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WELCOME TO AUCKLAND FILM SOCIETY
Please note Red restrictions apply until further notice: audience limit 100.
All patrons must scan in, wear a mask and show their My Vaccine Pass.
Our 2022 season is a richly eclectic programme of special screenings, classic
features, documentaries and contemporary cinema from around the world.
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 19 April 2022). Visit us at aucklandfilmsociety.org.nz
Contact Auckland Film Society
Mob
021 0235 5628 (answerphone)
Email
aucklandfilmsociety@gmail.com
Post
PO Box 5618, Victoria St West, Auckland 1142
Like us on Facebook /aklfilmsoc

Follow us on Twitter @aklfilmsoc

AFS Committee members are Mark Andersen, Alison Ashton, Simon Erceg,
Andrew Lockett, Jane McKenzie, Craig Ranapia, Carmel Riordan, Marjorie
Sprecher and Dave Watson. Thanks as always to Michael McDonnell at the
New Zealand Federation of Film Societies, nzfilmsociety.org.nz

2022 open to the public – 12 titles, all tickets $10 (members free)
Come Back to the 5 & Dime…• Pariah • Girlfriends • Summer 1993 • Nashville
Spellbound • The Killers • The Magician • Bamboozled • King of Jazz
A Raisin in the Sun • Smiles of a Summer Night

QUIET PLEASE!

Please be considerate of others in the audience during film screenings.
This issue of Close Up was edited by Andrew Lockett and Jane McKenzie. Picture
research by Jane McKenzie and Michael McDonnell, NZ Federation of Film Societies
Auckland Film Society thanks the Goethe-Institut, the Institut Français and the Embassy
of France and the Confucius Institute Victoria University of Wellington. We are grateful
for the support of Time Out Bookstore, The Surrey Hotel, Metropolitan Rentals, Whānau
Mārama New Zealand International Film Festival 2022, Show Me Shorts Film Festival,
Flicks.co.nz and Academy Cinemas
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• FREE entry to all Auckland Film Society 2022 Season films
• 12-month membership from date of purchase
• DISCOUNTS at
Whānau Mārama New Zealand International Film Festival 2022
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Academy Cinemas $14 tickets to regular sessions
(excluding Special Events/$5 Wednesdays)
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• Special offer! Buy your first 2022 Sampler Card for $25
Valid for one 2022 Sampler Card per person only. All subsequent 2022
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• The 2022 Sampler Card lets new members try out the film society and
allows you to pay for a Premier Card by instalments. Exchange six 2022
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Ω Open to the public, all tickets $10 (members free)
Screenings marked * or ** are open to the public, entry by donation (notes only,
please), courtesy of the Goethe-Institut* and the Confucius Institute, Victoria
University of Wellington**

• Upgrade to a Premier Card before the end of the 2022 Season and receive
12-month membership from date of purchase of your first 2022 Sampler
Card. Cinema discounts apply at upgrade until your Premier Card expires.
• FREE Close Up magazine. Collect your copy at any AFS screening.

CAR PARKING
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

German Cinema & Ulrike Ottinger
screen in co-operation with
the Goethe-Institut

French Connections & African Cinema screen in
co-operation with the Institut Français and the
Embassy of France

DATES AND TIMES – EARLY STARTS & TUESDAY SCREENINGS
Monday 02 May at 6:00 pm Nashville
Monday 09 May at 6:00 pm Toni Erdmann
Monday 11 July at 6:00 pm American Honey
Monday 17 October at 6:00 pm Be Natural & Alice Guy Shorts

Dwelling in the Fuchun Mountains screens in co-operation with
the Confucius Institute Victoria University of Wellington

No screenings on public holidays. We screen on the following Tuesdays.
One Tuesday screening also has an early start this year:
Tuesday 19 April at 6:15 pm Summer 1993 (AFS AGM follows)
Tuesday 26 April at 6:00 pm Dwelling in the Fuchun Mountains
Tuesday 07 June at 6:15 pm Criss Cross
Tuesday 30 August at 6:15 pm Z
Tuesday 25 October at 6:15 pm L’argent
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Monday 28 February at 6:15 pm

In the Mood for Love

Monday 07 March at 6:15 pm

AFS thanks Time Out Bookstore

Corpus Christi

Huayang nianhua

Hong Kong 2000

Boze cialo

Poland 2019

Director/Producer/Screenplay: Wong Kar-wai
Production co: Jet Tone Production, Paradis Films
Photography: Christopher Doyle, Kwan Pun-Leung, Mark Lee Ping Bin
Editor/Production Design/Costume Design: William Chang
Music: Michael Galasso

Director: Jan Komasa
Producers: Leszek Bodzak, Aneta Cebula-Hickinbotham
Production co: Aurum Film
Screenplay: Mateusz Pacewicz
Photography: Piotr Sobocînski Jr
Editor: Przemyslaw Chruscielewski
Music: Evgueni Galperine, Sacha Galperine

With: Maggie Cheung (Su Li-zhen - Mrs Chan), Tony Chiu Wai Leung (Chow Mo-wan),
Siu Ping Lam (Ah Ping), Rebecca Pan (Mrs Suen), Kelly Lai Chen (Mr Ho), Joe Cheung
(Man living in Mr Koo’s apartment), Chan Man-Lei (Mr Koo), Chin Tsi-ang (Suen’s amah),
Roy Cheung (Mr Chan), Paulyn Sun (Mrs Chow)

With: Bartosz Bielenia (Daniel), Aleksandra Konieczna (Lidia), Eliza Rycembel (Marta
Sosińska), Leszek Lichota (Mayor), Łukasz Simlat (Father Tomasz), Tomasz Ziętek (Pinczer),
Barbara Kurzaj (Widow), Zdzisław Wardejn (Father Wojciech)

98 mins, Blu-ray. M
In Cantonese with English subtitles

118 mins, Blu-ray. R16 violence, offensive language, drug use & sex scenes
In Polish with English subtitles

In detailing the intimate friendship and love between two unhappily married
lonelyhearts, Wong collects vivid moments out of time as they might play
out in a person’s memory many years later. Shots of the couple first brushing
shoulders on a flight of stairs or sharing an umbrella in a heavy downpour
are slowed down to poignant effect, as if they wished these fleeting instants
would last an eternity. Hong Kong icons Tony Leung and Maggie Cheung,
two of the most beautiful people on the planet, make such a natural pair that
their unexplained attraction to each other can be simply accepted as a given.
By fateful coincidence, they move into neighboring apartments in the same
building on the same afternoon, soon discovering that their lives intersect in
other, more significant ways… – Scott Tobias, AV Club

God isn’t confined to the chapel, the priest says. He is with us in every moment.
For Daniel (Bartosz Bielenia), it begins and ends with violence. The worst of
what he has done is in the past, but to reach the next stage in his apparent
redemption, to get paroled from juvie, he has to be willing to facilitate harm
done by others… Just stay sober when you’re out, the priest warns him… He’s
young, full of life. He’s on the fast track to an adult prison career. But something
unexpected is about to happen to him, giving him the opportunity to do
something different with his life.
What happens is so serendipitous that it has the character of a Biblical tale,
perhaps even of a parable. Daniel has previously felt drawn to the idea of
entering a seminary, but in light of his criminal record, none of them will have
him. Taking the train to a small town, he poses as a priest to impress a girl
and before he knows it, he has been persuaded to stay with the local priest.
When that man suffers health problems, he is asked to take over – just on a
temporary basis and without telling the curia. At first he agrees because he’s
afraid of getting caught. Looking up the words and gestures he needs on the
internet, he finds that they only get him so far. It’s when he begins to wing it
– to speak from the heart - that he discovers he really has something to give,
and the realisation that he’s actually helping people prompts him to reassess
his own potential.

The camera hovers behind Maggie Cheung as she climbs the stairs to
her apartment, her swaying hips sheathed in one of her many flowered
cheongsams, her rice bucket dangling from her hand. The shot is repeated at
least three times, each repetition accompanied by the same slow dissonant
mazurka on the soundtrack. The music, the slo-mo, and the incongruity of the
elegant dress and the clumsy rice bucket make the moment seem like a dream.
The elusive, erotically charged, dreamlike quality of the film as a whole is
heightened by the way shots are framed so that we always seem to be looking
through doors or windows or down corridors to see the action, such as it is. This
layering of the image is expressive of the kind of layering which goes on within
the characters. Drawn together when they discover their spouses are having
an affair, Mr Chow and Mrs Chan disavow their own attraction to each other by
playing a kind of game of acting out what they imagine Mr Chow’s wife and Mrs
Chan’s husband do when they are together.

The deception at the heart of this story creates constant low-level tension and
provides the opportunity for gentle humour which occasionally threatens to
spill over into farce. Jan Komasa is too sophisticated a filmmaker to give way
to these temptations, however. He takes a delicate approach to building up
his characters and the relationships between them. Bielenia is perfectly cast
and carries us convincingly through shifts in temperament that would seem
impossibly sudden at any other age. His Daniel has enough intelligence behind
his striking turquoise eyes to make viewers curious about him when he’s no
more than a small town thug, and as he takes it upon himself to try and resolve
longstanding tensions stemming from a tragedy in the town, he begins to
demonstrate an emotional awareness that might be inspired by Christ. Komasa
goes to some lengths to draw parallels between the two – but is this Daniel’s
true nature coming out or is he simply playing the role given to him? if the
latter is true, what does that have to say about the way we treat those who go
astray? – Jennie Kermode, Eye for Film

The film, thus, is not only a treatise on memory but also on the art of acting.
What happens to Mr Chow and Mrs Chan is what happens to great actors
when they have the experience of being simultaneously their real-life selves
and the characters they’re playing. And Cheung and Leung give the most
subtle performances of their careers here. But this mixing of fantasy with a
heightened sense of corporeality is also what happens in any great love affair,
which, recollected after the fact, leaves one wondering where the person one
was then has gone.
At the end of the film, the fragile hot-house world that nurtured the affair has
disappeared, and we are returned to ourselves and the real world of crumbling
empires with a newsreel clip of de Gaulle visiting Cambodia, and then with
the visit to the ruins of Angkor Wat, which will outlive all – not only the story
of Mr Chow and Mrs Chan’s love and loss but its memory as embodied in this
exquisite, fragile film. – Amy Taubin, Sight and Sound
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Robert Altman

Monday 14 March at 6:15 pm

(1925–2006)

A risk taker with a tendency toward mischief, [Robert Altman] may be best
remembered for a run of masterly films – six in five years – that propelled him
to the forefront of American directors and culminated in 1975 with what many
regard as his greatest film, Nashville, a complex, character-filled drama told
against the backdrop of a presidential primary.

Come Back to the 5 & Dime, Jimmy Dean,
Jimmy Dean
USA 1982

Director: Robert Altman
Producer: Scott Bushnell
Production co: Mark Goodson Productions, Viacom, Sandcastle 5
Screenplay: Ed Graczyk, based on his play
Photography: Pierre Mignot
Editor: Jason Rosenfield

They were free-wheeling, genre-bending films that captured the jaded
disillusionment of the ’70s. The best known was MASH, the 1970 comedy that
was set in a field hospital during the Korean war but that was clearly aimed at
antiwar sentiments engendered by Vietnam. Its success, both critically and at
the box office, opened the way for Mr Altman to pursue his ambitions. In 1971
he took on the western, making McCabe & Mrs Miller with Warren Beatty and
Julie Christie. In 1972, he dramatized a woman’s psychological disintegration in
Images, starring Susannah York. In 1973, he tackled the private-eye genre with
a somewhat loopy adaptation of Raymond Chandler’s The Long Goodbye, with
the laid-back Elliott Gould playing Philip Marlowe as a ’70s retro-hipster. And in
1974 he released two films, exploring gambling addiction in California Split and
riffing on the Dust Bowl gangster saga with Thieves Like Us.

With: Sandy Dennis (Mona), Cher (Sissy), Karen Black (Joanne), Sudie Bond (Juanita),
Kathy Bates (Stella Mae), Marta Heflin (Edna Louise), Mark Patton (Joe Qualley)
109 mins, Blu-ray. R13

The year is 1975 and the setting is a small Texas community not far from the
town where George Stevens’s magnificent epic Giant, shot in 1955 and released
in 1956, was filmed. In the local Woolworth’s five-and-ten, the Disciples of
James Dean fan club is preparing for a special meeting to memorialize their
hero’s death 20 years earlier. Blissfully unbothered by the fact that their club
has hardly any members, the faithful few – Juanita (Sudie Bond), who runs the
store; Sissy (Cher), who works at a truck stop; and Mona (Dennis), who’s visiting
from out of town – chitchat about current concerns and 20-year-old memories
with each other and also with newcomer Joanne (Black), who seems to be a
stranger but turns out to be the opposite.

Unlike most directors whose flames burned brightest in the early 1970s – and
frequently flickered out – Mr Altman did not come to Hollywood from critical
journals and newfangled film schools. He had had a long career in industrial
films and television. In an era that celebrated fresh voices steeped in film
history – young directors like Francis Ford Coppola, Peter Bogdanovich and
Martin Scorsese – Mr Altman was like their bohemian uncle, matching the
young rebels in their skeptical disdain for the staid conventions of mainstream
filmmaking and the establishment that supported it.
Most of his actors adored him and praised his improvisational style. In his prime,
he was celebrated for his ground-breaking use of multilayer soundtracks. An
Altman film might offer a babble of voices competing for attention in crowded,
smoky scenes. It was a kind of improvisation that offered a fresh verisimilitude
to tired, stagey Hollywood genres.

A nonstop series of secrets and lies come to light as the narrative unfolds, and
it’s brilliantly ironic that the picture’s unofficial theme song is the unforgettable
‘Sincerely’ as sung by the McGuire Sisters, whose 1955 recording is an enduring
delight from rock ’n’ roll’s first golden age. As a way of bringing perceptions
of the past into full interaction with the present, Graczyk’s screenplay (like
the original play) shifts seamlessly between 1955 and 1975, sometimes using
conventional flashbacks and occasionally superimposing one period upon the
other. The medium of exchange between the eras is the mirror that runs along
the store’s length, ordinary in appearance but magical in its expressive power.
It literalizes the most famous line in William Faulkner’s highly theatrical novel
Requiem for a Nun, never quoted or mentioned in the movie but published the
same year Dean died: “The past is never dead. It’s not even past.”
David Sterritt, Vice

But Mr Altman was also famous in Hollywood for his battles with everyone from
studio executives to his collaborators, leaving more burned bridges than the
Luftwaffe. He also suffered through periods of bad reviews and empty seats but
always seemed to regain his stride, as he did in the early ’90s, when he made
The Player and Short Cuts. Even when he fell out of popular favor, however,
many younger filmmakers continued to admire him as an uncompromising
artist who held to his vision in the face of business pressures and who was
unjustly overlooked by a film establishment grown fat on special effects and
feel-good movies. He was often referred to as a cult director, and it rankled him.
“What is a cult?” Mr Altman said. “It just means not enough people to make a
minority.” …

The fan club members and a few local good ol’ girls join in a long afternoon of
memories, nostalgia, self-analysis, accusation, shocking revelations, and anger,
while heat-lightning flickers offscreen. And their memories trigger flashbacks
to the time twenty years earlier when the proximity of James Dean served as a
catalyst in all of their lives, giving some the courage to realize their dreams and
others, the timid ones, the courage at least to dream them.

Nashville interweaved the stories of 24 characters – country-western stars,
housewives, boozers, political operators, oddball drifters – who move in and
out of one another’s lives in the closing days of a fictional presidential primary.
Mr Altman returned to this multi-character approach several times (in A
Wedding, Health, Short Cuts, Prêt-à-Porter and Kansas City), but never again to
such devastating effect.
“Nashville is a radical, evolutionary leap,” Ms Kael wrote in The New Yorker.
“Altman has already accustomed us to actors who don’t look as if they’re acting;
he’s attuned us to the comic subtleties of a multiple-track sound system that
makes the sound more live than it ever was before; and he’s evolved an organic
style of moviemaking that tells a story without the clanking of plot. Now he
dissolves the frame, so that we feel the continuity between what’s on the screen
and life off-camera.”
“Robert Altman is an artist and a gambler,” his longtime assistant director, Alan
Rudolph, wrote in a 1994 tribute in Film Comment. “Pursuing artistic vision on
film in America can sometimes put everything you own at risk.” – NY Times
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Jimmy Dean was a Broadway play before it was a movie, and Altman, who
directed it first on stage, stays pretty close here to Ed Graczyk’s script. He works
just as closely with David Gropman’s extraordinary stage set, on which the
movie was shot. Gropman has actually created two dime stores, one a mirrorimage of the other. They’re separated by a two-way mirror, so that at times
we’re looking at the reflection of the ‘front’ store, and at other times, the glass is
transparent and we see the second store. Altman uses the front as the present
and the back as the past, and there are times when a foreground image will
dissolve into a background flashback. In an age of sophisticated optical effects,
this sort of dissolve looks routine until you learn that Altman isn’t using opticals,
he’s actually shooting through the two-way mirror.
Roger Ebert, Chicago Sun-Times

Monday 21 March at 6:15 pm

Monday 28 March at 6:15 pm

A White, White Day

Pariah

Hvítur, Hvítur Dagur

USA 2011

Iceland/Denmark/Sweden 2019
Directors/Screenplay: Hlynur Pálmason
Producer: Anton Máni Svansson
Production co: Danish Film Institute, Danmarks Radio (DR), Film i Väst
Photography: Maria von Hausswolff
Editor: Julius Krebs Damsbo
Music: Edmund Finnis

Director/Screenplay: Dee Rees
Producer: Nekisa Cooper
Production co: Chicken and Egg Pictures, MBK Entertainment, Northstar Pictures
Photography: Bradford Young
Editor: Mako Kamitsuna
Music: The Co-Stars

With: Ingvar Eggert Sigurðsson (Ingimundur), Ída Mekkín Hlynsdóttir (Salka), Hilmir
Snær Guðnason (Olgeir), Sara Dögg Ásgeirsdóttir (Ingimundur’s wife), Elma Stefanía
Ágústsdóttir (Elin), Björn Ingi Hilmarsson (Trausti), Haraldur Ari Stefánsson (Stefán)

With: Adepero Oduye (Alike), Pernell Walker (Laura), Aasha Davis (Bina), Charles Parnell
(Arthur), Sahra Mellesse (Sharonda), Kim Wayans (Audrey)
86 mins, Blu-ray. M Offensive language & sexual references

109 mins, Blu-ray. M violence, offensive language & nudity
In Icelandic with English subtitles

The first 10 minutes of Dee Rees’s funny, moving, nuanced, and impeccably
acted first feature, in which coming of age and coming out are inseparable,
sharply reveal the conflicts that 17-year-old Alike (Adepero Oduye) faces. At a
lesbian club – maybe for the first time – she gapes in awe and no small amount
of terror at the raunchy pole dancer grinding to an even raunchier song (Khia’s
‘My Neck, My Back’). Sitting on a banquette, the teenager watches as femmes
and butches (or AGs, for ‘aggressives’), including her swaggering best friend,
Laura (Pernell Walker), pair off. But the straight-A student, hoping to find a
girlfriend or at least someone to kiss, grows more concerned about making it
home before curfew.

