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4 THEATER
SINGING THE BLUES:  TRAVIS MICHAEL HOLDER AND A BOY WHO HE CLAIMS 
TO BE THE NExT BIG THING IN ACTING TAKE A MAGICAL TRIP TO VEGAS TO CHECK 
OUT THE BLUE MAN GROUP AT THE VENETIAN, AND ALONG THE WAY, HE 
LEARNS A THING OR TWO ABOUT BODY PAINT; MAMET MISSES:  WELL, DAVID 
MAMET NEVER CLAIMED TO BE MUCH OF A FEMINIST, BUT THE WAY HE WROTE 
ALICIA SILVERSTONE’S CHARACTER IN sPeed-the-Plow NOW AT GEFFEN 
BESPEAKS MUCH, DEAR FRIENDS; TENDERNESS:  MARy MONTORO REVIEWS 
tender, NOW AT GTC BURBANK. 

5 TRAVEL
PORKING OUT IN PORTLAND:  NOTICE HOW WHEN ANYONE SAYS THEY’RE THE 
HELL OUT OF THIS ROTTEN TOWN, THEY’RE ALWAYS ON THEIR WAY TO PORTLAND, 
OR?  JUST AS EVERYONE’S MOVING here FROM OHIO, THERE’S DEFINITELY A 
MASS ExODUS OF our FOLKS TO GRAYER CLIMATES UP NORTH, AND MARk 
JOHNSTON TELLS US WHY. 

6 TELEVISION
BAD HAIR DAY:  NOBODY EVER SAID THAT DONALD TRUMP KNEW ANYTHING 
ABOUT HAIR PRESERVATION...BUT HE SURE KNOWS HOW TO MAKE MONEY...WE 
GUESS.  ANYWHO, FRANk BARRON CHECKS IN ON THE MOGUL’S LATEST 
VENTURE: TAKING the aPPrentice TO UNIVERSAL STUDIOS FOR THE DAY; 
PLUS: GOSSIP GUY ERIk DAVIS TELLS US THE DEFINITION OF DRAMATIC IRONY 
WHEN Prison BreaK’S LANE GARRISON GOES TO JAIL...FOR real, B!    

7 BOOKS
THE OTHER SANDLER:  TV WRITER ELLEN SANDLER GIVES US A HINT OR TWO 
ABOUT WHAT IT TAKES TO WRITE FOR THE LIKES OF RAy ROMANO IN HER NEW 
BOOK the tv writer’s worKBooK, AND BRAD SCHREIBER TELLS US ALL 
ABOUT WHAT HE’S LEARNED FROM THE READ;  LOOKS FAMILIAR:  SHE’S 
IzABAEL, WEB/COMIC CON VIxEN, AND MARk JOHNSTON WILL TELL YOU WHY 
YOU MIGHT WANT TO START COLLECTING X-Men BOOKS, WHEN HE REVIEWS THE 
LADY’S HUSBAND’S NEW BOOK, Moon age daydreaM.  

8 MUSIC
HOLY HADDEN!!!:  YES, THEY’RE CALLED !!!, AND ELI FLASHER CHECKS OUT 
THEIR NEW ALBUM Myth taKes...AND FINDS OUT THAT IT’S OK TO STILL PUMP 
YOUR FIST TO ROCK/DANCE MUSIC; HERE COMES THE SON:  ELI FLASHER GIVES 
A LISTEN TO SON VOLT’S LATEST, the search.

11 FILM
SHAKE, SHAKE, SHAKE:  kEN LOACH IS BACK AND MORE BRITISH THAN EVER 
WITH HIS CANNES AWARD-WINNING FILM the wind that shaKes the 
Barley.  WHAT THAT TITLE MEANS, WE DON’T KNOW...BUT WARREN CURRy 
CAN TELL YOU ANYTHING ELSE YOU WANT TO KNOW ABOUT THE FLICK; THE NEW 
NIGHTMARE:  WHAT WOULD HAPPEN IF JASON, FREDDY, AND MICHAEL WERE 
ALL REAL?  WELL, BESIDES THERE BEING A GROSS PAUCITY OF BIG-BREASTED 
BLONDES (D’OH!), WE’D PROBABLY END UP WITH MOB RULE OR SOMETHING.  
FIND OUT FOR REAL WHEN JONATHAN HICkMAN GIVES NEW MOCKUMENTARY 
SLASHER FILM (YOU READ RIGHT) A TRY AS HE REVIEWS Behind the MasK: 
the rise of leslie vernon; ALSO:  MIkE RESTAINO’S DVD REVIEWS AND 
ART FILM OF THE WEEK WITH AARON SHELEy   

18 MOVIE SHOWTIMES 
       & EVENT LISTINGS

12 RECTANGULAR OBJECTS 
ONCE UPON A TIME, THERE WAS A WORLD IN WHICH PEOPLE SAT DOWN AND 
READ AROUND THE FIRE.  THEY TALKED, THEY LAUGHED, THEY THOUGHT, THEY 
PHILOSOPHIZED, THEY CONTEMPLATED, AND THEY ATE CHEESE.  NOWADAYS, THEY 
HAVE ROBOTS WHO DO ALL THESE THINGS FOR YOU.  WELL, MAYBE NOT ROBOTS, 
BUT CERTAINLY THE INTERNET.  THERE ARE STILL THOSE SOLDIERS OF FORTUNE 
OUT THERE VYING TO BRING US BACK TO A WORLD WITHOUT LINDSAy LOHAN, 
HOWEVER, AND THIS MEANS INDIE BOOK PUBLISHERS ALL OVER LA.  SEAN 
REyNOLDS GIVES US AN ACCOUNT OF SUCH PHENOMENAL PLACES AND PEOPLE, 
AND JUST IN TIME FOR SMALL PRESS MONTH.

22 - 23 FROLICSOME FUN
CROSSWORD PUZZLE, HOROSCOPES, SUDOKU, AND COMIC STRIP.

17
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I journeyed to Las Vegas with my dear friend and rising 
LA musical theatre star Peter Musante last week, 
right after his return from several months performing 

western songs at the Tokyo Disney and just before his 
migration to New York City next week to begin training 
with Blue Man Group.  Perhaps the coolest thing about 
our mad and gloriously dysfunctional week of Vegas 
dazzle and long nights talking about life til dawn was 
seeing the Blue troupe’s permanent and most technically 
spectacular Vegas show through Peter’s enormously 
widened eyes.  

See, not only is Peter venturing into a whole new city 
and brand new dimension of his already staggeringly suc-
cessful professional life since his graduation from UCLA 
in 2005 (Peter was my TicketHolder Award choice that 
same year for Lead Performance in a Musical as Huck 
Finn in Big River at San Diego’s Moonlight Amphitheatre 
and a runner-up for honors last year in Musical theatre 
Guild’s Li’l Abner), the guy had never even seen the Blue 
Men perform.  Happily, however, in one evening, my most 
talented friend went from extreme anxiety to extreme 
excitement as he contemplated entering the next stage 
in his career development.    

When those infamously bald cobalt-colored guys 
debuted in 2005 in their own specially designed theatre 
in the gloriously ostentatious Venetian Hotel, their wildly 
popular show, which combines rock music, astound-

ingly detailed multimedia theatrics, and a monumental 
amount of recycled paper products, was aimed to take 
yet another step into the future as seen by a bizarre trio 
of disorientated émigrés from some mysteriously altered 
dream state.  Playing in a suitably grand 1,760-seat home 
adjacent to their technically amazing Venetian neighbor 
Phantom of the Opera, BMG’s Vegas production is their 
most elaborate to date, admittedly designed to gleefully 
confound those somnambulant tribes of tourists and, 
surely, also to keep up with the Cirque du Soleil Jones.  

With the first few rows of patrons asked to don 
hooded raincoats, incredible video presentations assault-
ing the senses with mind-boggling statistical information 
about the world in which we try to live, and a vibrant live 
band providing rhythmically tribal accompaniment—at 
one point climbing the huge labyrinth of industrial piping 
behind the stage for a musical finale to make your jaw drop 
to about there—the three unstoppably agile Vegas Blue 
Men catch florescent marshmallows in their teeth, find 
their share of suitably wary victims in the house to help 
them create art pieces with their own bodies, and send 
reams and reams of recycled confetti tumbling from the 
back of the house, leaving the audience forced to pass it 
on toward the stage or be buried alive in the process. 

Perhaps the most impressive thing about Brett, 
Marcus, and David, the three azure performers who’ve 
energized the show both times I’ve attended, is the con-

tinuous state of world-class bewilderment they manage 
to maintain throughout the 100-minute performance, 
as though everything they experience happens for the 
first time.  Perhaps this is the one thing that made the 
Chaplin-esque Mr. Musante, son of a Union Square 
mime who shared her talents generously with her gifted 
offspring, realize how perfect his transformation into 
Blueness will be.  

Aside from relentlessly studying and practicing 
drumming over the entire period he was working onstage 
in Japan, Peter wasn’t sure how else to prepare for his 
impending conversation into Blue-osity, but I 
think he was instantly assured in Vegas that 
becoming a Blue Man won’t compromise 
honing his skills as an actor, as the mem-
bers of this company give spectacularly 
understated and equally hilarious 
performances—and twice 
nightly.  After coffee and a 
serendipitous trip back-
stage at the Venetian 
with amiable Vegas 
Blue Man Brett, 
where Peter was 
introduced and 
then warmly wel-
comed as a poten-
tial future member of 

the family with open arms, the kid was more than ready 
to don his first skullcap and dig into that ominous jar of 
day-glo blue greasepaint.  And personally, whenever and 
wherever that happens, I can guarantee you I’ll be there 
to cheer him on.  P

Blue Man Group appears indefinitely at the Venetian 
Resort Hotel Casino, 3355 Las Vegas Blvd. South, Las 
Vegas. for tickets, call 702-414-9000. 

Travis Michael Holder has been writing for ET since 1990.  
Also an award-winning actor and playwright, the first of 
his five plays produced in LA, Surprise, Surprise, is about 

to begin the festi-
val circuit as a 

feature film 
with Travis 
in a leading 

role.

GETTING BLUE BALLS
THEATER

Hollywood mini-mogul Bobby Gould has a good 
thing going with his promotion as head of produc-
tion for a major film studio, able to greenlight any 

project under $40 million without answering to anybody 
over his typically perilous head.  This is also a boon 
for his longtime partner-in-crime Charlie Fox in David 
Mamet’s 1988 “dramady” Speed-the-Plow, a play mostly 
famous for the rather inauspicious theatrical debut of an 
international musical pop diva known only by one name.  
Now in a generally snappy revival at Geffen Playhouse, 
Speed-the-Plow seems even more relevant today—at 
least here in our city so overshadowed by the churning 
wheels of Hollywood—than when first presented nearly 
two decades ago.

Jon Tenney and Greg Germann work splendidly off 
of one another, with Tenney’s nicely underplayed Bobby 
a perfect foil for the enormously physical performance 
by Germann as Charlie.  As Bobby furls his nostrils and 
drinks in the paint fumes of his impressively grand new 
executive office (still craftily under renovation in Robert 
Blackman’s appropriately Feng Shui-ed set design), 
Charlie paces and pounces around the leather Ikea-haute 
furniture as the tiger  that he is, proposing a project to 
his friend and mentor so foolproof that they’ll get so rich 
they’re “gonna hafta hire someone to help them figure 
out what to buy.”  

It’s a perfect relationship before the entrance of a 
supposedly inexperienced young office temp named 

Karen (Alicia Silverstone), who may or may not be as 
naïve as she seems.  After coming to Bobby’s home 
the night after her first day in his employ on an obvious 
pretense, Karen begins a dual-purposed seduction, 
offering her charms, it appears, in return for her boss 
agreeing to produce a risky picture based on a dryly 
academic and possibly science-fiction-ish tome about the 
dangers of global radiation.  After a night of spectacular 
attitude-altering lovemaking, Bobby decides to leave 
behind Charlie’s blockbuster project and film the book 
instead, much to Charlie’s chagrin.  

“It’s a summer picture, right?”  Charlie quips, think-
ing he’s going along with a joke, but soon the reality of 
the situation begins to sink in.  “Have you read this book?  
Have you?” he asks Bobby incredulously.  “I’ve read the 
coverage,” Bobby snaps back.  “What do you want from 
me, blood?”  Hooray for Hollywood.

