
      
      
         [image: Cover Image]




      
      ALSO BY DAVID THOMSON

      
      The Moment of Psycho:
How Alfred Hitchcock Taught America to Love Murder

      
      Try to Tell the Story: A Memoir

      
      “Have You Seen … ?”

      
      Nicole Kidman

      
      The Whole Equation:
A History of Hollywood

      
      In Nevada:
The Land, the People, God, and Chance

      
      The Alien Quartet

      
      Beneath Mulholland:
Thoughts on Hollywood and Its Ghosts

      
      Rosebud: The Story of Orson Welles

      
      4–2

      
      Showman: The Life of David O. Selznick

      
      Silver Light

      
      Warren Beatty and Desert Eyes

      
      Suspects

      
      Overexposures

      
      Scott’s Men

      
      America in the Dark

      
      Wild Excursions:
The Life and Fiction of Laurence Sterne

      
      Hungry as Hunters

      
      A Bowl of Eggs

      
      Movie Man



Copyright


Published by Hachette Digital


ISBN: 978-0-748-10850-3


All characters and events in this publication, other than those clearly in the public domain, are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.


Copyright © 1975, 1980, 1994, 2002, 2003, 2010 David Thomson


All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher.


Hachette Digital

Little, Brown Book Group

100 Victoria Embankment

London EC4Y 0DY


www.hachette.co.uk





      
      For Kate and Kieran


      
      Contents

      ALSO BY DAVID THOMSON


      Copyright

      
      Epigraph

      
      INTRODUCTION

      
      ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

      
      A

      
      B 

      
      C

      
      D

      
      E

      
      F

      
      G

      
      H

      
      I

      
      J

      
      K

      
      L

      
      M

      
      N

      
      O

      
      P

      
      Q

      
      R

      
      S

      
      T

      
      U

      
      V

      
      W

      
      Y

      
      Z


      
      
      

      
      The year before, I had been to the cinema for the first time and seen a film about a horse. I think it was called Black Beauty and was based on a famous book. The film was on at the Sture cinema and we sat in the front row of the circle. To me, it
         was the beginning. I was overcome with a fever that has never left me. The silent shadows turned their pale faces towards
         me and spoke in inaudible voices to my most secret feelings. Sixty years have gone by and nothing has changed; the fever is
         the same.

      
      —Ingmar Bergman, The Magic Lantern

      
      The great trouble is people trying to be funny. If they don’t try to be funny, then they are funny.

      
      —Howard Hawks, talking about Katharine Hepburn and
Bringing Up Baby, in Hawks on Hawks


      
      INTRODUCTION

      
      You are holding in your hands the fifth edition of a book that was first published in 1975. The book is now about one and
         a half times the size of the original, but still the form and nature of the book are as they were thirty-five years ago. But
         in 1975, the thing I called movie-going was primitive: it was me, theatrical screens I could get to, and the television screen.
         Today, that cozy triangulation has been shattered first by the thing called video (which allows one to see nearly everything
         ever made and saved) and then, more comprehensively, by various reaches of the Web which support an infinite openness called
         access, or blurred seeing. Yet somehow, with so much more to see, I wonder if people are watching as closely as once they
         did.

Let me put it this way: the five films nominated for Best Picture for 1975 were One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest, Barry Lyndon, Dog Day Afternoon, Jaws, and Nashville. Well, not the greatest ever made, and I think Barry Lyndon was lucky to be there, but as its replacement you could have had Amarcord, Shampoo, Night Moves, The Man Who Would Be King, The Passenger, or Picnic at Hanging Rock. It was a pretty good year. I won’t take the space to list the ten films the Academy scrounged together for Best Picture this
         last year, because so few of them stand comparison with what 1975 had to offer.

Meanwhile, only the other day, in The New York Times, Tony Scott raised the question of whether film criticism (along with the critics) might be dying or disappearing. As often,
         he and the Times tried to have it both ways: yes, criticism is fading away, but, don’t you worry, it’s still capable of being terrific.

Critics guard their jobs and so they assume that there is a flag still flying and a city there to be defended. Those of us
         old enough know how much the general level of film knowledge is in decline—and sooner or later criticism becomes a part of
         history.

Whereas I think it’s more than obvious that mainstream filmmaking (or being in Oscar contention) is ebbing away. So films
         are for smaller, smarter audiences? Yes, and usefully so. But there are those of us who feel that film will never be the same
         if it comes to be a “worthy” rival to the novel, the art gallery, or the concert hall. Why? Because what those places have
         to offer usually beats intelligent, artistic, independent movies to hell. But those places once went in awe of some movies
         made at the height of the medium’s confidence—a time for everyone. You see, the everyone-ness of it all is vital. If the story
         is for you alone, or for me, then Faulkner, Joyce, Proust, and on and on, have done better than the best movies.

So welcome to the fifth edition of a book that is pledged to believing in what was once a mass medium, as well as in the archaic
         marvel of books, where one entry will lead you to another—as in a story. But do not be too surprised if this is the last edition.

This edition is updated. There are over a hundred new entries, but still there are careers omitted that deserve to be mentioned—in
         part that is because “film,” in one form or another, is spreading so swiftly, while memory fails us. In the next ten years,
         more than ever, we may need to change our definition of what a film or a movie is more than we have ever done before.

Keeping up with that international scene and the frenzy of what is “new,” and with the fragmentary wonders on the net, will
         become increasingly experimental. Still, some filmgoers and filmmakers want to know the outline of our great history, and I hope that this book is a step towards that. The picture on this edition’s jacket (chosen by the very talented Carol
         Devine Carson) is from a recent film, and one I love. But it serves as the illustration for this book because, inasmuch as
         it addresses the idea of education, it hints at the possibility that the teacher is a perilous person to sit down with—while
         the kid should stay wide awake.


      
      
      ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

      
      Writing the introductions to the several editions of this book can be a dispiriting affair. The author gets into a gloomy
         mood that fears times have changed (not necessarily for the better), and he is left alone, trying to make some sense of it
         all. No wonder the poor idiot is tempted to think enough is enough. But then, he comes to give thanks—to all the people who,
         one way or another, have shared in the ongoing “conversation” about movies. All at once, he realizes that he has such lively
         company, such friends and arguers. Moreover, the thanking has become the more enjoyable since I stumbled into the game of
         asking people for their three favorite films. The informal poll that emerges suggests how far movie buffs now live (or would
         prefer to live) in the past.

Anyway, I am grateful to all the people listed. I start with the publishing houses involved: long ago, at Secker & Warburg,
         where Tom Rosenthal (For a Few Dollars More, The Searchers, The Third Man) was decisive. At Knopf, I want to thank Bob Gottlieb for his unfailing editorial acumen and adventure (Tokyo Story, The Wind, The Lady Eve), Kathy Hourigan, maybe the book’s best friend (On the Waterfront, The Godfather, The Lady Eve), Jessica Freeman-Slade, sufficiently trained in the Knopf operation to help everyone and need three comedies (The Philadelphia Story, When Harry Met Sally, A Serious Man), Jonathan Segal (Les Enfants du Paradis, Casablanca, The Grand Illusion), Kathy Zuckerman, an inspired publicist (Breakfast at Tiffany’s, The Great Escape, Bright Star), Kevin Bourke whose copyediting and movie knowledge saved me from so many errors (Conte d’Automne, La Dolce Vita, North by Northwest), Carol Carson, who designed the jacket (Suspicion, Cría, I Know Where I’m Going), Virginia Tan, who designed the book (The African Queen, The Wizard of Oz, Midway), Roméo Enriquez, the production manager (Diva, The Umbrellas of Cherbourg, Field of Dreams), and Charles Spaulding, one of those who actually sell books across the country (Chinatown, Vertigo, Dr. Strangelove). Above all, my lasting thanks to Sonny Mehta. And in England, the same thing goes for Richard Beswick at Little, Brown (Some Like It Hot, Les Enfants du Paradis, The Life and Death of Colonel Blimp).

