














[image: Image]




ALSO BY THE A.V. CLUB


The Tenacity Of The Cockroach:
Conversations With Entertainment’s Most Enduring Outsiders




[image: Image]


INVENTORY


16 FILMS FEATURING MANIC PIXIE DREAM GIRLS,
10 GREAT SONGS NEARLY RUINED BY SAXOPHONE,
AND 100 MORE OBSESSIVELY SPECIFIC POP-CULTURE LISTS


[image: Image]


Editors: Josh Modell, Keith Phipps, Tasha Robinson, Kyle Ryan


Illustrations: Danny Hellman


Book design: Jon Resh / Undaunted


[image: Image]




[image: Image]
Scribner
A Division of Simon & Schuster, Inc.
1230 Avenue of the Americas
New York, NY 10020
www.SimonandSchuster.com


Copyright © 2009 by Onion, Inc.


All rights reserved, including the right to reproduce this book or portions thereof in any form whatsoever.
For information, address Scribner Subsidiary Rights Department, 1230 Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10020.


First Scribner trade paperback edition October 2009


SCRIBNER and design are registered trademarks of The Gale Group, Inc., used under license
by Simon & Schuster, Inc., the publisher of this work.


For information about special discounts for bulk purchases, please contact Simon & Schuster Special Sales
at 1-866-506-1949 or business@simonandschuster.com.


The Simon & Schuster Speakers Bureau can bring authors to your live event.
For more information or to book an event, contact the Simon & Schuster Speakers Bureau
at 1-866-248-3049 or visit our website at www.simonspeakers.com.


Manufactured in the United States of America


10   9   8   7   6   5   4   3   2   1


Library of Congress Control Number: 2009015437


ISBN 978-1-4165-9473-4
ISBN 978-1-4391-0989-2 (eBook)





EDITORS



Josh Modell is the managing editor of The A.V. Club, and there are two types of movies he refuses to watch: 1) movies about dancing and 2) movies about terminal illness.


Keith Phipps is the editor of The A.V. Club. At various times in his life his favorite movies have been: 1) The Umbrellas Of Cherbourg, 2) 8 ½, 3) Pee-wee’s Big Adventure, and 4) Octopussy.


Tasha Robinson is the associate national editor of The A.V. Club. She has three pet peeves: 1) typos, 2) poor grammar, and 3) people who get all unhinged and snitty about typos and bad grammar.


Kyle Ryan is an associate editor of The A.V. Club and editor of its sister site, Decider.com. He is generally uninterested in entertainment that involves any of the following: 1) space civilizations, 2) gladiators, 3) wizards and shit.



CONTRIBUTORS



Andy Battaglia is a writer for The A.V. Club and an editor for Decider.com in New York. His favorite numbers are 9, 4, and 3.


Donna Bowman is a contributing writer to The A.V. Club. She is fascinated by the following modern marvels of communication technology: 1) copy machines that can e-mail you, 2) singing telegrams, 3) those huge plotter printers where the robot arm reaches over and grabs a new Magic Marker when it needs one, 4) forever stamps.


Chris Dahlen is a regular contributor to The A.V. Club, as well as Pitchforkmedia.com and Variety. He’ll never stop believing in: 1) prog rock.


Amelie Gillette is a staff writer for The A.V. Club, where she writes a daily column called The Hater. Writing about herself in the third person makes her feel: 1) angry, 2) strangely powerful, 3) like she’s developing her character for a Bravo reality show, 4) a strong kinship with Dwayne “The Rock” Johnson.


Marc Hawthorne is a writer for The A.V. Club and the city editor of San Francisco Decider.com, which means that: 1) he lives in the same city as his favorite songwriter, Mark Kozelek, and 2) he probably edits more stories about drag queens and kombucha than all of his fellow city editors combined.


Jason Heller is the Denver city editor for Decider.com and a contributor to The A.V. Club. He: 1) is a gypsy prince covered in diamonds and jewels, 2) loads his pistol of fine German steel, and 3) wants to live.


Danny Hellman, a freelance illustrator since 1988, was raised in a corrugated aluminum lean-to next to the Brooklyn-Queens Expressway, and as such, has almost no knowledge of popular culture (or anything else, for that matter). Fortunately, the helpful and patient A.V. Club editors were ready to explain everything about David Bowie, Doctor Doom, fast food, human reproduction, photosynthesis, ringed planets, and the other subjects of this book’s illustrations.


Steven Hyden is the Milwaukee city editor for Decider.com and a contributor to The A.V. Club. He really wanted this book to include a list of non-cable-related jobs held by Larry The Cable Guy in Larry The Cable Guy movies, but nobody else thought it was a funny idea. Screw them. Here it is: 1) health inspector, 2) talking truck, 3) soldier, 4) small-town police officer.


Genevieve Koski is a copy editor and contributor at The A.V. Club. She has gotten the following items stuck in her hair in the past week: 1) a pen, 2) briars, and 3) a drinking straw.


Chris Martins is the former editor of Filter and a current freelancing machine. He has held membership in: 1) a high-school anime club, 2) The A.V. Club (former Los Angeles editor), 3) a water-balloon gang.


Chris Mincher is the former Washington, DC editor of The A.V. Club and a current contributor. At various stages of his life, his hair has resembled that of: 1) Thomas Jane, 2) Emile Hirsch, 3) Josh Hartnett, 4) Casey Affleck, 5) Samantha Morton.


Noel Murray is a contributing writer to The A.V. Club. He wishes chain restaurants would consider adding the following new menu items: 1) fried brownies, 2) burnt cheese toast, 3) death by chili.


Sean O’Neal is the Austin city editor for Decider.com and a contributor to The A.V. Club. He thought really hard but still couldn’t figure out a way to work these references into any of these Inventories: 1) the 1985 film Moving Violations, 2) Bruce Willis’ cover of “Lust For Life” (for The Rugrats Movie), and 3) that episode of Night Court where Wile E. Coyote and the Road Runner show up without explanation.


Leonard Pierce is a freelance writer currently living in south Texas. He has 99 problems, including several bitch-related ones.


Nathan Rabin is the head writer of The A.V. Club. He knows from personal experience that it is always a mistake to: 1) take hallucinogenic mushrooms before going to the Anne Frank House, and 2) try to lighten up a sixth-grade production of The Diary Of Anne Frank with madcap improvisation, outrageous ad-libs, and zany riffing.


Jon Resh runs the Undaunted Design Co., hence his chronic lack of sleep. In his abundance of waking hours, he’s usually: 1) hungry, 2) even hungrier, 3) ravenous, 4) over it.


Scott Tobias is the film editor of The A.V. Club. He made out with his eighth-grade girlfriend at the following films: 1) The Color Purple.


David Wolinsky is the Chicago city editor for Decider.com and a contributor to The A.V. Club. As a kid, his dream job was: 1) game-show host.


Claire Zulkey is a contributor to The A.V. Club. She lives in Chicago where she runs the website Zulkey.com. She has a soft spot for ’80s teen movies, but has failed to embrace: 1) Pretty In Pink, 2) Dirty Dancing.





INTRODUCTION



BY CHUCK KLOSTERMAN


This is the introduction to an anthology of lists.


My name is Chuck “Chuck Klosterman” Klosterman, and I was asked to write this introduction by the editors of The A.V. Club, a website and newspaper section (it’s part of The Onion) that is distributed for free. They are paying me $2.3 million to do this. At first, that seemed like a fiscally irresponsible decision for them to make, but evidently this book is going to retail for $1,800 a copy. I am informed that the pages of the manuscript are being printed on yeti hide and embossed with pure Nepali saffron, a spice that is worth more than gold. I know this because I add several teaspoons of saffron to everything I consume, including tap water. I like things that taste luxurious and Asian and kind of gross.


When I was first approached about contributing to this project, my feelings were mixed. Why does a book of lists need an introduction? Isn’t this book specifically marketed to people who like lists because they hate reading? And doesn’t everyone hate reading? Isn’t that why Eli Whitney invented the Internet? Absolutely. That’s why this book is destined for unprecedented success, undoubtedly selling at least 1/80th as much as a YA novel about teenage vampires with bushy eyebrows. But the A.V. Club editors still wanted to go further. They wanted to go deeper, and maybe even sideways. They wanted to tap into demographics typically ignored by the literary community: social historians, renegade mathematicians, lesbian Saturn owners, horse thieves, victims of white slavery, box-kite enthusiasts, and people who purchased Hot In The Shade on cassette.


That’s where I come in. It’s my responsibility to explain why list-making matters, probably by making up some ridiculous counterintuitive argument and using words like “paradigm,” “self-reflexive,” and “counterintuitive.” I suppose I could suggest that the acceleration of technology has changed the way humans organize their internal thoughts, or that the proliferation of media has made list-making a necessary extension of cultural engagement, or that the ability to place pre-existing items into an arbitrary sequence has replaced the desire to generate an authentic personality. But that would be predictable. Instead, I will outline the lists I suggested that were thoughtlessly excluded from this book, even though that has no relationship to anything I’ve written about in the previous three paragraphs.


