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The central conflict of Love is 
Strange, director Ira Sachs’ beautiful 
new film, boils down to a question of 
real estate.  In the opening minutes, 
Ben (John Lithgow, The World Ac-
cording to Garp) and George (Alfred 
Molina, An Education), lovers for 
almost half a century, marry each other 
in a small, outdoor ceremony attended 
by an intimate group of friends and 
relatives.  But when George loses his 
job at a Catholic school — the church 
frowns on homosexuality, and it makes 
no exceptions for beloved music teach-
ers — the two are forced to leave their 
tasteful New York City apartment. 

Ben moves in with his nephew, 
Elliot (Darren Burrows); Elliot’s 
wife, Kate (Marisa Tomei); and 

Love conquers all (even New York City housing)
their teenage son, 
Joey, played with 
impressive maturity 
by Charlie Tahan.  El-
liot’s family does not 
have enough room 
for  George,  who 
winds up in an apart-
ment with two hard-
partying policemen.  
The arrangement 
works for a while — 
the cops introduce 
George to Game of 
Thrones, Ben sleeps 
in Joey’s bunk bed — 
but, as Ben points out, 
“When you live with people, you 
know them better than you care to.”  
Ben’s presence exacerbates long-
standing tensions in his nephew’s 
marriage, and George gets fed up 
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with loud music and all-night Dun-
geons & Dragons.  

But despite Ben and George’s 
real estate woes, Love is Strange is 
really a heartfelt paean to the city 

The Giver was one of the few books 
I actually enjoyed reading in grade 
school.  There was something about 
that futuristic and mysterious land, 
where one chosen individual held all 
of the world’s memories, that capti-
vated me.  There was something about 
this dull movie that did not.  Through-
out the film, nearly all of the characters 
act like mindless drones, resulting in 
an emotionless and, needless to say, 
boring film.  

Phillip Noyce’s The Giver, based 
on the book by Lois Lowry, depicts 
a community run by the Chief Elder 

(Meryl Streep) without pain, color, or 
any real emotion.  At 18, Jonas (Bren-
ton Thwaites, Maleficent) is chosen to 
be the Receiver of Memories.  A man 
called The Giver (Jeff Bridges) has to 
transmit memories to Jonas, such as 
war, music, and love, so that someone 
in the community will have a knowl-
edge of things from the past.  During 
the transmission process, Jonas physi-
cally experiences each memory and 
eventually becomes aware of what 
the community is taking away from its 
members.  He decides to rebel and is 
then confronted with difficult choices 
about his own life and the future.  

All the members of the community 

The Giver offers nothing

in which it unfolds.  
When Elliot’s sister 
offers to host the 
couple in her house 
upstate, Ben gasps: 
“It’s in Poughkeep-
sie.”  New York City 
housing laws are a 
constant source of 
frustration, but to 
these dyed-in-the-
wool Manhattanites, 
life outside the city 
seems unimagin-
ably awful.  

Sachs  c lear ly 
shares their attach-

ment.  His camera lingers on subway 
entrances and decrepit storefronts.  
He can’t resist gazing at the skyline, 
and in one breathtaking sequence, a 
rooftop patio serves as the perfect 

vantage point.  
Films about gay men are almost 

never films about men who simply 
happen to be gay; they are also 
barometers of our social prog-
ress.  Love is Strange delivers an 
appropriately ambiguous verdict.  
Elliot seems perfectly comfortable 
at his uncle’s wedding, but as he 
starts to question Joey’s sexuality, 
his smiles give way to something 
a little more complicated.  And 
when Joey, who may or may not 
have a crush on a male friend, uses 
the word “gay” as a casual insult, 
Ben is visibly hurt.  “I guess it just 
means stupid now,” he says.  It’s 
a devastating moment in a film 
that makes you care deeply for 
the leading men — and wish that 
the city they refuse to leave were 
a little more hospitable.  

act and speak in similar ways.  They 
never fight or hurt one another, and 
when someone makes a mistake, 
he says, “I apologize,” to which his 
addressee always replies, “I accept 
your apology.”  Due to this lack of 
individuality, the actors cannot truly 
embody their characters (unless they 
were all supposed to play the role 
of the civil zombie).  Bridges is the 
only actor who is able to throw a little 
spunk into the dialogue, because all 
the other characters have no emo-
tions or back stories, making every 
conversation without The Giver ut-
terly tedious. 

To the director’s credit, the set of 
the movie was actually somewhat 

interesting.  Even though the film 
is black and white, the community 
is designed very systematically and 
is captivating even without col-
or.  Luckily, the one redeeming 
quality of this adaptation, the 
rather intricately designed scenery, 
drew my attention away from the 
poor acting.

