“Holding onto anger? Man, it'll only destroy you
in the end...”
- Kiefer Sutherland, sober.

Fuck everyone else. There is no one else. No one I want to see. They've all gone. I'm the only
one left here. Wong Alan will be stuck here for life, being a fucking loser. Being a miserable
cunt. And from that perspective he'll be forced to see my ascent. So will Jing Zhang and
Adriana. They'll all witness my greatness and have to live with the fact that i'm better than them
and better than they'll ever be. You want to be a novelist, Jing Zhang? Really? Fuck you. You
can't write. Your writing embarrasses me. It embarrasses the fucking pen in your hand. If you
had hands, not claws. You're a hawk. A fucking hawky hyena thing. And you know nothing
about anything. Who else? I know there's more out there. Fucking cunts. They'll think different
about crossing me one day. One day real soon too. And I'll be there, I'll be there with my
fucking memory hat on, and they'll hear about it, I'll fucking tell them about what they did. HK
Magazine. I remember you. Remember me? No? I'm the one you didn't reply to. Remember
that? I'm the one you did reply to and said I was full of myself. Fucking arrogant, me? Yes, and
I don't care, I don't care if you say that about me, because it's warranted you little cunts. And
you're not even a magazine. You're an information giver. No one reads your fucking columns,
you clowns. They're laughing at you. Even your precious little ex-pats, they're laughing at you.
Why am I even giving you time here? I don't fucking know. Why am I giving any of you
anything? It's beneath me. I'm stooping down to fucking smack you in the face when I should
be looking down on you like a fucking sick dog. Eggers too, and his little rag. You're a literary
movement are you, Eggers? Fuck you, you're nothing. You're the worst of it. And I'm not even
bitter. I don't care if you ignore me, it doesn't matter anymore, because I'm above you, Eggers.
I'm fucking miles in the sky above your shitty little nothing office in Fran San. And your little
acolytes, fuck them too. Paris Review? Sorry, who the fuck are you? Who actually reads that
shit? Your little crafted stories, oh, look at the craft, the craftmanship, look at how they...how
they controlled the, I don't know, the fucking themes or whatever. Who gives a shit? No one.
Guardian? What the fuck have you ever done? Nothing. Fucking fakers. New Yorker. Fuck you.
Keep printing Stephen fucking King and leave the rest of us alone. But don't you ever come up
to me and tell me you give writers a chance. Don't you fucking embarrass yourself and do that.
You serve the fakers and you'll always serve the fakers because you know nothing. You know
fucking nothing about anything. And I don't care if you call me bitter. You probably don't even
know I submitted to you, do you? You don't have a fucking clue. And it doesn't matter, because

pretty soon I'll be a somebody and you'll come crawling on your fucking knees to me, and I'll
enjoy that moment, you little nothing cunts. I'll have a lovely fucking answer for you that day.
Fuck off, just so we're clear. Fuck off. Take your shitty little mag that no one reads and just
fuck off. Go join Little White Lies in the land of pointless magazineness. Fucking Little White
Lies. We don't like Empire or Total Film, so we're gonna make our own thing, which is exactly
the same as the thing we hate, because we have no fucking character or personality and we're
hipsters, and...yes, fuck you, Little White Lies. Nice covers, well done, but the rest of it's a
fucking embarrassment. What is the point of you? What is the point of any of you? And I don't
care if you call me bitter or angry. I don't care. Because I am angry. I'm not bitter, but I am
fucking angry and I don't care about calling out names. I don't give a shit. I'll let everything
hang out because you write shit then you deserve to be called out for it. And I'm calling you
out. The rope is ready, and I'm calling you out. You're bitter, you're bitter! I don't care. I don't
fucking care. I'm not holding my tongue just because you said no to me. I only gave you the
time of day because I was low and that's why. It wasn't respect. I don't respect anything you've
done because it's shit. It's fucking awful. So don't think I have any respect for you. Don't think
this is just bitterness for not being good enough to write for you. Because that's shit. That's
complete shit, because I am good enough, I'm beyond good enough. You have no idea and will
never have any idea how fucking good I am. It's beyond you. You read my stuff and you can
only be confused, can't you? You can't understand it, because, why? You only know shit. That's
why. You read and write shit every day and there's no way beyond that, is there? Well, that's
your fucking lot in life. I'm not gonna help you out anymore. You're on your fucking own. And
I'm gonna be standing above you watching, and I don't care what you think, I'm gonna enjoy it.

EDITORIALEDITORIALEDITORIALEDITORIAL
I was very angry on the other page there.
All that stuff was taken from-...

EDITORIAL EDITORIAL EDITORIAL EDITORIAL
I was very angry on the other page there.
All that stuff was taken from my diary actually. Or collected pages of my
diary over the last year or so.
…
Some of it's from two years ago even.
…
People say it's not a good thing, but it's important to hold onto your
anger.
…
It feels good anyway.
…
They can't sue me either. I'm not sure exactly, but it seems to me that
slander or libel is when you say they've done something they haven't.
…
But I never said they did anything. Only that they rejected me, but that's
okay, because it happened to me.
…
I can still call them cunts.
…
Dan told me there's a literati scene in London right now. Is literati the
right word? I mean, like a hipster scene, with stuff like Literary Death
Match. They only want beautiful people, he said.
Am I beautiful?
I don't know. I guess I look okay. Bit of a tramp in the last two years,
but not that bad.
…
I found one of these literati people online, one of the people who likes
beautiful people. It's not that hard to find them, they're right there,
talking and talking.

'There are lots of ugly people on this train. I hope they're not going to
Literary Death Match.'
That's what the literati person said online.
Not sure if it was tongue in cheek. Not even sure they have cheeks. But I
looked up a picture of some of these literati people, to see what they
meant by beautiful.
...
The first one I saw looked like a horse.
Not that I give a shit, but it's their standard.
…
Bret Easton Ellis used to call himself a pretty boy.
…
He doesn't look like a horse. But he doesn't look like a pretty boy either.
More like an accountant. And a fat accountant now. What the hell happened
to him?
Is that slander? Or libel?
…
Fuck it, too much on beauty.
…
This editorial's stretching out a bit. I'm doing too many of those one line
things and then '…'. It wastes a lot of space. So, I'll start grouping
things together more. I have something to say. It is about me. And I need
you to buy it because I still don't have a job.
My book is out with Eight Cuts Gallery Press. It's called Charcoal and,
honestly, it's a bit of a whinge, but not the worst thing out there. If
you're tired of that Cloud Atlas shit then maybe you could give it a shot.
And there's another book there, called 'The Dead Beat'...that's decent too.
Oh yeah, and there are new writers this issue. Marc Horne and Toby Austin
Gooley. One did the preview section, the other drew the weird pics. They
probably do stuff elsewhere too, so look them up.
…
Man, I'm still annoyed about those literati people.

...what the fuck have they ever done? They say they're underground, I read it on their profiles
and all the publicity shit they have and they say it, they say acclaimed from the underground,
and then, man, I look at the details, at the small letters, and, what's this? They're all from the
publishing industry, and, what's this? They're all fucking snobby cunts. And they're saying
they're honest...raw honesty, that's what it says, and I read it and it's a load of fucking fakery.
Complete fake shit. They don't have a fucking clue how to be honest, because if you were
fucking honest you wouldn't be turning up at these little shitty parties and nights of cool, you'd
be hiding in your apartment not wanting to talk to anyone, and they're not. I bet they don't even
have apartments. I bet they have castles...fucking palaces. And beautiful? Really? Fucking
krist, she looks like a fucking horse. Who is she to sit there and demand fucking beauty from
anyone else? It's a joke, the whole fucking thing is a joke, and I can't believe they somehow got
Bukowski attached to them...how? They've got his poems, but how? How the fuck did they do
that? How exactly does he fit into your beauty literati sect thing, horse? He looked like shit, and
he hated people. He would've swung for most of you, if he were still around. Jesus fucking
Krist, where do these fucking people come from? Fucking beauty...

“Fuck off, moon-face...”
- Kiefer Sutherland, drunk

I

NTERVIEW

with Dante Lam [The Stool Pigeon, Beast Stalker]

[There's no picture for Dante Lam. Insert pic of Wong Kar Wai instead?]

I'm in a cafe in Mong Kok. The one the art director of Lust Caution goes to sometimes.
Or went to once. I'm not sure which. I've never seen him here, but I don't know what he
looks like so maybe I have. Maybe he's the old guy talking to the wall in the corner over
there.
…
Oh, he's going. No, it can't be him. He's walking funny.
…
I'm sitting here, waiting for Dante Lam. He's a film director from Hong Kong, who makes action stuff
mostly. With pop stars.
…
Actually, they're half actors, half pop stars. And they're not that bad...i think they get some kind of
training before they...you know...anyway, it's been a few more minutes and I'm still waiting for him...
…
Maybe he doesn't know where the cafe is...
...
...
Okay, I've been waiting for two hours now. What's he playing at?
…
…
Fuck this.

Preview!
[That looks a bit shit. Go bigger?]

PREVIEW!PREVIEW!
[of films you should or shouldn't watch coming soon
unless they're shit or delayed, or shit and delayed
or disowned even.]

2011
The Last Year of Movies by Stéphane Malade
(trans. Marc Horne)
America. At one time, great films accidentally leaked from the great
machine. Until the leak was noted, contained, industrialized. And then
one day they found Quentin Tarantino fucking some little tube round
the back of the machine that was still moist. And then they sealed
that up too.
So, I don't think I am going to be able to pull some miracle off for
my new assignment. No second Cahier du Cinéma.

[Looks like shit. Wider spacing? Different font?]

The great editor called me in his office. He got straight to the
point. His first point, that I was a destructive shit who was unaware
that the developed world was almost out of money and that vomiting
champagne on models’ toes was no longer titillating decadence: it was
tantamount to lying on our backs with our arms splayed wide and
waiting for the Chinese to bayonet us from groin to gullet.
Then we started drinking.
I was looking at the paintings on his walls. They did not resemble
him, or oppose him or intersect with him in anyway. Smudgy things at
right angles to him. Then I remembered he was screwing his office
assistant for a long time. She was in her forties but a hell of a
machine. Now she was smeared all over the walls. She moved to the
countryside a couple of years ago, suddenly passionate for cows.
[Why is the text hugging the left hand side like that? Fuck.]

"Chef, why no photographs or film posters in here?"
"They do not pay me to look at walls, Stéphane. Nor I you. I pay you to drink with me, fuck around with cameras and
gently cover movies. And so I am sending you to America."
And suddenly he is sweating. Because he is not an emotional man. And whatever lies he is going to use now are lies
around an emotional topic.
And then I remember Mireille playing piano in our apartment. Never delicate, each note as big as the apartment. Our
old apartment. Our apartment is parted. Part is an empty box, part is a big pile of crap that her parents have taken. Part
is my books, my cameras that René insisted on looking after for me. The final part is my suitcase. As
for the people, they no longer remain.
"America."
"Yes. I can't trust you around sensitive French artists. You have become too... I don't know. Too rock and roll. So I
need you in America, to expose the heart of American film-making."
The drinking has brought the night too early and too close. The buildings burn bronze below.

“I should visit a spreadsheet if you
want me to go to the heart of
American movie-making.”

LA.
I don't have too much to add to the corpus of opinion on the subject, except to add that the only type
of person who could ever live here is the kind of person who genuinely believes he is never going to die.
I have meetings.

“Yes, I am a little offended.”
“I'm always offended.”

I walk around his office looking for signs of eccentricity. A small fully functional sex-doll made of toilet roll cores or
something in that genre. Instead, I find an office so simple, plain and tasteless that it is a pose or not his real office.
Perhaps in a Gondrian conceit it’s all made of papier maché or can be cleverly reassembled into a messy, artistic
mechanism.
He puckers his bulldog-like face a little. I can imagine him having a tolerance to alcohol of a very low level, like a
Japanese. And so I might be swirling molecules all around his room that taunt him. Or maybe he’s just irritated, but I
don’t think so. The twitch is too weak to fight me and too queer to melt my heart.
“What… because I ‘Frenched’ my way past your P.A. even though you said no? C’mon, M. Gondry! Camera
Magazine is the perfect magazine for your work. It’s all about light going in boxes then out. That’s Gondrian, I
say. No?”
He sits down and starts tapping a little pen. Some anonymous Bic…not a cheap but immaculately crafted thing from
Shibuya. I look at him hard…suspecting an imposter, a mask. His face is rubbery, that’s true. But that tells me
nothing. Gondry is a rubbery little guy. So I’ll just write up my suspicions, set the scene and let my readers decide
which way they want it to be.
“So…The Green Hornet…”
“Yes, I was fascinated by this project. On one hand he is a figure that has been existing in the U.S. for…oh…many
years. Since before we were born. But on the other, he has made little trace. And I think it is his
name, y’know? It is slightly wrong, slightly miscalculated. It has no alchemy. It is like a cracked vase that can hold no
meaning.”
I nod. He’s right. But still making his pitch? You made the movie already man! Let’s talk movies!
“Ok, mec, I like it. So then you made the movie. Is it ‘awesome?’ Will it ‘kick ass?’”
Gondry wriggles in his chair. I make a mental note to say “ass” a few times more this afternoon and if he wriggles
consistently this will be a major theme of my article.
“The script was constructed to…have those effects, yes. I kept the humor and the action. And I have added mainly a
system where there is a new kind of fighting. They don’t fight to kill –not in the traditional way – they fight to steal
each other’s time. And since time in the world of the Green Hornet…the world this guy is
going into…time expresses itself as action and jumping and moving so when one guy beats another guy’s…face in,

there is not blood but instead there is a time fluid that passes between them. One speeds up, the other slows down.”
“So…no one dies.”
“It’s impossible to tell. Time stops. Possibly this is true in our real life.”
“So you have…this is…time stops…”
“Exponentially decreases. So actually never stops.”
“But even if it was agony Mr. Gondry? Even if it was agony it would just become infinite while everyone was
contenting themselves that you were at rest while they drank and didn’t even keep their neckties fastened?”
“I removed agony to maintain comedy. I put shame in instead.”