Next, there is a category of friends who are more or less in the business of film, or writing about it: Geoff Andrew (L’Atalante, Citizen Kane, My Night at Maud’s), Michael Athen (Le Feu Follet, The Party by Blake Edwards, and Zulawski’s L’Important C’Est d’Aimer), Michael Barker (The Big Sleep, French Cancan, The Eclipse), Adam Begley (The Rules of the Game, To Have and Have Not, Dr. Strangelove), Mary Corliss (The Seventh Seal, The Grand Illusion, Dodsworth), Richard Corliss (The Seventh Seal, The Lady Eve, Guru Dutt’s Pyaasa), Mark Cousins (The Shop Around the Corner, Imamura’s InsectWoman, A Moment of Innocence), Leslee Dart (The Sound of Music, The Purple Rose of Cairo, The Graduate), Lem Dobbs (The Great Escape, The Professionals, Zulu), Geoff Dyer (Tarkovsky’s Stalker and The Mirror, Where Eagles Dare), Mark Feeney (Wings of Desire, Night Mail, The Palm Beach Story), Scott Foundas (The Shop Around the Corner, Pierrot le Fou, Diary of a Country Priest), Jonathan Galassi (Raging Bull, The Leopard, All AboutMy Mother), Paul Gambaccini (Citizen Kane, Les Enfants du Paradis, Mean Streets), Sarah Gavron (Fanny and Alexander, The Piano, and Distant Voices, Still Lives), Tom Gunning (Vertigo, The Searchers, Sunrise), Michael Hann (Beautiful Girls, Where Eagles Dare, The Godfather Part II), Molly Haskell (Madame de … , His Girl Friday, The Magnificent Ambersons), Darcy Hettrich (The Red Shoes, Gigi, A Face in the Crowd), Alexander Horwath (The Wedding March, Contempt, I’m Not There), Nick James (Andrei Rublev, Apocalypse Now, I Know Where I’m Going), Richard T. Jameson (Sunrise, The Woman in the Window, The Ballad of Cable Hogue), Elliott Kastner (Gunga Din, The Adventures of Robin Hood, The Maltese Falcon), Crosby Kemper (She Wore a Yellow Ribbon, His Girl Friday, The Miracle of Morgan’s Creek), Ann Kolson (The Red Shoes, Wings of Desire, The Sweet Hereafter), Tom Luddy (The Rules of the Game, Citizen Kane, The Searchers), Greil Marcus (The Manchurian Candidate, Sunrise, Used Cars—the first half), Joseph McBride (The Magnificent Ambersons, Wagon Master, Trouble in Paradise), Patrick McGilligan (Citizen Kane, 8½, Nashville), Douglas McGrath (Gone With the Wind, Rear Window, The Night of the Hunter), Gerhard Midding (Rio Bravo, Madame de … , Vertigo), Laura Morris (The Discreet Charm of the Bourgeoisie, Nashville, M. Hulot’s Holiday), Kathleen Murphy (Sunrise, Only Angels Have Wings, Jules and Jim), Quentin Newark (Apocalypse Now, Lost in Beijing, Groundhog Day), Michael Ondaatje (La Jetée, Edvard Munch, The Emigrants), Geoff Pevere (Vertigo, Taxi Driver, Last Tango in Paris), Sarah Polley (The Thin Red Line, Scenes from a Marriage, Red), Antonia Quirke (On the Waterfront, Jaws, Loulou), Gary Rosen (Sunset Blvd., Shampoo, Chinatown), Andrew Sarris (Madame de … , The Rules of the Game, Ugetsu Monogatari), Holly Goldberg Sloan (The Bridge on the River Kwai, A New Leaf, Annie Hall), Peter Smith (Jules and Jim, A Matter of Life and Death, and Aguirre, the Wrath of God), Jim Toback (F for Fake, Mississippi Mermaid, Hotel Terminus), John Tibbetts (Picnic at Hanging Rock, The Magnificent Ambersons, The Crime of Monsieur Lange), Steve Wasserman (The First Teacher, A Brief Vacation, The Decalogue—which is cheating, I suppose, but he is an agent), Leon Wieseltier (La Ronde, Late Spring, His Girl Friday), Simon Winder (North by Northwest, A Matter of Life and Death, and Aguirre, the Wrath of God).

The last category is extended family, which includes the young who have by now forgotten things I once took them to, and the
         not so young who have grown weary trying to help me stay awake at some recent offerings: Kate (Festen, The Umbrellas of Cherbourg, Touch of Evil), Steve (Blade Runner, A Man Escaped, Apocalypse Now), Mathew (Kind Hearts and Coronets, Red River, Citizen Kane), Michelle (Cría, The Black Stallion, The Last Wave), Rachel (Top Hat, All About Eve, I Know Where I’m Going), Sean (Guys and Dolls, Cul-de-Sac, Gregory’s Girl), Isaac (Howl’s Moving Castle, Romeo + Juliet, Avatar), Grace (The Life of Brian, The Last Samurai, The Magnificent Seven), Joseph (The Mask of Zorro, Jour de Fête, Duck Soup), Nicholas (Ali—Fear Eats the Soul, Andrei Rublev, Mulholland Dr.), Zachary (Pulp Fiction, The Big Lebowski, The Godfather), and Lucy Gray (His Girl Friday, Madame de … , Mouchette).

      
      —David Thomson (His Girl Friday, Mississippi Mermaid,
Celine and Julie Go Boating)

      
      P.S. After careful tabulation, the poll (with an electorate of 72) has three favorite films in second place (with 4 votes):
         Vertigo, Sunrise, and Madame de … , but our winners, with 5, are His Girl Friday and Citizen Kane.

As far as votes for a director are concerned, Welles and Hawks are top with 10, Powell and Pressburger and Hitchcock get 8,
         Renoir 7.


      
      A

      
      Abbott and Costello: Bud (William A.) Abbott (1895–74), b. Asbury Park, New Jersey; and Lou Costello (Louis Francis Cristillo) (1906–59), b. Paterson, New Jersey

The marital chemistry (or the weird mix of blunt instrument and black hole) in coupling is one of the most persistent themes
         in tragedy and comedy. At their best, you can’t have one without the other. More than fifty years after they first tried it,
         Abbott and Costello’s “Who’s On First?” sketch is about the best remedy I know for raising laughter in a mixed bag of nuts—or
         for making the collection of forlorn individuals a merry mob.

Many people know the routine (written, like most of their stuff, by John Grant) by heart. Amateurs can get a good laugh out
         of it. But Bud and Lou achieve something lyrical, hysterical, and mythic. Watch them do the sketch and you feel the energy
         and hope of not just every comedian there ever was. You feel Beckett, Freud, and Wittgenstein (try it!). You see every marriage
         there ever was. You rejoice and despair at the impossibility of language. You wonder whether God believed in harmony, or in
         meetings that eternally proved our loneliness.

Lou is the one who has blood pressure, and Bud hasn’t. So they are together in the world, yet together alone, doomed to explain
         things to each other. They are companions, halves of a whole, chums, lovers if you like. But they are a raw display of hatred,
         opposition, and implacable dif -ference. They are also far better than all the amateurs. And if Lou is the performer, the
         valiant seeker of order, while Bud is the dumb square peg, the one who seems oblivious of audience, still, nobody did it better.
         If I were asked to assemble a collection of things to manifest America for the stranger, “Who’s On First?” would be there—and
         it might be the first piece of film I’d use.

At the same time, they are not very good, rather silly, not really that far above the ocean of comedians. It isn’t even that
         one can separate their good work from the poor. Nor is it that “Who’s On First?” is simply and mysteriously superior to all
         the rest of their stuff. No, it’s only that that routine feels an inner circle of dismay within all the others, the suffocating
         mantle next to Lou’s heart. It isn’t good, or superior; it’s divine. Which is why no amount of repetition dulls it at all.
         I think I could watch it every day and feel the thrills and the dread as if for the first time.

They bumped into each other. Bud was a theatre cashier where Lou was playing (around 1930), and he grudgingly took the job
         when Lou’s partner was sick. They were doing vaudeville and radio for ten years before they got their movie break at Universal:
         One Night in the Tropics (40, A. Edward Sutherland) was their first film, but Buck Privates (41, Arthur Lubin) was the picture that made them. There were twenty-three more films in the forties, a period for which
         they were steadily in the top five box-office attractions. Buck Privates, and their whole appeal, reflected the unexpected intimacies of army life.

They broke up in 1957, long since outmoded by the likes of Martin and Lewis. But there again, Abbott and Costello are the
         all-talking model (as opposed to the semi-silence of Laurel and Hardy) of two guys trapped in one tent.

Costello made one film on his own—for he had great creative yearnings—The 30-Foot Bride of Candy Rock (59, Sidney Miller). He died of a heart attack, which had always seemed about to happen. Bud lived on, doing next to nothing.

      
      Sir Ken (Klaus) Adam, b. Berlin, Germany, 1921

At the age of thirteen, Adam came to Britain, and stayed: he would be educated as an architect at London University and the
         Bartlett School of Architecture, and he served in the RAF during the war. It was in 1947 that he entered the British picture
         business, doing set drawings for This Was a Woman (48, Tim Whelan). Thereafter, he rose steadily as an assistant art director on The Queen of Spades (48, Thorold Dickinson); The Hidden Room (49, Edward Dmytryk); Your Witness (50, Robert Montgomery); Captain Horatio Hornblower (51, Raoul Walsh); The Crimson Pirate (52, Robert Siodmak); Helen of Troy (56, Robert Wise); he did uncredited work on Around the World in 80 Days (56, Michael Anderson), and assistant work on Ben-Hur (59, William Wyler).