Unfortunately, the film adaptation 
of The Giver still loses the mystery 
and intrigue that the book holds so 
well.  The dull conversations and 
emotionless acting far outweighed the 
above-average scenery, placing this 
film on the massive list of movies you 
should skip and just read the book. 
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Jonas describes to Fiona a world filled with color and 
all the things that the structure of their society has taken 
away.  Jonas learns to break the rules of a society that he 
considers fake.

nashvillescene.com

Alfred Molina (left) and John Lithgow star in director 
Ira Sachs’ new film  Love is Strange. 

Worst. Marriage. Ever.
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There is nothing better than 
watching a bunch of narcissis-
tic sociopaths play mind games 
with each other for two and a 
half hours.  No sarcasm.  That is 
exactly what Gone Girl promised 
and exactly what it delivered.

Nick is a self-important yet 
charming ex-New Yorker living 
in Missouri with his brilliant wife, 
Amy.  Amy disappears, which is 
where the fun really begins.  A 
suspicious crime scene has ev-
eryone point-
ing fingers at 
Nick, who is 
certainly not 
doing himself 
a n y  f a v o r s 
with his eva-
siveness and 
apparent lack 
of  empathy.  
As the  p lo t 
thickens, the 
dark nature of 
their marriage 
i s  r e v e a l e d 
through a se-
ries of Amy’s 
j o u r n a l  e n -
t r ies .   Nick 
is not a good 
guy, but could 
he have killed 
his wife?

I read the 
entire  book 
in one sitting.  
The dark ambience, with its twisted 
characters and subtle cleverness, 
drew me in.  The whole thing feels 
like a distorted nightmare, and it left 
me with a slimy feeling in my gut.  
I went into the movie hoping to get 
the same vibes;  thankfully, I wasn’t 
at all disappointed.

What the movie does best is 
create an atmosphere that’s almost 
obnoxiously stylish.  It’s sick and 
dark and disturbing at points, but 
inexplicably captivating.  Nothing 
about the story or characters are 
quite right, and the mood per-
fectly captures that.  Even though 
I knew what was going to happen, 

I got caught up in the tension and 
escalating suspense.

As far as book accuracy goes, 
the movie followed the storyline 
almost exactly.  I recognized 
many direct quotes and the jour-
nal entries were word-for-word.

Gone Girl is,  at its core, a psy-
chological study of marriage and 
sociopathy, so the acting had to 
be near flawless for the movie to 
work.  Ben Affleck (Argo, Good 
Will Hunting) plays Nick with 
ease and care.  But the real star 
is Rosamund Pike (Jack Reacher, 
Wrath of the Titans).  She plays 

Amy with the finesse and subtlety 
her character required.  She perfectly 
captures the complexity of Amy: her 
brilliance and wit, her unattainable 
aura, her warped sense of justice, 
and that indefinable something that 
draws people in.  The best parts of 
the movie arrived when she was 
involved prominently. 

Here’s the thing about the main 
characters: you won’t like them.  Nick 
is a self-centered egomaniac who can 
be incredibly dense, and Amy is com-
plicated beyond belief.  Neither of them 
is supposed to be likeable, but what 
they lack in positive traits, they make 
up for in originality and depth.  I 

can’t say they are relatable, but 
they are definitely fascinating in 
a horrifying way, like a car crash. 
I couldn’t stop watching.

Neil Patrick Harris (How I Met 
Your Mother, A Million Ways to 
Die in the West) randomly ended 
up in this movie.  He plays Desi 
Collings, the obsessed, stalker-ish 
ex-boyfriend.  It’s weird seeing him 
in a serious role.  Not to say he did 
a terrible job, but it just felt, well, 
odd.  He’s better suited as a ridicu-
lous, larger-than-life character.

The movie is long, two hours and 
25 minutes, but it doesn’t drag.  It 
needs all that time to really flesh out 
the characters and build suspense.  

The movie focuses a lot on Amy, and 
we really get an in-depth look at the 
complex workings of her mind through 
her journal entries, narrated eerily by 
Rosamund Pike.  

Unfortunately, Nick’s character isn’t 
as fully realized.  In the book, we come 
to understand his strange reactions 
through his narration, but in the movie, 
a lot of his actions feel random.  

Gone Girl has all the hallmarks of 
an entertaining film: murder, suspense, 
romance (however demented it may 
be), and plot twists galore.  With effort-
less style and relentless suspense, Gone 
Girl manages to disgust and delight in 
all the right ways.
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Nick (left) being questioned by the police and Amy’s parents about his wife.  His 
vague, uncertain answers raise suspicion.


