power in that
kind of death, at least for the guy dishing it out. I mean, if you
knew you'd be dying by lethal injection, would you really fear it
so much? But the guillotine… that's something else.

Not sure why I'm bringing attention to this. I guess it's my
fear and not really related to rebellion or what Camus is saying.
What is he saying again? Wait…

Right, killing the regent. The country ruled by a regent for
hundreds of years, suddenly being regentless. Which in effect means
systemless. Which is where the Great Terror came in. But let's try
and figure out what Camus' point is here, because I feel like this
part is wandering a little.

So, the killing of the regent is the rebellion. It kills the
system because the guys who cut off the King's head don't want
another king to take his place. They want a piece of the action
themselves, because… I don't really know why, but I guess they have
big ideas and they figure they can do better than the last guy.

Okay, I think this is Camus' point in a nutshell. I mean, the
point of the whole book. Though I'm not completely sure as it's
happening on page ninety-four of a two hundred and seventy page
book. Seems a bit early for nutshell points, but… I don't know,
maybe he just repeats it for the next two hundred or so pages?
Wait…

…

Okay, it's taken nearly two months to read this thing… and I've
kinda forgotten why I started this in the first place… I mean, it's
not like it's gonna make my reputation or anything… it's not like
anyone's reading… but, yup, I was right. He pretty much repeats
it.

So the point is, rebellion is great, but don't try and build
anything on it. Is that it?

Wait…

…

Okay, I've been re-reading this solidly for another month, and
it really does seem to be his point. I mean, I could be wrong.
There are a lot of pages… sections even… where I really don't have
any idea what he is talking about, so maybe in those parts he is
unmaking the point, or adding something onto the point… I don't
know… but from what I've read and understood, this is his
point.

But, hang on… have I really understood it? Was there actually a
connection between the text and my brain where I read the words and
processed them objectively? It seems unlikely. I've known this for
a while now, but I know I tend to make my mind up about things
before I read them. Like any article I read on China, I
automatically side against China. They could be doing lovely
things, but I don't care. My bias holds firm. But then… what bias
do I have against Camus?

Wait…

I'm back. You can't see this but I've just drawn two columns on
a piece of paper and titled them: Camus Vs Sartre. And looking at
it now, it seems that I like Camus a lot more than I like the
midget. So I can't have any bias against Camus.

What does that mean again?

Wait…

Oh yeah, I remember. Do I understand his point, or am I
subjectively against it before I've even read it? And I've worked
out my non-bias, so that means… but, no… I still don't think I've
really given a fair trial to what he's said. Why?

I'm against philosophy. I'm insecure when it comes to
intellectualism. I'm a radical. I'm an anti-whatever was happening
before.

Wait…

…

…

Wow, I'd almost forgotten about this thing. Seriously, I had to
go to the library to get the book out again, and it's been so long
they'd moved it to a different library. Luckily, I'm pathetic
enough to still be here… even though everyone who's anyone got the
fuck out of this place a long time ago…

But still…

I'll try and get back into things. Where was I?

Metaphysical rebellion… bias… Sartre Vs Camus… I'm against
philosophy… a radical…

Okay, I remember, and yeah, even though I haven't written
anything for a while, I have been thinking about it for the last
year or so… well, on and off for the last year or so, because other
things come and go and you can't think about one book constantly
for so long… sometimes you just have to be patient and wait for it
to make itself clearer… and sometimes other stuff, not so good
stuff… mind stuff… kinda takes away your power to give time to any
of this… but over the last year [or so… ] I've realised the
following, [and I'm determined to be truthful about all this, or I
really am a nothing nobody]:

Yes, I'm against philosophy. It takes a long time for me to
understand it and I don't like things that confuse me. In fact, I
haven't picked up a philosophy book in over six months, not since
Deleuze.

Yes, I'm insecure about intellectualism. I don't like smart
people, and I fear people who are smarter than me. That's why I
surround myself with idiots and people who speak English as a
second language. These are people I can step on. I really must stop
doing this. [Oh, and this is probably why I don't like most other
writers]

Yes, I'm radical. Or Half radical. But only if it's the kind of
radicalism that lets me step on people. Or maybe target smarter
people from afar, without right of reply.

Yes, I'm anti-whatever was happening before. This is the biggest
fraud as I only do it so I can feel more important. I mean, no one
ever comes out and says, 'I love all the books that are out there
now, and I want to be just like them one day.' It's impossible.
Because every book you pick up in the bookshop has to be shit by
the end of the first paragraph, because you know it's not anything
like your book, and if it's in the bookshop and celebrated and
yours isn't then it can't be that theirs is great and yours isn't…
right?

