
TUESDAY, AUGUST 16, 2016

M U S I C  &  M O V I E S

l if e st yle

Multiple Grammy Award-winning singer
Adele says she turned down an offer to
perform at the 2017 Super Bowl half-

time show. The British singer told an audience
Saturday at her Los Angeles concert that she was
asked to perform at the event.

“First of all, I’m not doing the Super Bowl,”
Adele says from the stage in a video posted on
Twitter. “I mean, come on, that show is not about
music. And I don’t really - I can’t dance or any-
thing like that. They were very kind, they did ask
me, but I did say no.” She adds: “I’m sorry, but

maybe next time.” Performers at previous half-
time shows have included Beyonce, Madonna,
the Rolling Stones and Prince. — AP

Adele: I won’t sing at Super Bowl; 
show ‘not about music’

File photo
shows Adele

onstage at the
Brit Awards

2016 at the 02
Arena in

London. — AP

How much of John F Kennedy’s public persona was
privately molded by his wife, Jacqueline? Quite a
bit, according to a new documentary, “JFK: Fact and

Fable.” The film examines the role she played in reshaping
the modern presidency by popularizing the Camelot
image. One little-known factoid: Jackie O was behind the
modern look of Air Force One. She persuaded the govern-
ment to paint “United States of America” on the plane. The
stylish first lady, who died in 1994, also redecorated the
Oval Office, giving it an elegant yet homey new feel by
adding couches and easy chairs and unsealing the fire-
place.

And she created the manicured Rose Garden on the
grounds of the White House as it’s known today. “Jackie
Kennedy is responsible for creating the Kennedy legacy,”
says Noah Morowitz, the film’s executive producer. She
devoted much of her life, he says, to “making him into the
great president he so badly wanted to be.” “While she’s long
been regarded as a cultural and style trendsetter, her his-
torical influence actually runs far deeper,” Morowitz says.

“JFK: Fact and Fable,” which premieres Friday on
CuriosityStream, a nonfiction streaming platform, also
explores how she set to work preserving and orchestrating
the 35th president’s legacy within days of his assassination
in Dallas on Nov 22, 1963.

Step one was her insistence that JFK’s funeral replicate
America’s farewell to Abraham Lincoln - a dictate that
seemed designed to forever link the two slain presidents in
the nation’s conscience. The film combines archive footage
and stills of JFK and his young family with commentary by
historian and author Thurston Clarke and Larry Sabato, a
Kennedy biographer who directs the University of Virginia’s
Center for Politics. The shift in first families from Dwight
and Mamie Eisenhower to JFK and Jackie was nothing
short of seismic.

“You had the Eisenhowers, who didn’t care about food.
Their clothes were nothing special,” Clarke says in a narra-
tion for the documentary. “Mamie played cards and had
ladies over for bridge. Suddenly you’ve got the Kennedys
coming in, and there’s Champagne, there’s a French chef,

there are artists in the White House.” The film’s tagline
sounds audacious - “The JFK we remember is the one
Jackie created” - but it covers ground well-documented by
the John F. Kennedy Presidential Library & Museum in
Boston.

It’s the latest in an ever-expanding JFK filmography,
underscoring the enduring spell the Kennedys still cast 53
years after his death. “President Kennedy rises above poli-
tics in a way not all presidents do,” says Rachel Flor, spokes-
woman for the John F. Kennedy Library Foundation. “In a
time when politics are so divisive today, people are looking
for inspiration and refuge. He really continues to resonate
with people today.” — AP

In this June 29, 1962 file photo, President John F Kennedy, center, and first lady
Jacqueline Kennedy chat with Secretary of State Dean Rusk on the White House lawn in
Washington, DC. — AP photos

In this Jan 20, 1961 file photo, President John F Kennedy and first lady Jacqueline
Kennedy are seated as they attend one of five inaugural balls in Washington, DC.

New film explores Jacqueline 
Kennedy’s hand in JFK’s legacy

Stellan Skarsgard proud of his

sons for being ‘good humans’ 

Swedish actor Stellan Skarsgard feels his sons are talent-
ed actors, but it’s more important to him that they’re
“nice people.” While promoting the US release of “In

Order of Disappearance,” the 65-year-old actor spoke proud-
ly that Alexander, Bill, Valter and Gustaf have gracefully han-
dled the challenge of following in his footsteps while being
“good humans.” That’s paramount to Skarsgard, whose film
credits also include “The Girl with the Dragon Tattoo,” “The
Avengers” and “Good Will Hunting.”

“If I would hear that my kids misbehaved and treated
people badly on the set that would be much more upsetting
than if their films bombed or they got humiliated because of
a bad performance,” Skarsgard said. According to Skarsgard,
his method of parenting has been about letting them find
their way. “I haven’t encouraged them, I haven’t discouraged
them,” he said. “My philosophy is that from the age of 16 they
are on their own. What I hadn’t managed doing in their
upbringing up until then, then it’s too late.”

