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Steve’s Highly Biased, Subjective and Otherwise Opinionated Film Festival Reviews for 1996 
 
By Steve Munro 
 
As I start to write this, another year at the Festival is almost over, and it’s time to see if I can make sense 
of any of the notes I scribbled down between screenings for the past week.  The films are in screening 
sequence, and so you will just have to dig through the listings to find the one(s) you are interested in. 
 
As usual, every screening started out with the obligatory headers for the Fest itself, and for the People’s 
Choice Award, sponsored again this year by Air Canada.  Both of these, particularly the latter, were 
hissed and booed mercilessly at most screenings after roughly Tuesday.  The regulars were tired of the 
pretentiousness of the Festival header set in a Gotham City surrounding at the front of a theatre.  The 
“plot” involves a man who appears to be a bystander, but who is transformed into a quasi-Tom Hanks 
star.  He is jostled out of the crowd and falls to the ground, and after a brie f hush (including a Sprint-
lookalike pin drop), someone calls out “It’s him!” and the change begins.  Shortly, he is is joined by a leggy 
starlet (much booing of the sexist low shot of her exit from a car) who whispers to him “Sorry I’m late”.  
His reply?  “It’s only a movie.”   
 
Ummmm, errrr, isn’t that why we’re all there?  The unintended second meaning (that arriving on time is of 
little consequence, and by implication the event itself) was the one people picked up on rather than the 
intended fantasy theme.  After over 30 viewings, including several with inventive catcalls, I was ready to 
do very unpleasant things to anyone connected with HooDoo films, the production company who had the 
nerve to put a full screen of credits for this drech at the end. 
 
Next up was the Air Canada header in which an overacting blond in five separate guises based on various 
character types exhorted us to enter the Air Canada Silver Screen Contest while a bit of Bizet’s Carmen 
ran as underscoring.  Why, oh why, didn’t the producers make several versions to keep up our flagging 
interest?  Why do I have a great urge to travel on CP? 
 
Finally, a simple, tasteful header for the Toronto International Film Festival Group (the umbrella 
organization for the Fest and other operations such as Cinématheque Ontario).  Simple.  Elegant.  Even 
got a bit of applause on occasion. 
 
This year we got rained on a lot while standing in line.  Death to those at the Uptown who don’t seem to 
understand that a theatre full of people waiting for a screening will buy junk food from their overpriced 
stand rather than from the many stores out on Yonge Street. 
 
The food at the Varsity (Cineplex) is cheaper, particularly the coffee where we are not paying for the 
privilege of having Starbucks’ product, and there is little noticeable difference.  Meanwhile, over at the 
Cumberland (another Famous Players operation), we had people selling food who had little idea what its 
price was.  I suppose, though, that I should be patient.  It took Famous Players a few years to figure out 
what Cineplex already knew, namely that Fest people do not live on popcorn, especially at 9:00 in the 
morning. 
 
Worst place to be stuck in line: The northwest corner of Yonge and Charles in the rain.  No shelter, lots of 
wind.  Second worst place: The airless stairwell between the first and second floors of the Manulife 
Centre while queueing for the Varsity 2.  In both cases, the best bet is to let the line grow so that you are 
(a) out of the wind or (b) outside of the stairwell as the case may be. 
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Friday, September 6th 
 
Short Program: 

Arrival of a Train 
(Russia) Andrei Zeleznyakhoff 

Sparrow 
(Kyrgyzstan) Ernest Abdyjaparov 

Arthur Dauphin’s Anatomy of Time 
(The Netherlands) Dick Tuinder 

Forgotten Silver 
(New Zealand) Peter Jackson, Costa Botes 

 
The first two films both feature trains, although in different ways.  Arrival of a Train  gives us footage 
from historical and modern times showing the very different effect a train arriving in a town has.  At the 
turn of the century, there is much pomp and circumstance as men go off to war.  Now, the train is a 
travelling marketplace bearing goods from afar which are literally sold out of the windows, and the locals 
seem much less proud and a lot more desperate in their scramble to buy almost anything on offer. 
 
Sparrow opens on an empty landscape with a railway line running through the middle.  A man walks from 
a distance up to the track and waits.  A woman approaches from the other side.  There is no indication 
where either may have come from or is going to.  A very long train passes between them and they catch 
glimpses of each other between the cars.  As the train leaves, the woman crosses the tracks and walks 
off into the distance leaving the man alone. 
 
Arthur Dauphin’s Anatomy of Time  is a clever play on the origins of the cinema.  Two pseudo film 
historians have discovered that the title character, Arthur Dauphin, hit on the idea that time was divisible 
and could be broken into its constituent parts through photography.  What ensues is a mockumentary in 
which an alternative history of the early days of cinema unfold.  That the characters in the “archival” 
footage bear an uncanny resemblance to our historians and their friends just adds to the fun.  Dauphin’s 
greatest discovery is that cinema can freeze time, and he is credited with being the first person to ever 
acknowledge the self-referential nature of cinema by waving at the camera. 
 
Forgotten Silver is a New Zealander’s take on the cinema history joke, but at greater length and with the 
subtext (familiar to any Canadian) that all the really important developments in cinema were invented in 
NZ long before anywhere else in the world.  This included the invention of the bicycle -powered and 
steam-powered cameras (which simultaneously invented the tracking shot).  The highlight of the film is a 
pseudo-reconstruction of a “lost” epic, Salome, whose footage had been discovered in a set deep in the 
forest.  This one goes on rather longer than necessary, but it’s good fun all the same. 
  
 
Par-delà les nuages (Beyond the Clouds) 

(France, Italy, Germany: 1995) Michelangelo Antonioni, Wim Wenders 
 
This film was originally scheduled for the 1995 Festival, but was not ready in time.  Now that I’ve seen it, 
I can understand why. 
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There are four stories by Antonioni about the passion, or lack of it, among various couples.  They are 
bridged by a prologue and interludes directed by Wim Wenders using John Malkovich as a stand-in for the 
director himself, the aloof character who is not, or tries not to be part of the stories he tells.  The result is 
something that feels as if it were cobbled together, master cobbling to be sure, but still not a unified piece 
of work.  
 
When we first meet John Malkovich, he is on an airplane.  Much later, a girl who rejects a man’s 
advances because she is to become a nun makes a passing reference to her love being “above the 
clouds”.  The director as God?  An image we can do without. 
 
This film is funny and touching in places, but unsatisfying. 
  
 
Portland 

(USA) Greta Snider 
Visiting Desire 

(USA) Beth B. 
 
Portland is a short about a trip by several down-and-out friends to Portland, Oregon in which just about 
everything that can go wrong does.  Their transport is an empty freight car, and their residence is a 
seemingly empty house where they lose much of their gear.  It rains a lot.  They resolve never to return. 
 
Visiting Desire is a fascinating social experiment.  Take a number of people, strangers, with diverse 
backgrounds both socially and sexually, and let them meet in a room with a bed two at a time to explore 
their fantasies.  People do not always get what they want, or the encounters take unexpected turns as they 
open up to each other, or they collapse through a lack of mutual trust.  Some people give of themselves to 
act out their partner’s fantasy, while others simply cannot let go.   
  