This bizarre and sometimes scary film from Iceland has a way of keeping you
off balance and on the edge of your seat. It is a psychological drama-thriller
involving startling aesthetic choices from its writer-director Hlynur Pálmason,
switching up in its third act from subtlety to unsubtlety, but with stunning,
deliberate force. For most of the time, the film has been a slow burner, and yet
the final 20 minutes or so reveal that this slow burning has merely been that of
the lit fuse, fizzling and crackling its way towards the bomb.
Like The Lord of the Rings, this film ends a number of times, and there was more
than one moment when I was (wrongly) certain that the final credits were about
to roll. Yet it never ceases to exert a grip, especially with its enigmatic opening
sequence showing a car driven at speed across a hazy landscape: we are invited
to suspect a clever twist… and then un-suspect it.

On the bus back to her Fort Greene residence, Alike takes off her club outfit of
an oversize boy’s polo shirt, a ‘do-rag, and a baseball cap, switching to a lightpink scoop-neck shirt with ‘Angel’ written in gold sequins, affixing earrings, and
pulling her braids back into a bun. After we see the large crucifix in her house
and meet her mother, Audrey (Kim Wayans), who compliments Alike on her
girly top before reprimanding her for her friendship with Laura (“I don’t like
that young lady that you run around with”), the reason for the quick change
becomes obvious.

Ingvar Sigurðsson gives an excellent performance as Ingimundur, a middleaged cop on compassionate leave because of his wife’s recent death. He busies
himself with doing up a family smallholding and babysitting his beloved eightyear-old granddaughter. Yet we can see in all the strange, tense, compressed
details of his life that he is suppressing anguish.

Like the best films about adolescence, from Truffaut’s Antoine Doinel movies to
So Yong Kim’s In Between Days, Pariah – about one lower-middle-class, AfricanAmerican, lesbian teen – is a profoundly specific film centering on universal
themes: discovering who and what you are drawn to, fighting for autonomy
against arbitrary parental rules, or, in this case, tyranny. Alike’s sexuality, blithely
acknowledged at school… remains until its defiant articulation in the closing
scenes an open, corrosive secret in her family. Her mother will forebodingly
announce to her that “God doesn’t make mistakes,” while her non-churchgoing,
doting father (Charles Parnell), an NYPD detective still angry at his wife for
sacrifices made long ago, will disingenuously ask Alike if she has heard of a new
nightspot – ”called the Kitty Litter, the Cat Box, something like that” – before
warning her to “stay away from that element.” (Alike’s boy-crazy 15-year-old
sister, Sharonda, played by Sahra Mellesse, is a tenuous ally.) …

Then, going through an old boxful of photos, videos and papers (and with
a copper’s sixth sense for something amiss) Ingimundur discovers what he
suspects is evidence that his late wife was having an affair with a guy he now
plays football with. From that moment, his anger begins to spiral upwards.
The title is taken from what is evidently an old proverb: “On such days when
everything is white and there is no longer any difference between the Earth and
the sky, then the dead can talk to us.” The midnight sun of death shines a cold,
clear light upon the living. – Peter Bradshaw, Guardian
Pálmason has skill in balancing the mundanity of normal existence with the
abnormal grief spiral of his protagonist. His camera will almost wander away
at times, focusing on an incredibly annoying show that the granddaughter is
watching or a fascinating montage in which ordinary objects are intercut with
images from the crash. It’s subtle but I think it’s reflecting the fractured state we
move through in grief in which the normal and abnormal alternate throughout
our day. Even the opening scene is followed by a fascinating series of images
of the house at different times of the day and even seasons. A scene of death is
followed by one of ordinary life. The world keeps turning.

As we watch Alike become more self-assured, Pariah, without a note of
didacticism, also points out the all-too-common estrangement of queer teens
(especially those of color), discarded by virulently homophobic parents…
Alike, with more options than Laura, will eventually emancipate herself from
an increasingly untenable situation at home. Throwing her mother’s own
sanctimonious words back in her face, Alike’s decisions, borne of burgeoning
self-confidence, demonstrate the truest spirit of gay pride: standing up to
bullies, particularly those who gave birth to you.
Melissa Anderson, Village Voice

All of this reaches an endpoint that I found remarkably moving. It’s an image of
a man who is finally able to recall a happy moment from his past, a face that is
dealing with emotion he has claimed not to have. It’s almost as if the enveloping
fog from the opening scene has finally lifted. – Brian Tallerico, RogerEbert.com
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Monday 04 April at 6:15 pm

Monday 11 April at 6:15 pm

Girlfriends

Thieves Like Us

Director/Producer: Claudia Weill
Production co: Cyclops Films
Screenplay: Vicki Polon
Photography: Fred Murphy
Editor: Suzanne Pettit
Music: Michael Small

Director: Robert Altman
Producer: Jerry Bick
Production co: George Litto Productions
Screenplay: Joan Tewkesbury, Calder Willingham, Robert Altman, based on the novel by
Edward Anderson
Photography: Jean Boffety
Editor: Lou Lombardo

USA 1974

USA 1978

With: Melanie Mayron (Susan Weinblatt), Anita Skinner (Anne Munroe), Eli Wallach (Rabbi
Aaron Gold), Christopher Guest (Eric), Bob Balaban (Martin), Gina Rogak (Julie), Amy
Wright (Ceil), Viveca Lindfors (Beatrice), Mike Kellin (Abe), Roderick Cook (Simon Carpel))

With: Keith Carradine (Bowie), Shelley Duvall (Keechie), John Schuck (Chicamaw), Bert
Remsen (T-Dub), Louise Fletcher (Mattie), Ann Latham (Lula), Tom Skerritt (Dee Mobley)

88 mins, Blu-ray. R16

123 mins, Blu-ray. R16

It begins in the early-morning half-light to the sounds of distant police sirens
and a persistent clicking. Susan (Melanie Mayron) is taking pictures of her
roommate Anne (Anita Skinner), who is trying to sleep. “It’s still dark,” she bleats.
“No, it’s not,” Susan insists. “The light is fantastic!”

Robert Altman finds a sure, soft tone in this movie, from 1974, and he never
loses it. His account of Coca-Cola-swigging young lovers in the thirties is the
most quietly poetic of his films; it’s sensuous right from the first pearly-green
long shot, and it seems to achieve beauty without artifice. Keith Carradine
is Bowie, a boy who escapes from prison with two bank robbers, Chicamaw
and T-Dub (John Schuck and Bert Remsen), and Shelley Duvall is Keechie, the
girl whose drunken father runs the gas station the convicts hide in. Made in
the vegetating old towns of Mississippi, the movie has the ambience of the
1937 novel by Edward Anderson on which it’s based, yet it was the most freely
intuitive film Altman had made up to that time. Carradine and Duvall have
an easy affinity; when Keechie and Bowie fall in love, it’s two-sided, equal,
and perfect. As the heavy-drinking, half-mad Chicamaw, Schuck has a comic,
terrifying scene when he’s in a home and insists on playacting a robbery with
a couple of small children and then explodes in a murderous rage when the
kids lose interest. Louise Fletcher is impressively strong as the kids’ mother, the
no-nonsense Mattie. – Pauline Kael, New Yorker

A photo-booth montage of the pair fills in the background of their frolicsome
life together, which makes it all the more startling when Anne, a budding poet,
announces that she is moving out to marry her boyfriend (Bob Balaban). Susan
takes it like a jilting, and later accuses Anne of leaving her…
Ryan Gilbey, New Statesman
Claudia Weill’s Girlfriends is a deceptively small film, focused as it is on the
shifting relationships between the women of its title. Photographer Susan
Weinblatt (Melanie Mayron) lies at its centre, and as the film begins she is
sharing an apartment with her writer friend Anne Munroe (Anita Skinner).
Girlfriends is both a window into a New York City now long gone, and in its
serious contemplation of the way that relationships between people change,
it also contains a simultaneous sadness at things lost and a sense of hope and
that things can change for the better (just as they can sometimes change for
the worse). Juggling relationships and professional ambitions with the dayto-day demands of paying rent and eating dinner, through Susan in particular
Weill’s film stands as a testament to the strength and resilience of women.

Thieves Like Us stands up to any one of [Altman’s other films], because it plays
to Altman’s strengths for upending genre expectations and evoking a specific
era so rigorously that it hardly feels staged at all. Remove all the crime-movie
trappings – and there aren’t that many, once Altman gets through with
them – and the film would still endure for its surface alone, capturing the
Depression-era South with brushstrokes of language, décor, and radio-plays
on the soundtrack.

With a background in documentary filmmaking, Weill initially envisioned the
project as a straightforward non-fiction film about the experience of Jewish
women in America. It is from this perspective that Weill has said she developed
a knack for picking up the nuance of small things – tiny gestures, seemingly
throw-away comments – and it is how these cluster and evolve in Girlfriends
that grants the film its remarkable energy and precision. It is a film that
demands we drill down into the meaning and value of the now, rather than
looking for epic story arcs or in-your-face, overinflated symbolism. Through
this approach, Weill grants her characters that rarest of privileges: the right to
their own contradictions, the freedom to be confused, and the space to work
through it in whatever way they need to.

Immediately defusing the highly charged nature of other movies about
outlaws, Altman’s gorgeous opening shot follows a handcart full of chain-gang
members gliding down the tracks, then swings around to two men paddling
a canoe in a pond. The men (Keith Carradine and John Schuck) are fugitives
on the lam, but Altman’s lyrical introduction sets a surprisingly gentle tone for
the rest of the film to follow. The crooks are joined by Bert Remsen, a veteran
thief who’s the group’s default mastermind, both because of his bank-robbing
experience and because he’s necessary ballast between the passive Carradine
and the volatile Schuck. While holing up to dodge the statewide manhunt,
Carradine is smitten with their reluctant caretaker, Shelley Duvall.

Girlfriends is therefore a profoundly respectful film, not only to its characters,
but to its audiences… There is an almost overpowering sense of relief when
watching Girlfriends that all stories matter: that the personal politics and
insecurities so few of us live without are real experiences, to be valued and
thought about and worthy of being projected on cinema screens. Girlfriends
is not just a significant moment in the history of women’s filmmaking, but a
milestone in the way that women are taught to reflect upon and think about
our own lives, our own relationships, and our own way of being in the world.
Alexandra Heller-Nicholas, The Blue Lenses

Though Carradine has the blackest mark possible on his criminal record – as
a teenager, he shot a man and barely escaped a death sentence – he’s a
reluctant outlaw, and the film suggests that he’d be an ordinary breadwinner
if fate hadn’t interceded. Duvall recognizes his decency, but sees his essential
weakness, too, and she doesn’t fall in love with him so much as stumble. The
conclusion of their relationship is inevitable, but the conclusion to the movie is
far from it, as Altman closes with a quiet ambivalence that honors Duvall more
than his ostensible hero. – Scott Tobias, AV Club
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Tuesday 19 April at 6:15 pm

Tuesday 26 April at 6:00 pm

Summer 1993

Dwelling in the Fuchun Mountains

Estíu 1993

Spain 2017

Early start – long run time
Chun jiang shui nuan

China 2019

Director/Screenplay: Carla Simón
Producers: Valérie Delpierre, Stefan Schmitz, Maria Zamora
Production co: Avalon
Photography: Santiago Racaj
Editors: Didac Palou, Ana Pfaff
Music: Pau Boïgues, Ernest Pipó

Director/Screenplay: Gu Xiaogang
Producers: Song Jiafei, Suey Chen, Ning Xiaoxiao, Liang Ying
Production co: Dadi Film, Qu Jing Pictures, Factory Gate Films
Photography: Yu Ninghui, Deng Xu
Editor: Liu Xinzhu
Music: Dou Wei

With: Laia Artigas (Frida), Paula Robles (Anna), Bruna Cusí (Marga), David Verdaguer
(Esteve), Etna Campillo (Irene), Fermí Reixach (Avi), Montse Sanz (Lola), Isabel Rocatti
(Àvia), Berta Pipó (Tieta Àngela), Etna Campillo (Irene), Paula Blanco (Cesca)

With: Qian Youfa (Youfu), Wang Fengjuan (Fengjuan), Sun Zhangjian (Youjin), Sun
Zhangwei (Youhong), Zhang Renliang (Youlu), Zhang Guoying (A-Ying), Du Hongjun
(Mum), Peng Luqi (Gu Xi), Zhuang Yi (Jiang Yi), Sun Zikang (Kangkang), Dong Zhenyang
(Yangyang), Zhang Lulu (Lulu), Mu Wei (Wang Wei)

97 mins, Blu-ray. PG adult themes
In Catalan with English subtitles

154 mins, DCP. PG violence & coarse language
In Mandarin with English subtitles

A deeply personal child’s-eye view of loss, Summer 1993 is an utterly beguiling
debut feature from Spanish writer-director Carla Simón. And the fact that this
collection of delicately observed fragments from a summer of upheaval is
based on her own life gives an added potency to this finely crafted film.

Chinese helmer Gu Xiaogang’s directorial debut is as mesmerizing and
immersive as the legendary 14th century landscape painting that inspired it.
Following the fortunes of a family clan over a single year, Dwelling in the Fuchun
Mountains offers a gentle yet sweeping depiction of ordinary lives in a Chinese
provincial city. Running two and a half hours, it’s a vast canvas that stands up to
close scrutiny both as a series of snapshots of its characters’ personalities and
as the panorama of a society undergoing radical change…

Following the death of her mother from Aids, six-year-old Frida (Laia Artigas) is
an orphan. Shell-shocked and unresponsive, she loiters on the edge of the adult
world as her extended family pack up the contents of her home in Barcelona.
Simón’s use of locked shots here is eloquent – evocative of snapshots in a family
album, it also means that the adults and their voices are frequently out of the
frame, adding to the sense of Frida’s isolation.

Set in the director’s hometown of Fuyang and bookended by a birthday
banquet and a burial, Dwelling revolves around the Yu family, a clan composed
of an elderly mother (Du Hongjun), her four sons and three grandkids. Among
her children, the eldest, Youfu, seems to be doing best when the film begins.
His restaurant is flourishing, his brash wife, Fengjuan, boasts about her multiple
apartments across town and his mild-mannered daughter Guxi has a good job
as a schoolteacher. In contrast, the second brother, Youhong, toils all day long as
a fisherman and his son Yangyang works as a lowly machine operator…

Frida’s new home will be with her mother’s brother Esteve (David Verdaguer)
and his wife Marga (Bruna Cusí) in rural Catalonia. For a city kid, the joyful mess
of country life takes some getting used to, as does the fact that she now has a
younger sister, Anna (Paula Robles). Almost as soon as she starts to come out
of her shell, Frida begins to build walls: “I have a lot of dolls because everyone
loves me,” she says, reassuring herself as much as anyone else. “And you mustn’t
touch them,” she adds to Anna.

Of the matriarch’s four sons, the youngest, Youlu, has little going on, but the
third, played by Sun Zhangjian, is a standout. Youjin (whose name translates as
‘the possession of money’) appears first as a small-time hustler always on the
run from loan sharks. As the story unfolds, however, his innate kindness is slowly
revealed through the sacrifices he makes for his mentally handicapped son and
his senile mother. He, too, eventually strikes it rich with his scams…

Rather than a linear story, Simón structures the film as a collection of memories.
Small incidents – the way the benevolent smiles of the local mothers disappear
when Frida cuts her knee (she is being tested for HIV); ham-fisted sympathy
from strangers – are magnified through Frida’s eyes. Simón’s work with all
the actors is meticulous, but the children in particular are directed with an
exemplary lightness of touch… – Wendy Ide, Guardian

Cinematographers Yu Ninghui and Deng Xu usher viewers through the seasons
– the humid heat of summer complicated by blackouts, the breezy ambience
of fall, the bleakness of winter, the wistful green of spring – amid exquisitely
choreographed tracking shots. In one instance the camera follows Guxi and
her boyfriend on a long walk along the river as they talk about work, family
and childhood. In another, the camera goes from Youjin rummaging through
a soon-to-be-demolished apartment for left-behind goodies to another
apartment where his kid brother, who is working to demolish the tenement,
unearths a valise full of old letters and photographs. Even the chaos of a mob
raid on a restaurant is described in a slow tracking shot from outside of the
eatery, like a snapshot of daily existence in a city through glazed windows.