A playful caper that sadly will not explode the Superhero-movie boom.
Gondry delivers his most sublimated work to date, and reveals that
perhaps it is best that he has moved on to his Hollywood period.
Watchable. John Cusack is surprisingly old. He dips crackers in his soup in the
big deli in Santa Monica. He does it like a homeless man would do
it…with a lust for life that-...

“No mistake is a mistake if it's unaccidental.”

“Disaccidental.”

John Cusack is surprisingly old. He dips crackers in his soup in the
big deli in Santa Monica. He does it like a homeless man would do
it…with a lust for life that fades every time one breaks and then
rekindles because there is something inside this person which
indefatigably prevents them from becoming a corpse. I join him at
the table and he doesn’t read. Doesn’t try and charm me. His
typographic eyebrows look on me and his metallic eyeballs flick up
and down from his shitty-looking soup to my face.
“So. Le Camera de Magazine! Slummin’ it at the coal face. Come to
write about our decadent old biz, eh?”
I smile weakly.
“I liked High Fidelity, I think,”
The weak smile. This is a new thing I am trying over here. It drives
these fuckers crazy, like when you sleep in a hotel room with a
slightly broken fridge and it almost wakes you up all night long.
“So…you are an accomplished film-maker in your own right: was it your conception that your cop be ‘grizzled’?”
“The Goddamn French, man! OK, order yourself a coffee to bitch about and then we’ll talk about hookers, serial
killers and the like. Yeah and the hookers too, that was me."
I get the impression he is happy to talk like this. He wants me to drag him in the mud, content that this will only
appear off in France somewhere. Like a celebrity doing a commercial for tiger balls in china.
"So do you consider this film...Important in some way?"
He pauses and looks over his shoulder. The wood panels of our booth hide most of what we are doing, but I am
guessing there is a certain skill - a certain way you can tilt your head so you can spy on your neighbors.
"What...like...to the world?"
A lot of emphasis on the last word. He's going on the offensive against me now.
"In any way. Important to your career. Important to Hollywood. Important to the New Zealand competition winner
guy who is directing it. Important to hookers. I am leaving this completely open to you."
He pauses - ice cold. Then the OMG half laugh. Then the conspiratorial lean in. It’s surreal talking to these Hollywood
actors. The French guys... you can tell when they are acting, because outside of the
movie there are basically only two ways that French actors address the press and so you say - ok this is the press
voice. OK, then also they have their drunken lecherous personas which click in eventually but by that point I am
drunk too, so it is academic. But the Americans. Is this the Gross Pointe Blank character with me now? Or is this the
real Cusack. I don't know. It’s unprofessional. It is too intimate.
"You haven't even seen this film but you think you can come over here, reeking of Cointreau and tell me how I should
be living my life or something? I mean couldn't you be giving Daniel Auteuil the third degree now? That fucking gay
farce thing that I came THIS close to having to do the remake of."
I suggest we go and get a drink. He suggests a dive bar full of Mexicans. He thinks it is a challenge to me to get real.
He is showing his authenticity. But to be truly authentic we would be having this discussion in front of English
speakers who give a shit about the Cusack oeuvre.

TIME LOST

Cusack
Cusack
Cusack
Cusack

exists, Cusack plots, Cusack schemes, Cusack pines,
figures, Cusack laughs, Cusack debates, Cusack cuts,
smokes, Cusack pities, Cusack controls, Cusack worries,
drinks, Cusack acts.

TIME REGAINED [Four Hours of it]

"…but it’s his own fucking
daughter man. So he changes his
detachment. It's like.... It’s
like a metaphor for Guantanamo
bay. He's all by the book,
despite the sheer depravity of
what he is facing. But then it
touches him. And he is reduced
to savagery...savagery with a
badge."

I face the depravity of this awful Dos Equis Mexican beer. Two guys in heavy plaid shirts are
talking about some woman and their tongues are like eels. One guy is talking about what he did and the other is
laughing and laughing. They both look like they have erections.
"Okay you talked me into it. You had to make this movie. And in the process, we have a new drinking game. You

name a movie and I have to say why it is like 9-11. Ghostbusters is like 9-11 because by locking up the ghosts - which
are Palestinians - we unleash massive destruction on NYC. "
He's looking at his watch. Who has a watch these days? Fucking Cusack.
"Hey," I ask, "what happens in Ghostbusters 2?"
The bigger Mexican guy punches the smaller one in the throat.

[INSERT: Pic of factory, looking glum]

The Factory

(Dir. Some guy from New
Zealand FACT CHECK REQD.)

A grizzled cop tracks down a serial killer, who eventually targets the
cop’s own family. Cusack summons emotion from unimaginable places to
act in this film which supplied employment to many hard-working
Americans.

I drive back from Santa Monica to Downtown where my hotel foolishly exists. The weather has collapsed. It is grey
metal now, and looks horribly, horribly more real. Like a smooth IMAX dome onto which paradise had been
projected. In HD. And so it turns out that all it took was clouds to move us from heaven to the world left behind by
God.

God’s coke can. God’s cigarette end. Concrete like Chernobyl. Palm trees like you see at a newsworthy
volcano.
After a week of this, the rich would be gone. The left-behind hungry machinists and fumigators would drink from
their pools, find sexual uses for their sculpture LIVE AS THEY BELIEVE THE RICH MUST LIVE including driving
off a Malibu cliff alongside their battered wife, full of any drink with foil on the bottle, masturbating themselves with
a vibrating blackberry. How's my driving? You are trundling forward admirably. What was I doing? Also trundling
forward admirably. My grief, my grief that was so physical that my skin and hair were peeling off, proved to me
definitively that I was a primate, an animal, and that my thoughts were just the sweat of the brain doing its real work:
finding bananas, trapping ants for protein and entertainment, clinging to another ape long after the mating ended just
because the extent of my senses had gone too far and I was capable of understanding what the night meant. Bad
weather, this. And how dangerous the good weather was.

“happythankyoumoreplease”
“happythankyoumoreplease”

“happythankyoumoreplease”

TYPE: I am going to actually see this movie.
A leggy young woman with American hair – pre-George-Bush, endless possibility hair - walks very fast down this
red-carpet-red red-carpeted corridor. She hugs her clipboard with all the joy that fills her just by being ‘in’ Hollywood.
"Well - well you know - it was a big hit at Sundance 2010 and all we
did...all that the director wanted to do, was just tighten up some of
the conflicts and punch up some of the characters and maybe make a
movie that would play a little stronger outside New York."
I catch up with her at the screening room, a beige transition. I’m breathless, speechless, worthless. The screening
room looks like a pit to me. I haven't seen a movie since my wife died. But it is just a movie I am going to watch with
this long blonde girl who would be delighted by me, the French guy at the top of the hill, not yet rolling down it.
Haunted but still able to move around and be sardonic with her similar friends. So similar, that I could screw around
on this girl and have total plausible deniability. ‘Look, we had a few beers, I was like why are we going to this strange
apartment but whatever and then I apparently fucked Trudi but, you know, it was your
decision to go to the same stylist as her. So then we sit down and she checks something off on her clipboard and
makes a little gesture and the lights dim. Her fingers are long and they love these gestures.
The film happens. New Yorkers fall in and out of love and wonder why and, like, where are they going and, like, is it
already too late for them even though they are young and gifted? Was it too late from the, the moment they were born?
It ends and I feel like I had a script read into my brain. But he did achieve a few good images and maybe he managed
to be closer to Woody Allen than to Friends so I look over at the longing eyes of the blonde and I give her a tired
thumbs up that would set them roaring back at the café and which gives her the first hint of an orgasm.
I ask her if she is seeing anybody. I want to ask her for a drink and I know she will say yes and I don't
want to get her into trouble so that is why I am asking if she is seeing anybody. She says no and I don't even try and
figure out what kind of no it is. So, out for the drink: I talk about everything in my life which is not about my dead
wife and the moments we shared together. There is much to talk about, it turns out. Too, too much. I am not sure what
time people go to fuck in this town. I ask a guy in the men’s room and he looks at me in horror. I have just spawned an
anecdote, and perhaps even permanently added to the reputation of the French people.
So I decide midnight, and at that time seduce her and we go home and I enjoy her youth and the physical and mental
flexibility that comes with it.
"So what is the difference between French cinema and American cinema, then?"
"Well there are some similarities. In both countries, too many movies are made. In our defense, most of our
unnecessary movies have at least the merit of being about humans talking to each other and not about robots
destroying each other. But I think the biggest difference is this: French directors can make a good movie accidentally
almost. They get their money from Canal Plus and they go away and find a guy with a typewriter who has been sitting
and watching the Seine everyday to put some words down. And then they shoot, and the actors are truly top class,
even the good looking ones. I think there is a government limit on how many actors there can be, to make sure they
each get to make their five movies a year so the talent is really deep. Et voila!”
“Aha, right...”
"Yeah, and you know how it is here? A guy like Aronofsky, a real talent. He has to fight and fight and fight to keep
making good movies! Like they think they can trap him and tame him and get him to make some
perfectly Great shit movie for them. He sweats years away fighting off bad movies coming from a focus group of
retarded incestuous chimps. Then one day he slips up. They tease him with an Oscar nomination, he
strikes back with a Natalie Portman lesbian scene. He has played right into their hands. Next thing you know he is
bringing his own unique vision of ...

...THE

WOLVERINE!"

She looks over at me. Her apartment is perfectly lit to make her radiant in bed. Perhaps intentionally so. She knows
light guys, after all.
"But what about like...editing styles and mise en scène?"
Her longing...for something better, in me - and in the world – reminds me too much of Mireille and I am planning how
to get out of here now. Cheating on her in death is harder than it was in life.
“Americans can't do endings,” I offer her.

Walking around L.A. at Night I repeat to myself again and again what
it is I am doing. Just to remind myself.

happythankyoumoreplease

(dir. Josh Radnor)

First-time director and writer uses the millions of
dollars he raised to chat to the world for a couple of
hours about his life in NYC. We all need, from time to
time, to top up our mental model of NYC and this film will
serve that purpose well. Attractive female leads.

That looks normal. That looks like someone you don’t have to worry about, or immediately search for.
Send.

I’m done with L.A. I decide to head to Mexico. To the borderland.
Call it a vacation, shall we, so that I can do it.

Mexico.M

exico.Mexico.Mexico.Mexico.

[Note: In 2010, a six year old girl
was made mayor of the murder
capital of the world. She will not
survive the year.]
[Note 2: Drug lords can think
of nothing worse than cutting off
the head.]
[Note 3: People are
nasty.]
I refuse to accept that bodies hanging from freeway bridges mean that I shouldn’t go there. Although…these are
decapitated bodies. Logically, therefore, they are hung by the ankles. So, when I get to San Diego I shall simply
cancel my reservation for a convertible. First, get out of here. I decide to walk to the train station. It’s only a couple of
miles. But a lot of it, I’m walking high in the air over frozen red freeways. Too high, and time is too slow. Looks like a
God-mode, like a Gondry gimmick. Like L.A. stops trying when she sees you are leaving. Freezes a megaton-ofgasoline river and waits for the young, rosy-cheeked, unstoppable German backpackers to come. Well let them come
and then turn the clockworks back on. And let the algorithms and the banks and the channels and the templates and the
reflexes that twitch…that hold on…that remember…that were once human…that still think they are human… let
them make movies. And let the movies make lights. And let two people – whose touching hands are enough – watch
the lights and laugh. And later one will sneer. He’ll sneer more and more as the years pass and for no deep reason. Just
the sneer of the man who didn’t win the lottery but he HAD A TICKET! LISTEN EVERYONE, HE HAD A
TICKET!
Then perhaps the same movie, perhaps the same hands but one stiff with bones now. Giving more love than…than…
anything that ever came from the sky. The hospital. And then after, the home. The lights. Because the words had failed
before, would fail again and anyway, they hurt.
So new year bring your movies.
Fill the boxes.

END OF PREVIEW!
or whatever it was

I

NTERvIEW

with Dante Lam [Take two]

Mr Dante Lam,
You may not have realised this, but you never turned up. To the interview, I mean. Remember? Gupter Puncher
Magazine?
Normally I'd attack, but I'll give you one more chance. Tomorrow, 3pm, the cafe in Mong Kok that the art director of
Lust Caution went to one time. Don't be late, please.
In fact, be early. Two hours early, so you can make up for the two hours I lost watching an old man talking to a wall.
Also, as punishment [but, objectively, a reward] I will attach the opening scene of my screenplay [Knifeman] to this email. I would be very grateful if you could read it and make notes before we meet.
Oli

KNIFEMAN
A screenplay by Oli Johns

CUT IN
A man is sitting with his back to us, in darkness.
There is smoke drifting up. It looks like he’s on fire.
We move back. There is a knocking sound in the background. And some
shouting.
The man is in a chair. He doesn’t move, as we move back out of the room. We
realize now that he is smoking.
The knocking and shouting continues.
CUT TO – EXT. OUTSIDE CLINIC
A man stands in close up.
The man is quite big, 35, hooded top, tired around the eyes, but still
alert in the whites of them. We’ll call him KNIFEMAN.
He’s standing on the sidewalk, with two men knocking on a door of a
building in the background. The sign on the building reads: ‘Dr. Tetsuo
Private Clinic’.

[Text missing]

“Structure, structure, structure, structure,
structure, structure, structure, tits.”

-

William Goldman [All the President's men, Casper] on the secret
to a great screenplay

TOMOMI LEUNG stuck in transit in octopusshaped Kuala Lumpur airport...

