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“What the fuck?” was what everyone in the crowd
looked at each other and asked, deliriously laughing in
confusion, after David Blaine finished his latest stunt.
His latest stab at the magical arts was dubbed the “Dive
of Death,” and it took place right
here in New York City’s Central
Park. ABC was there covering the
event, and, in turn, it was broadcast-
ed live on their network straight into
the homes of families unaware of the
disappointment the program’s finale
would bring. What was this stunt
exactly? It’s not even really worth
explaining, but since I spent three
hours watching the shit show, I fig-
ure I might as well bring the fan-
base of the paper down with me.

Let me begin by noting that
Donald Trump was highly involved
in this stunt, and I should have
known that it was bound to blow
based on that alone. A guy who can’t
even believably address a hair loss
problem with a convincing head-
piece should know better than to attempt association
with real magic. He should know he’s got far simpler
problems to conquer first, like the olive-loaf-comb-
over-hamster lying on his head. Anyway, Trump spon-
sored the event that was originally titled “The Upside
Down Man.” The deal was that Blaine would hang
upside down, without any safety net mind you, for a
whopping 60 hours above Wollman Rink in, as previ-
ously mentioned, Central Park. Concerned skeptics

might like to know that he risked blindness as well as
“other maladies,” associated with the non-consumption
of food throughout, the lack of sleep, and the muscle
spasms he was faced with. He was, however—and here’s
the catch—allowed to right himself upward in order to
drink fluids and help regain a healthy circulation. Every

hour he was seen standing on a crane-
platform for “only five minutes,” which
was part of the original syllabus for the
stunt, but spectators criticized that he
was upright and standing for way more
than five minutes at a time. The point
of these breaks was to be medically
examined, to stretch out, and to relieve
himself. Knowing all of that, the
accomplishment behind this feat of
magic is somewhat brackish, don’t you
think? In reality, all it took was for him
to hang upside down for an hour at a
time, and then recharge. In reality, there
doesn’t seem to be any incredible quan-
tity of endurance in that. Rather, it
seems like it was a feat of athleticism
and infinite excess, marked by a limited
amount of stamina.
After those sixty hours were up David

Blaine was supposed to blow minds with how he con-
cluded the event. A “Dive of Death” was what they had
advertised, but not what was provided. Claims had been
that he was going to jump from a platform 44 feet up in
the air onto an un-netted surface, just concrete, and sur-
vive—hence the “dive of death.” In reality, from the per-
spective of a person in the crowd, it went like this: Blaine
dropped down from the platform with a very obvious and
apparent cable springing from his tailbone region. His
feet gently tapped—and saying they tapped may be offer-

ing too much credit—the stage, and he was then
pulled back up into the air and off into the atmos-
phere, magically of course. Sounds miraculous, huh?
Not so much. His intended magical exit was meant
to be via helium balloons. Yes, balloons; there were
dozens of them noticeably floating above Wollman
Rink throughout the night of the finale. His exit was
slow and stalled; technical malfunctions they later
blamed on changes in the weather conditions that
took place after the event was postponed about a half
hour due to President Bush’s national address. Really,
David Blaine? Are you really blaming your stunt’s
shitty finale on President Bush? You know what, go
ahead. 

After the fact, everyone in the audience was in
disbelief, caught up in the spell of disappointment
that the “magician,” David Blaine, had cast on all
who spent their night watching him. Well, the New
York Daily News summarized the bland finale accu-
rately, saying it went as follows: “[Blaine] hung in the
air like a sack of potatoes with a goofy grin on his
face, occasionally kicking his legs as though he were
running.” Assorted media reporters from a spectrum
of sources, ranging from reputable to discreditable,
interviewed attendees as they left making comments
and holding discussions that were belligerently depre-
ciative as they criticized, satirized, and, some would
even say, sodomized the finale as well as David
Blaine’s own integrity. Not one person had a good
thing to say. It really was something of a joke to
everyone at first, as everyone was caught up in the
delirium of the less-than-great conclusion to the
event. After a few minutes, though, the novelty of its
humor wore off, and people were left sincerely ask-
ing, without a smirk on their faces, “Really, though,
what the fuck, David Blaine?”

by Andrew Waldron
STAFF DISAPPOINTED

David Blaine’s Magic:
sub-circus
level
acrobatics

Every summer, Rooftop Films presents independent
short films to New York audiences…on top of roofs.
This summer’s spaces included the tops of various
buildings in Brooklyn and Manhattan and park spaces in
Brooklyn and on Roosevelt Island. Highlights from the
2008 season were presented at “Rooftop Shots” on
September 26th. 

