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R
Before the Fall “Napola,” the
German title of this 2004 drama,

refers to the elite academies of the Third
Reich that groomed the cream of Aryan
youth for bigger things. The hero (played
with the right amount of adolescent insou-
ciance by Max Riemelt) is a working-class
boy admitted to one of the academies for
his formidable boxing skills, and through
him director Dennis Gansel captures the
ordinariness of Hitler’s supporters. The
film also shows how easily people were
seduced by the Reich’s ironclad ideology
and rigid moral code; in one terrifying
scene the cadet loses his innocence and
idealism when he hunts and kills escaped
Russian prisoners who turn out to be chil-
dren like him. With Tom Schilling and Devid
Striesow. In German with subtitles. 110
min. (JK) a Landmark’s Century Centre.

Big Momma’s House 2 I hope the Academy
seats Paul Giamatti and Terrence Howard
together this year, so they can reminisce
about the old days when they had to do
junk like Big Momma’s House (2000).
Needless to say, neither returns for this ho-
hum sequel, but Martin Lawrence is back as
the intrepid FBI agent in obese drag.
Screenwriter Don Rhymer keeps the potty
humor to a minimum, though like the first
movie, this is funny mostly for its brazen
disregard of common sense—specifically,
the idea that elaborate full-body prosthetic
makeup could be slapped on in seconds by
a cop on the run. John Whitesell (Malibu’s
Most Wanted) directed. PG-13, 99 min. (JJ)
a Chatham 14, Crown Village 18, Ford City,
Gardens 7-13, Lawndale, North Riverside,
River East 21, 62nd & Western.

R
The Blue Angel The first film collabo-
ration between Josef von Sternberg

and Marlene Dietrich (1930), this reeks with
decay and sexuality. Emil Jannings plays the
professor who tries to stop his students
from visiting nightclub singer Lola-Lola
(Dietrich) and ends up succumbing to her
plump charms. In many ways the film is
about the constancy of emotion as well as
the destructive tricks it plays. Jannings’s
repressed little prig, whose first sexual
encounter results in his total destruction, is
redeemed from contempt by Sternberg’s
respect for his masochistic passion. In
German with subtitles. 106 min. (DD) 
a Northwestern Univ. Block Museum of Art.

R
Bottle Rocket Wes Anderson’s 1996
first feature (before Rushmore and

The Royal Tenenbaums) is fresh, character
driven, often funny, and unfashionably
upbeat (as well as offbeat). And it doesn’t
beat you over the head—which made it a
hard sell in industry terms and explains
why it was almost completely ignored upon
release. But I found its Kerouac-like goofi-
ness both charming and sustaining. Owen
Wilson, his brother Luke, and Robert
Musgrave play three young, immature
friends and aspiring thieves in Texas; anoth-
er Wilson brother, Andrew, also appears,
and the film benefits from its relaxed cast
consisting largely of friends and siblings.
(The presence of such producer-godparents
as Polly Platt, James L. Brooks, Monte
Hellman, and L.M. Kit Carson probably
helped as well.) Written by Anderson and
Owen Wilson; with James Caan and Lumi
Cavazos (Like Water for Chocolate). R, 95
min. (JR) a Univ. of Chicago Doc Films.

R
Brokeback Mountain Two cowboys
(Jake Gyllenhaal, good, and Heath

Ledger, exceptional) share a night of pas-
sion while working briefly as sheepherders
in 1963, then spend the remainder of their
otherwise straight lives tragically conceal-
ing their affair. Adapted by Larry McMurtry
and Diana Ossana from an Annie Proulx
story and capably directed by Ang Lee, this
is the kind of tasteful tearjerker that’s
often overrated and smothered with prizes
for flattering our tolerance and sensitivity.

Film listings are compiled from information available Monday. Occasionally bookings change after our 
deadline; we suggest you call ahead for confirmation. Most films are screened in 35-millimeter and most videos
are projected. Where possible, exceptions are noted below. Submissions to the film listings are always welcome,
but must include a phone number for publication. Commentary by Jonathan Rosenbaum (JR), Lisa Alspector
(LA), Fred Camper (FC), Don Druker (DD), Pat Graham (PG), Andrea Gronvall (AG), J.R. Jones (JJ), Joshua
Katzman (JK), Dave Kehr (DK), Peter Keough (PK), Hank Sartin (HSa), Henry Sheehan (HS), and Ted Shen (TS).

I’ll meet you on the
steps of the Art
Institute. What time?