1. Fifteen pre-industrial pirates who belong in the Rock And Roll Hall Of Fame.


2. Six things grizzly bears like to eat (not including fish, honey, berries, garbage, tourists, grubs, bark, apples, smaller bears, fudge, rakes, or Nutter Butter cookies).


3. Nineteen movies where someone who vaguely resembles John Hodgman gets killed.


4. Two people I had sex with in 1996.


5. Four (or maybe five) songs where Prince implies that marijuana is a gateway drug.


6. Forty-four U.S. presidents who have never been raped at gunpoint.


7. Ten conversations that might happen if LeBron James and Garth Brooks (dressed as Chris Gaines) got drunk together in downtown Tulsa.


8. Fourteen ways to sneak a handgun into an airport.


9. Two hundred and seventy-four bad ideas for potential screenplays invented by people on cocaine, particularly narratives about two dudes on cocaine who solve crimes and listen to Death From Above 1979, the third Oasis album, and Tesla’s Five Man Acoustical Jam.


10. Six innovative ways to capture a semi-friendly mongoose without seeming desperate.


11. Eight easy ways to mispronounce the name “Steve.”


12. Four episodes of the sitcom Friends that comment on the Holocaust.


I have no idea why these lists were omitted—office politics, I suppose. There are those who argue that lists are an especially democratic form of communication because “anyone can make them,” but that doesn’t mean everyone can necessarily see them. Distribution is still essential. It’s easy to get your lists made public if you’re part of an ultra-powerful consortium like The Onion or the Bilderberg Group or PBS, but most average citizens are frozen out of the list-making sphere entirely. In fact, here is a partial list of list-makers who have been stopped from making lists by the list-making super-elite:


1. Gordon Spinach: Radical 16th-century freedom fighter publicly stoned for his exhaustive list of unpopular trolls.


2. Frieda Jenkins-Cho: A longtime Appalachian list-poet wrongly executed for attempting to rhyme the word “fear-monger” with the phrase “congo bongo.”


3. Lynette Alice Fromme: The writer of absurdist Led Zeppelin-themed lists throughout the early 1970s, Fromme is currently serving a life sentence in prison. Also attempted to assassinate President Gerald Ford in 1975.


4. Damian St. Condor: This Canadian ne’er-do-well remains mired in obscurity after his list of provocative horse genitalia was inexplicably rejected by Horse Cock magazine.


5. Phil Musberger: This lesser-known relative of a popular sports broadcaster has never received proper credit for his controversial list-making theories, most notably his concept of making fun of dead people while they’re still alive.


I weep for these people. Not literally, of course, but—still. My figurative, nonexistent tears speak volumes. You see, we need list-makers. As a society, we need them. What we need is “the truth,” and sometimes this truth is impossible to illustrate through conventional prose. The message is lost within the grammar. Take, for example, this gut-wrenching, clavicle-shattering dose of “in-your-face” reality:


THE SIX PRINCIPAL REASONS AMERICA BECAME A WORLD POWER


(AS OPPOSED TO OUR ALLEGED WORK ETHIC, OUR INGENUITY, THE SUPERIORITY OF CAPITALISM, THE IMPORT OF REPRESENTATIVE DEMOCRACY, AND ALL OTHER MYTHS FROM CIVICS CLASS)


1. The Louisiana Purchase: By spontaneously grabbing 828,800 square miles of real estate, Thomas Jefferson unknowingly captured an almost limitless supply of natural resources.


2. George Washington’s decision to decline a third presidential term: This semi-casual decision was the most important political move Washington ever made. It placed the office above the office-holder.


3. Timing: The explosion of American wealth coincided with the Industrial Revolution.


4. The Atlantic Ocean: An expanse of water allowed the U.S. to flourish without the nuisance of pesky European dictators.


5. Various criminal activities that were not seen as criminal: Native American genocide, the African slave trade, etc.


6. The clandestine banishment of Phil Musberger from the cultural dialogue: Ultimately, his ideas were too dangerous.


The book you hold in your hands is important. It will entertain you in ways that no human has ever imagined; you will come to comprehend notions previously reserved for Old Testament prophets. My confidence in this is overwhelming. I give you my 100 percent guarantee that these lists will change your life, and if they don’t, I will personally: 1) travel by train to your place of residence, 2) shingle the roof of your home, 3) write a one-act play chronicling your memories from junior high, and 4) make love to your wife after seducing her with two hours of classical guitar.





LIST OF SOME OBSESSIVE-COMPULSIVE DISORDERS



• blinking or staring rituals


• bodily waste or secretions


• bothered by sticky substances or residues


• colors/numbers with special significance


• counting objects or up to a certain number over and over again


• dirt or germs


• eating


• environmental contaminants


• excessive checking of drawers, door locks and appliances to be sure they are shut, locked or turned off


• excessive checking oneself for signs of a catastrophic disease


• excessive concern with functioning of, or injury to, a body part


• excessive grooming/cleaning


• excessive list-making


—from disabled-world.com


“OK, guys, best five pop songs about death.”


—High Fidelity





TAKE ONE DOWN, PASS IT AROUND



47 SONGS THAT CONTAIN LISTS


[image: Image] PAUL SIMON, “50 WAYS TO LEAVE YOUR LOVER”


Suggested courses of action: hopping on the bus, slipping out the back, making a new plan.


[image: Image] LUCKY STARR, “I’VE BEEN EVERYWHERE”


Some of the far-flung places the singer has been: Australian locations in the original, North America’s Ferriday, La Paloma, Opelika, and Crater Lake (for Pete’s sake) in later versions.


[image: Image] THE NAILS, “88 LINES ABOUT 44 WOMEN”


A few of the women, and their defining characteristics: Tanya Turkish (liked to fuck), Terri (didn’t give a shit), Patty (shot cough syrup in her veins).


[image: Image] BUTTHOLE SURFERS, “PEPPER”


Texans in love with dyin’: Pauly (gunshot), Flipper (virus), Mikey (knife wound).


[image: Image] VIOLENT FEMMES, “KISS OFF”


Quantity of unknown substance that Gordon Gano takes, and why: three (heartache), four (headache), six (his sorrow), nine (a lost God).
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[image: Image] DEIRDRE FLINT, “JENNY OF 100 DATES”


Some of the terrible dates Jenny endures on her way to true love: an Amway salesman, a Catholic priest, an obsessive Baywatch fan, a Mormon looking for a seventh wife, a Montana militia leader, and a “gastronomic nightmare” who can’t stop burping.


[image: Image] WILSON PICKETT, “LAND OF 1000 DANCES”


Complete list of dances mentioned (994 shy of what’s promised): pony, mashed potato, alligator, watusi, twist, jerk.


[image: Image] TRADITIONAL, “12 DAYS OF CHRISTMAS”


No one gives these birds for Christmas anymore: turtle doves, French hens, calling birds, geese, swans.


[image: Image] BOB AND DOUG MCKENZIE, “12 BEERS OF CHRISTMAS”


Practical Canadian holiday gifts: beer, French toast, smokes.


[image: Image] POP WILL EAT ITSELF, “CAN U DIG IT?”


Characters (real and fictional) endorsed by PWEI: Optimus Prime (but not Galvatron), Alan Moore, Dirty Harry, Bruce Wayne, Renegade Soundwave, AC/DC.


[image: Image] BILLY JOEL, “WE DIDN’T START THE FIRE”


Historical fires not lit by Billy Joel and his unnamed compatriots: vaccine, Communist bloc, children of Thalidomide, Liston beats Patterson, Wheel Of Fortune, AIDS, crack, cola wars.


[image: Image] THE NAILS, “THINGS YOU LEFT BEHIND”


Some objects a lover failed to take with her upon leaving: stockings, beads, records, autographed picture of Junior Wells, a dozen contraceptive sponges. (Anyone here got a rhyme for “sponges”?)


[image: Image] JIM CARROLL, “PEOPLE WHO DIED”


Some of Jim’s friends, and their paths to the other side: Teddy (fell from roof), Cathy (suicide by reds and wine), Bobby (leukemia), G-Berg and Georgie (hepatitis), Tony (couldn’t fly).


[image: Image] R.E.M., “IT’S THE END OF THE WORLD AS WE KNOW IT (AND I FEEL FINE)”


Seemingly random items that may or may not relate to Armageddon: book-burning, bloodletting, tournament of lies, Leonid Brezhnev, Lenny Bruce, Lester Bangs. (Leonard Bernstein!)


[image: Image] REUNION, “LIFE IS A ROCK, BUT THE RADIO ROLLED ME”


So, what kind of music do you like?: Carly Simon; Denver, John; Osmond, Donnie.