 
Twelfth Night 

(UK) Trevor Nunn; from the play by William Shakespeare 
 
This was the first of several theatrical adaptations at this year’s Fest.  It’s a good, but not great, adaptation 
of Shakespeare which at least features actors who know what they are doing.  Imogen Stubbs has lots of 
fun with Viola/Cesario, Nigel Hawthorne is a delicious Malvolio, and Ben Kingsley is a mysterious Feste 
with so little regard for the characters around him that he is almost outside of the play.  Helena Bonham 
Carter plays the Countess Olivia, and she gets to pout nicely while falling in love with “Cesario”. 
 
This is a very dark reading of the play, all the more so for the overblown opening in which the shipwreck 
that sets the play in motion is actually dramatised complete with much flailing about in and under the 
water.  It gets your attention, but throws off the balance for what follows.  During the Q&A, Trevor Nunn 
apologised for the print being dark.  No, Trevor, it’s not the print that’s dark, it’s the way you shot it.  The 
light does not begin to fill the frame until people, particularly Olivia, start to come out of their shells, and the 
visual design is quite obvious.  This darkness, both in look and in spirit, tends to weigh down the first half of 
the film with the result that it never becomes a full-fledged “comedy” in the second half.  Lots of good bits 
along the way, though, and worth seeing. 
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Saturday, September 7th 
 
Long Day’s Journey Into Night 

(Canada) David Wellington; from the play by Eugene O’Neill 
 
My 48th birthday was a great success with five, count ‘em, five movies ranging from very good to superb. 
 Starting off the day with Long Day’s Journey may seem a little rough, but this was a film I very much 
anticipated after seeing both the 1994 and 1995 stage versions at Stratford with the same cast.  
Astoundingly, the film is even better than the stage version, probably because the actors have grown into 
their roles, and there is an excellent balance among them.  Bill Hutt plays James Tyrone, and Martha 
Henry is his wife Mary.  Sons Jamie and Edmund are played by Peter Donaldson and Tom McCamus, 
two actors whom I have watched change in these productions from actors playing roles to actors living 
their characters, and for whom I have much deeper regard as a result. 
 
The action is set in a recreation of the O’Neill family’s summer home in New England, the real location 
for the tragedy which Eugene O’Neill wrote for the stage.  In his adaptation for film, David Wellington has 
wisely avoided cinematic tricks, and is content to let the camera, as a surrogate for the audience, move 
among the characters in a way impossible in the theatre, but never interfering with the play. 
 
As I write this, Long Day’s Journey has already opened at the Canada Square Cineplex, and it is 
scheduled for broadcast in two parts next March on the CBC.  See it theatrically as it was meant to be 
viewed, without interruption or distraction.  It is one of the jewels of the Festival. 
  
 
La Promesse (The Promise) 

(Belgium, France, Luxembourg) Jean-Pierre and Luc Dardenne; from their own screenplay 
 
This film is a dark coming-of-age story set in an industrial town in southern Belgium.  Igor, a 15-year-old 
played by Jérémie Renier (who had no previous acting experience) is already a petty crook whose father 
imports illegal immigrants to work for his construction company.  When one of them, Hamidou, is fatally 
injured on the job, Igor promises the dieing man that he will look after Assita, his wife, and child.  At first, 
Igor tries to hide the fact that Hamidou is dead (and buried by Igor and his father), but he cannot keep the 
secret from Assita for long.  The promise ultimately sets Igor in opposition to his own father, whom he had 
adored, but who is planning to ship Assitaoff to Germany.  As the film ends, Igor, Assita and her child set 
off on an uncertain future. 
 
The strength of this film lies in the acting even though none of the characters is played by a “name” actor. 
 It was well received at the Festival, and will show up in the art houses someday, I expect. 
  
 
Beautiful Thing 

(UK) Hettie Macdonald; screenplay by Jonathan Harvey from his own play 
 
Another coming-of-age movie, this time in lower class England and a gay context.  An abused son is living 
next door to a lad who is certainly a bit different, if not openly “out”, and their friendship grows into a gay 
romance despite the taunts of their friends.  Meanwhile, the strangest of their neighbours is a black girl 
with a love for Mama Cass whose music she plays at every opportunity.   
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Although any movie with such a plot could quickly degenerate into stereotypes, in manages to hold its own 
through its humour and the sheer fun that the actors have with the material.  Yes, it’s hard to believe that 
a gay teenager would be lucky enough to have a single and very supportive mother (played by Linda 
Henry who will be familiar to watchers of British TV dramas), but it works.  The tongue-in-cheek style is 
set from the outset when one of our heroes sees a rainbow over the housing estate. 
 
This is Hettie Macdonald’s first feature film, and it has already been picked up by Alliance for release 
sometime this season.  After raucous cheering and applause, Macdonald talked about the story’s 
beginnings as a play given in an 80-seat theatre above a pub.  For the film it was re-cast and the action 
moved more out of doors, but the basic script remained.  The Mama Cass obsession provided the right 
combination of over-the-top humour and a good sound track for the movie. 
 
Recommended, unless you can’t handle gay themes.  
  
 
Luna e l’altra 

(Italy) Maurizio Nichetti; screenplay by Nichetti and others 
 
The title is a play on words in Italian.  Luna (Iaia Forte) is a rather prim schoolteacher in Milan in 1955.  
Her otherwise orderly class is disrupted by two gypsy children from a visiting circus.  They have stolen a 
magic lantern, and by it Luna unexpectedly loses her shadow.  (Hence, in Italian, “L’una e l’altra”.) 
 
The shadow, Lunette, (also played by Forte) not only takes on a life of its own, but is by great contrast a 
Neopolitan who is as outgoing as Luna is prim.  Meanwhile, the school janitor, played by Nichetti himself, 
is in love with both of them (although he does not know until much later that they are two).  The janitor’s 
leftist political leanings are not well liked by the school administration, and he goes on leave for a while 
working, guess where, in the circus where Luna’s shadow as an assistant makes for an astoundingly 
successful act. 
 
This film is full of the warmth Nichetti loves in his characters, and he described it at the Q&A as a 
“romantic fantasy”.  The shadow effects, such as they are, are simple and easily believeable.  It is 
charming and refreshing to see a film where the director knows that the audience does not demand 
perfect, computer-generated imagery, and that we can still do much conjuring in our heads.    
 
The shadows were filmed by draping the set in white cloth and then photographing the actress’ 
movements against that background.  When the shadow was composited with the principal shot, the result 
is all that is needed to convey the image of the separate character.  Indeed , the imperfection of the effect 
makes it all the more believable because the shadow does not move in exact conformity to the main 
character, exactly as one would expect from a shadow trying to break free. 
 
Nichetti is following in a long tradition of stories about “lost shadows” back to Peter Pan.  He set the 
action in 1955 deliberately because this was just before the advent of television in Italy.  People still went 
to circuses and conducted a public life, and this setting is essential both to the plot and to the feeling of a 
simpler time when such magic would be possible. 
 