Simón used photograph albums as inspiration for the ‘small moments’ that
make up her delicate narrative, spinning them into extended takes. There’s
something hypnotic in the mood they invoke, as if they’re keyed to summer’s
insect hum…
Simón and her team auditioned about a thousand children to play Frida. It
paid off. Artigas and her younger co-star are so unselfconscious that they may
well have forgotten the existence of the camera yet it’s clear from Artigas’
performance that she understands the pressure Frida is under. Nor does she
have any trouble in conveying her pleasure in making mischief between Marga
and her imperious and devoutly religious mother-in-law (Isabel Rocatti).

Just like an ancient Chinese painter unspooling his scroll painting to his patron,
Gu gently rolls out the social and emotional landscape in a film that should
emotionally reward patient domestic and foreign audiences. He has announced
it will be the first part of a trilogy of cities along the Yangtze river, and has
already set the bar high with something at once substantial and sublime.
Clarence Tsui, Hollywood Reporter

All of these insights are subtly conveyed. Simón never lets her point-of-view
shift into adult territory. Frida’s gaze governs everything, taking you back to the
mysteries, the insecurities – and the joys – of being six.
Sandra Hall, Sydney Morning Herald
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Monday 02 May at 6:00 pm

Monday 09 May at 6:00 pm

Early start – long run time

Early start – long run time

Nashville

Toni Erdmann

Director: Robert Altman
Producers: Robert Altman, Jerry Weintraub
Production co: ABC Pictures
Screenplay: Joan Tewkesbury
Photography: Paul Lohmann
Editors: Dennis M Hill, Sidney Levin
Music: Richard Baskin (original songs written by the cast)

Director/Screenplay: Maren Ade
Producers: Maren Ade, Jonas Dornbach, Janine Jackowski, Michael Merkt
Production co: Komplizen Film
Photography: Patrick Orth
Editor: Heike Parplies
Music: Stefan Will

Germany/Austria 2016

USA 1975

With: Peter Simonischek (Winfried Conradi / Toni Erdmann), Sandra Hüller (Ines Conradi),
Ingrid Bisu (Anca), Lucy Russell (Steph), Michael Wittenborn (Henneberg), Thomas Loibl
(Gerald), Trystan Pütter (Tim), Hadewych Minis (Tatjana), Vlad Ivanov (liescu), Victoria
Cocias (Flavia), Ingrid Burkhard (Grandma Annegret)

With: David Arkin (Norman), Barbara Baxley (Lady Pearl), Ned Beatty (Delbert Reese), Karen
Black (Connie White), Ronee Blakley (Barbara Jean), Timothy Brown (Tommy Brown), Keith
Carradine (Tom Frank), Geraldine Chaplin (Opal), Robert DoQui (Wade Cooley), Shelley
Duvall (LA Joan), Allen Garfield (Barnett), Henry Gibson (Haven Hamilton), Scott Glenn (PFC
Glenn Kelly), Jeff Goldblum (Tricycle Man), Barbara Harris (Albuquerque), David Hayward
(Kenny Frasier), Michael Murphy (John Triplette), Allan F Nicholls (Bill), Cristina Raines
(Mary), Lily Tomlin (Linnea Reese), Gwen Welles (Sueleen Gay), Keenan Wynn (Mr Green),
Thomas Hal Phillips (Hal Phillip Walker), Elliott Gould (Himself ), Julie Christie (Herself )

162 mins, Blu-ray. R16 sex scenes, nudity, drug use & offensive language
In German and English, with English subtitles

Toni Erdmann is a thing of rare beauty. To be sure, it’s not an easy sell: it’s a
German-Austrian film that clocks in at three hours with a plot that, on paper,
doesn’t sound like anything new. But those hours fly by, and director Maren
Ade turns what would be trite in anyone else’s hands into something sublime.

160 mins, Blu-ray. R16

The narrative is perhaps best summed up by Altman’s words to the critic David
Thompson: “It was about the incredible ambition of those guys getting off the
bus with a guitar every day and, like in Hollywood, trying to make it… I just
wanted to take the literature of country music, which is very, very simple, basic
stuff… and put it into a panorama which reflected America and its politics.”
This approach was far from the Hollywood norm, and occupied a very different
cinematic universe from another important American film of 1975, Jaws.

Winfried (Peter Simonischek) and his daughter Ines (Sandra Hüller) have
drifted apart. It’s not some drama-induced cataclysmic rift – it just is what it
is, the kind of distance that can form with nothing else but time. They’re polar
opposites, too, at least on a surface level. Ines is almost never seen in anything
but a tailored suit, whereas Winfried looks the part of an aging hippie. When
he shows up to visit her unannounced, things are tense at best, and he curtails
his trip when it becomes clear that things aren’t going to get any better. As she
complains to her friends later that night, calling it the worst experience of her
life, an object in the background slowly materializes, drawing closer and closer
until it becomes absolutely obvious: the thing approaching their table (not
unlike a shark to prey) is Winfried, decked out in a horrible wig and false teeth.
Or rather, it’s not Winfried – it’s Toni Erdmann.

But it wasn’t only the sprawling, multi-character, antiheroic, anti-climactic, anticathartic narrative that made Nashville so special. Much of the buzz around the
movie highlighted Altman’s unusual methods. Experimenting with an eighttrack recording system (then revolutionary in filmmaking), he had encouraged
his cast to improvise dialogue; since many of the scenes featured crowded
gatherings shot with several cameras, the actors had no idea whether their
contributions at any given point in the filming would be seen or heard in the
final cut. Moreover, his deployment of the wide ’Scope screen often privileged
dense compositions that included a multitude of characters (Altman would
sometimes liken himself to a muralist); eschewing the traditional shot/reverse
shot method of constructing a dialogue, Altman was striving for something
more closely related to our perceptions of real life.

We don’t often talk about unconditional love, and when we do, it’s never in
the context of how difficult (and often deeply frustrating) it can be. In fairness,
Winfried and Ines don’t discuss it outright, either, but what words could be
more effective than the moments and gestures that pass between them? And
those moments in Toni Erdmann are infinite. There’s a beat early on in which
Ines watches her father’s taxi pull away, presumably to take him to the airport.
We watch along with her, the camera framing her shoulders, and as the car
disappears, her shoulders begin to shake. She’s crying, even though she’d been
so stony just moments before. It’s a private, intimate moment – Winfried will
never know exactly how she felt – and Ade keeps it that way. We never see Ines’
expression. It’s a gut punch of a scene, and Toni Erdmann only gets stronger
from there.

With the passing years Nashville has come to feel still more remarkable.
It’s almost impossible to imagine such a film getting made today… The
impressionistic narrative… successfully evokes the chaos of real life. At the same
time, repeat viewings reveal that for all the semblance of spontaneous everyday
experience, Nashville has a highly complex, subtle structure which was carefully
created to produce maximum thematic resonance…
Rather than a straightforward polemical satire of country culture, the movie is
a massive, multi-textured tapestry depicting a society undergoing some sort of
crisis; it is not only the recuperating star Barbara Jean (Blakley) who’s undergoing
emotional and psychological turmoil. Families, marriages, friendships, music
partnerships, professional alliances and political allegiances are all suffering
strain; Nashville, like America, promotes ideals of celebrity, success, material
and emotional well-being, equality and unity, but reality often has rather more
to do with inequality, exploitation, frustration, loneliness, delusion, deceit and
deadly despair… The miracle of Nashville is that it deals with all this in a way
that is at once intelligent, wickedly funny, unsentimental, compassionate and
tender. It’s arguably Altman’s greatest achievement… – Geoff Andrew, BFI
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It’s worth noting that there’s no music in the film, either. The only instances
of it are diegetic. We’re left with conversations, awkward silences and all,
that become thornier and more cringe-inducing as Toni throws Ines’ life into
increasing disarray. To Ade’s credit, she doesn’t seek out sympathy on behalf of
either character; things play out without concession, walking the precarious and
sometimes near-indistinguishable line between selfishness and selflessness…
Though the plot’s machinations starts to venture into surreal territory, it never
feels anything but grounded due to Simonischek and Hüller’s superb work. In
fact, it’s the strangest moments that pack the biggest emotional punch and feel
the most real. But maybe that’s only fitting. There’s nothing in the movie that’s
crazier than the notion that you will always love the people you’re related to.
Karen Han, CutPrintFilm

Monday 16 May at 6:15 pm

Monday 23 May at 6:15 pm

Transit

Spellbound

Director: Christian Petzold
Producers: Antonin Dedet, Florian Koerner von Gustorf
Production co: Schramm Film
Screenplay: Christian Petzold, based on the novel by Anna Seghers
Photography: Hans Fromm
Editor: Bettina Böhler
Music: Stefan Will

Director: Alfred Hitchcock
Producer: David O Selznick
Production co: Selznick International Pictures
Screenplay: Ben Hecht, Angus MacPhail, based on the novel The House of Dr Edwardes
by Hilary Saint George Saunders and Francis Breeding
Photography: George Barnes
Editor: Hal C Kern
Music: Miklós Rózsa

Germany 2018

USA 1945

With: Franz Rogowski (Georg), Paula Beer (Marie Weidel), Godehard Giese (Richard),
Lilien Batman (Driss), Maryam Zaree (Melissa), Barbara Auer (Woman with the two dogs),
Matthias Brandt (Barman/narrator), Ronald Kukulies (Heinz), Antoine Oppenheim
(George Binnet), Sebastian Hülk (Paul), Emilie de Preissac (Maid at Herr Weidel’s place),
Justus von Dohnányi (Conductor), Alex Brendemühl (Mexican consul), Trystan Pütter
(American consul)

With: Ingrid Bergman (Dr Constance Petersen), Gregory Peck (Dr Anthony Edwardes/John
Ballantyne), Michael Chekhov (Dr Alexander ‘Alex’ Brulov), Leo G Carroll (Dr Murchison),
Rhonda Fleming (Mary Carmichael), John Emery (Dr Fleurot), Norman Lloyd (Mr Garmes),
Bill Goodwin (House Detective), Steven Geray (Dr Graff ), Donald Curtis (Harry)
111 mins, Blu-ray, B&W. PG

101 mins, Blu-ray. M
In French and German, with English subtitles

As a study of psychoanalytic procedure, Spellbound, the latest creation of
Old Master Hitchcock, wouldn’t merit a footnote in Freud. But when the
film stops trying to be esoteric and abandons arcane mumbling for good,
rousing melodrama, it moves along in the manner to which Hitchcock has
accustomed us. I don’t think anyone could take seriously the proposition,
advanced in Spellbound, that an amnesia victim could install himself with no
trouble whatsoever as a substitute for the head of a high-class sanatarium, and
I very much doubt whether Ingrid Bergman will be readily accepted as a lady
psychoanalyst by those whose acquaintance with the profession is more than
fleeting. She seems entirely too handsome and wholesome to be preoccupied
with rooting around among neuroses, and her casework leaves much to be
desired…

There are those who treat melodrama as a dirty word, but no working
filmmaker gives it a cleaner, crisper reputation than German auteur Christian
Petzold, whose extraordinary anti-historical experiment Transit nonetheless
registers as his most conceptually daring film to date. A refugee portrait that
piles contrivance upon contrivance to somehow land at a place of piercing
emotional acuity, this adaptation of Anna Seghers’ 1942 novel takes a brazen,
bounding risk right off the bat by stripping its story – about a German
concentration camp survivor seeking passage to North America in Nazioccupied France – of any external period trappings, relocating it to a kind of
liminal, sunburned present day.
It’s a leap not every viewer will readily take, but there’s a method to the
madness of Petzold’s modern-dress Holocaust drama: Transit invites viewers
to trace their own speculative connections between Seghers’ narrative and
the contemporary rise in neo-Nazism and anti-refugee sentiment, all while
its principal story remains achingly moving. An unexpectedly subversive
companion piece in multiple respects to Petzold’s last film, 2014’s twisty
Auschwitz-survivor portrait Phoenix, Transit… ought to make a star of superb
leading man Franz Rogowski, whose planed, haunted face lingers in the mind
as long as the film’s surfeit of discussion points.

As part of her heady chores in the picture, Miss Bergman not only has to fall in
love with the amnesia victim, played with shaggy determination by Gregory
Peck, in five minutes flat, but also has to combine science and passion in
fierce confusion in an effort to make him figure out who he is. Few amnesia
victims of our time have held onto anonymity quite as grimly as Mr Peck, and
since his tenacity is spread over almost two hours, the film needs plenty of
Hitchcock prodding to keep it from bogging down into lethargy. Fortunately,
the English expert hasn’t forgotten any of his tricks. He still has a nice regard
for supplementary characters, and he uses everything from eerie train whistles
to grand orchestral crescendos to maintain excitement at a shrill pitch. He
manages his camera, as usual, with vast dexterity, and unless you’re emotionally
gelid, I think a good many of the shots will have you twitching. I might mention,
in passing, a scene in which Mr Peck, dangling a razor ominously, is offered
a glass of milk by an elderly colleague of Miss Bergman. As the milk is being
downed, the camera looks through the glass at the presumably endangered
psychoanalyst until presently the scene is blotted out by the stark whiteness of
the liquid. Mr Hitchcock has also included some dream sequences confected by
Salvador Dalí which seem pretty similar to those dreams of yesterday that the
Surrealist scattered around Bonwit Teller’s windows.

Indeed, it’s Rogowski’s silent, urgent emotional immediacy as a performer that
pulls us through the tricky opening stages, as Petzold asks his audience to
accept not just the film’s disorienting clash of modern and historical elements
but its arch, initially disembodied third-person voiceover. Calling Barry Lyndon
to mind, it’s another potentially polarizing device that at points overlappingly
echoes the characters’ own dialogue, elsewhere issuing subjective but not
omniscient perspective on their actions and feelings. Neither are wholly
scrutable in the case of Georg (Rogowski), a young Jewish audio-visual
technician who escapes Nazi imprisonment to arrive in Paris, only to flee for
Marseille as the occupation looms…

The cast assembled for Spellbound is large and excellent. In a very tiny role as
a lonesome drunk from Pittsburg brooding in a New York lobby, Wallace Ford
does as nice a piece of acting as he has turned out in his whole career, and
Michael Chekov, nephew of the renowned Anton, is amiable and ingratiating
as Miss Bergman’s old psychoanalytical chum. All in all, you’d better see this one.
New Yorker, November 1945

Intelligently conceived by production designer KD Gruber, Transit’s Marseille is
a world of shabby 21st-century architecture and outfitting, cleared of any hint
of post-midcentury technology – and made alien by the unexpectedly scorched
palette and desolate Cinemascope expansiveness, even in the pokiest interiors,
of Hans Fromm’s exquisite lensing. – Guy Lodge, Variety
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Monday 30 May at 6:15 pm

Tuesday 07 June at 6:15 pm

The Killers

Criss Cross

USA 1946

USA 1949

Director: Robert Siodmak
Production co: Universal
Producer: Mark Hellinger
Screenplay: Anthony Veiller, based on the story by Ernest Hemingway
Photography: Woody Bredell
Editor: Arthur Hilton
Music: Miklós Rózsa

Director: Robert Siodmak
Producer: Michael Kraike
Production co: Universal
Screenplay: Daniel Fuchs, based on the novel by Don Tracy
Photography: Franz Planer
Editor: Ted J Kent
Music: Miklós Rózsa

With: Burt Lancaster (Pete Lund/Ole ‘Swede’ Anderson), Ava Gardner (Kitty Collins),
Edmond O’Brien (Jim Reardon), Albert Dekker (‘Big Jim’Colfax), Sam Levene
(Lt Sam Lubinsky), Vince Barnett (Charleston), Virginia Christine (Lilly Harmon Lubinsky),
Jack Lambert (‘Dum-Dum’ Clarke), Charles D Brown (Packy Robinson), Donald MacBride
(RS Kenyon)

With: Burt Lancaster (Steve Thompson), Yvonne De Carlo (Anna), Dan Duryea
(Slim Dundee), Stephen McNally (Det Lt Pete Ramirez), Esy Morales (Orchestra Leader),
Tom Pedi (Vincent), Percy Helton (Frank), Alan Napier (Finchley)
88 mins, Blu-ray, B&W. PG violence

