
 
 
 

 

 
 

 

Monday, February 9, 7:30 pm 
Reviewed by Roger Ebert | Chicago Suntimes | Rated R | 96 mins. 

After Hours Film Society celebrates Rob Reiner, a filmmaker whose 
comedies have shaped how we talk about love, friendship, and all the 
messy spaces in between. When Harry Met Sally remains his most 
enduring touchstone — a film that treats connection with wit, honesty, 
and the kind of emotional intelligence that never goes out of style. 

As we revisit this classic, we honor Reiner’s gift for stories that feel 
lived‑in and true, and the pleasure of watching two people discover 
each other one sharp, funny moment at a time. 

“When Harry Met Sally…” is a love story with a form as old as the 
movies and dialogue as new as this month’s issue of Vanity Fair. 

It’s about two people who could be characters in a Woody Allen movie, 
if they weren’t so sunny, and about how it takes them 12 years to fall in 
love. We’re with them, or maybe a little ahead of them, every step of 
the way. 

Harry meets Sally for the first time at the University of Chicago in the 
spring of 1977, when they team up to share the driving for a trip to New 
York. Both plan to start their careers in the city – she as a journalist, he 
as a political consultant. Presumably they are both successful, because 
they live in those apartments that only people in the movies can afford, 
but their professional lives are entirely off-screen. We see them only at 
those intervals when they see each other. 

They meet, for example, several years later, at LaGuardia Airport. 

She’s with a new boyfriend. They meet again after that, when they’re 
both in relationships, and after that, when her boyfriend has left and his 
wife wants a divorce. They keep on meeting until they realize that they 
like one another, and they become friends – even though on their very 
first cross-country trip, Harry warned Sally that true friendship is 
impossible between a man and a woman, because the issue of sex 
always gets in the way. 

The movie apparently believes that – and it also suggests that the best 
way to get rid of sex as an issue is to get married, since married people 
always seem too tired for sex. That and other theories about sex and 
relationships are tested as if Harry and Sally were proving grounds for 
Cosmopolitan, until finally, tired of fighting, they admit that they do love 
one another after all. 

The movie was written by Nora Ephron, and could be a prequel to her 
novel and screenplay “Heartburn,” which starred Jack Nicholson and 
Meryl Streep in the story of a marriage and divorce. But this marriage 
seems headed for happier times, maybe because most of the big fights 
are out of the way before love is even declared. 

Harry is played by Billy Crystal and Meg Ryan is Sally, and they make 
a good movie couple because both actors are able to suggest genuine 
warmth and tenderness. This isn’t a romance of passion, although 
passion is present, but one that becomes possible only because the 

two people have grown up together, have matured until they can finally 
see clearly what they really want in a partner. 

Ephron’s dialogue represents the way people would like to be able to 
talk. It’s witty and epigrammatic, and there are lots of lines to quote 
when you’re telling friends about the movie. The dialogue would 
defeat many actors, but Crystal and Ryan help it to work; their 
characters seem smart and quick enough to almost be this witty. It’s 
only occasionally that the humor is paid for at the expense of credibility 
– as in a hilarious but unconvincing scene where Sally sits in a 
crowded restaurant and demonstrates how to fake an orgasm. I 
laughed, but somehow I didn’t think Sally, or any woman, would really 
do that. 

“When Harry Met Sally…” was directed by Rob Reiner, the onetime 
Meathead of “All in the Family,” whose credits now qualify him as one 
of Hollywood’s very best directors of comedy. Reiner’s films include 
“The Sure Thing,” “Stand by Me,” “This Is Spinal Tap!” and “The 
Princess Bride.” Each film is completely different from the others, and 
each one is successful on its own terms. 

This film is probably his most conventional, in terms of structure and 
the way it fulfills our expectations. But what makes it special, apart 
from the Ephron screenplay, is the chemistry between Crystal and 
Ryan. 

She is an open-faced, bright-eyed blond; he’s a gentle, skinny man 
with a lot of smart one-liners. What they both have (to repeat) is 
warmth. 

Crystal demonstrated that quality in his previous film, the underrated 
“Memories Of Me,” and it’s here again this time, in scenes when he 
visibly softens when he sees that he has hurt her. He is one of the rare 
actors who can make an apology on the screen, and convince us he 
means it. 

Ryan (from “Innerspace,” “The Presidio” and “D.O.A.”) has a difficult 
assignment – she spends most of the movie convincing Harry, and 
herself, that there’s nothing between them – and she has to let us see 
that there is something, after all. 