Highly recommended. 
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Bound 
(USA) Larry and Andy Wachowski; from their own screenplay 

 
This is a gangster film noir with a difference: the brightest and eventually most successful characters are 
lesbians (played by Jennifer Tilly and Gina Gershon).  The plot turns on stealing $2-million which has been 
raked off of mob takings from a collection of gangsters who are the most untrustworthy bunch around.  
Doublecrosses abound.  There are so many noir camera angles and lighting effects that the film swings 
between an homage to and a parody of the style.  Although it’s shot in colour, the palette is often black 
and white.  After all, blood looks so good in that setting.  It’s a comedy, but a very, very dark one. 
 
A great flick provided that you aren’t put out by the violence while although not excessive is certainly 
graphic.  This is the Wachowski brothers’ first feature as directors, although they have written other 
screenplays.  More!  More! 
  
 
Sunday, September 8th 
 
Canadian Short Program: 

La Salla 
Richard Condie  

Touched Alive 
Stephen Arthur 

One Day I Stood Still 
Valerie Buhagiar 

Lodela 
Phillipe Baylaucq 

Lost in the No Zone 
James Rae 

Carnival 3 and Letters from Home 
Mike Hoolboom 

 
I’m not going to go into this program in detail beyond mentioning the best items on the bill.  La Salla is the 
work of Richard Condie, probably best known for The Big Snit.  In a way, the film is something of an 
experiment as Condie adapts his manic style to 3-D computer animation with a main character who is, 
what else, a mad animator.  The underscoring is all operatic and hence the double-entendre of the title 
which refers both to the room in which the action takes place and the opera house. 
 
One Day I Stood Still is a surreal film about a woman who, one day, decides to stand out of time, in 
effect to court death. 
 
Lodela is a haunting 26-minute dance film with the most simple of settings.  A white disk set in an 
immense black surround with a sole dancer.  The trick is that the point of view never puts the disk in the 
conventional position of “floor”, but rather angles it every which way from shot to shot including upside 
down.  The choreography is such that you see the dancer as working on a “wall” or “ceiling” rather than 
in a rotated image.   
 
A second disk, black on a white surround, with a second dancer.  Soon the two images are fused back-to-
back and the dancers are each other’s shadows.  Sometimes they echo each other’s movements, 
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sometimes their moves are complementary.  Finally the two dancers join on the same side of the disk. 
The subtext for this film is supposed to be the Tibetan Book of the Dead and an after-life quest of the 
soul.  Nowhere is this mentioned in the film (I took it from the program notes), and the work is an 
excellent piece of pure dance without any need for a stated program. 
  
 
Kauas Pilvet Karkaavat (Drifting Clouds) 

(Finland) Aki Kaurismaki 
 
Kaurismaki has been at the Festival many times before since he and his brother, Maki, were the subject of 
the 1988 Festival’s Spotlight series.  His films feature a repertory cast of actors and humour which is bone 
dry.  The laughs tend to occur somewhere deep inside rather than coming out in roars. 
 
Having said that, I must say that while there is some humour in Drifting Clouds, it does not carry the film. 
 A couple (he a tram driver, she a headwaiter in a restaurant) both lose their jobs through the effects of 
recession at the beginning of the film.  They hope to be able to overcome their fate, but jobs are not easy 
to come by and less than ideal when they are found.  In the end, they are rescued by good fortune: the 
former restaurant proprietress bankrolls a new restaurant (whose name loosely translates as “the job” 
according to the subtitles) and, we hope, everyone lives happily ever after. 
 
Kaurismaki was clearly trying to make a film about the nobility of the working class and the ills visited on 
the unemployed, but I am not sure that his characteristic reserved style succeeds.  Disappointing.  
  
 
Looking for Richard 

(USA) Al Pacino 
 
I have to say at the outset that I did not have high hopes for this film, but was willing to watch a glorious 
failure.  “Glorious” is not quite how I would describe it, however, as Pacino shows us why he is a movie 
actor and not a stage or film director.  And, no, I don’t think that he ever “found” Richard. 
 
A bit of an explanation.  Pacino has played Richard III on stage twice (although it is hard to credit this 
from the cardboard cutout performances in the film), and has a passion for Shakespeare which he wants 
to bring to the masses.  Richard III is a difficult play for anyone without a smattering of English history 
because it helps to know who is plotting and fighting against whom and why.  There is a long sequence 
early in the film (which reminds me of the long speech in Henry V establishing Henry’s claim to the title of 
France) in which Pacino and company try to sort out the Wars of the Roses for an untutored audience.   
 
Then we have to deal with the mystery of iambic pentameter: tadum tadum tadum tadum tadum.  In the 
best tradition of a high school teacher who barely understands what literature is all about (the case with 
most of mine, by the way), we hear about the form and how it somehow intimidates American actors, but 
we never hear the why behind it.  It’s a form that encourages long, poetic (or at least courtly) speech, and 
which offers great opportunity for emphasis whenever the rhythm is broken.  (Oh, for a few editions of 
Playing Shakespeare when you really need them.) 
 
Finally, we have to deal with the fact that Pacino shot 90 hours (!) of film over three years, and his 
appearance changes from cut to cut as discussions from many time periods are interwoven.  Many of the 
actors around Pacino clearly know more about Shakespeare then he does, but most are diplomatic enough 



  
Steve’s Film Festival Reviews for 1996  September 18, 1996   Page 8 

not to point this out.  The best line goes to one of the camera crew who, during the mock battle of 
Bosworth (“A horse!  A horse!  My kingdom etc.”), remarks “It’s a good thing I didn’t tell him about the 
nine other rolls of film we’ve got.” 
 
There are Americans who know what Shakespeare is all about, but Pacino isn’t one of them.  The 
audience was clearly there to see him, and not the Bard.  Strangest question: Would Pacino consider doing 
a “commercial” movie like Independence Day now? 
 
This film was one of four distributed by Fox Searchlight, the “arts” arm of 20th Century Fox, which were 
shown at the Festival.  I saw two others (Secret Agent and Intimate Relations) both of which have 
serious problems.  Fox obviously has not learned what the art market is all about. 
  
 
Monday, September 9th 
 
Ridicule 

(France) Patrice Leconte 
 
Ridicule is a comedy of manners set in the court of Louis XVI.  Wit is King, and one’s success at court, 
indeed the business of the entire state, turns not on the inherent worth of a person or his policies, but on 
one’s ability to upstage one’s enemies and amuse one’s friends with a rapier tongue.  Into this milieu 
comes a country gentleman who wants to improve the lot of his region by draining a swamp.  It is the age 
of invention and of science, and the world should be made a better place for everyone even if they are 
only peasants (shades of the revolution to come). 
 
Our would-be engineer falls under the wing of a physician who is also a Marquis (played by one of my 
favourites, Jean Rochefort) and is rapidly tutored in the fine arts of verbal jousting.  Along the way, he has 
to deal with the Countess de Blayac (Fanny Ardant) whose bedroom, as she describes it, is a pathway to 
the King.  Whom she makes by private praise she can also break by public ridicule. 
 