Robert Siodmak’s grimly romantic film noir, from 1949, set in Los Angeles, offers
a hectic fusion of on-location texture and stylish artifice. Burt Lancaster stars as
Steve Thompson, an armored-car driver whose barroom brawl with a gangster,
Slim Dundee (Dan Duryea), is staged to throw police off the trail of their criminal
conspiracy. Yet their mutual hatred is real; it’s based on their rivalry for the love
of Anna (Yvonne De Carlo), Steve’s ex-wife. Working with a script by the novelist
Daniel Fuchs that features long flashbacks and interior monologues, Siodmak
builds Steve’s morbidly subjective tale with startling visual flourishes, gestural
details, and erotic tensions. The spidery grasp of the underworld emerges in
the mannerisms of such idiosyncratic character actors as Percy Helton (a cagey
bartender) and Alan Napier (a secretive mastermind). The seething sensuality
boils over in a frenzied Latin-dance duet for De Carlo and the camera, abetted
by the playing of Esy Morales’s band and the dancing of the uncredited Tony
Curtis, in his first film. – Richard Brody, New Yorker

102 mins, Blu-ray, B&W. PG violence


This is the kind of noir thriller the word quintessential was minted for. ‘Tense!
Taut! Terrific!’, ran the poster headline for Robert Siodmak’s 1946 adaptation of
Ernest Hemingway’s dark tale of two killers who arrive in Palookaville to top a
former prizefighter. It might have added ‘Doom-laden! Curious! And Resigned!’
The Killers starts off in laconic Hemingway territory. “What do you want to eat,
Al?” says hitman Max (William Conrad). “I don’t know,” says Al (Charles McGraw).
“I don’t know what I want to eat,” with the goons displaying all the weary,
matter-of-fact psychopathy Quentin Tarantino has spent a career trying to
emulate…
It’s one of the great films of disenchantment. And one content to do without
grandstanding moments – no crazy camera angles or paranoid rants. High
Sierra producer Mark Hellinger injects some of his taste for gritty realism into
the location choice – boxing rings, ‘luncheon counters’, pool halls – just as
cinematographer Woody Bredell’s chiaroscuro, long shadows and enclosed
lighting and composer Miklós Rózsa’s discordant piano and portentous brass
artfully conjure the strangely seductive atmosphere of post-war pessimism.
Wally Hammond, Time Out

Although based on a 1936 novel by Don Tracy, Siodmak and writer Daniel
Fuchs reworked the story to include many of the elements of The Killers, an
Ernest Hemingway story. Lancaster, not yet identified with the forceful, athletic
action roles that would make him a major star in the next few years, once again
played the well-meaning but somewhat dim-witted hunk easily duped by
his obsession with a beautiful, two-timing woman. De Carlo, getting her first
chance to show some real acting ability, took on the femme fatale role similar
to the one Ava Gardner played in the earlier picture…

The Killers uses its brilliant opening scenes to dramatize the complete
Hemingway story almost verbatim, with the hit men terrorizing the diner, and
the Swede (Burt Lancaster, making an impressive movie debut) awaiting death.
The rest is largely invented back story, as the movie veers into the land of noir
with a hard-bitten insurance investigator (Edmond O’Brien) researching the
murdered man’s life to solve the mystery of his fatalism.

Fully exploring the themes he dealt with throughout his career – characters
driven by personal obsessions and an inexorable sense of fatalism – Siodmak
brought a highly stylized German expressionism to bear on the complex
narrative and realistic location shooting. Equally important to the film’s look
and influence is the rich cinematography of Franz Planer, who had filmed
Max Ophuls’ Liebelei (1933) and Letter from an Unknown Woman (1948). Planer
beautifully captured the texture of such memorable settings as Los Angeles’
Union Station in the blazing summer heat; a bar that is crowded and lively by
night and dingy and depressing by day; the shabby decay of the city’s Victorian
Bunker Hill section; and the stark contrast of light and shadow that was a
hallmark of the German artists who did so much to shape the look and style of
American film noir.

Like many artistically ambitious Hollywood movies of the 1940s, The Killers is
clearly influenced by Citizen Kane – not just in its Expressionistic lighting, showy
camera angles, carefully contrived mirror shots and percussive montage but
also in its flashback structure. Its dramatic personae, however, are pure pulp.
Less a narrative than a Hollywood neighborhood, The Killers is populated by
slang-slinging tough guys with tilted fedoras and dangled cigarettes and
gorgeous dames who are not to be trusted. O’Brien is a low-rent Humphrey
Bogart. Lancaster is dreamy, dense and doomed. Ava Gardner, in her first major
movie, doesn’t do much more than exist. She hardly needs to. Materializing
some 40 minutes into the movie in a backless black satin number, she turns
from the hubbub of some dubious soiree to face the camera head-on; it’s clear
from Lancaster’s dumbstruck gaze that he has met his Circe… – J Hoberman,
New York Times

Criss Cross is also justly famous for its opening, which places the audience
immediately in the middle of a fierce argument in full swing between Lancaster
and De Carlo. Rather than the usual linear method of exposition, the device
plops us into the middle of the story, with the background details revealed in
flashbacks and the robbery and aftermath rushing headlong toward the tragic
conclusion. – Rob Nixon, Turner Classic Movies
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Monday 13 June at 6:15 pm

The Magician

Monday 20 June at 6:15 pm

AFS thanks Metropolitan Rentals Ltd

Sami Blood

Ansiktet

Sweden 1958

Sameblod

Denmark/Norway/Sweden 2016

Director/Screenplay: Ingmar Bergman
Producer: Allan Ekelund
Production co: Svensk Filmindustri
Photography: Gunnar Fischer
Editor: Oscar Rosander
Music: Erik Nordgren

Director/Screenplay: Amanda Kernell
Producer: Lars G Lindström
Production co: Nordisk Film Production, Sverige AB, Bautafilm AB, Digipilot A/S
Photography: Sophia Olsson, Petrus Sjövik
Editor: Anders Skov
Music: Kristian Eidnes Andersen

With: Max von Sydow (Albert Emanuel Vogler), Ingrid Thulin (Manda Vogler), Gunnar
Björnstrand (Dr Vergerus), Naima Wifstrand (Granny Vogler), Bengt Ekerot (Johan Spegel),
Bibi Andersson (Sara), Birgitta Pettersson (Sanna), Gertrud Fridh (Ottilia Egerman),
Lars Ekborg (Simson), Toivo Pawlo (Police Superintendent Starbeck), Erland Josephson
(Consul Egerman)

With: Lene Cecilia Sparrok (teenage Elle Marja / Christina), Maj-Doris Rimpi (older Elle
Marja / Christina), Mia Erika Sparrok (Njenna), Julius Fleischanderl (Niklas), Hanna Alström
(Christina Lajler), Olle Sarri (Olle), Ánne Biret Somby (Sanna), Anders Berg (Scientist),
Katarina Blind (Anna), Beata Cavallin (Hedda), Malin Crépin (Elise), Ylva Gustafsson (Laevie),
Tom Kappfjell (Aajja), Anna Sööfe Bull Kuhmunen (Anna-Stina), Andreas Kundler (Gustav) 

101 mins, Blu-ray. R16
In Swedish with English subtitles

110 mins, Blu-ray. M violence, sexual references & offensive language
In South Sami and Swedish with English subtitles

The Magician is a period drama with fantastic overtones about a traveling magic
show, through which Bergman presents his personal feelings about life in the
theater. The original Swedish title is Ansiktet, which translates as ‘The Face.’ That
title doesn’t seem appropriate until we realize that Bergman has conflicted
feelings about play-actors. The actors in this story are all charlatans ripe for
exposure, strange beings that conceal their true selves at all times.

In many respects, 14-year-old Elle-Marja (magnetic newcomer Lene Cecilia
Sparrok) is a lot like the typical kid at the heart of any coming-of-age story.
Snagged between the smallness of her upbringing and the allure of the outside
world, she’s hardly the first teenager who’s been forced to navigate a new
identity for herself, to forge an uncertain path between where she’s from and
where she’s going.

The imposing mountebank Albert Emanuel Vogler (Max von Sydow) moves his
small troupe from town to town, selling potions and demonstrating Mesmer’s
‘animal magnetism’ theories. Vogler’s assistant Mr Amari is really his wife Manda
(Ingrid Thulin), dressed as a man in an effort to thwart the police. Granny (Naima
Wifstrand) behaves like a witch, collecting herbs for the show’s fake potions; she
tells gullible people that she’s 200 years old. – Glenn Erickson, TCM

In other respects, Elle-Marja is quite unlike any other character the genre
has ever seen before. Well, in one respect at least: She belongs to the Sami,
a nomadic Scandinavian people who have been discriminated against for
centuries, and whose fragile culture (and native land) has only become more
of a target as it’s grown more vulnerable to erasure. From a certain perspective,
Sami Blood tells a very familiar story, but the hyper-specificity of its telling
renders it a wholly new and quietly profound experience…

In the center of his moving universe, this baroque forest of signs and symbols,
we find a figure, the mesmerist Vogler, Bergman’s first major self-portrait. It
should matter that at this moment in his work he represents himself as – or
rather, as wearing the mask of – a mute illusionist who’s lost his faith in his
power and knows only how to perpetuate appearances. All that is left for Vogler,
the impotent magician who’s unable to invoke his magic, are the accessories
of the part: his beard and wig, pathetic subterfuges. – Olivier Assayas, Criterion

Kernell, who’s half-Sami herself and who loosely based the film on her own
grandmother’s experiences, displays both an exquisite fondness for the Sami
lifestyle and a keen, complex understanding of its place in the modern world
(it helps that she’s explored this territory before, and that much of the film’s
tortured and essential framing device is comprised of contemporary-set
footage from a short she made in 2015).
She shoots the early scenes with a rugged sense of documentary realism,
capturing the Sami connection to nature and their history of living off the land.
And even once Elle-Marja and her sister are shipped off to boarding school,
Kernell steeps every frame of this film in the customs of her characters, clearly
delighting in the frequent scenes of yoiking (the traditional Sami song-chants
with which alternately Elle-Marja expresses herself and returns to her roots)…
David Ehrlich, Indiewire

Doubles, echoes, prismatic reflections, and paradoxes abound in The Magician
– appropriate for a film about the charlatan nature of creativity that emerged
from what Bergman described as one of the finest times of his life, a period of
great collaborative endeavor working in the theater. A slippery ambivalence
inflects not only the film’s themes and motifs but also its form – which may not,
of course, have helped its critical standing. Despite the widespread success of
Smiles of a Summer Night (1955), many never quite took to the idea that Bergman
could be funny. As for his working in genre… But it’s more complicated than
that. The Magician is a comedy – but one about doubt, despair, humiliation,
exploitation, vengefulness, death. It uses horror conventions to virtuoso effect,
but with tongue carefully concealed in cheek, to expose the illusionistic deceits
not only of that genre but of all film, theater, and art. Neither outright comedy
nor straight horror, impossible to pin down simply as an art movie or as popular
entertainment, The Magician is admirably rich and strange – and that’s probably
why it’s seldom given its due… – Geoff Andrew, Criterion Collection

Sami Blood is at its most compelling during the sequences in which Elle-Marja
is othered and dehumanized for her lineage, the sequences in which she’s
suddenly asked to pay a steep price for preserving her identity. Kernell endows
these moments with a palpable sense of violence, and so we feel Elle-Marja’s
crisis under our skin, we recognize that to ‘go and get all Swedish’ would require
her to sever ties as much as it would allow her to make new ones… Sami Blood
is about girlhood and racism, passing and escape. It’s also about guilt, about the
toll taken on a life of rejecting one’s minority origins in accordance with (and
in defiance of ) the majority’s unjust prejudice… Alan Scherstuhl, Village Voice
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Monday 27 June at 6:15 pm

Monday 04 July at 6:15 pm

No Hard Feelings

A Fantastic Woman

Futur Drei

Germany 2019

Una mujer fantástica

Chile 2017

Director: Faraz Shariat
Producer: Paulina Lorenz
Production co: Jünglinge Film, Jost Hering Filmproduktion, Iconoclast Germany, La Mosca
Bianca Films
Screenplay: Faraz Shariat, Paulina Lorenz
Photography: Simon Vu
Editor: Friederike Hohmuth
Music: Jan Günther, Jakob Hüffell, Säye Skye

Director: Sebastián Lelio
Producers: Juan de Dios Larrain, Pablo Larrain
Production co: Fabula, Komplizen Film
Screenplay: Sebastián Lelio, Gonzalo Maza
Photography: Benjamín Echazarreta
Editor: Soledad Salfate
Music: Nani Garcia, Matthew Herbert
With: Daniela Vega (Marina Vidal), Francisco Reyes (Orlando Onetto Partier), Luis Gnecco
(Gabriel Onetto Partier), Aline Küppenheim (Sonia Bunster), Amparo Noguera (Adriana
Cortés), Nicolás Saavedra (Bruno Onetto Bunster), Antonia Zegers (Alessandra), Trinidad
González (Wanda Vidal), Néstor Cantillana (Gastón)

With: Benjamin Radjaipour (Parvis), Banafshe Hourmazdi (Banafshe Arezu), Eidin Jalali
(Amon), Mashid Shariat (Parvis’s mother), Nasser Shariat (Parvis’s father), Maryam Zaree
(Mina), Abak Safaei-Rad (Maretta), Jürgen Vogel (Jan), Knut Berger (Robert), Paul Lux
(Julian), Niels Bormann (Stefan)

105 mins, Blu-ray. M violence, offensive language & sex scenes.
In Spanish with English subtitles. Oscar, Best Foreign Language Film 2018

92 mins, Blu-ray. R16 offensive language & sex scenes
In Farsi and German, with English subtitles

The title of Sebastián Lelio’s new film might seem a bit on the nose. It’s a
fantastic movie. Daniela Vega, the star, is fantastic in it. Quote me in the ads,
with exclamation points if you must. My work here is done.

No Hard Feelings is a love story, an immigrant tale and the announcement of an
exciting new talent in Shariat. But it is also a coming of age, not just for Parvis
but for a whole generation of displaced young people whose innate optimism
for the future, despite all the hardships they may face, is a resource to be
treasured. As ridiculous as it is for three twenty-nothings to believe they can
somehow remake the world in their own hopeful image, it is also perhaps the
best shot we’ve got. – Jessica Kiang, Variety

OK, not really. A Fantastic Woman is at once a straightforward story of selfassertion and defiance and a complex study of the nuances of identity. The
complications extend to the title. Marina (Ms Vega), a waitress and sometime
cabaret singer who lives in Santiago, Chile, seems at first to fulfill the romantic
fantasies of her lover, Orlando (Francisco Reyes). Later, her daily routines –
and Mr Lelio’s adherence to the conventions of realism – will be disrupted
by moments of fantastical spectacle and surreality. And in the course of a
series of ordeals that begins with Orlando’s death, many of the people Marina
encounters will question whether she’s really a woman at all.

“I am the future,” Parvis (Benjamin Radjaipour) mutters to himself in the
darkness of his bedroom, a promise for his own sanity as a young gay GermanIranian man. In Faraz Shariat’s debut feature, No Hard Feelings, Parvis confronts
the direction of his future and the duplexity of his own identity against the
backdrop of Germany’s refugee programme.

Like the heroine of Mr Lelio’s previous film, Gloria (2013), Marina insists on her
own dignity – her basic rights to respect, safety and the pursuit of pleasure – in
the face of condescension, indifference and contempt. Their situations are not
identical: Gloria is a middle-aged, upper-middle-class, divorced mother; Marina
is young, transgender and from a modest background. But they both rebel
against a stubbornly patriarchal society that pushes them to the margins and
expects them to be content with a half-invisible, second-class status.

Parvis’ nonchalant life of Grindr hookups and hazy gay bar raves is interrupted
when he’s caught stealing and given community service at the local refugee
shelter. On his first day as a translator, Parvis is left overwhelmed and in tears.
Handsome Amon (Eidin Jalali) approaches, extending a hand of friendship that
Parvis grabs. Amon’s vivacious sister Banafshe (Banafshe Hourmazdi) completes
a trio whose bond comes instantly, each dealing with their own personal plight.
For Bana, it’s her deportation order; for Amon, it’s his sexual orientation; and for
Parvis, it’s a disconnect to his ethnic identity…

Almost as soon as Marina arrives at the hospital with Orlando – who has
suffered an aneurysm in the middle of the night – she is treated less as a person
than as a problem. Doctors and security officers use the masculine pronoun to
refer to her, and pepper her with prying, suspicious questions. She is visited
at work by a detective (Amparo Noguera) whose due diligence slides into
harassment and humiliation…

Beside cinematographer Simon Vu’s stylistically queer visuals, Shariat’s eloquent
direction broaches the reality of these young lives with a humble truthfulness.
Radjaipour’s studious and defiant performance gives boundless energy to this
young man’s intimate perspective. Though Parvis’ self-assurance crumbles in
conversations with his mother, asking whether there is an Iranian word for gay
(there is). Shouldering the weight of parental expectation, Parvis lives in the
shadow of their sacrifice. Comfortable with the label ‘queer’ but pushing back
against his Iranian heritage, he is between worlds.

