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In Brief

“There’s something clammy about him… I’d have the same feeling brushing up
against something in the dark night.”

In the Russian court of Nicholas and Alexandra, the duplicitous “holy man”
Rasputin worms his way to the top, while Prince Chegodieff does what he can to
stop him. Like many Hollywood costume dramas, Rasputin and the Empress takes
ample liberty with historical facts, focusing more on character than veracity: Lionel
Barrymore’s Rasputin is appropriately wild-eyed and scummy, sister Ethel is
adequately regal, and brother John provides a consistent voice of reason. The
dialogue  and elaborate set designs are enjoyable; otherwise, Rasputin remains a
rather tepid affair, one which will annoy history buffs and only provide minimal
enjoyment to most film fanatics. Watch it simply to see the three Barrymores in
action, as well as for its legal notoriety.
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Hollywood was in many ways still a small town in the early thirties, and as far as
motion picture making goes, it certainly operated by a different set of rules. In
1932 Metro’s production chief Irving Thalberg, with “More Stars Than There
Are In Heaven” at his disposal, had brought to the screen the first star-studded
event picture. Grand Hotel was a critical and financial success for Hollywood’s
biggest studio, and featured many of MGM’s top stars, from Greta Garbo and
Joan Crawford to Wallace Beery and the Barrymore brothers, John and Lionel.
The movie made buckets of money for Thalberg and Louis B. Mayer and it also
captured the fifth Academy Award for Best Picture. Grand Hotel’s success
spawned a trend in star-laden features at MGM — many of which employed
the Barrymore men. Up next was 1933’s Rasputin and the Empress; followed
shortly thereafter Dinner at Eight (with Marie Dressler, Wallace Beery, Billie
Burke, and Jean Harlow) and then the aviation film Night Flight (with Helen
Hayes, Clark Gable, Bob Montgomery, and Myrna Loy). Each project was
financial success for the studio — even the forgotten Night Flight — and each
enhanced MGM’s reputation for lavish decadence at a time when the financial
future of not only the movie business itself, but the country and its inhabitants
as well was all but certain.

Ethel Barrymore worked most often on the stage during her prime years as a
performer. In fact, from age forty to sixty-five, she would only make one feature
film, the subject of this essay, appearing as one half of the titular duo alongside
her brother Lionel’s mad monk. She would go on to win the Best Supporting
Actress Oscar in 1944 upon her return to the screen, playing Cary Grant’s
mother in None But the Lonely Heart. On the heels of that success she worked
steadily in film and television until her death in 1959. Consequently, 1933’s Rasputin and the Empress is the only film in which all three
Barrymore siblings appear, and they are joined by Cavalcade star Diana Wynyard and the somewhat-forgotten Ralph Morgan. (Everyone
knows Ralph’s younger brother Frank, but it’s worth pointing out that Ralph was a founder and the first president of the Screen Actor’s
Guild.)

Rasputin and the Empress,  is a surprising film, though it’s fair to say it runs long and suffers from lackluster editing and continuity.
Youthful director Richard Boleslawski, surrounded by so much talent and wealth must have been out of his depth, though he imbues
a few scenes with enough verve to make the whole affair worthwhile. Lionel Barrymore is ostensibly the star; his interpretation of
Grigori Rasputin is an eye-opener — it’s at once frightening and eerie, yet never falls into the bombast or silliness that could sometimes
characterize Lionel’s screen persona — particularly if one recalls his questionable Best Actor performance two years before in A Free
Soul, or his much celebrated (and lampooned) turn in It’s a Wonderful Life. In fact, he inhabits the title role well enough that there are
moments when one forgets the man wearing the fake beard — quite a feat considering that neither Lionel, nor any other cast member
attempts an accent. You are left with the lasting impression of a powerhouse performance — one that justifies the 1931 Oscar win, and
leaves viewers wishing his looks had provided him the opportunity to get away from character parts more often.

Ethel appears as the Czarina Alexandra, and in spite of the film’s nomination in the Best Writing category, her role is painfully shallow.
She’s the doting mother and wife slavishly dedicated to Rasputin, though we are asked to buy into their relationship despite a lack of
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establishing scenes, beyond an initial meeting
where Rasputin convinces her to allow him to
attempt to heal the Czarevitch Aloysha (Tad
Alexander), her hemophiliac son. (The mystic
succeeds, though we never learn by what means,
beyond some fancy hypnotic hocus-pocus involving
a gold pocket watch.) It’s Ethel herself that saves
the role — and in some ways the film itself — by
imbuing her character with such a powerful sense
of melancholy that you intuitively understand her
to be the worried mother of not only a terribly
fragile child, but of an equally troubled country.
More than either of her brothers, it’s Ethel’s
performance that serves of a constant reminder of
the socio-political tumoil that serves as a backdrop
for the movie’s smaller human dramas.

John Barrymore is something of a third wheel here.
While his role is crucial — he plays the Russian
prince who sees through Rasputin — and obviously
one of the film’s three big draws, this would have
been a tighter movie without his role, especially if
the salvaged time had been invested in the

character development of Alexandra. Yet John represented the biggest box office draw of the trio, and he does dashing quite well.
And for nothing would I sacrifice the scene late in the film when he and Rasputin finally came to blows. It is simply extraordinary, and
as vividly expressionistic in its violence as anything you’re likely to see from thirties MGM. Another such scene happens earlier, when
Rasputin forces Aloysha to look through a microscope as a common ant and a housefly fight to the death underneath a glass slide. It’s
great, scary, almost operatic stuff.

That Czar Nicholas story if a tough one to tell — after all, we all know how it ends. Rasputin and the Empress, the first of numerous
relatively unsuccessful filmic attempts to tell it is an uneven, yet still compelling movie. It benefits greatly from its own gimmick: casting
the three Barrymores in the same picture. However it’s the performance of Lionel that makes this so darn entertaining, and so drab
when he is away from the screen. Not available on DVD, this can still be found on VHS in many libraries, and via a few internet download
sources. It’s worth seeking out.

Despite its colossal production values and the presence of acting’s first family Rasputin and the Empress wasn’t the MGM film to
receive a coveted Best Picture nomination — for that matter neither was Dinner at Eight. That honor surprisingly went to the Norma
Shearer, Fredric March, and Leslie Howard fantasy Smilin’ Through. It’s easy to imagine Thalberg positioning the studio’s resources
squarely behind wife Shearer’s project, but there’s no evidence to suggest he did so. It was really just a poor Oscar season for the
movie business’s most profitable studio, with only one other film, The Prizefighter and the Lady receiving nominations. The big loser
in all of this was Dinner at Eight, which was on the receiving end of the lion’s share (apologies, I couldn’t help myself) of MGM’s publicity
yet failed to garner a nomination in any category — it was Oscar’s first big snub. Twentieth Century Fox (with B.P. winner Cavalcade,
and nominee State Fair), Paramount (A Farewell to Arms and She Done Him Wrong),
and Warner Bros. (42nd Street, Gold Diggers of 1933, and I Am a Fugitive from a Chain
Gang) dominated instead — even RKO (thanks to the sensational debut of Katharine
Hepburn in Morning Glory and Little Women) fared better than MGM. For the first time
in the brief six-year history of the awards, Academy founder Louis B. Mayer and MGM
went home empty-handed.

(http://cin-eater.blogspot.co.uk)

RASPUTIN And The Libel Lawyers

We've all read the familiar credit line "...the characters in this photoplay are fictional
and bear no resemblance to real persons living or dead..." Ever wonder where it came
from?

In 1932 MGM released RASPUTIN AND THE EMPRESS, a lavish retelling of the last days
of Czarist Russia in the court of Nicholas and Alexandra. The story boasted weighty
roles for all three of the Barrymores, MGM's most famous acting family. A character
named Prince Chegodieff was created for John, Ethel played Alexandra, and Lionel got
the plum role of the power-crazed monk Rasputin. Events and characters were
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embellished and combined, but by and large the historical content
stayed faithful to the facts.

Too faithful. Lying in wait for the release of RASPUTIN was Princess
Irina Yousoupoff, the genuine niece of the Czar. Living in exile in
Paris, she must have found out about the film's content before its
release. When RASPUTIN premiered simultaneously in several
European capitols, the Princess had a separate libel lawsuit ready to
file in each country where the film played. In her suit she claimed
that the film's character Princess Natasha, played by Diana
Wynward, was meant to represent her. This Princess Natasha is
depicted as sexually compromised by the evil Rasputin, thus
smearing the honor of the real Princess Irina, according to the
lawsuit. In 1932 the events of the Russian Revolution were only
fifteen years old, and sympathy in the West for the large community
of exiled White Russians was high.

The Princess won her case in London, where the film had been released as RASPUTIN, THE MAD MONK, to the tune of $125,000, an
enormous sum in the depression era. Helping the case become worldwide news was dramatic testimony that included a firsthand
account by Irina's husband, Prince Yousoupoff, of the gruesome details of Rasputin's untimely end. This is the famous, and apparently
true, tale in which the madman absorbed poison, bullets, and brutal clubbings with little effect. Incidentally, this is also the highlight
of the film, and unexpectedly violent for its time.

MGM probably identified with Rasputin's torment; it reportedly later settled for yet higher sums to keep the case out of courts in the
U.S. and elsewhere.

Frederick S. Clarke detailed this fascinating bit of film history in the very first issue of his Cinefantastique magazine back in 1970. He
mentions MGM having to apologize to the Princess and amending the film with the 'purely fictional' notice. What he doesn't talk about
is the film itself, which I believe was heavily censored by MGM to remove those scenes offensive to the Princess. Prints of RASPUTIN
AND THE EMPRESS shown on Home Video and on Cable TV's Turner Classic Movies have an identical series of frustrating cuts, all
around the 'Princess Natasha' character. When Lionel Barrymore's Rasputin begins to consolidate his power in the Czar's court, he uses
some pretext to get Natasha to his private apartment, where ... a jarring cut curtails the scene. Soon thereafter, Natasha is seen moping
and distressed whenever Rasputin's name is mentioned, and panics at the thought of the monk being left alone with one of the royal
children. Natasha's role is crucial in the scene where Alexandra finally sees through Rasputin's deceit; the scene is chopped just as the
distraught Princess is finally about to disclose some awful personal secret to the Czarina. It seems clear that in the original cut Princess
Natasha was either seduced or raped by the evil monk, with or without the aid of hypnosis, and threatened with humiliation should
she speak against him. This was a pre-Hays code production, when such sordid plot complications weren't unusual. If the subplot had
been deemed too risque, it would have been jettisoned in the script stage. That's the American way.

RASPUTIN AND THE EMPRESS ended up being a fiscal headache for MGM. Even with the cuts it manages to tell its story well, and
holds its own against 1971's NICHOLAS AND ALEXANDRA, which covers some of the same events.

Glenn Erickson
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12 Angry Men

Courtroom Drama

In Brief

The defense and the prosecution have rested and the jury is filing into the jury room to
decide if a young Spanish-American is guilty or innocent of murdering his father. What
begins as an open and shut case of murder soon becomes a mini-drama of each of the
jurors’ prejudices and preconceptions about the trial, the accused, and each other. Based
on the play, all of the action takes place on the stage of the jury room.

USA | 1957 | 96 minutes

No one likes jury duty. Well, some people probably do, but one hopes they are smart enough to keep it to themselves. At the same
time, the right to a trial by jury is a great thing about the American justice system, and everyone should serve at least once and see how
it all works. If you've ever been stuck in a back room arguing over the particulars of a case, you will never again wonder about some
of the baffling verdicts passed down by civilian tribunals in high-profile trials. It's harder to armchair deliberate when you know how
sentencing instructions and the literal wording of the law can affect the outcome of a seemingly open-and-shut debate.

While juries I have served on have never been as articulate, or as heated, as the regular joes and uncommon men who populate the
tiny room of 12 Angry Men, Reginald Rose's script captures the back-and-forth quibbling over legal minutia pretty well. Inspired by his
own time on a jury, Rose first wrote 12 Angry Men as a teleplay broadcast live in 1955 (which is also included here), and then expanded
the hour-long program into a full movie screenplay, which was directed by Sidney Lumet in 1957.

The movie begins after the trial is over. Outside of some short instructions from the judge and a lone shot of the accused, we have
missed the proceedings. The camera travels the jury box, recording the faces of the jurors, before following them into a cramped
room where they will be asked to stay until they can agree on a verdict. Most assume that the deliberation will be quick: the first vote
is actually eleven for "guilty." The lone hold-out is Juror #8 (Henry Fonda), whose mind isn't made up. Maybe the boy killed his father,
maybe he didn't. Despite pressure from the others to bend, #8 stays true to his insistence that if they are going to send a 19-year-old
kid to the electric chair, they should at least spend some time exploring the realms of reasonable doubt.

Slowly, #8 works his way through the case. The testimony of the
downstairs neighbor is questioned, then the uniqueness of the
murder weapon, a switchblade knife. One by one, each juror is drawn
into the discussion, and one by one they reveal something about
who they are. #9 (Joseph Sweeney) is an observant old man, #5 (Jack
Klugman) is from the same slums as the accused, and #11 (George
Voskovic) is an immigrant who believes in America's sense of justice.
On the stubborn side we have #3 (Lee J. Cobb), the father with an
angry temper, and #4 (E.G. Marshall), the business man with the
steady demeanor. There is also #7 (Jack Warden), who just wants to
get out of there and go to a ballgame. And perhaps worst of all, the
one that everyone else eventually turns against, is #10 (Ed Begley), a
racist who believes the boy, who looked like he was maybe Puerto
Rican, is a natural born liar, it's a byproduct of his skin color.

Credits
Director
Screenplay
Photography
Music

Sidney Lumet
Reginald Rose
Boris Kaufman
Kenyon Hopkins

Cast
Juror #1
Juror #2
Juror #3 
Juror #4 
Juror #5 
Juror #6 
Juror #7 
Juror #8
Juror #9
Juror #10
Juror #11 
Juror #12 

Martin Balsam 
John Fiedler 
Lee J. Cobb 
E.G. Marshall 
Jack Klugman 
Edward Binns 
Jack Warden 
Henry Fonda 
Joseph Sweeney 
Ed Begley 
George Voskovec 
Robert Webber 



As the case disintegrates, personal feelings flare up, sides are taken, and threats are made.
Rose has built a microcosm of American society, and also a sounding board for political ideas
that were prudent to the American experience of the time. Civil rights, the vilification of
unpopular or "radical" ideas, economic divides, the notion of might making right--these
concepts are challenged just as the evidence is challenged. What would motivate a witness to
lie? How much does an abused kid's background matter? What does it mean to be impartial
and what constitutes reasonable doubt? For a locked room scenario, it's a surprisingly potent
drama. Each man is given a rich background and each has an inner life. Nothing here is
incidental. The writing is precise and dramatic and it's not afraid to be writing.

For his part, Sidney Lumet, who was transitioning out of television into this, his first feature
film, keeps 12 Angry Men moving. Boris Kaufman's camera is agile and lively, moving through
the room, capturing important expressions and gestures. The director and his cinematographer
enact bold compositions, emphasizing the cramped space via contrasts of physical size. One
man foregrounded may tower over the one in the background, but the power is often shifted:
what the "smaller" man says weakens the "bigger" man. Live television had taught Lumet how
to use a limited set to his advantage. If you think about it, it took TV to bridge the gap between
stage and film, not just by putting together complicated one-time performances, but also by
teaching a generation of new filmmakers to be economical and use confined spaces to their
advantage. While the 1960s might have kicked down the walls of cinema and explored the open
frontiers that new technologies allowed for, directors like Sidney Lumet and John
Frankenheimer and others who first worked in l950s TV used restrictions to their advantage.

12 Angry Men had a profound effect on legal procedurals to follow. The notion that a criminal
trial could be the basis for exploring bigger ideas has been exploited in most recent memory
by the legal dramas of David E. Kelley and the whole Law and Order franchise. Even if those

shows did move the action back into the courtroom, they still owe something to what Reginald Rose and Sidney Lumet (and Frank
Schaffner, who directed the 1955 broadcast) did here. The whole strata of society passes through the doors of any given justice building,
and for true justice to hold sway, they all must be honored the same.

Frank Schaffner's original 1955 broadcast version is thankfully included on this release, giving viewers a chance to witness the historic,
Emmy-winning Studio One production. In some ways, this older version is somewhat superior. For one, the cast is not as well known,
and having Robert Cummings (Hitchcock's Saboteur [review]) as Juror #8 instead of Henry Fonda makes the character more interesting.
Fonda brings with him a certain moral authority, whereas Cummings' stuttering, unsure portrayal makes him less immediately
convincing. Likewise, not showing the accused leaves that character up to our imagination, and a picture of him forms the more we
learn. Lumet chose a scrawny, sympathetic looking kid that we make up our mind about right away. In general, the drama is more
concise here. Having less time meant that Reginald Rose didn't have the opportunity to go off on as many personal tangents for each
character, and one could argue that makes the dramaturgy less heavy handed. Both work for me, and I think in the spirit of this thing,
we could make a case for either/or. (A 15-minute introduction by Ron Simon, from the Paley Centre for Media, adds further context.)

Most exciting, as well, is the addition of another live television drama, this one pairing Reginald Rose with Sidney Lumet a year before
12 Angry Men. The teleplay Tragedy in a Temporary Town features another mob of men, but this one isn't brought together by the legal
system. Rather, it's vigilantism. The show stars Lloyd Bridges and two men that would go on to work for Lumet in 12 Angry Men, Jack
Warden and Edward Binns (Juror #6). Set in a worker's camp, the story revolves around a young girl getting grabbed and kissed in the
darkness. Failing to listen to Bridges' protest, Warden forms a posse to hunt through the camp, dragging the traumatized girl around
in hopes she'll find her attacker. They barge into every home, writing down the names of any male age fifteen and over, until they land
on a suspect that they can accept. It's not about finding the right guy, but about venting their restless anger.

Rose touches on the idea of personal "justice" in 12 Angry Men. The workers here are like the jurors unleashed. If the men in the other
film could have gotten out of the room and been allowed to do as they wished with the
accused, they very well could have resorted to violence. Here the misguided actions of
the lynch mob threatens the safety of the whole community rather than making it more
secure. Ironically, the men in the posse are looking for a threat within, not realizing they
are it. Bridges is forceful in the lead, though his moral equivocations don't quite match
Warden's menacing bluster.

Jamie S. Rich (www.criterionconfessions.com)
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The Devil’s Nightmare (La plus longue nuit du diable)

Le Fantastique 

In Brief

A busload of travellers find themselves forced to spend the night in a gothic castle.
We’ve already seen their host, in the opening scene, a flashback to World War 2 in which
we see him killing his infant daughter. Now we find out the reason for his appalling
action – there is a curse on the family, a curse that causes the eldest daughter in each
generation to become a succubus. The baron thinks he’s managed to evade the curse,
but he’s made a miscalculation. There is an unexpected guest in the castle, and she is
indeed a succubus. She sets out to destroy the other seven guests, and to destroy each
of them in an appropriate way – with each guest representing one of the seven deadly
sins. The movie is actually considerably better than it sounds. Erika Blanc makes a
wonderfully creepy and mysterious succubus, the killings are handled with a small
amount of gore and a much larger amount of imagination, there’s plenty of gothic
atmosphere, and there are a plethora of ingenious plot twists. The baron also dabbles
in alchemy, which is always fun. The devil puts in an appearance, and a delightfully
sinister devil he is, and there’s a young priest-in-training who finds himself exposed to
temptations of both the flesh and the spirit. An unexpectedly proficient slice of
eurohorror, and all highly entertaining. 

dfordoom - http://princeplanetmovies.blogspot.co.uk

Belgium / Italy | 1971 | 95 minutes

According to folklore, there were female demons that appeared in dreams,
taking the form of a woman in order to seduce men and have sexual
intercourse. They were called succubi, or in singular succubus (the male
counterpart is called incubus), and supposedly their visits not only
represented a big risk of damnation for the soul, but also a rapid
deterioration of physical health that could lead to death. With this mix of
dangerous evil and sexuality, it was only natural that the myth of the
succubus would enter fiction, and can be found in the works of authors
ranging from Honoré de Balzac to Orson Scott Card. In film, succubi were
naturally suited for the horror genre, and one of the films that explore this
concept is an Italian-Belgian co-production from 1971, known in Italian as
"La terrificante notte del demonio" and in French as "La plus longue nuit du
diable", which could be roughly translated as "The Devil's Longest Night".
The film also had several names in English, though the most common is "The Devil's Nightmare".

Also known as "Vampire Playgirls", "La plus longue nuit du diable" is the story of six tourists who travel through the Belgian mountains
in a bus driven by Mr. Ducha (Christian Maillet). They find the road blocked and night is coming, but to their fortune, a farmer (Daniel
Emilfork) tells them to go to castle Von Rhoneberg, where the Baron will surely allow them to spend the night. The group arrives to
the Baron's castle, and to their surprise, they are informed that they were expected, so they enter the castle. Baron Von Rhoneberg
(Jean Servais) gets to meet the group of travelers, which is made of young seminarist Alvin Sorel (Jacques Monseau), the old Mr.
Mason (Lucien Raimbourg), Howard and Nancy Foster (Lorenzo Terzon and Colette Emmanuelle), and two friends, Corinne (Ivana
Novak) and Regine (Shirley Corrigan). An eight guest arrives to the castle, Lisa Müller (Erika Blanc), a young and beautiful woman
looking for refuge. However, her presence will trigger strange events related to the Von Rhoneberg curse.

Producer, Pierre-Claude Garnier, along writer Patrice Rohmm, wrote the screenplay for "La plus longue nuit du diable" with the central
idea of having each of the guests represent one of the seven deadly sins. The
succubus begins to murder the tourists using their vices to entice them and
having them to die in mortal sin, so the Devil can collect their souls. A fairly
original premise that makes for several interesting situations, as while most of
the characters are merely archetypes of their respective sin, Garnier and
Rohmm manages to built out of them a group of well defined characters.
Particularly interesting is the relationship that's built between the seminarist
and Lisa, as the young man begins a battle between his beliefs and his desires.
Unfortunately, there's nothing more besides the seven deadly sins concept, as
the theme of Von Rhoneberg's curse is only thinly explored, and there is also
the odd inclusion of a subplot about a murdered reporter that doesn't go
anywhere.
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However, if the plot is thin, director Jean Brismée surely makes the most of it, as he makes
of "La plus longue nuit du diable" an enormously atmospheric Gothic film of a surreal beauty.
Two elements stand out in the film: the remarkable work of cinematography done by André
Goeffers and the haunting, ethereal score composed by Alessandro Alessandroni. Giving
great use to Goeffers' eye, director Brismée constructs a movie with the logic of a nightmare.
Taking full advantage of the beautiful location he had for the film, Brismée conveys a
nightmarish atmosphere of dread that give the film an ethereal mood. The dose of eroticism
he adds to the film is appropriate, fitting the story's tone without detracting the attention
to the horror in the film. In fact, "La plus longue nuit du diable" perfectly conveys that mix
of malicious evil and sensuality that the succubi myths evoke. Alessandroni's score is perhaps
the film's highlight, as he creates a haunting work of somber beauty, enhanced by the vocal
work of his sister Giulia.

The acting is a mixed bag, as while there are some very good performances, others end up
being too bland. As Alvin Sorel, Jacques Monseau is appropriate in his portrayal of a
doubting young man, torn between the dignity he aims to represent, and his carnal desires.
The gorgeous Erika Blanc (of "Operazione paura" fame) plays Lisa, the mysterious young
woman who turns out to be the herald of the devil, the succubus. As Lisa, Erika displays her
enormous talent to look both seductive and classy, often transmitting more with a simple
facial gesture than with her lines. However, this facial expressiveness of her is shown best
when her Succubus persona appears, as Erika Blanc manages to fully transform her image
from one of great beauty to an horrific representation of Death. Certainly, the decision of
having a subtle make-up helps, but it's Blanc who truly elevates the result. The rest of the
cast is perhaps less interesting, with the exception of Daniel Emilfork, who's particularly
chilling as the Devil himself.

"La plus longue nuit du diable" is a film of extremes, having elements of great quality yet at
the same time being particularly weak in several aspects. Perhaps what harms the film the
most is the bane of so many films: a poorly developed screenplay. Certainly, the seven deadly
sins angle is notable in the way it's explored, and the film really takes off once the tourists
begin to meet their demise. However, this happens later in the film, with the first part being not only the tourists' arrival and
introduction, but the strange segment about the reporter. This is perhaps the strangest element in the film, as it serves no purpose
other than to introduce the VOn Rohneberg curse. Anyways, it's a testament of Jean Brismée's talent how he managed to create such
an atmospheric film out of such a thing screenplay. Also, the lack of budget is particularly notorious, as despite its great locations, the
film does have pretty cheap special effects that deter from the viewing experience.

Despite its problems, "La plus longue nuit du diable" is a heavily underrated jewel of European horror that deserves to be better
remembered. It was Jean Brismée's last film before retiring (he became a teacher at Belgium's Institut national supérieur des arts du
spectacle et des techniques de diffusion) and showcases one of the best performances by the beautiful Erika Blanc. Certainly it's not
a film that has aged well, but amongst the many horror erotica films done in the 70s, Brismée's take on the succubus myth is a
remarkable work of great beauty. It's certainly tame for today's standards, but the important thing about "La plus longue nuit du
diable" is its surreal atmosphere. It certainly lives up to its English title of "Devil's Nightmare", as that's the kind of logic the film has.

J Luis Rivera , http://w-cinema.blogspot.co.uk
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The Private Life of Henry VIII

60 (in)glorious years – Monarch Biopics

In Brief

The idea is to study historical figures by peeping through their bedroom keyholes --
Ken Russell would shoot it into the stratosphere, though Alexander Korda has the
advantage of wit and sanity. Tudor England is a series of ribald scrims, a perfect stage
for Charles Laughton’s rousing rendition of the King as a horny bear in doublet and
tights. The six wives provide the circular structure. Catherine of Aragon was
"respectable" thus "of no particular interest," the story skips ahead to Anne Boleyn in
the morning of her beheading. Jane Seymour is a scatterbrain who expires after giving
Henry a male heir, Anne of Cleves is a willful kook and a cardsharp who bargains for a
divorce, to the relief of both parties. Korda and his humorists make sure the usual
biopic solemnity is not part of this royal court: The chipper audience by the chopping
block and the hatchet-man’s indignity at the Frenchman stealing his job ("A crying
shame, with half of the English executioners out of work as it is") set the tone, from
there it’s only natural for Laughton’s monarch to gnaw promiscuously on roasted fowl
and declare manners dead in between belches. "The things I’ve done for England..."
The courtship of Katherine Howard allows Laughton’s most inspired comic moment
(trying to mime suavity while sneaking into the maiden’s chamber at night), and his
most moving one (sinking into his throne upon news of her infidelity). The henpecked
prologue with Katherine Parr restores the droll timbre, the punchline is delivered
straight into the camera, out of W.C. Fields. 

Fernando F. Croce
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This is the kind of movie I wish they showed in my high school history classes, but
unfortunately Alexander Korda's The Private Life of Henry VIII doesn't actually make
for the best history lesson. There's no mention of Henry's part in the Reformation, no
specific mention of religion at all in fact, just the presence of Archbishop Thomas
Cranmer and other mostly

nameless religious figures. That point just makes me toss up my hands and declare
Who cares! because such weighty matters aren't Korda's focus, no, the ribald private
life of the title is the sole subject of the second film for his London Film Productions.
Charles Laughton's portrayal of the 16th century King, famed for his many wives, is so
perfect that it rises above the need to nitpick facts or fallacies. Laughton takes the
man, wraps himself into his robes and around his legend, and makes history subservient to performance; his Henry VIII is the Henry
VIII I want to remember. The Private Life of Henry VIII is not documentary but it's damn entertaining.

It is largely Laughton's domineering performance which gives the perception of The Private Life of Henry VIII being a much bigger
production than it actually is. Even with an infusion of money from United Artists, who'd buy rights to distribute the film first in America
and shortly after in Britain, Korda was limited to filming on a handful of cheaply constructed sets and his actors would wear the same
costumes throughout the movie. But beyond Laughton's lordly performance Korda expertly enhances Henry's size as well by filling the
few interior settings with a procession of colorful characters, most notably each of Henry's wives, and mixing in a handful of exterior
shots such as the execution scenes which are packed with extras to lend greater scope.

But nothing colors Korda's picture more than Laughton's Henry. From his first moment on screen, hands astride hips with his booming
voice interrupting the gossiping ladies of his court, there is no doubt about who's in charge. If this man weren't King surely some other
would have had his head on the chopping block long before it swelled bigger than his bulging body. His pompous amble demands
attention as does his explosive laughter and equally combustible temper. When confronting Katherine Howard in his opening scene,
many years before she's to become his fifth wife, Laughton perfectly conveys Henry's interest with a suggestive flare of his nostrils.
He conducts matters of state in between the time Anne Boleyn's head falls and his marriage to Jane Seymour--and the time between
the two events is just moments--but his ranting at his inferiors is cut short by Lady Jane's request to see him. He clears the room as
she coos to him, the beast seemingly soothed until Jane remarks on the 21 buttons on her dress, one for each year of her life. Henry
laughs like an animal, so pleased at his betrothed's youth, and when she falls to his lap foolishly echoing his laughter he practically
devours her neck with a carnality the young bride to be surely can't comprehend.

Following the opening credits of The Private Life of Henry VIII is a written message dismissing the story of Henry's first wife, Catherine
of Aragon, as "of no particular interest." Besides the boost for both Korda and Laughton's careers, the future Mrs. Korda, Merle
Oberon, would also win praise and gain notice for her few minutes on screen as Henry's second wife, Anne Boleyn, who's awaiting
execution in the film's opening scene. No sooner does Oberon utter, "What a lovely day," as she peers from the gallows than does
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Korda cut to Wendy Barrie's Jane Seymour saying the same as
she awaits the drums which signify Anne's head has fallen freeing
the King for marriage.

While Jane supplies Henry his male heir, she dies in childbirth,
leaving Henry quite contentedly single. He celebrates his gluttony
in a memorable scene where he tears into his food, lips smacking,
jaws munching, bones being tossed over his shoulder before he
finally pauses long enough to ask for a song. The young woman
who volunteers is Katherine Howard, recipient of the earlier
nostril flare, and at this time the ambitious lover of Henry's
courtier, Thomas Culpeper.  She thrills the King by choosing a
song that he himself has authored from which point he has to
have her. Binnie Barnes, as Katherine, has the meatiest role of
any of Henry's wives, figuring in several scenes with Donat's
Culpeper before winding up in Henry's bed. Her fate is sealed
early when she tells Culpeper that "Love is not all the world," to
which he replies, "It is. Or it is nothing."

