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Dirty Harry (1971)  
 

 
 
 
Director: Don Siegel  
Screenwriters: Harry Julian Fink, Rita M. Fink, Dean Riesner, Terrence Malick (uncredited), 
John Milius (uncredited)  
 
 
&ÉÆÔÙ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÌÍȭÓ release, the opening moments of Dirty Harry  still pack a wallop, a potent 
aesthetic unit promising cruel and jagged thrills. Director Don Siegel surveys the names of policemen 
killed in the line of duty carved on a memorial are scanned as church bells chime on the soundtrack 
×ÉÔÈ ÁÎ ÉÎÓÉÓÔÅÎÔÌÙ ÅÔÈÅÒÅÁÌ ÏÖÅÒÔÏÎÅȟ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÆÁÄÉÎÇ ÔÏ Á ÓÈÏÔ ÏÆ Á ÒÉÆÌÅ ÉÎ Á ÍÁÎȭÓ ÇÒÁÓÐȟ ÂÁÒÒÅÌ ÁÎÄ 
silencer looming huge and deadly, death from above rendered intimate and literal. A lovely young 
woman (Diana Davidson) is glimpsed diving into a swimming pool on the roof of a San Francisco 
skyscraper to swim a few laps. The man with the gun is watching the girl, his telescopic sight zeroing in 
×ÈÉÌÓÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÍÅÒÁ ÓÈÏÔ ÚÏÏÍÓ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÃÏÎÆÉÒÍ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÍÁÎȭÓ ÏÂÌÉÖÉÏÕÓ ÌÉÎË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎȭÓ ÂÌÅÁË Éntent, 
space, distance, and height gripped and distorted by the camera lens and the homicidal purpose of the 
ÁÓÓÁÓÓÉÎȢ #ÏÍÐÏÓÅÒ ,ÁÌÏ 3ÃÈÉÆÒÉÎȭÓ ÍÕÓÉÃȟ ÁÎ ÕÎÓÅÔÔÌÉÎÇ ÂÌÅÎÄ ÏÆ ÓËÉÔÔÉÓÈȟ ÐÕÌÓÉÎÇ ÄÒÕÍ ÒÉÆÆÓȟ ÓÐÁÃÙ 
drones and creepy female vocalisations, weave a paranoid and threatening mood. 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
The pull towards godlike judgement is irresistible, predestined: the killer pulls the trigger in obedience, 
ÈÉÓ ÅØÉÓÔÅÎÃÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÇÁÉÎÉÎÇ ÍÅÁÎÉÎÇ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÅÒÁÓÕÒÅ ÏÆ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅȭÓ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÁÔȟ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÓÐÏÉÌÉÎÇ ÏÆ ×ÈÁÔ 
seemÓ ÔÏ ÌÉÖÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÌÄȭÓ ÈÅÁÒÔȢ 4ÈÅ ÖÁÎÔÁÇÅ ÓÕÄÄÅÎÌÙ ÂÅÃÏÍÅÓ ÍÏÒÅ ÄÒÅÁÄÆÕÌÌÙ ÉÎÔÉÍÁÔÅȟ ÂÕÌÌÅÔ ÈÏÌÅ 
ÅØÐÌÏÄÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÇÉÒÌȭÓ ÂÁÃËȟ ÈÅÒ ÈÏÌÌÏ×ȟ ×ÁÔÅÒ-sucking breaths heard as she sinks into the brine and 
black blood spasms in blue water. The thrill of power worked at deistic remove crashes headlong into 
the immediacy of hideous brutality worked upon a hapless body, death rendered a palpable and awful 
ÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ Á ÄÅÇÒÅÅ ÅÖÅÎ 3ÉÅÇÅÌȭÓ ÆÏÒÍÅÒ ÐÒÏÔïÇï 3ÁÍ 0ÅÃËÉÎÐÁÈ ÈÁÄ ÎÏÔ ÙÅÔ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÃÏÕÎÔÅÎÁÎÃÅÄ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ 
spectacles of bloodshed. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
The anointed agent of retribution is swift to appear: Siegel cuts immediately to the entrance of his hero, 
such as he is, Inspector Harry Callahan (Clint Eastwood), called onto the rooftops to survey the carnage 
of this new foe. Clad in grey suit and sunglasses that look like they might deflect such high-velocity 
bullets, Harry has the quality of a specially bred tracking animal released from his cage the moment his 
ÐÁÒÔÉÃÕÌÁÒ ÔÁÌÅÎÔÓ ÁÒÅ ÒÅÑÕÉÒÅÄȢ 3ÃÈÉÆÒÉÎȭÓ ÊÁÚÚ-funk theme tags Harry with a jittery but pr opulsive metre 
ÁÓ ÈÅ ÁÓÃÅÎÄÓ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÎÅÉÇÈÂÏÕÒÉÎÇ ÂÕÉÌÄÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÌÌÅÃÔÓ ÈÉÓ ÆÏÅȭÓ ÓÐÏÏÒ-like leavings: a discarded 
cartridge, a pinned note, items left behind specifically by the killer to announce his coming to the 



powers that be and tease his inevitable ÐÕÒÓÕÅÒȢ 3ÉÅÇÅÌȭÓ ÌÏÎÇ-evinced obsession with landscapes of 
soaring heights and sprawling flats and their connection to the straits of his characters is immediately 
in play here. The great sprawl of San Francisco is laid out below as the stadium for the 
oncoming corrida between cop and killer, the gaze of the camera conjoined with the will to 
countenance such extremes of moral drama. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
4ÈÅ ËÉÌÌÅÒ ÃÁÌÌÓ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ 3ÃÏÒÐÉÏȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÉÓ ÌÅÔÔÅÒ ÄÒÁ×Ó Á ÓÉÎÇÌÅȟ ÔÏÔÅÍÉÃ ÇÒÏÁÎ ÏÆ Ȱ*ÅÓÕÓȱ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÒÅÁÄÓ ÉÔ 
