
 
 

 
 

 
 

 

Monday, November 20, 7:30 pm 
Reviewed by Stephanie Merry / Washington Post   Rated PG   94 Mins. 

"Loving Vincent" is, indisputably, a technical achievement. Each 
one of the ambitious animated film's 65,000 frames is an oil 
painting, created by a classically trained artist in the style -- or, 
rather, in the various styles -- of painter Vincent Van Gogh. More 
than 100 painters worked together to create the film, which follows 
an acquaintance of the artist who is trying to uncover how and why 
Van Gogh died in 1890, at 37. 

Husband-and-wife filmmakers Dorota Kobiela and Hugh Welchman 
directed the drama, which they wrote with Jacek Dehnel. The tale 
begins one year after Van Gogh has died, purportedly from a self-
inflicted gunshot wound. Joseph Roulin (voice of Chris O'Dowd), a 
friend of the artist whom Van Gogh immortalized in portraiture, 
tasks his son Armand (Douglas Booth) with delivering the last letter 
that Van Gogh wrote before dying -- one addressed to the artist's 
brother Theo. 

 

Armand's journey takes the first of several detours once he realizes 
that Theo, too, is dead. So Armand travels to Auvers-sur-Oise, the 
town where Van Gogh died, in an effort to understand what 
happened. What starts out as an investigation into the suicide of a 
man -- whose depression and anxiety seemed to be lifting just 
before his death -- turns into a whodunit. 

 Adeline Ravoux (voice of Eleanor Tomlinson) shares theories 
about the death of Vincent Van Gogh in the animated film "Loving 
Vincent." - Courtesy of Good Deed Entertainment  

In reality, much of the potential murder mystery feels like an 
excuse to merely revisit characters and scenes from Van Gogh's 
art. Watching "Loving Vincent" involves something of an Easter 
egg hunt, as viewers may try to pick out the famous works of art 
from among its scenes. 

 

Van Gogh's 1890 portrait of Adeline Ravoux -- the daughter of 
innkeepers at the house where Van Gogh died -- may not be his 
best-known work, but the character of Adeline (Eleanor 
Tomlinson), who has plenty of theories about the enigmatic artist, 
makes a deep impression. 

At times, the narrative drags. Yet, there is nevertheless a thrill in 
watching static images spring to life as complex characters and 
dynamic landscapes. "Loving Vincent" is itself an imaginative work 
of art. And what better way than that to honor its subject? 
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Monday, December 4, 7:30 pm 
  

Reviewed by Roger Ebert / Chicago Suntimes    Not Rated     121 Mins. 

What a work of art and nature is Marilyn Monroe. She hasn't aged 
into an icon, some citizen of the past, but still seems to be inventing 
herself as we watch her. She has the gift of appearing to hit on her 
lines of dialogue by happy inspiration, and there are passages in 
Billy Wilder's "Some Like It Hot" where she and Tony Curtis 
exchange one-liners like hot potatoes. 

Poured into a dress that offers her breasts like jolly treats for needy 
boys, she seems totally oblivious to sex while at the same time 
melting men into helpless desire... 

Wilder's 1959 comedy is one of the enduring treasures of the 
movies, a film of inspiration and meticulous craft, a movie that's 
about nothing but sex and yet pretends it's about crime and greed. 
It is underwired with Wilder's cheerful cynicism, so that no time is 
lost to soppiness and everyone behaves according to basic 
Darwinian drives. When sincere emotion strikes these characters, it 
blindsides them: Curtis thinks he wants only sex, Monroe thinks she 
wants only money, and they are as astonished as delighted to find 
they want only each other. 

The plot is classic screwball. Curtis and Lemmon play Chicago 
musicians who disguise themselves as women to avoid being 
rubbed out after they witness the St. Valentine's Day Massacre. 
They join an all-girl orchestra on its way to Florida. Monroe is the 
singer, who dreams of marrying a millionaire but despairs, "I always 
get the fuzzy end of the lollipop." Curtis lusts for Monroe and 
disguises himself as a millionaire to win her. Monroe lusts after 
money and gives him lessons in love. Their relationship is flipped 
and mirrored in low comedy as Lemmon gets engaged to a real 
millionaire, played by Joe E. Brown. "You're not a girl!" Curtis 
protests to Lemmon. "You're a guy! Why would a guy want to marry 
a guy?" Lemmon: "Security!" 

The movie has been compared to Marx Brothers classics, 
especially in the slapstick chases as gangsters pursue the heroes 
through hotel corridors. The weak points in many Marx Brothers 
films are the musical interludes--not Harpo's solos, but the romantic 
duets involving insipid supporting characters. "Some Like It Hot" 
has no problems with its musical numbers because the singer is 
Monroe, who didn't have a great singing voice but was as good as 
Frank Sinatra at selling the lyrics. 

