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a feature film by Jordi Wijnalda



Five imperfect individuals find themselves at a rocky 
crossroads between who they always assumed 
they were and who they might potentially be.

And then there’s Bobby.



A little over a year ago, I lost Noah.

Over time, I’ve been hearing myself say 
these words in so many variations that 
they have become their own mechanical 
thing, robbed of the meaning they used 
to carry when one of my best friends in 
the world left this planet, suddenly and 
(still) inexplicably.  Often, in the middle 
of mostnights, I realize how my being, 
without my wanting or stimulating it, 
continues to try and “move on”, to find new 
and varyingly effective ways to shift my 
focus towards my unknown future rather 
than my harshly finite past.  It might well 
be a human instinct of survival, but it 
angers me, it saddens me, and it confuses 
me. I have never agreed to let time whittle 
down the details of my memories, and yet, 
here we are: it’s been a little over a year, and 
I find myself hard-pressed to remember 
exactly what I felt when a familiar voice 
on the other end of an intercontinental 
phone connection simply said: “He’s gone.”

In my grief and my bewilderment, I saw 
no other option but to turn to what has 
always been guiding me through both 
the happiest and most miserable times in 
my life: film.  I started writing.  I started 
exploring, investigating the most minute 
details, beats and moments of the more 
cathartic experiences in my life thus far.  
And as I wrote brand-new characters to the 
point where they actually came to life, and 
as I studied them grapple with hardship, 
euphoria and major change, something 
quite extraordinary happened: I began to 
remember all over again.

I was twelve years old.  Inside a funeral 
home, the walls dogmatically covered in 
beige-and-caramel-colored wallpaper, I sat 
between my parents as we waited for my 
beloved grandma’s funeral to commence.  
The whole family had fallen apart during 
her last year on this planet, and I already 
knew this would be the very last time I’d 
ever see them.  An old-fashioned clock 
ticked relentlessly; an aunt started sobbing 
awkwardly; a group of construction 
workers dressed in orange strolled 
casually past the window.  I clutched the 
piece of paper in my hand, and readied 
myself to say goodbye to my grandmother 
as eloquently and truthfully as I could.

I must have been seventeen, but as 
mature as I otherwise felt (I had just 
started undergrad), I had been reduced to 
pubescent hormones and anxiety attacks 
because I had fallen in love with her.  She 
had casually wavy, chestnut-colored hair; 
a high-spirited social ease towards anyone 
she’d meet; and eyes brighter and kinder 
than our whole generation of the awkward 
and the directionless. I was at her house, 
and went to the bathroom to secretly 
text my best friend for advice.  His text  
(un)helpfully read: “Go for it. You’re 
awesome.” I kept postponing until we said 
our goodbyes for the night, and I turned 
on her doorstep; the air was cold and 
damp, it was late November.  “This is going 
to sound so stupid, but I think I’m really 
crazily in love with you.”  There - I said 
it; I was invincible.  She rejected me ever 
so sweetly, and now she’s one of my best 
friends - just like the two that came after.

DIRECTOR’S
STATEMENT



I am twenty-five years old, and I have lost 
my heart to New York City.  It’s a beautiful 
Sunday evening in October, when the city 
is at its most ridiculously beautiful, the air 
still warm with little slivers of fresh upstate 
oxygen running through it.  Dressed up 
all fancily, I burst out of the 1 train and 
sprint up the stairs towards street level. 
West 65th Street, the heart of the New 
York Film Festival, a stupidly prestigious 
assembly of the rich and famous among 
which I have somehow managed to secure 
a spot these last few years.  I work my way 
through the revolving glass doors into the 
theater lobby, past the likes of Annette 
Bening and David Byrne, none of whom 
I necessarily care for tonight.  And then, 
the crowd almost biblically parts right 
before my eyes, to reveal the luminous 
young gentleman I came to see tonight.  
I sprint up to him, and we exchange the 
most brilliant of hugs; we have come to 
settle for nothing less, especially not now 
we live in different countries most of 
the time.  My friend - closer to a brother, 
really - is on duty tonight, so I’ll have to 
enter the theater without him, but I’ll see 
him afterwards for sure.  Inside the 1200-
seat theater, the lights dim and excited 
voices go quiet; it’s time for Mike Mills’ 
20th Century Women.  The opening shot 
of the Santa Barbara seaside and Roger 
Neill’s minimalistic score bring a lump to 
my throat that never goes away, and two 
hours later, I have seen my favorite movie 
of the year.