WHY DON’T WE MEET FOR BRUNCH 
AND GO FROM THERE?

Great—what did you 
have in mind?

NOTHING IN PARTICULAR...
BUT I’M TAKING THE EL, 

SO IT HAS TO BE CLOSE.

OK, who serves Sunday
brunch within three 
or four blocks of the 
Art Institute?

The Reader Restaurant Finder thinks like you do. It allows you to
search by cuisine, price, amenities, and distance from more than
200 clubs, theaters, and landmarks. And it’s based on reports from
more than 2,000 Reader Restaurant Raters—Reader readers like you
who know good food and good times.
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and a menu that combines Indian and
soul food (inexplicably, the only Cajun
item on the menu is dirty rice). Fried
chicken, collard greens, and macaroni
and cheese sit in the steam tray right
alongside chicken curry, chana masala,
and samosas. Holly Greenhagen

Redfish
400 N. State | 312-467-1600

$$
CAJUN | LUNCH, DINNER: SEVEN DAYS | OPEN
LATE: FRIDAY & SATURDAY TILL MIDNIGHT 

Designed to evoke a “Looziana road-
house” with loud decor, blaring music,
and lots of fried food, there’s no mistak-
ing that this place is part of a chain.
Appetizers include fried green tomatoes,
gumbo, and Maryland-style crab cakes;
main-course selections cover a wide
spectrum from bayou specialties like
jambalaya and shrimp etouffee to the
decidedly non-Cajun fish-and-chips.
“Wanted a salad and a bowl of seafood
gumbo for lunch,” says one Rater. “There
was a wait at Shaw’s so we walked over

here. You get what you wait for.” “Staff 
is friendly, but not exactly conscious of
what a diner/guest may be in need of,”
says another, quite accurately. On Fat
Tuesday, February 28, there will be live
music all day beginning at noon; $5
cover after 4 PM. Holly Greenhagen

Soul Queen
9031 S. Stony Island | 773-731-3366

$
SOUTHERN/SOUL FOOD | LUNCH, DINNER: SEVEN
DAYS | OPEN LATE: FRIDAY & SATURDAY TILL MID-
NIGHT | RESERVATIONS ACCEPTED FOR LARGE
GROUPS ONLY | CASH ONLY

In 1971, when Helen Maybell Anglin
opened Soul Queen, it became a buzzing
hive of black celebrities and politicians.
Today the walls are adorned with 
photographs of her highness receiving
tribute from other African-American 
royals such as MLK, Ali, Cosby, Harold
Washington, Joe Louis, Jimmie Walker,
Bill Clinton, and Henry Kissinger(?!)—
which is why it feels slightly seditious 
to say that the Queen’s best days are

behind her. On a recent visit there was 
a distinctly dispiriting vibe as jukebox
slow jams echoed over the dim dining
room, empty but for a pair of bejeweled
young ladies who grazed the buffet while
their older male escort remained in his
booth conspicuously counting a large
stack of bills through his sunglasses. 
The dishes that once attracted the
Queen’s subjects don’t now taste of the
carefully prepared home-style you’ve
come for: turkey legs, stuffing, pot 
roast, fried catfish, mac ’n’ cheese,
greens, stewed cabbage, okra, and
legumes all seemed born of a loveless
assembly-line production. The staff in
their plastic tiaras couldn’t have been
more cheerful and attentive, but there
are much better soul food buffets and
cafeterias around town. Nevertheless 
the fading 70s swank of the place still
inspires a certain reverence, and made 
a positive impact on the seven-year-old
at my table, who pronounced the atmos-
phere “fancy” and refused to eat her
mushy, blandly sauced ribs without 
knife and fork. Mike Sula

Wishbone
1001 W. Washington | 312-850-2663

F 7.1 | S 6.8 | A 6.4 | $ (10 REPORTS)
SOUTHERN/SOUL FOOD | BREAKFAST, LUNCH:
MONDAY-FRIDAY; DINNER: TUESDAY-SATURDAY;
SATURDAY & SUNDAY BRUNCH 

The menu rarely changes, but no one
seems to mind. While a few Raters 
grumble that the food doesn’t justify 
the hype—or the crowds—most seem
to agree that Wishbone’s combination 

of fast, reliable, moderately creative
food, brisk service, and funky decor
doesn’t need much tinkering. Lunch and
dinner feature upscale southern comfort
food such as blackened catfish, chicken-
fried steak, collard greens, and buttery
corn bread muffins. Wishbone packs
them in for weekend breakfast with 
platters of reasonably priced omelets,
eggs Florentine, crab cakes, and the
cheesiest grits in town. On Fat Tuesday,
February 28, the “Big Bone” will host 
live music and a jambalaya cook-off.
The other location is at 3310 N. Lincoln
(773-549-2663). Martha Bayne

