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I first approached Waltz with Bashir from 
a place of aesthetic curiosity: while 
countless films claim to draw inspiration 
from comic books, how often does this 
inspiration factor into the production of 
the image itself? How many films could 
actually be mistaken for a graphic novel? 

Waltz with Bashir is, assuredly, one of a 
kind; a film that proudly boasts such an 
idiosyncratic style, yet which does not 
justify itself solely on its aesthetic 
distinction. Focusing on the director’s 
inability to remember his experience as a 
soldier during the 1982 Lebanon War, the 
film is at once brutally real and deeply 
surreal, interweaving testimonies with 
accounts of visions, dreams and 
p s y c h o l o g i c a l e x p e r i m e n t s , t h e 
soundtrack oscillating between classical 
compositions and contemporary pop 
music. 

Folman believes that the truth of his 
forgotten history lies dormant in a dream: 
a piercing image of bathing in the ocean 
as flares light up the streets of Beirut. 
Unsure whether this scene is the sole 
remnant of his repressed memories  

or a semiotically-rich allegory birthed in 
his subconscious, Waltz with Bashir 
shows Folman visiting numerous friends, 
journalists and therapists in search of 
clarity. 

Despite the lasting controversy of the 
Israeli-Palestine conflict, the film doesn’t 
dwell too much on its historical context. At 
numerous points throughout, soldiers 
(some of whom, we are reminded, are 
still teenagers) are handed guns and told 
to shoot anything that comes into view. 
Solemn reflections are interrupted with 
montages of explosions set to rock 
music, as if the film’s shifting tone can 
never qui te a l ign i tse l f wi th the 
abhorrence it depicts. The title itself 
derives from an interviewee’s account of 
dancing on the road to avoid heavy 
gunfire beneath posters of Bashir 
Gemayel, the militia commander-turned 
short term President of Lebanon. The 
film’s viewers, like the Israeli soldiers, are 
dropped into a story too complicated, 
obscure and surreal for anyone to ever 
fully understand, yet even justify. 

Since my first viewing a number of years

ago, the film has stuck with me as a 
memorable, if confusing, project. Having 
since started working for a human rights 
organisation, however, it has gained a 
new meaning - or, rather, its meaning has 
become far richer. While I can’t claim to 
ever have stepped foot in a war zone, I 
have glimpsed the numbing impact of 
daily exposure to the violent horror of 
global conflict; the emotional inoculation 
that comes with regularly interacting with 
first-hand accounts of torture, mass 
starvation and state-sanctioned violence. 

Reality unfiltered is, simply, indigestible; 
as Waltz with Bashir testifies, our fragile 
m i n d s c a l l f o r m e t a m o r p h o s i s , 
transforming our private histories to 
negotiate the experiences we can neither 
apprehend nor rationalise. We are told of 
one soldier who is only able to process 
his trauma by describing it as a war film; 
of another plagued by dreams of the dogs 
he was commanded to execute. Even the 
film’s animation serves as a kind of buffer 
between the known and unknown, 
mediat ing between contemporary 
testimonies and undocumented history.

WALTZ WITH BASHIR 
words by  
Jonny Rogers



Towards the end of the film, Folman 
discovers that his vision is actually a 
fabrication; that he was, in fact, present 
when troops were lighting flares to 
illuminate the Shatila refugee camp for 
the Phalange militia to massacre. His 
residual guilt has mutated his memories 
to disassociate his participation in 
something unspeakably horrific. In its 
f inal moments, Waltz with Bashir 
abandons animation entirely, as if 
simulating the whiplash of unveiling what 
has long been repressed: live news 
footage shows women weeping as they 
traverse the graves of their friends and 
family.  

Waltz with Bashir is not a simple apology. 
Folman attempts neither to explain the 
actions of his nation nor his own; he is 
not sure that such an explanation is even 
possible. Instead, he chooses to lay bare 
his guilty conscience for those willing to 
listen, seeking to unravel the filters that 
transform and dilute the dreadful 
pandemonium of history. 



politically, socially, and stylistically, so too 
does Orlando. 