But Henry's quest for additional heirs must take a detour for the
sake of the state prior to Katherine Howard's rise to prominence and that's through a marriage of convenience with German Anne of
Cleves, his fourth wife, played delightfully by Laughton's own real-life wife, Elsa Lanchester. While the fate of Europe hinges on the
successful union of Henry and Anne, Anne has fallen for the man who's come to retrieve her to England, Peynell. Thus by the time of
Henry's first meeting of Anne in the flesh she has decided to make herself as repulsive as possible, stumbling into his presence with
makeup heavily applied to a face she contorts for his benefit. As Henry readies himself for Anne's bedroom he remarks, "You can take
a horse to the water, but you can't make him drink." Inside Anne takes a loud bite out of an apple and charms him with her heavily
accented singsong English which grates like fingernails across a blackboard. When Henry suggests that they're not yet married because
the relationship hasn't been consummated, Anne replies, "Poor mother told me. First he says the marriage is no good and then he cuts
off the head mit an ax chopperrrr, " rolling that r for some time. Lanchester is a such a treat that we're happy that she cuts a deal with
Henry and departs with her head still on her shoulders in order to return for a later scene.

But it's with Binnie Barnes' Katherine Howard that many of Henry's idiosyncrasies and general megalomania are largely kept at bay by
love. He's shown ordering the cancellation of executions in one scene and in another practically kills himself when taking on a court
wrestler after Katherine dares to suggest his days as the strongest man in the world are behind him. Henry's not a new man, but one
evolved, and you can tell he'll be quite happy growing to old age with his younger bride by his side, his appetites finally placated by
the woman who is his ideal. But trouble is foreshadowed by the written note Korda interjects prior to their marriage scenes stating
that "Katherine was happy with her crown. Henry was happy with his Katherine." It could never be a level playing field for Henry as
long as his otherwise faithful Culpeper is on the scene.

To date Thomas Culpeper was Robert Donat's largest role, and he's yet another star made through Henry VIII. Culpeper is first shown
as the King's sycophant and then away from Henry he takes on some of the King's boisterous personality. Donat seems on his way to
being forgettable before his scene with Barnes' Katherine where they discuss love. For the most part however sympathy for the
Culpeper character hinges on the actions of Katherine Howard. As Katherine leaves him behind to ascend to the throne, Culpeper
remains loyal but intensely jealous. But when Katherine tires of Henry and airs her regrets to Culpeper he as good as earns his eventual
fate by returning her affections. Somehow, and this points all the more to Laughton's mastery, the sympathy has returned to the
cuckolded Henry.

Charles Laughton won the 1934 Academy Award for Best Actor for his portrayal of Henry VIII, and despite Paul Muni's nomination for
his performance in I Am a Fugitive from a Chain Gang, I won't argue with the selection. Thereafter Laughton cemented his reputation
with an impression run of films throughout the 1930's including the patriarch in The Barretts of Wimpole Street (1934), the title butler
in Ruggles of Red Gap (1935), the notorious Captain Bligh in Mutiny on the Bounty (1935),
and finally in his best remembered role, his sensitive portrayal of Quasimodo in The
Hunchback of Notre Dame (1939), all early milestones towards the start of an impressive
career which would continue until his death in 1962.

The Private Life of Henry VIII was also a Best Picture nominee, the first ever made outside
of the United States, joining other better remembered classics such as 42nd Street, Lady for
a Day, Little Women, and Chain Gang itself, at the loser's table as Fox captured the big
Award plus two others for Frank Lloyd's Calvalcade. Perhaps more important than its critical
success were the box office numbers for The Private Life of Henry VIII as it grossed over
half a million dollars in America alone and would energize the entire British film industry
both at home and abroad.
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Compulsion

Courtroom Drama

Two overly privileged prodigies, Judd Steiner (Dean Stockwell) and Artie Strauss
(Bradford Dillman), set their university on its ear with a short but savage crime spree.
Beginning with petty theft, they quickly fast forward to murder. The pair abducted a
local boy and tried to collect a ransom from his rich parents, only the body was found
before the payoff could happen. A fellow student and budding reporter, Sid (Martin
Milner), discovers a pair of glasses on the deceased that clearly doesn't belong to the
child, and its specific make eventually leads to the duo's arrest. The community is
shocked further when their motives are revealed: they wanted to prove their own
superiority, casting themselves as living embodiments of Nietzsche's superman. Enter
superstar lawyer Jonathan Wilk
(Orson Welles), a controversial
figure whose low-key manner belies
a shrewd mind. If the trial goes
according to plan, he will prove the
boys have diseased minds and
hopefully save them from execution.

USA | 1959 | 103 minutes

Compulsion was made in 1959, some 35 years after Nathan Leopold and Richard
Loeb committed the real-life act of murder on which the film (and the novel that
preceded it, written by Meyer Levin in 1956) is based. It's hard to imagine a world
where the media takes that long to capitalize on such grisly events, given that
modern television would have a dramatic version on the air within a couple of
months, most likely starring one of the kids from "The O.C." The fact that Leopold
and Loeb's lawyer was the famous Clarence Darrow should have made it all the
more attractive. (It should be noted that Hitchcock's Rope (1948) also had echoes of the Leopold and Loeb, and it was based on a much
more timely 1929 stage play.

The film Compulsion is split into two halves. The first is dedicated to the crime and, more specifically, Judd and Artie's attempts to cover
it up. It begins with their fraternity house robbery, the boys racing through a rear-projected night
as if in some lurid teensploitation potboiler. The pair are a bundle of psychoses. Judd is all nerves
and brain, a lost little boy who tries to bury his emotions behind a contrived intellect. Stockwell
plays him with a tense fragility. He is eager to please Artie, who is much more visceral. He's
extroverted and demanding, whereas Judd is introverted and supplicating. There are definite
homoerotic overtones to their relationship, something that is even alluded to later when Wilk asks
them if there are girls who will testify on their behalf and quell the rumors that are inevitably going
to start about them. Ultimately, though, their friendship is less about romantic love than it is about
domination and submission, with the control shifting back and forth between the boys until finally
they have no choice but to sell one another out.

The second half of Compulsion is given over to the trial. Welles may receive top billing, but he
doesn't even show up until the boys are in jail. Wearing excellent make-up and wig, Welles goes to
great lengths to bury his rather famous face, playing a man who is near the end of his career and
who holds back his energy until it will be most effective. Given Welles' reputation as a ham, it's
nice to see him working with such restraint. His final monologue in the courthouse is a virtuoso
performance. Never once does he shout, wave his hands, or pound his fists, not when the words
can work such magic on their own. A lesser actor could have made the capital punishment message
come across as heavy handed, but Welles drives it home with grace.

There is very little that is zippy or overdone about Compulsion. Outside of the pulped-up title
sequence, the film is evenly paced and more about the facts than the melodrama. In fact,
screenwriter Richard Murphy and director Richard Fleischer understand that life is packed with
melodrama, and we don't need heavy swells to point it out. Just let the characters be who they are,
and the emotion will come out. The result is a film where the camera remains unobtrusive, always
hanging back as if watching from the sidelines, a cold investigator rooting out the truth. 

Jamie S. Rich (www.dvdtalk.com)
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THE LEOPOLD AND LOEB TRIAL: A BRIEF ACCOUNT

BY DOUGLAS O. LINDER  (c)1997

A tragedy of three young lost lives, a dead fourteen-year-old victim and the
imprisonment of two teenage killers, unfolded in Chicago in 1924.  The murder
trial of Richard Loeb and Nathan Leopold that shocked the nation is best
remembered decades later for the twelve-hour long plea of Clarence Darrow to
save his young clients from the gallows.  His summation, rambling and
disorganized as it was at times, stands as one of the most eloquent attacks on
the death penalty ever delivered in an American courtroom. Mixing poetry and
prose, science and emotion, a world-weary cynicism and a dedication to his
cause, hatred of bloodlust and love of man, Darrow takes his audience on an
oratorical ride that would be unimaginable in a criminal trial today. Even without
Darrow in his prime, the Leopold and Loeb trial has the elements to justify its
billing as the first "trial of the century." It is not surprising that the public
responded to a trial that involved the kidnapping and murder of a young boy from one of Chicago's most prominent families, a bizarre
relationship between two promising scholars-turned-murderers, what the prosecutor called an "act of Providence" leading to the
apprehension of the teenage defendants, dueling psychiatrists, and an experienced and sharp-tongued state's attorney bent on
hanging the confessed killers in spite of their relative youth.

The crime that captured national attention in 1924 began as a fantasy in the mind of eighteen-year old Richard Loeb, the handsome
and privileged son of a retired Sears Roebuck vice president. (Interestingly, Barack Obama's home in Chicago's Kenwood neighborhood
(5046 S. Greenwood) is only one block from Loeb's former home.) Loeb was obsessed with crime. Despite his intelligence and standing
as the youngest graduate ever of the University of Michigan, Loeb read mostly detective stories. He read about crime, he planned
crimes, and he committed crimes, although none until 1924 were crimes involving physical harm to a person. ( Darrow and Leopold later
saw Loeb's fascination with crime as form of rebellion against the well-meaning, but strict and controlling, governess who raised him.)
For Loeb, crime became a sort of game; he wanted to commit the perfect crime just to prove that it could be done.

Loeb's nineteen-year old partner in crime, Nathan Leopold, was interested in ornithology, philosophy, and especially, Richard Loeb.
Like Loeb, Leopold was a child of wealth and opportunity, the son of a millionaire box manufacturer. At the time of their crime, Leopold
was a law student at the University of Chicago and was planning to begin studies at Harvard Law School after a family trip to Europe
in the summer. Leopold already had achieved recognition as the nation's leading authority on the Kirtland warbler, an endangered
songbird, and frequently lectured on the subjects of his ornithological passion. As a student of philosophy, Leopold was attracted to
Friedrich Nietzsche. Nietzsche's influence on early twentieth century academics was powerful, and the merits of ideas contained in
books like his Beyond Good and Evil were fiercely debated in centers of learning like the University of Chicago. Leopold agreed with
Nietzsche's criticism of moral codes, and believed that legal obligations did not apply to those who approached "the superman."
Leopold's idea of the superman was his friend and lover, Richard Loeb.

Loeb and Leopold had  an intense and stormy relationship. At one time Leopold contemplated killing Loeb over a perceived breach of
confidentiality. This relationship, described by Darrow as "weird and almost impossible," led the two boys to do together what they
almost certainly would never have done apart: commit murder. Motives are often unclear, and they are in this trial. Neither the
defense's theory that the murder was an effort by both to deepen their relationship nor the prosecution's theory that money to pay
off gambling debts and a desire by Loeb to "have something" on Leopold in order to counter Leopold's unwanted demands for sex,
are likely accurate. What is clearest about the motives is that Leopold's attraction to Loeb was his primary reason for participating in
the crime. Leopold later wrote that "Loeb's friendship was necessary to me-- terribly necessary" and that his motive, "to the extent
that I had one, was to please Dick." For Loeb, the crime was more an escape from the ordinary; an interesting intellectual exercise.

Murder was a necessary element in their plan to commit the perfect crime. The two teenagers spent months discussing and refining
a plan that included kidnapping the child of a wealthy parents, demanding a ransom, and collecting the ransom after it was thrown
off a moving train as it passed a designated point. Neither Loeb nor Leopold relished the idea of murdering their kidnap victim, but they
thought it critical to minimizing their likelihood of being identified as the kidnappers. Their victim turned out to be an acquaintance of
the two boys, Bobby Franks.

Franks was simply in the wrong place at the wrong time. On May 21, 1924 at about five o'clock in the afternoon, Bobby Franks was
walking home from school when a green Willys-Knight automobile pulled up near him. Loeb asked Franks to come over to the car, asked
him to get in the car to discuss a tennis racquet, then killed him with a chisel as the two drove off. (Though most evidence points to
Loeb as the actual killer, there is some dispute about this. Most likely, Loeb, sitting in the rear seat behind Franks, killed the boy with
several chisel blows to the head.) Leopold and Loeb drove their rented car to a marshland near the Indiana line, where they stripped
Franks naked, poured hydrochloric acid over his body to make identification more difficult, then stuffed the body in a concrete drainage
culvert. The boys returned to the Loeb home where they burned Franks' clothing in a basement fire. That evening Mrs. Franks received
a phone call from Leopold, who identified himself as "George Johnson." Leopold told Franks that her boy had been kidnapped, but
was unharmed, and that she should expect a ransom note soon. The next morning the Franks family received a special delivery letter
asking that they immediately secure $10,000 in old, unmarked bills and telling them to expect further instructions that afternoon.
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Leopold ("George Johnson") called Jacob Franks, Bobby's father, shortly before three o'clock to tell him a taxi cab was about to arrive
at his home and that he should take it to a specified drugstore in South Chicago. Franks, however would not get into the Yellow Cab
that pulled up in front of his home.  He had just received another call, this one from the police, spoiling hope that the perfect crime
would be executed. The body of Bobby Franks had been identified; a laborer happened to see a flash of what turned out to be a foot
through the the shrubbery covering the open culvert where the body had been placed.

There would have been no arrests and no trial but for what the prosecutor called "the hand of God at work in this case." A pair of horn-
rimmed tortoise shell glasses were discovered with the body of Bobby Franks. The glasses, belonging to Nathan Leopold, had slipped
out of the jacket he removed as he struggled to hide the body. They had an unusual hinge and could be traced to a single Chicago
optometrist, who had written only three such prescriptions, including the one to Leopold. When questioned about the glasses, Leopold
said that he must have lost them on one of his frequent birding expeditions. He was asked by an investigator to demonstrate how the
glasses might have fallen out of his pockets, but failed after a series of purposeful trips to dislodge the glasses from his coat.
Questioning became more intense.

Leopold said that he spent the twenty-first of May picking up girls in his car with Loeb and driving out to Lincoln Park. Loeb, when
questioned separately, confirmed Leopold's alibi. State's attorney Robert Crowe, heading the investigation, was skeptical.  Among the
items found in a search of the Leopold home was a letter written by Nathan strongly suggesting that he and Loeb had a homosexual
relationship.  Still, prosecutor's were on the verge of releasing the two suspects when two additional pieces of evidence surfaced. First,
typewritten notes taken from a member of Leopold's law school study group were found to match the the type from the ransom
note, despite the fact that an earlier search of the Leopold home turned up a typewriter with unmatching type. Then came a statement
from the Leopold family chauffeur, made in the hope of establishing Nathan's innocence, that spelled his doom. He said he was certain
that the Leopold car, the one the boys claimed they had spent the night driving around with girls, had not left the garage on the day
of the murder.

Loeb confessed first, then Leopold. Their confessions differed only on the point of who did the actual killing, with each pointing the
finger at the other. Leopold later pleaded with Loeb to admit to killing Franks but, according to Leopold, Loeb said, "Mompsie feels
less terrible than she might, thinking you did it and I'm not going to take that shred of comfort away from her."

The Loeb and Leopold families hired Clarence Darrow and Benjamin Bachrach to represent the two boys. Nathan said his first
impression of Darrow was one of "horror", unimpressed as he was by Darrow's unruly hair, rumpled jacket, egg-splattered shirt,
suspenders, and askew tie. His opinion of Darrow would soon change. He later described his attorney as a great, simple, unaffected
man, with a "deep-seated, all-embracing kindliness." In his book Life Plus Ninety-Nine Years, Leopold wrote that if asked to name the
two men who "came closest to preaching the pure essence of love" he would say Jesus and Clarence Darrow.

It was Darrow's decision to change the boys' initial pleas to the charges of murder and kidnapping from "not guilty" (suggesting a
traditional insanity defense) to "guilty." The decision was made primarily to prevent the state from getting two opportunities to get
a death sentence. With "not guilty" pleas, the state had planned to try the boys first on one of the two charges, both of which carried
the death penalty in Illinois, and if it failed to win a hanging on the first charge, try again on the second. The guilty plea also meant that
the sentencing decision would be made by a judge, not by a jury. Darrow's decision to plead the boys guilty undoubtedly was based
in part on his belief that the judge who would hear their case, John R. Caverly, was a "kindly and discerning" man. With the public
seemingly unanimous in calling for death, Darrow did not want to face a jury. In his summation Darrow noted, "where responsibility
is divided by twelve, it is easy to say ‘away with him'; but, your honor, if these boys are to hang, you must do it--...it must be by your
cool, premeditated act, without a chance to shift responsibility."

The defense hoped to build its case against death around the testimony of four psychiatrists, called "alienists" at the time. The best
talent psychiatric talent 1924 had to offer was sought out by both sides to examine the defendants. Even Sigmund Freud was asked
to come to Chicago for the trial, but his poor health at the time prevented the visit. The prosecution argued that psychiatric testimony
was only admissible if the defendants claimed insanity, while the defense argued strenuously that evidence of mental disease should
be considered as a mitigating factor in consideration of the sentence. In the most critical ruling of the trial, Judge Caverly decided
against the state's objection, and allowed the psychiatric evidence to be introduced.

The trial (technically a hearing, rather than a trial, because of the entry of guilty pleas) of Leopold and Loeb lasted just over one month.
The state presented over a hundred witnesses proving-- needlessly, in the
opinion of many-- every element of the crime. The defense presented extensive
psychiatric evidence describing the defendants' emotional immaturity,
obsessions with crime and Nietzschean philosophy, alcohol abuse, glandular
abnormalities, and sexual longings and insecurities. Lay witnesses, classmates
and associates of Loeb, were offered to prove his belligerence, inappropriate
laughter, lack of judgment, and childishness. Other lay witness testified as to
Leopold's egocentricity and argumentative nature. The state offered in rebuttal
psychiatrists who saw normal emotional responses in the boys and no physical
basis for a finding of mental abnormality.

On August 22, 1924, Clarence Darrow began his summation for the defense in a
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"courtroom jammed to suffocation, with hundreds of men and women rioting in the corridors
outside." As a newspaper reporter observed, the setting underscored Darrow's argument "that the
court was the only thing standing between the boys and a bloodthirsty mob." For over twelve hours
Darrow reminded Judge Caverly of the defendants' youth, genetic inheritance, surging sexual
impulses, and the many external influences that had led them to the commission of their crime. Never
before or since the Leopold and Loeb trial has the deterministic universe, this life of "a series of infinite
chances", been so clearly made the basis of a criminal defense. In pleading for Loeb's life Darrow
argued, " Nature is strong and she is pitiless. She works in mysterious ways, and we are her victims.
We have not much to do with it  ourselves. Nature takes this job in hand, and we only play our parts.
In the words of old Omar Khayyam, we are only Impotent pieces in the game He plays Upon this
checkerboard of nights and days, Hither and thither moves, and checks, and slays, And one by one
back in the closet lays. What had this boy had to do with it? He was not his own father; he was not his
own mother....All of this was handed to him. He did not surround himself with governesses and
wealth. He did not make himself. And yet he is to be compelled to pay."    In pleading that Leopold
be spared , Darrow said, "Tell me that you can visit the wrath of fate and chance and life and eternity
upon a nineteen- year-old boy!"

Darrow attacked the death penalty as atavistic, saying it "roots back to the beast and the jungle." Time and time again Darrow
challenged the notion of "an eye for an eye": "If the state in which I live is not kinder, more humane, and more considerate than the
mad act of these two boys, I am sorry I have lived so long." Darrow told Judge Caverly that a life sentence was punishment severe
enough for the crime. He reminded the judge how little Leopold and Loeb would have to look forward to in the long days, months,
and years ahead: "In all the endless road you tread there's nothing but the night." When Darrow finally ended his appeal, according
to one newspaper account, tears were streaming down the face of Judge Caverly and many other courtroom spectators. The reporter
wrote, "There was scarcely any telling where his voice had finished and where silence had begun. It lasted for a minute, two minutes."

State's Attorney Robert Crowe closed for the prosecution. He sarcastically attacked the arguments of "the distinguished gentlemen
whose profession it is to protect murder in Cook County, and concerning whose health thieves inquire before they go out and commit
a crime." Addressing Leopold, Crowe said, "I wonder now, Nathan, whether you think there is a God or not. I wonder whether you think
it is pure accident that this disciple of Nietzsche's philosophy dropped his glasses or whether it was an act of Divine Providence to visit
upon your miserable carcasses the wrath of God." (Leopold, much later, said he wondered the same thing.) He heaped ridicule on
Darrow's attempt to blame the crime on anyone and anything but the defendants: "My God, if one of them had a harelip I suppose
Darrow would want me to apologize for having them indicted." Crowe called the defense psychiatrists "The Three Wise Men from the
East" and accused one of them of being "in his second childhood" and "prostituting his profession." He reserved his strongest language
for the two defendants, who he referred to as "cowardly perverts", "snakes", "atheists", "spoiled smart alecs", and "mad dogs." For
Crowe, this was a premeditated crime committed by two remorseless defendants, and the appropriate punishment was obvious. The
"real defense" in the case, according to Crowe, was "Clarence Darrow and his peculiar philosophy of life." It ought not be a defense,
suggested Crowe, who closed by asking Judge Caverly to "execute justice and righteousness in the land."

Two weeks later Caverly announced his decision. He called the murder "a crime of singular atrocity." Caverly said that his "judgment
cannot be affected" by the causes of crime and that it was "beyond the province of this court" to "predicate ultimate responsibility
for human acts." Nonetheless, Caverly said that "the consideration of the age of the defendants" and the possible benefits to
criminology that might come from future study of them persuaded him that life in prison, not death, was the better punishment. He
said that he was doing them no favor: "To the offenders, particularly of the type they are, the prolonged years of confinement may
well be the severest form of retribution and expiation."

Richard Loeb and Nathan Leopold were moved to the Joliet penitentiary. In 1936, Loeb was slashed and killed with a razor in a
showroom fight with James Day, another inmate. Leopold rushed to the prison hospital to be at his old friend's bedside as he died.
Day claimed that he was resisting Loeb's sexual advances, while prison officials called it a deliberate and unprovoked attack. Day was
acquitted by a jury. Leopold managed to keep intellectually active in prison. He taught in the prison school, mastered foreign languages,
worked as an x-ray technician in the prison hospital, reorganized the prison library,
volunteered to be tested with an experimental malaria vaccine, and designed a new
system of prison education. In 1958, after thirty-four years of confinement, Leopold was
released from prison. To escape the publicity accompanying the release of Compulsion, a
movie based on the 1924 crime (and which Leopold and his lawyer, Elmer Gertz, challenged
in a lawsuit as an invasion of privacy), Leopold migrated to Puerto Rico. He earned a
master's degree, taught mathematics, and worked in hospitals and church missions. He
wrote a book entitled The Birds of Puerto Rico. Despite saying in a 1960 interview that he
was still deeply in love with Richard Loeb, he married. Leopold said he often found himself
wondering during his years in Puerto Rico at what point the thirty-four dark years in prison
became balanced by the subsequent sunshine of freedom. Leopold died following ten
days of hospitalization on August 30, 1971.  The next morning his corneas were removed.
One was given to a man, the other to a woman.
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The Extraordinary Adventures of Mr West in the Land of the Bolsheviks 

Silent Soviet Cinema

In Brief

The Extraordinary Adventures of Mr. West in the Land of the Bolsheviks
(Neobychainye priklyucheniya mistera Vesta v strane bolshevikov) is a Soviet satire
that knowingly spoofs American stereotypes of 'Bolshevik revolutionaries'
through the comically surreal odyssey of the gullible Mr. West, an American
politician on a fact-finding mission to the Soviet Union. Arriving with star-spangled
socks and a head full of the most sinister stereotypes of the barbarous state of the
communist peoples, he's kidnapped by a gang of thieves, who pretend to be
tsarists sympathetic to Mr. West's capitalistic ways. By the end, Mr. West is
introduced to the true face of communism and the glories of the Soviet ideal.
Along the way Kuleshov creates a breakneck mix of chase film, cli�anger
adventure and slapstick comedy with cartoonish twists. It's also very funny and
highly inventive.

USSR | 1924 | 94 minutes

If we think of Soviet cinema of the silent era, we inevitably imagine great
human masses moved by incendiary proclamations, crowds of people with
rifles on their shoulders and tides of men moving through the streets and
squares of Moscow or some other Russian city, fighting against the tsars and
their army and seizing power. ... Directors like Eisenstein or Pudovkin set the
scene for films which exalted the revolution but which, at the same time, were
themselves cinematic monuments, spectacular, magnificently directed
masterpieces which are still models of production and experimentation... But
there was also another kind of cinema, sometimes produced by the same
directors who seem so serious to us, although they were not at all; sometimes
genius provokes that feeling in us. These great names also knew how to have
fun, although not without elements of propaganda - the regime was the
regime.... 

The Extraordinary Adventures of Mr West in the Land of the Bolsheviks (Neobychainye priklyncheniya mistera Vesta v strane
bolshevikov, 1924) was the first film from the Film Studio of Lev Kuleshov, the great theoretician of cinematographic montage who,
from his studio, would research and experiment with this new artistic language that was the cinema. He would take charge of directing
this propaganda film, both funny and antinaturalistic, a frothing madness of exaggeration and excess, moving and appealing to watch
today. The script was written by the poet Nikola Aseyev, although Kuleshov and his then pupil Vsevolod Pudovkin twisted it around
and transformed it as they felt like. 

Mr West (Porfiri Podobed) is a North American who decides to investigate the Russian way of life after the revolution. Infused with
capitalist propaganda, he expects to meet only Cossacks armed with gigantic knives and terrifying sickles, ferocious-looking savages
ready to exterminate anyone who crosses their path. Naturally one is recommended to visit this unwelcoming country well-armed
and, if possible, with a bodyguard. And that is what Mr West does; he is accompanied on his journey by a cowboy straight from the
fustiest Western, Jeddy (played by the cinema director Boris Barnet ...), who figures in the best moments of the film, to my mind, in
which he fires his Colt at everything which moves on the streets of Moscow and is chased madly through its frozen avenues.

The North American Mr West is presented with ridicule, constantly waving a US flag and suspicious of everyone because of false
capitalist propaganda. A gang of criminals decides to take advantage of the situation; they trick Mr West and set a trap for him through
which they intend not only to rob him but also use his prejudices to frighten him. But the funny thing is that this lunatic band of
wrongdoers gives a genuinely terrifying image of Russia; they live in miserable caves and survive by stealing whatever they can... The
leader of the macabre gang, Shban, is none other than Vsevolod Pudovkin, mentioned above as a co-writer who would later direct
great, immortal works of Soviet cinema such as The Mother (Mat', 1926, The End of St Petersburg (Konets Sankt-Peterburga, 1927) and
Storm over Asia (Potomok Chingis-Khana, 1928)...

After the frightening pursuit of Jeddy the cowboy, the plot centres on Mr West's conning and kidnapping by the villainous gang led
by Shban and the Countess (Aleksandra Khokhlova, who was already Kuleshov's partner). She gives us an endless series of deranged
poses and unhinged glances, in keeping with the exaggerated, unbelievable script. She does exactly what she sets out to do. Kuleshov
adds to this all that he has learned from his experiments with montage, ... overlapping the intertitles with the image, speeding it up
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and filming backwards to generate certain visual effects  — basically, playing with the camera
and transmitting to the viewer the feeling of play and fun lurking behind the forms of a
propaganda film.

Finally, Mr West is freed by the efficient Bolshevik police, who not only release him but offer
to show him around Moscow so that he can get a first-hand impression of what the Russian
people are really like. Kuleshov does not waste much time on this: some shots of factories, a
military parade, Lenin making one of his speeches, and Mr West promising to hang a portrait
of the Bolshevik leader in his sitting-room... 

Review by José Luis Forte on elantepenultimomohicano.com (translated by Gillian Gloyer)

Biography from IMDb.com

Lev Vladimirovich Kuleshov (1899–1970) was a Russian director who used the editing
technique known as the "Kuleshov effect." Although editing innovations such as crosscutting
were used by directors in Hollywood before him, Kuleshov was the first to use it in Soviet
Russia. Openly pro-American and quietly anti-Soviet, he was driving a Ford sports car amidst
Soviet poverty and Stalin's purges, and remained a controversial figure who joined the Soviet
communist party and destroyed archives of rare silent movies during his experiments, thus
clearing way for his own works: documentaries and feature films ranging from communist
propaganda to timeless gems.  He was born Lev Vladimirovich Kuleshov on 1 January, 1899, in

Tambov, Russia. His father, Vladimir Kuleshov, belonged to Russian landed gentry, was a patron of arts and owner of a private estate
in Central Russia. His mother, Pelagea Shubina, was a teacher before she married his father. His parents understood his weaknesses
(poor speaking ability and bouts of depression) and strengths (a sharp eye, persistence and determination). His forte was the ability
to see what for others remained unseen. Young Kuleshov received exclusive private education at the home of his father who had a
degree from Moscow Art College. 

After the death of his father, 15-year-old Kuleshov and his mother moved to Moscow. There he studied art and history at the prestigious
Stroganov School, then continued his studies at Moscow School of Painting, Architecture and Sculpture focusing on oil painting. In 1916
he started his film career as a set designer at the Moscow film studio of Aleksandr Khanzhonkov and occasionally acted in some of its
productions. He played a young lover opposite Emma Bauer, a stunning beauty, whom he truly fell in love with even before the filming
started. That was the silent film For Luck (1917). Watching himself on the silver screen, young Kuleshov was disappointed with the
comic effect of his acting conflicting with naturalism of his true feelings. He decided to focus on directing and developing the style of
his own. His new friend, experienced film-maker Akhramovich-Ashmarin, introduced him to American school of film-making. Now
Kuleshov fell in love with Hollywood.  With help from Khanzhonkov's leading cinematographer, Yevgeni Bauer, Kuleshov made his first
experimental works in editing. In 1917, he made his first publication in 'Vestnik Kinematografii': in three consecutive articles Kuleshov
trashed the "salon" traditions of his employer by writing about an artist's role in converting film industry into a new form of art. His
directorial career began under the patronage of Bauer, with whom Kuleshov worked as art director on such films as Nabat (1917) and
For Luck (1917), and completed the latter as director after the original director Bauer died. In 1918, Kuleshov made his directorial debut
with Project of Engineer Prite, and the film brought him attention of powerful Soviet executives who lured the 19-year-old beginner
in documenting the turbulent history of Soviet Russia ... He covered the war on the Eastern front with a documentary crew. ... His
friend, Vladimir Gardin, appointed him instructor at the Moscow Film School. There he made a career as director and teacher. In 1920,
he directed a propaganda project Na krasnom fronte (1920), a Soviet government sponsored film about the Red Army. ... 