Sadly, the sky glowered at filmgoers with threats of
an angry deluge, so the event was moved from the roof
of the building, which formerly housed Seward Park
High School in the Lower East Side, to its auditorium.
In the end, the weather had a mood swing and misted
the suckers outside like they were fresh vegetables in a
grocery store greens case, which probably would have
gotten uncomfortable after a while.

The films were preceded by jams courtesy of
Chairlift, a Brooklyn trio. A blend of ambient mush and
‘80s synth pop, the band is fronted by a woman strong-
ly reminiscent of Feist (one might say feisty?).

The first act of the program featured Spider, a nine-
minute live action short from Australian Nash Edgerton.
The filmmaker stars as a goofy guy attempting to
appease his angry girlfriend. He does the only thing a
man can do: buys her a picture of a cute puppy and toss-
es a bouquet of flowers on the dashboard of the car in
which they’re traveling throughout the film. The girl’s
icy is heart is not warmed, but the hand-fed chocolates
start to do the trick. Yes, everything is going well, until
the fake spider the trickster boyfriend planted in the car
freaks his lady out so much that she hops out of the
vehicle and is mowed over by another car in the most
unflinching and convincing scene of vehicular violence
I have ever seen on the silver screen. The ill-advised

purchase comes back to haunt the couple further as the
paramedic treating the girlfriend, startled by the fake spi-
der, accidentally and horrifyingly stabs the ill-fated
boyfriend squarely in the eye with a massive syringe.

The festival’s crowning glory was undoubtedly the
three-minute animated feature Snake. New York creator
Becky James managed to create a film cuter and funnier
than laughing babies using only simple black and white
sketches and squeaky non-words. The title character
thoroughly enjoys the usage of his
teeth, gleefully snatching and
munching on tasty carrots as they
curiously dangle from the branch-
es of a tree with string. However,
the snake’s world crashes down
when a troupe of mites abduct his
teeth as he adorably sleeps with
his head in a hole in the ground.
Bleeding profusely, snake is now
only able to gum those tantaliz-
ingly dangling carrots, and, man,
is he frustrated. Perhaps licking
the carrots will prove more satis-
fying? The snake discovers that it
indeed is not. He then attempts to replace his erstwhile
carrot-shaped teeth with various small objects, including
actual carrots and wheels (inspired by a one-legged chick
limping by with a wheel as a prosthetic limb), but I’m
sure you can guess how that turned out. Finally, snake
adapts to his loss by swallowing delicious objects by
slithering at them head on and opening his jaw wide
enough to consume them whole and therefore taking on
the shape of the objects. So cute.

The second act opened with an installation of the ani-
mated Baby Cakes series. In Baby Cakes: Diary 3, the

title character, a pale, bald, shapeless lump of a man,
muses on his strange, strange world. His world is one
of polycorns (the multi-horned kin of the unicorn) and
the “brain fuckler,” a scantily clad, hooded mini-man
with a greasy mustache who does exactly as his title
suggests. Baby Cakes enjoys eating banana chowder
from a plastic baggie on a summer day in the park and
plucking brains from brain trees in the brain forest.
His quest for wealth is rather whimsical (“I look for

wizard turds in the forest, because
I was once told they could be
rolled into gold.”), and his
wardrobe is quite charming (“I
have a big coat with big pickets.
Sometimes kittens get in there.
It’s cool with me as long as they
keep their hook socks curled.”)

In Film Makes Us Happy, a
twelve-minutes and change docu-
mentary from Brooklyn’s Brian
Wizeman, the filmmaker records
his final fight with his wife. Brian
is not, in fact, a wise man, but
rather appears a callous ass as he

stoically sits and films his weeping, unnerved wife as
she expresses her discontent at his laziness around the
house and his stubborn pursuit of a fruitless film
career as she struggles to care for their house and
child with little support, financial or otherwise.

Other films included New Yorker Stephanie
Lempert’s Read My Lips, in which voice-over actors
vocalize to the lip motions of fish, and Ignite, a terri-
fying three-minute montage of forest fires from LA’s
Shawn Bannon.

by Rosalind Foltz
STAFF SHORT FILM EXTRAORDINAIRE

Livin’ in a world of
polycorns
and brain 
fucklers.
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Zack and Miri Make a Porno is a typical
romantic comedy: two longtime best friends
realize they have some not-so-platonic feel-
ings for each other.  Things get a little awk-
ward when they make a porno together.  Well, aside from
the porno it’s pretty typical. 