It would be absurd to minimize the political impulse and import of A Fantastic
Woman, or to universalize its specific, precisely observed depiction of injustice.
Marina is, to some degree, a representative woman, whose experiences reveal
a deeply held prejudice hardly limited to Chile. But Mr Lelio and Ms Vega are
less invested in her symbolic status than in her living presence. She has a
charisma that defies pity and a sense of poise that can be both intimidating and
heartbreaking. – AO Scott, New York Times

Refreshingly, No Hard Feelings rejects the desire for belonging. The characters’
bodies are their home, while any semblance of external stability is a rug under
their feet. Neither Bana nor Amon has a permanence – they are souls awaiting
a ruling. Their concern is obvious, but the optimism the film emits is unabashed.
“The world is ours!” Bana screams, echoing Parvis’ earlier claim, her voice
ricocheting as her best friend and brother watch proudly on. – Emily Maskell,
Little White Lies
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The movie’s stunning revelation, however, is Vega.... It’s a transfixing
performance, restrained and moving… This is acting at its most fearless. The
movie represents a huge leap in terms of trans narratives onscreen, but by any
standard, it’s a powerful drama of a woman whose suffering never dims her
determination to keep moving forward.” – David Rooney, Hollywood Reporter

Monday 11 July at 6:00 pm

Monday 22 August at 6:15 pm

Early start – long run time

American Honey

Under Snow

Director/Screenplay: Andrea Arnold
Producers: Thomas Benski, Lars Knudsen, Jay Van Hoy, Lucas Ochoa, Pouya Shahbazian,
Alice Weinberg
Production co: Parts and Labor, Pulse Films
Photography: Robbie Ryan
Editor: Joe Bini

Director/Screenplay/Photography: Ulrike Ottinger
Producers: Heino Deckert, Ulrike Ottinger
Production co: Ulrike Ottinger Filmproduktion, MaJeDe Filmproduktion
Editor: Bettina Blickwede
Music: Tanaka Yumiko

USA 2016

Unter Schnee

Germany 2011

With: Fujima Takamasa (Kabuki actor), Fujima Kiyotsugu (Kabuki actor), Eva Mattes
(Narrator)

With: Sasha Lane (Star), Shia LaBeouf (Jake), Riley Keough (Krystal), McCaul Lombardi
(Corey), Arielle Holmes (Pagan), Crystal B Ice (Katness), Verronikah Ezell (QT), Chad
McKenzie Cox (Billy)

108 mins, Blu-ray. Exempt
In German with English subtitles

162 mins, Blu-ray. R16 sex scenes, violence, drug use, offensive language & nudity

In Echigo in Japan the snow often lies several feet deep well into May covering
landscape and villages. Over the centuries the inhabitants have organised their
lives accordingly. In order to record their very distinctive forms of everyday life,
their festivals and religious rituals Ulrike Ottinger journeyed to the mythical
snow country – accompanied by two Kabuki performers. Taking the parts of the
students Takeo and Mako they follow in the footsteps of Bokushi Suzuki who
in the mid-19th century wrote his remarkable book Snow Country Tales… These
three elements: Kabuki, poetry and the reality of the Snow Country combine
with the music of Yumiko Tanaka to make a visually striking and moving film.
UlrikeOttinger.com

Mere minutes into American Honey, her scrappy, sprawling astonishment of
a fourth feature, Andrea Arnold hits the audience with a song choice almost
too perfect to work. As a girl’s gaze meets a boy’s across the packed aisles of
a Midwestern Walmart, the euphoric EDM throb of Calvin Harris and Rihanna’s
2011 smash ‘We Found Love’ hijacks the busy soundscape, setting a love story
emphatically in motion by the time he hops up to dance on the checkout
counter. “We found love in a hopeless place,” the song’s chorus ecstatically
declares, over and over, as well it might – does it get more hopeless than
Walmart, after all? It’s a gesture so brazenly big and romantically literal that it
can’t help but have your heart, and it’s such an early, ebullient cinematic climax
that Arnold dares repeat it two hours later, cranking up the song again in a
more fraught, nervous context. Like much of what the director risks in American
Honey, she shouldn’t get away with it, but most defiantly does.

At the age of nine, at the house of a painter friend, I was allowed to open a
Mongolian chest, decorated with brightly colored patterns and animal motifs.
Its contents inspired my childhood fantasies: a coral snuffbox, an embossed
silver tea bowl, another bowl made of burl wood, white and blue hadaks –
large transparent shawls used to present gifts and show respect, or as offerings
before a dangerous voyage – the skin and horns of a wild sheep, bone pipes,
coins, and other wonders from faraway places. What had playfully begun as a
game with my finger on the map, gradually developed into the serious study
of the ancient cultures of Asia, especially Asian elaborate dances, music, and
stage dramas. As a consequence, my desire grew to finally visit the site of my
imaginings…

Of course Arnold would choose this song. Be it in the grimy towers of an Essex
council estate, the wind-whipped moors of Emily Brontë’s Yorkshire or, now,
the truck stops and fleapit motels lining America’s highways, finding love in a
hopeless place… is something of a recurring theme in the British director’s work,
though she’s never previously committed to it in quite such sensual, saturated
fashion. Part dreamy millennial picaresque, part distorted tapestry of Americana
and part exquisitely illustrated iTunes musical, Honey daringly commits only to
the loosest of narratives across its luxurious 162-minute running time. Yet it’s
constantly, engrossingly active, spinning and sparking and exploding in cycles
like a Fourth of July Catherine wheel…

My long and intense preoccupation with Asia – its history, its lore and its
stories – through research, through filmmaking as well as through the period
of reflection during the editing process, explains why I could not resist the new
but thematically related project of Under Snow. My interest was sparked by a
Japanese book which had caused a sensation in the last century, describing the
living conditions in Japan’s so-called Snow Land, conditions that have barely
changed to this day. On the mountain coast facing Siberia, winters are very
long and cold, and for half of the year everything is covered by a thick layer of
snow. The inhabitants of this region were forced to adapt to the climate and
to develop survival strategies of their own. They have succeeded, often in the
most surprising ways, and have been able to preserve their customary festivals,
rituals and other comforts in spite of all hardships. All activities take place
either on top or underneath the snow, and even a Kabuki theater with a flower
walkway for the entrance of the stars will be constructed of snow. Virtually all
of my interests come together in Under Snow: Asian forms of the theater such as
Kabuki, Noh or Bunraku, music, breathtaking landscapes, creative people who
master their everyday lives under difficult conditions and gather for social and
artistic activities. – Ulrike Ottinger

Every technical contribution here, from Joe Bini’s wild, whirligig editing to the
relentlessly switching, swarming soundtrack – covering every contemporary
pop base from glassily futuristic hip-hop to the warm cornbread country
of Lady Antebellum’s title-inspiring ballad, beautifully deployed here as an
unabashedly sentimental singalong – serves Arnold’s vision with blazing
commitment to the cause. Not for nothing are the closing credits uniquely
presented as an alphabetical list of names, democratically merging actors and
gaffers alike: If ever a film seemed like an amorphous team effort, it’s this one…
One name does deserve celebration above all others, and that’s Arnold’s steadfast
cinematographer Robbie Ryan – a veritable sorcerer of light who conjures one
astounding image after another in the director’s signature Academy ratio. The
elegantly curtailed proportions of the frame have the added effect of making
all these youthful misadventures play, appropriately enough, like Instagram in
motion. Not that most cameraphone snappers could find the jewel tones that
Ryan excavates in dusty gas-station signage, or negotiate the breathtaking
balance between fleshy, flame-colored contours and inky shadow that he finds
in the film’s twilit love scenes – moments where the camera appears quite
literally to be on fire. Yellow diamonds in the light, indeed. – Guy Lodge, Variety
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Monday 29 August at 6:15 pm

Tuesday 30 August at 6:15 pm

Paris Calligrammes

Z

Director/Screenplay/Photography: Ulrike Ottinger
Producers: Thomas Kufus, Ulrike Ottinger
Production co: Idéale Audience, Zero One Film
Editor: Annette Fleming

Director: Costa-Gavras
Producers: Jacques Perrin, Ahmed Rachedi
Production co: Reggane Films, ONCIC
Screenplay: Jorge Semprun. Based on the book by Vasilis Vasilikos
Photography: Raoul Coutard
Editor: Françoise Bonnot
Music: Mikis Theodorakis

Germany 2020

France/Algeria 1969

With: Jenny Agutter (English Narrator), Simone de Beauvoir, Raymond Duncan, Jacques
Dutronc, Juliette Gréco, Nico, Jean-Paul Sartre, Simone Signoret (Archive footage)
127 mins, Blu-ray. Exempt
In German, French and English, with English subtitles

With: Yves Montand (the doctor), Irene Papas (the doctor’s wife), Jean-Louis Trintignant
(the magistrate), Jacques Perrin (photojournalist), Pierre Dux (the general), François Périer
(public prosecutor district attorney), Charles Denner (Manuel), Georges Géret (Nick)

Part memoir, part madly collaged Francophile valentine, Ulrike Ottinger’s Paris
Calligrammes recounts the seven formative years (1962–69) the artist spent
in the City of Lights, while cannily laying claim to her place in history. The
Ottinger oeuvre is a combination of epic documentaries, fantastic voyages, and
ethnographic inquiries. Paris Calligrammes encompasses them all.
J Hoberman, Artforum

127 mins, DCP. PG
In French with English subtitles

Costa-Gavras’ 1969 classic Z kicked off an entire generation of political thrillers
with its thinly fictionalized, bitterly satirical nod to the 1963 assassination of
democratic Greek politician Gregoris Lambrakis. Thumbing his nose at the
military dictatorship ruling Greece at the time, Costa-Gavras opens the film
with a now-famous epigram: “Any resemblance to real events, to persons living
or dead, is not accidental. It is DELIBERATE.” (Later, in the closing credits, the
filmmakers list a number of things banned by the government, from artists,
authors, and popular musicians to the free press, labor unions, and long hair on
men.) Though a French-Algerian production, financed and photographed far
from the oppressive military junta ruling Greece at the time, it was nonetheless
a brave, unmistakable shot to the bow, akin to Hamlet staging a play for his
uncle’s benefit. It was the perfect film for the end of a turbulent decade, and
eternally relevant to the brutal regimes that have popped up since.

After the film opens with footage that Ottinger shot in the Paris of today, we’re
swept back in time, aurally and visually: Notably by the singers Juliette Gréco
and Jacques Dutronc, and a clip from Marcel Carné’s immortal 1945 Les Enfants
du Paradis. But Paris Calligrammes consistently mixes what’s familiar to the
Francophile with much that isn’t. The movie takes its title from a bookshop
Ottinger frequented as a young woman. She had been enchanted by French
culture growing up in occupied Germany, and sought out a connection home
once she landed in the City of Light to study. The bookstore Calligrammes, run
by the German-born Fritz Picard, served German expatriates. It was a place
where, Ottinger puts it, “The Dadaists encountered the Situationists.” It became
a formative aesthetic home for the young artist.

Costa-Gavras tosses this Molotov cocktail via the story of a left-wing politician
(Yves Montand) in an unnamed country who’s killed by a passing motorist, but
has his death covered up by official reports of an auto accident. In the lead-up
to the tragic event – which the director takes unexpected time to detail – there
are signs of imminent disaster, as a planned demonstration against nuclear
proliferation meets fierce opposition from the authorities and club-wielding
thugs on the ground. After the violent clashes on the streets lead inexorably to
the killing, the dogged prosecutor (Jean-Louis Trintignant) finds evidence that
the death wasn’t accidental, and that the perpetrators are connected to people
in the highest corridors of power. The shocking truth comes out, but once it
does, the tragedy deepens all the more.

Ottinger’s account of a reading at the store by Walter Mehling is one of the
movie’s high points. The filmmaker has what seems like a torrent of anecdotes
and attendant ideas to impart, but the movie never feels rushed… The
narration is as crucial in conveying the mood of Ottinger’s story as the film’s
unhurried pace is.
We see Jean-Paul Sartre and Simone de Beauvoir, Simone Signoret and
Nico, but also now-obscure figures including Raymond Duncan, the dancer
Isadora Duncan’s eccentric brother, who stalked the Paris streets in a toga
and philosophized at the famed cafe Les Deux Magots. Ottinger’s account
of the riot-provoking 1960s Paris premiere of Jean Genet’s play The Screens
emphasizes how that production’s use of costuming and makeup influenced
Ottinger’s own future film aesthetic.

Like its spiritual predecessor The Battle Of Algiers, Z is as much a mini-revolution
as it is a movie, actively engaging in a political battle as it was unfolding.
(Greece’s military junta didn’t end until 1974, and it enjoyed the support of a US
mired in the Cold War.) Seen today, Z’s lessons still apply – those armed thugs,
operating with the government’s tacit approval, aren’t unlike the Basji in Iran,
who worked hard to put down the ‘Green Revolution’ – and though sometimes
coarse and heavy-handed in its fervor, the film moves with a righteous,
electrifying sense of purpose. It’s a film both unmistakably of its time, and
timeless. – Scott Tobias, AV Club

Ottinger also remembers alienation: Her account of a strike in May 1968 is less
than utopian. And she is pointed when recalling how when the activist Daniel
Cohn-Bendit was agitating in Paris, it wasn’t just the right wing that dismissed
him with the categorization “a German Jew”.
When she ends the movie by putting Édith Piaf’s ‘Non, Je Ne Regrette Rien’
on the soundtrack, you may think Ottinger has finally succumbed to the
sentimentality she’s kept mostly in check. But wait. Just like the Marvel
Cinematic Universe movies, Paris Calligrammes has a mid-credits stinger – this
one about Piaf’s dedication of the song. – Glenn Kenny, New York Times

This film’s director, writer, composer and Miss Papas are all banned in Greece
(‘banned’ – that terrible word we heard from Russia and South Africa, and now
[1969] from Greece). Even the letter ‘Z’ (which means ‘he is alive’) is banned in
Greece. – Roger Ebert, Chicago Sun-Times
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Monday 05 September at 6:15 pm

Monday 12 September at 6:15 pm

Rafiki

Pickpocket

Director: Wanuri Kahiu
Producer: Steven Markovitz
Production co: Big World Cinema
Screenplay: Wanuri Kahiu, Jena Cato Bass, based on the story ‘Jambula Tree’
by Monica Arac de Nyeko
Photography: Christopher Wessels
Editor: Isabelle Dedieu

Director/Screenplay: Robert Bresson
Producer: Agnès Delahaie
Production co: Compagnie Cinématographique de France
Photography: Léonce-Henri Burel
Editor: Raymond Lamy

France 1959

Kenya 2018

With: Martin LaSalle (Michel), Marika Green (Jeanne), Jean Pélégri (Chief Inspector), Dolly
Scal (The Mother), Pierre Leymarie (Jacques), Kassagi (1st Accomplice), Pierre Étaix (2nd
Accomplice), César Gattegno (Inspector)

With: Samantha Mugatsia (Kena), Sheila Munyiva (Ziki), Neville Misati (Blacksta), Nini
Wacera (Mercy), Jimmy Gathu (John Mwaura), Charlie Karumi (Waireri), Muthoni Gathecha
(Mama Atim), Dennis Musyoka (Peter Okemi), Patricia Amira (Rose Okemi), Nice Githinji
(Nduta), Patricia Kihoro (Josephine), Mellen Aura (Elizabeth)

75 mins, DCP. PG
In French with English subtitles

94 mins, Blu-ray. M violence & offensive language
In English and Swahili with English subtitles

The nimble crime of the title, perfected by a fiercely philosophical outlaw
(Martin LaSalle), is itself a work of art, which Robert Bresson, in this 1959
film, reveals, in all its varieties, as a furtive street ballet. The story begins with
money changing hands, and throughout the film Bresson burns into memory
the clink of coins and the crumple of bills – which come off as the damning
sound of evil made matter. The film is modelled on Crime and Punishment: the
criminal, Michel, jousts verbally with a cagey police inspector to assert his own
superiority to the law, and crosses paths with a drunkard’s toiling, spiritual
daughter, Jeanne (Marika Green). Bresson, filming nonactors in austerely
precise images, also evokes Dostoyevskian emotional extremes: torment and
exaltation, nihilistic fury and religious passion. But the movie, above all, affirms
the miracle of redemptive love and its price in humility and unconditional
surrender. – Richard Brody, New Yorker

Rafiki, the second film by Kenyan director Wanuri Kahiu, has been banned in
its country of origin, although the ruling is being appealed. Perhaps the warm
reception Rafiki received in Cannes will make the Film Classification Board
modify its decision, although in a country where same sex relationships are
punishable by prison sentences of 14 years, and homophobia, as the film
shows, is ingrained, that seems doubtful.
Adapted from a Ugandan short story, Monica Arac de Nyeko’s ‘Jambula Tree’,
Rafiki is set in a Nairobi housing estate, where much of daily life – work and
recreation – is conducted outdoors, and privacy is next to impossible. The movie
opens with Kena (Samantha Mugatsia) circumnavigating on her skateboard a
neighborhood that is much too confining for her hopes and dreams. Tall, railthin, and athletic… Kena has eyes for no one except Ziki (Sheila Munyiva), she
of the pink and blue dreads, whose flirty eyes fix on Kena often enough to make
her own cool-girl posse jealous.

