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In the second Twilight film, New Moon,
the audience is explicitly  introduced to
the idea of dangerous physical  intimacy
with a werewolf, yet this new Wolfman
keeps it relatively clean. 
Del Toro looks longingly at Emily Blunt‘s
exquisitely sculpted collarbone, a decent
distance north of undisclosed cleavage.
There’s even a kiss. But we have to wait
for a chaste full moon before all that hair-
sprouting, finger-lengthening and cranio-
facial distortion can kick off. 
So, no sex then.
Returning to his estranged father in 1891 –
to investigate his brother’s disappearance,
Lawrence Talbot (Benicio) falls for his
dead sibling’s mourning fiancée, Gwen
(Emily Blunt). But before this spark of
love can ignite, Lawrence is bitten by the
lunatic creature.running wild in the
moonlight. So must confront the beast
buried within himself! 
Cue: piano discord, howling wind, swirling
fog, a squeaking inn sign swings, and in
the bar a sudden eerie silence as the door
creaks open to a stranger’s footstep. “’ere
young sir, you be not from round these
parts?”. 
“An authentic yet strangely paced creature
feature; The Wolfman is a film at odds
with its Hammer roots. A mess of campy
performances and sometimes schlock
effects keep this from being a modern
horror classic.” (Jack Whiting)

The Wolfman
Tue 30 12.30

Director: Joe Johnston
Starring: Benicio Del Toro, Anthony

Hopkins, Hugo Weaving, 
Emily Blunt

Certificate: 15
Duration: 100 mins 
Origin: UK, USA 2010
By: Universal Pictures (UK) Ltd

Seraphine
Mon 29 2.00

Director: Martin Provost
Starring: Anne Bennent, Yolande Moreau,

Ulrich Tukur
Certificate: PG
Duration: 125 mins 
Origin: Belgium, France 2008
By: Metrodome Distributors

Provost’s biopic of Seraphine Louis
(later: Seraphine of Senlis) is a simple
tale of a cleaning woman from
provincial France. Her gift for painting
vivid, so called, primitive pictures was
discovered by (German) art patron
Wilhelm Uhde in 1912. 
“Plodding in its story telling, but sensitive
to its subject.” (Times)
Winner of seven César awards, including
Best Actress (Moreau) and Best Film,
Séraphine tells the remarkably true story
of this mysterious painter. Uhde (Tukur)
accidentally discovers her paintings while
poverty stricken Séraphine cleans for him. 
She is secretly resourceful, gifted and
very tough. Her unrelenting drudgery is
brightened only by solitary moments in
the countryside, and when we see her
making her own colours from foraged and
‘stolen’ raw materials including butcher’s
blood, holy candle wax and river weeds.
Uhde attempts to inspire her confidence.
But she is not easy, and he has his own
problems. Tracing the long-lasting
friendship between them, it delves into
Séraphine’s struggle with her deteriorating
mental strength, alongside the casual
horrors in the occupied French
countryside on the edges of the First
World war.
Provost’s poignant portrait of this,
forgotten artist, is a testament to the
mysteries of creativity and the resilience
of spirit. It is also a portrait of people
living in multi-layered danger. Don’t miss. 
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The main fault with Precious is that it
pushes empathy on you through shock
value and general nastiness, most of it
spouting from Precious’ rather
unrealistic mother.
Too often the film, is simplistic and
needlessly sentimental when it should be
complex and emotionally restrained.
Still, it’s not all low points, the film riffs a
fantastic urban flavour, and with a caring
bunch of supporting classmates Precious’
life seems less grim.
“Next time a film focuses on difficult
urban American upbringings, best leave out
Oprah Winfrey!” (Jack Whiting).
As for Mariah Carey, what was that about?
Here are all these fabulous unknown faces
then Ms Diva-diva-diva turns up with no
make-up? As for Lenny Kravitz..?
“There is no doubting the raucous, tactless
energy of the film, and the brilliantly brutal
performance from Mo’Nique  “an ugly,
seething cauldron of self-justifying
bitterness.” (Total Film)
“Like Angela’s Ashes set in 1980’s Harlem,
Precious is a big screen “misery memoir”
so keen to trace the hellish pathology of
familial abuse that it risks glorifying its
own subject. It is nonetheless grounded by
an accomplished debut turn from Gaboury
Sidibe. She is the subtly precious heart of
Precious.” (Times) 
It isn’t the transcendent  masterpiece that
some admirers would have you believe:
more like a black-comic nightmare.
(Guardian)