[image: Image] LOU BEGA, “MAMBO NO. 5”


Some of the women Lou would like a little bit of: Monica, Rita, Tina, Jessica.


[image: Image] JULIE ANDREWS, “MY FAVORITE THINGS”


Things that wouldn’t be quite right: non-cream-colored ponies, brown paper packages sealed with tape, soggy apple strudels.


[image: Image] MADONNA, “VOGUE”


Actors who never saw Swept Away: Greta Garbo, Grace Kelly, Marlon Brando, Jimmy Dean.


[image: Image] BOB DYLAN, “SUBTERRANEAN HOMESICK BLUES”


Strange courses of action Dylan suggests: hanging around an inkwell, writing Braille, watching the parkin’ meters, jumping down the manhole.


[image: Image] THE DIVINE COMEDY, “THE BOOKLOVERS”


History’s greatest writers reduced to mere syllables: Virginia Woolf (“I’m losing my mind!”), Joseph Conrad (“I’m a bloody boring writer”), Henry James (“Howdy, Miss Wharton!”).


[image: Image] BING CROSBY, “THESE FOOLISH THINGS”


Some of the foolish things that remind the poor singer of you: the scent of smoldering leaves, the wail of steamers, silk stockings thrown aside.


[image: Image] U2, “NUMB”


Activities The Edge suggests you avoid: aping, gaping, shackling, compensating, filling out any forms, hovering at the gate.


[image: Image] THE PSYCHEDELIC FURS, “ALL OF THIS AND NOTHING”


Things you left him that he couldn’t understand: a picture of the Queen, a room full of your trash, a phonebook full of accidents, a visit from your doctor.


[image: Image] STEELY DAN, “THINGS I MISS THE MOST”


Besides the talk and the sex: Eames chair (comfy), pans (good copper ones), Strat (’54), houses (Gulf Coast and Vineyard).


[image: Image] THE YARDBIRDS, “TEN LITTLE INDIANS”


Capital offenses, apparently: lying about another’s best friend, pulling your mother down, forgetting to say prayers, taking the name of God in vain.


[image: Image] ALANIS MORISSETTE, “IRONIC”


Things Alanis Morissette mistakenly believes meet the dictionary definition of “ironic”: a death-row pardon two minutes late, good advice unheeded, traffic jam when you’re already late, meeting the man of your dreams... and then meeting his beautiful wife.


[image: Image] THE MOONGLOWS, “THE TEN COMMANDMENTS OF LOVE”


Thou shalt: have faith in everything he says and does, Kiss him when you hold him tight, treat him sweet and gentle.


[image: Image] THE NOTORIOUS B.I.G., “TEN CRACK COMMANDMENTS”


Selected advice for street-level entrepreneurs: Don’t share information about your personal finances, don’t trust anyone—even your own mother, never use your own product, do not extend credit to drug addicts.


[image: Image] PRINCE BUSTER, “10 COMMANDMENTS”


Bible-inspired instructions for loving Prince Buster: Thou shalt not search his pockets at night, annoy him with hearsays, or covet thy neighbor’s dress, shoes, bureau, bed, or hat. Also, if thou commit adultery, Prince Buster will murder you.


[image: Image] DAFT PUNK, “TEACHERS”


Not teachers of the classroom variety: George Clinton, Mike Dearborn (in the house, yeah), DJ Sneak, Derrick Carter, Dr. Dre (in the house, yeah).


[image: Image] HERCULES, “7 WAYS TO JACK”


Among numbered instructions for how to jack, a.k.a. dance sexily, in the ’80s heyday of Chicago house music: visually touch the body in front of you, caress it with your eyes, drink it in slowly; close your eyes, remember the body you’ve just seen, then slowly undress it; lose complete mental control, begin to jack.


[image: Image] SCRITTI POLITTI, “LIONS AFTER SLUMBER”


My, my, my, he’s got a lot of things, among them: charm, hunger, insulin, a refrigerator, drugs, drugs, drugs.


[image: Image] ICE-T, “99 PROBLEMS”


Types of hos and/or bitches in Ice-T’s possession: one from the east, one that likes to jack it off and rub it in her chest, one with a posterior the size of a television, one who favors velvet in the color blue, one whose breasts give powdered milk.


[image: Image] BUZZCOCKS, “I NEED”


Classic punk band seeks: sex, love, drink, drugs, food, cash, you to love them back.


[image: Image] COLE PORTER, “YOU’RE THE TOP”


Ostensibly but not obviously terrific things you are: Mickey Mouse, the Nile, cellophane, turkey dinner, Whistler’s mama, Durante’s nose.


[image: Image] GEORGE GERSHWIN, “THEY ALL LAUGHED”


Ultimately successful people who were initially laughed at, and why: Christopher Columbus (thinking the world was round), Edison (because he recorded sound), Marconi (because wireless was a phony).


[image: Image] MATERIAL ISSUE, “GOIN’ THROUGH YOUR PURSE”


Items carefully returned to your handbag after surreptitious rummaging: makeup, compact, lipstick (shit like that), keys, cigarettes, his lighter, picture of sister, picture of mother, picture of all the guys who date you, high-school graduation ring, check stub, and poetry from some stupid jerk who’s trying to steal your heart away.


[image: Image] THE B-52’s, “52 GIRLS”


Girls named, na-amed, na-amed today: Hazel, Mavis, Candy, Jack Jackie-O.


[image: Image] ASYLUM STREET SPANKERS, “BEER”


Unacceptable alternatives to fermented malt beverages: speed (a drag), coke (a joke), DMT (too rich), heroin (death), marijuana (makes you like Madonna).


[image: Image] IAN DURY & THE BLOCKHEADS, “REASONS TO BE CHEERFUL”


Just a few of the many, many things that kept Dury going: yellow socks, carrot juice, parrot smiles, acne-free days, Dominicker camels, all other mammals, sitting on the potty, curing smallpox, saying “hokey-dokey,” and bottoms (round or skinny, no preference).


[image: Image] JOHN COUGAR MELLENCAMP, “R.O.C.K. IN THE U.S.A. (A SALUTE TO ’60S ROCK)”


Artists who turned the world upside-down and filled heads with dreams: Jackie Wilson, Shangri-Las, Martha Reeves, don’t forget James Brown.


[image: Image] ARTHUR CONLEY, “SWEET SOUL MUSIC”


Artists whom Arthur wants you to illuminate: Lou Rawls, Sam And Dave, Wilson Pickett, Otis Redding, James Brown again.


[image: Image] WILLIE DIXON, “29 WAYS”


Just a few of the routes to Dixon’s baby: through the chimney like Santa, a hidden door behind the grandfather clock, a hole in the bedroom floor.


[image: Image] AMY RIGBY, “20 QUESTIONS”


Some of the interrogatives presented forcefully and then pitifully: why he’s coming in at 3 a.m., why he didn’t call, whether he loves her, whether he ever loved her.


[image: Image] NICK DRAKE, “ONE OF THESE THINGS FIRST”


Things Nick Drake could have been: sailor, cook, signpost, clock, pillar, flute.


[image: Image] PAUL MCCARTNEY, “JUNK”


Stuff McCartney spied at the junk shop: parachutes, army boots, motorcars, handlebars.


[image: Image] ELVIS COSTELLO, “THIS IS HELL”


Stuff in hell: failed Don Juans, Julie Andrews recordings, that shirt you wore with courage.





“WHOA!”



6 KEANU REEVES MOVIES SOMEHOW NOT RUINED BY KEANU REEVES


[image: Image] BILL & TED’S EXCELLENT ADVENTURE (1989)


It’s easy for Keanu Reeves to ruin movies just by appearing in them, what with his distracting good looks, even more distracting lack of vocal or facial nuance, and nasal, stoned-sounding voice. Which doesn’t prevent him from coming across just fine as a friendly, shaggy, adorably one-note dumb-ass. Hermits who’ve only seen Reeves in his breakthrough starring role as Ted “Theodore” Logan in Bill & Ted’s Excellent Adventure might think him a master thespian, but the movie’s genius came in the casting rather than the acting: Keanu is Ted, the probably-stoned skater guy who seems to have no grasp of the obvious, but might be fun to hang out with anyway. If only the producers had continued making sequels, and kept him away from roles as cops (Speed), Shakespearean villains (Much Ado About Nothing), and, uh, supernatural detectives (Constantine).


[image: Image] MY OWN PRIVATE IDAHO (1991)


River Phoenix plays a narcoleptic in Gus Van Sant’s My Own Private Idaho, though Reeves is the one sleepwalking through the film. But as the son of a wealthy politician who decides to slum it as a street-walking prostitute, he oozes lazy charisma. The actor—and the movie itself—stumbles during a middle-act dialogue cribbed from Henry IV. But Reeves is totally believable as a suave, aloof, emotionally cinched doofus, and the role comes with a built-in excuse for Reeves’ wooden rigidity: He’s hiding everything real about himself, pretending to be bad just to piss off his pop.