The court scenes sparkle with wit, even while condemning the people who survive by it.  However, a 
significant subplot, that of the development of the sciences, simply does not ring true.  Our hero’s young 
love strives to perfect diving apparatus, even though the technology to build it is nowhere to be found on 
her estate.  A courtier invents sign language and trains a group of four boys to use it in a few months, but 
his accomplishment is more of a circus sideshow for the court than an achievement of lasting significance. 
 
One howling flaw in the subtitles came with a reference to importing seal skins from Nouvelle France 
which is translated as “Canada”.  Ouch! 
 
Patrice Leconte is known particularly for his first feature Monsieur Hire as well as for Le mari de la 
coiffeuse (The Hairdresser’s Husband) which also featured Rochefort.  His more recent Tango left a 
great deal to be desired.  Ridicule is a mixed blessing.  Lots of good actors and clever dialogue, but 
somehow not entirely satisfying. 
  
 
Taxi 

(Spain) Carlos Saura 
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The rise of the right wing is a thread which appears in European films.  Facism and Nazism are not dead, 
merely in eclipse waiting to spring out again when people need to believe in a movement that will rid their 
country of “the other”, whoever it may be. 
 
Saura is best known for his long and beautiful series of dance films, most recently Flamenco which was 
made with cinematographer Vittorio Storaro, but which has not yet been released in Canada.  Storaro 
collaorates again for this very different and dark film about a group of taxi drivers whose mission is to rid 
the streets at night of undesireables: gays, blacks and drug users.  We are seduced, briefly, by the first of 
these we meet who is an attractive woman, but whom we soon learn has no qualms about murdering a 
woman who appears to be a drug user.  Into this group comes Calero, a man with a more radical agenda 
that includes torching a squatters’ camp used by North African immigrants.   
 
Meanwhile, the daughter and son of two of the cabbies fall in love and are torn by the political violence 
swirling around them.  Although Calero is killed at the end of the film (to cheers in the audience), and the 
young couple walk off to their lives together, the “family” of taxi drivers is still intact. 
 
Excellent, but not recommended for the paranoid. 
  
 
The Delta 

(USA) Ira Sachs 
 
This is one of those strange cases where I should know better.  Kay Armitage, one of the Festival 
programmers, rhapsodised about this film in the program book, and went on in the same vein when 
introducing Ira Sachs at the screening.  “A new film that stood out from the many received at the festival 
right from the first shots” or words to that effect.   Hmmm. 
 
Yes, Sachs does have a feel for how to use the camera, although this doesn’t hold up over the length of 
the movie.  Basically, we have the boring nightlife of a group of kids in suburban Memphis, Tennessee.  
One of them has a girlfriend, but seems to prefer picking up gay hustlers.  One of them (who has the 
misfortune to be a mixed race Vietnamese/American Black) befriends him, although the friendship is one 
of convenience as anyone with an ounce of sense in the audience can see.  The relationship falls apart, 
and our white hero gets set up for another crime.  Movie ends.   
 
There are the makings of a short story here, or even a feature if it didn’t have the feeling that the director 
used up all his time and money on filler before finishing the story.  The eighth wonder of the cinema world 
it is not. 
  
 
Fetishes 

(USA) Nick Broomfield 
 
Nick Broomfield has made a career of following people who don’t want to be followed, often for political 
reasons, and of trying to interview people who are on the edge of society in one way or another.  This 
time, Home Box Office gave him a potload of money to go out and make a film about the professional 
S&M scene.  In the beginning, it was going to be something of a travelogue with Nick and his crew 
hopping around the world from one establishment to another (there are thankyous in the credits for many 
places which never appear on screen), but he wanted to concentrate on one place and one group of people 
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in order to let characters develop (that’s what he said at the Q&A, anyhow). 
 
For better or worse, Mistress Raven and some of her co-workers at Pandora’s Box, a NYC fetish and 
fantasy parlour, let Broomfield in the door and co-operated to some extent in his filming there.  I hope that 
HBO paid them well too (it would be unprofessional of them to do it for free, even if this film could be 
seen as a giant commercial). 
 
Broomfield is out of his depth here.  He makes no attempt to understand what is going on beyond the 
obvious fact that there is a market for kinky sex (oh, pardon me, we don’t do that here, at least not on 
camera) or to explain what it is that leads people to this sort of experience.  His interviews with the 
Mistresses clearly show that he assumes that anyone into S&M must have had a disturbed childhood, but 
he never really gets beyond the question to deal with the validity of his assumption.  Moreover, his choice 
of scenes with clients tends to the more unusual and extreme fetishes.   
 
One wonders how many of the “ordinary” clients would consent to being on camera.  Broomfield clearly 
cannot get his head around some of the things clients want to do, and this invalidates his role as a 
documentarist.  All the same, I think he believes that he is giving a sympathetic portrait and that’s part of 
the problem with this film. 
 
Broomfield has an interviewing style which has worn a bit thin for those of us who have seen many of his 
flicks.  He adopts the tone of a naïf who doesn’t really understand what’s going on (maybe he really is just 
stupid, but I have a hard time believing this), and badgers people with questions until they give him some 
sort of interesting answer.  Pushiness masquerading as innocence.  
 
Broomfield was often given the chance to experience a scene with one of the Mistresses to try to 
understand what was going on, but he always declined.  One could put this down to a journalist’s 
detachment from his subject -- after all, you don’t need to be a white supremacist to make a film about 
one.  In previous films, the real subject has been the chase -- Broomfield’s unsuccessful attempt to 
connect with someone who doesn’t want to be interviewed -- and Fetishes shows quite clearly that 
Broomfield really does not how to conduct an interview or explore a subject with willing participants.  It’s 
easy to make a film about Eugene Terreblanche or Maggie Thatcher where the audience has a built-in 
dislike for the filmmaker’s prey, but the style does not transfer to a piece about a misunderstood 
subculture.     
 
A professional Dominatrix who was at the screening pointed out to me that if Broomfield had made a 
similar film about gays with invasive, loaded questions about why they liked sex with men and how their 
childhood was screwed up, the theatre would have been picketed.  S&M players can be portrayed any 
way Broomfield likes because there is no social norm comparable to that of the gay community by which 
they can be judged in a wider context, and hence no sensitivity to possible misrepresentation. 
 
Having said all of this, it would have been interesting to see what sort of film would have resulted if 
Broomfield didn’t have lots of money and was pursuing the subject out of his own interest rather than for 
the titillation of his client.  Chances are that he wouldn’t have got in the door at Pandora’s without a 
genuine interest in the topic and HBO’s money to smoothe the way. 
  
 
Tuesday, September 10th 
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Shine 
(Australia, UK) Scott Hicks 

 
Yes, I’m a sucker for anything with actors like Armin Mueller-Stahl and John Gielgud, and music by the 
likes of Rachmaninoff, but this is one very, very fine movie.  Alliance has already picked it up, and so it 
will open later this season.  Not to be missed. 
 