Consider her solo of "I Wanna Be Loved by You." The situation is 
as basic as it can be: a pretty girl standing in front of an orchestra 
and singing a song. Monroe and Wilder turn it into one of the most 
mesmerizing and blatantly sexual scenes in the movies. She wears 
that clinging, see-through dress, gauze covering the upper slopes 
of her breasts, the neckline scooping to a censor's eyebrow north of 
trouble. Wilder places her in the center of a round spotlight that 
does not simply illuminate her from the waist up, as an ordinary 
spotlight would, but toys with her like a surrogate neckline, dipping 
and clinging as Monroe moves her body higher and lower in the 
light with teasing precision. It is a striptease in which nudity would 
have been superfluous. All the time she seems unaware of the 
effect, singing the song innocently, as if she thinks it's the literal 

truth. To experience that scene is to understand why no other 
actor, male or female, has more sexual chemistry with the camera 
than Monroe. 

Capturing the chemistry was not all that simple. Legends surround 
"Some Like It Hot." Kissing Marilyn, Curtis famously said, was like 
kissing Hitler. Monroe had so much trouble saying one line 
("Where's the bourbon?") while looking in a dresser drawer that 
Wilder had the line pasted inside the drawer. Then she opened the 
wrong drawer. So he had it pasted inside every drawer. 

Monroe's eccentricities and neuroses on sets became notorious, 
but studios put up with her long after any other actress would have 
been blackballed because what they got back on the screen was 
magical. Watch the final take of "Where's the bourbon?" and 
Monroe seems utterly spontaneous. And watch the famous scene 
aboard the yacht, where Curtis complains that no woman can 
arouse him, and Marilyn does her best. She kisses him not 
erotically but tenderly, sweetly, as if offering a gift and healing a 
wound. You remember what Curtis said but when you watch that 
scene, all you can think is that Hitler must have been a terrific 
kisser. 

The movie is really the story of the Lemmon and Curtis characters, 
and it's got a top-shelf supporting cast (Joe E. Brown, George 
Raft, Pat O'Brien), but Monroe steals it, as she walked away with 
every movie she was in. It is an act of the will to watch anyone 
else while she is on the screen. Tony Curtis' performance is all the 
more admirable because we know how many takes she needed--
Curtis must have felt at times like he was in a pro-am tournament. 
Yet he stays fresh and alive in sparkling dialogue scenes like their 
first meeting on the beach, where he introduces himself as the 
Shell Oil heir and wickedly parodies Cary Grant. Watch his timing 
in the yacht seduction scene, and the way his character plays with 
her naivete. "Water polo? Isn't that terribly dangerous?" asks 
Monroe. Curtis: "I'll say! I had two ponies drown under me." 

Watch, too, for Wilder's knack of hiding bold sexual symbolism in 
plain view. When Monroe first kisses Curtis while they're both 
horizontal on the couch, notice how his patent-leather shoe rises 
phallically in the mid-distance behind her. Does Wilder intend this 
effect? Undoubtedly, because later, after the frigid millionaire 
confesses he has been cured, he says, "I've got a funny sensation 
in my toes--like someone was barbecuing them over a slow 
flame." Monroe's reply: "Let's throw another log on the fire." 

Jack Lemmon gets the fuzzy end of the lollipop in the parallel 
relationship. The screenplay by Wilder and I.A.L. Diamond is 
Shakespearean in the way it cuts between high and low comedy, 
between the heroes and the clowns. The Curtis character is able 
to complete his round trip through gender, but Lemmon gets stuck 
halfway, so that Curtis connects with Monroe in the upstairs love 
story while Lemmon is downstairs in the screwball department 
with Joe E. Brown. Their romance is frankly cynical: Brown's 
character gets married and divorced the way other men date, and 
Lemmon plans to marry him for the alimony. 

But they both have so much fun in their courtship! While Curtis 
and Monroe are on Brown's yacht, Lemmon and Brown are 
dancing with such perfect timing that a rose in Lemmon's teeth 
ends up in Brown's. Lemmon has a hilarious scene the morning 
after his big date, laying on his bed, still in drag, playing with 
castanets as he announces his engagement. (Curtis: "What are 
you going to do on your honeymoon?" Lemmon: "He wants to go 
to the Riviera, but I kinda lean toward Niagara Falls.") Both Curtis 
and Lemmon are practicing cruel deceptions--Curtis has Monroe 
thinking she's met a millionaire, and Brown thinks Lemmon is a 
woman--but the film dances free before anyone gets hurt. Both 
Monroe and Brown learn the truth and don't care, and after 
Lemmon reveals he's a man, Brown delivers the best curtain line 
in the movies. If you've seen the movie, you know what it is, and if 
you haven't, you deserve to hear it for the first time from him. 



 

Monday, January 8, 7:30 pm 
 

By Charles Bramesco / The Playlist         Not Rated         111 Mins. 