pinned to aÎ ÁÅÒÉÁÌ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÍÐÒÅÈÅÎÄÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÄÅÁÌÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÎÙ ÏÌÄ ÎÕÔȢ #ÕÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÃÉÔÙ ÍÁÙÏÒ 
(John Vernon) reading out the letter in his office, unable to read out the racial slur Scorpio uses in the 
ÌÅÔÔÅÒ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÄÅÃÌÁÒÅÓ ȰÍÙ ÎÅØÔ ÐÌÅÁÓÕÒÅ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÔÏ ËÉÌÌ Á #ÁÔÈÏÌÉÃ 0ÒÉÅÓÔ ÏÒ Á ÎÉÇÇÅÒȱ ÉÆ ÈÅȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÐÁÉÄ Á 
ΗΫΪΪȟΪΪΪ ÒÁÎÓÏÍȢ 3ÃÏÒÐÉÏȭÓ ÄÅÃÌÁÒÅÄ ÍÏÔÉÖÅ ÉÓ ÍÏÎÅÙ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ÉÓ ÁÌÓÏȟ ÉÎ ÍÏÄÅÒÎ ÐÁÒÌÁÎÃÅȟ Á ÔÒÏÌÌȟ ÏÎÅ 
who delights in assaulting social norms and provoking consensus with acts of calculated despoiling, an 
iconoclast who seems to care less about being caught than about getting to play his game out to the 
end. Harry, called into a meeting with the Mayor, the Chief of Police (John Larch), and his 
superintendent Al Bressler (Harry Guardino), senses such motives instinctively and declares a 
conviction that playing along with Scorpio is asking for trouble. But the Mayor wants him mollified long 
enough to set up a surveillance net over the city and get the operation to catch him up and running. 
(ÁÒÒÙȭÓ ÓÕÇÇÅÓÔÉÏÎȟ ÔÈÁt he find a way to meet him, is dismissed out of hand, and his listless attempts to 
explain basic police work are cut off by Bressler, more experienced in this sort of thing in offering quick, 
clipped, impressive-sounding measures to mollify the sternly questioning Mayor. 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
/Î ÈÉÓ ×ÁÙ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒȟ ÔÈÅ -ÁÙÏÒ ÔÅÌÌÓ (ÁÒÒÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÁÎÙ ÍÏÒÅ ÂÁÄ ÈÅÁÄÌÉÎÅ-making 
ÁÃÔÉÏÎÓ ȰÌÉËÅ ×Å ÈÁÄ ÌÁÓÔ ÙÅÁÒ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ &ÉÌÌÍÏÒÅ ÄÉÓÔÒÉÃÔȱȟ ÌÅÁÄÉÎÇ ÔÏ (ÁÒÒÙȭÓ ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓ ÉÆ ×ÒÙÌÙ ÐÉÔÃÈÅÄ ÒÅÔÏÒÔ 
ÔÈÁÔ Ȱ×ÈÅÎ Á ÎÁËÅÄ ÍÁÎ ÉÓ chasing a woman through an alley with a butcher knife and a hard-on, I 
ÆÉÇÕÒÅ ÈÅ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÏÕÔ ÃÏÌÌÅÃÔÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ 2ÅÄ #ÒÏÓÓȢȱ ! ÐÒÏÍÉÓÓÏÒÙ ÎÏÔÅ ÆÏÒ (ÁÒÒÙȭÓ ×ÁÙ ÏÆ ÄÅÁÌÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÃÌÅÁÒ 
and present danger. And yet in the next scene, when Harry sits down for a lunchtime hotdog at a 
ÄÏ×ÎÔÏ×Î ÄÉÎÅÒ ÅÖÅÎ ÁÓ ÈÅȭÓ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÉÓÔÉÎÃÔ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÉÌÉÔÙ Á ÂÁÎË ÒÏÂÂÅÒÙ ÉÓ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÃÏÍÍÉÔÔÅÄ ÁÃÒÏÓÓ 
ÔÈÅ ÓÔÒÅÅÔȟ ÈÉÓ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÓÅ ÉÓ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÏË ÔÏ ÃÁÌÌ ÉÎ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÃÏÐÓ ÁÎÄ Ȱ×ÁÉÔ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÖÁÌÒÙ ÔÏ ÁÒÒÉÖÅȢȱ 
The peal of alarms finall y compels him to go to work. He strides out into the street and barks at one of 
the emerging robbers to halt through a mouth full of chewed hotdog. Rather than desist of course the 
robber fires at Harry, who brings his signature weapon, a massive Smith & Wesson .44 Magnum, to bear 
ÁÎÄ ÔÁËÅÓ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÉÅÖÅÓ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÐÒÅÃÉÓÉÏÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÓÕÒÇÉÃÁÌȟ ÇÉÖÅÎ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÇÅÔÁ×ÁÙ ÃÁÒ ÃÒÁÓÈÅÓ ÉÎÔÏ 
fire hydrant and topples a florist stand. Only after the battle is over does Harry glance down and notice 
the shotgun pellet wounds riddling his leg. Seeing one robber (Albert Popwell) is only wounded and 
seems to be contemplating grabbing his gun, Harry advances on him and gives a well-polished speech 
of challenge just about every movie lover know by rote. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



Harry Callahan is immediately inscribed as a near-mythical figure, armoured knight or western 
gunslinger transposed into the contemporary scene, his Magnum his Excalibur capable of extraordinary 
ÆÅÁÔÓȢ /Ò ÉÓ ÉÔ ÌÅÓÓ %ØÃÁÌÉÂÕÒ ÁÎÄ ÍÏÒÅ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ -ÏÏÒÃÏÃËȭÓ 3ÔÏÒÍÂÒÉÎÇÅÒȟ the cursed sword of the 