Shoplifters and pickpockets operate in different emotional weather than more
brazen thieves. They do not use strength, but stealth. Their thefts are intimate
violations of the property of others; to succeed, they must either remain
invisible or inspire trust. There is something sexual about it. It’s no coincidence
that when another pickpocket spots Michel at work and confronts him, it is in
a men’s room; their liaison involves money as a substitute for sex. And later,
when a police decoy at the racetrack shows Michel a pocketful of cash, Michel
suspects the man is a cop (“He didn’t even bet on the winning horse!”). But he
tries to pick his pocket anyway, and when the cop slaps on handcuffs, it’s as if
that’s what Michel hoped for…

And of course, opposites attract, even when both are of the same sex. Shy,
responsible Kena works in her father’s convenience store, where he barely
makes enough to support her, her devoutly Christian mother, and his new,
much younger wife. Politically progressive, he’s running for local office with a
bare-bones, self- financed campaign. And wouldn’t you know it, his opponent is
Ziki’s dad, who has big business throwing money at his campaign. The political
ambitions of her father don’t stop rebellious Ziki from pursuing Kena, and
although Kena loves her father more than Ziki cares about her family, she’s too
besotted with Ziki to resist her… – Amy Taubin, Sight and Sound

There is incredible buried passion in a Bresson film, but he doesn’t find it
necessary to express it. Also great tension and excitement, tightly reined in.
Consider a sequence in which a gang of pickpockets, including Michel, works
on a crowded train. The camera uses closeups of hands, wallets, pockets and
faces in a perfectly timed ballet of images that explain, like a documentary, how
pickpockets work. How one distracts, the second takes the wallet and quickly
passes it to the third, who moves away. The primary rule: The man who takes the
money never holds it. The three men work the train back and forth, at one point
even smoothly returning a victim’s empty wallet to his pocket. Their work has
the timing, grace and precision of a ballet. They work as one person, with one
mind. And there is a kind of exhibitionism in the way they show their moves to
the camera but hide them from their victims.

From its opening frames, Rafiki is bursting with life. Introduced riding her
skateboard through the streets of Nairobi, Kena observes the sensual delights
that surround her. Bright red peppers being chopped into juicy bits at a food
stall. Cassava root being peeled and pounded into flour. The buzzing sound of a
beard trimmer as a man gets a haircut on the street. Even Kena’s V-neck shirt is
neon bright, an aesthetic that permeates the film even when its subject matter
gets dark… Kahiu seems to truly love her home country, and films it in deep,
crisp moving shots that convey her enthusiasm for Kenya’s cityscapes and rural
vistas alike. The costumes and hairstyles, particularly Ziki’s cotton-candy pink
and blue locs, are similarly dynamic. Even the film’s most casual setups, like
Kena’s mother’s favorite spot on the couch in their apartment, explode with
pattern and color. Bolstered by an energetic African pop soundtrack, Rafiki
effectively articulates the aesthetic philosophy Kahiu calls “Afro Bubblegum,”
a movement that advocates for “a fun, fierce, and frivolous representation of
Africa” in “work that celebrates joy.” – Katie Rife, AV Club

Bresson films with a certain gravity, a directness. He wants his actors to emote
as little as possible. He likes to film them straight on, so that we are looking at
them as they look at his camera. Oblique shots and over-the-shoulder shots
would place characters in the middle of the action; head-on shots say, “Here
is a man and here is his situation; what are we to think of him?” – Roger Ebert,
Chicago Sun-Times
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Monday 19 September at 6:15 pm

Monday 26 September at 6:15 pm

Lamb

Snakeskin

Director/Screenplay: Yared Zeleke
Producers: Ama Ampadu, Laurent Lavole, Johannis Rexin
Production co: Slum Kid Filma
Photography: Josée Deshaies
Editor: Véronique Bruque
Music: Christophe Chassol

Director/Screenplay: Gillian Ashurst
Producer: Vanessa Sheldrick
Production co: CowGirl Productions, New Zealand Film Commission, Portman Productions
Photography: Donald Duncan
Editors: Marcus D’Arcy, Cushla Dillon
Music: Joost Langeveld

With: Rediat Amare (Ephraïm), Kidist Siyum (Tsion), Welela Assefa (Emama), Surafel Teka
(Solomon), Rahel Teshome (Azeb), Indris Mohamed (Abraham), Bitania Abraham (Mimi)

With: Melanie Lynskey (Alice), Boyd Kestner (Seth), Dean O’Gorman (Johnny), Oliver Driver
(Speed), Paul Glover (Terry), Charlie Bleakley (Owen), Gordon Hatfield (Tama), Taika Waititi
(Nelson), Jodie Rimmer (Daisy)

Ethiopia/France/Germany/Norway 2015

New Zealand 2001

94 mins, Blu-ray. M low level violence
In Amharic with English subtitles

90 mins, DCP. R16 violence, offensive language, drug use & sex scenes

The first image in Lamb is a closeup of a small boy’s hand laying gently on the
thick, auburn wool of a sheep. It may be a one-sided relationship – it’s hard to
get inside the head of livestock – but Ephraim (Rediat Amare) clearly loves this
animal. He lives in a small village in Ethiopia with his father, an area troubled by
drought. His mother has recently passed away and his father has decided that
he will take the boy to live with cousins in a farmland area with rolling green
hills while he goes to Addis Ababa looking for work.

When I was a teenager there was always that sense that you wanted to go
somewhere else. It felt like a small town and all the influences were coming
from American movies. I was exploring that foreign influence while trying to
find it in New Zealand. I was also looking at that underbelly of New Zealand. On
the surface it felt quite safe, but once I became a teenager and started going
to parties, I learnt that Christchurch has quite an underbelly. Skinheads were
quite a thing around town back then. They were always breaking up our parties
and beating people up. I wanted to confront that. – Gillian Ashurst, Stuff.co.nz

The new family consists of a loving but all-business great aunt who keeps a
whip by her side for occasional discipline, a stern uncle, an aunt concerned
with her sick daughter, and another daughter who is past marrying age but
seems more interested in reading newspapers than getting hitched and having
children.

Bold, funny, sexy and macabre, Gillian Ashurst’s juicily cinematic first feature
boots the cinema of unease into the new century. Alice (Melanie Lynskey)
lives, to her dismay, in the outer suburbs of a flat South Island town, which she
identifies with sweeping peevishness as New Zealand. Why wasn’t she made in
America like Princess Leia, like Elvis, Marilyn, Thelma and Louise, Nancy Sinatra,
The Dukes of Hazzard? Everyone in New Zealand is just too boringly safe.

What’s most exciting about Lamb, the first Ethiopian film to play at Cannes (it
appears in the Un Certain Regard section), is that it is an ethnographic film
made entirely from the inside out. First-time feature director Yared Zeleke
attended New York University’s film school, but grew up in Ethiopia’s urban
slums during some of its most troubled years. While we’re following Ephraim
into a new environment, there’s little explaining done for our benefit. We’re
dropped in and left to figure it out for ourselves.

Alice’s cute friend Johnny (Dean O’Gorman) provides some consolation, but
not as much as he’d like to. What law student could? They’ve cut the roof off
his Valiant and they drag up and down the straight and narrow country roads
dreaming of Route 66, and looking for dodgy hitch-hikers who might offer Alice
the trouble she craves.
They find their man in Seth, a billboard hunk of American cowboy with
snakeskin boots, a serpent tattoo and a few spare tabs of acid. Heading west
becomes a matter of dodging all the people who’d like to get a piece of Seth:
a carload of skinhead speed freaks on a rural home invasion spree; a dopedealing couple in a Mr Whippy van; and a baleful bro on a bike packing a family
grievance.

The family are subsistence farmers, and just barely getting by. They have no
electricity or gadgets or western clothing. What they have instead are plenty
of customs, like putting on an exaggerated show of mourning when Ephraim
first arrives, and preparing for a forthcoming Christian feast. It is decided that
Ephraim’s sheep will be slaughtered for this holiday, setting up something of a
ticking clock. Heading down to the small marketplace, where car radios blaze
with music familiar to fans of the Éthiopiques compilation, Ephraim scopes
out a bus ticket. He isn’t sure if he wants to go to the city to find his father or
to return to his old village. He knows he can’t stay here, though, with the local
bully kids, an unsympathetic uncle and a sword looming over his beloved pet’s
head…

Ominous signals abound but they only jazz up the trippy euphoria of Alice’s
adventure. Fields of sunflowers and hallucinated skies are so sweetly enhanced
for our delight with little CGI tricks and inspired retro pop music choices, that
even the sheep seem to be high. But as day turns to night, the mountains close
in and sexual tension reaches cataclysm at a mushroom-fuelled West Coast
pub – to a strangled rendition of the proto cowboy junkie classic ‘Some Velvet
Morning (When I’m Straight)’. There’s worse to come.

Much of Lamb’s run time is spent simply absorbing the culture, and Zeleke has
a really sharp eye. Amid the gorgeous landscapes (shot by Josée Deshaies, the
recent cinematographer of the lush Saint Laurent), we watch the family as they
farm and celebrate, living a lifestyle far removed than one lived in the West.
Their homes have dirt floors, they lack electricity, they cook over a small indoor
flame. A stray reference is made to Ephraim’s mother being Jewish, and there’s
a lovely scene with Ephraim and a small Muslim girl. There’s no suggestion of
religious strife – their problems (and there are always problems) emerge from
the general state of poverty. – Jordan Hoffman, Guardian

Racing three cars full of bad-ass characters across the plains and into the heart
of darkness is an ambitious project for a cowgirl, but abetted by deft editing,
tasty performances, stunning cinematography and passages of inspired writing,
Ashurst keeps the curse of the Kiwi caper comedy at bay. Exploiting road movie
dynamics and wild South Island landscapes with an expert’s love of both, she’s
reanimated the spirit of Pork Pie with the sexual politics, the drugs and the poptrash-fetishism of the 00s. – Bill Gosden, New Zealand International Film Festival
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Monday 03 October at 6:15 pm

Monday 10 October at 6:15 pm

You Will Die at 20

Thelma

Satamoto Fel Eshreen

Sudan 2019

Norway 2017

Director: Amjad Abu Alala
Producers: Arnaud Dommerc, Michael Henrichs, Ingrid Lill Høgtun
Production co: Andolfi, Duofilm, Die Gesellschaft DGS, Station Films, Transit Films
Screenplay: Amjad Abu Alala, Yousef Ibrahim, based on the story ‘Sleeping at the Foot of
the Mountain’ by Hammour Ziada
Photography: Sébastian Goepfert
Editor: Heba Othman
Music: Amin Bouhafa

Director: Joachim Trier
Producer: Thomas Robsahm
Production co: Film i Väst
Screenplay: Joachim Trier, Eskil Vogt
Photography: Jakob Ihre
Editor: Oliver Bugge Coutté
Music: Ola Fløttum
With: Eili Harboe (Thelma), Grethe Eltervåg (Thelma aged 6), Kaya Wilkins (Anja),
Henrik Rafaelsen (Trond), Ellen Dorrit Petersen (Unni)

With: Islam Mubarak (Sakina), Mustafa Shehata (teenage Muzamil), Moatasem Rashed
(young Muzamil), Mahmoud Alsarraj (Sulaiman), Bonna Khalid (Naima), Talal Afifi (Alnour)

117 mins, Blu-ray. R16 nudity, offensive language, sexual material & content that may
disturb. In Norwegian with English subtitles

105 mins, Blu-ray. M sex scenes
In Arabic with English subtitles

Can we call Joachim Trier’s Thelma a horror movie? The story of a young woman
whose mysterious seizures coincide with unsettling, possibly supernatural
goings on around her, it certainly resembles one in its broad strokes. And with
Trier’s brooding, precise stylization, it does cast a disturbing spell. But horror
turns on helplessness, on pulling viewer and protagonist into a world that, on
some basic level, they want no part of. Thelma starts with that idea, but moves
away from the monstrous, toward compassion and understanding. Like an emo
Carrie, it probes the profound underlying sadness beneath tales of possession.
It makes vivid the protagonist’s loneliness and despair.

The Sudanese director Amjad Abu Alala’s first feature is a sharply symbolic
coming-of-age story about a young man who, under the burden of a curse that
makes him a pariah, challenges his rigid religious upbringing and its narrow
cultural and political assumptions. – Richard Brody, New Yorker
A couple bring their baby son to a Sufi naming ceremony in the desert, and
while a sheikh performs the blessing, a dervish in a green jalabiya sways in
a trance. The crowd chants numbers, one for every year of the baby’s life.
“One … two … three …” At the count of 20, the dervish falls into a faint. The
sheikh confirms everyone’s gasps: the baby will die at 20. “God’s command is
inevitable.”

The movie’s one genuinely shocking scene is its first, following a young girl and
her father on a hunting trip in a remote corner of Norway… The next thing we
know it’s a decade or so later, and Thelma (Eili Harboe) is now a shy, wide-eyed
freshman in college in Oslo, studying biology. But all is clearly not right with
her – as we realize when she suffers a seizure in the library and black crows start
hitting the windows…

The film is a parable about the dangers of blind faith in religion and authority,
but it’s also warmly compassionate and accepting of human nature… As a
teenager, Muzamil is devoutly religious and doesn’t question his fate. Then his
faith is cracked wide open by the arrival of Sulaiman (Mahmoud Elsaraj), a man
from the village who has travelled the world and has come back to die… And
there are some gorgeous images here, too, such as flecks of dust glimmering in
beams of sunlight or banks of the Nile, which give the movie a kind of mythic
otherworldliness. – Cath Clarke, Guardian

Thelma soon meets Anja (played by the Norwegian-American musician Kaya
Wilkins), a beautiful fellow co-ed who takes an immediate liking to her. The
evident spark between the two of them continues to flare, and one night
Thelma seems to call Anja to her bedside through the sheer power of her mind.
The devout Thelma isn’t sure how to feel about their attraction, and when Anja
starts caressing her leg as they watch a modern dance performance set to Philip
Glass’s second symphony, Thelma’s agony starts to manifest itself telepathically
– a huge hanging section of the Oslo Concert Hall’s ceiling starts to sway back
and forth, presaging a potential catastrophe.

The visual assurance of You Will Die at 20 is the most immediately notable
element of Sudanese director Amjad Abu Alala’s accomplished feature debut.
Beautifully composed and boasting the kind of sensitivity to light sources and
color tonalities usually ascribed to top photographers, the film lovingly depicts
the remote east-central region of Sudan as a quasi-magical place of sand, sky
and the colors of the Nile. The story, about a young man raised to believe an
unfortunate event at his birth has condemned him to die at 20, generally has an
equally clear-cut quality, simple in the telling yet matched to the pictorial tenor.
Some may find a clash between its fable-like guilelessness and other moments
when the outside world’s cynicism breaks in, yet the film remains a touching,
nonjudgmental depiction of people circumscribed by superstition…

The way Trier weaves all these elements together – Glass’s throbbing, repetitive
music, Thelma’s nauseating anxiety, the eroticism of Anja’s caresses, that slowly
swinging ceiling – is nothing short of intoxicating, and it’s just one of the many
bravura setpieces in the picture…
With so much buildup, we’d expect all this to lead to some big, bloody
denouement, when we witness the full extent of our heroine’s powers and
see cinematic justice meted out, no? Not quite. Trier doesn’t exactly leave us
hanging, but he seems less interested in explaining the specifics of Thelma’s
case or delivering basic genre pleasures than he is in exploring the emotional
valence of her powers, and the repressed feelings they portend. Almost as
frequent as those flocks of crows, those judgmental bird’s-eye angles, are visions
of ice and water and submersion – the moral opprobrium of the universe locked
in conflict with the suffocating agony of a young woman unable to be herself.
So yes, Thelma is a horror movie – a lovely, transfixing one – but don’t look to
it for cheap scares. The terror here cuts far deeper. – Bilge Ebiri, Village Voice

[This is] an affecting work and an impressive first feature thanks in great part to
its splendid visual design. Together with cinematographer Sébastien Goepfert,
the director presents a world of sharp contrasts, where dream-like shots of
religious votaries floating down the river, or conical shrines piercing the solid
blue sky, are contrasted with a dark interior pierced by shafts of light, such as
the room where Sakina marks off the days of Muzamil’s life. A dream scene of
the young man resting his head on his father’s stomach, light coming in from a
window in the background, is a model of composition. – Jay Weissberg, Variety
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Monday 17 October at 6:00 pm

Monday 17 October

Early start – double bill

Be Natural: The Untold Story of Alice Guy-Blaché

Alice Guy Short Films: Selected titles from The Gaumont Years

USA 2018

France 1898-1907

Director: Pamela B Green
Producers: Pamela B Green, Joan Simon
Production co: Be Natural Productions
Screenplay: Pamela B Green, Cosima Littlewood
Photography: Boubkar Benzabat
Editor: Pamela B Green
Music: Peter G Adams

Director/Producer/Screenplay: Alice Guy
Production co: Gaumont
50 mins, Blu-ray, B&W. Censor’s rating tbc



With the release of Alice Guy-Blaché Volume 1: The Gaumont Years, not only is
Guy-Blaché’s historical importance as the first female film director clearly made
for the public record, but one can finally witness firsthand the full range of her
talents…

With: Jodie Foster (Narrator), Alice Guy (archive footage), Pamela B Green, Catherine
Hardwicke, Lorenzo di Bonaventura, Howard Cohen, Patty Jenkins, Gale Anne Hurd,
Jon Chu, Mark Romanek, Lake Bell, Ava DuVernay, Julie Delpy
103 mins, DVD. Exempt

Guy-Blaché’s command of narrative, in both its structural and pictorial qualities,
and her experimentation with color tinting, synchronized sound, and special
effects are more than enough to secure her position among the titans of
early cinema. But it’s the wit and perceptiveness of her work, as well as her
unmistakably feminine and feminist perspective, that make her a truly singular
figure in those first two decades of the art form… The Gaumont Years tracks the
filmmaker’s career from its genesis, finding an artist bursting out of the gate
with creativity and the flexibility to craft works in everything from comedy and
westerns to melodrama and fantasy films.