[image: Image] RIVER’S EDGE (1986)


Billed as “a different kind of youth movie: one that matters,” River’s Edge also featured a slightly different take on Reeves’ sloppy Ted Logan character, an early version without the edges beveled off or the charm turned up. Reeves bashes his way through the role of a troubled boy whose even-more-troubled friend has killed a girl and left her body lying by a river. There’s no depth to Reeves’ performance, just pretty-boy pout and sullen resentment, but since once again he’s playing a blank, vapid dude, and the drama is about the horror that results when teen vapidity intersects issues larger than who’s going to prom together, the role works just fine. That, and Reeves has the film stolen out from under him by a riveting plot, an endearingly insane performance from Crispin Glover, and a minor but memorably spooky one from Dennis Hopper.


[image: Image] THE MATRIX (1999)


Reeves’ legendary lack of expression found its magical apotheosis in The Matrix, where he’s largely called upon to serve as a pale, polished mannequin messiah modeling a series of leather costumes and stylish shades. The movie is all flash, effects, and killer style, and doesn’t require anything as complicated as acting out of its star. Reeves obliges with a glassy-eyed, cold performance that matches the film’s glassy, cold aesthetic perfectly. The Matrix is about the junction of man and machine, and the legendarily robotic Reeves naturally comes across as both.


[image: Image] POINT BREAK (1991)


Point Break required the rare actors who could play a philosophical surfer/bank robber and a surfing ex-college football hero/undercover cop completely straight, without a single wink or nod to the audience. In Patrick Swayze and Keanu Reeves, the film found the perfect pair of irony-impaired cornball icons who attacked their roles with gloriously straight-faced conviction. Point Break has become a weird kind of classic because it plays its insane comic-book premise without a hint of self-consciousness. It’s the antithesis of tongue-in-cheek, though Edgar Wright took it in the opposite direction in his irreverent homage/send-up Hot Fuzz, mining the film’s cartoon heroics and softheaded stoner philosophizing for big, knowing laughs.


[image: Image] A SCANNER DARKLY (2006)


For his druggy, pitch-black adaptation of Philip K. Dick’s A Scanner Darkly, stoner-friendly director Richard Linklater paired Reeves with a cast— including Robert Downey Jr., Rory Cochrane, Woody Harrelson, and Winona Ryder—only slightly less associated with recreational drug use than Cheech & Chong. But the stony good vibes of Linklater’s earlier work were replaced by a grim, paranoid sense of foreboding. Reeves plays a challenging role as an undercover cop who becomes addicted to the sinister, consciousness-warping drug he’s ostensibly policing. For the once and future Ted Logan, the nightmare descent into addiction, madness, and schizophrenia becomes one seriously bogus journey.





NONE OF THESE EXCUSE MY SUPER SWEET 16



22 SHOWS THAT PROVE MTV ACTUALLY BROUGHT SOME GOOD INTO THE WORLD


[image: Image] THE STATE (1993-1995)


It was glorious while it lasted. For 18 hilarious (and mildly perverse) months, the viewing public was treated to inexplicably bearded astronauts, galloping manzelles, mailmen who deliver tacos instead of bills, a strange science called “monkey torture,” and, yes, $240 worth of pudding. The State lithely sidestepped overt parody and the pitfalls of topical nyuks in favor of pratfalls and a humor that never goes out of style—largely because esoteric irreverence doesn’t actually ever come into style. The cast worked faster and more furiously than any of its contemporaries, appearing on-camera as a frenetic blur able to capture the modern attention span mid-atrophy, and behind the scenes as 11 astoundingly ambitious young talents who’d eventually undo themselves by jumping ship for CBS, where they managed to air only one low-rated Halloween special.


[image: Image] THE SIFL & OLLY SHOW (1997-1999)


It’s hard to imagine any network green-lighting something like The Sifl & Olly Show today. Imagine the pitch: “Two sock puppets just sort of talk to each other and make weird jokes. There’s lots of silence and non sequiturs.” But the show—which MTV in America initially rejected, until it proved popular on MTV Europe—has its own bizarre, irresistible rhythm. It didn’t last long, but YouTube has spawned a new generation of fans, since DVDs of the show have never been officially released.


[image: Image] 120 MINUTES (1986-2003)


As MTV’s less-music-more-crap programming style took hold in the early ’90s, 120 Minutes remained a refuge for ahead-of-the-curve videos from bands in the nascent “alternative-rock” movement. The show, named for its duration, debuted in 1986 (in the “college rock” days) and went through a succession of hosts until creator Dave Kendall took over in 1989. The dapper Brit stewarded 120 Minutes’ first golden age, bringing in a healthy dollop of Britpop, shoe-gaze, and early American alternative. Matt Pinfield led the second golden age in 1995, but by then, alternative was mainstream—120 Minutes bands typically also got regular airplay on the network. That phenomenon proved the show’s undoing; 120 Minutes limped along until its cancellation in 2000. It returned from 2001 to 2003 on MTV2, before being canceled again. It lives on, sort of, in Subterranean, a shorter MTV2 program that’s continually on the brink of cancellation and/or retooling.


[image: Image] YO! MTV RAPS (1988-1995)


Back in the days when hip-hop represented just one small segment of MTV’s music videos, devoting two whole hours to it probably seemed like a gamble. But from its first episode, Yo! MTV Raps was a ratings smash— and more importantly, it helped turn hip-hop into a commercially viable genre, acting as a court where up-and-coming kings from Tupac Shakur to Naughty By Nature to Snoop Dogg came to be crowned, and introducing them to far-flung audiences in Europe, Asia, and Latin America. Although its popularity dwindled in later years as rap became less specialized (thanks in part to the show itself) and the shtick of hosts Ed Lover and Doctor Dre began to wear thin, Yo! had a cultural impact that can’t be overstated. The series finale’s epic freestyle, starring a summit of decade-spanning hip-hop all-stars, remains a defining moment in music history.


[image: Image] ROCKUMENTARY (INTERMITTENTLY THROUGH THE LATE ’80S AND ’90S)


It seems inconceivable now that MTV would occasionally devote half an hour of airtime to sober, informative documentaries about contemporary and classic-rock artists. Often narrated by Kurt Loder, MTV’s version of Walter Cronkite, Rockumentary summarized the career stories of everyone from Metallica to Rod Stewart to The Doors, focusing as much on albums and tours as the scandalous “behind the music” stories that VH1 later recycled. For budding music fans, Rockumentary offered a handy Cliffs Notes version of pop-music history that encouraged further exploration at the corner record store, maybe the only time MTV’s consumerist ethos was used for good.


[image: Image] HEADBANGERS BALL (1987-1995, 2003-PRESENT)


MTV and metal have a long history, going back to the music channel’s early championing of Def Leppard and Quiet Riot videos. But metal fans didn’t have their own corner of MTV’s weekly schedule until Headbangers Ball. For two hours every Saturday night, the series showcased the poppy metal bands that dominated MTV’s primetime video schedule in the late ’80s and early ’90s, as well as harderedged bands pointing the way to metal’s future. Just as Yo! MTV Raps exposed viewers to revolutionary hiphop acts, Headbangers Ball is responsible for turning millions of kids to the dark side of rock ’n’ roll.


[image: Image]


[image: Image] UNPLUGGED (1989-2006)


Make no mistake, Unplugged (and Unplugged 2.0) foisted some completely forgettable hours of stripped-down entertainment on the world, but some episodes of the show—which features bands playing acoustic (or nearly acoustic)—were absolutely transcendent. Nirvana revealed a new side of itself in a 1993 performance, which included Leadbelly and Meat Puppets covers. Jay-Z and LL Cool J redefined how hip-hop could be performed with their sessions, and Bob Dylan and Neil Young both brought their songs back to the basest levels. Of course, the show is also responsible for the reunion of the original Kiss lineup; whether that’s good or bad is up in the air.


[image: Image] THE PAPER (2008)


While MTV’s fascination with abhorrent teens of the rich-and-spoiled (My Super Sweet 16) and/or rich-and-dull (Laguna Beach) varieties shows no signs of abating, The Paper proves that somewhere, deep down, the network still loves teenagers. Set in the thoroughly suburban enclave of Weston, Florida, the first season of The Paper followed the senior editing staff of Cypress Bay High School’s student newspaper, The Circuit. In many ways, The Paper is the anti-Laguna Beach: While the Laguna kids seemed to live in a kind of everlasting summer, fully ensconced in a romantic melodrama of their own making, the kids of The Paper actually attend classes and fill out college applications. And Amanda Lorber, the loveably dorky, showtune-humming editor-in-chief, is a much-needed realistic counterpoint to dead-eyed, largely mute reality star Lauren Conrad.


