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WELCOME TO AUCKLAND FILM SOCIETY

Our 2017 season is a richly eclectic programme of special screenings, classic 
features, documentaries and contemporary cinema from home and abroad. 

Auckland Film Society is a non-profit incorporated society and a registered 
charitable organisation. AFS is run by volunteers elected at our AGM (next 
AGM is 24 April 2017).  Visit us at aucklandfilmsociety.org.nz

Contact Auckland Film Society
Tel  527 6076 (answerphone)      Fax   570 9702  
Email info@aucklandfilmsociety.org.nz
Post PO Box 5618, Wellesley St, Auckland 1141

Like us on Facebook /aklfilmsoc      Follow us on Twitter @aklfilmsoc

AFS Committee members are Alison Ashton, Simon Erceg, Andrew Lockett, 
Natasha Loh, Gorjan Markovski, Jane McKenzie, Ruth Patterson, Craig 
Ranapia and Marjorie Sprecher. Special thanks to Michael McDonnell at the 
New Zealand Federation of Film Societies, nzfilmsociety.org.nz

DATES AND TIMES
Most screenings are at Academy Cinemas, 44 Lorne St, Auckland, 
Mondays at 6:30 pm. No screenings on public holidays –  
We screen on the following Tuesdays  
Tuesday 18 April at 6:30 pm   Throne of Blood
Tuesday 06 June at 6:30 pm   Destiny
Tuesday 24 October at 6:00 pm   Kings of the Road – Early Start 6:00 pm
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PREMIER CARD MEMBER BENEFITS

• FREE entry to all Auckland Film Society 2017 Season films
  12-month membership from date of purchase 

• DISCOUNTS at
New Zealand International Film Festival 2017   20 July – 6 August
Show Me Shorts Film Festival   
Academy Cinemas   $10 all sessions ($5 on Wednesdays)
Rialto Cinemas, Newmarket   $12 Monday – Friday, except 3D,
Beyond/Alternative Content, Film Festivals and Special Events
Lido Cinema   $10 Monday – Friday
Capitol Cinema   $10 Monday – Friday

• FREE Close Up magazine. Collect your copy at any AFS screening.

• Car parking after 6pm
Greys Ave open-air car park: $10 flat fee after 6pm
Victoria St car park: $2 per hour to a maximum of $10 after 6pm 
Civic car park: $12 flat fee after 6pm

2017 CARD MEMBER BENEFITS

• FREE entry to ANY THREE films in the AFS 2017 Season 
Cardholder entry only – strictly non-transferable. Please note that no film 
society, film festival or cinema discounts apply to 2017 Cards.

• Special offer!  Buy your first 2017 Card before 1 April for just $25 
Valid for your first 2017 Card purchase only. Subsequent 2017 Cards $35. 

• The 2017 Card lets new members try out the film society and allows you 
to pay for a Premier Card by instalments. Exchange five 2017 Cards in your 
name plus $5 for a Premier Card and enjoy Premier Card benefits. 

• Upgrade to a Premier Card before the end of the 2017 Season and receive 
12-month membership from date of purchase of your first 2017 Card. 
Cinema discounts apply at upgrade until your Premier Card expires.

• FREE Close Up magazine. Collect your copy at any AFS screening.

• Car parking after 6pm
Greys Ave open-air car park: $10 flat fee after 6pm
Victoria St car park: $2 per hour to a maximum of $10 after 6pm 
Civic car park: $12 flat fee after 6pm

QUIET PLEASE!
Please be considerate of others in the audience during film screenings. 

This issue of Close Up was edited by Alison Ashton, Andrew Lockett, Jane 
McKenzie and Craig Ranapia. Picture research by Michael McDonnell.

Thanks to Foundation North and Waitemata Local Board, Weta Digital, the 
Goethe Institut, Institut Français and the Embassy of France, the Confucius 
Institute Victoria University of Wellington, and local supporters Time Out 
Bookstore, The Surrey Hotel, Metropolitan Rentals, Video Ezy Grey Lynn, New 
Zealand International Film Festival, Show Me Shorts and Flicks.co.nz.
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Monday 06 March at 6:30 pm

Persepolis   
France/USA 2007 AFS thanks Time Out Bookstore

Directors: Vincent Paronnaud, Marjane Satrapi
Producers: Xavier Rigault, Marc-Antoine Robert
Screenplay: Marjane Satrapi, Vincent Paronnaud, based on the graphic novel by Satrapi
Cinematography: François Girad
Editor: Stephane Roche
Music: Olivier Bernet
Voices: Chiara Mastroianni (Marjane), Catherine Deneuve (Mom), Danielle Darrieux 
(Grandma), Simon Abkarian (Dad), Gabrielle Lopes Benites (Marji), François Jerosme 
(Anoush)

98 mins, Blu-ray. B&W and colour. M offensive language
In French, English, Farsi and German, with English subtitles

Here is an adaptation so inspired, so simple and so frictionless in its 
transformation of the source material that it’s almost a miracle… Superbly 
elegant and simple, it is based on the comic-book series by the Franco-Iranian 
artist Marjane Satrapi, a coming-of-age story that I can only describe as an 
auto-graphic-novel-ography. Satrapi has co-written and co-directed the movie 
version, and what a treat: funny and moving with a bracingly authentic feel, 
reproducing the graphic work with broad, bold strokes and a depth-of-field 
effect achieved with a recessive series of two-dimensional planes, like the 
ocean waves at the back of a panto set. Muted colour tones are introduced for 
sequences happening in the present, and deploying the cartoonist’s classic 
skill, Satrapi creates witty and sympathetic facial expressions with hardly more 
than a squiggle. This is one of those rare things in the cinema: a movie with an 
urgent new story to tell and an urgent new way of telling it.

It is the story of Marjane, a little girl growing up in pre-revolutionary Iran in the 
1970s. Her hero is Bruce Lee, and she is always scampering under the grown-
ups’ legs at parties, baffling one and all by striking ferocious martial arts poses. 
She is the indulged and adored daughter of well-to-do secular leftists who 
campaign ceaselessly against the Shah, and find family members harassed and 
imprisoned. When the revolution arrives, Marjane’s parents and their cigarette-
smoking, alcohol-drinking, idea-discussing and life-enjoying friends at first 
welcome it. The fanatical theocrats make them nervous, but they are confident 
that all this is just a phase on the road to progressive enlightenment… 

Marjane herself, particularly as a little girl, is a superb character, smart, 
vulnerable, with a cheerful, non-PC love of western trash culture… She is close 
to her mother, closer still to her wise and worldly grandmother, whose wit 
and shrewdness she imbibes. Hers is a funny and deeply involving story but 
its sharp stabs against the women-hatred of the Iranian governing classes are 
enough to trigger rage…

As she grows into her teens and 20s, Marjane is sent abroad for a chaotic 
education in Europe, where she experiences the finest condescension and 
misogyny that the west has to offer: in fact, something of the exploitation 
inherent in sexual-liberalism that the mullahs warned her about, while not 
scrupling themselves to enforce a far harsher subjection. In spite of herself, 
Marjane finds a gravitational pull to a homeland that rejects free-thinking 
women: a complicated, bittersweet sense of exile which Satrapi has cultivated 
in her graphic novels and in this richly seductive and entertaining movie.

Persepolis gives us the sheer pleasure of narrative, rarely found in modern 
cinema or indeed fiction: a gripping story of what it is like to grow from a lonely 
imaginative child into an adult, and to find this internal tumult matched by geo-
political upheaval. – Peter Bradshaw, The Guardian

Monday 13 March at 6:30 pm

Our Little Sister   Umimachi Diary

Japan 2015

Director/Editor: Kore-eda Hirokazu
Producers: Matsuzaki Kaoru, Taguchi Hijiri
Production co: Film Inc
Screenplay: Kore-eda Hirokazu. Based on the graphic novel by Yoshida Akimi
Photography: Takimoto Mikiya
Music: Kanno Yoko
With: Ayase Haruka (Koda Sachi), Nagasawa Masami (Koda Yoshino), Kaho (Koda Chika), 
Hirose Suzu (Asano Suzu)

128 mins, Blu-ray. PG
In Japanese with English subtitles

‘Accentuate the positive’ hardly begins to sum up the atmosphere in Koreeda 
Hirokazu’s enchanting new film Our Little Sister (Umimachi Diary), which 
channels the Japanese master Ozu Yasujiro at the same time as it lovingly 
recreates the world of Hollywood 1940s family melodramas like Meet Me in St 
Louis and Little Women. Calling on the audience to travel with it into the warm 
embrace of its small-town setting, the film richly repays our suspension of 
cynicism, thanks not a little to Koreeda’s masterly tweaking of the emotional 
level and the discreet beauty of the cinematography by Takimoto Mikiya (who 
also shot Like Father, Like Son). Indeed only when Takimoto allows himself a 
flourish – as in a delirious bicycle ride through a tunnel of cherry blossom or an 
elegant, Ozu-style deep-focus framing of three sisters chatting in the evening, 
one on the veranda, one in the doorway, one inside the house – does it become 
clear how carefully controlled the film’s visuals otherwise are.

Our Little Sister doesn’t so much have a plot as string together a series of 
episodes, reflecting its origin in instalments from Tales from a Seaside Town 
(the film’s original Japanese title), an ongoing saga published monthly in the 
Japanese women’s manga Flowers. With the barest of expositions – a phone 
call, a train journey, a funeral – we get to the film’s definitive set-up: four sisters, 
ranging in age from 29 to 13, live together in a large, slightly rickety family 
house in the coastal town of Kamakura…

Three sisters become four when their father dies and, on a whim, Sachi invites 
their teenage half-sister Suzu (Hirose Suzu) to come and live in the family house. 
The house itself, complete with shrine and plum tree, is a major character, both 
refuge and relic, protecting the sisters from the world but also holding them 
back from joining it… 

But the film’s real appeal lies in its unabashed portrayal of a small-town Arcadia 
where time is measured by annual events – the cherry blossom, the landing of 
fresh whitebait in the port, the summer fireworks, the making of plum wine to 
Grandma’s recipe from the old tree in the garden – and there are no problems 
that family and community cannot solve. “If the gods don’t take care of it, then 
I guess we’ll have to,” says someone… 

Slightly hampered by an episodic structure deriving from its source, Our Little 
Sister is nevertheless a seductive and engrossing celebration of family and 
community. It may prove a little sentimental for some tastes; but, like the 
plum wine that features repeatedly, the film manages a blend of sweetness 
and acidity, drawn from a source that will eventually disappear but is richly 
satisfying for the 128 minutes we get to spend under its spell. – Nick Roddick, 
bfi.org.uk
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Monday 20 March at 6:30 pm

River of Grass   
USA 1994

Director: Kelly Reichardt
Producer: Jesse Hartman
Screenplay: Kelly Reichardt
Cinematography: Jim Denault
Editor: Larry Fessenden
Music: John Hill 

With: Lisa Bowman (Cozy), Larry Fessenden (Lee Ray Harold), Dick Russell (Jimmy Ryder), 
Stan Kaplan (JC), Michael Buscemi (Doug), Lisa Robb (Young Cozy)

76 mins, Blu-ray. M violence, offensive language and nudity

Over the past decade, Kelly Reichardt has emerged as one of American indie 
cinema’s finest directors, releasing a highly celebrated film (Wendy And Lucy, 
Meek’s Cutoff, Night Moves, Certain Women) every two or three years. To many, 
it may have appeared as if Reichardt launched her career with 2006’s terrific 
Old Joy, as she’d been missing in action for the previous decade-plus. Some 
cinephiles, though, spent those years impatiently waiting for her to follow 
up on the promise of her superb debut, River Of Grass, which premiered at 
Sundance in 1994 and received a tiny theatrical release the following year. The 
film never quite developed a real cult following, but it was singular enough to 
ensure that fans remembered Reichardt when she finally resurfaced… 

Is there such a thing as a retroactive artistic departure? For all the obvious talent 
it displays, River Of Grass doesn’t much resemble Reichardt’s subsequent work, 
which is notable for its stillness and patience. At one point, early on, the action 
is cut to a frenetic drum solo, played by a cop (Dick Russell) who keeps a kit in 
his house and uses it to thrash out his frustration. In this particular instance, the 
cop is concerned because his adult daughter, Cozy (Lisa Bowman), has gone 
missing, and there’s evidence to suggest that she was involved in a shooting, 
though nobody was hurt. Cozy, however, believes that she accidentally killed 
a man, and she’s now “on the run” with Lee (Larry Fessenden), a stranger she’d 
met in a bar after he nearly ran her over on the highway. Those scare quotes are 
necessary because neither Cozy nor Lee has any money, so they never actually 
manage to leave town; they spend most of their time holed up in a cheap motel, 
for which Lee tries to scrape together the cash by selling his mother’s record 
collection.

Reichardt has Bowman – a compellingly blunt screen presence who’s barely 
acted since – narrate the movie in a folksy whisper that’s clearly meant to echo 
Sissy Spacek’s Badlands voiceover, and River Of Grass initially seems to belong 
to the same outlaw-lovers-on-the-lam genre. Cozy and Lee never develop any 
sort of romantic or even sexual attraction, though, and they haven’t actually 
committed any serious crime (which Lee soon discovers, choosing not to tell 
Cozy in order to prolong their adventure). Reichardt subverts expectations at 
every turn, while simultaneously painting a vivid portrait of southern Florida 
(the title refers to the Everglades, and the film goes back and forth between 
Broward and Dade County) in all its sun-drenched seediness. She gets an 
invaluable assist from Fessenden, a notable director in his own right (Wendigo, 
The Last Winter); he co-edited River Of Grass in addition to co-starring, and his 
jumpier sensibility, both onscreen and off, blends with Reichardt’s observational 
instincts in fascinating ways. If one were to watch this jagged, restless movie 
with no knowledge of who made it, guessing that it sprung from the same 
mind that created Old Joy or Meek’s Cutoff would be impossible. Intuiting that 
this gifted novice filmmaker would go on to bigger and better things, however, 
would be child’s play. – Mike D’Angelo, AV Club

Monday 27 March at 6:30 pm 

A New Leaf   
USA 1971

Director: Elaine May
Producers: Hillard Elkins, Howard W Koch, Joseph Manduke
Screenplay: Elaine May, based on the short story “The Green Heart” by Jack Ritchie
Cinematography: Gayne Rescher
Editors: Don Guidice, Fredric Steinkamp

With: Walter Matthau (Henry Graham), Elaine May (Henrietta Lowell), Jack Weston  
(Andy McPherson), George Rose (Harold), James Coco (Uncle Harry), Doris Roberts  
(Mrs Traggert), Renée Taylor (Sharon Hart)

102 mins, Blu-ray. PG

A film of such wit and comic invention that it belongs among the great 
American comedies. – Calum Marsh, Village Voice

A New Leaf is one of cinema’s great comedies, profoundly examining the 
blooming love between mismatched couple Henry Graham (Walter Matthau) 
and Henrietta Lowell (Elaine May). Henry is an aging playboy who’s worn out 
his trust fund. Faced with bankruptcy and the prospect of driving a Chevrolet, 
he seeks out a rich woman whom he can marry and murder. Enter Henrietta, a 
clumsy, upper-class ugly duckling who seems the easiest of targets. Henry first 
spots her at an uptight high-society get-together; she twice spills her tea onto 
the hostess’s Oriental rug, and Henry – uttering one of May’s priceless lines about 
“erotic obsession” with carpets – comes to her rescue. It’s the beginning of a 
not-so-beautiful courtship and matrimony, with the oblivious Henrietta always 
outwitting Henry’s murderous intentions through her ingratiating ineptitude.