As with Madonna before her, Silverstone, so good in 
Mamet’s otherwise ill-conceived and poorly acted Boston 
Marriage at this same theatre last season, is doomed 
simply by playing the role of Karen.  To say Mamet 
doesn’t write well for women is a well-worn given, 
but here the problem is more apparent than anywhere 
else in his body of work.  As a wide-eyed, lip-chewing 
innocent in the first act to an instant Industry shark in 
the second, Karen’s emotional makeover is not in any 
way believable.  Throw in the characteristic inability of 
most actors who work primarily in movies to be able to 

sustain a complete character and find a transformative 
arc in more than briefly filmed takes, and the result 
isn’t pretty here.  

Why one of our most gifted theatre directors, the 
Geffen’s own Randall Arney, couldn’t help Silverstone 
through this (any more than Blackman’s glaringly obvi-
ous costuming, transforming Karen from Ugly Betty to 
The Devil Wears Prada in one flash of an intermission) 
is anyone’s guess, except that Mr. Mamet simply gives 
him nothing with which to work here.  Originally casting 
a superstar in a severely underwritten role was a bad 
idea 19 years ago, but Madonna’s participation in the 
original version of Speed-the-Plow at least took the 
heat off of the playwright all those years ago.  Today, 
particularly considering the performance of the usually 
quite watchable Silverstone, the problem is obviously 
in the writing.  

Funny, I was once part of a one-act festival that 
shared the bill with a play by David Mamet’s sister 
Lynn, a piece that showed clearly what a huge problem 
she had with liking men.  Wouldn’t it be interesting to 
time-travel back to Chicago in the 50’s and be a fly on 
the wall of the Mamet household as these two grew up?   
I for one would love to see what made both kiddies so 
hard on the opposite sex.  P

The Geffen Playhouse is located at 10886 Le Conte 
Av., Westwood; for tickets, call 310-208-5454.

David Mamet ’s play lives again at Geffen.

IMPOSSIBLE TO LEARN TO PLOW…
SPEED-THE-PLOW AT GEFFEN PLAYHOUSEBY TRAVIS MICHAEL HOLDER

BLUE MAN GROUP AT VENETIAN HOTEL, LAS VEGASBY TRAVIS MICHAEL HOLDER
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TENDER IS THE NIGHT
Whenever a new dramatist emerges with a new piece of work, I look forward to seeing what she 

can offer to the massive volume of theatrical literature, what she can show the audience that 
hasn’t been done before, or even better, her ability to create a story that is familiar but involves 

the writer’s own imprint. 

Tender is English playwright Abi Morgan’s introduction into theater.  Her most recent creation was the 
HBO mini-series Tsunami: The Aftermath.  So, obviously the girl has awesome writing skills to pen a tale about 
so poignant of an event. Morgan uses all of her emotions in this combination of Crash meets Closer.  Told in a 
series of connected vignettes, seven people play the Six Degrees of the Kevin Bacon game, connected to one 
another without being aware of said connection.

And said connection is Tash (Jennifer Pennington) a single, boozing, closed off sometimes-employed 
soul who begins the game with a one-night stand with Squeal (Shawn MacAulay).  After being given the 
brush-off, other characters come into play with their own set of relationship problems.  There is Hen and Al 
(actual couple Amy and Ryan Honey): together for six years and soon to be parents).  Tash and Hen are best 
friends, but Tash is a bit resentful that Hen is moving closer to adulthood, and Hen is tired of putting up with 
Tash and being pregnant. 

As she puts it, “I can’t wait to shit out this watermelon.”  Al is a hardworking construction worker with a 
wandering eye who is in no rush to stand at the altar.  Hen works at the Missing Person’s Bureau and unsuccess-
fully tries to help Gloria (Judy Blue) in locating her husband missing for over a year.  Facetious and hurt, Gloria’s 
only sunshine is meeting Squeal at a neighborhood pool while still “mourning” for her husband Marvin. 

All of these lost souls have lack of companionship in common.  Some are willing to dive into human warmth, such 
as market/research analyst Nathan (Mark McClain Wilson) who, as with Gloria, has a missing spouse.  The loneliness 
consumes him wholly.  His one night with Tash only ignites the powder in his explosive keg of a mind. 

Morgan weaves an intricate look in how people who don’t have intimate contact can easily be hurt, 
whether it is all they live for or like Tash avoid it like a disease.  There is no quick fix: only people trying to 
survive the day.  Morgan had the right idea in making the stage into a 24-hour subway train with sliding doors, 
representing how quickly our emotions run.  God bless Dan Jenkins, the scenic designer, who put the whole 
thing together and made it so convincing.  It is the perfect metaphor of how our lives and emotions today 
move far too quickly.   P

The GTC Burbank is located at 111- B W. Olive Avenue in Burbank; for tickets call 323-254-9328 

BY MARY EMIRITA MONTORO

EVERYONE’S MOVING TO PORTLAND NOW
For a very long time, Los Angeles has been turning into a shithole.  The people are rude and pretentious, 

parking in most places is a nightmare, and the cost of living is driving all of the cool artists, struggling 
actors, and aspiring models-cum-porn stars away to Orange County or Ventura.  With rising gas prices 

and very little knowledge of the world outside, natives are weary to venture out in search of something 
better; so, most of the people in “HelLA”  believe that they are trapped in a bad situation and must stay 
because there is nothing better outside of their precious Valley of the Dolls.  

For a long time, I agreed with the consensus in regards to this matter; then, while on tour about two 
years ago, I discovered Portland, Oregon.  Friendly people, great food, and a cost of living that is almost half 
of what it is in LA, where wages are quite comparable.  Also, the average age is 35.  Over the last year, I’ve 
been sauntering back and forth to the City of Roses and, with your consideration, I will provide an overview 
of the best that the city has to offer (for a Vegan Hipster from Los Angeles).  

Upon my arrival in Portland, I was picked up by my good friend Mark and driven to my Expedia-picked 
hotel, the Avalon Hotel and Spa.  This being the second time I’ve stayed at this hotel, I was glad to return.  
The Avalon Hotel offers contemporary luxury at a very reasonable rate, even by Portland standards.  The 
room I stayed in was a River-facing room, complete with balcony and magnificent bathroom that featured 
a shower adjacent to a tub (use your imagination...I did).  The hotel boasts an on-site Spa, complementary 
town car service, a full gym, and a walking path just steps outside the door.  Top that with the famous 
Rivers restaurant being next door, providing the hotel with a better than normal room service menu.  This 
hotel is perfect for you hipsters that are too cool for the Best Western but can’t afford to stay in a super-
trendy hipster hotel.  

After checking in, I was escorted to the Montage, a salvaged Italian Restaurant turned into what can 
only be described as a David Lynch inspired fantabulous foodbaggery of funtastic proportions.  Our waiter 
was surly and curt, but he was always coming around, checking on our meal, making certain we were 
satisfied.  Their choices for Vegans were limited, but the dishes they do have are amazing.   

Our stomachs satiated, we decided to hit the town; Portland has a pretty hefty selection of saloons, 
taverns, and pubs for your drinking pleasure.  Most feature good live music by bands that aren’t in town only 
to get signed, and so they actually care about what they’re playing; and all the bars feature drink specials 
that will get you completely shit-faced for less than the cost of the gas that it took you to get there.  

Favorite bars of the evening included: Berbati’s Pan, Shanghai Tunnel, Dante’s, and the Tube.  After 
a night of drinking, nothing spells lovin’ like a big old box of VooDoo Donuts—regular and vegan donuts 
available all night and well into the morning.  

The following morning, I decided to indulge my taste buds at Portland’s leading Vegan restaurant, 
Veganopolis.  Aside from having a curt but cantankerous middle-aged gentleman behind the counter who 
obviously is letting the stress get to him, the food was absolutely astounding.  Good portions and fair 
prices, along with a treasure trove of desserts really sets Veganopolis in high regards with this hungry 
traveler.  The counter girl was also much friendlier than her decrepit counterpart, which does indeed count 
for something in my book.  

Portland has so much to do and see, that a week isn’t even enough; amazing shopping on 23rd Street 
and in the Pearl district, fun-themed bars in Chinatown, and a beautiful river walk are only a scant portion 
of the myriad activities this city has to offer.  Within the city, there are some amazing historical and cultural 
places of interest as well: the Japanese and Chinese Gardens, the International Rose Test Garden, the Oregon 
Zoo, and the Shanghai Tunnels offer tourists days of amazing horticulture, beautiful (and very humanely 
kept) animals, and a dash of fun and excitement.  

But what about you snooty Silverlake-rs or you West Hollywood types who need to feel as though 
you’re part of the cultural elite?  Portland still has you covered.  Within the confines of the upscale Pearl 
District lies the Gerding Theater in the Armory, home to the Portland Center Stage Theater.  This beautiful 
building hosts two separate theaters: a 599-seat Main Stage Theater, and a 200-seat Studio Theater.  The 
most impressive aspect of this theater is that it is the first historic renovation and the first performing arts 
venue to receive the highest Green (Eco-efficient) building rating possible, LEED Platinum.  

My last adventure in Portland was a trip to the Oregon Symphony, for their final performance of Sweep-
ing Excitement.  The Orchestra was founded in 1895, making it the oldest in the West, and one of only six 
orchestras founded before 1900.  Located at the Arlene Scnitzer Concert Hall, in the middle of downtown 
Portland, the theater boasts an impressive 2,776 seats, and a seasonal attendance of over 300,000!  Quite 
an impressive feat for any Orchestral theater.  Well-chosen pieces, a beautiful performance, and a visually 
stunning theater definitely made the Oregon Symphony a highlight of my trip worthy of a second-time ‘round 
when I return in the summer.  

Portland offers the traveler a plethora of activities, regardless of their social standing or monetary situ-
ation.  From getting liquored up and roaming the streets of Chinatown, to sampling Gelatto and gallivanting 
your Great Dane up and down the streets of the Pearl, Portland definitely has something for everyone.  No 
wonder we’re all starting to move there, eh?  P  

BY MARK JOHNSTON

TRAVEL

In the middle of downtown Portland resides the gargantuan Oregon Symphony Theater.

THEATER
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GARRISONYOU’RE FIRED!

There’s been a flurry of television shows 
shooting at Universal Studios Hollywood 
to the delight of visitors at the tour center.  

And “The Donald” himself has been seen recently 
hanging out with the “Universal monsters” at the 
theme park.

Donald Trump brought the two teams featured 
on the latest installment of The Apprentice to 
Universal to film a tourist-grabbing competition that 
will narrow down the field of hopefuls.  The episode, 
airing March 25th on NBC, will have the budding 
entrepreneurs taking on the “task” of developing 
and implementing an Annual Pass Campaign for 
Universal Studios Hollywood. 

For two days, the teams had contact with 
theme park guests, who were then surveyed by 
a Universal research team to gauge each team’s 

communication skills and their strategies.  So, if 
you were at the tour center during the competition, 
you may be responsible for one of the job-seekers 
hearing Trump growl, “You’re fired.”

To have The Apprentice shoot at Universal, 
with the teams “working at the largest movie 
studio and theme park in the world” (according to 
Trump) was a natural for the NBC-Universal show 
which is set in Los Angeles this season.  Talking 
about his real estate endeavors, Trump said he has 
a “big job going up in Los Angeles, that’s doing very 
well,” and that was one of the reasons to move the 
competition to LA. 

At the recent TV press tour, he noted that 
a lot of folks at NBC liked the idea of taking 
the urban-jungle show out of New York and 
“roving.” 

“If you look at Survivor, every year it’s a dif-
ferent jungle.  I could see The Apprentice going 
back to New York every other year, and maybe 
going someplace else.  There’s talk about Miami, 
Las Vegas, Chicago, and, certainly, it fits very well 
in New York.”

Trump recently had another one of his pet 
projects shooting at Universal, as well.  The hot 
beauty queens competing for Miss USA 2007 did a 
swimsuit photo shoot and promos at the theme park.  
Participating was Tara Conner, Miss USA 2006, who, 
after mending her wild party-girl ways, avoided 
hearing the words “You’re fired” from Trump, who 
is the Miss Universe/Miss USA Organization owner.  
The 56th Annual Miss USA Pageant will air live from 
the Kodak Theatre in Hollywood on Friday, March 
23rd on synergy-minded NBC.  P

TELEVISION

BY FRANK BARRON
PRISON BREAK STAR CHARGED  
WITH MANSLAUGHTER!