So, inevitably, every book I pick up in the bookshop is shit by
the end of the first paragraph. I no longer know if this is truth
or not.

Does this mean I'm a rebel?

Fuck it, enough confessions, let's Camus:

I'm trying to find a good quote about Marxism and Russia, but
the words are so vague they're spinning loops in front of me. I
can't focus on any of them. I'm trying to skim for key words…
wait…

'Crisis will succeed crisis, the degradation of the
proletariat will become more and more profound, its existence will
endure until the time of universal crisis when the world of change
will vanish and when history, by the supreme act of violence, will
cease to be violent any longer. The kingdom of ends without means
will have come.'

Okay, that's the best I could do, and it's Marx, not Camus. But
Camus is putting it out there, and basically getting ready to tear
it to pieces. At least I think he is. The next few pages are so
dense I don't really know what he's saying. The only clear thing I
can see is that the Russian Revolution didn't ignite any other
national revolutions in other countries, and Marx said his system
was still susceptible to a dictator coming along and fucking things
up. Or I think that's what he says. Wait…

…

No. I don't know. Forget that part.

Okay, let's deal with the quote first. Camus is quoting Marx and
telling us that there will be lots of crises, or rebellions, and
eventually there will be a crisis so sensationally big and violent
that no other crisis will ever be able to top it. Like a World War,
I guess. And then everything will be great and lovely and we won't
need philosophers anymore, or philosophy critics, or half radicals
who feel insecure about what's above them.

Hang on, the supermarket's closing in twenty minutes… I need to
go and buy some stuff…

Wait…

Okay, I'm back. And dinner was shit, if you're wondering. And
there was this old guy in the supermarket who blocked me every time
I tried to do anything… seriously, I wanted to look at the apples,
there he was. I needed pasta shapes, so did he. Motherfucker. I'm
sure he was doing it on purpose… fucking racist dog… they're all
like that here, the oldies…

Where was I?

Wait…

No, I'm lost again.

Oh, I have an e-mail. From Daisy. I wonder what she wants…

Wait…

Okay, back again, only now it's the day after. And I've
completely lost my train of thought. Fucking work. Sorry.

I'll go back and see if I can get it back. Wait…

So, the quote… crisis follows crisis… one final crisis then
everything's okay…

Right, I think I know where I am. But it's not Camus saying this
is it? No, it's Marx. And worse, it's Marx in theory, before Stalin
and Mo Jack Dong came along to prove him an idiot. Seriously, do
people still follow this theory? It's ridiculous. And on a side
note, how sneaky was Stalin when he first took power? Re-doing all
those photos of Lenin to make it look like they were mates, and
putting Trotsky on the sidelines. Where was that kind of manoeuvre
in Marxist theory?

So, anyway… Camus seems to be arguing against Marx here. I'm not
really sure though as he doesn't give many concrete examples of
communism in the USSR or China… I guess he didn't know much about
China at this point… did he? When was this thing published? Hang
on…

1951. That's when it came out. And Mo Jack Dong seized China in
1949, so it kinda happened as Camus was writing this… not really
any chance for him to use any of that info, and Dong was in his
honeymoon period anyway, so what could he use? But still, there's
nothing much on USSR in this book. Why not? I mean, that would make
it a lot clearer, if Camus just said, 'the revolution cannot be
sustained because of what happened here in 1928, or over here in
1931'. But he doesn't do that. He just goes on and on and makes
pretty sentences, like this:

'Whatever paths nihilism may proceed to take, from the
moment that it decides to be the creative force of its period and
ignores every moral precept, it begins to build the temple of
Caesar. To choose history, and history alone, is to choose
nihilism, contrary to the teachings of rebellion itself. Those who
rush blindly to history in the name of the irrational, proclaiming
that it is meaningless, encounter servitude and terror and finally
emerge into the universe of concentration camps.'

Yup, those were some good ones. I wish I could make sentences
like that, instead of my usual, 'I sit on the sofa and watch TV and
think about the nature of things.' But Camus is probably better
than me, so there's no real shame… though looking at those
sentences again, I get a sense of him talking complete shit. Isn't
he?

Wait, let me read them again. Five minutes.