He studied the techniques of Hollywood directors, particularly D.W. Griffith and Mack Sennett, and introduced such innovations as
crosscutting in editing and montage into Russian cinema. For his experiments Kuleshov was cutting old silent films from the archives
of Khanzhonkov, Bauer and other private studios nationalized by the Soviets. All films made before the Communist revolution were
officially labeled as anti-Soviet. Kuleshov collaborated with the Soviets to exploit the archives of old silent movies for his own cutting
experiments and thus most of the film archives were destroyed. Kuleshov remained quiet about this part of his career when he
experimented with editing technique. He focused on putting two shots together to achieve a new meaning.  The "Kuleshov effect" is
using the Pavlovian physiology to manipulate the impression made by an image and thus to spin the viewer's perception of that image.
To demonstrate such manipulation, Kuleshov took a shot of popular Russian actor Ivan Mozzhukhin's expressionless face from a silent
film that had to be destroyed by the Soviet officials. He then edited the face together with three different endings: a plate of soup, a
seductive woman, a dead child in a coffin. The audiences believed that Ivan Mozzhukhin acted differently looking at the food, the girl,
or the coffin, showing an expression of hunger, desire, or grief respectively. Actually the face of Ivan Mozzhukhin in all three cases was
one and the same shot repeated over and over again. Viewers' own emotional reactions become involved in manipulation. ... Although
editing and montage have already been used in art, architecture, fashion, politics, book publishing, theatrical productions and religious
events (just look at placement of icons in churches, or photos in books, or pictures at exhibitions), the use of such editing in silent films
was innovative and eventually led to more advanced visual effects. Vsevolod Pudovkin, who claimed to have been the co-creator of
Kuleshov's experiment, later described how the audience "raved about the acting... the heavy pensiveness of Ivan Mozzhukhin's mood
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over the soup, the deep sorrow with which he looked on the dead
child, and the lust with which he observed the woman. But we
knew that in all three cases the face was exactly the same."
Kuleshov demonstrated the effect of editing that was successfully
used in montage of such films, as Battleship Potemkin (1925) and
The End of St. Petersburg (1927) among other Soviet films. ... 

In the 1920s, he bought a new Ford sports car and remained one of
the very few Russians who owned a classy American car amidst the
gloom of the Communist dictatorship. During the 20s, Kuleshov
was a close friend of Vladimir Mayakovsky and the two sometimes
liked to show off with their exclusive cars on the streets of
Moscow, at upscale restaurants, clubs 

and other prestigious places. Mayakovsky, who also visited
America, but chose to own a French Renault, while Kuleshov
enjoyed teasing him with the latest 1927 Ford. ...  At that time,
Kuleshov and a group of his students, among them actress

Aleksandra Khokhlova, collaborated on several movies that are now generally regarded as seminal films in Russian cinema. Among them
are Neobychainye priklyucheniya mistera Vesta v strane bolshevikov (1924), a satire on clash of civilizations showing naive American
Christian pastor who comes to Russia just to be robbed twice, but then helped by exemplary Soviet policeman, who shows him the
official side of Communist Moscow - a clear pro-government propaganda. In 1926 he produced his most popular film, Po zakonu (1926),
based on a Jack London story. The movie was successful in Russia and especially in Europe. In 1933, he directed Velikiy uteshitel (1933),
based on biography of American writer O'Henry. ... Although it was an interesting advancement in Kuleshov's experimental style, the
movie was again about America and thus received no promotion from Soviet propaganda machine and was doomed at the box office
eventually losing competition to popular films by Grigori Aleksandrov, Grigori Kozintsev and Sergei M. Eisenstein, who briefly was a
student of Kuleshov. In mid 1930s, Kuleshov was temporarily under political pressure and his style was criticized as formalism, but he
escaped serious repressions. While the Communist government used their funding for more propaganda films, Kuleshov withdrew from
filmmaking and continued teaching film theory. In 1936, he received his Ph.D and became professor of directing at the Moscow Film
School. ... Later, Kuleshov wisely maintained a life-saving behavior and never revealed his true attitude to the Soviet dictator: he
managed to put on a mask of a quiet, polite and submissive servant during his meetings with Stalin. Kuleshov's film Sibiryaki (1940)
shows much flattering and admiration of Stalin and the dictator is portrayed by none other than Mikheil Gelovani, who was a personal
friend of Stalin, and a friend of Kuleshov as well. In 1941, Kuleshov's book Osnovy kinorezhissury (Fundamentals of Film Direction) was
published in Moscow. Kuleshov was promoted to high position within the Soviet film industry and was designated Doctor of Science
for the book, which was translated in several languages and became regarded among filmmakers worldwide.  During WWII, Kuleshov
made two propaganda films. One, made in collaboration with writer Arkadi Gajdar, was Klyatva Timura (1942) — yet another pro-
communist cliché. To complete the film, Kuleshov with his film crew was moved on Soviet government expense from cold Moscow to
warm Stalinabad, the capital of Turkmenistan. There, in 1943, together with his wife, Aleksandra Khokhlova, he directed his last movie,
My s Urala (1943), a Soviet propaganda film about young Soviet boys making heroic efforts in the Eastern Front of WWII. After that,
he returned from Central Asia back to Moscow. The Soviet capital was recovering after brutal attacks of Nazi armies. ... However,
Kuleshov's cool dealing with the Soviet dictator Joseph Stalin in 1944 secured him a prestigious position as Artistic Director of the
Moscow Film Institute (VGIK) where he worked for the next 25 years. 

Over the course of his career, his students were hundreds of Soviet filmmakers, such as directors Vsevolod Pudovkin, Boris Barnet,
Mikhail Kalatozov and many others. His most trusted and devoted friend was Sergei M. Eisenstein. His powerful opponents were Stalin
and Khrushchev. Both Soviet dictators hated experimental art and suppressed innovative creativity, so Kuleshov did not direct any film
for 25 years, from 1944 to the end of his life.  Kuleshov visited Paris and presented a retrospective of his films in 1962. There he enjoyed
much attention from international media. His friends in the Western world included many celebrities, such as Yves Montand, Louis
Aragon, Elsa Triolet among others. Kuleshov was member of the Jury at 1966 Venice Film
Festival and attended other film festivals as a special guest. He made several exclusive
trips outside of the Soviet Union being one of the very few Soviet citizens who enjoyed a
rare luxury of travels in Europe amidst the Cold War. ... Kuleshov was awarded Order of
Lenin, Order of Red Banner, was designated People's Artist of Russia (1969), and received
other decorations and perks from the Soviet government. ... 

Kuleshov was married to his student Aleksandra Khokhlova, and lived with his wife in a
prestigious block on Lenin Prospect in central Moscow. There he died in 1970, and was
laid to rest in Moscow's most prestigious Novodevichy Cemetery. 
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Daughters of Darkness (Les lèvres rouges)

Le Fantastique 

In Brief

British Stefan Chilton has just married a Swiss girl Valerie. They stop over in a deserted
hotel in Ostend. Stefan keeps putting off the return to England, afraid of telling his
mother about Valerie. They are joined by fellow guests Countess Elizabeth Bathory and
her female lover Ilona. The desk clerk insists the Countess was there forty years earlier
and has not aged since. Elizabeth sets her sights on seducing Valerie, who is finding
Stefan’s sexual appetite off-putting, while Ilona sets out to tempt Stefan.

Belgium’s Harry Kumel is one of the great unsung genre directors. Daughters of
Darkness is a considered classic and Kumel also made the excellent Malpertuis (1972).
Both were made when Kumel was only in his early thirties and are the only two of his
films to be known internationally. Harry Kumel has made a number of films since, but
none are well known known outside of the Benelux countries. 

Copyright Richard Scheib 1999-2012

Belgium / France / West Germany | 1971 | 100 minutes

A confession: depending on one’s definition of the term, I don’t
frequently indulge in cult cinema. I am, for instance, well-versed in The
Big Lebowski and Repo Man—both of which have become so popular
since attaining cult status as to hardly qualify anymore—but have
never been to a midnight screening of The Rocky Horror Picture Show
or even seen Pink Flamingos. This doesn’t stem from elitism; I tend to
watch one movie every day and have so much repertory viewing to
catch up on that I simply find it difficult to make time for films I’m not
embarrassed about having not yet seen. My decision to participate in
the lesbian vampire feature was thus more out of morbid curiosity and
the fact that this website promotes filmic intrepidity than a genuine
interest in this particular sub-sub-genre. Indeed, vampires ranked
rather low on my list of fantastical creatures even before they started
twinkling in sunlight. (I’m more of a zombie guy.) All this to say that,
cynic that I am, I did not expect much more than novelty from
Daughters of Darkness. Shame on me. Imperfect though it may be, this film is as strong a reminder as Chinatown that fascinating
cinema won’t find you on its own; it must be sought out.

What first warrants mention is the film’s subtle take on its often-misused source material. The Hungarian countess Báthory Erzsébet
has always proved a fascinating figure – something to which any number of metal bands, books, and lesser films can attest – and the
tendency in Báthory-inspired media is most often to milk her misdeeds for all their dark intrigue. Not so in Daughters; director Harry
Kümel opts for a far more restrained invocation of her legend than might be expected. Perhaps the only exception to this rule, albeit
a well-executed one, occurs when the newlywed Stefan provides a history lesson for anyone unfamiliar with Báthory’s long list of
crimes:

She believed human blood was the elixir of youth. She kidnapped young girls and kept them chained to give blood… blood
for her to bathe in and drink. Then she hung them up by the wrists and whipped them until their tortured flesh was torn to
shreds. She pricked their bodies with needles and she bit them everywhere. Then she pushed white-hot pokers into their faces.

And when they parted their lips to scream she shoved the flaming rod up
into their mouths. She pierced their veins with rusty nails and slit their
throats.

In terms of dialogue, this is as explicit as Daughters of Darkness gets. It occurs
when Báthory herself – played by a pre-Jeanne Dielman Delphine Seyrig – meets
Stefan and his new bride Valerie for drinks in the lounge of the seaside hotel in
which they are seemingly the only guests. Mystery surrounds the regally-dressed
and strikingly blonde Báthory, who immediately arouses curiosity from Valerie
and Stefan. The apparently ageless countess, who claims to only be a descendant
of herself, invites the attention (Daughters of Darkness is presumably set in or
near 1971, the year of its release). As Stefan recounts her crimes in sickening
detail, two things occur simultaneously: Valerie repeatedly screams for him to
stop and Báthory urges him to continue, suggestively touching his chest from
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behind all the while. Even here, in a moment more overtly sexual than some of the film’s
actual sex scenes, Kümel shows restraint in cutting the moment short.

Sex and death are linked in Daughters of Darkness. “Don’t lie to me. It gave you pleasure.
You actually enjoyed seeing that girl’s dead body,” Valerie says to Stefan in what seems
a moment of foreshadowing but ultimately becomes one of misdirection. And herein lies
the real intrigue: the darkest elements of the film aren’t there for their own sake, but
rather to intimate subtle aspects of the characters. These characters aren’t looking for
a sadistic romp; they each have their own needs and desires, often with conflicting means
of acquiring them. As a result, the transformations they undergo are far more subtle
than human into vampire.

Where the film announces itself most loudly, then, is in its visuals: vibrant red veils laid
over lampshades; sharp blacks and whites; and the comparatively desaturated grays and
blues of early morning on the ocean. Though striking, the imagery tends to work
alongside the goings on rather than dominate them, and the seamless transitions
between the many colors in cinematographer Eduard van der Enden’s palette make for
a frequently visually arresting experience.

Which isn’t to say that Kümel isn’t susceptible to genre tropes; he is. For instance: the
unsuspecting Valerie foreshadows latter happenings by reading of troubling events in a
newspaper; quick camera cutaways are often accompanied by (sometimes successful)
attempts at jarring, off-kilter keyboard music courtesy of François de Roubaix; and even
a shot eerily reminiscent of the hand reaching out of the grave in Night of the Living

Dead. Conversely, the film’s blood-curdling screams are few and far between, and never unwarranted. For a film drawing on the
mythology of a woman whose supposedly bathed in the blood of hundreds of virgins, Daughters of Darkness is disarmingly modest
in both its small number of victims and the methods of their dispatch. Not a single death is drawn out for effect—indeed, most aren’t
even on purpose.

More remarkable still, however, is what Kümel has to say about the power dynamics of a male-dominated relationship. “I am a man
and she is mine,” Stefan at one point says of Valerie, and it’s true: despite being on their honeymoon, couples’ frequent quarrels (which
arise for seemingly no rational reason, always on the part of Stefan) result in Stefan-on-Valerie violence on more than one occasion.
He’s moody, distant, and in general treats his new wife poorly—and all this in the first few days of their marriage, no less. Once Valerie
has had enough, however, a role reversal occurs, one seemingly brokered by Báthory herself. When, after an especially violent outburst,
Valerie attempts to leave, her efforts are stymied by the countess. In the dark of night, Báthory asks a cutting question:

Whatever Stefan demands of you, do you consent to do it? Yes, naturally, but you don’t feel any pleasure.

The following will no doubt sound silly, but stay with me: lesbian-vampirism is the means by which Valerie frees herself from her abusive
relationship with Stefan. Though attempting to use Valerie for her own ends, Báthory is still the catalyst for Valerie’s liberation. “Why
did she cross our path?” Valerie asks Stefan in reference to the countess. “I become something different when she is near.” Báthory
is ultimately most notable for inviting introspection on the part of Valerie. “One must never be afraid to look deep down into the
darkest depths of oneself,” she says, “where the light never reaches.” That Valerie is set up from the beginning of Daughters as its most
likely victim but (spoilers herein) ultimately supplants Báthory herself as head of the brood is the sort of development that can
retroactively alter one’s understanding of the film as whole.

Ultimately, the film’s relative obscurity is unsurprising insofar as it exists on the fringes of both mainstream and cult cinema. Too
transgressive for the former, too tame for the latter, it occupies an in-between state that only makes it more fascinating—Daughters
of Darkness upturns more genre conventions than it follows. It is neither a bloodbath nor a thinly-veiled morality tale; its candle burns
slowly, and from only one end. The resultant half-light is fitting: title notwithstanding, Daughters of Darkness shows itself to be a
strange beast fit for neither light not dark.

By Michael Nordine   ©2011 NotComing.com edinburgh 
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Queen Christina

60 (in)glorious years – Monarch Biopics

In Brief

One of silent cinema’s greatest pairings, Greta Garbo and John Gilbert starred
together one last time in Queen Christina. Gilbert’s career was in tatters by 1933
after a string on failures, and Laurence Olivier had already bailed from the role, but
Garbo insisted on Gilbert. And he is wonderful as the Spanish envoy. He looks
great and gives a sly performance with plenty of wit. This is also one of Garbo’s
best talkies. Together they light up the screen. This film also boasts some of the
most gorgeous close ups of Garbo you’ve ever seen. Solid historical drama of
Swedish queen who abdicates for love. Good supporting cast includes Lewis
Stone, Reginald Owen, Akim Tamiroff, Ian Keith as the slimy Magnus, C. Aubrey
Smith, Elizabeth Young, and David Torrence. Beautiful film with solid
performances and, dare I say, very feminist in its view.

USA | 1933 | 99 minutes

Queen Christina: Great Performance, Flawed Movie

As Queen Christina opens, Sweden is embroiled in midst of the Thirty Years' War, a
destructive 17th century conflict that had its origins in the ongoing battle between
Protestants and Catholics for control of central Europe. The country's beloved King
Gustavus Adolphus has just fallen on the field of battle leaving his seven year old
daughter to ascend to the throne. Raised as a boy and schooled in the arts of war
(well, to the extent that a child can be), Christina tosses aside her regent's carefully-
worded speech about "wag[ing] war with courage" and instead vows "to win it!"

In the next scene, it's years later and we see the grown up Christina (Garbo) in
trousers and a man's hat riding astride a galloping horse through the forests on the
palace grounds. To a modern audience, this scene might mean nothing, but in 1933
a woman in trousers riding astride rather than sidesaddle, these are signals that
Christina has taken to heart the notion that to rule the country means ruling as a
man. And indeed, by the standards of the day's cinema, she dresses like a man, argues like a man, and, it is implied when she kisses
her lady-in-waiting on the lips, loves like a man.

Despite Christina's skill and devotion as a leader, all is not well at home. The people clamor for more war, clamor for a royal marriage,
clamor for an heir.

"In short," she says, "they clamor."

At the heart of the unrest is the desire that the queen should settle the question of the royal succession by producing an heir of
Swedish blood, which of necessity requires her to settle on a mate, be it the handsome schemer Magnus or the aging war hero, cousin
Charles. Christina sees marriage as a loss of her hard-earned freedom, a prospect that drives her to distraction.

"But majesty, you cannot die an old maid!"

"I have no intention to, Chancellor. I shall die a bachelor!"

Fed up with demands of power, Christina disguises herself (as a man, always as a man) and spends a few days riding alone in the
wintery countryside to clear her head. There, she stumbles across the Spanish ambassador (John Gilbert) and his entourage stranded
in the snow. The ambassador, Antonio, mistakes her for an impudent boy—a conceit the filmmakers expect you to roll with since
Garbo looks no more like a boy than Jean Harlow looks like Abe Vigoda—and the two wind up sharing a room in a nearby inn.

Not until Christina slips off her outer garments does Antonio finally tumble to the fact that he's in the presence of a beautiful woman.

It's the goofiest sequence in the entire movie, one that always has me itching to turn off the player, but it's followed by what is not
only the best scene in the movie, but to me, the best scene in Garbo's illustrious career.

Christina and Antonio have fallen into bed, no great surprise, but they've also fallen in love, an event so unexpected and new to both
of them, they barely know how to express their joy and wonder. They recline sated before the fire, sharing a bowl of grapes and
talking, but their spirits are soaring, and unable to contain herself, Christina finally gets up to wander around the room, as if first love
were an out-of-body experience and she is following her soul around the bedchamber.
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The scene works because it pays such close attention to the
emotion, particularly the melancholy that colors Christina's
happiness. She wanders around the room, touching
everything that Antonio has touched—a dresser, a candle, a
spinning wheel—memorizing by touch and smell and sight
every inch of the only room in which she has ever known
complete happiness.

"In the future in my memory," she says, "I shall live a great
deal in this room."

You don't have to be a monarch to appreciate just how
fleeting time is or how rare moments of pure happiness are.

It's telling that, as she tours the room, she watches Antonio's
image in the mirror, and his image in turn watches her, as if
she is already viewing the moment in her memory, and
feeling already the exquisite pain associated with an ideal
past we can never revisit.

It seems wholly appropriate to me that Garbo spends so
much of the scene in front of both the mirror and, on the

other side of the room, a religious triptych. Garbo was as much about images as she was about acting, holding poses that represent
emotions rather than embody them from within, a style more akin to kabuki theater or the pantomime of the silent era than the
Method approach actors have held to for more than fifty years. In that sense, Garbo's performance, like the triptych on the wall, is
literally iconic—a pictorial representation whose form suggests its meaning. It's not "modern," but then when did we buy into the
notion that "modern" and "better" were synonymous. In any event, I wouldn't want to throw out Garbo just because I also like Brando,
any more than I'd throw out Rembrandt just because I also like Picasso.

In any event, as Christina feared, the moment is all too soon over. Antonio continues his journey to Stockholm, and she leaves by a
different route to the same destination. Imagine Antonio's surprise when he discovers the woman he loves is a queen. Imagine the royal
court's surprise when it discovers that their queen is in love with envoy of their enemy.

The latter conflict sets in motion the final act of the movie. For the Protestant Christina to pursue a relationship with the Catholic
Antonio after thirty years of war between those two faiths would be like Nixon bedding down with Brezhnev at the height of the Cold
War. It's not simply xenophobia or self-interest that drives the opposition to the romance, it's a genuine horror at the idea of having
to refight, both at home and abroad, an issue that was settled at the price of so much blood and treasure. Christina must choose
between love and responsibilities. The way she chooses, and the consequences of her choice, lead to the most famous scene of Garbo's
career, that final enigmatic shot that I won't describe except to say every film buff must see it.

Now, I'm going to be up front with you: Queen Christina is one of the more problematic entrants in the Hollywood film canon. Even
TV Guide in its glowing 5 (out of 5) star review describes the script as "great clumps of unleavened bread," which is a charitable way
of saying that parts of the movie are preposterous—can anybody, for example, accept on the film's own terms the notion that John
Gilbert could mistake Greta Garbo for a man? I don't care how dark that inn is or how mannish Garbo's clothes, unless Gilbert's character
has an affinity for Swedish lads with rouged lips and plucked eyebrows, there's no way to watch that scene without thinking that
either director Rouben Mamoulian set out deliberately to undermine his own movie or that the makeup man and cinematographer
made some pretty grievous errors in professional judgment.

Then again, many critics have suggested that that is the point. Historically, Christina was thought to be bisexual, Garbo was almost
certainly bisexual, and Mamoulian was gay; perhaps without being able to say it explicitly during a time when even pre-Code
permissiveness didn't permit a frank exploration of such things, Garbo and Mamoulian set out to investigate the limits of sexual
orientation and wound up suggesting that, rather than being distinctly straight or gay, we reside on a sliding continuum between the
two. And that, thus, in the right moment with the right person, even John Gilbert's Antonio could find himself attracted to a young
Swedish lad on a cold, cold night.

Well, maybe.

Or maybe Garbo should have scrubbed off her makeup and cut her hair, ala Katharine Hepburn in Sylvia Scarlett, and really played the
part instead of pretending to play it. But given the degree to which Garbo hid behind the mask of her perfect face and her professional
mannerisms, asking her to strip all of that away and hang herself out there emotionally naked might have been as impossible as asking
her grow wings and fly to the moon.

Besides, did anybody ever argue that Tony Curtis, Milton Berle, Dustin Hoffman or Bugs Bunny should have made greater efforts to look
like women when they played such in their movies? God forbid—the lack of illusion was half the joke.

Anyway, I suspect that I'm bringing 21st century expectations of "realism" to a 1933 movie and that an audience of the time, with the
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conceits of the silent era's cross-dressing comedies still fresh in their minds, wouldn't have
expected Garbo to look like a man, but would simply have accepted the comic set-up and
moved on.

I don't know.

What I do know is that when Queen Christina works, it works as well as any movie Garbo
ever made.

"They usually ask me if it was easy or difficult to direct Garbo," Rouben Mamoulian said years
later, "and the answer is that it was either easy or impossible. If she respected you as an
artist, and if you gave her something that was better than what she had in mind, she was the
easiest, most professional person to work with. In the case of Queen Christina she was simply
marvelous."

Of Garbo's acting technique, Mamoulian said, "There are actors who are intuitive and actors
who reason. Sometimes they are a combination of both, but that's rare. The greatest thing
is intuition. For instance with Garbo, I would say to her, 'This mood is like the purple sunset,
when the leaves turn their shadows, and now and then a yellow falls down.' She would say,
"Oh, I know.'"

The studio offered Leslie Howard, Franchot Tone, Nils Asther and Bruce Cabot as leading men. Garbo settled on Laurence Olivier based
on his performance in Westward Passage. But after a disastrous rehearsal made it clear Garbo would never warm up to Olivier, she
insisted on her old co-star John Gilbert in the role. Despite the fact that his career was in eclipse, Garbo's contract gave her complete
control over all aspects of the production; she was comfortable with him and also felt she owed him a shot at commercial redemption
given his role in promoting her early career; so over Louis B. Mayer's strenuous objections, Gilbert wound up playing the Spanish
envoy, Antonio.

Contrary to Louis Mayer's slander, Gilbert had a fine voice, but by 1933 audiences were no longer willing to give him a chance. He made
only one more picture then died of a heart attack in 1936.

King Vidor, who directed Gilbert in The Big Parade, speculated (again to George Steven, Jr.), "What I believe happened was that he was
the image of the aggressive lover, and they thought he could just speak the same words he did when doing silent scenes that nobody
actually heard. He would arouse himself by saying things like 'I love you, I adore you, I worship you. I can't wait to get you alone
tonight,' the kind of things that were funny when you heard them. So I think it wasn't his high voice but that you couldn't just take an
image and suddenly change it by putting a lot of words on the soundtrack. The words destroyed the image. You'll see that a lot in life—
somebody will look like something and then they'll start to talk with maybe a deep Texas accent and it changes the image."

Queen Christina premiered in New York the day after Christmas, 1933, with a nationwide release on February 9, 1934. Reviews were
mixed. Mordaunt Hall of the New York Times wrote that Queen Christina was "a skillful blend of history and fiction" and that Garbo,
"alluring as ever, gives a performance which merits nothing but the highest praise." Variety on the other hand, called the movie "slow
and ofttimes stilted" and criticized Garbo's performance as "too often apace of the script's lethargy."

It turned out Variety knew American audiences better than Hall did. The film didn't perform well in the U.S. Garbo's sensibilities had
always been foreign to American audiences, and while during the silent era that may have suggested a "desirable metropolitan
European sophistication" (to quote Marcia Landy and Amy Villarejo writing in the BFI Film Classic study of the movie), by the time of
the Great Depression, American audiences had become increasingly hostile to Garbo (and to her German counterpart, Marlene
Dietrich).

These same sensibilities, however, be they uniquely European or simply a product of Garbo's own matchless talents, helped make
Queen Christina a big hit overseas where it made back twice its budget in Britain alone, establishing a pattern that would hold true for
the remainder of Garbo's career. From Queen Christina forward through the end of her career, Garbo's movies made far more money
overseas than in America, and more than any particular desire on Garbo's part, it was the
outbreak of World War II, which closed off the foreign market, that hastened her early
retirement from pictures. (After the war, Garbo sent out tentative feelers, thinking to
make a comeback, but found no interest.)

Ironically, despite her waning domestic box-office appeal, with Queen Christina Garbo had
hit her stride as an actress and would soon produce the best movies of her career,
including Camille and Ninotchka.

http://mythicalmonkey.blogspot.co.uk
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Anatomy of a Murder

Courtroom Drama

In Brief

Frederick Manion (Ben Gazzara), a lieutenant in the army, is arrested for the
murder of a bartender, Barney Quill. He claims, in his defense, that the victim had
raped and beaten up his wife Laura (Lee Remick). Although Laura supports her
husband’s story, the police surgeon can find no evidence that she has been raped.
Manion is defended by Paul Biegler (James Stewart), a rather humble small-town
lawyer. During the course of interviews, Biegler discovers that Manion is violently
possessive and jealous, and also that his wife has a reputation for giving her favors
to other men. Biegler realizes that the prosecution will try to make the court
believe that Laura was the lover of the bartender and than Manion killed him and
beat her up when he discovered them together. Manion pleads “not guilty” and
Biegler, who knows that his case is weak, sets his assistants to try to find a witness
who will save Manion.

USA | 1959 | 160 minutes

The next time you hear someone grousing about how movies are only
supposed to be 90 minutes long and anything over two hours is an affront
to their patience, hand them a copy of Otto Preminger's Anatomy of a
Murder. After they have sat through the entire 161 minutes, if they start
arguing about where the movie allegedly goes long or give a hint that
they were ever bored, even for a second, stop talking to them
immediately. Leave the room (or kick them out if it's your house), delete
their number from your phone, and cut them out of your life immediately.
Life's too short for you to need someone like that in your life.

The term "perfect film" shouldn't be bandied around lightly. It's a
distinction that should be reserved for a movie like Anatomy of a Murder.
The 1959 production is a lot of things: it's a legal drama, a social parable,
and a relationship picture. It has humor, menace, and even grisly crimes.
It touches on deeper issues of friendship, the bonds between man and
wife, and the difficult ethical quandaries that go hand in hand with a
complex system of justice. Sure, there are no real fistfights on screen, but we sure hear the details of a lot of off-screen action. About
all Anatomy of a Murder really lacks is romance.

Anatomy of a Murder was written by Wendell Mayes (The Stalking Moon [review]) from a novel by Robert Traver. Traver was the pen
name of Judge John D. Voelker, who had served as a defense attorney in Michigan in the early 1950s and was counsel on the original
murder case that this story was based on. In the movie, the lawyer is called Paul Biegler, and he is played by James Stewart. Paul is a
confirmed bachelor and a small-town counselor with passions for jazz music and fishing. In fact, he was out on a lake with rod and reel
when Army Lieutenant Frederick Manion (Ben Gazzara, The Strange One [review]) walked into a bar and shot the owner six times.

Manion did it because he believed the bartender had raped his wife, Laura
(Lee Remick, A Face in the Crowd). He believed it was what any decent
man would do. It appears to be an open and shut case; Biegler takes it
anyway.

Most of Anatomy of a Murder is given over to the trial, including the
investigation on Biegler's part that not only leads up to the start of the
proceedings, but is also woven into them. Helping Paul out is his secretary
Maida (Eve Arden, Grease) and his best friend Parnell (Arthur O'Connell,
Cimarron [review]), an attorney who has stopped practicing as a result of
a drinking problem. Brought in to shut down Biegler's defense and aid the
local prosecutor is Claude Dancer (George C. Scott, Patton), a state's
attorney from the city. These guys make a classic genre duo: rural vs.
urban, substance vs. flash. Jimmy Stewart even has a line about being a
"simple country lawyer." The two of them go toe to toe in the courtroom,
poking holes in the other's version of events. Neither Manion nor his wife

Credits
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Photography
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Otto Preminger
Wendell Mayes (novel by John
D. Voelker as Robert Traver)
Sam Leavitt
Duke Ellington
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Parnell Emmett McCarthy
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Ben Gazzara
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are exactly reliable witnesses. He's a hothead and she's a flirt.

Upon release, Anatomy of a Murder caused a scandal for its frank use of words like
"sperm" and "panties." Those words have since lost their ability to shock, but the
details that come out about the actual attack have not softened over time. Nor has
our outrage over how Laura is treated by authorities in order to minimize what was
done to her. On the contrary, these days, we are probably more sensitive to it. What
makes Anatomy of a Murder amazing, however, is that even as we react to Laura's
horrific story, we can't help but wonder if we really believe her. As in any true crime
tale, every participant has many reasons to lie. We never really entertain Manion's
defense of temporary insanity, and yet, we also somehow collude in this bending of
the truth. Our weighing of the case is often not based on whether any of the actions
were right or wrong, just which guy was more rotten--the murderer or the one he
killed.

