
Oh, forgettable, forgettable Self/Less. From the director of R.E.M’s 1991 video for Losing 
My Religion, a fact more interesting than anything that happens in the whole running 
time of Self/Less. It’s a sprawling mess of a science fiction idea, that resolutely refuses 

to leave one foot in the realm of the plausible. Ben Kingsley is 72 now, he only has a 

finite number of films left to make. This should not have been one of them. 

Speaking of competent actors ungainfully employed and sprawling messes, on to Child 
44, which somehow manages to squander the talents of Tom Hardy, Noomi Rapace and 
Gary Oldman. Stalin era USSR is absolutely ripe for some cinematic analysis, and going 
at it from the angle of a murder investigation seems like a valid entry point. But director 
Daniel Espinosa gets the pacing and geography so wrong that the audience is never 

sure when or where the action is taking place, and the vastness of Russia is completely 
lost. Ladled on top is a cloyingly sentimental adoption subplot that culminates in an epi-
logue so bad it feels like an out-take from a 1985 made-for-tv real life drama written by 

Jilly Cooper. 

The original Transporter was good, wasn’t it? It all seems so long ago and corrupted 
now that it’s hard to be sure. What we can be sure of is that The Transporter Refueled is 
a hotch-potch of incoherent plot points, uninteresting fight sequences and no identifiable 

purpose for existence, with so little respect for its female characters that it explicitly 
states the only point of differentiation between the three female leads is their hair colour. 
Which, to be fair to the film, is exactly how it marketed itself, making it difficult to judge 

too harshly. 

As one-sentence movie pitches go, Scouts Guide to the Zombie Apocalypse ticks a lot 
of boxes. Obviously desperate to kindle some 1980’s kitsch, SGTTZA hones in on all the 
worst tropes from the period, and forgets to write any gags while it’s about it. So we get 
teenage boys desperate for sex and ogling tits at every opportunity, ending up with the 

moral of the story that seems to be: If you fancy a girl, just stick your tongue down her 
throat; she’ll love it. Which is way creepier than the zombies of the film which are just 

dull. The title promises so much more fun than it delivers. 

You know what’s good, but stupid, but good? Air Force One. Let’s make that again. 

But it was stupid. 

You’re right. But maybe if Samuel L Jackson played the president, and it all happens in 

Finland, and there’s a little boy? 

That sounds even more stupid. 

You’re right. Let’s make it anyway. 

Liam Neeson has the inglorious honour of appearing in three films on the red half of this 
page. Admittedly, Run All Night was just unlucky in the group stage and is actually a 
pretty solid thriller that could easily have ended up in the green. But still, Liam Neeson 

needs to try a bit harder in his script selection. Arguably, Taken 3 is better than Taken 2, 
but that’s a pretty low standard for a film to set itself. The plot probably involved a kid-
napping, and then there was probably some revenge bits that took themselves too seri-

ously. It probably sort of worked out alright in the end. 

There’s a cocksuredness about Dwayne ‘The Rock’ Johnson, that makes you feel like 
everything’s going to be okay. Which is good for a film like San Andreas, because the 
very last thing anybody wants to think about is the tens of millions of people whose lives 

are being cut short on the screen in front of us. So everything that happens in San An-
dreas is intended as a distraction - don’t look over there, don’t think about that, it will 
make you sad. The population of San Francisco is 852,000 which, with some crude 
calculations, means that this is a film about 2,500 people dying on their birthday, so do 

try and keep focused on The Rock’s upper-arm girth. 

Ted 2 catches a lucky break in this tie thanks to the utter incompetence of The Visit, 
which one assumes was made by M Night Shyamalan in response to a dare. There’s no 

point in being offended by films like Ted 2, they’re not important enough. The only appro-

priate response is exasperation, and annoyance at the laziness of everyone involved. 

The Worst & Best Films of  2015 
Selma, Terminator: Genisys and Fast & 
Furious 7 so perfectly met expectations 
that they could easily be graded without 
even seeing any of the films. American 
Ultra, however, was mis-marketed all 
over the shop, and is a good deal more 
interesting than the stoner comedy prom-
ised by the trailer. A strong turn from 
Walton Goggins, some genuine chemis-
try between Jesse Eisenberg and Kristen 
Stewart, and a tight script from Max 
Landis made for a surprisingly memora-
ble 90 minutes. As for Terminator, when 
will people learn that rehashing a cult 
classic film from the 1980’s set in a dys-
topian future with an over-reliance on 
machinery and high-octane action just 

doesn’t work? Oh, wait a minute... 