It’s easy to imagine Henrietta’s foibles being exploited for cheap, grotesque 
laughs. Certainly the character’s wardrobe (oversize glasses, clothing with 
price tags still dangling) and breathy demeanor are easily overplayed external 
factors, but May’s talent is in humanizing even the most minor behavioral tics. 
An extended sequence in which Henrietta attempts to navigate through a toga 
nightgown is hilarious precisely because of its expressive emotional flow from 
personal embarrassment to shared laughter and back again. Henrietta, no hollow 
comic shell, is a full-blooded creation of the emotional interior – it would be an 
insult to merely laugh at her or with her, and so we respond in complex kind, our 
hearty guffaws barely concealing winces of individual recognition.

Blessed with a perpetual craggy hangdog, Matthau is May’s perfect comic 
foil. Completely believable as a spoiled member of the upper crust, the actor 
simultaneously offers a sober and hilarious class critique through his unsightly 
gait. Upon discovering his bankruptcy, Henry walks dejectedly through some 
old haunts, tenderly saying goodbye to his material comforts – he’s a zombified 
bourgeois awakened to a harsh and unforgiving world. In Henrietta, Henry at 
first sees an impersonal victim; his is a newfound masculine power extending 
directly from upper-class viciousness. This mindset parallels the bloodthirsty 
film audience’s rules of the game. How many similar comedies would make us 
long for Henry’s successful enactment of his deathly desires, reducing Henrietta 
to a conceptual symbol in an effort at preserving the mean-spirited hilarity?

May recognizes the importance of moving beyond the symbolic, of trumping 
hollow laughter and infusing it with depth of feeling. Like the great director 
Ernst Lubitsch, May’s comic means are used toward humanistic ends. Henry 
(and, by extension, the audience) comes to love Henrietta in spite of himself… 
A New Leaf leaves the characters in an Edenic wilderness, the camera capturing 
Henry and Henrietta’s ascendance into a heavenly sun. It’s a beautiful moment 
of emotional summation. – Keith Uhlich, Slant Magazine
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Monday 03 April at 6:30 pm

The Hidden Fortress   Kakushi toride no san-akunin

Japan 1958 AFS thanks Video Ezy Grey Lynn

Director: Kurosawa Akira
Producers: Fujimoto Sanezumi, Kurosawa Akira
Screenplay: Kikushima Ryuzo, Oguni Hideo, Hashimoto Shinobu, Kurosawa Akira
Cinematography: Yamazeki Ichio
Editor: Kurosawa Akira
Music: Sato Masaru

With: Mifune Toshiro (General Makabe), Chiaki Minoru (Tahei), Fujiwara Kamatari 
(Matashichi), Fujita Susumu (General Tadokoro), Shimura Takashi (The Old General, Izumi), 
Misa Uehara (Princess Yuki), Eiko Miyoshi (Old Lady-in-Waiting)

139 mins, Blu-ray. B&W. PG low level violence
In Japanese with English subtitles 

The Hidden Fortress was saddled for years with a reputation as the financially 
successful, artistically lacking entertainment positioned to reestablish its 
maker’s name after a string of more niche offerings such as I Live in Fear and 
The Lower Depths.

Granted, this was largely the stated intention of Kurosawa and his producers, 
but to classify The Hidden Fortress as simply an escapist compromise would be 
to ignore both its technical innovations and storytelling prowess. Set during 
the Sengoku period, the film leisurely follows a pair of back-biting peasants 
(Chiaki Minoru and Fujiwara Kamatari) and a disgraced samurai general 
(Mifune Toshiro, Kurosawa’s greatest muse) as they attempt to transport a 
princess (Uehara Misa) across enemy lines, casually gathering momentum 
and characters as Kurosawa moves the action amid a host of warring factions 
and tumultuous landscapes. Kurosawa and his team of screenwriters keep the 
characterizations broad, establishing the darkly humorous tone of the film 
from the very first scene as the peasant duo wanders across a barren desert 
literally spitting at and insulting one another even as they depend on each 
other for survival as they dig up corpses and strip dead samurai of their armor. 
It’s this dynamic between the serious and the farcical that’s so vital to the 
film’s success. At the same time, these purposefully disarming aspects have 
provoked volatile reactions; Kurosawa’s playful manipulation of his audience’s 
expectations renders The Hidden Fortress casually, paradoxically subversive, and 
it remains the director’s funniest film – perhaps even his most morally acute.  
– Jordan Cronk, Slant Magazine

As a genre film, The Hidden Fortress is difficult to categorize: it is at once a 
samurai film and a road movie, with a significant nod to the American western. 
The Japanese title translates literally as “Three Bad Men in a Hidden Fortress,” 
which may underscore Kurosawa’s debt to John Ford (who made a film called 
Three Bad Men in 1926) but tends to obscure the important role of Princess Yuki 
(Uehara Misa), one of the first woman characters in a Japanese period film who 
is neither a suffering beauty nor a femme fatale. The “three bad men,” moreover, 
are actually not that bad, although two of them, the comic duo at the center of 
the film, are mercenary outlaws (aka starving peasants). The third man, General 
Makabe, is one in a long line of Mifune Toshiro’s tough, charming, highly skilled 
samurai. – Catherine Russell, ‘Three Good Men and A Princess’, Criterion

As much as it’s part of one tradition, The Hidden Fortress can also lay claim to 
starting one of its own. The “worm’s eye view” of its story is taken up by Sergio 
Leone for his meta-westerns. Most important of all, there’s Star Wars. It was fun, 
but for some of us it can’t hold a candle to the original adventure “a long time 
ago” in a land “far far away”. – David Ehrenstein, Criterion

Monday 10 April at 6:30 pm 

The Hitch-Hiker  
USA 1953

Director: Ida Lupino
Producer: Collier Young
Screenplay: Collier Young, Ida Lupino
Cinematography: Nicholas Musuraca
Editor: Douglas Stewart
Music: Leith Stevens

With: Edmond O’Brien (Roy Collins), Frank Lovejoy (Gilbert Bowen), William Talman 
(Emmett Myers), José Torvay (Captain Alvarado), Sam Hayes (Radio Broadcaster), 
Jean Del Val (Inspector General)

71 mins, Blu-ray. B&W. M violence & offensive language

Ida Lupino had been a mildly successful actor for nearly two decades – her 
best-known films in that capacity are They Drive By Night, High Sierra, The Sea 
Wolf, and Out Of The Fog, all made circa 1940-41 – when she stepped behind the 
camera, blithely unconcerned by the fact that female directors essentially didn’t 
exist at that time. Her first four efforts centered on troubled women (and one of 
them, 1950’s Outrage, dared to directly tackle rape as a subject), but there’s no 
estrogen whatsoever in The Hitch-Hiker, as spare and muscular a picture as the 
1950s ever produced. Lupino could do tense atmosphere with the best of them.

In December 1950 and January 1951, an ex-con named Billy Cook went on 
a killing spree that took him halfway across the country, from Missouri to 
California, and eventually into Mexico. Released in March 1953, only three 
months after Cook was executed, The Hitch-Hiker fictionalizes his final run, when 
he bummed a ride from two men on a hunting trip and forced them to drive 
him across the border. Here, the sadistic killer is called Emmett Myers (William 
Talman), and his largely helpless victims are Roy (Edmond O’Brien) and Gil 
(Frank Lovejoy), best friends who were kind enough to help out a guy whose 
car appeared to have broken down.

So far as narrative is concerned, that’s pretty much it. Roy and Gil attempt 
to escape at one point… but the majority of the film, which runs a brisk 71 
minutes, consists of Myers ordering them around at gunpoint, occasionally 
intercut with scenes of American and Mexican cops poking around on their 
trail. The film boasts little memorable incident or pungent dialogue, and while 
Talman, with his permanent sneer, makes a mesmerizingly reptilian villain, 
characterization is otherwise minimal. But the tension never lets up. For 
audiences of the day, The Hitch-Hiker represented a chilling encounter with 
pure evil – “Who’ll be his next victim … You?” asked the ad campaign – and 
Lupino treats Myers like a bomb that could go off at any instant, letting Talman’s 
twitchy performance set the tone. The film’s two best scenes take suspenseful 
advantage of Billy Cook’s deformed right eyelid: When camped at night, Roy 
and Gil can never know whether Myers is asleep, as his right eye remains slightly 
open at all times.

Lupino and Collier Young (her husband from 1948 to 1951) chose not to 
embellish their screenplay with psychological nuance or clever plot twists – it’s 
just the story of two frightened men taken hostage for several days, wondering 
whether they’ll survive. (The answer to that question has almost nothing to 
do with their own resourcefulness; the film is all but devoid of conventional 
drama.) There’s something to be said for pure mood, however, and Lupino’s 
stripped-down approach makes for a compelling exercise in weatherbeaten 
existentialism. – Mike D’Angelo, The Dissolve
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Tuesday 18 April at 6:30 pm

Throne of Blood   Kumonosujo

Japan 1957

Director: Kurosawa Akira
Producers: Kurosawa Akira, Motoki Sojiro
Screenplay: Oguni Hideo, Hashimoto Shinobu, Kikushima Ryuzo, Kurosawa Akira, based 
on Macbeth by William Shakespeare
Cinematography: Nakai Asakazu
Music: Sato Masaru

With: Mifune Toshiro (General Washizu), Yamada Isuzu (Lady Asaji), Shimura Takashi 
(Odagura Noriyasu), Kubo Akira (Miki Yoshiteru), Tachikawa Hiroshi (Tsuzuki Kunimaru), 
Chiaki Minoru (Miki Yoshiaki), Sasaki Takamaru (Tsuzuki Kuniharu)

106 mins, Blu-ray, B&W. M violence & horror
In Japanese with English subtitles

I wanted to make Macbeth. The problem was: how to adapt the story to Japanese 
thinking. The story is understandable enough, but the Japanese tend to think 
differently about such things as witches and ghosts. I decided upon the techniques 
of the Noh, because in Noh style and story are one. I wanted to use the way Noh 
actors have of moving their bodies, the way they have of walking, and the general 
composition which the Noh stage provides. – Kurosawa Akira, Sight and Sound

It is generally easier to decide which directors to include in any top 100 than 
which film would best represent them. Akira Kurosawa looks likely to remain 
by far the best-known Japanese director, while others as great or even greater 
are known only to cineastes. My choice remains 1957’s Throne Of Blood, an 
adaptation that turned “the Scottish play” into a ravishingly visual exploration 
of the warrior traditions of Japanese myth. The drama is presented with stark 
economy, its words subservient to the slow exposition of its plot, and the 
characterisation admittedly less subtle than Shakespeare’s. But I doubt the 
Bard would have turned in his grave. Kurosawa’s parallel eloquence matches 
Shakespeare’s so completely that it even outshines that of Verdi’s musical 
version. – Derek Malcolm, The Guardian

Kurosawa often turned to foreign literary works for his films, but in all cases, the 
result was a transposition of the source rather than anything as straightforward 
as an adaptation. His appropriations of Shakespeare (here as well as in 1985’s 
Ran), for example, were acts more of historiography than of analysis, and 
descriptions of the films as adaptations minimize the true nature of what 
Kurosawa accomplished. In Throne of Blood, with his keenly developed sense 
of Japanese history, he found a kind of mirror universe in the period of turmoil, 
treachery, and succession battles that Shakespeare wrote about in Macbeth.

As with his literary sources, his treatment of history is faithful to elements of 
the factual record while transposing them into poetic terms. He made the 16th 
century his own period by being one of the few Japanese filmmakers of his 
time to explore it. Kurosawa concentrates on the epoch’s military strife, and his 
presentations of those conflicts are so apocalyptic as to imply that widespread 
killing was taking place in Japan’s medieval era. Kurosawa gives us battles 
filtered through his perceptions as a 20th-century artist well acquainted with 
the truly large-scale slaughters of his own time. The sense of apocalypse in the 
films is not of the 16th century but contemporary.

The aesthetics and philosophy of Throne of Blood take us well beyond 
Shakespeare, and that’s why this is a great film. Its accomplishments are not 
beholden to another medium or artist. Kurosawa gives us his own vision, 
expressed with ruthless, chilling power, and it’s the totality of that vision, its 
sweep and its uncompromising nature, that moves and terrifies us – and that 
we are so seldom privileged to see in cinema. – Stephen Prince, Criterion

Monday 24 April at 6:30 pm

Songs from the Second Floor   Sånger från andra våningen

Sweden/Norway/Denmark 2000

Director: Roy Andersson
Producers: Lisa Alwert, Roy Andersson
Screenplay: Roy Andersson
Cinematography: István Borbás, Jesper Klevenas
Editor: Roy Andersson
Music: Benny Andersson
With: Lars Nordh (Kalle), Stefan Larsson (Stefan), Bengt CW Carlsson (Lennart), Torbjörn 
Fahlström (Pelle Wigert), Sten Andersson (Lasse), Rolando Núñez (The foreigner)

98 mins, Blu-ray. R16 violence & sex scenes
In Swedish with English subtitles

In a sour, gray city, filled with pale drunken salarymen and parading flagellants, 
everything goes wrong, pain is laughed at, businesses fail, traffic seizes up and a 
girl is made into a human sacrifice to save a corporation. Roy Andersson’s Songs 
From the Second Floor is a collision at the intersection of farce and tragedy – the 
apocalypse as a joke on us.

You have never seen a film like this before. You may not enjoy it but you will 
not forget it. Andersson is a deadpan Swedish surrealist who has spent the 
last 25 years making “the best TV commercials in the world” (Ingmar Bergman) 
and now bites off the hand that fed him, chews it thoughtfully, spits it out and 
tramples on it. 

I saw it at the 2000 Cannes Film Festival. Understandably, it did not immediately 
find a distributor. Predictably, audiences did not flock to it. When I screened 
it at my 2001 Overlooked Film Festival, there were times when the audience 
laughed out loud, times when it squinted in dismay, times when it watched in 
disbelief. When two of the actors came out onstage afterward, it was somehow 
completely appropriate that one of them never said a word. – Roger Ebert, 
rogerebert.com

Andersson makes what could be called cinematic dioramas. Shot in static, 
rigorously composed long takes, his oblique scenes depict mini-worlds that 
reflect all the absurdity, cruelty, and humor of our own but are still somehow 
other… On the page, Andersson’s approach may seem deadly and pretentious, 
but his expert timing, his eye for detail, his flair for the ridiculous, and his use 
of the chasmic possibilities of deep focus mark him as a genuinely cinematic 
talent – the secret love-child of Jacques Tati, Monty Python, and Ingmar 
Bergman. – Bilge Ebiri, vulture.com 

If everything has its day, the Songs From the Second Floor was certainly a long 
time in coming. Andersson first discovered the avant-garde Peruvian poet 
César Vallejo in 1965, and first read his poem “Stumble Between Two Stars“ 
while working on his second feature Gilliap (1975). In the early Eighties he 
began preparations for a documentary feature based around the poem, before 
concluding that the material would be better served by the medium of fiction. 
Production proper began in 1996, and lasted four long years – but the results 
were well worth the wait.