equally antiheroic Elric, feeding on souls and entrapping its wielder ever more deeply the more he uses 
ÉÔ ÆÏÒ ÈÏ×ÅÖÅÒ ÒÉÇÈÔÅÏÕÓ ÅÎÄÓȩ 7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÐÁÒÔÉÃÕÌÁÒÌÙ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÃÅÎÅȟ ÁÓÉÄÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÏ× ÉÔ ÇÉÖÅÓ 
the audience true intrÏÄÕÃÔÉÏÎ ÔÏ (ÁÒÒÙȭÓ ÐÒÏ×ÅÓÓ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÆÉÒÅ ÁÎÄ ÈÉÓ ÒÉÔÕÁÌÉÓÔÉÃ ÄÏÍÉÎÁÎÃÅ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÆÅÌÌÅÄ 
ÏÐÐÏÎÅÎÔÓȟ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ÈÅȭÓ ÁÌÓÏ ÃÈÁÒÁÃÔÅÒÉÓÅÄ ÁÓ Á ×ÏÒËÉÎÇ ÓÔÉÆÆȟ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÁÖÏÉÄ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ Á 
gunfight during his lunch, lacking any gung-ho drive to put himself in ÈÁÒÍȭÓ ×ÁÙ ÂÕÔ ÃÏÍÍÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÆÕÌÌÙ 
once obliged. Treated by a police surgeon Steve (Marc Hertsens) who sets about plucking the shot from 
ÈÉÓ ÌÅÇȟ (ÁÒÒÙ ÉÎÓÉÓÔÓ ÏÎ ÒÅÍÏÖÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÐÒÉÃÅÙ ÔÒÏÕÓÅÒÓ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÌÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÃÔÏÒ ÃÕÔ ÔÈÅÍ ÏÆÆȡ Ȱ&ÏÒ 
ΗάγȢίΪȟ ÌÅÔ ÉÔ ÈÕÒÔȢȱ This touch serves a nimble game in the way Harry is characterised, allowing him to 
be a reasonably well-dressed hero but also one for whom it comes with a hole in his bank balance. 
4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÁÌÓÏ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÈÉÎÔ ÄÒÏÐÐÅÄ ÒÅÇÁÒÄÉÎÇ (ÁÒÒÙȭÓ ÌÏÓÓ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ×ÉÆÅȟ ÁÓ Steve unthinkingly tells Harry to 
get his wife to check his wounds, before remembering and apologising. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
Whilst taking over a mythic role in his social function and a movie part designed to transpose the 
cinematic persona he was carrying over from his roles for Sergio Leone, Eastwood-as-Harry himself 
stands at a remove from the stony titans of the wastes he played in those films, forced to operate in the 
real world. Harry soon finds himself presented with an encumbrance to his usual preferred way of 
×ÏÒËÉÎÇȟ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅȭÓ ÁÓÓÉÇÎÅÄ Á ÎÅ×ÌÙ ÐÒÏÍÏÔÅÄ Latino partner , Chico Gonzalez (Reni Santoni). Dirty 
Harry  has long been a loaded film to contemplate despite being a popular classic and a foundational 
×ÏÒË ÏÆ ÍÏÄÅÒÎ (ÏÌÌÙ×ÏÏÄ ÆÉÌÍ ÓÔÙÌÅȢ 4ÈÅ ÆÉÌÍ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ invent the figure of the cop driven by his own 
peculiar motives to play a rough game by his own rules, which had precursors in movies like Beast of the 
City (1932) and The Big Heat ɉΫγίέɊȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÆ 3ÉÅÇÅÌȭÓ Ï×Î ÅÁÒÌÉÅÒ ×ÏÒËÓȟ ×ÈÉÌÓÔ ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ÁÌÓÏ 
anatoÍÉÓÉÎÇ Á ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÏÆ ÍÉÌÌÅÎÎÉÁȭÓ ×ÏÒÔÈ ÏÆ ÄÕÅÌÌÉÓÔ ÄÒÁÍÁÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÂÁÃË The Iliad. But Dirty 
Harry  certainly drew up a fresh blueprint for use in infinite variations over the next few decades in 
movies and TV shows. 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
3ÉÅÇÅÌȭÓ ÆÉÌÍ ÃÁÎ ÃÏÕÎÔ ÍÏÖÉÅÓ ÁÓ ÄÉÓparate as Death Wish (1974), Assault on Precinct 13, Taxi 
Driver (both 1976), Lethal Weapon, Robocop (both 1987), Die Hard (1988), The Silence of the 
Lambs (1991), and Se7en ɉΫγγΰɊ ÁÍÏÎÇÓÔ ÉÔÓ ÅÒÒÁÎÔ ÁÎÄ ÑÕÁÒÒÅÌÓÏÍÅ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎȢ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ -ÁÎÎȭÓ ÆÉÌÍÓ Ï×Å 
a vasÔ ÁÍÏÕÎÔ ÔÏ 3ÉÅÇÅÌȭÓ ÉÍÐÒÉÎÔȢ %ÖÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÃÅÐÔ ÏÆ "ÁÔÍÁÎ ÁÎÄ 4ÈÅ *ÏËÅÒ ÏÆÆÅÒÅÄ ÉÎ Batman (1989) 
and doubled-down on in The Dark Knight (2008) as glowering vigilante versus mocking anarchist owe 
ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ (ÁÒÒÙ ÁÎÄ 3ÃÏÒÐÉÏȡ !ÎÄÙ 2ÏÂÉÎÓÏÎȭÓ ÃÌÏ×ÎÉÓÈ ÌÅÅÒ and crazed laugh already trend very 
Joker-like. Siegel expected a lashing from liberal critics and viewers and got it at a moment in a time 
when, amidst the wane of the Counterculture moment which he and Eastwood had parodied on their 
earlier collaboration #ÏÏÇÁÎȭÓ "ÌÕÆÆ (1968), a reactionary spasm was manifesting. Concerns over street 
crime and social breakdown and the possible necessity, even desirability of vigilante action were on the 