Precious
Wed 31 2.00

Director: Lee Daniels
Starring: Gabourey Sidibe, Mo'Nique,

Mariah Carey, Lenny Kravitz
Certificate: 15 
Duration: 110 mins 
Origin: USA 2009
By: Icon Film Distribution Ltd



38 Box Office: 01442 877759 DEAR MRS TRELLIS...

Bastards is not a gratuitous
swear word here. It is to play
with the notion of

‘illegitimate’.
It seems crazy now to think of being
born out-of-wedlock stigmatised as
being illegitimate. The word has been
lost to the new illegitimates –
‘inappropriate’, ‘issues around’ and
‘clarification’. The newest and ugliest
of these is ‘going forward’. This of
course replaces Thatchers ‘at the end
of the day’ and the fabulous weasel of
all phrases: ‘all right thinking people’.
“Going forward” is currently the best
of all sickly jargon. It invites some
sense urgency and importance. It is
professional. It is future. It is
progress. It is immediate. It is raring
to go, ready to act, right thinking and
above all; it is bullshit. No, it is prime
bullshit. Where else are you going to
go? There is no backwards or
sideways and the future happens every
second, just ahead of the Now! Going
forward is all there is. Dwelling is a
different matter. You can dwell in/on
the past future and sideways but
‘going’ is forward. Unless you’re

Dusty Springfield or you want to start
again. Then you’re not ‘going back’.
You’re going back to/with
someone/place/thought to take-on the
future together. Hence going forward. 
Watch out for it during the party
political bollocks of the next few
months. 
It is like all those others, an
illegitimate phrase. Thus, meaningless
like ‘erm’. 
In fact it is ‘erm’ using two words. 
‘Parking fees’ are two illegitimate
words. Since when did we agree to
pay to stop moving and get out and
walk? Cool Hand Luke was given
hard-labour for cutting the heads off
parking meters. We never agreed.
There was no vote. It is illegitimate. 

Now it is extended to Sundays and
bank holidays. Why? There is no extra
ground maintenance, only badly
dressed traffic wardens to pay for
working weekends. 

There is no reason, except one.
The one and only dirty reason
for all things – money/tax.

Some quango/comittee decided that,
going forward, there was a way to
steal even more money from ordinary
people. Make the helpless bastards
pay for yet another illegitimate tax!
After all, at the end of the day, it
would be inappropriate to discriminate
against Sundays, when it might raise
issues around Christian parking.
Whereupon clarification will be
sought, going forward, about Friday
and Saturday free parking to
accommodate other faiths?  It is time
to go backwards. Or at least stand still
and do nothing. Repair what is falling
apart, and leave the rest alone. 

Sunday parking. Don’t pay. It is
illegitimate. Come on, let all right
thinking people stand up and say
“Don’t pay the bastards!”

IILLLLEEGGIITTIIMMAATTEE,,  IINNAAPPPPRROOPPRRIIAATTEE......??

BBAASSTTAARRDDSS......
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AANNDD  TTHHEE  22001100  NNOOMMIINNEEEESS  AARREE......

Sandra Bullock - The Blind Side

Jeff Bridges - Crazy Heart

Penelope Cruz - Nine

Jeremy Renner - The Hurt Locker

Carey Mulligan - An Education

Christopher Waltz - Inglourious Basterds

Vera Farmiga - Up In The Air

Colin Firth - A Single Man
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As this goes to press we will
have raised over £800,000 in
just over five weeks.

For the third time (on Friday 12th Feb)
I saw we could do this, purely with St
Albans ‘real money’. 
The first was a remarkable public
meeting on a wet November Sunday. 
The second; early in January when a
cheque for £25,000 came in with just
two lines - “please find enclosed...
Thank you” and “Please acknowledge
receipt”. Nothing more. No demands,
business plans, facts or figures. Just
“thank you” and a receipt!