While Andersson may offer up a monstrous parade of vices and vulnerabilities, 
he invites us to love his gallery of rogues precisely for the flaws that make 
them – and all of us – so human. After all, Andersson’s story of frailty and folly is 
our story too – and at the end of the extraordinary 10-minute single take that 
closes Songs From the Second Floor, the look that Kalle gives straight to camera 
implicates us all in the film’s haunting return of the repressed. – Anton Bitel, 
Eye for Film
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Monday 01 May at 6:30 pm

A Flickering Truth 
New Zealand 2015

Director: Pietra Brettkelly
Producer: Pietra Brettkelly
Screenplay: Pietra Brettkelly
Cinematography: Jacob Bryant
Music: Benjamin Wallfisch

With: Ibrahim Arify, Mahmoud Ghafouri, Isaaq Yousif 

91 mins, Blu-ray. Exempt
In Dari with English subtitles

Here is an outstanding film from the New Zealand director Pietra Brettkelly 
that starts off slowly, but builds into a revelatory document about Aghanistan 
and its current travails. Its unlikely vehicle is the attempt to restore and rescue 
the Afghan film archive in Kabul, trashed by the Taliban in a religiously inspired 
frenzy. Afghan film-maker Ibrahim Arify, living in Germany, returns to take 
command of the project, exhibiting visible frustration at the backwoods ways 
of his compatriots – both the finagling day labourers and the ingenuous Isaaq, 
the aged caretaker who lives in the office.

As we delve into the shattered remains of the archive, Brettkelly builds a 
ghost-mosaic of Afghan history, from the monarchs who oversaw the gradual 
liberalisation of the country through most of the 20th century (and introduced 
cinema), to the successive revolutions and civil wars that left the country in 
chaos. Film, it becomes clear, has a special role here: as repository of history 
and culture that the Taliban’s year-zero mentality aimed to abolish. Even as 
the political situation becomes more volatile in the run-up to elections – 
prompting Arify to hastily leave the country – the remaining archives head out 
into outlying provinces to enable screenings of old films for a population that 
has grown up largely in ignorance of such things. This is moving, powerful stuff. 
– Andrew Pulver, The Guardian

I am always attracted to personalities, to tell intimate stories that reflect 
bigger issues. And so initially I focused on who would be my main subjects. I 
found three very different characters and reflections on the archive and life in 
Afghanistan. Arify, the visionary, the returned son; Isaaq, the caretaker of the 
archives, had to adapt through the ages to different regimes to protect the 
films; and Mahmoud, the quiet gardener and unexpected hero who risked his 
life for the films.

I decided to use the films in three ways: as history telling, as reflections of 
my characters’ memories often prompted by them watching films, and as a 
response to exactly what was happening in Afghanistan at that time. I especially 
love towards the end of the film when we follow Mahmoud to vote for the first 
time in Afghanistan’s first democratic transfer of power, and Arify departs 
Afghanistan. I decided to use a clip from the first Afghanistan drama film, 1936’s 
Love and Friendship, a beautiful black-and-white piece of tortured love. Our 
hero is pacing his room: “My mind is so mixed up, I should forget her, Did I love 
her too humbly in order to face such a moment?” I hope the scene feeds into 
the strength of purpose and hope that both Arify and Mahmoud have for their 
country, and for the importance the archive holds in the re-building of their 
homeland, that they will never forget her.

I hope audiences see the openness and trust that was gifted to me and the 
power of the story we were able to tell, one of a people just like us but caught 
in decades of conflict, a people who cherish their culture and history and the 
films that have captured that culture. – Pietra Brettkelly, Moviemaker Magazine

Monday 08 May at 6:30 pm

You, the Living   Du levande

Sweden/Germany/France/Denmark/Norway/Japan 2007

Director: Roy Andersson
Producer: Pernilla Sandström
Screenplay: Roy Andersson
Cinematography: Gustav Danielsson
Editor: Anna Märta Waern
Music: Benny Andersson 

With: Elisabeth Helander (Mia), Jörgen Nohall (Uffe), Jan Wikbladh (The fan), Björn Englund 
(Tuba player), Birgitta Persson (Tuba player’s wife), Lennart Eriksson (Man on the balcony)

95 mins, Blu-ray. M sex scenes
In Swedish with English subtitles

Life is a puzzle without a solution, a series of bleak, frustrating moments 
shadowed by the guaranteed absurdity of death. This, more or less, is the 
lesson – or perhaps the premise – of You, the Living. The film is slow, rigorously 
morose and often painful in its blunt reckoning of disappointment and failure. 
It is also extremely funny. At first, or on a preliminary viewing (gourmand of 
masochism that I am, I’ve seen it twice), the friendly affirmation of the title seems 
ironic, almost to the point of cruelty. “You” – that is, We, sitting meekly in the 
audience, anxious mirror images of the sad characters on screen – are mired in 
misery and confusion and might as well give up. But then the irony redoubles and 
reverses, and by the end the generosity of Mr Andersson’s vision is apparent. It 
becomes clear that we have been watching a deadpan but nonetheless heartfelt 
affirmation of human existence, which may be fragile and pointless but is still 
worth something.

You, the Living, only the fourth feature Mr Andersson has made in a career that 
began more than four decades ago, enfolds its considerable aesthetic and 
intellectual ambition in a plain, dry, beautifully made wrapper. The director, 
a prolific and inventive maker of television commercials, works in the comic 
tradition of Buster Keaton and Jacques Tati, constructing visual gags that are at 
once painstakingly elaborate and gratifyingly simple. Using a mostly stationary 
camera, he turns the frame into a kind of live-action newspaper cartoon panel. 
The jokes are sometimes broad, sometimes sublimely subtle and sometimes, 
somehow, both at once.

An example is the film’s sex scene, in which a gaunt, gray marching band 
musician lies on his back, straddled by a much fleshier, red-haired companion, 
wearing nothing but her lover’s Prussian-style headgear. The man rambles 
on about some trouble he’s had with his bank, and his flat recitation, in 
counterpoint with the woman’s nonverbal exclamations, turns the scene into an 
odd little symphony. And in most of the disjointed vignettes that make up the 
film – some linked in oblique narratives, others standing alone – Mr Andersson’s 
use of sound is as deft and sly as his composition of images.

But while the film is abstract and elusive, it is never dull or inaccessible. The 
drab color scheme – muted blues and washed-out yellows – attains a delicate, 
painterly beauty, and the disconnected scenes have the force and coherence 
of short poems. His apartment buildings, bars, offices and barbershops 
are sets, but the emotions that circulate through this world – envy, desire, 
befuddlement, pity, impatience – could hardly be more recognizable, and the 
artifice of their setting only makes that familiarity more vivid. The sad-sack 
Swedes who populate this picture are a strange and curious lot, sometimes 
wantonly expressive, sometimes the opposite. But their exotically ordinary 
appearance is Mr Andersson’s cleverest sleight of hand. The title of this movie is 
meant literally. It’s about you. – AO Scott, New York Times



Monday 15 May at 6:30 pm 

Black Girl    A noire de… 

Senegal/France 1966   preceded by Borom Sarret 1963, 20 mins

Director: Ousmane Sembène
Producer: André Zwoboda
Screenplay: Ousmane Sembène, based on his own novella
Cinematography: Christian Lacoste
Editor: André Gaudier

With: Mbissine Thérèse Diop (Diouana), Anne-Marie Jelinek (Madame), Robert Fontaine 
(Monsieur), Momar Nar Sene (Diouana’s boyfriend), Bernard Delbard (Young male guest), 
Nicole Donati (Young female guest)

65 mins, DCP. B&W. M content may disturb
In French with English subtitles

The Senegalese director Ousmane Sembène, habitually described as the 
father of African cinema, was a lifelong critic of patriarchy. An avowedly 
political artist – he had been a labor organizer and a novelist before turning 
to filmmaking – Mr Sembène grounded his attacks on colonial oppression and 
post-independence corruption and compromise in a feminism that could be 
both subtle and blunt…

Black Girl, which turns 50 this year and has been restored, is one of those works 
of art that is at once powerfully of its moment and permanently contemporary. 
Sixty-five minutes long, filmed in a handful of locations in narrow-screen 
black-and-white, with sound dubbed in afterward, the movie can be regarded, 
among other things, as a masterpiece of thrift. Mr Sembène, working with 
the French cinematographer Christian Lacoste and a small, nonprofessional 
cast, had the ingenuity – the vision – to turn material limitations to artistic 
advantage. The unsynchronized dialogue, which seems to float above the 
heads of the characters rather than emerging from their mouths, gives the 
action a dreamlike quality and infuses an objectively grim, realistic story with 
poetry and longing.

The story might have been suggested by a brief article in a French newspaper, 
a terse and tragic police-blotter item shown onscreen near the end of the film. 
Black Girl is thus, in some ways, a documentary after the fact, an attempt to 
trace an awful, easily forgotten event to its source and to emphasize its political 
implications. The fate of an individual… is used to illuminate larger issues of 
identity, exploitation and displacement. That sounds like standard neorealism, 
and Mr Sembène’s affinities with postwar Italian cinema are apparent, even 
if they are probably less a matter of influence than of shared ideological and 
aesthetic impulses. His first short, Borom Sarret… feels like a succinct variation 
on the theme of Vittorio De Sica’s Bicycle Thieves. It chronicles a day in the life of 
a horse-cart driver in Dakar trying to feed his family and preserve his dignity in 
the face of obstacles large and small.

His predicament is not unlike that faced by… the title character of Black Girl, 
whose daily routines of drudgery and tedium drive her into depression and 
worse. But while both characters are representative of a social condition – the 
poverty and injustice that fester in Senegal after independence; the inequalities 
that persist between white French citizens and their former colonial subjects – 
they do not seem like puppets in a political passion play. On the contrary, the 
force of Mr Sembène’s art – the sheer beauty that is the most striking feature of 
his early films – lies in his humanism. The task Black Girl sets itself is not just to 
note the facts of Diouana’s life but also to assert her visibility, to ensure that she 
is seen. Several years before the phrase “black is beautiful” entered the lexicon 
of American racial politics, Black Girl insisted as much from its very opening 
frames.  – AO Scott, New York Times

Monday 22 May at 6:30 pm AFS thanks Metropolitan Rentals Ltd

A Pigeon Sat on a Branch Reflecting on Existence    
En duva satt på en gren och funderade på tillvaron

Sweden/Germany/Norway/France/Denmark 2014 

Director: Roy Andersson
Producer: Pernilla Sandström
Screenplay: Roy Andersson
Cinematography: István Borbás, Gergely Pálos
Editor: Alexandra Strauss
Music: Hani Jazzar, Gorm Sundberg 

With: Holger Andersson (Jonathan), Nisse Vestblom (Sam), Charlotta Larsson (Lotta), Viktor 
Gyllenberg (Karl XII), Lotti Törnros (Flamenco Teacher), Jonas Gerholm (Lonesome Lieutenant)

100 mins, Blu-ray. M content may disturb
In Swedish with English subtitles

In a Venice Film Festival lineup full of cynicism, suicide and despair, who would 
expect the new Roy Andersson picture – “the final part of a trilogy on being 
a human being” – to be the most life-affirming? And yet, from its comic title 
to the wistful smile that accompanies its over-too-soon last shot, Andersson’s 
delightfully odd A Pigeon Sat on a Branch Reflecting on Existence finds the 
Swedish master of comic absurdity feeling downright generous, perched at a 
comfortable enough distance from this coterie of sad sacks and lonelyhearts to 
recognize the humor in such painful subjects as mortality, aging, unpaid debts 
and unrequited love. – Peter Debruge, Variety

With a film that’s more a series of lusciously framed and often surreal vignettes 
than one concerned with any real kind of plot, it’s enticing to just chronicle 
these images one by one, to take stock and try to believe what was just seen.

Like, you see death by struggling to open a wine bottle, gone unnoticed by a 
cheery wife visible in the other room? Or you witness the life and times of two 
painfully awkward novelty salesmen trying to sell vampire teeth and laughing 
boxes? And what about the scene where Charles XII is flirting, all namby-pamby, 
in a present-day bar while his army marches by singing in the background?

Here’s the thing. When taking in A Pigeon Sat on a Branch Reflecting on Existence, 
and you simply must, never ask the film “Why?” Ask, “Why the hell not?” This 
will free you up to feel for this truly special film and become immersed in the 
imaginative, diverse visual pleasures of a deadpan Swedish bricolage about 
life’s silliest, yet most meaningful, moments. For a film that starts with the clear 
promise that it will be about “being a human being,” not only does Andersson 
make good, but he provokes, tickles, and even mystifies you with the very 
notion of humanity. – Blake Gobel, Consequence of Sound 

A Pigeon, like its predecessors, stares at death and aging, at war and cruelty, at 
loneliness and the rapacity of commerce. It’s outraged, but it’s only occasionally 
upsetting, and it’s often invested in a curious kind of communal uplift: When 
those salesmen fail together, or when the shilling-less soldiers in that pub 
start singing along, we feel the consolations of unison. We suffer together, 
which is the least we can do. And, sometimes, at the movies, we can laugh 
together. Rarely has the contemplation of life’s potential meaninglessness 
been so delightful. But then, at its end, comes the most daring of horror, a 
protest against the West’s longstanding commodification of the people of the 
rest of the world. The imagery is wrenching, daft, touched with steampunk, 
guaranteed to provoke outrage – and it comes only after Andersson has taught 
us to trust him, to feel along, and to think hard. A week after seeing the film, it 
still haunted me. – Alan Scherstuhl, Village Voice

8
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Monday 29 May at 6:30pm

Theeb
Jordan/Qatar/UAE/UK 2015

Director: Naji Abu Nowar
Producers: Bassel Ghandour, Rupert Lloyd
Production co: Bayt Al Shawareb, Noor Pictures
Screenplay: Naji Abu Nowar, Bassel Ghandour
Photography: Wolfgang Thaler
Editor: Rupert Lloyd
Music: Jerry Lane 

With: Jacir Eid (Theeb), Hassan Mutlag (stranger), Hussein Salameh (Hussein), Marji Audeh 
(Marji, the guide), Jack Fox (Edward)

100 mins, Blu-ray. M violence
In Arabic and English, with English subtitles

A steam locomotive was often called an iron horse in classic westerns. It’s called 
an iron donkey in Theeb, a Middle-Eastern western that is set in Jordan, where it 
was made, and that qualifies as a modest classic.

This beautiful film follows the exploits of a Bedouin boy named Theeb in 1916, 
the same year as Lawrence of Arabia. Railroads have come to the desert and 
warfare in the Ottoman Empire is sweeping away his tribe’s nomadic way of 
life. The young hero, played by Jacir Eid, got his name from his father, now 
deceased. It means “wolf” in Arabic, though the tender cub can’t bring himself 
to kill a goat when, early in the story, he’s asked to do so by the older brother 
who is raising him. By the end Theeb grows into his name, and then some, as he 
reconciles loyalty to his tribe with the need to survive on his own.