The story is largely true, albeit dramatized, and concerns David Helfgott, a piano prodigy and virtoso in 
Australia.  The character is played at various times in his life by Alex Rafalowicz, Noah Taylor and 
Geoffrey Rush, and the changes underscore Helfgott’s growing madness as he ages. 
 
Helfgott’s father (Mueller-Stahl) trains him, but refuses to allow him to leave the family home for studies 
abroad.  He eventually flees to London and the Royal College of Music where his teacher (Gielgud) 
prepares him to tackle his greatest challenge, the Rachmaninoff 3rd concerto, as a competition piece.  The 
performance is brilliant, but the strain of the event overwhelms him, and he collapses.  Many years later, 
he begins to emerge back into the world and to play, although his eccentricities never leave. 
 
The characters in this film are beautifully and warmly portrayed.  It is a story of a man’s triumph over 
great adversity and the survival of his art and genius.   
 
A footnote: Most of the piano music on the soundtrack was performed by Helfgott himself who is now 
giving recitals and concerts after a long absence from the stage.  He recently sold out the Sydney Opera 
House for a recital, an unheard-of event there, and has begun to tour in Australia and Europe.  The film 
also uses “hand doubles” for the pianist so that we have tolerably believable movement at the keyboard, a 
welcome change from movies where the “musician” is not playing anything remotely like what is on the 
soundtrack.  Geoffrey Rush did his own “doubling”, a nice touch. 
  
 
Kavkazski plennik (Prisoner of the Mountains) 

(Russia, Kazakhstan) Sergei Bodrov; from the story by Leo Tolstoy 
 
Bodrov has updated a century-old tale from Tolstoy to the current war in Chechnya.  A group of Russian 
soldiers are ambushed on patrol, and the two survivors are taken prisoner as potential exchange hostages 
for the son of a local villager who is in the military prison.  They are an odd pair: Sacha, a veteran (Oleg 
Menshikov seen recently in Burnt by the Sun) who has little use for the raw recruit, Vania (played by 
Bodrov’s son, Sergei Jr.).  Their friendship grows during captivity, as it does also with the villagers, 
particularly the 12 year old daughter of their host. 
 
Things start to come unstuck when Vania is allowed to write home so that his mother will come to 
Chechnya and press the local military for a prisoner swap.  The distrust on both sides is so great that 
tragedy is the only possible outcome. 
 
This is a film about the futility of war, and about how people come to be killed because they are officially 
enemies even though they have no personal complaint between them.  According to Bodrov, it is now the 
most popular film in Russia. 
 
One interesting vignette about the filming: While they were shooting in Dagestan (not far from Chechnya), 
the head of their security group discovered that he was being paid less than the 12 year old girl who has 
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one of the principal roles.  A tense situation, with the armed security team confronting Bodrov was 
resolved by the application of that most universal of lubricants, more money.  The total budet for the film 
was a mere US$1.5-million.    
  
 
The Secret Agent 

(USA) Christopher Hampton; from the novel by Joseph Conrad 
 
Oh dear, oh dear, oh dear.  So much talent: Chris Hampton (Carrington), Bob Hoskins, Patricia Arquette, 
Gérard Depardieu, Robin Williams.  Such a mess.  Art directed to within an inch of its life.  Cardboard 
characters who don’t seem to know why they are there.  Depardieu as an expatriate French anarchist 
seems to have wandered into the wrong movie.  Robin Williams as the mad bomb maker seems most 
annoyed that he doesn’t get to ad lib. 
 
The basic idea is that Hoskins’ character, Adolf Verloc,  is really working for the Russian Embassy in 
Victorian London, but is part of a group of anarchists from several countries who are living in London.  He 
is also an informer for Scotland Yard.  He is playing all sides, but the way Hoskins does it, it’s more from 
fear and convenience than it is from any calculated double  or triple dealing.  Anyhow, the Russians want 
some incident to throw the British off their balance, and Verloc obliges by arranging to bomb the 
observatory at Greenwich.  (Yes, that Greenwich, the one with the meridian named after it.) 
 
Along for the ride is his simpleton brother-in-law who carries the bomb.  However, the he slips while 
carrying it to its destination, and is blown to pieces.  (We will ignore the issue of why Verloc didn’t carry it 
himself, or why it was armed before rather than after being placed.)  We get to see the explosion many 
times in flashbacks (Hampton must have shot it from every conceivable angle and wanted toget his 
money’s worth out of the effects).  Anyhow, wife Winnie (Arquette) is understandably upset and offs 
Verloc. 
 
‘Nuff said. 
  
 
Intimate Relations 

(UK, Canada) Philip Goodhew 
 
The “Canadian Content” here consists of post-production.  It’s mainly an English film by a first-time 
director.  Goodhew wanted to make a dark comedy of manners set in 50s suburban England where 
nothing is what it seems, and everyone’s morals involve a double standard for themselves and others.  He 
hunted around for a nice, juicy murder, and used that as the basis for the story. 
 
Marjorie (Julie Walters) is a bored housewife who, we later learn, has been taking in “lodgers” during and 
since the second war to satisfy her sex drive.  Her hubbie, Stanley, a veteran of the first war (there is 
something not quite right in the chronology here, but I will ignore it for now), is not quite her cup of tea, 
and so, well, girls will be girls. 
 
Anyhow, into this mess comes Harold Guppy (I am not making the name up, he really exists, and is still in 
prison) played by Rupert Graves.  The new lodger seems allright when we first meet him, but we soon 
learn that he has no backbone when it comes to Marjorie’s desires, and indeed he seems to have been 
happiest when he has someone else to make his decisions for him.  Life is even more complicated by 
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Marjorie’s daughter who decides that she wants some of what’s going round too.  (This whole setup really 
strains credulity, although I have to take Goodhew’s word for it that the script is based on a real family.) 
 
The strain of all this eventually proves too much, and Guppy murders Marjorie and her daughter at the end 
of the film.  The credits roll over saccharine Doris Day music. 
This is a film which lost its way, and the fact that it’s a first time director with too much money really 
shows.  The family relations do not deteriorate fast enough to set things up for the murders which are a 
total shock to the audience.  Apparently, in real life, things came unstuck a lot sooner and with more 
unpleasant events than shown in the film.  I suspect that this did not suit Goodhew’s agenda, and so he left 
most of it out. 
 
The film has been picked up by C/FP Distribution.  I will be intrigued to see whether there is any upheaval 
over the 14-year old girl in bed with mommy and the lodger since this should technically be in violation of 
the infamous kiddie-porn law. 
  
 
Inside 

(USA) Arthur Penn 
 
Oh it has not been a good day.  Too much Hollywood money and ego sloshing around. 
 
Basically, we have a good premise: A white South African political prisoner is being interrogated by the 
head of the Secret Police.   The questionner uses every trick in the book break down his prisoner’s 
confidence not only in his cause but also in himself.  Eventually, the prisoner commits suicide aided and not 
rescued by his tormentor. 
 
Years later, it is time for the new South Africa and its Truth Commission to investigate crimes of the 
former regime.  A new black interrogator questions his predecessor who claims innocence and little 
knowledge of what happened so many years ago.  Only one problem.  The black man was in the same 
cellblock as the white prisoner, and saw what was done to him.  
 