That night was the last time I’d see Noah.  
And feeling those memories, and the 
memories of other revelatory moments in 
my life, come rushing back to me in such 
vivid detail... well, it has humbled me.   
It has made me so incredibly aware of this 
life that I am living every single day - and 
of how every single person I encounter is 
at the heart of their own life, their own 
narrative of highs and lows and every 
wonderful, miserable, incredible and 
downright messy thing in between.  And 
by the end of the day, isn’t it all those 
experiences that shape who we eventually 
are - the sum of every person or thing we’ve 
ever encountered, explored, understood, 
desired, rejected, and loved?

At this (admittedly early) stage of my life, 
that’s what I would like to believe.  Every 
day is a clumsy exploration of what I hope 
the world to be, but after twenty-seven 
years on this Earth, this might well be the 
first “big idea” I’ve truly started to embrace.  
And it seems only logical (not to mention 
inevitable) to preserve those thoughts and 
feelings for a rainy day, in the form of my 
first feature-length film endeavor.  Frankly, 
I am yearning to explore these five (well: 
six) characters that I have already come to 
embrace and even love, for they plow their 
ways through life with an honesty and 
boldness that I hope I can live up to.  Five 
fragments of lifelong stories that together 
build towards an overall feeling that I, for 
one, have come to know all too well.

Here’s to those who try.



CHARACTERS 
& CAST



(26, a rambler and a thinker)

We meet Tito on the road - his natural habitat.  Spontaneously 
and impulsively, he moves through life like a character in an 
Sam Shepard story, connecting with whomever he can find 
the slightest hint of common ground with.  Today, with a 
heart heavy for reasons only known to him, he makes his 
way along the clogged Dutch highways, patient and absent-
minded, as the sun slowly sets.  Eventually, he arrives at a large 
apartment building at the edge of town.  With adrenaline 
rushing through his body, Tito finds the person he needs to 
talk to amid this myriad of individual lives (which includes 
a snarky parking guard and a breezy nurse): Mara, his best 
friend’s younger sister - who so happens to be the woman 
of his dreams.  As he finally shares with her everything he’s 
been building up inside his heart, the world temporarily 
stops until he knows for sure how she feels about him.  
Overwhelmed by this sudden outpour of affection, Mara 
can neither confirm nor deny her feelings for him - which 
is, in all its matter-of-factliness, the best answer Tito could 
have gotten.  “Okay!”  An unexpected rush of happiness fills 
Tito’s heart - and it’s almost enough to drown the sadness he 
has decided not to share with Mara.  At least not right now.

TITO

Vincent van der Valk
Never afraid to explore the more troubled and obsession-
driven elements of the human experience, Vincent van der Valk 
(Amsterdam, 1985) has already made a lasting impression on both 
the stage and the silver screen.  After a crucial year of acting 
studies at New York’s renowned Circle in the Square Theatre School, 
Vincent continued his acting training at the Netherlands’ most 
prestigious acting school, the Maastricht Academy of Performing 
Arts.  He appeared on stage at almost every single Dutch theatre 
company of significance, resulting in an Arlecchino Award for 
Best Supporting Actor in director Marcus Azzini’s unforgettable 
2015 rendition of Tony Kushner’s Angels in America.  That same 
year, his leading role in the award-winning film Gluckauf by Remy 
van Heugten earned him a nomination for the Best Actor at the 
Golden Calf awards, the Dutch equivalent of the Academy Awards.

[Vincent van der Valk is officially attached to the project.]



(24, sharp and true to herself)

Mara wakes up from what seems to be the most pleasant 
dream she’s had in ages.  The morning sun shines on her face 
as she slowly comes to terms with the frustrating reality of 
being awake.  She listens to a nighttime voicemail message 
from her brother Bobby; she sings Laura Pausini in the shower 
and forgets the time; she rushes onto a subway train, where 
she has to endure a random man’s sexist comments even 
before having had a cup of coffee.  When she finally makes it 
to the corporate law office she works at, her mood only goes 
further south with the unnerving vibe of male chauvinism 
and cutthroat competitiveness.  But then, things reach 
an all-time low when Mara crashes into the office printer 
just as her boss - Wibaut - calls her name across the office.  
Before she knows it, she’s snapped at him - and she’s got no 
other option but to plunge further into a free-fall retort that 
spells out everything that has been tormenting her about 
this place: the eagerness with which the company arrogantly 
defends corporate greed, capitalist exploitation, and the 
establishment’s unethical behavior; the blatant sexism and 
sexual intimidation that the whole company appears to 
thrive on; the self-neglecting hypocrisy and opportunism 
that her female colleagues embrace in order to cling on to 
their jobs; and, most of all, the broken moral compass that 
Wibaut has made the company standard.  Proud, defiant, 
and too idealistic for the cutthroat world of corporate 
law, Mara wraps up her speech and walks away - never to 
return to this world of egomaniacal hounds ever again.