Clearly, he was adept at getting hired by American directors, or on Hollywood productions, yet he did not seem overly interested
         in going to Hollywood. Indeed, he built a career as art director and then production designer in Britain, and he would be
         vitally associated with the design look and the huge, hi-tech interiors of the James Bond films: Soho Incident (56, Vernon Sewell); Night of the Demon (57, Jacques Tourneur); The Angry Hills (59, Robert Aldrich); The Rough and the Smooth (59, Siodmak); The Trials of Oscar Wilde (60, Ken Hughes); Dr. No (62, Terence Young); Sodom and Gomorrah (62, Aldrich); Dr. Strangelove (64, Stanley Kubrick); Woman of Straw (64, Basil Dearden); Goldfinger (64, Guy Hamilton); The Ipcress File (65, Sidney J. Furie); Thunderball (65, Young); Funeral in Berlin (66, Hamilton); You Only Live Twice (67, Lewis Gilbert); Chitty Chitty Bang Bang (68, Hughes); Goodbye, Mr. Chips (69, Herbert Ross); to America for The Owl and the Pussycat (70, Ross).

An international figure now, he worked increasingly in America, while keeping his British attachment to Bond and Kubrick:
         Diamonds Are Forever (71, Hamilton); Sleuth (72, Joseph L. Mankiewicz); The Last of Sheila (73, Ross); winning an Oscar for Barry Lyndon (75, Kubrick); Madam Kitty (76, Tinto Brass); The Seven-PerCent Solution (76, Ross); The Spy Who Loved Me (77, Gilbert); Moonraker (79, Gilbert).

Illness caused a significant gap in his work in the early eighties, at which time his only credit was as design consultant
         on Pennies from Heaven (81, Ross). Since his return, he has been based in America and Bond-less. He also seems to work on more modest projects, while
         staying loyal to Herb Ross: King David (85, Bruce Beresford); Crimes of the Heart (86, Beresford); The Deceivers (88, Nicholas Meyer); Dead Bang (89, John Frankenheimer); The Freshman (90, Andrew Bergman); The Doctor (91, Randa Haines); Undercover Blues (93, Ross); Addams Family Values (93, Barry Sonnenfeld); then back to Britain, with another Oscar, on The Madness of King George (94, Nicholas Hytner); Boys on the Side (95, Ross); Bogus (96, Norman Jewison); In & Out (97, Frank Oz); The Out-of-Towners (99, Sam Weisman).

      
      Isabelle Adjani, b. Paris, 1955

There is something so frank, so modern in her feelings, yet so classical in her aura, so passionate and so wounded, that Isabelle
         Adjani seems made to play Sarah Bernhardt one day. Why not? She is a natural wearer of costume capable of making us believe
         that the “period” world we are watching is happening now. She is bold, a mistress of her career, and has been a fiercely equal partner in her romantic relationships with Bruno Nuytten,
         Warren Beatty, and Daniel Day-Lewis.

Her mother was German, and her father Algerian and Turkish. When only a teenager, she was invited to join the Comédie Française,
         playing to great praise in Lorca and Molière. She has been making movies since the age of fourteen: Le Petit Bougnat (69, Bernard T. Michel); Faustine ou le Bel Été (71, Nina Companeez); La Gifle (74, Claude Pinoteau); and made an international impact as the love-crazed girl in L’Histoire d’Adèle H. (75, François Truffaut), for which she won an Oscar nomination.

She was on the brink again in The Tenant (76, Roman Polanski); Barocco (76, André Téchiné); Violette et François (76, Jacques Rouffio); made an uneasy American debut in The Driver (78, Walter Hill); as a woman infatuated with the vampire in Nosferatu, Phantom der Nacht (79, Werner Herzog); as Emily in The Brontë Sisters (79, Téchiné); Possession (80, Andrzej Zulawski); and Clara et les Chics Types (80, Jacques Monnet). 

She played the central victim, a version of Jean Rhys, in Quartet (81, James Ivory); L’Année Prochaine si tout va bien (81, Jean-Loup Hubert); Tout Feu, Toute Flamme (82, Jean-Paul Rappeneau); Mortelle Randonnée (82, Claude Miller); Doktor Faustus (82, Frank Seitz); as Antonieta Rivas Mercadi, a melodramatic arts patron, in Antonieta (82, Carlos Saura); was stark naked for much of L’Été Meurtrier (82, Jean Becker), something between an erotic force of nature and a village idiot; Subway (85, Luc Besson); entirely wasted in Ishtar (87, Elaine May).

She was the producer as well as the star of Camille Claudel (88, Bruno Nuytten), her most overwhelming and characteristic performance, as a woman in love with art, exhilaration, and
         danger. Once more, she was nominated for the Oscar. If only Warren Beatty could have given her a role as strong. After four
         years, she made La Reine Margot (94, Patrice Chéreau). Granted that she does films so seldom, why do Diabolique (96, Jeremiah S. Chechik), with Sharon Stone, or La Repentie (02, Laetitia Masson)? She has also made Adolphe (02, Benoît Jacquot); excellent again in Bon Voyage (03, Rappeneau); Monsieur Ibrahim et les Fleurs du Coran (03, François Dupeyron); an Almaviva in Figaro (08, Jacques Weber); La Journée de la Jupe (08, Jean-Paul Lilienfeld).

      
      Percy Adlon, b. Munich, Germany, 1935

1978: The Guardian and His Poet (d). 1981: Céleste. 1982: Letze Fünf Tage/The Last Five Days. 1983: Die Schaukel/The Swing. 1985: Zückerbaby/Sugarbaby. 1987: Bagdad Cafe.1989: Rosalie Goes Shopping. 1991: Salmonberries.1993: Younger & Younger. 1996: Hotel Adlon.1999: Die Strausskiste. 2000: Hawaiian Gardens; Koenigs Kugel (d). 2010: Mahler auf der Couch.

      
      After years working in theatre, in radio, and doing television documentaries, Adlon made his debut with a fascinating, full-length
         documentary on the relationship between writer Robert Walser and publisher Carl Seelig which is far from conventional—the
         film’s deepest intent is to undermine any set idea of the facts in the case. Céleste explored the way a maid viewed her employer, Marcel Proust. In both cases, there was a refreshingly practical and explorative
         sense of how creative people lead (and transform) their lives.

Since then, Adlon has moved toward a whimsical view of comedy that has won some international art-house following. Sugarbaby told the love story between a subway driver and a large woman who works in a funeral home. The woman was played by Marianne Sagebrecht, who went on to star in Bagdad Cafe and Rosalie Goes Shopping. These films are entertaining and serene screwball comedies, if not as challenging as Céleste or The Guardian and His Poet.

      
      Ben (Benjamin Geza) Affleck, b. Berkeley, California, 1972

Here is a test of critical responsibility. On the one hand, I have a soft spot for Mr. Affleck in that he is the only actor
         who has played, or is ever likely to play, the man who founded the school I attended. I refer to Edward (or Ned) Alleyne,
         the Shakespearian actor-manager and founder of Dulwich College, as offered in Shakespeare in Love (98, John Madden). I daresay I would be joined in this sentiment by other Old Alleynians—Michael Powell, Clive Brook, Leslie
         Howard, Raymond Chandler, P. G. Wodehouse, Michael Ondaatje, and Paul Mayersberg, among others. But I heard not one word from
         any of them, or from anyone, come to that, to dispute my other view that Mr. Affleck was boring, complacent, and criminally
         lucky to have got away with everything so far. If there was any doubt in my mind it was settled by the mere presence—and it
         wasn’t anything more than mere—of Affleck in the travesty called Pearl Harbor (01, Michael Bay).

Yet look what he has gotten away with: The Dark End of the Street (81, Jan Egleson); playing basketball in Buffy the Vampire Slayer (92, Fran Rubel Kuzui); School Ties (92, Robert Mandel); Dazed and Confused (93, Richard Linklater); Mallrats (95, Kevin Smith); the lead in Chasing Amy (97, Smith); Going All the Way (97, Mark Pellington); sharing in the script, and an Oscar, for Good Will Hunting (97, Gus Van Sant); Phantoms (98, Joe Chappelle); Armageddon (98, Michael Bay); 200 Cigarettes (99, Risa Bramon Garcia); Forces of Nature (99, Bronwen Hughes); Dogma (99, Smith); Boiler Room (00, Ben Younger); Reindeer Games (00, John Frankenheimer); Bounce (00, Don Roos); Jay and Silent Bob Strike Back (00, Smith); Changing Lanes (02, Roger Michell); taking over as Jack Ryan in The Sum of All Fears (02, Phil Alden Robinson).