[image: Image] THE TOM GREEN SHOW (1999-2000)


MTV isn’t entirely responsible for The Tom Green Show—it originally aired in Canada, and the MTV version used a lot of the same prank footage—but the network did let Green expand his repertoire beyond annoying his parents (pre-Jackass, it should be noted) with lesbian paintjobs and severed cow heads. He ended up delivering “The Bum Bum Song,” as well as an hourlong special with guest Monica Lewinsky. All compelling, weird TV.


[image: Image] HUMAN GIANT (2007-2008)


The guys of Human Giant—Rob Huebel, Paul Scheer, and Aziz Ansari—honed their chops doing live shows at the Upright Citizens Brigade theater in New York before they got the MTV gig, and while the three main cast members (along with director Jason Woliner) do the majority of the writing, Human Giant has featured script contributions and guest appearances from a veritable who’s who of indie comedians. It’s no coincidence that Human Giant sometimes scans like the Mr. Show of the 2000s; the two series shared guest stars and guest writers.


[image: Image] BEAVIS & BUTT-HEAD (1993-1997)


Beavis & Butt-head was criticized for the stupidity and violence of its title characters, which misses the point entirely: These are teenage boys who love metal, boobs, and fire. As such, their whole world was pretty spot-on. They laughed at their own stupid jokes, made everything sexual (“Entertain us.” “He said ‘anus’.”), and shot from the hip about music videos. Watching those two watch MTV—a regular part of the show that’s largely unavailable on DVD, for legal reasons—is like sitting with the two funniest, stupidest, smartest people alive. The show rarely got credit for being deeply satirical, either: There’s plenty to laugh at beyond “I am Cornholio!” (Though that’s damn funny, too.)


[image: Image] LIQUID TELEVISION, AEON FLUX, THE MAXX, THE HEAD, DARIA (1991-1997)


From its earliest days, when weird, experimental stop-motion and animated bumpers between shows made even the commercial breaks worth watching, MTV did great things for animation that reached far beyond Beavis & Butt-head’s crudely drawn vision. The network’s shorts-and-segments anthology Liquid Television gathered bizarre bits of creativity that at the time were rarely seen outside of theatrical touring animation shows. Some of the most popular segments were chapters in Peter Chung’s wildly avant-garde future-fantasy Aeon Flux, which MTV later gave its own independent series. The Maxx adapted Sam Kieth’s twisted comic with a surprising faithfulness to its dramatic, striking visual style. The Head pitted a collection of creepy but well-meaning freaks against an alien invasion in an ambitious, coherent single plot arc. And Daria spun off from Beavis & Butt-head as the dryly smart cousin to Beavis’ gleefully dumb humor. For much of the ’90s, MTV had its own animation production company, which it used to foster and support experimentation that had no other home. Those of us who were watching back then are still grateful—though we’d be a lot more grateful if all this material were available on DVD.


[image: Image] TRUE LIFE (1998-PRESENT)


One of the few remaining outposts of MTV’s once-respectable news division, the original documentary series True Life has thrived for a decade, even as most of the channel’s recent unscripted material has burrowed into the slop pile of so-called “reality” programming. Over the course of 150 or so episodes, the series has explored the width and breadth of youth culture, from the mundane (“I’m Jealous Of My Sibling”) to the extreme (“I Live In A Brothel”), from the heartbreaking (“I’m Returning To The Gulf Coast”) to the enlightening (“I’m In An Arranged Marriage”). Due to the often-touchy subject matter, True Life generally avoids the fame-whoring flotsam and jetsam that washes up on most of the channel’s other reality shows; instead, it finds relatable subjects with a story to tell. (Though the series has dredged up its share of “characters” over the years, particularly in the snicker-inducing “I’m Getting Married” and “I’m Obsessed With My Dog.”) It’s still voyeurism, sure, but at least it’s voyeurism with a point.


[image: Image] REMOTE CONTROL (1987-1990)


Because this game show was the first original MTV program that wasn’t all about music, it might be tempting to lay the network’s whole non-musical devolution at its feet. But Remote Control was almost too good for that stuck-in-the-’80s cable channel. Anticipating the snark and kitsch of the ’90s, the series revolved around the premise that host Ken Ober had remade his basement into a game-show set, complete with recliners, a wet bar, and wisecracking friends Colin Quinn, Adam Sandler, and Denis Leary, among others. Some of us are still winning trivia contests with information gleaned from categories like “Dead Or Canadian” and “Inside Tina Yothers.”


[image: Image] THE JON STEWART SHOW (1993-1995)


Long before The Daily Show made him America’s most trusted fake newsman, Jon Stewart was a stand-up comic whose résumé was limited to hosting fringe basic-cable programs like Comedy Central’s Short Attention Span Theater and MTV’s incredibly short-lived You Wrote It, You Watch It. Although Stewart lost the chance to be plucked from semi-obscurity to replace David Letterman—that honor fell to Conan O’Brien—MTV demonstrated its uncanny ability to be ahead of the curve when it gave him his very own show in 1993. Stewart’s chatfest was sometimes painfully “alternative” (particularly in its host’s penchant for wearing leather jackets and baggy jeans), but Stewart’s rapport with his guests was loose and funny, the interwoven sketches were surprisingly sharp, and the musical acts included just-under-the-radar artists like Sunny Day Real Estate and Guided By Voices. Put together, The Jon Stewart Show made network talk shows look old and out of touch.


[image: Image] WONDER SHOWZEN (2005-2006)


Perhaps the most beautifully evil show ever funded by MTV (though it was originally broadcast on MTV2), Wonder Showzen was the brainchild of John Lee and Vernon Chatman, guys whose idea of funny is dressing a cute kid up as Hitler and having him ask random people, “What do you think is wrong with the youth of today?” Add to that twisted cartoons, wicked puppets, and harsh social commentary, and it’s like Sesame Street perpetrated by depraved, hilarious animals. The show only lasted two short seasons, but that was long enough to run half an episode backward and devote an entire half-hour to a Hee-Haw parody called Horse Apples.


[image: Image]
You Wrote It, You Watch It also spawned The State.


[image: Image] JACKASS (2000-2002)


The Jackass disclaimer claimed that its stunts were performed—or at least supervised—by professionals, a sortafib so laughable that it became part of the show’s humor. Jackass’ appeal was that its stars weren’t professionals, just a bunch of silly man-children acting on the simplest of male impulses. To guys, Jackass spoke to a reckless pursuit of cheap thrills that no amount of common sense can suppress: It simply looks fun to ride a shopping cart down a hill. Borrowing elements of Candid Camera (fat guy in a diaper chases a midget in public!) to MythBusters (If a dude drinks a gallon of eggnog in an hour, will he puke?), Jackass pioneered the novel concept of watching funny people do whatever they think is funny. Yes, Bam Margera went on to hawk deodorant, and Johnny Knoxville embarrassed himself in Hollywood, but in Jackass’ prime, what guy didn’t secretly want to be next to ride a toy horse on the half-pipe?


[image: Image] ACTUAL MUSIC VIDEOS (1981-1992)


Pointing out that MTV no longer plays videos is such a tired cliché that even pointing out the cliché is itself a cliché. But those old enough to remember long summer afternoons watching cheesy Van Halen and Madonna videos at a friend’s house probably still get nostalgic for MTV’s kinder, gentler, more musically inclined past. In MTV’s early days, when the music channel was so desperate for content that it played any video it could get its hands on, low production values and awkward concepts were de rigueur, and absolutely charming. Back then, MTV seemed barely professional, almost like it didn’t deserve to be on television. Which made it all the more mesmerizing.





Guest List: ROBERT BEN GARANT



9 MOMENTS IN MOVIES I HAD TO TURN AWAY FROM


1. When “the Fly” barfed acid barf onto Geena Davis’ boss’ ankle.


2. When the girl in Audition cut off the dude’s feet.


3. When Kathy Bates “hobbled” James Caan in Misery.


4. When the medic had to find the marine’s vein in his leg in Black Hawk Down.


5. When he shaves his head in Clean, Shaven.


6. When the baby in Eraserhead gets “sick.” And when the girl in the radiator steps on the... things she steps on. Actually, most of Eraserhead.


7. When he eats the boar testicles in Apocalypto.


8. Freaks.


9. When Gage cuts Fred Gwynne’s ankle tendons in Pet Sematary.


Robert Ben Garant was a founding member of The State and Reno 911!, and directed the Reno 911! movie and Balls Of Fury.





DOESN’T ANYBODY FUCKING KNOCK ANYMORE?