Group A 

Group I 
Jon Snow from off of out of Game of 
Thrones runs around being all stern and 
super-agenty. But with a top knot. Some-
one in make-up thought it would be a 
good idea to give their protagonist a top 
knot. There was probably other stuff 
going on too, but everyone just remem-
bers the top knot. Meanwhile Kevin Hart 
is surprisingly more likeable than Kevin 
Hart has any business being. Not as 
likeable as Mae Whitman, of course, 

since that’s just not possible. 

And then there’s Big Game, deserving 
credit for somehow managing to squeeze 
every single notable character, event and 
plot point into the trailer, thereby leaving 

the film itself entirely redundant. 

Group C 
Oh, Tom Hardy, it’s okay to not say yes 
to every project that’s thrown your way. 
At very least, make sure the scripts are in 
some way finished and coherent. Alt-
hough it’s a credit to you that you were 
undeniably the best thing about both 
Legend and Child 44, but maybe three 
big headliners in a single year is a bit 
much, eh? Legend in particular disap-
pointed on all fronts, not least with a 
fundamental misunderstanding on the 

science of Sherbet Lemons. 

Despite looking to be a by-the-numbers 
stalker-flick, The Gift had plenty to say 
about toxic masculinity, with an over-
arching menace and grubby resolution to 

match. 

Group K 
Agent 47 and Kingsman both feature 
some pretty great set piece action se-
quences, the difference is the bunkum 
holding them all together: Agent 47 is 
tight and succinct, whereas Kingsman is 
baggy and incoherent, and whatever 
Samuel L Jackson thinks he’s doing, he 
definitely, definitely isn’t. Neither howev-
er, suffer the contemptibility of Bryce 
Dallas Howard’s character in Jurassic 
World who, for some deeply sexist rea-
son, is not held remotely accountable for 
the dinosaur outbreak that she is directly 
responsible for, causing the deaths of 
scores of holidaymakers. She just shrieks 
and totters about in high heels expecting 
everyone watching to root for her. Like 

it’s 1973 or something. 

Group D 
So Paddington technically came out in 
2014, but some people didn’t get round 
to seeing it until January, okay? As one 
of the best children’s films and practically 
the only British film of note it would have 
been a criminal omission for the year. 
Should be required watching for kids in 
David Cameron’s immigration-adverse 

21st Century Britain. 

If only Crimson Peak had matched the 
visuals with characters that were worth 
giving a damn about (particularly the 
fatuous Wasikowska / Hiddlestone 
‘romance’) it could have been something 
special. It still bests San Andreas, an 
enjoyable (stupid) disaster romp, with an 

unflappable Dwayne Johnson lead. 

Group L 
Age of Ultron is as good, if not better, 
than Avengers Assemble. Anybody who 
thinks otherwise (a proportion in the 
region of 99% of human beings) is 
wrong. James Spader is sublimely cast 
as Ultron, making the most effective 
villain of any MCU movie thus far, the 
back and forth between Cap and Stark is 
spot on and the romantic arc between 
Banner and Black Widow proved we’ve 

definitely cast the Hulk we deserve.  

Thinking point: Has there ever been a 
Director’s Cut that is actually shorter than 
the theatrical release? Spy has to be a 
contender - there’s a full 30-minutes of 
footage here that definitely belongs on a 

proverbial cutting room floor. 

Group F 
It seems like there might actually be 
something to this Star Wars nonsense 
that everyone’s been blathering on about 
for the past 40 years, which is nice. Alt-
hough it remains to be seen why those 
Storm Troopers even bother with all that 
armour, since it appears completely 

ineffectual against any type of weapon. 

Beasts of No Nation is a hard watch, and 
eschewing white cast members was an 
important decision, and the acting is 
great, and the subject is worthy, and well 
done Netflix for endorsing such hard, 
important, great, worthy film-making. But 
it’s too long, and so detached that it’s 
difficult to take much away from it beyond 

‘war is bad’. And we knew that already. 

Group N 
Having actual ants as side-kicks is just 
stupid, but the big problem with Ant Man 
is how tampered-with the whole thing 
feels; glaring chunks of supposed action 
that were obviously no part of the original 

script shoe-horned into place. 

Seventh Son has the accolade of being 
2015’s least memorable film, barely even 
registering in the consciousness of any-
one who saw it, just leaving a half-
memory of some poorly rendered CGI 
and the nagging feeling that maybe Jon 
Snow from off of out of Game of Thrones 
was in it for a bit. Seriously, even if you 
saw this film, you’ll definitely need IMDB 
to remind you Alicia Vikander and 

Julianne Moore had starring roles. 