MARA
Julia Akkermans

Electrifying and radiant no matter the part or the project, Julia Lisa 
Akkermans (Utrecht, 1991) is a citizen of the world with a keen eye 
for what makes people special and life beautiful.  Raised in both 
rural Belgium and (sub)urban Holland, she developed her talent for 
acting at the renowned Maastricht Academy of Performing Arts and 
at Polina Klomvitskaya’s acting intensive in Paris.  She commanded 
the stage in leading and supporting roles in widely acclaimed 
productions such as FC Bergman’s 300 el x 50 el x 30 el (2015-17), 
Olivier Diepenhorst’s Life is a Dream (2017), and Oola Mafaalani’s 
award-winning stage adaptation of Danish TV series Borgen 
(2016).  Next up is the film Niemand in de Stad  (2017) by celebrated 
fiction/documentary director Michiel van Erp.  She collaborated 
with director Jordi Wijnalda on many short films already, 
including this film’s spiritual predecessor Lukas by the Sea (2016). 

[Julia Akkermans is officially attached to the project.]



(50, impatient with the world)

An undeniably empowering Journey song is blasting 
through Wibaut’s office, a seemingly important section of a 
pompous glass skyscraper filled to the brim with seemingly 
important people.  Wibaut occupies a powerful senior 
function at a corporate law firm - but today, something seems 
to have snapped.  He ignores his secretary, he sings along 
loudly with the 1980s tunes he remembers so fondly, and 
he startles his colleagues with sudden, aberrant behavior.  
When he is finally saved by a black Mercedes awaiting him 
at the end of this terrible workday, his young driver Ellis 
(whose mother Wibaut appears to know a bit too intimately) 
suggests a solution to Wibaut’s agony: he needs to call his 
estranged father.  Conveniently stuck in an impenetrable 
traffic jam, Ellis steps out of the car to provide Wibaut with 
privacy.  Wibaut’s father - a hoarse, unsympathetic voice 
we recognize as Leo’s - does not return his son’s attempts 
at reconnecting: his answering machine does instead.  This 
time, though, Wibaut loses every grip and clumsily blurts 
out all the things he should have told his father before he 
saw himself turn into the bitter, angry midlife crisis man 
he now is.  Wibaut finds his confession interrupted by the 
voicemail beep - but he continues nonetheless.  Before he 
can process this, Ellis gets back into the car and navigates 
them out of the traffic jam onto the nearest exit.  And 
then, Ellis hits something - or rather, someone.  Shocked, 
Wibaut gets out of the car and into the rain to check on the 
person while Ellis calls for help - and then, Wibaut finally 
breaks down and cries, for the first time in far too long.

WIBAUT
Gijs Scholten van Aschat

At the vanguard of one of the Netherlands’ most prolific 
creative periods, Gijs Scholten van Aschat (Doorn, 1959) has 
quickly become a symbol for what can make Dutch theatre and 
cinema exceptional.  During his time at the Maastricht Academy 
for Performing Arts in the 1980s, he joined forces with several of 
his peers (including the late, great director Willem van de Sande 
Bakhuyzen), resulting in a wave of bar-raising Dutch films and 
TV series such as Pleidooi (1993-95), Oud Geld (1998-99), and Cloaca 
(2003).  He has been awarded every single Dutch acting accolade, 
including the Golden Calf, the Louis d’Or for Best Actor on 
Stage, and the legendary Albert van Dalsum Ring.  Always open 
to challenge and adventure, he gladly works with international 
heavyweights and emerging national directors alike.

[Gijs Scholten van Aschat is currently in talks to attach himself to the project.]



