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Monday, March 17, 7:30 pm

Reviewed by Thom Ernst | Original Cin | Rated R | 105 mins.

Kneecap is an unlikely Irish hip-hop trio whose choice to rap in their
traditional Gaelic tongue makes success even more improbable.

Then there is “Kneecap,” the movie, the band’s must-see music
biopic that won the NEXT Audience Award at Sundance. This is their
origin story — of sorts. The instinct is to believe everything, mainly
since the three central members of Kneecap — Moglai Bap (aka
Naoise), Mo Chara (aka Liam Og) and DJ Prévai (aka JJ) — play
themselves.

But when the film delves into their rambunctious antics involving
drugs, sex, and acts of anarchy — likely based on some truth — don’t
trust every word the film says. This is an easy enough task if you
don’t speak Gaelic, considering much of the dialogue can’t be
understood anyway.

The untruth in “Kneecap” is substantial enough to label the film as
fiction. Call it a "re-imagining," an “alternate truth,” or, to borrow a
term from the literary world, "creative nonfiction." But unless you are
familiar with Kneecap, their dedication to a cause, and their music,
you'd be hard-pressed to separate fact from fiction.

| doubt even familiarity would be of much help. The truth is Kneecap

Be Blue (2015), and director Richard Lester's inaugural boy band
classic, “A Hard Day's Night” (1964).

The three men who make up “Kneecap” perform, as did The Beatles
years before them, as versions of themselves (The Monkees too,
although not entirely in the same way). And like The Beatles, the
gents in “Kneecap” are natural on camera and make for loveable
young anarchists.

“Kneecap” is comparable to A Hard Day's Night but for the foul
language, excessive drug use, sex, nudity, politics and occasional
violence. It's A Hard Day’s Night out on the town with 24-hour Party
People. Ironically, the two films “Kneecap” most resembles are
British, considering the film's anti-British, anti-colonial sentiments.

Director Rich Peppiatt wrote the screenplay with Bap and Chara to
create the band's origin story — or at least an origin story “Kneecap”
wants us to believe. It starts with a frustrated, Gaelic-speaking high-
school music teacher (Prévai) being brought in by the police to
interpret an accused delinquent (Chara) who refuses to speak "the
Queen's English."

Prévai pockets Chara's notebook of original Gaelic-language
poems and, in them, finds the potential for politically ambitious,
commercially lucrative song lyrics. And out from the backdrop of a
cultural language war and the backlash against British colonialism,
the band Kneecap forms. Bap and Chara take centrestage as
frontmen, while acting manager Prévai adds additional vocals while
protecting his identity behind a ski mask.

Despite the film's broad strokes, including a bullish cop (Josie
Walker), a radical father who's gone AWOL (Michael Fassbender),
a frustrated single mother (Simone Kirby), an outraged public, a
verbally toxic love affair, and a careless, almost whimsical approach
to excessive drug use, this inauthentic biopic feels authentic.

“Kneecap” is a lively run of disobedience with lots of music. Its
excellent music, even if the vocals require subtitles.

At about two-thirds into “Kneecap,” | was struck by the
uncomfortable realization that all good things must end, and so too
will “Kneecap.” Like the feeling | get at an excellent live music
concert, | did not want the show to end. Yet it does. “Kneecap”
wraps up on a satisfying note, leaving behind the feeling of
experiencing something incredible.

“Kneecap” is one of the most likeable films this year. Turn up the
volume and enjoy.

In English and Gaelic dialogue with English subtitles.

Join Us for the Pre-Show Organ Concert!

David Rhodes and the Mighty Wurlitzer Organ light up the stage 30
minutes before the screening, so come early and enjoy the music!

TIVOLI THEATRE

5021 Highland Avenue | Downers Grove, IL
630-968-0219 | classiccinemas.com
$7 After Hours Members | $11 Non-Members

exists; they did struggle to be heard, and their confrontations with
authority, as well as enduring public outcry fueled by their fierce
allegiance to represent their native Gaelic tongue in their music, as
well as using lyrics celebrating drug use and a hedonistic lifestyle,
are very real.

“Kneecap” is the latest film to join a list of re-imagined music biopics
that range from the fantastical to the inspired to the weird. That list
includes Rocketman (2019), 24 Hour Party People (2002), Born to
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Monday, April 14, 7:30 pm

Reviewed Jessica Kiang | Variety | Rated PG-13 | 136 Mins.

The heartbreaking story of Rubens Paiva's 1970 disappearance at
the hands of the Brazilian military dictatorship is recounted, with
beauty and dignity, through the eyes of the wife and children who
lived through it.

Walter Salles’ deeply poignant “I'm Still Here,” the Brazilian director’s
return to his homeland and to the filmmaking form that yielded his
Oscar-nominated “Central Station,” begins where maybe every
movie set in Rio de Janeiro should: at the beach. A stray dog disturbs
a game of volleyball. Girls dab Coca-cola onto their skin as tanning
lotion. Little kids play football and flirty teens trade gossip about pop
stars and boys they like. In the sparkling water, Eunice Paiva (a
stunning turn from Salles regular Fernanda Torres) floats on her
back, squinting against the sun. There isn’t a cloud in the sky. But
there is a helicopter.

