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It should be pointed out that Sarris’s defense of the quteur theory [see chapter 10] is
based not only on aesthetics but on a rather odd pragmatic statement: “Thus to argue
against the auteur theory in America is to assume that we have anyonc of Bazin’s scns-
ibility and dedication to provide an alternative, and we simply don’t.” Which I take to
mean that the auteur theory is nccessary in the absence of a critic who wouldn’t need it.
This is a new approach to aesthetics, and 1 hope Sarris’s humility does not camouflage
his (l()uh]c»edged argument. If his aesthetics is based on expediency, then it may be
expedient to point out that it takes extraordinary 1nt(‘lllg@ncg__rand discrimination and
{taste to use any theory in the arts, and that without those qualities, a the()r\ becomes a
‘rigid formula (which is indeed what is happening among auteur critics). The greatness
‘of critics like Bazin in France and Agee in America may have something to do with

their using their full range of intelligence and intuition, rather than relying on formu-

las. Criticism is an art, not a science, and a critic who follows rules will fail in one of

his most important functions: percciving what is ()riginal and important in new work
1s : < &

and helping others to see.

The Outer Circle

. the first premisc of the aureur theory is the technical competence of a dir-

cctor as a criterion of value.

This seems less the premisc of a theory than a commonplace of judgment, as Sarris
himself indicates when he paraphrases it as, “A great director has to be at least a good
director.” But this commonplace, though it sounds reasonable and basic, is a shaky
premise: sometimes the greatest artists in a medium bypass or violate the simple tech-
nical competence that is so necessary for hacks. For example, it is doubtful if Antonioni
could handle a routine directorial assignment of the type at which John Sturges is so
proficient (Escape from Fort Bravo or Bad Day at Black Rock), but surcly Antonioni’s
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L’Avventura is the work of a great director. And the greatness of a director like Cocteau

' has nothing to do with mere technical competence: his greatness is in being able to

achieve his own personal expression and style. And just as there were writers like
Melville or Dreiser who triumphed over various kinds of technical incompetence, and
who were, as artists, incomparably greater than the facile technicians of their day, a
new great film director may appear whose very greatness is in his struggling toward

andeur or in massive accumulation of detail. An artist who is not a good technician
can indeed create new standards, becausc standards of technical competence are based
on comparisons with work alrcady donc.

Just as new work in other arts is often attacked because it violates the accepted
standards and thus seems crude and uglyv and incoherent, great new directors arc very
likely to be condemned precisely on the grounds that they’re not even good directors,
that they don’t know their “business.” Which, in some cascs, is true, but does it matter
when that “business” has little to do with what they want to express in films? It may
even be a hindrance, leading them to banal slickness, instead of discovery of their own
methods. For some, at least, Coctcau may be right: “The only technique worth having
is the technique you invent for yourself.” The director must be judged on the basis of
what he produces — his films — and if he can make great films without knowing the
standard methods, without the usual craftsmanship of the “good director,” then that is
the way he works. I would amend Sarris’s premisc to, “In works of a lesser rank, tech-
nical competence can help to redeem the weaknesses of the material.” In fact it seems
to be precisely this category that the auteur critics are most interested in - the routine
material that a good craftsman can make into a fast and cnjovable movie, What, how-
ever, makes the aquteur critics so incomprchensible is not their preference for works
of this category (in this they merely follow the lead of children who also prefer simple
action films and westerns and horror films to works that make demands on their under-
standing) but their truly astonishing inability to exercisc taste and judgment within their
area of preference. Moviegoing kids are, I think, much more reliable guides to this kind
of movie than the auteur critics: cevery kid I've talked to knows that Henry Hathaway’s
North to Alaska was a surprisingly funny, entertaining movie and Hatari! (classificd as a
“masterpiece” by half the Cahiers Conseil des Dix, Peter Bogdanovich, and others) was
a terrible bore.

The Middle Circle

. the second premise of the auteur thu)rv is the distinguishable pe rsonality of

the director as a criterion of value.