16 TRAGIC INSTANCES OF MOVIE MASTURBATION


[image: Image] PARENTHOOD (JOAQUIN PHOENIX)


In the ’80s, nobody in mainstream cinema talked about masturbation, except when attributing nasty habits to the creepiest, most maladjusted kids in school. In Parenthood, a young Joaquin Phoenix (credited as Leaf) nails the part. He sneaks out of his bedroom with a furtive look, a mysterious grocery bag under his arm, and monosyllabic responses to any questions. His mother (Dianne Wiest) is bewildered by his behavior, until she gets her hands on the bag and pulls out a copy of Wet, Wild And Ready (with “XXX” helpfully printed on the label). But leave it to the all-knowing Keanu Reeves to clear everything up: Phoenix has been masturbating, a lot. And that’s okay. As Reeves tells Wiest—and the audience— “That’s what little dudes do. We’ve all done it.”


[image: Image] SPANKING THE MONKEY (JEREMY DAVIES)


In his breakthrough role, Jeremy Davies bears a strong resemblance to elf/pirate pretty boy Orlando Bloom. But Spanking The Monkey shows why some young actors wind up in heartthrob roles opposite Keira Knightley, while others go on to play Charles Manson in a Helter Skelter remake. The initially fresh-faced Davies comes home from college and winds up stuck for the summer with his ill, manipulative, sexually frank mother. Davies can’t get to his internship, can’t escape his parents’ demands, and can’t even get a little privacy to masturbate. After multiple mid-act interruptions, he can’t maintain a normal relationship with anybody, least of all his mother, who—in the film’s infamous twist—has drunken intercourse with him.


[image: Image] THE EXORCIST (LINDA BLAIR)


As Peter Biskind writes in Easy Riders, Raging Bulls, Linda Blair was 12 when director William Friedkin auditioned her for the part of the possessed girl in The Exorcist. When Blair explained that she knew what masturbation was (“It’s like jerking off, isn’t it?”), Friedkin asked if she ever did it herself. She answered, “Yeah, don’t you?” Still, home rehearsals couldn’t have prepared Blair for her big scene: Deep in the clutches of Satan, she effectively rapes herself with a crucifix, spraying blood all over her nightgown and screaming, “LET JESUS FUCK YOU!” at the top of her voice. Then she jams her mother’s face into the mess, screaming “LICK IT!” before casting her aside. “Do you know what your cunting daughter did?” asks Satan/Blair. Yeah, well, it was pretty hard to miss.


[image: Image]


[image: Image] THE SQUID AND THE WHALE (OWEN KLINE)


Owen Kline plays the younger of two sons of stuffy Park Slope, Brooklyn writers Jeff Daniels and Laura Linney. When his parents separate, Kline finds several ways to cope—and the creepiest comes in the school library, when the sight of a girl prompts him to walk over to the stacks with a wrinkled piece of porn and rub himself off against a bookcase; after he ejaculates, he smears his semen along the spine of some books. Later, Kline declares that he’s a “philistine” who hates “books and things,” by way of rejecting his father’s book-based authority and his mother’s literary success. Maybe his handling of the library books is another way of acting out against them. Or maybe that’s just how writers breed in Park Slope.


[image: Image] JUNEBUG (AMY ADAMS)


Amy Adams loves Ben McKenzie. They’re married; she’s carrying his child. But McKenzie is withdrawn and uncommitted. In one scene in the middle of the film, Adams, lying in bed hugely pregnant, comforts herself with a photo of the two of them together, though in the photo, McKenzie looks just as distant as in life. Meanwhile, her husband is in the other room loudly complaining about their marriage. “I woulda gone to Washington D.C. in 12th grade, except for her!” is the last thing she hears before she finishes.


[image: Image] SHORTBUS (PAUL DAWSON)


In Shortbus, the graphic sex serves the plot and the character development. But no matter how mature viewers feel coming into the movie, there’s no getting around the curiosity factor in the opening sequence, as a buck-naked Paul Dawson gets on his back, flips his feet over his head, and tries to fellate himself. He gets excruciatingly close and manages a slight insertion before he ejaculates—and then bursts into tears. Minutes later, his lover comes home, and Dawson quickly gets dressed and runs away, while everyone in the theater silently ticks his acrobatic act off their “things to see before I die” lists.


[image: Image] YOUR FRIENDS & NEIGHBORS (AARON ECKHART)


The arch metropolitan elites of Your Friends & Neighbors can’t satisfy each other, sexually or otherwise. Aaron Eckhart plays the schlubbiest of the bunch, the closest the film has to a likable character. Discussing his best sexual experience, Eckhart brags, “The best lay I’ve ever had? That’s easy, it’s me!” Nothing satisfies him like himself, and he enjoys a post-coital spank better than the real act with his wife (played by Amy Brenneman). But even though he’s the one character not dependent on other losers for his own satisfaction, Eckhart gets dumped anyway: While his wife beds down unhappily with the menacing Jason Patric, Eckhart tries but fails to reach orgasm on a sex-chat line. In narcissistic despair, he shouts, “What is the matter! Is it me?”


[image: Image] HAPPINESS (RUFUS READ)


In another grim late-’90s indie flick, Happiness, writer-director Todd Solondz suggests that the only true happiness comes at orgasm. Young Rufus Read, whose family has had a really, really rough year, wants to masturbate, but his efforts fail until the end of the film, when the sight of a blonde in a bikini finally brings him to finish. He ejaculates on the balcony railing, and in one of the film’s only bursts of comic relief, the family dog licks it up, then runs back inside to lick Read’s mother (Cynthia Stevenson) square on the kisser. Read follows him in and announces to his whole family, “I came!” Finally, he’s fleetingly happy, and the family has a great story to tell at Thanksgiving.


[image: Image] MULHOLLAND DR. (NAOMI WATTS)


David Lynch’s thriller Mulholland Dr. can be broken into two halves—the “fantasy” section, followed by the shorter “reality” section, which kicks off when Naomi Watts’ fresh-faced naïveté collapses into a haggard expression, haunted eyes, and a hint of a snaggletooth. But nothing in that section looks as real as Watts masturbating on the couch, sweating and struggling and coming to tears at her inability to climax. The blurred shots of the wall across the room have been interpreted as her attempt to disappear into fantasy, only to crash right back into real life. Watts has described her character as “full of self-loathing,” and said that “I kept on weeping and falling to pieces, because I just felt so embarrassed and humiliated.”


[image: Image] AMERICAN BEAUTY (KEVIN SPACEY)


Kevin Spacey opens American Beauty in the shower, explaining that his few moments alone will be “the high point of the day.” Masturbation sums up the death-like routine of his suburban life, but later in the film, it’s the turning point: Smitten with his daughter’s high-school friend, he starts to pleasure himself in bed while thinking about her. When the rapid thumping wakes his wife (Annette Bening), they fight, and Spacey finally declares his independence, even throwing her threat of a divorce back in her face. Says Spacey, “It’s a great thing when you realize you still have the ability to surprise yourself”—especially when it comes from something you’ve been doing since you were 13.


[image: Image] BABEL (BOUBKER AIT EL CAID)


At the beginning of Babel, a young Moroccan boy—after looking at his sister, naked, through a hole in the wall of her hut—takes a break from herding goats to drop trou and masturbate. But his brother interrupts him by taking potshots at coyotes with their brand-new rifle, which leads to a shooting contest between the brothers, which only stops after they wound American tourist Cate Blanchett. Had the boy not been interrupted, Blanchett might never have done a bedpan scene, Gael García Bernal couldn’t have shown us the best way to twist the head off a rooster, and Rinko Kikuchi would’ve gotten a lot less naked. In other words, had the kid gotten off, the whole movie could have been avoided.


[image: Image] LITTLE CHILDREN (GREGG EDELMAN, JACKIE EARLE HALEY)


As a bored, overeducated suburban housewife, Kate Winslet is an easy mark for an adulterous affair. But to keep viewers sympathetic to her needs, Little Children writes off her husband, Gregg Edelman, as a total drip. The pale, cave-bug-like Edelman can’t stop surfing an amateur sex site run by “Slutty Kay.” His obsession grows until Winslet walks in on him at his computer, masturbating to Kay with her mail-order panties stretched like a mask across his face, making him look like a polka-dotted gynecologist. After that, Winslet feels a lot less guilty about messing around behind his back.


A more horrifying scene comes later in the film, when Jackie Earle Haley— playing a sex offender who served time for indecent exposure—takes unlucky date Jane Adams to dinner. When she drives him home, he asks her to pull over by a children’s playground and kill the lights. As she tells him how bad her last date was, she notices a strange sound and looks over to see him masturbating and staring at her like a snake, hissing, “You better not tell on me... or I’ll fucking get you.” The swing-set in the background completes one of the film’s most disturbing moments.


[image: Image] BAD LIEUTENANT (HARVEY KEITEL)


Of course, Harvey Keitel perfected the “jerking off in front of girls trapped in a car” scene in Bad Lieutenant, when he catches two Jersey teens on the town without their licenses, and threatens to tell their father unless they do what he says. Keitel’s abuse of his authority, crossed with the pathetic sight of him playing with himself as the girls humiliate themselves in sexual poses, gruesomely proves the depth of his corruption.