It is Christmastime in 1970 and Brazil is six years deep into the
military dictatorship that would last for another 15. But on a day like
this, amongst people like the Paiva family — Eunice, her engineer
husband Rubens (Selton Mello) their five volleyball-playing, Coke-
tanning, dog-adopting children and their live-in housekeeper Zeze
(Pri Helena) — its presence is mostly felt only in radio reports of
kidnapped diplomats and in the occasional army convoy that trundles
down the road separating the beach from their large, airy home.

As much as “I'm Still Here” is the story of this family and the
devastating state-sanctioned crime that was inflicted upon them, it is
the story of this lovely house (one where Salles himself, who has
known the real Paiva family since the 1960s, spent a lot of time as
an adolescent). It is a place thrown open to the world, to guests and
friends and foosball, and conversations about politics and music and
art, that gradually falls silent and fearful, is emptied of company, and
finally, of the family itself. One day, after serious-faced men in black
leather jackets have taken Rubens away “for questioning,” never to
return, and after she herself has endured many days in a filthy
detention cell being quizzed on resistance activities she knows
nothing about, Eunice asks Zeze to find the key for their never-
before-locked front gate, and that simple gesture feels like the end
of an epoch.

Having the fate of this well-appointed, upper-middle-class house
evoke that of an increasingly oppressed Brazil might seem like a
strained metaphor, but Salles’ deeply invested filmmaking is
remarkable in its grace and naturalism. In vintage, spongy colors,
interspersed with home movies shot by the eldest, movie-and-music-

mad daughter, Vera (Valentina Herszage) on a handheld Super 8
camera, DP Adrian Teijido’s gorgeously tactile photography gives
the whole film the texture of a story not being told but remembered.
As soundtracked to Gilberto Gil sambas and Caetano Veloso hits,
and elsewhere to Warren Ellis’ lovely piano and strings score,
there’s a melancholy in even the brightest moments of family
togetherness.

And it’'s not because of a sense of impending doom, but because
these scenes play like memories, and however happy, memories
are always on some level sad.

Perhaps if the focus was solely on the loss of Rubens — a beloved
father and husband who was moved by his conscience to help the
opponents of the regime in secret — the hue of nostalgia that
drenches the movie would become maudlin. But Salles’ real focus
(and that of the book by Rubens’ son Marcelo on which the film is
based) is resilience, especially as demonstrated by Eunice, who is
entirely embodied in Torres’ superb performance. The kind of
woman who is effortlessly elegant in every outfit, and whose
soufflés never stick to the pan, after her husband’s abduction and
her own terrifying ordeal, Eunice’s resourcefulness in raising her
children and starting anew despite her enormous grief and the cruel
denial of her husband’s fate by the authorities, become the
backbone of a story of survivorship and quiet courage.

Classical in form but radical in empathy, “I'm Still Here” arguably
does not need the follow-up sections — one set in 1996 and the
other in 2014 — that somewhat alter the emotional rhythm. But on
the other hand, these characters are so vivid that we don’'t want to
leave them either, and Eunice’s campaign for the official recognition
of her husband’s forced disappearance was a process that took
many years to bear fruit. Not only that, but the 2014 epilogue allows
us a glimpse of Salles’ “Central Station” star and Torres’ mother,
Fernanda Montenegro, in a brief role as the older Eunice.

And perhaps most crucially, having the film end with Eunice’s now
even more extended clan gathered once again in an airy garden for
a smiling family photograph, turns it into a cautionary tale,
addressed to those forces in Brazil and beyond, who would seek a
return to repression and rule by fear. The national spirit you seek to
subdue will outlast you. The people you try to oppress will live to
see you reviled and rejected by history, while those who resist will
have songs and stories written about them. They will inspire music
and art in celebration of their lives and will have movies as heartsore
and beautiful as “I'm Still Here” made in their honor.

In Portuguese with English subtitles.
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5021 Highland Avenue | Downers Grove, IL
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$7 After Hours Members | $11 Non-Members

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

AS LIGHT

Monday, April 28, 7:30 pm

Reviewed by Jessica Kiang | Variety | Not Rated | 110 Mins.

There is a moment early on in Payal Kapadia's “All We Imagine as
Light” — her second feature after 2021’s lyrical hybrid doc “A Night of
Knowing Nothing” — that exemplifies this gently coruscating movie’s
peculiar beauty. Prabha (Kani Kusruti) a hardworking nurse with tired
eyes rides the commuter train home at the end of another long day,
gazing out at the glimmering blur of the city. Her life is anything but a
fairground and yet, clinging to a pole to steady herself with the rushing
night air stirring her hair, she could almost be riding a carousel. Just
two features into her young career, Kapadia has established her rare
talent for finding passages of exquisite poetry within the banal blank
verse of everyday Indian life.