Lane Garrison 
has found a new best 
friend: irony.  As one 
of the stars of FOX’s 
hit new show Prison 
Break, Garrison was 
enjoying his new-found 
fame recently when he 
slid behind the wheel 
of a car––packed full of 
teenagers––and got smashed, literally.  Not only was 
he drunk (and apparently high on cocaine), but Garrison 
crashed the car, killing one of the passengers.  The 
actor has been charged with vehicular manslaughter 
and contributing to the delinquency of a minor.  If found 
guilty, the thespain may end up spending a bunch of 
years in prison where, I’m sure, there won’t be another 
Michael Scofield willing to bust him out.

O.J. SIMPSON SAYS  
HE MIGHT BE DANNIELYNN’S FATHER!

For reasons one cannot explain (either he’s an 
asshole or wants people to believe there are women 
out there stupid enough to still have sex with him), 
OJ Simpson has thrown his name into the hat as the 
potential father of Anna Nicole Smith’s baby.  The 
two starred in Naked Gun 33 1/3 together back in 
1994, and OJ admits that he may have “slow-moving 
sperm.”  Ha, OJ made a funny––everyone laugh now.  
Or not.  OJ later told a videographer, “I hope they don’t 
do a DNA test on Anna Nicole’s baby.  If they find out 
Dannielynn is mine, I don’t want Fred Goldman try-
ing to seize her money—or the baby herself.”  Wow.  
(And why hasn’t Fred Goldman beaten the crap out 
of this guy yet?)

ANGELINA JOLIE: ADDICTED TO ADOPTING!

If there is such a thing as an addiction to adopting, 
then Angelina Jolie needs help…and fast.  The actress 
is apparently interested in adopting a Vietnamese child 
now; one she met during a recent trip to Ho Chi Minh 
City.  Reports suggest that the adoption is being fast-
tracked so that Jolie can receive the four-year-old this 
May.  Is it just me, or do you think also that Jolie is 
planning something big?  Either she’s building her own 
army or putting together a new United Nations––but 
seriously, we just want to know which kid will play 
Brad Pitt in the eventual biopic.  And will it be called 
The Jolie-Pitt Bunch?

AND THIS WEEK’S GOLDEN DONKEY GOES TO…

…Sienna Miller for blaming her foul mouth on 
an imaginary form of Tourette’s Syndrome she feels 
she might have.  Miller is known for holding nothing 

back during interviews, going so far as to say drugs 
“are fun,” and “accidentally” referring to the city of 
Pittsburgh as “Shitsburgh.”  However, rather than 
fess up to being a moron, Miller blames her possible 
nervous disorder.  She says, “These things just come 
out.  I think it might be mild Tourette’s; not to insult 
people who have proper Tourette’s, but I will say the 
most inappropriate things at the most inappropriate 
time to the most inappropriate person.  Always.  
Guaranteed.”  Tell us, Sienna, what exactly is “proper 
Tourette’s”?  No reason needs to be given; the above 
speaks for itself—Sienna Miller is officially this week’s 
biggest ass. 

THAT THING CALLED LOVE

Love, sex, marriage, divorce—and that’s just the 
first week of your average Hollywood romance.  Here’s 
what’s swirling around the rumor mill this week…

It is a sad week for men everywhere; Salma Hayek 
has announced that she’s engaged…and pregnant.  
I’ll give you a moment to grieve.  Cry.  Moan.  Weep.  
Feel better yet?  Too bad—Salma doesn’t care about 
you and she never will; she’s too busy shacking up 
with businessman Francois-Henri Pinault.  And, since 
he is the CEO of PPR (who own Gucci and Yves St. 
Laurent), there’s a good chance he makes more money 
than you, too (and that Salma will be staying with him 
for a long time).  But doesn’t it just kill you that she 
went from someone as cool as Edward Norton to an 
old fart named Francois? 

And speaking of beautiful women who should 
forever remain single so that our fantasies never 
fade, Elizabeth Hurley and Arun Nayar were married 
twice last week; once in Britain and again in India, 
after parading around a ritual fire and spending five 
straight days partying in between.  The celebration is 
reportedly so insane, press in India are touting it as 
“The Big Fat Indian Wedding.”  However, we’re not 
sure if they’re referring to the couple’s bank account 
or the actual wedding.

Finally, we have a woman who, if she ever does 
marry, will probably do it at least eight times.  Yes, I’m 
talking about Lindsay Lohan—the woman, the myth, 
the legend.  Lohan recently spoke out against reports 
that claim she’s dating every single man she talks 
to.  (Because, seriously, why date when you can get 
sloshed and screw?)  Says Lohan, “If I leave a club or a 
restaurant at the same time as a guy, it’s immediately 
thought we’re an item, that I’m either dating him or 
sleeping with him.  It’s not true and I’m not that kind 
of person.  I like to really get to know a guy before 
anything else develops.”  By “getting to know a guy,” 
does she mean looking him up on IMDB? 

Quote of the Week: Jennifer Hudson on not 
thanking American Idol after winning her Oscar: “If 
I’d been any better at my job when I was at Burger 
King in my middle teens, I wouldn’t be here either, so 
should I thank them too?”  P

GOSSIPGUY

BY ERIK DAVIS

Trump to network: “Ivana suck your blood.”

www.EntertainmentToday.net
Jolie-Pitt: Earth’s most attentive parents.

Elizabeth Hurley with new non-Hugh beau.

Actor Lane Garrison.

GANKEDGETS
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SANDLER’S LISTS MAMA-PAPA

In the vast reaches of the Internet, there is a 
sex-vixen-pinup space creature named Izabael 
who travels from comic convention to comic 

convention, seducing middle-aged comic lovers 
and prepubescents alike.  Wearing little more 
than a smile, she shakes hands, signs autographs, 
and takes pictures with people who most of us 
would guard our lunches from with every ounce 
of our being.  She is the descendent of a Goetic 
daemon named Seere—an aspect of the subcon-
scious, combining traits of both the Mercurial and 
Venusian.  

In actuality, Izabael is Izabael Von Dragen, wife 
of author Shawn Von Dragen, and she is just another 
humanoid from Hollywood who enjoys magick, art, 
music, clothes, shoes, and other beautiful women.  
But she does have the out-going, sexually charged 
personality necessary to promote a sci-fi book to a 
hoard of nerds young and old.  With the addition of 
a website and MySpace page, she has now reached 
out of the incorporeal, and into the pages (and dirty, 
dirty thoughts) of men everywhere.

The book in question, Moon Age Daydream, is 
a literary novel written in the science-fiction argot 
from the point of view of a young male using the 
futuristic slang of his day, similar to how Nadsat 
was deftly employed in A Clockwork Orange.  

Dabbling in the occult, the narrator must 
unravel the mystery of his missing ex-girlfriend 
while struggling with his current obsessions: a 
fiery young female who will do anything for an 
extra buck and an artificial intelligence (Isabelle, 
inspired by none other than Izabael) with a jealous 
streak as cold and wide as a space highway.  Not 

your usual boy meets girl story, but quite clever in 
the boy meets girl, boy loses girl, boy wants to find 
girl but is entranced by another girl manner…and 
with interesting resolve.  

For being his first book, author Shawn von 
Dragen has created quite a daunting task for 
himself: not only writing a clever, well-defined 
story; but also creating a vernacular for our narra-
tor to incorporate throughout.  Any schlomo can 
put together a story, publish it, and call himself a 
writer...but a storyteller creates the world around 
the story and envelops the reader within.  

Von Dragen successfully tells the story, and 
creates the universe around it.  Presenting it from 
the standpoint of our humble narrator, written in a 
language from the not-so-distant future really adds 
to the believability and timelessness of the story.  
All-in-all, a good read, especially for those of us who 
enjoy sci-fi but aren’t fluent in Klingon.  P 

BY MARK JOHNSTON

Ellen Sandler could fairly be billed as the Dalai 
Lama of television writing.  It is not clear if 
she wears orange robes when writing.  (There 

is a swathe of orange on the book’s cover.)  What 
is known and cannot be denied is that she defines, 
paradigmatically, the medium as one that is simple but 
not easy.  She explores the consciousness of those 
who create sitcoms and episodic dramas in The TV 
Writer’s Workbook with a lucid, wise sensibility and 
wry detachment that avoids pomposity and, yet, 
paradoxically, establishes her guru status.  Not that 
her credentials are for nothing, including her Emmy 
nomination while being Co-Executive Producer on the 
hit show Everybody Loves Raymond and her work on 
more than 25 prime-time shows, plus the pilots she’s 
created for network and cable television. 

Sandler stresses that, in commercial television, 
there is a form to be followed; but this does not mean 
that the writing, especially in situation comedies, 
should be formulaic.  And her philosophy is supported 
by the structure of her new book.  Any “how-to” on 
TV writing would be expected to have chapters on 
premise, structure, theme, plot, story, and so on.  
One might get appendicitis without an appendix on 
resources.  The thesaurus is, in a word, essential.

But beyond all this, what helps this crafty tome 
sparkle are some unexpected touches.  In TV format, 
she opens the book describing how her career in New 
York theatre—specifically a play she wrote and directed 
starring Rhea Perlman—led to her first job in TV, writing 
for James Brooks and a series called Taxi. 

Then, there is a breakdown of the elements in 
the rather tasty Raymond episode she wrote, “No 
Fat.”  Throughout the book, Sandler sprinkles attribu-
tions to others who have helped her along the way.  
Perhaps her being a member of the experimental Open 
Theatre in New York, as a performer, helping shape 
pieces improvisationally, better prepared her for a 

career in television 
than anything else 
could have.  When 
she is not providing 
extremely useful and 
clear writing exercis-
es, her prose reflects 
the traits that are ideal 
to this collaborative 
medium, generosity 
of spirit, and lack of 
egotism.

And that applies 
to the breakdown of an email exchange with a potential 
consulting client, who, despite all best intentions, 
completely botches her approach to enlist Sandler’s 
advice and aid.  While most writing books are laden 
with pronouncements on the craft, very few have so 
much insider dope on business decorum.  In particular, 
Sandler has priceless thoughts on organizing readings 
of one’s work and networking in social settings without 
seeming to be a Depression-era fruit vendor.

At the heart of the book, too, is how important 
heart is to writing for television.  It’s not all just format-
ting and jokes.  Sandler reminds us that commercial 
TV sitcoms such as Raymond become hits because 
they tap into a humanity that expands the humor.  It 
is no surprise that Ray Romano and show runner Phil 
Rosenthal called upon their own family and married 
lives to create their story lines, and relied on talented 
staffers, such as Sandler, to bring the influence of their 
own experiences into the show.  

When Sandler recalls her own father’s negation 
of her creative abilities and how it influenced one 
of the episodes she wrote, there can be no better 
example of how the best of TV writing wrings 
laughter or creates tension, but also hits us where 
we live.  P

BY BRAD SCHREIBER

BOOK BOOK

COMING FOR YOU

Author muse and nerd fantasy, Izabael.
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PUMP YOUR FIST IN THE AIR
MUSIC

Son Volt is a late 20th century band trying to 
adapt to the early part of the 21st century, as 
they search for their place within the world of 

popular music.  Volt is led by Jay Farrar, who is partly 
responsible for helping make Americana cool again 
with the country-rock outfit Uncle Tupelo—always 
overshadowed by the co-creation of current Wilco 
front man Jeff Tweedy.  Volt’s fifth album, appropriately 
titled The Search, brings new instruments, members, 
and techniques to their repertoire, allowing them to 
embark on a new territory of musical boundaries.

The opening track sets a wonderful, gloomy mood 
that, if followed correctly, would make this a remark-
able experience of listening pleasure: a sparsely played 

piano tune, accompanied by drums and eventually a 
string section while Farrar mournfully sings over and 
over, “Feels like driving round, in a slow hearse.”  The 
following track, however, ruins the mood with gleeful 
pop mush, overproduced with a repeating horn pattern 
that calls for too much attention.  

The band tunes out the sunshine on “Action” which 
heads into a gritty country rock direction, allowing 
Farrar’s slightly distorted vocals, echoed guitar riffs, 
and playful organ to bring credibility back to Son Volt’s 
latest endeavor.  While Farrar’s voice is definitely the 
alpha of the pack, skillfully played organ sounds remain 
an integral part of this effort, as is heard on “Circadian 
Rhythm,” which seems to be the kind of track Rick 

Danko and Garth Hudson would be playing if the Band 
were still around today.  