Dude, I'm stuck at the airport.
I've been here four hours already
and I'm gonna be here another
twelve, and I don't even know how
I got myself into this. I mean, I
know everyone gets put into
transit every now and then, but,
dude, this is sixteen hours straight.
I'm whining already, fuck, dude, I know, but I get bored real easy
when there's no one around to talk to and the people I see walking
past look boring as fuck so I don't even wanna be near them. Y'know, this airport is kinda weird, it's got like four
different sections with shops and Burger King and Starbucks and all that shit, and at the end of every section there's
some TVs and couches and each one is showing something different, like X-men 2 or the news or soccer [Ed:
Football, Tomomi] or something weird like that, and I was sitting down watching X-men 2, like an hour ago, and this
guy sits down on the couch next to me, and straight away I'm thinking, 'don't talk to me, fucker', but I don't say
anything, and worse I try to stretch my legs out a bit so it looks like I don't care that he's there, but...but, dude, it gets
to that part of the movie where the little fire dude gets mad and blows up those police cars, and the guy next to me
keeps looking to the side, at my face then my tits, and I can see him doing it each time, and I know...I know he's gonna
say something, but then a weird thing happens, and a sleazy thing too...this guy, he stretches out his arms, yawns then
lies down and puts his head on my thighs...and, dude, it's not even my thighs, I only said that because I don't know
what I should say...I mean, he put his head on my muff, or where my muff was under the skirt I had on...can you
fucking believe it? Even Jared Leto wouldn't make those kind of moves, and in a fucking airport too...and it gets
worse, seriously, because other guys on the other couches stopped watching Patrick Stewart and started watching
me...and the only thing I could do, and you'll pardon me for this because that fucker deserved it totally, was grab him
by the hair and push him onto the floor. Seriously, dude, I had no choice, he was all over me, and that's the last time I
went to that section too...I mean, it happened like twenty minutes ago, but I swear to Krist I'm not going back there.
Okay, I'm probably wasting lines here...y'know, I just thought I'd start typing this out now because I know Oli wants it
a little earlier than usual. November, I think he said, which means the shit I write has to have some legs or long arms
or whatever you call it. I mean, I should write shit that won't happen for a while...does that make sense to anyone? So,
dude, I'm gonna take a little break now and then come back to it in an hour or two.

…
...
Holy fuck, dude, it's Super Ken. Or it was Super Ken. I mean, Ken
Watanabe. Seriously. He's gone now, or not gone like on a plane or
anything, but gone to a different section of the airport. And it's
kinda weird him being here, y'know? I mean, I knew he was going
back and forth all the time between Japan and LA but, dude, I never
figured he'd be stuck in transit like me. Doesn't he have an aide or
something to do transit for him?
I don't know, but anyway, he was here and I kinda know him a little from this movie we did one time way back in
Japan when he wasn't really an anybody, and, okay, yeah, hands up, we fucked around a little back then, in the movie
and off movie...I can't remember details or anything but I think he was this guy who could teleport around the place
and stop crime and stuff like that, and I was a woman who saw him do it and tried to jump on him in...in where? Was
it his apartment? Dude, I can't remember...it might've been a back alley or something...yeah, probably a back alley.
They like that kind of scene in Japan, and I don't even know why...there's just a lot of movies that came out, and there
it was, all these back alley fuck scenes, or attempted fuck scenes...it was fifty-fifty if the guy got it out and did
anything or not, but Ken never did any of that shit...he didn't need to, he was-...hang on, where was I?

Oh yeah, Ken in transit, right in front of me. And I didn't let him get away either, I went right up to him and said, 'Hey
Ken, let's get a coffee', and, yeah, he didn't know who I was on the first scan, but I said, 'Tomomi, remember? The
back alley, your place...' and then he remembered. And Oli, bright news, I got your mag an exclusive interview with a
real life actual somebody, so, dude, maybe you can give me some real cash for my troubles...like, when we go see that
weird castle in Europe or something...we're still doing that, right?

Okay, back to Ken. So I said interview just then, or in that last
little paragraph, but I'll tell you straight, it didn't last long. I mean,
there were questions and he did answer some of them, like:

Q: Dude, there was some serious implication you had a sex life in
that Inception thing. How'd you make that happen?

A: Hollywood, as you know, Tomi, doesn't believe in Asian sex.
Chris Nolan is a little more liberal about these kinds of things. He
believes we do have sex, which is nice to hear, and...and yes, he
was more than willing to be implicit about it. Very willing.

Q: Cool. Is there a cut scene of you...you know, fucking or something?

A:Hmm...I don't think...no, I wouldn't say we went that far. So, no, there was no cut scene of sexual...of sex.

But then things got really weird.
I mean, dude, I've seen the low side of most of these guys here in LA, and the other ones, like Hawke or Penn who
pretend like they're not dirty dogs and stay in New York and do theatre and shit like that, but then come to LA and
head to the nearest motel room with the eagerest pair of...fuck, the most eager pair of tits they can find, but...but this
thing with Ken, that was weirder, and it only happened like, what...ten minutes ago? Yeah, and dude, the thing was,
I'm asking him these questions and being quite brutal with what I ask because I really hate all that fake press sheet shit
they do usually, and Ken...I don't get why but he stops talking and starts shaking his head, like he's having a fit or
something...and, dude, I don't really know what to do about it, but then I see the table shaking and I look under and
there's his legs, trembling like he's sitting next to some monster or Tori Spelling or something like really terrifying,
and...yeah, so I say, 'Dude, you okay?' and he just keeps shaking, so I look around for help, some security dude or
something, and...and that's another weird thing, there's like zero aides or assistants around, no one who's gonna come
and stop Ken shaking like this...and then before I can act, he gets up and mumbles something about X-men 2 in the
other section and walks off...and as he's such a fucking mess he doesn't realise he's left his plane ticket on the table in
front of me...and, dude, it's not like I wouldn't give it back to him, but I only notice two minutes later and...and this is
the really weird thing...when I look at the ticket, the date is wrong...it doesn't say today, no, it says the number, like,
nine days ago...I mean, dude, this is weird shit, right? Ken Watanabe shaking like an epileptic and putting himself
through a nine day transit...what's going on? Dude, I have no fucking clue, but, whatever, I grab the ticket and walk
round the sections until I see Ken sitting on the floor by one of the couches, biting his nails, and I say 'Ken, your
ticket...' and he says nothing back...dude, I don't even think he sees me, so I put the ticket in his hand and, fuck, I just
walk away...I mean, I could've stayed, I guess, but what could I do? It's Super Ken, the only Japanese dude ever given
the time of day in Hollywood...he'd be okay...and, anyway, I had shit to write...
Dude, I better start writing some shit about film...or something
about film...am I saying shit too much? Sorry, dude, it's really like
the first word that comes to my head and I just write it down exactly
like it comes...isn't that what writing's supposed to be? Shit, I don't
know, but, dude, let me put something down about film before I run
out of lines...

UNTITLED AUSTRALIAN FILM
Dude, you ever see that True Blood thing on TV? Yeah, well, remember that guy from it who was kinda simple but
an okay kind of guy really? Yeah, well he's Ryan Kwanten, he's Australian, and I've just made a movie with him in Oz.
I know i'm putting in words for myself here, but, dude, it's my column and I think this film's gonna be okay.

I mean, it won't be a piece of shit, and, y'know, it might even be
better than okay, because it's got that guy who did The Road
directing it, and it's got Ryan as the lead, and...well, I'm not really
a main player in it, but I do get lines, which is more than I got
from Inception. But, anyway...dude, if I had to describe this, I'd
say it was similar to that Casey Affleck film last year, the Killer
inside me thing where he beats Jessica Alba into sludge...and Ryan
plays the same kind of guy, but maybe not quite as evil. And, yeah,
I do fuck him in this, and okay, it was kinda boring where we were
filming in Oz so we did fuck around off set too...I mean, it's not
like either of us are married, and, seriously dude, there was literally nothing where we were...what was it
called...Dubbo? Dobbo? I don't know, but all there was were some rocks and straw, and I guess that is something
but...fuck it, dude, people say 'literally' wrong all the time and no one calls them on it, so I'm keeping it in. So...yeah, I
think this is coming out sometime next year, but I don't really know...Ryan said he knew, but he forgot to tell
me...actually, dude, I haven't heard from him since I left...kinda depressing to think about this kind of shit when you're
stuck all alone in some weird airport.
Oh yeah, just one more thing about this. I don't know if it's a big thing or not, but there's a scene where Ryan beats
and humiliates these Japanese girls...and, yeah, I'm one of them...and the thing was, I don't know much about what is
racism and what isn't, but this felt kinda like it was...and I remember asking the director, the Road guy, if it was, and
he said, 'No, no. That's not racist, mate. Racism's a mirage.'

And, honestly dude, I don't really get what he means by that...but I'm just
gonna keep my fingers crossed that it's not, y'know, racist or anything. I
mean, I don't think it is...Ryan does fuck me a few times before beating me,
and that shows some kind of affection, right?

FRIGHT NIGHT/ FINAL DESTINATION 5

I don't know, dude, they always say Colin Farrell does all this wild shit here and wild shit over there, and, like,
he's never on normal time or not thinking in a non-wild way, y'know? But I've gotta say, and this is based on my own
time with him and not some shitty media sludge, he's not even that wild. I mean, yeah, he drinks a lot, and he smokes
whatever's lying around no matter if it's his or not, and yeah, he told me one time, when he was doing that cop thing
with Ed Norton, he accidentally picked up this tatty looking papery thing and used it to roll, not knowing that it was
Norton's script in progress for the next Wolverine film...which is another weird thing, as, dude, I didn't even know

Norton had any hands in that at all, at any stage of development, but yeah, says Colin, he was all set to replace
Jackman, and was writing the script as part of that signing on deal he always does, like, he can't trust anyone else to
write as good as him or something, and he had all that set up when things just...actually, I think three things happened
pretty much all at the same time...Jackman heard the rumours and phoned Aronofsky, who was leching all over
Portman in that Swan lake thing at the time, and told him to fly over and save his ass...and The Incredible Hulk thing
came out and did fuck all at the box office, which pretty much fucked Norton permanently...I mean, dude, who's
gonna trust anything in his hands now? He could star in something, if that were enough for him, but it never is...he's
always gotta get in the director's chair and squeeze out whichever poor fuck is sitting there, always gotta phone and
phone and knock down the fucking door of whoever's doing the script and say, 'hey bud, I kinda see what you're
doing, but I can do it smarter'...always gotta chase down the tealady and-...

Fuck it, why am I typing out Norton stories?

Anyway, back to Farrell...yeah, so dude, he's not as wild as you
think, I don't know, maybe because he's had a kid now or maybe it's
down to the fact he's not beeping in the middle of the radar
anymore...I mean, he's still on it, but somewhere around the second
or third circle...and that's kinda why he's doing this Fright Night
thing, to stay on that second or third line, and I think it's gonna
work...y'know, I saw the first one and thought Chris Sarandon was a pretty charismatic vamp, but it's weird, I kinda
didn't buy the idea that he could have sex....and, dude, I know, I know, he had those women come round his house and
he had his shirt off and everything, but I just never thought he would actually go through with the thing...which kinda
makes sense with vamps, y'know? I mean, they want blood, not tits, and that's what I got from Sarandon...but
Farrell...he's way different...way, way different...when I think of Colin as a vamp, I can't imagine him not having sex
at any time at all...does that make sense? I don't know, too many negatives in one stretch maybe...fuck it, it makes
sense to me, so it might make sense to you too...but what I mean is, Colin is sex, and whenever I talked to him I
always kinda knew he was thinking of fucking me...even talking about the weather or his kid or something, I knew
what he really wanted to be doing...and, dude, I have to reconfirm...no, reiterate...assure you, that he did not try to
fuck me...seriously, he didn't, even when we did the scene where he takes my shirt off and rubs his hands over my
tits...he didn't take it any further at all, and you've gotta give him respect for that...I mean, most dudes in this business,
that's all they do, try to get my fucking shirt off and...y'know, all the rest of it, and yeah, sometimes it works out that
way, sometimes I say no, sometimes a sleaze like Jimmy Cromwell will feel you up anyway [at the fucking oscars!],
but whatever...all I know is...actually, I can't remember what I know...why am I writing this again? Re-reading it, it's
hard to tell...something about Colin not being a sleaze...? Okay, forget all that...dude, let me tell you about the film,
Fright Night...first up, it's going for an R, which means, yeah, I get my shirt off, like I said above, but no, I don't show
muff or get fucked or anything really dirty like that...I mean, I wouldn't say it's tasteful exactly, but it's the kinda

horror comedy nudity stuff that usually gets shot...and I've gotta say, the kid in this, the one who was in Star Trek and
that high school thing where Downey Jr was his teacher or therapist or something...that kid is gonna be huge...I don't
know how long it's gonna take, but it will happen, trust me...or trust the people who keep casting him, because they
know what the fuck they're doing, right?

I've just looked back up the page here, and I see I put a subheading for that piece of shit I almost did last year...or was
it this year? I can't remember, I think it was last, but I know they said the shoot would be super quick, like two weeks
or something, and I know for damn fucking sure they don't edit these things much...anyway, this thing, whenever it
was, this Final Destination 5...this was something I actually got headhunted for...and, dude, I'm not even lying, they
called me up, skipping my piece of shit agent, and they said, 'Hey Tomomi, we've heard great things about you, how'd
you like to headline your own horror franchise?' And, dude, I hear this and I think, an original horror, for me...how the
fuck? Did Gallo say something? So I quiz them a little, and pretty soon the truth crawls out...and I gotta say, dude, I
don't wanna write too much about this...I mean, the first one, great, the second one, yeah, the bit with the airbag was
good, but after that...y'know, I know the rules of the game, and even if I didn't I'd still know not to do a number three
or above in a franchise because that is...death. Seriously, you just can't do it, and, yeah, I told them that...dude, I told
them that I appreciated them calling me and everything, but at the same time I was also kinda fucking insulted that
they had...and they were contrite about it...y'know, 'Sorry, sorry, we didn't mean any disrespect, we appreciate your
talents'...but I stayed firm, and, dude, y'know what? I'm fucking ecstatic I did, because about a week ago I got a look
at the cast list, and, dude, it's bad...I mean, Emma Bell, Nicholas D'Agosto, Arlen Escarpeta...who are these people?
Did they know it was a number five? I don't know, dude, maybe they weren't told, maybe they were and didn't give a
shit...all I know is...okay, I've said this already, a few lines up, but I still know it...never do number three or above in a
franchise. That is basic law. Or rule, or whatever...