In absence of a linear or classically 
Hollywood plot, the film relies on a 
beautifully constructed mise-en-scène to 
impart, non-verbally, the metamorphosing 
historical landscape. It is successful; 
Orlando is an aesthetic delight. Of 
particular note is the costuming by Sandy 
Powell and Dien van Straalen. With the 
change of Orlando’s sex so comes the 
change of Orlando’s wardrobe, and 
ingrained within the respective wardrobes 
is an inseparability from the gender roles 
they represent. A comment upon gender 
and change, the costuming in Orlando 
provides a series of delectable visual 
cues that signify a transforming world.    

1600, 1610, 1700…As the decades pass, 
intertitles clarify the centuries Orlando 
inhabits. This is not strictly necessary; the 
costuming communicates the time period 
flawlessly, even to those with the most 
rudimentary knowledge of historical 
fashion. Style in clothing transforms — as 
does every form of art and design — 
alongside society. Indeed, style is not a 
stand-alone element, but a product of the 

the social, political and economic 
changes that shape its development; it is 
inseparable from human history. Orlando 
employs costuming to play upon 
associations and connotations linked to 
the clear stylistic conventions of the 
respective centuries, and the figures and 
events they suggest. The transformation 
of clothing style is an aesthetic means of 
illustrating the passing of time. 

In the early 17th century, Orlando’s 
slashed sleeves are a stylistic remnant of 
the Tudor Renaissance, and perhaps an 
homage to Elizabeth I, the last Tudor 
monarch and the character who bids 
Orlando ‘Do not fade. Do not wither. Do 
not grow old’. Orlando’s heavy doublets, 
hose and neck ruffs are more identifiable 
— the qu in tessen t ia l p i c tu re o f 
Shakespearian drama. Consolidating this 
association in a metadramatic fashion 
(Shakespearian in itself), Orlando pauses 
to watch Othello cry ‘…killing myself, to 
die upon a kiss!’ 

Orlando appears again in 1650 with a 
romantic heart for poetry and a wardrobe 
to match. The array of ruffles and ribbons 
and fringes and frills are suggestive of  

ORLANDO 
words by  
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Love. Poetry. Politics. Society. Sex. Birth. 
These are the markers provided to the 
audience as an ageless Orlando 
traverses nearly four centuries of history. 
Adapted from Virginia Woolf’s novel of 
the same name, Sally Potter’s 1992 
Orlando is a film not-so-subtly rooted in 
themes of change.  

Woolf’s Orlando is an icon of queer 
literature, whose transformation from 
male to female is celebrated for capturing 
the nuance of sexuality and gender 
fluidity. Crucial to the message and 
themes of the film, and despite this 
physical change, Tilda Swinton’s Orlando 
directly addresses the viewer and states 
in no uncertain terms that she is the 
same person; there is ‘no difference at all
— just a different sex’. This intrinsic 
metamorphosis is accompanied by the 
i n e s c a p a b l e , t i m e d e c r e e d 
transformations of human existence. The 
film captures the fabulous juxtaposition 
between continuous historical change 
and the character of Orlando, whose 
inability to age renders them a constant in 
a rapidly developing world. Their 
constancy, however, does not translate to 
a static state. As the world changes



Char les I I ’s app roach ing S tua r t 
Restoration. Oversized sleeves and collar 
b o w s c r e a t e a n a p p e a r a n c e o f 
youthfulness and innocence which belies 
the political turbulence of the period in the 
aftermath of the late King’s execution, 
and the unprecedented formation of an 
English Republic. 

Following this, Orlando’s wardrobe 
develops into what is possibly the most 
exaggerated in the film. It savours 
strongly of the court of the Sun King, 
Louis XIV of France, complete with 
heeled shoes, justaucorps (a knee-length 
coat) and plumed tricorn hats. The 
costuming does not yet depart from its 
associations with French style. In the mid 
18th century, Orlando appears in 
ensembles of excess. With an abundance 
of ruffles and wide pannier skirts, the 
newly Lady Orlando appears on different 
occasions in a robe à la française, and a 
macaron-blue and beflowered gown 
reminiscent of Marie Antoinette. Paired 
with elaborate wigs, the costuming in this 
century positively cries ‘vive la révolution!’ 