To be honest, Ben Gazzara is lucky to have Jimmy Stewart on his side. The former
is oily and cocky, whereas the latter, of course, has a certain homespun, trustworthy
charm. Both actors always appear to be thinking, but where Gazzara is
understandably inscrutable and shifty, Stewart's motivations always seem clear. He
is a man solving a puzzle, consistently trying to work out the next move. It's because
we like him so much that we root for the case to go his way--which may have been
Preminger's point in casting him, to challenge our sense of justice by drawing on our
prior allegiance to a movie star and perhaps expose our own prejudices in the
process.

Anatomy of a Murder is packed with talent from top to bottom, from the famous
credits sequence by Saul Bass and all the way through with every note of Duke
Ellington's snazzy score. Preminger's narrative is smart and insightful, and his mis-
en-scene is light on its feet. He uses the real environments to capture an accurate

image of the average American town, including both the sense of true community and also those who are marginalized from the
"mainstream." Paul Biegler serves as a sort of cultural nexus for the time. As Laura Manion puts it, he's a funny kind of lawyer. He
employs old-fashioned common sense in how he approaches a trial, and yet he smokes small cigars and plays piano in juke joints. He
is progressive about race and sex, and yet a guy of staunch moral fiber. You have a sense that he'd likely get on just fine in the decade
that was just to come. He might even grab a drink with Atticus Finch and trade some war stores.

So, too, does Anatomy of a Murder sit in this sweet spot between the old and the new. Its matter-of-fact writing was progressive and
daring, and yet this is pure entertainment in the tradition of Hollywood's Golden Age. It's intelligent and strident in purpose, but
Anatomy of a Murder never forgets that its primary duty is to hold the audience's interest. It's easy to watch, even if it doesn't go easy
on the viewer and resort to simple representations of difficult issues. Every scene advances the narrative, and every shot is constructed
to impart the essential information with clarity and style. There is not a hair out of place, and at the same time, not a moment that
doesn't feel spontaneous. No matter how many times I see it, it always feels fresh and new, like it's my very first time, and when the
credits roll, it's tempting to just skip back to 1 and start the whole thing again.

The Legal Verdict...

By Michael Asimow, UCLA Law School (February 1998)

The film Anatomy of a Murder (1959) is probably the finest pure trial movie ever made. The film is based on a powerful 1958 novel by
Robert Traver (the pseudonym of Michigan Supreme Court Justice John D. Voelker). It centers on a gripping small-town murder trial
of Lieutenant Manion (Ben Gazzara). Manion clearly gunned down Barney Quill in Quill’s bar. But why did he do it? Icy prosecutor
Claude Dancer (George C. Scott in an awesome debut) claims it happened in a jealous rage when Manion found out that his wife Laura
(a very sexy Lee Remick) and Quill were having an affair. Homespun defense lawyer Paul Biegler (Jimmy Stewart in an unforgettable
portrayal) would rather be catching trout. He claims it happened because Manion was seized by an irresistible impulse–he just found
out that Quill had raped Laura after picking her up in the bar. The trial is a slam-bang affair with wonderful twists and turns, always
informed by a deep understanding of the unexpected dilemmas and quick decisions that confront every litigator .

The film is loaded with fascinating legal issues, such as the validity and applicability of the irresistible impulse version of the insanity
defense. It raises numerous issues of trial practice, tactics, and ethics. It poses the issue of whether a cross-examiner should ever ask
a question to which he doesn’t know the answer. The sensational jazz score was written by Duke Ellington. The wise-owl judge was
played by Joseph N. Welch, who won fame representing the Army in the Army-McCarthy hearings of the early 50's.

In his famous "lecture," Biegler skates close to the line of unethical witness coaching—that is, knowingly altering a witness’ story
about the events in question. When Biegler first meets Manion in jail, he manages to overcome the client’s intense mistrust and then
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the discussion turns to whether the client has a defense. How far
can counsel go in suggesting a defense to a client who hasn’t a clue?
And should the lawyer discuss possible defenses before asking the
client what happened? Because once the client has told the attorney
his story, that freezes the client’s version of the facts; it’s too late to
mold the facts to fit a particular defense.

Clearly it is improper to assist the client to make up facts that never
occurred. Model Rule 3.4(b) states that a lawyer must not "counsel
or assist a witness to testify falsely." But it’s perfectly OK (indeed
obligatory) for counsel to interview a witness and to discuss his
testimony in order to assist the witness to testify effectively. And
surely it is appropriate to tell a client what the law is, even if that
suggests a defense to the client that he might not have realized was
available. The problem is that a clever attorney can convey an
implicit message to a witness that alters the witness’ testimony—
without ever coming out and actually telling the witness to do it.

In the film, Biegler is obviously quite aware of the limits on witness
coaching but most observers think he stayed on the ethical side of the line. Without first asking Manion exactly what happened, he
tells Manion about the categories of justification and excuse and rules out each possible claim. For example, killing in the defense of
another is a possible justification—but not an hour after the purported rape occurred. Biegler also nixes the "unwritten law" which
allows you to kill someone whom you discover in flagrante with your spouse. Not recognized as a defense in Michigan, unfortunately.

So Biegler keeps Manion guessing until Manion says "I must have been mad." Sorry, bad temper isn’t a defense. "No," says Manion,
"I must have been crazy. " "Well, Lieutenant," replies Biegler, as he steps from the room, "in the meantime, see if you can remember
how crazy you were." So the client comes up with the defense, albeit with a bit of gentle prodding from the attorney, and either
remembers or fabricates the facts to support that defense. We’ve screened this scene before quite a few audiences, and hardly any
attorneys have ever voted to discipline Biegler, even though it seems quite likely that Manion’s testimony is different than it would have
been in the absence of the lecture and that Biegler intended exactly that.

In the book however, Biegler goes a step further. The suggestion for the insanity defense comes from Biegler, not from Manion.
Speaking in the first person, Biegler recounts his conversation with his client: " ‘Then, finally there’s the defense of insanity.’ I paused,
and spoke abruptly, airily: ‘Well, that just about winds it up.’ " Then Manion starts asking questions about insanity. Biegler plays dumb
and answers the questions, but tells the reader: "My naivete was somewhat excessive; it had been obvious to me from merely reading
the newspaper the night before that insanity was the best, if not the only, legal defense the man had. And here I’d just slammed shut
every other escape hatch and told him this was the last. Only a cretin could have missed it, and I was rapidly learning that Lieutenant
Manion was no cretin." (Pp. 45-46)

It can be argued that, in the book’s version, Biegler overstepped the line by coaching his client right into a made-up defense. See
Richard C. Wydick, The Ethics of Witness Coaching, 17 Cardozo L. Rev. 1, 25-27 (1995). The movie, however, is more subtle. The client
comes up with the defense, but obviously with a lot of covert help from his lawyer. What do you think? Did Biegler cross the line in either
the book or the movie? Or have the ethical rules about witness coaching departed so far from actual practice that they’ve become
irrelevant? Do we now tolerate any sort of coaching short of telling the client to lie?

It’s very rare for an attorney to be punished (criminally or ethically) for witness coaching, because the offense occurs in private. Yet
current events in the nation’s capitol remind us that subornation of perjury isn’t always a well-kept little secret. The great film Anatomy
of a Murder makes us focus on the elusive distinctions between appropriate witness preparation and inappropriate coaching.

Michael Asimow, of UCLA Law School, is co-author with Paul Bergman of Reel Justice: The
Courtroom Goes to the Movies (1996), edinburgh 
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The Fall of the Romanov Dynasty (Padenie dinastii Romanovykh)

Silent Soviet Cinema

In Brief

The campaign for a montage style that preserved the intelligibility of film as a historical
record was bolstered by the release of Esfir Shub's compilation film The Fall Of The
Romanov Dynasty (Padenie dinastii Romanovykh). Universally acclaimed, the film
established Shub as a new type of documentarian, an editor-director. Made entirely of
archival footage from 1913-1917, Shub's montage of historical documents was the result
of countless hours spent poring over old newsreels, official film records and home
movies of the Tsar's family and other dignitaries. Though not the first compilation film,
The Fall Of The Romanov Dynasty is a cornerstone of found-footage filmmaking
because of the director's aesthetic approach to the historical chronicle.

USSR | 1927 | 87 minutes

[Esfir] Shub's film, Padenie dinastii Romanovykh, is composed of spliced
archive footage, which aims to show the iniquities of the Tsarist regime, the
rise of popular unrest throughout the First World War and the final victory
of the masses. After the exposure to countless TV documentaries and
broadcasts using archive footage, a modern audience may view Shub's film
as unremarkable and even boring. However, Shub's pioneering efforts in this
field are remarkable. In her reminiscences, Shub recalled how she spent
countless hours "opening" film documents which had lain forgotten or
discarded in basements, cellars and cupboards, often unidentified as to the
time, place and significance of the subject. She was even forced to track
down films which had been sold abroad, and to watch hours of newsreel
footage purchased from America in her attempt to find appropriate images. 

Previously insignificant or trivial scraps of film attain new importance within
the sequence of Shub's editing. For example, a shot of a regional Tsarist
governor and his wife sipping tea in their garden, while their bulldog gambols
at their feet, becomes a scene of despotic cruelty when it is intercut with
shots of peasants toiling in the fields. Shub overlays the film with lengthy intertitles and uses quotes from speeches, banners and
declarations to link the film fragments and place them in an appropriate historical framework, so that the viewer is left little latitude
to interpret events for himself. 

From www.kinoglaz.fr

In May 1913 the Romanov Dynasty celebrates its 300th anniversary on the Russian throne. The last emperor in the long line is Czar
Nicholas II. He rules over a country with huge social and economic differences. Russia is for the most part still an agrarian society, but
capitalism and its industries are growing. In 1914 Russia gets involved in the First World War. Czar Nicholas II declares a general
mobilization. A vast number of peasants and workers have to go to the front as soldiers. After three years the country is ruined by the
war, and there is a shortage of provisions. In February 1917 workers begin striking in the capital, Petrograd. Their protests are soon
joined by soldiers. Complete anarchy is threatening the country, when the parliament ... reorganizes the power structure by forming
a new Provisional Government. At the same time the Soviet of Workers' and Soldiers' Deputies forms another ruling body at the City
Hall of Petrograd. In this situation Czar Nicholas II sees no other possibility than to resign from his government. On the 4th of March
1917 he declares his abdication from the throne. The new Provisional Government and its war minister Kerensky continue the war.
This presents an opportunity for the Bolsheviks to organize demonstrations and to persuade the workers and soldiers to overthrow
the Provisional Government and seize power themselves.

from IMDb, written by Maths Jesperson
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Esfir Shub and Her Work

Necessity drove Esfir Shub to become a brilliant film editor in the years immediately after
the 1917 Russian Revolution. In the early 1920s filmmaking resources were scarce, but film
was a key modern art form and a crucial means of conveying information to people across
the newly formed Soviet Republic. 

Shub's work in the film industry involved re-editing foreign films, such as Fritz Lang's Dr
Mabuse or trashy US serials, making them 'ideologically correct'. This was a key cultural
role – in 1924 over 90% of films shown were produced in capitalist countries. Fritz Lang's
film, for example, was converted into an anti-capitalist tale called Gilded Rat. The Russian
film director Sergei Eisenstein watched Shub working, and learned from her. Shub found
a politically viable solution to a materials crisis, and she learned how to montage films –
editing together different camera shots for effect. 

In 1927 Shub made her first independent documentary The Fall of the Romanov Dynasty.
It was part of a trilogy on Russian history, reconstructing the past through newsreel
footage and the home movies of the Romanov dynasty who ruled Russia before 1917.
Documentary film of whatever type – news, industrial footage, home movies – could yield
information about reality. Shub's compilation film showed the Romanovs at their summer
home and carrying out duties of state, the carnage of war and Lenin agitating. 

Much of the material had originally been produced to serve right wing causes, but Shub
was able to skilfully redeploy the clips in a new context. In her first job at the film company Goskino, Shub met the filmmaker Dziga
Vertov. He was also a documentary maker and, despite later debates between them, Shub considered herself his pupil. In 1927 she
argued in the journal Novyi Lef that the controversy between staged and unstaged films – epitomised in the work of Eisenstein and
Vertov respectively – was 'the basic issue of contemporary cinema'. She insisted that only documentary cinema could express reality,
arguing that 'with great mastery it is possible to make a film from non-played material that is better than any fiction film'. 

Shub criticised Eisenstein's film October as a distortion of history, because it restaged the events of the 1917 Russian Revolution using
actors. However, Shub also ran into arguments with Vertov. She objected to his efforts to monopolise non-fiction filmmaking, insisting
in a piece written in 1926 that 'different facts must reach the studio', not just those endorsed by the Futurist school led by Vertov. 

Vertov deployed all manner of tricks and technical devices to emphasis cinema's role in mediating reality – not simply reflecting the
world, but reconstructing it in film. In contrast Shub avoided playing with the material, tending rather to let the chunks of film run their
course. The film material was of historical interest in itself and, she argued, did not need to be undercut and criticised through cinematic
devices. Connections between events and their interpretation were expressed through her much less flashy style of editing. 

Despite her criticism of other filmmakers – a product of the exciting culture of debate in the young Soviet Republic – Shub acted in
solidarity with them as Stalin's cultural policy tightened its grip. In 1931, while filming in Mexico, Eisenstein was accused in the Soviet
journal International Literature of 'technical fetishism' and other 'petty bourgeois limitations', Shub wrote warning him of the
increasingly hostile climate and recommending his swift return. 

She suffered too, denied authorial rights to her trilogy and demoted to simply an editor. The bureaucrats who now controlled Soviet
filmmaking could not understand the transformation in the forms and division of artistic labour resulting from the revolution. They
could not see that an editor – a hands-on worker in film – might usurp the traditionally more glorified role of director. 

In her later years Shub joined a call for anti-militarist films to counter 'bourgeois war propaganda' in 1932. She worked on a few
documentaries in the 1930s and 1940s on topics such as the building of the Moscow metro, the history of Soviet cinema and the fight
against Fascism. She died in 1959, with the stimulating debates about cinema and cultural form a 30 year old memory. 

By Esther Leslie, Sociaist Worker Online, from www.kinoglaz.fr

In Soviet cinema, documentary film occupied a highly privileged position.
As Maxim Pozdorovkin writes in his accompanying essay [with the DVD
set], “Nonfiction film was recognized both as an art form and as source
material for the writing of history.” Many Soviet filmmakers blurred the
line between feature and documentary; Sergei Eisenstein’s Battleship
Potemkin and October provide only two of the best examples. In his
ground-breaking Man with a Movie Camera, Dziga Vertov ... proved that
documentary film could be exciting and artistic. ...

Esfir Shub (1894-1959), one of the few female directors in the early Soviet
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film industry, had a less “activist” view of documentary than Vertov. Her
masterpiece, The Fall of the Romanov Dynasty (1927), is a “montage of
historical documents” that she found in newsreels, official film records, and
home movies of the Tsar’s family. For Shub, montage meant allowing the
original footage to speak for itself without excessive formal manipulation.
Because the footage she discovered is so emotionally revealing, exposing the
amazing indifference of the Russian aristocracy to the squalor that surrounded
them during the horrific slaughter of World War I, what emerges is a powerful
documentation of “living reality,” as fellow director Vsevolod Pudovkin
described it. The pace of the editing is slower, more deliberate, than in most
other Soviet documentaries of the period, but the analytical message
condemning the evils of the old regime no less incisive.

From Cineaste magazine, Landmarks of Early Soviet Cinema

Esfir Shub: Biography from IMDb.com 

Esfir Shub (1894–1959) was born into a family of landowners. She studied literature in Moscow, but after the Revolution she began to
attend the classes at the Institute for Women's Higher Education and then got a job as a 'theater officer' at the State Commissariat of
Education. In the theatre she worked in collaboration with the famous avant-garde director Meyerhold and the poet Mayakovsky,
who was one of her friends. Shub joined the Goskino film company and met Dziga Vertov. Their professional friendship was lifelong,
but stormy. Shub shared Vertov's belief in film's intrinsic ability to reveal aspects of reality not visible to the naked eye. But she became
engaged more in the interpretation of the historical world than in only contemporary matters. First Shub worked as a re-editor of
foreign films for Soviet distribution. In 1927 (the tenth anniversary of the Revolution) she made her first documentary film The Fall of
the Romanov Dynasty. This film was the first part of a trilogy which also consists of The Great Road (1927) and Lev Tolstoy and the Russia
of Nicolai II (1928). In the process of making the trilogy, Shub had to contend with not only an overwhelming volume of material but
also the problem of locating relevant footage. She often found that valuable documents of the pre-war period had been sold abroad
or had been badly damaged in ill-equipped newsreel archives. Shub compensated for the lack of material by using newly shot footage.
Her films derive much of their power from this technique of providing a contemporary context for archival footage. Thus, Shub created
the absolutely new genre 'historical compilation film'. She later claimed she just wanted to create 'editorialized newsreels'. Critics and
colleagues admired Shub's work, because she found a middle path between narrative and documentary forms. But, like her other
contemporaries, she was a victim of ideological prejudice against 'formalism'. Sovkino denied her authorial rights for her trilogy claiming
that she was just an editor. However, in 1935 Shub was awarded the title Honored Artist of the Republic. In the beginning of the forties
she collaborated with Vsevolod Pudovkin on the successful Twenty Years of Soviet Cinema (1940). Then she left Goskino to become
chief editor of the News of the Day at the central studio for documentary film in Moscow. Most of her later years were confined to
editing duties. Shub was definitely the most prominent Soviet woman filmmaker of her generation.
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The Sadist Has Red Teeth (Le sadique aux dents rouges)

Le Fantastique 

Who is Jean-Louis van Belle? I confess, I’d never heard of this indie French/Belgian
director who worked in the fringes of exploitation cinema from the sixties through the
nineties (apparently many of his films aren’t even listed on the IMDb) until I dropped
The Sadist With Red Teeth, into my DVD player. All I knew going in was that was from
Mondo Macabro, the archeologists of cult cinema who specialize in bringing strange
and surreal films to DVD that even most film buffs and movie historians have never
heard of but should.

Call this 1971 French oddity a post New Wave vampire film. Daniel (Albert Simono) leaves
the hospital after recovering from a car wreck that killed his buddy. A doctor reads his
case history in voice over as he leaves and ends with the observation that Daniel is under
the delusion that he’s becoming a vampire. “I’ll make sure he is,” he concludes, which
is all the motivation we’ll get for his deranged experiment beyond the enigmatic
statement: “He’s our last hope.” For what? I have no clue, but he’s very determined to

France | 1971 | 75 minutes

complete the transformation and keeps the subject under constant
surveillance, periodically calling in observations with a “portable
phone” he pulls out of nowhere. A hypnotist keeps working on him
(“You are Red Tooth!”) and a dentist continues vague experiments
that apparently make his red blood cells devour his white blood
cells. Just another piece of exposition that arrives out of nowhere
and disappears just as quickly.

In between abstracted scenes of nude models and Daniel’s own
trippy hallucinations (spiders, snakes, blood, the mushroom cloud
of an atomic bomb), often presented in cut-rate double exposures
or negative film reversals, Daniel starts to act out, first throttling a
woman in a movie theater (it was just a joke, he swears) and then
chomping the neck of a saleswoman at a joke shop with a set of
plastic teeth she just sold him. Soon the cops, the doctors, the press, a lion tamer and his worried American girlfriend (Jane Clayton)
all have him under surveillance, then take a break to swap stories over martinis in a hospital waiting room (with a nurse helpfully
serving up the drinks) before heading off to a costume party where the ringers outnumber the actual guests and Daniel, now sporting
arguably the strangest looking set of fangs in the history of vampire cinema, stages his vampire coming out.

Shot in an arch, abrupt manner, with stiff performances and editing that accentuates the plastic qualities of the film over the “realistic,”
this is as strange, fascinating and obtuse a horror film as I’ve ever seen. The narrative is practically abstract, van Belle’s effects are

crude and in your face, his make-up heavy and obvious, more like stage than cinema
make-up. B&W stock footage is cut in for effect and the film appears to be entirely
post-synched, which adds just another layer of disconnection to everything on the
screen. And, of course, the film is sprinkled liberally with fake blood, just drops at first
but soon streams and splotches and pools of it, all looking like red paint. In the words
of Godard, when asked about the liberal use of blood in one of his movies, it’s “not
blood, red.”

I’m hard pressed to call it good, but it’s such a singular piece and a mesmerizing film:
you just can’t believe what you’re seeing. 

Sean Axmaker (www.seanax.com)
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The Rise of Catherine the Great

60 (in)glorious years – Monarch Biopics

In Brief

Young German Princess Sophia-Augusta von Anhalt-Zerbst travels to Russia
to marry Grand Duke Peter, heir to the throne. Renamed Catherine, for years
she endures the unstable Peter's humiliations, but finally she must take his
place for the good of Russia.

The Rise of Catherine the Great was the second of London Films' lavish
historical epics, following the international success of The Private Life of
Henry VIII. Despite being a comparative commercial failure, the film was one
of the most accomplished films to emerge from the studio in the
1930s.Catherine the Great's poor box-office was perhaps inevitable given that
it was released in direct competition with Josef von Sternberg's The Scarlet
Empress, which covered similar territory in even more glamourous style, with
the added attraction of Marlene Dietrich as Catherine.

Mark Duguid

UK | 1934 | 95 minutes

The Rise of Catherine the Great (1934), also known as Catherine the
Great, had the misfortune of being released in the same year as a
much more famous take on the same subject, Josef von Sternberg's
The Scarlet Empress (1934). Consequently, Catherine has become
somewhat lost to film history. But while Catherine is more of a
straight version of the story as compared to von Sternberg's
deliriously stylized (and brilliant) rendering, and Catherine's leading
lady Elisabeth Bergner is today completely forgotten as compared
to her counterpart Marlene Dietrich, the film deserves recognition
nonetheless as an important and entertaining achievement.

The story of the shy German princess destined to rule Russia begins
in 1745, when young Catherine is forced to marry the Grand Duke
Peter, heir to the Russian throne. He is reckless, mad, and utterly
lacking in leadership ability -- and he does not welcome his arranged
bride. When he eventually becomes Emperor Peter III and is then
murdered, Catherine assumes the throne and rules Russia for 34
years as Catherine the Great, completing a dramatic transformation
from timid to powerful.

The Rise of Catherine the Great was adapted from a 1912 play, The Czarina, by Lajos Biro and Melchior Lengyel. Their play had actually
already been adapted for Ernst Lubitsch's 1924 film Forbidden Paradise, starring Pola Negri as Catherine. This new screen version came
about for two principal reasons. Producer Alexander Korda had just had a huge success with The Private Life of Henry VIII (1933) and
was anxious to recreate the magic by applying the "private life" formula to new subjects, and Korda had also just signed into a new
partnership with United Artists, augmenting the stable of actors and artists available to him -- a stable that was suitable for mounting
The Rise of Catherine the Great and also The Private Life of Don Juan (1934), his other new picture.

Douglas Fairbanks, Jr., for instance, was plucked from the UA roster to play the part of Peter. The 24-year-old actor was thrilled to get
this "marvelous" part, later recounting, "Now I would have a chance to show Hollywood's producers what I could do with a real
character-lead. No longer would I have to play nice young light comedies or listen to offers to ape my father's swashbuckling fantasies.
I had long before decided that no one could follow in his footsteps. They were so light they left no trace."

Fairbanks had recently been set to star in Ernst Lubitsch's Design for Living (1933), but when he came down with double pneumonia
the studio was forced to replace him with Gary Cooper. Bitterly disappointed, Fairbanks was determined not to let the same thing
happen with Catherine the Great. His doctors actually recommended that he drop out of Catherine as well, for he was at risk of
contracting tuberculosis, but he defied their orders and traveled to London to make the film, and luckily he recovered.

Fairbanks later wrote that the real Peter III "was stubby with a puffy, pockmarked face" and "I looked nothing at all like [him]. I wanted
to create a real character in the part, but [director Paul] Czinner and Korda insisted our story was essentially romantic." Camera tests
followed with Fairbanks donning a wig, satin suits and knee britches, and wearing white makeup, lipstick and even beauty marks.
"Had I not been so in love with my part and delighted with my good fortune in landing it, I might have been more stubborn, but I was
afraid I would be paid off and replaced.... When Korda saw the tests, he said I looked all right, though 'far too young and pretty.'"
Fairbanks grew a mustache to counter this effect. "The result," he wrote, "was inauthentic but apparently satisfactory."
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Variety heaped praise on Fairbanks: "His definition of the fuming Peter is one of the best
he has ever done. His appearance does much to help the authors mold the character away
from repugnant and to make Catherine's devotion to him reasonable."

European actress Elisabeth Bergner made her English-language debut with Catherine the
Great. She'd already built quite a reputation on German stage and screen, so much so that
she had considerable clout and was able to insist that Korda hire her husband Paul Czinner
to direct. Czinner had already directed her eight times in major German productions, so
this wasn't a terrible idea. Czinner would direct her five more times in English films.

Critics were excessively effusive in describing Bergner, whose naturally diminutive frame
seemed perfect for the demure Princess Catherine and which, appropriately enough,
masked the strength her character was capable of; it also somewhat masked her great
strength as an actress. The New York Times, which overall compared The Rise of Catherine
the Great unfavorably to The Private Life of Henry VIII, said that when Bergner first appears
on screen, she is "a timid little creature... Her face is doll-like, her hair fair and curly, her eyes
big and round and her eyebrows barely visible, very much a la mode of 1934...
Notwithstanding her modest appearance, Miss Bergner gives a clever portrayal... [She]
goes through most of her scenes with rare dignity and she accomplishes marvels with her
large eyes and expressive lips."

Variety called her "a little, skinny thing, without orthodox sex appeal but has charm and a
screen personality that will keep them coming back to see her." But while Bergner did
make more films and found some success in the years ahead, a major American screen

career was not to be. A year after Catherine, Bergner received her only Oscar® nomination, for Escape Me Never (1935). More British
pictures followed, and a few years later she made her one American film, Paris Calling (1941), a Universal release with an oddball cast
of Randolph Scott, Basil Rathbone and Lee J. Cobb. She didn't catch on in Hollywood, however, and turned exclusively to the stage,
though she did resume a film career in Germany decades later.

Playing the Russian Empress Elisabeth, who summons Catherine to marry her nephew Peter, was Flora Robson -- who at age 32 was
actually five years younger than Bergner! Robson greatly enjoyed this role and was amused that her old Empress was supposed to have
lovers; the actress found it difficult to feel attractive in her pale wig and makeup. Alexander Korda, ever the charmer, helped her
through it. Robson later remembered "he used to kneel at my feet before a take and say, 'My Greta Garbo!' in his delicious [Hungarian]
accent, which made me laugh and feel better. He was good at bolstering people with a sex inferiority complex." It worked, at least
for the Variety critic, who called Robson "the ugly but sexy old Empress."

Also notable in the cast is Sir Gerald du Maurier, a giant of the British stage and father of novelist Daphne du Maurier. Fairbanks was
thrilled to have the chance to work with du Maurier, "my great hero," even though he was a little embarrassed that the stage legend
had only a supporting part of a valet. He was even more embarrassed when he found that du Maurier had been assigned a small
dressing room, while Fairbanks, Bergner and Robson all got deluxe rooms. On the first day of shooting, Fairbanks stealthily replaced
the name on his dressing room door with du Maurier's. Fairbanks later wrote, "We became and remained good friends until he died,
and I'm glad to say he never knew of my switch." (Du Maurier died only months later.)

There was considerable friction on the set of Catherine the Great. Czinner and Korda did not get along, and Korda intruded to direct
several scenes on his own. While it's difficult to pin down exactly what was directed by whom, it's fair to assume that Czinner at least
directed the majority of scenes involving Bergner. Robson biographer Janet Dunbar has claimed that Korda directed all of Robson's
scenes, and that if her performance comes off as a bit strident, it's because Korda did not technically compensate for her stronger voice:
"Her voice was too powerful for the microphone positions, which shot high in the air when she spoke; there were so many adjustments
that in the end her voice came though sounding high and thin. Korda did not always allow for the fact that full-bodied acting came out
as overacting on the screen: he placed his cameras and microphones too near the set. What was needed was understatement, not
strong projection. Flora was instinctively aware of this, but one did not argue with Korda."

Supporting actress Diana Napier also claimed to have been directed by Korda, telling
author Karol Kulik that she didn't even remember seeing Czinner on the set. And Bergner
later recalled, "[Korda] wasn't a very good director and suddenly after Henry VIII he
thought he was, and he could butt in and say it should be done this way or another way
and forgot our contract which didn't allow him this. So we had fights."

In any event, The Rise of Catherine the Great is still an impressive Korda production and
was no doubt helped tremendously by the great technical crew, several of whom came
directly from working on The Private Life of Henry VIII: cinematographer Georges Perinal,
one of the greatest cameramen of the '30s and '40s, art director Vincent Korda, and
costumer John Armstrong.

Jeremy Arnold
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Inherit the Wind

Courtroom Drama

In Brief

Teacher B.T. Cates (Dick York) is arrested for teaching Darwin’s theories. Famous
lawyer Henry Drummond (Spencer Tracy) defends him; fundamentalist politician
Matthew Brady (Fredric March) prosecutes. This is a very thinly disguised rendition
of the 1925 Scopes monkey trial, with debates between Clarence Darrow and William
Jennings Bryan taken largely from the transcripts.

Incredible to think that over half a century on from this film several US states
seeming to be regressing, in the rise of so-called ‘creation science’ and attempts to
have it presented as an equally valid theory as evolution.

USA | 1960 | 128 minutes

VERDICT(S) OF HISTORY:  
COLLECTIVE  MEMORIES OF THE 20th CENTURY

Trials and Errors: Remembering the Scopes Trial

M.G. Dunn

In this special year of remembrance, the 200th anniversary of
Darwin‟s birth and the 150th year since the publication of The Origin
of Species, it is puzzling to many that the revolution of Darwinian
science, after all these years, still encounters such determined
counter-revolutionary resistance. This is especially perplexing in a
nation that prides itself on its scientific prowess and achievement.
Yet current surveys indicate that about half of all Americans reject
Darwin‟s conclusion that human beings are descended from earlier
species.  Cross-cultural poll data, moreover, suggest that among
industrialized nations the United States ranks next to last, above
only Turkey, in understanding—let alone accepting—the
elementary principles of evolution (Miller, 2008).  And, of course, in recent years legal and legislative controversies have flared up
repeatedly throughout the nation over the old issue of teaching evolution in public schools.  One of the more sensational of these
controversies was both experienced and studied by Lauri Lebo, resulting in her personal and thoughtful  Devil in Dover: An Insider’s
Story of Dogma v. Darwin in Small-Town America.  Lebo describes increasing antipathy and polarization between pro- and anti-
evolutionist factions.   “We‟re never going to fix this,” she concludes sadly.     

