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fter the stop-start upheavals of the past two years, it’s a pleasure to
see film festivals re-emerging across the country. Right now, the
29th Mardi Gras Film Festival is unfurling in Sydney, centred on

the stand-out program strand Focus on First Nations. It includes romantic
dramas Wildhood and Querencia from Canada, the US documentary Pure
Grit about extreme bareback horseracing, and an exquisite bit of magical
realism in Horacio Alcald’s Finlandia. Along with gala evenings, there are five
community screenings with $10 tickets happening across the city before the
festival tours to the Blue Mountains (11-13 March) and Canberra (18-21 March).
A huge chunk of the program is also streaming via the festival’s website until
3 March, and my pick of the online suite is Sweetheart. This feature debut from
the UK’s Marley Morrison sees an awkward teen girl contend with love, family

WYRMWOOD: APOCALYPSE

.8 8 0 ¢

Nothing embodies modern Ozploitation quite like an
armoured Toyota Corolla tearing through the zombie
" wasteland. There’s a kinetic playfulness to the latest film

3 J 4 from the Roache-Turner brothers, who display a knack
- / for genre thrills - bullets, teeth and surgical instruments
eviscerate flesh with flair - but struggle to find a fresh angle on the undead. Leading us down
this familiar road is Rhys (Luke McKenzie), a soldier doing the bidding of an unscrupulous
scientist (Nick Boshier), who's researching a cure for the zombie virus. After crossing paths with
scattered rebel survivors (including fan favourites from Apocalypse’s 2015 predecessor), Rhys’
loyalties are tested, and the fate of the post-apocalypse falls into his hands. The rote plotting
streaks by so quickly that boredom never settles in. But the film struggles to transcend its own
inspirations, tangled within slavish tributes to Sam Raimi and George Romero. If you don’t mind
the warmed-over taste, Wyrmwood: Apocalypse still packs a punch. JAMIE TRAM

HIVE
1.8 8 ¢

Director Blerta Basholli knows there are no easy choices
in the aftermath of trauma. This Sundance prize-winning
debut, based on a true story, follows Fahrije (Yllka Gashi),
a financially insecure mother whose husband has been
missing since the Kosovan war. As she and the widowed
women of her village struggle to support their families, Fahrije initiates a business supplying
ajvar - a red pepper relish - to Kosovan supermarkets, generating painful gossip and abuse from
members of her traditional, patriarchal community. Gashi’s performance is full of quiet resolve,
and the film wisely spends much of its trim runtime fixed to her steely, penetrating expression.
Despite some predictable narrative beats, Hive is well-rendered and naturalistic, gently balancing
Fahrije’s desire for autonomy with the restorative camaraderie found in her community of women.
Asking how one might reconfigure their life from the remains of national tragedy, Basholli’s film
underscores the value of mutual aid, finding levity in moments of collective care. THA KELLY

and sunburn at an English seaside holiday park.

For folks in Sydney and Melbourne, the Europa! Europa Film Festival is
underway until 27 February, packed with highlights from last year’s Cannes,
Berlin and Venice film fests, plus the first local screenings of Joanna Hogg’s
eagerly awaited The Souvenir Part II. And for those hitting play at home, the
Japanese Film Festival has returned with a digital edition. Seventeen features
and shorts are free to watch until 27 February. I'm keen to check out Ito, in
which traditional and contemporary Japanese cultures clash in a maid cafe. Ak

FLEE

b 2.0 8 ¢ ¢

Rare is the documentary that evinces trust
between storyteller and subject. Director Jonas
Poher Rasmussen does away with all trappings of
objectivity and hands over the reins to Flee’s central
figure, Amin. As a child, Amin fled a Kabul ravaged
by the Soviet-Afghan War and civil war; this life-or-
death exodus sees Amin’s family dispersed across
Europe - and Amin himself unmoored. The film lays
bare the twin ills of displacement and denial, which,
for Amin, are entangled with sexual orientation.
But, in adopting a confessional style, Flee affords
Amin the agency he has otherwise been deprived.
Animation interweaves with archival footage to
build a first-person account of not just conflict and
intolerance but also the silences marking trauma:
uneasy embraces, unsaid goodbyes, unexpressed
affection, laments for youth cut short. Testimony
moves us because it makes tangible the humanity
of those Other to ourselves. In Flee, we are
entrusted with Amin’s yearning for home - in the
world and within himself. ADOLFO ARANJUEZ