Prabha works in a slightly shabby local hospital, where she spends
her days tending to even the most difficult cases with a conspiratorial
compassion she rarely seems to extend to herself. There is a stiffness
within her that softens when she is caring for others and trying to solve
their problems, be it an elderly patient beset by hallucinations of her
dead husband or her best friend Parvati (Chhaya Kadam), a widow
who is being cruelly forced out of her home by ruthless property
developers. Husbands have a tendency to be dead or absent here:
Prabha’s own arranged marriage was still in its infancy when, some
years ago, her man left for Germany to find work, trailing promises to
send for her when he could. She hears from him less and less.

Prabha’s solitary daily commute brings her back to the apartment she
shares with fellow nurse, Anu (Divya Prabha), a pretty young woman
involved in a clandestine relationship with a Muslim boy, Shiaz (Hridu
Haroon). At first, Anu display a younger generation’s natural scorn for
Prabha as representative of the stuffy older cohort, sneaking in late
and lying to her about where she has been. And at first, the feeling is
mutual, with Prabha upbraiding Anu when a co-worker warns that her
not-so-secret trysts with Shiaz are starting to give her a bad
reputation.

Like the sisters in Jane Austen’s “Sense and Sensibility,” Anu is all
dreams and rebellion and amorous aspiration, Prabha all practical
capability. Anu texts Shiaz to imagine her kisses in the raindrops that
fall on his skin while Prabha hustles to bring the drying hospital linens
in to avoid the same downpour. But unbeknownst to both, they are
united by a streak of selflessness when it comes to their profession.
When a distraught young woman who at 24 already has three children
discovers her contraceptive options are too much for her to afford,
Anu slips her some pills for free.

Then two strange if hardly miraculous events occur that bring the
women indefinably closer. First, Anu brings a pregnant cat home and
it becomes their shared pet. And second, a package arrives from
Prabha’s far-off husband, containing, of all things, a shiny, expensive-
looking rice cooker that looks as alien to their tiny kitchen as the
monolith in “2001.” Inexplicably disturbed by the gadget and what it
means for the limbo of her marriage, Prabha stashes it under the sink.

Meanwhile, at work, Prabha finally relents and lets Doctor Manoj
(Azeez Nedumangad) — an out-of-towner who is finding it hard to
learn the language of Mumbai — take her on a nighttime walk. They
end up sharing little more than some heartfelt confidences. As shot in

DP Ranabir Das’s casually luxurious images, which are attuned to
about a hundred different types of practical light from glowing
cellphone screens to fairy lights to fireworks exploding over the
Mumbai skyline, this scene has an oddly gorgeous glamor to it. Few
films have ever so beautifully captured the lonesome romance of
Mumbai after dark.

It's a portrait of the city so unusually rich and lived in that it's almost
a wrench to leave it when, in the film’s second half, Prabha and Anu
make the journey to the village by the sea where Parvati, finally fed
up with the constant harassment of the Mumbai developers, is
moving back into her childhood home. But the location change soon
makes sense within the film’s larger theme of displacement. Both
Anu and Prabha originally hail from Kerala and this brief moment of
respite from the numbing bustle of massive Mumbai allows us to
focus more directly on the bonds of mutual support that have sprung
up between the women. We also discover how their fragile-seeming
connection has proven to have unexpected tensile strength.

It is here, away from the noise and judgments of the city, that Anu
and Shiaz’s affair comes out of the shadows when Prabha discovers
that he has followed his young lover. And it’s here too that Prabha,
who is in danger of disappearing entirely in Mumbai, swaddled in the
invisibility cloak of respectability and encroaching middle-age, gets
to acknowledge that maybe in Parvati and Shiaz and especially Anu,
she has found her own little tribe, and can quit waiting around for a
husband who may never return.

The film’s title is only ever obliquely explained, in a story someone
tells of a factory worker so exploited by his workplace’s gruelingly
long shifts that at times he could barely remember what the daylight
looked like. But at the gentle resolve of “All We Imagine as Light” —
which is nothing so strained as a neat wrap-up — while the tinkling
piano theme plays out one last time and strings of LEDs twinkle, we
can hope these women will not suffer the same fate. The light is all
around them, and if they have to imagine it, it's only because they
cannot see it emanates from within.

In Malayalam and Hindi with English Subtitles.

i student film festival

Watch Now!
2024 Anim8 Virtual Student Film Festival

Anim8, the After Hours Film Society's 21st Annual Student Film
Festival, is available online for viewing! Culled from 71 entries from
11 countries around the world, this special program showcases the
top-rated films from students of all ages. Watch from the comfort of
your home and celebrate this new wave of cinemal Go to
afterhoursfilmsociety.com/student-film-fest and enjoy.

Please join us for our thought-provoking
post screening discussions!
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“Bursting with creative exuberance and
‘ ‘ angry energy, “Kneecap” makes an

undeniable case for Irish hip-hop.”
KNEECAP

Monday, March 17 at 7:30 pm

A FILM BY RICH PEPPIATT

"A gripping, profoundly touching film."
—The Hollywood Reporter

Monday, April 14 at 7:30 pm

“Masterful. A luminous portrait of Indian
womanhood...announces the arrival of a

major dramatic voice.

Monday, April 28 at 7:30 pm

The After Hours Film Society is partially supported by a grant from the lllinois Arts Council.
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