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cinema

THE GREEN HORNET

THE GREEN HORNET
In cinemas now [M]
Director: Michel Gondry
Runtime: 119mins.

However unlikely, the rumpled Seth Rogen has 
found himself a superhero movie to star in. Originating 
on radio in 1936, The Green Hornet was a fairly obscure 
character who resembled a less tormented Batman, 
making a film adaptation the ideal vehicle for Rogen to 
shake up the genre. In his version, Britt Reid (Rogen) is 
the hard-partying, unambitious son of a wealthy news-
paper publisher who is inspired to fight crime – but not 
for vengeance or justice, it just makes him feel cool. 
Thusly he teams up with his ridiculously skilled me-
chanic, Kato (Jay Chou), and takes on the underworld.

Neither pure comedy nor stern drama, The Green 
Hornet is a superhero film with an identity crisis. It tries to 
be radical by featuring a halfway competent hero who’s 
genuinely funny rather than a fighting machine spouting 
one-liners, but also wants so badly to be a proper action 
movie that we’re subjected to a numbing stream of explo-
sions and car smashes. By veering too sharply between 
farce and professionally staged action, Rogen and his co-
writer Evan Goldberg undermine both. During the action 
sequences, you just want to get back to Rogen and Chou, 
but when we do, their investigations of the mystery get in 
the way. To compound the problem, Christoph Waltz’s vil-
lain seems to live in a different movie. His dynamite, Taran-
tinoesque first scene dwindles into tired criminal takeover 
cliches, culminating in a baffling decision to become a 
pseudo-supervillain that goes nowhere.

Fortunately, Rogen and Chou anchor the film with 
their engaging chemistry. Kato is the standout charac-
ter – the script initially setting him up as a mere sidekick 
with cool talents to exploit, but then demolishing that 
demeaning notion when he effortlessly stands up to 
Britt’s obnoxious demands. He has an inner life instead 
of simply being the token ass-kicking Asian character. 

The terrific comedy in his relationship with Britt is 
the best and only reason to see The Green Hornet. A re-
curring gag with a knockout gas gun is hilarious thanks 
to their deadpan timing. But while Rogen is still wonder-
fully himself, innovative film and music video director 
Michel Gondry seems lost. Most of the film is visually 
unremarkable and conventionally filmed with only oc-
casionally dazzling moments, such as a continuously 
fracturing split-screen shot as a kill order for the Hornet 
spreads. The film is definitely a noble attempt to strike a 
new chord in the superhero genre, but by failing to of-
fer much visual flair or less-formulaic action, it’s merely a 
middling superhero movie with more jokes.

HHH  JACK REED

TRUE GRIT
In cinemas Wednesday [M]
Directors: Joel & Ethan Coen
Runtime: 110mins. 

After their brief diversion into the autobiographi-
cal/existential oddness of A Serious Man, genre-sub-
versives the Coen brothers have returned to a literary 
source for another ‘straight’ film version of a notable 
American novel. 2007’s Cormac McCarthy adaptation 
No Country For Old Men was arguably the very best 
thing they’ve ever done, and consequently expecta-
tions are high for True Grit – based on a 1968 Western 
novel that lead to John Wayne earning his only Oscar 
when it was filmed by Henry Hathaway in 1969. 

Presented from the perspective of 14 year-old Mattie 
Ross, played by extraordinarily focused relative newcomer 
Hailee Steinfeld, the tale aims to be more-or-less a good 
old-fashioned Wild West adventure. Mattie’s father has 
been killed by the cowardly ranch-hand Tom Chaney (Josh 
Brolin), and the determined young girl won’t quit until the 
murderer has been hunted down and made to pay for 
his crime. To do this she enlists the services of US Marshal 
“Rooster” Cogburn (Jeff Bridges), a hard-drinking lawman 
with “grit”, quick to unholster his six-shooters; and Texas 
Ranger LaBoeuf (Matt Damon), a somewhat dim-witted but 
dogged pursuer of Chaney for the shooting of a politician 
in his home state. The initially ill-fitting trio then rides out 
into Indian country to hunt for Chaney, who has hooked up 
with an outlaw gang in treacherous winter terrain. 

Playing closer to the source material than the 1969 
version, the Coens’ True Grit feels less like a standard 
cowboy Western and more like an occasionally violent 
historical film. Aside from the detailed period design, this 
is mainly due to the wonderfully composed dialogue, al-
most completely free of contractions and delivered by 
each actor with spirited authenticity (although Bridges’ 
grizzled Cogburn sometimes borders on unintelligible, 
his accent as rough and broad as the countryside the trio 
explore). Playing less with genre conventions than they 
have before, the film is still peppered with distinctively 

Coen brothers moments – Mattie’s humourous first in-
troduction to Cogburn, who sits unseen in an outhouse; 
the jolting moments of bloody violence, and the rapid-
fire and very funny exchanges between the brutally 
sarcastic Mattie and the air-headed LaBoeuf. There are 
a few transitional scenes that seem to lack the Coens’ 
normally razor-sharp construction, meaning that the 
film doesn’t quite reach the heights of No Country…, 
but Roger Deakins’ sweeping cinematography, the su-
perb acting and the old-world spirit of adventure make 
it easy to ignore any minor shortcomings. Both Bridges 
and Steinfeld should be shoo-ins for Oscar nomina-
tions, and if it doesn’t pick up Best Adapted Screenplay, 
I’ll eat my ten-gallon hat. Funny, dramatic and at times 
thrillingly intense thanks to the Coens’ skill at creating a 
heightened reality, the film adroitly shows that even Old 
Testament ideas of vengeance come with a price. If only 
all such lessons were as entertaining as this. 