The director was Naji Abu Nowar, who wrote the screenplay with Bassel 
Ghandour, and the stunning cinematography was done by Wolfgang Thaler; the 
film is Jordan’s entry in the foreign language category of this year’s Academy 
Awards. You’d never know Theeb was a debut feature from Mr Nowar’s confident 
technique, and I found it astonishing, given the perfection of the performances, 
that all but one of the actors were Bedouin villagers who had never acted 
before. (The exception was an English actor, Jack Fox, in a small role as a British 
soldier.)

More than style, though, it’s the substance of Theeb that’s memorable. Theeb is 
a bright kid who, like bright little kids everywhere, is consumed with curiosity; 
he watches everyone and everything around him, learning from what he sees. 
He learns about guns, dangerous strangers and the need to make strategic 
alliances with one’s enemies. Mr Nowar’s film isn’t political or anti-colonial in 
a conventional sense, but it plays out at a time when, as the boy is told by a 
particularly dangerous stranger who is also a pilgrim guide, the railroad and 
what it brings is destroying Bedouin culture to the point of brother killing 
brother. Theeb himself is a pilgrim, searching for brotherhood in a bewildering 
world of sand lashed by relentless winds. – Joe Morgenstern, Wall St Journal

Tuesday 06 June at 6:30pm

Destiny   Der müde Tod

Germany 1921

Director: Fritz Lang
Producer: Erich Pommer
Screenplay: Fritz Lang, Thea von Harbou
Cinematography: Bruno Mondi, Erich Nitzschmann, Herrmann Saalfrank, Bruno Timm, 
Fritz Arno Wagner
Editor: Fritz Lang
Music: Cornelius Schwehr (new score) 

With: Lil Dagover (Young Woman), Walter Janssen (Young Man), Bernhard Goetzke 
(Death), Hans Sternberg (Mayor), Karl Rückert (Reverend), Max Adalbert (Notary), Wilhelm 
Diegelmann (Doctor)

98 mins, Blu-ray. Silent, tinted. PG 
In German with English subtitles

When I saw Destiny, I suddenly knew that I wanted to make movies. It wasn’t the 
three stories themselves that moved me so much, but the main episode – the 
arrival of the man in the black hat (whom I instantly recognised as Death) in 
the Flemish village – and the scene in the cemetery. Something about this film 
spoke to something deep in me; it clarified my life and my vision of the world. 
– Luis Buñuel, My Last Breath 

Called Fritz Lang’s first great movie, even by him, Destiny displays a fluency 
of visual expression that marks silent-era masterpieces to come as well as the 
primitive devices cinema is about to leave behind. Episodic in structure, Destiny 
is a woman’s quest to retrieve her beloved back from Death, a quest that takes 
her from a German small village “that time forgot” even further back in time, 
first to the City of Believers during Ramadan in some fictional Baghdad, then 
to Renaissance Venice during Carnival, and finally the imperial court in ancient 
China, in what are basically chases through a series of elaborately rendered set 
pieces. While each epoch is distinct, they are linked by a thematic architecture: 
archways, pillars, walls and stairs reduced to simple iconic forms in a fusion 
of Gothic, Eastern and Modern influences, forging an optimistic harmony 
among geographies, time periods, peoples and even beliefs. Despite its 
retrograde notions of the exotic, the film is full of fancy and wonder, danger and 
excitement – a fairy tale, albeit of the Grimm variety, come to life for grownups. 
– Shari Kizirian, Fandor
 
Lang’s film, although ambitious, appears to have been a low-budget production. 
Lang overcomes this shortcoming by the use of mostly simple sets and by 
foregrounding the actors’ physical features. Lang regularly uses light and 
shadow to highlight aspects within the frame and to add a dynamic edge to the 
images… The special effects are simple by modern standards, relying heavily 
on the Méliès-style tricks of two decades earlier with their multiple, in-camera 
exposures. Yet they are very effective.

Although Lang had a reputation for mistreating his casts, one of his great abilities 
was to perfectly cast pivotal roles… Bernard Goetzke is the personification of 
Death. Goetzke’s wraith-like features, his thinning, lanky colourless hair, his 
sunken cheeks, and his fatigued, emotionless stare make him perfect as “The 
Weary Death”. When Goetzke stares blankly at the camera, an eerie extra-
diegetic element is added to the film. Goetzke is staring at the audience, but 
also into the void that is eternity and death. Death’s stares into the camera 
are unlike similar privileged moments that the woman shares. In her case she 
reacts to horrific experiences. She sees the dead arise and march towards her, 
yet when Death stares into the abyss, nothing stares back. Death’s loneliness is 
palpable and frightening. And truly unforgettable. 
– Michael Koller, Senses of Cinema
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Monday 19 June at 6:30 pm

Everyone Else   Alle Anderen

Germany 2009

Director: Maren Ade
Producers: Maren Ade, Janine Jackowski
Screenplay: Maren Ade
Cinematography: Bernhard Keller
Editor: Heike Parplies

With: Lars Eidinger (Chris), Birgit Minichmayr (Gitti), Hans-Jochen Wagner (Hans), 
Nicole Marischka (Sana), Mira Partecke (Urlauberin)

119 mins, Blu-ray. M sex scenes
In German with English subtitles

Everyone Else, a sun-kissed German film about a young couple in love and in 
doubt, might not be perfect, but so much is right and true in this lovely, delicate 
work that it comes breathtakingly close. Written and directed by Maren Ade, it 
involves Gitti (Birgit Minichmayr) and Chris (Lars Eidinger), who are vacationing 
at his parents’ Sardinian villa. When the film opens, his sister is whisking her 
family off, leaving the couple alone. It’s an ideal setup for Gitti and Chris, who 
can’t keep their hands off each other, and in whose half-dressed bodies you can 
see and feel the heat of the island, the eroticism too.

But nothing should be taken for granted in a film which is at once laid-back 
and rigorous. Ade doesn’t telegraph her intentions, letting gestures, glances, 
seemingly unrelated events and offhanded remarks gather force. 
– Manohla Dargis, New York Times

While the problems in Chris and Gitti’s relationship are identifiable, Ade never 
presents them as simplistic or solvable, instead embracing the contradictions 
and complexities of their interpersonal dynamics. In fact, the best part has 
to be Ade’s refusal to make the film schematic in almost any way. She doesn’t 
keep building tension before releasing it or foreshadow any major reveal; she 
just depicts how people who love each other can also be casually shitty to one 
another, and how the build up of such behavior has a devastating effect. In 
effect, she sets a bunch of mines in the narrative only for none of them to blow. 
– Vikram Murthi, Indiewire

Ade has an intense affinity for authentic, natural moments of interpersonal 
disintegration that’s miles above that other 2009 festival movie about love on 
the rocks. It’s the anti-Antichrist. Not only is Everyone Else an instant contender 
for the pantheon of breakup movies, its manifold splendors evoke entire 
periods of great cinema. Its playful slapstick and eruptions of regressive 
childishness between its leads are worthy of ‘30s Hollywood screwball. Ade’s 
instinct for awkward silences, combined with the way Bernhard Keller’s camera 
emphasizes people within the spaces they occupy, conveys temporal and 
spatial alienation up there with an earlier generation of European modernist 
love stories: Voyage to Italy, L’Avventura, and Contempt. Enough can’t be said 
about Minichmayr and Eidinger for rising to the challenge of Ade’s precision of 
gesture in expressing ungainly emotions. – Kevin B Lee, Slant Magazine
 
In a sense, Everyone Else traces, over a stretch of days on the sunny Mediterranean, 
the whole trajectory of a relationship. It’s a marriage in miniature: courtship, 
consummation, conflict; love and hate; the longing for freedom vs the need 
for companionship. This is a film that will surely try the patience of some, but 
there’s wisdom here: jagged shards of wisdom, at the very least. – Steven Rea, 
Philadelphia Inquirer

Monday 12 June at 6:30 pm 

Wild Tales   Relatos Salvajes

Argentina/Spain 2014

Director/Screenplay: Damián Szifron
Producers: Hugo Sigman, Pedro Almodóvar, Agustín Almodóvar, Esther Garcia, 
Matías Mosteirín
Production co: Kramer & Sigman Films, El Deseo, Telefe
Photography: Javier Juliá
Editors: Damián Szifrón, Pablo Barbieri
Music: Gustavo Santaolalla

With: Ricardo Darín (Simón), Oscar Martinez (Mauricio), Leonardo Sbaraglia (Diego), 
Érica Rivas (Romina), Rita Cortese (Cocinera), Julieta Zylberberg (Moza), Darío Grandinetti 
(Salgado)

122 mins, Blu-ray. R16 violence, offensive language & sex scenes
In Spanish with English subtitles

Assembling an omnibus film is a bit like putting together a rock record: 
Individual “tracks” can vary in quality, but so long as they’re properly arranged, 
the whole will feel greater than the sum of its parts. Sequencing is key, for 
most recent example, to the success of Wild Tales, the darkly comic Argentine 
anthology that’s competing (probably futilely) for Best Foreign Language Film 
at the Oscars this Sunday. The filmmakers have cannily structured this crazed 
collection of shorts, using running time and general quality as organizational 
criteria…

“Get the audience’s attention” is a cardinal rule of both screenwriting and 
cutting an album, and Wild Tales does not break it. The movie begins on a 
literal and figurative high note, putting its best foot forward with its shortest 
installment, a twisted O Henry prank played at cruising altitude. More than 
just kicking the movie off with a jolt – and an outrageous freeze frame – this 
lunatic cold open sets the irreverent tone of the entire enterprise. Presenting 
six one-act vignettes, most of which double as revenge stories, the film is like a 
Marxist spin on Tales From The Crypt, minus the horror but not the wicked irony 
or karmic justice.

As with most anthologies, there are hits and misses… But if Wild Tales is 
generally inconsistent, in the way most films of its kind are, it possesses an 
evenness of tone uncommon to the multi-story format. Chalk that up to the 
guiding hand of a single writer-director, Damián Szifrón, who offers compatible 
variations on a theme instead of the stylistic hodgepodge of a group effort. He 
has some of producer Pedro Almodóvar’s flair for melodrama and an action 
director’s gift for kinetic violence. The energy never flags.

Under Szifrón’s stewardship, these self-contained units of savage satire cohere 
into a singular vision of modern Argentina, a country evidently boiling over with 
righteous anger. There is, in other words, a social dimension to the film’s farcical 
mayhem, whose roots are planted firmly in class conflict, a general disdain for 
privilege, and frustration with government bureaucracy. (The biggest name in 
the large ensemble cast is probably The Secret In Their Eyes star Ricardo Darín, 
as an engineer who uses his particular skill set to get back at the parking-law 
fascists who ruin his life.) None of that rise-of-the-oppressed spirit relates much, 
though, to the film’s tremendous closing chapter, about a wedding reception 
gone spectacularly awry. It’s just really funny – and like any skilled sequencer, 
Szifrón understands the importance of leaving a good parting impression, too. 
Not that this is the last we’ll be hearing from the guy. – AA Dowd, AV Club
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Monday 03 July at 6:30 pm

Le Sauvage
France/Italy 1975 

Director: Jean-Paul Rappeneau
Producers: Raymond Danon, Jean-Luc Ormières
Screenplay: Jean-Paul Rappeneau, Élisabeth Rappeneau, Jean-Loup Dabadie
Cinematography: Pierre Lhomme, Antoine Roch
Editor: Marie-Josèphe Yoyotte
Music: Michel Legrand

With: Yves Montand (Martin), Catherine Deneuve (Nelly), Luigi Vannucchi (Vittori), 
Tony Roberts (Alex Fox), Bobo Lewis (Miss Mark), Dana Wynter (Jessie Coutances), 
Vernon Dobtcheff (Coleman)

105 mins, Blu-ray. PG 
In French, English and Spanish, with English subtitles

The sleeky entertaining French farce Le Sauvage is like a Gallic spin on a Blake 
Edwards movie. Fast, funny, sexy, surprising, and touching, the picture matches 
two iconic stars – breathtaking Catherine Deneuve and suave Yves Montand 
– with masterful storytelling by director/co-writer Jean-Paul Rappeneau. Le 
Sauvage is frothy entertainment at its best, exactly because it’s not frothy in 
every scene; Rappeneau realizes that audiences need moments of sanity in 
order to care about characters when things get crazy.

Here’s the short version of the plot. Frenchwoman Nelly (Deneuve) is in 
Venezuela to marry her hotheaded Italian fiancé, Vittori (Luigi Vannucchi). Just 
before the wedding, she changes her mind, so she runs away and seeks shelter 
in a hotel, where an altruistic stranger, Martin (Montand), intervenes when 
Vittori breaks into Nelly’s hotel room and tries to drag her home. Escaping 
the hotel, Nelly tracks down her former lover, an American named Alex (Tony 
Roberts), for help leaving the country. Vitorri finds Nelly at Alex’s place, too, so 
she flees again – taking Alex’s prized Toulouse-Lautrec painting with her so she 
can sell it for traveling money. More chases and close encounters ensue, until 
Nelly finds her perfect hideaway on Martin’s private island, even though Martin 
has no interest in visitors…

It’s all completely outlandish, but Rappeneau presents events in such a 
methodical way that the story never spins out of control. Quite to the contrary, 
the narrative has a comfortable rhythm of intimate scenes and noisy set pieces. 
Rappeneau also takes full advantage of a series of dynamic locations, with 
scenes set in France and New York in addition to the various South American 
locales. Montand suits this material perfectly, his macho energy leavened by 
poetic sensitivity; Vannucchi is wonderful as the maniac who’ll stop at nothing 
to recover his runaway bride; and it’s a kick to see Woody Allen regular Roberts 
smoothly delivering lines in French.

Yet the whole piece revolves around Deneuve, since only a woman of her 
exquisite beauty could support a plot predicated on men chasing her across 
the globe and tolerating her quixotic behavior. While never disengaging 
from her familiar screen persona of chilly sophistication, Deneuve lightens up 
considerably here, and it’s impossible to say enough about how ravishing she 
looks. Even when scampering around the island wearing nothing but one of 
Martin’s shirts, she’s mesmerizing. That’s why the main gimmick of the love 
story – the notion that Martin finds Nelly highly resistible because she’s such 
a pain in the ass – is so fun. The ending is never in doubt, but the path to the 
ending is filled with delightful detours. Plus, befitting the analogy to Blake 
Edwards’ work, Rappeneau stages physical-comedy scenes with the artistry and 
grace of a choreographer. So even though Le Sauvage isn’t about anything, it’s 
consistently playful, vibrant, and warmhearted. – Peter Hanson, Every 70s Movie

Monday 26 June at 6:30 pm

Gun Crazy   aka Deadly is the Female 
USA 1950

Director: Joseph H Lewis
Producers: Frank King, Maurice King
Screenplay: MacKinlay Kantor, Dalton Trumbo, from the story by MacKinlay Kantor
Cinematography: Russell Harlan
Editor: Harry Gerstad
Music: Victor Young

With: Peggy Cummins (Annie Laurie Starr), John Dall (Barton Tare), Berry Kroeger (Packett)
Morris Carnovsky (Judge Willoughby), Anabel Shaw (Ruby Tare Flagler), Harry Lewis 
(Deputy Clyde Boston), Nedrick Young (Dave Allister)

86 mins, Blu-ray. B&W. PG

So many of the best movies are really quite sick, and so it is with Joseph H 
Lewis’s 1950 crime-spree noir Gun Crazy. John Dall, with the wholesome gleam 
of a freshly shucked ear of corn, plays Barton Tare, a small-town marksman who 
loves to shoot but who, after a rash childhood escapade involving a chick and 
a BB gun, refuses to kill any living thing. Fairground sharpshooter Annie Laurie 
Starr – Peggy Cummins, almost radioactive with sexual allure and menace – has 
no such qualms, and a desire for the finer things in life burns inside her like a 
blowtorch. Bart falls under her spell and joins her on the carnival circuit, and 
shortly thereafter they break away on their own, get married, and set off on a 
joyful honeymoon road trip – though that carefree whirl of a montage is over 
before they, and we, know it. They’ve run out of money, and Annie Laurie uses 
her considerable erotic magnetism to convince Bart that just a holdup or two 
would solve all their problems.