Nigel Hawthorne is magnificent as the white head of the Secret Police.  He is a clever snake on the inside 
while appearing the avuncular “good cop” on the outside.  His real disgust for his white prisoner is that 
while Hawthorne’s character is decidedly middle class, the prisoner clearly comes from a privileged 
background and is a traitor to both his class and his race.  Later, when it comes his turn to be questioned, 
Hawthorne is all innocence (the good cop again), but it all unravels when he learns who his accuser is. 
 
Eric Stoltz plays the university professor charged with treason and he does a reasonable job with his role.  
The problem lies with Louis Gossett Jr. who plays the role of the black prisoner, and later the investigator 
for the Truth Commission.  During the Q&A, it came out between Gossett and Arthur Penn that the film, 
as originally shot, wasn’t “African enough” and so things were added: African singing among the 
prisoners, and a scene just before Stoltz’ suicide in which Gossett goes into a trance state and calls on his 
ancestors.  Oh dear, oh dear.  Just a little over the top there.  Maybe that’s what comes of having Gossett 
as a principal actor and as one of the Executive Producers. 
 
There was some hostility during the Q&A about the need to have a white hero in what is clearly a film 
about a black struggle.  However, in defense of the script, I can’t see where there would have been any 
class tension with Hawthorne’s character if the prisoner were black.  It is the banal, middle-class evil 
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which Hawthorne represents which is the real subject of the piece, and it’s a shame that Gossett’s 
histrionics tend to unbalance this.  Gossett certainly sees Hawthorne as the main actor, even though it 
probably won’t be billed that way in the ads. 
 
Worth seeing for Hawthorne’s performance, even if it is a flawed movie with an ending that may keep the 
audience happy, but just doesn’t feel right.  
 
Wednesday, September 11th 
 
Jude 

(UK) Michael Winterbottom; from Jude the Obscure by Thomas Hardy 
 
Another superb film from the Brits!  Christopher Eccleston and Kate Winslet star as Jude and his cousin 
Sue whose love persists even though it is outside the bounds of accepted society.  Jude, a stonemason, 
marries a woman because he thinks she is pregnant, but the marriage does not last, and she moves away 
to make a new life.  Meanwhile, Jude has dreams of gaining a university education despite his humble 
status, and studies classical Greek and Latin writers in their original language.  His wife’s departure gives 
him the opportunity to move to Christminster, the nearby university town.  Here he meets Sue, and their 
love for each other is immediate, even though it is doomed.  Sue also marries unsuitably, and eventually 
she and Jude wind up living together. 
 
The film’s tragic climax pulls up the audience short (two friends of mine found the scene too much to take, 
although I feel it was appropriate in context) and the mood turns from guardedly hopeful to bleak.  The 
final scene leaves Jude raging against a society that has excluded him because of his class and his 
unconventional family arrangements.    
 
 Jude begins in widescreen black and white during the youth of the title character and shifts to colour in 
his adulthood.  The cinematography (by Eduardo Serra) takes full advantage of the frame throughout the 
film by recognizing that at times it is better not to fill the frame.  The art direction is similarly restrained: 
where Secret Agent filled the scene with extraneous detail screaming “look at me”, Jude is understated 
but true to its period, so true that the period design looks perfectly natural. 
 
Michael Winterbottom is best known for gritty dramas set in modern, lower class England, and it is a 
revelation to see him directing a period novel so well.  Very highly recommended. 
  
 
Gray’s Anatomy 

(USA) Steven Soderbergh 
 
Spalding Gray is well known for his monologues (ie: Swimming to Cambodia), and this film finds him 
ruminating on his sight and the possible loss of it.  Three years ago, Gray suffered from a “retinal pucker” 
which distorted the sight in his left eye.  After pursuing a series of alternative therapies, he finally 
accepted an operation which turned out to be unsuccessful, and he is now blind in one eye. 
 
This is a story about denial of a serious personal problem, and the comic lengths someone will go to to 
avoid confronting it.  It is told with much warmth and the self-deprecation of, pardon the pun, hindsight.  In 
the end, Gray comes to rejoice in the sight he does have.  This is echoed by Soderbergh’s direction which 
transforms the classic “talking head” format into a constantly changing visual scene.   
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Gray’s monologue is intercut with interviews of people who suffered from serious eye injuries (as 
Soderbergh said at the screening, if you can get past the first 10 minutes of the film, you’re ok).  All of 
them have far more harrowing tales than Spalding’s, and they serve to put his experience in context.  
These segments are shot on infrared film which gives them an eerie visual quality: dark skies and white 
trees behind otherwise normal black and white talking heads. 
Spalding Gray is still a master storyteller, and Soderbergh’s visuals add a surreal character to the film 
without getting in the way.  Well worth seeing. 
  
 
Thursday, September 12th 
 
Lust and Revenge 

(Australia) Paul Cox 
 
Paul Cox introduced his latest film by saying that it is the first time he has made a movie about people he 
really doesn’t like: they are the well-off patrons for whom art is an excuse for a social milieu and a tax 
write-off.  A sculpture has been commissioned for a new wing of the National Gallery, and the acquisition 
is being co-ordinated by a daughter of the principal benefactor who is a complete idiot when it comes to 
art (and much else).   
 
The chosen model for this piece is a straightforward, unemployed man, Karl-Heinz, whose wife CeCilia is 
a devotee of the “Centre for Synchronic Awareness”, and has little use for physical relations of any kind.  
When she discovers that her husband is posing nude, she is less than thrilled, but later is talked into 
becoming a co-model when tax considerations demand that the sculpture be bigger and more expensive.  
(I am leaving out some things here so as not to spoil things.)  Meanwhile, “Baba Charles”, a leader of her 
sect, smells the opportunity to get a big donation from the arts patron via Cecilia and Karl-Heinz.  Cecilia 
outsmarts them all in the end, and goes off to a cottage in the countryside. 
 
I found this film less than satisfying partly because the whole setup is a little thin, and partly because Cox 
seems to be siding with Cecilia’s rather puritanical outlook on personal relationships.  Not one of his better 
efforts. 
  
 
Ponette 

(France) Jacques Doillon 
 
A young girl, the title character, has lost her mother in a traffic accident as the film opens.  She has not 
fully taken this in, and her father is still raging against the event.  This is a film about grief and saying 
goodbye, universal subjects, but ones which could have been melodramatic and sloppy without a good 
script and wonderful acting from Victorie Thivisol who plays Ponette.   
 
Off she goes to boarding school for the summer where she will meet new friends (and be out of her 
father’s hair for a while), but it takes a while for the friendships to gel.  She misses her mother a great 
deal, although aware, if not accepting, that she is gone.   Dealing with her loss gets in the way of building 
friendship. 
 
The film ends with a beautiful scene in which Ponette’s prayers that she can talk to her mother again are 
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answered, giving her the closure that is so badly needed and often missing with an unexpected death. 
 
