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“A BIG, SWEEPING,

AND RAPTUROUS 
HOLLYWOOD 
LOVE STORY!
It could turn out to be the most 
revolutionary movie of the year.
A film in which love feels almost 
as if it were being invented.”

– OWEN GLEIBERMAN, ENTERTAINMENT WEEKLY

“����!
UNMISSABLE AND 
UNFORGETTABLE!
A classic in the making. It’s a landmark 
film and a triumph for Heath Ledger and
Jake Gyllenhaal. Heath Ledger’s performance 
is an acting miracle.”

– PETER TRAVERS, ROLLING STONE

Don’t Get Sold Out!  For advance ticket sales log on to www.fandango.com or www.movietickets.com
For group sales information log on to www.brokebackmountain.com/groupsales or please call 877-BROKEBACK.

Share your feelings about the film, the connections you felt and how watching it 
might have brought back memories of your own at www.brokebackmountain.com

GOLDEN GLOBE® NOMINATIONS

77BEST DIRECTOR • ANG LEE BEST ACTOR* • HEATH LEDGER
BEST SCREENPLAY • LARRY MCMURTRY & DIANA OSSANA
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Los Angeles Film Critics Association Winner
New York Film Critics Circle Winner

Boston Society of Film Critics Winner
San Francisco Film Critics Circle Winner

Dallas-Fort Worth Film Critics Association Winner
Southeastern Film Critics Association Winner

Las Vegas Film Critics Society Winner
Utah Film Critics Association Winner

Florida Film Critics Circle Winner
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EXCLUSIVE ENGAGEMENT STARTS FRIDAY, JANUARY 6!
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A new biography of Zane Grey, whose pro-
lific output of Western novels made him the 
best-selling American writer in the first forty 
years of the last century, quotes a line from 
one of his books: “All the cowboys had se-
crets.”

Brokeback Mountain, Ang Lee’s new, widely 
remarked-on and much-heralded new film, 
is about two cowboys who share a secret, 
though presumably not the kind Grey had 
in mind. The chronological and qualitative 
gaps between Grey’s work, now largely for-
gotten, and Lee’s film, broadly described as 
“the gay cowboy movie,” may seem vast, but 
there are thematic and historical links.

The emphasis of much of the expectant 
commentary is on the movie’s homoerotic 
element, but it’s hard to believe the same 
breadth and intensity of interest would have 
developed if Brokeback Mountain didn’t in-
volve cowboys, and didn’t entail, however 
obscurely, the old mythos of the American 
West. Its luster isn’t what it was when writers 
like Grey and Owen Wister were helping to 
embroider and commercialize it, and Hol-
lywood was working its shopworn magic, 
but it still retains some potency. It’s been in-
grained in the American ideology of proud 
individualism, and it operates its oppressive, 
semi-delusional effects on the movie’s two 
young men. (The cowboy mystique, some-
what vulgarly glamorized, has also exerted 
an attraction for gay men, as two unusually 
well-educated and perceptive members of 
that population reminded me the other 
day.)

Jack Twist (Jake Gyllenhaal) and Ennis Del 
Mar (Heath Ledger) are the two very young 
ranch hands who begin an unexpected, pas-
sionate and inexpedient relationship early 
in the movie. It’s a liaison that soon enough 
becomes disturbing and frustrating, and, ul-
timately, is deeply tragic.

Just as in the Annie Proulx short story the 
movie is based on, the boys meet when 
they’re hired to herd sheep on the titular 
Wyoming mountain over the summer of 
1963. Both nineteen, on their own in Wyo-
ming and barely scraping by, they initially 
bond over their joint isolation and hard-
ship, and their common youth; before long, 
their shared loneliness, longing and need 

pull them together personally and sexually. 
But in August, as their employment ends 
and the dreary conventions of their lives re-
assert their sway, they laconically part.

When Jack reconnects with Ennis, four years 
have passed and both of them have married 
and become parents. Although the more 
adventurous, less guilt-ridden Jack argues 
for hightailing it away from their individual 
responsibilities toward a life together on a 
little ranch somewhere, Ennis can’t envi-
sion such a future. So, over the next decade 
and a half, they meet once or twice a year 
for “fishing trips.” In between, each suffers 
their years of separation in secret distress 
and almost unrequited yearning. “If you 
can’t fix it, you got to stand it,” Ennis advises 
during their first hungry reunion.

This central narrative structuring makes 
possible much of the film’s affecting im-
pact and also its somewhat arbitrary quality. 
Their secretive romance in mutual absentia 
amounts to an artistic device or conceit that 
is quietly at odds with the movie’s carefully 
rendered, windswept natural settings as well 
as the dismal kitchen-sink realism of hard-
scrabble cow town life.

To be sure, some of this contrasting is de-
liberate. Lee and cinematographer Rodrigo 
Prieto have meticulously composed a series 
of grandly-scaled outdoor scenes for the 
men’s activities together and apart. Rarely, 
if ever, has an American film made nature 
such a compelling presence since the salad 
days of director John Ford. This serves to tie 
the two men to their geography and society 
(although the filmmakers do seem to have 
missed an opportunity to visually translate a 
sentence in Proulx’s story that describes Jack 
and Ennis spying signs of each other’s prox-
imity across a great expanse of Brokeback’s 
face, first in daylight, then after nightfall.)

The story’s almost abstract patterning of the 
men’s relationship isn’t without power, but 
you may be conscious, during the movie or 
afterward, of a schematicism. The begin-
ning of their liaison may seem more persua-
sive than its playing out.