Annie Laurie is bad to the bone, and bad right from the start: Her smile is 
something between a pout and a smirk, and in Bart’s first encounter with her, 
during a performance, she points a pistol right at him and shoots. It’s a blank, 
but he startles, laughing. The movie’s shivery, subversive thrills lie in watching 
Bart fall deeper under her spell: In the early scenes, his cheeks practically glow 
with vigorous goodwill; by the film’s end – no matter that it’s in black-and-
white – we can see that he’s been drained of all color, as if by a vampire’s kiss. 
– Stephanie Zacharek, Village Voice

“We go together like guns and ammunition,” Laurie tells Bart at one point. It’s 
one of the most perverse lines in all of film noir, a figurative sex-death fusion 
that predated fashionable nihilism. (There’s no doubt that Laurie and Bart 
were the movies’ original Bonnie and Clyde.) Remarkably, the fish-out-of-water 
performances live up to that promise. Gun Crazy is probably the most perfect 
B-movie ever made. As a title, Gun Crazy is sensational and unapologetic. It’s not 
just a suggestion of deviance – it’s a promise.

The centerpiece of the film, the apex of its low-key, low-budget dazzle, is a 
bank heist seen entirely from the back seat of a stolen Cadillac. The dialogue 
between Bart and Annie as they roll into town is improvised – they didn’t even 
know where they would park. Lewis’s Hollywood contemporaries watched the 
movie over and over again, trying to figure out how he synchronized so much 
rear projection footage – but the whole sequence is absolutely real, shot on the 
cheap and by the seat of the pants. There were directors who shot heists with 
more style, who dollied cameras through city streets with more complicated 
grace, but nobody had ever made robbery look like such a cheap, gritty thrill 
or so completely accompliced the viewers. No problem – watch, from the back 
seat, those glances Annie keeps throwing over her shoulder, teeth bared, a 
weird animal ecstasy taking hold. Oh yes, Cummins got this one just right. 
– Bryant Frazer, Deep Focus
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Monday 07 August at 6:30 pm

About Elly   Darbareye Elly  
Iran/France 2009

Director/Screenplay: Asghar Farhadi
Producers: Asghar Farhadi, Mahmoud Razavi
Photography: Hossein Jafarian
Editor: Hayedeh Safiyari
Music: Andrea Bauer  

With: Taraneh Alidousti (Elly), Golshifteh Farahani (Sepideh), Mani Haghighi (Amir), Shahab 
Hosseini (Ahmad), Merila Zarei (Shohreh), Peyman Moadi (Peyman), Rana Azadivar (Naazi), 
Ahmad Mehranfar (Manoochehr), Sabe Abar (Alireza)

119 mins, Blu-ray. PG violence & coarse language
In Farsi with English subtitles

When Iranian director Asghar Farhadi’s About Elly premiered at the Tribeca 
Film Festival in 2009, it announced the arrival of a major international talent. 
A gripping and adventurous work of cinema, Farhadi’s third feature combined 
the mounting tension of a psychological thriller with various levels of social 
allegory, including a barely veiled portrait of class and religious tensions inside 
Iran. Film-history buffs immediately spotted the influence of Michelangelo 
Antonioni’s 1960 classic L’Avventura in this cunning ensemble drama about a 
group of friends on a seaside vacation torn apart by a woman’s unexplained 
disappearance, but no degree in cinema studies was required to appreciate 
Farhadi’s confident control of characters, image and story, or his complex and 
humane portrait of life inside the Islamic Republic. (In fact, if you have seen 
L’Avventura, don’t be scared off: About Elly is a far more accessible work.)

Less than three years later, Farhadi would win the foreign-language Oscar 
for A Separation, his next film, which pursued the themes of About Elly 
– marriage, class conflict and religious hypocrisy – almost as far as any 
Iranian filmmaker could take them. That award, and Farhadi’s carefully worded 
acceptance speech, which referred to the theocratic regime’s persecution of 
other filmmakers without getting overly specific, were reported inside Iran both 
as a symbolic victory against Western cultural imperialism and a moment of 
national disgrace. That response, one could say, adroitly sums up many of the 
internal contradictions Farhadi’s films address. A year after that, Farhadi had 
joined the ranks of Iranian expatriate artists: His 2013 film The Past was shot in 
Paris, and while it’s a moving and intelligent film, its underlying sadness and 
sense of rootlessness are unmistakable… 
During all this, About Elly simply got lost in the shuffle. After winning the best-
film award at Tribeca and the directing prize in Berlin, it disappeared into a 
limbo that was partly created by the hostile relationship between Iran and the 
United States, and partly by the ordinary vicissitudes of indie-film distribution. 
It emerged at an especially problematic historical moment, midway through 
Mahmoud Ahmadinejad’s presidency, and only a few months before his 
disputed 2009 re-election and the massive street protests that followed. While 
one can certainly read a political subtext in About Elly – indeed, I would say it’s 
unavoidable – it’s not a film about injustice or human rights or electoral fraud 
in any overt way…

I think it’s even better and more relevant in 2015 than when it was made. With 
the “nuclear deal” between Iran, the US and the European Union hanging 
in the balance, Farhadi’s scathing, compassionate and constantly surprising 
portrait of Iran’s secular middle class goes far beyond the headlines and the 
hackneyed stereotypes. I would suggest that Bibi Netanyahu should watch 
this movie to convince himself that Iranians are not a slavering horde eager for 
nuclear Armageddon, but I suppose he’d simply dismiss it as diabolically clever 
propaganda. – Andrew O’Hehir, salon.com

Monday 10 July at 6:30 pm

Mountains May Depart   Shan he gu ren

China/France/Japan 2015

Director/Screenplay: Jia Zhangke
Producers: Ren Zhonglun, Jia Zhangke, Nathanael Karmitz, Liu Shiyu, Ichiyama Shozo
Production co: Shanghai Film Group Corporation, Xstream Pictures, MK Productions, 
Beijing Runjin Investment, Office Kitano
Photography: Yu Lik-wai
Editor: Matthieu Laclau
Music: Hanno Yoshihiro

With: Zhao Tao (Tao), Zhang Yi (Zhang Jinsheng), Liang Jin Dong (Liangzi), Dong Zijian 
(Dollar), Sylvia Chang (Mia), Han Sanming (Liangzi’s friend)

131 mins, Blu-ray. M low level offensive language
In Mandarin, Cantonese and English, with English subtitles

Jia Zhangke’s flawed, but deeply compelling Mountains May Depart spans from 
the recent yet distant past to the near future, painting a quarter-century of 
changing fortunes and buried longing in strokes both graceful and eccentric, 
with shades of Charles Dickens and Mildred Pierce. Mountains May Depart 
pictures China’s rapid changes as relationships, beginning with an allegorical 
love triangle (an electronics clerk, a coal miner, and a self-styled businessman) 
and ending with a pseudo-Oedipal affair between Chinese immigrants of 
different generations, one of whom has forgotten his native language…

Jia is the film poet of China’s horizontal space, catching streets, post-industrial 
landscapes, and employee cafeterias in slow pans, and a filmmaker of broad 
conceptual theses. Besides creating clear breaks in the story, Mountains’ change-
ups of style also alter the way the movie visualizes space – and, by extension, 
possibility. The first and longest section is tightly framed in boxy Academy 
ratio, with the camera forced to move quickly to get more than one character 
into the same shot, as though there were always something just around the 
corner of the screen; celebratory fireworks are always being set off, whether at 
an apartment block during the opening credits, or by Zhang, Liangzi, and Tao 
at a secluded riverside. The frame gets wider with each subsequent section, but 
all it reveals is empty space; by the final and shortest chapter, set in Australia 
in 2025, characters are often framed alone, against interiors as impersonal as 
high-end real estate listings.

Jia is a filmmaker who has always been up front about his interests in such 
academic favorites as globalization, industry, and class, and they figure 
prominently here. It’s important, then, to reiterate just how sensitive Mountains 
May Depart is, especially when it comes to the complex character of Tao, and 
how stubbornly strange it can be, from the unexpectedly touching use of the Pet 
Shop Boys’s “Go West” as a musical motif to Jia and cinematographer Yu Lik-Wai’s 
decision to shoot late ’90s nightclub and festival scenes on muddled, ghostly 
analog video. But Mountains May Depart, which is nominally about the future and 
is partly set in it, is really about the past’s left-behind places and roads not taken. 
There’s no denying the effectiveness of the whole, which takes the standbys 
of melodrama … and expands them into a complicated, bittersweet look at 
loneliness and disconnection in a world of flux. – Ignatiy Vishnevetsky, AV Club

Wielding long takes that maintain a piercing focus on the misery of its characters, 
and putting escalating narrative emphasis on the role that technology (and 
language) plays in fostering sociocultural generational rifts, Jia’s expertly 
composed and dramatized film – opening and closing with alternately hopeful 
and melancholy dance sequences – summons up the way that China, and 
indeed our global society, sacrifices its vital bonds with tradition and family by 
destroying the irreplaceable past in order to build the future. – Nick Schager, 
Village Voice
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Monday 21 August at 6:30 pm 

Fatima
France/Canada 2015

Director: Philippe Faucon
Producers: Philippe Faucon, Yasmina Faucon, Serge Noël
Screenplay: Philippe Faucon, from books by Fatima Elayoubi
Cinematography: Laurent Fenart
Editor: Sophie Mandonnet
Music: Robert Marcel Lepage 

With: Soria Zeroual (Fatima), Zita Hanrot (Nesrine), Kenza Noah Aïche (Souad), 
Chawki Amari (Le père), Dalila Bencherif (Leila), Edith Saulnier (Séverine), 
Corinne Duchesne (landlady), Emir El Guerfi (Sélim) 

79 mins, Blu-ray. PG coarse language
In French and Arabic, with English subtitles

In a 2015 Cannes Film Festival lineup that generated much ado about “the 
year of the woman” and the troubling divisions in modern French society, few 
pictures merged these concerns quite as deftly or economically as Philippe 
Faucon’s Fatima, a warm and insightful dramedy about a Moroccan-born 
mother raising her two teenage daughters in Lyon. Shrewdly observing the 
everyday struggles, tensions and humiliations affecting three very different 
immigrant women, each one striving in her own way to find her place in the 
culture, this poignant slice-of-life proves as modest in length as it is generous 
in rueful insight and emotional complexity. Faucon’s film began as a loose 
adaptation of Prière à la lune (Prayer to the Moon), a short collection of poems 
and other writings by Fatima Elayoubi, a North African woman who emigrated 
to France with her husband and gradually taught herself the language. When we 
first meet her onscreen alter ego (played by excellent first-timer Soria Zeroual), 
her head veiled and her expression guarded, she barely speaks French well 
enough to communicate properly with those around her, let alone write a book. 
Instead she works long hours as a cleaning lady to support her two daughters, 
Nesrine, a promising 18-year-old medical student, and Souad, a sullen, strong-
willed 15-year-old who repeatedly proves the sharpest thorn in her mother’s side. 

From the very first scene – in which a prospective landlady first sets eyes on 
Nesrine and announces the apartment she wanted is suddenly no longer 
available – the film bluntly acknowledges the everyday indignity of being a dark-
skinned outsider in this sometimes passively, sometimes aggressively hostile 
environment. Something similar occurs when Fatima begins cleaning house for 
a well-to-do white woman, finds some money left carelessly out in the open, and 
concludes that her new employer must be trying to test her integrity. 

Having previously focused on Moroccan-born French youth in his terrorism-
themed drama The Disintegration (2011), Faucon here displays such casual yet 
bone-deep empathy for his characters that even Souad’s abrasive attitude is 
ultimately rooted in a deep and complicated well of shame, resentment, love 
and other conflicting emotions. Without taking sides or imposing any sort 
of artificial resolution, Faucon finds just the right hopeful development on 
which to end, leaving his characters and the audiences on a note of sweet yet 
unmistakably hard-won optimism.

The three main actresses… are utterly persuasive individually and as a family 
unit. Zeroual, in particular, lends Fatima a warmth and dignity that never feels 
less than lifelike; we understand her fear and ignorance, but also her selfless 
love for her children and her growing openness to life’s possibilities beyond 
the proscriptions of culture and religion. The film doesn’t treat her as a problem 
to be solved or a case to be studied. “I speak the way I speak,” she declares at 
one point, and it’s a measure of the film’s integrity that this imperfectly stated 
admission fills us not with pity but with pride. – Justin Chang, Variety

Monday 14 August at 6:30 pm

Poor Cow
UK 1967

Director: Kenneth Loach
Producer: Joseph Janni
Production co: Vic Films, Fenchurch
Screenplay: Nell Dunn, Kenneth Loach. Based on the novel by Nell Dunn
Photography: Brian Probyn
Editor: Roy Watts
Music: Donovan

With: Carol White (Joy), Terrence Stamp (Dave), John Bindon (Tom), Kate Williams (Beryl), 
Queenie Watts (Aunt Emm), Geraldine Sherman (Trixie), James Beckett, Bill Murray 
(Tom’s mates), Ellis Dale (solicitor), Gerald Young (judge)

101 mins, Blu-ray. M

Ken Loach’s Poor Cow from 1967 – his debut film, in fact – now looks more 
than ever like his key early masterpiece. It has an extraordinary freshness and 
openness, and an effortless scene-by-scene swing in the story that hardly seems 
like a story at all. To see it rereleased on the cinema screen after 50 years is a 
vividly detailed time-capsule experience. Its artistry is only augmented by its 
archival interest, and it was all I could do not to stand up and try to walk forward 
into the screen, like Alice through a kind of looking glass, and enter a London not 
so very different from Dickens’s – especially the staggering tenement scenes –or 
even Henry Fielding’s. Every shot shows how Loach and his cinematographer 
Bryan Probyn had an extraordinary eye for ambient period detail. I suffered 
the opposite of Pavlovian salivation at the cafe menu offering “Liver, Bacon and 
Chips”. I remember eating liver and bacon. When did the British decide to stop 
doing that? Why did we decide to start doing it in the first place? 