(49, “a rock in the breakers”)

Her thoughts are far away on the bus ride home.  It’s been a 
rough day, and Andrea feels strangely disconnected from the 
individuals around her, who all seem to continue their lives 
undisturbed and unaware.  Her spirits are somewhat lifted 
when she finally comes home: birthday cards and a ridiculous 
balloon spelling the numbers “50” in shiny silver await her, 
and she can’t help but be touched by these tokens (however 
superficial) of affection.  She allows herself to do nothing 
but watch TV with a glass of wine and gradually fall asleep 
on the coach that evening; the perks of being divorced.  But 
all day, she’s been sensing that something in the air was not 
boding well for her - and it materializes in the shape of Tito, 
showing up on her doorstep all distraught and red-eyed.  Even 
before Tito opens his mouth, Andrea reads in his eyes what she 
always feared would happen one day: her son Bobby has been 
killed, in a car accident.  Her first instinct is to comfort Tito, her 
son’s best friend - but as he leaves to go see Andrea’s daughter 
Mara, Andrea feels a terrifying abyss come straight at her.   
She steps out into her backyard to stop herself from collapsing, 
but a spontaneous conversation with her beautifully singing 
neighbor only alienates her further.  The weather changes 
abruptly and a torrential downpour crashes down on 
Andrea - announcing what will happen only moments later: 
Andrea breaks down herself.  Alone in her house, 
she cries and shakes, and then, she talks to Bobby 
as if he’s right there - and maybe, just maybe, he 
somehow is.  It’s too early to accept the irreversible.

ANDREA

Tamar van den Dop
Full of grace and intelligence on either side of the camera as 
well as on stage, Tamar van den Dop (Amsterdam, 1970) has 
been enchanting audiences since even before her studies at 
the Maastricht Academy for Performing Arts.  After acclaimed 
turns in Dutch films big and small (including her Golden Calf-
nominated performance in The Province (1991)), she rose to the 
fore with Mike van Diem’s Academy Award-winning Character 
(1997).  She won further acting accolades for her TV work 
(Zwarte Sneeuw, 1996) and stage work (Colombina for Best 
Supporting Actress, Schlemiel, 2000).  Since the early 2000s, 
she has been active as film director and screenwriter as well, 
with her latest feature, Supernova (2014), nominated for the 
Crystal Bear at the Berlinale.  She has previously collaborated 
with director Jordi Wijnalda on Lukas by the Sea (2016).

[Tamar van den Dop is currently in talks to attach herself to the project.]



(78, always in charge, even of his own ending)

Leo pretends to be asleep in his big, hospital-worthy bed 
when his caretaker Andrea enters his apartment; he never 
planned to see his life limited to the average old man’s daily 
routine.  Half-hearted and absent-minded, he goes through 
the motions (albeit with incorrigible impatience) with his 
level-headed nurse - until he surprises her by asking her 
to take him to the roof of the building.  Reluctantly, she 
agrees, but quickly worries (and a local mailman with her) 
that Leo is planning to do something irreversible to himself 
- but he reassures her he simply wants to look out at the 
sea from up here.  Later that day, however, just as Andrea 
wants to leave, Leo breaks to her what he has been endlessly 
mulling over in his heart and mind: he chooses to end his 
life manually rather than endure his gradual decay - and 
he needs her, the last remaining person somewhat close to 
him after his wife recently passed away, to help him with 
that last wish.  Moved by Andrea’s shocked reaction, Leo 
cannot but tell her all the things he should have said to 
his loved ones a long time ago - and through his tears and 
painfully frank words, Andrea realizes that she can’t change 
his mind or his heart anymore...  But she simply cannot and 
will not do what he asks her to do.  Instead, she stays with 
him, silently, until he falls asleep, and the demons that have 
been plaguing Leo quiet down for a brief, happy moment.

LEO

Rutger Hauer
A legend of the big screen if ever there was one, Golden Globe-
winner Rutger Hauer (Breukelen, 1944) has been involved with 
some of the seminal films of the 70’s and 80’s.  Rising to national 
fame through his collaborations with the enfant terrible of Dutch 
cinema Paul Verhoeven (Turkish Delight (1973), Soldier of Orange 
(1977), Spetters (1980)), he irrevocably secured his spot in film 
history with his “tears in the rain” in Ridley Scott’s Blade Runner 
(1982).  Ever since, he has been based in both Hollywood and his 
farm in the north of the Netherlands, impressing audiences 
with his steely-blue-eyed performances in films as renowned 
as The Hitcher (1986), Confessions of a Dangerous Mind (2002), 
Batman Begins (2005), Sin City (2005), and The Mill and the Cross 
(2011).  He is also an avid environmentalist, and has founded the 
AIDS awareness organization Rutger Hauer Starfish Association.