Up to this point there has really been no the cory, and now, when Sarris begins to work
on his foundation, the entire edifice of civilized standards of taste collapses while he’s
taCl(lng down his floorboards. Traditionally, in any art, the personalities of all those
involved in a production have been a factor in judgment, but that the distinguishabil-
ity of personality should in itself be a criterion of value completcly confuses normal



judgment. The smell of a skunk is more distinguishable than the perfume of a rose;
does that make it better? Hitchcock’s personality is certainly more distinguishable in
Dial M for Murder, Rear Window, Vertigo, than Carol Reed’s in The Stars Look Down, Odd
Man Out, The Fallen Idol, The Third Man, An Outcast of the Islands, if for no other reason
than because Hitchcock repeats while Reed tackles new subject matter. But how does
this distinguishable personality function as a criterion for judging the works? We recog-
nize the hands of Carné and Prévert in Le Jour se Léve, but that is not what makes it a
beautiful film; we can just as easily recognize their hands in Quai des Brumes - which is
not such a good film. We can rccognize that Le Plaisir and The Earrings of Madame de . . .
are both the work of Ophuls, but Le Plaisir is not a great film, and Madame de . . . is.

Often the works in which we are most aware of the personality of the director are
his worst films — when he falls back on the devices he has already done to death. When
a famous director makes a good movie, we look at the movie, we don’t think about
the dircctor’s personality; when he makes a stinker we notice his familiar touches
because there’s not much else to watch. When Preminger makes an expert, enter-
taining whodunit like Laura, we don’t look for his personality (it has become part of
the texturc of the film); when he makes an atrocity like Whirlpool, there’s plenty of
time to look for his “personality” - if that’s your idca of a good time.

It could even be argued, 1 think, that Hitchcock’s uniformity, his mastery of tricks,
and his cleverness at getting audiences to respond according to his calculations  the
feedback he wants and gets from them — reveal not so much a personal stvle as a
personal theory of audience psychology, that his methods and approach are not those of
an artist but a prestidigitator. The aureur critics respond just as Hitchcock expects the
gullible to respond. This is not so surprising — often the works aureur critics call mas-
terpieces are ones that seem to reveal the contempt of the director for the audience.

It’s hard to believe that Sarris scriously attempts to apply “the distinguishable per-
sonality of the director as a criterion of value” because when this premise becomes
troublesome, he just tries to brazen his way out of difficultics. For example, now that
John Huston’s work has gone flat Sarris casually dismisses him with: “Huston is virtu-
" If The Maltese Falcon,

perhaps the most high-style thriller ever made in America, a film Huston both wrote

ally a forgotten man with a few actors’ classics behind him . .

and directed, is not a director’s film, what is? And if the distinguishable personality of
the director is a criterion of value, then how can Sarris dismiss the Huston who comes
through so unmistakably in The Treasure of Sierra Madre, The African Queen, or Beat the
Devil, or even in a muddled Huston film like Key Largo? If these are actors’ movies, then
what on earth is a director’s movie?

Isn’t the auteur theory a hindrance to clear judgment of Huston’s movies and of his
career? Disregarding the theory, we see some fine film achicvements and we pereeive
a rcmarkab]y distinctive directorial talent; we also sec intervals of weak, half-hearted
assignments like Across the Pacific and In This Qur Life. Then, after Moulin Rouge, except
for the blessing of Beat the Devil, we sce a carcer that splutters out in ambitious failures
like Moby Dick and confused projects like The Roots of Heaven and The Misfits, and strictly
commercial projects like Heaven Knows, Mr. Allison. And this kind of carcer seems

more characteristic of film history, especially in the United States, than the ripening
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development and final mastery envisaged by the auteur theory — a theory that makes it
almost de rigueur to regard Hitchcock’s American films as superior to his early English
films. Is Huston’s carcer so different, say, from Fritz Lang’s? How is it that Huston’s
early good — almost great — work, must be rejected along with his mediocre recent
work, but Fritz Lang, being sanctified as an auteur, has his bad recent work praised
along with his good? Employing more usual norms, if you respect the Fritz Lang who
made M and You Only Live Once, if you enjoy the excesses of style and the magnificent
absurdities of a film like Metropolis, then it is only good sense to reject the ugly stupidity
of Journey to the Lost City. It is an insult to an artist to praise his bad work along with his
good; it indicates that you are incapable of judging cither.