First Round 

Almost certainly the weakest group of 
the bunch. It’s hard to get excited about 
Home in the same year as Inside Out. It’s 
hard to take John Wick (AKA Headshot: 
The Movie), a Liam Neeson style re-
venge thriller, seriously, especially when 
it’s Ted Theodore Logan playing the role 
of Neeson. And it’s hard not to feel a 
sense of disappointment that the Man 
From U.N.C.L.E. failed to realise its own 
potential, despite Alicia Vikander’s best 
efforts, and a warm-hearted attempt to 
create a more character-driven espio-
nage franchise. All three, however were 
significantly better than Self/Less (AKA 
Unsympathetic Protagonist: The Movie) 
and it’s contribution to the overcrowded 

world of mediocre high concept sci-fi. 

Group B 

Group J 
The random group membership alloca-
tion is a cruel mistress. All of these films 
could have won in several of the other 
groups. The whole cast of A Most Violent 
Year does an absolutely sterling job 
(anybody who hasn’t realised Oscar 
Isaac’s genius yet wasn’t paying attention 
in 2015), but the screenplay just never 
quite gets moving enough to fully regis-
ter. And while not quite building on the 
achievements of Ghost Protocol, Rogue 
Nation was still a more viable offering 
than most of the established franchise 
efforts this year, even if it does over-
invest in Simon Pegg and the casting of a 
modern day Alec Baldwin is just plain 
weird. Yet somehow Spectre managed to 

win its group. It doesn’t seem fair. 

Group E 
Ignore what was said about Group B, 
this is obviously the weakest group of the 
tournament. Spectre is an affront to all 
the good work laid down by Skyfall. 
Where the latter was an homage to the 
legacy of Bond, appropriate for the fran-
chise’s 50th Anniversary, Spectre is a 
derivative bastardisation. Bond stumbles 
through the action without the first sem-
blance of a plan, entirely reliant on hack-

neyed luck to move forwards. 

Did they replace the letter ‘E’ with the 
number ‘3’ on the poster? Of course they 
bloody did. Was that the most predictable 
thing about Taken 3? Not even close. 
Was it better than Taken 2? Probably. 

Who even remembers. 

Group M 
On the one hand, Top Five is the year’s 
most sweetly observed romantic comedy, 
with some genuinely interesting things to 
say about fame, addiction and family. On 
the other hand, however,  there’s a rape 
scene played for laughs. Which is so far 
from okay that it makes you want to write 

Chris Rock a sternly worded email. 

While We’re Young doesn’t just back-
peddle in a single scene, it allows the 
entire third act to undermine. Maybe it’s 
time for Hollywood to realise that audi-
ences don’t feel quite as sorry for Ben 

Stiller as Ben Stiller would like them to. 

Side note: In 2015 we learnt that John 

Cena is awesome in  cameo roles. 

Group G 
Apologies, this whole system is flawed. 
Any system that puts both Maggie and 
Solace into the top 50 per cent of releas-
es of 2015 is obviously and irreparably 
broken. The problem with Maggie is that 
it thinks it’s the first film ever to have 
taken the notion of a zombie apocalypse 
seriously, and that simply isn’t true. So it 
cloys and it navel-gazes and it never 

really goes anywhere. 

There’s a glimmer of an idea in Solace, 
and some exchanges of dialogue which 
might have looked quite good on the 
page, but the execution is so cheap and 
ham-fisted that you half-expect the whole  
thing to be revealed as an elaborate 

practical joke. 

Group O 
List of things that are better than the 
2015 horror film Krampus: 

 The idea behind the 2015 horror film 

Krampus. 

 The cast of the 2015 horror film 

Krampus. 

 The creature effects of the 2015 horror 

film Krampus. 

List of things that are not better than the 
2015 horror film Krampus: 

 The 2015 science fiction film Jupiter 

Ascending. 

 The 2015 fantasy film The Last Witch 

Hunter. 

 The 2015 bout of creative dysentery 

marketed as The Visit. 

It Follows just feels so moody and angsty 
and French. It’s not French (in fact there 
are no foreign language films anywhere 
in this tournament, a sad indictment of 
both this reviewer and the state of inter-
national cinema, or at least it’s distribu-
tion within the UK) but it feels really 

French. 

It feels insidious and creepy, and like 
everyone involved actually understands 
what it’s like to be a teenager (hint: being 
a teenager is a lot less about attempting 
to lose your virginity than every other film 
ever made would have you believe). And 
when you look at what it is about - dis-
covering that life is intrinsically unfair and 
cruel and outside of your control, you’d 
be forgiven for thinking there is no way of 
tackling those issues through horror film-
making without being gratuitously heavy 

handed. But you’d be wrong. It Follows 
has most of its strength in the minimalism 
employed; the dots it doesn’t join and the 

questions it doesn’t attempt to answer. 