Farrar preaches 21st century worries on “Beacon 
Soul,” which is merely a standard pop/rock song, 
but lyrics such as: “Who the hell is Dow Jones 
anyways/Society’s bones on a cafeteria tray,” keeps 
within the political questioning that Son Volt keeps in 
focus throughout The Search.  

One of the best tracks on this album is also the 
shortest.  “Satellite” is a good ol’ fashioned rock n’ 
roll song, the type you might hear at a bar and start 
bobbing your head to instead of paying attention to the 
conversation at hand.  “Methamphetamine” highlights 
the ability of this band to paint a picture through both 
the lyrics and music it provides.  While Farrar rambles 
on about small town life and small town pleasures, 
a pedal steel guitar riff winds through the music as 
a drifter, strung out, confused and looking to make a 
buck to pay for his fix. 

The album ends with “Phosphate Skin,” an acous-
tic cut that Farrar pours his heart into, promising that 
“It can only get better from here/Don’t have any fear.”  
This makes for what is a wonderful ending to a pretty 

good album.  Not one that will be tearing up the pop 
charts, or something to play for your friends at a party.  
No, this album is for the cross-country travelers, the 
dive bar regulars, neckerchief wearers and those who 
don’t know how to eat with chopsticks.  This is simple 
music for simple folks, the Jack Kerouac’s and Tom 
Wait’s of the world.  This album won’t change your 
life, but it’s good listening.  P 

Son Volt will be appearing at the El Rey Theater 
on April 3rd.

I put this album in my car stereo for my first listen, 
turned up the bass, volume etc. for my first expo-
sure to this band.  Seconds into the first track, my 

immediate reaction was, “Fuck yeah!”.  That’s right, it 
is that kind of album: part of the dance-rock genre that 
has reemerged heavily in the 21st century but without 
any (ok, maybe one) of the wuss ballads that certain 
bands have included on their records.   

No, this record rolls in the same vein as LCD 
Soundsystem, Hot Chip, or the Rapture, bringing tra-
ditional rock instruments back to the dance party.  This 
octet going by the name !!!, which is often pronounced 
ChkChkChk, is not going to be remembered for its deep 
lyrical content; however, its catchy, bopping choruses 
will get stuck in your head for days following your 
exposure to this album, entitled Myth Takes.  

The band should not strictly be labeled dance 
rock; more like disco funk punk rock, as this sixteen-
limbed outfit is too big for a label also given by some 
to describe bands such as the Killers and Panic at the 
Disco!.  These guys are better than that (that’s why 
they get three exclamation points and Panic only gets 
one) and Myth Takes proves it.

The opening track starts out with fast-paced 
vocals taking over a deliciously funky running bass 
as sonic sounding guitar screeches soar above it 
all.  Unfortunately, this track is short, not even three 
minutes, but it sets the tone for a damn good time, 
definitely a good party starter for those who throw 
shindigs Garden State style (ecstasy, hot girls, the 
cast of Scrubs).  

“All My Heroes Are Weirdos” follows the opener 
with quirky, drum heavy, Talking Heads-style guitar 
licks and vocals that sound all British like.  This track 
slowly grows with intensity and growls with pas-
sionate vocal croons.  “Must Be the Moon” shows us 
that, lyrically, this band might need some help, as the 
opening line of “One drink, two drink three drinks, four, 
she had eyes that I couldn’t ignore,” sounds straight 
out of an R-rated Dr. Suess novel.  

Luckily, though, the dance-friendly drums, plump 
bass, echoing guitar, and keyboard effects make this 
track extremely danceable.  A harmonized chorus of 
“Must Be the Moon,” including the vocal breakdown at 
the end, pushes the track into the six-minute category, 
and is evidence of their ability to write catchy choruses, 
a must-have for DJ’s looking to add some new flair to 
their sets.  This album rolls on with a bang, as “A New 
Name” with a shredding guitar line at the chorus and 

a vocal pattern that sounds mysteriously akin to the 
Eurhythmics’ “Sweet Dreams”. 

The album dips into strict indie rock territory with 
the sixth track, “Sweet Life,” yet remains original, with 
pounding overlapping drums and percussion, keeping 
the track fresh and lively.  The heavy drumming leads 
into “Yadnus,” which seems to steal the opening drum 
pattern from that pedophile Gary Glitter’s “Rock and 
Roll part 2” before sliding slightly into blandness, with 
the exception of some vocal freak outs and falsetto 
singing of the words “Fixin to Kiss Ya,” which just 
sound plain cool.  

Do not turn off “Bend over Beethoven” early; 
although it starts as another boring old cut, it eventu-
ally skyrockets into an eight-minute guitar shredding 
dance freak-out that most jambands would kill to be 
able to pull off live.  This track smoothly transitions 
into a funky, horn-driven number called “Break in 
Case of Anything,” which is somehow a good name 
for this track, as it is a little chaotic and is difficult 
to categorize. 

The album ends with “Infinifold,” which is indeed 
a slow, ballad-like song without a chorus.  It sounds to 
be filler to me, but perhaps it’s the necessary chill-out 
needed after listening to an overall upbeat album that 
could be used in place of your Billy Blanks tape for a 
much needed workout fat reader.

!!! will be killing them loudly at Coachella this year, 
and pick up the album if you like your dance with a little 
rock in it.  The album artwork, brimming with colorful 
monsters, dragons, hobgoblins, and other mythical 
creatures is worth the purchase alone.  P

SON VOLT RETURNS

BY ELI FLASHER

BY ELI FLASHER
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At 70 years of age, Ken Loach shows no signs of 
slowing down.  Although his last film released 
in the US, 2004’s A Fond Kiss, tackled many 

of his movies’ usual themes of working class strife, 
the picture felt as though a relatively minor work for 
the veteran British director.  So, it’s interesting to see 
Loach return with The Wind That Shakes the Barley, 
a muckraking historical tale that is one of the most 
ambitious efforts of his career.  In Cillian Murphy (28 
Days Later, Red Eye), Loach is also working with his 
biggest name actor since directing a pre-Oscar winning 
Adrien Brody in Bread and Roses.  

Set in 1920’s Ireland, Murphy plays Damien, a 
medical student who, appalled by the abuse his friends 
and family suffer at the hands of British authorities and 
abandons his studies to join his brother, Teddy (Padraic 
Delaney), in the fight for Irish independence.  The men 
operate as an Irish Republican Army guerilla force 
called the Flying Column, and respond to the strong-
arm tactics of the British “Black and Tan” squads with 
their own brand of violence.  The war wages back and 
forth, as Damien and Teddy survive combat, torture, 
and imprisonment until the signing of the Anglo-Irish 
Treaty gives Ireland partial independence.

Although it appears to be a victory for the Irish 
revolutionaries, the Treaty causes internal division.  
Teddy supports the Treaty, viewing it as the first step 
to his country’s complete autonomy, and joins the Irish 
army, which operates under the auspices of the British. 
Refusing to abide by the Treaty, Damien is disgusted 

by his brother’s willingness to serve the powers 
they so recently, and vehemently, opposed.  
Soon, the conflicting sides are embroiled in 
a civil war, literally pitting brother against 
brother.

The winner of the Palm d’ Or at the 2006 
Cannes Film Festival, The Wind That Shakes 
the Barley has come under scrutiny by critics in 
Loach’s native England for its depiction of British 
brutality.  If the effectiveness of a political film 
can be measured by the passionate reaction 
elicited from both supporters and detractors, 

Loach has made quite a statement here.  

The director’s matter-of-fact style presents 
dramatic moments without the customary embel-
lishment.  The documentary-like camera work and 
jerky editing, which often cuts away from scenes 
before it feels as though they’ve reached an obvious 
denouement, create a naturalistic atmosphere.  And 
some might find this atmosphere, which is void of any 
visual flourishes, problematic because of how it tends 
to deemphasize emotion. 

While there’s little bloodshed, the violence is still 
riveting.  One excruciating scene finds Teddy being 
tortured in a gruesome way that’s sure to cause audi-
ences to squirm.  The Flying Column’s method of dealing 
with two Irish men who they suspect of betraying them 
is comparatively less taxing on the viewer, but remains 
cold and brutal.  Of course, there’s no question on which 
side the filmmakers’ (the script was written by frequent 
Loach collaborator Paul Laverty) sympathies lie, but 
Loach is able to submerge his agenda-driven tactics just 
enough to prevent the film from feeling overwhelmingly 
manipulative.  It’s not exactly a “fair and balanced” 
portrait, but neither is it ideologically pompous.

The thick accents render some of the dialogue, 
which frequently overlaps, difficult to understand.  It’s 
not absolutely critical to pick up every word, but subtitles 
would have been welcome. Because of the way Loach 
covers the scenes, the acting, even in histrionic moments, 
feels slightly underplayed, though Murphy is the clear 
stand out as the headstrong Damien whose sacrifices 
are ultimately met with little reward.  

Ken Loach has made a long career of championing 
the underdog, and his stripped-down though rigorous 
aesthetic has always been the perfect way to frame 
his tales of injustice.  His powerful films, by design, 
won’t ever find universal acceptance, but will, more 
importantly, stir thought and debate.  Fortunately, The 
Wind That Shakes the Barley is no exception.  P

Cillian Murphy (L) and Pádraic Delaney (R).

GENRETHESLASHING

The mockumentary has become passé.  The 
pseudo-genre has been “reality-programmed” 
out of effectiveness.  But can it morph into 

something more?  Few would argue that the best 
place for this evolution is the subgenre of B-grade 
horror.

At least, this is the goal of filmmaker Scott 
Glosserman with Behind the Mask: The Rise of 
Leslie Vernon.  Mask smartly utilizes the moc-
kumentary format to build credibility into another 
played out category: the slasher film.  No doubt 
that without the infusion of mock into chop, the 
slash here would have been lacking.  

Mask starts with documentary filmmaker 
Taylor Gentry (Angela Goethals) preparing to 
interview who is reportedly the world’s next big 
real life horror star: Leslie Vernon (Nathan Baesel).  
Vernon has agreed to permit the documentarian 
and her crew to interview him at length and even 
ride along as he plies his trade.  Of course, Taylor 
and her crew are pretty skeptical at first; however, 
in their universe, horror icons such as Freddy 
Krueger, Michael Myers, and Jason Vorhees actu-
ally exist.  Therefore, as the Leslie Vernon myth is 
promulgated, their interest in the details becomes 
more and more journalistic.  There is some serious 
reporting to be done.

Mask has a lot of fun convincing us that Vernon 
is really an aspiring member of the slasher club.  
We are introduced to his mentor Eugene (a very 
funny Scott Wilson), who tells us that he’s retired 
from the business.  Exactly the nature of the “busi-
ness” is a mystery.  We get the impression that 
Eugene’s wife may have once been the subject 
of his slasher anger, but now she’s domesticated 
him, and the two live peacefully in the woods in a 
rather nice home.  

It is through Eugene that Vernon has been 
trained in the slasher arts, and the education is hard 
work.  Vernon takes Taylor and her video crew into 
his world, showing them and us how he gets in 
shape for all that slashing.  There’s a fair amount 
of working out, study in martial arts, and even time 
for book-learning: Gray’s Anatomy is a centerpiece 
of his extensive library.

But all that training is good for nothing 
without putting it to use.  This is where Behind 
the Mask takes a dark turn.  Vernon has designs 
on a group of high schoolers and scopes them 
out around town.  His plan is to stalk and kill all 
of them at Vernon’s ancestral home.  Apparently, 
the well-kept house in the woods acts as a party 
shack for kids.  

Anyway, Vernon intends to take down the 
whole lot of them in one bloody night, all of them 
except one kill he calls: The Survivor Girl.  Now, 
the cleverness of Mask is the way it picks apart 
slasher film conventions and articulates the vari-
ous components of the genre.  The Survivor Girl 
is a virginal gal who transforms into a vicious 
avenger during the horrific events surrounding 
the murder of her friends.  Yes, we know this girl 
all too well.  

Other slasher terminology includes something 
perfectly named: The Ahab, which is the hunter 
who goes after the killer.  In Mask, the Ahab is 
Doc Halloran (Robert Englund) who has a past 
with Vernon and is Hell-bent on preventing his 
murderous rampage.  I need not tell you who 
Englund once played.  I would remind readers 
that horror icon Wes Craven effectively spoofed 
(in a serious way) his own Elm Street films in 
1994 with New Nightmare that is arguably one 
of the series’ best. 