Sarris believes that what makes an auteur is “an élan of the soul.” (This critical lan-
guage is barbarous. Where else should élan come from? It's like saying “a digestion
of the stomach.” A film critic need not be a theoretician, but it is necessary that he
know how to use words. This might, indeced, be a first premise for a the()r)".) Those
who have this élan presumably have it forever and their films reveal the “organic unity”
of the directors’ careers; and those who don’t have it — well, they can only make
“actors’ classics.” It’s ironic that a critic trying to establish simple “objective” rules as a
guide for critics who he thinks aren’t gifted cnough to use taste and intelligence, ends
up — where, actually, he began — with a theory based on mystical insight. This might
really make demands on the auteur critics if they did not simply take the casv way out
by arbitrary decisions of who's got “it” and who hasn’t. Their decisions are Ii<>t merely
not based on their theory; their decisions are beyond criticism. It’s like a woman’;
telling us that she feels a certain dress does something for her: her feeling has about
as much to do with critical judgment as the auteur critics’ fecling that Minnelli has “it,”
but Huston never had “it.”

[...]

The Inner Circle

The third and ultimate premise of the aureur theory is concerned with interior
meaning, the ultimate glor\' of the cinema as an art. Intcrior mcaning is extra-
> €

polated from the tension between a director’s personalitv and his material.

This is a remarkable formulation: it is the opposite of what we have always taken for
granted in the arts, that the artist expresses himself in the unity of form zind content.
What Sarris believes to be “the ultimate glory of the cinema as an art” is what has gen-
eraliy been considered the frustrations of a man working against the given material.
Fantastic as this formulation is, it does something that the first two premises didn’t
do: it clarifies the interests of the auteur critics. If we have been puzzled becausc the
auteur critics scemed so deeply involved, even dedicated, in becoming connoisseurs of
trash, now we can see by this theoretical formulation that trash is indeed their chosen

i Province of film.
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Their ideal auteur is the man who signs a long-term
contract, directs any script that’s handed to him, and ex-
presses himself by shoving bits of style up the crevasses
of the plots. If his “style” is in conflict with the story linc
or subject matter, so much the better — more chance for
tension. Now we can see why there has been so much

use of the term “personality” in this aesthetics (the term

Griffith or Renoir or Murnau or Dreyer) - a routin,

9 W “The Dance of Death.” from commercial movie can sure use a little “personality.”
S -ath, )

The Seventh Seal. Now that we have reached the inner circle (the bull’s

eye turns out to be an empty socket) we can see why the
shoddiest films are often praised the most. Subject matter is irrelevant (so long as it
isn't treated scnsitively — which is bad) and will quickly be disposed of by aureur critics
who know that the smart director isn’t responsible for that anyway; they’ll get on to
the important subject — his mise-en-scéne. The director who fights to do something he
cares about is a squarc. Now we can at least begin to understand why therc was such
contempt toward Huston for what was, in its way, a rather extraordinary effort — the
Moby Dick that failed; why Movie considers Roger Corman a better director than Fred
Zinnemann and ranks Joseph Losey next to God, why Bogdanovich, Mekas, and Sarris
give their highest critical ratings to What Ever Happened to Baby Jane? (mighty big cre-
vasses there). If Carol Reed had made only movies like The Man Between — in which
he obviously worked to try to make something out of a ragbag of worn-out bits of
material — he might be considered “brilliant” too. (But this is doubtful: although cven
the worst Reed is superior to Aldrich’s Baby Jane, Reed would probably be detected,
and rejected, as a man interested in substance rather than sensationalism.)

[ am angrv, but am I unjust? Here's Sarris:

A Cukor who works with all sorts of projects has a more developed abstract stvle
than a Bergman who is free to develop his own scripts. Not that Bergman lacks
personality, but his work has declined with the depletion of his ideas largely
because his technique never equaled his sensibility. Joseph L. Mankiewicz and
Billy Wilder are other cxamples of writer-directors without adequate technical
mastery. By contrast, Douglas Sirk and Otto Preminger have moved up the scale

because their miscellancous projt‘cts reveal a sty]istic consistency.