But shouldn‟t all of this have been settled long ago?  After all, it‟s been eighty-four years since the Great Scopes Monkey Trial focused
a dramatic and arguably didactic national conversation on faith and reason, presenting a Teachable Moment in the form of a media
spectacle which showcased the humiliation of the anti-evolutionist “crusader” William Jennings Bryan and exposed to the world the
backwardness and ignorance of  fundamentalist Protestantism.   The Scopes Trial came to be recognized as a “watershed” event in
American history because traditional religion was represented, as never before, as unpopular and unintelligible.  Once a national hero,
Bryan was now demonized as pathetic, repugnant, and insincere.  “The judge found Scopes guilty...but the fundamentalist crusade no
longer had the same force,” concluded historian Samuel Eliot Morison.  Henry Steele Commager referred to the anti-evolutionist cause
as “Nineteenth-Century America‟s last stand.”   

By the end of the  20th century, however, commentators were surprised to discover that evangelicalism had not died.   Evangelicals
appeared to be growing in numbers and political clout.  Opposition to Darwinian evolution, moreover, has obviously continued in full
force among American evangelicals.  To cite but one conspicuous example, Rick Warren, the popular preacher and author—and
controversial choice to deliver the invocation for the Obama inauguration—is also an outspoken advocate for teaching “intelligent
design” in public schools.  “If you‟re asking me do I believe in evolution, the answer is no, I don‟t.  I believe that God, at a moment,
created man.   I do believe Genesis is literal,” he told Newsweek‟s Jon Meacham.   

So what happened?   What about a “last stand”?   The trial has surely been remembered; it is recounted in standard American history
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texts,  it has been the subject for Pulitzer Prize-winning histories as well as popular stage and film recreations.   But the trial itself has
not been adequately studied as an “object” or “site” of remembrance.  Treating the trial as such provides an opportunity to correct
misconceptions and obvious distortions—understanding the history better, Lauri Lebo notwithstanding,  may also reduce some of the
polarization that attends this topic.   It also provides an opportunity to extend Clifford Geertz‟s articulation of “cultural system” to the
realm of collective  memory.  A cultural system features “social frames” and “keys” for preserving the past.   Originally developed by
Maurice Halbwachs, the concept of collective memory directs attention to how beliefs about the past are conditioned by later
circumstances and problems, and how different elements of the past become more or less relevant as these circumstances and
problems change.  Memory thus becomes a social fact as it is made and remade within broader and developing contexts of
rationalization.  Recent generations have come to understand the meaning of the Scopes Trial by “keying” it to the Red Scare and
McCarthyism in particular and more generally to  prevailing theories of secularization. As a result, the trial—together with related
significant social forces—has been misunderstood to the detriment of popular discourse, religious history, and social science.        

What actually happened?  In the strictest legal sense the case was utterly inconsequential, nothing more than a perhaps rather odd
misdemeanor trial squeezed onto the July docket of a sweltering small-town Tennessee court.   A young first-year football coach and
general science teacher at Rhea County High School stood accused of violating state law, specifically the Butler Act, by teaching
Darwinian versions of evolution that presumably contradicted the Biblical account of creation.  Despite the presence of a jury, the
proceeding never amounted to much of a contest.   The facts of the case were not disputed by the defendant, John Thomas Scopes,
or by his attorneys, or by any of the witnesses who gave testimony.   Rather than offering a closing argument, the defense attorney
stumped for a conviction.  The jury deliberated for all of nine minutes before returning a guilty verdict.  “The jurors didn‟t even sit down
to think it over,” according to The Chattanooga Times, “but stood huddled together in the hallway of the courthouse for the brief
interval” (quoted by Larsen, 1998: 191-92).  Scopes was fined $100, hefty for the time and place, but an amount which was never
collected.  The fine proved to be significant, incidentally, and perhaps the jurors should have been more conscientious.  In any event,
Scopes‟ conviction was subsequently overturned by the Tennessee Supreme Court on a sentencing technicality:  The judge had set the
amount of the fine, but state law prescribed that it be set by the jury.  Not one substantive legal aspect of the Tennessee evolution
statute was ever considered by any appellate court.  The Butler Act was not challenged until it was repealed in 1968. 

We will call it, then, America‟s “most theatrical trial.”  It was also one of the first to be advertised as a “trial of the century.”  It was a
test case deliberately brought to challenge the constitutionality of a controversial law, the first suit of its kind sponsored by the fledgling
American Civil Liberties Union.   It attracted unprecedented publicity, the first to be broadcast live by radio.  The carnival-like atmosphere
captured the attention of the nation‟s leading journalists, notably H.L. Mencken and Joseph Wood Krutch.  Front-page banner headlines
in The New York Times and other leading newspapers chronicled the week‟s developments.  Above all else, the trial now illustrates
how popular events are often not so much remembered as represented, or perhaps principally remembered through representation.
Originally billed as an epic showdown between religion and science and a clash of titans,  i.e. Bryan vs. Clarence Darrow, the entire
episode now serves as a quaint reminder of an innocent, awkward phase in American history beyond which later generations can
congratulate themselves on surpassing.  But it is also clear that representations of the trial, especially the popular play and multiple
film versions of Inherit the Wind, now obscure factual accuracy, impede serious social scientific analysis, and muddle discourse about
contemporary social issues.  Although some of the best-known representations were overtly fictional, some were not; others (perhaps
most) were ingenious mixtures of the two.           

Thus, the Scopes Trial began as a spectacle, became a legend, and now is blended in
within taken-for-granted “knowledge” concerning the triumph of reason and science
over superstition and dogma.   Representations of the trial were framed in the context
of the threat of McCarthyism in the 1950s, not the threat of eugenics and social
Darwinism of the 1920s.   These representations have also been used and misused in
the hodgepodge of contemporaneous debates collectively referred to as the Culture
Wars.   In other words, the century-old creation v. evolution controversy will continue
because its impetus comes from social forces lying far beyond the reach of the courts.
It is an especially apt topic, therefore, for the sociology of knowledge. 

The symbolic and historiographic importance of the Scopes Trial has been remarkable.
In fact, it is often treated as synonymous with the development and fortunes of
American fundamentalism.  A survey of thirteen popular American history textbooks
written in the 1980s and 90s revealed that eleven of the thirteen allotted space “for
fundamentalism as it manifested itself in the 1920s;” and all of the eleven that did treat
the movement devoted “the majority of space to the now famous Scopes Trial” (Fea,
1995: 207).  Each of these 11 texts referred to the discrediting and/ or decline of
fundamentalism in the aftermath of the ridicule and embarrassment suffered by the
movement from the case. 

I would also propose that postmodern social theory yields important insights for
understanding the Scopes Trial.  This is especially the case when considering
postmodernism‟s preoccupation with superficiality over intentionality and consumption
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over production.  Considerations of superficiality and consumption
typically lead the postmodernist to the topic of the spectacle, defined
simply as “a dramatic public display” (Ritzer, 2005: 93), and regarded
as an increasingly prominent feature of postmodern society.  The
continual impetus for re-enchantment of an increasingly
disenchanted world of mass consumption requires ever more
spectacular public displays.  Extravaganzas are spectacles that are
created intentionally.  Most spectacles, however, are partially or
wholly unintentional.  This was clearly the case with the Scopes trial.
Since spectacles are generally thought to be simulations of social
reality, representations of spectacles are inherently superficial and
prone to ideological or political exploitation. 

Guy Debord‟s The Society of the Spectacle has been especially
influential among post-modernists.  He writes, “The spectacle is the chief product of present-day society,” and its essential function
is to obscure and conceal “the rationality of the system” (Debord, 1994: 16).  Thus, the spectacle is closely bound up with consumerism
and commodities:  “THE WORLD THE SPECTACLE holds up to view is ... the world of commodity ruling over all lived experience”
(Debord, 1994: 26).  Debord is arguing that the spectacle is a kind of opiate that distorts the true operations of society (including its
rationality).  

Consequently, “to Marx‟s alienated production, it is necessary to add alienated consumption as a necessity imposed on the masses”
(Ritzer, 2005: 94).  At a higher level of abstraction, the representation of spectacle is related to the postmodern idea of implosion, not
only in the sense of the dwindling distinctions between various means of consumption, but also in “a more general sense of an
implosion of the distinction between the real and the unreal; that is, we find it increasingly difficult to differentiate the real from the
fake.  Indeed, we come to stop trying and to live with the fake at least as easily, and  perhaps more easily, as we live with the real”
(Ritzer, 2005: 196).  Now a part of the confusion of the Twenty-First Century, the flawed memory of the Scopes trial is intertwined with
triumphalism, temporocentrism, and I would even argue, a rather unattractive feature of American Exceptionalism. 

It is difficult to imagine that Inherit the Wind represents anything that is real. The Broadway play, by Jerome Lawrence and Robert E.
Lee, opened in early 1955 to expansive publicity, packed audiences, and broad critical acclaim.  Set “not long ago” in the town Hillsboro
the drama begins with the armed arrest of a courageous high school teacher, Bertram Cates for teaching evolution to his students.  A
three-time Democratic presidential candidate, the pompous, overbearing, and dogmatic Matthew Harrison Brady, arrives in town to
prosecute the case.  Cates is defended by the noble Henry Drummond.  E.K. Hornbeck is a cynical reporter.  A Hollywood film version,
starring Frederick March as Bryan and Spencer Tracy as Darrow, was released in 1960.  You get the picture. 

The closing scene in both the play and the movie show Drummond (Darrow) placing the Bible alongside The Origin of Species in his
briefcase.  Bob refers later to an admiration for art that resists the sentimental and the cliché.  Inherit the Wind embraces sentiment
and cliché.  Beginning in 1987 local citizens of Dayton and Rhea County have staged a re-enactment of the famous trial, using original
court transcripts and the very same courtroom in which the trial took place.  The annual re-enactment is tellingly called Inherit the Truth. 

What role—obligation?—in all of this should be assumed by social science?  A thoughtful attempt to bring clarity to historical disputes
usually requires an attention to epistemology, an integral (yet despite Popper, often bypassed) subject for social science. Who does
have “the right” to decide what gets taught as science in the public schools?  Creationist parents and teachers, based on their relatively
subjective religious beliefs, or professional scientists and educators based on their relatively objective scientific theories?  Taking up
this issue, moreover, prompts us to confront unforeseen and rather complicated implications, as I will attempt to argue in the following.       

Consider first the serious issue of social Darwinism and eugenics.  Social Darwinism, though seldom overtly promulgated, continues
to thrive under various guises, especially in Western culture.  This is because “social Darwinism is a particular variant, and a rather
influential one, of the doctrine of inevitable progress” (Wallerstein et al., 1997: 86).  “Its key argument has been essentially that
progress is the result of a social struggle, in which competency wins out, and that interfering with this social struggle is interfering with
social progress.”   Moreover, as Wallerstein et al., (1997) further explain, the implicit discourse of social Darwinism 

labels any concept associated with the losers in the  “survival of the fittest” evolutionary process as irrational and/ or
unrealistic.  This categorical condemnation has often covered all values held by groups who do not have powerful social
positions, as well as alternative projects critical of the belief that industrialization, modernization, and Westernization are
inevitably linked...  Technocratic rationality, presenting itself as the most advanced version of rationalism, has been in many
ways an avatar of social Darwinism.  It also delegitimizes any concept which does not fit a means-end model of rationality,
and any institution which has no immediate functional utility.

As with nearly every ingredient in the Scopes controversy, certain basic facts are widely known about Darwin‟s Origin of Species.
Other facts are more likely to be forgotten.  For example, it is not well-known that the book‟s original and complete title was On the
Origin of Species by Means of Natural Selection, or the Preservation of the Favoured Races in the Struggle for Life.  In addition, the
phrase “survival of the fittest” was first used by Herbert Spencer, not Darwin. 

With our success in mapping the human genome, the  possibility of altering our genetic futures has given rise to difficult ethical
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questions.  Although opponents of genetic manipulation occasionally raise
the specter of eugenics, our contemporary debates about bioethics often
take place in a historical vacuum.  This historical perspective is also crucial
for understanding the Scopes Trial in a wider context; it is an important
feature of the Zeitgeist of the 1920s and 30s.  In the early part of the
Twentieth Century, America‟s scientists, religious and civic leaders,
politicians, and educators confronted, and in many cases enthusiastically
embraced eugenics—a social movement that embodied progressive
attitudes about modern science, popular culture and social reform.  In
significant respects, at least according to its proponents, eugenics
represented applied evolution.  In 1883, 24 years after publication of The
Origin of Species, Francis Galton, a British scientist and cousin of Charles
Darwin, coined the term „eugenics‟ (from the Greek meaning “good in
birth”) to describe proactive efforts to “improve” the human race through
better breeding.  According to Galton, evolution was a “grand
phantasmagoria,” a purposeless, tumultuous performance, spurred on by
natural selection.  Eugenics promised to give human beings control over this
heretofore untamable process by encouraging the reproduction of the fittest
specimens of humanity (a process Galton called positive eugenics) and
preventing that of the unfit.  “What nature does blindly, slowly, and
ruthlessly man may do providently, quickly, and kindly,” Galton explained. 

It may be difficult to appreciate from a current vantage point the magnitude
and strength of the eugenics movement during the early decades of the Twentieth Century, not just in Europe but also in the North
America.   Isn‟t all this overstated?   I don‟t think so.  Consider for example, the words of Mencken himself, as presented in the 1942
edition of Twentieth Century Authors, a volume of  brief autobiographical sketches.  Mencken begins his portrait with (typically anti-
democratic) political terms:  “I am in grave doubt that the so-called democracy of the United States will last much longer.  It is a set-
up for demagogues, and they have pretty well wrecked it” (Kunitz and Haycraft, 1942: 944-45).  He then notes a degree of optimism,
including his own hopes for social progress. 

But the country itself seems to me to be almost bullet proof, and my guess is that it will come  out of the mess very little
damaged.  In the long run, I believe, the obviously stupid and incompetent will be disenfranchised , and some effort will be
made to reduce the birth-rate among them. Personally, I am favor of offering them cash in hand for their consent to be
sterilized.  That will bring them in by the million, and avoid the danger of giving discretion to public agencies, all of which are
muddle-headed and most of which are corrupt. 

In the 1920s, eugenicists were thought to be, and certainly thought of themselves as social reformers.

Another well-known legal battle in the 1920s, the infamous Buck v. Brown case decided by the U.S. Supreme Court in 1927,  is instructive
for recognizing the credibility and legitimacy enjoyed by the eugenics movement.  After World War I, several states enacted sterilization
laws for the “unfit” or “feebleminded” based explicitly on eugenicist principles. According to Kevles (1985) and Shattuck (1996), about
9,000 Americans were sterilized by 1928, twenty thousand by the mid 1930s.  Carrie Buck, the illegitimate child of a feebleminded
mother, became pregnant at the age of 17, and was committed to the State Colony for Epileptic and Feebleminded in Lynchburg,
Virginia.  Details of the case have been summarized by Shattuck (1996: 196-97).  The Colony superintendent petitioned to have Carrie
sterilized.  Attorneys for Carrie countered by taking the superintendent to court.  The case was ultimately decided in favor of
sterilization.  Here is a snippet of Justice Holmes‟ opinion, 

We have seen more than once that the public welfare may call upon the best citizens for their lives. It  would be strange if it
could not call upon those who already sap the strength of the  State for these lesser sacrifices, often not felt to be such by
those concerned, in order, to prevent our being swamped with incompetence.  It is
better for all the world, if instead of waiting to execute degenerate offspring for crime
or to let them starve for their imbecility, society can prevent those who are manifestly
unfit from continuing their kind.  The principle that sustains compulsory vaccination
is broad enough to cover cutting the Fallopian tubes....  Three generations of imbeciles
is enough. 

It is worth recalling that this opinion was handed down two years after the Scopes Trial.
Today, we remember Oliver Wendell Holmes as a champion of individual rights...for the
most part.  Today, a “war” against evolution is largely considered to be inane, farcical, and
inept.  It is hoped that a “war” against eugenics, if ever one were thought to be needed,
might appear much more respectable.  In the 1920s these distinctions were not always so
clearly conceived. 

edinburgh 

film
guild

Courtroom Drama



Turksib 

Silent Soviet Cinema

In Brief

The perspective was entirely toward the future in Viktor Turin’s Turksib, a surprise hit
that engaged audiences and critics alike with its stirring chronicle of a central railway’s
construction — one bringing agricultural modernization and other progress to some of
the nation’s farthest-flung peasant outposts. It follows the building of a railway between
Turkestan and Siberia and provides beautifully photographed images of traditional rural
life. 

USSR | 1929 | 57 minutes

Victor Turin's Turksib (1930), which chronicles the construction of the
Turkestan-Siberian railway, turned a Soviet industrial assignment into a
dynamic film that became a popular hit with audiences. This edition dates
back to an import prepared by British documentarian John Grierson... 

From TCM.com 

Resisting the character-driven narrative adhered to by the rest of the
world's filmmakers, Viktor Turin formulated a grand, elemental drama
centered around the struggle for survival in Asia, from the arid plains of
Turkestan to the icy Siberian mountains. Turksib depicts the Herculean
accomplishment of joining these distant and disparate regions by rail – an
awesome monument to Soviet engineering that is also a satisfying
spectacle to behold on a purely primal level.

From Kino Lorber Home Video

[Dziga] Vertov and [Esfir] Shub paved the way for the work of two other directors who took documentary in a more artistic,
impressionistic, and even ethnographic direction: Viktor Turin and Mikhail Kalatozov. Both explored the remote and exotic territories
on the southern fringe of the newly formed U.S.S.R., in documentaries produced outside the mainstream Russian studios. Both also
celebrate the progressive mission of the Soviet government in bringing technological improvements to the lives of people whose lives
had been virtually untouched by modern civilization. In Turksib, made by Vostok-Kino in Alma-Ata, Kazakhstan, Turin chronicles the
construction of a new railroad linking the textile industry of southern Siberia with the wool and cotton producing regions of Kazakhstan.
His treatment of the harsh beauty of the Kazakh steppe is breathtaking, its endless sandy expanses sculpted by the wind into weird
abstract patterns. To illustrate the need for a reliable connection between the textile industry and its suppliers, he shows a long caravan
of camels overtaken and submerged by a violent sandstorm. Pumping pistons and speeding locomotives provide the solution. Turin
uses many of the same techniques (visual metaphors, striking informational graphics, allegorical montage) seen in other Soviet
documentaries of the period, but with unusual taste and restraint.

From Cineaste magazine, Landmarks of Early Soviet Cinema

These programme notes, reprinted from the April 1933 bulletin of the Realist Film Association in Melbourne, Australia, were written
for the screening there of the film written and directed by Victor Turin in 1928-29.

Turksib deals with one of the great achievements of the first Soviet Five Year Plan, the building of the Turkestan-Siberia railway to link
the cotton fields of Turkestan with the granaries of Siberia. The film was released while the railway was still in construction, one of the
purposes of its production being to speed the drive for completion of the project by 1930....

The film opens with a sequence showing the potentialities of Turkestan as a cotton-growing land. The whole Soviet Union needs the
cotton of Turkestan, but its production is limited. The people of Turkestan must eat, so good cotton land and scarce water supplies
are given over to grain crops. The remainder of the film is divided into five parts...

PART I emphasizes the problems of water supplies. It can be resolved into three sequences:

Credits
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(a) In the parched fields of Turkestan men are hoeing and tending
the irrigation channels. Cracked mud lies in the ditches; men sweat
in the hot sun. Without water their work is in vain – there is nothing
to do but wait. The workers in the fields, a panting dog, a baby, a
calf, the machines in the cotton mill – all are waiting for water.

(b) But in the snow-capped peaks the snow is melting under the hot
sun. The water flow increases in a gradual crescendo until there is a
mighty torrent to supply the thirsty fields. As the stream enters the
dry irrigation channels the workers spring to life and work frantically
to control its flow. Hoes dig, water splashes and whirls, the cotton
machines spin, in a frenzied rhythm. But there is only enough water
for grain. The cotton must still thirst.

(c) It is necessary to bring grain to Turkestan: then the land will be
freed for cotton – cotton for all Russia!

PART II also falls into three sequences:

(a) The economy of Turkestan is still primitive. Timber is scarce and fuel is sold by the pound. In addition to cotton growing, sheep,
goats, and cattle are reared. Transport is by camels and mules.

(b) The desert land is fascinating and terrifying. The sands are silent and still until the wind stirs from the northeast. In a mounting tempo
the movement increases until a camel train is caught and engulfed in whirling sand by the dreaded simoon.

(c) Suddenly the scene is transferred to the north – to Siberia. Horse-drawn sleds in the snow contrast sharply with the camels we have
seen plodding through hot sand. In Siberia there are vast supplies of timber and grain, but for Turkestan the way is closed. It is necessary
to break through. 

PART III tells of the work of surveying the route. There are again three sequences:

(a) The surveyors, "the advance guard of the new civilization," blaze the trail by plane, motor truck, horse, and foot.

(b) In the huts of a nomad village, the people are asleep in the heat of midday. Dogs give warning of the approach of strangers. The
children are first to investigate, but others emerge from the huts as a truckload of surveyors arrive. Doubt and suspicion give way to
smiles and handshakes as gifts of food and drink are thrust upon the newcomers. There is momentary panic amongst the children and
dogs when the motor-horn is sounded, then the survey party is off again, with an escort of tribespeople running behind.

(c) Back to headquarters in Alma-Ata, draughtsmen are at work on charts and plans. On a map of Turkestan, rivers, lakes, and desert
areas appear, and a probing line representing the railroad seeks a way from north to south past or through all obstacles. 900 miles of
steel will weld Turkestan to Siberia.

PART IV shows plans becoming reality. Again we find three sequences:

(a) Railway trucks or camels carry rails and sleepers to the base of operations. Under the hot sun, men work with pick, shovel and
machine, thrusting out mile after mile of track.

(b) The way is barred by a huge rocky outcrop. While men and work-animals rest, and a steam shovel waits hungrily for its prey, the
rocks are drilled to receive charges of explosive. Finally the obstruction is shattered and men and machines move in to the attack.

(c) Nomad tribesmen strike their tents and make their way from the furthest corners to see the new wonders. Somewhere along the
track a group of nomads, mounted on camels, donkeys, ponies, and steers, cluster around a giant locomotive. They panic when it
blows off steam, then when it moves off there is a glorious chase. But they have to admit defeat. A camel left at a curve in the track
bows its head in acknowledgment.

PART V recapitulates what has gone before and leads up to a pulsating climax
exhorting the completion of the railroad by 1930. The desert simoon and Siberian
blizzard are defied, explosions rend the earth, sleepers are dumped, rails laid, rivets
driven. With the coming of the railroad civilization breaks through. Education is
brought to the previously illiterate desert people; new methods of irrigation and
farming are introduced together with the new machines. The old herds are built up
with new stock. A great future of increasing plenty for Turkestan and the U.S.S.R.
is the spur which impels every worker on the railroad to help complete the
immense project by 1930.

...Turin's achievement in Turksib is his organization of material. The great footage,
covering a tremendous variety of subjects and ranging over a wide geographical
area, could have become, in less skillful hands, a travelogue that would have left

Silent Soviet Cinema



its audience exhausted before half its length had run.

Turin's scenario and editing, however, have given the material a classical
form and a rhythm that make it analogous to a symphony. After the
introduction, Turksib is divided into five parts or movements. Each part
deals with a separate and clearly defined aspect of the subject, but
throughout the film there are recurring themes which help to intensify
the total effect, at the same time providing strong continuity links. Each
of the first four parts is divided clearly into three sequences, which are
developed in such a way that the tempo rises gradually to a climax. The
last part is a sustained whole, and is largely recapitulation, leading up to
a rhetorical conclusion. It can be compared with the finale of a
symphony.

Throughout the film, the control of tempo is amazingly exact, two
outstanding sequences being the coming of water and the desert
sandstorm.

Turksib contains hundreds of shots which repay study from the point of view of composition within the frame, but the shots are never
held on the screen so that we become aware of their beauty in isolation; they are there only to fulfill their part dynamically in the
integrated whole; the eye is assailed by a rain of emphatic images. The shots are bold and immediately comprehensible; significant detail
is strongly emphasized; centralized or powerful diagonal patterns constantly recur.

Camera movement is never resorted to (as in so many films) to conceal inability to analyze and select the material. In Turksib the
camera moves, as a rule, only to concentrate attention on moving subjects.

The main transition devices used are the cut and the fade. There are very few examples of dissolves or wipes, which in many films are
used to dazzle the audience and conceal the director's lack of ideas. There are some dissolves which are used for a definite purpose,
e.g., from an expanse of water to fields of cotton.

...Turksib was never intended as an instructional film to show "how precisely" a railway is built. Its purpose was to drive home the
importance of the railway for the peoples of Turkestan and Siberia (and, through the sectors of the first Five Year Plan which depended
on its completion, its importance for the whole of the Soviet Union).

From www.latrobe.edu.au
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Salt for Svanetia (Jim Shvante)

Silent Soviet Cinema

In Brief

Salt for Svanetia (Jim Shvante Marili Svanets) is an ethnographic treasure that
documents with visual bravado the harsh conditions of life in the isolated mountain
village of Ushgul. Often compared to Buñuel's Land Without Bread, Salt begins as a
starkly rendered homage to the resourcefulness and determination of the Svan. But
as the focus shifts to the tribe's barbaric religious customs (more haunting and
otherworldly than any surrealist could have envisioned), Mikhail Kalatozov's film
transforms itself into a work of remarkably powerful Communist propaganda, holding
up these grotesque, near-pagan ceremonies (which many Svanetians later denied the
authenticity of) as an example of religion's corruptive influence.

USSR | 1930 | 53 minutes

The setting for ... Kalatozov’s Salt for Svanetia (1930) is an isolated
village high in the Caucasus Mountains of Georgia. Made by the
Georgian state studio with Kalatozov as cameraman, it bears an
introductory quotation from Lenin: “The Soviet Union is a country so
big and diverse that every kind of social and economic way of life is to
be found within it.” So Kalatozov (who was himself of Georgian origin)
spends most of his time showing the bizarre, vivid world of the Svan
community, living a highly ritualized and brutal existence to which the
cinematography lends a mythological dimension. The village’s problem
is that it has no salt with which to support life for both humans and
animals. Graphic images of death and suffering abound. Only the arrival
of a Bolshevik brigade in the film’s final moments promises relief.

Several decades later, Kalatozov would become world famous for his
searing antiwar film, The Cranes Are Flying, and for his sumptuous
portrait of the Cuban Revolution, I Am Cuba. Salt for Svanetia prefigures
both of them in its unorthodox and arresting visual imagery.
Pozdorovkin calls it “the most visually liberated film of the silent Soviet era,” with its preponderance of crazy angled shots and
exaggerated naturalism. The evocative new score by Zoran Borisavljević, which draws on traditional Georgian music, only heightens
the emotional impact.

From Cineaste magazine, Landmarks of Early Soviet Cinema

Salt For Svanetia is ostensibly about man's triumph over nature and the emancipation of a backward corner of the world by the Soviet
government. Trapped by glaciers and mountain ranges, Svanetia was an underdeveloped and isolated region that was modernized
during Stalin's first Five Year Plan. The film begins diligently enough with Lenin's pronouncement that "the Soviet Union is a country
so big and diverse that every kind of social and economic way of life can be found within it." Salt For Svanetia is arguably the most
visually liberated film of the silent Soviet era, introducing many of the camera techniques that would win director Mikhail Kalatozov
acclaim in his Palme d'Or winner The Cranes Are Flying. Salt For Svanetia stands as the last great documentary of the silent era.

From fandor.com

Kalatozov built the film out of a dramatic fiction he shot but was unable
to get approved by the authorities, combined with an ethnographic
documentary about the isolated Caucasus mountain region where
Svanetia is located. Intended as a propaganda piece about the Soviet
state bringing the modern world to primitive lands with medieval
sensibilities and crippling poverty, it becomes a mix of cultural
documentary and expressionist historical study. This film doesn't simply
record the lives of an alien culture, it dramatizes it with imagery and
recreations that turns documentary into drama with a passion. It was,
however, accused of excessive formalism as was his follow-up film, A Nail
in the Boot. His career was set back for decades. Yet he rose from the
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ashes of political disfavor to create three masterpieces of Soviet cinema in
the fifties and sixties: The Cranes Are Flying (1957), A Letter That Was Never
Sent (1960) and I Am Cuba (1964). The roots of those films can be seen in
Salt for Svanetia.

From TCM.com

Once the USSR’s silent era ended belatedly in the early-mid 1930s, many of
these filmmakers found themselves out of favor with an increasingly
censorious regime. One of very few who survived (professionally and
otherwise) well into the post-Stalinist sound period was Mikhail Kalatozov,
who today is best known for the incredible flights of camera mobility in The
Cranes Are Flying (1957), Letter Never Sent (1960), and I Am Cuba (1964),
flowers of the liberalizing Khrushchev period. (He even made an English-
language international co-production, 1969′s The Red Tent with Sean
Connery.)

But the Georgia native’s sumptuous command of cinematic language was apparent many years earlier. Salt for Svanetia (1930) is a 53-
minute “documentary” with huge streaks of narrative myth-making and lyrical style. This poetic peek at life in a village high in the
Caucasus Mountains chronicles its citizens’ connectivity to the outer world after isolated centuries of tribal superstition and feudal
economics. Yet despite this progressive tilt — capped by a paved road’s completion — it’s the unchanging customs and spectacular
landscapes that catch Kalatozov’s eye. Like his more famous films decades hence, Salt experiences man and nature in a heightened
state of visual rapture.