The title itself (the invention of screenwriter and original novelist Nell Dunn) is 
a masterstroke of deadpan irony and tragedy: a despairing insult born of pity 
and condescension, hurled at women by men, or at women by themselves. 
Carol White plays Joy, who gets married to career burglar and domestic abuser 
Tom (John Bindon). He is sent down for a bungled robbery; the chaotic arrests 
are dramatised, in the nearest we’ll get to a Ken Loach action sequence. So Joy 
takes up with Tom’s fellow robber Dave, played by Terence Stamp, as handsome 
as a young George Best. Of course, poor lonely Joy has other gentlemen friends 
when Dave goes inside too, and she gets presents of money – but the film never 
judges her, nor treats the idea of prostitution as anything other than a fact of 
life. White is superb, and so is Kate Williams as her friend Beryl – the Miranda 
Hart of her day. The opening childbirth scene, the pub scene, the “model” scene 
with the leering photographers – all superb, interspersed with intertitles as 
interesting as anything Godard managed. This has to be seen on the big screen. 
– Peter Bradshaw, The Guardian

Something special happens in Poor Cow, in that creative synthesis between 
Dunn’s script, Donovan’s score, Chris Menges’ cinematography, Loach’s 
directorial vision and White’s performance. What comes to the fore is that 
female working-class perspective, a perspective not proscribed by a male voice. 
Loach’s whole-hearted approach to experimenting with narrative strategies 
ensures that the story is told in Joy’s voiceover, that this is her story. Although 
much of it rests on her relationship with men, it is also about her role as a 
mother and as a woman, her desires, her needs, her journey. This was rare then 
and still is now. Even now as I write this – 49 years later – that singular fact 
seems somewhat revolutionary. Clearly the film is a product of its historical 
moment, but it is White’s performance, her charisma, her relationship with the 
camera which gives it emotional resonance and renders it unforgettable. 
– Catharine des Forges, Sight and Sound
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Monday 04 September at 6:30 pm

Standing Tall   La tête haute

France 2015

Director: Emmanuelle Bercot
Producers: François Kraus, Denis Pineau-Valencienne
Production co: Les Films du Kiosque
Screenplay: Emmanuelle Bercot, Marcia Romano
Photography: Guillaume Schiffman
Editor: Julien Leloup
Music: Éric Neveux

With: Catherine Deneuve (Florence Blaque), Rod Paradot (Malony Ferrandot), 
Benoît Magimel (Yann), Sara Forestier (Séverine Ferrandot), Diane Rouxel (Tess), 
Elizabeth Mazev (Claudine), Anne Suarez (director)

120 mins, Blu-ray. tbc
In French with English subtitles

It’s stirring in the context of the recent UK election results to watch a Cannes 
opening film that is a hat-tip to social welfare – specifically the judicial network 
that surrounds and supports out-of-control youths. 

Director Emmanuelle Bercot is focused on the ordinary interiors and relentless 
back-and-forths that make up over a decade in the life of Malony. Malony is 
an easy boy to dislike. His impulsive reaction to situations that agitate him is 
violence. The “tables pushed over” count is high here. He flies at people as easily 
as if they were objects. Hindering him is his irresponsible, reckless mother, 
Sèverine, played with endearing relish by Sara Forestier… Along with Malony’s 
younger brother, Toni, she makes up his family unit. That is until she screamingly 
dumps him, aged six, on children’s judge Florence Blaque (Catherine Deneuve) – 
in the process bringing a more responsible matriarch onto the case.

“We aren’t here to like you but to help you,” says Judge Blaque, summarising the 
function of welfare while showing Bercot’s awareness that her lead character 
is not competing for any “troubled but loveable” awards. It’s a treat to see 
Deneuve, the long-reigning queen of French cinema, as a compassionate 
hardass whose word is law. It’s an interesting and challenging role that requires 
her to use different muscles than the arch comic sensitivities that François Ozon 
loves to harness. Traces of brisk irony remain in her pronouncements on human 
behaviour but this is secondary, tonally, to her sense of fair play. Where possible 
she chooses the least harsh measures as punishment for Malony’s delinquent 
behaviour. Car theft leads him to a pastoral juvenile home and the assistance 
of a second guardian angel: the committed but imperfect and understandably 
frustrated counsellor, Yann.

Malony’s behaviour is always threatening to blow him out of the limbo of 
minor-league juvie punishments into serious retribution as he turns 16 – and 
then 17 – with only mild improvements to his conduct. A sexual encounter 
with a teacher’s daughter tests the bounds of audience faith in a person with 
such default aggression but while there are no touchy-feely climaxes there are 
subtle changes that redeem the efforts of the system involved in containing 
him. Camera action and a few memorable music choices mimic his internal 
restlessness and the wild mistrust that lurks beneath like a coiled spring.

He is a twitchy son-of-a-bitch. What do we do with people like him? The 
conservative answer is cut the cord, flip the switch, let him sink. This film’s 
answers are alternative but never naive. There are no manipulative emotional 
sucker-punches. This is an observation of the chaos-response system involved 
in caring for a tearaway kid. This is a film about a social service, as testified by 
the final shot which lingers, not on a person, but on the judicial building that 
shapes Malony’s fate. – Sophie Monks Kaufman, Little White Lies

Monday 28 August at 6:30 pm

Kes
UK 1969

Director: Kenneth Loach
Producer: Tony Garnett
Production co: Woodfall, Kestrel Films
Screenplay: Barry Hines, Kenneth Loach, Tony Garnett, based on the novel A Kestrel for  
a Knave by Barry Hines
Photography: Chris Menges
Editor: Roy Watts
Music: John Cameron

With: David Bradley (Billy Casper), Freddie Fletcher (Jud), Lynne Perrie (Mrs Casper), 
Colin Welland (Mr Farthing), Brian Glover (Mr Sugden), Bob Bowes (Mr Gryce), 
Bernard Atha (Youth Employment Officer), Zoe Sutherland (Librarian)

110 mins, Blu-ray. PG coarse language

Is there a more popular British film among British audiences than Kes – which 
remains, all these years later, the only Ken Loach picture that everybody seems to 
like? Strangely, the film isn’t that well known overseas – even though Loach himself 
is now rather more venerated abroad than at home, and the story is a simple, 
universal, timeless one. This may well be down to the broad Barnsley accents in 
which almost all of the characters speak – not easily decipherable by those in the 
south of England, never mind viewers from farther afield. But the unmediated 
accents are a crucial element in locating Kes so vividly within a specific place, time, 
and class: a tough South Yorkshire mining village in the late sixties.

The only viable economic choice for the area’s young men is to go “down the 
pit” – a prospect which fills scrawny, undernourished teenager Billy Casper (David 
Bradley) with horror. His loutish older half-brother Jud (Freddie Fletcher) has 
been a miner for several years, but still lives at home with Billy and their mother 
(Lynne Perrie) – both boys’ fathers having long since vacated the scene. Hassled at 
home and a misfit at school, Billy prefers to spend his time wandering the nearby 
countryside – where one day he chances upon a kestrel’s nest. He (illegally) 
purloins a young bird and, with help from a book stolen from the town library, 
learns the rudiments of falconry – to the delight of his kindly English teacher 
Mr Farthing (Colin Welland), and the bemused contempt of Jud, who prefers 
to spend his free time drinking and gambling. Short of time one morning, Jud 
gets his brother to place a bet (a double on the fictional, ominously-named 
“Crackpot” and “Tell Him He’s Dead”) for him at the local bookies. Taking advice 
that a successful outcome on the wager is a remote possibility, Billy instead 
pockets the money…

Part of Kes’s status as beloved perennial is the fact that it’s (very closely) based 
on Barry Hines’ 1968 novel A Kestrel For A Knave – for decades a staple on British 
school syllabuses… Hines, Loach and producer Tony Garnett collaborated on 
the script, which strikes an engaging combination of grit and humour… 

The fact that in most instances the “actors” are playing “characters” very close to 
themselves means that performances are totally convincing across the board. 
Seldom off-screen, Bradley is nothing less than a marvel as the heartbreakingly 
resilient Billy – much credit to Loach for eliciting such remarkable work from 
such a raw newcomer. John Cameron’s music occasionally verges on the twee, 
but on the whole Loach – aided by Chris Menges’ cinematography and Roy 
Watts’ incisive editing – nimbly avoids the mawkishness and sentimentality 
which might, in lesser hands, have overwhelmed this utterly engaging, 
piercingly moving tale of a boy and his wild “pet”. – Neil Young, Film Lounge
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Monday 18 September at 6:30 pm

Wrong Move   Falsche Bewegung

West Germany 1975

Director: Wim Wenders
Producers: Bernd Eichinger, Peter Genée, Joachim von Mengershausen
Screenplay: Peter Handke, from the novel by Johann Wolfgang Goethe
Cinematography: Robby Müller
Editor: Peter Przygodda
Music: Jürgen Knieper

With: Rüdiger Vogler (Wilhelm), Hans Christian Blech (Laertes), Hanna Schygulla 
(Therese Farner), Nastassja Kinski (Mignon), Peter Kern (Bernhard Landau), Ivan Desny 
(The industrialist), Marianne Hoppe (The mother), Elisabeth Kreuzer (Janine)

103 mins, Blu-ray. PG
In German with English subtitles

Wim Wenders updates a late-eighteenth-century novel by Goethe, transposing 
it to 1970s West Germany and giving us the story of an aimless writer (Rüdiger 
Vogler) who leaves his hometown to find himself and winds up befriending a 
group of other travelers. Seeking inspiration to help him escape his creative 
funk, he instead discovers the limits of attempts to refashion one’s identity. 
One of the director’s least seen but earthiest and most devastating soul 
searches, Wrong Move features standout supporting performances from New 
German Cinema regulars Hanna Schygulla and Peter Kern and, in her first film 
appearance, Nastassja Kinski. – Criterion

We tend to think of Wenders as a romantic filmmaker, especially since Wings of 
Desire, when a certain gauche sentimentality starts getting the better of him. 
But in the alluringly dream-like Wrong Move, he shows himself to be a true 
German Romantic, with a capital R, paying homage to the most archetypal 
Romantic literary genre, the Bildungsroman, or novel of apprenticeship. In 
Goethe’s story, a young man who dreams of being a writer sets out on the 
road, takes up with some theatrical types and tests his dreams against the 
bitter limitations of reality. And that’s exactly what happens in Wenders’s film, 
although the reality of 1970s Germany has a harshness that seems fated to 
destroy his hero’s dreams, if not make them seem derisory. It may be a bleak 
film in text, however, but it’s hardly bleak visually, the glummer vistas that 
Wilhelm visits being offset by the neon vividness of much of Robby Müller’s 
photography, especially with its burnished gold yellows. – Jonathan Romney, 
Film Comment

The rebirth of German cinema in the 1960s and early 1970s involved provocative 
hybrids, such as Jean-Marie Straub’s meticulous textuality and cinephilic 
classicism and Rainer Werner Fassbinder’s ritualistic theatricality and Sirkian 
melodrama. Wim Wenders, too, started out as a genius of mashup, bringing 
together American pop sensibilities, Eurocentrically analytical compositions, 
and a frank confrontation with the horrors of modern German history. For 
a while in the 1970s, his audacious ambition was on the front lines of world 
cinema. He had a painterly facility that brought warmth to chilly ideas and 
romanticism to depressing situations; he saw the laid-back charm of the open 
road along with the oppressive limits of closed borders. With the overlay of the 
high line of German culture onto the world of young rockers, of the theatrical 
exuberance of the 18th century onto the rumpled rounds of modern urban 
buskers, and the grand literary heritage onto the indelible national stain of 
the Nazi-era depravities, Wenders turns a self-consciously casual ramble into a 
vast soul-searching – which is itself a tradition. – Richard Brody, The New Yorker

Monday 11 September at 6:30 pm

Alice in the Cities   Alice in den Städten

West Germany 1974

Director: Wim Wenders
Producer: Joachim von Mengershausen
Screenplay: Wim Wenders, Veith von Fürstenberg
Cinematography: Robby Müller
Editor: Peter Przygodda
Music: Can 

With: Rüdiger Vogler (Philip Winter), Yella Rottländer (Alice van Damm), Elisabeth Kreuzer 
(Lisa, Alice’s mother), Edda Köchl (Angela), Ernest Boehm (Publisher), Sam Presti  
(Car dealer)

110 mins, Blu-ray. B&W. PG
In German with English subtitles

The first of the road films that would come to define the career of Wim Wenders, 
the magnificent Alice in the Cities is an emotionally generous and luminously 
shot odyssey. A German journalist (Rüdiger Vogler) is driving across the United 
States to research an article; it’s a disappointing trip, in which he is unable to 
truly connect with what he sees. Things change, however, when he has no 
choice but to take a young girl named Alice (Yella Rottländer) with him on his 
return trip to Germany, after her mother (Lisa Kreuzer) – whom he has just met 
– leaves the child in his care. Though they initially find themselves at odds, the 
pair begin to form an unlikely friendship. – Criterion

A fine and perhaps unique example of that trickiest of genres, the road movie, 
and the sort of film that really does deserve the cliched response: they don’t 
make them like that any more, because they really don’t. This is Wim Wenders’ 
black-and-white 1974 film, whose cerebral, confident strangeness looks even 
more distinctive than ever. – Peter Bradshaw, The Guardian

Alice in the Cities has been one of my very favorite films, and a guiding light, 
since I first saw it at the Nuart in Santa Monica in the 1970s. How do you explain 
why you love someone or a work of art? Hopefully, it’s something you spend a 
lifetime trying to understand. Alice spoke to me specifically as a female in the 
world, as a young mother, confused, passionate, and messy, and as someone 
who remembered being a child filled with wonder and complicated feelings.

American cinema has presented a view of children as innocent and incomplete 
versions of adults since the very beginning of the medium… It’s as if the entire 
fabric of American life would come apart if a child were presented as whole and 
autonomous on the screen. 

But Wenders, while so very influenced by American movies and pop culture, is 
not American and thus not constrained by this unspoken, insidious mandate 
to preserve the notion of children as idealized by adults. His freedom of 
imagination and thought to create Alice, and the room he granted his actors, 
Rottländer and Rüdiger Vogler, resulted in one of the screen’s most multifaceted 
child characters, and one of the most empowered female characters in cinema 
to this day…

The beauty of opening with [Vogler] is that we are lulled into believing the film 
is about him, until twenty-odd minutes in, when we meet the true center of 
the story, who will be the undoing of his crisis. But she is not a character who 
exists only to facilitate his soul’s journey. She has her own journey to make, and, 
in fact, the film’s journey is hers. The adult male character we thought was our 
focus is actually the passenger; the girl child is driving this road movie. 
– Allison Anders, Criterion
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Monday 02 October at 6:30 pm 

The Missing Picture   L’image manquante

Cambodia/France 2013

Director: Rithy Panh
Producer: Catherine Dussart
Screenplay: Rithy Panh
Cinematography: Prum Mesa
Editors: Rithy Panh, Marie-Christine Rougerie
Music: Marc Marder 

Commentary written by Christophe Bataille, spoken by Randal Douc, Jean-Baptiste Phou

92 mins, Blu-ray. R13 content may disturb & violence
In French with English subtitles

The Khmer Rouge used the term “memory sickness” to describe the feelings of 
nostalgia among Cambodians for happier – or merely less murderous – pre-
regime times, when cities bustled and a vibrant (if deeply troubled) nation lived 
and breathed. This “sickness”, if it couldn’t be reprogrammed out of a person, 
meant certain death. Panh, who himself suffered under the Khmer Rouge and 
whose family perished in labour camps, still has memory sickness. A celebrated 
chronicler of his country’s darkest times, he has spent nearly 25 years making 
documentaries that explore the atrocities of the Khmer Rouge era from all angles. 

