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DATES AND TIMES – EARLY START & TUESDAY SCREENINGS
Monday 21 August at 6:00 pm   France

No screenings on public holidays. We screen on the following Tuesdays. 
Tuesday 11 April at 6:15 pm   Sleeping Dogs  
Tuesday 06 June at 6:15 pm   B-Movie: Lust and Sound in West-Berlin
Tuesday 24 October at 6:15 pm   Ace in the Hole

PREMIER CARD MEMBER BENEFITS

• FREE entry to all Auckland Film Society 2023 Season films

• 12-month membership from date of purchase 

• DISCOUNTS at
Whānau Mārama New Zealand International Film Festival 2023 
Show Me Shorts Film Festival   
Academy Cinemas   $14 tickets to regular sessions  
(excluding Special Events/$5 Wednesdays)
Rialto Cinemas, Newmarket   $14.50 Mon – Fri, except 3D,  
Beyond/Alternative Content, Film Festivals and Special Events
Lido Cinema   $10 Mon – Fri, except Alternative Content

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

2023 SAMPLER CARD MEMBER BENEFITS

• FREE entry to ANY THREE films in the AFS 2023 Season 
Cardholder entry only – strictly non-transferable. Please note, no film 
society, film festival or cinema discounts apply to 2023 Sampler Cards.

• Special offer! Buy your first 2023 Sampler Card for $25 
Valid for one 2023 Sampler Card per person only. All subsequent 2023 
Sampler Cards cost $30.

• The 2023 Sampler Card lets new members try out the film society and 
allows you to pay for a Premier Card by instalments. Swap six 2023 Sampler 
Cards in your name for a Premier Card and enjoy Premier Card benefits. 

• Upgrade to a Premier Card before the end of the 2023 Season and receive 
12-month membership from date of purchase of your first 2023 Sampler 
Card. Cinema discounts apply at upgrade until your Premier Card expires.

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

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

French cinema & aFrican cinema screen in co-operation  
with the institut Français and the embassy oF France

German cinema screens in co-operation 
with the Goethe-institut

Sleeping Dogs  •  House of Bamboo  •  Will Success Spoil Rock Hunter?   
Taxi Driver  •  Show Me Shorts  •  The African Queen

2023 open to the public – 6 titles, all tickets $10 (members free)

CAR PARKING
Greys Ave open-air car park: $11 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

WELCOME TO AUCKLAND FILM SOCIETY

Our 2023 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 24 April 2023).  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
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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. We are grateful for the support of Time Out Bookstore, The Surrey Hotel, 
Metropolitan Rentals, Whānau Mārama New Zealand International Film Festival 2023, 
Show Me Shorts Film Festival, Flicks.co.nz and Academy Cinemas

SHOW ME SHORTS FILM FESTIVAL – the best short films in the world
Monday 16 October 6:15pm at Auckland Film Society
2023 Sampler selection, titles tba – public screening, all tickets $10
www.showmeshorts.co.nz
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Monday 13 March at 6:15 pm

Girlhood  
France 2014

Director/Screenplay: Céline Sciamma
Producer: Bénédicte Couvreur
Production co: Hold Up Films, Lilies Films
Photography: Crystel Fournier
Editor: Julien Lacheray
Music: Para One 

With: Karidja Touré (Marieme/Vic), Assa Sylla (Lady/Sophie), Lindsay Karamoh (Adiatou), 
Mariétou Touré (Fily), Idrissa Diabaté (Ismaël), Simina Soumare (Bébé), Cyril Mendy (Djibril), 
Djibril Gueye (Abou)

113 mins, Blu-ray. M offensive language 
In French with English subtitles

When we first meet 16-year-old Marieme (Karidja Touré), she’s coming home 
from that football game, one face among a babbling gaggle of girls, who, 
guided by some sort of group instinct like a flock of birds, fall suddenly silent 
on the short walk across the courtyard of the flats where they all live. Running 
the gauntlet of jeers and catcalls from loitering boys, the gang thins out as girls 
disappear into neighboring flats, until Marieme alone climbs the concrete stairs 
to her home. It’s a home that is also characterized by opposites: her closeness 
and protectiveness toward her younger sisters sharply contrasts with her dread 
of her elder brother Djibril (Cyril Mendy), the leader of a local gang, and, in 
the absence of a father figure, the man of the house. All this is economically 
evoked, and in just a few moments we’re deeply involved with Marieme – it’s 
an identification that never wavers throughout the rest of the film, even as she 
begins to make choices we want to protect her from and to learn the kind of 
lessons that make her stronger, but only in the street sense: harder and meaner. 
Marieme befriends a trio of tough girls – Lady (Assa Sylla), Fily (Mariétou Touré) 
and Adiatou (Lindsay Karamoh) – and together they form a crew who tangle 
with other girl gangs and bully kids out of money so they can party. The first 
time we see Marieme participate in this sort of activity, her braided hair now 
flattened, her slouchy tracksuit replaced by a leather jacket, our hearts break a 
little for the girl she was and the woman she’s becoming, but the compassion 
Sciamma has for all her characters defies judgment. 

Anchored by a brilliant central performance from newcomer Touré, who is 
fearless in the honesty of her portrayal of the girl’s vulnerability but also her 
burgeoning ruthlessness, the film manages that rare feat of feeling both 
specific and universal. So while it is rooted in its place and time, Marieme’s 
story also takes on a wider resonance, as we watch her not so much come of 
age as deconstruct and reconstruct herself, several times over. Even though her 
circumstances trap her, she acts with the kind of agency we rarely see female 
characters display, let alone black female characters, and even further, black 
female teenagers…

Mostly though, the film just teems with life. The bond between Marieme and 
the girls may not be forever, but it is strong and meaningful for a time, and it 
is beautiful. In one of the many terrific uses of music that pepper the film, they 
dress up in shoplifted clothes and mime and dance around a hotel room to 
Rihanna’s ‘Diamonds’, their real voices, screeching and unabashed, gradually 
mixing in with the recorded vocals. It’s the whole universe of Girlhood in a 
single scene, and, both hugely uplifting and melancholic in its transience, it 
approaches the sublime. – Jessica Kiang, Indiewire

Monday 20 March at 6:15 pm

The Big Steal 
Australia 1990

Director: Nadia Tass 
Producer: David Parker, Nadia Tass
Production co: Cascade Films
Screenplay: David Parker
Photography: David Parker 
Editor: Peter Carrodus
Music: Chris Gough, Philip Judd

With: Ben Mendelsohn (Danny Clark), Claudia Karvan (Joanna Johnson), Steve Bisley 
(Gordon Farkas), Marshall Napier (Desmond Clark), Damon Herriman (Mark Jorgensen), 
Angelo D’Angelo (Vangeli Petrakis), Tim Robertson (Desmond Johnson), Maggie King 
(Edith Clark), Sheryl Munks (Pam Schaeffer), Lise Rodgers (Mrs Johnson), Frankie J Holden 
(Frank)

112 mins, Blu-ray. PG coarse language

If any Australian film is the spiritual equivalent of a John Hughes movie it would 
have to be The Big Steal, director Nadia Tass’s 1990 puberty blues revenge romp 
about a brash but wily teenager who hatches an elaborate plot to get even with 
an oily car salesman.

Intuitively attuned to teenagers and growing pains, The Big Steal takes several 
moves out of the Hughes playbook, giving an Australian twist to a genre of 
beloved coming-of-age flicks such as The Breakfast Club, Pretty in Pink and Ferris 
Bueller’s Day Off.

It is a middle-of-the-road drama with pointy bits softened by comedy and told 
with characters who gradually give depth to stereotypical outlines. There’s the 
kind-hearted girl next door, her uptight father, the dorky high school mate 
and the bullish villain. That villain is car yard shyster Gordon Farkas, played 
by veteran Steve Bisley with such despicably sleazy charisma that one can 
practically smell the sweat and cheap cologne.

Danny (Ben Mendelsohn) wants more than anything else to have a girlfriend 
and own a Jaguar (it’s hard to say in what order). When it looks as though he’s 
secured the former – pretty girl next door-type Joanna Johnson (a 17-year-old 
Claudia Karvan) who agrees to go out on a date – he unnecessarily obligates 
himself to having the latter.

Joanna makes it clear she’s not the type allured by spiffy engines and fancy 
exteriors. But having blabbered about owning a Jag, Danny doesn’t want to be 
caught out in a lie so he trades in the family car.

When Danny negotiates with Farkas he knows vaguely what he’s up against. 
Danny acts smart, getting a mate to check the Jag’s engine while it’s on the lot, 
but not smart enough: the scheming salesman switches engines later, leaving 
our adolescent anti-hero with a smoking wreck… Danny’s plan to return-
swindle Farkas is both ingenious and, as these things tend to go, doomed to 
blow up in his face.

The Big Steal hits some of its best notes when Danny and his buddies engage 
in intellectual return fire… a story smartly told and briskly paced – and very, 
very fun.

There is something wonderfully immature about The Big Steal’s sense of moral 
comeuppance, how its characters go about achieving the right thing in the 
wrong ways. Mendelsohn, in his first leading role, has a bright-eyed glow about 
him, the look of a kid wrestling with his place in the universe. 
Luke Buckmaster, Guardian

Monday 06 March at 6:15 pm AFS thanks Time Out Bookstore

My Brilliant Career   
Australia 1979

Director: Gillian Armstrong
Producer: Margaret Fink
Production co: NSW Film Corporation, Margaret Fink Productions
Screenplay: Eleanor Witcombe, based on the novel by Miles Franklin
Photography: Donald McAlpine
Editor: Nicholas Beauman
Music: Nathan Waks

With: Judy Davis (Sybylla Melvyn), Sam Neill (Harry Beecham), Wendy Hughes  
(Aunt Helen), Robert Grubb (Frank Hawdon), Max Cullen (Mr McSwatt), Aileen Britton 
(Grandma Bossier), Peter Whitford (Uncle Julius), Patricia Kennedy (Aunt Gussie),  
Alan Hopgood (Father), Julia Blake (Mother)

100 mins, Blu-ray. G

The first novel by Australian feminist Miles Franklin, written when she was a 
teenager and published in 1901, launched more than a single brilliant career. 
There was her own: Franklin produced a bounty of acclaimed books and forged 
a legacy as one of the country’s most influential authors. And almost 80 years 
later Judy Davis rose to prominence after starring in director Gillian Armstrong’s 
fine 1979 adaptation…

‘Here is the story of my career. My brilliant career. I make no apologies for 
being egotistical because I am,’ Sybylla intones in her opening narration, with a 
characteristically smug, holier-than-thou temperament that makes her one of 
the most memorable characters in Australian cinema…

With those sun-baked rural locations, it’s obvious from the get-go that My 
Brilliant Career will be a quintessentially Australian story, set in a quintessentially 
Australian context. The themes of the film are broad (breaking free of the 
establishment, being true to yourself ) and its message about the virtues and 
consequences of self-empowerment timeless.

From that opening moment it’s unclear whether Sybylla’s ‘brilliant career’ is 
wishful thinking or an ambition destined to be realised by the closing credits. 
Part of the strength and nuance of Armstrong’s film (and the book on which it 
was based) is that the end result is both – and neither.

Sybylla’s aspirations are realised in the sense that her independence is 
protected, her integrity maintained and her creative voice given an outlet. But 
despite those virtues – or perhaps because of them – the people around her, 
constituents of an atavistic male-dominated hierarchy, remain unconvinced of 
her success and deeply sceptical of her intentions…

A young woman dreaming of something greater than provincial life is a familiar 
narrative trajectory, but My Brilliant Career is the seminal work; the grandmother 
of feminist narratives, built around a character whose determination to live 
independent of societal expectations took place in a time well before the 
struggle for women’s rights became a movement…

There’s no wonder My Brilliant Career is cited as a milestone in Australian 
feminist cinema. It is a powerful rumination on atavistic Australia, sexism and 
classism, and a sensitive portrait of a woman destined to think outside the box. 
Sybylla’s artistic aspirations keep the film relevant and broadly accessible… Like 
its protagonist, it is staunchly unconventional. The film itself is a kind of free 
spirit, and one that has made an indelible print on Australian cinema.
Luke Buckmaster, Guardian

Monday 27 March at 6:15 pm

Honeyland   Medena zemja 
Macedonia 2019

Director/Screenplay: Tamara Kotevska, Ljubomir Stefanov 
Producer: Atanas Georgiev
Production co: Trice Films, Apolo Media
Photography: Fejmi Daut, Samir Ljuma 
Editor: Atanas Georgiev
Music: Foltin

With: Hatidze Muratova, Nazife Muratova, Hussein Sam, Ljutvie Sam, Mustafa Sam

82 mins, Blu-ray. M offensive language
In Turkish, Macedonian, Serbo-Croatian and Bosnian with English subtitles

Before an apiarist can scrape a single honeycomb, they must first accept that 
life is pain. We watch a lot of people get stung by a lot of bees in the new 
documentary Honeyland, and it looks like it hurts just as much every single 
time. The film’s primary subject, Hatidze Muratova, handles her colony without 
the protection of gloves, and though she has formed a seemingly extrahuman 
bond to her insect companions, they’re still liable to cop the occasional attitude 
and take up a suicide mission just to cause her a few minutes of stabbing 
agony. Bees can be mercurial, unpredictable animals; they turn on frightened 
children, the caretakers responsible for their continued survival, and, at one 
point, a defenseless infant. What could compel a person to devote their life to 
such a hazardous, punishing purpose? …

Hatidze enjoys a quiet, modest day-to-day in the hinterlands north of Greece, 
where she can care for her cranky ailing mother and harvest the delicious 
byproducts from her bees’ natural hives inside stone walls. Both tasks require 
a gentle respect, and Hatidze exercises humility in all she does. It is imperative, 
we learn, that she always leave half the honey in the hive, so that the bees may 
produce more in the future. She’s a conservationist, cognizant of the fact that 
over-drawing on the bees will guarantee their demise, and willing to tighten 
her belt if it means subsisting past the next few years.