From Early Soviet Cinema and the Revolutionary Imperative, on fandor.com
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Don’t Deliver us from Evil

Le Fantastique 

In Brief

Anne and Lore, neighbors and best friends, barely into their teens, board at a convent
school where they have taken a vow to sin and to serve Satan. Anne keeps a secret diary,
they read a salacious novel, they get a classmate in trouble, they spy on the nuns, they set
aside their communion wafers; they make a pact of devotion. Summer vacation starts:
Anne’s parents leave her alone with the servants for two months at the family château…

Anthony Balch, the director of Bizarre and Horror Hospital, promoted this as ‘The French
film banned in France”

France | 1971 | 102 minutes

One of the best examples of intentionally anarchistic, sacred-cow-
roasting sinister cinema has been thoroughly hidden from public view
since the early '70s: Joel Seria's scandalous DON'T DELIVER US FROM
EVIL, which met with scorn in its native France before enjoying a brief
successful run as an exploitation title in England, then slipped off the
cinema map altogether. No longer, thanks to the industrious imps at
Mondo Macabro, who have rescued this groundbreaking and amazing
relic from limbo and restored it to its rightful place in film history.

The simple but eloquent tale begins in a convent/boarding school,
where cute adolescent schoolgirls Anne (Jeanne Goupil) and Lore
(Catherine Wagener) are breathlessly reading "Maldorer" by Compte
de Lautreamont beneath the sheets of their bunk and watching one of
the nuns disrobe behind a curtain. Anne, the dark-haired dominant half
of the pair, has pledged her life to Satan, and with naïve blonde waif Lore as her devoted sidekick, declares her intent to honor the dark
master and defy the laws of God by… well, by doing very naughty things. While Anne's parents are away on holiday, the girls decide
to set their plan to action.

At first, they initiate their satanic strategy through simple acts of mischief: after spying a senior nun stealing a kiss from one of the
novitiates, Anne works up some crocodile tears and reports the act in a bogus confession to the school's lecherous priest, whose
fantasies are inflamed by her story. Later, their diabolical scheme takes a more deliberately wicked turn, as Anne "offers" Lore to a local
hayseed for sex and takes her own sweet time rescuing her from his advances, then sets about poisoning and strangling the pet birds
kept by her family's slow-witted gardener Leon (Michel Robin), just to upset him. This act in particular is so cruel (and graphically
depicted, though the filmmakers insist the little birdies were only given a light anesthetic) that even Anne's black little heart feels a
stab of guilt, prompting her to run sobbing to a chapel… not that it stops her from doing more evil, of course.

Playing perfectly into the girl's diabolical scheme is the discovery of an abandoned villa, which they convert into a blasphemous altar
using items from the convent sacristy. Recruiting the hapless Leon with
more sexual taunting, they make him carry a cross in a twisted version
of the Passion Play, then dress him in priestly vestments and act out a
kind of inverted mass - using their own blood as the communion
sacrament - in which they formally declare their allegiance to Lucifer.
The ceremony culminates with the girls, dressed in ceremonial garb
(which includes flimsy see-through nighties), tossing dozens of stolen
communion wafers into a lake.

Needless to say, their scheme eventually goes too far, resulting in an
unintended murder, after which their confidence quickly unravels. As
the authorities begin to close in, they turn to the words of Baudelaire for
inspiration, leading to a spectacular and poetic climax with a shocking
performance at the school talent show.
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Seria claims to have taken his inspiration from the case of New Zealand's notorious
teen murderesses Pauline Parker and Juliet Hulme - also the basis for Peter Jackson's
celebrated 1994 film HEAVENLY CREATURES. Seria riffs fairly loosely on that theme
here, discarding the facts of the case altogether and instead focusing on the twisty
conundrum of seemingly innocent young girls gone bad, in ways that eclipse even
Parker and Hulme's strange and lethal relationship. Their obsessions become the
vehicle for some mighty church-bashing and decidedly uncomfortable sexual
posturing, all packaged within that same fever-dream setting employed so effectively
by great film surrealists like Bunuel.

As lewd as this kind of material could have been, given the scandalous subject matter
(the film's more blasphemous moments were snipped by order of the churched-up
French government, and remained so for decades) and its jailbait protagonists
(though both actresses were apparently over 18 at the time… so the filmmakers
claim), this is a remarkably reserved and refined work of confrontational surrealist art
- casting Seria's vehement anti-Catholicism as personal expression and challenge to
mindless dogma (note the hilariously dumbfounded faces of the congregation during
the Sunday sermon) rather than simply juvenile rebellion against a strict religious
upbringing. It also challenges the audience by allowing them to giggle at the girls'
seemingly playful dalliance with blasphemy, then forces them into an uncomfortable
corner when Anne turns deliberately malicious.

Though her callous disregard for the feelings of the well-meaning gardener - to say
nothing of her willful murder of cute little birds (as an avid birdwatcher, I found these
scenes quite painful) and casual use of Lore as sexual bait for drooling older men, Seria forces us to confront our vicarious complicity
with their wicked games. There are no easy answers provided: since Anne chooses independently to do evil (Lore can be excused
somewhat due to her slavish devotion to her friend), and there are no apparent supernatural elements at work, we do not see the kind
of influences - aside from bored, wealthy parents and strict church-guided schooling - which might motivate her to do the devil's work.
We aren't even offered the simple excuse of Anne being inherently evil, as she is shown to succumb to feelings of remorse on more
than one occasion. This is one of the most challenging works of art I've seen in a while, and it comes as little surprise that it has remained
largely unseen by the movie-going public.

This one's a keeper, and not just for fans of devilishly naughty entertainment. It's a powerful and thought-provoking work that comes
across as fresh and unique, despite being totally off the radar for nearly 35 years, and stands up to repeat viewings. It seduces you into
Anne and Lore's eerie netherworld of illicit temptations, then kicks you soundly in your own nether regions by showing you the price
the real world exacts for their wicked obsessions. Despite the inversion of the Lord's Prayer in the title, there is neither supernatural
Good nor Evil at stake here; this universe exists outside of conventional morality, but is grounded by very human frailty. The result is
a masterpiece of tragic beauty.

- magick mike (esotika.blogspot.co.uk)
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Mary of Scotland

60 (in)glorious years – Monarch Biopics

In Brief

The year is 1561.  Mary Stuart’s decision to end her exile in France and return to
Scotland is ill-received by both her brother, James, who has governed the country
in her absence, and her sister Elizabeth, the queen of England.   James resents
having to restore the throne to his sister and Elizabeth is fearful that Mary may
arouse enough support to have her deposed and take her place.  Mary’s only true
allies are her chief lieutenant, the Earl of Bothwell, and her adviser, David Rizzio.
Although she loves Bothwell, Mary has no choice but to marry Lord Darnley to
secure her claim to the Scottish throne.  When the union produces a son and heir,
Elizabeth becomes even more certain of the threat posed by the Stuarts and
decides to act against Mary... 

James Travers (cinemaforever.com)

USA | 1936 | 123 minutes

In addition to being a great actress, Katharine Hepburn was one of the most beautiful
women to appear on-screen; and nowhere else is she quite so beautiful as she is in Mary
of Scotland, based on Maxwell Anderson’s play, where (following Helen Hayes, for
whom the part had been written) she plays Scotland’s ill-fated Mary Stuart, for whom
“Mary’s Comet” was named: the “falling star” that scarred the heavens when this
rightful claimant to the throne of England was put to death by Elizabeth I, whose grip
on power trumped the illegitimacy of her position. Elizabeth Tudor had her second
cousin beheaded because Mary ruled “too close” to her own throne.

What explains Hepburn’s extra measure of beauty in this particular film? For starters,
for whatever reason(s), the befreckled Hepburn never suffered the pastiness that
bedeviled the appearances of some other actresses, Joan Crawford and Shirley
MacLaine among them, whose freckles were buried under a blanket of white-out
makeup; Hepburn, somehow, always looked natural, her makeup restrained, light,
even. This could not have been the case; but it seemed to be. Beyond that, she was
more beautiful than ever in this particular film because John Ford directed it. We all
know that Ford was enraptured by her, infatuated; he believed he was deeply in love
with her, and indeed he may have been. It makes an incredible difference when we
watch an actress through a director’s adoring gaze—think Dietrich as envisioned by
Sternberg (1930-1935); Stanwyck, with that glow that Capra gave her (1930-1933); Bette
Davis as Julie in Wyler’s Jezebel (1938). In every view of her in Mary of Scotland, Kate
Hepburn sets our hearts to racing and takes our breath away. She is as gorgeous here
as Garbo or Elizabeth Taylor ever was.

Hepburn’s role arrived to her from the play already considerably softened; Anderson’s Mary Stuart is Elizabeth’s victim more than she
is Elizabeth’s fierce opponent—and, of course, her own victim, too, for loving James Hepburn (a relation?), the Earl of Bothwell, whom
she married: the last of her three husbands, and the one of them she did love. This marriage to a Protestant—Mary herself was
Catholic—eroded the loyalty and support of Catholic subjects, who already felt threatened by the inroads made into Scotlandby John
Knox and his loathsome Presbyterianism. Whatever the actual Mary’s designs on power, her motto in Anderson’s version might be,
“Most for love.” In Ford’s version, which his feelings for Hepburn guided, this became “All for love.”

Indeed, Hepburn softened Mary beyond the softening that Anderson had already applied. In the confrontation between Elizabeth
and Mary in Mary’s prison chamber hours before her beheading (historically, a meeting that never took place), Elizabethpleads with
Mary to renounce the English throne and thus spare her own life; Mary, however, will not budge. Instead, she taunts Elizabethwith a
glimpse into the future: the “Virgin Queen” will have no heir, and Mary’s son, James, will succeed Elizabeth. In fact, Mary utters two
lines of unmitigated taunt and vehement triumph: After referring to the fact that she (unlike Elizabeth) has known a woman’s love for
a man, she crows, “Still I win [despite my execution]!” Even in such a line as this, Ford’s Hepburn doesn’t budge from her deepened
softening of Mary, whose delivery registers more irony than malice or spite. Not for the last time, Hepburn—whose courage did not
match that of Stanwyck or Bette Davis—held herself back from the abyss of a character’s grimmest or most convoluted aspect. Thus
in Woman of the Year (George Stevens, 1942), the first of her films with Spencer Tracy, she more or less ignores the premise of the
romance and, later, marital relationship, to wit, that her (again gorgeous, but calculatedly sexy) Tess Harding manages to enforce her
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own rules between them by seducing Sam Craig into silence whenever
it seems she might not get her own way. Hepburn goes through the
motions but never explores the grotesque implications of such
contemptuous behavior. Likewise, in The Lion in Winter (Anthony
Harvey, 1968), where she plays Eleanor of Aquitaine, when Eleanor
instructs her son Richard to seduce his former lover, who happens to be
the King of France (“Promise him anything”), for her own advantage in
her quarrel with her spouse, England’s King Henry II, Hepburn betrays
not the slightest sign that she grasps the line she is delivering, that she
knows what she is asking Richard to do. Hepburn rarely courted
unpleasantness in the roles she enacted, perhaps a lingering result of
her youthful discovery of the body of her brother, whom she adored—
an apparent suicide.

Whatever its “softening,” Hepburn’s Mary Stuart is among her greatest
performances, perhaps surpassed in her filn career only by her dazzling,
uproarious Susan in Howard Hawks’s darkest comedy, Bringing Up Baby

(1938) and her staggering, soul-shaking Queen Hecuba in Michael Cacoyannis’s film of Euripedes’ The Trojan Women (1971). Her Mary
Stuart is a seamless blend of gracious personality, stirring characterization and intuitive insight. Not until John Huston’s The African
Queen fifteen years (and nearly as many films) later would she be so convincing and compelling in a romantic role.

Ford was not pleased with this film, which tanked at the box office; since his relationship with Hepburn bit the dust (in later years
Hepburn denied that the two of them had been lovers), Ford may have felt that he compromised its rich historical material in his
pursuit of the radiant redhead. Although it is vastly superior to such Fords of the same period as Wee Willie Winkie (1937) and Four Men
and a Prayer (1938), Mary of Scotland has taken a lot of hits over the years. No one can deny that Ford’s staging of its few “action
scenes” is stagy and clumsy, and the purging of Anderson’s blank verse in Dudley Nichols’ adaptation was probably a mistake;
nevertheless, this is an estimable work, mature, engrossing, very moving. Hepburn is nothing short of shattering, and Fredric March
is robust and vulnerable as Bothwell—the film’s best performance. Douglas Walton is very good as Darnley, Mary’s namby-pamby
weakling of a second husband (Mary and Bothwell, here, escape all suspicion of his murder) and, from the Broadway cast, Moroni Olsen
is a hoot as that slimeball Knox, who, some may insist, loomed as a more credible figure than this film suggests. Ford may have been
Hollywood’s foremost atheist, but the culture of Irish Catholicism was deep in him, regardless of the absence of his faith.

The final shot is strange and powerful: enrobed in early morning darkness, Mary/Kate ascends to the scaffold to meet her fate, the
camera withdrawing and withdrawing to hold her image in the frame. No matter how quickly he wanted to get through with the
shoot, John Ford couldn’t let this woman go.

Dennis Grunes
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To Kill a Mockingbird

Courtroom Drama

In Brief

Seldom has a Hollywood film become so indelibly identified with its leading actor.
Director Robert Mulligan and producer Alan J. Pakula (later a fine director in his own
right) may have had honourable careers, but To Kill a Mockingbird is, from start to finish,
remembered for Gregory Peck's towering, admirable performance as Alabama lawyer
Atticus Finch, assigned to defend a black man accused of rape in the small town he's
lived all his life in. Harper Lee's epoch-making 1960 novel, where the trial and all it
revealed about class and racism in the American South of 1932 were framed through the
eyes of Finch's six-year-old, tomboyish daughter Scout (played in the film by newcomer
Mary Badham), was a call to the better angels of American values. Its resonance was
amplified by this careful, modest adaptation and Mr. Peck's dignified portrait of Finch
as a paragon of decency, compassion and justice, a man at peace with himself, a role
model aware he is fighting a losing battle with the certainty a victory may be waiting
further down the road.

While screenwriter and

USA | 1962 | 129 minutes

playwright Horton Foote's adaptation necessarily leaves out most of
the local colour that so bewitches the reader, focussing on the trial and
on the mystery surrounding recluse neighbour Boo Radley (a brief,
mute performance by then-beginner Robert Duvall), Mr. Mulligan's film
is a model of sobriety and economy. This is a film that makes do with
very little (an entirely studio-bound production and a small cast of
character actors), aware that it's the story itself that carries it, and
focusing all its energies in putting it on screen in a respectful manner.
That may make it (and indeed does make it) a bit too solemn for its own
good, but contextualisation is required to understand that both the
book and the film came out at the height of the civil rights era, so the
importance of the subject could not be escaped and production would
itself have been a tricky balancing act.

The key to the film, however, is the same one that worked for the book: the strength and humanity of the characters, and the power
of the performances, especially that of Mr. Peck, who won the Academy Award for his portrayal of Atticus Finch. It was to become his
signature performance, even though it is unfair to dismiss all the careful work being done around him, from the chirpy performances
from inexperienced newcomers Phillip Alford and Ms. Badham to the exquisitely self-effacing handling from Mr. Mulligan. Too often
remembered outside the US (where the cultural importance of both book and film remains undimmed) as a prestige problem picture
typical of early post-studio Hollywood, in its austere, functional economy To Kill a Mockingbird remains a surprisingly modern, gripping
drama.

Jorge Mourinha (http://theflickeringwall.blogspot.co.uk)

A Lesson in Advocacy

Some goals are so worthy that it is glorious even to fail. Atticus Finch may have failed to achieve justice for Tom Robinson, but he
helped change the society that wrongfully convicted Tom. To Kill a Mockingbird is set in Georgia during the Depression, a time and place
in which racism was so rampant that it destroyed any chance for African-Americans to obtain a fair trial. Even though the rule of law
stated that blacks had rights and were entitled to duemockingbird1.JPG (28584 bytes) process, the social code of the South said that
blacks were second class citizens. Atticus Finch refused to play by the social rules, and in doing so changed the minds of the community
and gave life to the rule of law.

Social rules had greater force than the rule of law in the Jim Crow South, even when the social rule came in direct conflict with the rule
of law. A true-life example is the manner in which Southerners, even Southern governors, adhered to the social rule that blacks and
whites should not go to school together after the passage of the Brown decisions and the subsequent deployment of the National
Guard.

The same defiance of the law in favor of supporting social rules is ever present in To Kill a Mockingbird. The plot of the movie hinges
on the consequences stemming from Mayella Ewell’s violation of the stringent sexual code of the South. Mayella breaks the sexual
code by being attracted to and, more importantly, coming on to a black man, Tom Robinson. Mayella knew that if the public learned
of her actions, the community to which she and her family already only marginally belonged would ostracize her. When caught, the
only way for her to avoid the shame that will surely envelop her and her family was to lie and accuse Tom of rape. Her father, Bob Ewell,

Credits
Director
Screenplay

Photography
Music

Robert Mulligan
Horton Foote (novel by
Harper Lee)
Russell Harlan
Elmer Bernstein

Cast
Atticus Finch
Scout Finch
Tom Robinson
Boo Radley

Gregory Peck
Mary Badham
Brock Peters
Robert Duvall



either conceived of or condoned the rape accusation because he too feared the
inevitable public chastisement. The Ewell family thus falsely accuses an innocent
man and commits perjury simply because the rule that is most relevant to their lives
is not the rule of law, but rather the social rules of their society. In short, to them it
didn’t matter that they were breaking the law because to break the social code of
the time would bring about much harsher consequences.

Mayella and her father were able to perpetuate this fraud because they knew that
the community, like them, would ignore the law and remain faithful to the Southern
social code. Tom Robinson’s trial is merely an extension of the Ewells’ fraud. From
the very beginning the trial is a sham; no reasonable man who witnessed Atticus
Finch’s near-perfect defense could have believed beyond a reasonable doubt that
Tom attempted to rape Mayella. The jury knew Tom was innocent, but under the
social rules of the South, it was less of a sin to convict an innocent (black) man than
to publicly believe a black man’s story over a white man’s. It is worthy of note that
this is a society whose not too distant past outlawed blacks from ever testifying in
court. Thus, even though the rule of law had changed, the practical effect remained
the same because the social rules hadn’t changed. From this we see that the law is
lifeless unless supported by social rules. Therefore, the only way for the rule of law
to reign supreme is for racist temperaments to be completely eradicated from our
belief system.

Removing racist sentiments from our social beliefs is a daunting but necessary task,
for the rule of law is only effective when it can be objective, and it can only be
objective when a the minds and hearts of the community have been changed.
Atticus’ actions are an example of a man who tried to change the minds of his
society by refusing to accede to its racist rules. Atticus provided Tom with laudable

representation in court, a task that ran contrary to the dominant social rules of the time, and hoped to obtain a just result on appeal.
Even though he lost at the trial level, this approach allowed Atticus to retain his reputation as a just and reasonable man.

Reviews of Atticus’ legal strategy have criticized Atticus’ failure to do exactly what was needed to win, such as petitioning for a removal
to federal court or filing a writ to challenge the all-white jury. Such critiques are mistaken, for Atticus knew the ultimate goal was not
just to acquit Tom but rather to free the society from the racism that imprisoned all African-Americans. Atticus knew that the best way
to change society was from within. Had Atticus chosen a more aggressive approach to the Robinson case, his society would have seen
him as too radical and rejected both him and the beliefs he advocated. Atticus, as an outcast, would thus be unable to change society
and, in turn, unable to create an effective and impartial justice system. Viewed from this perspective, Atticus’ strategy was not a legal
misstep but rather an example of effective advocacy.

However wise Atticus’ tactics may have been, his actions would have been done in vain if he failed to change people’s attitudes.
Through his conduct, Atticus prevents his children from adopting the racist beliefs of their society. This is exemplified by an exchange
between Jem and Tom Robinson’s son. Tom’s son approaches Jem, who is waiting in Atticus’ car as Atticus discusses Tom’s case with
Mrs. Robinson inside her house. The two boys lock eyes, and Jem gently raises his hand in a wave. This simple yet poetic gesture
communicates Jem’s realization that he and Tom’s son are alike, are equals. This realization is clearly influenced by Atticus’
representation of Tom as well as by Atticus’ continual exhortation to "not judge a man until you have walked a day in his shoes."

Atticus was not only able to prevent his children from assenting to the racist social code, but he was also able to change the beliefs of
Maycomb’s sheriff. At the beginning of the film, the sheriff is a willing player in the racist system. He accepts Bob Ewell’s story of rape
without hesitation, fails to investigate the crime, and fails to put a stop to the subsequent trial. In contrast, the sheriff at the end of
the film has realized the injustice that was done to Tom, as well as the injustice of the entire social structure, as shown by his refusal
to prosecute Boo Radley for Bob Ewell’s murder. The sheriff tells Atticus, "An innocent
man is dead, and the man responsible for his death now is lying under a tree with a knife
in his side." His rejection of the racist system wouldn’t have occurred if not for Atticus’
willingness to break the stringent social code of the south by defending Tom.

The true beauty of To Kill a Mockingbird lies in Atticus’ soft-spoken model of advocacy. By
working within the society rather than against it, Atticus is able to change the hearts and
minds of his children, the sheriff, and possibly countless others within the community. His
seemingly innocuous actions actually serve as a catalyst for changing the entire social code
of the South, for true social change occurs one person at a time. Atticus did what he could
to rid his society of racism because he knew that the rule of law could be truly impartial and
just only after a society had been completely stripped of racism.

Laura Wing (Picturing Justice, The On-Line journal of Law & Popular Culture)
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The House on Trubnaya (Dom na Trubnoy)

In Brief

Boris Barnet scored a popular hit with The House on Trubnaya, which reworks
the old saw about a country bumpkin coming to the big city in distinctly Soviet
fashion. Its naïve heroine is exploited by indolent employers until she joins the
worker’s union, which not only improves her lot but punishes her bosses, too.
Barnet wraps this moralizing tale in a bright cloak of crazy comedy that captures
the make-do tumult of
1920s Moscow, even
poking a little fun at the
gap between
revolutionary ideals
and citizens’ messier
everyday realities.

USSR | 1928 | 64 minutes

Future director Boris Barnet (1902-65) began as a Kuleshov protégé, but they
parted ways after Barnet nearly killed himself doing a stunt in the role of the
cowboy in Mr West... Soon he had a successful career as a director in his own
right. Barnet’s fourth film, The House on Trubnaya (1928), a witty social satire on life under the limited capitalism allowed by the New
Economic Policy, made him famous abroad as well. Written by a stellar quintet that included the formalist critic Viktor Shklovsky, The
House on Trubnaya deals with one of the favorite topics of the era: the Moscow housing shortage. As thousands of peasants flooded
into the capital, they resorted to all sorts of ruses to find a place to live, crowding into communal apartments that provided ample
material for domestic comedy. Barnet uses an open staircase in an apartment building for lots of up-and-down action. “Chopping
wood on the staircase is not allowed!” warns a poster, but some of the brawny barechested residents do so anyhow. Parasha (played
with physical gusto by Vera Maretskaya), the country girl who has come to Moscow in search of her uncle, ends up as a domestic
servant to a pretentious bourgeois hairdresser. But he gets his comeuppance when she joins the union and asserts her proletarian
rights.

Barnet uses lots of entertaining visual tricks and puzzles: stop-frame with reverse motion, reflections in puddles and mirrors, even a
car seeming to move in a full circle with small stop-motion jumps. A scene of a workers’ march through the city streets becomes a
symphony of flags and flagpoles floating disembodied in the sky. Unlike most Soviet films of the period, The House on Trubnaya
illuminates human feelings and foibles within an ideological framework, in a manner reminiscent of Ernst Lubitsch. A highly original and
versatile talent, Barnet later made spy films that have been favorably compared to Hitchcock’s. 

From Cineaste magazine, Landmarks of Early Soviet Cinema

Boris Barnet, a graduate of Kuleshov's workshop, tops his teacher with The House on Trubnaya Square (1928), a slapstick odyssey of
a naive peasant worker from the provinces who comes to the big city hired, gets hired as a maid in a madcap rooming house and
learns about the glories of unionization between comic adventures. ...this is ... a hilarious comedy filled with entertaining caricatures,
inventive comic set-pieces, a narrative that playfully and cleverly bounces through time and between storylines and a zippy style that
tosses in slow-motion, freeze frames and reverse motion, all while maintaining a palpable affection for his kooky community. The
fabulous three-story rooming house set, with characters running up and down stairs and
treating the landings like backyards (one man on the top floor shakes the entire house as
he chops wood), introduces the melting pot of a community with a screen crammed with
activity and sight gags. Barnet's embrace of montage filmmaking is less about ideas than
rhythm and momentum, often resorting to rapid intercutting merely to whip up energy.
Yet at other times he constructs a visual poetry through movement and image, as in a
prologue of the city waking up for the day. His montage of shots along empty trolley tracks
creates a sense of movement along the tracks by camera movement along with nary a
train in sight, recalling Berlin: Symphony of a City and anticipating Vertov's Man With a
Movie Camera. Between this film, the serial Miss Mend (released by Flicker Alley last year)
and Outskirts (available from Image), Barnet proves himself an artist not yet given his due. 

 From TCM.com

Credits
Director
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Photography
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Boris Barnet
Nikolai Erdman, Anatoli
Marienhof, Vadim Shershenevich,
Viktor Shklovsky,  Bella Zorich
Yevgeni Alekseyev
Robert Israel

Cast
Parasha Pitunova
Mr Golikov 
Mrs Golikova
Lyadov

Vera Maretskaya 
Vladimir Fogel
Yelena Tyapkina 
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Stride Soviet! (Shagay, sovet!)

Silent Soviet Cinema

In Brief

Stride, Soviet! (Shagay, Soviet!) was the first feature film made by Dziga Vertov, a
filmmaker whose dedication to montage often took the form of experimental
filmmaking and impressionistic imagery with an emphasis on graphic effects. 

USSR | 1926 | 65 minutes

Stride, Soviet! is a film intended to publicize, in the run-up to local elections,
the work and accomplishments of the Moscow municipal council or
'soviet'. Dziga Vertov attempts a different kind of lecture film, one that
disposes of staid commentary in favor of sharp visual conflicts that mimic
the impact of a fiery orator. Developing the plan in 1925, Vertov envisioned
the film proceeding as a montage of contrasts. For him, advertisement was
best received in an agitated state and the best possible promotion of
Moscow was a view of a city with its contradictions intact. Vertov's
determination was a boon for film history but not necessarily for the
Moscow Soviet.

From fandor.com

In his ground-breaking Man with a Movie Camera, Dziga Vertov (his real
name was the more prosaic David Kaufman) proved that documentary film
could be exciting and artistic. In this [mini-season], Vertov is represented by his informational “lecture-film” Stride, Soviet! (1926), a
plotless and heavily edited assortment of scenes from the daily life and labor of Moscow. Without the aesthetic integrity of Man With
a Movie Camera, it requires patience (and probably some political background) from the viewer, but offers in its best moments a
dynamic portrait of a “city-in-progress.”

From Cineaste magazine, Landmarks of Early Soviet Cinema

From the moment Denis Arkadievitch Kaufman adopted his cinematic pseudonym (a rough Ukrainian translation of 'spinning top'),
Russia may have lost a promising medical student—but it gained of one the silent-cinema’s most revolutionary whirling dervishes.
Having learned the art of montage while editing Kino-Nedelia newsreels, Vertov started developing the notion of a “camera eye” that
perceived more intensely than its human counterpart; both ideologies would be combined for Stride Soviet! and A Sixth of the World,
two 1926 film essays that turned the everyday into the extraordinary. They would be trial runs for his masterpiece: Man with a Movie
Camera (1929), a cut-crazy document of a typical Moscow day that doubled as a poetic look at the human experience. “Spinning top”
indeed!

From Silents on the Set! on fandor.com 

Biography by Jonathan Dawson, in Senses of Cinema (http://sensesofcinema.com/2003/great-directors/vertov)

Denis Arkadievitch Kaufman b. January 2, 1896, Bialystok [now in Poland]; d. February 12, 1954, Moscow, USSR

Our eyes see very little and very badly – so people dreamed up the microscope to let them see invisible phenomena; they invented the
telescope…now they have perfected the cinecamera to penetrate more deeply into he visible world, to explore and record visual
phenomena so that what is happening now, which will have to be taken account of in the future, is not forgotten.

Provisional Instructions to Kino-Eye Groups, Dziga Vertov, 1926

So much of what Dziga Vertov thought and wrote about cinema was written at the time of the greatest propagandist uproar in the
twentieth century—the birth of the Modern Soviet State. Yet so much, in hindsight, sounds more like a classic realist position than that
of the formalist experiments Vertov claimed for his group, Kino-Pravda and its doctrine of Kino Eye—the term he invented to cover
both the ideology of his short lived group and the filmmakers in it. For a little more than ten years he was, along with Sergei Eisenstein,
the leading theoretician of the new art of cinema itself and by the end of that ten years his career and his outpouring of cinema ideas
were effectively over.

Credits
Director
Screenplay
Photography
Music

Dziga Vertov
Dziga Vertov
Iva Belyakov
Eric Beheim



Dziga Vertov was born as Denis Abramovich (later changed to Arkadievich) Kaufman in a
Jewish book-dealer’s family. As a child, he studied piano and violin, and at ten began to
write poetry. Then, in 1916 Vertov enrolled in Petrograd Psychoneurological Institute. For
his studies of human perception, he recorded and edited natural sounds in his ‘Laboratory
of Hearing,’ trying to create new forms of sound effects by means of the rhythmic grouping
of phonetic units. At this time the Futurists and Formalists were also very influential in
Russia and beyond. Kaufman invented the nom de guerre ‘Dziga Vertov’ (roughly, ‘the
humming top’). In 1918 Mikhail Koltstov, who headed the Moscow Film Committee’s
newsreel section, hired Vertov as his assistant. Among Vertov’s colleagues was Lev
Kuleshov, who was conducting his now legendary experiments in montage, as well as
Edouard Tissé, Eisenstein’s future cameraman.

Vertov began to edit documentary footage and soon was appointed editor of Kinonedelya,
the first Soviet weekly newsreel. His first film as a director was The Anniversary of the
Revolution (1919), followed by two shorts, Battle of Tsaritsyn (1920) and The Agit-Train Vsik
(1921), as well as the thirteen-reel History of Civil War (1922). Making these films, Vertov
was all the time playing with the possibilities of expressive film editing (or ‘montage’). He
started assembling clips of film without regard for formal continuity, time, or even logic
itself to achieve a ‘poetic’ effect which would grab the viewers.

