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I was strolling through the corridors of a Floridian
movie theater when I first crossed paths with it: unique
in its simplicity and vibrant in its, well, pinkness, the
poster for the then soon-to-be-released film Choke
intrigued me. There, in stark contrast with the black
profile of a man swallowing the upper half of a
woman, were the words “from the author of Fight
Club.” These words aroused in me
both curiosity and suspicion. While I
enjoyed the film incarnation of Fight
Club, I couldn’t help but assume that
Choke’s marketing team didn’t have
enough confidence in the picture to
advertise it solely on its own merits. I
guessed that I would just have to find
out for myself.

Chuck Palahniuk is the culprit
behind Choke, Fight Club, and a number of other “fun
for the whole family” works of fiction. Famous for
peppering his stories with vile imagery and potty
words, Palahniuk is a current torchbearer of “trans-
gressional fiction,” a writing style that frequently
depicts characters lashing out against society via vio-
lence and twisted sexuality. 

Since I had recently educated myself with a lengthy
Palahniuk Wikipedia session, and because I had heard
good things about his work, I decided to read Choke
prior to seeing the movie. Luckily, the Virgin
Megastore in Downtown Disney had a copy available,
and I was able to spend many hours reading about
promiscuous sex, kidnapping, and painful death while
waiting in line for Splash Mountain. When I finally
finished the book this month, I was eager to see if the
movie would be as good. Without reading a single
review and with all the objectivity I could muster, I
hopped on the D train and went to the movies.

Choke tells the story of Victor Mancini, a sex
addict who lives life with a certain air of douche-bag-
gery, copulating with any woman he can get his hands

on and telling stories about bestiality and executions to
children while giving tours of a mock colonial settle-
ment are among his exploits. And, as if all this behavior
would only get him to the sixth layer of Hell, he inten-
tionally chokes on food in public for money. Victor’s
philosophy is that whoever saves his life will feel
responsible for him, and that person will then feel obli-
gated to send money for every birthday, holiday, and
imaginary crisis in Victor’s life. Victor believes that if he

pulls off this scheme every so often in
front of different people, he could rack up
quite a profit. That, combined with his day
job as a tour guide in the faux village of
Colonial Dunsboro, allows Victor to
scrape together enough money to keep his
dying mother in a top notch nursing home.
Surrounded by a cast of characters who are
even more pathetic than he is, Victor navi-
gates his past in order to uncover his iden-
tity, which turns out to be much more

twisted than even he was ready for. 
Shortly into the film, I realized that Choke is one of

those books that don’t translate well onto the screen. The
introduction to Victor’s life felt rushed; the book dedi-
cates multiple chapters to what the movie bangs out in
ten minutes (perhaps this is indicative of the fact that the
whole thing was shot in three weeks). The flow of the
movie is also quite different from the novel. The chap-
ters in the book alternate fairly regularly between
Victor’s present life and his past, which allows for cer-
tain elements of his childhood to be presented at one
time, then referenced again later in the story. The movie,
however, splices these flashbacks in only when they are
crucial to the plot. This technique made it seem like the
flashbacks only existed to catch the audience up on what
happened in Victor’s past, rather than to set the stage for
what was to happen in his future. 

Though the film was cast with several somewhat big
names, the acting overall left something to be desired.
Sam Rockwell (Hitchhiker’s Guide to the Galaxy) was
great as Victor, and the sarcastic wit he gave his charac-
ter was faithful to how I saw him in the book. Brad

William Henke (North Country) gave a shallower, more
removed performance as Victor’s pitiful friend Denny,
and Kelly Macdonald (No Country for Old Men) was
almost robotic as Dr. Paige Marshall, although one
could argue that her role called for such a delivery.
Despite this, there are some great scenes with Viola
Harris as Eva Miller, the deranged old woman who is
convinced that Victor raped her years ago, and also
from first time director Clark Gregg, who has a cameo
as High Lord Charlie, an uptight member of Colonial
Dunsboro whose sole purpose is to be a royal pain in the
ass.

The audience responded well to the movie, reacting
to some of the more ridiculous scenes with authentic
laughter. This was interrupted, however, about halfway
through the film. A deep, rumbling sound began ema-
nating from the front of the theater. It took a little while
before everyone realized that a man had fallen asleep in
the second row and was snoring loudly. The initial
humor of the situation quickly turned to frustration, as
the gentleman simply would not wake the fuck up. After
several minutes of nobody really doing much, I took it
upon myself to walk across the theater and wake the
guy. “Sir,” I said. The man replied with only more
snores. “Excuse me,” I said, tapping him on the shoul-
der. Still, he slumbered. “Dude!” I shouted, and he
sprung awake. “Thanks,” I said, and returned to my
seat. Content that I had salvaged the movie for every-
one, I sat in peace for fifteen minutes before the snoring
started up again.