The Missing Picture begins, under the opening credits, with images of old 
film canisters and strands of stray celluloid, a directly self-reflexive and self-
conscious introduction to Panh’s way of seeing. The next sequence is of waves 
crashing against the camera, a nicely visceral if slightly overwrought metaphor 
– one that recurs throughout the film – for memories flooding back into the 
consciousness. These opening moments suggest that we may be entering 
Ruminative Masterful Cinema territory, with all signs pointing towards the 
deeply personal, potentially grandiloquent and at least mildly irritating, despite 
the obvious weight of the topic. “I seek my childhood like a lost picture,” we 
hear in contemplative voiceover, “or rather it seeks me.” Thankfully this feeling 
of self-consciousness is quickly abated by the deep sense of melancholy that 
carries through the rest of the film. Abstract live-action images give way to the 
introduction of the film’s central conceit as we see a series of matter-of-fact close-
ups of hands sculpting the clay figures that will become our main “characters”. The 
look of these tiny figurines is innocent and childlike, and therefore immediately 
quietly disturbing. The initial dioramic scenes of pre-Khmer Rouge happiness 
have the quality of a kids’ TV programme, rendered surreal by their new context. 
These are our “missing pictures”, lost moments reclaimed in tiny sculpted faces. 
– Robert Greene, Sight and Sound

Students of Claude Lanzmann’s Shoah will have an interesting time parsing 
the representational pros and cons of Panh’s approach, and the director 
seems well aware that his chosen conceit is not without its complications. The 
Missing Picture invites a rare level of intellectual engagement on this subject. 
Panh’s free-roaming narration contemplates the sad fact that all the filmed 
material from the crucial 1975–79 period (shown in battered film canisters 
and generously sampled here) is pure propaganda, glorifying Pol Pot and 
shot by Khmer Rouge cameramen. And while Panh’s desire to document the 
catastrophe haunts and motivates the entire film, he acknowledges that such 
images may in fact be better left unseen. – Justin Chang, Variety

As one line of the voiceover puts it, in reference to the possibility of revolt under 
crushing oppression: “Sometimes a silence is a scream.” The inexpressiveness of 
Panh’s dolls could hardly be more expressive, their immobility suggestive of the 
uncontainable energies of a nation frozen by history. Their silence, of course, is 
deafeningly, furiously eloquent. – Jonathan Romney, Film Comment

Monday 25 September at 6:30 pm

Another Trip to the Moon   Menuju rembulan

Indonesia 2015

Director: Ismail Basbeth
Producers: Ismail Basbeth, Andhy Pulung, Suryo Adhi Wiyogo
Screenplay: Ismail Basbeth, BW Purba Negara
Cinematography: Satria Kurnianto
Editor: Dwi Agus Purwanto
Music: Charlie Meliala  

With: Tara Basro (Asa), Ratu Anandita (Laras), Cornelio Sunny (Black Dog Man), 
Endang Sukeksi (Asa’s mother), Mila Rosinta Totoatmojo (The butler)

80 mins, Blu-ray.  PG supernatural themes & violence
In Indonesian with English subtitles

Indonesian myths are updated via the magic of widescreen digital in director/
co-writer Ismail Basbeth’s quietly beguiling debut Another Trip to the Moon. 
Accessibly exotic in its initial evocations of a timeless idyll, the picture throws a 
couple of bold narrative curve-balls as it builds towards a satisfying, enigmatic 
finale. The screenplay almost entirely dispenses with dialogue, apart from a 
handful of whispery and unsubtitled incantations. But it’s not hard to work out 
what’s going on. Early stretches depict a pair of graceful lovers – identified in 
the credits as Asa (Tara Basro) and Laras (Ratu Anandita) – enjoying an idealized, 
atavistic hunter-gathering lifestyle in a placid forest, with Asa particularly handy 
with a bow-and-arrow.

Various masked “dancers”, presumably representing forest critters, pop up; Asa’s 
mother (Endang Sukeksi) is glimpsed carrying out elaborate rituals in what’s 
evidently a 21st-century home; a black dog incrementally assumes human 
form. Just before the hour mark Another Trip to the Moon takes a second leap 
into unexpected territory, as Asa returns “home” and seemingly settles down to 
married life – her beefy husband (Cornelio Sunny) none other than the canine 
shapeshifter. Time clicks forward, and Asa, despite the joys of motherhood, 
finds herself drawn back to her previous existence with Laras… Moving 
between reality, fantasy, dream, hallucination and symbolic representation, 
Basbeth crafts a strangely alluring form of sensual fairy-tale in which quotidian 
objects and places take on magical qualities. It’s essentially a character-study 
of the impassively self-possessed Asa, with Basro seldom off-screen as a young 
woman capable of moving between epochs with a natural, animal poise. 
– Neil Young, The Hollywood Reporter

Some films like to pump up absurdity just for its own sake. Another Trip to the 
Moon is not one of those films. Intricately plotted and immersed in metaphors, 
allegories, symbols, and parabolas, it invites the audience to engage in 
analytical work. While ethnographic knowledge of Southeast Asian myths, 
such as that of Dayang Sumbi, will aid in deciphering Basbeth’s work, the 
most interesting comments he utters are that on the act of filmmaking itself. A 
shaman is akin to a filmmaker – Asa’s mother is always filmed by a TV tuned to a 
dead channel, highlighting their kinship as mediums, middle(wo)men between 
human and nonhuman worlds. Given the proximity between creating and 
recording the world and the work of a shaman, Basbeth presents us with a film 
that possesses all characteristics of a ritual – rhythmical repetition of sound and 
prayer, dense layers of myth and association, obliteration of the artificial split 
between nature and culture. Another Trip to the Moon is a community project – 
while the film was partially funded by Rotterdam’s Hubert Bals Fund, the actors 
are Basbeth’s friends, and the project itself extends to other platforms, currently 
existing as a feature film, a book, and a music album. An immersive experience 
that gives the taste of things to come from independent Indonesian art-house. 
– Bogna Konior, Eastern Kicks
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Monday 16 October at 6:30 pm

The Last Command
USA 1928

Director: Josef von Sternberg
Producers: Jesse L Lasky, Adolph Zukor
Production co: Paramount Pictures
Screenplay: Lajos Biró, John F Goodrich
Photography: Bert Glennon
Editor: William Shea 

With: Emil Jannings (General Dolgorucki/Grand Duke Sergius Alexander), Evelyn Brent 
(Natalie Dabrova), William Powell (Lev Andreyev), Jack Raymond (assistant director), 
Nicholas Soussanin (the adjutant), Michael Visaroff (Serge)

88 mins, Blu-ray. Silent, B&W. PG violence

The Last Command is a deeply strange Hollywood tale, about the production 
of a film quite like The Last Command, for which a retired, traumatised Tsarist 
general (Oscar-winner Emil Jannings) is recruited by the émigré director (William 
Powell) he persecuted years before. It’s a set-up pulsing with resonance, and the 
most textually loaded manifestation of Jannings’ patented humiliated-man 
routine. Dead-eyed and foggy, Jannings’ vacated majesty has never been more 
hypnotic… but then the film leaps into a lengthy flashback, which is nothing 
less than the stylised Russian Revolution film Guy Maddin always wanted to 
make, turning Eisenstein’s October, released a year earlier, inside out. 
– Michael Atkinson, Sight and Sound

In 1928, von Sternberg helmed the ambitiously structured melodrama The 
Last Command, starring the German actor Emil Jannings as a Hollywood extra 
cunningly cast by a Russian immigrant director in a war drama set at the 1917 
revolution… because the filmmaker recognizes Jannings as Sergius Alexander, 
the former commander-in-chief of the Tsarist army. In a remarkable, witty 
sequence, the glassy-eyed, elderly ex-general lines up with a chaotic swarm of 
bit players to collect their costumes and prop rifles from a surly crew of studio 
grunts. Von Sternberg takes a jaundiced view of mobs, whether they’re backlot 
extras or the Bolshevik rebels seen in The Last Command’s principal time frame, 
a lengthy flashback to the fall of imperial Russia and Jannings’s grand duke, who 
is undone by the tides of history and his tragic dalliance with proletarian actress 
Natalie (Evelyn Brent), “the most dangerous revolutionist in Russia!”

When during an assignation at the grand duke’s headquarters, Natalie finds 
herself unable to shoot him like a good Red would, it merely leads to a torturous, 
drawn-out demise for the general, whose train is waylaid by revolutionaries in 
a spectacular 20-minute sequence, big in scope but intimately sadistic… 
Jannings suffers like the lead in a passion play, in an equally intense but more 
physical humiliation than the one inflicted on him by Dietrich two years later in 
von Sternberg’s The Blue Angel. After the mob’s smoky, hellishly lit assault on the 
military train, Sergius is coerced to stoke the locomotive engine, its fiery maw 
promising an infernal destiny. The segment … is held together by Jannings’s 
face in close-up – bleeding, astonished, betrayed, and transforming itself into 
a mask of trauma.

With his bravura handling of the spectacle and action of the movie’s 
revolutionary bulk, von Sternberg’s satirical touch when The Last Command 
returns to the 1928 film studio is balanced by the pathos of Jannings’s 
delusions, vividly summoning Red hordes behind the barbed wire as he stands 
in a trench, restored to leading an army under spotlight and wind machine. 
Winning Jannings an Oscar, the film was its maker’s most ambitious and 
accomplished vision to date of a pitiable life derailed by fate and circumstance. 
– Bill Weber, Slant Magazine

Monday 09 October at 6:30 pm

Cemetery of Splendour   Rak ti khon kaen

Thailand/UK/Germany/France 2015 AFS thanks The Surrey Hotel

Director: Apichatpong Weerasethakul
Producers: Charles de Meaux, Simon Field, Hans W Geissendörfer, Keith Griffiths, Michael 
Weber, Apichatpong Weerasethakul
Screenplay: Apichatpong Weerasethakul
Cinematography: Diego García
Editor: Lee Chatametikool

With: Jenjira Pongpas Widner (Jenjira), Banlop Lomnoi (Itt), Jarinpattra Rueangram 
(Keng), Petcharat Chaiburi (Nurse Tet), Tawatchai Buawat (The Mediator), Sujittraporn 
Wongsrikeaw (Goddess 1), Bhattaratorn Senkraigul (Goddess 2)

122 mins, Blu-ray. M adult themes
 In Thai with English subtitles

We tend to establish a certain logic when we watch movies. But for me they are 
more powerful and diverse than that. I want to open up the mysteriousness of 
life. You encounter things you cannot explain, and that’s the joy of living. 
– Apichatpong Weerasethakul 

Most films are domestic animals: cats or dogs. Some particularly beautiful 
ones might be horses or dolphins. But amongst the Fidos, the Fluffys and the 
Flippers, Apichatpong Weerasethakul‘s Cemetery of Splendour is a Northern 
White Rhino, the most endangered species in the world. This is not just because 
Weerasethakul is utterly unique among filmmakers, the kind of director who 
makes films so singular it’s impossible to think of how you would even go 
about mimicking his style (or indeed “describing” his “plots”). It is also because 
the mood Cemetery evokes, a sense of alien wonder that seems not to sink in 
from the outside but to spring from the bass-deep pit of your own stomach, 
came to me as perhaps the purest expression of cinema as it was meant to be 
seen: in a theater, in the dark, in the quiet, inspiring and requiring a quality of 
distraction-free attention that is simply disappearing as a mode of interaction 
with art. – Jessica Kiang, Indiewire

[It] has that unmistakable blend of an almost clinical reality and rationality with 
spirituality and mysticism. There is no incidental music; ambient noise is generally 
limited to cicadas and scenes and characters are shown largely in medium and 
long-shot, speaking evenly, and unemphatically framed and composed. A group 
of soldiers employed in digging up a building site for a government project has 
fallen ill with a mysterious kind of sleeping sickness. They are being cared for at 
a temporary hospital building… Keng is a young volunteer at the hospital who 
has the powers of a medium – she says the reason for the soldiers’ condition is 
that they have disturbed an ancient cemetery of kings. The spirits of the dead are 
siphoning the soldiers’ energy; hence their narcolepsy.

Keng befriends Jenjira, another volunteer, caring for Itt (Banlip Lomnoi, from 
Weerasethakul’s 2004 film Tropical Malady) who like the rest of the soldiers 
becomes a living ghost, channelling the presence of the departed kings and their 
world. Jenjira is also, startlingly, visited by the spirits of two Laotian princesses 
who appear naturally and calmly: dressed as mortal women.

Weerasethakul combines a gentle deadpan humour with his usual quietist 
worldview. If the sleeping sickness is a form of group hysteria, then it is a very 
calm sort of hysteria. But more than this, it is another example of this director’s 
insistence on a spiritual realm which overlaps with our own: a realm from which 
ghosts and spirits will appear, and be just as ordinary as anyone else. And in this 
context, Jen’s own loneliness and gentle spirituality are deeply affecting. 
– Peter Bradshaw, The Guardian
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Monday 30 October at 6:30 pm

Ministry of Fear 

USA 1944

Director: Fritz Lang
Production co: Paramount Pictures
Screenplay: Seton I Miller. Based on the novel by Graham Greene
Photography: Henry Sharp
Editor: Archie Marshek
Music: Victor Young

With: Ray Milland (Stephen Neale), Marjorie Reynolds (Carla Hilfe), Carl Esmond  
(Willi Hilfe), Hillary Brooke (Mrs Bellane #2), Percy Waram (Inspector Prentice),  
Dan Duryea (Cost/Travers the tailor), Alan Napier (Dr JM Forrester)

86 mins, Blu-ray. B&W. PG low level violence

This is a wonderfully atmospheric, almost expressionistic thriller, packed with 
memorable moments: the jolly village fête ominously taking place at night; 
the open door of the railway carriage and the muted tapping which heralds 
the arrival of the blind man out of a cloud of steam; the rat-like tailor using an 
enormous pair of cutting-shears to dial his call of warning moments before 
they are found plunged into his stomach. And right from the opening shot 
of Milland waiting alone in a darkened room for the stroke of midnight – the 
magic hour which will release him from one paranoiac nightmare (the mercy 
killing of his wife) into another – Lang sets his characteristic seal of fatality on 
the action. – Time Out

From the first image – the credits roll over a shot of an endlessly swinging 
clock pendulum – Lang suggests a drama of the mind; after a rather obscure 
conversation between our hero, Stephen Neale (Ray Milland, a fine and much-
overlooked actor), and his doctor, during which we learn that Neale has been 
hospitalized for two years, he departs and strolls past a wall that reveals it to be 
an insane asylum. Neale has decided to return from the village of Lembridge 
to London, declaring that he needs to see people: “After that clock, to see their 
faces will be a good tonic.” With time to kill before his train leaves, he stops off at 
a village fete, where he wins a cake at a bake sale. Only later, after he’s boarded 
the train and been beaten senseless by an old man who was pretending to be 
blind, does Neale realize there was something in the cake.