Something rubbed off on them because four of his eight
children have found a way to make a living in front of the
camera. Alexander recently starred in “The Legend of Tarzan.”
Bill was in “Allegiant” and will star in the “Divergent” televi-
sion series. Then there’s Gustaf, who appears in the “Vikings”
television series, and Valter, who has a few movies and a tele-
vision series under his belt. The elder Skarsgard, a veteran of
more than 125 films, has found a way to balance family and
career. “I love my work, I need to work. It is fantastic and I
have a lot of fun doing it, but life is more important, in gener-
al. I don’t work that much. —AP

“Hell or High Water” is the movie that a lot of people say
they’ve been waiting for this summer: the answer to
the sequeled-out, stuck-in-a-rut, been-there, seen-

those-awesome-FX, megaplex-formula blues. This one, despite
some familiar elements (it’s about bank robbers, and one of the
characters is a shrewd and wily detective), isn’t something you’ve
seen before. It’s an original: bold and sharp, enthralling and true, a
movie loaded with action that’s never just an “action movie,” full of
hairpin twists and turns that are as organic as they are exciting.

The picture has a pair of performances at its center that are
inspired enough to haunt you: Chris Pine and Ben Foster as
good/bad brothers who team up to rob a series of small-town
bank branches in West Texas, but with a motive so down-to-earth
and compelling that the audience whispers to itself, “If I were in
their shoes, would I do the same thing?” The fact that we’re
encouraged to honestly ask that question lends everything that
happens in “Hell or High Water” a different kind of urgency than
what we’re used to. The film crackles with the intensity of fates
that don’t feel very far removed from our own.

All of which makes “Hell or High Water” a contemporary ver-
sion of that sacred exotic thing: a “1970s movie.” (I put the phrase
in quotes because I don’t generally like to use it; I tend to bristle at
reducing a revolutionary period of art to, you know, a brand con-
cept.) When we talk about the great movies of the ‘70s, the kind
that people say they wish they could see more of today, a handful
of classic titles always spring to mind. It’s worth remembering,
though, that in the years from 1970-75, what we think of as the
New Hollywood wasn’t just defined by “M*A*S*H,” “The Godfather,”
“American Graffiti,” “The French Connection,” “Cabaret,” “Mean
Streets,” “Chinatown,” “The Godfather Part II,” “Dog Day Afternoon,”
“One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest,” and a handful of other head-
line masterpieces. There were also a great many movies that were
rough-hewn and audacious and vital and existed more along the
outlaw fringes-like “Thunderbolt and Lightfoot” or “Panic in
Needle Park” or “The Great Minnesota Northfield Raid.” Movies that
audiences had to discover.

Series of crimes
The way into movies like that-the only way-is our intense con-

nection to the characters, and that’s how “Hell or High Water”
works. Early on, when Pine and Foster ride up to a bank branch in
their crime-spree jalopy at 8:00 a.m., wearing ski masks, and ter-
rorize the first two employees into the bank, and get away by
zooming through dusty streets as cops with wailing sirens speed
off in the other direction, we can feel our pulses quickening
(always a good thing), and we think we’re watching a film about
wild-boy criminals. One of them, Foster’s Tanner, does walk on the
wild side-he’s an ex-con sociopath with a feral gleam, who views
crime as a kick. But he doesn’t represent the film’s point of view.

That’s why “Hell or High Water,” charged and suspenseful as it
is, isn’t a thriller. Its vision is aligned with Pine’s Toby, who has
planned out this series of crimes, even though-intriguingly-he is
not a criminal. He’s a moody screw-up with valiant instincts, and
he has about one week to scrape together 50 grand to pay off the
mortgage on his family’s ranch. If he misses the deadline, they’ll
lose the property. What he and Tanner know, and no else does, is
that oil has been discovered on the land. (Toby has an ex-wife and
two sons, and this is going to be their ticket out of financial des-
peration.)

Dangerous dreams
When you bust into a bank and shout obscenities and wave

guns around, that’s a pretty out-there thing to do (it’s a thing that
people do in the movies), but Toby and Tanner, in the midst of all
that “Get your f-in’ face down on the floor!” bravura, only steal
small bills out of the front registers, so the money can’t be traced.
The idea, at least in Toby’s mind, is that the only victim of these
crimes is going to be the bank. They’re not going to hurt anyone
physically, and they’re not going to rip off individuals. Yes, it’s
armed robbery, but the movie says, quite compellingly, “Admit it, if
you felt like you had nothing and were doing this as the only pos-
sible way to secure your family’s future, the plan might start to
seem...compelling.” That’s the way movies work: They cut through
the conventional morality most of us live with every day to tap
into our most dangerous dreams. Movies like this are reality-based
fantasies.

The beauty of Chris Pine’s simmering, implosive, tinged-with-
desperation performance is that he becomes a representative of
all of our ambivalence. He communicates a desire to get that
money coupled with a quiet, foreboding awareness that in a bet-
ter world, this isn’t the way he would be doing it. Pine, in the “Star
Trek” films, has always led with his snarky swagger (it’s a compli-
ment, in my book, to say that he genuinely does seem like a chip
off the old Shatner mystique), but away from that blockbuster
zone, in dramas like “People Like Us” and “Z for Zachariah,” he has
been a more uncertain presence. Here, for the first time, he’s in full
command as both movie star and actor.