And the soundtrack? Oh boy, the sound-
track, that gets right up inside you and 
spends a full hundred minutes writhing 

around in your diaphragm. 

It’s scary too, but the scares are never 
cheap, and they stay with you longer as a 
result. The biggest fear of all is that the 
film gets ruined by an inevitable deluge of 
sub-standard sequels, each one under-
mining the original premise more than the 
one that went before (looking at you, 

practically every good horror film, ever). 

After penning some of the best science 
fiction movies of the twenty first century, 
Alex Garland gets to have his first go 
behind the camera with Ex Machina, the 
highest rated British Film in this tourna-

ment. 

It’s also, of all this year’s films, the one 
that feels most 2015 (inverted commas), 
drawing as it does on the paranoia we all 
understandably feel about not under-
standing what this new and evolving 
technology all around us is ultimately 
going to mean. And a nagging feeling 
that we’re on the cusp of something 
really revolutionary, technologically 

speaking. 

Hopefully Ex Machina will pick up a 
bunch of new viewers after two of the 
principle cast (Oscar Isaac and Domhnall 
Gleeson) were so well received in The 
Force Awakens. It’s really just a three 
person show, with Alicia Vikander round-
ing out the cast perfectly as the dow-

eyed robot with ambiguous motives. 

And the soundtrack? Oh boy, the sound-
track, that alienates and refuses you 
entry to a higher grade of understanding 
that you just don’t have the clearance 
level for. Making you feel like you’re 
peering round the corner somewhere 
you’re not supposed to be, and could get 
caught at any minute. Which is pretty 
much exactly how it felt to be alive in 

2015 (inverted commas). 

First Round Second Round Quarter Final Second Round Quarter Final Semi Final Final Semi Final Final 

Group A Loser Group P Runner-Up 

V 

Group B Loser Group O Runner-Up 

V 

Group C Loser Group N Runner-Up 

V 

Group D Loser Group M Runner-Up 

V 

Group E Loser Group L Runner-Up 

V 

Group F Loser Group K Runner-Up 

V 

Group G Loser Group J Runner-Up 

V 

Group H Loser Group I Runner-Up 

V 

Group I Loser Group H Runner-Up 

V 

Group J Loser Group G Runner-Up 

V 

Group K Loser Group F Runner-Up 

V 

Group L Loser Group E Runner-Up 

V 

Group M Loser Group D Runner-Up 

V 

Group N Loser Group C Runner-Up 

V 

Group O Loser Group B Runner-Up 

V 

Group P Loser Group A Runner-Up 

V 

Group O Winner Group B Runner-Up 

V 

Group P Winner Group A Runner-Up 

V 

Group N Winner Group C Runner-Up 

V 

Group M Winner Group D Runner-Up 

V 

Group L Winner Group E Runner-Up 

V 

Group K Winner Group F Runner-Up 

V 

Group J Winner Group G Runner-Up 

V 

Group I Winner Group H Runner-Up 

V 

Group H Winner Group I Runner-Up 

V 

Group G Winner Group J Runner-Up 

V 

Group F Winner Group K Runner-Up 

V 

Group E Winner Group L Runner-Up 

V 

Group D Winner Group M Runner-Up 

V 

Group C Winner Group N Runner-Up 

V 

Group B Winner Group O Runner-Up 

V 

Group A Winner Group P Runner-Up 

V 
There’s a perfectly passable children’s film in Home. Which, if it seems like damning 
with feint praise is because it most certainly is. It’s cutesy and zips along, but with a 
Rhianna density factor of around 86% places most of its eggs in a single Rhi-Rhi shaped 

basket. Although it is great to hear Steve Martin enjoying himself on screen - it’s been 

too long. 

Paddington is basically a masterclass in how to make a children’s film based on an 
established and much loved character: Absurd, yet grounded with a serious message; 
respectful of the source material, yet unafraid to take it in new directions; squarely 
pitched for both children and adults; making effective and liberal use of CGI, yet not at 
the expense of character or plot. Above all, Paddington is a most quintessentially British 

film, expertly capturing so many of the aspects that make Britain (albeit a London-centric 
Britain) Great, but without any jingoism or gross last-night-of-the-proms flag waving. On 
top of all of that, there’s Hugh Bonneville and Sally Hawkins and Julie Walters and Peter 
Capaldi and Nicole Kidman, all of whom felt fully invested in the whole enterprise. Unfor-
tunately, it just can’t quite compete with Pitch Perfect 2 on the laughs per minute or 

general feelgood factor, but it gets darned close. 