How neat it all is -- Bergman’s “work has declined with the depletion of his ideas
largcly because his technique never equaled his sensibility.” But what on earth does that
mean? How did Sarris perceive Bergman's sensibility except through his technique? Is
Sarris saying what he scems to be saying, that if Bergman had developed more “tech-
nique,” his work wouldn’t be dependent on his ideas? I'm afraid this is what he means,
and that when he refers to Cukor’s “more developed abstract style” he mcans by
“abstract” something unrelated to ideas, a technique not dependent on the content of

the films. This is curiously reminiscent of a view common enough in the business
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which seems so inadequate when discussing the art of

world, that it’s better not to get too involved, too personally interested in business
problems, or they take over your life; and besides, you don’t function as well when
you’ve lost your objectivity. But this is the opposite of how an artist works. His tech-
nique, his style, is determined by his range of involvements, and his preference for cer-
tain themes. Cukor’s style is no more abstract(!) than Bergman’s: Cukor has a range
of subject matter that he can handle and when he gets a good script within his range
(like The Philadelphia Story or Pat and Mike) he does a good job; but he is at an immense
artistic disadvantage, compared with Bergman, because he is dependent on the ideas
of so many (and often bad) scriptwriters and on material which is often alien to his
talents. It’s amusing (and/or depressing) to see the way auteur critics tend to down-
grade writer-directors — who are in the best position to use the film medium for per-
sonal expression.

Sarris docs some pretty fast shuffling with Huston and Bergman; why docsn’t he
just come out and admit that writer-directors arc disqualified by his third premise?
They can’t arrive at that “interior meaning, the ultimate glory of the cinema” because
a writer-director has no tension between his personality and his material, so there’s
nothing for the auteur critic to extrapolate from.

I assume that Sarris’s theory is not based on his premises (the necessary causal rela-
tionships are absent), but rather that the premises were devised in a clumsy attempt to
prop up the “theory.” (It's a good thing he stopped at three: a few more circles and
we’d really be in hell, which might turn out to be the last refinement of film tastes —
Abbott and Costello comedies, perhaps?) These critics work embarrassingly hard trying
to give some semblance of intellectual respectability to a preoccupation with mindless,
repetitious commercial products - the kind of action movies that the restless, rootless
men who wander on Forty-second Street and in the Tenderloin of all our big cities
have always preferred just because they could respond to them without thought. These
movies soak up your time. I would suggest that thev don’t serve a verv different func-
tion for Sarris or Bogdanovich or the young men of Movie — cven though they devise
elaborate theories to justify soaking up their time. An educated man must have to work
pretty hard to set his intellectual horizons at the level of I Was a Male War Bride (which,
incidentally, wasn’t even a good commercial movie).

“Interior mcaning” scems to be what those in the know know. It’s a mystique - and
g rods they have discovered
the élan of a Minnelli or a Nicholas Ray or a Leo McCarey. They're not critics; they’re

a mistake. The auteur critics never tell us by what divinin
inside dopesters. There must be another circle that Sarris fbrgot to get to ~ the one
where the secrets arc kept.

Outside the Circles, or What Is a Film Critic?

I suspect that there’s some primitive form of Platonism in the underbrush of Sarris’s

aesthetics. He says, for cxample, that “Bazin’s greatness as a critic . . . rested in his

disinterested conception of the cinema as a universal entity.” I don’t know what a
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“universal entity” is, but I rather imagine Bazin’s stature as a critic has less to do with
“universals” than with intelligence, knowledge, experience, sensitivity, perceptions,
fervor, imagination, dedication, lucidity — the traditional qualitics associated with great
critics. The role of the critic is to help people sce what is in the work, what is in it
that shouldn’t be, what is not in it that could be. He is a good critic if he helps people
understand more about the work than they could sce for themselves; he is a great
critic, if by his understanding and feeling for the work, by his passion, he can excite
people so that they want to experience more of the art that is there, waiting to be
seized. He is not necessarily a bad critic if he makes errors in judgment. (Infallible taste
is inconceivable; what could it be measured against?) He is a bad critic if he does not
awaken the curiosity, enlarge the interests and understanding of his audience. The art
of the critic is to transmit his knowledge of and enthusiasm for art to others.

I believe that we respond most and best to work in any art form (and to other
experience as well) if we are pluralistic, flexible, relative in our judgments, if we are
eclectic. But this does not mean a scrambling and confusion of systems. Eclecticism is
not the same as lack of scruple; cclecticism is the selection of the best standards and
principles from various systems of ideas. It requires more care, more orderliness to
be a pluralist than to apply a single theory. Sarris, who thinks he is applying a single
theory, is too undisciplined to recognize the conflicting implications of his arguments.
If he means to take a Platonic position, then is it not necessary for him to tell us what
his ideals of movies are and how various examples of film live up to or fail to meet his
ideals? And if there is an ideal to be achieved, an objective standard, then what docs
élan have to do with it? (The ideal could be achicved by plodding hard work or by
inspiration or any other way; the method of achieving the ideal would be as irrelevant
as the “personality” of the creator.) As Sarris uses them, vitalism and Platonism and
pragmatism do not support his auteur theory; they undermine it.