As a sort of litmus test, noted film critic Gene Siskel would ask of a 
film, “Is it more interesting than a documentary of the actors having 
lunch?” Michael Winterbottom’s trilogy of “The Trip” films effectively 
turn the question inside out, rendering the act of watching a pair of 
actors having lunch as something riotous, a touch melancholic, and 
yes, infinitely interesting. Limey comic virtuosos Steve Coogan and 
Rob Brydon have hit the road yet again, bringing their egos, 
insecurities, and fully loaded arsenals of celebrity impressions with 
them. And enough has changed since they ate their way through 
Italy — “Philomena” landed Coogan a pair of Oscar nominations, 
and he won’t let anyone forget it — that this dish remains just as 
sumptuous in the third tuck-in, “The Trip To Spain.” 

There’s a certain skill in recognizing when something that ain’t 
broke don’t need fixing. Winterbottom’s hit upon a winning formula 
with seemingly limitless potential for regular renewal; he keeps the 
cameras rolling while Coogan and Brydon volley witticisms like a 
schticky McEnroe and Borg, their barrage of bits interspersed with 
ravishing footage of the Spanish countryside and obscene tapas 
porn. Winterbottom’s film offers a neurotic and often bitterly 
sarcastic spin on the same material pleasures of a Nancy Meyers 
production, shamelessly luxuriating in its own luxury. The paella is 
exquisite, each Roger Moore-voice contest equally so. 

 

Brydon and Coogan are the same gifted improvisers they’ve 
always been, shooting the breeze until it sweeps them into some 
absurd playacted scenario. A Spanish Inquisition stretching-rack 
torture session slowly melts into a peppy game show in one 
standout scene; in another, an odd-looking mystery dish triggers a 
full-blown recitation of the classic “No, Mr. Bond, I expect you to 
die” sequence. Both men bring a vital willingness to self-efface to 
these fictionalized versions of themselves, too, pettily one-upping 
one another with factoids as a piteous show of manhood. They 
can be vain, self-serving nobs, but the abiding affection they have 
for one another provides a nice base to balance out their natural 
acidity. 

 

Some faint notes of middle-age glumness add a welcome sense of 
gravity to the easygoing levity. Coogan’s cracked 50, at that odd 
age where he’s too old to play Hamlet and too young for Lear. 
Without a woman, abandoned by his agent, and far from his son, 
he wrestles with an adrift sort of loneliness in the private moments 
that punctuate the film. He’s grasping at something by inviting 
Brydon to join him as he prepares to write a book about his 
teenage years in Spain, in search of someone to hold fast to in an 
unexpectedly unmoored period of adulthood. This woeful 
undercurrent makes for an affecting (and positively hilarious) final 
shot, but moreover, it lends the trifle of a film a stick-to-your-ribs 
substantivenss. 

There are enough parody-ready male British thespians and 
countries with lavish cuisine to fuel 20 more trips. Brydon and 
Coogan’s effortless chemistry, paired with the simple joys of good 
food and world-class sightseeing, make these films a supremely 
pleasant vacation unto themselves. Someone get these men on 
the next ferry to Japan.  

 

 

Please join us for our thought provoking  
post screening discussions!  

 

 

Please enroll me as a member of THE AFTER HOURS FILM SOCIETY.  This annual membership entitles me to mailings, discounted 
admissions, and special group benefits.   
 

  $25 Individual              $45 Family               $75 Sponsor              $200 Corporate            $500 Founder 

Make check payable to THE AFTER HOURS FILM SOCIETY and send to P.O. Box 5266, Wheaton, Illinois 60189. 

Name:                         New Member      Renewal 

Address:              Apt. #      

City:          State:     Zip:         

Phone:  Preferred:                  Other:           

E-Mail:                  E-Mail Newsletter as a  PDF 

THE AFTER HOURS FILM SOCIETY is a not-for-profit organization.  Thank you for your support! 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
Oh, no!! Allan is moving to Rhode Island!! 
 

Please join us on December 4 at we say farewell to Allan Carter 
and thank him for the last 28 years.  Allan has been an integral 
part of the After Hours Film Society from its inception to the 
present. He led us through 517 films and blessed us with his wit 
and wisdom. Let's celebrate his journey and wish him all the best 
in his new endeavor! 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 

 
 
 
 

 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 

 

 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

"An animated masterpiece!" 
 

Deadline 
 

Monday, November  20 at 7:30 pm 
 
 

Monday, October 2 at 7:30 pm 
 

 

 

"The best meals in life are worth eating thrice, and this 
one has been simmered in tangy new spices and aged 
to perfection!" 

David Ehrlich, Indiewire  

Monday, January 8 at 7:30 pm 

"Miraculous! Among the most life affirming romantic 
comedies of recent years" 

The Daily Mail 

Monday, December 4 at 7:30 pm 