The Force Awakens is better than many feared it would be, and certainly better than any 

of the prequels, that’s just a statement of fact. It also succeeds in ways that JJ Abrams’ 
reboot of the Star Trek universe faltered - managing to present a coherent and striking 
visual identity straight from the opening scene, and the casting (particularly Oscar Isaac 
and Adam Driver) borders on the sublime. But that’s not to say that episode VII is fault-
less. There’s an over-reliance on the mythology of episodes IV through VI (though there 
will be no shortage of fans who disagree), and the decision to humanise the Storm 
Troopers would have been much more effective if that logic was applied to more than 

one individual whilst still treating all the others like anonymous cannon fodder. 

Sisters is a tight, funny comedy that achieves the level of chemistry between Tina Fey 
and Amy Poehler that you’d expect, before falling victim to the problem with these types 
of comedies - the need to hit the big set-piece pratfalls that demean the actual pathos, 
humour and insight of the rest of the story. Here, it’s done via a great job of building up 
the relationship between Amy Poehler and Ike Barinholtz and then, for neither good 
reason nor comedic effect, shoving a toy ballerina up his arse. Rachel Dratch does get to 
deliver the funniest single line of the year, but as a whole it’s just too formulaic to com-

pete with It Follows, which is just trying harder to be something important. 

It’s only thanks to a couple of lucky draws that The Duff has managed to make it this far. 
Sure it’s entertaining, and always refreshing to see a depiction of teenagers who actually 
get on well with their parents (and who wouldn’t want Allison Janney to be their mum?), 
but it’s never going to more than a poor man’s Mean Girls, and we already have Easy A 

for that. 

The first major upset of the tournament is Sicario crashing out in the second round. 
Gripping, atmospheric, envelope-pushing Sicario, with two of the most impressive perfor-

mances not just in 2015, but in recent memory, from Emily Blunt and Benicio Del Toro. 
The whole affair seeps with the fear, hopelessness and despair inherent to the drug 
cartels of Mexico, rooting it firmly in a believable (albeit harrowing) world that makes the 
viewer itch with discomfort. That it’s presented from a female perspective strips back the 
layers of machismo that are so routinely and insidiously associated with this type of 

storytelling. 

Julianne Moore playing a victim of early onset Alzheimer’s Disease plays out the only 
way that it was ever going to - heartbreakingly sad, poignant and moving. But it all feels 

like fairly low-hanging fruit, and has to rely on Kristen Stewart and modern-day Alec 
Baldwin for depth - a task they only half achieve, which leaves not much of Still Alice to 

linger in the memory after the end credits have rolled. 

It’s Vikander v Vikander in the last of the second round matches. She’s the best thing 
about both films, but where Ex Machina works with her, The Man From U.N.C.L.E leaves 
her all out at sea after neither Henry Cavill or Arnie Hammer manage the sparks neces-
sary to drive the action forwards. On top of that is a simply dire supporting performance 

from Hugh Grant and some boring action sequences that suggest Guy Ritchie has un-

learnt all the set-piece skills he picked up when making the Sherlock Holmes movies. 

V V 

V 

V 

V 

V 

V 

V 

V 

Perhaps it’s time to admit that The Fan-
tastic Four is just unfilmable. It’s no-
body’s fault; the characters and stories 
that make the comic so beloved simply 
cannot be transferred the big screen. 
Never mind that Marvel can so consist-
ently and effectively tell such similar 
stories in an immersive and exciting way, 
where the characters don’t feel like 

they’ve been drafted by a 12-year-old 
boy. Nor that the X-men movies have 
made us feel sympathetic to mutant 
powers that no viewer can possibly have 
a literal shared experience towards. No, 
Fantastic 4 is different (in some way) and 
can never be made into a good movie. 

Never. 

The thing that Eli Roth is trying to culti-
vate with Knock Knock is unease. ‘Trying’ 
is a dismissive phrase, and intentionally 
so, because what we end up with is just 
baffling. It’s quite possible that Keanu 
Reeves has never seen another human 

being before, and that might explain his 
abject inability to recreate the actions of 
one. But maybe it’s not his fault, maybe 
the whole premise is just so preposterous 
that it’s not a turd capable of being pol-
ished. Either way, Knock Knock is a 
numbing experience, well deserving of its 

spot in the quarter finals. 

The Lady in the Van is such a vanity 
project for Alan Bennett that he writes 
himself as two of the main characters of 
the film, and then pops up in a cameo at 
the end. The titular Maggie Smith is 
afforded so little interest that all the pos-
sible reveals for her character are given 

away in the first five minutes of the film, 
and then we descend into nothing more 
than an opportunity for Bennett to show 
off how many friends he has, by giving 
them all supporting roles for no determi-
nable reason. James Corden appears 
front and centre on the poster, despite 
having only one (completely inconse-
quential) line, and underutilisation of Jim 

Broadbent should be a criminal offence. 

