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Favela | Rising

Dlrs Jeff Zlmhal|st Matt Mochary US
(no cert) 80 mins, ICA

This arresting documentary tells of the
rise of AfroReggae, a socially conscious
Brazilian band born of violence and drug-
running in the Rio favela of Vigario Geral
in the early '90s. Anderson Sa, the band’s
founder and the focus of this film, dreamt
of being ‘arevolutionary druglord’ when
he was a kid, which speaks volumes
about his neighbourhood. As this fast-
paced but well-informed film tells us,
3,937 minors died as a result of violence
in the city between 1987 and 2001, and
the directors of ‘Favela Rising’ giveus a
taster of the situation by presenting
ample TV footage of bodies, blood baths,
drug stashes and firearms (usually an
ugly combination of all four). But music
and performance take centre-stage too,
and Anderson himself offers a story of

Slum sounds ‘Favela Rising’

hope; a former drug dealer, he’snow a
community leader and a local icon.
Both Anderson and this film pin the
rapidrise of AfroReggae —now asmuch a
socialmovement and a local education
projectas a music group — to one particu-
lar event that took place in Vigario Geral

in August 1993: the murder of four police- :

men by drug dealers, which in turn
prompted the police to enter the favela
and ‘massacre’ 21 inhabitants. The
‘Grupo AfroReggae’ began to publisha
radical local newspaper, AfroReggae
News, and the lyrics of its band —now

signed to Universal Music— dealt directly

with the community’s history and prob-
lems. ‘What do you want to be when you
grow up?’ Anderson asks one local kid.
‘Anoutlaw,’ the boy replies. Favela
Rising’ credits art with changing lives (it
cites a dramatic drop in drug crime in
Vigario Geral), but doesn’t lose sight of
its limitations either. Dave Calhoun

i
i can'twaitto Starc high school, gushing to
: herbestfriendsaboutclass hottie Mouse,
: whoduly invitesher toa party. Thestyleis
: televisual, the pop soundtrack dodgy; so
i far,soSwedish ‘Hollyoaks’. What follows,
: however, isa scene of impressively con-
i trolled discomfort thatmarks ‘The
i KetchupEffect’as more than teen fluff:at
i theparty,adrunken Sofie passesoutandis

The Ketchup

Dir Teresa Fabik S\'/;fe /Fin
Odeon Wardour St

(Amanda Renl erg)

leeringly photographed in compromising
positions by Mouse and his cohorts; her
nameis soonmud, her friends back off, her
teacher dadis unimpressed, and things go
frombad toworse... The film's aesthetic
mightbeunremarkable and its plotting as
prone to contrived histrionics asits charac-
ters, but writer-director Teresa Fabik
shows an acute eye for themyriad daily
mortifications of adolescence, and the bru-
tally Darwinian dynamics of the school
ecosystem—farmore plausibly presented
here than in the average US high school
flick. Renberg, rarely off-screen, alsoman-

i agestoconvey self-centred teenage angst

i withoutalienatingus; herrebuttal of her

: naiveform tutor’s inaneattemptsat conso-
: lationisa particular treat. Ben Walters

‘These Foolish
Things

: D|r Julia Taylor-stanley GB (12A)
104 mins, Central, see listings

: Thisappalling Merc ant [vory-lite
i romance aboutanaspiring young

: actressin ‘30s London comes across

: like ‘Bullets over Broadway’ for the

i ITV2 generation. The main problem

¢ isthat when the film lurches into one of
! itsmany narrative cul-de-sacs,

i writer/director Taylor-Stanley simply
i adds more characters, never allowing
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“These Foolish Things’

enough time to acquire emotional inroads

i withany of them.

The sloppy period design consists

: ofabunch of jazz-handing extras with

i cigarette holders stuck in their mouths

: while the studied ’30s mannerisms feel

¢ like they’ve been cut and pasted straight
i from Wikipedia.

Anill-matched cast sees television

¢ drama ex-pats trade naff one-liners with
: thelikes of Lauren Bacall, Joss Ackland
: and Anjelica Huston, whose appearance
: addslittle pedigree to what amounts

i toamonotonous chain of formulaic

: romantic clichés. And the less said of

i Terence Stamp’s horrifying imperson-

i ation of John Gielgud’s silver-tongued

: valetin ‘Arthur’ the better.

i David Jenkins

Two forthe
Money

Dlr D J Caruso US (15) 122 mins,
Londonwide, see listings

Does Al Pacino turn down interesting job
offers in favour of this sort of Hollywood
fare thatallows him to phone-in another
heavy-eyed, shouty ‘Pacino’ perfor-
mance? Here, he plays Walter Abrams, a
New York sports-betting magnate who
thrives off the cut-and-thrust of his ques-
tionable business while struggling to
keepatbay hisaddictive leanings and a
threat of heart failure. A paternal instinct
(a strange theme, unexplained) drives him
to hire Brandon Lang (Matthew
McConaughey), an injured American
footballer who Abrams plucks froma
Vegas call-centre to become his star
employee. Together, they hosta TV show
and, for a while, the money rollsin...