[Rutger Hauer is currently in talks to attach himself to the project.]



(26, everybody’s favorite mess)

The first and last image we see of Bobby is how everybody 
likes to remember him: radiant and charismatic, in the 
spotlights, on a stage.  He is Puck from Shakespeare’s 
“A Midsummer Night’s Dream’; he channels Tom Waits, 
recounting a christmas card he once received from an old 
friend - now a hooker - in Minneapolis; but most of all, he 
is Bobby, a talented young actor, a loyal friend and brother, 
a hot mess of dreams and impulses, and a luminous bit of 
mischief and madness who touches people’s lives more than 
he could ever imagine himself.   And there is no reason for that 
to change - not even now that, at least physically, he’s gone.

BOBBY

Matthijs van de Sande Bakhuyzen
One of the most well-known young faces on Dutch film 
and television screens, Matthijs van de Sande Bakhuyzen 
(the Netherlands, 1988) has left a strong impression at 
every stage of his life and career so far. Son to one of the 
Netherlands’ most prolific filmmakers, he had his first 
starring roles in youth television and film at an early age, 
before breaking and entering contemporary Dutch cinema 
(Life in a Day, Boy 7, Dusk), and stage theater (A Bebop Story, 
The Mansøn Family, Just Kids).  Intelligent and unashamedly 
sensitive, he starred in two of director Jordi Wijnalda’s 
short films - Southwest (2013) and Lukas by the Sea (2016) 
- and was nominated for no less than two Golden Calves 
(the Dutch equivalent of the Academy Awards) in 2015.

[Matthijs van de Sande Bakhuyzen is officially attached to the project.]



THE WORLD
(everybody is the protagonist of their own story)

The world of this film is populated with fully-fledged characters who, 
no matter how brief or fragmented their appearances within this 
narrative, are living their own complete lives, with their own wants 
and needs, their own strengths and weaknesses. Among many others, 
there’s ELLIS (Jesse Mensah), Wibaut’s illegitimate son who’s got so 
much more in store; a SECRETARY (Mariana Aparicio Torres) who will 
hopefully make a radical change one day; a MAILMAN (Kiefer Zwart) 
who thinks the world crazy; STEPHANIE (Tine Cartuyvels), who knows 
how to play the game but might get lost in it; and a RADIO DJ (Reinout 
Scholten van Aschat) who will keep dreaming of a different world. 



A L L  O F  T H I S
T A K E S  P L A C E 

I N  A  V E R S I O N  O F 
H O L L A N D , 

I N  T H E  S P R I N G , 
I N  T H E  Y E A R

2 0 0 3 .



Almost naturally, in developing even the 
very first draft of this film’s screenplay, it 
dawned on me that the microcosm I was 
building was somehow not exactly the 
world I currently inhabit.  Or, to be more 
precise: it was not 2017, and it was not 
the current version of the Netherlands 
defined by digital communication, 
social polarization, and a wealth-induced 
passivity.  Instead, I found my characters 
roam around without smartphones, 
without social media, without Trump 
or “Brexit” or idiotic bouts of violence 
that have stopped us from making eye 
contact with strangers on the subway.

Instead, it looked more like 2003.

The universe I was mapping out 
consisted more and more of traits 
and notions that I associate with the 
humanity of the (mostly American, 
mostly Focus Features) films I grew up in 
the early 2000s: Eternal Sunshine of the 
Spotless Mind, The Station Agent, Lost 
in Translation, Brokeback Mountain, 
and my favorite Dutch film, Nanouk 
Leopold’s Guernsey. Films that were 
hopeful rather than jaded, empathic 
rather than cynical, intimate and inviting 
rather than loud and preachy. And most 
strikingly, they all seemed to be fueled by 
a kind of inherent faith in the goodness 
of humans - which, I realized, I most 
passionately ascribe to myself as well.

With this in mind, I allowed the characters 
to dictate the way I would reinterpret my 
experience of living in the Netherlands, 
with both its disarming level-headedness 
and infuriating normativity.  I wanted 
them to try and make their voices heard 
directly to those who are supposed to hear 
them, and fail not because of the noise 
of social media and digital ambiguity, 
but because of their feelings messing 
up their minds and self-consciousness.