Seventh Son - is that the one with Vin 
Diesel in a beard? No, that was the Last 
Witch Hunter. Oh, it’s that one with Jeff 
Bridges, where he puts on that stupid 
Bane voice all the way through, isn’t it.  

That’s the one. Was it set in the present 
or the past? Pretty sure the past. Like a 
real world past or a fantasy different 
world past? There is no possible way of 
remembering. And Julianne Moore and 

Alicia Vikander were in it. Are you sure? 

V 

V 

V 

V 

Into the Woods was in development for 
more than twenty years before securing a 
release, and boy does it show.  It’s com-
pletely lacking in irony or self-awareness, 
and a moral compass that seems to have 
been struck with a hammer. And then 
there’s the songs. The songs are like 
provincial theatre pantomime rejects, 
empty and valueless, trying to tack on 
emotion where there is none and embel-

lish character that just doesn’t exist. 

Okay, we’ve come to expect this sort of 
thing from Johnny Depp by now, but 
surely the rest of the cast must have 
known better? Surely they must have 
recognised that a script essentially just 
involving all the principle cast wandering 
around in a forest asking each other what 
they think they should do no next is not 

good writing? 

There have been a number of good mod-

ern fairy tales that have taught us the 
traditional gender roles associated with 
the genre can (and indeed should) be 
turned on their head. Obviously Into the 

Woods never got the memo. 

Hey, M Night Shyamalan, I dare you to 
make a film as stupefyingly incoherent as 

The Happening. 

Challenge accepted. 

Hold on, I hadn’t finished. It also needs to  
be as devoid of artistic integrity as After 
Earth, and as insulting to audiences as 

The Last Airbender. 

Can I stick on one of my super-
sophisticated twist endings, even though 

I long ago ran out of ideas? 

Why not. One other thing, I hear the 
future of filmmaking lies in this brand new 
and exciting format that all the kids are 

calling “found footage” - use that. 

I’m not one to back down from a dare, 
but isn’t there a danger that this could do 

irreparable damage  to my career? 

Based on past evidence, I think you’ll be 
okay, presumably because you have a 
drawer full of incriminating evidence you 
are holding over the heads of every sin-
gle executive working in Hollywood to-

day. 

You’re on - I’ll do it. Just one more thing, 
as well as all the other conditions of the 
dare, do you mind if I make the whole 
thing indefensibly ageist and use the 
whole movie to directly imply that all old 

people are inherently disgusting? 

Knock yourself out. 

Important side note: at no point in the 
terms of the dare was it stated that the 
film should include a rapping 13-year-old 
white boy. Shyamalan just bolted that 
feature on out of pure, unbridled spite 

and contempt for the paying audience. 

Poor Katherine Hahn, supporting roles in 
two different worst film of the year semi-

finalists. 

V 

V 

Taken at face value, there is no conceiv-
able way that Tomorrowland is the sec-
ond worst film of the year. Fantastic Four,  
The Visit, Ted 2 and Knock Knock are all 
objectively worse films. But none of those 
films were as big a disappointment as 
Tomorrowland, or represented such a 

wasted opportunity. 

Tomorrowland, quite simply, has no idea 
what point it’s trying to make, and all the 
pretty CGI and atomic era design sensi-
bilities and spunky tomboy protagonists 
and George Clooneys and Dr Gregory 
House MDs you might want to throw at it 
are never going to change that one sim-

ple, critical, life-or-death flaw. 

So at some point in the script develop-
ment process, they decided to not even 
try. Which is insulting on the basest level; 
to have so little respect for an audience 
that you’re prepared to just cross your 
fingers and hope they don’t notice that 
the film you’ve made doesn’t make the 

damnedest bit of sense. 

And that’s why Tomorrowland is the 
second worst film of 2015. The annoying-
ness of Britt Robertson’s character barely 

even enters into it. 

It’s hard to know where to begin with the 
criticism of The Gunman, so let’s just get 
the ball rolling with the misogyny. Jas-
mine Trinca, the sole woman in the film, 
exists only to be passed between Sean 
Penn and Javier Bardem like a piece of 
meat; powerless and obligated to be in 
love with either or both of them at any 
given moment, irrespective of what total 
shits they both are. Actual line from the 
film, in answer to why Trinca’s character 
is now with Bardem: “If a firefighter saves 
you from a fire there is a debt.” She is 
treated like an actual piece of property. A 
piece of property routinely moved from 
one demeaning situation to another, 

perpetually in need of rescue. 