Starring Seth Rogen and Elizabeth Banks as the two
best friends, Zack and Miri Make a Porno will exceed
your expectations for a Kevin Smith movie.  That is, if
you have any left.  

Best friends
since the first
grade, Zack
and Miri are
living together,
working shitty
retail jobs, and
falling further
into debt.
Though they
haven’t accom-
plished much,
Miri insists the
pair go to their
ten-year high
school reunion.
In a weak
attempt at revenge, Miri plans to sleep with Bobby, a guy
who used to bully her in high school.  Miri clumsily
makes her moves on Bobby, unaware that he is there with
his significant other. Meanwhile, Zack strikes up a con-
versation with a classmate’s date, a deep-throated gay
porn star played by the ubiquitous Apple spokesman
Justin Long.  Porn star Brandon gives Zack a quick les-
son in the riches to be gained from a career in porn and,
to Zack’s amusement, reveals that he is Bobby’s date. 

Just when it seems as if their night couldn’t get any
worse, Zack and Miri arrive home only to find their heat
and electricity turned off.  Downtrodden, the pair head to
a bar to reflect on the pathetic state their lives.  Inspired
by booze and gay porn stars, Zack has an epiphany.  If
they make a porno together they’ll be able to
pay off all their debt. A little convincing and
Miri’s onboard too.    

Having maxed out his credit card on an
impulse fleshlight (think weird masturbation
device) buy, Zack persuades coworker
Delaney, played perfectly by The Office’s
Craig Robinson to become an investor for the
film. Together they hold auditions for the
porno’s supporting cast, where they pick up
Lester (Jason Mewes) and Stacey, played by
real life adult film actress Katie Morgan. A
surprising addition to the cast is Traci Lords,
as sage stripper Bubbles.  Lords, the subject
of a porn industry scandal in the mid 80s for
appearing in some 100 films before the age of 18, initial-
ly rejected the script, having spent the last twenty years
trying to distance herself from the adult film industry.

With the cast on board, they begin production. Zack
and Miri agree that they can contribute their sex scene to
the movie without jeopardizing their friendship with
emotional consequences. Things start to get weird
between Zack and Miri when Zack writes himself into a
second sex scene with Stacey.  Miri becomes jealous and
demands that she also have a second sex scene.   

In August, Smith trimmed down some scenes in order
to win his appeal against the MPAA’s original NC-17 rat-
ing.  But don’t be too disappointed; the film still borders
on softcore porn.  The film’s biggest weakness is its jar-
ring transition from ludicrous comedy to serious love
story. The dramatic scenes seem completely out of place

when juxtaposed against ridiculous porn scenes.
Additionally, the serious scenes go on for too long,

ruining the flow of an otherwise funny
movie.

In 1994, Kevin Smith made it big when
his indie hit Clerks, made with around
$27,000, received distribution through

Miramax after winning prizes at the Sundance and
Cannes Film Festivals. Clerks captured the angst and
apathy of a twenty-something convenience store
clerk in New Jersey.  Many critics and supporters
thought Smith was a promising young filmmaker.

Since then, Smith has released a stream
of forgettable and sometimes painfully
awful movies.  While continuing to
maintain a cult following, he has never
achieved mainstream success.  The one-
time indie it-boy is now probably best
known for the Ben Affleck/J-Lo abomi-
nation, Jersey Girl.  

Fortunately, Zack and Miri Make a
Porno isn’t your typical Kevin Smith
film.  Instead of casting one of his regu-
lars, Smith wrote the part of Zack for
Seth Rogen. The biggest name in come-
dy today, Rogen’s presence may be
enough to ensure a hit. Set in
Monroeville, Pennsylvania, a suburb of
Pittsburgh, this is Smith’s first movie set

entirely outside of New Jersey.
Most of Smith’s films are set in The View

Askewniverse, a fictional universe Named after
Smith’s Company, View Askew Productions. With
the exception of Jersey Girl, all of Smith’s previous
movies are set in the Askewniverse and recycle the
same characters and subplots. 