Novelist and screenwriter Larry McMur-
try (The Last Picture Show, Lonesome Dove) 
bought the rights to the story shortly after 
it was published by the New Yorker in 1997. 

UNHAPPY TRAILS
Brokeback Mountain
review by George Saxt

Heath Ledger and Jake Gyllenhaal in Brokeback Mountain
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To respond to any of the film reviews, e-mail artvoicefilm@aol.com or write to: Artvoice, 810 Main Street, Buffalo, NY 14202

He had to wait another seven years before 
he could get a project moving forward with 
a screenplay written by him and producer Di-
ana Ossana.

Adapting a novel frequently requires difficult 
decisions about compression, winnowing 
and rewriting. The movie follows Proulx’s 
story closely, but she breezes over the nearly 
twenty years of the men’s experiences, stop-
ping only briefly at crucial turning points, 
referring to others after they’ve passed, and 
interjecting authorial insights and comments 
at various junctures. Her writing works to 
convey personal desolation and a subdued 
but insistent “lesson.” The screenwriters had 
to create most of the middle eighty or so min-
utes of the movie from what amount to sev-
eral references and sketchy descriptions. The 
original story reflects Ennis’ experience and 
point-of-view much more than Jack’s, and the 
movie does a fair job of amplifying Jack’s life 
and character, but sometimes it seems to be 
marking time until it can return to Proulx’s 

original material. And in at least a couple of 
scenes, it edges toward, or into, soap opera.

Gyllenhaal makes the most of his uneven op-
portunities, more than many young actors 
could have. In one scene where the boss of 
the sheep outfit (an effective Randy Quaid) 
contemptuously makes clear his awareness of 
what the two boys were doing with each other 
on Brokeback, Gyllenhaal’s cowed, stricken, 
boyish visage is poignantly expressive.

But Ledger’s Ennis, almost of necessity, oc-
cupies the center of the movie, and it’s one 
of the most surprisingly accomplished perfor-
mances in a long time. The actor makes En-
nis’ wounded, confused pride and sometimes 
almost apologetic reticence bespeak a crude, 
stubborn nobility. Much of the movie’s im-
pact depends on Ledger’s apparent convic-
tion and understated interpretive skill.

Brokeback Mountain develops the quality of a 
mournful fable. It finally transcends its own 
awkward passages and didactic limitations.

MY LIFE AS A PUPPY
Casanova
review by M. Faust

Sienna Miller and Heath Ledger in Casanova

There are two ways to look at Giacomo Ca-
sanova, the 18th century Venetian whose 
legend retains a hold on our imagination 
two centuries after his death. There is the 
real Casanova, whose eleven volumes of 
memoirs seem barely sufficient to contain 
his exploits as a diplomat, a politician, and 
a spy; a musician and a writer; a Freema-
son and a cleric; and a swordsman, in both 
senses of the word. That his biography 
isn’t entirely trustworthy only adds to his 
allure.

Or you can regard him for the trait with 
which his name has become synonymous, 
as history’s greatest lover, the man whom 
no woman could resist. Plenty of softcore 
fantasies have been spun about the lat-
ter, but aside from Fellini’s 1976 film with 
Donald Sutherland as an aging sexual ob-
sessive given to bouts of mechanical forni-
cation, few have shown much interest in 
the real man.

Lasse Hallström’s Casanova is so lack-
ing in bawdiness that it barely earns its R 
rating. But after seeing it, you still won’t 
know Giac. Concentrating on a fictional 
incident in the life of Casanova at the age 
of 28, it uses a dash of historical fact (Casa-
nova’s run-in with the Spanish Inquisition, 
which sought to execute him as a warning 
against immorality) as the basis for a ro-
mantic farce. Heavy on pretty costumes 
and prettier actors, it aspires to be a popu-
lar updating a la Tom Jones, Richard Les-
ter’s Three Musketeers films, or Shakespeare in 
Love, but it is no more grounded than the 
hot air balloon that figures prominently in 
the story.

Without detailing the multiple imperson-
ations and mistakes of identity that move 
the film along, suffice to say that Casanova 
(Heath Ledger, more prominently on dis-
play this week in Brokeback Mountain), com-
pelled to take a wife, finds one suitable to 
him in the person of Francesca Bruni (Si-
enna Miller), a protofeminist who wields a 
mean sabre and who writes (under a nom 
du plume) subversive tracts on gender 
freedom. Because the movie would only 
be thirty minutes long if they immedi-
ately recognized each other as soul mates, 
much persiflage and chicanery ensues pri-
or to an ending that at least addresses the 
need to redress the story’s main historical 
inaccuracy.

The nicely dressed supporting cast in-
cludes Jeremy Irons (camping it up in a 
ridiculous wig as the Papal Inquisitor on 
the trail of both of our heroic heretics), 
Lena Olin (aka Mrs. Hallström) as Fran-
cesca’s mother, and Oliver Platt as a Ge-
noan lard merchant (and the subject of a 
lot of fat jokes unbecoming to an actor of 
his talents, not to mention some slapstick 
torture scenes that are in spectacularly 
poor taste at a time when our government 
is trying to persuade us that it has the right 
to torture real people).

Call me a dirty old man, but a little genuine 
smut would have been welcome here. In-
stead, all we get is a few scenes of Casanova 
cavorting in one of those convents that ex-
ists only in European soft porn films, and 
a dinner table scene swiped from Shampoo. 
Instead, this is a Casanova that you could 
take your mom to see. 