Then in 1919 Vertov and his future wife, film editor Elisaveta Svilova, along with other young
filmmakers, created a group called Kinoks (‘kino-oki’, meaning cinema-eyes). In 1922 they
were joined by Vertov’s brother, Mikhail Kaufman, who had just returned from the civil war.
From 1922 to 1923 Vertov, Kaufman, and Svilova published a number of manifestos in avant-

garde journals, which set out the Kinoks’ positions as opposed to other leftist groups. The Kinoks rejected ‘staged’ cinema with its stars,
plots, props and studio shooting. They insisted that the cinema of the future be the cinema of fact: newsreels recording the real world,
as ‘life caught unawares.’

Vertov proclaimed the primacy of the camera itself (the ‘Kino-Eye’) over the human eye. He clearly saw it as some kind of innocent
machine that could record without bias or superfluous aesthetic considerations (as would, say, its human operator) the world as it really
was. The camera lens was a machine that could be perfected bit by bit, to seize the world in its entirety and organize visual chaos into
a coherent, objective set of pictures. At the same time Vertov was keen to assert that his Kino-Eye principle was a method of
‘communist’ (or ‘true marxist’) deciphering of the world, though this latter tenet was not much more convincing then than now.

For Vertov was a true believer and he considered Marxism the only objective and scientific tool of analysis. He even called the 23
newreels he directed between 1922 and 1925 Kino-Pravda, pravda being not only the Russian word for the truth but also the title of
the official party newspaper. Almost a century later Vertov’s films still look revolutionary. And a contemporary digital video clip screened
alongside them might not look so modern (or post-modern) after all. Created from documentary footage, Vertov’s films represented
an intricate blend of art and political and poetic rhetoric.

Certainly his writing from early on puts him in a tradition that closely resembles that of the Futurists like Marinetti at their most frenetic:

The film drama is the Opium of the people…down with Bourgeois fairy-tale scenarios…long live life as it is!

... Dziga Vertov, of course, considered his films to be documentaries, records of actuality, but all his work reflected his very personal,
highly poetic vision of Soviet ‘reality,’ a vision he maintained throughout his life, long after the dustbin of soviet history had claimed
him, too. Very early on, Vertov was attracting unfavourable comment and attention from party hacks, with his strange camera angles,
fast cutting, montage editing, and experimentations like split screen, multi layered supers and even animated inserts. By the mid 1920s,
Vertov was acquiring the reputation of an eccentric, a dogmatist who rejected everything in cinema except for the Kinoks’ own work.
Fortunately Vertov, like Eisenstein, received the close attention and support of the European avant-garde. His feature-length Kino-Eye
– Life Caught Unawares (1924) was awarded a silver medal and honorary diploma at the World Exhibit in Paris, and that success led to
two more films commissioned by Moscow: Stride Soviet! (1926) and A Sixth of the World (1926).

But the central authorities were also becoming fed up with Vertov’s experiments, and they refused to support his greatest and still most
rewardingly complex film, Man with a Movie Camera (1929)... To make The Man with a Movie Camera, Vertov had to accept the
invitation of the film studio VUFKU out in the Ukraine. These compromises and changes to Kinok policy led to the collapse of the
Kinoks group itself and by the time the film was completed there were already several other ‘city symphonies’ made by, amongst
others, Alberto Cavalcanti (in Paris), Mikhail Kaufman (in Moscow) and Walter Ruttmann (in Berlin). Vertov’s chance to be the first
amongst equals had been lost in one sense, but his dicta for a new ‘direct cinema’ had not.

Nevertheless even some critics and filmmakers of the time were less than enthusiastic about Vertov’s effect on filmmaking practice:

With Dziga Vertov’s Man with a Movie Camera we are at last initiated into the philosophy of the Kino-Eye. Some of us have been
hearing a great deal about the Kino-Eye and it has worried us considerably. Only the younger high-brows seem to know anything about
it.

Silent Soviet Cinema



…Now that Vertov has turned up in the original it is easier to see
why intelligent students of cinema were betrayed into their
extremity… Vertov, however, has pushed the argument to a
point at which it becomes ridiculous. The camera observes in its
own bright way, and he is prepared to give it its head.

Man with a Movie Camera is in consequence not a film at all: it is
a snapshot album.

John Grierson in Forsyth Hardy (ed.), 1966

The Griersonian tone of voice is as unmistakable as John Reith’s,
the schoolmasterly reproof to a too-clever lad is sharp. But
viewed eighty years on, Vertov’s best film work seems as bright
and challenging as so many Grierson productions from the 1930s
no longer do.

Vertov’s concept of a self-reflective cinema, of the viewer identifying himself with the filmmaking process, would really only reappear
at the end of the 1950s in the work of filmmakers like Chris Marker, Jean-Luc Godard, or in America, Stan Brakhage.When sound came,
Vertov moved briefly ahead of Eisenstein and most of the other silent cinema masters. He was prepared for the sound revolution
because of his early experiments with noise recording, and in A Sixth of the World he had even experimented à la John Cage with
rhythmic substitutes for the human voice. By alternating the phrases with images, Vertov achieved the illusion of off-screen narration.
His first real sound picture, Enthusiasm, Donbass Symphony (1931), was an instant success abroad. Charles Chaplin observed that he
had never imagined that industrial sounds could be organized in such a beautiful way and called it the best film of the year.

Yet, at home, the movie was widely ridiculed despite its apparently very correct ideological position. Vertov’s next film, Three Songs
of Lenin (1934), made in commemoration of the tenth anniversary of Lenin’s death, had to wait six months for its official release and
in the end, extra footage was added. In spite of these problems, the film turned out to be a popular success both at home and abroad.
Again Vertov’s elaborate film structure, the expressive montage and the groundbreaking sync sound shots of people talking, all seemed
the essence of modernity.

In spite of his international acclaim and acknowledged influence, by the end of the 1930s Vertov was deprived of any serious
independent work. He was not specifically persecuted, but was confined to the production of dull and standard industrial newsreels,
exactly the same sorts of ‘reality films’ that he had himself so unfavourably compared to his own far more complex and poetic
constructs of the perceived world—films he would and could never make again....
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Seven Women for Satan (Les week-ends maléfiques du Comte Zaroff)

In Brief

Count Boris Zaroff is the son of a famed sadist who had a penchant for hunting women
down like animals and then killing them off, ala “The Most Dangerous Game.” To no
one’s surprise Boris has these very same tendencies though he tries hard from day to day
to keep them at bay. Who knew that restraining oneself from brutalizing beautiful
women could be so difficult? In any event, unbeknownst to him the family caretaker,
Karl, has assured the old man that his son will carry on with the tried and true family
tradition. There’s the set up and away we go.

Voluptuous women begin to show up to the Count’s castle and one by one they are done
away with. One woman is chased down by the family dog and winds up flying out a
window, crashing to her death clad only in a blue feather boa, while another chickie is
run all over the countryside by the Count in his slick lil’ European Sportster. Of course she
cannot escape the clutches of our resident madman and is squashed beneath his wheels.

France | 1976 | 82 minutes

As with most movies of this type it is completely impossible to feel any
empathy let alone sympathy for the victims because for the most part
“they’re just asking for it.” And best of all, one couple innocently inquire
about the Count’s torture chamber and then once given the tour ignorantly
ask to be bound together upon the bed of nails. The results were hardly
what the cheap thrill seekers were looking for and they are peremptorily
impaled. Stupid people.

And so it goes.

“Seven Women For Satan” is a lovely slice of 70′s Euro/Horror-Sleaze
(French to be exact) that encompasses large doses of director Lemoine’s
mentors, notably Mario Bava and Jess Franco. To further his string of
accolades Lemoine also took the starring role, which is a glaring Francoism
for sure. Or was it a budget constraint thing? Or perhaps it was the fact that Lemoine had been a staple movie star in Europe for many
years appearing in films such as; “Kiss Me Monster,” “Succubus” and “Castle of Bloody Lust”? No matter the reason Lemoine’s
crystalline glare lends the film a voyeuristic air that weaves itself seamlessly through the thin yet jumbled plot line and the myriad of
murders. Franco regular Howard Vernon was also brought along for the ride and if it were not for the fact that he is so damned good
on screen, his inclusion could also be seen as a nod to Franco. Lemoine is not nearly as poetic as Bava nor is he as filthy and gritty as
Franco but all the glorious trappings of this genre are present: plenty of naked female bodies, a wild-assed jazz score, funky fashions,
sex, violence and sadism galore.

Christopher Curry (www.filmthreat.com)

Michel Lemoine
Michel Charles Lemoine was born on September 30, 1922 in Pantin, Seine-Saint-Denis, France. He made his film debut in late 1940.

Michel appeared frequently in the films of Sacha Guitry and Julien Duvivier. His physique gave him the opportunity to appear in young
romantic characters and also embody mysterious and disturbing characters. Throughout the 1960s, he appeared extensively in Italian
films, in peplums, Spaghetti westerns: “The Road to Fort Alamo” (1964) and “Cemetery Without Crosses” (1968) and fantasy films. He
also worked for Jess Franco and José Bénazéraf. In the 1970s, he was seen primarily in erotic films.

Michel later became a director in films where eroticism mingled with drama or comedy. His
films did not receive positive criticism, but he nevertheless was recognized for technical
qualities. He was misaligned for his first achievement, according to him, for strong
autobiographical accents. He often appeared with Janine Reynaud [1930- ], his wife,
alongside his favorite performers, Martine Azencot, Nathalie Zeiger and Marie-Hélène
Règne.

In 1976, his film “Les Week-ends maléfiques du Comte Zaroff” was prohibited in theaters.
He reluctantly turned towards the realization of making pornographic films and used most
often the pseudonym Michel Leblanc, Olinka Hardiman and made a star of X (Marilyn, mon
amour). He left the industry in the 1990s, with only sporadic appearances afterward.

www.westernsallitaliana.blogspot.co.uk
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Fire over England

60 (in)glorious years – Monarch Biopics

In Brief

In 1588, relations between Spain and England are at the breaking point. British
sea raiders regularly capture Spanish merchantmen bringing gold from the
New World with the support of Queen Elizabeth I. After a plot to depose her
is discovered, she enlists Michael Ingolby, whose father was killed by the
Inquisition, to go undercover and infiltrate the court of Philip of Spain.
Masquerading as one of the traitors, Ingolby finds the names of British
subjects in Spanish pay. He identifies the would-be assassins and discovers
their plans to send the Armada against England. His feats earn Ingolby the love
of a Spanish noblewoman, an English courtesan, and Queen Elizabeth herself
as he takes the British fleet into battle. At the climax he leads a night attack on
the Armada ships massed off the coast of England.

UK | 1937 | 92 minutes

Before they were an item, before they were a couple, before they were
man and wife, Laurence Olivier and Vivien Leigh starred in Fire Over England
(1937). It's fun rubbish, an Alexander Korda production with the Spanish
Armada played by model ships in a tank in Denham Studios, and more
intrigues in boudoirs than at court. Today, it's chiefly remembered for the
benevolently dominating Queen Elizabeth I of Flora Robson. But in its time
the fires of the title, intended to refer to the fate of England in the eyes of
Spain's Catholic King Philip II, hovered over the newly kindled romance
between Leigh and Olivier, each married, but not to each other, in a time
when scandal mattered, in the wake of Edward VIII abdicating the British
throne to marry Wallis Simpson, the divorcee he loved.

Leigh, born Vivian Mary Hartley in Darjeeling, India, in 1913, was new to
acting, new to her professional name. Rejecting her agent's suggestion that
she call herself April Morn, she exchanged the "a" in her name to the more
chic "e" and took as her stage name the first name of her first husband,
Leigh Holman. She and Olivier knew one another slightly from the London
stage world, but while he was regarded as England's acting heir apparent, she was dogged by lifelong anxiety that her fortunes were
more a matter of her looks than her acting ability. This did not help her lifelong bipolar disorder. She was a beauty, whose appeal was
enhanced by her ivory skin and green eyes, which flashed with vivacity, mischievous and headstrong.

Not here, though. She plays an 18-year-old lady in waiting to the queen, something of a featherbrain, who spends a lot of time mooning
over Olivier's dashing hero, Sir Michael Ingolby. A fictional stand-in for Sir Francis Drake, he's off saving England by undertaking a
dangerous spying mission before leading the pre-emptive strike in smaller, more maneuverable English ships that turned the tables
on Philip and his fleet. The fires over Tilbury, off the English coast, come from Spain's galleons aflame, payback for the Spanish
Inquisition's earlier burning at the stake of the Olivier hero's captured naval officer father. He has most of the fun here, including the

boudoir stuff with the daughter of a Spanish admiral, paving the way his
escape to England, not once, but twice.

Olivier was sexy, but in a brooding way, not a swashbuckling way. He
draws you into his character's smoldering complexity. He's physical when
he has to be, hurdling balustrades and brandishing his cutlass, but never
quite with the flair of a Fairbanks, a Lancaster or even an Errol Flynn. Leigh
made film history as Scarlett O'Hara in Gone with the Wind (1939) and, to
a lesser extent, as the febrile Blanche DuBois in A Streetcar Named Desire
(1951), a role she played on the London stage. In Fire Over England, she's
alluring, but it's understandable that David O. Selznick, watching the film,
wasn't immediately moved to cast her as the tempestuous Scarlett. (That
came later, when Selznick's brother and Leigh's American agent, Myron
Selznick, shrewdly maneuvered Leigh onto the Gone with the Wind set,
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and leapfrogged Leigh over potential Scarletts Paulette Goddard, Jean Arthur and Joan
Bennett by posing her with green eye shadow accenting her catlike eyes, against the
Burning of Atlanta).

Still, Korda sensed what he had in her. He reshaped Fire Over England to open not with
the naval battle that preceded the rout of the Armada, but with Leigh's handmaiden
fluttering about the court, agitatedly looking for a pearl that had dropped off the gown
Elizabeth was about to wear. She's all cream in silk, and one can appreciate the
increasing degree of conviction that crept into her clinches with Olivier's busy hero
whenever they snatch a moment from the affairs of state.

Their real ardor enlivens the pseudo-history and air of studio artifice. Still, it won't do
to patronize the film's screenful of solid professionals at work under the guiding hands
of pioneering ex-UFA producer turned German refugee Erich Pommer and director
William K. Howard Morton Selten's loyal old Burleigh (grandfather to Leigh's Cynthia),
Leslie Banks's loyal Leicester, Raymond Massey (Korda's saturnine Canadian-born
house villain) as King Philip, and the rest of the Korda contract players. And above all,
ruling on camera as she rules in the story, Robson's splendid Elizabeth I. Quite
outdistancing other Elizabeths of the period, including Bette Davis, she's the most fully
realized character in the film and became the gold standard for scores of film
Elizabeths, right down to today's reinvention by Cate Blanchett and the modern
Elizabeth of Helen Mirren. In contrast to the ever insecure beauty, Leigh, Robson's
much more solid career arose from the look in her wise eyes that proclaim her
awareness that she wasn't a beauty.

Her self-awareness is used to witty, worldly effect in Fire Over England, when her Good
Queen Bess can't suppress a flash of jealousy at Cynthia's youthful charms when Michael is obviously attracted to them. "This mirror
is old and tarnished," she says, putting it from her and banning all mirrors from her sight, leaving no doubt that she knows it's her royal
self of which she speaks, not the mirror. Yet she's anything but a bitter old Miss Haversham here. She projects size, command, authority
and generosity, every inch a queen when she refuses to cower under the superior numbers of the Spanish forces arrayed against her,
rallying the English, and casting an indulgent eye over the romantic impetuosity of her younger subjects in love. Graham Greene, then
a movie critic, complained in print that there would be no such goings-on before Good Queen Bess. But he misses the point here. She's
a wise Queen Bess as well as a good one, with a large heart, unshriveled by that fact that her job has become her life. No wonder
Hollywood leaped at the chance to have Robson reprise her QE I in The Sea Hawk (1940).

Meanwhile, it seems more than coincidence that a number of Leigh's twenty film roles were in costume romances Scarlett O'Hara,
Emma Lady Hamilton, Cleopatra (with a Knightsbridge accent!), Anna Karenina (ditto!). Could she have felt more comfortable time-
traveling to other eras? Increasingly, she fell prey to debilitating bouts of depression. Her last film, Ship of Fools, came in 1965. Divorced
from Olivier in 1960 (they married in 1940), she died in 1967. Knowing and frequently reminded by the world -- that she did not have a
talent of the magnitude of her husband's cannot have failed to take a toll. There is struggle in her characters' self-dramatization. Too
bad she was unaware, or unable to realize, that the vulnerability that informed her acting was a strength, inviting empathy. She had
more than beauty and light-handed sophistication to draw upon, and when she was not unwell, you hope her ambitious nature allowed
her to realize how good she could be.

Jay Carr

NOTES

A news item in Hollywood Reporter notes that the film was originally titled Gloriana and was to star Conrad Veidt. According to
Hollywood Reporter, the Hays Office requested that a scene in which Laurence Olivier yells
"Fire, Fire," be deleted for fear audiences would take alarm and run out of the theater.
Flora Robson also played Queen Elizabeth in the 1940 Warner Bros. film The Sea Hawk
(see below). The film was awarded the 1937 Cinema Medal of Honor from the League of
Nations Committee on Motion Pictures. According to the Motion Picture Herald review,
this was the first time a British film had its premiere in Los Angeles. Modern sources credit
Paul Barralet as photographer and include Howard Douglas (Lord Amberley) in the cast.
Fire Over England was the first of three films Olivier and Vivien Leigh starred in together.
The couple, who had met a few months before production began, were married in 1940.

- Turner Classic Movies
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In Cold Blood

Courtroom Drama

In Brief

Like the literature that inspired it, this movie follows the facts of the case—two drifters
murder a family in Holcomb, Kansas, get caught and are later executed by the state—
with a no-nonsense starkness that emphasizes the horror of it all. More important, the
film replicates the book's compelling blend of straight journalism and fiction's forward-
moving momentum, something that TV cop shows would proceed to beat into the
ground for decades afterward.

Echoing Capote's occasional baroque lapses, In Cold Blood's artsy flourishes flip-flop
between self-consciousness and pure poetry. Quincy Jones's jazzbo score may sound
like cocktail time at the Ritz, but it fits the film's curdled vision of '50s gothic. Even
better is Conrad Hall's incredible black-and-white cinematography, as
monochromatically assertive as typescript on a page; the scene in which the shadows
from a rainy windshield stand in for a murderer's tears is the most beautifully
expressionistic moment in U.S. film since Citizen Kane.

David Fear, Time Out

USA | 1967 | 143 minutes

Shaping Fact & Fiction:

In Cold Blood from Page to Screen

It’s hard to believe that this month marks the 46th anniversary of the
Clutter murders, an act that ultimately led to the death of six people
(including the execution of the murders). Despite the rampant success of
Law & Order, one still might think the death of an average Kansas family
to be marginal—if not banal, especially in the wake of Charlie Manson,
Jeffrey Dahmer, and murders on a catastrophic scale like 9/11. The fact
remains, however, that the story of the Clutters and the two men to whom
they’d be linked forever, their murderers Dick Hickock and Perry Smith, is
still as bizarre and harrowing as it was almost fifty years ago.

Whether rendered in prose or in film there is something simple and striking
about this story that keeps us fascinated with the more primitive side of
human nature and Brooks’s film, with the help of Quincy Jones’s disquieting score, does a exceptional job of re-imagining Capote’s
masterpiece while inventing a sleek and stylized shape of its own.

With the success of Bennett Miller’s Capote, it seems obvious that the New York City cultural gem Film Forum’s brief re-release of the
Richard Brooks feature film in the new 35mm scope print (accompanied by a one-time showing of the Maysles brothers’ documentary
From Truman With Love), in addition to receiving some trickledown ticket sales, was intended to add a little more texture to the
legendary story of the Clutter murders that the original masterpiece created. This legend was to vehicle that was to change the literary
landscape when Capote reinventing the idea of journalism wearing a novel’s clothing—reportage or the non-fiction novel. However,
it is the extraordinary sense of texture that peppers these works that prevents them from being two-dimensional. Not to say that
Capote’s “novel” or Brooks’s film for that matter is two-dimensional (far from it), but by viewing the subject matter through various
forms (non-fiction novel, cinematic adaptation, cinema veritae documentary, and autobiographical feature film adaptation—not to
mention the entire cannon of critical and investigative literature on this subject) one can begin to see prismatic structures emerging
in 3D and beyond.

So, as Capote uses fact to shape a novel into a new art form, then Brooks’s adaptation creates yet another shape to contain the original
tragedy because he had to bend truth in order to translate the heart of Capote’s work into a feature film as slick and tight as any of
that era. However, what remains the same in all dimensions is exactly what our culture, and Capote himself, finds so fascinating about
the mind of the sociopath.

Just like Capote, Brooks is fixated not on the death of four law-abiding Americans, but on their attackers—principally the impish “boy-
man” Smith, who at some level receives both Capote’s and Brooks’s sympathy for a largely traumatic past. From the constant attention
to Smith’s disfigured legs caused by a “murdercycle” accident to the intense dream sequences that point out abandonment, an abusive
father, a drunk mother, and a frighteningly calm disconnect with the real world, what comes to the surface is a penetrating insight into
how and why such a mind becomes so disconnected. In this aspect, Brooks’s film succeeds in capturing this fixation from the opening
shot of Robert Blake as Perry Smith draped in shadow on the back a moving bus, his infamous cat paw boots glittering like diamonds
on jewelers’ velvet, to the cinematic stamp of Robert Blake’s final monologue, his face a backdrop for the pallid reflections of the rain
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colliding with the moon-lit window beside him.

While Smith’s acceptance of his father’s abuse in this scene, and his ability to simultaneously
“love and hate him,” seems to be a heavy-handed device used, in part, to explain how
someone who seems so sensitive, lucid, and childlike (wide-eyed at stories of gold and glory),
can also become so explosively violent and unfeeling, this denouement brings home at least
some explanation of Perry Smith’s pathological and often contradictory behavior: how he
could callously cut Herb Clutter’s throat in a heartbeat but also prevent Hickock from raping
Nancy Clutter before her death because he can’t stand “degenerate” sexual impulses.

Brooks does stay true to Capote’s book by masterfully weaving together the parallel plot
lines that contrast the ex-cons’ first meeting in Kansas and their seedy, noir-like existence
with the Clutter’s humdrum routine until their fates ultimately and painfully intersect in a
very dramatic and fast-paced montage that makes this picture a shamefully fiendish delight.

In this way the shape of Brook’s film mimics the novel’s ambition in that it makes us outraged
at the tragedy but also hungry to see more of Smith and Hickock’s journey, so hungry in fact
that, despite their pasts, we can even take joy in their now-famous bottle scene, where Smith
and a young hitchhiker scout soda bottles for money on a Texas freeway, much in the same
fanciful and childish way Smith envisions hunting for treasure off the coast of Mexico. What
emerges is both empathy and disgust for the killers as we rubberneck through the rest of
their ride, from their arrest until the final heart-pounding moment that we all realize is
awaiting them.

What is more interesting, however, is how Brooks finds a delicate and succinct way to twist the truth of Capote’s genre-bending work
to fit the power of this story into a more popularized form. While the film adequately captures the tension of the book, at times it fails
to embody what Capote himself did so successfully—which was to give a voice not only to the primary players but the entire town—
and thus our culture, whether it’s the gossip in a small town coffee shop or the headline branding of the main stream media. By using
this town as a character, it’s inhabitants as the many voices, Capote lays down a collage style of storytelling, allowing us to glean
information from the various juxtapositions and the spaces in between.

Instead, Brooks gives us an immediate, smoothly edited, and singular present-tense narrative that eschews the subjectivity of collective
human perception. Brooks tells this story with the unified vision of the camera’s eye, which does a fine job of streamlining the essential
parts but ultimately fails in doing what the book manages to do—render the crime into a shape that Robert Blake’s Smith ironically
describes as a “third” personality with a life of its own, existing as much more than the sum of its parts: the very disturbed Hickock
and Smith.

What the film does well is heighten our fascination with the cult of personality associated with our celebrity-killer culture and brings
into focus the questions that we are always left asking: Why? Why did they do it when the “perfect score” turned out to be a bust?
(Rather than the fortune they expected, Smith and Hickock succeeded in getting away with fifty dollars and a radio.) Why, or rather
what made them into heartless criminals? And why are we more interested in the lives of the killers instead of the victims—a poor family
named Clutter who lost everything in their diligent, almost blind-eyed, pursuit of American promise?

According to the Maysles brothers’ documentary, which turns the examiner into the examined
in yet another twist of point of view, Capote discusses at great length how the fully-realized
shape of this novel was essential in giving the act that took six lives its multifaceted texture—
a texture that exists beyond the pages of his book or Brooks’s new 35mm scope print. In other
words, he transforms tragedy into art—into something beautiful in its construction—by
manipulating its shape. In this way, despite the film’s minor flaws, Brooks uses the same
elements of tragedy to create a uniquely cinematic—and beautiful—body that delivers us yet
another “fully-realized” artistic dream. 

By Rod Schecter (www.fringeunderground.com) edinburgh 
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By the Law (Po zakonu)

Silent Soviet Cinema

In Brief

By the Law (1926), "the third work of the Kuleshov Collective," is based on a Jack
London story, and the harrowing survival drama about gold prospectors in the Yukon
couldn't be more different from the buoyant comedy of his first film. Though set in the
wilds of the Canadian far north, it takes place almost entirely in and around a single
cabin set, where five shareholders in a mining claim work in partnership until one of the
multi-national collective erupts in indignation and shoots two of his partners dead. "You
can't kill him," the lone woman in the collective pleads. "Only the law can punish him."
So they hold him prisoner in the cabin, an increasingly claustrophobic space as storms
trap them inside and rising waters force them to huddle on furniture. Meanwhile the
prisoner constantly plots escape from the exhausted couple taking turns guarding him.
Where Mr. West was sprawling and swift, with zippy action and a camera racing through
the streets, By the Law is build on stillness and tension. Editing accentuates the slow
passage of time and the succession of still lives chronicles the desperation, monotony
and danger of the ordeal. One inspired visual simile shows a dead prospector slumped
over a table, his head tipping his dinner which drips to the floor like blood and splattered
flesh. Harsh lighting and hard shadows complete the dark night of these souls. The
tension is grueling and the climax is haunting. - from TCM.com

USSR | 1926 | 80 minutes

“We make films, Kuleshov made cinematography,” wrote Vsevolod
Pudovkin in Art of the Cinema (1929), three years after he had left
Kuleshov’s workshop to produce Mother, one of many internationally
acclaimed Soviet works produced after the success of Eisenstein’s
Battleship Potemkin. Western enthusiasm for Eisenstein’s masterpiece
disproved the popular Soviet belief that films with revolutionary subjects
would not sell abroad. It also represented a triumph for the montage
techniques that stemmed from Kuleshov’s theoretical writing, his ideas
about juxtaposing two shots to create new meanings (the “Kuleshov
effect”), later infused with Marxist dialectics by Eisenstein, his former
student.

By mid-1926, several of Kuleshov’s protégés had outflanked him: he was
known as a talented theorist but not a great practitioner, his reputation
impaired by the commercial failure of The Death Ray (released in March
1925). This film tried to demonstrate various cinematographic
innovations, including the “active participation of the working masses in revolutionary scenes” (something which Eisenstein staged
more successfully), as well as showcasing each actor in Kuleshov’s Collective.

Although the vibrant avant-garde was given more creative freedom by Anatoly Lunacharsky — whom Lenin, concerned with the post-
revolutionary civil war, had given autonomy over Soviet culture — Kuleshov’s films attracted criticism for their experimentation and
ambiguous ideology. His popular American-style farce The Extraordinary Adventures of Mr. West in the Land of the Bolsheviks (1924),
which satirized certain party precepts, had alarmed censors even though its focus was on Western perceptions of Russia, and The
Death Ray’s strident formalism stretched their patience close to breaking point. Goskino, the State Committee for Cinematography,
considered dropping Kuleshov, turning down Pavel I, the script submitted by his Collective after Pudovkin’s departure. Kuleshov was
granted a third and final chance, but his scenario for an adaptation of Jack London’s story The Unexpected, written with the Formalist
critic Viktor Shklovsky, was initially declined as its plot and heroine Aleksandra Khokhlova (Kuleshov’s wife) were “not attractive
enough.”

Kuleshov persuaded Goskino to define By the Law as an “experiment,” allowing him to film with a limited budget. The story, very
much about individuals rather than the “revolutionary masses,” involved prospectors searching for gold on the banks of the Yukon
River: after nonstakeholding Irishman Michael Dennin (played by Vladimir Fogel) discovers gold, his four companions relegate him to
domestic duties as they search for more riches. Dennin snaps, shooting two as they eat in their Alaskan cabin, until he is restrained by
Nelson (Sergei Komarov) and Nelson’s wife, Edith (Khokhlova), who insists on treating him “by the law.”

Only Komarov, Khohklova, and Fogel were paid: the minor roles were filled by Porfiri Podobed and Piotr Galadzhev between other
assignments. A cast of three characters, divorced from civilization by the climate, was enough to create a narrative, played out in a
single interior set and an outdoor clearing near Moscow. To the studio’s amazement, By the Law — the cheapest film ever produced
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in Russia, according to Jay Leyda’s Kino — earned a warm reception abroad, with Western critics (particularly poet H.D. in England’s
modernist journal Close Up) enthralled by the level of tension built without any change of location or costume, individual psychology,
parallel action, or ideological didacticism.

By the Law has no hero, no villain, and no real character development. Kuleshov’s spare opening shots cut swiftly from the Yukon
River to a single tree (the film’s signature image) to the team’s dog, then to Dennin, who is established not so much as the film’s
protagonist as the instigator of its action, and the only one shown to have any connection with the natural world. Resentful over his
treatment, Dennin becomes steadily more psychotic, until he is taunted over dinner. In one of the film’s relatively few intertitles, Harky
(Galadzhev) and Dutchy (Podobed) joke that Dennin has “lost his appetite due to envy” — their laughs cost them their lives. Dennin
shoots both, the shot of Dutchy slumped onto his plate, which flips up and presses into his face, providing one of Kuleshov’s most
remarkable images (taken straight from London’s text).

