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Print le Mort? 
For Christmas last year I bought my mother -
in -law a Kindle Touch.  She is a big reader of 
both new literature and periodicals and lives 
100 miles from a decent library.  Sheõs al-

ready enjoying the freedom this little device allows her for 
consuming content.  Iõve often thought of going e-book 
myself, especially when I look at my shelves and see hun-
dreds of books that I hate moving around, hundreds of 
books that are falling apart (because I buy used when possi-
ble), many with food stains (I read when I eat), etc.  Wouldnõt 
it be rad if I could have all my favorite books digitized?  
 
Then I look next to the overstuffed bookcase at the over-
stuffed vinyl shelf, packed with hundreds of LPõs, hundreds 
of 45õs, etc.  Hmm.  The iPod may allow me to take all my 
music with me wherever, but I still hold onto the vinyl like 
talismans.  Then I realize that I will probably not go virtual 
for literature, at least not now.  But I recall way back in 1998 
when I encountered my first MP3 that I sneered.  òDude, it 
doesnõt even sound good, why would I ditch all my records 
for this?ó  Well, I didnõt exactly, but obviously I donõt carry a 
Turntableman around with me (though I have often thought 
about getting a nice little console turntable to bring to the 
office).  The MP3 player has been a nice way to make my 
record collection portable, but I still listen to my records at 
home or DJ with them.   
 
Where I see the e -reader taking off is in the textbook mar-
ket.  My wife is in grad school and uses an iPad to read 
articles and books and it has been a money saver (even after 
the expense of the iPad) and it is far more flexible for her 
with notating what she reads.  And of course, the other 
perks a tablet offers.  But I do think about it quite a bit, as I 
re-read The Wheel of Time series for the umpteenth time, 
and those paperbacks are literally falling apart.  I suppose I 
could buy nicer copies, but planning ahead, wouldnõt it be 
wiser to just go digital?  E -book files are small enough that 
they slip under the radar of the anti -piracy folks, and Iõd 
only be after catalog titles that way.  Iõd still have to spring 
for the latest thing from Amazon or such.  Still thinking this 
one through.  Meanwhile, Iõm a stick with my beat-up paper-
backs.  At least for nowé - KELLY MINNIS 

MOUSTACHE RIDES  

by JAMES GRAY 



I can't believe it took me this long to get down to 
The Fried Pie Shop.   Itõs on the corner of HWY 6 
and University in the gas station building next to 

Freebirds, where Sonic used to be.  

I was expecting good 
things when I went 
and that's pretty 
much what I got.   The 
ambiance of the place 
is a little lacking, but 
hell, they make fried 
pies and that's it.   No 
side dishes, toppings, 
nothing.   Just straight 
up fried pies.   Which I 
think is awe-
some.   But apparently 
it is a franchise, 
which knocks it down 
just a notch in the 
awesome factor.  
Still, the folks work-
ing were really nice, 
the place was clean as 
a whistle and the pies 
were damn good and 
bigger than I thought 
they would be.   The 
dough is like a cross 

between a typical pie crust and the stuff they make funnel 
cakes out of.   I was surprised at how not greasy they 
were.   Even fresh out of the fryer.  

I got the Beef and Vegetable one and was very happy with 
it.   I also had a taste of the Mexican one.   It was really good 
too.   Like the fried burritos I used to get at the roller rink.    
They also have an assortment of other flavors of meal style 
pies like Mushroom and Spinach, Pepperoni Pizza, etc.   as 
well as fruit and pudding style pies.   I got the chocolate and 
it was the shit.    

I think I should also note that they have nothing but Dublin 
sodas on tap.   Root beer, Dr. Pepper, Black Cherry, Orange...I 
didn't even know they made anything other than Dr. Pepper.   
While I won't sit at work and drool thinking about them the 
way I do a Stover's Burger, I can  say that I will definitely 
make the effort to eat there  again.   So go check it out! - 
ATARIMATT  

In celebration of the October 2012 release of The Texas 
Chainsaw Massacre 3 -D by Lionsgate films, I would like to 
prepare our dirtbag readership for this auspicious occasion 
by reviewing some of the overlooked, underrated, direct -to-
garbage bin horror films over the past ten years.  Please 
join me each month for a new film, and feel free to send any 
questions, concerns, 
or lavishing of 
praises to me con-
cerning my film 
choices or reviews:  
hamster-
glory@gmail.com.  
Iõd love to discuss 
horror with you.    
 
Reviews Iõve read 
about Lucky 
McKeeõs May  (2002)  
refer to it as òan 
average slasher 
flickó or a òwhole 
not worth the sum 
of its parts.ó  I find 
these reviews 
hogwash. May  
achieves what few 
indie -horror films 
have achieved: a 
perfect concoction 
of spot -on perform-
ances, a heart -felt 
storyline, directing 
that knows when to 
goof and when to gore, as well as a heroine whoõs far more 
than a slick -boobed slasher -film Final Girl.  Even more 
impressive, May is Lucky McKeeõs debut film.  Iõd be inter-
ested to know what bits of McKee birthed May . 
 