So much fun is had early in Behind the Mask.  
This is akin to the self-aware approach employed 
in New Nightmare, enabling Wes Craven to 
reinvigorate the genre with a hip script from Kevin 
Williamson in 1996 with Scream.  And Mask has 
the right idea by using in-jokes to entertain core 
viewers.  But the unconventional take on the genre 
that begins Mask merely sets up a typical bloody 
conclusion.  Of course, this is perfect for fans of 
slasher films.  And, after all, where else can the 
genre go?  P

BY JONATHAN W. HICKMAN

DIRECTED BY  SCOTT GLOSSERMAN

STARRING: NATHAN BAESEL, ANGELA GOETHALS, 
ROBERT ENGLUND, SCOTT WILSON, ZELDA RUBINSTEIN, 
BRIDGETT NEWTON, KATE LANG JOHNSON, BEN PACE, 

BRITIAN SPELLINGS, HART TURNER 
92 MINUTES, RATED R

BEHIND THE MASK:  
THE RISE OF LESLIE VERNON

(3 out of 4 stars)

FILM

Behind the Mask: The Rise of Leslie Vernon deftly melds the genres of mockumentary and slasher.

LOACH SHAKES
BY WARREN CURRY

DIRECTED BY  KEN LOACH

STARRING: CILLIAN MURPHY, PADRAIC DELANEY, 
LIAM CUNNIGHHAM, ORLA FITZGERALD 

124 MINUTES, RATED NOT RATED

THE WIND 
THAT SHAKES THE BARLEY

(3 and 1/2 out of 4 stars)

FILM

THINGS UP

Pádraic Delaney as Teddy, Aidan O’Hare as Steady Boy and Cillian Murphy as Damien.
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Below a pale, hazy sky, along the crowded boulevards bursting with 

a gathering throng of diversity, LA has a secret.  Contrary to 

what some may believe, our sprawling hometown on the doorstep of 

the Pacific Ocean sustains a prolific, sophisticated community of 

poets and novelists, photographers and freelance writers encouraged through 

independent presses and publishers. 

Though known more for its contributions to film, Southern California boasts 

a vibrant tradition of sponsoring struggling artists who are outside the 

grating millworks of the Hollywood machine.  Iconic novelists Ray Bradbury 

and Raymond Chandler absorbed the expanding transitory culture of LA and 

echoed its lonely grandeur with tales of science fantasy and pulp fiction.  

Of course, no one can forget Mr. Charles Bukowski or John Fante (the man 

Bukowski called “God”) and their LA-inspired novels and stories.

Published at the behest of Buk, by LA publishing legend John Martin of 

Black Sparrow Press, Fante’s effusive protagonist, Arturo Bandini, pleads to 

an indifferent metropolis in the classic LA novel Ask The Dust,    

Los Angeles, give me some of you!  Los Angeles come to me the way I came to 

you, my feet over your streets, you pretty town I loved you so much, you sad 

flower in the sand, you pretty town. 

The mission statement of the Red Hen Press in Granada Hills begins, “Our 

purpose is first to create and promote good writers.”  

Kate Gale, a poet, novelist, and college professor, moved to LA in1987 and 

here met her future husband Mark Cull, a former aerospace engineer; and the 

two passionate entrepreneurs founded Red Hen Press.  

“I felt that LA needed more of a literary presence, so I wanted to work on 

creating that.  It just seemed to me that everything was so spread out,” Gale 

told me.  “Red Hen wanted to carry forth that independent spirit of looking 

at West Coast writers.  We started off publishing poetry, then, eventually, 

fiction and non-fiction, and then we started the Los Angeles Review.” 

As with many independent publishers across the nation, such as Graywolf 

Press in Saint Paul or Copper Canyon Press in Washington State, Red Hen is 

a non-profit organization.  ”It’s the only way we can do what we do; printing 

hundreds of copies at a time is expensive.”  They further enrich the community 

by donating books to the LA school system and scheduling presentations by 

poets and authors contributing to the cultural fabric of the city by creating 

inspirational, thought-provoking opportunities for exchanging ideas. 

The editors at Red Hen read thousands of submissions each year.  “About 

30 percent of what we get is from teachers and academics, but the rest is from 

writers from all walks of life,” said Gale.  “I want to read something that 

really blows my skirt up, something that’s feisty and different,” she noted.  

“I’d like to find the next Kafka.”  

And poet/author Gale has a great eye for talent.  One of their writers, 

Chris Abani, teaches in the MFA Program at Antioch University in Los Angeles 

and is a Visiting Assistant Professor at the University of California at Riv-

erside.  His collection of poetry, Dog Woman, is a “vision quest into one soul, 

one poet’s journey into the dark haunting of his own masculinity.”  Red Hen’s 

alums also include California Institute of the Arts poet Douglas Kearney, 

whose hip-hop style leaps from the page in his collection, Fear Some, and Jane 

Hilberry, author of the stunning, sensual collection, Body Painting. 

Gale and Cull have engendered not only a vehicle where poets and 

authors can publish their work, but strive to give Los Angeles wordsmiths 

an opportunity to extend their unique vision to LA.  Gale acts as host of 

Red Hen’s Monday Evenings at the Geffen.  Of this experience, she writes, 

“Given the flowering of literature, music, and theater in this most auspi-

cious city for the arts, we are pleased to give writers a stage to speak 

their voice.”  RH also head up the Poetry at the Ruskin series that combines 

“unbelievable performances” with complimentary wine and cheese every 

second Sunday of the month.

Along the way, Red Hen continues to press their agenda of “keeping creative 

and stimulating literature alive.”  Gale went on to say, “We don’t want artists 

who will never leave their house like Emily Dickinson.  We want poets who 

are willing to get out there and connect with the readership.” 

With their eclectic and provocative Los Angeles Review, stunning novels 

such as David Mason’s Ludlow, and Chandra Prasad’s Death of a Circus, Red Hen 

continues to represent the wide scope of creative voices radiating from the 

streets of LA.  www.RedHen.org 

Douglas Messerli founded Sun and Moon Press in Washington DC while 

completing his graduate studies in Philadelphia.  “When I became a professor, 

I ran the press in Washington and took the train up to Philadelphia to teach 

for a few days and then ran back home,” he told me, as he was settling into 

a new office on Wilshire.  “I had a lot of energy in those days!”   

In 1988, he moved to Los Angeles and continued to publish a wide variety 

of works by contemporary and classic authors, critics, and historians.  Sun 

and Moon published high quality contemporary novels such as City of Glass, 

the first novel of Paul Auster’s highly praised New York Trilogy, and The 

Relation of My Imprisonment by Russell Banks, author of Affliction. 

Messerli has a passion for literature.  Djuna Barnes, an early 20th century 

novelist, penned ground-breaking novels such as the cult classic Nightwood.  

Sun and Moon published six of her previously unreleased titles.  Messerli 

said, “We did anthologies and numerous other works.  In all, Sun and Moon 

Press published over 300 books.”  

In 1997, Messerli traveled to Denmark for a conference on Scandinavian 

literature and conceived his new venture: Green Integer.  “I started it with my 

own money, not that I had any money,” he joked.  “I thought if I just published 

two or three books, and they support themselves, then I can move forward.”  

The first two books were a small Gertrude Stein essay and Robert Bresson’s 

Notes on the Cinematographer.   They both sold very well, “even stronger than 

the Sun and Moon books which were quite well known,” Messerli said.  “Sun and 

Moon was a really reverent press of serious literary text.”

On also being a non-profit organization, Messerli mentioned of his nascent 

company, “I just grew tired of dealing with the whole non-profit process, world, 

and life.  I decided I would close Sun and Moon Press and focus entirely on 

what was fast becoming a successful series: Green Integer.”  Messerli kept 

some of the titles from the former press and began to focus more on being 

an international publisher of great literature, exposing current poets and 

authors alongside reprints of classic writers such as Ford Maddox Ford and 

James Joyce, also printing translations from authors around the globe.  

“I guess I publish the most difficult literature,” Messerli said.  “You could 

describe, more than anything else, that my central principle is complexity.  

I like fiction, drama, and poetry that questions and makes one think.”  

According to Messerli, “The focus of Green Integer is publishing the kind 

of quality writers that would be Nobel Prize winners, and several of them 

are.”  For him, the city is a vibrant metropolis of fine art.  From the campus 

of Otis College in Los Angeles, where he is a senior lecturer for the MFA pro-

gram, to the LA County Museum of Art where his long time friend, Howard Fox, 

is the curator of contemporary art, Messerli is connected to a sophisticated, 

vibrant, creative culture flowing through the City of Angels.   

Green Integer rarely accepts unsolicited works; however, Douglas Mes-

serli is always thinking of ways to expand the literary scenery of Southern 

California.  www.GreenInteger.com

But, this is Los Angeles, the home of soaring real estate prices, 

beachfront properties, BMW’s, fine restaurants, clothing stores, and front 

row seats.  It takes money to hang in LA, so, not surprisingly, there are 

entrepreneurs; clever, talented artists/businesspeople who make a great 

living from identifying, nurturing, packaging, and selling creativity and 

style.  If you have a great idea for a slightly off-center how-to book or 

SMALL PRESSES PRESS ONWARD
THE INDEPENDENT DREAMERS OF LA BY SEAN REYNOLDS
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a brilliant proposal for a twisted travel guide, the Santa Monica Press may turn your idea 

into LA’s prime vernacular: hard cash.  

Jeff Goldman, founder and publisher of Santa Monica Press, is a second generation native 

of Southern California.  He was the arts and entertainment editor for UCLA’s Daily Bruin, and 

while in college, he interned at Columbia Records, writing reviews and bios.  After finishing his 

graduate degree in theater arts, he wrote music and theater reviews for Sound Magazine and NME 

in London.  His passion for writing led him to publishing.  I asked him if he had authored any 

of the books in the Santa Monica Press catalogue.  He joked, “There are a few early ones that I 

won’t identify, written under a pseudonym, that I had a large hand in, or all of a hand in, but 

that was a long time ago.”    

Their website explains, “The Santa Monica Press is not afraid to cast a wide editorial 

net.”  They publish “offbeat looks at popular culture and modern how-to books.”  Goldman says 

they receive over 2,000 submissions a year, but can publish only 10 to 15.  He says he offers an 

aggressive, focused strategy for his authors.  Their books have been featured in the New York 

Times, LA Times, Newsday, USA Today, and many other national publications.  Santa Monica Press’ 

authors have appeared on programs such as The Late Show with David Letterman, Good Morning 

America, and The Howard Stern Show.  

“We get more press on a national level than any other independent press,” Goldman said.  “I 

think we do better than a lot of the big houses.  You name a program, a magazine, a newspaper, 

and pretty much we’ve been on it or in it.” 

The outspoken, albeit, approachable editor has a great sense of how to market the 
diverse catalogue that includes The Encyclopedia of Sixties Cool by Chris Stodder, which 
profiles over 250 of “the most intriguing personalities” from the Beatles to Muhammad 
Ali.  The tome contains over 200 vintage photographs and more than 50 sidebars, includ-
ing “groovy screen cars, legendary concerts, Disneyland rides, cool cartoons,” and other 
“artyfacts” of the 1960’s. 

Another interesting title is the soon to be released Led Zeppelin Crashed Here by Chris Epting.  

Goldman told me, “This is the fifth book we’ve done with Epting.”  Santa Monica Press publishes 

several books that describe pop-culture landmarks.   Goldman says many of them are his best 

sellers.  James Dean Died Here covers 600 different interesting locations; from the bank where 

Patty Hearst stood brandishing a machine gun, to the garage where the Apple computer was born.  

The book embraces a wide range of topics and takes the reader to the exact locations where the 

most significant events in American popular culture took place.  

“Remember to look for the shell” is the motto followed by readers seeking interesting titles 

such as: Things You Can Do While You’re Naked, The Book of Good Habits, and Life is Short Eat 

Biscuits by Amy Smith, where the “Zen of dogs is captured in inspirational bits of wisdom.”   

Santa Monica Press is an imaginative LA success.  www.SantaMonicaPress.com 

Established in1992 and located by the sea in Santa Monica, Angel City Press is dedicated 

to the publication of high-quality nonfiction books that are “luxuriously illustrated, 

showcasing modern design concepts of California’s top graphic artists”.  I had the pleasure 

of speaking with the president and co-publisher of Angel City Press, Paddy Calistro, one 

afternoon, and she told me that they publish books that focus on the cultural history of 

Southern California.  