Alice Guy was born into a bourgeois French family in 1873. An interview
conducted more than 90 years later reveals a woman very much of her era and
class, with crisp diction, faultless grammar and a mildly ironical way of talking
about even painful and contentious matters. Trained in stenography, Alice was
hired, at 22, as an assistant to Léon Gaumont, who would soon become one of
the founders of the French film industry.
Guy (who married the British cameraman Herbert Blaché in 1907) merits that
description as much as her boss. Often referred to as a pioneer – one of a
handful of important women filmmakers active in cinema’s earliest days – she
was more than that. Present at an early, private Paris showing of one of Louis
and Auguste Lumière’s first shorts, Guy was among the first to explore the
storytelling potential of the new medium. At the Gaumont studio, where she
worked until 1906, she directed hundreds of fantasies, comedies, melodramas
and historical films. After moving to the United States, she set up her own
company, Solax Studios, continuing her prolific output in the burgeoning
proto-Hollywood of Fort Lee, New Jersey.

Guy-Blaché’s attention to the experiences of women, as well as her tendency to
both explore and poke fun at traditional gender roles, is evident in many of her
early works. Her first short film, 1896’s The Cabbage-Patch Fairy, depicts a fairy
traipsing about a field of cabbage patches, picking up various babies to coddle
with affection. This idea is given further complexity in 1906’s Midwife to the
Upper Class, in which a wealthy couple arrives at this very same cabbage patch
and, with the help of a midwife, choose the child they wish to take home. It’s
simple and direct, yet in just a few minutes, it weaves in commentary on class,
in its suggestion of the ease with which the upper class deals with childbirth,
and gently mocks society’s tendency to replace the harsh realities of childbirth
with jejune fantasies.

She was, in sum, a studio chief as well as a director and producer – a key
figure in the emergence of two major national cinemas. The recovery of this
reputation is central to Green’s project, and she builds on the work of historians
and archivists, including Guy Blaché’s biographer, Alison McMahan. Be Natural
is its own making-of documentary, following Green’s gumshoe efforts to track
down letters and ledgers, artifacts and descendants…

Madame Has Her Cravings, from 1907, is even more explicit in its flaunting of the
taboo desires and difficulties related to pregnancy and childbirth. In the fourminute short, we see a pregnant woman overcome by strange, overwhelming
cravings as she steals candy from a baby before moving on to swiping a glass of
absinthe and tobacco for two different men. In each case, Guy-Blaché cuts to a
medium shot of the madame, lingering on her as she takes immense pleasure in
consuming her stolen goods. It’s a perfect encapsulation of the director’s often
subversive and racy sense of humor, as well as her determination to present
the experiences of women with unflinching veracity, yet with tongue planted
firmly in cheek.

Be Natural is inspiring because it is also appalling. The near-forgetting of Guy
Blaché wasn’t just an accident of film history, though the fact that most of her
work belongs to the years before World War I made it especially vulnerable
to loss. Green notes that she is less well-known than contemporaries like Lois
Weber and Dorothy Arzner, but those women were also written out of film
history or pushed to its margins.

This subversiveness in Guy-Blaché depictions of the female experience reaches
its radical peak in 1906’s The Results of Feminism, in which gender roles are
swapped across the board. While all the women are shown at work, drinking
at the bar, and behaving in sexually aggressive ways toward men, the men are
seen as dainty and overwhelmed by their duties of housework and childcare,
which the women in the film refuse to help with. The short ends with the
men, frustrated by their traditionally female tasks, rolling up their sleeves,
throwing the women out of the bar, and violently reclaiming the comforts of
their own conventional gender role. To modern eyes, its portrayal of dandyism
as inherently feminine may seem more than a bit misguided, but it’s a small
misstep in an otherwise clear-eyed, funny, and astute feminist statement whose
mere existence in the very early 1900s is a minor miracle in and of itself…
Derek Smith, Slant

Guy Blaché found America a more welcoming working environment than
France. But in both countries the record of her achievements was erased.
Her early Gaumont pictures were attributed to her male assistants, and their
originality and quality went unrecognized, in spite of evidence of her influence
on later auteurs like Sergei Eisenstein and Alfred Hitchcock. When it was
remembered at all, Solax Studios was thought of as Herbert Blaché’s company.
Green’s revision of that record is long overdue and just in time, given the
present-day reckoning with Hollywood’s stubborn traditions of behind-thescenes (and onscreen) sexism… By the end of Be Natural, you won’t only have
a clear idea of who this remarkable woman was; you may well have acquired a
new taste in old movies. – AO Scott, New York Times
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Tuesday 25 October at 6:15 pm

Monday 31 October at 6:15 pm

L’argent

Bamboozled

Director: Robert Bresson
Producers: Jean-Marc Henchoz, Daniel Toscan du Plantier
Production co: Eôs Films, France 3 Cinéma, Marion’s Films
Screenplay: Robert Bresson, based on the story ‘The Forged Coupon’ by Leo Tolstoy
Photography: Pasqualino De Santis, Emmanuel Machuel
Editor: Jean-François Naudon
Music: Johann Sebastian Bach

Director/Screenplay: Spike Lee
Producers: Jon Kilik, Spike Lee
Production co: 40 Acres and a Mule Filmworks
Photography: Ellen Kuras
Editor: Sam Pollard
Music: Terence Blanchard

France 1983

USA 2000

With: Damon Wayans (Pierre Delacroix), Savion Glover (Manray/Mantan), Jada Pinkett
Smith (Sloan Hopkins), Tommy Davidson (Womack/Sleep ‘n Eat), Michael Rapaport
(Dunwitty)

With: Christian Patey (Yvon Targe), Vincent Risterucci (Lucien), Caroline Lang (Elise), Sylvie
Van Den Elsen (Little Old Lady), Michel Brigue (Father of the Little Old Lady), Béatrice
Tabourin (Photographer), Didier Baussy (Photographer), Marc Ernest Fourneau (Norbert),
André Cler (Norbert’s Father), Claude Cler (Norbert’s Mother), Bruno Lapeyre (Martial)

135 mins, Blu-ray. R16 violence & offensive language

83 mins, DCP. PG
In French with English subtitles

In Bamboozled, Spike Lee pushes racist images from the past into the forefront
of our consciousness, rendering them inescapable, undeniable. The 2000 film
is littered with Mammy dolls, lawn jockeys, coin banks, and other toys and
figurines that feature grotesque caricatures of African-Americans. At the center
of the film’s narrative are reconfigured tropes of minstrel shows, in which black
performers act in blackface, dancing and joking in sketches that often liken
African-Americans to animals and buffoons.

Adapted from a tale by Tolstoy, it is as swift and wintry as a sudden frost. As
often with Bresson, the actors are mostly nonprofessionals, and they move
through the series of terrible events like stoics and sleepwalkers, lacking the
will to fight fate. A schoolboy pays for a picture frame with a forged note, which
enters the social system as if it were a virus… Yet Bresson – who was 82 years
old when the film came out, and clearly in no mood for mellowing – frames the
acts of wickedness, both great and small, with a terrifying calm. Prepare to be
haunted by his closeups of objects: a wallet, a ladle, a bowl of hot coffee, an axe.
They might almost be guilty themselves. – Anthony Lane, New Yorker

Throughout the film, Lee connects minstrelsy to stereotypes of modern pop
culture, especially the gangland clichés that are peddled by white-owned
corporations to consumers of all kinds, offering an illusion of danger, pivotally
divorced of the actual violence of systemic racism. As such, these modes of
entertainment sell a laundered form of subjugation back to us, and numb us
to the atrocity of America’s original sin while allowing the power structure to
continue to profit from it. In a time in which we choose our own news, in which
portions of our country are trying to rewrite the past, the fury of Bamboozled is
timelier and more poignant than ever.

Set in contemporary France in an unidentified city that sometimes seems to be
Paris but probably isn’t, L’argent (Money) is a serenely composed film that tells
a ruthless tale of greed, corruption and murder without once raising its voice.
It goes beyond the impartiality of journalism. It has the manner of an official
report on the spiritual state of a civilization for which there is no hope.

If Bamboozled were only a lecture on racial images, it would be valuable but
perhaps too comfortably processed as a history lesson. What gives the film
its charge is that Lee is too much of an artist to merely demonize minstrel
culture and its progeny. He sees the art in it – the soulfulness and timing of
the performers. Lee uses minstrel shows to grapple with an ongoing irony of
pop culture at large, as it is imprisoning, reducing people to often racist, ageist,
and sexist consumerist quadrants, and freeing in terms of how it stimulates our
hopes and imaginations. The fictional variety show in the film, Mantan: The New
Millennial Minstrel Show, is indefensibly, disgustingly racist, though it features
superb comic timing and dancing, and is filmed in a lustrous color scheme
that stands in stark contrast from the hand-held, often bleached-out Dogme
95-esque aesthetic of other scenes…

The narrative is mainly concerned with Yvon, a young truck driver framed by
some bourgeois shopkeepers who identify him as the source of counterfeit
notes. Because he has no criminal record, Yvon is given a suspended sentence,
but he loses his job anyway. Soon he agrees to participate in a bank holdup to
obtain money to support his wife and child…
Like all Bresson films, L’argent can’t be interpreted exclusively in social, political
or psychological terms. Mr Bresson’s characters act out dramas that have been
in motion since the birth of the planet. He’s not a fatalist, but he insists on
recognizing inevitable consequences, given a set of specific circumstances. As
usual, Mr Bresson has cast the film largely with nonprofessionals, a practice that
contributes importantly to the film’s manner. Christian Patey, the young man
who plays Yvon, possesses the dark, almost pretty good looks of something
idealized, apotheosized. He is not only Yvon, but also the representation of all
innocents who have been betrayed by a system that rewards corruption.

Lee shares in this rapture, as Bamboozled is a kinetic, weirdly exhilarating howl
of rage that grows more varied and risky as it proceeds, featuring absurd,
sexualized, profoundly realistic fake advertisements within the context of
Mantan, as well as interludes with a militant musical act, the Mau Maus, that
suggests a blend of the Black Panthers and Public Enemy. Everyone here,
even those who share Lee’s own convictions, is understood to be for sale and
vulnerable to branding. (You may wonder if Lee, a wealthy African-American
artist with a shrewd sense of promotion and style, who’s directed advertisements
for Nike and other companies, is wrestling with his own branding complicity,
though this possibility isn’t explicitly broached in Bamboozled, and it’s the film’s
one failure of nerve.) Bamboozled ultimately feels less like a satire than an act
of conjuring, channeling pop culture’s manipulations into an unforgettable
136-minute torrent of hyper-kinetics. – Chuck Bowen, Slant

Mr Patey’s is what amounts to a carefully designed nonperformance. He doesn’t
act his lines. He recites them as simply as possible, as do all of the performers.
They give the impression of traveling through the events of the narrative
without being affected by them, which reduces any chance that the film will
prompt sentimental responses.
The look of L’argent accentuates this chilliness. The images have the clean,
uncharacterized look of illustrations in the annual report of a large corporation.
They are perfectly composed and betray no emotions whatsoever.
Vincent Canby, New York Times
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Monday 07 November at 6:15 pm

Monday 14 November at 6:15 pm

Les misérables

King of Jazz

France 2019

USA 1930

Director: Ladj Ly
Producers: Toufik Ayadi, Christophe Barral
Production co: Srab Films, Rectangle Films, Lyly Films
Screenplay: Ladj Ly, Giordano Gederlini, Alexis Manenti
Photography: Julien Poupard
Editor: Flora Volpeliere
Music: Pink Noise

Director: John Murray Anderson
Producer: Carl Laemmle Jr
Production co: Universal
Screenplay: Harry Ruskin, Edward T Lowe Jr, Charles MacArthur
Photography: Jerome Ash
Editor: Robert Carlisle
Music: Alfonso Corelli, James Dietrich, Billy Rose, Milton Ager, George Gershwin,
Mabel Wayne, Jack Yellen, Ferde Grofé

With: Damien Bonnard (Brigadier Stéphane Ruiz), Alexis Manenti (Chris), Djebril Zonga
(Gwada), Issa Perica (Issa), Al-Hassan Ly (Buzz), Steve Tientcheu (Mayor), Almamy Kanoute
(Salah), Nazar Ben Fatma (La Pince), Raymond Lopez (Zorro), Jeanne Balibar (Commissioner)

With: Paul Whiteman, John Boles, Laura La Plante, Jeanie Lang, Jeanette Loff, Bing Crosby,
Al Rinker, Harry Barris, William T Kent

104 mins, Blu-ray. R13 violence, offensive language & sexual references
In French with English subtitles. Jury Prize, Cannes 2019

100 mins, Blu-ray. G



A significant movie restoration not only can return a film’s patina of newness
but its place in film history as well. That may be the case when the musical
revue King of Jazz (1930), brought back to something of its original splendor,
emerges from the vaults in the soft, shimmering red and green tones of early
Technicolor… Looking like a million, as might have been said in 1930, King of
Jazz celebrates the truism that Hollywood and Tin Pan Alley were America’s
gifts to 20th-century world culture, even as the film revels in the unexamined
prejudices and show-business segregation of the day.



Les misérables is the debut feature of 38-year-old Ladj Ly. Of Malian descent,
Ladj Ly grew up in the suburb of Montfermeil in Seine-Saint-Denis, 17 km east
of central Paris. Montfermeil is known for two things: that it is the location
of Thénardiers’ inn in Victor Hugo’s novel; and its troubled social housing, les
Bosquets, where there were riots in 2005.
Ladj Ly began filming documentary shorts of life there as a teenager, releasing
them online, focussing on interactions between local kids and the police, one
day capturing footage of the police blundering into trouble that became a
cause célèbre. His documentary short focusing on the incident, also called
Les misérables, was nominated for France’s most prestigious film award, the
César – and it has now been expanded into this full-scale movie, still based
extensively on real life events but turned into fiction, using a cast that mixes
family members, locals and professionals. – David Sexton, Evening Standard

The movie – which takes its title from the sobriquet attached to its star, the
portly bandleader Paul Whiteman – is an entertainment spectacular that,
among other things, features the first Technicolor animation, a novelty act
in which ‘The Stars and Stripes Forever’ is played on a bicycle pump, and the
Whiteman orchestra performs perhaps the most famous of symphonic jazz
compositions, Gershwin’s ‘Rhapsody in Blue’. (Because ‘blue’ was not an option
in two-color Technicolor, the performance is shot in shades of silvery teal.)

Les misérables opens with a sequence in Paris as pointed as it is exuberant. In
dozens of quick cuts, scads of teens and young adults hop metro turnstiles
and crowd into bistros, packing alleyways and streets. They’re mostly people
of color, and they’re watching their country’s football team win the 2018 World
Cup. In recent years, politicians with far-right views like Marine Le Pen have
spoken of “the invasion of the migrants” and the need to make France “more
French”. The filmmaker Ladj Ly here has a blunt response: These people are
France…

The first reviews were generally positive. The New York Times critic Mordaunt
Hall praised the director John Murray Anderson, a Broadway producer and
first-time filmmaker, calling King of Jazz a “marvel of camera wizardry, joyous
color schemes, charming costumes and seductive lighting effects.” But, released
six months after the stock market crash, with a glut of musical revues, King of
Jazz, which cost around $2 million and was likely Universal’s most expensive
production to date, did poorly at the box office. It was recut for rerelease and
fell into obscurity.

