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Film Festival’s Focus Is on Quality of Work, Not National Diversity
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Cave, first seen waking in his
light-flooded bed next to his wife,
says that he's been alive. As he
rises to then play subject and

narrator, master of ceremonies
ind perhaps puppet master, the
directors, lain Forsyth and Jane
Pollard, guide you back to many
of those days using a handful of
conceits, including a therapy ses
sion in which Mr. Cave discusses
presumably intimate (if obvious
ly not private), meaningful life
changing events, like his father
reading aloud passages from
“Lolita.

Mr. Cave himself isn't an espe-
cially reliable narrator, but he's a
thoroughly diverting one, wheth-
er he's talking to his on-screen
rink or driving around Brigh-
ton, England, where much of the
movie unfolds. Every so often, he
chauffeurs a friend around the
area: Ray Winstone rides shot-
gun whereas, on another trip,
Kylie Minogue, as befits her pop
star status, sits in the rear, while
she and Mr. Cave discuss their
chart-busting collaboration,
“Where the Wild Roses Grow.” At
one point, Mr. Cave visits an ar-
chive where he and a handful of

wehivists pore over old memen
tos in a fanciful, quietly moving
episode that — much like this en
t explores the con
centric mysteries of memory.

> movie

FISH & CAT For its first 30 minutes
or so, Shahram Mokri’s one-shot
Iranian wonder, “Fish & Cat,”
proceeds fairly straightfory ard
ly, opening on a creepy, dilapidat-
ed restaurant where two scowl

ing men are milling outside un
d 1 colorless sky
Ik into the

They soon

oods — one car
s a jerrycan, while the other
hauls a white plastic bag that's
turned pink from whatever isin
side — where they meet a young
man and his father. When the
young man walks off, the camera
follows him all the way to a lake,
where a group of young people
has gathered to fly kites, which is
where the movie gets wonderful
lv weird. There, after the
man and another guy exchange
looks, the camera begins tagging
\fter this second guy and then it
follows a woman he meets, f
the characters v passing the
point of v like a baton

For all their walking and talk
ing, the characters don't
cially far
minutes after the young man first
enters the lake area and sees the
other guy, the story jumps back

n

Young

espe
That’s because about 15

in time to their initial encounter
and you see everything again,
only this time from a disquieting
ly different angle. Once again, the
the second guy,
only now everything looks a bit
different, including the camera
position and how the other char

camera follow

wters move through the frame
T'he movie jumps back several
times more and, as it leaps from
character to character, from one
point of view to the next, it adds a
new piece of the puzzle (and,
alas, a slaughtered bird). It's a
force — the cinematogra
ahmoud Kalari, who

A Separation” — and as qui
itical as it is brazenly cin

The New Directors/New Films
festival runs through Sunday. A
full schedule is at newdirectors

5

TR

The pop stars Nick Cave, driving, and Kylie Minogue, in back, in the experimental documentary
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A scene from the new Iranian film “Fish & Cat,” which uses the

cinematographer of the lauded film “A Separation.”
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SALVO A hit man, a blind girl and
the Sicilian mob: “Salvo,” the
first feature from Fabio Gras
donia and Antonio Piazza, sounds
as canned as Chef Boyardee. Yet
nothing turns out as expected in
this tense, beautifully acted mov-
ie, which is set against the stark,

desolate beauty of Sicily in and
around Palermo. It takes off
shortly after its title character
(Saleh Bakri, a magnetic slab)
»s his Mafioso chieftain from
'ral assassins in an abrupt,
back alley shoot-"em-up, and

Paths That Crossed
Cross Again
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lothers and Sons,” which
opened on Monday night at the
John Golden Theater inanim
peccably acted production direct
ed by Sheryl Kaller, is wrapped in
a sense of urgency that paradoxi

B —

tence: “First it will be a chapter
in a history book, then a para
graph, then a footnote. . . . It's al
ready started to happen. I can
feel it happening. All the raw
edges of pain dulled, deadened,
drained away."

That Mr. Mct

lally is doing his

e

ends up chasing one of the would
be killers back to a house occu-
pied by a blind woman, Rita
(Sara Serraiocco), who's count
ing money. A kind of love story
ell as a moral awak-
ening and even something of a
miracle that adds some old-time
religious mojo to the genre mix
for a movie that's at once implau
sible, impossible, brutal and sur-
prisingly tender

STORY OF MY DEATH This is the
fourth feature from the Catalan
director Albert Serra, which
makes its inclusion in this partic-
ular festival somewhat of a ques-
tion mark. But Mr. Serra, who's
racked up some passionate ad
mirers (“Story of My Death” won
top honors at the 2013 Locarno
Film Festival), is a largely un-
known quantity beyond the inter-

ensues ¢

BEGO ANTON AND ROMAN Vi
Viceng Altaié in the Catalan
film “Story of My Death.’

national festival circuit. Written
by Mr. Serra, his latest turns on
the powdered, bewigged and ex
piring Casanova (the eminently
watchable Viceng Altai6), who, in
between talking and reading in
the penumbral light, indulges in
coprophiliac sex and moves his
bowels. These modest, meaning
less shocks reverberate a little, of

course, but are less notable than
Mr. Serra’s grave self-serious
ness and his embrace of so many
familiar art film strategies, from
nonprofessional actors to long
takes, cryptic apercus and si
lences. The movie's high jinks,
deadpan humor (inadvertent or
not) and uneven production val
ues suggest Ed Wood by way of
Alexander Sokurov

Also recommended is “Return
to Homs," an unsettlingly inti

“20,000 Days on Earth,” part of New Directors/Ne:

Saleh Bakri and Sar

IAIN FORSYTH

s Films.

rraiocco in the mob film “Salvo,” set in

Sicily and directed by Fabio Grassadonia and Antonio Piazza.

mate, often grimly disturbing
combat documentary directed by
Talal Derki. Shot largely from in
le rebel strongholds in Homs,
the besieged Syrian city, during
battles from 2011 to 2013, the mov-
ie doesn’'t explain much of any
thing, but it does put you in the
center of the frightening chaos
This isn't for the fainthearted,
and viewers should be prepz
1o see the worst, including the
bloodied corpse of a child. On a
different note entirely, there’s
“She's Lost Control,” an improba-
bly plotted story about a sex sur-
rogate whose lonely New York
life is unpredictably upended
when she forms a relationship
with a client. The director, Anja
Marquardt, may not convince
you narrative
scene, she and her star, Brooke

ed

v, but scene to

Bloom, keep you watching and
wondering

Vivian Qu's “Trap Street,” set
in IH.I['['IH[V)LII“}\ generic Chi
nese city, opens unpromisingly
with lurching tone and broad act
ing. but flips midway when its
protagonist ac cidentally stum-
bles on a secret government facil
ity. The Israeli movie “Youtl
from Tom Shoval, involves a kid
napping that goes almost predict
ably wrong, though for somewhat
unusual reasons: Its two knuck
leheaded criminals (the real-life
brothers Eitan and David Cunio)
snatch a girl whose family, it
turns out, observes Shabbat and

won't answer their would-be ex
tortionist calls. 1t sounds funny,
almost ludicrous, but Mr
isn't remotely playing this for

Shova

laughs
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