Calistro is considered one of the leading authorities on Edith Head and is the co-author of 

Edith Head’s posthumous autobiography, Edith Head’s Hollywood.   After writing for the Los Angeles 

Times for many years, she arrived at the idea of Angel City Press after joining with another 

writer on a book about Los Angeles.  She explained, “We sold it to a major New York publisher 

and we were not at all happy, because we expected a lot more sales.  I said to my husband, ‘we 

could do better than that.’” 

So, they hired writer Betty Goodwin, and published Hollywood Du Jour, a book that profiles 

Hollywood’s 18 best remembered restaurants, such as the Brown Derby and Romanoff’s, showcasing 

their best recipes and telling stories of the celebrities who dined there.  “The book sold very, 

very well.  We’ve since published about 70 books, and a few years ago, we acquired the distribution 

rights for the Los Angeles Times Books, so now we have two full catalogues.”  

Angel City Press releases around 10 titles each year and will accept unsolicited manu-

scripts.  Veteran writers Charles Phoenix, author of Americana the Beautiful and Southern 

Californialand, and Betty Goodwin are well-suited for the type of books that Angel City Press 

publishes.  “We’re very selective,” said Calistro.  “I’m shocked by the number of proposals we get 

from people who haven’t taken the time to really look at the kinds of books we produce.”  www.

AngelCityPress.com 

Founded in 2002 by Lord of the Rings actor Viggo Mortensen, Perceval Press releases many 

politically charged books.  They are “a small, independent publisher specializing in art, criti-

cal writing, and poetry.  The intention of the press is to publish texts, images, and recordings 

that otherwise might not be presented.” www.PercevalPress.com 

Established in 1920, the Huntington Library Press is one of Southern California’s oldest 

book publishers.  Peggy Park Bernal is the director, and their catalogue includes a quarterly 

journal for scholars and a mixture of scholarly books, conference papers, exhibition catalogs, 

and facsimiles from its collections. www.Huntington.org 

The London Town Press, founded in 1998 by Martin Burton—environmental lawyer and author 

of Dear Mr. Leprechaun—publishes, amongst other things, a nature series including Jean-Michel 

Cousteau’s A Raft of Sea Otters.  Burton says, “I formed London Town Press in 1998 to publish great 

children’s books.  My first book was The Whale Comedian in 1999, then Dear Mr. Leprechaun in 2003, 

followed by Fooling the Tooth Fairy in 2005.  Mr. Leprechaun and Tooth Fairy are true stories 

from my own childhood.”  www.LondonTownPress.com.  P
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Fusing the smarty-pants 
sleek of Charlie Chan and the 
sweatiness that only Peter Lorre 
could provide, Mr.  Moto—on 
paper—is an endearingly enter-
taining detective.  Inspired 
by the popular JP  Marquand 
novels of the early 1900’s, 

Fox’s Mr.  Moto movies followed the Asian-made-up 
Lorre as he basically did what Charlie Chan did: Solve 
crimes using both Western forensic skills and good 
old-fashioned Eastern ascetics.  The Mr.  Moto Col-
lection: Volume Two (Fox) houses four of the later 
Lorre Moto movies—Mr.  Moto in Danger Island, Mr.  
Moto’s Gamble, Mr.  Moto’s Last Warning, and Mr.  
Moto Takes a Vacation—and as one would expect, 
they’re interesting…for about ten minutes.  It’s a 
double-edged sword, these old films on DVD: Without 
the implicit filmic prowess to make them bona fide 
classics, they’re really more nostalgic curios than 
anything else.  But Fox knows this, and has catered 
this collection to Moto fans excellently: The transfers 
here are significantly stronger than I ever would 
have expected, and while the bonus film, The Return 
of Mr.  Moto (with a commentary track from actor 
Henry Silva), ain’t much of anything, coupled with 
the handful of interviews and featurettes on this box 
set, The Mr.  Moto Collection: v. 2 actually makes for 
a fine historical document.

I don’t know whether 
it makes me a con-
trarian hipster or a 
bona fide weirdo, 
but your buddy Mike 
spent Valentine’s Day 
with Godzilla Raids 
Again and Mothra 

vs.  Godzilla (Classic Media), and it was great.  
Godzilla Raids Again—presented here in both its 
original Japanese release and its chopped-up US 
version (featuring the voice talents of Sulu himself, 
George Takei—is the lesser of the two films (both 
the Japanese and US takes on Mothra vs.  Godzilla 
are extraordinary), but the big lizard-fight at the end 
is totally bitchin’.  And Classic Media is giving these 
Godzilla movies regal treatment: No, the transfers here 
aren’t spot-on, but they’re leaps and bounds more 
pristine than any versions I’ve ever seen, and the com-
mentary tracks on the films from Ed Godziszewski and 
Steve Ryfle (as well as a few other geeks and Godzilla 
alums on Godzilla Raids Again) are essential listening 
for anyone with more than a passing interest in that 
lovable Godzilla.  Though, truth be told, I’m more of a 
Mothra man.  Happy Valentine’s Day, Mothra—can I 
get you another glass of wine…?

MVD has a slew of new music 
releases on the market, but a 
handful of them are the kind of 
thing you’d buy on an impulse 
at a record store, then come 
home and curse yourself for 
picking up.  The good first: 
Tammy Wynette: Greatest 

Hits Live is similar in quality to Loretta Lynn: Songs 
of Inspiration (released a few years ago)—it’s not a 

compilation of studio recordings, by any means, but 
this concert features many of the country legend’s 
standouts, including “D-I-V-O-R-C-E” and “Stand By 
Your Man”.  Sure, the audio and video quality is poor, 

but that’s okay—the lack of 
technical prowess gives you 
more time to admire Wynette’s 
helmet-cut hairdo.  A lesser 
evil is U�: Achtung Baby—A 
Classic Album Under Review.  
No, we don’t actually hear any 
of the songs U2 recorded for 

this monolithic mainstream album, but many of the 
experts gathered to discuss the LP make intriguing 
points about specific songs’ impact and finesse.  

At the bottom of the barrel, 
though, is Guns n Roses: DVD 
Collector’s Box.  Without 
having access to any GNR, 
this two-disc “documentary” 
is nothing more than surface-
level musings on the band’s 
popularity, their meteoric rise 

to the top of the glam-rock heap, and their bling-bling 
album sales.  Sure, you get to watch Slash mumble 
through a few lines of slurred interviews, but after five 
minutes of this thing, you’ll be ready to turn it off and 
start up your CD of Appetite for Destruction instead.  
And audio/video quality?  Forget it.  The fact that this 
Guns n Roses disc has a text discography of the band’s 
output is the zenith of its bonus features palette.

Baz Luhrmann’s Romeo + Juliet 
sucked then and it sucks now, 
but at least late-90’s Leo-freaks 
can slo-mo their way through 
Romeo + Juliet: Music Edi-
tion (Fox), a DVD celebration 
of the film’s 10th anniversary.  
This release comes with an 

expanded CD soundtrack (which includes five more of 
the odious songs used in the film that weren’t included 
on the film’s original bestselling soundtrack) as well 
as a handful of bonuses that I bet even Baz wouldn’t 
care much for.  First of all, there are not one, not two, 
but three (?) screen-specific audio commentaries 
here—one from Luhrmann (who, for all intents and 
purposes, sounds as though he at least knows what the 
Hell he’s talking about), another from composer Craig 
Armstrong, and yet another from composer Marius 
De Vries.  Even as one compiled track, this would be 
a stinker—everybody knows that even with a solid 
soundtrack, it was the film’s frenetic pace and visual 
style that set it apart, not the million-dollar decision 
of including a Garbage song on the soundtrack.  The 
overlong documentary Romeo + Juliet: The Music isn’t 
much better, but it’s better than the handful of the other 
featurettes that round out the edition.  Dig deep into 
your closet, find the dusty copy of the soundtrack you 
haven’t listened to since sophomore year, and relive 
Romeo + Juliet that way.  Because, mark my words: 
Even with a tweaked-up and fancy 2.35:1 Anamoprhic 
widescreen transfer and a DTS soundtrack (that makes 
you want to set fire to all the speakers in the room 
before you take your own life), this one’s a Leo picture 
even fan-girls should forget.  And yes, for the record, it 
is worse than Celebrity.  Get over yourself.

DVD

Wondering if you should pony up $40 for that two-disc spectacular?  For all of your DVD questions, ask Mike 
at Mike@EntertainmentToday.net.

WEEK IN DVD’S THIS
BY MIKE RESTAINO
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ENTERTAINMENT INSIDERS
OBITUARY

Emmy-winning director Andy Sidaris died of 
throat cancer at age 76. 

Andy Sidaris succeeded in two genres.  He 
was a pioneering TV sports director, directing 
episodes of ABCs Wide World of Sports for a 
quarter century.  His direction of the controversial 
1968 Summer Olympics in Mexico City won him 
an Emmy award. 

Most people, however, remember Andy 
Sidaris for his boob-filled action films.  Mr. Sidaris 
developed a loyal following for the dozen films he 
directed aimed at a young male audience. 

With a stable of actresses that included: 
Julie Strain, Dona Speir, Roberta Vasquez, and 
countless others, Andy Sidaris turned out plenty 
of thrillers with plenty of  T&A.  Think Charlie’s 
Angels with a healthy libido and Russ Meyer’s 
eye for cleavage. 

Andy wrote a book about his cinematic 
endeavors, Bullets, Bombs and Babes: The Films 
of Andy Sidaris.

ANDY SIDARIS
DIED MAR. 7, 2007

BY RUSTY WHITE

SPORTS

WEEKLY SPORTS BY JOSEPH TRINH
WRAP-UP

 The NCAA Men’s Basketball Tournament: 
17 days of pure adrenaline and anxiety, a 
two-week plus national binge of basketball 

and back stories of perseverance and triumph 
over adversity.  17 days of upsets and emotions, 
of Cinderellas and last minute heroics.  This half 
month known as March Madness is to many the 
greatest 17 days of the year, when there is no 
rest as we march on to the coronation of college 
basketball’s champion.  Also, it is one helluva 
time for gambling.

If you work in America, then you should know 
what a tourney bracket is.  If you’re reading this 
paper, then you might not.  A bracket represents 
the field of match-ups; you pick the winners, just 
like that.  Some like to analyze types of teams 
and personnel in selecting the winners, some go 
by team colors.  If you want to listen to a writer 
whose playoff predictions/analyses in the other 
sports is about 25%, then read on.  

First, the obvious.  #1 seeds have never lost 
an opening round game, and #2 teams have only 
lost four times, so it is best not to go against 
them in the first round.  In fact, a top three seed 
have won the whole thing in 19 of the last 22 
years.  Since high seeds are the preconceived 
favorites and are set up with the easiest road 
to the Final Four, it just seems natural.  Coupled 
with that is the fact that no team below a #8 
seed won the tournament since it went to the 64 
team format, seeding is pretty good indicator, but 
not always.  Seemingly every year a 12th seed 
beats a 5th seed.  

When trying to set up your brackets, one 
of the best signs of a team that will help you 
take money from people is having a star player.  
Not just a good player, All-America level player, 
especially a preseason All-American, who had the 
pressure of that title hanging over him all year.  
Also, a high scoring team tend to do well, espe-
cially if their frontcourt is putting up the majority 
of the points.  Balance scoring actually seems to 
be a bad thing, since it indirectly signifies that a 
team doesn’t have a go-to scorer.

Don’t care about filling out brackets?  Just 
want to bet on the games?  Then watch the 
spread.  Vegas always put out the line right after 
the announcement of the matchups, then shift 
the line back and forth.  Why?  The knowledge-
able betters put money down early, whereas the 
majority tend to bet on game day.  