I note that, into his early thirties, he is still playing one of the lads, just as in Pearl Harbor he was too old to be the boyhood pal of Josh Hartnett. He then made The Third Wheel (02, Jordan Brady) and Daredevil (03, Mark Steven Johnson). Gigli (03, Martin Brest), a famous celebration of his love for Jennifer Lopez, is already a legendary disaster. He followed with
         Paycheck (03, John Woo) and Jersey Girl (04, Kevin Smith).

And then the ghost of Edward Alleyne struck? After Clerks II (06, Smith), he was very good as George Reeves in Hollywoodland (06, Allen Coulter)—not a good film, but a sign of acting. He was good again in Man About Town (06, Mike Binder)—playing a Hollywood agent. And, at that point he wrote and directed the excellent thriller Gone Baby Gone, taken from a Dennis Lehane novel. Since then, he has done He’s Just Not That Into You (09, Ken Kwapis); State of Play (09, Kevin Macdonald); Extract (09, Mike Judge).

      
      James Agee (1909–55), b. Knoxville, Tennessee

James Agee looked a lot like a young Robert Ryan; he behaved as self-destructively as Nicholas Ray; but he was only himself
         as a writer on film. As one of his biographers, Laurence Bergreen, has written, “To Agee movies were not primarily a form
         of entertainment … they were … the indigenous art form. Good or bad, vulgar or exquisite, they were, more than any literary
         form, the mirror of American life. They were cheap, rude, hypocritical, democratic, occasionally inspired, usually humdrum—in
         short, they were American. For this reason he longed to find his way, however roundabout, into them.”

I take that last remark at face value: I think it was Agee’s wish, not just to be involved with film people, in the making
         of the work, but—literally—to be in movies. That doesn’t refer to some masked urge to act. It’s something far more extensive:
         Agee wished to be perceived like a character from the best movies—intensely romantic, darkly handsome, and desirable, yet
         aloof, tough, moody, and doomed. Plainly, even if you know, intellectually, that some films are foolish, still, it follows
         that anyone wanting to live on the screen has to have faith in the grandeur and gravity of film. And so it follows that Agee’s
         adult life coincides with the great age of self-belief in American cinema. Indeed, in 1945, he could write, in candor, “I
         can think of very few contemporary books that are worth the jackets they are wrapped in; I can think of very few movies, contemporary
         or otherwise, which fail to show that somebody who has worked on them … has real life or energy or intensity or intelligence
         or talent.”

Happy days—even if from this moment in time it is easier to have more respect for books.

Agee went to Harvard, edited the Advocate, and took up booze and poetry in quantity. He was always a womanizer, and a mess personally, but he found a journalistic voice
         that lasted for about twenty years. It extended to the text for Let Us Now Praise Famous Men (1941), that classic of the rural Depression and hard lives, where Agee’s text went with the photographs of Walker Evans—and
         in which Evans’s photography shines with a sensuality that Agee delivered personally to some of the poor women. It also equipped
         him to be a film critic at Time and The Nation for much of the forties.

He was far from reliable—he could write off Kane as a reservoir of hackneyed tricks, and he was of the opinion that Chaplin and Huston were without equal in America. But he wrote like someone who had not just viewed
         the movie but been in it—out with it, as if it were a girl; drinking with it; driving in the night with it. That direct physical
         response was new, it was done with terrific dash and insight, and it surely intuited the way people responded to movies in
         the forties. It was also, it seems to me, a powerful influence on Pauline Kael—I have a fond dream of the two of them snarling
         at each other, like the characters in The African Queen.

Which brings us to the vexed matter of Agee’s scripts. From the mid forties on, Agee made a set at Huston—it was authentic
         admiration, or hero worship, but it was also a pioneering case of the movie critic lusting to sit at the all-night dinner
         with the big guys and walk away with a writing job. Agee worked on the script and commentary of The Quiet One (49, Sidney Meyers); he did a script for The African Queen (51, Huston), which was substantially redone by others; he did the “Bride Comes to Yellow Sky” episode from Face to Face (52, John Brahm and Bretaigne Windust), and he wrote the first screenplay for The Night of the Hunter (55, Charles Laughton).

The last was undoubtedly his most valuable work, and while Agee’s script was painfully long and literary (nearly three hundred
         pages), I suspect that Agee’s vision and his Tennessee roots meant a lot to Laughton as he rewrote the script and made the
         picture. So it comes to this: that good writing about film should be very wary of trying to get inside the business, let alone
         inside the screen. But how are we poor devils to be prevented once we’ve sniffed that wild air?

As if to show what might have been, three years after his death he won a Pulitzer for his novel A Death in the Family.

      
      Danny (Daniel Louis) Aiello, b. Brooklyn, New York, 1936

In Once Upon a Time in America (84, Sergio Leone), Danny Aiello plays a bullying police chief liked and trusted by no one. He has just had a baby son, but
         the gangsters play a trick on him by removing identifying tags and putting the baby in a room full of look-alike infants.
         Primogeniture gone with the wind, and all the puff and bulk of Aiello the actor seething and weeping. The name of the chief
         is Aiello. Draw your own conclusion.

Some students have marveled that Aiello, credited with over seventy movies in the years from 1973 till now, did nothing until
         the ripe old age of thirty-seven. In fact, he was for years an official in the Teamsters Union who talked his way into acting
         jobs. He is a natural comic, a rather good singer, and a big soft show-off who likes to be the heavy. When well cast he is
         a treat—but trusted with too much he can inspire that practical jokester in all film units.

I won’t give a complete list, but here are the highlights: Bang the Drum Slowly (73, John Hancock); Tony Rosato in The Godfather, Part II (74, Francis Ford Coppola); The Front (76, Martin Ritt); Fingers (78, James Toback); Bloodbrothers (78, Robert Mulligan); Hide in Plain Sight (80, James Caan); Fort Apache, the Bronx (81, Daniel Petrie); Broadway Danny Rose (84, Woody Allen); a bigger part in The Purple Rose of Cairo (85, Allen); Radio Days (87, Allen); Man on Fire (87, Elie Chouraqui).

His own frequent suggestion that he was worthy of bigger things was matched with larger roles: The Pick-Up Artist (87, Toback); the betrothed in Moonstruck (87, Norman Jewison); The January Man (89, Pat O’Connor); Sal in Do the Right Thing (89, Spike Lee)—for which he got a supporting-actor nomination; Harlem Nights (89, Eddie Murphy); Jacob’s Ladder (90, Adrian Lyne); Hudson Hawk (91, Michael Lehmann); Mistress (92, Barry Primus).

He had his great chance being cast—beautifully—as Ruby (92, John Mackenzie). He was very good, but nobody wanted to know. He had another lead in Me and the Kid (93, Dan Curtis). But then he tripped up completely, being cast in the lead of the sour The Pickle (93, Mazursky). Nothing has been quite the same since that.

But he was very good in City Hall (96, Harold Becker); Two Much (96, Fernando Trueba); 2 Days in the Valley (96, John Herzfeld); on TV in the lead in the dreadful The Last Don (97–98, Graeme Clifford); Dinner Rush (01, Bob Giraldi); Prince of Central Park (00, John Leekley); a singer in Off Key (01, Manuel Gómez Pereira); The Last Request (02, John DeBellis); Mail Order Bride (03, Robert Capelli Jr. and Jeffrey Wolf); Zeyda and the Hitman (04, Melanie Mayron); Brooklyn Lobster (05, Kevin Jordan); Lucky Number Slevin (06, Paul McGuigan).

      
      Anouk Aimée (Françoise Sorya Dreyfus), b. Paris, 1932

Anouk—as she was originally known—is a princess of the French cinema, but a princess whose heart has been touched by Grimm
         cold. Those wide eyes and the grave face appeared to see a tragic destiny that could not be avoided, and that at times even
         held enchantment for her. She began in her teens in La Maison Sous la Mer (47, Henri Calef); in Carné’s unfinished La Fleur de l’Age (47); as a young lover on the outskirts of moviemaking in Les Amants de Vérone (48, André Cayatte); to England for The Golden Salamander (49, Ronald Neame). The part that best captured her fragile pessimism was in a short, The Crimson Curtain (52, Alexandre Astruc), as the girl who has a weak heart but submits nevertheless to her lover and dies. That soulful contemplation of self-destruction was borne out in Les Mauvaises Rencontres (55, Astruc); as one of Modigliani’s suffering women in Montparnasse 19 (57, Jacques Becker); and as the helpless girlfriend in La Tête Contre les Murs (58, Georges Franju). At this time, she moved vaguely between the new French cinema—Les Dragueurs (59, Jean-Pierre Mocky); Le Farceur (60, Philippe de Broca)—”international” parts, like the nymphomaniac in La Dolce Vita (60, Federico Fellini); and small parts in the Resistance in Carve Her Name with Pride (58, Lewis Gilbert) and The Journey (58, Anatole Litvak).