Enter Hussein Sam, a Turkish family man setting up shop with his wife and 
eight little ones in Hatidze’s neck of the woods. They get along well enough at 
first, with the affable woman even showing her new neighbor the ropes of the 
beekeeping game. Except that Hussein can’t afford to wait for the slow drip of 
honey only to leave 50% of the goods untouched, what with the many bellies 
he’s got to keep full. Using more sophisticated weighing equipment than his 
mentor – as ever, the problem-solving promise of technology leads only to 
more numerous and complicated issues – he introduces a problem with no 
solution, as human demand exceeds the natural environment’s supply for the 
first time in this corner of the region….

The film establishes that Hatidze may be the last of her kind to carry on this 
dying European tradition, the practice of so-called bee hunting as opposed 
to impersonal, industrial beekeeping. When she weeps over a handful of 
drones left crunchy and dead by Hussein’s actions, the specter of extinction 
hangs over her (and us). The moment’s power extends beyond the limits of 
her circumstance, fascinating and under-explored as it is, to cover the whole of 
existence. As she cries for the bees, we can hear our own terrifying death knell.
Charles Bramesco, AV Club
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Monday 03 April at 6:15 pm

Celia  
Australia 1988

Director/Screenplay: Ann Turner
Producers: Gordon Glenn, Timothy White
Production co: Seon
Photography: Geoffrey Simpson
Editor: Ken Sallows
Music: Chris Neal

With: Rebecca Smart (Celia Carmichael), Nicholas Eadie (Ray Carmichael), Victoria Longley 
(Alice Tanner), Mary-Anne Fahey (Pat Carmichael), Margaret Ricketts (Grandmother), 
Alexander Hutchinson (Steve Tanner), Adrian Mitchell (Karl Tanner), Callie Gray (Meryl 
Tanner), Martin Sharman (Evan Tanner), Clair Couttie (Heather Goldman), Alex Menglet 
(Mr Goldman), Amelia Frid (Stephanie Burke), William Zappa (Sergeant John Burke), Feon 
Keane (Soapy Burke), Louise Le Nay (Debbie Burke)

104 mins, Blu-ray. PG coarse language

Deserves to be celebrated as one of the best features we’ve ever had to offer.
Sarah Ward, Concrete Playground

In 1957, in suburban Adelaide, wilful and odd nine-year-old Celia Carmichael 
(Rebecca Smart) receives mixed messages from her family, her school, her 
friends and the greater world around her. Celia is obsessed with a fairy tale 
book, The Hobyahs, and (in a precedent for Jennifer Kent’s The Babadook) 
imagines the blue, clawed, pointy-eared creatures impinging on her night-time 
world. One of the film’s master-strokes is that it catches the mix of terror and 
wish-fulfillment children relate to in horrifying fantasies – for Celia, the Hobyahs 
are threatening monsters, but she loves their story too much to give them up… 

Celia befriends the children of the new neighbours, the Tanners. Pat (Mary-
Anne Fahey), Celia’s mother, is struck by the appealing, open Alice Tanner 
(Victoria Longley), and Ray is frankly attracted to the woman. To complicate 
things, Steve Tanner (Alexander Hutchinson) is an argumentative communist in 
an era when politicians, teachers and parsons push a doctrinaire conservative 
line… Celia’s cousin Stephanie (Amelia Frid), a spiteful princessy type whose 
father (William Zappa) is the local policeman, leads a junior mob to attack the 
Tanner kids on the grounds that they’re ‘dirty reds’.

Worried about the possibility his daughter will be as ostracised as he was if she 
spends too much time with the Tanners, Ray makes a deal with her that if she 
stops playing with her friends he’ll buy her the pet rabbit she has been agitating 
for. Ironically, in this place and time, rabbits are as despised and subject to 
persecution as communists…

But writer-director Ann Turner and child actress Smart never take the easy way 
out with the protagonist – she’s difficult and disturbed from the outset, but 
has a child’s sense of the hideous unfairness of the adult world… Yet, Turner 
empathises with and gives credit to her parents too – they care about Celia, 
and try hard to support and protect her even when she makes it impossible.  
And there’s a world away from adult supervision, in a surreally blasted and 
dangerous quarry where wars are fought and rituals (including executions) are 
conducted, that mimics the best and worst of the grown-up world…

Celia is extraordinarily complex and merits multiple viewings. The fact that 
it’s so hard to categorise is one of its most appealing factors. A psychological 
study of children and parents and a period political piece, it’s an equally valid 
and interesting exercise to approach it for its connections with horror cinema.
Kim Newman, Video Watchdog

Tuesday 11 April at 6:15 pm 

Sleeping Dogs 
New Zealand 1977

Director: Roger Donaldson 
Producers: Roger Donaldson, Larry Parr 
Production co: Aardvark Films, Broadbank Films
Screenplay: Ian Mune, Arthur Baysting, based on the novel Smith’s Dream by CK Stead
Photography: Michael Seresin 
Editor: Ian John
Music: Mathew Brown, David Calder, Murray Grindlay

With: Sam Neill (Smith), Nevan Rowe (Gloria), Ian Mune (Bullen), Ian Watkin (Dudley), 
Warren Oates (Colonel Willoughby), Clyde Scott (Jesperson), Bill Johnson (Cousins),  
Don Selwyn (Taupiri), Donna Akersten (Mary), Davina Whitehouse (Elsie)

107 mins, Blu-ray. PG violence

Adapted from CK Stead’s novel Smith’s Dream, Sleeping Dogs almost single-
handedly kickstarted the New Zealand New Wave, demonstrating that 
homegrown feature films could resonate with both local and international 
audiences, and launching the big-screen careers of director Roger Donaldson 
and Sam Neill.

Neill – in his first lead role in a feature – plays Smith, a man escaping the 
break-up of his marriage by finding isolation on an island off the Coromandel 
Peninsula. As he settles into his new life, the country is experiencing its own 
turmoil: an oil embargo has led to martial law and civil war, into which Smith 
reluctantly finds himself increasingly involved.

Co-starring Warren Oates as the commander of a US army unit drawn into the 
conflict, Sleeping Dogs is simultaneously a political thriller, a personal drama 
and a true landmark in New Zealand cinema. – Gary Tooze, DVD Beaver

SB: How do you feel now looking back at it as a first feature? Different 
filmmakers seem to split between either ‘If I’d known what I know now’ and ‘I 
never felt more in control than I was on my first film.’ What are your thoughts?

RD: I’d made a number of documentaries by the time I came to it, so I went into 
it thinking I could pull it off. But I also went into it with an ignorance of what 
the job really entailed, because doing a feature film is much more demanding! 
A very different undertaking. I was producing it as well, so I was involved in 
raising the money, and spending the money! The dramas that came along as a 
result of not having enough money. You never have enough money of course, 
but I didn’t realise what ‘enough money’ meant!

SB: It’s inevitable to draw a contemporary alignment with Sleeping Dogs. I found 
an interview you gave in 1977 where you said of the film’s release that ‘There 
are people who are prepared to have total disregard for the rights of individuals, 
people who feel that the end justifies the means.’ It’s hard not to draw a modern 
day parallel there.

RD: Yeah. I think that’s one reason why that film has survived. A movie comes 
out, and when this one came out it was a big deal in New Zealand for very 
different reasons. It was the first colour feature film made in New Zealand. It was 
ambitious in its scale. It came at a time when New Zealand was discovering its 
cultural heritage, and wanted to escape a little from the bonds of England and 
the US in terms of its cultural identity. Now, of course, it’s looked at in the light 
of fascism, totalitarianism. What’s happening in the world today.
Roger Donaldson interviewed by Simon Brew, Den of Geek

Monday 17 April at 6:15 pm

House of Bamboo
USA 1955

Director: Samuel Fuller
Producer: Buddy Adler
Production co: 20th Century Fox, Criterion Pictures
Screenplay: Samuel Fuller, Harry Kleiner
Photography: Joseph MacDonald
Editor: James B Clark
Music: Leigh Harline

With: Robert Ryan (Sandy Dawson), Robert Stack (Eddie Kenner), Shirley Yamaguchi 
(Mariko), Cameron Mitchell (Griff), Brad Dexter (Captain Hanson), Sessue Hayakawa 
(Inspector Kito), Biff Elliott (Webber), Sandro Giglio (Ceram), Eiko Hanabusa (Japanese 
Screaming Woman)

128 mins, Blu-ray. Censors rating tbc 

Quite simply, House of Bamboo has some of the most stunning examples of 
widescreen photography in the history of cinema. Travelling to Japan on 20th 
Century Fox’s dime, Fuller captured a country divided, trapped between past 
traditions and progressive attitudes while lingering in the devastating after-
effects of an all-too-recent World War. His visual schema represents the societal 
fractures through a series of deep-focus, Noh-theatrical tableaus, a succession 
of silhouettes, screens, and stylized color photography that melds the heady 
insanity of a Douglas Sirk melodrama (see, as an especial point of comparison, 
Sirk’s 1956 Korea-set war film Battle Hymn) with the philosophical inquiry of 
the best noirs.

The result is a rather uncharacteristic dual love story, one explicit (between 
the film’s mystery-shrouded, ugly American protagonist Eddie Spanier, played 
by Robert Stack, and his stunning Japanese mistress Mariko, played by Shirley 
Yamaguchi) and one implicit (in the subtly homoerotic relationship between 
Eddie and Tokyo-based American crime boss Sandy Dawson, played by Robert 
Ryan). – Keith Uhlich, Slant Magazine 

Sam Fuller’s movies look like no other… they don’t even look like each other. 
The career of the flinty, cigar-chomping independent spanned forty years, from 
1949 until 1990, from the end of the Second World War (in which he served with 
honor) to the dawn of the New Millennium. In that time, Fuller tried his hand 
at both ‘A’ features backed by the major studios and independently financed ‘B’ 
films; he is known for movies that are lush and even opulent as well as for ones 
that look cheap, perfunctory, a notch above stag reels. 

A consistent visual style was never Sam Fuller’s prime directive. While an auteur 
argument could be made on the evidence of his preference for extended takes, 
his disdain for unnecessary cutaways and for a general in-your-face aesthetic 
(which got him accused of ‘tabloid filmmaking’ by critics who turned his 
background as a crime reporter against him), a random selection of his features 
might appear to casual viewers to be the work of as many different directors. 
Fuller’s unadorned and intuitive manner of shooting won him the adulation 
of the French nouvelle vague (who admired his resourcefulness with low 
budgets) while Andrew Sarris praised him as ‘an authentic American primitive’.
Sarris meant well but it would be a mistake to assume that Fuller shot from the 
hip. His camera placement was surgical, his mise-en-scène precise. If his films 
seemed at times to be missing pieces, it’s because Fuller threw out whatever 
he considered beside the point. – Richard Harland Smith, Turner Classic Movies

Monday 24 April at 6:15 pm

Collective   Colectiv

Romania 2019

Director: Alexander Nanau
Producers: Alexander Nanau, Bernard Michaux, Hanka Kastelicová, Bianca Oana
Production co: Alexander Nanau Production, Samsa Film
Screenplay: Alexander Nanau, Antoaneta Opriș
Photography: Alexander Nanau
Editors: Alexander Nanau, George Cragg, Dana Bunescu

With: Cătălin Tolontan, Mirela Neag, Răzvan Luţac, Camelia Roiu, Tedy Ursuleanu,  
Vlad Voiculescu, Narcis Hogea

109 mins, Blu-ray. M offensive language & content that may disturb
In Romanian with English subtitles

There’s no letup in the staggering documentary Collective, no moment when 
you can take an easy breath, assured that the terrible things you’ve been 
watching onscreen are finally over. The story begins with a tragedy in Romania 
that consumed the country and toppled the government. The villains and 
heroes involved – the bureaucrats and doctors, journalists and politicians – 
seem too much like Hollywood types to be true. But the story and its outrages 
are real, from the venal pharmaceutical company owner to the whistle-blowers 
who had all the receipts.

The original tragedy started the night of October 30, 2015. A metal band, 
Goodbye to Gravity, was performing in a popular Bucharest club called Colectiv 
when somebody set off some pyrotechnics… Flames engulfed the ceiling, and 
smoke filled the club, which was in the basement of an old factory and had 
no fire exits. The immediate death toll was 27, with many more injured. Four 
months after the fire, the death toll had risen to 64. Among the many anguished 
questions: Why were victims with seemingly manageable injuries dying?

The director Alexander Nanau began looking for answers that November, the 
same month in which Romania was convulsed by mass protests that pinned the 
fire on government corruption… Nanau has embraced a rigorous observational 
approach in Collective… There’s some explanatory text at the beginning, but 
no talking-head interviews, onscreen IDs or other standard prompts… Nanau 
is in the room with the journalists when they discuss the stunning revelation 
that partly explains why so many survivors continued to die: Disinfectants were 
being heavily diluted before even reaching hospitals…

About midway through the movie, the health minister steps down and is 
replaced by Vlad Voiculescu. A former patients’ rights advocate in his early 
30s, Voiculescu has an empathetic smile that fades as the extent of the crisis 
becomes clear. He too gives Nanau extraordinary access, and he also offers one 
of the few references to Romania’s totalitarian past. That history rears up again 
as Voiculescu’s reforms are met with resistance, including from populists who 
put a self-serving, nationalist spin on critiques of the country’s catastrophic 
health care system. 

Some documentaries reassure you that the world is better when they’re over 
(inequity has been exposed); others insist it could be better (call the number in 
the credits to see how). Collective offers no such palliatives. Instead, it sketches 
out an honest, affecting, somewhat old-fashioned utopian example of what it 
takes to make the world better, or at least a little less awful. The arc of the moral 
universe may bend toward justice. But as Collective lays out with anguished 
detail and a profound, moving sense of decency, it takes stubborn, angry 
people – journalists, politicians, artists, activists – to hammer at that arc until it 
starts bending, maybe, in the right direction. – Manohla Dargis, New York Times
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Japanese Classics – Imamura Shōhei and Suzuki Seijun

Starting out in film as Ozu Yasujirō’s assistant, most notably on Tokyo Story, Imamura Shōhei 
won the Cannes Palme d’Or twice: for The Ballad of Narayama (1983) and The Eel (1997)

Imamura Shōhei is widely recognized today as one of the most important directors to 
emerge from the Japanese New Wave of the 1960s, together with Oshima, Suzuki, and 
Shinoda. While Imamura’s work quickly gained recognition on the international festival 
circuit, box office success overseas proved elusive, with Western audiences seeming 
to prefer the exquisite melodrama of Ozu and Mizoguchi, the action of Kurosawa or, 
eventually, the modernist art films of Oshima. Imamura’s work is typically ribald, bawdy, 
and earthy, revealing and reveling in the underpinnings of Japanese society: not the code 
of the samurai or the rigor of the tea ceremony, but something more primal and fecund. 

