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CANADIAN METAL, OBSES-
SIVE DEPECHE MODE FANS
AND... JUSTIN HAWKINS?

This year’s London Film Festival proved to be particu-
larly strong with its programming of music films, and
two documentaries proved to be amongst the surprise
highlights of the schedule. Anvil! The Story of Anvil (9)
is Spinal Tap, reality TV style. The Canadian metal
band have ploughed on since the Eighties, following
their dream of becoming metal superstars. Unfortu-
nately real life got in the way; declining sales and new
trends made Anvil an antiquated - if still ludicrously
passionate — prospect. Although the film focuses
heavily on their misfortunes (endless missed trains,
being second on the bill to a raffle), frontman Lips is
such a passionate character that you can’t help but
root for them as they seek a big comeback. It's
surprisingly touching too, with Lips and drummer
Robb Reiner’s brotherly relationship having endured
all manner of challenges.

A similarly great documentary also presented itself in
the shape of The Posters Came From The Walls (9),
equal parts a tribute and a comic look at the more
obsessive elements of Depeche Mode’s fan base. We
see a fan with a bizarre, utopian view of the band’s
Basildon hometown, others who have had to battle
their own society for their passion, and plenty of
people who found the Mode’s gloomy tones uplifting
in the old years of communist rule. Regardless of your
opinion of Depeche Mode, this is perfect viewing for
anyone who’s ever been devoted to a band.

Back in the land of fiction and Nick And Norah'’s Infi-
nite Playlist (8) is essentially Juno given a New York
indie scene makeover as Michael Cera (Nick) and Kat
Dennings (Nora) embark on a citywide road trip to
catch a secret gig by their favourite band. Although
too glossy and light-hearted to work as a drama, its
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sharp wit and likeable characters make for great
entertainment.

It’s funded by Crystal Palace’s perma-tanned chair-
man Simon Jordan, it features ex-Darkness man
Justin Hawkins as Screamin’ Lord Sutch, Carl Barat
as Gene Vincent and is Nick Moran’s directorial debut.
Judged on its collaborators, the Joe Meek biopic
Telstar (9) was going to be a work of a genius or an
absolute mess. Luckily, and despite some early
awkward comic turns from Ralph Little and James
Corden, it’s the former by some distance. Meek’s rise
to success is deftly handled with a fine performance
from Con O’Neil as the legendary producer, the music
is consistently excellent, and Moran depicts Meek’s
descent with the full horror it requires, making for a
great film with huge crossover potential.

FILM SECTION

Rachel Getting Married premiere: Anne Hathaway (second left) made the next
day’s tabloids; Robyn Hitchcock (far right) didn’t.

random victims from the city’s underclass. Although
Jobson attempted to make a very similar film with the
earlier and particularly dire The Purifiers, New Town
Killers is much more successful, with a gripping
premise and captivating visual style. The film occa-
sionally borders on caricature, with some blatantly
direct social commentary, but it’s well worth watching
- particularly for some nice soundtracks touches that
include a live performance from self-proclaimed
deathpunks Turbonegro and an excellent use of The
Enemy’s ‘This Song’.

Steve McQueen’s Hunger (9) has been widely
acknowledged to be a highlight of the year, but the
terrorist attack on Arsenal’s Emirates Stadium in
Incendiary (4), erm, wasn’t.

BRITAIN: CLASS WARFARE,
MICRO-BUDGETS AND
BOMBS AT ARSENAL

Telstar and The Posters Came From The Walls weren’t
the festival’s only impressive British showings. Film
London’s Microwave scheme to create low-budgeted
film previewed Shifty (7), a solid drama following a
day in the life of a Muslim crack dealer and his
friend’s attempts to stay out of the slammer following
his release. Although this has all the bleak themes of
a typically streetwise British drama - drugs, violence,
redemption - it possesses sufficient intelligence and
depth to hold its own alongside the likes of Adulthood
and Bullet Boy.

Former Skids vocalist Richard Jobson appeared to
aim for the iconic style of A Clockwork Orange and
the savage satire of American Psycho with his new
film New Town Killers (7) — and he almost succeeded.
Two wealthy Edinburgh residents entertain themselves
by playing a deadly game of cat and mouse with

®

ONE WEDDING, THREE
KOREAN BANDITS AND A
BASEBALL PLAYER

Jonathan Demme assembled a substantial crew of
musicians, including Robyn Hitchcock and TV On The
Radio’s Tunde Adebimpe, for Rachel Getting Married
(7), his tale of addict Kym (Anne Hathaway) returning
to her family for her sister’s wedding. Kym is one of
cinema’s less endearing characters of recent years,
but Demme’s loose, vaguely Dogme approach makes
Rachel Getting Married a worthy study of family
tension and forgiveness, and perhaps one that will
feature heavily amongst the contenders come awards
season.

Atom Egoyan’s Adoration (6) was magnificently written
but docilely paced, making for a film highly admirable
and obviously sophisticated, if not exactly enjoyable.
Anna Boden and Ryan Fleck were much more
successful in Sugar (8), their first film since Half
Nelson. The tale of a young Dominican baseball
player aiming to make it big in America’s Major
League, Sugar balanced an authentic-feeling tale of
an outsider abroad with liberal dashes of humour and
a well-judged Spanish language version of Jeff Buck-
ley’s ‘Hallelujah’. If you liked Half Nelson, Sugar won’t
disappoint.

Finally, those with a more obtuse taste will have
enjoyed Korean non-stop action flick The Good, The
Bad, The Weird (8), which comes across like Jodor-
owsky placing Indiana Jones in an old school
Western, or the dryly surreal Louis-Michel (7), which
features terminally ill murderers, an accidentally snip-
ered cow, and back garden 9/11 recreations while still
somehow being a touch laborious. From the same
folk behind the similarly unhinged Aaltra, Louis-Michel
isn’t a film to be forgotten in a hurry.
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