Lola (60, Jacques Demy) came as a surprise and a relief: at last she was allowed to giggle, flutter, to be animated, and to breathe
         a cryptic song into the camera—“C’est moi. C’est Lola.” The most magical of the New Wave films, Lola freed Princess Anouk and allowed her the flighty, romantic self-absorption of a chambermaid. However, Anouk’s newfound freedom
         did not result in an organized career, although she may not have cared too much, then or now. It must be said that serious
         roles have sometimes found her wanting. Perhaps so handsome and commanding a woman is really frivolous; certainly Lola has that effortless beauty that comes from relaxation.

After that, Anouk worked rather haphazardly: L’Imprevisto (61, Alberto Lattuada); Il Giudizio Universale (61, Vittorio de Sica); as one of Aldrich’s first lesbians in Sodom and Gomorrah (62); Les Grands Chemins (63, Christian Marquand); looking severe in spectacles in 81/2 (63, Fellini); Il Terrorista (63, Gianfranco De Bosio); A Man and a Woman (66, Claude Lelouch), which harked back to her capacity for being hurt; Un Soir un Train (69, André Delvaux); The Appointment (69, Sidney Lumet); as Lola again, stranded in America, in Model Shop (69, Demy)—a resigned woman now who sells herself to the fantasies of amateur photographers.

She was curiously indifferent to Justine (69, George Cukor). That normally most generous of directors called her “the great disaster … the only time I’ve ever had
         anything to do with somebody who didn’t try … indomitably refined.”

Well past forty, married to and divorced from Albert Finney, she appeared for Lelouch again in the forlorn Second Chance (76). Since then, she has been in Salto Nel Vuoto (80, Marco Bellocchio); as the wife in Tragedy of a Ridiculous Man (81, Bernardo Bertolucci); Qu’est-ce Qui Fait Courir David? (82, Elie Chouraqui); Le Général de l’Armée Morte (83, Luciano Tovoli); briefly in Success Is the Best Revenge (84, Jerzy Skolimowski); and increasingly as a touchstone for Lelouch—A Man and a Woman 20 Years Later (86) and Il y a Des Jours … et Des Lunes (90).

Beyond age, locked into beauty, she kept going:

Bethune: The Making of a Hero (90, Phillip Borsos); Voices in the Garden (92, Pierre Boutron); Rupture (s) (93, Christina Citti); Les Marmottes (93, Chouraqui); Ready to Wear (94, Robert Altman); Dis-moi Oui (95, Alexandre Arcady); with Daniel Gélin in Hommes, Femmes, Mode d’Emploi (96, Lelouch); at sixty-five, as Bathsheba in a TV Solomon (97, Hans Hulscher); Riches, Belles etc. (98, Bunny Schpoliansky); L.A. Without a Map (98, Mika Kaurismaki); Une pour Toutes (99, Lelouch); 1999 Madeleine (99, Laurent Bouhnik); Victoire, ou la Douleur des Femmes (00, Nadine Trintignant); 2000 Eve (00, Bouhnik); L’Île Bleue (01, Trintignant); Napoléon (02, Yves Simoneau); Festival in Cannes (02, Henry Jaglom); The Birch Tree Meadow (03, Marceline Loridan Ivens); De Particulier à Particulier (06, Brice Cauvin).

      
      Robert Aldrich (1918–83), b. Cranston, Rhode Island

1953: The Big Leaguer. 1954: World for Ransom; Apache; Vera Cruz. 1955: Kiss Me Deadly; The Big Knife. 1956: Autumn Leaves; Attack!. 1957: The Garment Center (completed by and credited to Vincent Sherman). 1959: The Angry Hills; Ten Seconds to Hell. 1961: The Last Sunset. 1962: Sodom and Gomorrah; What Ever Happened to Baby Jane?. 1963: 4 for Texas. 1964: Hush … Hush, Sweet Charlotte. 1965: The Flight of the Phoenix. 1967: The Dirty Dozen. 1968: The Legend of Lylah Clare; The Killing of Sister George.1970: Too Late the Hero. 1971: The Grissom Gang. 1972: Ulzana’s Raid. 1973: The Emperor of the North Pole/Emperor of the North. 1974: The Longest Yard/The Mean Machine. 1975: Hustle.1977: Twilight’s Last Gleaming; The Choirboys.1979: The Frisco Kid. 1981: All the Marbles.

      
      The decline in Aldrich, in the sixties especially, was a sad thing to behold. Distinct talent is no sure defense against the
         pressures of vulgarization and commerce, to say nothing of the talent’s urge toward sensationalism. In other words, the politique des auteurs—of which Aldrich was once a test case—is an uncertain basis for assessing careers, more revealing of the movie-mad, would-be
         auteurs who invented it than of real battlers like Aldrich. Aldrich had great hits in the sixties: Baby Jane, The Dirty Dozen, and Sister George were box-office payoffs for a man who had striven early to be his own producer. It was in exactly that period that a talent
         like Nicholas Ray vanished, unable to string projects together. But the contrast between, say, Kiss Me Deadly and The Grissom Gang, or Attack! and The Dirty Dozen, shows the woeful sacrifices that can come from keeping in work.

Kiss Me Deadly is still one of the best, and most surprising, American films of the 1950s, a lucid transformation of pulp Spillane into
         a vicious, insolent allegory of violence, corruption, and forbidding futures in America. Did overbearing producers and more restrictive
         censorship push Aldrich into a disciplined and even ironic evocation of brutality? Did the cheerfulness of the fifties allow
         such glittering darkness to slip through? The greater freedom on The Dirty Dozen only exposed the lack of self-control in the director, and the ease with which opportunist cynicism filled in the bold outrage
         of the Eisenhower era in Attack! Yet no one could say Dozen is more realistic—it is nothing but a pretext for violent fantasies and a model for too many later films.

Then there was the visual slovenliness that had overtaken the feverish, trapped imagery of the fifties. Melodrama and hysteria
         were always there in Aldrich, but Baby Jane, Sweet Charlotte, and Sister George are horribly calculated, smirking exploitations of sub-Gothic emotional horror. They are humorless, overheated films, harsh
         to their actresses, and only rarely achieve a kind of hysterical poetry—the close of Baby Jane is an eerie moment that caught the madness in American emotionalism. But The Dirty Dozen succumbed to the complacent strength Lee Marvin was prone to. Compare Marvin in that and Emperor of the North Pole with the ravaged sensitivity of Jack Palance in The Big Knife and Attack!, and the subtle disowning of Ralph Meeker’s Hammer in Kiss Me Deadly. (Compare Aldrich’s Marvin with The Killers or Point Blank.)

It seems odd now to recollect the distinguished apprenticeship Aldrich served as assistant director: The Southerner (45, Jean Renoir); The Story of G.I. Joe (45, William Wellman); The Private Affairs of Bel-Ami (47, Albert Lewin); Body and Soul (47, Robert Rossen); Arch of Triumph (48, Lewis Milestone); Force of Evil (48, Abraham Polonsky); The White Tower (50, Ted Tetzlaff); The Prowler (51, Joseph Losey); M (51, Losey); Limelight (52, Charles Chaplin). Did Aldrich’s first vitality grow out of the noir paranoia in Polonsky and Losey?

He tried to be his own man: the Associates and Aldrich was set up in 1955, and he had his own studio for a few years on the
         booty of The Dirty Dozen. But he had to sell it after a series of flops, and found himself back in the jungle again, suffering cuts from the interesting
         Twilight’s Last Gleaming, and ending his life on a run of coarse, disagreeable movies. Hustle, though, was closer to the old style and his feeling for pain, a bleak cop/prostitute picture that paired Burt Reynolds’s
         masochism with the lofty glamour of Catherine Deneuve.

Then there is Ulzana’s Raid—a sequel to Apache, one of the best films of the seventies, and a somber adjustment of the Western to the age of Vietnam. Burt Lancaster has
         become the weary scout helping the cavalry track down a rogue Apache in a movie that uses terrain and loyalty as interactive
         metaphors. From a fine Alan Sharp script, Ulzana’s Raid is austere and fatalistic. It is the one film in which Aldrich seems old, wise, and afraid. Suppose he had made only that
         and Kiss Me Deadly—he would loom as a master, magnificent in his sparing work. But he had to keep busy, and so his energy often went astray.