Imamura discovers this primal element in the coarser side of life – not the working class 
so much as the sub-proletariat (similarly beloved by Pasolini) made up of criminals, pimps, 
and pornographers – and especially in his indomitable, and decidedly unelegant, heroines. 
This search for the primal gives Imamura’s films both an anthropological aspect and an 
implicit critique of modernity and consumer capitalism. While Imamura’s 1960s films are 
now acknowledged as bracingly idiosyncratic masterpieces, many of them bewildered 
critics and alienated audiences at the time, rendering Imamura’s career especially vulnerable 
to the recession that struck the Japanese film industry in the 1970s. No longer able to 
make features, he founded a film school and made television documentaries before his 
triumphant comeback to the big screen with Vengeance Is Mine [1979]. In the last decades of 
his life, Imamura made films irregularly, but each film was regarded as an event. 
Harvard Film Archive

Suzuki Seijun was probably the best example ever of a studio hack who succeeded 
in reinventing himself as a wonderfully idiosyncratic talent. The son of a Tokyo textile 
merchant, he had a not-quite-lustrous academic record when he was called up for military 
service in 1943; he was shipwrecked twice before he reached the rank of 2nd Lieutenant in 
the Meteorological Corps. After the war he failed the entrance exam for Tokyo University 
but in 1948 passed the exam to enter Shochiku, Japan’s second oldest film company, and 
settled into a niche as an assistant director/scriptwriter in its Ofuna Studio. In 1954 he was 
part of the mass exodus of Shochiku employees who signed up with the newly re-opened 
Nikkatsu, all hoping for greater creative freedoms under a less conservative management. 
He had a script filmed there in 1955, and was allowed to direct for the first time the 
following year. He soon established himself as a trusted director of B-movie quickies… 

Everyone agrees that the last 13 films Suzuki made for Nikkatsu, between 1963 and 1967, 
were phenomenal by any measure in world cinema: genre movies raised to a still-thrilling 
level by astonishing visual coups and flashes of absurdist humour… Suzuki’s aesthetic 
adventures were grounded in what kabuki theatre calls shikake: devices to make the 
fundamental illusion of the spectacle more powerful. The colour expressionism and spatial 
disorientations peaked in the classic Tokyo Drifter (1966), which anthologises visual ideas 
Suzuki had explored over the previous three years: monochrome images studded with 
colour details, shots from above and below the action, sudden changes to lighting and 
background weather and more.

Suzuki always said that he was pushed into such florid displays by the need to separate 
himself from the pack; all Nikkatsu contract directors were handed generic scripts by the 
scenario department, and he tried to stand out by giving his films a little more oomph. 
He once admitted… that he was also driven by resentment of directors like Imamura 
Shōhei, another trainee who’d transitioned from Shochiku to Nikkatsu in 1954 but who was 
allowed to run wild with big-budget projects after making only four B-movies… 

The one thing everyone seems to know about Suzuki is that he was fired by Nikkatsu after 
making the wild, absurdist thriller Branded to Kill in 1967. He was not in fact fired overnight 
but slowly ‘let go’ by the company president Hori Kyusaku; it emerged in the eventual 
court-case (which Suzuki won) that the film had been dreamed up at very short notice 
only to help the company fill a hole in its release schedule, and that Hori had scapegoated 
Suzuki in an attempt to cover up concealed losses in the Nikkatsu accounts…

Suzuki Seijun was one of very many studio-system directors who had to adapt to the 
disappearance of production-line filmmaking in the 1970s and he managed better than 
most, despite losing both job security and easy access to a talent pool and other resources.  
From the late 1960s onwards, in fact, Suzuki enjoyed a great deal of popular support, 
including student demonstrations in support of his court-case against Nikkatsu and a 
long series of tributes and retrospectives… All completely justified: Suzuki Seijun was 
quintessentially an artist who made his own light.  – Tony Rayns, Sight and Sound

Monday 01 May at 6:15 pm     AFS thanks The Surrey Hotel

Tokyo Drifter   Tōkyō nagaremono

Japan 1966

Director: Suzuki Seijun
Producer: Nakagawa Tetsurō
Production co: Nikkatsu
Screenplay: Kawauchi Yasunori
Photography: Mine Shigeyoshi
Editor: Inoue Shinya
Music: Kaburagi Hajime

With: Watari Tetsuya (Hondo Tetsuya ‘Phoenix Tetsu’), Matsubara Chieko (Chiharu), Nitani 
Hideaki (Kenji Aizawa), Kawaji Tamio (Tatsuzo the Viper), Yoshida Tsuyoshi (Keiichi), Kita 
Ryūji (Kurata), Esumi Hideaki (Otsuka), Go Eiji (Tanaka) 

82 mins, Blu-ray. M violence. In Japanese with English subtitles

To experience a film by Japanese B-movie visionary Seijun Suzuki is to 
experience Japanese cinema in all its frenzied, voluptuous excess. Born in 
Tokyo in 1923, Seijun Suzuki is best known for a cycle of extraordinary yakuza 
(gangster) movies he shot during the ’60s, movies teaming with stone-faced 
killers, tough whores and unforgettable femmes fatales. Born Seitaro Suzuki, 
the director renamed himself Seijun Suzuki in 1958, two years after starting 
work for Japan’s oldest studio, Nikkatsu, where he churned out B movies 
such as Satan’s Town, Young Breasts, The Naked Girl and the Gun, and the florid 
melodrama, Love Letter. A heartfelt, Sirk-like bauble frothing with style, Love 
Letter showed a director beginning to strain against genre convention; four 
years later that strain had turned into a full-scale revolt. In 1963, Suzuki began 
a series of remarkable features for Nikkatsu, each roiling with moments of pure 
delirium characterized by blasts of lurid color, goofball humor, helter-skelter 
angles and the director’s own barely restrained contempt for conformity.

Suzuki’s films made money and enjoyed some critical attention, but Nikkatsu 
grew increasingly irritated with the director’s flights of outrageous fancy. 
In 1966, the studio ordered him to toe the aesthetic line with Tokyo Drifter, 
an ostensibly routine potboiler about a recently retired yakuza. The result is 
thrilling – a jaw-dropping, eye-popping fantasia in which the hero-gangster, 
Tetsu (Tetsuya Watari, who pouts as beautifully as he fights) tries to go straight 
but is thwarted by his former rivals every step of the way.

No wonder Suzuki went nuts; in a sense, he was shooting his autobiography. 
From its opening melee (tinted a bilious green) to its last showdown (which 
looks like an outtake from a late-era MGM musical), Tokyo Drifter astonishes 
with style, even as it hammers home points about the struggle of individualism. 
Suzuki made just two more pictures for Nikkatsu, Fighting Elegy and Branded to 
Kill, after which the studio fired him for making ‘incomprehensible’ movies…

One of the ironies about Suzuki is that he and other Japanese B directors 
have been neglected in the West for years, in part because of the critical favor 
lavished on specific Japanese auteurs, including Ozu and Mizoguchi. One of 
Japan’s leading critics, Tadao Sato, however, makes a strong case for Suzuki as 
an auteur in his own right. Dubbing him a gesakusha, ‘a humorist whose roots 
date back to the popular comical literature of the Edo period’, Sato locates 
radical logic in the director’s wild style. Like others of his wartime generation, 
Suzuki took refuge from Japan’s militarism in a doctrine of mutability. ‘For 
Seijun Suzuki, who had lived amid annihilation, it was necessary to view 
oneself objectively, even to the point where mutability appeared pathetic and 
humorous at the same time.’ Adds Sato, ‘It was even necessary to discover a 
certain masochistic pleasure in the abnormal experience that shook one’s core,’ 
which is why his best films resemble a ‘masochistic cartoon’. High praise indeed.
Manohla Dargis, Criterion.com

Monday 08 May at 6:15 pm    

Will Success Spoil Rock Hunter? 
USA 1957

Director/Producer: Frank Tashlin
Production co: 20th Century Fox 
Screenplay: Frank Tashlin, based on the play Rita Marlowe by George Axelrod
Photography: Joseph MacDonald
Editor: Hugh S Fowler
Music: Cyril J Mockridge

With: Jayne Mansfield (Rita Marlowe), Tony Randall (Rockwell P Hunter), Betsy Drake (Jenny 
Wells), Joan Blondell (Violet), John Williams (Irving La Salle Jr), Henry Jones (Henry Rufus), 
Lili Gentle (April Hunter), Mickey Hargitay (Bobo Branigansky), Groucho Marx (George 
Schmidlap), Ann McCrea (Gladys), Barbara Eden (Miss Carstairs)

93 mins, Blu-ray. G 

Will Success Spoil Rock Hunter? (1957) is a live-action comedy directed by a 
man who specialized, for 15 years, in Porky Pig cartoons, and the relationship 
between Frank Tashlin’s long career as a gag animator and his later blooming as 
an auteur who used real actors and real spaces is almost unique in the history 
of movies. Without being overly cartoonish, his features always feel on the edge 
of collapsing into two dimensions, and of existing in a contrived ether that is 
as self-conscious and manufactured as a puppet show. There’s always a comic 
distance with Tashlin – there’s no need to empathize with these characters, any 
more than there was with Porky. They are pure, silly spectacle, personas erected 
as paradigms of our own folly, and their travails roll out before us like a circus 
choreography of acrobats and dancing bears. – Michael Atkinson, TCM

Frank Tashlin never could harmonize his celebratory/critical impulses toward 
American pop culture, so it comes as no surprise that Will Success Spoil Rock 
Hunter? is both his funniest and most despairing picture. It’s also fitting that, 
after surveying a culture’s many popular obsessions (comic books, movies, rock 
‘n roll), the director saves the sharpest knives for the institution whose job it is 
to package them for mass consumption: advertising.

Following a trademark bit of Tashlinesque wall-breaking (star Tony Randall 
plays the Fox fanfare on a small orchestra of instruments, then forgets the title 
during his introduction), the opening credits roll as a series of tableaux-like 
sketches, each skewering the inanities of ludicrous products pitched frontally 
to audiences… The sequence hints at a trenchant critique under the rollicking 
humor; the phony ads, ridiculous but hardly too far removed from authentic 
commercials, posit the notion of consumers serving their products instead of 
the other way around…

The characters are being similarly devoured by the system they breathlessly 
scramble to support, chief among them Rock Hunter (Randall), a Madison 
Avenue ad executive sinking in the quicksand of slogans, jingles, and campaigns. 
His spot in the company’s totem is low, and he may lose his position if he can’t 
come up with an idea to sell his newest product, Stay-Put Lipstick. Fortunately 
for him, flying into town is Hollywood glamour superstar Rita Marlowe 
(Jayne Mansfield), whose ‘oh-so-kissable lips’ make her the perfect lipstick 
spokesperson, and Rock’s movie-mad niece (Lili Gentle) just happens to know 
where she’s staying… Savage as it is, Will Success Spoil Rock Hunter? remains, 
paradoxically, among Tashlin’s most joyous works. Continuously vibrating with 
comic energy, the CinemaScope screen is a playpen of jubilant brassiness, 
compounded by superb performances. The director may loathe that the 
characters sell their souls, yet he can’t help but admire the brio and creativity 
with which they do it.– Fernando F Croce and Jake Cole, Slant Magazine

Monday 15 May at 6:15 pm    

Girls/Museum 

Germany 2020

Director/Producer/Photography/Editor: Shelly Silver
Production co: House Productions, Silent Green
Music: Johanna Magdalena Beyer

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

There’s something timeless about the content of Girls/Museum, a documentary 
that contemplates the gender codes of visual art through the perspective of 
young female viewers. Such a film could in theory have been made at any 
point in the last few decades; yet seems to belong specifically to the current 
moment, as the teenage girls shown by US film-maker and artist Shelly Silver 
often use a language of gender fluidity that would have been unusual even five 
years ago. At once a social inquiry, a critical essay in art history and a poised, 
even sculptural study of people, paintings and space, Girls/Museum is thought-
provoking, engaging and visually striking…

Silver’s location is MdbK, the Leipzig Museum of Fine Arts. Its modern building, 
opened in 2004, is viewed from inside and outside in an opening montage that 
briskly studies its stone and glass surfaces, as well as some artworks, notably 
a bas relief of odalisques – the opening image that introduces the theme of 
female representation. Silver then studies a series of paintings, sculptures and, 
later, photographs from various eras, each identified by an onscreen caption. 
And for many of the works, we are given the responses of a group of female 
German teenagers visiting the museum, ages seemingly ranging over several 
years (the 16 girls are not named in the film, but listed by their first names in 
the closing credits).

The girls largely focus on the depictions of women in these various works, 
sometimes commenting directly on the images before extrapolating 
imaginatively on them. Examining an Eve painted by German Renaissance 
painter Lucas Cranach the Elder, one girl suggests that she looks ‘kind of 
devious’ – then speculates on Eve’s thoughts about plucking the Apple (‘She’s 
going to do it anyway. She knows it’ll turn out badly.’)