Fuck, dude, I think I've gone over my word count again...is it too
much, Oli? Just cut and slash if it is...I mean, I know I wandered a
little in the middle there, but it's not like this gets line edited or
anything...does it? Fuck it, I'm gonna cut this off now...I've gotta
go and see that new Zach Snyder thing...it's got another Asian in it,
and I'm pleading for her to be trash in this... I mean, I wanna
support fellow Asians, and I do when they're guys, but, dude, it's a
small field in LA, and that pouting bitch has been stealing work
from me for the last four years...

Mata ne...

ReviewsReviewsReviewsReviews

Confessions [Jap.]
Dir. Tetsuya Nakashima
Starring: Takako Matsu, Masaki Okada, Yoshino Kimura

Remember that scene in Indiana Jones where they're on the zeppelin and it's the last crusade and Indy's
talking to his dad, asking him why he never gave a shit about him when he was a kid, and Connery looks over
the top of his newspaper and says, 'You weren't interesting until you were 19.'?
I like that line.
…
It's easy to become like Connery. When you get older you see how everything repeats itself. The same conversations
and the same reactions to those conversations.
…
When I was in Zagreb I told a guy I met about China and how it was wide open. I mean, wide open for a Stalin type to
fake his way in and terrorise.
I said the same thing to someone in Budapest.
And Bucharest.
And Vicenza.

I even said it to the walls of my favourite castle near Urtijei.
And I'll probably say it to more people wherever I go next.
…
I don't know if this ties in to what Connery said. I think it
does but I'm not sure.
…
He was saying people talk shit until they're at least 19.
I'm saying I talk shit, and I'm 29.
…
I'm pretty sure that's the same point.
…
Anyway, this Japanese film...'Confessions.'
The set-up: A teacher talks to a class who don't give a shit for the first twenty-five minutes. She's pretty honest about
things. She says her husband has HIV. She says her four year old kid was murdered. She says two students from that
same class were the murderers. And then at the end of her monologue, she tells them she injected her husband's blood
into the two murderers' milk cartons.
Or did she?
…
Man, this film is bleak.
…
The main kid is a little shit. Like Raskalnikov from C&P, only without the remorse.
He believes himself to be special and spends the whole film trying to make people understand how special. He wants
them to gasp and say it back to him.
The kid is thirteen years old.
And he is implacable.
…
If he heard that Connery line, I think he'd have a fit.
I mean, I can't go inside his head and know for sure, but I think he believes that he is as brilliant at thirteen as he'll
ever be, and there's no real need to grow up.
…
The actor playing this kid is good.
A bit exaggerated sometimes, like when he kisses the class bully, but maybe the director told him to do that.
…
Actually, kids can be melodramatic, especially when they're boasting.
…
Okay, I take back that criticism.

…
What else?
He's passive when he needs to be. He's blank. He's full of himself. He's a sulky little shit.
In fact, his performance is so good that I was begging from about the halfway point for him to be killed. Or
humiliated. And I'm pretty sure most of the people who see this will feel the same.
…
The editing is good.
A lot of the narrative is out of order, out of joint or whatever, and I was never confused.
And after the first twenty-five minute scene it moves into different character perspectives, which then expand the
story.
…
…
I think the best part might be when the class bully is attacking the evil little shit, and says to him [about murdering the
teacher's kid], 'You don't regret anything, do you?'
Which seems funny coming from a bully.
…
Like if a drug lord gave half his money to
UNICEF.
It's hard to know what to think about that.
…
The worst part of the film?
I don't know.
…
Maybe the teacher when she breaks down on the
street and cries on her knees.
I laughed at that scene.
…
Or maybe the scene with the explosion?
…
I don't want to give too many details, but a room explodes, then rewinds the explosion. Then explodes again.
…
I timed it [roughly] and it took a total of six minutes and twenty-eight seconds.
…
Even the explosion looked bored.
…
But the rest of the film...interesting. Which is a bullshit word. I mean, when you leave this film, if you're over 19, you
will be scared of children again.

The Adjustment
Bureau [Rel: March 4th]
Dir: Stunt guy from the Bourne films.
Starring: Matt Damon, Emily Blunt,
Flying robot

Matt Damon meets Emily Blunt in the mind of dead author Philip K Dick. They are not supposed to meet or fuck or
even hold hands, and every time they try, something stops them. Thirty minutes in and it's a bunch of guys. Forty five
minutes and it's a flying robot thing. Then it's the desk. The phone. Cigarettes. The whole fucking world comes alive
to stop Matt Damon fucking Emily Blunt. The highlight is pretty much the whole film, but the highest highlight has
gotta be Damon ripping off Blunt's shirt, grabbing her tits, and shouting, 'You can't stop me, fate' while being hit on
the head by a spoon.
As good as it sounds. Go see.

Thor [Rel: May 6th]
Dir: Kenny Branagh
Starring: Chris Hemsworth, Nat
Portman, Ant Hop

I haven't seen this film.
…
…
Okay, I've seen this film now.
The main guy, Chris Hemsworth, talked about Henry V and The Tempest as reading material to prepare for this role.
Kenneth Branagh said he'd always wanted to make a movie with no brain, ever since he was a kid and didn't
understand anything about the world. Natalie Portman declared she just wanted to have fun.
...
This is not Henry V. This is not fun.
“Natalie, can you explain what happened?”
“Fun, fun, fun, fun, fun, fun, fun, fun, fun, fun, fun, fun, fun, fun, fun, fun.”

Pirates of
the
Caribbean 4
Dir: Kenneth Anger??
Starring: Depp, Geoff Rush,
Lovejoy

Johnny Depp looks kinda frail.
…
There's a port and some fire and
a tavern and he's slouched
against a barrel.
I think he's watching the room.
…
Wait, he's moving. He's taking off his belt. He's-...
…
That was weird.
…
…
Okay, Geoffrey Rush is back. I quite liked him in the last
one. Seemed to be more decent, but still a pirate.
…
He's talking funny.
The subtitles say, 'Rape and burn, and burn and rape,
arrrrrrsgaaaard.'
…
Wow, they're really gonna do it too.
…
…

[Pic of Geoffrey Rush with cock hanging out?]

This scene's going on a bit.
…
…
Man...seven rapes, all in the one shot. And there's Rush right in the thick of it. What's he saying?
…
Jesus...
Is she sucking him off?
…
…
Wait, there's Depp again. He looks stronger now. What's his take on all this?
…
…
Oh.
That's pretty squalid.
But I guess there was always the potential for this kind of direction. I mean, Verbinski was too nice to do it, but this
new director's a dog. And Depp...
…
Did that girl really just shit on his face?

Incendies [Rel: April 1st]
Dir: French
Starring: Lubna Azabal, Maxim
Gaudette

It's French.
Twins go to the middle east to check out their family tree and argue a lot along the way. The best scene comes twenty
minutes in, when the twins knock on a door, ask if their family tree is nearby, get the door shut in their faces, argue a
little, walk to the next door and repeat the whole thing. This goes on for about twenty-five minutes, with around
seventeen doors, and between each door you get more and more insight into who these twins are, just by what they
say to each other. Second best scene comes near the end, when Guy Pearce appears and gets blown up. It doesn't mean
much, but it's kinda interesting to watch the twins picking up little bits of Guy Pearce and throwing them at each other.
The French are sick.

The Green Lantern
Dir: Martin Campbell
Starring: Ryan Reynolds, Tim Robbins, Peter
Sarsgaard

I've never heard of this superhero. What can he do? …Oh, it's Ryan Reynolds. I've heard of Ryan Reynolds. I know
what he can do.
…
Roughly two years ago he went to that wacky little owl ritual thing near San Fran, and he got some snaps, and they
couldn't do a fucking thing to stop him. And he got them all too. Like, every single studio head of the last twenty
years, all of them were there.
And it's worked.
…
I mean, he's had a good couple of years. Better than my couple of years anyway.

What's happening in this film?
Nothing much.
…
There's Tim Robbins. It looks like he's some kind of
scientist.
…
Sorry, scientist/father.
And it looks like he's at a point in his life where science
comes first.

See, his son is dancing in front of him, and all he does is stroke test tubes. His son is Peter Sarsgaard. The ridiculous
bad guy from Flight Plan…He's got a big head in this. And he's super clever.
…
There's a flashback. Tim Robbins playing on a beach with Sarsgaard. Or not. No, Robbins is doing some kind of
science experiment with the sand. Sarsgaard is in the picnic basket.
…
Man, this film is disjointed. Where's Reynolds?
…
There he is.
Cool. He's flying in Space. He's got a giant fist, and he's hitting bad guys with it. He's kissing a girl and carrying her
up into Space. He's saying, 'Jeez, isn't it weird how I can breathe up here?'
…
Hang on.
The girl's turned blue.
I think she's dead.
…
No, Reynolds is giving her mouth to mouth back on his bed. She's-...no, she's definitely dead.
…
This funeral scene is well-attended. Looks like the whole city knew her.
Where's Robbins and Sarsgaard?
…
…
Oh, the flashback's back.
The exact same scene.
What does it mean?
…
…
Okay, this film meanders a little around the halfway mark.
Actually, from around the twenty minute mark until...where
are we up to now?
…
Reynolds is spending a lot of time by her grave. I'm not counting or anything, but that's at least the ninth time he's put
flowers there.…No wait, here comes Sarsgaard. With his giant head.
…
He's stumbling a bit. Is he drunk?...Yup, he's drunk. He's pissing on the dead girl's grave. Reynolds ain't gonna be
happ-...Yup, told you. Giant fist to giant, drunk head…Hang on, is that it?

Sucker Punch

[Rel: March 25th]

Dir: Snyder
Starring: Abbie Cornish, Carla Gugino, Scott Glenn

Zach Snyder has seen Pan's Labyrinth.
...
The Chinese-American actress in this is no good. Her face can move a little, but she only knows happiness, boredom
and melodrama. The other girls can show a little more, but something hems them in. Snyder maybe? Can he direct
complex emotion? Let's ask him:
“Hi Zach, a question for you. Do you understand people?”
“Sure.”
But I knew he would say that.
One girl meets four other girls in an asylum and then she's gonna get executed or committed full time unless they can
all put on some costumes, imply bigger tits, travel through time and kill the guy who made the asylum in the first
place.
Scott Glenn plays a pervert.
Scott Glenn is a pervert.
Snyder directs everything in such a basic way that you think maybe this guy has absolutely nothing to offer the world.
How does he survive in conversations? Let's ask him:
“Hi again Zach, one more question. What do you like to talk about?”
“Sure.”
Snyder will last for three more films then go boom.

Phil Ochs movie
Dir: ??
Starring: Chad Lowe,
The Pink Power Ranger
Peter Weller
Raul Julia

When I was 9 and we were departing from the 1970s, my father had his last fling with American folk music, realizing
that not only was the 1960s over, but that the fruity 70s were now behind us and the 1980s were going to be one hell
of a different kind of decade. He spent a lot of time trying to impart the history of those years on to me, as if I could
give a shit. So he got all hung up on the old records that were oh-so-meaningful to the revolution that never quite
happened, launched of course by the folk heroes of his past.
Phil Ochs was one of them.
Not as memorable as Guthrie, not as butch as Joan Baez (or whichever non-femme folk hero-ette I may be mixing her
up with), and not a glam as Dylan, Phil Ochs was a character that never really made any impression on me, even after
hundreds of hours having to sit on the floor and listen to this crap. Hey, it was 1980, there was a ton of other music a
precocious 9-year old was interested in: MJ’s Rock With You, Queen’s Crazy Little Thing Called Love, the Clash
were coming Stateside, and best of all, Diana Ross’ Upside Down—the first and only Billboard top song ever about
cunnilingus. (Not that I’m any fan of pop these days, but at least that’s got some life to it. Even when mellowly
stoned, Phil Ochs’ music is a downer. I still can’t understand how he gained any traction back then.)
So when I saw that Phil Ochs was going to be the subject of a new documentary to be released in 2011, I though, jesus
fucking christ, I need to go out there and stop this from happening. Of course in a passive way, though. And if I can’t
stop the film from being released, hopefully I can persuade readers not to waste the precious moments of their lives
watching a snoozer who made terrible, whiny, croaky music which was meaningless then as it is meaningless now.
The film has been completed and premiered at—where else—the Woodstock Film Festival. How utterly predictable.
Sure the storyline of the guy’s life is compelling, but I don’t need to sit through a painfully over dramatized narrative

of a random dude who fits perfectly within the 1960s framework for a “protest singer.” Again, predictable: nonreligious Jewish kid, messed up family life, deeply moved by the politics of the Vietnam war, shitty singer but an
affinity for music, grew up in New York, then succumbs to drugs and alcohol. Borrrrring.
Occasionally I think to myself, if we had modern protest singers penetrating pop culture perhaps it could have
triggered a stronger voice against the ridiculousness of our modern politics: anti-immigration, anti-education, and war
for the sake of profiteering. But make no mistake: the social and cultural movements that were so visible in the 1960s
did nothing to deter the US’s actions in Vietnam. Nothing. It wasn’t until 1974 that troops began to pull out, that we
know of. So what was all the hand-wringing about in 1968? It was the beginning of a tremendous profit machine in
musical acts touring and selling records. Oh yeah, I said it.
So, Mr. Phil Ochs, “topical singer,” you were really a cog in the system that built up the now all but defunct music
industry. Your energies perusing the pages of Newsweek to riff on stories you wanted to sing about in your whiny-ass
voice and beat up guitar were really just the results of string-pulling by the growing empire of thieving industry
bastards in New York and L.A. These guys saw a goldmine, and pumped their money into an investment that is still
paying off. Those activist-musicians who thought they could get out there and tour and make records that “make a
difference” were fools. Sad.
Sorry to be such a downer, but come on, what would inspire a filmmaker to make the same old crap. Yes, you can
expect montages of tour posters and shocking newspaper headlines with a soundtrack of ol’ Phil singing alongside his
guitar, interspersed with interviews by graying, post-stoned baby-boomers claiming that he’s been “written out of
history…as THE most important political entertainer of the 1960s.”
Please.
It doesn’t convince me that I’m underrating Phil Ochs just because a documentary – made entirely in its conventional
form – to trot out Pete Seeger (wow, he got really old), Sean Penn (huh?), Joan Baez (not a hippie any more),
Christopher Hitchens, Pete Yarrow (got fat)…
Turns out the poor guy was really tormented. Bipolar and alcohol addicted, he was a lonely, desperate man. But I
don’t know that interviewing Sean Penn is going to make this guy more compelling than he actually is.