      
      Marc Allégret (1900–73), b. Basel, Switzerland

1927: Voyage au Congo (d). 1929: Papoul. 1930: La Meilleure Bobonne; J’Ai Quelque Chose a Vous Dire; Le Blanc et le Noir (codirected with Robert Florey). 1931: Les Amants de Minuit (codirected with Augusto Genina); Mam’zelle Nitouche; Attaque Nocturne. 1932: Fanny; La Petite Chocolatière. 1934: Le Lac-aux-Dames; L’Hôtel du Libre-Echange; Sans Famille; Zou-Zou. 1935: Les Beaux Jours. 1936: Sous les Yeux d’Occident; Aventure à Paris; Les Amants Terribles. 1937: Gribouille. 1938: La Dame de Malacca; Entrée des Artistes; Orage. 1939: Le Corsaire. 1941: Parade en Sept Nuits. 1942: L’Arlésienne; Félicie Nanteuil. 1943: Les Petites du Quai aux Fleurs. 1944: Lunégarde; La Belle Aventure. 1946: Pétrus. 1947: Blanche Fury. 1949: The Naked Heart/Maria Chapdelaine. 1951: Blackmailed; Avec André Gide; La Demoiselle et Son Revenant. 1952: Jean Coton. 1953: Julietta. 1954: L’Amante di Paridi; Femmina. 1955: Futures Vedettes; L’Amant de Lady Chatterley. 1956: En Effeuillant la Marguerite/Mamzelle Striptease. 1957: L’Amour Est en Jeu. 1958: Sois Belle et Tais-Toi. 1959: Un Drôle de Dimanche; Les Affreux. 1961: “Sophie,” an episode from Les Parisiennes. 1962: Le Démon de Minuit. 1963: L’Abominable Homme des Douanes.1970: Le Bal du Comte d’Orgel.

      
      The older brother of Yves Allégret and adopted nephew of André Gide, Marc Allégret had a long, pedestrian record, illustrating
         the way French cinema has sustained mediocre talents through warfare, the New Wave, and the pinched conditions of commercial
         cinema. Allégret’s first film was made in his capacity as secretary to Gide on a trip to Africa in 1925. According to Gide,
         on their return Allégret languished, “…or at least has not really worked; I fear that, for greater facility, he may give up
         the best in him.” A cryptic, poignant remark, followed by the confession that it was “for him, to win his attention, his esteem,
         that I wrote Les Faux-Monnayeurs. ” No Allégret film is anywhere near as good as the novel he inspired. When Allégret’s appetite for work revived, he became
         assistant to Robert Florey, whose Le Blanc et le Noir he took over when Florey returned to Hollywood.

In 1947, Allégret went to England and directed three films there, including Blackmailed, with Dirk Bogarde and Mai Zetterling. L’Amante di Paridi was a Helen of Troy extravaganza with Hedy Lamarr as the lady. A more convincing beauty was shown by Brigitte Bardot in Mamzelle Striptease. It is a mark of Allégret’s own staidness that he cultivated Roger Vadim as an assistant for ten years without ever dreaming
         of the lewd freshness with which Vadim would film Bardot—a meeting first accomplished through Allégret’s own projects.

      
      Yves Allégret (1907–87), b. Paris

1936: Vous N’Avez Rien à Déclarer? (codirected with Leo Joannon). 1941: Jeunes Timides; Tobie Est un Ange (not released). 1942: La Roue Tourne (uncompleted). 1943: La Boîte aux Rêves. 1945: Les Démons de l’Aube. 1948: Dédée d’Anvers; Une Si Jolie Petite Plage. 1949: Manèges. 1950: Les Miracles N’Ont Lieu Qu’une Fois. 1951: Nez de Cuir; “La Luxure,” an episode from Les Sept Péchés Capitaux. 1952: La Jeune Folle. 1953: Mam’zelle Nitouche; Les Orgueilleux. 1954: Oasis.1955: La Meilleure Part. 1957: Méfiez-Vous Fillettes; Quand la Femme S’en Mêle. 1958: La Fille de Hambourg; L’Ambitieuse. 1960: Le Chien de Pique. 1962: Konga Yo. 1963: Germinal. 1967: Johnny Banco. 1970: L’Invasion. 1975: Orzowei.1976: Mords Pas On T’Aime.

      
      The younger brother of Marc Allégret, Yves worked his way into directing quite slowly. He assisted his brother on Mam’zelle Nitouche (31) (which he remade in 1953 with Fernandel in the Raimu part) and Le Lac-aux-Dames (34). Yves also worked with Renoir on La Chienne (32) but spent most of the 1930s directing shorts or working as an art director. It was during the war that he began directing
         features, quickly establishing a Carné-like blend of naturalism and black poetry. The films were mannered, good looking, and
         well acted, especially those starring his wife, Simone Signoret—La Boîte aux Rêves, Dédée d’Anvers, and Manèges—but nothing prepares one for the achievement of Une Si Jolie Petite Plage, an indelible image of hell on earth, set in a wretched seaside town in winter, marvelously photographed by Henri Alekan and
         arguably Gérard Philipe’s finest study of romantic despair. The last scenes of that film are more chilling than any of Carné’s
         effects and immeasurably graver than the rest of Allégret.

      
      Joan Allen, b. Rochelle, Illinois, 1956

In person, Joan Allen is taller and prettier than you expect. On stage—especially in Burn This and The Heidi Chronicles—she has been a more expansive and compelling actress than film has admitted. And on the big screen, she is already one of
         our great supporting actresses, nearly automatically among the nominations, and a universal type whenever onlooking and long-suffering
         wives are involved. And, if you haven’t noticed, those are often the kind of wives that our movies seem to know best. Is this
         a modern reflection of the private lives of Hollywood executives, or a profound comment on American marriage? Whatever, it’s
         a limit that could be unfair to Ms. Allen—as witness the fact that Annette Bening got the “Joan Allen part” in American Beauty.

She had been closely associated with Chicago’s Steppenwolf Company, and her movies amount to a textbook for acting classes:Compromising Positions (85, Frank Perry); the blind woman, superb in the scene with the tiger, in Manhunter (86, Michael Mann);Peggy Sue Got Married (86, Francis Coppola);Tucker (88, Coppola); In Country (89, Norman Jewison); a classic supportive wife, with Beau Bridges, in Without Warning: The James Brady Story (91, Michael Toshiyuki Uno); Ethan Frome (93, John Madden);Searching for Bobby Fischer (93, Steven Zaillian); Mad Love (95, Antonia Bird); so good as Pat in Nixon (95, Oliver Stone) that she effortlessly revived our sense of those years and the emotion of newsreel, but thereby left Anthony
         Hopkins seeming all the more of an imposter; outstanding again in The Crucible (96, Nicholas Hytner);Face/Off (97, John Woo);The Ice Storm (97, Ang Lee); Pleasantville (98, Gary Ross);All the Rage (99, James D. Stein); Irish in When the Sky Falls (99, John Mackenzie).

She had a big part, and a nomination, in The Contender (00, Rod Lurie), but that horribly rigged film left her whiny, prim, overly “nice” and archaic. She was Morgause, the femme
         fatale, in TV’s The Mists of Avalon (01, Uli Edel)—and she began to seem past prime;Off the Map (03, Campbell Scott);The Notebook (04, Nick Cassavetes).

She got a thankless running part in the Bourne pictures (04 and 07, Paul Greengrass), and she was in Yes (04, Sally Potter); The Upside of Anger (05, Mike Binder); Bonneville (06, Christopher N. Rowley); Death Race (08, Paul W. S. Anderson); Hachiko: A Dog’s Story (09, Lasse Hallstrom); and sadly genteel as Georgia O’Keeffe (09, Bob Balaban).

      
      Woody Allen (Allen Stewart Konigsberg), b. New York, 1935

1969: Take the Money and Run. 1971: Bananas.1972: Everything You Always Wanted to Know About Sex But Were Afraid to Ask. 1973: Sleeper.1975: Love and Death. 1977: Annie Hall. 1978: Interiors. 1979: Manhattan. 1980: Stardust Memories. 1982: A Midsummer Night’s Sex Comedy. 1983: Zelig. 1984: Broadway Danny Rose. 1985: The Purple Rose of Cairo. 1986: Hannah and Her Sisters. 1987: Radio Days; September.1988: Another Woman.1989: Crimes and Misdemeanors; “Oedipus Wrecks,” an episode from New York Stories. 1990: Alice. 1991: Shadows and Fog. 1992: Husbands and Wives. 1993: Manhattan Murder Mystery.1994: Bullets over Broadway; Don’t Drink the Water (TV). 1995: Mighty Aphrodite. 1996: Everyone Says I Love You. 1997: Deconstructing Harry. 1998: Celebrity.1999: Sweet and Lowdown. 2000: Small Time Crooks. 2001: The Curse of the Jade Scorpion. 2002:Holly wood Ending. 2003: Anything Else.2004: Melinda and Melinda. 2005: Match Point. 2006: Scoop. 2008: Cassandra’s Dream; Vicky Cristina Bar celona. 2009: Whatever Works.2010: You Will Meet a Tall, Dark Stranger.