Harry and Sally are aided, and sometimes hindered, in their romance 
by the efforts of their best friends (Carrie Fisher and Bruno Kirby), who 
meet on a blind date arranged by Harry and Sally, to provide a 
possible partner for Sally and Harry. They’re the kind of people who 
don’t make it hard for themselves, who realize they like each other, 
and accept that fact, and act on it. 

Harry and Sally are tougher customers. They fight happiness every 
step of the way, until it finally wears them down. 

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!  
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Monday, February 23, 7:30 pm 

 

Rated PG-13 | 110 Mins. 

After Hours is delighted to bring the Oscar-Nominated live-action 
shorts to the screen once again. This year’s nominees showcase 
filmmakers who can build a world, break your heart, or shift your 
perspective in under forty minutes. Discover the films everyone else 
will be talking about before the rest of the world catches up. 

 

Butcher’s Stain: A Palestinian Israeli butcher working in a Tel Aviv 
supermarket is accused of tearing down hostage posters, and 
suddenly the job he depends on becomes a battleground. The film 
unfolds with a sharp, lived in sense of tension, revealing how quickly 
suspicion can harden into danger. A gripping portrait of a man trying 
to hold onto dignity in a world determined to strip it away. 

 

A Friend of Dorothy: A lonely widow and a teenage boy strike up 
an unexpected friendship after a stray football lands in her garden. 
What starts as a small interruption becomes a gentle, 
intergenerational bond that softens the edges of both their lives. The 

film glows with the simple pleasure of being seen — sometimes by 
the person you least expect. 

 

Jane Austen’s Period Drama: A Regency era romance goes 
delightfully sideways when a woman gets her period mid-proposal, 
exposing her suitor’s spectacular ignorance. With sharp wit and a 
modern pulse beneath its corsets, the film skewers centuries of 
misinformation with a wink. It’s fizzy, clever, and joyfully irreverent. 

 

The Singers: In a remote pub, a group of rough edged men drift 
into an impromptu sing off that reveals more than any of them 
intend. What begins as bluster becomes something unexpectedly 
vulnerable, as voices crack open the emotional lives they rarely 
share. A small, resonant gem about the strange ways music lets us 
tell the truth. 

 

Two People Exchanging Saliva: In a society where kissing is 
punishable by death and purchases are made through slaps to the 
face, a discontented woman becomes fascinated by a playful 
salesgirl. Their connection sparks suspicion in a world built on 
surveillance and fear. The film is darkly funny, sharply imagined, 
and quietly rebellious — a love story smuggled into a dystopia. 

 

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.        
                              

  $30 Individual              $55 Family               $100 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! 



 

Monday, March 2, 7:30 pm 
 

Reviewed by Brian Tallerico | RogerEbert.com | Rated R | 132 Mins. 
 

Joachim Trier’s masterful “Sentimental Value” opens with two theme-
defining scenes. In the prologue, we’re introduced to a home that a 
child has reimagined as a character for an essay, wondering if it’s 
happier when its belly is full of life, asking if it feels pain when its 
window is slammed. In the scene that follows the title card, we meet 
an actress in the middle of a breakdown before her opening night. She 
tries to run away from the full house before bursting into her version 
of The Seagull. A family home and the Herculean effort of 
performance. History, memory, expression, art, trauma—they’re all 
woven through Trier’s breathtaking drama, a movie that recalls Ingmar 
Bergman more than any he’s made yet but also one that truly cements 
his status as one of the working masters. It’s a movie that sneaks up 
on you like great fiction, blending theme and character in a way that 
allows it to live in your mind after you see it, rolling around what it 
means to both the people in it and your own life. 

The actress in question is named Nora (Renate Reinsve, even better 
here than in Trier’s acclaimed “Worst Person in the World”), whose 
mother has died early in the film, bringing her estranged father Gustav 
(Stellan Skarsgård, never better) back into her life. Nora’s sister 
Agnes (Inga Ibsdotter Lilleas) has a husband and son; Nora is 
sleeping with her married co-star in the play. Neither really wants Dad 
around. The wounds that led to the estrangement aren’t fully defined, 
but they seem deeper for Nora, which makes it all the more startling 
when her director dad says he’s written a movie for her to lead. She 
won’t even read the script. Reinsve and Skarsgard are so good in this 
first scene—one of several times you can say that about their 
breathtaking work here—conveying a history of micro- and macro-
aggressions that inform body language, cadence, and tone. His 
writing a part for her is an olive branch. She is not willing to take it. 