Then there’s the racism - the (not uncom-
mon) assertion that every human being in 
Africa is irredeemably corrupt and that 
any problems on the continent can only 
possibly be solved by a crack team of 
white men, irrespective of what total shits 
they all are. International crises are treat-
ed with no concern except for how they 
might affect Sean Penn, irrespective of 

what a total shit he is. 

Then there’s the staging - horribly edited  
nonsensical fight sequences and shoot-
outs crowbarred into stupid arenas - an 
aquarium here, a bullfighting ring there, 
all embarrassingly engineered to show 
off Penn’s physique at every opportunity. 
And all the time, Penn’s character is 
plagued by some weird, under-explained 
post traumatic stress disorder that caus-

es him to blackout for no reason.  

Then there’s the pontification - the entire 
film has an air of superiority, and takes 
itself so seriously, as if addressing 
weighty topics of international importance 
when it never comes close to doing any-
thing of the sort. Despite getting exten-
sive billing, Idris Elba pops up for all of 
two minutes and delivers a bewilderingly 
obtuse speech about a treehouse. Which 
is symptomatic of how clever this film 
thinks it is, the stern-faced belief in its 

own importance. Whilst having none.  

V 

V 

V 

V 

V 

V 

V 
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Anna Kendrick, you are wonderful. So 
much so, that we can agree to overlook 
Into The Woods, and concentrate on 
everything special about Pitch Perfect 2 
instead. Getting the weighting right for 
such a large ensemble cast is no mean 
feat, and to prevent this sequel being just 

a rehash of the first film is nothing short 
of a miracle. Rebel Wilson should be 
infuriating, but never is, and the under-
ground riff-off at David Cross’s house is 

actual cinematic comedy genius. 

To recap, Avengers: Age of Ultron is as 
good or better than Avengers Assemble, 
irrespective of popular opinion. This 
statement is supported by the strength of 
the jokes in Age of Ultron, the effective-
ness of the new characters (step forward, 
Elizabeth Olsen) and the ratcheting of the 
fight sequences. Sure, there are some 
blips along the way - Thor may as well 
not be in this one, and the ramifications 
off the back of the Hydra storyline in 

Winter Soldier are brushed a little too far 
under the carpet. But that is small fry in 
this far-reaching universe that continued 
to perform in 2015, even if Ant-Man did 

feel like a misstep. 

Who to offer main credit to for Steve 
Jobs? Aaron Sorkin’s screenplay? Danny 
Boyle’s direction? Fassbender? Most 
likely a combination of the three, which 
still fails to honour the supporting cast, 
especially Kate Winslet and a surprisingly 
strong performance from Seth Rogan, 
who will hopefully try his hand at other 
straight roles in the future. Where Steve 
Jobs succeeds is with its focus; we don’t 
have all areas access to Jobs’ life, just a 

series of ably juxtaposed windows, with 
drama unfolding real-time, and making 
for a much more involved experience. 
After The Social Network, we certainly 
weren’t expecting Sorkin to be reverential 
in his treatment of Jobs, and it feels so 
much more respectful to everyone in-

volved because of that. 

All the evidence seems to point towards 
Pixar being quite good at this storytelling 
lark. Inside Out paints an implausibly 
complex metaphor for human conscious-
ness. The very fact it doesn’t tie itself up 
in knots is reason enough to be im-
pressed, quite outside of the accomplish-
ments of tugging heartstrings in seven-

teen simultaneous directions. All pack-
aged together in flawless animation, 
creating a whole that is physically impos-
sible for any human being to not relate to 
on some level. This was the most closely 

contended tie in the whole tournament. 

V 
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There’s an important factor to take into 
consideration when going into making a 
biopic, and that’s scope. Cradle-to-grave 
narration just isn’t practical as you’re 
most likely going to end up with a list 
rather than a story. Both the biopics that 
made it into the semi-finals understood 
this, and drew upon the audience’s wider 
understanding of the central character to 
allow the action to take place in just a 

handful of days. 

Another factor is just how important is the 
story, that it really justifies recreating 
actual events rather than fictionalising a 
scenario which (in most cases) will be 
much better suited to the camera. Well, 
Selma has that too. A (sometimes literal) 
powder keg backdrop for a desperately 

important story only 50-years old. 

Director Ava DuVernay manages to 
weave a complex political background to 
the events of Dallas County, Alabama. At 
the heart of that complexity is David 
Oyelowo’s depiction of Martin Luther 
King, writ large but unafraid to bare the 

great man’s doubts and insecurities. 