?

Paul
Dir. Gregg Mottola
Starring: Simon Pegg, Nick Frost
Jason Bateman, Seth Rogen

Everyone involved in this film has clearly seen Y tu mama
tambien.
…
Pegg and Frost look rock bottom when they leave the comic-con at
the start.
Pegg has changed his hair his little. It looks flatter.
Frost is still fat.
…
They go on a road trip and meet an alien that has the voice of Seth Rogen. Some of its lines are funny. Some are
obvious.
…
I wonder how much Rogen changed the script. I know that Pegg and Frost wrote it, but Rogen's a bigger player than
them so he must've raked it a little. His own part at least.
…
The director leaves absolutely no trace of himself.
Not sure if that's a good thing or not.
…
Like Zombieland...the stuff on screen is interesting in itself, so why fuck around with the camera?
…
This is a Pegg and Frost film. Not a Gregg Mottola film.
…
Pegg and Frost add some new layers to their relationship.
They pretty much play a non-sexual couple in all the films they do together, and this one explores jealousy when a
third guy comes into it.

Or a third thing.
…
It really is just like Y tu mama tambien. With almost the exact same plot points. Two guys fuck around at the start and
need to grow up. Woman/alien turns up and they hit the road. Everyone fucks each other, and the two guys get jealous.
Woman/alien has cancer. She/it becomes a memory for the guys...a turning point memory.
…
The jealousy is well played in this though.
…
Like, when Frost fucks the alien first, Pegg buries his head in a comic book and then comes back out to tell Frost all
the reasons why the Green Lantern is sexually useless. Of course, this is an injoke, and only works if you know Frost
has been cast as the Lantern.
…
And when Pegg fucks the alien in the back of the car, the look on Frost's face as he peers in through the window is
priceless.
…
There is a lot of sex in this.
I wouldn't call it erotic though.
…
…
One scene, Jason Bateman tries to fist a gas station.

…
It makes sense when you see the film.
Kind of.
…
…
The funniest scenes are the ones without the alien.
It/Rogen tries too hard.
And the comedy is descriptive.
Like when the alien is taking off Frost's pants, it says, 'I'm taking off your pants.' The same shit Will Ferrell does every
film.
…
This is better than any Ferrell film.
See it for the sex.

The Belgrade Phantom
Dir: ?
Starring: Serbian Ian Brown

Gupter Puncher was invited to the Zagreb premiere. The director was there, and the main star. They talked about their
hopes for the film.
…
It's a lie.
…
Gupter Puncher was alone in Zagreb and didn't want to talk to anyone so he hid in some cinema called Kino Europa.
And there just happened to be a free entry Serbian film festa playing the same night. The director and star were there,
really. They talked in Serbian. Gupter Puncher imagined it was about their hopes for the film.
…
The first writing on screen was in english.
'In 1979, a guy drove around the streets of Belgrade in a stolen porsche. For ten consecutive nights he taunted the
police, and could not be caught. The people called him the phantom.'
…
No Billy Zane jokes.
…
The film starts. Characters talk in Serbian. There are no subtitles. Gupter Puncher sits and watches anyway.
…
The Phantom looks like Ian Brown. He steals the porsche. He taunts the police.
…
Where's Tito?
…
Oh, he's in Cuba.

…
Actually I didn't know who Tito was until I read the blurb for this film.
He looks tiny next to Castro.
…
The Phantom drives around the dark streets and the angle we mostly see is from above. The birds-eye view, just like
micro machines.
…
I like seeing a different city for a change. Beats New York. Or LA.
…
The phantom isn't saying anything. There's no backstory. No history.
…
The police are hiring another guy to catch him. He looks confident. He wears sunglasses at night. The police give him
a shitty car.
…
He sees the phantom, he chases him, he matches him swerve for swerve. This is gonna be close.
…
Hang on, the phantom's alone again. He parks his car under a small bridge and two minutes later the other guy drives
past. Huh?
…
The challenger guy has no backstory either. Is that a good thing?
…
The film's over. It's about seventy minutes long.
…
Ah, more writing.
It was a true story. The phantom was real, but they never found his police file.
…
So why'd he do it?

The

Clown
who

kicked
the

[Green] Hornets
nest

Seth Rogen looks fucking miserable.
I've been told by my editor [Ed: You are the editor, Oli.] to write something quick about 'that new superhero thing
with Rogens' [The Green Hornet] so here I am at some cafe I've never heard of in San Diego, with that Comic-Con
thing happening across the street [and in the building next door], waiting for Rogen or Rogens to come and say hi.
And after four hours of rotating the same coffee cup round and round and round this piece of shit plastic table, he
finally arrives...
...looking fucking miserable.
“Sorry, man, I'm-...I don't know.” He pauses, still standing, not shaking my hand. “Fuck it, I'll be
straight with you, man. I can't fake it today. I just can't.”
“Okay. Hmm...that's okay.”
He sits down, and half smiles.
“Well, maybe a little...I'll try a little...but...”
“Bad Comic-Con?”
He shrugs and turns to look at the building with all the nuts in it.

“Yeah...that place...” He pauses, again. I stir coffee that no longer exists. Is the whole interview gonna
be like this?
He stands up.
“Shitter. Back in two.”
I nod and he walks off. I lick dry bits of coffee from the top of my cup to pass the time.
Six minutes later, he's back in his seat.
“Look, man, forget all that,” he laughs, pointing behind him [to the past? The guy behind us?], “ComicCon's always a little...rough, y'know? A little emotional...I mean, they always want you to quote
something, some little thing about the Hornet they think maybe you don't know...like, hey faker, what's
Hornet's golf handicap? What's his darkest hour? That kind of shit...but, yeah, you get into the swing of
it and...I think it went pretty well. I think they're pretty psyched for what we're making.”
“Right, the movie...”
“Yeah, man, the movie. The movie is-...it's really gonna be something, y'know?”
“Something good?”
Rogen laughs loud, forcing the guy behind us out of the cafe and onto a table outside.
“Yeah, it's looking good. Real good. And the key is...the key always is, always...the script.” A smile.
“And, man, we've got a really great script.”
“Really? How great?”
He leans in, his face conquering pretty much the whole room.
“Let me give you a little history.”

The first problem with The Green Hornet was the script.

“The script? It wasn't too hard [to
figure out]. I mean, if you liked
Pineapple [Express], it's more of the
same. If you didn't like it, no
problem, because it's a completely
different beast.” - Seth Rogen.

It took two weeks for Seth Rogen and the other guy to write the script for The Green Hornet.
Two weeks from when Rogen told his agent to tell the studio to tell him that they were interested in
making a superhero out of him and wouldn't he like to try something like...I don't know... The Green
Hornet?
Rogen had already done [and was pretty happy with] the treatment and told the other guy they should
follow it pretty much religiously.
So the two of them locked themselves away in the cabin from 'The Great Outdoors' and pitched ideas at
each other and typed and typed and drank a lot of coffee and talked about how they shouldn't be
drinking so much coffee, not when Rogen was supposed to be getting into shape for the shoot, and
Rogen would say sure, you're right, but then you're wrong too, man, because...and he never finished the
'because' because...
When they were done, Rogen felt they had a pretty decent script so he sealed it up in an envelope and
sent it off to Steve Chow in Hong Kong, a director he'd heard about from the other guy. Then all they
had to do was sit back and wait. And dream.

A week later and Steve Chow was in.
Rogen put the phone down and turned to the other guy and said, 'we're a go, man', and the other guy
punched the air and said, 'fucking Chow!' And they went straight to the fridge and got out the four cans
of Tsing Tao they'd imported from Hong Kong and started drinking, and five hours later they
were...actually, they didn't know where they were, but they were having a good time and there were
women around them, and every time the other guy sobered a little and said to Rogen that all this
drinking probably wasn't the best way to start that getting into shape thing, Rogen would put a hand
over his mouth and say, 'Steve Chow, man.'
And when they woke up four days later, it didn't really matter that four days had passed, because
everything was okay. They were doing a superhero flick, and they had the fucking glorious Steve Chow holding the
camera.
But even though they had their director, there was still the script to work on. They'd done one draft, but
the first was never final, so they went back to the cabin from 'The Great Outdoors' to work on it some
more.
However...

INT: RECEPTION
The manager shakes his head and Rogen stamps his feet.
MANAGER: I'm sorry, there's nothing I can do.
ROGEN:Who's in there?
MANAGER: I'm sorry?
ROGEN: Who took the cabin, man? Who's in my room?
MANAGER: I don't think I can divulge that information, not without a-...
ROGEN: Who's in my fucking room?!
MANAGER: Sir...if you'd just-...
ROGEN: No, I won't. There's no-...Dan Ackroyd, man. John fucking Candy. You know? They owned
that fucking room, they dined in it and created a comedy of-...a work of fucking comedy...y'know, an
incredible-...a great movie, y'know? [Pause] Did you know that? No? Well, I did. Yeah, me. You didn't,
your fucking bellhop didn't, your maids didn't...no one did, but me. Me. Me, me, me, and I want that
fucking room, man. I want it now. Now, now, now, motherfucker, right now.
The manager shakes his head and says he's sorry again.
THE OTHER GUY: Seth, maybe we should-...
ROGEN: I'm not going anywhere, man.
MANAGER: I'm sorry, Sir, really, but there's nothing I can do. It's reserved.
Seth Rogen screams at the manager and then walks outside. The other guy repeats sorry to the manager
and follows him out.
EXT: OUTSIDE
ROGEN: Fuck.
END SCENE
So the cabin was taken, and, after two days of phonecalls and more screaming, they found out that so
was every other location used in every Aykroyd film ever made. The fake fire station from
Ghostbusters? Demolished. The castle mansion from 'Nothing But Trouble'? Bought. The funeral home

from 'My Girl'? Never existed to begin with.
So what was left?
Not much. Rogen had to get used to the idea of not writing a script in an Aykroyd location, and when
he finally did there weren't many other places available. So, the other guy said, maybe we should just
write it at the studio?
The strange thing about the studio was...everyone ignored them. It wasn't a huge problem, but it was
odd, and the two stars simply had to get used to moving around in seemingly invisible space.
Despite their anonymity, Rogen and the other guy set about their work with gusto. Or not gusto, but
they did at least five hours a day, which was decent enough considering they could have gone back to
their mansions and done fuck all.
Pretty soon they figured they'd fixed all the outstanding problems. And after writing new draft after
new draft, they made it to number eight and sent it to the studio with a note:
'This is the one.'
And the studio wrote back saying, 'great, let's start it up.'
And the two guys sat back in their little studio office, ignored by everyone, and waited for the reaction
of Steve Chow. And dreamed.

One week later and the verdict was in.
Steve Chow was out.
The other guy told Rogen the bad news and said there was nothing they could do to change Chow's
mind.
'Fucking Chow,' Rogen muttered into the desk. 'What now?'

“Who's gonna hold the [fucking] camera?”
Rogen went to Spielberg and pitched. He caught him coming off the golf course up in Marin County
near Lucas' ranch, and acted out some of what he thought were the better scenes. Spielberg nodded and
asked what the money shot would be. Rogen told him there would be a scene of him driving half a car
through an office building. Spielberg grinned and said no.
Next was Fincher. His agent said he was looking for a superhero thing, so Rogen phoned him up. I've
got a superhero thing, he said. With who? Fincher asked. With me, said Rogen. Oh, said Fincher. And a
Chinese guy, added Rogen. Fuck, said Fincher. I don't like Chinese people. And that was that.
After that the list got smaller.
They went to Howard and got a no.
Ang Lee. No, not again.
Friedkin. Didn't like superheroes, didn't like the colour green.
Sam Raimi. Couldn't do it. Trying to get back to basics.
Jon Turteltaub. Wanted to do it, but didn't know how.
James L Brooks. Liked the comedy angle, but terrified of action.
Brett Ratner. 'How much you paying? What? Sorry, bud, I'm on perma-cation.'
Michel Gondry. You want me? To do action? And I get to do it my way? Okay.

It's taken a long time to get to this, but the second problem with The Green
Hornet was the mind-scape of its director, Michel Gondry.

Back in the San Diego cafe, Rogen's face is still uncomfortably close.
“Man, Gondry isn't like a disastrous choice or anything.”
I push my chair back a little to remind myself I'm in a cafe and not on a Rogen-faced moon.
“So you wanted him in?”
“He's solid, y'know? And, like this mad, Caligari-esque genius too, so...yeah, I've got no problem with
him running the thing.”
“But he wasn't first choice...”
“First choice? Man, first choice...the thing about first choice is it's not always the right choice,
y'know?”
“Right.” I nod, confused. “But he wasn't second choice either, was he?”
“No, man. No, he wasn't. But...but that's not a slight on him or anything. That's just the-...I don't know,
the whimsy of lists.”
His face moves closer again, forcing the words in. The whimsy of lists? Huh?
“I mean, with Gondry, we know he can go one of two ways.” Rogen holds up two fingers and ticks
them off as he speaks. “One, he fucks it up, it becomes cult and we all get a little cred. Or two, he
knocks it out of the park and we make a lot of fucking money.”
I nod. It seems to make sense now. Gondry's not a risk, not really.
“Y'know, if you wanna see how it all plays out, come and visit.”