I don’t think I can explain exactly how Neale winds up in a seance. Something 
about a private investigator, an international philanthropic group called the 
Mothers of the Free Nations, and a mystic who was working a circus tent at 
the village fete. Suspiciously, a well-dressed man who confronted Neale at the 
fete (the wonderfully oily Dan Duryea) reappears at the seance but claims not 
to remember him. The ceremony harks back to Lang’s silent classics with its lit 
faces floating disembodied in the inky black. The darkness is lit by a flash of 
gunfire, and the lights go up on the shocked participants. Lying dead is the 
well-dressed man. But why, before the shot was fired, did a whispering voice 
accuse Neale of murder?

Neale turns out to be a rather murky hero, much like James Stewart in Vertigo, 
yet the rest of the story is so complicated you never get quite enough time to 
think him over. This narrative fogginess actually makes Ministry of Fear a lot 
creepier, because nearly everyone seems to be in on the plot in some way, 
even the kindly old lady at the fair who gave Neale the cake. After the action 
has climaxed and the mystery has been not-so-neatly resolved, there’s a shot of 
Milland and Reynolds driving along the coast, discussing their wedding plans, 
and she suggests a big cake. “Cake?” he replies in horror. It’s a terrible gag; more 
in keeping with the film would have been for her to push him from the car to 
his death. – JR Jones, Chicago Reader

Tuesday 24 October at 6:00 pm Early start: long run time

Kings of the Road   Im Lauf der Zeit

West Germany 1976

Director: Wim Wenders
Producer: Wim Wenders
Screenplay: Wim Wenders
Cinematography: Robby Müller, Martin Schäfer
Editor: Peter Przygodda
Music: Axel Linstädt

With: Rüdiger Vogler (Bruno Winter), Hanns Zischler (Robert Lander), Lisa Kreuzer  
(Pauline, cashier), Rudolf Schündler (Robert’s Father), Marquard Bohm (Man who lost  
his wife), Dieter Traier (Paul, garage owner), Franziska Stömmer (Cinema owner)

175 mins, Blu-ray. B&W. R16
  In German and English, with English subtitles

A roving film projector repairman (Rüdiger Vogler) saves the life of a depressed 
psychologist (Hanns Zischler) who has driven his Volkswagen into a river, and 
they end up on the road together, traveling from one rural German movie 
theater to another. Along the way, the two men, each running from his past, 
bond over their shared loneliness. Kings of the Road, captured in gorgeous 
compositions by cinematographer Robby Müller and dedicated to Fritz Lang, is 
a love letter to the cinema, a moving and funny tale of male friendship, and a 
portrait of a country still haunted by war. – Criterion

Of the three films in Wenders’s Road Trilogy, Kings of the Road is by far the most 
“roadish” – if one defines the genre by a need to escape something rather than 
a desire to reach a particular destination, to run from rather than toward. Much 
of Alice in the Cities is indeed spent on the road (the Canned Heat song “On the 
Road Again” even plays on a convenient jukebox in one scene), but Philip and 
Alice have a specific goal. Wrong Move is a road movie in name alone, wrapped 
as it is in the nonstop verbiage – voice-over and philosophical discussion – of 
Peter Handke’s screenplay. But Kings of the Road is a film in which dialogue is 
sparse and the movement the message. 

Wenders was a fan of Easy Rider, but the two men in Kings of the Road don’t 
go “looking for Germany” (nor, when it comes down to it, did Wyatt and 
Billy go “looking for America,” but that’s another story): they roam along the 
border between the two Germanys, sealed in the bubble of the truck’s cab, 
largely untouched by current events (although Robert occasionally picks up a 
newspaper). Like Robert Crumb’s iconic figure, they just keep on truckin’, their 
alienation from the politics and values of 1970s West Germany a foregone 
conclusion. That, at least, is something they share with Wyatt and Billy. 
– Nick Roddick, Criterion

Yet Wenders never veers into despair. Grace notes arrive, throughout the 
journeys traced in these films: stray jokes and gags, perfect blasts of rock and 
roll, and sustained wordless scenes that allow characters to recognize a look, 
a spark, a spirit of true connection. Wenders insists – scene by scene, frame by 
frame – that cinema is by its nature the recorder of vanishing places and lives, 
the custodian of culture, the rescuer of lost time.

The Road Trilogy was made by a young filmmaker extending his reach, his 
resources, achieving early maturity and mastery. It’s extremely rare to find 
movies this open-ended and assured, lucid and lyrical, tender and truthful, 
anchored in the here and now yet timeless. They are brimming with a sense of 
shared adventure. – Michael Almereyda, Criterion
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Monday 13 November at 6:30 pm

Tangerines   Mandariinid

Estonia/Georgia 2013

Director/Screenplay: Zaza Urushadze
Producers: Ivo Felt, Zara Urushadze
Production co: Allfilm, Cinema 24
Photography: Rein Kotov
Editor: Alexander Kuranov

With: Lembit Ulfsak (Ivo), Giorgi Nakashidze (Ahmed), Elmo Nüganen (Margus),  
Mikhail Meskhi (Nika), Raivo Trass (Juhan), Zurab Begalishvili (Aslan)

87 mins, Blu-ray. M violence & offensive language
In Russian and Estonian, with English subtitles

A tremendous, old-fashioned anti-war film, by turns touching, moving and 
suspenseful. It’s set in 1992, in the post-Soviet Caucasus, where Georgians are 
fighting a war with secessionist Abkhazians, backed by Russia. Ivo (Lembit 
Ulfsak) is an elderly ethnic Estonian who, with his friend Margus (Elmo 
Nüganen), is a tangerine farmer; they fear the fighting will destroy their entire 
crop. Disaster strikes, and Ivo finds himself having to offer tense hospitality 
to one wounded fighter from each side: Georgian Niko (Misha Meskhi) and 
Chechen mercenary Ahmed (Giorgi Nakhashidze) who has no great love for his 
Russian paymasters. Ivo’s house becomes their demilitarised zone, and Niko and 
Ahmed must suppress their hatred of each other while Ivo suppresses panic 
about all his unpicked tangerines going to waste. It is tremendous storytelling: 
engaging, intelligent, and with some lovely touches. When Ivo and Margus 
push a soldier’s van down a hill to hide it, they are disappointed it doesn’t burst 
into flames, like in the movies. “Cinema is a great big fraud,” says Ivo. 
– Peter Bradshaw, The Guardian

The film, beautifully shot and cleanly edited, has the economy of a short story, 
unfolding in a mood of slightly sentimental masculine stoicism. There are no 
women to be seen – a photograph of Ivo’s granddaughter is the only female 
presence – and occasionally some more fighting men show up, to increase the 
tension and underscore the themes.

Tangerines is a modest film, sure of its proportions and clear about its intentions. 
The key to its effectiveness lies with the actors, in particular Mr Ulfsak, who 
radiates wry, weary wisdom and Mr Nakhashidze, who is as charismatic and 
menacing as a mastiff at rest. The friendship that develops between Ivo and 
Ahmed is touching and credible, and seems like a small mercy in the midst of 
cruelty and hatred. – AO Scott, New York Times

Monday 06 November at 6:30 pm

The Women
USA 1939

Director: George Cukor
Producer: Hunt Stromberg
Production co: Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer
Screenplay: Anita Loos, Jane Murfin, based on the play by Clare Boothe
Photography: Oliver T Marsh, Joseph Ruttenberg
Editor: Robert J Kern
Music: Edward Ward, David Snell

With: Norma Shearer (Mrs Stephen Haines, Mary), Joan Crawford (Crystal Allen),  
Rosalind Russell (Mrs Howard Fowler, Sylvia), Mary Boland (The Countess De Lave, Flora), 
Paulette Goddard (Miriam Aarons), Joan Fontaine (Mrs John Day, Peggy), Lucile Watson 
(Mrs Morehead), Phyllis Povah (Mrs Phelps Potter, Edith), Virginia Weidler (Little Mary), 
Marjorie Main (Lucy)

133 mins, Blu-ray. B&W. PG

Based on Clare Boothe’s hit Broadway play, The Women (1939) is about a group of 
bitchy, backbiting, Park Avenue Ladies Who Lunch … and dish … with disastrous 
results for the only one of them who’s happily married. Appropriately, the 
screenplay credit went to two of Hollywood’s women pioneers, Jane Murfin and 
Anita Loos. Murfin had been writing “women’s pictures” since the silent days, and 
she produced a faithful adaptation of Boothe’s play. Maybe too faithful. Shortly 
before production began, the censors objected to the racy dialogue. Enter Loos, 
the petite dynamo who began writing silent movies as a teenager, and who 
excelled at snappy dialogue. Loos claimed that she sat on the set and produced 
instant, cleaned-up variations of Boothe’s innuendo-laden repartee.

The Women was directed by George Cukor, who was known as Hollywood’s 
leading “women’s director.” And with an all-star cast headed by MGM’s dueling 
divas, Cukor had his hands full. Norma Shearer had been the Queen of the Lot 
when her husband, Irving Thalberg, was head of production at MGM. Recently 
widowed, Shearer still had considerable clout. For years, Joan Crawford had lost 
plum roles to Shearer, and deeply resented her. Crawford, who had recently 
been declared “box office poison,” needed a hit. Realizing that the role of 
husband-snatching Crystal in The Women was a meatier one than Shearer’s 
virtuous wife, Crawford went after it. But even a juicy part couldn’t stifle her 
resentment. When she had to sit off-camera and feed lines to Shearer during 
Shearer’s close-ups, Crawford, knitting furiously and noisily, never made eye 
contact with her co-star. Shearer, rattled, asked Cukor to send Crawford home. 
Cukor did, and later insisted that Crawford apologize. She did, grudgingly. But 
relations between the two stars never thawed. Shearer’s contract stipulated 
that she get star billing. Crawford fought for, and won, equal billing. Then 
Rosalind Russell, who was giving a hilarious, movie-stealing performance, 
decided she deserved co-star billing as well. So she called in sick until she got it. 
Somehow, Cukor stroked all the egos and kept all the actresses busy enough to 
keep the feuds to a minimum. The result was a fast-paced, witty and brilliantly-
acted farce. – Margarita Landazuri, Turner Classic Movies

“This story isn’t new – it comes to most wives,” counsels Lucile Watson’s sage 
matriarch upon the news that her daughter Mary Haines (Norma Shearer) has 
lost her husband’s affections… Ma’s advice is as seasoned as her unblinking 
reaction: Mary should hold her tongue, not only if she wants her man back… 
but because her girlfriends will never hold theirs… The tone ranges from 
flappy catfights to lusty intrigue to sweet mother-daughter confidences; 
Cukor at one point bursts the black and white with a dreamily commercial 
Technicolor fashion-show, but otherwise inscribes the film with his usual subtle 
sophistication, typically putting the element of performance centre-stage. 
– Time Out



06 March 
6:30 pm PERSEPOLIS   98 mins, BR. B&W and colour  
 M offensive language

13 March  
6:30 pm OUR LITTLE SISTER   128 mins, BR. PG

20 March  
6:30 pm RIVER OF GRASS   76 mins, BR  
 M violence, offensive language and nudity

27 March  
6:30 pm A NEW LEAF   102 mins, BR. PG

03 April  
6:30 pm THE HIDDEN FORTRESS   139 mins, BR  
 PG low level violence

10 April 
6:30 pm THE HITCH-HIKER   71 mins, BR. B&W 
 M violence & offensive language

18 April  Tuesday
6:30 pm  THRONE OF BLOOD   106 mins, BR. B&W  
 M violence & horror

24 April    
6:30 pm SONGS FROM THE SECOND FLOOR 
 98 mins, BR. R16 violence & sex scenes 
 Auckland Film Society AGM follows

01 May   
6:30 pm A FLICKERING TRUTH   91 mins, BR. Exempt

08 May 
6:30 pm YOU, THE LIVING   95 mins, BR. M sex scenes

15 May 
6:30 pm BLACK GIRL + BOROM SARRET     
 65 + 20 mins, DCP. M content may disturb

22 May    
6:30 pm A PIGEON SAT ON A BRANCH 
 100 mins, BR. M content may disturb 

29 May  
6:30 pm THEEB   100 mins, BR. M violence

06 June  Tuesday
6:30 pm DESTINY   98 mins, BR. Silent, tinted. PG

12 June 
6:30 pm WILD TALES   122 mins, BR  
 R16 violence, offensive language & sex scenes

19 June   
6:30 pm EVERYONE ELSE   119 mins, BR. M sex scenes

26 June   
6:30 pm GUN CRAZY   86 mins, BR. B&W. PG

03 July 
6:30 pm LE SAUVAGE   105 mins, BR. PG

10 July   
6:30 pm MOUNTAINS MAY DEPART   131 mins, BR  
 M low level offensive language 

20 July –  NEW ZEALAND INTERNATIONAL FILM FESTIVAL 
6 August Discounts for AFS Premier Card Members
 
07 August
6:30 pm ABOUT ELLY   119 mins, BR  
 PG violence & coarse language

14 August   
6:30 pm POOR COW   101 mins, BR. M

21 August   
6:30 pm FATIMA   79 mins, BR. PG coarse language

28 August 
6:30 pm KES   110 mins, BR. PG coarse language

04 September   
6:30 pm STANDING TALL   120 mins, BR. Censors rating tbc

11 September 
6:30 pm ALICE IN THE CITIES   110 mins, BR. B&W. PG

18 September   
6:30 pm WRONG MOVE   103 mins, BR. PG

25 September 
6:30 pm  ANOTHER TRIP TO THE MOON    
 80 mins, BR. PG supernatural themes & violence

02 October   
6:30 pm THE MISSING PICTURE   
 92 mins, BR. R13 content may disturb & violence

09 October   
6:30 pm CEMETERY OF SPLENDOUR   
 122 mins, BR. M adult themes 

16 October  
6:30 pm THE LAST COMMAND   
 88 mins, BR. Silent, B&W. PG violence

24 October Tuesday – early start: long run time
6:00 pm KINGS OF THE ROAD   175 mins, BR. B&W. R16

30 October  
6:30 pm MINISTRY OF FEAR   86 mins, BR. B&W  
 PG low level violence

06 November  
6:30 pm THE WOMEN   133 mins, BR. B&W. PG

13 November  
6:30 pm TANGERINES  87 mins, BR. M violence & offensive language

AUCKLAND FILM SOCIETY 2017 SEASON
Academy Cinemas, 44 Lorne St, Auckland  Mondays at 6:30 pm (except as noted below)

The 2017 Season is presented with financial assistance from Foundation North and Waitemata Local Board.
Most screenings are members only. Please arrive early – no guaranteed seating.  

Programme may change if a film does not arrive. Late changes and full details on our website

aucklandfilmsociety.org.nz