Gender politics figure prominently, both in the range of works – which seem 
to have been carefully selected by Silver for the insights they yield – and in the 
content. One participant studies Hans Baldung’s 16th-century Seven Ages of 
Woman and argues that the woman placed at the centre of the painting is the 
one that the male artist most desires. This work is followed by Forever and Ever, 
a modern re-reading of Baldung’s painting by Chinese artist Wang Qinsong, 
which reworks the original in a modern perspective of race and gender…

Silver predominantly uses static shots, one notable exception being a shaky 
move following one girl as she spontaneously crosses the room to examine a 
work she likes. Visually, the result is a highly atmospheric essay on the museum 
building itself, in its coolly forbidding monumentalism, and on the way that 
artworks and visitors alike occupy its spaces. Some images are inserted to 
slightly rhetorical effect – as in a montage of archived works long withdrawn 
from exhibition – but Silver doesn’t need to overstate any point of her own, 
when her subjects, human, pictorial and architectural, are so eloquent in 
themselves. – Jonathan Romney, Screen Daily
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Monday 22 May at 6:15 pm

Pigs and Battleships   Buta to gunkan

Japan 1961

Director: Imamura Shōhei
Producer: Ōtsuka Kano
Production co: Nikkatsu
Screenplay: Yamanouchi Hisashi
Photography: Himeda Shinsaku
Editor: Tanji Mutsuo
Music: Mayuzumi Toshirō

With: Nagato Hiroyuki (Kinta), Yoshimura Jitsuko (Haruko), Mishima Masao (Himori), 
Tamba Tetsurō (Slasher Tetsuji), Ōsaka Shirō (Hoshino), Katō Takeshi (Ohachi), Ozawa 
Shōichi (Gunji), Minamida Yōko (Katsuyo)

91 mins, Blu-ray, B&W. M sexual violence, violence & offensive language
 In Japanese with English subtitles

Pigs and Battleships is a sometimes viciously funny report from the lower depths 
of Japanese life, set in and around Yokohama and, especially, just outside the 
giant United States Naval Base at Yokosuka. The film is a vivid panorama of 
small-time hoods, hustlers, whores, influence peddlers and kickback artists, all 
behaving with the manic intensity of Keystone Kops who, from time to time, 
wind up certifiably dead.

More or less in the center of the scene is Kinta, a young, none-too-bright hustler, 
and Haruko, the pretty, innocent barmaid he loves in his offhand way and 
makes pregnant. Dreaming of untold riches, Kinta joins the local Himori gang 
and becomes, among other things, the keeper of a couple of hundred black 
market pigs, fed with the garbage from the Yokosuka base…

Some of the other characters include Kinta’s sponsor, Tetsu, the gang’s official 
assassin, whose suave good looks and tough-guy manners are frequently 
destroyed by hiccups; Haruko’s mother, who wishes her daughter would do the 
right thing and become a whore to a well-paying American sailor; a wheeling-
and-dealing nisei, who controls the rights to the American garbage, and a 
Chinese mobster who looks on his Japanese associates with noble contempt.
Seen throughout the film – acting as a drunken, arrogant, innocent chorus – are 
anonymous American sailors of all sizes, shapes and dispositions, who are being 
used by these Japanese as much as they are using them.

Photographed in black and white and ultra-wide-screen Nikkatsuscope, Pigs 
and Battleships has the smooth, glossy texture of big-budget Hollywood movies 
of the 1950’s, which, in this case, perfectly suits the culture-clash concerns 
of the movie. Toshiro Mayazumi’s musical score, often recalling Nino Rota’s 
work for Federico Fellini, also makes devious use of American military music, 
especially Sousa’s ‘Stars and Stripes Forever’, which provides the movie with its 
buoyant coda. With the exception of Jitsuko Yoshimura, who plays Haruko with 
a kind of delicate authority that ultimately provides the film with its point, all 
of the actors furiously (and intentionally, I suspect) overstate their emotions. 
This makes possible Mr Imamura’s spectacularly staged climactic sequence…

Pigs and Battleships is no more or less anti-American than it’s anti-Japanese. 
It’s the work of a singularly intelligent film maker who persists in taking the 
long (which, in this case, means the satiric) view of things. Akira Kurosawa 
and Yasujiro Ozu both made films set in a postwar Japan where the pervasive 
American presence, though felt, always remains something unidentified that’s 
just off screen. In a most un-Japanese sort of way, Mr Imamura deals with the 
situation directly. Pigs and Battleships is refreshingly impolite. – Vincent Canby, 
New York Times, 1986

Monday 29 May at 6:15 pm

Nightmare Alley 
USA 1947

Director: Edmund Goulding
Producer: George Jessel
Production co: 20th Century Fox
Screenplay: Jules Furthman, based on the novel by William Lindsay Gresham
Photography: Lee Garmes
Editor: Barbara McLean
Music: Cyril J Mockridge

With: Tyrone Power (Stan Carlisle), Joan Blondell (Zeena Krumbein), Coleen Gray  
(Molly Carlisle), Helen Walker (Lilith Ritter), Taylor Holmes (Ezra Grindle), Mike Mazurki 
(Bruno), Ian Keith (Pete Krumbein)

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

A strikingly successful shocker as a novel, William Lindsay Gresham’s unusual 
story of a ‘geek’, Nightmare Alley, emerges on the screen as a study in realistic 
horror which might just as well be recorded now as one of the finest pictures 
of the year. Gripping, exciting and suspenseful, it is a grim, relentless account 
of a man’s degeneration.

There was nothing pleasant about the book, and the screenplay compromises 
only in matters of taste. The story remains tough, bitter and ironical. And 
because it is grimy and crude, there is a terrible fascination in watching 
it – a compulsion that invariably is the outstanding characteristic of these 
dramas about society’s outer fringe. Using this psychological factor alone as a 
gauge, one can predict favorable box office response to the film. The public’s 
susceptibility to the bizarre and the curious has been proved through the years.

However, this carnival saga is no mere horror show. It is adult in theme 
and equally mature in its presentation. It offers Tyrone Power in the very 
best performance of his career… In the two important divisions of motion 
picture endeavor, box office and artistry, Nightmare Alley is resoundingly and 
deservedly a success.

The production by George Jessel puts him into the top brackets of Hollywood 
creators. His intimacy with show business in all its phases brings an authentic 
ring to the carnival background of the story which emphasizes its credibility.
For director Edmund Goulding the picture is a wide departure from his usual 
assignment and he makes the most of it – biting into the crux of the drama 
with broad, incisive movement. Two scenes involving prognostication from an 
ancient set of playing cards are masterpieces of timing and subdued hysteria.

The ‘geek’ of Nightmare Alley is that pitiful creature of the carnival world – the 
wild-eyed dipso who is the half-man, half-beast… How a man gets to be a 
‘geek’ is the motivating force of the plot with Power cast as a barker who climbs 
ruthlessly to the top after he steals a mental act from a faded carnival queen. 
Having tasted success he uses his talents to dupe the public into attaching 
spiritual values to his trickery. His straightforward wife sees this maneuver as 
sacrilege and exposes him…

Tyrone Power makes every moment count in this persuasive portrait of a heel, 
subordinating, in many scenes, his own personal charm in the interests of solid 
characterization. Joan Blondell, colorfully cast as a carnival mind reader, reveals 
herself as a dramatic actress of considerable power. Coleen Gray’s simplicity 
of style makes her portrait of a wife a poignant, moving performance. Helen 
Walker does an arresting job as the phony psychologist who abets Power’s 
grandiose scheme… – Hollywood Reporter, 1947

Tuesday 06 June at 6:15 pm

B-Movie: Lust and Sound in West-Berlin  

Germany 2015

Directors/Producers/Screenplay: Jörg A Hoppe, Heiko Lange, Klaus Maeck
Production co: Interzone Pictures, DEF Media
Editor: Alexander von Sturmfeder
Music: Micha Adam, Mark Reeder

With: Mark Reeder, Blixa Bargeld, Gudrun Gut, Nick Cave, Annette Humpe, Tilda Swinton, 
Keith Haring, New Order, David & Nina Hasselhoff, Christiane Felscherinow and more

92 mins, Blu-ray. R16 sex scenes, violence, drug use & offensive language
In German and English, with English subtitles
  
Ever since Christopher Isherwood wrote the books that later inspired Cabaret, 
exiled Brits and other outsiders have flocked to decadent Berlin in search 
of personal and artistic liberation. This archetype received a potent reboot 
in the late 1970s when art-rock superstar David Bowie moved to the city to 
make some of his most revered albums. In the 1980s, young Bowie acolytes 
from all across Europe poured into divided Berlin, lured by its cheap rents, 
edgy reputation and unique Cold War setting as an island of bohemian excess 
encircled by Communist East Germany.

B-Movie: Lust & Sound in West-Berlin is a clumsily titled but highly engaging 
documentary about Berlin’s vibrant post-punk underground scene, as filtered 
through the personal story of British-born Berliner Mark Reeder. It mixes staged 
reenactments featuring a Reeder lookalike (Marius Weber) with archive clips, 
home movies and scratchy super 8 footage, much of it never seen on screen 
before… 

Growing up in Manchester, Reeder became friendly with the fabled rock 
band Joy Division and their Factory Records label boss Anthony Wilson, both 
later immortalized in Michael Winterbottom‘s 24 Hour Party People and Anton 
Corbijn‘s Control. Leaving Britain for West Berlin in 1979, Reeder soon became a 
key player in the city’s underground scene, working as a concert promoter and 
sound engineer, co-managing the cult electronic band Malaria! and playing 
with his own New Wave group Shark Vegas. He also dabbled in film, television 
and art projects.  In Berlin, Reeder immersed himself in the city’s sleazy, druggy, 
boozy, late-night arty-party culture. A skilled networker with a fetish for 
military uniforms, he befriended local heroes and fellow exiles including Nick 
Cave, Gudrun Gut, techno music pioneer Westbam and Blixa Bargeld of noise-
rock extremists Einsturzende Neubauten, all of whom feature in this movie in 
vintage footage and fragmentary voiceover. Other famous names who appear 
fleetingly include Tilda Swinton, Keith Haring, New Order, David Hasselhoff and 
Christiane Felscherinow, the former teenage junkie whose life story inspired 
Ulrich Edel‘s 1981 movie Christiane F: Wir Kinder vom Bahnhof Zoo.

Backed by the German TV networks ZDF and Arte, Lust & Sound was made by 
a trio of TV-trained directors including Klaus Maeck, a regular producer and 
music supervisor for the acclaimed German-Turkish film-maker Fatih Akin. The 
rich mixtape of music is a key selling point here, blending rare performance 
footage by the local artists listed above with snippets of Bowie, Joy Division, Sex 
Pistols, Tangerine Dream and others… The fast-moving retro-collage style of 
Lust & Sound is indebted to the socially conscious rock documentaries of Julien 
Temple (The Filth and the Fury, Glastonbury), though the political context here 
feels frustratingly sketchy considering Berlin’s rich counter-cultural history. Not 
exactly deep but dense with detail, this is an appealing memoir of a wild decade 
in a city that remains a magnet for young bohemians and party animals from 
across the globe. Life is still a cabaret, old chum.
Stephen Dalton, Hollywood Reporter

Monday 12 June at 6:15 pm

The Naked City  
USA 1948

Director: Jules Dassin
Producer: Mark Hellinger
Production co: Universal
Screenplay: Albert Malz, Malvin Wald
Photography: William H Daniels
Editor: Paul Weatherwax
Music: Miklós Rózsa, Frank Skinner

With: Barry Fitzgerald (Lt Dan Muldoon), Howard Duff (Frank Niles), Dorothy Hart  
(Ruth Morrison), Don Taylor (Detective Jimmy Halloran), Frank Conroy (Captain Donahue), 
Ted de Corsia (Willie Garzah), House Jameson (Dr Lawrence Stoneman), Anne Sargent 
(Mrs Halloran), Adelaide Klein (Mrs Paula Batory), Grover Burgess (Mr Batory), Tom Pedi 
(Detective Perelli), Enid Markey (Mrs Edgar Hylton), Walter Burke (Pete Backalis),  
Virginia Mullen (Martha Swenson) 

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

Film historians reserve a special place for the highly influential The Naked City. 
Malvin Wald’s original story blends standard Hollywood and documentary 
techniques to produce what was then a new kind of heightened reality. 
Handsome private detectives are not part of the equation: viewers are given 
a fairly accurate account of how a real crime is solved… The Naked City adds 
a poetic dimension via a journalistic narrator who seems to be the soul of the 
city itself. ‘There are eight million stories in the Naked City’ became an indelible 
catch phrase. Producer Hellinger does the voiceovers himself – he was once a 
New York theatrical columnist.

The omniscient narrator introduces us to New York on a hot summer night. 
The vicious murder of beautiful blonde Jean Dexter drives the tabloids crazy. 
Detectives Dan Muldoon and young Jimmy Halloran (Barry Fitzgerald and Don 
Taylor) work with police forensic professionals to solve the case…

Writer Malvin Wald says that The Naked City began with research into actual 
police methods. Barry Fitzgerald’s lead detective Dan Muldoon pressures 
a shaky associate of the murdered woman, while his subordinates do the 
exhausting legwork to pursue all possible leads: interviewing people, finding 
out where a pair of silk pajamas might have been bought. Forensic experts 
examine the body. Teams of detectives follow the suspects. Because it’s a 
headline case, kooks show up at the precinct house to falsely confess…

Mark Hellinger reportedly found his title in a Weegee photo study of the streets 
of New York; the photographer became a special consultant. His first-person 
narration gives the film warmth and humor, observing chosen citizens as the 
camera skips across the economic and social strata of the city. A new mother 
wonders if her baby will let her sleep. A typesetter thinks about his job. Two 
young women admire a dress in a window. The killer is a lowlife from the lower 
East Side, but his high-toned uptown associates are just as guilty: liars and 
thieves compromising their values for money and sex.