“Visit the set?”
“Sure, man. Unlimited access, no barriers or anything.”
“You sure?”
“Yeah, you seem solid. I mean, you could be a rat, I don't know, but I'm a chance-giver, man. And I
know rats when I see them.” He laughs. “Come and visit, seriously. Any time. All the time. Whatever.”

The gradual unraveling of Michel Gondry [On-Set report]

It's the first get-together before rehearsals begin and Rogen, the other guy and myself are sitting,
waiting for the director.
We've been waiting a while. Maybe an hour, maybe a little more.
I get up and tell the others I'm just going to the toilet, and on the way I breathe out a little as I've never
been completely relaxed in rooms of silence. But it's okay, I tell myself. By the time I get back, Gondry
will be there.
But then...he isn't.
I know this because on the way back to the room of silence I see a tall Frenchman standing next to one
of the wall plants outside the room.
I stop and look at him, but he says nothing.
“Mr Gondry?”
The man edges round the plant and hides behind the leaves.
“The meeting's inside this-...” I point to the room. He doesn't answer. “Yeah, we were just waiting for
you...”
He pulls one of the larger leaves outwards to try and cover his face. It doesn't. It shades part of the
cheek, nothing more.
I stare a little longer then shrug and return to the room.
“Man, any sign?” Rogen asks me.
I sit down and shake my head. I don't know why Gondry is hiding behind a plant outside the room, but
I don't want to burn the guy before he's even been introduced.
A few minutes later, Michel Gondry walks into the meeting room and tells us it feels like a very strange
place to be having a meeting.
Rogen laughs and so does the other guy.
“We thought you'd gone to the wrong city. Take a seat, man.”
Gondry sits down, glancing at me once, and asks to look at the script.
Rogen passes it over and the French director skims through.
“I think you'll find it's pretty much all there...” Rogen says over the silence. “I mean, if you wanna push
some changes or you've got fresh ideas, don't hold back, man...but, yeah, I think it's pretty much 'on
course'.”
Gondry nods and puts the script down.
“Okay, first thing...”
“Yeah?”
“I look at the script and I see...what? Locations, buildings, places, all these things...but no
minimalism.”
Rogen looks at the other guy and mutters 'minima...'
“See, as far as I know, this superhero thing, whatever it is exactly...it's never been done on a small
scale...”
“Small scale?”
“Yes, exactly. Small scale.”
Rogen runs his hand through his hair and shakes a shitload of dandruff onto my shoulder.
“Hmm, okay, man. How small are we talking here?”

“How small?” Gondry stands up and starts moving his arms in the air, like a composer directing
magical notes. “Micro-machine small. Cardboard buildings here. Cardboard costumes there. Cardboard
extras everywhere. Guns and knives and cars made of nothing but cardboard...can you imagine it?”
Rogen leans back in his chair.
“Man, you serious?”
Gondry looks at him, lowering his arms back to his side.
“Ha, serious...no, no, don't panic. I was just testing my...testing my limits.” He sits back down and
places his elbows on the desk. “There's no room for cardboard in this kind of film.”

It's the first day of filming and Gondry has yet to call action.
For the last seven hours he's been sitting in his chair, like a monk, staring around the set.
Rogen, after chatting with the other guy and Jay Chou [Kato], walks over for what must be the eighteenth time that
day and asks him if everything's okay.
“Yes, yes,” answers Gondry.” I'm simply acclimatising.”
“Oh, right.”
“Yes, just getting used to my new playground.”
Rogen stands there for a minute or two, clearly trying not to think of the light they're wasting or the
money they're losing every second.
“I don't know, man...how long does this playground thing usually take?”
Gondry puts a finger to his mouth.
“Indefinite.”

I've been on set a month now and Gondry has managed one scene.
In a script meeting, he tells Rogen the first month is always a slow one and not to worry because the
pace will soon pick up, especially when inspiration comes.
“And inspiration can come at anytime,' he says, pointing up to the sky.
Rogen nods.
“As long as you know what you're doing, man.”

It's early hours and I sit with Gondry in his trailer, which isn't made of cardboard, but some kind of
metal, and watch [as an almost invisible force it seems] as he smokes cigarette after cigarette
[apparently, he rolls them all himself, using a machine he has the patent for], telling me in great detail
what he's trying to achieve by doing this film.
As the night wears on, and information on filming dries up, he starts talking to himself.
“You can do this, Michel.”
“I can't do it.”
“It's too big.”
“It's just money. Nothing's bigger than the mind.”
“I'm tired.”
“I'm really tired.”
“No, you fucking pigs, you don't get it. My mind is tired.”
“Who is this Rogen?”
“I must change his script.”
“He won't let me change his script.”
“I'm stuck.”
“I've stuck myself.”
And when morning comes, and I wake up dazed on his couch, he's still talking, still smoking, still
worrying...

It's nearing the end of the shoot and one of the stunt scenes is due to be shot.
In the script, The Green Hornet is supposed to fight Kato and lose. The style is to be chaotic, but with
some kind of technique involved.

Rogen and Jay Chou warm up in the corner, throwing fake punches.
Gondry sits in his chair on the other side of the room, frozen.
I'm not sure, but it seems that this rigid state translates an uncertainty about something...the action,
perhaps?. I know from his previous films that he's never directed action before, not in any realistic way,
and it's a prominent feature of any superhero film nowadays, so...
'Fuck', I hear him muttering to himself.
Rogen comes over to Gondry and says they're ready when he is.
“Yes, yes...”
And the director goes once again into his own space, seemingly closing everything down inside,
when...
“Yes! Let's do it...” he shouts, rebooting, and leading Rogen back to Chou in the corner.
And I watch from close by as he explains what he wants them to do, and precisely how they should do
it.
Fifteen minutes later and the camera is ready.
“Err...we are gonna try it the other way too, right?” asks Rogen, standing at the edge of the coffee table.
“We'll see...”
“Man...” Rogen starts, but Gondry has his finger in the air, and...
“Go!”
Rogen shrugs and looks at Chou, who's playing out anger on the other side of the table, and says his
line, and Chou shouts back at him, and then it begins.
And as the two men chase each other round the table, never gaining, never touching, like an endless
loop of a very bored Tom and Jerry, I hear Gondry telling the cameraman to 'keep rolling, keep
rolling...'
After eighteen minutes of running, it stops.
“Perfect!” says Gondry to a silent room.

Only a few more days left and I'm back in Gondry's trailer, the increasingly Herzog-like director sitting
on the floor, not smoking, but pretending to smoke. And after what seems like only a few minutes, but
is probably closer to an hour, he forgets my presence and starts talking to himself again.
“They don't understand me.”
“I'm embarrassing myself.”
“Out. Out. Out.”
“Help me...”
“How do I get out of this fucking thing?”
“There's no exit.”
“There's always an exit.”
“Aha!”
“That's it!”
“Burn yourself, Michel.”
“Flay yourself.”
“Build your pyre and dance in it!”
I sit still in the corner, real still, and pretend to be one of the toys. Fucking Gondry...fucking Caligari-esque
geniuses...why can't I ever cover a Frank Oz film?

Gondry walks on set the next morning and without saying good morning to anyone or offering any
instructions for set-ups, calls everyone together.
I watch from the edges, half-aware of what's about to happen.
“What's up, man?” Rogen asks.
“Everything, Seth.”
Silence.
“You wanna put it into words?”
“Yes. Yes, I do.”
Everyone looks at each other, worried what these words might be. 'More scenes of running around the

table,' I whisper to the lighting guy.
“This...this thing is too big.” Gondry's arms seem to encompass the whole set. “What we need is...”
'God, not cardboard,' mutters the lighting guy.
“...to bring the scale down...right down as far as it will go...to make the buildings tiny, to make the
people ants...to bring everything right down until...”
'Not fucking cardboard.'
“...until there is nothing left but...”
'Not-...'
“...cardboard!”
'Fuck.'

The
third problem
with

The Green Hornet
was

Kato
as a man.

I'm now sitting in another cafe I've never heard of, this time in LA, and Jay Chou [on time] is telling
me a story. It goes something like this [though as I'm writing this thing a few weeks later, my memory's
a bit rough].
A few months ago, before he took this film, Jay Chou is sitting in some arty bar in a back alley of Hong Kong, telling
Daniel Wu he's gonna do The Green Hornet.
Wu, who's fairly big in Hong Kong but a complete nobody back in the US, stares out at the other bars
in the alley.
“What do you think, man?” Chou asks.
A slutty looking woman, possibly a whore, comes out of the Budweiser bar across the road, and Wu
shakes his head.
“I think...be careful, man.”
“How do you mean?”
Wu watches the slut-whore bump into a random guy and shout at him to watch where he's going.
“I mean, be careful what they do to you.”

“You mean screen-time?”
Wu shakes his head.
“Wait a sec...”
He stands up and walks over to the owner of the bar and asks for something then comes back holding a
piece of paper.
“What's that?”
Wu holds up a finger then writes down a few things. When he's done he tosses it over to Chou.
“That's what you gotta remember.”
On the piece of paper are the following points:
Man, remember...
1 – Be stronger than Rogen
2 – Don't let him wear heels
3 – You're the same height more or less, so don't let them exaggerate it.
4 – Stretch to full height in every scene. Make it hard for them.
5 – Fight the director.
6 – Don't let him talk down to you.
7 – Don't be rude, but don't be polite either.
Back in the cafe I've never heard of, Chou leans back with his hazelnut mocha and tells me, 'there was
more[on the note], but I can't tell you that.'
I say it sounds interesting and gently push him for more.
'No, sorry, man. It's between me and Daniel.' He smirks. 'And the male half of Asia.'

The next day I watch Chou and Rogen film a scene with Cameron Diaz, where the two men have just
come straight from a factory dust-up into a swanky hotel to meet Diaz's damsel/model character, and
Wu's note is very much in my thoughts.
The action plays out a few times. The two men walk into the hotel bar and sit down opposite Diaz.
After Gondry watches the playback and nods, they move into the dialogue.
“They let you in here looking like that?” Rogen starts.
“I was gonna ask you the same thing,” Diaz retorts.
“Ha, I look good in green. The bellhop told me.”
“Really?”
“Yeah, and the dude in the toilets.”
“That's quite a fan base. You been in the kitchen yet?”
“No. Is that where you came in?”
I watch the two of them saying these ridiculous lines and wonder if this will really come across as
flirting. I look across at Chou and wonder if he's thinking the same thing. It's hard to tell, his face isn't
moving much. Bad acting? I'm not sure.
“You're quite insulting today, Brett. Maybe you should learn some manners from your friend.”
“Who? Kato?” Rogen points at Chou. “He gives me all my best lines.”
Chou stares at Diaz, still as a wolf. I glance quickly at the script and the page they're supposed to be
following, but there's no stage direction to describe what I'm seeing. 'Kato looks passive, real passive'
it says. No, he doesn't.
“Kato?” Rogen prompts from the side.
It doesn't work. Chou is in some kind of deep trance, at least that's what it looks like. And it's bizarre. I
haven't seen this kind of isolation in character since Thomas Haden Church's first scene on Sideways.
What is he doing?
“Is he alright?” Diaz improvises. “He looks entranced or something...
Chou seems to realise they're talking about him and snaps out of it.
“Man, you okay?”
Chou nods and speaks slowly:
“I'm good.”
“You see...”Rogen says, eyes lighting up, “all the best lines, right here.”
The crew laughs and so does Diaz.

After a few more takes I follow Chou to the sandwich table and ask him what was going on in that first
take. He practically swats away the question, so I ask again, this time adding something about Wu's
note.
“Oh that. Yeah.”
“Yeah? You mean you were following the note?”
He pauses.
“It's okay, you don't have to tell me everything. Just a hint.”
His eyes scan the sandwiches.
“Sexual attraction, man.”
He picks up two sandwiches and starts to walk back on set, but I grab him [gently] by the arm and ask
for a little more.
“Okay, man, how about this?White Girl choosing Chinese over White Guy.”
And then he's gone, back into the den of ninety nine percent 'White Guy' to fight the good Asian fight,
to look Rogen in the eyes and show him that...to show him...well, to show him that he could fuck Cam
Diaz if he wanted to.
Even if the script does paint him asexual.

The fourth and final problem with The Green Hornet was Cameron Diaz as
the love interest.
Age of Seth Rogen: 19
Age of Cameron Diaz: 52
[Note: Age of Dame Judi Dench: 54]

Back in San Diego, in the original cafe I've never heard of, I push my chair back further until it hits the
wall.
Rogen-moon comes nearer, his stomach pushing against the edge of his side of the table.
“Y'know, man, every movie's got it's problems.”
“Yeah, I know...”
“They said Blade Runner was shit when it came out. They said the same for Godfather. And
Tron. And-...”
“Tron?”
“Fuck, yeah, I love Tron. You don't love Tron?”
I shrug.
“Seriously? No love? Man, that's bullshit. Everyone loves Tron.”
“I don't know...I guess I haven't seen it in a while...”
“Haven't seen it...right, there it is. Watch it again. Correct yourself, man. Tron...that's...that's what it's-...fuck, what was
I saying?”
“Every movie has problems...”
“Yeah, movies and problems...every movie's got it's problems. That's so fucking true. But not us. Not
Green Hornet. We're gonna run smooth pretty much all the way. Good director, good cast, great
script...y'know?”
“Yeah.”
He puts his hand on my shoulder, now as close as he can possibly be [unless I can absorb myself into
the wall?]
“And, man, even if we do somehow fuck this up, it'll still be something cool.”