Edith stops Nelson from killing Dennin, unwittingly exposing the hypocrisy beneath U.S. morality in one sentence: “Not without the
law — it’s a white man!” The couple tie Dennin up and step outside to bury his victims, their worries that the Yukon may flood the graves
indicating that further drama will arise less from the possibility that Dennin will escape his bonds — they guard him with their rifles —
and more from the likelihood that nature will bar their return to “civilized” judicial structures, and that they will have to find a way to
confer authority upon themselves. As floods and ice hem them in, the participants become more hysterical, and ordinarily banal
moments assume huge significance. When his tobacco runs out, Nelson takes Dennin’s, hinting towards, then revealing, his lingering
desire to kill the murderer, which Dennin feeds with intermittent demands to die. Nelson’s smoking starts a fire, causing an explosion
that blasts Dennin into the flood water surrounding their cabin, and when Nelson raises an axe to Dennin, Edith again has to prevent
her husband’s “eye-for-an-eye” doctrine from trumping her New Testament beliefs.

Edith is the film’s pivotal element, and a contemporary viewer’s enjoyment of By the Law hinges largely on whether or not s/he can
accept Khokhlova’s performance. Standing as a cipher for Western ethics and its sustenance through self-appointed guardians,
Khokhlova sometimes ovecompensates for the lack of motivation for her adherence to English law with huge stares and flailing
gestures, which occasionally feel like parodies of the expressionist acting fashionable in Twenties theater and often used in lieu of
cinematic sound. For the most part, Khokhlova intrigues rather than infuriates, but the balance is often tested.

By contrast, Fogel is a perfectly-pitched study in psychopathy. Kuleshov taught his actors to express themselves as much through
their limbs as their faces, and rising fury is expressed in his restless struggling, and particularly the twitching of his moustache. This
generates one of the film’s most fraught episodes, as Dennin demands that Nelson shave him. As Nelson runs the blade over Dennin’s
neck, both realize how much power has been ceded, and Dennin’s helplessness as Nelson ponders whether or not to circumvent his
wife’s wishes creates a peak in Kuleshov’s subtle narrative rhythm.

Soon after, the film’s scenario offers itself one last chance to explain its characters’ actions, which it swiftly, absolutely refuses. In a
scene where the three “celebrate” Edith’s birthday, borrowed by Shklovsky from Dostoyevsky, she attempts to empathize with Dennin,
asking why he killed their colleagues. All he ventures is that, “It seemed so terribly simple to me.” Finally, the couple concedes defeat
and Edith brings a Bible and a picture of Queen Victoria as they try the Irishman by English law, Kuleshov ensuring that the drama’s
source remains his minimalist symbolism. 

The trial is too absurd, its “verdict” entirely inevitable, to produce any real suspense: the key issue lies in whether or not Edith and
Nelson — its witnesses, jury, and judges — can make their punishment hold. The image of three silhouettes between two pine trees
forms another of the film’s signature shots, its impact heightened by Kuleshov’s restrained (in comparison with Mr. West) use of his
own “effect,” cutting to sparse shots of a hastily-constructed noose and the cold, indifferent world around them. As Edith and Nelson
try to regroup, back in the cabin after hanging Dennin, the film delivers its one great surprise. I will not reveal it here, but Kuleshov and
Shklovsky ask the viewer to consider how their decision to apply Christian law themselves, rather than hand it over to a more distant
state apparatus, will affect their psychologies, and how far they can trust their own judgment now that they have acted without any
verifiable authority.

By the Law’s Western acclaim rested more in the film’s “Americanism” than
its examination of the place of the individual within Soviet culture, which
caused Kuleshov problems at home, particularly after Stalin’s insistence on
cinematic Socialist Realism led to him being accused of “sins of formalism.”
The film inspired Abram Room’s Bed and Sofa (1927), also cowritten by
Shklovsky and again starring Fogel (who sadly committed suicide just two
years later) in a cast of three, but By the Law’s style may not have transferred
to the sound film even if its invention had not coincided with the Stalinization
of domestic film. As it stood, no school was built on Kuleshov’s sparse
technique, and despite its influence on Carl Dreyer’s similarly claustrophobic
masterpiece The Passion of Joan of Arc (1928), By the Law represented not
so much the beginning of a new type of silent film as its false dawn.

By Juliet Jacques for Cineaste.com

Silent Soviet Cinema



The Unexpected, a 1907 short story by Jack London, forms the basis for Lev
Kuleshov's 1926 feature By the Law (Po Zakonu). As with London's better-
known, and much adapted, novels Call of the Wild and White Fang, the setting
is the Yukon during the Klondike Gold Rush. Yet the story here is far more
compact, a miniature even. A party of five prospectors – a Swede and his English
wife, an Irishman, a Dutchman and an American – occupy an isolated cabin near
the coast. Their seemingly amicable existence turns murderous upon the
discovery of gold, at which point Dennin, the Irishman, becomes increasingly
removed from the group. Driven by envy, and the fact that it was he who had
discovered the gold, he sets about killing the four other members. Successful
in dispatching the Dutchman and the American (though not immediately in the
case of the latter), he is bundled to the floor before completing his task on the
other two. What follows is an intense psychodrama and the weather moves in
and the three remain in close company within the cabin. The husband, Nelson,

wants to murder Dennin as revenge; his wife, Edith, says they must rely on the law, a Bible near to hand making it clear where her morals
lie. 

By the Law was made in reaction to Kuleshov's previous feature, The Death Ray, an expensive science fiction epic that blended elements
of the melodrama and the American detective thriller. The film flopped and met with criticism from Kuleshov's contemporaries; Dziga
Vertov dismissed it as "opium for the masses", whilst Sergei Eisenstein was similarly less than keen. Such was the lack of success that
the director's earlier hit, The Extraordinary Adventures of Mr. West in the Land of the Bolsheviks, was all but forgotten. Thus By the
Law was intended as a 'back-to-basics' project: minimal budget, minimal locations, minimal characters (it is, after all, a three-hander
for much of its duration). The result is a complete streamlining of London's original. Kuleshov and co-writer Viktor Shklovsky have
removed Edith's backstory, kept the dialogue down to the essentials, excised the Native American elements and the slightly tweaked
the ending. What remains is taut and lean, relying solely on performance and the director's keen visual eye. 

Occupying the three central roles are Aleksandra Khokhlova, Sergej Komarov and Vladimir Fogel. Khokhlova, playing Edith, makes the
most instant impression of the three. Her performance is quite unlike those found elsewhere in silent cinema by female actors. ... She
acts 'large' in a manner not unsurprising for the pre-talkies, yet her style isn't simply melodrama as an easy route to conveying emotion.
Similarly, you could describe her as terrifying or freakish yet, again, this implies something far simpler, and more basic, than what is
actually going on. ... Essentially she isn't afraid to demonstrate the harsher, and harder, sides of Edith. She does invoke terror, but it
comes from somewhere personal rather than being pantomime. Her character isn't a monster, but that doesn't mean she is incapable
of being monstrous...

Set alongside Khokhlova, Komarov and Fogel appear comparatively restrained. Fogel (playing the Irishman, Dennin) nonetheless
manages a remarkable intensity thanks primarily to his expressive eyes. Indeed, his face appears to shrink whenever he glares in the
camera's general direction. Alongside Fogel and Khokhlova, Komarov (as Edith's husband, Nelson) can only serve as an area of calm
and quiet. Despite Nelson's initial reaction of attempting to beat Dennin to death following the two murders, he subsequently mellows
as communication breaks down, off-set nicely by his wife's increasingly unhinged behaviour and the Irishman's continually brooding
anger. Furthermore, these differing levels of intensity between the performances allows the melodrama to stay in check; whilst each
of the characters has either shown or seems capable of great violence, Kuleshov has gauged the temperaments just right so that
proceedings never threaten to tumble into pure hysteria. 

It's important to stress, however, that By the Law is no way a piece of filmed theatre. Despite the tiny cast list and largely single setting,
this is also a film in possession of a wonderful visual style. Kuleshov is interested in the details and peppers his montage with close-
ups. For the most part this seems primarily observational as he watches a pair of hands or something similarly banal. Admittedly the
editing rhythms prevent a 'documentary' veneer, if you will; the quick cuts are motivated more by the creation of tension than they
are any attempts at realism. And yet this focus on the ordinary also works as a means of lulling the audience. When, for example,
Dennin unleashes his murderous rage on his companions, the effect is all the more forceful as these details are unavoidably of a more
shocking nature. Kuleshov remains as observational as before, but this time it is on such
striking moments as a dying man facedown in a plate of beans, which slowly trickle onto
the floor thanks to his forehead forcing the plate to an angle of forty-five degrees.
Interestingly, this is exactly as described in London's short story, and yet it fits into By the
Law's methods so completely you immediately believe that Kuleshov and Shklovsky must
have come up with it themselves. 

This mixture of the on-the-surface banal and outright shocking is key to maintaining the
tension throughout. The fact that Dennin's shotgun makes an appearance so early on in
By the Law and in such a forceful manner prevents the film from quietening down
afterwards. There is always the possibility that Kuleshov's next edit will ratchet up the
action once more and as such the audience never feels a sense of respite.

Review by Anthony Nield from thedigitalfix.com
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Fascination 

Le Fantastique 

In Brief

After stiffing his outlaw brethren from their cut of a purse of gold coins, a thief seeks
refuge from the pistol wielding gang in a near by chateau. Outwardly abandoned, the
bandit promptly discovers that the residence is in fact occupied by two young ladies in
waiting. Both Elisabeth and Eva have arrived days before the rest of the  staffand appear
to quite enjoy being alone in the large, empty estate. The two ladies roll out the welcome
mat for the cornered thief, yielding to any and all of his requests in an attempt to keep
their unexpected visitor from departing before sundown. Intrigued and in no rush to leave
the castle until night can provide appropriate cover, the crook is informed of an impending
social gathering that is to take place at midnight and where death herself is scheduled to
appear as the guest of honor. 

www.dvddrive-in.com

France |1979 | 88 minutes

Some find the experience of tasting blood to be exciting, sexually
arousing, and empowering. A condition known as “clinical
vampirism” is an obsession for consuming blood due to a belief in its
ability to grant life enhancing vitality. Given the awareness of this
vampiric tendency in some, it’s not surprising that history is filled
with unsolved murders of victims who appear to have been killed
under conditions strongly suggestive of vampirism. Jean Rollin’s
1979 opus, Fascination, is an interesting and bewitching take on the
idea of craving blood that is coupled with the director’s superior
visual style and erotic nature.

Jean Rollin’s FASCINATION is an intriguing tale set in 1905 that
begins with mesmerizing visuals that captivate and draw the viewer
in, before the story unfolds. At the start, we are treated to the lovely
sight of an antique phonograph set on a bridged pathway over a body of water where two women in white (Brigitte Lahaie and Franca
Mai) are enjoying a ballroom style dance. Elsewhere on a different day in a bloody butcher house, high society women in fancy dress
stand around and participate in the “latest fashion” of drinking ox blood as a therapy for anemia, which I felt to be an interesting take
on vampirism, and it also feels like a mockery of sorts for wine tasting clubs. The beautiful but grim sight of these ladies drinking blood
from a wine glass standing in a pool of blood is a darkly poetic visual done in a way only Rollin could and is an image that will stick with
you forever. 

The unfortunate protagonist of the story, Marc (Jean-Marie Lemaire), is a well-dressed swindler fleeing from a group of bandits after
double crossing them and making off with a bounty of gold. The pursuit leads him to take cover in the same chateau where the lovely
maidens from before were enjoying a dance on the water bridge.

Here is where the bulk of the film takes place, a beautiful chateau amidst a picturesque setting of fog, water, and winter trees, with a
long water bridge that serves as the only way in and the only way out. The doom themed music reverberating during Marc’s flight, as
he draws ever closer to the mansion, definitely suggests that he is headed to a far more deadly destination. The situation Marc

ultimately finds himself in at the chateau is a lot of fun and very
interesting, and it also proves that the film is not just excellent eye
candy but a great story as well.

After searching around the chateau’s very nicely decorated Gothic
interior, he comes across 2 women in white, Eva and Elisabeth
(Lahaie and Mai), who claim to be cleaning and preparing the
chateau before the owners return from Paris. Being the man with
the gun, he immediately takes over and locks the 2 ladies up so he
can count his gold and think of a plan for losing his enemies
outside. It should be obvious that there is a lot more to Eva and
Elisabeth than meets the eye, because they somehow manage to
have fun with their current situation.

Outside the chateau the bandits bide their time choosing not to
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enter and wait until nightfall. It may seem odd that they don’t go in after him, but
it’s best to go with the fact that they are just awaiting the right moment to strike.  

After Marc locks Eva and Elisabeth up in one of the Chateau’s rooms, Elisabeth
grabs a key hidden under a decorative fabric and shows it to Eva, and they laugh
as if this is just a silly game. Without any worry or regard for their current situation,
they begin to kiss and caress each other before the pistol wielding swindler walks
in and witnesses the endearing sight and smiles while proclaiming “I see that I don’t
frighten you anymore”. They admirably respond to him in a sarcastic manner as he
annoyingly slams the door. Apparently these ladies aren’t going to let this guy ruin
their fun, and the previous thought is continued as they embrace each other in a
wonderful dim lighted love scene, made quite relaxing with a lovely piano theme.

After being distracted a bit, the story is back under way as Marc enjoying the sight
and feel of his gold is startled to get a kiss on the neck from behind by Eva, whom
he believed to be locked up. “I just wanted to kiss you she says”, as it’s becoming
apparent that these 2 captive maidens are starting to play some serious mind
games with their captor. They ultimately take control of the situation with their
cleverness and charm and shower the man with generosity by seducing him and
allowing him the pleasure of having intercourse with Eva, who even marches
outside afterwards and disposes of his enemies. This is by first fooling the bandits
by offering them the gold bounty before offing them in style with a scythe while
dressed as death. Why are these 2 being so generous to him? Is it to get the gold,
or is it something far more sinister?

The film has been great so far, but the best is yet to come.  

It turns out there is a reason they are keeping him there. Apparently the staff won’t be coming back for another two days and another
mysterious company is expected at nightfall. After recalling the women in the slaughter house at the beginning of the film, I can’t
help think that Marc may not be so lucky after all.  

When night falls, a colorful set of visitors in visually appealing Gothic attire arrive, which is suspiciously suggestive of vampire
mythology. Are they really vampires or just a strange cult of blood drinkers who may want to try something a little different than ox
blood? The film never makes it clear, but I figure that was the intention.

The arrival of these classy bizarre guests as they cross the Chateau’s water bridge is the turning point of the film and things begin to
get real interesting since Marc is the only male amongst this female gathering. Now that it’s one man and seven flirtatious young
ladies apparently looking to have a good time, he decides to have fun and make the best of his current situation. I mean how often
does this sort of thing happen? And even though he is suspicious of the strange scenario, he’s not fully convinced that he’s in any real
danger at all. How events unfold from here, I’ll leave for you to check out.

FASCINATION is a great film from Jean Rollin who’s never disappointed me as far as the horror films are concerned. I found this film
to be a goldmine for great screen grabs, and I personally believe that numerous frames in FASCINATION are great cinematographic
works of art that should be displayed in some art museum. While it may not be groundbreaking, the story of Marc’s strange escapades
in a human mouse trap (figuratively speaking) is very entertaining. Sexy, funny, beautiful, atmospheric, brimming with mystery, and
sort of creepy, Rollin’s FASCINATION really has it all, and I honestly can’t think of much reason to dislike it. RIP and thank you Mr.
Rollin.

Giovanni Susina (www.atthemansionofmadness.blogspot.co.uk)
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Old and New AKA The General Line (Staroye i novoye)

Silent Soviet Cinema

In Brief

The Old and the New (Staroye i Novoye), also known as The General Line, was Sergei
Eisenstein's last silent film. The film was begun as a simple, accessible story of
collectivism in a backward province, where a sturdy peasant woman (Marfa Lapkina,
a non-professional actor) tries to lead her village out of the poverty of pre-Soviet life
and into the ideal of collectivism. By the end, it became his most expressionist
experiment in montage, visualizing the promise of collective success in the symbol-
laden dreams of its heroine.

USSR | 1929 | 121 minutes

Eisenstein and Grigori Aleksandrov began writing the screenplay just after
Battleship Potemkin. The idea was to illustrate the general line of the party in
terms of rural development; Bukharin was advocating the mechanisation of the
countryside and the enrichment of the peasants. The writing of the screenplay
was interrupted in order to shoot October and, when it  restarted in 1928, the line
had already changed – Stalin was tidying up around himself and Bukharin had
been sidelined. The new line was one of exalting collectivisation. Eisenstein
therefore had to add the presentation of an ultramodern kolhoz (there is
practically an advert in the middle of the film) and upbraid the individualism of
the kulaks (independent peasants). The title had to be changed to "The Old and
the New". 

Although it was born in difficult circumstances, The General Line is a wonderful
film. It is hard not to fall under the spell of the beauty of the images which
Eisenstein offers us, with those marvellous wide takes (or even very wide takes) of faces which are so expressive even though they
are static. He also uses nature and its wide expanses very well and, of course, the shots of machines are achieved as marvellously as
always. Eisenstein indulges in some experimentation, not only in dreamlike images but also in the content. The sexual connotations
are very evident, such as in the famous scene of the milk-skimmer, in which the peasants experience ecstatic, even orgiastic, pleasure
as they admire a mechanical skimmer in action for the first time. The scene with the cow being serviced by the bull is also quite a
surprise. ... 

The film has a central character, the peasant woman Marfa, a role for which Eisenstein had great difficulty finding an actress; unable
to hire a professional actress, he found a perfect illiterate peasant. The montage is also remarkable; much more than in his earlier
films, Eisenstein plays with linked takes to create tension. The General Line is one of Eisenstein's most beautiful films. 

From Le Monde's film blog, 'L'Oeil sur l'Ecran', 20th April 2011 (translated by Gillian Gloyer)

Sergei Eisenstein‘s 1929 Old and New (also known as The General Line) illustrates Lenin’s stated imperative that the nation move from
agrarian to industrial culture in an epic ode to farm-collectivization progress. Its visuals are always arresting — in his own way, Eisenstein
fetishized unusual, even grotesque faces as Fellini — and some sequences are downright bizarre as well as kinetically exciting. There’s
the weirdness of a hog processing plant’s operations intercut with a ceramic piggie whirling like a ballerina on a rotating plate; and a
village “wedding” that turns out to be for appropriately attired cow and bull, the editing reaching a frenzied “climax” along with their
copulation. The film ends with a triumphant procession of tractors that might have been choreographed by Busby Berkeley.

From Early Soviet Cinema and the Revolutionary Imperative, on fandor.com

In Old and New, completed in 1929 with his trusty codirector Grigori Aleksandrov, Eisenstein (1898-1948) was responding to the
Communist Party’s appeal to artists in all media to create work that addressed the transformation of the backward Russian countryside.
The film’s production was severely complicated by the frequent changes in official policy on economic development in the agricultural
sphere, and Eisenstein had to several times reedit and retitle the film. The dominant theme (as in so many other Soviet films of the late
1920s) is the triumph of the machine over outdated traditional methods. In this case, a cream separator represents the apotheosis of
progress and a symbol of the shining future. Eisenstein considered the playful sequence in which the cream separator springs into
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action, spewing luscious cream, an experiment in “cinematic ecstasy” resembling (in Olenina’s
words) “an erotic or religious rapture.” Farmwork never looked so sexy. The failure of the
excessively “formalist” Old and New, roundly booed by the party press at its premiere, left
Eisenstein traumatized. For nearly ten years afterwards he failed to complete another film,
despite numerous false starts both in Hollywood and in Moscow. Only with the simplistically
propagandistic Alexander Nevsky would he resurrect his career.

From Cineaste magazine, Landmarks of Early Soviet Cinema

Review from The New York Times, May 3 1930, by Mordaunt Hall

S. M. Eistenstein, the young Russian who produced "Potemkin" and whom Douglas Fairbanks
hopes to engage to direct his next picture, is responsible for an enlightening cinematic study
called "Old and New," which is to be seen now at the Cameo. In this film, a silent one, Mr.
Eisenstein ridicules the Greek Church and also pokes fun at the Soviet bureaucracy. It is
another production in which Bolsheviks blow their own horn for their efforts in introducing
modern agricultural and other machinery in the near and remote areas of Russia.

Although this picture possesses in most of its scenes a fund of interest, there are times when
Mr. Eistenstein dilates too long on some of his sequences, and consequently they become a
trifle tedious. Throughout this film, however, this producer reveals his keen observation and

his marvelous faculty of stressing his points by means of photography.

In quite a number of instances he delights in extravagances, either in portrayinig the abject poverty of the people or in depicting the
greed and laziness of the more fortunate farmer. One is impelled to think as these scenes are shown that Mr. Eisenstein has selected
isolated cases to make his film impressive.

His ability to show the expanse of country on a relatively small screen is marvelous, and so is his work in close-ups. As in "Potemkin,"
which was infinitely more dramatic, the director in this current work is usually careful in the choosing of his types. There are never two
persons alike among those who appear in this film. The woman, Martha, who, following starvation and disappointment because she
cannot borrow a horse to work on her tract of land, turns out to be a kind of Joan of Arc of the soil, one who urges revolution against
the prevailing conditions during the Romanoff régime. She encourages the acceptance of new inventions, the first of which is a
separator. There are some remarkable views portraying the hopeful persons and the doubting ones watching the working of this
machine.

It is during a stretch in which the priests and peasants are praying for rain that Mr. Eisenstein makes a target of the Church. There are
the men and women on their knees with their heads bent low and the priests holding ecclesiastical banners leading the populace in
prayer. Rain is expected after the service, but disappointed persons raise their eyes to the skies and perceive no welcome clouds. The
priests mop their perspiring faces and eventually leave the spot.

Mr. Eisenstein goes on to show the wonderful improvement wrought by the agricultural machinery, and finally brings his production
to a close with the performance of a tractor pulling a long train of carts, much to the wonder of many of the peasants, who had fancied
that no machinery could take the place of the horse in the work on the soil.

In directing this film Mr. Eisenstein was assisted by George V. Alexandrov.

Biography by Dan Shaw, in Senses of Cinema (www.sensesofcinema.com)

Sergei Eisenstein b. January 23,1898, Riga, Latvia d. February 11, 1948, Moscow, USSR

... The son of a Jewish architect, he studied to be an architect himself and, after distinguished service in the Red Army as an engineer,
joined the theatre as a painter and designer. He soon became director of the Moscow Proletkult, an avant-garde theatre that rejected
the naturalistic methods of Stanislavsky in favour of Vsevolod Meyerhold’s biomechanical approach to acting, which was based on
Pavlovian reflexology. Thus began the director’s lifelong fascination with the question of how audience responses can be aroused in
the theatre, and in film.

As an intellectual, Eisenstein adhered to the Hegelian view of artistic greatness:

…the idea satiation of the author, his subjection to prejudice by the idea, must determine actually the whole course of the art-work,
and if the art-work does not represent an embodiment of the original idea, we shall never have as result an art-work realized to its
utmost fullness.

Sergei Eisenstein, Film Form: Essays in Film Theory

Indeed, it was his prior theoretical commitments that led young Sergei to explore, invent and embrace all the expressive possibilities
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of montage.

Crucial to understanding what Eisenstein was striving for cinematically is his seminal 1931 essay A Dialectic Approach to Film Form.
Just as the conflict of classes drove history – with the bourgeoisie as thesis clashing with the proletariat as antithesis to yield the
triumphant progressive synthesis of the classless society – so too (famously, in Strike!) shot A of the workers’ rebellion being put
down is juxtaposed with shot B of cattle being slaughtered and the synthesis yields the symbolic meaning C, that the workers are
cattle. This technical innovation (which Eisenstein dubbed “intellectual montage”) resulted from his studies of Kuleshov’s famous
experiments (which demonstrated that the meaning of any shot is contextual) and of Japanese ideograms (where two separate
symbols can be juxtaposed to create a third meaning, e.g. child + mouth = scream, white bird + mouth = sing). Less famously, in that
same essay, Eisenstein distinguished between ten different types of dialectical conflict at the level of shot composition alone, many
of which are utilised in the Odessa Steps sequence in Battleship Potemkin (1925).

While Eisenstein was proudest of his “invention” of intellectual montage in the parallel bloodbaths in Strike! (1924), what most endures
about his work is his mastery of the editing techniques he identified as metric, rhythmic, tonal and overtonal in Methods of Montage.
In his view, editing involved the audience more than the passive reception of information from static and lengthy shots; that as viewers
we actively come to the symbolic realisations of intellectual montage, and are driven into a Pavlovian frenzy by the dynamism of the
rhythms of the Odessa Steps, or the rat-a-tat of the machine gun in October (1927).

It was Eisenstein’s hope to harness that frenzy for revolutionary purposes, fond as he was of quoting Marx’s dictum that the point is
not to understand history but to change it. In The Structure of the Film, the director embraced Lev Tolstoy’s version of the expression
theory: a real work of art “arouses the complex of those feelings that gave birth to the composition”. In so doing, masterpieces like
Battleship Potemkin (which was based on the successful mutiny 20 years earlier) can achieve an affect that, in Eisenstein’s words,
“sends the spectator into ecstasy”. Reverting to the Greek etymology of ecstasy “ex-tasis – literally, ‘standing out of oneself’, which
is to say, ‘going out of oneself’, or ‘departing from his ordinary condition’”, he set the bar high for true art. For Eisenstein (as for Marx,
and Brecht, and Godard), art should raise class-consciousness and transform the viewer, ideally causing the audience to take up arms
against their sea of troubles as soon as they leave the theatre. Unfortunately, it was easier for the same editing techniques to sell
capitalist commodities than to engender the revolution that would lead to their extinction.

Truth be told, [David] Thomson made a few good points in his critique of Eisenstein, the most telling of which was that such extensive
(and often symbolic) editing didn’t give rise to the emotional pathos the director sought. Rather, it had a distancing effect that resulted
from the need to see the whole sequence in order to interpret (and respond to) the individual shots. Thomson is unfair, though
accurate, when he criticises the lack of identifiable protagonists in Eisenstein’s early films, because that was part of the ideological
message. According to Marx, World Historical Individuals don’t change history (as Hegel contended); economic conditions change as
capitalism develops, and the people must of necessity rise up when their living conditions become intolerable. The people, not particular
persons, were intentionally made the protagonists, and Eisenstein’s meticulous avoidance of the cult of the individual was a dramatic
problem he recognised in later writings, addressed in The General Line (1929) and Alexander Nevsky (1938) and succumbed to totally
in Part I of Ivan the Terrible (1942). Unfortunately, the writer-director was never capable of creating a believable individual character
other than Vakulinchuk in Potemkin. Though he is granted little screen time as a common seaman who helps lead the mutiny, the
sympathy generated by his death attests to the extent to which our identification with individuals is at the heart of much of our
cinematic pleasure.

As an expressionist with a fascination for Pavlovian reflexology, Eisenstein’s greatest formal innovations stemmed from his experiments
in montage and its relationship to biomechanics. He tried various editing patterns, discovering that, for example, film cut metrically
to the beat of a typical heart has a profound impact on us precisely because it mirrors our biorhythms. He learned how to whip his
viewers into a frenzy (much easier then than now) by using such simple tricks as making the shots shorter and shorter to build to a
climax (see the end of the crop duster sequence in North by Northwest for a definitive use of accelerated montage). His films were
composed of an astronomical number of shots, a necessity when, say, you are trying to capture the power of a machine gun by cutting
as rapidly as it fires bullets... In fact, Eisenstein was forced to abandon much of his most frenetic editing because of charges of formalism
levelled against Potemkin and October. His attempt to rein in those formalist tendencies resulted in The General Line, which was totally
disavowed by Stalinist censors (for its individualistic, Griffith-like sentimentalism) and renamed Old and New.

As a result, Eisenstein fled to Hollywood, where he languished for some time,
beginning a film version of Theodore Dreiser’s An American Tragedy funded by Upton
Sinclair, who quickly fired the clearly unsuitable émigré. He then (in 1931–32) embarked
on an ill-fated South-of-the-Border documentary called Que Viva Mexico (Orson Welles
wasn’t the first auteur to stall his career in the Tropics), shooting over 100,000 feet of
film stock in more than a year before giving up in disgust. Upon his return to Russia,
his first undertaking, Bezhin Meadow, also fell foul of the censors, and again had to
be abandoned. Desperate to return to the good graces of his superiors, Eisenstein
responded with Alexander Nevsky, his most conventional, Hollywood-style epic.
Stripped of most of the creative editing resources that formerly dominated his style,
the images took on a posed and static quality (a vice that emerged in spades in Ivan
the Terrible). Though his eye for visual design had not abandoned him (the armour of
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the German knights is priceless), the whole point of this State-sponsored
epic seemed to be that the people of Rus would have withered before
the Teutonic onslaught had it not been for the resilience of one man, his
eponymous hero. No wonder Stalin loved it...

If he was inept with individuals, Eisenstein exhibited an epic mastery of
crowds and crowd movement that has perhaps only been surpassed by
David Lean and Akira Kurosawa (the German hordes going from a thin
line to a looming presence over the horizon of ice in Nevsky reminds me
of Lean). Nowhere have the masses seemed to more convincingly rise up
than in the set pieces from Potemkin and October. Unlike the frequent
depictions of mob violence that reflected the reactionary suspicion of the
masses and mass movements that was rampant in the Hollywood of the
1920s and 1930s (see, for example, Fury [Fritz Lang, 1936]), the people
are shown to be heroic, and shrewd judges of character (they mob the
bourgeois racist that yells “Down with the Jews” in Potemkin). If
authority figures in the traditional regime are mere caricatures, the proles are noble and reliable, at times straining credulity just as far
in the other direction.

By the time the first part of Ivan the Terrible was released in 1945, Eisenstein was a mere shadow of his former self, still struggling with
Part 2 of Ivan and plagued with the chronic heart condition that would kill him less than three years later. Worse yet, the static
iconography of his final film seemed to sanction Ivan’s tyranny (and, by implication, Stalin’s), and the second part of the trilogy he
envisioned (but failed to complete) was never released in his lifetime.

As a propagandist, none of Eisenstein’s efforts are as viscerally effective as Triumph of the Will, where Leni Riefenstahl demonstrated
that many of his cinematic innovations could be put just as easily in service to fascism as to Communist liberation. In that sense, charges
of formalism from his contemporaries were accurate, if ideologically misconstrued. One could say that Eisenstein was too much of an
artist to make a good ideologue. His cinematic art will long outshine the work of the Nazi propagandists who learned so much from
him. 
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