May follows a young ostracized woman who has remained 
on the outskirts of affection her entire life.  Played by the 
tragically underrated Austin -native Angela Bettis, viewers 
encounter young May wearing a patch to hide her wobbly 
eye from her motherõs friends.  Mayõs shameful mother 
hides May from society, telling May she will never make 
friends because sheõs too different.  At a childhood birth-
day party, Mayõs mother speaks over her daughter, òIõve 
always said, if you canõt find a friend, make one.ó  And then 
she presents May with a doll who becomes Mayõs lifelong 
best friend.  This seemingly innocent statement and gift 
eventually wash over young May as spiritual prophecy, one 
that she will later follow as a divine calling.  
 
Cameos by Anna Faris as the lesbian vet tech (òI like your 
neckó), Jeremy Sisto, as the self-described gore -hound love 
interest (òI like your handsó), and James Duval as a bus 
stop hook -up (òI like your armsó) pitch an adult May against 
potential lovers outside her league.  Regardless of her 
social standing or understandings, May knows what she 
wants from each of her potentials, and no amount of mis-
guided passion or rejection will stop them from giving her 
what she wants.  
 
McKeeõs gory black humor and Angela Bettisõ pitch perfect 
performance add an air of comic relief to this modern 
Frankenstein -esque tale of girl -meets -parts and girl -builds -
lover.  The humor also lifts May  above becoming another 
melodramatic flick about girls interrupted by their own 
broken timelines.  (Note: Bettis played the anorexic Janet 
Webber in that flick, too.)  May , admittedly, is not a straight 
slasher, nor is it a bubbly romance.  And thatõs the great 
thing about May :  It moves honestly through giddiness and 
rejection, awkwardness and heartache, bodies and knives. 
Itõs mindful of moments in all our lives when the phone 
would not ring and the reason, we imagined, was ourselves. 
The only difference is that most of us were never so skilled 
with knives. ñKEVIN STILL 

Fried Pie Shop Lucky McKey©s May 



  

Todd on film  

Recently two movies came out which celebrate a love of 
movies.  While some may believe that such a tactic is simply 
a narcissistic attempt to win a bunch of awards from adoring 
critics, there is really a beauty to what they are able to ac-
complish, and both are fantastically done as stand -alone 
films.  In the age of portable entertainment when we can 
stream anything we want on command to the nearest com-
puter screen, these films, Hugo and The Artist , should serve 
as a reminder of how great of an experience going to the 
movies can be.  
 
Hugo  starts out with a simple enough premise.  An orphaned 
boy works within the walls of a 1920s Paris train station, 
keeping the clocks running while innocently stealing what he 
can from various shops, but his real quest is to fix a mysteri-
ous mechanical toy left to him by his father.  Without giving 
too much away, he becomes friends with a girl who fre-
quents her godfatherõs shop, and the two bond over the 
power of storytelling from books to the local cinema, and 
soon they discover that films play a more important role in 
their life than simple entertainment.  I know, not a great 
summary, but once you see it youõll get what Iõm talking 
about.  
 
Hugo  is actually a love letter to early silent films from its 
director, Martin Scorcese.  The movie is sprinkled with clips 
of old films throughout, and if you watch closely youõll even 
see scenes from those films recreated by the characters.  All 
the while Hugo  has top -notch cinematography and set de-
sign, and Scorcese has made his first 3D film (I saw it with 
and without the glasses, and it was fantastic either way).  It 
seems a little backwards, but it makes sense.  Hugo  is not 
about how movies should be made but rather how a great 
movie can tell a great story.  Itõs a shame more people wonõt 
get the chance to see this on the big screen with proper 
theater surround sound, but hopefully when they do catch 
Hugo  in their home they will still get its message.  
 

The Artist is also a celebration of old movies, but it accom-
plishes this goal in a different way.  Instead of a plot about 
the glory of older cinema, the acting and methods used to 
make the film are what carries it.  To give you a heads up, 
The Artist is that new black and white film you might have 
seen commercials for.  Itõs also actually a silent film, mean-
ing it depends on its cast and music to keep things exciting, 
and both do a spectacular job.  Thereõs never a point during 
the two hour film when you find yourself bored, which is 
surprising considering many people these days have never 
sat through a movie with no audible dialog for that length 
of time.  Itõs a very funny movie but also has plenty of 
melodramatic moments, making for quite a complete film.  
 
In The Artist , a fictional famous silent film star, George 
Valentin, is cruising along until the studio opts to only 
produce new òtalking picturesó henceforth.  Meanwhile a 
young aspiring actress, who gets her foot in the door with 
Valentinõs help, slowly rises to fame while he can only watch 
in despair.  And of course theyõre in love with each other. 
Donõt worry - this isnõt Singing In The Rain (which by the 
way, you should see at least once).  The movie is an homage 
to films of the 20s and 30s, but is also able to do things 
those movies never could with use of modern lighting and 
effects.  The two skilled leads have great chemistry to-
gether, and by the end you feel more rewarded than most 
new movies leave you these days.  
 
The point of this write -up isnõt for you to become a movie 
snob.  These movies are about how any good film can suck 
you into a story, how a trip to the local theater can be much 
more of an adventure than picking up a DVD from a Redbox 
kiosk, and that special effects arenõt the key ingredient for 
success (looking at you Mr. Bay).  Check out both Hugo  and 
The Artist when you get the chance, whether itõs on a big or 
small screen. ñTODD HANSEN  