…

Okay, I've been reading those same lines for the past two hours
now, and for most of that time they were meaningless. I couldn't
relate any of it to any other part of it. 'Nihilism' to 'Caesar',
'rushing to history' and 'proclaiming it meaningless'… what does it
actually mean? Does it say there is no history? Or it was something
different to current times? I think it's the last description, but
I'm not a hundred per cent sure. But let's say it is… why is Camus
gunning for nihilism again? I'm not a nihilist, but neither was
Hitler or Stalin. Were they? I don't think they were… maybe more
like sociopaths, but sociopaths who loved their country… or not
loved their country, but… what? They wanted it to be strong, and…
how is that nihilism? Nihilism is more like the Joker bringing
Gotham to its knees and not really wanting to do anything with it
after the act. He just wants chaos. And even that is extreme
nihilism, where the nihilist guys want to shove their philosophy in
all our faces and make us choke on it… but a moderate nihilist
isn't like that at all. Well, I don't know for sure… only posers
usually say they're nihilists, but from what I figure, most normal
nihilists just don't care enough to do anything. To them, what's
the point?

Is that like Stalin? Or Hitler? Or any of the other
monsters?

I'm sorry, Camus, but that quote has to be bullshit. And the
rest of the section too. He goes on to talk about how Nihilism
forces itself to exist, and to show it exists by fucking up Europe
with war and concentration camps, and all the time he gives no
evidence at all. Is this what philosophy is? A guy just talking and
talking and creating a jungle of meanings and counter-meanings
until people give up trying to understand any of it and just let
him talk? Seriously, where is the profile of Hitler? Or Stalin?
Where's the evidence that nihilism created a desert of inhumanity
in Europe? You can't just say it, Camus, come on… I may not be the
smartest guy in the room, but even I can see you're talking
shit.

But then… it's Camus. He can't be talking shit…

Wait…

Okay, here's the way I see it:

Camus had a point in 1951.

Camus no longer has a point in 2010.

Or he doesn't have a point about nihilism. I'm pretty sure
that's been proven by real life. As well as Atheism being the end
of everything. And moralists only coming from Club Jesus.

But the Rebel thing? What about that?

Let's get back to it, if possible:

'The contemporary revolution which claims to deny every
value is already, in itself, a standard for judging values. Man
wants to reign supreme through the revolution… the destruction of
man once more affirms man. Terror and concentration camps are the
drastic means used by men to escape solitude.'

So, basically, if you don't believe in God, or you reject God,
or you don't believe in much of anything then, as long as you don't
kill yourself, you're gonna seek to dominate others.

So, that's what modern revolution is, says Camus. Probably, I
guess. I mean, some guy always wants some kind of power, and it's a
lovely feeling to puppet other people and make them think the same
way you do, but… I don't know, what do we do as the opposite of
this?

Hang on, let's go back to page ninety four.

'According to him [Hegel], absolute and abstract freedom
must inevitably lead to terrorism; the rule of abstract law is
identical to the rule of oppression.'

So, that point he made way back is still the point he's making
over a hundred pages later. And it's not like he's been offering
much in the way of new evidence to back it up.

Why didn't he just write that quote on a napkin and publish
that?

So, just to make it clear in my head, Camus is saying that
constant rebellion is the answer. But what does this mean?

Hang on, two minutes…

…

Right, it's been two days. I wasn't gonna say that as it's a
little embarrassing to be taking so long, but I had some stuff to
do. It's not like I was just thinking about Camus and that quote. I
actually went to the cinema and saw a film… you know Atom Egoyan?
He made a film called Chloe about that blonde girl from Mamma Mia
and, basically, she's a whore who has a thing for Julianne Moore
and…

I guess it's not really important. It was an okay film, and…
actually, I took a one year break from this before so it's not
really that embarrassing… I mean, two days just to make
things-…

Fuck, it doesn't matter… back to Camus…

So, I was thinking about that quote and here's what I wrote
down:


	After you lead a coup or rebellion, you can't implement any
kind of ideology.

	Don't be stubborn when you're the boss. Eg, Mo Jack Dong.

	Protect the system by keeping out psychos. Eg, Stalin.

	What do you do after rebellion?

	Constant rebellion??



 

I know it looks like I didn't get very far, but I think those
points pretty much cover everything. But maybe I'm wrong. It's not
like this is easy for me. I don't really know all of the words he's
using, and I don't always understand the way he uses them in
context… but I figure I'm not a complete idiot. And I came up with
my own philosophy about philosophy, which is: philosophy isn't as
tough as you think it is. And an annotation to that: Sartre and co
just want to seem better than you. Which means a kind of
dictatorship, I guess. Sartre wanted to force his 'Being and
Nothingness' shit on us, just like Camus did with this book.
Seriously, did you hear what Sartre said? He told Camus he didn't
know much about philosophy and should go back and read his
[Sartre's] work. Unbelievable ego from the midget.