When we meet our trio of protagonists – crass-talking, in street clothes – it’s
hard to tell they are cops. There’s the new guy, Stéphane (Damien Bonnard),
whom everyone calls Greaser on account of his slicked-back hair; the laid
back Gwada (Djebril Zonga), from the neighborhood; and his partner, the wiry
motormouth Chris (Alexis Manenti), who, though constantly disparaging the
intelligence of people they’re policing, considers himself a realist, not a bigot…

Financial fiasco or not, King of Jazz is a remarkable artifact. Whiteman was one of
the nation’s most popular entertainers, responsible for furthering the careers of
many white jazz musicians, including Bing Crosby, who appears in the movie as
part of the Rhythm Boys trio. He was also a celebrity, according to the jazz critic
Gary Giddins, comparable to Babe Ruth or Mickey Mouse. Mr Giddins calls the
film “a Rosetta stone of early American pop,” emphasizing that the musicians
were “all top professionals”, and pointing out that Mr Anderson’s elaborate
stagings anticipate the production numbers associated with Busby Berkeley…

As much empathy as Ly has for these characters, he understands self-policing
by police to be a sham…

King of Jazz also preserves the attitudes of 1930. Many of the movie’s
comedy skits are anxious projections of female sexual independence. No
less pathological is the guilty coyness with which King of Jazz simultaneously
acknowledges and effaces jazz’s African-American origins. Barely has the movie
begun before a cartoon Whiteman travels to Africa, charms a lion into shouting
“Mammy” and is consequently crowned king. Later, the film’s only individuated
black performer, a girl around 5, appears perched on Whiteman’s capacious lap.
The joke is a creepy one. – J Hoberman, New York Times

Ly shows command of staging and shooting throughout, simulating
documentary form while maintaining a tight grip on narrative coherence.
The climactic scenes, in which the three cops are pursued and cornered in an
apartment building by angry masked teens looking for payback, are terrifying.
Deep-rooted oppression and racism have created this scenario. Ly ends the
movie with a quote from Hugo that demands the viewer take a hard look at
primary causes. – Glenn Kenny, New York Times
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Monday 21 November at 6:15 pm

Monday 28 November at 6:15 pm

A Raisin in the Sun

Utu: Redux

Director: Daniel Petrie
Producers: Philip Rose, David Susskind
Production co: Columbia
Screenplay: Lorraine Hansberry, based on her play
Photography: Charles Lawton Jr
Editors: William A Lyon, Paul Weatherwax
Music: Laurence Rosenthal

Director/Producer: Geoff Murphy
Production co: Utu Productions, New Zealand Film Commission
Screenplay: Geoff Murphy, Keith Aberdein
Photography: Graham Cowley
Editors: Michael J Horton, Ian John
Music: John Charles

USA 1961

New Zealand 2013

With: Anzac Wallace (Te Wheke), Bruno Lawrence (Williamson), Tim Eliott (Col Elliot),
Kelly Johnson (Lt Scott), Wi Kuki Kaa (Wiremu), Tania Bristowe (Kura), Ilona Rodgers
(Emily Williamson), Merata Mita (Matu), Faenza Reuben (Hersare), Tom Poata (Puni),
Martyn Sanderson (Vicar), John Bach (Belcher), Dick Puanaki (Eru), Sean Duffy (Cpl Jones),
Ian Watkin (Doorman)

With: Sidney Poitier (Walter Lee Younger), Ruby Dee (Ruth Younger), Claudia McNeil
(Lena Younger), Diana Sands (Beneatha Younger), Stephen Perry (Travis Younger), John
Fiedler (Mark Lindner), Ivan Dixon (Joseph Asagai), Louis Gossett Jr (George Murchison),
Joel Fluellen (Bobo), Roy Glenn (Willie Harris), Louis Terrel (Herman)
128 mins, Blu-ray. G

109 mins, Blu-ray. M violence
In English and te reo Māori with English subtitles

Comprised of a tiny kitchen/living area, two bedrooms and a bathroom shared
with the rest of the building, the Younger family’s apartment houses Walter
Lee (Poitier), his wife Ruth (Ruby Dee), their son Travis (Steven Perry), his sister
Beneatha (Diana Sands), and finally his mother, Lena (Claudia McNeil)…

My favourite movie from my own country and a brilliant recontextualisation of
the Western… The cliche of New Zealand films is that they are dark, depressing,
and dispiriting. While Utu’s subject matter is certainly dark, it’s anything but
depressing – it wraps its historical fiction in a rollicking action-adventure
package, with memorable characters and a surprising amount of laughs. Geoff
Murphy – hot off New Zealand’s then biggest hit Goodbye Pork Pie, later to make
post-apocalyptic classic The Quiet Earth before being wasted on the likes of
Under Siege 2 and Lord of the Rings’ second unit – directs an energetic, muscular
romp, infused with spaghetti Western action, ‘70s counterculture, and New
Zealand history. Like many Westerns, Utu is also extremely violent. Characters
are hanged, shot to death, decapitated, blown up, and impaled, the body count
rising high over its 105 minutes. And get this: the Redux version is actually
shorter than the original, thanks to snappier editing.

Walter dreams of leaving his job as a chauffeur and opening his own liquor store
with the insurance money left by his late father, while college girl Beneatha
is training to be a doctor while trying to reconnect with her African roots.
Meanwhile, Ruth is simply trying to keep her family from falling apart while
breaking her back working as a laundry woman, and bustling, well-meaning
Lena can’t help meddling.
Hansberry brilliantly adapts her source text for the screen, capturing the
boiling-point tension simmering between the family members, and aside
from a few extraneous but brief scenes, contains the drama within the four
walls of the Younger family’s apartment. If A Raisin in the Sun’s theatrical
origins are apparent, they never feel less than cinematic in the able hands
of cinematographer Charles Lawton Jr, whose black and white photography
transforms the Younger’s drear living quarters into an unstable psychological
space, ready to crack apart at any moment.

Utu was not just a hyper-entertaining escalation of New Zealand’s burgeoning
cinematic culture. It was a bullet through the heart of a notion the country
held (and still holds) dear: that New Zealand is a model of how to successfully
integrate two disparate cultures together. The way many people, and especially
politicians, would have it understood, New Zealand’s race problem was solved
over a century ago. As the ‘80s rolled in, and with it a more cynical generation,
Utu played a role in dispelling that myth…

The Chicago summer’s heat is palpable in the pressure cooker of the apartment,
sweat dripping from Poitier’s increasingly furrowed brow, the interior location
offering no respite from the hot cruelty of the outside world. But while the
environment exerts its maddening influence, it’s the family itself where Petrie’s
film discovers its humanity…

Just like other films have done in North America, Utu exploits the Western
genre’s frontiersmanship, brutality, and nihilism to highlight the destruction
of one culture by another. It’s New Zealand’s best film ever, at once culturally
significant and broadly entertaining, melding American genre with New
Zealand history to stunning effect. – Andrew Todd, Birth, Movies, Death

Ultimately, what binds each of the characters is their drive for dignity – what
divides them is their blindness to each other’s in favour of their own. The film’s
bittersweet, uncompromising finale may not magically grant them all they
desire but it does offer a chance at the emancipation of dignity.
Christopher Machell, Cinevue

Utu is one of those New Zealand films that most people are aware of, but
relatively few have seen. As one of the few movies that depicts the Maori land
wars, many who have encountered it did so in the context of a high school
history class. It’s also famous as a film that subverts easily-made presumptions
about its protagonists and their trajectories.

While some early black filmmakers such as Oscar Micheaux responded to racist
depictions of African Americans by telling their own stories, most mainstream
films in the first half of the 20th century that made room for African Americans
at all relied on such stock characters as the Sambo, the Savage, the Mammy,
and the Jezebel. Hansberry’s creation of an array of complex characters who
represent the dreams of working-class, urban, postwar black communities
offered a nuanced view of African American life to a mainstream audience.
Sarita Cannon, Criterion Collection

All these elements combine to make it a prime candidate for big screen
re-discovery, and watching this new restored edit overseen by director Geoff
Murphy and DoP Graeme Cowley play out in a theatre provided an experience
filled with the kind of cinematic grandeur that has all but disappeared from Kiwi
cinema. – Dominic Corry, Flicks.co.nz
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Monday 05 December at 6:15 pm

Monday 12 December at 6:15 pm

Bait

Smiles of a Summer Night

UK 2019

Sommarnattens leende

Director/Screenplay/Photography/Editor/Music: Mark Jenkin
Producers: Kate Byers, Linn Waite
Production co: Early Day Films

AFS thanks The Surrey Hotel
Wayne Weston Memorial Screening

Sweden 1955

Director/Screenplay: Ingmar Bergman
Producer: Allan Ekelund
Production co: Svensk Filmindustri
Photography: Gunnar Fischer
Editor: Oscar Rosander
Music: Erik Nordgren

With: Edward Rowe (Martin Ward), Mary Woodvine (Sandra Leigh), Simon Shepherd
(Tim Leigh), Giles King (Steven Ward), Chloe Endean (Wenna Kowalski), Isaac Woodvine
(Neil Ward)

With: Ulla Jacobsson (Anne Egerman), Eva Dahlbeck (Desiree Armfeldt), Harriet Andersson
(Petra), Margit Carlqvist (Countess Charlotte Malcolm), Gunnar Björnstrand (Fredrik
Egerman), Jarl Kulle (Count Carl-Magnus Malcolm), Åke Fridell (Frid), Björn Bjelfvenstam
(Henrik Egerman), Naima Wifstrand (Mrs. Armfeldt), Jullan Kindahl (Beata), Gull Natorp
(Malla), Birgitta Valberg (Actress), Bibi Andersson (Actress)

89 mins, Blu-ray, B&W. M violence, sexual references & offensive language



Bait ultimately feels as unique as a found object, defying classification. It’s a
creeping, original British work that feels pounded into existence by hand, or
possibly belched up by the angry sea. – Ian Mantgani, Sight and Sound

109 mins, Blu-ray, B&W. R16
In Swedish with English subtitles

Cornish film-maker Mark Jenkin’s breakthrough feature is a thrillingly
adventurous labour of love – a richly textured, rough-hewn gem in which
form and content are perfectly combined. A refreshingly authentic tale of
tensions between locals and tourists in a once-thriving fishing village, it’s
an evocative portrait of familiar culture clashes in an area where traditional
trades and lifestyles are under threat. Shot with clockwork cameras on grainy
16mm stock, which Jenkin hand-processed in his studio in Newlyn, Bait is both
an impassioned paean to Cornwall’s proud past, and a bracingly tragicomic
portrait of its troubled present and possible future. It’s a genuine modern
masterpiece, which establishes Jenkin as one of the most arresting and
intriguing British film-makers of his generation.


“This was a terrible time in my life, and I was extremely depressed. So I said,
‘Why not make a film just for fun?’” – Ingmar Bergman
Late in 1955, Ingmar Bergman made a nearly perfect work – the exquisite carnal
comedy Smiles of a Summer Night… He not only tied up the themes in the
intricate plot structure of a love roundelay, but in using the lush period setting,
he created an atmosphere that saturated the themes. The film is bathed in
beauty, removed from the banalities of short skirts and modern-day streets and
shops, and removed in time, it draws us closer.
Bergman found a high style within a set of boudoir farce conventions: in Smiles
of a Summer Night, boudoir farce becomes lyric poetry. The sexual chases and
the round dance are romantic, nostalgic; the coy bits of feminine plotting are
gossamer threads of intrigue. The film becomes an elegy to transient love: a
gust of wind and the whole vision may drift away.

Fishing-stock siblings Martin and Steven Ward (‘Kernow King’ Edward Rowe
and Giles King respectively) are at odds. While the former still scrapes a living
selling his catch of fish and lobster door-to-door, his brother has succumbed to
the tourist trade, using their late father’s boat to take rowdy, moneyed tourists
on sightseeing trips. “He’d be spinning in his grave,” growls Martin, whose sense
of betrayal has been worsened by the sale of the family home to incomers Tim
and Sandra Leigh…

There are four of the most talented and beautiful women ever to appear in one
film: as the actress, the great Eva Dahlbeck, appearing onstage, giving a house
party, and in one inspired suspended moment, singing ‘Freut euch des Lebens’;
the impudent love-loving maid, Harriet Andersson – as a blonde, but as opulent
and sensuous as in her other great roles; Margit Carlqvist as the proud, unhappy
countess; Ulla Jacobsson as the eager virgin…

Building on the promise of the powerful 2015 short Bronco’s House, which
tackled Cornwall’s housing crisis, Bait finds the film-maker once again
addressing pressing social issues with a profoundly poetic sensibility. As before,
Jenkin shot Bait without sound, effectively creating a silent movie to which
dialogue, music and sound effects were added later, splendidly concertinaing
a century of cinema history. The effect is bizarrely brilliant, lending a dreamlike
quality to the dialogue, which transforms the spoken English into something
weirdly reminiscent of a dubbed foreign-language film. It’s a disorienting effect
that highlights a central theme of Bait: people speaking in the same tongue yet
failing to understand one another…

Bergman’s sensual scenes are much more charming, more unexpected in the
period setting: when they are deliberately unreal they have grace and wit.
How different it is to watch the same actor and actress making love in the
stuck elevator of Secrets of Women and in the golden pavilion of Smiles of a
Summer Night. Everything is subtly improved in the soft light and delicate,
perfumed atmosphere… In this vanished setting, nothing lasts, there are no
winners in the game of love; all victories are ultimately defeats – only the game
goes on… This is a defeat we can all share – for have we not all been forced to
face ourselves as less than we hoped to be? There is no lesson, no moral – the
women’s faces do not tighten with virtuous endurance (the setting is too unreal
for endurance to be plausible)…

Bait looks set to become one of the defining British films of the year, perhaps
the decade. Some have chosen to read it as a timely Brexit parable, although
its roots and production predate the current crisis; clearly the fissures of the
present run deep into the past. Personally, I think its appeal is more universal,
although (as always) it’s by focusing on the specifics – the knots of a lobster pot,
the ripped entanglements of a fishing haul – that Jenkin manages to throw his
net so far. I hope he catches the widest possible audience. – Mark Kermode,
Observer

The Swedish critic Rune Waldekranz has written that Smiles of a Summer Night
“wears the costume of the fin de siècle period for visual emphasis of the erotic
comedy’s fundamental premise – that the step between the sublime and the
ridiculous in love is a short one, but nevertheless one that a lot of people stub
their toe on.’” – Pauline Kael, I Lost it at the Movies
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AUCKLAND FILM SOCIETY 2022 SEASON
Academy Cinemas, 44 Lorne St, Auckland Mondays at 6:15 pm (except as noted below)

Red restrictions apply until further notice. Many screenings are members only. Screenings marked Ω open to the public, tickets $10 (members free)
Screenings marked * or ** are open to the public, entry by donation (notes only, please), courtesy of the Goethe-Institut* and the Confucius Institute,
Victoria University of Wellington.** Please arrive early – no guaranteed seating. Programme may change if a film does not arrive. Please check website

aucklandfilmsociety.org.nz
28 February
6:15 pm
IN THE MOOD FOR LOVE

11 July
6:00 pm

AMERICAN HONEY

Dates tba

NEW ZEALAND INTERNATIONAL FILM FESTIVAL

98 mins, Blu-ray M

07 March
6:15 pm

CORPUS CHRISTI

118 mins, Blu-ray
R16 violence, offensive language, drug use & sex scenes

Early start: long run time
162 mins, Blu-ray. R16 sex scenes,
violence, drug use, offensive language & nudity

Discounts for AFS Premier Card Members

22 August
6:15 pm

UNDER SNOW*

109 mins, Blu-ray. R13

21 March
6:15 pm

29 August
6:15 pm

PARIS CALLIGRAMMES*

A WHITE, WHITE DAY

109 mins, Blu-ray
M violence, offensive language & nudity

30 August
6:15 pm

Z

28 March
6:15 pm

PARIAH

05 September
6:15 pm
RAFIKI

14 March
6:15 pm

04 April
6:15 pm

COME BACK TO THE 5 & DIME, JIMMY DEAN…Ω

Ω 87 mins, Blu-ray
M offensive language & sexual references

GIRLFRIENDS

Ω 88 mins, Blu-ray. R16

11 April
6:15 pm

THIEVES LIKE US

19 April
6:15 pm

Tuesday AFS AGM follows
SUMMER 1993 Ω 97 mins, Blu-ray. PG adult themes

26 April
6:00 pm

Tuesday Early start: long run time

123 mins, Blu-ray. R16

DWELLING IN THE FUCHUN MOUNTAINS**
154 mins, DCP. PG violence & coarse language

02 May
6:00 pm

Early start: long run time
NASHVILLE Ω 160 mins, Blu-ray. R16

09 May
6:00 pm

Early start: long run time
TONI ERDMANN* 162 mins, Blu-ray
R16 sex scenes, nudity, drug use & offensive language

16 May
6:15 pm

TRANSIT*

23 May
6:15 pm

SPELLBOUND

30 May
6:15 pm

THE KILLERS

07 June
6:15 pm

CRISS CROSS

101 mins, Blu-ray. M

Ω 111 mins, Blu-ray. PG

Ω 102 mins, Blu-ray. PG violence

Tuesday
88 mins, Blu-ray. PG violence

13 June
6:15 pm

THE MAGICIAN

20 June
6:15 pm

SAMI BLOOD

Ω 101 mins, Blu-ray. R16

108 mins, Blu-ray. Exempt
129 mins, Blu-ray. Exempt

Tuesday
127 mins, DCP. PG
94 mins, Blu-ray. M violence & offensive language

12 September
6:15 pm
PICKPOCKET
19 September
6:15 pm
LAMB

75 mins, DCP. PG

94 mins, Blu-ray. M low level violence

26 September
6:15 pm
SNAKESKIN

90 mins, DCP
R16 violence, offensive language, drug use & sex scenes

03 October
6:15 pm
YOU WILL DIE AT 20

105 mins, Blu-ray. M sex scenes

10 October
6:15 pm
THELMA

117 mins, Blu-ray. R16 nudity, offensive
language, sexual material & content that may disturb

17 October Early start: long run time
6:00 pm
BE NATURAL: THE UNTOLD STORY
OF ALICE GUY-BLACHE & ALICE GUY SHORTS
154 mins, DVD & Blu-ray. Censor’s rating tbc

25 October Tuesday
6:15 pm
L’ARGENT

85 mins, DCP. PG

31 October
BAMBOOZLED
6:15 pm

Ω 136 mins, Blu-ray
R16 violence & offensive language

07 November
6:15 pm
LES MISERABLES

104 mins, Blu-ray
R13 violence, offensive language & sexual references

14 November
6:15 pm
KING OF JAZZ

Ω 100 mins, Blu-ray. G

21 November
6:15 pm
A RAISIN IN THE SUN

Ω 128 mins, Blu-ray. G

110 mins, Blu-ray
M violence, sexual references & offensive language

28 November
6:15 pm
UTU: REDUX

27 June
6:15 pm

NO HARD FEELINGS*

05 December
6:15 pm
BAIT

04 July
6:15 pm

A FANTASTIC WOMAN

12 December
6:15 pm
SMILES OF A SUMMER NIGHT

92 mins, Blu-ray
R16 offensive language & sex scenes

105 mins, Blu-ray
M violence, offensive language & sex scenes

107 mins, Blu-ray. M violence

89 mins, Blu-ray
M violence, sexual references & offensive language

109 mins, Blu-ray R16

Ω