Restaurants | Movies



Lee focuses on the men’s wasted lives and
the heartbreak of their spouses and other
relatives, but the movie makes one hanker
for the sort of unabashed queer stories
found outside the mainstream. R, 134 min.
(JR) a Century 12 and CineArts 6, Crown
Village 18, Davis, Esquire, Gardens 7-13,
Landmark’s Century Centre.

Buffalo Bill and the Indians Buffalo Bill
(Paul Newman) presides over a performance
of his Wild West show, which becomes for
director Robert Altman an opportunity to
make a number of less-than-startling revela-
tions: that the great western heroes were
invented by eastern newspaper reporters,
that greed played a large part in the opening
of the west, that the Indians got a raw deal.
The review format, intercut with demythiciz-
ing glimpses behind the scenes, aspires to a
cynical Brechtian snappiness, but the drama
is too thinly imagined, the meanings too
familiar and heavily stated, for this 1976 film
to gather any real interest. With Joel Grey,
Kevin McCarthy, Burt Lancaster, Harvey
Keitel, Geraldine Chaplin, and the perennial
voice of Native American moral authority, Will
Sampson. PG, 123 min. (DK) a Northwestern
Univ. Block Museum of Art.

N
C.S.A.: The Confederate States of
America Written and directed by

Kevin Wilmott, this 2004 mockumentary
imagines a parallel universe in which the
Confederacy triumphed, Lincoln died in
exile in Canada, and the new southern
nation built an agricultural empire in
Central and South America that colluded
with Hitler during World War II. Logical gaps
abound (how did the CSA become an indus-
trial power after laying waste the northern
cities?), and Wilmott’s historical extrapola-
tions are on the wacky side (JFK is still
elected president, but his secret plan to
free the slaves gets him assassinated). In a
novel twist, the movie’s dumbest element—
joke commercials for racist consumer prod-
ucts—turns out to be the most provocative
when end titles reveal the products were all
real. 89 min. (JJ) a Village.

Caché This brilliant if unpleasant puzzle
without a solution about surveillance and

various kinds of denial finds writer-director
Michael Haneke near the top of his game,
though it’s not a game everyone will want
to play. The brittle host of a TV book-chat
show (Daniel Auteuil) and his unhappy wife
(Juliette Binoche) start getting strange
videos that track their comings and goings
outside their Paris home. Once the hus-
band traces the videos to an Algerian he
abused when both were kids, things only
get more tense, troubled, and unresolved.
Haneke is so punitive toward the couple
and his audience that I periodically
rebelled against—or went into denial
about—the husband’s rage, and I guess
that’s part of the plan. In French with subti-
tles. R, 117 min. (JR) a Music Box.

R
Capote Philip Seymour Hoffman does
an impressive impersonation of

Truman Capote in this biopic, directed with
force and economy by Bennett Miller. Dan
Futterman adapted a 1988 bio by Gerald
Clarke, but the sharp script has a narrower,
more polemical focus than the book, con-
centrating on the writing of In Cold Blood
and arguing that Capote was destroyed by
the project’s ethical and emotional conflicts.
The depictions of novelist Harper Lee
(Catherine Keener) and editor William
Shawn (Bob Balaban) aren’t convincing, but
Miller is mainly interested in Capote’s identi-
fication and duplicitous relationship with
Perry Smith, one of the murderers he was
writing about, and that story rings true. With
Chris Cooper and Clifton Collins Jr. R, 98
min. (JR) a Crown Village 18, Davis, Esquire,
Lake, Landmark’s Century Centre, Pickwick.

Cheyenne Autumn This late film (1964) by
John Ford came more from the head than
the heart: it tries to do for the Cheyenne
tribe’s forced migration from Oklahoma to
Wyoming what The Grapes of Wrath did for
the Okies’ drive west, and the social mes-
sage squeezes out the drama. The movie is
no disgrace, but it has the feeling of a
forced march itself. Ford returns to the
Tombstone of My Darling Clementine for
another look at Wyatt Earp, now played by
James Stewart in a strange, satirical turn.
You can feel the Fordian myths beginning to
crumble, but they wouldn’t collapse until 7
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