Anyway, the points:


	Basically, the French guys who took over after their revolution
were pretty smart, and they still fucked up. They were so smart
they thought they knew best and anyone who didn't think so wouldn't
have a head any more.

	Mo Jack Dong was a truly decent man until he became boss. Then
he became stubborn. And when intellectuals came up and said things
weren't going so good and maybe he should change things, and he
knew he had the power to put them in prison or shoot them, what was
he gonna do? 'If you just keep faith a little longer, guys… or I
could kill you,' that kind of reasoning.

	Stalin did some sneaky shit to get into power, and then killed
everyone opposed to him. Marxist theory goes out the window when
this is the kind of guy you're dealing with. On a similar note, Mo
Jack Dong did some sneaky shit to stay in power. Did you hear the
story about the hundred flower thing? I don't know if that was the
correct name, but it was along those lines… and, basically, it was
Mo Jack Dong asking the intellectuals to give him ideas on how to
change the Communist party in… I think it was 1957… and they all
lined up and told him what they thought, and felt happy to be in
the loop again, and then old Mo Dong smiled and put them in prison
for the rest of their lives. Or shot them. And these guys seriously
called themselves intellectuals? Man…

	After rebellion, you must become an impossible human who
doesn't seek sustained power and creates an open system that makes
everyone feel loved and respected.

	Constant rebellion? I still don't know. Always saying no? Or
having the ability or right to say no whenever you feel like
it?



 

Okay, let's sum this thing up.

Over two hundred and seventy pages of almost no evidence, Camus
says revolution is bad, and offers no alternatives.

The only thing he does offer, as far as I can see… but I don't
know exactly how far I can see… I didn't understand around sixty
percent of this book, and there were times where I took breaks of
up to one year because I just couldn't be bothered to read
something so difficult… but to me, he's sitting back and offering
an 'I don't know.'

Which is fair enough, because I don't know either.

…

…

…

…

…

…

…

…

…

…

…

END NOTE:

Earlier tonight I went in to a bookshop to test my theory. I
mean, the theory I wrote about earlier, the one about the first
paragraph rule and not knowing the truth of my own opinion
anymore.

…

The first books I saw were the bestsellers.

Patterson and 'Private'. Some other stuff I can't remember the
name of now. And one that had Zak Efron on the front… Charlie
McCloud.

I picked it up and went through the first paragraph and… nothing
really broken. Third person narration about Charlie McCloud. Decent
flow of prose. Okay word choice.

What about the dialogue? I figured there might be some wrongness
there, but, no, it was… well, not really decent, but… not
broken.

I don't really know what I was expecting. Mistakes?

…

Next was the literature section.

Most of it, like Sylvia Plath and Susan Sontag, was jazzed up in
the way they usually are nowadays. A flash front cover and quote of
how brilliant the book was…

… and I couldn't get into any of them as they were all
sealed.

The only ones open were 'Pride and Prejudice and Zombies' and a
load of other books that were pretty much the same. But by
different authors. I guess this means one guy had the initial idea,
which was pretty decent, then a load of other guys either wrote the
exact same thing for other classic lit or they were contracted to
do it by their publishers/agents. Man, how do they sleep at night
knowing this is what they're known for?

Wait… the theory… I'm being unfair…

…

I had to read one of them, see what was what. 'Sense and
Sensibility and sea monsters' looked as bad as any, so I picked it
up and read the first page.

…

It was shit.

…

But, wait… was it?

I read it a second time.

Some guy's sister from the original Austen book got choked to
death by some kind of sea monster. She suffered insufferably until
giving up her breath.

…

No, it really was shit.

But it's all tone, isn't it? And he's using the same language
that Austen used… and…

I don't really know what I'm arguing here.

…

I don't even know why I'm still typing this. My theory is pretty
much untestable and this whole END NOTE is a waste of time.