[image: Image] FAST TIMES AT RIDGEMONT HIGH (JUDGE REINHOLD)


There’s no worse nightmare than coming back from your fast-food job, still wearing your sweaty pirate uniform, and getting caught in the bathroom by the girl you’re fantasizing about.


Still, Reinhold plays this legendary caught-in-the-act scene for laughs, and 30 years’ worth of guys have staged their own run-throughs thanks to the vivid shots of Phoebe Cates striding across a misty swimming pool and unsnapping her bikini top. After she finds him, Cates cringes away—but Reinhold wins the round with an exasperated, “Doesn’t anybody fucking knock anymore?” Nice save, dude!


[image: Image]
Six Feet Under uses the same gesture in the third season, when Peter Krause, stalling for time on his way home to a loveless marriage, pulls over and masturbates in his car. Just as in American Beauty, the writers couldn’t fix the marriage without offing one of the spouses.


[image: Image] BEING THERE (SHIRLEY MACLAINE)


In Hal Ashby’s acerbic 1979 satire, Washington D.C. insiders fall over themselves to misinterpret the words of Peter Sellers, a vapid, TV-obsessed, mentally challenged gardener who’s accidentally hailed as a profound thinker when his literal statements about his garden are taken for political metaphor. Among the misinterpreters: society wife Shirley MacLaine, who presses herself on Sellers’ character as he watches TV in his room. Mistaking his straightforward announcement “I like to watch” for a description of his sexual tastes rather than a summary of his television-focused existence, she struggles with shyness, rolls around grunting on a bear rug, and finally fingers herself to cackling, squealing orgasm, all while Sellers indifferently channel-surfs. So which is more tragic during masturbation, being caught by a potential partner, or ignored by an actual partner?





STICK AROUND FOR THE GHOST MONKEY



22 MOVIES WITH POST-CREDITS SURPRISES


[image: Image] PIRATES OF THE CARIBBEAN 1-3 (2003, 2006, 2007)


As credit sequences get longer, more filmmakers are rewarding dogged viewers by adding bonus scenes after the last name has scrolled by. The Pirates Of The Caribbean trilogy is particularly playful with its post-credits action—each movie has a “stinger” (or “tag,” or “button”) that sets a completely different tone from the film’s actual ending. The first film concludes on a triumphant note, with the cursed doubloons returned to their source, all the ghost pirates returned to mortality, and protagonists Will Turner and Elizabeth Swann together at last, in what seems like a suitable epilogue. But after the credits, the pirates’ monkey swims back to the cursed gold and steals a piece, turning back into a hideous shrieking ghost-monkey, as if to suggest that the story isn’t over. The second film ends on a grim note, with Captain Jack Sparrow apparently dead, and his friends off to the end of the world to find him—but the post-credits tag offers up a little joke, as the series’ dog mascot, last seen being chased by a horde of cannibal natives, is shown sitting on a throne as their king. Finally, one of the third movie’s many plotlines sees Will and Elizabeth separated yet again, but a bittersweet post-credits epilogue reunites them 10 years later, as Elizabeth and their son wait by the shore for Will’s wandering ship, The Flying Dutchman, to return at its appointed hour.


[image: Image] THE TRIPLETS OF BELLVILLE (2003)


By comparison, the stinger at the end of the wild French animated feature The Triplets Of Bellville is a mere fillip of a sight gag. When an old lady’s cyclist grandson is kidnapped and spirited away in a vast transoceanic tanker, she pursues in a rusty pedal-boat, rented from a dismal vendor who charges one franc for a 20-minute outing. She winds up in a lengthy, grand adventure, with gangsters, shootouts, car chases, musical numbers, and a disgusting meal of boiled frogs, but once all the big noisy action is over, the film cuts back to a quiet shot of the vendor still standing by the shore, checking his watch, seemingly baffled about how 20 minutes could seem so long.


[image: Image] AIRPLANE! (1980)


A similar gag occurs at the end of the Zucker-Abrahams-Zucker disaster-movie parody Airplane! In the opening sequence, former military pilot Robert Hays, now a cab driver, pulls his taxi up to the curb at an airport. Passenger Howard Jarvis jumps in, but Hays says he’ll be right back, and runs into the airport to confront his girlfriend, stewardess Julie Hagerty, who’s just left him a “Dear John” letter at home. She insists their relationship is over, so he boards her plane to Chicago to continue their conversation. The crew passes out, Hays confronts his traumatic past and takes the controls, and a great deal of classic silliness ensues, but after the film ends, the camera returns to Jarvis, still sitting in that taxi at the curb, checking his watch and muttering “Well, I’ll give him another 20 minutes, but that’s it.”


[image: Image] IRON MAN (2008)


Possibly the decade’s most-publicized post-credits scene followed Iron Man, in a calculated attempt both to keep audiences in their seats through the credits, and to build anticipation for an eventual planned Avengers movie. While the film ends with an abrupt, grin-inducing bang, with Robert Downey Jr. as Tony Stark revealing his secret identity to the press, a stinger finds him coming home later to a mysterious visitor: Samuel L. Jackson as Nick Fury, ready to recruit Stark into the ranks of a super-team slated for its own big-screen outing.


[image: Image] FERRIS BUELLER’S DAY OFF (1986)


The bonus scene at the very end of Ferris Bueller’s Day Off likely reached more people than most tags, since the action continues through the credits, with beleaguered, beaten-down principal Jeffrey Jones enduring further ignominies on a school bus. Viewers who watch his suffering all the way through to the end endure a little ignominy of their own when the credits end and Matthew Broderick as Ferris Bueller walks out, gives the fourth wall a patronizing, almost pitying look, and snaps “You’re still here? It’s over. Go home. GO.”


[image: Image] THE PRODUCERS (2006)


Broderick returned with a similar message nearly 30 years later in a tag at the end of The Producers, the film adaptation of the Broadway play adapted from Mel Brooks’ 1968 film hit. After the wrap, Broderick and the rest of the primary cast bounce back out for a short, peppy number that shoos stragglers toward the exit with lyrics including “Grab your hat and head for the door / in case you didn’t notice, there ain’t any more! / if you like our show, tell everyone, but / if you think it stinks, keep your big mouth shut!” Even Brooks himself pops in for a cameo, belting out the final words: “Get out! It’s over!”


[image: Image] L.A. CONFIDENTIAL (1997)


In the tangled web of L.A. Confidential, three detectives— Russell Crowe, Guy Pearce, and Kevin Spacey—all investigate a massacre at a diner in different ways. Spacey doesn’t survive the process, and a post-credits clip pays homage to his abrupt end. Many of his scenes in the film revolve around his life away from his precinct, serving as consultant on a cop TV series called Badge Of Honor. While the film is set in 1950s Los Angeles, it’s all in vibrant color with sharp modern cinematography—except for chunks of the opening montage, which uses vintage black-and-white footage and imagery, and the post-credits sequence, in which a stereotyped-to-a-fault whitebread ’50s family sits around a TV set, watching an episode of Badge Of Honor that’s specially dedicated to Spacey’s fallen cop.


[image: Image]


[image: Image] YOUNG SHERLOCK HOLMES (1985)


Barry Levinson’s cheesy but agreeable film about Sherlock Holmes’ teen years goes a bit overboard in introducing each of the character’s well-known peccadilloes: his relationship with his violin, his first use of “Elementary, my dear Watson,” the origin of his deerstalker cap and his pipe, and so forth. For viewers who stick through the credits, it even reveals the origins of Holmes’ greatest enemy. It’s no huge surprise when one of the good guys turns out to be the film’s villain, since that’s how so many screen mysteries work. The movie’s climax seems to dispose of him permanently, but a post-credits clip shows that he escaped certain death. As he checks into a hotel under the name “Moriarty,” he gives the audience a smug little smile, acknowledging the reference and seemingly saying, “You haven’t seen the last of me.”


[image: Image] HARRY POTTER AND THE CHAMBER OF SECRETS (2002)


Given the rabid fandom backing the Harry Potter books—and the amount of material that the film adaptations have had to discard to keep the run times reasonable—it’s actually surprising that the movies don’t throw fans more of a bone with post-credit tags. The only one of the series so far to offer more than a sound clip was the second one, Harry Potter And The Chamber Of Secrets, which introduced insufferable egotist and minor villain Gilderoy Lockhart (played by Kenneth Branagh), author of a great many self-aggrandizing books. At the climax of the film, he accidentally erases his own memory; after the credits, he’s seen in a straitjacket, making goofy, baffled faces while apparently pimping his latest authorial effort, Who Am I?