Those who don’t know and are searching 
for answers pick up on the shift of the spread, 
thinking the odds makers are reconsidering who 
will win, or at least how well the teams match 
up.  Wrong!  It’s actually the opposite.  They 
want to split up the smart betters from the lazy 
betters, thereby hedging their odds of taking 
your money.  So if you want to wait to the last 
minute, go against the shift of the spread.  Do 
that and you just might win, or might not.  I, 
for one, don’t condone gambling, which is an 
evil, evil thing.  Money is the root of all evil, 
and gambling is the quickest way of gaining 
money, which is the fastest road to Hell.  Don’t 
go to Hell!  P

www.EntertainmentToday.net
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�00
H H 1/2  (R) 
Whether you like 300, the historical epic 
based on the graphic novel from Sin City 
creator Frank Miller, or not will depend to a 
large extent on how you feel about the 
idea of spending two solid hours watching 
hordes of muscle-bound guys smacking 
each other with swords while wearing lit-
tle more than leather jockstraps and canola 
oil.  If this sounds like your cup of tea, it is 
likely that you will enjoy the picture 
immensely.  On the other hand, if you are 
one of those people silly enough to require 
something of substance in your broad-
sword-based entertainment, 300 will seem 
as nothing more than a highly-stylized ver-
sion of a B-movie programmer that will 
leave you feeling trapped between a rock 
and a hard place.  (PS)

The Astronaut Farmer
H H 1/2  (PG) 
Charles Farmer’s shot at going to outer space 
was thwarted when he chose to return home 
after his father’s suicide.  As a young man, 
Charles was an astronaut.  But instead of 
career, he decided that his family was the pri-
ority.  Still, the passion to leave it all behind 
orbit the Earth never left.  Over the years, he 
collected scraps and whatnot from local junk 
yards in order to construct his own space 
vehicle.  The US government gets involved 
when they begin to notice that he’s up to 
something not of this world.  The filmmakers 
(the Polish Brothers) are smart guys, but by 
diving into family oriented mainstream fare, 
they give us nothing more than a modern, 
funky family film of the likes of The Computer 
Wore Tennis Shoes.  (JH)

Behind the Mask: 
The Rise of Leslie Vernon
H H H  (R) 
Please see our review on page 11.

Black Snake Moan
H H H  (R) 
If Moan works, it is because of the music.  
Brewer smartly intersperses old black-and-
white film footage of the famous Blind Lemon 
Jefferson talking about the blues—both the 
music and its emotional counterpart.  And 
Lazarus in Moan is, of course, a Blues man, 
who’s given it up in favor of farming.  A tor-
tured soul, he believes that Rae has been 
deposited literally on his doorstep by God for 
a reason.  He’s determined to break her of her 
“wickedness,” and that means a chain around 
her waist securely shackling her to a radiator.  
And it is this tawdry dramatic play that really 
doesn’t work, except in bits and pieces, and 
then mainly when the Blues takes center 
stage as performed by Jackson in character.  
Moan has a drive-in movie thing going for it 
early on.  The long lead-in is timed right, per-
mitting Ricci to strut with lusty flavor in front 
of a huge tractor as the credits roll down and 
jangly music bursts through the speakers in 
the theater.  At times, the soundtrack sounds 
purposely distorted as though you’re listen-
ing to it through a portable speaker hanging 
on the door of your Chevrolet.  (JH)  

Caffeine
Not Yet Reviewed  (R) 
Starring my ex-girlfriend Mena Suvari, Kath-
erine “The Ringer” Heigl, and elf-like Breckin 
“Uh, Can’t Hardly Wait?” Meyer, Caffeine 
gives us one of those sappy romantic come-
dies too crappy for even most lesbianic agen-

cy assistants.  This is the kind of stuff that 
normally only comes out on DVD or goes 
straight to Showtime; but for some reason—
especially this time of year—one or two of 
these stinkers comes through the pipeline.  
Ostensibly, we’re given a hep coffee shop in 
London where all the workers and customers 
go through their own relationship hell over 
the course of a day.  Think Employee of the 
Month meets Waiting.  Yeah, it’s that bad.  
(MK)  

Dead Silence
Not Yet Reviewed  (R) 
From the makers of the Saw series, comes 
another derivative and ho-hum offering in the 
low-budg/high-budg horror field.  Again, no-
name actors, MTV style cutting and visuals 
that completely take you out of the reality of 
any possibility of true fear, and nonsense 
involving dolls or something.  You know the 
drill.  The same shit all over again.  I’m sure 
ol’ James has fun at the festivals with his 
buddy Eli, though.  So, good for them.  This is 
one of those “no matter how crappy it is, it’ll 
make a lot of dough” type of flicks.  You know, 
kinda like the Saw series.  (MK)

Full of It
Not Yet Reviewed  (PG-13) 
Craig Kilborn and John Carroll Lynch star in 
this one directed by Jerry Seinfeld doc Come-
dian director Christian Charles in which a 
young boy is forced to live out the lies he per-
petually tells…with hilarious consequences 
for the whole family.  (MK)

Ghost Rider
Not Yet Reviewed  (PG-13) 
Marvel’s skeletal vigilante biker rides onto 

the screen personified by Nicolas Cage.  
Comic book fans are drooling, but the trailer 
is just awful.  Even comic books need one 
foot in reality.  (TS)

Gray Matters
Not Yet Reviewed  (PG-13) 
In a story that sounds somewhat similar to 
last year’s Imagine Me and You, Heather 
Graham plays a woman who finds herself 
flirting with sexual ambiguity (amongst 
other things) when she finds herself crush-
ing on her brother’s fiancée (Bridget Moyna-
han).  (TS)

The Host
H H H H  (R) 
The new Korean import The Host is a film that 
simultaneously tries to be a comedy-drama 
about a dysfunctional family pulling itself 
back together, a barbed political satire about 
the disasters that can develop from govern-
ment ineptitude (both before and after the 
fact), and an all-out monster movie extrava-
ganza that pays homage to the classics of 

the genre while at the same time slyly sub-
verting all the familiar clichés.  Even if the 
end result hadn’t been particularly good, I 
might have still found myself applauding 
director Bong Joon-ho simply for having the 
nerve to attempt something so ambitious in 
the first place.  And yet, the most amazing 
thing about The Host is not the fact that Bong 
has tried to pull off such an audacious jug-
gling act, but the fact that he has done it so 
successfully.  (PS)

I Think I Love My Wife
H H  (R) 
Because it is way too uneven for its own 
good, I can’t really recommend I Think I Love 
My Wife to anyone other than curiosity seek-
ers interested in seeing how Chris Rock can 
adapt an Eric Rohmer film (in this case, Love 
in the Aternoon aka Chloe in the Afternoon).  
However, it does suggest things about Chris 
Rock’ big-screen ambitions that should be 
encouraged—he does have some of the right 
ideas but currently lacks the craft to fully 
realize them.  If he ever decided to collabo-
rate with a stronger screenwriter—someone 
who could do a better job of transforming his 
ideas into a coherent narrative structure—
and a reputable director willing to let him do 
more than simply act as a clown, there is no 
telling what he might accomplish.  If that 
happens, I Think I Love My Wife may, in due 
time, come across less as a failed experi-
ment and more like a tentative first step in 
the right direction.  (PS)

Into Great Silence
Not Yet Reviewed  (Not Rated) 
It took German director Phillip Groning six-
teen years to be given permission to make 
this cathartic meditation on the monastic 
life. A crew of one, Groning spent six 
months living with the monks of the Car-
thusian order who allowed him to film them 
by himself, without artificial lighting or any 
other modern-day cinematic devices.  
What resulted is a film that is an incredibly 
intimate representation of what it is to live 
in a monastery.  There is no score, no 
voice-over, no archival footage.  Only silent 
life as it is in the monastery.  (MK)

The Last Mimzy
Not Yet Reviewed  (PG) 
In this adaptation of the famous sci-fi short 
story, “Mimsy Were the Borogoves,” a pair of 
young children play with some mysterious 

Sandra Bullock as Linda and Julian McMahon as Jim in TriStar Pictures’ psychological thriller Premonition, a film that gives us ghosts, dreams, and coffee.

Chris Rock with Gina Torres in romantic comedy I Think I Love My Wife.
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toys that they have found, not realizing that 
they have been sent from the future as part of 
a time-travel experiment, and begin to devel-
op strange powers as a result.  Among the 
grown-ups caught up in the goings-on are 
Timothy Hutton, Joley Richardson, and Rainn 
Wilson.  (PS)

Maxed Out
Not Yet Reviewed  (Not Rated) 
This documentary from James D. Scurlock is 
an expose of credit-card companies and the 
methods that they use to ensure ever-
increasing profits by doing everything in their 
power to keep Americans drowning in credit 
debt.  (PS)

Music & Lyrics
Not Yet Reviewed  (PG-13) 
In a meeting of contemporary romantic 
comedy titans, Hugh Grant plays a 
washed-up 80’s pop star who gets a last 
chance at a comeback with an offer to 
write a new tune for a Britney Spears-
esque pop diva, and Drew Barrymore is 
the quirky girl with a flair for lyrics that he 
meets by happenstance.  Appears as pre-
dictable as they come, but should still be 
fairly winning and often very funny thanks 
to the charisma and comic timing of the 
two leads.  (PS)

The Namesake
H H H 1/2  (PG-13) 
Based on Juhmpa Lahiri’s bestselling novel, 
and directed by Mira Nair—the inspiring 
force behind 2002’s joyful Monsoon Wed-
ding—The Namesake is the multi-genera-
tional story of a Bengali husband and wife 
trying to make the turbulent transition from 
Calcutta to America, and the struggles 
faced by their children in honoring their Indi-
an roots while embracing their American 
future.  (SS) 

Nomad
Not Yet Reviewed  (R) 
As unoriginal as the title of this film may 
seem, just read the tagline: Courage know no 
limit (sic).  Yeah.  You know what?  From the 
poster—a rip-off of Spawn meets SWAT—
I’m not even gonna bother looking this one 
up.  Do it yourself.  I’m sure it’s as big of a 
waste of time to watch it as it was to make 
it.  But, that certainly won’t stop it from mak-
ing millions and getting an Academy Award 
for Best Adapted Mustache or whatever.  
Hey, you never know.  With Michael Arndt 
running amuck, writing Toy Story 3 and all, 
you just never know.  (MK)

The Number ��
H H H  (R) 
Jim Carrey and Virginia Madsen star in this 
thriller from Joel Schumacher about a  man 
(Carrey) who grows obsessed with the real-
life “23 Phenomenon” that seems to have 
some kind of mystical power of his character 
and his character’s life/sanity.  Carrey said he 
had to go to a very dark place within himself 
to play the deranged lead character whose 
life is ravaged by the number 23.  (JH)

Premonition
H H  (PG-13) 
After proving in Crash that she can do 
more than act as the overlooked girl the 
boy eventually falls in love with, Premoni-
tion gives Sandra Bullock another chance 
to dig deep into her thespian soul to por-
tray stages of grief, hysteria and despair 
as Linda, a housewife with the nightmar-
ish premonition her husband will end in a 
fatal car crash. Bullock actually comes up 
swimming here, showing convincing emo-
tions of love and loss with some tender 
husband and wife scenes, mostly involv-
ing a shower. Despite the effort to keep 
this complicated screenplay as clear as 
possible, the film unfortunately raises 
more questions than answers with its puz-
zle like structure and non-linear time lapse. 
Though it is a teeny tiny bit better than I 
expected after seeing the previews, it still 
left me with a distracting headache mum-
bling “What? Why did she..? That makes 
no sense!” that couldn’t be flushed away 
with a little bit of Tylenol.  (CR) 

Reno �11!:  Miami
H  (R) 
The Reno 911! gang bring their antics to the 
big screen, and though the troupe them-
selves are some of America’s funniest come-
dians working today, their concept of paro-
dying the reality show mainstay Cops simply 
doesn’t translate well at all to a an 80-miinute 
format.  (JA)

Sunshine
Not Yet Reviewed  (R) 
Danny Boyle (Trainspotting) teams up once 
again with his recent writing partner Alex 
Garland (The Beach, 28 Days Later) to 
again lay Cilian Murphy in a difficult task: 
this time, as one of a group of astronauts 
on a very tough mission.  No, they’re not 
going to an asteroid with Ben Affleck and 
Bruce Willis to save the planet.  This time, 
they’re going to the Sun to save the planet!  
How do you like that?!  And rather than Liv 
Tyler, all we get is Michelle Yeoh to look at 
and wonder at the identity of her real 
father.  Don’t know where that one was 
going, but where this one is going in 
another sci-fi drama about saving the 
world from imminent doom.  Really, what’s 
the point, friends?  (MK) 