At this point Orlando enters a hedge 
maze in her French-flavoured gown, and, 
accompanied by delightful camera work, 
appears to exit the labyrinth one hundred 
years later, in 1850. The costuming and 
imagery of Orlando’s 1850s life are

evocative of the classic mid-century 
gothic novels: of Jane Eyre, of Wuthering 
He igh ts . The se ts , l i gh t i ng and 
cinematography also work to establish 
the time period. While an off-screen 
steam train references the Industrial 
Revolution, dressed in a deep green 
tartan, Orlando’s crinoline-supported 
si lhouette is unmistakable of the 
mid-19th-century style. 

Orlando’s ability to contrast time, change 
and agelessness through the medium of 
costume is enchanting. It captures the 
constantly transforming nature of style 
and its ability to conjure associative 
connections between visual appearance, 
social change and human history. The 
costuming i l lustrates an aesthetic 
metamorphosis of society, providing the 
backdrop on which Orlando’s own 
personal story is told.  



BUTTERFLY 
words by  
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Somewhere amidst Shūji Terayama’s 
chimeric short, a woman glances at the 
camera. Eyes emerge from the papery 
cloth of a projector screen. Silhouettes 
slip into frame. Much like spectators of an 
art installation, the silhouettes pore over 
and react to the image in front of them, 
obstructing our view. The woman on 
screen, who appears to look not at them 
but through them to us, exists unaware of 
such multiverses of object-subject.  
  
Terayama is no stranger to playing with 
the meta-textures of his films. Much like 
The Woman with Two Heads, featured in 
our On Body and Soul issue, Butterfly 
revels in the stratospheric potential of 
cinema. Bodies exist in distinct planes of 
consciousness, as unknowable figures, 
superseded by projections. Virtuality, or 
projected images, take precedence over 
what is real, amorphous shapes over 
familiarity. 

As if swirling in a petri dish of orange and 
pink oils, the images in Butterfly stand for 
a multitude of haptic pleasures―sex, 
eating, touch. The aftermath of a 
hedonistic party is 

an apt location for such modes of 
behaviour; details of empty bottles and 
half-eaten cake form an epicurean 
tapestry. Shrouded in an air of decadence 
and sensorial gratification, bodies are 
pulled out of slumber and move with an 
a lmost mechanica l qual i ty, as i f 
deliberately exaggerating their gestures, 
a n d t h u s a c k n o w l e d g i n g a n d 
manipulating the camera's scrutiny.  

Our perception is frequently obstructed 
by the individuals who stand in front of 
the screen. Attention diverted, we search 
through the crowd in the hope of sharing 
their vision. Refusing us such a 
straightforward point of entry, Terayama 
sees the cluster of viewers to bear their 
own spectacularity. Through their own 
rhythms of movement, they embody a 
slippage between object and viewer. This 
transitional quality is at home in such a 
v i sua l l y i ndu lgen t f i lm . We a re 
encouraged to embrace the instability of 
the projector's spectators and accept 
their anonymity.  

Terayama twists any any semblance of 
internal logic that typically  

guides an audience’s perception. As if 
watching two films at once, two worlds 
colliding on celluloid, we are met with a 
dialogue of abrupt and intoxicating 
effigies. Perhaps this is Terayama’s 
a r t i s t i c ph i losophy rea l i sed : the 
possibilities of cinema's permeability. 
Butterfly obscures the line of separation 
between objects and their viewers. Never 
qu i te a l igned wi th the crowd of 
spectators, though in them we certainly 
see something of ourselves, the 
boundary shifts. We move closer to the 
projection's luculent veil ― we reach out 
with arms outstretched. 

 



issue #22             metamorphosis

FOUNDER-EDITOR 
JESSICA MOORE 

WORDS BY 
KIRBY MOORE 

JONNY ROGERS 
JESSICA MOORE 

DESIGNED BY 
JESSICA MOORE