*The Green Hornet will be released sometime in January, 2011.
[Additional Note: There was some extra time towards the end of the interview, and as Rogen was leaning in so close,
I took the opportunity to show him a scene from Knifeman.
The one where Knifeman is breaking into the house of the two tv actor tough guys and...I mean, they're tough on their
show, but not in real life, and what happens to them is the main drive of the plot, but...fuck it, too much to explain
[Rogen didn't really get it either]. This is the scene:

[scene missing]

“Interesting stuff, man.”
That's what Rogen said, after he'd read it. I told him to keep it and read it again without me watching like a hawk, and
he said, sure, man, it's kinda re-readable anyway.
Well, I'd like to say Rogen wasn't full of shit, but a few days later I sent him the rest of it, the complete Knifeman,
which only a few people have received before...one of them was Spike Lee, another Nathan Fillion [guy from that
piece of shit Tv show Castle]...and, what did I get back?
Nothing.
He couldn't even remember me interviewing him. Which I did. I'm sure I did.
No, I did. It happened, definitely. I was there.

No, I'm pretty sure that happened.

Anyway, Rogen is still full of shit, and he'll pay for treating Knifeman this way. When he's not doing so well, and
when, suddenly, everyone's talking about Knifeman, and he slithers over and says, hey man, I want in...that's when it'll
happen. Mark my fucking words, Rogen.
And the thing is...that wasn't even the best scene. And it was still great anyway. But...there's even better...greater
scenes...like-...

I

NTERVIEW

with Dante Lam [Take three]

I've finally pinned down that slippery motherfucker...Dante Lam, film-maker who seems to think respect
is a one way street...and, honestly, I'm at the end of a two and a half month anger tide and this is gonna be
brutal.
I will nail you to the wall, Dante Lam. To the fucking wa-...
DANTE LAM: Sorry?
ME: Huh? Dante Lam?
DANTE LAM: Er, yes, that's me.
ME: [Muttering into my sleeve] to the fucking wall. [Full voice] Hey man, how long have you been standing there?
Sit down. Let me get my-...
DANTE LAM: Do you mind if I order something first?
ME: Sure, get a coffee. I'll try and find my...my notepad thing.
A few minutes later.

The interview

1 - Stool Pigeon is a fairly shit title. Why did you choose it?

What film is that? Did I make it?
[I nod]
What's it in Cantonese? Wait, I'll google... Whoah... That's
such a weird translation. Did we pay someone for that? No?
Ha, I guess that's not so bad then.

2 - In reality, Nicholas Tse [star of 'Stool Pigeon'] ran that guy over a few years back and got
someone else to take the blame. Did you try to include a similar scene in the film to make him feel
guilty?

Similar? It's the same scene. We had all these out takes and, well, we just shot a bit of extra stuff and stuck it all
together. Nah, I'm joking, of course. Actually Nicholas isn't very sensitive to it at all. You can pretty much write it into
the script and he wouldn't care.
Really?
Oh yeah. Really, really. He's a great guy. [Pause] Sorry if that's too nice for such a...y'know, blunt question.
You don't like blunt questions?
No, no, it's fine. Very different, that's all. Very fresh. Continue, please.

3 - You have a Taiwanese actress in your film. Is this mandatory in Hong Kong film now?

Oh yeah... you simply have to get a Taiwanese actress. They are hot.
They work for nothing, and they'll take their top off.. Ha, I'm
joking, of course. She...I forget her name now...no, she was very
good for the part. Perfect, actually.

Man, you like to joke a lot, don't you?

Sorry, I'll try and restrain myself. But like I said, your questions are
a little...how do you say, flaming? No, a different one. Provocative.

Yeah, well...I don't really think that's true.

Hey, it's no problem. I don't mind. I'm just a little...what is it...unconditioned to it? Which is why I try to include some
joking, you know? I mean, most interviews here in Hong Kong are so-...

Next question.

4 - The second main bad guy looks like a tough
motherfucker. The main bad guy looks like a pop
star. Why?

Because he is! No joking now, it's true. He's huge in
Taiwan, really.

So why did you cast him?

Ha, you want me to say he can't act? So direct...so direct but, you know, I can't do that. No, he was fine, great. Maybe
not the most threatening guy in the world, but he'll get the teenage girls in, and that's film the world over, isn't it? Tits,
ass, pop stars, whatever makes money.

5 - In the film, when the choppers hit someone, there's a funny sound effect. Is that realistic? Did
you test it?

Realistic? Actually, this is a funny story. See...you can't actually chop someone for the film, obviously, and it's a
difficult sound to mimic so...basically, we just found some bored mainlanders and paid them to run into these...I don't
know exactly what they were...electric fans maybe...and yeah...ha, so funny to watch...so, so funny. But it's fine,
nobody was hurt too much.

6 - Why the flashbacks when a character is feeling strong emotion? It almost pulls down the whole
film...

Strong emotion? What's that? Is there a Cantonese word for it?
I mean, melodrama.
Oh, that. Yeah...wait, what's wrong with that? Melodrama is
a wonderful thing. If you want your audience to feel
something then...you know, melodrama. I really don't
understand what anyone would have against it.
It's fake.
Yes, and movies are fake. Actors are fake. This is what we
make and, you know, melodrama...is the way you do that.

7 – Hong Kong films are decent, but also kinda
tedious. Always cops and triads or period farce.
Don't you wanna break away from this?

That's not exactly true. Actually, that's very...that's a very

harsh thing to say. Though there are always new genres
that the industry could explore. [Pause] You know, they
say 3 D porn is where the action is now. Seriously. I think
Hong Kong should be able to do this really well. That sort
of film will write itself, and, really, that's exactly the way
how we like to do film here in Hong Kong. So,
yeah...long live 3D porn.
Is that a joke?
No, Sir. No joke. If you don't believe me look at what's
coming out later this year. Sex and Zen 3D. I don't
imagine it'll make much at the cinema, but the DVD sales
should be huge. And, honestly, I think a city like here,
you know, like Hong Kong, really needs to look at its
attitude towards sex in its films. I mean, it's not exactly European standard is it? More like Iran standard. Brutal,
brutal, no freedom...God help us all.

8 - If you had more balls, would you try and break away from it?

[Dante Lam stares at me for about a minute] Yes, I don't think I'll be answering that question.

Why not?

Next question.

What's wrong with the last one?

Next. Question.

Okay then...

9 – Hong Kong is a very stale, depressing place.
Most people call it a shithole. Why do you live
there?

I don't. I live in Vancouver.

And...

And? What would you like me to say?

Something about Hong Kong...

A critique? Why? I like the place. It's my home, and
if you have these...this problem with it then that is
your thing, not mine.

10 - I can't speak Cantonese so I don't know if
Hong Kong actors [pop stars] can act or not,
but it seems to me they can't. Do you laugh
sometimes when they read their lines?

I don't see why. They can read fine. Maybe if you did
know some Cantonese you'd know this too. I don't
know.
Actually, yeah...maybe you're right. I should've learnt some.
It's not too late.

11 – The actors...are you allowed to shout at them?

Shout at them? Ha, it's compulsory. Well, maybe not with
Nicholas. He gets a bit frightened when there's loud voices.
[Pause] No, I'm joking, of course. Nicholas is great. The
whole cast was great.

12 - Did you shout at the pop star bad guy?

Honestly, I didn't have the time. I hired the Assistant Director to shout at him. [Pause] No, I'm joking of course. We
got on fine. He's a great guy.

13 - I'm sorry, I know I asked this already but...why did you cast that guy? He's weak and
unthreatening...

Yes, yes, but he's huge in Taiwan! You can't ignore that kind of money. I'm sorry but that's just a reality of the industry
now and if you can't accept it then, you know, maybe you shouldn't be making films.

14 - Do you feel inferior to Wong Kar Wai?

Wow...inferior? To him? Of course not. To tell the truth, we all get along in the industry here. We go out, we have

dinner, we talk film, we have nicknames for each other. His is Wanker Wai.
You're joking, of course?
Nah, not this time. That's what we call him. Seriously.

15 - His films are different and a lot better than
yours. Do you talk shit about him behind his back?

Yes, but his films aren't films. They're just records of him
fucking the actors about. They all hate him you know?
[Pause] But, of course, I say this with great affection. He is
a Hong Kong treasure for whom we have the greatest
respect. Great, great respect.

16 - Did you feel smug when he made that piece of shit Blueberry Nights?

I never watch his movies. They're all terrible.
Is that a joke?
Honestly, I don't even know any more. I'm certain they're not terrible, so, yes, perhaps it was a joke, but then...I'm not
certain they're particularly good either. All I know for sure is, I haven't seen any of his films for a long long time.
That's all.

17 - I'm not sure if you're the right guy to be asking about this, but will you read my script?

Your script? Let's see...is it as direct as your interviews?

Yup. Maybe. I think so.

Then sure...why not?

18 - Why not? Because I'm not big time, not a
taiwanese pop st-...oh, you mean yes...
Sure, because while I've got it on my desk, you'll be writing
a really good review of my movie, won't you? Was did they
call it again? Stone Pigeon?

* Stool Pigeon is out in cinemas fuck knows when

EXT. CLINIC – WEST CENTRAL – MOURNING
Calvin stands outside the clinic. It’s a small building, clean and
sparkling new, juxtaposed against the run down shacks that make up the rest
of the street. It stands out badly.
Calvin looks at the sign.
‘Dr. Tetsuo private clinic’
He walks across the road, looking around for chavs.
CUT TO – INT. CLINIC
The waiting room is empty, apart from Calvin. And eerily quiet.
Calvin looks around.
On the walls are posters of naked men and women, from different angles. Not
really promoting anything, just wall porn.
A buzzer sounds.
CUT TO – OFFICE
Calvin sits in the office with the doctor he met on set.
The doctor looks tanned and well-rested. He’s beaming a “I knew you would
come” smile.
He picks up a magazine and throws it across the desk.
Calvin flinches a little before picking it up.
DOCTOR
A sample of what we can do.
Calvin nods.
CALVIN
I was wondering…
He looks at the magazine.
DOCTOR
I’m sure you noticed the posters on the wall outside. More samples.
Calvin flicks through the pages, confused.
He puts it back on the desk.
CALVIN

Ok, I’m stuck, man. What exactly do you do?
DOCTOR
We protect you. We take away your fear. Really, it’s a simple operation.
We can do it today if you like.
Calvin squirms in his seat.
CALVIN
But what is it that you do?
DOCTOR
Something amazing.
Calvin stares.
CALVIN
What?!
DOCTOR
We’re gonna make you feel like Superman. Man of steel.
The doctor smiles.
CUT TO – OPERATING ROOM
Calvin lies down on the table. We only see his face.
He turns his face to the side. Across the room, he can see the
doctor/surgeon putting his gloves on.
There are two nurses in the room, both plain looking. They are preparing
something near the doctor.
The doctor moves to another table, picking something up.
He turns around holding a scalpel. He moves over to Calvin.
CALVIN
Wait…
The doctor stops next to the table and raises the scalpel over Calvin’s
body.
No, I’m awake…wait…
He tries to raise his hand to stop him.
The doctor mimes a “cutting action”, then taps Calvin on the shoulder.
DOCTOR
Relax, I’m kidding.
He turns and puts the scalpel back on the table nearby.

Calvin, breathing strongly now, keeps watching him. He sees him pick up
something else.
The nurse comes close to him now. She gives him an injection.
He stays focused on the doctor.
He sees smoke coming up from his head. Then a rolled cigarette appears at
his side.
CALVIN
What are you… you’re smoking?
DOCTOR
(Without turning)
Relax. Sleepy time.
Calvin can’t keep his eyes open.
CALVIN
Don’t…cut me…
The doctor doesn’t hear him.
Calvin’s eyes close.

“Robocop. Wolverine. Who gives a fuck? They're both metal.”

-Darren Aronofsky, on why he chose to direct Wolverine 2

WAHLBERG
on

WAHLB
WAHLBERG
Marky Mark Wahlberg
on his career, his films,
the good ones, the shit
ones, and the fucking
ugly ones...

Fear
Y'know, man, this was my first shot at it all really. And Reese
wasn't what she is now, not back then. She was just starting too.
So, the two of us really stuck together on this one. We did a lot of
rehearsing together, especially for the first half of the film where
there has to be some kind of chemistry there between them.
Some kind of connection that her character can't get from anyone else, and I think, because of the hours we put
in beforehand, we really got that part of it. What kind of rehearsing?Well, the scene on the roof at the party, we
played that a few times. And the bed scene, we had a lot of fun with that. Did we really do it? Ha, do what, man?
It's just rehearsing, it's not real. But, yeah, we did. Not on camera or anything, but I got to know her pretty good
a few times.

[...The Premiere was something pretty cool, and everyone seemed to be real nice and welcoming, and
women were coming up to him and offering him stuff, and that hadn't happened for a while...
He sat in his agent's office, waiting.
...well, not the way it was happening now, because before it was just the teenagers and the nuts who
were chasing him, but now it was better women and...shit, wasn't it only gonna get even better from this
point on, just like his agent said?]

Boogie Nights
Ah, the mighty Anderson! Y'know, he's got a really
widespread rep as a genius auteur, but to be honest, he's
a lot more collaborative then you'd imagine. It's not like
I just went in there and took direction. None of us did. I
mean, he had a plan, he had the script to follow, but
there were a few times where he would sit back and let
me and John[C. Reilly] and Julianne[Moore] hand out a
few ideas. Like, the scene where I'm, y'know, having
sex with Julianne on the desk, he actually wanted me to
go inside her. Seriously, he said it, go inside, make it
real. But I kinda talked him out of that one.
Not that I didn't want to do it, but, y'know, it wasn't really important for me to actually be fucking...having sex with
her. And I don't think Heather would've been too happy about it either. What? Yeah, I was with her off-camera. Or I
think I was. Was I? Man, it's been so long I can't really remember. If you're reading this Heather, call me and let me
know. But yeah, I'm pretty sure we were together. Did I see any of the stuff with Burt[Reynolds, co-star and
supposed enemy of Anderson on set]? Yeah, I saw some. But it was nothing, man. Just Burt trying to get more
screen time, y'know? And a little more sex, the old dog.