boil and questions about police ethics and limitations were being vigorously debated from all corners 
just as they are today. Dirty Harry  is still often caricatured as a fascist-vigilante mission statement. Still, 
moviegoers embraced the film to such a degree Eastwood was finally, firmly established as a major 
Hollywood star, and he returned to the title role four times. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



Whilst both films owed much to the success of Bullitt  (1968), a movie that did for the modern detective 
what James Bond did for spies in crystallising the idea of a cool cop, Dirty Harry  and its slightly more 
reputable and thus Oscar-garlanded companion The French Connection gave the cop drama a hard, 
grim, violent gloss and reinstalled it as a vehicle of gritty entertainment in pop culture. The film had 
immediate real-life roots in the mythos of ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÓÐÉÃÕÏÕÓÌÙ ÕÎÃÁÕÇÈÔ :ÏÄÉÁÃ +ÉÌÌÅÒȭÓ ÒÅÉÇÎ ÏÆ ÔÅÒÒÏÒ 
over San Francisco in the late 1960s (and like Bullitt  drew on real-life detective Dave Toschi as a model), 
although analogue Scorpio has a rather different modus operandi, and a few other murder cases were 
ÄÒÁ×Î ÏÎ ÔÏÏȢ 4ÈÅ ÆÉÌÍȭÓ ÃÏÍÐÌÅØ ÄÅÖÅÌÏÐÍÅÎÔ ÓÁ× ÔÈÅ ÓÃÒÉÐÔȟ ÉÎÉÔÉÁÌÌÙ ÐÅÎÎÅÄ ÂÙ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄ-and-wife 
screenwriting team Harold and Rita Fink and then given rewrites by a credited Dean Riesner, a very 
experienced writer for TV westerns (and former child actor), and uncredited young talents Terrence 
Malick and John Milius. Milius, as well as introducing the totemic sense of gun lore, took Akira 
+ÕÒÏÓÁ×ÁȭÓ ÃÒÉÍÅ ÍÏÖÉÅÓ ÌÉËÅ Stray Dog (1949) as a model in defining Harry as an isolated man and 
doppelgangeÒ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ËÉÌÌÅÒ ÈÅȭÓ ÃÈÁÓÉÎÇȟ ×ÈÉÌÓÔ -ÁÌÉÃËȭÓ ÔÁËÅ ×ÁÓ ÕÓÅÄ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÓÉÓ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ 
sequel, Magnum Force (1973). A battery of major stars turned down the role, and in the end it was 
Eastwood who took on the project with his own fledgling production company Malpaso. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
Eastwood had since The Good The Bad and The Ugly (1966) been looking for the right vehicle to cement 
the stardom he gained in Spaghetti Westerns as legitimate in the Hollywood sense, and after a couple of 
straight Westerns including 3ÉÅÇÅÌȭÓ ÔÕÒÎ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ )ÔÁÌÉÁÎÁÔÅ ×ÉÔÈ Two Mules For Sister Sara (1970) and the 
ill -advised turn to musical comedy in Paint Your Wagon (1969). Dirty Harry  finally presented him the 
ideal chance to graft his squinty, taciturn gunslinger act onto a contemporary scene, and the much-
ÍÉÍÉÃËÅÄ ÆÁÍÉÌÉÁÒÉÔÙ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÁÒÁÃÔÅÒȭÓ ÖÁÒÉÏÕÓ ÃÁÔÃÈÐÈÒÁÓÅÓ ɀ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÁÓË ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆ ÏÎÅ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎ ɀ 
Ȭ$Ï ) ÆÅÅÌ ÌÕÃËÙȩȭ 7ÅÌÌ ÄÏ ÙÁ ÐÕÎËȩȱȟ ÌÁÔÅÒ ÇÉÖÉÎÇ ×ÁÙ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÉÔÈÉÅÒ Ȱ'Ï ÁÈÅÁÄȟ ÍÁËÅ ÍÙ ÄÁÙȟȱ 
from Sudden Impact (1983) ɀ depend on the near-ÓÙÍÂÉÏÔÉÃ ÐÅÒÃÅÐÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ %ÁÓÔ×ÏÏÄȭÓ ÐÒÅÓÅÎÃÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 
ÒÏÌÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÌÅ ÉÔÓÅÌÆȢ !ÎÄ ÙÅÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÁÎ ÏÆÆÂÅÁÔ ÑÕÁÌÉÔÙ ÔÏ %ÁÓÔ×ÏÏÄ ÐÅÒÆÏÒÍÁÎÃÅ ÄÅÓÐÉÔÅ ÉÔÓ ÓÅÅÍÉÎÇ 
familiarity. Eastwood never plays Harry as particularly physically dominant or cocksure, often seeming a 
beat or two out of alignment with the world around him, as if tired and wired all at once. His clenched, 
oddly undulating drawl conveys hints of ennui and contempt as well as the struggle he has day in and 
day out keeping his behaviour and reactions on an even keel. 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
More crucially, Siegel, who began his career as a studio artisan prized for his montage work and had to 
fight to be given a shot at directing, Siegel, whose feature directing career had nearly ground to a halt in 
the mid-1960s like many other Old Hollywood talents, confirmed his comeback after auteurist-minded 
critics had kept candles burning for him with a movie that looked and sounding almost super-modern. 
