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HAMPSTEAD (PG)
This bitsy British romance gets by purely on the 

enduring appeal (and easygoing screen 
chemistry) of its two leads. Diane Keaton plays 
Emily, a recent widow and Brendan Gleeson as 

Donald, a homeless man also at loggerheads 
with the city around him. While Keaton and 

Gleeson are fine company for viewers 
throughout, the movie can get a bit too sugary 

sweet for its own good.
WIND RIVER (MA15+)

Wind River takes place on the frigid snowscapes 
of a Native American reservation in Wyoming. It 
is here FBI agent Jane Banner (Elizabeth Olsen) 
has travelled to investigate a possible homicide. 
Jane’s guide through this ravaged region is hard-
bitten local game tracker Cory Lambert (Jeremy 
Renner). The soulfully stilted repartee of Olsen 
and Renner slowly drags their characters from 

remote to relatable, and the wait is well worth it. 
DUNKIRK (M)

This masterpiece chronicles events from one of 
the most famous moments of WWII, when 

thousands of Allied troops were rescued from 
the beaches of a French coastal town by a 

colossal effort that saw regular members of the 
public use their boats as part of the process.

PARIS CAN WAIT (PG)
Some beautiful food and stunning countryside is 
on display on this road trip from Cannes to Paris, 

but not much else. Any would-be romance 
between the two lead characters is snuffed out 

by their zestless banter. 
SPIDER-MAN: HOMECOMING (M)

It’s time to get formally acquainted with the new 
Spider-Man. The third Peter Parker is a Spider-
Boy sent to do a Spider-Man’s job, up against 

The Vulture (Michael Keaton as more or less his 
Birdman persona). Not bad. 

THE TIME OF THEIR LIVES (M) 
Yonks ago, Joan Collins was every casting 

director’s first choice. Now here she is at age 84, 
trying to crank out something resembling a 

performance and failing miserably. It doesn’t 
help Collins that she’s fronting a dreadful bit of 

dreck about a jaded, faded British movie star 
who has run away from her retirement home. 
Tired jokes intended to celebrate the elderly 

invariably denigrate them instead. No old gold 
dazzling away here, folks. Just rust.

ALSO 
SHOWING

The flicks
Two unlucky ladies put up a fright to the very last bite in 47 METRES DOWN and Tom Cruise is 
paid by all sides, played into a corner in AMERICAN MADE

leigh 
paatsch
movie review

47 METRES DOWN (M)
Director: Johannes Roberts (The Other 
Side of the Door)
Starring: Mandy Moore, Claire Holt, 
Matthew Modine, Chris Johnson, Yani 
Gellman, Santiago Segura.
Rating : êêêjj

A SHORT, sharp and schlocky shark-attack
thriller, 47 Metres Down won’t be winning any 
awards for originality.

However, in terms of persuading us to 
consider cancelling all seaside holidays until 
further notice, a jolting job is quite well done. 

Mandy Moore and Claire Holt play Lisa and
Kate, American sisters who appear to have 
booked their Mexican vacation with the same 
travel agent Blake Lively must have used in last 
year’s narky-sharky box-office hit The Shallows.

The ladies’ good times swiftly plummet to 
unexpectedly bad depths when an underwater 
sightseeing mishap leaves them trapped inside 
a rusty cage on the ocean floor. 

Their air supplies will soon be running out.
Some humungous killer sharks will soon be 
closing in. Just as character back stories are 
kept to a bare minimum — Kate is the sensible 
one with rudimentary diving experience, Lisa is 
the panicky one who just broke up with her 
boyfriend — so too are the plotting logistics 
framing this life-or-death situation.

Help is just out of radio range. The girls have
to get out of the cage to receive rescue updates 
from the dodgy sailor that dropped them in the 
drink in the first place.

His name is Captain Taylor (Matthew 
Modine), and all you need to know about him is 
that he owns two sets of the weakest winching 
cables on the high seas.

Oh, and if you’re wondering why Lisa and 
Kate can’t just make a rapid swim for it 
upwards when the coast is clear, there’s the 
killer curse of the bends preventing that. 

To ascend to the surface, they will have to 
make regular stops along the way.

Not a good idea when there’s a bunch of 
famished sharks the size of school buses ready 
to pounce at a second’s notice.

Though the heroines make some terribly 
dumb moves in their bid to survive the ordeal, 
the script’s clever reminders about deep-sea dos 
and don’ts will keep viewers invested in 

ascertaining the final outcome.
With shark movies, it is all about when to 

unleash moments of desperate panic, and when 
to reel them back in with periods of calming 
clarity.

47 Metres Down gets it right most of the 
time, striking an effective balance between all 
the teasing and the teething crucial to the 
genre.

Actors Claire Holt and Mandy Moore high and dry n the shark attack movie 47 Metres Down.

AMERICAN MADE (MA15+)
Director: Doug Liman (Edge of 
Tomorrow)
Starring: Tom Cruise, Domhnall 
Gleeson, Sarah Wright Olsen, Alejandro 
Edda, Jayma Mays
Rating : êêêkj

THERE is just one thing to be learned from the 
bizarre true story told by American Made.

You can only be in the right place at the 
right time so many times before it all goes 
horribly wrong. 

Tom Cruise (delivering his best work in 
ages) plays Barry Seal, a small-time commercial 
airline pilot recruited by the CIA to conduct 
top-secret surveillance flights across Latin 
America in the late 1970s.

Seal first came to the attention of authorities
for a little scam he had going involving the 
illegal distribution of Cuban cigars.

Caught red-handed by an ambitious and 
manipulative CIA Agent Monty Schafer 
(Domhnall Gleeson), Seal fully expected to 
take a dive for his transgressions. 

Instead, he found himself the linkman in a
crazy chain of events that made him millions.

While turning a buck in service of his 
government, Seal was approached by three 
friendly Colombian gents interested in using 
some of the free space on his plane.

Soon enough Seal was running cocaine for
the Medellin, the mammoth drug cartel 
controlled by the notorious Pablo Escobar. As 

demand for the white powder boomed in North 
America, Seal made so much cash it became 
impossible to launder or hide.

Smith’s operations later expanded to 
delivering guns to rebel militia in Nicaragua, 
again with the covert support of US authorities 
(who even bought him a private airport and a 
fleet of planes to sweeten the deal).

So far, so lucrative, huh? Kind of. 
There’s a storytelling device at work 

throughout American Made — in which Seal is 
documenting his experiences on a video 
camera as if to protect himself — that suggests 
his long run of good luck is going to end.

Cruise is a very motivated player in 
proceedings here, and it is his casual, laid-back 
embrace of Seal’s mercurial, devil-may-care 
persona that keeps the movie’s energy levels 
consistently high. 

The near-two-hour running time simply 
breezes by.

However, it must be noted that American 
Made consistently lacks the dramatic heft that 
might have lifted it to the lofty standards of, 
say, an Argo. 

Director Doug Liman has made a conscious
choice to entertain rather than inform. 
Therefore the movie is far more effective at 
making light of Seal’s dangerously strange 
predicament than making sense of it.

Nevertheless, the knowledge this all 
happened — and could surely never happen 
again — keeps the vibe both fascinating and 
fun. Sarah Wright and Tom Cruise in a scene from film American Made