Ultimately, Choke is a movie that did the best it
could. A low budget and a mellower plot put this movie
in a completely different league than Fight Club, and
potential viewers should know that the two films are
almost nothing alike. The movie differs a bit too much
from the book for my tastes (several major plot ele-
ments are changed in the movie, including the ending),
and even the best scenes aren’t enough to make the total
package great. While I would recommend this movie,
you’ll like it better if you haven’t already read the book.
In the end, Choke is a fun film, but the people behind its
conception bit off a little more than they could chew.

by Sean Bandfield
STAFF MALTIN-WITH-A-MUSTACHE

2 hours 
of this

Peter Sollet’s Nick And Norah’s Infinite Playlist
comes straight out of the heartland of indie America, a
small dissident community which exists outside the
boundaries of American jurisdiction, located some-
where between East 8th and Bleecker.  A coming age
story about growing up and realizing you’re retarded,
Nick and Norah is a film that anyone who is currently
considering suicide should see, as it will inspire mil-
lions across America to suck it up and pull the plug,
thus making the prospect of universal healthcare all the
more plausible for the near future.  Appropriately, my
viewing of Nick And Norah took place in the Big
Apple, the very bustling metropolis where Nick and
Norah’s own wacky adventures take place. This con-
cession was tedious, but I hear theaters in the South
Bronx come with complementary hypodermic needles
and usually end with a gang-rape, so my tedium was
short lived.

My night began on the 4 train, heading into the big
city with my very own “infinite” playlist on my first-
gen iPod (keeping it real, homies!).  My “infinite”
playlist, which was actually only 35 minutes long, con-
sisted only of alternative indie bands like Built to Spill
and Weezer. I secretly reveled in self-satisfaction when
the song “Buddy Holly” came on over my headphones,
knowing that I was the only person one on the train
who had ever heard that serene melody.  But seriously,
I was the only white person on the train, and every-
body knows black people don’t listen to Weezer.  

Nick And Norah defies logic in that it presupposes
that it is possible for people to quickly traverse around
Manhattan by way of a personal automobile, and that
an iPod actually exists which can contain an infinite
playlist. Though I’m sure the plans have already been

drawn up inside Steve Jobs’ tempestuous mind and that
we will see a special edition Nick And Norah iPod
appearing sometime this spring (of course, the “i” stands
for interminable), this concept is, at the moment, quite
inconceptual.  

Nick (played by the always
befuddled Michael Cera) and Norah
(played deftly by Juno McGuff)
drive themselves around the city
from indie rock club to indie rock
club in their Model T with a modi-
fied Edison Cylinder Phonograph,
specialized to receive transmissions
from Nick’s iPod video.  And here
we find the films greatest flaw, as
anyone who has ever attended the
Univeristy of Rock recognizes the
“indie rock club” as number nothing
on list of acceptable venues. The
two drive around the city seeing
such hot indie bands as 30 Seconds
To Mars and LFO, making sure to
have intense and ironic discussions
about high school and lip gloss on
the way. It is inspiring and extreme-
ly down to Earth, but lacking the
pizazz and reality of a good Bruckheimer script

The movie did have its upsides, however, like when
Nick and Norah convince McLovin to try and buy booze
for them at the local liquor store. What ensues is pure
hilarity, as the NYPD immediately recognize McLovin’s
fake ID and then promptly beat him to death. I also
thought it was a bold move the writers made when
choosing to avoid abortion in the case of Norah’s
unwanted pregnancy. Norah’s supportive parents
(voiced by Sir Ian McKellen and Halle Barry) in this

case are a positive example for mothers and fathers
across America.  And who can forget when Norah’s pet
gerbil dies, and Nick mends her broken heart by forcing
her to listen to “New Slang” by The Shins?

In the end there was nothing more
heartwarming than when Nick and Norah
meet a wacky homeless guy played by
SNL cast member Andy Sandberg.  This
was reassuring for me, as I am constantly
being told homelessness is a real problem
in New York, a rumor dispelled by the
happy and careless lifestyle of Andy
Sandberg’s bum.  Also, I never realized
that everyone in New York was white,
another area where Nick And Norah
deserves a significant amount of praise, as
not enough big-time movies focus upon
the madcap lives of upper middle-class
white New Yorkers.  The funny Asian cab
driver guy was a BIG plus, though, espe-
cially when he pronounced his L’s as R’s
(LOLs).