A wonderful film about innocence, grief and the acceptance of life. 
  
 
American Buffalo 

(USA) Michael Corrente; screenplay by David Mamet from his own play 
 
Wow!  It’s been a long time since I saw this play on stage in at the tiny, and long-gone Phoenix Theatre.  
Dustin Hoffman (Teach) and Dennis Franz (Donny) spend almost the entire film in a conversation that is 
essentially pointless, but which nominally concerns a plot to steal a coin that is thought to be quite valuable. 
 Of course, the scheme never comes off, in large measure due to the war between Teach’s paranoid 
selfishness and Donny’s desire to include Bobby, a teenager who hangs around his junk shop, in the plot.  
The screenplay works well with the action moving outside just enough to let the audience take a breath 
before plunging back into the claustrophobic junk shop (on stage, the entire action was set in the store). 
 
I read an interesting comment on this film in the Globe which compared the setting to that of Waiting for 
Godot.  Pointless conversation between two characters who are always trying to upstage each other 
while waiting for an event that will never happen and a collaborator who will never arrive.  The parallel is 
not exact (the plays have very different subtexts), but an interesting observation all the same.   
 
Hoffman is wonderful, and is such a magnificent contrast to Al Pacino’s pointless and rambling Richard.  
His character and pacing are consistent throughout the entire film, much as one would expect to see on 
stage.  Yes, there are actors in the USA who can act. 
  
 
Conversation with the Beast 

(Germany) Armin Mueller-Stahl 
 
This film was Mueller-Stahl’s debut as director and writer of a film, but it is not a cinematic equivalent of 
the vanity press.  He has been haunted by the shadow of Hitler all his life both personally (he grew up in 
post-war East Germany) and professionally (many of his roles have been wartime characters, or 
characters marked by their experiences).  The first version of the script was written while he was working 
on The Music Box. 
 
Mueller-Stahl plays a man who claims to be Adolf Hitler, 102 years old, living in a basement apartment, 
almost a bunker, under Berlin.  His wife appears to be a young woman, the eternal youth of Nazi 
mythology, but she is kept young through the force of “Hitler’s” imagination and magic.  Bob Balaban 
plays an American historian who comes to Berlin to see whether this man is what he claims to be. 
 
Their conversation is at times ludicrous and funny, but there are enough flashes of blackness that we 
cannot dismiss “Hitler” as an old fool.  At one moment in the first interview, Mueller-Stahl’s face briefly 
flashes back fifty years -- his voice and eyes are again those of a younger Hitler, and we realize how 
dangerous this man could be.  Later, in a surreal dinner party, we meet six men who (for the purpose of 
this story) were body doubles of Hitler even though their resemblance is slight.  In a quasi-cabaret, each 
does a little turn in honour of their host.  The most eerie is “To be or not to be” recited in German (by a 
top German stage actor) in the manner of a Hitlerian speech.  Even great and well known poetry is 
transformed by the voice in which it is spoken. 
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A question Mueller-Stahl tried to address was whether Hitler really is still alive, and what power he would 
have if he were.  As he said at the Q&A, what would you do if the devil invited you for tea?  The old man 
is killed at the end of the film when his interviewer finally accepts him as the real thing, and yet we know 
that Hitler lives on through his historical legacy and through the icon which he has become.  Again quoting 
Mueller-Stahl, if you kill one man, they hang you.  If you kill 50 million, you are immortal. 
 
A troubling but excellent film, and an interesting counterpart to The Ogre (see below) in which Mueller-
Stahl has a supporting role. 
  
 
Friday, September 13th 
 
Michael Collins 

(Ireland) Neil Jordan 
 
Warning: This is a very pro-Irish film about the man who founded the IRA, an organization which (if we 
believe the film) got out of hand and destroyed its creator.  One scene of British soldiers gunning down 
innocent people in a soccer stadium brought catcalls to “get the Brits out of Ireland”.  This is not a film 
which makes any attempt to be kind or understanding to the occupying British forces. 
 
Collins is portrayed as a man who preferred not to fight, but who would use violence if necessary to 
achieve freedom from English rule.  His was a mixture of cavalier disregard for danger (nobody expected 
a terrorist to be seen in public, and so he could bicycle through the streets of Dublin dressed as a 
businessman) and cunning strategy.  The outcome of his war was the creation of the Irish Free State 
(later the Irish Republic) and the partition of Ireland.  This partition split the IRA between those who 
supported Collins and those who would accept nothing less than total Irish control over the island.  Collins 
was unwilling to risk total war with Britain for this end, and it was his undoing. 
 
Liam Neeson plays Collins with Aidan Quinn as Harry Boland, his right hand man.  Alan Rickman is 
Eamon de Valera, the first president of Ireland, who struggles throughout the story for advantage over 
Collins.  The only bad apple in the lot is Julia Roberts (obviously cast with an eye for the US market) who 
just doesn’t fit as Kitty Kiernan, the would-be lover of both Collins and Boland.   
 
This is a very well made, and very inflammatory film about the formation of modern Ireland.  
Recommended with reservation mainly as I am not sufficiently familiar with the history to know just how 
much the audience is being manipulated and how much is reasonably true to life. 
  
 
Trois vies et une seule mort (Three Lives and Only One Death) 

(Franch, Portugal) Raoul Ruiz 
 
Any film with Marcello Mastroianni is one I really want to like, and yet this leaves me just a little annoyed 
with the loose ends, the bits of plot that don’t quite tie together.  A man goes out to buy cigarettes and 
bread, and does not come home for twenty years.  A professor gives up his comfortable life to become a 
tramp in love with a hooker, who is herself not what she seems.  A young couple inherit a chateau with a 
butler who has his own agenda, and is not the distracted fool he appears to be.  Mastroianni is the linking 
character in all of these stories (and more) as we discover that he is one man with many interlinked 
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personalities.  There is even a child character (the only one played by a physically separate actor). 
 
The premise works reasonably well, but it wears thin as it goes along (or maybe I was just getting tired).  
By analogy, Ruiz seems to suggest that many people are forced by circumstance to become someone they 
are not, and has piggy-backed this onto a person with multiple personalities.  The device is inconsistent, 
however, and the film loses both its humour and my interest as it wanders through its two-hour length.   
 
Good in spots, and maybe I will like it better with a good dose of cappucino before another viewing. 
  
 
La plante humaine (The Human Condition) 

(Canada, France) Pierre Hébert 
 
Oh dear, oh dear (again).  A feature length animated film from the NFB by a collaborator of Norman 
McLaren.  I should be interested.  It should be good.  But ... what we have here is (maybe) a 30 minute 
film with pretentions. 
 
We follow a retired librarian through a day in which he is beset by many threads of stories, some benign 
and others violent or tragic.  These stories appear either on television, or in his imagination, or both.  The 
Gulf War is intercut with an African fable about a quest to resolve a state of Chaos which has been visited 
on a people.  How do one’s memory, consciousness and unconscious mind interact? 
 