In abandoning the Askewniverse, Smith has
assembled the strongest cast to appear in any of his
films. Craig Robinson as Delaney is a master of
underplaying a role to achieve humor based in real
human responses, while Justin Long, in an all too
brief cameo is hilarious in his self-importance.
Elizabeth Banks, best known as the bookstore
employee Steve Carell almost hooks up with in The

40 Year Old
Virgin, is
perhaps the
best actor
in the film,
at times
c a r r y i n g
e n t i r e
scenes with
her ability
to subtly
c o n v e y
e m o t i o n
with little

or no words.  Not abandoning all Smith’s
Askewniverse friends, Clerks actors Jeff Anderson
and Jason Mewes both appear in supporting roles.
Anderson, who portrayed foulmouthed video store
employee Randal in Clerks makes an appearance as
cameraman Deacon.  A recently sober Jason Mewes,
who has reprised his role as the “Jay” half of the Jay
and Silent Bob duo in every Askewniverse film plays
the creepy Lester (the molester.)

Zack and Miri Make a Porno is another ridiculous
comedy in the same vein as Rogen’s collaborations
with Judd Apatow.  If you enjoy Seth Rogen, a cute
love story, and gratuitous nudity then this is the
movie for you.  Zack and Miri Make a Porno opens
nationwide October 31st.

Got student loans? Worried about the
economy? Why not make a porno!

by Katie Prior
STAFF PORNOPHILE

Zack and Miri 
Make a Porno

(Which You Can Now See In Theaters!)

Movie Review

Stick Figure Sex: Big in 2k9

Columbus Day Weekend is upon us: the first time
many of you will be going home this semester. And
yeah, it’ll be cool to catch up with friends, enjoy a
nice home-cooked meal, and escape the common-
cold-haven that is Fordham Housing. But we at the
paper invite you to stick around New York with us.
For this issue, our Event List provides a few incen-
tives for staying in the city.
-S.G.

What? Poets House in Battery Park City
When? Saturday, 10/11 at 11:00 AM
Where? The Bandshell, Nelson A. Rockefeller Park
How Much? Free
Why? Poets House, a national poetry library that
“invites poets and the public to step into the living tra-
dition of poetry,” is moving their collection from a
loft in SoHo to a larger space in Battery Park City. To
celebrate, they are hosting an afternoon of events. The
kickoff begins at 11:00am with an event called “Your
Song is a Map of the City,” a celebration through per-
formance led by rapper and editor Chris Martin. At
1:00pm, walking tours of Battery Park City will leave
from The Bandshell in Rockefeller Park. The after-
noon concludes with a poetic ode to New York City
with readings from Charles Simic, Joan Larkin,
Edward Field, and more. Not to be missed if you love
spoken art and New York City!

What? ASSSSCAT 3000
When? Sunday, 10/12 at 7:30 and 9:00 PM
Where? Upright Citizens Brigade Theatre
How Much? $10 for the 7:30 show, Free at 9:00 PM
Why? With all the attention that’s being paid to the
comic genius of Tina Fey and Amy Poehler on
Saturday Night Live as of late, why not check out
another New York comedy institution? The Upright
Citizens Brigade Theatre has featured some of main-
stream comedy’s brightest stars before they hit the big
time, including Poehler. ASSSSCAT 3000 is UCB’s
trademark improv show that features a rotating cast of
newcomers and industry regulars alike. If you’ve got
friends or family coming in from out of town, they
will surely be impressed (and entertained!) if you take
them to this cozy venue. Best of all, the cost is cheap!
If you’d like free tickets to the 9:00 PM show, arrive
well before the 8:15 call time to snag them (lines get
pretty long).

What? 64th Annual Columbus Day Parade
When? Monday, 10/13 at 12:00 PM
Where? Begins on 5th Ave at 47th Street
How Much? Free
Why? Columbus Day is (for those of you that don’t
know) a federal holiday that gives Italian-Americans
everywhere (like myself) the excuse to get together
with their families, remind one another that
Christopher Columbus was Italian, and disregard the
fact that he served the Spanish in his travels to cele-
brate our own culture. And there is no better place to
do that than at the Columbus Day Parade, which kicks
off this coming Monday. Enjoy displays of tradition-
al Italian folk dances and music as hundreds of per-
formers from the US and Italy. The parade will be
hosted by CNBC Correspondent Maria Bartiromo
and icon Joe Piscipo. Be sure to take lots of pictures
and call your mama when it’s over.