The voiceover changes tone when the law closes in. The narrator remarks 
on how the fugitive is making mistakes, losing his grip… even offering him 
unheeded advice. The famous ‘eight million stories’ line is saved for the end, 
when the narrator’s identity melds with the city itself. All fame and notoriety is 
fleeting: the murdered girl’s story will soon disappear from the headlines and 
the newspapers will end up in the gutters. City poetry doesn’t get any better.
Glenn Erickson, Trailers from Hell
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Monday 26 June at 6:15 pm 

Sweet Smell of Success
USA 1957

Director: Alexander Mackendrick  
Producer: James Hill 
Production co: United Artists
Screenplay: Clifford Odets, Ernest Lehman, based on Lehman’s story, ‘Tell Me About It 
Tomorrow!’ 
Photography: James Wong Howe
Editor: Alan Crosland Jr
Music: Elmer Bernstein

With: Burt Lancaster (J J Hunsecker), Tony Curtis (Sidney Falco), Susan Harrison  
(Susan Hunsecker), Martin Milner (Steve Dallas), Sam Levene (Frank D’Angelo),  
Barbara Nichols (Rita), Jeff Donnell (Sally), Joe Frisco (Herbie Temple), Emile Meyer  
(Lt Harry Kello), Edith Atwater (Mary)  

96 mins, Blu-ray. PG

A delivery van drives down gleaming, neon-lit Broadway and dumps a bundle 
of newspapers on the sidewalk in Times Square. This authoritative opening 
of Sweet Smell of Success, first released to little acclaim and bad box-office in 
1957, announces a film noir about hard-hitting journalism and the alluring 
world of Manhattan at night. But the hitting is all below the belt and the 
cowardly pugilists are J J Hunsecker (Burt Lancaster), a syndicated right-wing 
gossip columnist who can make or break reputations with a couple of barbed 
sentences, and Sidney Falco (Tony Curtis), the unprincipled press agent, who 
supplies him and his rivals with the dirt they dish up daily.

Sweet Smell of Success turns the whimsical Broadway of Damon Runyon on its 
head, looking at it from the angle of Runyon’s close friend, the ruthless, fast-
talking super-patriot Walter Winchell, on whom the odious Hunsecker is based. 
Probably only Billy Wilder’s Ace in the Hole has presented such an atrabilious 
view of unethical journalists at work, and it, too, was the work of a European and 
a box-office disaster. Alexander Mackendrick, one of the two truly outstanding 
Ealing Studio directors (the other being Robert Hamer), was hitherto known 
for comedies like Whisky Galore! and The Ladykillers, but his vision was always a 
dark one and with conscious ambivalence Sweet Smell of Success captures the 
seductive, visceral excitement of New York’s gleaming, dynamic nightlife and 
the sad and loathsome behaviour of its amoral, hustling inhabitants.

The story takes place over two days, mostly at night, and turns on Falco 
attempting to win the columnist’s approval by warning off the jazz musician 
who’s courting his cloistered younger sister (Susan Harrison)… Hunsecker and 
Falco are almost unrelievedly evil, but they’re hypnotically watchable, like a 
Manhattan Volpone and Mosca. This is partly because of the relish with which 
Lancaster (wearing glasses that make him look like a poisonous toad and rarely 
indulging in his radiator-smile) and Curtis (at his most shiftily charming) address 
their roles, and partly because of the double-distilled dialogue they’re given by 
screenwriter Clifford Odets. ‘Match me Sidney,’ says Hunsecker when he wants 
a light. ‘I love this dirty town,’ says the columnist surveying his flashy stamping 
ground. ‘My right hand hasn’t seen my left hands in 30 years,’ he boasts. The 
movie is packed with lines that crackle like an uprooted electric cable flashing 
in the night.

The film’s story is by Ernest Lehman, who had turned from press agent to 
Hollywood screenwriter and acquired a conscience in the process. Elmer 
Bernstein wrote the bluesy score that incorporates the beguiling jazz of the 
Chico Hamilton Quintet. The peerless James Wong Howe was responsible for the 
dazzling high-contrast monochrome photography. The film is a masterpiece, 
intelligent Hollywood cinema at its best. – Philip French, Observer

Monday 19 June at 6:15 pm 

Crash   

USA 1996

Director/Producer: David Cronenberg
Production co: Alliance Communications Corporation, Recorded Picture Company
Screenplay: David Cronenberg, based on the novel by JG Ballard
Photography: Peter Suschitzky
Editor: Ronald Sanders
Music: Howard Shore

With:  James Spader (James Ballard), Holly Hunter (Dr Helen Remington), Elias Koteas  
(Dr Robert Vaughan), Deborah Kara Unger (Catherine Ballard), Rosanna Arquette 
(Gabrielle), Peter MacNeill (Colin Seagrave) 

100 mins, Blu-ray. R18 sex scenes

In 1996, David Cronenberg’s movie Crash became the subject of the last great 
‘banning’ controversy for a new film in Britain. His vision of the erotic car crash 
got brimstone denunciations from the Evening Standard and the Daily Mail. 
This delayed its BBFC certificate, and Westminster council issued a solemn edict 
forbidding it in West End cinemas.

But in the 21st century, the press appetite for denouncing shocking films just 
seemed to vanish, overnight becoming the quaint tradition of a bygone age, 
perhaps because of a belated realisation that these campaigns were destined to 
fail and didn’t sell papers, and that, increasingly, nothing sold papers in any case 
as newsprint lost ground to the internet’s oceanic swell, in which all these films 
could easily be found. Even The Human Centipede sequel’s brief failure to get a 
certificate was a formality, laughed or shrugged at. The urge to censor or cancel 
– as with, say, Maïmouna Dourcouré’s Cuties – has migrated to social media, but 
even this seems to have no bearing on seeing controversial films if you want…

James Spader plays the drolly named James Ballard, a film director in a jaded 
open relationship with his partner Catherine (Deborah Kara Unger). After a 
near-fatal car crash close to the airport, Ballard meets the beautiful survivor 
from the other car in hospital: Helen, played by Holly Hunter. He also encounters 
a man called Vaughan (Elias Koteas) who is photographing their grisly wounds. 
Vaughan introduces them to his cult, which celebrates the eroticism of car 
crashes, and for a crowd of devotees he stages pornified drag-race events 
on quiet roads: secret Hollywood-Babylon-type re-enactments of famous car 
wrecks that killed people such as James Dean and Jayne Mansfield…

Being in that initial wreck is for Ballard the equivalent of being bitten by a 
radioactive spider. Now he (like others) is granted the perv superpower of 
seeing the sensuality of technology, and especially the dark ecstasy of seeing 
sleek technology go haywire, seeing how the human form fuses with this 
futurist world of glass and metal and gasoline in the act of crashing…

Crash is still creepy, still menacing, still hypnotic, and it is still dedicated, in its 
freaky way, to the ideal of eroticism, to just drifting from erotic scene to erotic 
scene without much need for story. But Crash is no longer so contemporary. 
Even in the late 90s, it didn’t quite have the zeitgeisty charge of the book, 
which had come out 20 years previously. Cars themselves (and certainly 
airports) aren’t really as sexy and urgent as they could plausibly be presented by 
Ballard, as part of his eerily disquieting atrocity exhibition of modern life. Cars 
themselves have become far more boring and reliable and safe in our culture. 
Nowadays, the airbag of banality is deployed. – Peter Bradshaw, Guardian

Monday 03 July at 6:15 pm

Mandabi  
Senegal 1968

Director/Producer/Screenplay: Ousmane Sembène
Production co: Filmi Domireve
Photography: Paul Soulignac 
Editors: Gilou Kikoïne, Max Saldinger

With: Makhouredia Gueye (Ibrahim Dieng), Ynousse N’Diaye (Méty the First Wife),  
Isseu Niang (Aram the Second Wife), Mustapha Ture (M’barka the Shopkeeper), Farba Sarr 
(Mbaye Sarr the Business Agent), Serigne N’Diayes (Imam), Thérèse Bas (Dieng’s Sister), 
Mouss Diouf (Abdu the Nephew), Christoph Colomb (Water Peddler)

92 mins, Blu-ray. PG. Special Jury Prize, Venice
In Wolof and French, with English subtitles

Sembène specialised in narratives of folky, fable-like simplicity overlaid with 
wicked, politically inflamed satire, and Mandabi is a quintessential example. 
Middle-aged patriarch Ibrahima (Makhouredia Gueye) has two wives, seven 
children and no money – until his Paris-based nephew wires him a money 
order for 25,000 francs, mostly to be saved for the nephew’s return, but with 
a vital few grand for Ibrahima himself. It’s a good deed that yields trouble in 
cascading waves. Ibrahima can’t collect the money without an ID card, cuing a 
Kafka-esque bureaucratic maze while unwelcome word of his windfall spreads 
among craven acquaintances.

Capitalism is the overriding enemy, but Sembène isn’t pious in his opposition: 
Mandabi swaggers with a keen awareness of street-level economy and survival, 
hard on the game and wryly empathetic toward the players. The filmmaking 
blends brisk modernism and traditional form: just 92 minutes long, it feels cut to 
the bone, shorn of conventional storytelling niceties, but at no cost to its piercing 
observational eye. The camera moves are functional but laser-focused, and even 
the production design is a mixture of westernised midcentury kitsch, swirling 
Senegalese prints and sun-dried streetscapes – suggestions of Ibrahima’s 
financial past, present and elusive future sit side by side in every frame. 

Few African filmmakers have ever caught the continent’s ongoing sense of 
transitional unrest with as much caustic affection as Sembène on peak form, and 
it’s cause for celebration that this tragic, hilarious, wise, impolite film has been 
rescued so iridescently from archival obscurity. – Guy Lodge, Film of the Week

One of the reasons that Mandabi was the first feature-length film in Wolof was 
that colonial administrations had banned natives from filmmaking – simply 
making the film was a political act. Sembène would argue that cinema enabled 
him to speak to the illiterate citizens that his novels were about.

All the big targets in Mandabi would remain central to Sembène’s work 
throughout his career. The criticism of religion would feature right up to 
his ninth and final film, Moolaadé (2004), which addresses female genital 
mutilation. Ceddo (1977) was heavily censored in Senegal, according to rumour, 
because of its religious content.

Sembène composed the score for Mandabi himself, with the music choices 
reflecting the traditions of African music, rather than the fusions popular in 
America and Cuba at the time. Every choice in the film is packed with such 
double meaning. Mandabi poses the question: why are Africans treated as 
second-class citizens, not just abroad but at home, in their own countries? Its 
clear-sighted urgency remains undimmed today.  Kaleem Aftab, Sight & Sound

Monday 10 July at 6:15 pm

Taxi Driver   
USA 1976

Director: Martin Scorsese
Producers: Martin Phillips, Julia Phillips
Production co: Columbia
Screenplay: Paul Schrader
Photography: Michael Chapman
Editor: Marcia Lucas, Tom Rolf, Melvin Shapiro
Music: Bernard Herrmann

With: Robert De Niro (Travis Bickle), Jodie Foster (Iris Steensma), Cybill Shepherd (Betsy), 
Harvey Keitel (Matthew ‘Sport’ Higgins), Albert Brooks (Tom), Leonard Harris (Senator 
Charles Palantine), Peter Boyle (Wizard), Steven Prince (Easy Andy) 

112 mins, Blu-ray. R18 graphic violence. Palme d’Or, Cannes 1976

Some motion pictures produce the uncanny sensation of returning the 
spectator’s gaze. Martin Scorsese’s Taxi Driver – a movie in which the most 
celebrated line asks the audience, ‘Are you talkin’ to me?’ – is one such film. It 
came, it saw, it zapped the body politic right between the eyes…

Taxi Driver was a powerfully summarizing work. It synthesized noir, neorealist, 
and New Wave stylistics; it assimilated Hollywood’s recent vigilante cycle, 
drafting blaxploitation in the service of a presumed tell-it-like-it-is naturalism 
that, predicated on a frank, unrelenting representation of racism, violence, and 
misogyny, was even more racist, violent, and misogynist than it allowed.

The 12th top-grossing movie of 1976, Taxi Driver was not just a hit but, like 
Psycho or Bonnie and Clyde, an event in American popular culture – perhaps 
even an intervention. Inspired by one failed political assassination (the 1972 
shooting of presidential hopeful George Wallace), it inadvertently motivated 
another (the 1981 attempt on President Ronald Reagan). The movie further 
established its 33-year-old director as both Hollywood’s designated artist 
and, after Taxi Driver was awarded the Palme d’Or at Cannes, an international 
sensation – the decisive influence on neo-New Wave filmmakers as varied as 
Spike Lee, Wong Kar-wai, and Quentin Tarantino.

Scorsese didn’t direct Taxi Driver so much as orchestrate its elements. Lasting 
nearly 20 minutes and fueled by Bernard Herrmann’s rhapsodic score, the 
de facto overture is a densely edited salmagundi of effects – slow motion, 
fragmenting close-ups, voluptuous camera moves, and trick camera placement 
– that may be the showiest pure filmmaking in any Hollywood movie since 
Touch of Evil. Certainly no American since Welles had so confidently presented 
himself as a star director. And yet Taxi Driver was essentially collaborative. It was 
the most cinephilic movie ever made in Hollywood, openly acknowledging 
Bresson, Hitchcock, Godard, avant-gardists Michael Snow and Kenneth Anger, 
and the John Ford of The Searchers. Moreover, the movie’s antihero, Travis Bickle 
– a homicidal combination of Dirty Harry and Norman Bates who describes 
himself as God’s Lonely Man – sprang from the brain of former film critic Paul 
Schrader and, as embodied for all eternity by the young Robert De Niro, all but 
instantly became a classic character in the American narrative alongside Huck 
Finn and Holden Caulfield…

Taxi Driver is a vision of a world that already knows it is lost… New York is no 
longer the planet’s designated Hell on Earth… No nostalgia, though: In other 
aspects, the world of Taxi Driver is recognizably ours. Libidinal politics, celebrity 
worship, sexual exploitation, the fetishization of guns and violence, racial 
stereotyping, the fear of foreigners – not to mention the promise of apocalyptic 
religion – all remain. Taxi Driver lives. See it again. And try to have a nice day.
J Hoberman, Village Voice
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Monday 21 August at 6:00 pm Early start – long run time

France    AFS thanks Metropolitan Rentals Ltd

France 2021

Director/Screenplay: Bruno Dumont
Producers: Rachid Bouchareb, Jean Bréhat, Muriel Merlin
Production co: 3B Productions
Photography: David Chambille
Editor: Nicolas Bier
Music: Christophe

With: Léa Seydoux (France de Meurs), Blanche Gardin (Lou), Benjamin Biolay (Fred de 
Meurs), Emanuele Arioli (Charles Castro), Juliane Köhler (Mme Arpel), Gaëtan Amiel 
(Joseph de Meurs), Jawad Zemmar (Baptiste), Marc Bettinelli (Lolo), Lucile Roche 
(Chouchou)

133 mins, Blu-ray. Censors cert tbc
In French with English subtitles 

French auteur Bruno Dumont is as gloriously gifted as he is unpredictable. To 
date, he has directed 10 wildly different feature films. Where to begin? The 
gritty unsimulated sex of The Life of Jesus; the wild Catholic-Jihadi mysticism of 
Hadewijch; the cannibal-themed eat-the-rich comedy of Slack Bay, and a surreal 
two-part rock opera inspired by Joan of Arc.