Those, like Sarris, who ask for objective standards scem to want a theory of criti-
cism which makes the critic unnecessary. And he is expendable if categories replace
experience; a critic with a single theory is like a gardener who uses a fawn mower on
everything that grows. Their desire for a theory that will solve all the riddles of creativ-
ity is in itself perhaps an indication of their narrowness and confusion; they're like
those puzzled, lost people who inevitably approach onc after a lecture and ask, “But
what is your basis for judging a movie?” When one answers that new films are judged in
terms of how they extend our experience and give us pleasure, and that our ways of
judging how they do this are drawn not only from older films but from other works
of art, and theorics of art, that new films are generally related to what is going on
in the other arts, that as wide a background as possible in literature, painting, music,
philosophy, political thought, cte., helps, that it is the wealth and variety of what
he has to bring to new works that makes the critic’s reaction to them valuable, the
questioners arc always unsatisficd. They wanted a simple answer, a formula; if they
approached a chef they would probably ask for the one magic recipe that could be

followed in all cooking.

[---1]
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This range of experience, and dependence on experience, is pitifully absent from the
work of the auteur critics; they seem to view movies, not merely in isolation from the
other arts, but in isolation even from their own experience. Those who become film
specialists early in life are often fixated on the period of film during which they first
began going to movies, so it’s not too surprising that the Movie group [an English group
of auteur critics] — just out of college and some still in — are so devoted to the films of
the forties and fifties. But if they don’t widen their interests to include earlier work,
how can they evaluate films in anything like their historical continuity, how can they
perceive what is distinctive in films of the forties? And if they don’t have interests out-
side films, how can they evaluate what goes on in films? Film aesthetics as a distinct,
specialized field is a bad joke: the Movie group is like an intellectual club for the intel-
lectually handicapped. And when is Sarris going to discover that aesthetics is indeed a
branch of ethnography; what docs he think it is - a sphere of its own, scparate from the

study of man in his environment?

Some Speculations on the Appeal of the Auteur Theory

[...]

The French auteur critics, rejecting the socially conscious, problem pictures so dear
to the older generation of American critics, became connoisseurs of values in American
pictures that Americans took for granted, and if they were educated Americans, often
held in contempt. The French adored the American gangsters, and the vitality, the
strength, of our action pictures - all those films in which a couple of tough men slug it
out for a girl, after going through hell together in oil ficlds, or building a railroad, or
blazing a trail. In one sense, the French were perfectly right  these were often much
more skillfully made and far more interesting visually than the movies with a message
which Americans were so proud of, considered so adult. Vulgar melodrama with a fast
pace can be much more exciting — and more honest, too than feeble, pretentious
attempts at drama — which usually meant just putting “idcas” into melodrama, anyway.
Where the French went off was in finding elaborate intellectual and psychological
meanings in these simple action films. (No doubt we make some comparable mistakes
in interpreting French films.)

Like most swings of the critical pendulum, the theory was a corrective, and it helped
to remind us of the energies and crude strength and good humor that Europcans
enjoyed in our movies. The French saw something in our movies that their own movies
lacked; they admired it, and to some degree, they have taken it over and used it in
their own way (triumphantly in Breathless and Shoot the Piano Player, not very suc-
cessfully in their semi-American thrillers). Our movies were a product of American
industry, and in a sensc, it was America itself that they loved in our movies — our last
frontiers, our robber-barons, our naiveté, our violence, our efficiency and speed and
technology, our bizarre combination of sentimentality and inhuman mechanization.