End of END NOTE.
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Movie Pitch: Ransom 2: Jimmy Shaker Day

 

'It's 15 years later, the family's safe, the airline's doing
well, the kidnappers from the first movie are all dead… or are
they? Short answer, no, they're not. Title. Ransom 2. Jimmy Shaker
Day. I see your faces, why Jimmy Shaker day? An in-joke, a nod to
the audience, the one great line from the first movie, rebirthed
and upgraded to tagline. People see that title, they know what's
what. But how can it be Jimmy Shaker day when Gary Sinise's already
dead? Well, maybe he isn't. Did anyone actually see him die? What?
The whole street? Delroy Lindo? Who? Oh, the black guy. Yeah. But
also no. Did he see what he thinks he saw? No, he didn't. See,
Jimmy Shaker was a smart guy, he knew what was going down. And
that's why he let himself get shot. And held his breath. But did we
see the autopsy? No. Because it never happened. The Jimmy Shaker
who got taken to the morgue, that wasn't really him. Who was it?
The girl, his piece of ass, the one he shot who wasn't so
great-looking anyway. Remember? What? No, not Rene Russo. She's
gone, she's nothing. In fact, the wife role, I think we can get
someone younger. Russian maybe? No, wait… Jewish. A Jew. And me and
the… Mel and the Jew, they have this beautiful relationship that
just… it lights up the screen, man, it really does. Or it will do
when we play it… when they play it, I mean.'

Mel Gibson reached up and pulled the cap on his head further
down and pushed up the beard he'd bought from the pirate store.

********

For the last seven months Mel Gibson had not only hidden from
the media, he'd hidden from the furniture in his house.

The only thing in the mansion he trusted was the living room
rug.

He would stretch out as tall and wide as he could on the floor
and put the rug on top of himself and pray the couch wouldn't
inform the press.

********

A phone rings.

DANNY GLOVER: Yup? 

MEL GIBSON: Hey Rog, how's
tricks? 

DANNY GLOVER: Riggs? 

MEL GIBSON: Yup. The sane version, I
swear. 

DANNY GLOVER: Sane, huh? Well, I saw some of
the publicity you've been doing the last year or so…
 

MEL GIBSON: Pretty far out,
right? 

DANNY GLOVER: You're not wrong, brother. You…
are… not… wrong. 

MEL GIBSON: What did you think of it
all? 

DANNY GLOVER: Messy. 

MEL GIBSON: No other
thoughts? 

DANNY GLOVER: Well, I think you've just killed
my only ever franchise.

MEL GIBSON: Me? Come on, Rog, they were never
serious about a '5'. 

DANNY GLOVER: What do you want,
Riggs? 

MEL GIBSON: Ah,
nothing. 

DANNY GLOVER: …  

MEL GIBSON: Say, you still got that tennis
racket you used to play with?

DANNY GLOVER: That old thing? Nah… it's long
gone. I think my son ate it. 

MEL GIBSON: You wanna go buy a new one? Maybe
me and you go down the courts and have a
knockaround? 

DANNY GLOVER: I don't think that's such a good
idea.

MEL GIBSON: Come on, Rog…

DANNY GLOVER: Shit, Riggs…

MEL GIBSON: I saved your family, man. Remember
that? Busey, on the garden lawn, the sprinklers… I beat the shit
out of him. No? Fuck, man, he was gonna kill your kids. He was
gonna gut those little… and I saved them, Rog, I saved them. And
now you won't even play a goddamn game of tennis with me?

DANNY GLOVER: Listen, I gotta go. Sidney
Poitier's coming over, and I told him I wasn't talking to you
anymore.

MEL GIBSON: Come on, Rog… Poitier? You don't
even like that guy…

DANNY GLOVER: I don't have to like him, that's
not how it works. I just have to bow and stare a little, that's
all. Denzel does it too. It's tradition, Riggs. That dude made a
path for all us…

MEL GIBSON: Fuck, Rog, all I remember is that
Jackal movie…

DANNY GLOVER: See ya, Riggs.

Danny Glover hangs up.

Mel Gibson calls his phone a traitor and throws it against the
mansion wall. He shouts, he cries, he drinks. Then he picks up his
mask, 'Mel Gibson Face 1996', and puts it on his face. Then returns
to his rug.

********

Two year earlier…

Mel ran around his garden like the guy from Apocalypto.

He told Jodie Foster to pick up the axe and chase him, then he'd
read her script. She said no, but could she tell him about the
script anyway?

It started to rain.

Mel held out his hand and told her to pick up the axe and
attack, and fast, as his family was going to drown.

'Your family?'

He told her about the day before, how he'd dug a hole over in
the corner of this very same garden and lowered his girlfriend down
on a piece of string.

'Huh?'

He pointed to the corner of the garden.

'She's still down there?'

Mel nodded.