HHHH  TOPHER HEALY

ANOTHER YEAR
In cinemas Thursday [M]
Director: Mike Leigh
Runtime: 129mins.

Whenever word breaks that Mike Leigh has a new 
film coming out, his fans experience some conflicting 
emotions. There’s the thrill at the anticipation of facing 
a challenging cinematic experience for some; for others, 
like me, there’s also the knowledge that I’m going to have 
to be in the mood for watching the film – these are always 
emotionally draining outings. Walking into Another Year, 
I’d deliberately kept the slate clean so as not to take any 
preconceptions in with me. As it turned out, that wasn’t 
necessary – Another Year wasn’t a walk in the park, but 
it also wasn’t another Naked or Vera Drake, although this 

new film opens with a dramatically restrained perform-
ance that also features Imelda Staunton.

Staunton plays an astonishingly uptight housewife, 
who can barely contain her anger at her circumstances, 
and yet cannot acknowledge them to social worker 
Gerri (Ruth Sheen), who gently recommends seeing a 
counsellor. That’s the last we see of Staunton, but Leigh 
sets the scene in terms of scoping Gerri’s work life. Away 
from work Gerri maintains a quiet marriage with geolo-
gist, Tom (Jim Broadbent), in a house that’s oddly bucolic 
in the insanely busy London. The pair has raised a suc-
cessful son, and as they approach retirement, enjoy their 
hours together indulging in good-natured bickering, 
gardening, and occasionally entertaining guests.

A regular – and not always – welcome dinner guest 
is Gerri’s co-worker, Mary (Leslie Manville), one of those 
people who finds it necessary to fill the empty silences 
that Tom and Gerri don’t mind every now and then, and 
also desperate to maintain a constant veneer of brava-
do and cheer in the face of what seems to be an over-
whelming melancholy as she enters her autumn years 
alone. A ray of hope springs in her hosts’ eyes when 
they realise that another one of their single friends – 
Ken (Peter Wight) – might be able to kill two birds with 
one stone, but we all know that attempts at matchmak-
ing are often fraught with disaster.

Leigh has said elsewhere that Another Year is about 
mortality, but the film is also about ageing gracefully, 
disgracefully, and unwillingly, with one’s fingernails 
tearing in pain as they struggle to maintain a grip on 
a youth that is long-gone. While Sheen and Broadbent 
offer performances that resonate with dignity and 
grace, Leslie Manville’s agonising struggle with her 
own circumstances is really quite superb.

HHH  TIM MILFULL

REVIEWS

SCREEN GRABS :: CINEMA NEWS

 Palace Cinemas and Rialto Distribution are host-
ing a special Queensland premiere screening of 
The Girl Who Kicked The Hornets’ Nest – the third 
and final film adaptation of Stieg Larsson’s Milleni-
um Trilogy novels – on Thursday Feb 17 at both Bar-
racks and Centro cinemas, with all proceeds being 
donated to the Premier’s Flood Relief Appeal. Tick-
ets are $25 (which includes a drink) and available 
from the Palace box office at either cinema.
 National short film festival Flickerfest is re-
turning to Queensland in February this year, with 
screenings of highlights to take place at the Nam-
bour Civic Centre (Feb 18), The J in Noosa (Feb 19) 
and Dendy Portside (Feb 24-26). Australian touring 
highlights include The Telegram Man, starring Jack 
Thompson, Gary Sweet and Sigrid Thornton; Bee 
Sting, starring Brendan Cowell and Matilda Brown 
and Glenn Owen Dodds, featuring David Wenham. 
Check www.flickerfest.com.au for more details.

TRUE GRIT ANOTHER YEAR

dvd

KATE MILLER-HEIDKE

THE GIRL WHO KICKED THE HORNETS’ NEST

Music
KATE MILLER-
HEIDKE – LIVE IN 
SAN FRANCISCO
(Sony/MTV)
Only for the fans

Die-hard fans gener-
ally like anything that 
their chosen artist releas-
es, and I expect there will 
be no exception with 
Live In San Francisco. 
But as an apprehensive 
fan of Miller-Heidke, I 
feel this DVD does her 
no favours. We begin in 
San Francisco where Miller-Heidke is performing a 
stripped back set with merely a guitar accompany-
ing her and Keir Nuttal’s harmonies. Hearing her 
songs in this environment really shows the weak-
nesses that are hidden under studio wizardry on 
her albums. Her random operatic outbursts seem 
completely out of place and the one true moment 
of interest is when Ben Folds joins her to perform 
his song, You Don’t Know Me (originally performed 
with Regina Spektor). We then move to the special 
features, which involves an MTV special on human 
trafficking and a concert she performed in Nepal 
allegedly to 15,000 people (although I only see 
about 4000). It does raise some awareness on the 
issue, but it also comes across as a cheap market-
ing ploy. No money is raised from the concert and 
no one from Nepal is saved. Throughout the docu-
mentary in Nepal, Miller-Heidke plays the same 
songs as the San Francisco set. Many of these 
songs are again played in a park in London; two 
new songs are then played at the Enmore Theatre 
and at SXSW respectively, but by this point I am 
wishing for the DVD to end – desperately. There’s 
no denying Miller-Heidke has a great voice, but 
she litters her songs with vocal tricks that, as I said 
previously, do her absolutely no favours. If you can 
take one thing from this DVD, it’s that when she’s 
hot she really nails the writing and performance 
of a solid pop song – but when she’s not, it sounds 
like a cat screaming.  

HH  KRISSI WEISS

New Farm Park at  
Brisbane Powerhouse
Tickets at moonlight.com.au or at the gate. 
Gates open at 6pm, screenings at approx. 7pm

Sunday Jan 30
Fair Game M

All proceeds going  
to the Premier’s  
Flood Relief Appeal
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