It helps-as it did Robert Redford in “Butch Cassidy and the
Sundance Kid”-that his pin-up looks are shrouded in a droopy
mustache and too many days of not shaving. He seems like a real-
deal s-kicker, the kind of small-town hellion who lives in dive bars
and diners and casinos, getting by on his looks and charm (telling-
ly, the film doesn’t spend one moment explaining his divorce,
because it doesn’t have to-the answer is all in Pine’s presence). But
Pine also does one of the trickiest things an actor can do, going
right back to early Brando: He communicates a lifetime of quiet
pain, the kind that slashes away at you from deep down, without
ever enunciating it. Ben Foster, who has always been great, makes
Tanner a pinpoint scoundrel, destined for no good (except that he
dislikes himself so much that he’s willing to go right off a cliff in
terms of what he’ll sacrifice), but the news here is Pine, who gives
a fantastic performance.

Amazingly precise
The reason “Hell or High Water” is the very 2016 version of a

1970s movie is that even though it transcends being a genre film,
it respects how much audiences today crave genre elements. The
tersely witty and layered script, by Taylor Sheridan (“Sicario”), is full
of lines to savor, and the British director David Mackenzie stages it
in a way that’s amazingly precise, yet that breathes with an under-
standing of how these men’s lives emerge right out of the expan-
siveness of the landscape. The movie, despite all the Stetsons in it,
isn’t a Western, but it captures how the cowboy mentality is alive
and kicking-in Toby and Tanner’s choices, in every civilian we see
who carries a gun. (They all do.) 

The plotting of the crimes is immensely clever and satisfying
on that amoral level that crime movies have always operated on,
and Jeff Bridges’ performance as Marcus, the aging Texas Ranger
who can just about sniff out what these boys are up to because
he’s got the same animal instinct, is a testament to what an actor
like Bridges can do when you give him dialogue that’s this coiled
with cynical delight. Bridges’ closing gesture is sublime, a cocked-
index-finger-in-the-air goodbye that, in the language of West
Texan, speaks volumes.

What all of this adds up to is that “Hell or High Water” is a crack-
erjack piece of entertainment. It reaches back to the primal art-
laced-with-kicks design of “Bonnie and Clyde,” which also put us
on the side of bank robbers whose desperate panache made their
spree seem somehow justified, until of course it didn’t. (They also
had a crusty Texas Ranger on their tail.) Yet “Hell or High Water”
also connects up to the most downbeat undercurrents of life in
America today. 

That’s what gives the movie its ‘70s flavor. It’s about poverty
and insecurity, the gnaw of financial desperation, and the feel-
ing that there’s no way out of it. Is that entertainment...or, to use
another word I recoil from, is it “depressing”? (“Depressing” is a
marketing-brand concept too. A negative one. It’s Hollywood’s
view of the anti-blockbuster.) The appearance of “Hell or High
Water” on the movie landscape in the last half of summer casts
one thing into high relief: If people want to see movies like the
kind they made back in the ‘70s, then they have to be willing to
see movies that reflect their lives, and to realize that those
movies-just like our fantasy-fueled blockbusters-can be great
escapes too. — Reuters

In this Sept 1, 2014 file photo, actor Stellan Skarsgard
poses during the photo call for the movie
‘Nymphomaniac Vol II’ at 71st edition of the Venice
Film Festival in Venice, Italy.— AP

‘Hell or High Water’ is the best movie 
of the Summer, but is there an audience for it?

‘South Park’ game 
maker invents 

fart-smelling VR system

The creators of an upcoming “South Park” video
game have developed a stinky spin on virtual reali-
ty. Ubisoft unveiled plans Friday for a VR mask that

will pump fart smells into gamers’ nostrils as they play
the  game “South Park: The Fractured But Whole.” The sys-
tem called the Nosulus Rift won’t be available for sale. It
was designed for use at live events, such as the Penny
Arcade Expo and Gamescom.

The latest “South Park” game casts players as the
gassy new kid in town and lampoons superhero culture.
Ubisoft senior producer Jason Schroeder says the tech-
nology is “the most immersive way” for players to experi-
ence the character’s superpower. The 20th season of the
animated adult series is set to premiere Sept 14 on
Comedy Central.—AP

Australian filmmaker and Tropfest board member, George
Miller (second right) and New Zealand actor and Tropfest
judge, Sam Neill (left) pose for photos with Australian
actors Brenton Thwaites (right) and Tess Haubrich (second
left) at Parramatta Park in Sydney’s west yesterday.
Tropfest, the world’s biggest short film festival founded in a
Sydney cafe in 1993 and now attracts 60,000 people, is
moving to Parramatta Park in western Sydney as part of a
three-year financial deal after it closed late last year due to
financial problems and was cancelled just weeks before it
was due to be held. — AFP 