Mostly, though, I hoped that this not-
entirely-here-and-now arena would 
allow me to reconnect with how 
profound it felt back then to realize, 
for the first time, that your life is part 
of a much grander tapestry of lives and 
experiences. That the world revolves 
around something much bigger than 
just you, bigger and very different than 
whatever name anyone tries to apply to 
it. I have attempted to rekindle the sense 
of discovery I experienced through 
falling in love with a French girl on a 
Normandy campsite; through seeing my 
high school life interrupted by images of 
airplanes crashing into skyscrapers in the 
faraway city of New York; through losing 
my grandparents to death, and most 
of my relatives to spite and bitterness; 
and through recognizing in the eyes of 
the friends I made along the way that 
the road to adulthood isn’t necessarily 
paved with cynicism and reason.





E V E R Y  S I N G L E 
C H A R A C T E R 

H A S  M U S I C
I N S I D E  O F 

T H E M ,

S O  T H A T  M U S T 
M E A N  T H E Y ’ R E 

C A P A B L E  O F 
L O V E .



BOBBY
Having always had a voracious taste for 
whatever he didn’t know, Bobby’s heart 
has absorbed anything that managed 
to touch, stir, or even break it - ranging 
from Nina Simone via the soundtrack 
to American Beauty to Irish folk songs 
he picked up when wandering around 
Europe during his gap year.  Somehow, he 
found something vital in the Tom Waits’ 
song “Christmas Card from a Hooker in 
Minneapolis” - for reasons that might 
only reveal themselves decades from now.

“Hey Charlie, I’m pregnant 
living on 9th Street 

right above a dirty bookstore 
off Euclid Avenue 

I’ve stopped takin’ dope 
and I quit drinkin’ whiskey 

and my old man plays the trombone 
and works out at the tracks...”

TITO
A ramblin’ man who lets the rhythm of 
his daily life be dictated by the moody 
blues found in the music at the heart of 
the America he romanticizes all out of 
proportion: Randy Newman’s “Rider in 
the Rain”, Bob Dylan’s Pat Garrett & Billy 
The Kid soundtrack, Terry Callier’s 
“900 Miles”, The Allman Brothers 
(every song), even James Taylor in 
his more sentimental moments.

MARA
As someone who is incapable of doing 
anything half-assed, Mara’s dedication 
and aspirational qualities (hope, even) 
shine through in the music at the heart 
of her being. Apart from singing along 
in the shower, without any shame, to 
Laura Pausini’s timeless “La Solitudine”, 
she connects similarly profoundly 
to Laura Nyro, Nina Simone, Sufjan 
Stevens, and Mazzy Star’s “Fade Into You”.

WIBAUT
So damn little is left of the hopeful, 
idealistic kid that was ready to take on the 
entire world. All that remains, buried in 
his soul, is a faintly flickering flame that 
yearns to be acknowledged - and that, 
every once in a while, is rekindled through 
evergreens like, Flash and the Pan’s 
“Waiting for a Train”, Bruce Springsteen, 
and an American band he once saw live 
in an Amsterdam night club: Journey.

ANDREA
Often too busy and too responsible to 
indulge in music, Andrea has drifted far 
from her musical taste over the course of 
her life.  Every now and then, she hears 
a radio play a song that she and her ex-
husband once danced to - but she’s quick 
to dismiss that as naive and sentimental. 
However, she still recognizes a good 
song when she hears it, whether it’s her 
Egyptian neighbor singing a heartfelt Oum 
Kalthoum song, or that Tom Waits song 
that she hadn’t heard for years until her 
son suddenly sang it to her for her birthday.  

LEO
Ever since he convinced himself that 
the road to success is paved without 
things as “weak” as feelings, Leo has 
only allowed himself to appreciate 
music as an intellectual exercise - or 
even a social tool to mingle with those 
richer and mightier than yourself. 
But something snapped, ever so quietly, 
when Leo’s wife passed away: she took the 
last remaining music in his life with her, 
and before he knew it, everything around 
him had truly gone silent.  In that solitude, 
one song came drifting back to him: a song 
by French chansonnière Barbara.  If only 
he could have remembered it sooner...