Who? Kurt Wagner (of Lambchop)
Where? Joe’s Pub
When? Wednesday, October 8 @ 7:30 pm
How Much? $20
Why? I’m talkin’ about the band Lambchop, not
the television show (although I loved it and I was
so sad when the red-haired lady who hosted it
died). Lead singer Kurt Wagner’s voice reminds me
of Stuart Staples of Tindersticks or Tom Waits in
that he prides himself on being one of the few peo-
ple who “could sing the phone book and make it
sound heartbreaking.” Seeing him in such a small
venue should be really great.

Who? Of Montreal, Love is All
Where? Roseland Ballroom
When? Friday, October 10 @ 7 pm
How Much? $23
Why? Of Montreal has always been known for
their extremely theatrical and entertaining shows.
Now more than ever there is more reason to see
them. First off, their new album, Skeletal Lamping,
is great – much better than anything else they’ve
ever done. Second, Kevin Barnes has adopted the
persona of Georgie Fruit, a middle-aged black man
who has had multiple sex changes. This can only
make their circus of a live show more amazing.

Who? Anthony & the Johnsons
Where? Apollo Theater
When? Thursday, October 16 @ 8 pm
How Much? $58.50
Why? I know, I know, I know. $58.50 is a VERY
steep price. But I really think this show would be
worth it. Not only do you get to hear Antony’s
beautiful voice, but he is also being accompanied
by a 20 piece-orchestra. This is only happening
twice, here and in Los Angeles, so you definitely
don’t want to miss the opportunity. Not to mention,
it’s happening at the Apollo Theater!!!

Who? Women, The Pains of Being Pure at Heart
Where? Cake Shop
When? Sunday, October 19 @ 8 pm
How Much? $7
Why? Ok, I fully admit I am suggesting this show
based on one song by Women. I have been listening
to their song “Black Rice” over and over and over
again. And then again. I am so obsessed with this
song. Go to myspace.com/womenmusic and listen
to it. Then go to this show with the hopes that
everything else will be as good. The album comes
out in the US (they’re from Canada) on October
7th. I’ve been looking for it online, but googling
“women” poses some problems for that.

Finally, it’s here...ROCKTOBER. So many
good shows are coming up this month, and the
best part is, you can go to any or all of them
with fake blood all over you in the name of
Halloween and being a zombie! Warning: I did
that last year in mid-October and the guy at
University sold me a Sparks and then asked
“What the hell happened to your face?”
So...just be ready for that.
-KM

There’s majesty to motorcycles: the thun-
der and lightning of men on huge roaring
chrome horses tearing across America like
Ghost Riders in the Sky, an unstoppable force
in search of an immovable object.  Ever since the
1950’s, when fighter pilots and other World War II vets
came back from the war with a love of adventure, emo-
tional scars, and just enough of a bonus to buy a motor-
cycle, the motorcycle club has been one of America’s
most beloved subcultures.  There have been books, like
Hell’s Angels; movies, like The Wild One; and now tel-
evision, with FX’s Sons Of Anarchy.  

The show is about a (probably) fictional motorcycle
gang, the Sons of Anarchy, set in the (certainly) fiction-
al town of Charming, California. Charlie Hunnam
(Green Street Hooligans, Undeclared) stars as Jax
Teller, the gang’s second in command and son of the
club’s late founder.  Ron Perlman (Hellboy, Police
Academy: Mission To Moscow) costars as Clay Morrow,
the club president and Jax’s stepfather.  Katey Sagal
(Futurama, Married…With Children) costars as Gemma
Teller Morrow, Jax’s mom and Clay’s wife. The show
centers around the club’s illicit activities (mostly gun
running and murder) and Jax’s personal life.  His hero-
in-addicted ex-wife prematurely gives birth to his son in
the first episode, and he discovers his dead father’s jour-
nals, which detail
a much less vio-
lent vision for the
club. While the
struggle between
Jax’s desire to
uphold the spirit
of the club while
s imultaneously
questioning their
violent methods is
an interesting
s o c i o l o g i c a l
study, much of the
show is crude vio-
lence and motor-
cycle chases.  