An hour later and Jodie had pulled the girlfriend out. Mel
hadn't helped at all. He'd been too busy hitting a cardboard
cut-out of the bad guy from Apocalypto with an axe.

When he'd killed the cut-out, Jodie told him about the
script.

'I think it's right for you, Mel, I really do.'

Mel thought about it.

'Will I have to go to dark places,' he asked.

'Yes. But… but it won't be you, it'll be the beaver.'

Mel laughed.

'I'm in.'

'That's great news.'

'But I should warn you… '

'Yeah?'

'There's a pretty big chance I'm gonna destroy your movie from
the inside out.'

********

Mel Gibson walked onto the golf course with fake Japanese eyes
and hippy hair. He found the boss-man on the thirteenth hole and
continued his pitch:

'So you've got all the ingredients… Mel, new wife, older kid,
and Jimmy Shaker. What's the story? Ha, that's the best part. See,
in the first movie, Mel was a real asshole, the kind of guy who'd
sell his own son down the river just so he wouldn't be weak. But
this time, we're gonna humanise the man. We're gonna weaken him,
show him fragile, on his knees. And Jimmy Shaker, he's gonna play
the devil, man. First five minutes we've got me… sorry, Mel… going
round his apartment making sure there's no booze lying around, and
then we switch to Jimmy Shaker who's sitting in a basement or
something, making a poster saying, 'Jimmy Shaker Day'… and maybe we
scan round the table and see a few other posters he's made, maybe
'death to all Jews' or something… that way we can set up the wife
part later, the big holy shit , did they just kill the Jewish wife
twist… and then after the poster scene, we've got Jimmy Shaker
kidnapping my… I mean, Mel's kid, and straight away we get the
black cop back and all his team, and he's asking what we gonna do,
what we gonna do… and Mel looks at him, with genuine human kindness
and feeling and equality, you know, a real, bonafied everyman hero
type, and he says, 'I won't put my kid in danger, pay the money.'
And the money gets paid, and the kid comes back, but then the next
scene, and through the whole rest of the movie, you've got Shaker
taking the kid, getting the money, taking the kid, getting more
money, and each time it gets more and more emotional until… after
all this shit builds up, he comes in and kills the wife, the holy
shit Jew, and… that's it right there, the crux of it. And after
that it's Mel going primal, real vengeance shit all in… but this
time it's for all the right reasons… everyone knows he's been
pushed so it makes the most perfect sense in the world… and then,
last third of the movie, it's Mel vs Jimmy Shaker, the showdown…
hero vs villain, good vs evil, everyman vs jew-hating, racist
scumlord that is Jimmy Shaker. Does it have it all? Of course it
does, in spades. Wife dies, kid taken dozens of times, put-upon
hero. Bam, you've got emotion, bam, you've got the audience on your
side. Bam, you've got yourself the comebacks of all comebacks of
all comebacks! What do you think?'

Mel looked around and realised the boss-man wasn't there. He
checked the other holes in the distance but he wasn't there either.
No one was. The only thing nearby was the flagpole. He shrugged,
reached forward and stroked the number thirteen on the flag.

'What do you think?'

The flagpole didn't seem impressed.

********

In 1982, before the release of Mad Max, Mel rode his horse out
into the Australian desert and got himself lost.

After three days of seeing no one, he finally came across a
cauldron tended to by three witches.

He nodded and said hello.

They ignored him.

He asked what they were doing there.

They told him it was a local production of King Lear.

He asked them if he would be a king or something in the
future.

They said no.

He asked if anything bad would happen to him.

Yes, they said. You will drop yourself in deep shit sometime
around the year 2006, and again in 2010.

He asked if there was anything he could do to avoid it.

Yes, they said. Learn to distrust the Jews.

He asked what was wrong with the Jews.

Everything, they said.

Oh.

He thanked them for their advice and rode on, eventually finding
his way out of the desert and safely back home.
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"I've had so many comebacks,
people say I'm like the phoenix from 'Harry Potter'. Well, that's
cute, but I prefer to think of myself as the cat from 'The
Incredible Journey.' And I'm not shitting you here but… this next
movie… the cat's going pan-dimensional, baby!"

Nicholas Cage, pre-publicity for his
remake of 'The Wicker Man', 2009

 

 

 

"I said what? [Pause] Well
then… the cat is dead, long live the cat. [Pause] But that Wicker
Man was nothing to do with me, man. I'm not kidding, nothing to do
with me. I didn't even know what wicker was… "

Nicholas Cage, nine months after 'The
Wicker Man' was ridiculed by everyone
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