But for us, the situation is different. It is good for us to be reminded that our

mass culture is not altogether poisonous in its effect on other countries, but what
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is appealingly exotic ~ “American” — for them is often intolerable for us. The freeways
of cities like Los Angeles may seem mad and marvelous to a foreign visitor; to us they
are the nightmares we spend our days in. The industrial products of Hollywood that
we grew up on are not cnough to satisfy our interests as adults. We want a great
deal more from our movies than we get from the gangster carnage and the John Ford
westerns that Europeans adore. [ enjoy some movies by George Cukor and Howard
Hawks but I wouldn’t be much interested in the medium if that were all that movices
could be. We see many elements in forcign films that our movies lack. We also see that
our films have lost the bcauty and innocence and indivi(luality of the silent period, and
the sparkle and wit of the thirties. There was no special reason for the French critics,
preoccupied with their needs, to become sensitive to ours. And it was not surprising
that, in France, where film directors work in circumstances more comparable to those
of a dramatist or a composer, critics would become fixated on American directors,
not undcrstanding how confused and inextricable are the roles of the front ofhce, the
producers, writers, editors, and all the rest of them - even the marketing rescarch
consultants who may pretest the drawing powers of the story and stars - in Holly-
wood. For the French, the name of a director was a guide on what American films to
sec; if a director was associated with a certain type of film that they liked, or if a dirce-
tor’s work showed the speed and cfficiency that they enjoyed. I assume that anyone
interested in movies uses the director’s name as some sort of guide, both positive
and negative, cven though we recognize that at times he is little more than a stage
manager. [ ... ]

But what has happened to the judgment of the English and New York critics who
have taken over the auteur theory and used it to erect a film aesthetics based on those
commercial movies that answered a need for the French, but which are not merely
ludicrously inadequate to our needs, but are the results of a system of production that
p]aces a hammerlock on American directors? And how can th(‘_\', with straight taces,
probe for deep meanings in these products? Even the kids they’re made for know
enough not to take them seriouslv. How can these critics, sensible enough to deflate
our overblown message movies, reject the total content of a work as unimportant and
concentrate on signs of a director’s “personality” and “interior meaning”? It’s undcr-
standable that theyre trying to find movic art in the loopholes of commercial produc-
tion - it’s a harmless hobby and we all play it now and then. What's incomprehensible
is that thev prefer their loopholes to unified film expression. If they weren’t so deter-
mined to exalt products over works that attempt to express human experience,
wouldn’t they have figured out that the mise-en-scéne which they seck out in these prod-
ucts, the director’s personal style which comes through despite the material, is only a
mere suggestion, a hint of what an artist can do when he’s in control of the material,
when the whole film becomes cxpressive? Isn’t it obvious that mise-en-scéne and subject
material — form and content - can be judged scparately only in bad movies or trivial
ones? It must be black comedy for directors to read this new criticism and discover that
films in which they felt trapped and disgusted are now said to be their masterpicces.

It’s an aesthetics for 1984 failure is success.

[ -]
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Isn’t the anti-art attitude of the auteur critics, both in England and here, implicit also
in their peculiar emphasis on virility? (Walsh is, for Sarris, “one of the screen’s most
virile directors.” In Movie we discover: “When one talks about the heroes of Red River,
or Rio Brave, or Hatari! one is talking about Hawks himself. . . . Finally everything that
can be said in presenting Hawks boils down to one simple statement: here is a man.”)
I don’t think critics would use terms like “virile” or “masculine” to describe artists like
Dreyer or Renoir; there is something too limited about describing them this way (just
as when we describe a woman as sensitive and feminine, we are indicating her special
nature). We might deseribe Kipling as a virile writer but who would think of Calling
Shakespeare a virile writer? But for the auteur critics Cailing a director virile is the highv
est praise because, I suggest, it is some kind of assurance that he is not trying to express
himself in an art form, but trcats movicmaking as a professional job. (Movie: Hawks
“makes the very best adventure films because he is at one with his heroes. . . . Only
Raoul Walsh is as deeply an adventurer as Hawks. . . . Hawks' heroes are all profes-
sionals doing jobs — scientists, sheriffs, cattlemen, big game hunters: real professionals
who know their capabilities. . . . They know exactly what they can do with the avail-
able resourccs, expecting of others only what they know can be given.”) The auteur
critics are so enthralled with their narcissistic male fantasies (Movie: “Because Hawks’
films and their herocs are so genuinely mature, they don’t need to announce the fact
for all to hear”) that they scem unable to relinquish their schoolboy notions of human
experience. (If there are any female practitioners of auteur criticism, [ have not yet
discovered them.) Can we conclude that, in England and the United States, the
auteur theory is an attempt by adult males to justify staving inside the small range of
experience of their boyhood and adolescence - that period when masculinity looked so
great and important but art was something talked about by poseurs and phonies and
sensitive-feminine types? And is it perhaps also their way of making a comment on our

civilization by the suggestion that trash is the truc film art? I ask; I do not know.
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