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So goes Die, Mommie, Die, a film that seems
to promise gaudy hilarity but slips into lazy
over-reliance upon a cultural currency that'’s
rapidly going extinct. The film studiously
evokes the strange iconography of a certain
moment in our cultural history—a time that
saw the odd intersection of the then mostly
closeted queer community and a rapidly shift
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ing Hollywood star hierarchy
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Fortunately for us, but unfortunately for impressive degree of success, for vensimilitude nsider it a sellout
Die, Mommie, Die's central conceit, that However, where those two films had clear | haracters themselves—strung-out
moment is something of memory (for gay baby nfident senses of purpose, Die, Mommie, Die's [tacy (Drea de Matteo) on bass, lead guitarist
boomers and seniors) or history (for subse mimicry stumbles into aimless faltering; it Faith (Lori Petty), drummer Stacy (Shelly
quent, post-gay-lib generations) doesn't go far enough beyond merely accurate, Cole) and tough, bisexual, middle-aged, rock

This puts Die, Mommie, Die and its audience lecorative imitation to avoid reminding us that roddess singer Jacki (Gina Gershon), together
into a peculiar and finally untenable position in berween their “good” parts, the movies it ref ymprising a band called Clam Dandy—are
Like Todd Haynes' Far from Heaven and Peyton  erences were full of patches that were simply not without interest and potential.

Reed'’s Down with Love, director Mark Rucker, flat, B-grade filmmaking Unfortunately, Cheri Lovedog and Robin
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”u' Cast 1s \\HI'Iil secing
Busch, in particular, earn
generous laughter with his
minutely detailed expressions
and physicality. But the film’s
indecisiveness (or neglect, or
myopia) regarding its own
identity finally renders it an
interesting, intermittently

funnvy failure.
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Whitehouse's script bogs them down in un
inspired, bluntly executed subplots involving bad
boyfriends, midlife crises and predatory music-b:
types i‘t'THIL‘ e Hi‘\\l\ COINE Over not one l\l]?
two contrived narrative cliffs. By the end, the
movie has crashed and burned before our very
eyes, and not before coming regrettably close to
trivializing some rather serious issues with its
patronizing, phony Lifetime Channelisms

Gershon herself sings—it's neither rerrible
nor unique. The group sounds like a decent bar
band, but the music isn't special enough for the
music-video-length exposure it’s given. More
worthy L.A. female-rock soundtrack material
L7, say—would've better captured the milieu
and gone further toward convincing us that
Clam Dandy are unfairly overlooked and
undervalued by the industry.

[t doesn't help that director Alex Steyermark
constructs flat, merely competent sequences or
that he seems not to have encouraged the actors
to \Il-l}‘l' their performances. ole and de
Matreo fare well enough, but Petty is stucl
doing a not-great Ellen DeGeneres impression
(The lesbian relationship between her and Cole,
like most relationships in the film, doesn't leave
much of an impression.)

Gershon, all charisma and sex appeal, is
more of a “presence” than an actor. Her
performance and voice-over narration are full
of attitude, but it's dress-up rock-star attitude
it comes across as too affected and predictable
for the supposedly bullshit-proof Jacki

Which is, revealingly, the same discrepancy
that causes the film itself to fail: It refuses to

walk its no-BS rock 'n’ roll talk. J™
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