[The lights went out and the cleaner said goodnight and Wahlberg continued to sit and wait in the
agent's office.
...things were going great, real fucking great, and it didn't seem to be showing any kind of sign of slow
down, just like his agent said, and, man, if it kept going this way, then pretty soon he'd have fucked
every beautiful woman in town and...shit, then what?
The agent phoned his own office and Wahlberg picked up and said, 'yeah?', and the agent sighed and
told him to go out, put himself about a bit, find some ass, and Wahlberg sighed back and said, man, I've
done all that today already, and I don't need to be doing it now, not when there's waiting to be done.]

The Big Hit
Man, I know most of you guys ripped this apart, but I liked it. I can't really
say what it was I liked, but I liked it. I did, really. I thought I did okay in it
too. A bit soft some of the time...y'know, when you get good reviews like I
did for Boogie Nights then you don't go too far from that, so, yeah, I did
play it soft some of the time, but I don't think it was fatal. And you
gotta know, Lou Diamond Phillips is a funny fucking guy. Seriously, I don't
think I ever laughed so hard on a set, and I've done a film with Burt
Reynolds. It's a shame he doesn't get the breaks anymore, but I'm glad he's
still working. He is still working, right? Yeah? He is? Cool. That's cool.

[...a mis-step, they said, and he didn't know whether or not to believe them, but, man, it hadn't done too
badly, and the women didn't seem to care too bad, and the agent was telling him every star had the
luxury of at least two mis-steps, so that meant he still had...
The agent's office was cold sometimes, so he used his cell to phone his agent and tell him to drop by his
place and pick up a jacket.
“You could get it yourself, Mark,” the agent said.
“No, not yet.” he replied.
...one more mis-step in the bank.]

Three Kings
I love David[ O Russell], I really do. Man, if he wasn't a
guy, I'd have jumped on him a long time ago. But he is a
guy, so I haven't. Ha, make that very, very clear, please. I
have not jumped on David. Thanks. But, seriously, his
movies are always awesome. I've done three of them now
[I Heart Huckabees, and the forthcoming 'The Fighter']
and I don't know how but he really seems to bring out the
best of me. Like, there was one scene in Three Kings, it
was the torture scene, y'know, with the Iraqi guy and the
Michael Jackson dialogue and...between takes, David
would actually put on face paint and switch with the Iraqi
actor and come over and get right in my face.
Y'know, right up close and, yeah, he hit me and put oil down my throat and all that shit. Ha, yeah, I probably
could've sued him for that, but the thing was I knew what he was doing...I knew why he was doing it. To get a real

performance, y'know? That's why, and I think a lot of people don't understand that about him. Clooney? He didn't
understand it, and that's why he swung for him, but George is pretty lightweight, y'know? Yeah, it's a bit
embarrassing, but to his credit you never hear David talking about it. You never hear about after Clooney hit him,
how David put him on the floor and beat the living shit out of him. Clooney never talks about that part, does he?
But, yeah, they're both great guys, great professionals.

[...to a whole new level, and things couldn't keep climbing this way, and pretty soon he' d have to sit
down and think about longevity and how to go the way of Newman and Cruise and Hoffman, but not
yet, not when things were going so great and everything he did was making money and the phone was
mostly ringing, and the women...man, the women...
He unplugged the agent's phone and told the agent he was taking it back to his place so he could make
sure he didn't miss any calls.
“I'm expecting something big, real soon,” he said.]

The Perfect Storm

Man, what a bitch of a fucking wave! And I know it looked real big on screen, but, man, that thing really was huge,
like, a hundred feet or something. And I should know as I was right in the middle of it. Seriously, Wolfgang
[Peterson] said he really wanted us to feel the wave, and, y'know, he trusted us as actors to fake it if we had to, but
he was really determined not to go that route. So, there we were, me, George, John, Bill Fichtner, and that other guy,
I forget his name...there we were all sitting there on that boat, thinking we were in calm waters, when suddenly,
bam, there's a huge fucking wave right there on top of us. Dude, I've never been so out there in my life. George too,
and the thing with him was, his character's supposed to be this whole wise man of the sea guy, and there he was,
saying 'Wolfgang, Wolfgang, I'm not sure about this, I'm not sure'. But, y'know, you don't really see any of that in
the film, or I hope you don't anyway. I mean, George kept it together pretty good, and I thought I did okay too.
Didn't I? Ah, man, you're only saying that when I'm in the room, ha. But, yeah, I thought I did an okay job on that
one. Not that I 'd want to do it again, y'know, but I did okay.

[...making a shit load of money, and the only thing missing, or what they all said was missing, was
credibility, and that was something he knew he'd never really had, and further than that, had no real
idea how to get, so...
When he wasn't home, with the agent's phone, he was usually in the car. But not for very long, because
every time he went outside and got in the car and tried to drive somewhere, he'd always start thinking
about the phone, and how it might be ringing at that very moment, so he'd turn back straight away and
go back up the driveway and run into the living room, where the phone was in the corner, waiting,
silent.]

The Departed
What I love about my part in this one is the
surprise. I mean, no one saw me coming in this.
And I mean no one, man. I think Scorcese had to
sit down and take a moment after I did that first
interview scene with DiCaprio. I mean, that was
supposed to be DiCaprio and Damon owning that
film, and then...well, I don't want to say I came
along and pretty much stole the whole movie
from them, but I did.
And I'll tell you something else. Alec Baldwin is a dream to play against. No ego on that man, and I don't care what
you've heard. That scene where I come in and give intel and we do the whole fucking your mother thing...never have
I seen an actor step out of the way and let someone else play to that degree. He gave me that scene, absolutely, and I
have nothing but total respect for that man. As for Damon and DiCaprio, well, they did what they had to do. No hard
feelings there. What? Was I fucking anyone off-camera? Man, who's asking these questions, you or your readers?
Okay, I'll tell you one little secret. Martin Sheen is more of a dirty dog than Jack Nic has ever been. And that's a fact.
But don't tell anyone I said it.

[...an Oscar, a fucking Oscar, and wasn't this the start of something? Maybe that longevity thing he'd
wondered about that time...
He put the Oscar nomination card next to the agent's phone and sat down very close to them both. The
way he imagined it, the Oscar nom would send out positive waves of energy to the closest thing nearby,
and the way he saw it, the agent's phone was that very thing. So, this way nothing could go wrong.
Oscar nomination would lead to genuine Oscar, and genuine Oscar would inexorably lead to two, and
then to three, and four, and pretty soon he'd have a whole centipede of them.]

The H****ning

what the fuck was I thinking...??

I was waiting for this one to come up. Did you see it?
Yeah, I guess you had to. What did you think? Man, no
worries, it' a film, you're a critic, y'know? You gotta do
your job. But I'll tell you something, and I know it's kind
of in fashion to cut M. Night at the moment, but, y'know,
honestly, I had no problems at all. What's that? No, man,
the set was fine, it was all good. It's not like any of us
could see what was gonna happen after...it's not like we've
got second sight or anything. I mean, okay, maybe John
[Leguziamo] whined a little, but it wasn't like he wasn't
there with his support too. We all were, especially when
the critics started going for it in a big way. And that's
never something you see coming, y'know?
No one goes into a film thinking it's gonna turn out a piece of shit
that you've gotta hide from. And I don't hide from it. I won't. M.
Night wrote a great script for it, and when I read it I was hooked,
man...I mean, right from the start you've got people killing
themselves left and right, you've got guys jumping off roofs,
jumping out in front of trains, and no one has any idea why...and
when you go past all the criticism and the, y'know, all the shit this
thing got, the actual premise of the film is pretty solid. And yeah,
maybe the whole tree thing and the whispering leaves...maybe that
wasn't so great or on the level it could've been, but, man, it's not like
he killed anyone, right? All he did was shoot a few trees in the wind,
just like someone like Terry Malick does in every single film he
does, and the only difference is, Night gets slaughtered for it. I
mean, is that fair?

[...that second mistake, and it hurt bad, and it really seemed to be a sure thing and he didn't really
understand what went wrong, but, so his agent said, every star with an oscar has at least three
mistakes given before anything really starts to slide anywhere, three strikes, and as far as he could count it, this was
only mistake number two...]

Max Payne
Oh God, not this one. Y'know, usually I'm a pretty
loyal guy. If I do a film, and it turns out to be not
exactly what I thought it was gonna be then, no
problem, I'll stand right behind the thing. The
director, the film, all of it, man, I'm right there
giving my support. But with this one, I gotta set the
record straight a little.

They lied to me. Right from the script stage, man, they were not truthful at all. And that's why I have no problem
breaking ranks. The director? He's a nobody. A complete nothing of a director. And I mean that in the worst way
possible, because that guy deserves to be a nobody. Direction, control of the set, relationship with actors, all of it,
terrible. Fucking terrible. The film? It's a mess. It's so fucking dark all the time, and there's so much rain going on
and...it's not The Crow, y'know? And this guy's no Alex Proyas. Even now I have no idea what he was trying to do
with this, because, honestly, he didn't talk to me all that much. There were no pre-production chats, no script
rehearsals, just wham, straight in and you better know your lines and, y'know, don't get in the way of my great
fucking CGI. That was the guy in a nutshell. And, man, I'm trying to remember his name so I can call him out on all
this, but it's completely slipped...that's how much of a nobody he is.

[...but had anyone really noticed? Not really, not anyone he'd noticed himself anyway, and it's not like
the women were going anywhere different, even though this was number three, but, really, what was
number three but another number?
There had been more and more credible people visiting his house recently, even though he spent most
of his time sitting by the agent's phone, and when the likes of Scorcese and Anderson and Fincher came
round, he would still sit there, and they would talk around him, mostly about his walls and how empty
they were.
“Do you like art, Mark?” Scorcese asked one time. “Because if you don't, you should.”
So the next day, Wahlberg decided to go out and buy some art. But as he was too anxious to leave the
agent's phone alone for too long, he changed his mind and called his agent instead and told him to go
and buy some art for him.
“What kind of art? Paintings?” asked the agent.
“Anything, man. Just make sure it's art.”]

The Fighter
Forget about me, this is gonna be the film
that confirms Chris[Bale] as the best actor of
his generation. No joke, he's that good. And
David[O Russell] too, he really elevates
himself in this. Really puts himself up to the
next level. But I guess it's hard to talk about
this when no one's seen it, y'know?
Have you seen it? No, I guess David hasn't done screenings for it yet. I think it comes out in January, is it? Yeah, a
good time. But, yeah, when you see it you'll see exactly what I mean, and definitely in David's case, you'll see it. It's
three times I've worked with him now, and there's really nothing out there quite like him. He's a complete original,
y'know? Nothing else comes close. There's one scene in this, that wasn't written in the script, that David added in,
and it proves the point totally. There's me trying to convince Chris to be my trainer, and he's just not into it at
all...he's like a junkie at this point, and that's his character, he's trying to deal with all that heroin shit and then there's
me chasing him around begging him to come train me for this big fight, and it's...just the way it's shot, the way David
approaches it is so fresh, so compelling and different, that I don't think there's any other director out there who
could've done this film the way he's done it. And I wish I could give you more detail, man, but I really can't go too
deep into it. Trust me though, it's gonna be good. Really fucking good. [Note: The Fighter is already out and
probably gone by the time you read this. Sorry.]

[He sat in his empty mansion, surrounded by paintings he neither looked at nor understood, and stared
at the only thing in the world he really cared about, his lovely phone, and stared and stared until finally
the phone gave up and told him to go away.
“No,” said Wahlberg.]

“Say, Mr Wahlberg, how'd you like to read a little, little,
little, tiny, tiny, fucking mindblowing part of my screenplay?”

NOTE: There wasn't room or reason for everything I wrote to end up in the final
edit of that Green Hornet piece in the middle of this mag, so here's an extra that
didn't make the cut. It's called...

...The dream of Seth Rogen
...he was walking through a forest that looked something like the forest of illusion from one of
those mario games and he was walking alongside Mark Ruffalo and trying to talk to him, but
Ruffalo wouldn't talk back and kept hurrying ahead to try and escape him, but Rogen caught
up and continued asking questions and Ruffalo kept ignoring him until finally they came to a
beach and Ruffalo got into a kart and disappeared from view, and Rogen didn't know what to
do, and just stood there for a while, and he didn't know how long he stood there but the sky
went dark and then light and then dark a couple of times so it must've been as long as it took
for that to happen, and then when it became light again he looked down the beach and saw
David Spade carrying a Kart on his back and when he got closer he could see that Spade was
wearing a kimono and had his eyes pulled out to look Chinese or Japanese, just like connery
in that Bond film, Rogen thought, and then he said it out loud, and Spade said back to him,
sure, just like that Bond film, and then put the kart down and told Rogen to get in so he could
chase after Ruffalo, who 'doesn't really respect you as much as he should', and Rogen said,
yeah, I got that feeling too, and jumped into the Kart and started driving, and he went faster
and faster and sand flicked up into his eyes, but it didn't matter as now he was wearing
goggles, and Spade was somehow hovering next to him, moving at the exact same speed,
telling him over and over that Ruffalo didn't respect him enough, and Rogen said, I know, I
know, and then Spade vanished and up ahead was a cave dug into the cliff and in that cave
was Ruffalo, who was in his own kart, driving in little circles and not getting any further, and
Rogen smirked and drove to the bottom of the cave and stopped his kart and called up to
Ruffalo, 'Hey Ruffalo, you're stuck in a cave', and Ruffalo didn't look down or show any sign
he'd heard anything, and Rogen was forced to shout it again, and again, and again, until it was
dark and it started to get cold and a voice that seemed to come from the cliff in front of him
said, 'why don't you do something with all this?' and Rogen said, that's an idea, but what?, and
the voice said...
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