      
      “Woody” was the most famous film director in America from the late 1970s onwards, and then a reluctant household name as his
         famed soul-searching took a banana-skin skid into public scandal. Can he maintain his way of working? Is there funding for
         films whose budgets have steadily risen, and whose audience has never been large? Can he be merely amusing when he has drawn
         so melodramatic a trail through the courts and the public prints? More important, can he develop as an artist? Has he ever
         shown that unmistakable promise?

I am skeptical. In his films he seems so averse to acting yet so skittish about real confession that he risks dealing in self-glorification
         by neurosis. As an actor he stills momentum and betrays his films’ reach for reality. Moreover, some of his films are so inconsequential,
         so much a matter of habit, that they make his productivity seem artificial.

But his sense of movie theatre and narrative intricacy soared in the eighties (along with the budgets and the photographic
         quality), and there are two films that even this sour spectator adores —The Purple Rose of Cairo and Radio Days. In neither does Allen figure as an actor (he is the narrator of Radio Days). The first is a wonderfully clever, blithely light comedy about movies and dogged real life, while the latter is a new kind
         of film, a sort of imagined documentary montage, or a notebook of memories and scenes, utterly consistent in tone, a true
         portrait of a time. Yet Radio Days has not been a seed. Instead, it looks like a random brainwave in the night.

Can he break out of the claustrophobic self-regard that has always threatened to make yet more “Woody Allen” films? Can he
         hold his small but influential following, when they are the group most quickly (or automatically?) offended by reports of
         “incorrectness” in an idol? Part of Allen’s problem was only sharpened by the very messy battle with Mia Farrow and his own
         undeniable humiliation. For he always insisted on making movies about his own angst as a cunning diversion from true self-examination.
         For years, there had been an air of dissociation in his work that now seems fulfilled by some of his remarks during the year
         of public scandal. Has this authority on sensitivity ever trusted his own feelings or been their authentic victim?

Despite the fun of Sleeper and Bananas, Allen has never made a film free from his own panic. He has been a Chaplin hero for the chattering classes, yet he is trapped
         by something like Chaplin’s neurotic vanity. No director works so hard to appear at a loss. The thought of his making a Bergman
         movie (and the thought runs from Interiors to Shadows and Fog) is grotesque. He is so near to Bergman already, yet so timid about the Swede’s strength of commitment.

Allen is beset by certain death, elusive sex, the farfetched theory of romance, the immorality of pleasure, and the fracturing
         of cultural and personal ties that are replaced with chains. It sounds like respectable angst, but perhaps the ideals and
         the dismay were always precious and adolescent. The note of complaint in Allen’s work is shrill and even frivolous because
         it prefers the quick flash of one-liners and mocked stereotypes. Woody is so jumpy he has no patience with developed humor.
         Though his films have gained in polish and visual depth, the humor remains in the words and the meetings. There is very little
         sense of purpose, principle, or character in Allen’s way of looking at the worlds he creates. Thus we cannot escape the feeling
         of being trapped in an elevator with people who talk too much. (The idea of a blind director—treated in Hollywood Ending—was there years earlier.)

Human failure is Allen’s faith, and we all seem to know about his awkward childhood (though Radio Days glows with humdrum happiness). He was a dropout from New York University and City College. Since then, most ventures have
         prospered except marriage and family—his second wife, Louise Lasser, acted in some of his early films and went on to be Mary Hartman after their split. (It is as a parent, and as an influence on the young, that the real Allen has most alarmed his loyalist
         supporters—and surely that could be a pressing future subject for him.)

Allen wrote jokes to order and was hired by Sid Caesar for his TV show. A great admirer of Mort Sahl, Allen moved into live
         routines in nightclubs, and by the late sixties he was a dramatist and a screenwriter: What’s New Pussycat? (65, Clive Donner); Casino Royale (67, Ken Hughes et al.); and Play It Again, Sam (72, Herbert Ross), taken from an Allen play. His club routines were brilliant: his verbal dexterity had a higher energy
         level than we know from his films. He could assume, if briefly, the aggressiveness of a Groucho. But as he began a movie career,
         so his persona receded, and he acquired the security systems of being a victim. It took a long time—in life and on the screen—for
         the possibility to emerge that the “victim” might be tough, tyrannical company.

On Oscars night 1978, Allen was studiously playing Dixieland clarinet in a New York pub. Three thousand miles away Hollywood
         conceded the year to him: he won three Oscars (for script, direction, best picture) and Diane Keaton—his Isolde and his Nancy Drew
         then, as well as his girl—picked up the best actress prize. He avoided the awards night for reasons that could make an Allen
         movie—he might lose? he might win? it might look as if he expected to win? he preferred privacy to the cultivation of personality?
         or he preferred to nurture his persona in private? He claimed shyness, and nobody remarked on how oddly that sat with a film
         that revolves around its maker’s insecurities and uses its actress’s real name in the title —Annie Hall.

The film that followed, Interiors, seemed sculpted in Bergman’s cold elegant bone. Yet it was only porcelain or plastic, a model from medical school, not a
         piece of a body. Manhattan was a love song to New York—and by now we can see that Allen’s richest interest may be his city, for it is too vast and diverse
         to permit his glibness. Manhattan had a fine performance from Mariel Hemingway that was maybe the first piece of pure acting in Allen’s work, as well as the
         debut of a tenderness toward dangerously young women. But the cuteness in Manhattan—in lines, compositions, and in its escapes from scenes that needed more—showed the embarrassment Allen felt about his own
         assigned challenge: “serious” pictures.

Allen’s development in the eighties, his rate of work, and the sophistication of narrative were all seemingly devoted to ideas
         and attitudes against the grain of that decade. Yet Allen’s audience relied on urban yuppies, and his films only fostered
         that group’s self-satisfaction. He has tried darker views—in Stardust Memories and Crimes and Misdemeanors—and he has become very skilled with extensive, seething social contexts in which one piece of behavior is made more complex
         by the doings of others. He has fascinating ideas and ambitions as a screenwriter. Yet which Allen film challenges or threatens
         us, or burns into our memories? The films may run together—are we certain where that joke or this meeting occurred? Sometimes
         the context is so large as to be blurred; escape and slipperiness become more facile. There is something in Allen that always
         makes fun of ego, privacy, and obsession, and so with all his proclaimed inwardness he seems fearful of letting characters
         possess large inner lives. He makes many cameos of loneliness, but these are too often cute snapshots rather than tributes
         to an intractable condition.

But who else in American film provokes such arguments? And if Allen faces a crisis because of his own behavior, we should
         recollect how smart and resourceful he is. Perhaps his indefatigable unconscious mind knew he needed trouble and disruption.
         That does not seek to excuse any damage he has done. But suppose real damage could become his subject—as opposed to wisecracks
         about it? If Allen could be persuaded to quit his own films as actor and to work more sparingly, with unmistakable lead actors
         (as opposed to a stock company of guest shots), then there is still a chance that he could create something close to gravity.
         For he is the most inquiring dramatist at work in American film. He could yet be the kind of writer desperately needed by
         Coppola, Scorsese, and so many others.

By the end of the twentieth century, it was clear that Allen’s fecundity was chronic—though economics and his break with producer
         Jean Doumanian were further threats to the automatic one-film-a-year routine. Or was it that the routine, the momentum, kept
         Allen from proper examination of his work? Had habit overwhelmed the chance of art? It seemed to me that there was a wave
         of restored excellence —Everyone, Harry, and Celebrity—which came close to a really novel and brave scrutiny of modern reputation. But then Woody darted away into his own cuteness.

In the new century, he took off for England and seemed to relish the classy nastiness. Match Point could be Hitchcock and seemed a very promising departure, but by the time of Vicky … it was clear that Allen was wasting his own lively players.

So there’s too much—or too little reflection. Still, there are Annie Hall, The Purple Rose of Cairo, Radio Days, Deconstructing Harry. That’s four brilliant films that no one else could have dreamed of. And that’s what it’s about.