[image: Image] GHOST WORLD (2001)


Late in the comic-book-based teenangst film Ghost World, a frustrated Steve Buscemi storms into the convenience store where Brad Renfro works, and attempts to wreck the place as vengeance for perceived mockery. Instead, he finds he’s too spindly to overturn a shelf; then a spazzy, mulleted Dave Sheridan attacks him with nunchucks and puts him in the hospital. The jokey post-credits take of the scene shows another story, as Buscemi punches out Renfro (complete with exaggerated ker-pow foley effects), floors and kicks Sheridan, then lunges for the door, screaming profanely. It doesn’t fit his nebbishy character, but it’s pretty funny.


[image: Image] THE SIMPSONS MOVIE (2007)


The Simpsons’ strangely late-to-the-big-screen outing is framed with scenes of Homer, Marge, and the family at the theater, watching the movie they’re appearing in; Homer starts the film by calling everyone a sucker for paying to see something they could get for free at home on TV, and the film ends with them alone in the theater, commenting on the credits scrolling by. But finally, they walk out. The credits continue, with the anonymous pimply teenaged kid who seems to have every menial job in Springfield coming in and scrubbing the gum off the theater floor, muttering “Assistant manager isn’t all it’s cracked up to be.” Even once the credits end, he’s still alone, sweeping and grumbling, “Four years of film school for this?”


[image: Image] PLANES, TRAINS AND AUTOMOBILES (1987)


John Hughes’ first “adult” comedy after a series of hit teen comedies tracks Steve Martin and John Candy on a series of torturous attempts to travel from New York to Chicago in time for a family Thanksgiving celebration. The pain starts with the first shot, as Martin and his fellow execs squirm miserably in a meeting, watching the clock and praying for relief as their doddering boss silently examines three layouts of a lipstick ad. Finally—after several comedically excruciating false starts—he puts off choosing one until after the holiday break. And apparently until after the film, as well. The final post-credits shot finds him still in the boardroom, sitting down to a private Thanksgiving dinner—complete with a whole turkey to himself—and continuing to muse painfully over the same three boring ads.


[image: Image] THE ADVENTURES OF PRISCILLA, QUEEN OF THE DESERT (1994)


Off on a road trip across the Australian outback, two flamboyant drag queens and a transsexual generally make lemonade out of any lemons the trip hands them. When some small-town bigots scrawl “AIDS fuckers go home!” across their tour bus, they repaint the bus pink. When it breaks down in the middle of nowhere, they stage an impromptu drag show with the local aborigines. And when a mechanic takes forever to arrive, they amuse themselves by attaching a grotesque blow-up sex doll to an unwanted dress and making a hilariously camp kite, which they set free when rescue arrives. They go on to further titular adventures, and the renegade kite does too—a post-credits gag shows it touching down in a garden full of Chinese pagodas, somewhere very far from home.


[image: Image] X-MEN: THE LAST STAND (2006)


The third installment in the X-Men film franchise saw schlock auteur Brett Ratner taking over from series helmer Bryan Singer, and taking the series to staggeringly expensive, overblown new levels. The film made big bucks, but with a $210 million production budget, it was hard to earn back costs—which may explain why a sequel wasn’t immediately forthcoming. Nonetheless, The Last Stand hedged its bets for future installments. Patrick Stewart said he wasn’t interested in reprising his role as X-Men leader Professor X in the event of a fourth movie, so movie number three dutifully killed him off, but a postscript makes it clear that his consciousness survives in a new body, just in case they need to bring back the character, but not the actor, somewhere down the road.


[image: Image] THE FAST AND THE FURIOUS (2001)


Rob Cohen’s surprise 2001 hit is an odd film: It sets out to glorify the racing lifestyle of co-star Vin Diesel, even though he barely races during the film, and it portrays him as such a nice guy that undercover cop Paul Walker lets him walk away from his considerable crimes, even though they aren’t remotely justified. By the film’s end, Diesel is a complete failure and an outcast on the run, yet a tonally off post-credits coda tries to recapture his poorly established cool by showing him speeding alongside a Mexican beach, reprising an earlier line about how he lives his life “a quarter-mile at a time” and nothing else matters. Way to go, independent rebel who totally blew it. As a secondary bonus, on the DVD release, the Vin Diesel button immediately segues into a laughably awful five-minute music-video-style montage where Walker, now a fugitive, roams the country like Bill Bixby in The Incredible Hulk, mournfully winning street races, impressing stray hotties, and generally trying to hook viewers into the upcoming 2 Fast 2 Furious.


[image: Image] WET HOT AMERICAN SUMMER (2001)


In a typically straight-faced gag from the ’80s-summer-camp-movie parody Wet Hot American Summer, a group of counselors stand around having the old “Let’s reunite 10 years from now and see what we’ve become” talk. Except it winds up stretched out into a ludicrous negotiation over exactly what time to meet up in 10 years, and whether to schedule for 9 a.m. “so that way we can be here by 9:30,” or just schedule for 9:30 “and then make it your beeswax to be here by 9:30.” The scene is dryly funny on its own; the tag at the end, with someone arriving late to that 10-years-later meeting and bringing up the scheduling argument again, doesn’t actually add that much.


[image: Image] CONSTANTINE (2005)


The badly botched 2005 film adaptation of the Hellblazer comic-book series messed up the casting, the tone, and the execution, but it at least managed a fairly eerie look, especially for its legion of angels, devils, and half-breeds. That holds true for the tag at the end, where John Constantine (a typically wooden Keanu Reeves) visits the grave of his “apprentice,” Chas (Shia LaBeouf), and sees a winged Chas flying up into darkness. Trouble is, like so much of the movie, the scene is baffling. Has Chas earned his wings for fighting the good fight during his lifetime, as a throwaway line early in the film implied was possible? Or—far more interesting—was he an angel all along, sent from heaven to keep an eye on Constantine’s hellbound renegade exorcist? The oblique, imagistic scene raises far more questions than it answers.


[image: Image]
The Muppet Movie is often cited as having one of the earliest post-credit scenes, but it actually just has action all the way through the end of the credits.


[image: Image] IDIOCRACY (2006)


“Extremely average” Army drone Luke Wilson is placed into an experimental “human hibernation pod” for what’s supposed to be one year, but he wakes up 500 years in the future. His only companion from the past is Rita, a hooker loaned to the Army hibernation experiment by her pimp, Upgrayedd (“with two Ds for a double dose of his pimping”). While Wilson spends the film fretting over his escape back to the past, Rita repeatedly worries that Upgrayedd will think she ran off on him, and that he’s coming to get her, not letting a mere 500 years get in the way of the money she owes him. The running joke pays off after the credits, when he turns up as predicted, freshly out of hibernation and still doggedly looking for his ho.


[image: Image] LETHAL WEAPON 3 (1992)


The third outing for Mel Gibson and Danny Glover’s mismatched buddy-cop team begins with their showing up at the site of a bomb threat, where Gibson insists on charging in, and Glover, pointing out that he’s eight days away from retirement and doesn’t want to make any stupid mistakes, begs him to wait for the bomb squad. By the end of the scene, Gibson has accidentally set off the bomb, and they’re running for their lives. A ridiculous parallel sequence bookends the film, with the two men yammering manically in voiceover as their car pulls up to another building containing a bomb. The place explodes before they can even enter it, and they hurriedly drive away, yelping, “I hope nobody saw us!” and sharing the series’ running-gag line: “I’m too old for this shit!”


[image: Image] NAPOLEON DYNAMITE (2004)


After Napoleon Dynamite became a sleeper hit, distributor Fox Searchlight paid to have an additional sequence shot and added after the credits, reportedly in hopes of getting the movie’s cultish devotees to return to theaters to see it yet again. In the button, Napoleon’s brother Kip gets married, and Napoleon shows up with an unconventional present. The scene is exactly five minutes long, though it feels like it’s at least 50 percent uncomfortable, draggy pause. Not all stingers are worth the wait.





YOU GOT YOUR MOOG IN MY KEYTAR!



10 HIGHLY PRETENTIOUS MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS


[image: Image] THE EATON-MOOG MULTIPLE-TOUCH-SENSITIVE KEYBOARD


For years, prog rockers tainted Bob Moog’s name by playing his key-boards while wearing shiny silver capes, or standing in the orchestra pit at Rick Wakeman’s King Arthur On Ice tour. But the late, legendary synth-maker wasn’t immune to delusions of grandeur: In 1992, Moog and University Of Chicago music prof John Eaton debuted the Eaton-Moog Multiple-Touch-Sensitive Keyboard, sometimes called “The World’s Most Sensitive Musical Instrument.” Its 49 keys respond to five kinds of movement—from touch pressure to the way players roll their fingertips and slide them up and down the keys—to adjust the volume, vibrato, and pitch. Reportedly, the prototype sits in Eaton’s attic, but the instrument never made it into production. Has anyone pitched it to Keith Emerson?
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