Tortilla Heaven
H H 1/2  (PG-13) 
Picture this: Falfúrrias, New Mexico—a small 
town with the population of 73.  The only res-
taurant in town, called Tortilla Heaven, is 
about to be blessed..or is it?  Owner Isidor 
Navarro (played by the charismatic Jose Zuni-
ga of Next Stop Wonderland fame) wakes up 
on a Sunday morning to prepare his restau-
rant for the day’s business.  He preps his 
sauces, his meats, and tortillas as he normally 
does with love and care.  But this Sunday is 
different.  While Isidor is warming his famous 
tortillas, the face of Jesus Christ mysteriously 
burns through and onto one of his delicacies.  
He tries to keep this sighting a secret, only to 

find that everyone in the town knows immedi-
ately of his miraculous discovery…   (CD)

The Ultimate Gift
Not Yet Reviewed  (PG) 
Starring the little girl from Little Miss Sun-
shine, this ham-fisted Fox Faith romp gives us 
a parable involving a young man who is taught 
a grave lesson by his grandfather’s legacy in 
the mode of 12 very special gifts.  (MK)

Wild Hogs
1/2  (PG-13) 
If you have gone to the movies with even 
the slightest modicum of regularity in the 
last few months, you have probably seen 
the trailer for Wild Hogs and dismissed it 
as little more than a knock-off of the per-
fectly serviceable middle-aged-ennui com-
edy City Slickers, with the chief difference 
being that the cast is straddling motorcy-
cles instead of horses.  Wild Hogs is a 
dreadful film—not only is it director Walt 
Becker’s first effort since Van Wilder, it is 
actually a step backward in terms of quali-
ty—but I will admit that there were a cou-
ple of minor elements that weren’t com-
pletely excruciating.  As the bumbling 
small-town sheriff, Steven Tobolowsky has 
a couple of amusing lines, the best being 
the one in which he explains the extent of 
his weapons training.  Although Marisa 
Tomei has virtually nothing to do here, she 
is nevertheless cheerful and perky and 
clearly becoming more and more attrac-
tive with every passing year.  (PS)

Wild Tigers I Have Known
Not Yet Reviewed  (Not Rated) 
Coming-to-age story about a 13-year-old boy 
who comes to terms with his sexuality and 
his lust for the cool kid in school.  (MK)

The Wind That Shakes the Barley
H H H 1/2  (Not Rated) 
Please see our review on page 11.

Zodiac
H H H H  (R) 
With Zodiac, David Fincher confirms once 
and for all that he is among the finest 
working in the world today—how many 
others do you know of who could make a 
film as thrilling as this in which most of the 
action involves two or three people talking 
in a room?  Because it is long, grim and 
moody and tells a story that requires a 
long attention span and doesn’t provide 
any cathartic chase scenes or gun battles 
in the final reels, I have the sad suspicion 
that those anticipating a standard-issue 
serial killer thriller (the kind unfortunately 
suggested in the ads) may come away 
from Zodiac feeling disappointed that 
Fincher hasn’t given them the typical fare 
that they have come to expect from the 
genre.  And yet, I’d like to think that there 
is an audience out there that is as tired of 
the same old stuff as Fincher clearly is and 
that they will respond to a film such as 
Zodiac—one that is extraordinary instead 
of simply extra-ordinary.  P

In Robert Bresson’s second Georges 
Bernanos adaptation (Diary of a 
Country Priest being the first), he 

again uses no professional actors 
and his signature stark realism in 
full force.  He follows the young, 
troubled teenaged girl Mouchette 
(Nadine Nortier) through the worst 
days of her life.  Her mother is on 
her deathbed, her father is a bitter 
alcoholic, and her schoolmates treat 
her as a reviled outsider.  Mouchette 
lives in a small, rural French town, and 
all of her depressing drawbacks have 
given her anguished blues.  

Bresson relishes in close-ups 
and, in contrast, commonly depicts 
his characters from the neck down, 
intentionally cutting off their heads 
in the frame.  Following Mouchette 
around in her amalgam of pent-up 
emotions is a quiet and unsettling 
event.  A large duration of the film’s 
audio track is presented through 
offscreen sound effects, with dialogue 
used sparsely.  

At school, Mouchette’s stress 
is too much for her to bear and she 
refuses to sing in choir until forced by 
her unsympathetic teacher; one can 
clearly see echoes of Mouchette in 
Todd Solondz’s Welcome to the Doll-
house.  After school, the teen hides 
in a ditch and pelts rocks and dirt at 
her classmates.  The narrative, which 
covers a short amount of temporal 
unity, utilizes elliptical gaps at each 
fade-out in order to construct an 
impressionistic structural formalism.  

In a fever-dream montage of 
carnival bumper cars, Mouchette 
discovers short-lived joy through 
love for an older boy, which is a great 
contrast to her demeanor in the rest 
of the film.  Her father slaps in her 
in the face, however, and the boy is 
lost forever.  

Another day after school, 
Mouchette wanders off the road 
and into the woods, soon seeking 
shelter from the pouring rain.  Mean-
while, a gamekeeper and a poacher 
get into an inevitable tussle.  The 
poacher escapes the fight and finds 
Mouchette wet and alone in the 
woods.  Together, the two retreat 
to a cabin, where the poacher loses 
his mind wondering if he murdered 
the gamekeeper during his drunken 
stupor.  

As the poacher passes out, 
Mouchette delicately sings to him.  
He awakens to declare that the girl 
is his prisoner, and after thrashing 
around the cabin in pursuit of his 
evasive target, he knocks Mouchette 
down to rape her.  After the assault, 
Mouchette escapes, returning to an 
unwelcome home where she experi-
ences the sadness of her aftermath 
of victimhood.  In the same night, 
her mother passes away from an 
undiagnosed sickness.  

In the morning, Mouchette is 
delirious from the previous night’s 
horrors.  Even though she was the 
rape victim, the townspeople treat 
her as a whore.  She is so confused 
that she begins to believe that her 
rapist cares for her.  To end the pain, 
she commits suicide in the most 
realistic and indifferent manner that 
has probably ever been caught on 
celluloid.

Bresson is uncompromising in his 
tale of feminine injustice.  Jean-Luc 
Godard (though he wouldn’t admit 
to it at the time) made a trailer for 
the Cannes Golden Palm winning 
film, which advertises the picture as 
“Christian and sadistic.”  This evalu-
ation is truthful, yet God is indifferent 
to the plight of this pastoral tragedy, 
according to Bresson.  P  

ART FILM OF THE WEEK BY AARON SHELEY

MOUCHETTE

Nadine Nortier as titular character in Robert Bresson’s Mouchette.

FILM
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METAPHYSICAL

Pisces (February 1�th to March �0th) 
Time seems to slow down when problems arise, doesn’t it?  Well, just remember this: 
no matter how large a problem may be...at least you’re not a bald, fat, depressed sack 
of crap that can’t seem to get of his lazy ass and get a job!  Now, go with it! 

Aries (March �0th to April �0th)
Another week, another half a paycheck.  This week is going to seem uneventful on 
the surface, but cogs has begun to turn, events have been set in motion to change the 
very fabric of your being.  So, you had better watch out for that next week, ‘cause it’ll 
sneak up on ya. 

Taurus (April �0th to May �0th)
By now you’re probably jobless, homeless, and have not a friend in the world... Good!  
You deserve it, you pompous bastard!  But, look at the bright side: you now have no 
mortgage, no bills, and a plethora of garbage to eat.  Might I recommend the half-eaten 
cheese sandwich from Spago’s?  An excellent choice, my good man 

Gemini (May �1st to June ��nd)
Apparently, the Tropicana people didn’t like last month’s reference to their juice du juor, 
so I’m just going to say: Geese can be troublesome (D’oh)... especially when those 
Geese are the government and the troublesomeness is that tax season is here and you 
are up audit creek without a receipt. 

Cancer (June ��rd to July ��nd)
Life is coming at you full-speed and you need to face the oncoming storm with open 
eyes and a clear head.  There will be many challenges facing you this week, but that’s 
what life’s all about.  Have fun with it, bake a pie. 

Leo (July ��rd to August ��nd) 
After last week’s vacation, you probably need a vacation.  You deserve another day or 
two to regenerate those lost brain cells...  Wait, you can’t.  Hmmm.  Well, at least you 
had fun doing it, right?  Now, go out there and try and remember where the hell you 
parked your car. 

Virgo (August ��rd to September ��nd) 
Someone you know is being really annoying and needs a good slap.  Although it would 
be beneficial to the world at large to give ‘em a good clockin-on-the-noggin, it’s also 
considered sexual harassment in the Los Angeles area and is frowned upon.  How else 
can you take your anger out on this individual?  Hateful greeting cards and bags of 
flaming dog feces on their cubicle floor.  Don’t worry; they won’t press charges as long 
as they don’t know it is from you. 

Libra (September ��rd to October ��nd)
Manic depression getting you down?  Go out!  See old friends, lost lovers, and hit the 
town with that cute co-worker from accounting.  The one making eyes at you; you know 
who I’m talking about.  Just be sure to not do anything that will make things awkward 
back at work, as you tend to do.  Keep it platonic, at least until the second date. 

Scorpio (October ��rd to November ��nd)
For some reason, this month seems as though it’s never going to end.  One pitfall after 
another has left you feeling hopeless and alone.  So alone...so alone!  But, take heart: 
the winds are shifting for you very soon, and you will find that you have a bit more luck 
than you had planned on.  Take that luck and squeeze the life out of it for all you can.  It 
is your last chance at happiness, take it! 

Sagittarius (November ��rd to December ��nd)
So, you did the wrong thing and now everyone at the office is mad at you.  Nothing 
much you can do about it but begin to make amends and beg their forgiveness.  It will 
work, don’t worry.  

Capricorn (December ��rd to January 1�th) 
I hope you’re taking to that treadmill.  You don’t look too good in the lower to mid region.  
If you want to impress your friends and co-workers and show them what a stud muffin 
you’ve become, ride the lightning, foolybooly. 

Aquarius (January �0th to February 1�th)
This is the dawning of the age of... not you!  Yeah, you aren’t the center of the universe 
this week.  For the next week, I do not envy you.  Sorry; it’s just in the cards for you 
to suffer aimlessly. 

COMICSASTROLOGY
BY MADAME MIM
MESSAGES

WARNING:  This is a humor piece.  Unlike most other astrology columns, this 
column has no scientific basis, and is not intended as a guide to life decisions.
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ACROSS

7. This obstreperous actor was said to have been tamed only by director Werner Herzog
9. His comic strip, “Little Orphan Annie,” became the source of numerous incarnations in radio, cinema, and 

musical theater
10. Carrie Fisher’s singing mother
11. His play, “Hurlyburly,” was turned into a feature film starring Sean Penn, Kevin Spacey, and Anna Paquin
12. Leonard Cohen’s “So Long, _____”
15. “Wake, Rattle, & _____”
18. Daughter of actor Vic Morrow and writer/actress Barbara Turner
20. Author of “The Revolt of the Cockroach People”
24. Performs the song, “Hurdy Gurdy Man”
26. His book, “House of Leaves,” is considered a cult classic
30. This surrealist artist created “The Little Prince”
31. His humorously macabre characters became fodder for a 1964 television show, a 1991 feature film, and a 

1993 sequel
32. “You Can’t Do That on _____”

DOWN

1. Starring Fred Willard as the bartender, this 80’s TV show utilized Sid & Marty Krofft puppets
2. “This film was more ______ than church!”
3. Early 80’s video game being of the adventures of its eponymous title character
4. Geeshie ____
5. Played the title character of Adrian Lyne’s “Lolita”
6. This endomorphic actor/comedian from North Carolina is one of the “Comedians of Comedy”
8. She’s shot over thirty movies, including: “I Shot Andy Warhol,” “Bamboozled,” and “Personal Velocity”
13. His music became the fulcrum of Fred Wolf’s “The Point”
14. Pulitzer Prize-winning author of “Middlesex”
16. Star of Gus Van Sant’s “Last Days”
17. Czech director who consistently works with stop-animation
19. HORSE the ____
21. His first film was “Three Bewildered People in the Night”
22. “I can’t believe I ate the whole ______.”
23. A timid, spineless person
25. Played Mrs. Roper on TV’s “Three’s Company”
27. New York artist whose work consists of deconstructed stenciled words, florid wallpaper, and swirls of graffiti
28. Beat Happening’s album, “Music to climb the _____ tree by”
29. Starred in Michael Haneke films “Benny’s Video” and “Funny Games”
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