Siegel had been wrestling with his ambivalent feelings about justice and policing since his debut 
feature The Verdict (1946). That film set in play many ideas and images repeated in Dirty Harry , from 
the opening bell chimes to the soaring vantages and the central figure of a policeman who commits to 
his own ideal of justice. Siegel returned to the theme later of a cop battling political pressure as well as 
some of the same imagery in Edge of Eternity ɉΫγίγɊȢ 3ÉÅÇÅÌȭÓ ÔÅÍÐÅÒÁÍÅÎÔÁÌ ÄÒÉÆÔ ÔÏ×ÁÒÄÓ ÆÉÌÍ ÎÏÉÒ ÁÎÄ 
ÔÈÒÉÌÌÅÒÓ ÓÁ× ÈÉÍ ÏÆÔÅÎ ÏÆÆÅÒÉÎÇ ÃÒÉÍÉÎÁÌÓ ÁÎÄ ÎÅȭÅÒ-do-wells as protagonists as often as cops and 
traditional hero figures.  
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
3ÉÅÇÅÌȭÓ ÎÁÔÕÒÁÌ ÓÙÍÐÁÔÈÙ ÆÏÒ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅÒÓ ÆÉÇÈÔÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÌÉÖÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÉÄÅÎÔÉÔÉÅÓ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÁÐÐÌÉÅÄ ÔÏ 
victimised innocents like the luckless humans of Invasion of the Body Snatchers (1956), the Native 
American foundling -turned-avenger of Flaming Star (1960), and the doomed proto-beatnik soldier 
of Hell Is For Heroes (1962), through to brutal and destructive and but existentially beleaguered 



criminals as in films like Riot in Cell Block 11 (1954), Private Hell 36 (1954), Baby Face Nelson (1957), The 
Lineup (1958), and The Killers ɉΫγΰήɊȢ 3ÉÅÇÅÌȭÓ ÉÍÍÅÄÉÁÔÅ ÁÃÏÌÙÔÅÓ ÉÎÃÌÕÄÅÄ %ÁÓÔ×ÏÏÄȟ 0ÅÃËÉÎÐÁÈȟ ÁÎÄ 
Ida Lupino who co-wrote and starred in Private Hell 36, and just about everyone to take on a modern 
cop and urban action movie lies under his influence. Dirty Harry  allowed Siegel to set up these two 
ÅÓÓÅÎÔÉÁÌ ÔÙÐÅÓ ÏÆ ÃÈÁÒÁÃÔÅÒ ÉÎ ÄÉÒÅÃÔ ×ÁÒÆÁÒÅ ÁÎÄ ÐÌÁÙÅÄ ÁÔ ÅØÔÒÅÍÅÓȟ 3ÃÏÒÐÉÏȭÓ ÔÒÕÌÙ ÁÎÁÒÃÈÉÃ ÓÐÉÒÉÔ ÁÎÄ 
(ÁÒÒÙȭÓ ÉÎÃÒÅÁÓÉÎÇÌÙ ÍÁÎÉÁÃÁÌ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÓÅ ÏÐÅÒÁÔÉÎÇ ÁÓ ÓÃÈÉÓÍÁÔÉÃ ÈÁÌÖÅÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÐÅÒÓÏÎÁÌÉÔÙȟ 3ÉÅÇÅÌȭÓ 
own. Siegel had displayed with Two Mules For Sister Sara readiness to draw on the Italian Western 
template, and Dirty  Harryȟ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÙÅÁÒȭÓ Klute, suggests the influence of Italian giallo film also 
ÃÒÅÅÐÉÎÇ ÉÎÔÏ (ÏÌÌÙ×ÏÏÄȟ $ÁÒÉÏ !ÒÇÅÎÔÏȭÓ The Bird with the Crystal Plumage (1970) in particular, what 
×ÉÔÈ 3ÉÅÇÅÌȭÓ ÅÍÐÈÁÓÉÓ ÏÎ ÖÏÙÅÕÒÉÓÉÔÉÃ ÐÏÉÎÔÓ ÏÆ ÖÉÅ× ÍÁÔÃÈÅÄ ÔÏ 3ÃÈÉÆÒÉÎȭÓ ÓÃÏÒÅ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÂÅÔÒÁÙÓ ÅÖÉÄÅÎÔ 
ÓÉÍÉÌÁÒÉÔÉÅÓ ÔÏ %ÎÎÉÏ -ÏÒÒÉÃÏÎÅȭÓ ÆÏÒ !rgento with the eerie female vocals and outbreaks of dissonant 
jazz. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
!Ô ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÔÉÍÅȟ 3ÉÅÇÅÌȭÓ Ï×Î ÓÔÙÌÉÓÔÉÃÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÃÕÔÔÉÎÇ-edge for the time, working with his great 
cinematographer Bruce Surtees in utilising inventive and sweeping use of wide-angle lenses to distort 
space and invert relationships, particularly evident in the opening shots of Scorpio and his vantage, the 
use of much handheld camerawork, and allowing the usually hard-edged texture of Hollywood 
cinematography to dissolve into semi-abstraction in the use of ambient light and long zoom and 
telephoto lens shots. As he had already done in The Lineup, Siegel uses the very geography of San 
Francisco and its spaghetti sprawl of new highway passes and ramps to present the idea of landscape as 
a trap as well as a mimeograph for the psychic and moral exigencies of the battle. This is particularly 
crucial in the climax, where Harry exploits certain knowledge about how to ambush Scorpio, but also 
propels much of the narrative, including the long central sequence where Scorpio forces Harry to run all 
ÏÖÅÒ ÔÏ×Î ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÁÔÔÅÍÐÔ ÔÏ ÐÁÙ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÎÓÏÍȟ ÉÎ ÏÒÄÅÒ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÓÕÒÅ ÈÅȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÆÏÌÌÏ×ÅÄ ɀ not 
counting on Harry and Chico being cleverer in arranging for a radio link ɀ and informs the more 