A nice idea, but it was sabotaged by an animation style that is very difficult to watch.  Perish the thought 
that an image might be fluid when you can just redraw the image for each frame and let the choppiness 
pass for a style.  Works for a short, but it’s damned hard to look at after 20 minutes.  By the time we 
were about 40 minutes in, I was getting bored, and the Varsity’s projectionist delivered the coup de grace 
by putting the third reel in the projector backwards.  It took him about five minutes to even notice that 
anything was wrong (the presence of the sound track visible on the screen and total garbage coming from 
the speakers might have been a hint, but, hey, this is an experimental film after all).  By that time, I 
decided that it was time to go home for the night.  
  
 
Saturday, September 14th 
 
The Ogre 

(Germany, France, UK) Volker Schlöndorff 
 
A superb new film from a director with a special fondness for Toronto where The Tin Drum was 
originally censored for the presence of a child in scenes involving sex, even though they were totally 
consistent with the story.  Times have changed, thank goodness. 
 
John Malkovich plays the title character, Abel, an orphan who grows up in a French boarding school 
where he has only one friend.  Later, he becomes a mechanic with a love for photography, a hobby which 
gets him into trouble with the law when he takes to photographing children.  The war intervenes, and he is 
shipped off to the front where he is quickly captured and taken to a prisoner-of-war camp. 
 
Through all of this, we begin to see that Abel has never progressed much beyond the mind of a 12 year old 
(that was how Schlöndorff and Malkovich agreed to play him), and that he has little conception of the 
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meaning of his acts.  Through his naive luck, he comes to be working at Hermann Göring’s country estate, 
and later at a nearby castle where Hitler Youth are being selected and trained for the Fatherland.  His 
love for children is perverted into a talent for collecting the children of the neighbouring villages, and he 
evolves into the Erlkönig , a dark figure from German mythology who collected and killed children.  
Throughout all this, he is totally unaware of the evil which he serves, and catches only a glimpse when, 
late in the war, he comes upon a Jewish child escaping from one of the camps and offers him shelter.  
Even then, it’s just one more child to him. 
 
This is a film which operates on many levels, the most obvious of which is the role of those who naively 
serve great evil and are perverted by it.  Abel is somehow saved by his own innocence and by the 
protective innocence of the children around him, although we must ask if the servants of evil are excused 
by their own ignorance, feigned or real. 
 
Armin Mueller-Stahl (see Conversation With the Beast above) has a supporting role as the count whose 
castle has been taken over by the Hitlerjugend.  He mourns the destruction of Germany, but it rolls on 
despite his attempts at sabotage. 
 
Schlöndorff made an interesting comment during the Q&A.  He was asked what the future would be of 
the Babelsberg Studio, as a major production centre in Germany (it was located in the East, and is 
something of an icon in the German cinema).  He replied that Toronto was the main competition for 
Babelsberg(!).  
  
 
Warshots / Kriegsbilder 

(Germany) Heiner Stadler 
 
This film examines the role of a journalist in wartime and the responsibility which they bear for the events 
which they witness and convey to the world.  Jan is a top news photographer who normally stays 
detached from the events he covers, even when a man he is travelling with is shot dead for atempting to 
smuggle amunition for the IRA.  The moment of death is just another cover shot. 
 
In Africa, he finds himself the accomplice of a sniper who picks off victims while Jan snaps pictures.  
Does his role as a documentarist excuse his complicity in murder?  The lines between the personal and 
professional worlds blur as Jan wrestles with his conscience.  Other journalists covering the same territory 
maintain their detachment, but also their distance from real events; one is little better than a war tourist. 
 
This is a very good film, shot in Northern Ireland, Somalia and Lebanon.  Many of the locales are not sets 
(it costs a lot to build streets full of bombed out apartment blocks). The use of a familiar urban context 
reduced to terror-filled rubble forces us, the audience sitting in a comfortable theatre, to confront Jan’s 
failed attempt at amorality.   
  
 
Ilona llega con la lluvia (Ilona Arrives with the Rain) 

(Italy, Spain) Sergio Cabrera; from a novel by Alvaro Mutis 
 
Three friends, all outsiders in their way, dream of owning a ship on which they can sail the world free of 
any country’s mundane rules, but things don’t come easily to them.  As the film begins, they have gone 
their separate ways: Ilona to run a night club in South Africa, Maqroll stranded in Panama when the ship 
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he crews on is seized, and Abdul to a prison in Morocco.  By chance, Ilona and Maqroll meet again in 
Panama, and Abdul, once free, lucks onto a chance to buy the ship they dream of. 
 
But it’s not all quite that simple (how else would we get a two-hour movie out of it).  All along, things 
never go quite right for our trio, but they have a lot of fun getting there.  Ilona and Maqroll found the Villa 
Rosa, a high-class bordello with which they hope to raise the money Abdul will need to buy the ship.  
Abdul conspires with a judge and a local mafioso to engineer the sale of a vessel at a knock-down price.  
Everything seems to be ticking along until a woman, Larissa, who lives on a derelict boat where she longs 
for phantom lovers, disturbs the trio’s relationship. 
 
This is a story that’s all vignette, with many wryly comic turns of plot along the way, leading to an 
unexpected tragic ending.  Wonderful acting and a great script.  Needs a bit of trimming, but Cabrera 
knows this: he wants to take out about 15 minutes, but didn’t have time to do so in the English subtitled 
version which we saw.  With some cutting, it will be worth seeing if it ever gets a distributor.  (What with 
most of the production having been done in Havana, I would not hold my breath.) 
   
 
Sunday, September 15th 
 
Where’s The Money Ronnie? and Small Time 

(UK) Shane Meadows 
 
Shane Meadows was thrown out of art school, and has since made about twenty short films.  From the 
two here, he actually knows quite a bit about writing, pacing and direction although Small Time (the longer 
of the two) suffered from a length that was probably induced by the presence of funding from the British 
Film Institute. 
 
Where’s The Money Ronnie  gives us a string of talking head interviews with a series of men who were 
involved in a robbery, maybe, or maybe just a scam to shuffle some ill-gotten gains around among thieves. 
 Each is being interviewed after their arrest.  Many different versions of the events and motivations.  All 
intercut with bits of the robbery as seen from various points of view.  Everybody blames everybody else, 
especially “Ronnie”.  We the audience get to figure out who is telling the truth.  A great 12-minutes. 
 
Small Time finds us in much the same company with a bunch of low-lifes who will steal anything, but 
generally not stuff that will bring any profit.  Meanwhile, the wives/girlfriends suffer through, although they 
don’t seem to have much more motivation to find better blokes to hang out with than their larcenous 
friends have to pinch any decent gear.  Their planned heist of 25,000 pounds goes hopelessly wrong when 
the shop they target has nothing to steal in it.   
 
Small Time was made for the magnificent sum of $13,000 (it looks it) with unknown actors in the bleak 
surroundings of a Nottingham housing estate.  It runs of of steam at the end, but along the way, Meadows 
has a good time with his characters.   
 
You will never get to see these movies even at the Bloor, but it will be intriguing to see if Shane Meadows 
ever develops beyond being an outsider making his own flicks on shoestring budgets. 
 
  