      
      June Allyson (Ella Geisman) (1917–2006), b. Bronx, New York

Trained as a dancer, she was a chorus girl while still at school, and went on to play in Broadway musicals. Her film debut
         was in Best Foot Forward (43, Edward Buzzell), which repeated a stage role. She was put under contract by MGM—as the sort of girl men overseas might
         like to come home to—for Girl Crazy (43, Norman Taurog); Thousands Cheer (43, George Sidney); Two Girls and a Sailor (44, Richard Thorpe); and Music for Millions (44, Henry Koster). Her petite, sore-throated charm was perfected in Till the Clouds Roll By (46, Richard Whorf); Good News (47, Charles Walters); Words and Music (48, Taurog); as Jo in Little Women (49, Mervyn Le Roy); with her husband, Dick Powell, in The Reformer and the Redhead (50, Melvin Frank and Norman Panama); and Too Young to Know (51, Robert Z. Leonard). Her image of cheerful wholesomeness found its apotheosis in the wife and, supremely, the widow in
         The Glenn Miller Story (53, Anthony Mann). With that experience of tears, she took on more dramatic roles, with little success: Battle Circus (53, Richard Brooks), incredibly as the object of Bogart’s affections; Executive Suite (54, Robert Wise); was surprisingly good (and nasty) in The Shrike (55, José Ferrer) and Strategic Air Command (55, Mann), in which she was forever looking for James Stewart in the sky. Thereafter she dwindled into romances and tame
         comedies: You Can’t Run Away From It (56), produced and directed by Dick Powell and allegedly a remake of It Happened One Night; The Opposite Sex (56, David Miller), legally a remake of The Women; My Man Godfrey (57, Koster), so removed in tone and effect that it made the term “remake” null; Interlude (57, Douglas Sirk); and A Stranger in My Arms (58, Helmut Kautner). She moved briefly into TV, but retired when Powell died in 1963. More recently, she was the murderess
         in They Only Kill Their Masters (72, James Goldstone).

      
      Nestor Almendros (Nestor Almendros Cuyas) (1930–92), b. Barcelona, Spain

Almendros was a beloved citizen of world film, a tender gentleman, a man of several languages, and an invaluable aid to many
         diverse directors. His book, A Man with a Camera, is as worthwhile as the movies he worked on, and so is the documentary Mauvaise Conduite (83), about gay life in Cuba that he photographed, cowrote, and codirected with Orlando Jimenez Leal. Yet Almendros is in
         this book because he was a very good director of photography, self-effacing yet inventive, and happiest if he could serve
         good directors.

Few cinematographers have demonstrated what I would call a singular creative character—John Alton comes to mind, Gregg Toland,
         Raoul Coutard perhaps. These are cameramen without whom certain careers and even genres might not have been the same. Yet
         photography is not that difficult, and not even that influential or decisive—I suspect that music and even editing have more
         effect on what we feel about a film than photography. The image is so fundamental and so wonderful in and of itself, but it
         is a given: every day, all over the world, millions of people take wonderful or useful pictures. Is it so remarkable that a
         few hundred people do it for movies?

In other words, I do not want to exaggerate Almendros as cameraman. He served several directors very well—Truffaut, Rohmer,
         Barbet Schroeder, Robert Benton. But do we know by their look or feel that, say, Mississippi Mermaid, The Aviator’s Wife, Reversal of Fortune, or Nadine are not by Almendros? I trust not, for he did shoot Nadine (87). Equally, I find it hard to make claims for a consistent photographic personality in films as varied as Places in the Heart, My Night at Maud’s, and Two English Girls. I am moved by the look of those films, but not convinced that Almendros brought more than appropriate skill and understanding
         to them.

There are two films where the photography is more forceful: Sophie’s Choice (82, Alan J. Pakula), with the sickly-saintly paleness of Meryl Streep’s face as she recollects; and Days of Heaven (78, Terrence Malick), with many miracles of natural light on the prairie, a movie in which—to my mind—photography has seeped
         into areas abandoned by the director. Days of Heaven is photographed to death. It is to the great credit of Almendros that he so seldom earned that rebuke.

He went to Cuba in 1948 and became an active cineaste there, photographing and directing many short films in what was a time
         of creative ferment. He studied at the University of Havana, at New York’s City College, and at Centro Sperimentale in Rome,
         all in the 1950s. From the early sixties on, he worked as a cameraman in Europe and in America.

He did these for Truffaut: The Wild Child (69); Bed and Board (70); Two English Girls (71); The Story of Adèle H. (75)—with a good sense of the Caribbean; The Man Who Loved Women (77); The Green Room (78); The Last Metro (80); and Confidentially Yours (82).

Then for Rohmer: an episode for Paris Vu Par … (64); La Collectioneuse (66); My Night at Maud’s (69); Claire’s Knee (70); Love in the Afternoon (72); The Marquise of O (76); Perceval le Gallois (78); and Pauline at the Beach (82).

And for Benton: Kramer vs. Kramer (79); Still of the Night (82); Places in the Heart (84); Nadine (87); and Billy Bathgate (91).

Beyond those, Almendros worked on The Wild Racers (68, Daniel Haller and Roger Corman); The Valley (72, Schroeder); La Gueule Ouverte (74, Maurice Pialat); General Amin (74, Schroeder); Cockfighter (74, Monte Hellman); Mes Petites Amoureuses (75, Jean Eustache); Maîtresse (76, Schroeder); Des Journées Entières dans les Arbres (76, Marguerite Duras); Madame Rosa (77, Moshe Mizrahi); Goin’ South (78, Jack Nicholson); The Blue Lagoon (80, Randal Kleiser); Heartburn (86, Mike Nichols); Nobody Listened (87, which he cowrote and codirected with Jorge Ulla); and the “Life Lessons” episode for New York Stories (89, Martin Scorsese).

      
      Pedro Almodóvar, b. Calzada de Calatrava, Spain, 1951

1974: La Caída de Sódoma (s); Dos Putas, o Historia de Amor que Termina en Boda (s). 1975: Homenaje (s); El Sueño (s). 1976: El Estrella (s). 1977: Complementos (s); Sexo Va (s). 1978: Folle, Folle, Fólleme, Tim; Salomé (s). 1980: Pepi, Luci, Bom y Otras Chicas del Montón/Pepi, Luci, Bom and Other Girls Like Mom. 1982: Laberinto de Pasiones/Labyrinth of Passion. 1983: Entre Tinieblas/Dark Habits. 1984: Qué He Hecho Yo Para Merecer Esto?/What Have I Done to Deserve This?. 1985: Trayler para Amantes de lo Prohibido (s). 1986: Mátador. 1987: La Ley del Deseo/Law of Desire. 1988: Mujeres al Borde de un Ataque de Nervios/Women on the Verge of a Nervous Breakdown. 1990: Tie Me Up, Tie Me Down!. 1991: High Heels.1993: Kika.1995: La Flor de Mi Secreto/The Flower of My Secret. 1997: Carne Trémula/Live Flesh. 1999: Todo Sobre Mi Madre/All About My Mother. 2002: Hable con Ella/Talk to Her.2004: La Mala Educación/Bad Education. 2006: Volver. 2009: Broken Embraces.

      
      Almodóvar was one of the most welcome explosions of the eighties and a sign of the new Spain. Whereas Carlos Saura (nearly
         twenty years older than Almodóvar) made intensely measured and psychologically reflective films, with the innate secrecy of
         someone raised under the Franco regime, Almodóvar is excessive, garish, outlandishly inventive, and irrepressible. He is openly
         gay, devoted to sexual confusion, and eternally committed to the chance of love. His mode is satiric yet generous and free
         from moralizing. He has remarked on his debt not just to Hitchcock, Wilder, and Buñuel, but to Frank Tashlin. Indeed, there
         is a cartoonlike abandon and delirium in his best films and a complete faith in the torrential subconscious. But his generous,
         affectionate nature is all his own.

A frustrated provincial (he came from the area of La Mancha), he moved to Madrid in 1967 and worked for the telephone company.
         He joined an experimental theatre group, he wrote comic strips, and he was active in rock music. He began making short films
         on Super-8 at the time of Franco’s death.

Almodóvar must mean more in Spain than anywhere else, yet his generation has been insistent on throwing out the country’s
         past. Still, he has preferred to work in Spain, with a striking band of actors—notably Carmen Maura and Antonio Banderas.
         Women on the Verge is his most successful film, the one in which gaiety, violence, and tragedy jostle together most dangerously. Tie Me Up, Tie Me Down! was a relative disappointment. An energy like Almodóvar’s needs to keep expanding or risk becoming mannered. So he may need
         to take on fresh, dangerous territory. America could prove a very fruitful inspiration, for he knows American culture, and
         he is ideally placed to smash our old, fixed dreams about what it is to be Hispanic. But All About My Mother was his largest and warmest film—a sweeping tribute to women, and one of those films to make you wonder if God didn’t mean
         the movies to be gay.
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