Political activism is such a powerful spec-
tacle that it’s surprising it isn’t drawn 
upon more in cinema, probably a result of 
the tendency to err towards the senti-
mentality that Selma steadfastly refuses 

to adopt. 

Disappointingly, the only Oscar recogni-
tion Selma received was best song, for 
the mawkish ‘Glory’ that plays over the 
end credits, which is far and away the 

worst thing about the whole film. 

And so onto the winner. For the purpos-
es of context, we should probably re-
member how poor the expectations were 
for Mad Max before the first trailer came 
out. It had been mired with funding is-
sues and no-one was really sure whether 
or not it was going to happen. Even if it 

did get a release, previous instalment 
Beyond Thunderdome was hardly a 
glowing beacon of the possibilities for the 
franchise, and George Miller, pushing 70, 
hadn’t directed anything other than danc-
ing penguins and talking pigs for the past 

twenty years. 

But, my, did it all come right. That Miller 
managed to inject such a niche property 
with the breadth and depth of appeal of 
Mad Max: Fury Road is nothing short of 
staggering. The cinematography, the 
action sequences, the world mythology 
creation, all sublime and wrapped up in a 
story so simple it could take a step back 
and let the characters get on with doing 

what they needed to do. 

To say nothing of the gender politics. 
Plenty has been written about the femi-
nist sensibilities of Mad Max: Fury Road, 
but the most valuable lesson was that 
having rounded, capable, motivated 
female characters doesn’t mean they 
can’t be sexy. Moreover, it’s being round-
ed, capable and motivated that can make 
characters sexy; much more so than 
wilting, fawning damsels in distress with 
nothing to talk about beyond how long it’s 

going to be before they meet a husband. 

Everything about Fury road is so pol-
ished, so well placed and so crafted that 
it’s near impossible to fault, and undoubt-

edly the stand-out best film of 2015. 

V 

Words and pictures by Philip Sharman, after the realisation that he had watched exactly 64 new-release films in 2015 - the perfect number for a good old-fashioned multi-stage knockout. When not concocting overly elaborate film-based elimination tournaments, Philip 
can be heard every Tuesday as one third of the award-winning Wikishuffle podcast (wikishuffle.co.uk) and occasional guest on the Failed Critics podcast. Group assignment was randomised, so don’t try looking for any sort of pattern there. If you’d like to see the full 
results tables for the group stages then that information is available, although not very interesting. Philip would like it known that there were a large number of films that didn’t qualify by virtue of not being seen yet. The following may have made an impact on the green 
half of the chart: 45 Years, American Sniper, Amy, Big Hero 6, Black Mass, Bridge of Spies, Carol, Diary of a Teenage Girl, Enemy, Faults, Foxcatcher, A Girl Walks Home Alone at Night, Girlhood, Hard to be a God, Inherent Vice, The Lobster, The Look of Silence, 
Love is Strange, Macbeth, Mistress America, Mommy, Mr Holmes, Phoenix, Slow West, Tangerine, The Theory of Everything, The Voices, Whiplash. He has no regrets about any of the unwatched films that might have made the red half - suck it, The Bad Education 

Movie, Entourage, Hot Pursuit, Me and Earl and the Dying Girl, Mortdecai, Pixels and Vacation. In 2016, Philip intends to watch exactly 128 films, a feat which might require a fair amount of planning. More of this sort of thing by following him on Twitter (@pesharman). 

Group H 
Heart-stopping as Everest may be, it’s 
really hard to feel sympathetic towards 
any of the characters and the unpleasant 
fates that befall so many of them. They 
seem selfish and arrogant and the whole 
‘because it’s there’ argument put forward 
to justify their actions just doesn’t cut the 
mustard when it results in the grief of 

their families.. 

Katniss Everdeen bowed out in Novem-
ber without anyone really noticing. Like 
the preceding films, the politics didn’t 
hold up to any particularly detailed scruti-
ny. And maybe it would have been a 
better idea to just recast Philip Seymour 
Hoffman in order to stop people scrutinis-
ing his every appearance for cracks in 

Everybody, gather round quick! Some 
important news! Ridley Scott has remem-
bered how to be a tense, engaging 
filmmaker again. While it’s obviously Matt 
Damon who steals the show, it’s im-
portant to acknowledge the strength of 
the supporting cast who, despite having 
little to do, could have caused the whole 

thing to fall down in tatters. 

Is there actually a market out there for 
stoner comedies? Seth MacFarlane 
obviously thinks there is. A whole army of 
ticket-buying ignorami who believe that 
showing a bong constitutes a visual gag, 
or pointing out that getting stoned makes 
you hungry is valid observational hu-

mour. For the record, it definitely isn’t. 

Group P 

The Worst The Best 
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