sociologicaÌ ÄÉÍÅÎÓÉÏÎ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÏÒÙȢ (ÁÒÒÙ ÁÎÄ #ÈÉÃÏȭÓ ÎÏÃÔÕÒÎÁÌ ÅØÃÕÒÓÉÏÎÓ ÂÅÃÏÍÅ ÅÐÉÃ ÊÏÕÒÎÅÙÓ 
through the intestines of a modern American city, encountering lovers, hookers, muggers, gays, and 
would-be suicides, small fry at swim amidst neon blooming like ocean coral all looking for their own 
personal oblivion, behaving in ways that would have been kept hidden away just a decade before. Only 
cops like Harry and Chico have to engage with such a world in a spirit of obligation. 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
4ÈÅ -ÁÙÏÒȭÓ ÈÏÐÅ ÏÆ ÂÕÙÉÎÇ ȰÂÒÅÁÔÈÉÎÇ ÓÐÁÃÅȱ ÂÙ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÄÅÍÁÎÄ ÆÏÒ ÍÏÎÅÙ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÐÅÒÓÏÎÁÌ 
ÃÏÌÕÍÎ ÍÉÓÓÉÖÅ ÐÌÅÁÄÉÎÇ ȰÂÅ ÐÁÔÉÅÎÔȱ ÐÒÏÖÅÓ ÅØÁÃÔÌÙ ÔÈÅ ×ÒÏÎÇ ÍÏÖÅ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÍÉÒËÉÎÇ 3ÃÏÒÐÉÏ ÉÓ ÓÅÅÎ 
properly for the first time, tearing up the newspaper page and unpacking his rifle for another killing, 
this time taking aim at a gay couple having a date in a park. Luckily one of the patrolling helicopters 
spots him before he can shoot, forcing him to flee. Harry and Chico, patrolling in their car, cruise the 
district as the sun goes down and Chico spots a man carrying a suitcase the same colour as what Scorpio 
×ÁÓ ÃÁÒÒÙÉÎÇȡ ÉÎÖÅÓÔÉÇÁÔÉÎÇ (ÁÒÒÙ ÆÉÎÄÓ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÍÁÎ ÁÎÄ ÇÅÔÓ ÂÅÁÔÅÎ ÕÐ ÂÙ ÓÏÍÅ ÎÅÉÇÈÂÏÕÒÈÏÏÄ 
brawlers who take him for a peeping tom: Chico intervenes but Harry insists on letting them go, taking 
it as an occupational hazard. Called in to intervene as a man (Bill Couch) threatens to leap from his 
death from a rooftop, Harry lifted on a fire hoist and instead of playing placatory with the man 
provoking him into lashing out so Harr y can knock him and bring him back to the ground. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
4ÈÅÓÅ ÖÉÇÎÅÔÔÅÓ ÆÌÅÓÈ ÏÕÔ ÂÏÔÈ (ÁÒÒÙȭÓ ÁÐÐÒÏÁÃÈ ÔÏ ÐÏÌÉÃÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÏÃÉÅÔÙ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÈÉÍȟ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ 
ÐÏÒÔÒÁÙ ÐÏÌÉÃÉÎÇ ÁÓ ÁÎ ÕÎÃÅÁÓÉÎÇ ÓÔÒÅÁÍ ÏÆ ÃÒÉÓÅÓ ÕÎÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÒÅÓÏÌÖÅÄ ÂÕÔ ÁÌÌ ÔÏÏ ÌÏÕÄÌÙ 
×ÁÉÌÅÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÏÎȭÔȟ ÉÎ Á ×ÏÒÌÄ ÆÉÌÌÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÃÁÕÇÈÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅÉÒ Ï×Î ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÁÌÇÏÒÉÔÈÍÓ ÏÆ 
ÐÅÒÖÅÒÓÅ ÂÅÈÁÖÉÏÕÒȢ (ÁÒÒÙȭÓ ÂÅÍÕÓÅÄ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÓÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅÍȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÓÅ ÌÏÏÎÉÅÓȟ ÔÈÅÙ ÏÕÇÈÔÁ ÔÈÒÏ× Á ÎÅÔ ÏÖÅÒ 



ÔÈÅ ×ÈÏÌÅ ÂÕÎÃÈ ÏÆ ȬÅÍȟȱ ÈÅ ÑÕÉÐÓ ÔÏ #ÈÉÃÏȢ "ÕÔ ÈÅ ËÎÏ×Ó ÈÅȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÏÎÅȡ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÁÔÔÁÃËÅÄ ÁÓ Á 
peeping tom prefigures the later stakeout scene, where Harry finds himself fascinated by the human 
scenes, Rear Window-like (1954), he spies through windows. Scenes glimpsed include a wife chewing 
out her husband and a hooker stripping down to her birthday suit and meeting a swinger couple, 
ÏÂÌÉÇÉÎÇ (ÁÒÒÙ ÔÏ ÃÏÍÍÅÎÔȟ Ȱ9ÏÕ Ï×Å ÉÔ ÔÏ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆ ÔÏ ÌÉÖÅ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅȟ (ÁÒÒÙȢȱ (ÁÒÒÙȭÓ ÉÓÏÌÁÔÉÏÎȟ ÓÉÇÎÁÌÌÅÄ 
early on in his conversation with Steve, stems from the death of his wife in an accident caused by a 
drunk driver, a tragic turn Harry later explains with a note of intense world -×ÅÁÒÉÎÅÓÓ ÔÏ #ÈÉÃÏȭÓ ×ÉÆÅ 
Norma (Lynn Edgington). Earlier in the film, Harry and his long -time colleague and pal Frank De 
Georgio (John Mitchum), ÁÓ $Å 'ÅÏÒÇÉÏ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÄÓ ÔÏ #ÈÉÃÏȭÓ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎ ÏÎ ×ÈÙ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÁÌÌ ÈÉÍ Ȭ$ÉÒÔÙȭ (ÁÒÒÙ 