France is as broad as the hexagon-shaped country it giddily satirises. Shots 
are fired at the 24-hour news cycle, embedded journalism, and Macronism in 
a having-it-all melodrama built around a celebrity journalist bluntly named 
France de Meurs (Léa Seydoux, never better).

A nauseating opening sequence deftly places France and her fawning producer 
Lou (Blanche Gardin) at a Macron press conference; their heart hand signs 
signify the beginning of some hilariously cynical reportage, including a 
successful attempt to choreograph a North African war zone. ‘Try to look 
stronger, tougher,’ she instructs her subjects. Later, she chronicles boat migrants 
from the safety of a yacht. Mostly, she’s in it for the selfies. Away from her 
glittering career, she shares a swish Parisian apartment (Place des Vosges 
address, artwork-heavy walls) with her dull essay-novelist husband and son.

Her life is inexplicably disrupted when she rear-ends a motorcycle courier, 
Baptiste (Jawad Zemmar). Suddenly she’s tabloid fodder, a victim of the 
infotainment she helped fashion… 

Dumont’s eventful script namechecks Bertolt Brecht as the director hurls 
misfortunes and contradictions at his heroine. An attempt to stay out of 
the limelight at a clinic for the rich and famous results in an affair with an 
undercover journalist that creates another scandal for France. Many pitch-black 
jokes are reaped from the shared name.

We’re accustomed to Dumont leapfrogging from one genre to another, but he 
has seldom attempted so many swerves and shifts as he manages here. France, 
like the director, makes for a pleasing guessing game. – Tara Brady, Irish Times

Writer-director Bruno Dumont forged his reputation with small, anguished 
films about life on the margins, nosing in tight to his subjects to show them 
warts and all… Dumont’s secular crisis-of-faith drama has much to say about 
the corrosive effect of our 24-hour news culture… We might see the problems 
but we’re all a part of them, too.  – Xan Brooks, Guardian

Monday 17 July at 6:15 pm

The Meaning of Hitler 
Germany 2020

Directors: Petra Epperlein, Michael Tucker
Producers: Petra Epperlein, Mike Lerner, Dana O’Keefe
Production co: Play/Action Pictures, Uwaga Films
Screenplay: Michael Tucker, based on the book by Sebastian Haffner
Photography/Editor: Michael Tucker
Music: Alex Kliment

With: Matilda Tucker (Narrator), Martin Amis, Yehuda Bauer, Richard Evans, Saul 
Friedländer, Francine Prose, Enno Lenze, Mark Benecke, Klaus Theweleit, Winfried 
Nerdinger, Deborah Lipstadt, Christopher Hitchens (archive footage) and many more  

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

When a documentary is called The Meaning of Hitler, there are two things you 
know off the bat. One is that the film probably won’t live up to that title – and 
doesn’t have to, because how could it? The other thing you know is that it’s 
trying for something audacious, placing itself on the high bar of who-was-
Adolf-Hitler? meditation. And that’s a good thing, since for all the mystery 
that still surrounds Hitler we do know a great deal about him, and we want a 
movie like this one to jolt us with the shock of the new. The author Martin Amis, 
who’s one of the most compelling people interviewed here, says that if you can 
expand our knowledge of Hitler by just a millimeter, you’ve done something. 
We go into The Meaning of Hitler craving that millimeter of insight, of intrigue 
and revelation. And the film provides it. It ruminates on Hitler and the Third 
Reich in ways that churn up your platitudes…

One observer claims that if you switch on German television, there’s a 95 
percent chance that you’ll stumble onto a Hitler documentary. It might be 
about Hitler’s friends, Hitler’s household, Hitler in private, 10 things you didn’t 
know about Hitler, his dogs, his women, his cars, his food, his secret weapons, 
his drug habit. Is this evidence of an attempt to understand him, or is it the 
lingering of his cult? Maybe both. One of the film’s themes is that Hitler, more 
than ever, remains a presence in Germany and in the world, which suggests 
something basic and disturbing: that the impact of Hitler and Nazism, the 
iconography of it, the power and the mythology – that all of that may now be 
having a greater impact on the generations coming up than the actual horrors 
that Hitler perpetrated…

What feels very now, as documented in The Meaning of Hitler are the testimonials 
of media-blinkered hipsters – in the US and in Europe – who believe that Jews 
are the root of all evil. In the film, the sly wizened 90-something professor 
Yehuda Bauer says, ‘One of the great problems that people today have who are 
educated in liberal or semi-liberal societies is they don’t understand how people 
can believe that stuff.’ We then see a clip of the YouTube superstar PewDiePie, on 
one of his videos, making light of a sign that says ‘Death to all Jews.’

To say that Nazism could make a comeback, or is in fact making one, may not 
sound like much of an insight. But Prof Bauer’s point is simple and profound, 
and it’s where The Meaning of Hitler finds its boldest impact. ‘Hitler,’ he says, ‘was 
a perfectly normal person. His psychological problems were no different from 
those of many millions of others.’ Is that the hidden key to it all? It sounds too 
easy, and is probably a knowing exaggeration, but the film goes on to make the 
point that the barbarism of the Nazis was many things but that ultimately it was 
human. It’s something we’re capable of – what people did, and could do again. 
That’s the meaning of Hitler. – Owen Gleiberman, Variety

Monday 28 August at 6:15 pm

Tilaï   
Burkina Faso 1990

Director: Idrissa Ouédraogo 
Producers: Idrissa Ouédraogo, Beatrice Korc, Silvia Voser
Production co: Les Films de l’Avenir, Rhéa Productions, Waca Films
Screenplay: Idrissa Ouédraogo, Elsa Monseigny
Photography: Pierre-Laurent Chénieux, Jean Monsigny
Editors: Luc Barnier, Michael Klochendler
Music: Abdullah Ibrahim, David Williams, Billy Higgins

With: Rasmane Ouédraogo (Saga), Ina Cissé (Nogma), Roukietou Barry (Kuilga), Assane 
Ouédraogo (Kougri), Sibidou Sidibe (Poko), Moumouni Ouédraogo (Tenga), Mariam Barry 
(Bore), Seydou Ouédraogo (Nomenaba), Mariam Ouédraogo (Koudpoko)

81 mins, Blu-ray. PG 
 In French with English subtitles

“A flawless balance of wit and tragedy” – New York Times

Like his earlier Yaaba, writer-director Idrissa Ouédraogo’s superb new film 
Tilai (The Law) presents us with a fresh vision of African tribal life. Ouédraogo 
combines a simplicity of style with a sensibility of the utmost sophistication… 
With his acute sense of the visual he can make his landscapes as expressive 
as those of Antonioni; there’s no doubt about it, Ouédraogo is a world-class 
filmmaker. (Yaaba took the critics’ prize at Cannes in 1989, and Tilai won the 
special jury prize at Cannes the following year.)

Set against the majestic, unspoiled plains of Burkina Faso, Tilai unfolds with the 
stateliness and inevitability of Greek tragedy – but with lots more humor. Saga 
(Rasmane Ouédraogo) returns to his native village after a two-year absence 
to discover that his father has taken his beautiful fiancee Nogma (Ina Cissé) as 
a second wife against her wishes. Soon Nogma is slipping away to make love 
with Saga in a grass shack he’s staying in some short distance from their home 
village. The lovers laugh at their deception, but their tryst eventually sets off a 
chain reaction of disastrous events.

Their violation of one taboo leads to the breaking of others, yet Ouédraogo, 
while scarcely endorsing the Draconian code of behavior by which they are 
judged, is too wise to pass judgment on them, their adversaries or their society’s 
dictates. He understands that traditional customs, as outmoded, unjust and 
downright monstrous some may seem are part of what binds a community 
together.

Yet Ouédraogo casts his lot with outcasts who by fate or impulse – or both – 
are destined to defy society’s laws and pay the price for doing so. Significantly, 
the villagers do not adhere to tradition blindly or unquestioningly, but out 
of a sense of duty. There’s a strong feeling of the eternal and universal in 
Ouédraogo’s compassionate vision of human nature and behavior. He seems to 
be saying that while we may be free of the taboos that afflict the lovers we may 
be bound to another set that may seem just as ignorant and cruel.

It’s likely that Ouédraogo’s actors are nonprofessionals, yet under his direction 
they are natural and free of self-consciousness, and his ability to draw complex, 
often largely interior portrayals from them is nothing short of amazing.

Tilai, which has a spare, elegant score by Abdullah Ibrahim, is as exhilarating an 
experience as it is haunting. – Kevin Thomas, Los Angeles Times

Monday 04 September at 6:15 pm 

Gallant Indies   Indes galantes

France 2021

Director: Philippe Béziat 
Producers: Philippe Martin, David Thion
Production co: Les Films Pelléas
Photography: Raphaël O’Byrne, Thomas Rabillon, Arthur Cemin, Balthazar Lab,  
Julien Ravoux
Editor: Henri-Pierre Rosamond
Music: Thomas Dappelo

With: Clément Cogitore, Bintou Dembélé, Leonardo García Alarcón

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

Jean-Philippe Rameau’s mighty opéra-ballet Les Indes Galantes is a titan of 
French culture, a baroque and (for the time) exciting musical endeavour into 
the world’s most far-flung ‘exotic’ places. It is also one of the most atrociously 
colonialist, offensive sins that so-called ‘high art’ has ever committed. It is this 
torrid subject matter that a troupe of 30 dancers – whose specialities range 
from krump to hip-hop and breakdance, among others – want to address, 
reimagining Rameau’s classic as a contemporary story of diversity, plight 
and dynamism in modern France. With documentary director Philippe Béziat 
there to capture the creative process, Gallant Indies follows the cast over the 
course of a year as they take the idea from concept to stage, culminating in a 
performance run at the Opéra Bastille.

Béziat’s César award-nominated documentary is as much a chronicle of 
creativity as it is a film about mutual understanding and respect. Gallant Indies 
transports Rameau’s opera from four corners of the world to four corners of 
Paris, set in different neighbourhoods made up of different demographics and 
each with a resident style of dance. The film is truly a melting pot of movement, 
with different styles and people coming together on stage for a story of 
eclecticism and identity. It is the foundations of this creative journey that is the 
focus, with happily little focus on the original text… 

The dancers are at first completely at a loss when it comes to opera, their 
disillusionment and slight amusement after their first time being in an 
audience marking them out from the crowd. One woman actually comes 
up and seemingly congratulates them for attending, as if they have finally 
managed to break into the realm of ‘high art’ and are deserving of such. It is 
a condescending remark (albeit likely not intended that way) that in Béziat’s 
narrative is the catalyst for what follows. Street dance is used to break down 
opera’s elitist sphere and just as importantly bring the power of styles like 
krump to audiences who would otherwise be blissfully unaware of its existence. 
Les Indes Galantes is transformed into a striking commentary on race and 
politics in France today, with one scene addressing the ongoing Mediterranean 
migrant crisis proving particularly powerful. 

Footage taken straight from social media stories and posts add a personal, 
improvised edge, emphasising how Gallant Indies is an experiment in art and 
narrative as well as a fascinating, sprawling social commentary. Great care is 
taken to explain and explore the parallels between history and the present, as 
is the personal backgrounds of some (but not all) of the performers. The end 
result, fusing personal entries with a more holistic account of the new show’s 
production, is an energising, rhythmic sensation of a movie, not letting the 
necessarily factual manner override any sense of zest or colour… Gallant Indies 
is a stylish, intoxicating look at creative evolution, captured with a passion and 
soul that shines out in every moment. – James Hanton, Outtake
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Monday 18 September at 6:15 pm

The Gravedigger’s Wife   La femme du fossoyeur

Finland/Germany/France 2021

Director/Screenplay: Khadar Ayderus Ahmed
Producers: Misha Jaari, Mark Lwoff, Risto Nikkilä, Thanassis Karathanos, Martin Hammpel, 
Stéphane Parthenay, Robin Boespflug-Vonie
Production co: Oy Bufo Ab
Photography: Arttu Peltomaa
Editor: Sebastian Thümler
Music: Andre Matthias

With: Omar Abdi (Guled), Yasmin Warsame (Nasra), Kadar Abdoul-Aziz Ibrahim (Mahad), 
Samaleh Ali Obsieh (Ali), Hamdi Ahmed Omar (Hassan), Awa Ali Nour (Zahra), Amina 
Ayanleh Omar (Nimco), (Mouhoubo Osman Eleyeh) (Anisa), Fardouza Moussa Egueh  
(Dr Yahya)

82 mins, Blu-ray. Censors cert tbc
In Somali with English subtitles

Guled (Omar Abdi) lives on the outskirts of Djibouti City working as a 
gravedigger; known locally as Ambulance Chasers for making a living off the 
death of others. When his wife Nasra (Yasmin Warsame) is diagnosed with a 
kidney infection, Guled somehow has to come up with $5,000, returning to his 
home village to seek the help of the people he once knew.

Contrasting Guled’s plight with the stunning landscape of Djibouti – the arid 
environment rapturously shot by Arttu Peltomaa – director Khadar Ahmed’s 
deceptively simple but heartfelt feature debut profits from Abdi’s compelling 
central performance. – BFI

This debut feature from Khadar Ayderus Ahmed – which has a fable-like quality 
– is a sharp reminder that universal healthcare, rough around the edges though 
it might sometimes be, remains a triumph in the face of wider inequalities, 
allowing much fairer access for all than many global systems.

The situation is brought sharply home in the Finnish-Somalia writer/director’s 
film as Guled (Omar Abdi), who spends his time at the hospital gates waiting 
for the death of others, so that he can make ends meet, finds himself staring it 
straight in the face when his wife Nasra… becomes sick with kidney disease and 
requires an operation, which they cannot afford.