This corruption of the sporting dreamis

was that the character of Abrams would
win through, but the sub-‘Glengarry Glen
Ross’ dialogue comesacross likeit's been
written for a Pacino-for-hire performance:
‘You're small, Jerry,’ shouts Walter. ‘You
belong ina can.’ The film’'s morality is
skewed too. How can we feel sorry fora
gambling victim and for Abrams? Pacino,
we deserve better! Dave Calhoun

: Dirs Michael Winterbotton, Mat
Whitecross GB (thc) 95 mins, Central

TheRoadto
Guantanamo

the mix of straight-to-camera reminis-

narrative—precludesilluminat-

TheHills
HaveEyes

. Dir Alexandre Aja US (18) 107mins,
;I e st M o ndonwideRseelistings)

i Impossible to fault Winterbottom and

: Whitecross's motives in questioning the
: thinking behind and disciplinary regime
: of the US anti-terror camp — unless

: you'rea diehard Bush-baby (even then

: youmay have qualms about the

¢ Administration’s attitude to internation-
i allaw). Butafew flaws undermine the
moral, political and dramatic force of the
: filmmakers’ ‘argument’ as they trace the
: trajectory of the ‘Tipton Three’ from the

i Midlands, via Pakistanand

i Afghanistan, toisolation, torture and

i misery in the camp. The filmis predicat-

i ed ona wholly unquestioning acceptance
i of themen’s ownaccount of why they

: werein Afghanistan and what befell

¢ them. The linear structure—which, for all
confused and uninspiring. Clearly the hope :
i cence, reconstruction and newsreel,

i amounts toan ‘and then, and then, and
: then...’
¢ ing digression and eventually makes for

i adegree of dramatic tedium. Finally, the

¢ docudrama scenes feel no more authentic
: than thoseinany stylish currentaffairs

: exposé. Still, the Three’s determination to :
: moveonis very affecting. Geoff Andrew

¢ This modern-day remake of horror

¢ classic ‘The Hills Have Eyes’ kicks off

i witha brief but brutal pre-title massacre
i that will have gore-hounds licking their
¢ lips inanticipation. Unfortunately, direc
: tor Alexandre Aja appears to have shot

: hisbloody load during this early

: sequence, as the rest of the film fails to

: liveup tosuch early promise. In fact, if

i you've seen Wes Craven’s 1972 original,
i it’s probably best to skip the next 45 min
: utesasit’s practically a scene-for-scene
 retread involving a squabbling family, a
: cross-country trip,a wrong turnanda
: band of mutant cannibals hungry for

: flesh. The second half of the flick fea-

: tures a few detours, including a little

: more motive and back story involving
: the creation of the ultimate nuclear fami-
i ly. Yet while the screenplay is tight, the
i performances solid and the direction

i superior to many of the horror recon-

i structions churned out inrecent months,
: one can’t help thinking that “The Hills

: Have Eyes’ isarather pointless exercise

that reinforces the age-old adage ‘If it

¢ ain’tbroke, don’tremake it’. Chzis Tilly

EvilAliens

 Dir Jake West UK (18) 89 mins,
: Odeon Wardour St

As ‘Mysterious Skin’ showed last year,
the tropes of '90s-style alien-abduction

i mythology can still be put to good use.
i This tongue-in-cheek, no-budget splat-
i terfest, however, feels like too little too
i late—too little suspense or wit, at least,

sithasno shortage of crass stereo-
ypes, bodily fluids or triple-breasted
nterstellar stunnas. The off-the-peg

: plot dispatches the cynical crew of

awdry satellite show ‘Weird Worlde’,
lus a geeky alien enthusiast, toa
emote Welsh island where a member of

: thesole, inbred family claims to have
: beenimpregnated by ETs. Ley linesand
: crop circles get a mention, but the focus

s on vigorous anal probes and cattle

i mutilation undertaken by invaders who
: make vintage ‘Dr Who’ monsters seem

ike the height of prosthetic sophistica-
ion. Such crudeness nixes any chance
f genuine menace, or even the gleeful

: spite of the marauders in ‘Mars

Attacks!’. Barring a couple of nice nods

: toJerry Springer and, er, The Wurzels,
¢ script, performances and direction are

esolutely banal and exploitative, rely-
ng on a splash of cum here, a crucified

i crow there. Ben Walters
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