The series
was created by
Kurt Sutter, who
was a writer and
producer for the gold standard for gritty cable drama,
The Shield, and Sons is gritty as all fuck.  When Jax
finds out his pregnant ex-wife has been shooting heroin
between her fingers (gritty), he breaks a pool cue across
the throat of her dealer (gritty), and then stomps out his
right nut (gritty).  When the Sons raid a rival gang’s
warehouse and one of the guards tries to escape in a
truck, one of the Sons jumps in the bed and shoots him
in the skull through the back window. Gritty. The town
the show is set in, Charming, is so dry and dusty that
everything seems choked in grime, almost sepia, which
only adds to the aura of impurity and lawlessness of the
show.  The bikes are big, mean, and fast; the law is cor-
rupt and inept; the women are stunning; and never do
ten minutes go by without someone being punched in
the mouth.

But the world of television is awash with shows like
that. It takes nothing but a reasonable production budg-
et and a love of violence to produce a mind numbingly
testosterone-laden entertainment.  Given fifteen minutes
with a camera, a motorcycle, and some metal music, a
team of trained apes could produce that show. What sets
Sons apart is everything else. For one, the show is pro-
duced brilliantly. It’s cut together very well, paced,
authentic-looking, and well structured.  Give points on
that to Sutter, who cut his teeth on The Shield’s frantic
minimalism. It’s also beautifully cast and acted.
Perlman has the range to be convincingly domestic one
moment and in the blink of an eye become a barely

restrainable mad dog. Katey Sagal manages to beat out
Sarah Palin for the MILF-pit-bull with lipstick award, at

one point giving Jax’s drug-addled ex a taint-
ed shot of speed in her hospital bed. Hunnam,
who earned a spot in the cockles of my heart
for Green Street Hooligans, is also outstand-

ing. While for too much of the show he is set squarely to
“brood,” in the moments when he is allowed to display
range you can see why he was cast as the principal char-
acter on such a talent heavy show. The rest of the cast,
which includes familiar faces (if not names), including
the likes of Tommy Flanagan and Ryan Hurst, work
impeccably to create diverse yet believable characters,
which provides for an incredible amount of realistic
interaction. Almost immediately you get a feel for the
tagalong, younger brother type prospect, the burly old
Elvis impersonator, and the tail-crazy wild card.  

The real standout of the show, however, is the writ-
ing. The dialogue, while not mind blowing, maintains the
realism from scene to scene. The storytelling, however, is
incredible. Each of the four episodes (which Earwax edi-
tor Chris Sprindis is watching back-to-back without
pause as I write this) has a self-contained story, but there
are also plot arcs that carry over. The Deputy Sherriff is
trying to bring down the club despite the best efforts of
his corrupt superiors. There is the Hamlet-esque saga of
Jax reconciling his (and his late father’s) dreams for the
club with the ruthless, brutal utilitarianism of his stepfa-

ther. There is
the return of
Jax’s ex-girl-
friend, a doc-
tor, who is
being stalked
by her ATF
agent ex-
b o y f r i e n d .
The show’s
not lacking in
drama. The
show contin-
ues the prece-
dent set by
shows like
The Shield
and The
Sopranos in
being bril-
liant, so bril-

liant as to justify its incredible violence.
Bikers are suddenly the “it” criminal organization in

American media. The Quentin Tarantino-produced Hell
Ride is about a fictional group of bikers bent on revenge.
HBO has a new series called 1%, which is also about a
fictional biker gang and stars Donal Logue. British game
developer Deep Silver is about to make their U.S. debut
with Ride to Hell, and we’ve all watched the biker
episodes of Gangland. Certainly many other combina-
tions of the words “Ride” and “Hell” will also be the
titles of media. This trend towards biker-related crime as
the focus of movies, television, and video games has to
do with a lot of things. The Sopranos set the bar so high
for mafia television that anything in that field would
immediately fail to measure up to it. Likewise, The
Shield and The Wire have made most police and urban
crime dramas seem inadequate. Right now, crime drama
is so good that the only movement that can be made is
sideways. The biker subculture is appealing because of
the dichotomous nature of any crime. On the one hand
they are freewheeling rebels, living on the edge and
obeying no man’s law—cultural frontiersmen. On the
other hand, they are killers, bombers, thieves, drug deal-
ers, and pimps. How these people live, what they do, and
how they act is, at the very least, interesting. And watch-
ing Ron Perlman cut off a rapist’s balls and mail them to
the victim’s father as a gesture of solidarity is certainly
interesting.

by Sam Wadhams
STAFF BIKER

“I may have a maltese puppy, 
but I WILL cut off

your balls.”

TV Series
Review
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