There’s a straightforwardness to the telling of this tale – which is Somalia’s Oscar 
nomination and screening at Glasgow Film Festival – that adds to its accessibility 
despite its strong sense of geographical place. Ahmed economically and 
warmly establishes the love between Guled and Nasra in a bathing scene and 
one in which they gatecrash a wedding with a particularly amusing technique, 
while injecting the fringes of their story with life and energy courtesy of their 
young son Mahad (Khadar Abdoul-Aziz Ibrahim)… 

As Nasra’s health worsens, Guled becomes increasingly desperate to help, 
which results in a lengthy pilgrimage back to the home village where, it is 
hinted before being spelled out, that a less than rapturous welcome awaits.

Ahmed keeps things simple, giving real strength to the bond between Guled 
and Nasra and using strong lighting design to shift emotions – with the honeyed 
glow of the interiors captured by Artuu Petomaa taking on a sickly green sheen 
as Nasra’s health worsens… Outside their home, the dusty hardness of the 
environment is presented in a matter of fact manner that doesn’t labour the 
point. The story may not be complex but the point is, we care – an emotion, 
Ahmed suggests, is in short supply on the part of the Somalian authorities. 
Amber Wilkinson, Eye For Film

Monday 11 September at 6:15 pm

A Girl Walks Home Alone at Night   

USA 2014

Director/Screenplay:Ana Lily Amirpour
Producers: Justin Begnaud, Sina Sayya, Elijah Wood
Production co: Logan Pictures, SpectreVision
Photography: Lyle Vincent
Editor: Alex O’Flinn
Music: Bei Ru

With: Sheila Vand (The Girl), Arash Marandi (Arash), Marshall Manesh (Hossein),  
Dominic Rains (Saeed), Mozhan Marnò (Atti), Rome Shadanloo (Shaydah) 

100 mins, Blu-ray. R16 violence, drug use & sexual material
In Farsi with English subtitles

By turns funny, vaguely creepy and too cool for school, A Girl Walks Home Alone 
at Night is certainly unusual – but also seductive and strange enough to stick in 
the memory like a fever dream. – Kim Newman, Empire

I can’t decide if Ana Lily Amirpour’s A Girl Walks Home Alone at Night is the most 
original film of the year, or the most familiar. A glance at the concept – a black-
and-white Iranian feminist vampire Western romance, shot entirely in Farsi 
somewhere in Southern California – would suggest the former. And to be fair, 
it’s wonderfully inventive filmmaking: Amirpour’s striking compositions borrow 
from the iconography of both the Western and the horror film – wide, evocative 
vistas are intercut with dark, tense city streets where shadowy figures follow 
one another. But the director also draws playful connections between these 
genres and the symbols of modern Iran: Oil derricks spot the landscape, and 
the chador becomes an unlikely horror vestment. The whole movie exists in a 
netherworld that is impossible, but somehow also feels right.

The story Amirpour tells is full of familiar, perhaps even generic elements. 
Arash (Arash Marandi), a romantic young handyman and gardener, lives with 
an addict father (Marshall Manesh) and is tormented by Saeed (Dominic Rains), 
a sneering, tatted-up drug-dealer/pimp/all-around bad guy, in a beautifully 
desolate town called Bad City that seems perpetually cloaked in night. 
Meanwhile, a mysterious and quiet girl (Sheila Vand), part hipster and part 
black-clad avenging angel, wanders the streets exacting justice and revenge 
with her beautiful fangs. There’s drugs, there’s slow-motion dancing, there’s a 
body count, there’s a vintage car that it took Arash 2,191 days to save up for, 
and there’s a meet-cute (Arash is dressed as Dracula when he finally meets the 
Girl). In its broad strokes, there’s nothing here we haven’t seen before. It’s old-
school Americana given a Persian twist – elemental stuff, and if you’re looking 
for a new story, look elsewhere.

So it may not be deep. But dear lord, is this movie gorgeous. Whether she’s 
framing a static landscape or a close-up of someone gyrating to some 
infectious bit of Farsi pop, Amirpour invests each shot of her film with precision 
and wonder. There’s a bit of Eraserhead in here, and some early Jim Jarmusch: 
The story may be spare and familiar, but the characters’ submersion invests 
each moment with an oblique mystery. Look at Sheila Vand’s eyes, and how 
they seem to hover forever between pleading and assertive; that conveys 
more than reams of character exposition ever will. Look at the hesitation with 
which she and Arash approach each other. Or the grim, nostalgic reverie in 
which Arash’s strung-out, deadbeat widower father wallows, seeking a narcotic 
cocoon that’s both pathetic and touching. In a movie like this, glances, spaces, 
and movement mean more than dialogue or plot. We experience A Girl Walks 
Home Alone at Night through its surfaces. But if that’s not the essence of cinema, 
I don’t know what is. – Bilge Ebiri, Vulture.com

Monday 25 September at 6:15 pm

System K   Système K

France 2018

Director/Screenplay/Photography: Renaud Barret
Producers: Renaud Barret, Thierry Commissionat, François de Carsalade du Pont,  
Benoît Tschieret, Guillaume Vincent
Production co: Les Films en Vrac, Belle Kinoise
Editor: Jules Lahana
Music: Kokoko

With: Béni Baras, Géraldine Tobe, Freddy Tsimba

94 mins, Blu-ray. M animal cruelty & content that may disturb
 In French with English subtitles

A revolutionary group of artists take their work to the streets in Système K, a 
fascinating portrait of modern Kinshasa that doubles up as a meditation on the 
political purpose of art. A direct testament to the power of resistance through 
imagination, it soars thanks to the immense creativity and spectacle of the 
work on offer.

Kinshasa, the capital of the Democratic Republic of Congo and home to more 
than eleven million people, is in dire need of help. Electricity shortages are 
a common recurrence. Clean water is expensive and hard to come by. Waste 
is strewn across the street. Cars navigate the roads that are usually seen on 
rain-soaked mountains. The wider country is ravaged by civil war and endless 
corruption, with no solution in sight.

The people are poor, especially artists, who have no galleries to exhibit their 
work in. Yet the lively city is filled with opportunity. Raw materials can be found 
on the ground and the streets provide the perfect space for exhibition. We are 
told that everybody performs in the bustling Kinshasa, a city bursting with 
vitality and life. Street-art becomes a very extension of that vitality, as natural 
to these artists as breathing or walking.

Their work – all of which performs, either literally or through its presentation 
– is fascinating… The diversity is staggering, making Kinshasa a global hub for 
African art, and an inspiration to artists anywhere.

While their art is specific, their approach is truly universal; providing a template 
for how to promote your art in the world. You do not need validation from 
anyone higher up to be an artist, all you have to do is make sure as many 
eyeballs as possible can see it. Sculpture and portraiture need not be relegated 
to white space galleries, but should be open to all people… 

While expensive modern art becomes more and more abstract and unrelated to 
human life, the art in Système K is vital and provocative, bleeding with personal 
experience. We learn about the witch trials, where children suspected of 
possessing magical powers were violently exorcised against their will. Another 
man is hounded by the police after his performance, leading him to flee the 
city. To be an artist in Kinshasa is to be truly brave, making their work feel even 
more precious.

While the documentary approach is nothing special – give or take a few 
ambitious drone shots – Système K really allows these people to speak for 
themselves. It all culminates in a blood-spattered spectacle that wouldn’t look 
out of place in a Jodorowsky movie. With subject matter this good, all a decent 
documentarian has to do is point the camera and press record.
Redmond Bacon, Cultured Vultures

Monday 02 October at 6:15 pm

The Wild Goose Lake   Nanfang chezhan de juhui

China 2019

Director/Screenplay: Diao Yinan
Producer: Li Li 
Production co: Green Ray Films
Photography: Dong Jinsong 
Editors: Kong Jinlei, Matthieu Laclau
Music: B6

With: Hu Ge (Zhou Zenong), Gwei Lun-mei (Liu Aiai), Liao Fan (Captain Liu), Wan Qian 
(Yang Shujun), Qi Dao (Hua Hua), Huang Jue (Yan Ge), Chloe Maayan (Ping Ping),  
Zhang Yicong (Xiao Dongbei)

123 mins, DCP. R16 violence, cruelty & content that may disturb

Back in the days before the Chinese government cracked down on independent 
filmmaking… Diao Yinan directed his debut feature Uniform (2003), in which a 
young slacker ‘borrows’ a police uniform and finds himself empowered socially 
and psychologically. Sixteen years later Diao’s fourth feature The Wild Goose 
Lake inverts the idea: the plainclothes cops on the trail of a cop-killing gangster 
dress up as disco-dancers and bikers to stake out criminal hide-outs and beat 
local small-time gangsters at their own games. Uniform remains officially 
unreleased in China, while the new film, posing as a straightforward noir thriller, 
was given the longbiao (‘dragon mark’) seal of approval by the censors and 
permitted, as a French co-production, to compete in Cannes.

Diao graduated from the Central Academy of Drama in Beijing, and knows a 
thing or two about acting. He has even done a bit himself, notably in Yu Likwai’s 
All Tomorrow’s Parties (2003) and Jia Zhangke’s Ash Is Purest White (2018), but he 
first got involved with Chinese movies as a scriptwriter for Peter Loehr’s company 
Imar in the later 1990s. In his time as a writer-for-hire he specialised in social 
satire… and he’s carried that forward as one strand in his own work as writer-
director. But his main interest is in assumed identities. All four of his features 
to date have hinged on characters who hide their ‘real’ characters and motives.

Lake goes one better than the genre commonplace that cops and gangsters are 
mirror images of each other. Here, the cops and crims are literally indistinguishable: 
they dress alike, think and behave the same way, adopt the same strategies and 
speak the same local dialect… Diao underlines the premise in the opening 
scenes: the town’s rival gangs convene in the large basement room of a hotel 
for a lecture-demonstration on the finer points of motorcycle theft and then a 
map-based proposal to assign ‘turf’ to individual gangs, and our first glimpse of 
the cops some 10 minutes later shows them planning to tackle motorcycle thefts 
by parcelling out streets and districts in exactly the same way…

The first half of the complicated plot is told in flashbacks… Zhou has killed 
a cop by mistake; Aiai has been hired by Zhou’s supposed friends to track 
down both him and his estranged wife. Zhou looks and behaves like a typical 
noir protagonist throughout, but the plot ultimately turns on Aiai, whose real 
feelings and motives remain ambiguous to the end… 

Diao delivers all the classic traits of film noir – from the rain-sodden streets to 
the casual brutality – with flair and gusto, and mounts a string of spectacular 
set pieces, including a brawl lit by a single, swinging light bulb and a shootout 
watched by zoo animals. The imagery and cutting are consistently arresting, 
but it’s hard to shake the feeling that the visual razzle-dazzle is a deliberate 
distraction from underlying themes which might not have got past the censor 
so easily. The allegorical resonances are, of course, up for debate.
– Tony Rayns, Sight and Sound
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Monday 30 October at 6:15 pm     

Never Gonna Snow Again
Poland 2020

Directors/Screenplay: Małgorzata Szumowska, Michał Englert
Producers: Agnieszka Wasiak, Mariusz Wlodarski, Viola Fügen, Michael Weber,  
Małgorzata Szumowska, Michał Englert
Production co: Lava Films, Match Factory Productions
Photography: Michał Englert
Editor:Jaroslaw Kamínski 

With: Alec Utgoff (Zhenia), Maja Ostaszewska (Maria), Agata Kulesza (Ewa),  
Weronika Rosati (Wika), Katarzyna Figura (Gucci), Andrzej Chyra (Captain), 
 Łukasz Simlat (Wika’s husband), Krzysztof Czeczot (Maria’s husband)  

113 mins, Blu-ray. M sex scenes, sexual references & offensive language
 
Things begin in altogether Gothic mode, as a silhouette emerges from a 
twilight-steeped forest, walks through a railway station – lights flickering 
ominously as he strides along a walkway – and into an administrative building 
where he passes through a waiting crowd and into the office of a careworn, 
seemingly ancient functionary. The young man, named Zhenya (Utgoff ), 
comes from Pripyat in Ukraine – ‘Chernobyl?’ the functionary instantly twigs 
– and wants a permit to come to this country (never named, but we assume 
Poland) to work as a masseur. As he practices his skill on the official, we suspect 
that Zhenya may be a sort of travelling angel of death – or just someone 
supernaturally able to bring peace to those who need it.

Carrying his folding table under his arm, Zhenya goes house to house visiting 
his clients in a luxurious but utterly soulless gated community of identical mini-
mansions. There, the people who come to depend on his calming hands include 
bored, bibulous Maria (Maja Ostaszewksa), mother of a hilariously brattish 
daughter; a man with cancer whose young wife Wika (Weronika Rosati), can’t 
stop shooting Zhenya come-on glances; a neurotic lover of bulldogs (Katarzyna 
Figura); and Eva, a world-weary, eco-conscious widow who has buried her 
husband under a conifer… Everyone wants something from Zhenya, often 
sexual, although – despite his muscularity and faint resemblance to Patrick 
Swayze – he seems almost sexless himself. But maybe what he can offer these 
people is of an unearthly nature, given the glimpses of his background; he was 
a child when Chernobyl exploded, the disaster apparently leaving him with 
strange telekinetic powers.

Intermittently, the film flickers into stylised flashbacks and tableau-like dream 
sequences… The nuclear theme is underpinned by a recurrent image of falling 
flakes, also referring to the warning that climate change will soon put an end 
to snow in Europe… And Englert certainly earns his co-directing credit with 
cinematography that is intensely atmospheric, deeply crafted and absolutely 
suggestive of a world trembling on the border between the real and low-level 
nightmare.