ÂÙ ÎÏÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ (ÁÒÒÙ ȰÈÁÔÅÓ ÅÖÅÒÙÂÏÄÙȱȟ ÌÉÓÔÉÎÇ ÅÔÈÎÉÃ ÅÐÉÔÈÅÔÓ ÆÏÒ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅȟ ×ÉÔÈ (ÁÒÒÙ ÒÏÕÎÄÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ 
ÔÈÅ ÒÏÌÌÃÁÌÌ ×ÉÔÈ ȰÅÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÓÐÉÃËÓȢȱ 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
Eastwood might well have been remembering this scene for his own Gran Torino (2008) decades later, 
with its meditations on how working class culture revolves around the giving and taking of insults as a 
sort of totem of authenticity and ironic fellowship. In context it serves more as a sort of sarcastic piece 
ÏÆ ÔÒÏÌÌÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÉÔÓ Ï×Î ÒÉÇÈÔȟ ÍÏÃËÉÎÇ ÅØÐÅÃÔÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÏÆ (ÁÒÒÙȭÓ ɉÁÎÄ ÂÙ ÉÍÐÌÉÃÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÃÏÐÓ ÉÎ ÇÅÎÅÒÁÌɊ ÁÓ 
ÒÁÃÉÓÔ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÁÃÔÉÏÎÁÒÙ ÁÓÓÈÏÌÅÓȟ ×ÈÉÌÓÔ ÁÌÓÏ ÓËÅÔÃÈÉÎÇ (ÁÒÒÙȭÓ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅÒ ÑÕÁÌÉÔÙȡ ÈÉÓ ÍÉÓÁÎÔÈÒÏÐÙ ÉÓ ÓÈÔÉÃË 
but his real attitudÅ ÔÏ ÓÏÃÉÅÔÙ ÉÓ ÎÅÂÕÌÏÕÓ ÅÖÅÎ ÔÏ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆȢ 4ÈÅ ÇÕÙ ×ÈÏ ȰÈÁÔÅÓ ÅÖÅÒÙÂÏÄÙȱ ÉÓ ÁÌÓÏ ÔÈÅ 
guy who defends everybody on the social ramparts, and the mediating figure who ushers people 
representing outsider groups ɀ Chico in this film, a female partner in The Enforcer (1976) ɀ into his zone 
ÁÎÄ ÅÔÈÏÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÕÌÔÉÍÁÔÅ ÆÁÔÅÓ ÏÆ ÓÕÃÈ ÆÉÇÕÒÅÓ ÕÎÄÅÒÌÉÎÅ (ÁÒÒÙȭÓ ÓÅÎÓÅ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÔÅ ÔÏ ÒÅÍÁÉÎ ÁÌÏÎÅȢ 
(ÁÒÒÙȭÓ ÒÅÌÁÔÉÏÎÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ #ÈÉÅÆ ÁÎÄ "ÒÅÎÎÅÒȟ ÐÌÁÙÅÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÒÖÅÌÌÏÕÓÌÙ ÈÁÎÇÄÏÇ 'ÕÁÒÄÉÎÏȟ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅÉÒ 
own conversant climate, neither man forced to play the hard-ass boss cliché with him, but rather 
portrayed as men who have experienced the same moral and psychic exhaustion as Harry but retained 
ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅȟ ÆÏÒ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÁÎÄ ×ÏÒÓÅȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÄÉÓÇÕÓÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ Á ÐÏÌÉÃÅ ÏÆÆÉcer should know how 
ÙÏ ÕÓÅ Á ×ÅÁÐÏÎ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȟȱ "ÒÅÎÎÅÒ ÎÏÔÅÓ ÑÕÅÁÓÉÌÙ ÁÓ ÈÅ ×ÁÔÃÈÅÓ (ÁÒÒÙ ÓÃÏÔÃÈ ÔÁÐÅ Á Ó×ÉÔÃÈÂÌÁÄÅ ËÎÉÆÅ 
ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÌÅÇ ÉÎ ÃÁÓÅ ÏÆ Á ÃÌÏÓÅ ÅÎÃÏÕÎÔÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ Á ÄÉÓÇÕÓÔÉÎÇ ×ÏÒÌÄȢ 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
In the morning after their night -time patrol Harry and Chico are called to the sight of what quickly 
proves to be another successful Scorpio killing, leaving a black teenager gruesomely killed. On the 
theory that Scorpio will return to the same building he was spotted on earlier, Harry and Chico set up 
an armed stakeout to ambush him, resulting in a shootout: Scorpio again manages to flee and kills a cop 
ÄÁÓÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÉÎÔÅÒÖÅÎÅȢ 3ÉÅÇÅÌȭÓ ÃÁÒÂÏÌÉÃ ÓÅÎÓÅ ÏÆ ÈÕÍÏÕÒ ÍÁÎÉÆÅÓÔÓ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ Ô×Ï ÍÅÎ ÓÅÔ ÕÐ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÓÔÁÔÉÏÎ 
ÕÎÄÅÒ Á ÈÕÇÅ ÒÏÔÁÔÉÎÇ ÓÉÇÎ ÓÐÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ Ȱ*ÅÓÕÓ 3ÁÖÅÓȱ ÉÎ big neon letters, whilst Scorpio himself is offered 
a juicy target in the form of a Catholic priest who, as Harry tells Chico, volunteered to be bait. The 
eruption of violence here, as Scorpio proves armed not with his precise and artful rifle but a machine 
ÇÕÎȟ ÔÕÒÎÓ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÎÆÉÇÈÔ ÉÎÔÏ ÁÎ ÅÐÉÓÏÄÅ ÏÆ ÕÒÂÁÎ ×ÁÒÆÁÒÅȢ 3ÃÏÒÐÉÏȭÓ ÎÅØÔ ÐÌÏÙ ÉÓ ÔÏ ËÉÄÎÁÐ Á ÔÅÅÎÁÇÅ ÇÉÒÌȟ 
Ann Mary Deacon, and double his ransom demand for her life, claiming to have buried her alive with a 
depleting oxygen supply. He rings Harry from public payphones and forces him to crisscross the city 
becomes an agonising comedy of encounters that underline his journey through the city as an 
exploration of the night.  
