
Thursday, July 11, 2002 The New Island Ear - Vol 1, Issue 4 Page: 2

http://www.islandear.com/current/reviews_movie.htm

Cho is at her best — gravity-defying facial contortions and all — when she's
just being herself, with her lifetime of anecdotal pain and rage, and not what
she thinks she’s supposed to be. It’s funny, in a very different sort of way, how
nonconformity can be repressively conformist in its own way. 
The Equation: Madonna + Roseanne x Howard Stern – Slimfast
Prairie Miller
 
Never Again 
Rating:4

They say Americans are living longer and getting
older. So a film about all-natural, surgically
unenhanced sexy seniors might not be a bad idea.
Eric Schaeffer's Never Again is all that and more: a
funny, raw, touching, ridiculous, outrageous and
heartbreaking romantic comedy, wrinkles and all.
Christopher (The Larry Sanders’ Show’s Jeff
Tambor) is a fiftyish New York City exterminator by
day and jamming jazz hobbyist by night. Down in
the dumps and dismayed by his growing lack of 
erotic interest in a succession of very young one-night-stands with the
opposite sex, Christopher begins to wonder if he might just be gay and not
know it.
Confounded in multiple ways by sexual-identity and midlife crises, the
perplexed bug buster heads to the nearest local gay bar to test the waters.
There he encounters Grace (Jill Clayburgh), a 
contemporary who has sworn off men, and is equally distraught after her only
daughter has gone away to college and empty nest 
syndrome has set in. 
Grace has ducked into the gay bar after fleeing a blind date with a midget who
finds her deficient. (It’s a long story, but utterly fascinating.) Since Grace is
just about the only female in the bar, it’s not far-fetched for Christopher to
assume he’s hitting on his first transsexual. A relationship built on such
overpowering negative chemistry can’t go wrong, even though everything else
around them does.
The odd couple is soon drawing up talking points on luncheonette table
napkins as to why it’s advisable to stay as far away from each other as
possible, and never again suffer the slings and arrows of intimacy. Older but
no wiser, Christopher and Grace are soon turned into alternately giddy and
clumsy recycled adolescents, trying out the latest in designer leather
kinkywear from the sex toy shop on the corner, when not clinging to or
breaking up with one another in rapid succession.
Never Again may be about single-parent infatuation, but the emotion, passion
and very funny bouts of lust that fuel the story are more freshly conceived and
exhilarating than most teen romances glutting the multiplexes. The delightfully
off-color yet nuanced performances of Tambor and Clayburgh work their
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subdued magic throughout. And the refreshing humor that comes from midlife
characters settled in their ways but suddenly battling a relapse of raging
adolescent hormones that was not supposed to be on life’s 
chronological menu is plain irresistible.
The Equation: Kissing Jessica Stein + 40 Days And 40 Nights + Viagra
Prairie Miller
 
My Wife is an Acctress
Rating:3

My Wife Is An Actress is a (half) charming film that
answers that ever-burning question: Does reel-life
sex usually turn into real-life sex? Not at 8 a.m. or if
her leading man has “diaper breath,” Charlotte
(Charlotte Gainsbourg), an actress, assures her
reel-life (and real-life) husband, Yvan (Yvan Attal)
in their Paris apartment. Attal also wrote and
directed this quirky French film.
Yvan is a sportswriter who becomes obsessed with
the actor, John (Terence Stamp), with whom
Charlotte is starring against in a film being shot in London. Yvan makes many
trips back and forth to London from Paris, and Charlotte begins to feel
hemmed in by her husband.
Can the marriage survive John? John’s older and more 
conventionally sexy, but I found myself rooting for Yvan. Charlotte has an
earthy, tomboyish, accessible beauty. If I ran into her on the street (and
wasn’t a jaded New Yorker) I would ask for her autograph.
There’s a subplot running throughout the movie that I found more interesting
and fun — Yvan’s idiosyncratic sister, Noemie (Noemie Lvovsky), in an
outstanding, original performance, is pregnant (and smokes throughout her
pregnancy); she and her husband, Vincent (Laurent Bateau), quarrel over
whether their baby, if it’s a boy, will be circumcised. He’s against it, but
Noemie, who carries Jewish guilt to the limit — without overdoing it — invokes
the Hitler rule: if the baby has enough Jewish roots to be burned in the gas
chamber, he’s good enough to be circumcised. 
Note to Woody Allen, who recently stated in Cannes that France is
anti-Semitic: In this Paris, everyone except for Vincent seems to be at least
half-Jewish.
The two plots merge together seamlessly at the end, perhaps leaving the
filmgoer wanting to follow these urban and witty lives further. While I enjoyed
the film, and loved all the actors, I found the main plot slightly overdone, and
not as funny as it could have been. I would see it again in a flash, for the
acting.
Equation: Any pre-Soon Yi Woody film – any post-Soon Yi Woody film + The
Brothers McMullen
Phyllis Saitz 