Then the FSA nonsense slowed things
down as deadlines were looming. 
However, cheques kept coming in, but
now I was worried. 
My small, handpicked group of legal,
professional and trusted advisors were
calmly working non-stop and unpaid,
to smooth the way for small local
investments, and time was running out. 
By a trick of the light or however these
things happen, the deadlines have been
unexpectedly stretched and the FSA
business resolved. So please, go ahead
- invest as small as you like. But soon.
Time is still tight. It is only a short
deadline reprieval.
Momentarily, I failed that trusted

‘team’ and was ready to fail you by
withdrawing. Instead I took a deep
breath and refused any hint of outside
venture capital which might demand
too much in return, attached to long
strings of influence. 
As with The Rex, this new St Albans’
Alpha cinema is not about personal
gain and must be run without
interference. 

It was pointed out to me last week by a
potential investor, if The Alpha works,
I stand to make a small personal
fortune? 
I didn’t care three/four years ago, when
I became marginally involved in the
campaign to save it. I don’t care now.
Though I might get ‘a dog to kick’
(what film?) 
Hence, was seriously considering
sending all your money back and
taking up knitting and drinking.

Then on Friday 12th Feb came a
letter explaining how a huge
investment/loan (plus ABL

payment!) had been painstakingly
considered, then sent spontaneously
without further thought.
With such commitment, the knitting
will have to wait. 
£800,000 in five/six weeks. 
We will do it.

SSTT  AALLBBAANNSS……  IITT  LLOOOOKKSS  LLIIKKEE  WWEE’’LLLL  DDOO  IITT……??
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My head is back on. From being at
rock bottom three weeks ago, and amid
all the unbelievable, hurried donations,
loans, investments and trust to beat the
deadline, it has taken one spark to wake
and remind me how important this is to
you, and how much thought, as well as
money, you have given. 

The best news is: we can buy the site
with £1million of real St Albans
money, small and huge, and ALL
extraordinary. This is a whole city
putting its money where its heart is. So
perhaps, in return, I owe you the will
and energy to make it work.

Thank you for your individual leaps of
unprecedented trust and faith. A little
more... £200,000 more!!! - will settle it.
Then we will have the Odeon site to
rebuild The Alpha. 
Banks, pro-investment, strings and
outside influences might be needed for
the small matter of the £2.5m to rebuild
it? We’ll see.

TTHHEE  BBEESSTT//FFAASSTTEESSTT  WWAAYY  NNOOWW  IISS......  
SSPPOONNSSOORREEDD  SSEEAATTSS
The best way now to win the race to
secure the site is to through sponsored
chairs. There are 500 seats for ‘sale’ at
£1000 a chair. Only 57 have gone.
Sponsoring the lot will bring us
£500,000. 

Your name, or that of a loved one, will
be printed in the foyer - AND now
(thinking what a great deal of money
for virtually nothing!) your chosen
name embroidered (knitted!) on to the
seat. With great thanks and respect to
those first 57 who have leapt already.

Next week you will hear that a new
‘Rex’ (The Alpha) will be re-born into
St Albans, or the site is no longer ours,
and your money returned.

The thrill of hope with the finishing
line in sight, should always carry
disappointment in its back pocket. 
That way a little sanity is preserved to
start again.

Visitor’s Book

09/02/10: our first visit to the most
wonderful cinema, it will not be our
last…many more showings to come.
So many films, so little time…ROLL
EM…. Thank you, Sarah and Neil 

13/02/10: Grease with the girlies! Such
a fab night! Champers and laughs! 

28/01/10: beautiful décor but then I 
am a sucker for art deco, however, to
revive great cinema and architecture
deserves high praise indeed. It was a
crying shame that ‘the rex’ wasn’t
included in the recent review of UK
independent cinemas in the guardian.
Surely blinkered journalism can be
their only excuse!

05/02/10: Nine! Beautiful setting other
than that absolute piffle! Excruciatingly
tedious! First time I’ve ever walked out
of a movie!

(Quotes from: ‘A Little bit of Brit Wit”
by Tom Hay)

“When they circumcised Herbert
Samuel they threw away the wrong bit.”
(Lloyd George)

“There are two types of women in this
world – those who like chocolate and
complete bitches.” 
(Dawn French)

“Coffee in England always tastes like a
chemistry experiment.” 
(Agatha Christie)

“This is one of the disadvantages of
wine; it makes a man mistake words
for thoughts.” (Samuel Johnson)

Loss Angeles is awful – like Liverpool
with palm trees.” (Johnny Rotten)

“Jogging is for people who aren’t
intelligent enough to watch television.”
(Victoria Wood)

“It’s okay to let yourself go, just as
long as you let yourself back…” 
(Mick Jagger)