CINEMATIC
REFERENCESC I N E M A T I C

R E F E R E N C E S
&  S O U R C E S
O F  I N S P I R A T I O N



Magnolia 
Paul Thomas Anderson, 1999

A sprawling epic of human emotions 
and the consequences of our actions, 
wunderkind P.T. Anderson’s third feature 
- after the especially wonderful Boogie 
Nights - is nothing short of unforgettable.  
Boosting powerhouse performances from 
all involved, including career-best turns by 
Tom Cruise and William H. Macy, Anderson 
overwhelms you and knocks you out, only 
to extend a warm and loving hand and an 
invitation to care about people who, at 
first glance, might seem beyond repair.  
Magnolia, in all its beautiful, painfully 
recognizable madness, is a force of human 
nature.  - $37 million

Louder Than Bombs 
Joachim Trier, 2015

A remarkably mature, quietly heart-
breaking study of a family’s grief after 
the suspected suicide of their war 
photographer mother and wife, Trier’s 
first English-language feature (after his 
truly terrific Norwegian films Reprise and 
Oslo, August 31st) dedicates its style and 
structure whole-heartedly to its characters’ 
erratic, tormented and emotional behavior. 
Preferring an associative approach to a

Certain Women
Kelly Reichardt, 2016

In a loud and boisterous patriarchy - 
which, unfortunately, a big part of the film 
industry still is, too - the most courageous 
thing you can do is to make a quiet, 
intelligent film about endlessly fascinating 
but ever-so-ordinary women.  Reichardt, 
who has already explored the beauty 
of everyday Americana so strikingly in 
films such as Old Joy and Wendy & Lucy, 
excels in this acutely observed triptych 
of four women whose truthfulness is 
worthy of all the empathy you can muster.  
- $2 million

35 Shots of Rum
Claire Denis, 2009

Despite feeling limited by having chose a 
digital format for the first time, humanist 
explorer Claire Denis’ ode to those on the 
fringes of French urban life ranks among 
her most exciting and heartbreaking.  With 
an intriguing palette of characters whose 
struggles and choices are remarkable and 
powerful if you only allow yourself to look 
at them, Denis revels in spending time with 
people who shine in their everydayness 
- especially when they all dance to the 
Commodores’ “Nightshift”. - €3.6 million



This film, starring his four friends who 
have come to define what Dutch film 
acting can be, might well be his most 
original and cathartic one: the sobering, 
intelligent and ultimately disarming story 
of the drunken stupor that makes four 
fortysomethings realize they are trying 
to cling on to something they’ve already 
stopped being.  A Dutch John Cassavetes 
if ever there was one. - approx. €1 million

Modern Romance
Albert Brooks, 1981

A much-loved American actor, writer and 
director whose tragicomedic successes 
have sadly failed to really travel beyond 
the U.S. borders, Albert Brooks has 
crafted and refined his very own brand 
of humanist comedy that only reveals 
further depths upon closer scrutiny.   This, 
a marvelous dissection of the desperate 
lengths people may go to when they 
refuse to accept they might not be right 
for each other, hits bull’s eye from the very 
first shots onwards.  Brooks never spares 
himself or anyone else, only to gradually 
work towards something more rewarding 
than instant comedic relief: true empathy 
for your fellow (wo)man, with all her/his 
flaws and virtues. - $3.4 million

more linear one, the film finds beauty 
and solace in the most ordinary details 
(and Isabelle Huppert’s unforgettable 
face) as it explores the repercussions of a 
life defined by conflict, pain and urgency.
 - $11 million

Night on Earth
Jim Jarmusch, 1996

A filmmaker once described by his muse 
Tom Waits as “a natural-born outsider” 
turns his camera to five different 
characters, in five different countries, 
in five different shades of cultural 
folly and wonderfully larger-than-life 
detail.  Chronicling deceptively mundane 
but quietly cathartic taxi rides in Los 
Angeles, New York, Paris, Rome, and 
(unforgettably) Helsinki, Jarmusch shows 
the joy and special impact of using the 
cinematic toolbox to explore not what 
you know, but what (and who) you would 
really like to get to know.  It’s also, quite 
simply, a hilarious movie.  - $3.5 million

Cloaca 
Willem van de Sande Bakhuyzen, 2003

Before his untimely and unexpected 
passing in 2005, Willem van de Sande 
Bakhuyzen firmly cemented himself as 
one of the Netherlands’ most ambitious, 
daring and truly cinematic filmmakers.
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“We all suffer alone in the real world. 

True empathy’s impossible. But if a piece 

of fiction can allow us imaginatively 

to identify with a character’s pain, we 

might then also more easily conceive of 

others identifying with their own. This is 

nourishing, redemptive; we become less 

alone inside. It might just be that simple.”

 - David Foster Wallace 