Still, all of these positives don’t make
up for the films extreme shortcomings. I
could not believe the audacity of the direc-
tor when he zoomed in on Michael Cera’s

butthole for some cheap-shot fart comedy.  Keep in
mind, Nick And Norah was filmed completely in
IMAX, so the resolution of Cera’s rectum is in extreme
hi-def.  Also, the film could have done without Norah’s
disgusting corn poop scene, in which she poops out an
entire ear of corn and then ironically comments to Cera
about their being “a few kernels of corn in mah terd.”
The Iggy Pop sex scene was done in total bad taste, by
the way.

by Alex Gibbons
STAFF FINITE PLAYLIST

maybe this Juno should have been aborted
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Halloween is often a time for exhibitions of grotesquely horrible sights that would not be appropriate
for any other time of year. In this spirit, the uninspired people at Lionsgate films bring us Saw V. The trail-
er is only 48 seconds long, with less than 15 seconds of actual movie footage. Not surprisingly, the film-
makers are not too eager to display their mediocre accomplishments. However, the footage says enough
about the movie. There is a man screaming in pain and agony, which gives voice to the thoughts of the
audience in theaters when they remember that their tickets are nonrefundable. The only apparent moti-
vation for agreeing to this production would be that the rich movie producers are inspired by recent pat-
terns in Wall Street. They see their investor counterparts getting paid billions of dollars for running their
company into the ground. This movie must be Hollywood's attempt at doing such a bad job that people
want to pay them lots of money to retire. -DM

Soul Men, featuring Samuel L. Jackson, Bernie Mac (BERNIE MAC!), and Issac Hayes  looks like quite
the comedy, but personally, I think it is going to hit too close to home. Just like Booty Call, House Party 3,
Ocean’s Eleven, and every other Bernie Mac movie, it appears to be so uncannily similar to my life. I assume
it will follow in the ranks of the aforesaid films, which completely freaks me out. It’s not that I don’t recom-
mend the film, it’s just that I myself would like to try to ignore my eerie likeness to Bernie Mac. Anyway, it
appears that the movie is about two back-up soul-singers (Samuel L. and Bernie) who decide to reunite and
go on a cross-country trip to perform a tribute concert for their late bandleader. I did that this summer.
Bernie Mac just acts. Sometimes I expect that he vicariously lived through me. So weird. It’s also weird that
in the movie, Samuel L. Jackson has cornrows. So check it out if you want. -TC

Following last incarnations evolution (devolution?) of James Bond from a gadget-obsessed metrosexual
into a cold-blooded serial-badass, there is tremendous pressure on Quantum of Solace, a movie that strives
to be less ridiculous than its title.  If its trailer is any indication, it should be the sort of testosterone-fueled
action romp that any American Joe 30-rack will shell out the contents of his wallet to see, and I doubt it
will disappoint.  The villains look as evil as ever, the cars as fast, the suits as crisp, and the action as outra-
geously fantastic.  Daniel Craig, reprises his role as 007 in a quest for the title of Best James Bond Ever and
seems to maintain his ice cold, steel-eyed killer portrayal of Ian Fleming’s iconic superagent.  It appears
Quantum of Solace continues the Casino Royale interpretation of Bond: the much more realistic, focused,
and gritty style of spy-action that pinned us to our seats last time around.  Title: dumb.  Trailer: bomb.
Movie: probably ill. -SW

Soulmen

Quantum of Solace

Saw V

Dragonball and Dragonball Z are the two greatest series to come out of Japanimation, an art form that
usually produces nothing but uncomfortably bad cartoons with bad Japanese pop songs.  Dragonball has
been made into a live action movie, and is going to be an intolerably bad mess of shit and piss.  There
simply cannot be a live action version of Dragonball made, and as the trailer presupposes, any attempts
to do exactly this will turn out to be completely unwatchable.  Any fans of Dragonball and Dragonball Z
most likely love it for: the violence, the cheesiness, the sexually explicit humor, and the over the top trans-
formations of the Saiyans.  

None of these things can be done in live action.  In fact, the only reason they were feasible in the orig-
inal animated series was because the animation was extremely lazy and the dubbing was overly dramat-
ic.  The overwhelming cheeze allowed viewers to suspend their imaginations and really appreciate the
animated violence and gore, which, judging by the PG-13 rating, will be mostly absent.  The bottom line
is, Super Saiyans shoot deadly energy beams from the palms of their hands, and said beams usually leave
gaping holes in the chests or stomachs of whomever they hit.  Please, please don’t ruin this awesomeness
for me. -AG

Dragonball

Revolutionary Road
When I said to everyone in the print shop (the hell hole where we produce this rag) that I wanted to review

Revolutionary Road, they (read: all boys) started yelling at me that this movie looks boring and girly. Eff that.
It’s not like I’m recommending some piece of shit like The Notebook or something. Here’s why I cannot wait
for this movie: (1) it is based on the book Revolutionary Road, my roommate’s favorite book AND what Kurt
Vonnegut called the Great Gatsby of his time—I trust both of these sources. (2) It REUNITES KATE AND
LEO for the first time since Titanic. I haven’t watched Titanic since I was in middle school, but at the time I
loved it. As of now, I just don’t want to experience the letdown of watching it as a (kind of) adult and realize
how bloated and shitty it (probably) was. But I digress...I’d love to see this on-screen couple reuinted nonethe-
less. (3) It’s a period piece. (4) It looks like the kind of movie that will make me cry. Call me a crazy, but I
enjoy a good movie cry. -KM

by Tim Cullen, Sam Wadhams, Kate Murphy, Alex Gibbons, and Duncan MacKenna
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