 

And so Gustav goes off to the Deauville Film Festival, where an early 
work starring a young Agnes is playing. A famous American actress 
named Rachel Kemp (Elle Fanning) is so moved by the film that she 
invites Gustav to join her entourage for dinner, striking up a friendship 
on the beach. Of course, Rachel takes the part written for Nora, and 
Trier gets to play with Bergman-esque themes of identity (there’s even 
a direct visual allusion to “Persona”), especially when the American 
dyes her hair to look like the director’s daughter. As Gustav works on 
the film, Nora flees every interaction, while Agnes, an academic 
historian herself, looks into the truth about the torture in WWII and the 
suicide of her grandmother, about whom much of Gustav’s film-within-
a-film appears to be about. “Sentimental Value” builds subtle 

emotional momentum. We know there will be emotional 
breakthroughs for these characters, but they don’t come 
melodramatically. They come gradually, patiently, and believably, in 
what’s unsaid as much as what is. The final powerful beat has no 
dialogue. It doesn’t need any. 

 

Believability is so essential to the success of “Sentimental Value.” 
There has rarely been a film in which the family dynamic is more 
genuinely defined than in this one. Skarsgard, Reinsve, and Lilleas 
disappear into their roles, playing father, daughter, and sister so 
genuinely. As it always is, it’s in the small choices. There’s a 
hysterical bit in which Gustav buys some very inappropriate DVDs 
for his grandson, and the knowing laugh that Reinsve gives him is 
just wonderful. They follow the moment of unspoken joy with a 
cigarette, laughing and smiling as they do so. Strained relationships 
aren’t only defined by their strain. And it’s often when we stop talking 
that old bonds reform just a little bit. When Hollywood mistakenly 
thinks that fraught family dynamics are only one thing, it leads to 
melodrama. Trier and his performers understand this, defining their 
characters outside of their greatest emotional upheavals, making 
them all the more powerful. 

“Sentimental Value” is largely a performance and screenwriting feat, 
which means the film’s remarkable craft is likely to go underrated. A 
minute here to lavish praise on the fluid cinematography of Kasper 
Tuxen and perfect editing from Olivier Bugge Coutté. Trier works with 
them to give a very talky film momentum for over two hours, granting 
the film a confident visual language without drawing too much 
attention to itself. The film is essentially broken up into chapters with 
hard cuts to black every few minutes, again giving it all the echo of 
great fiction unfolding in feature film form. 

Gustav’s film isn’t about one thing. Neither is Joachim’s. The text of 
Gustav’s appears to be about his mother, but it’s also very clearly 
about his daughter. And his grandson. And himself. It’s important that 
the two women at the center of this film are an actress and a 
historian. They represent artistic expression and historical curiosity, 
how the two intertwine, and how artists bring their lives into their 
work. Fanning is excellent at playing the well-meaning performer 
who can’t quite get to where Gustav needs her to be because she 
hasn’t lived it. She does the best job she can with a heartbreaking 
monologue in English during a rehearsal, but it’s even more powerful 
later when spoken in its original language. It’s truer in a way that 
Rachel can’t replicate. 

Watch Now! 
2025 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 cinema! Go to 
afterhoursfilmsociety.com/student-film-fest and enjoy. 
 

 

Please join us for our thought-provoking  
post screening discussions!  

 



 

AFTER HOURS GOES GREEN!  
 

Receive the latest AHFS information in your 
inbox ! Just send your name and email 

address to  info@afterhoursfilmsociety.com  
and say, “Sign me up! ” 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

                                                  
                                                                                                                     
 

 

  

 

  
 

 

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

“A transcendent movie masterpiece.” 
–IndieWire 

 

Monday, March 2 at 7:30 pm 

“The gold standard of romantic comedy.”  
–Peter Bradshaw 

 

Monday, February 9 at 7:30 pm 

 

Post Office Box 5266  
Wheaton, IL  60189  
 

Phone:  630.534.4528  
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afterhoursfilmsociety.com  

“Bold visions, intimate human moments, and 
the kind of filmmaking that reminds you how 
much can be said in under 40 minutes.” 
 

Monday, February 23 at 7:30 pm 

The After Hours Film Society is supported in part by 
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