There’s a sly irony to the depiction of a country that was once part of the 
Communist East and is now desperate to distance itself from its past, but has 
embraced a different kind of conformity based on consumerism and a neurotic 
ideal of security. In that context, Zhenya appears as a historical return of the 
Repressed, but also as a kind of holy innocent, able to satisfy his customers’ 
bodies and souls, while haunted by his own desperate loss. That’s one 
interpretation, at least, and Alec Utgoff’s gentle, enigmatic but oddly reassuring 
screen presence allows the possibilities to resonate teasingly. 
Jonathan Romney, Screen Daily

Tuesday 24 October at 6:15 pm 

Ace in the Hole 
USA 1951

Director/Producer: Billy Wilder
Production co:  Paramount
Screenplay: Walter Newman, Lesser Samuels, Billy Wilder
Photography: Charles Lang
Editor: Arthur P Schmidt
Music: Hugo Friedhofer

With: Kirk Douglas (Chuck Tatum), Jan Sterling (Lorraine Minosa), Robert Arthur  
(Herbie Cook), Porter Hall (Jacob Q Boot), Frank Cady (Mr Federber), Richard Benedict  
(Leo Minosa), Ray Teal (Sheriff Kretzer), Lewis Martin (McCardle)

111 mins, Blu-ray. PG violence

“Here is, half a century out of the past, a movie so acidly au courant it stings: 
a lurid pulp indictment of exploitation, opportunism, doctored intelligence, 
torture for profit, insatiable greed, and shady journalism. “– Village Voice

Billy Wilder worked as a hard-nosed newspaperman on tabloids in Vienna and 
Berlin during the 1920s and brought this experience to bear on Ace in the Hole. 
Made immediately after the corrosive Sunset Boulevard, it was his first film as 
producer-director following the dissolution of his longtime partnership with 
the older, relatively conservative Charles Brackett, with whom he’d worked 
since arriving in California as an exile from Nazi Germany. Now regarded as an 
uncompromising masterpiece, it was a major box-office and critical failure in 
the States at the height of McCarthyism, despite a memorable performance 
by Kirk Douglas, who is at his most uningratiatingly forceful in virtually every 
scene.

Douglas plays Chuck Tatum, a flamboyant reporter fired from big city papers 
for his unscrupulous conduct, drinking and lechery, trying to make a comeback 
in small-town New Mexico, working for a dull, honest editor whose motto, 
embroidered on framed samplers in his office, is ‘Tell the Truth.’ After a year 
of $60-a-week tedium, Chuck suddenly finds his ace in the hole by exploiting 
the plight of a sad loser, Leo Minosa, who’s managing a run-down diner and 
filling station in the desert with his disillusioned young wife Lorraine (a tough, 
vulnerable Jan Sterling). Leo is trapped underground in an ancient Indian cave 
dwelling, and Chuck manipulates Lorraine and a local sheriff into helping him 
protract the rescue so he can transform the incident into a national news story 
that will attract sightseers and catapult him back into the big time. ‘I’ve met 
a lotta hard-boiled eggs in my life, but you, you’re 20 minutes,’ Lorraine tells 
Chuck, half admiringly.

Like the tarnished heroes of Double Indemnity, The Lost Weekend, Sunset 
Boulevard and The Apartment, Tatum is a characteristic Wilder protagonist, a 
self-loathing anti-hero on his way down and eventually finding redemption 
or salvation as he approaches rock bottom. Shot in a stark, tabloid black-and-
white by Charles B Lang (the interior darkness contrasted with the blinding 
desert light), the film is closely based on a sensational real event from the 1920s 
that also inspired Robert Penn Warren’s 1959 novel The Cave, and is morally 
gripping and unsentimental in its refusal to give the audience an easy point of 
sympathetic identification. – Philip French, Guardian

Monday 09 October at 6:15 pm   

The Wicker Man   
United Kingdom 1973

Director: Robin Hardy
Producer: Peter Snell
Production co: British Lion
Screenplay: Anthony Schaffer
Photography: Harry Waxman
Editor: Eric Boyd-Perkins
Music: Paul Giovanni

With: Edward Woodward (Sgt Neil Howie), Christopher Lee (Lord Summerisle),  
Britt Ekland (Willow MacGregor), Lesley Mackie (Daisy), Diane Cilento (Miss Rose),  
Ingrid Pitt (Librarian), Lindsay Kemp (Alder MacGregor), Russell Waters (Harbour Master), 
Aubrey Morris (Old Gardener/Gravedigger), Irene Sunter (May Morrison), Jennifer Martin 
(Myrtle Morrison) 

94 mins, Blu-ray. R16 violence, sex scenes & nudity 

Even in the various butchered versions available over the decades, Robin 
Hardy’s 1973 film The Wicker Man has attained the status of a British horror 
classic, and become one of the ultimate cult movies in cinema history… Seeing 
The Wicker Man in the new 40th-anniversary digital restoration endorsed by 
Hardy as his ‘final cut’, is an absolute must for all serious movie buffs… It was 
horror fans, especially in America, who first embraced The Wicker Man and 
have celebrated it over the years. Frederick S Clarke, the legendary founder of 
Cinéfantastique magazine, once dubbed it ‘the Citizen Kane of horror films’, and 
as that description suggests, The Wicker Man was always understood as pushing 
past the limits of the form… – Andrew O’Hehir, Salon.com

Thanks in part to a gorgeous digital restoration, Robin Hardy’s darkly comic The 
Wicker Man feels like a lucid dream. The 1973 film is tinged with lasciviousness 
and pervaded by jangly folk music, and its tone fluctuates madly, veering from 
the hysterical to the horrifying… Trying to get a grasp on the film’s sense of 
normality, of realism, is like trying to squeeze a flopping fish. The dichotomy 
of modernity and tradition transects the film; restored to the original look of 
glorious 35mm, it feels perversely modern and timeless. Like a passage from the 
Bible, or a 14th-century oil painting, The Wicker Man is at once epochal, rooted 
in a specific time (the wake of the summer of love) and place (a Scottish island 
village), and somehow transcendent of reality. You slowly sink into its bizarre 
charm, and by the time its sinister epiphanies begin to proliferate, you’re too 
deep to get out…

More than ever, The Wicker Man looks soft and faded, hallucinatory and 
ephemeral, as if shown through a proto-Instagram filter. Howie’s strange, 
surreal descent into Technicolor hell couldn’t work any other way: Every 
composition has the quirky precision of a postcard, the compositions are 
refined and deliberate, and Hardy layers his shots with Kubrickian dexterity; 
flamboyant characters are captured by fleeting, flamboyant camerawork. The 
contrast of Woodward’s veracious insults and the locals’ genial tolerance is 
roll-on-the-sticky-theater-floor funny the first time you see it, but once the 
denouement arrives, and the day’s dying breath gives way to a bleeding sky, 
and the camera is sucked up into the fervor of the setting sun, accompanied 
by howls and singing, all of the joy, the fun, the humor of the proceeding 80 
minutes become retrospectively horrifying. Like the locals warning Howie that 
he doesn’t belong there, that he won’t enjoy participating in their rituals and 
that he should leave, Hardy plays fair. He doesn’t cheat us, doesn’t manipulate 
us or throw in improbably twists to guise lazy writing. The Wicker Man demands 
an assiduous eye, a sense of humor, and trust – and, of course, in the end you 
get burned, but you can’t say you weren’t warned. – Greg Cwik, Slant Magazine

Monday 06 November at 6:15 pm

The African Queen     Wayne Weston Memorial Screening

USA 1951

Director: John Huston
Producer: Sam Spiegel
Production co: Horizon Pictures, Romulus Films
Screenplay: John Huston, James Agee, based on the novel by C S Forester
Photography: Jack Cardiff
Editor: Ralph Kemplen
Music: Allan Gray

With: Humphrey Bogart (Charlie Allnut), Katharine Hepburn (Rose Sayer), Robert Morley 
(Reverend Samuel Sayer), Peter Bull (Captain of the Königin Luise), Theodore Bikel  
(First Officer of the Königin Luise), Walter Gotell (Second Officer of the Königin Luise),  
Peter Swanwick (First Officer of Fort Shona), Richard Marner (Second Officer of Fort Shona)

105 mins, Blu-ray, B&W. PG low level language
  
Hollywood classics don’t get much more classic or Hollywood than The African 
Queen, John Huston’s 1951 adventure-romance about a mismatched pair falling 
in love in German-controlled East Africa in the early days of World War I.
Noel Malcolm, AV Club

An inspired piece of casting brought Humphrey Bogart and Katharine Hepburn 
together. This is a comedy, a love story, and a tale of adventure, and it is one 
of the most charming and entertaining movies ever made. The director, John 
Huston, has written that the comedy was not present either in the novel by C S 
Forester or in the original screenplay by James Agee, John Collier and himself, 
but that it grew out of the relationship of Hepburn and Bogart, who were just 
naturally funny when they worked together. Hepburn has revealed that the 
picture wasn’t going well until Huston came up with the inspiration that she 
should think of Rosie as Mrs Roosevelt. After that Bogart and Hepburn played 
together with an ease and humor that makes their love affair – the mating of a 
forbidding, ironclad spinster and a tough, gin-soaked riverboat captain, seem 
not only inevitable, but perfect. – Pauline Kael, 5001 Nights at the Movies

Holding forth about actors a few years ago, John Huston allowed as how 
there were good ones and bad ones, and then there were a few like splendid 
thoroughbreds: All you had to do was judge their gait and you could see they 
had class.

In this category, he placed Humphrey Bogart and Katharine Hepburn. He didn’t 
mention any movies, but he must have been thinking about their performances 
in his own justly celebrated classic, The African Queen… Having struck sparks 
with the Bogart-Hepburn combination, Huston then had the nerve to direct the 
picture in the vein it was going anyway. He went for humor of a quiet kind. He 
was not afraid of ‘obvious’ shots like the famous one showing the gin bottles, 
emptied by Rosie, floating away one after another down the river.

And at the end, when the plot called for melodrama, Huston pulled out all the 
stops…

At one point Bogart philosophizes. ‘Well, Rosie, here we are, floating down the 
river like Anthony and Cleopatra on their barge.’ He was right. The gin-soaked 
river captain and the proper lady missionary have become royalty in the history 
of movies. – Roger Ebert, Chicago Sun-Times



06 March 
6:15 pm MY BRILLIANT CAREER   

 100 mins, Blu-ray. G  
 
13 March 
6:15 pm GIRLHOOD   
 113 mins, Blu-ray. M offensive language

20 March  
6:15 pm THE BIG STEAL    
 112 mins, Blu-ray. PG coarse language

27 March 
6:15 pm HONEYLAND   
 82 mins, Blu-ray. M offensive language 

03 April 
6:15 pm CELIA  
 104 mins, Blu-ray. PG coarse language

11 April Tuesday
6:15 pm SLEEPING DOGS  Ω
 107 mins, Blu-ray. PG violence

17 April  
6:15 pm  HOUSE OF BAMBOO  Ω   
 128 mins, Blu-ray. Cert tbc

24 April   AFS AGM follows
6:15 pm COLLECTIVE   109 mins, Blu-ray
 M offensive language & content that may disturb

01 May   
6:15 pm TOKYO DRIFTER    
 82 mins, Blu-ray. M violence 

08 May 
6:15 pm WILL SUCCESS SPOIL ROCK HUNTER?  Ω  
 93 mins, Blu-ray. G 

15 May 
6:15 pm GIRLS/MUSEUM*    
 69 mins, Blu-ray. Exempt   

22 May    
6:15 pm PIGS AND BATTLESHIPS  91 mins, Blu-ray 
 M sexual violence, violence & offensive language 

29 May  
6:15 pm NIGHTMARE ALLEY   
 111 mins, Blu-ray. PG violence 

06 June  Tuesday 
6:15 pm B-MOVIE: LUST AND SOUND IN WEST-BERLIN*    
 92 mins, Blu-ray. R16 sex scenes, violence, drug use &  
 offensive language

12 June 
6:15 pm THE NAKED CITY    
 96 mins, Blu-ray. PG violence

19 June 
6:15 pm CRASH   
 100 mins, Blu-ray. R18 sex scenes

AUCKLAND FILM SOCIETY 2023 SEASON
Academy Cinemas, 44 Lorne St, Auckland  Mondays at 6:15 pm (except as noted below)

Please note, many screenings are members only. Screenings marked Ω open to the public, tickets $10 (members free)
Screenings marked * are open to the public, entry by donation (notes only, please), courtesy of the Goethe-Institut. 
Please arrive early – no guaranteed seating. Programme may change if a film does not arrive. Please check website

aucklandfilmsociety.org.nz

26 June   
6:15 pm SWEET SMELL OF SUCCESS  
 96 mins, Blu-ray. PG 

03 July 
6:15 pm MANDABI   
 92 mins, Blu-ray. PG adult themes 

10 July 
6:15 pm TAXI DRIVER  Ω  
 112 mins, Blu-ray. R18 graphic violence 

17 July 
6:15 pm THE MEANING OF HITLER*   
 94 mins, Blu-ray. Exempt 

19 July - NEW ZEALAND INTERNATIONAL FILM FESTIVAL
06 August Discounts for AFS Premier Card Members 

21 August Early start – long run time
6:00 pm FRANCE   
 133 mins, Blu-ray. Cert tbc

28 August    
6:15 pm TILAI   
 81 mins, Blu-ray. PG

04 September  
6:15 pm GALLANT INDIES   
 108 mins, Blu-ray. Exempt

11 September 
6:15 pm A GIRL WALKS HOME ALONE AT NIGHT   
 100 mins, Blu-ray. R16 violence, drug use & sexual material

18 September  
6:15 pm THE GRAVEDIGGER’S WIFE   
 82 mins, Blu-ray. M violence

25 September  
6:15 pm  SYSTEM K  94 mins, Blu-ray 
 M animal cruelty & content that may disturb

02 October 
6:15 pm THE WILD GOOSE LAKE  123 mins, Blu-ray
 R16 violence, cruelty & content that may disturb

09 October  
6:15 pm THE WICKER MAN     
 94 mins, Blu-ray. R16 violence, sex scenes & nudity 

16 October  
6:15 pm SHOW ME SHORTS SAMPLER 2023 Ω  
 Titles and ratings to be announced

24 October Tuesday  
6:15 pm ACE IN THE HOLE  111 mins, Blu-ray. PG violence

30 October
6:15 pm NEVER GONNA SNOW AGAIN     113 mins, Blu-ray 
 M sex scenes, sexual references & offensive language

06 November   Wayne Weston Memorial Screening
6:15 pm THE AFRICAN QUEEN  Ω   105 mins, Blu-ray 
 PG low level language