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
Harry is forced to fend off some muggers who attack him a dark tunnel by brandishing his ferocious 
ÆÉÒÅÁÒÍȟ ÉÓ ÍÏÍÅÎÔÁÒÉÌÙ ÐÌÕÎÇÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÄÅÓÐÁÉÒ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÓÏÍÅ ÒÁÎÄÏÍ ÏÌÄ ÃÏÄÇÅÒ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÓ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ 3ÃÏÒÐÉÏȭÓ 



calls before he can get to the phone and Scorpio hangs up, and contends with a young gay man (David 
Gilliam) he encounters in Mount DaÖÉÄÓÏÎ 0ÁÒË ×ÈÏ ÍÉÓÔÁËÅÎÌÙ ÔÈÉÎËÓ ÈÅȭÓ ÃÒÕÉÓÉÎÇȟ Á ÖÉÇÎÅÔÔÅ ÔÈÁÔ 
ÈÉÇÈÌÉÇÈÔÓ (ÁÒÒÙȭÓ ÂÁÒÂÅÄ ÓÅÎÓÉÂÉÌÉÔÙ ÁÓ ÅÓÓÅÎÔÉÁÌÌÙ ÁÃÑÕÉÅÓÃÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÓÕÃÈ ×ÉÎÇÓ ÏÆ ÈÕÍÁÎ ÐÅÃÕÌÉÁÒÉÔÙ ɉȰ)Æ 
ÙÏÕȭÒÅ 6ÉÃÅȟ )ȭÌÌ ËÉÌÌ ÍÙÓÅÌÆȢȱ Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÄÏ ÉÔ ÁÔ ÈÏÍÅȢȱɊȢ 4ÈÅ ÐÁÒË ÈÁÓ Á ÃÏÌÏÓÓÁÌȟ ÌÏÏÍing crucifix as a 
monument at its heart, where Harry is ordered to meet Scorpio at last: Scorpio has an appropriately 
vivid sense of moral irony in forcing Harry to seek out such a symbol as the moral crux of the world only 
to turn it into an arena of crueÌÔÙ ÁÓ 3ÃÏÒÐÉÏ ÍÁËÅÓ (ÁÒÒÙ ÔÏÓÓ ÁÓÉÄÅ ÈÉÓ ÇÕÎ ɉȰ-Ùȟȱ 3ÃÏÒÐÉÏ ÄÒÁ×ÌÓȟ 
ÉÎÓÔÁÎÔÌÙ ÍÁËÉÎÇ &ÒÅÕÄÉÁÎ ÌÉÎËÓȟ Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ Á ÂÉÇ ÏÎÅȢȱɊ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÂÅÁÔÉÎÇ ÈÉÍ ÔÏ Á ÐÕÌÐ ×ÈÉÌÓÔ ÁÎÎÏÕÎÃÉÎÇ 
ÈÅȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÌÅÔ ÔÈÅ ËÉÄÎÁÐÐÅÄ ÇÉÒÌ ÄÉÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÓ ÏÎÌÙ ËÅÐÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÅØÅÃÕÔÉÎÇ (ÁÒÒÙ ÂÙ #ÈÉÃÏȭÓ ÔÉÍÅÌÙ ÁÒÒÉÖÁÌȢ 
Chico is shot in the ensuing battle but Harry manages to stab Scorpio with the secreted switchblade, 
sending the killer scurrying off with a severe injury and without his ransom money. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
The ferocity of this movement strays close to the surreal, with Siegel building to matching low and high 
angles, from high above on the cross as Scorpio closes in on Harry from behind, and a point-of-view 
ÓÈÏÔ ÆÒÏÍ (ÁÒÒÙ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÕÐ ÔÈÅ ÃÒÏÓÓȭÓ ÈÅÉÇÈÔȠ ÁÌÌ ÌÉÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÁÎ ÅÄÇÅ ÏÆ ÇÁÒÉÓÈ ÂÒÉÇÈÔÎess that 
transforms a public monument into a manifestation of mockingly unattainable divine grace. The steady 
whisper-scream build of tension reaching its peak as Siegel briefly cuts away to the near-forgotten Chico 
dashing to the rescue and the jagged, pain-inducing cut from Harry plunging the knife into Scorpio to 
ÔÈÅ ËÉÌÌÅÒȭÓ ÓÈÒÉÅËÉÎÇ ÍÏÕÔÈ ÙÁ×ÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÉÒÃÌÅ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÂÁÌÁÃÌÁÖÁȭÓ ÍÏÕÔÈ ÈÏÌÅȢ $ÅÓÐÉÔÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÅÍÉÎÇÌÙ 
ÖÁÓÔ ÄÉÓÐÁÒÉÔÙ ÉÎ ÓÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÓÔÏÒÙȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎÌÙ ÁÎÔÉÃÉÐÁÔÉÏÎ ÉÎ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÉÓ ÏÆ 3ÉÅÇÅÌȭÓ deeper drop into 
the dreamlike and the fetidly neurotic in his previous film and perverse companion piece, The Beguiled. 
The visual intensity and edge of the surreal returns when Harry, now working with De Georgio, tracks 
Scorpio to Kezar Stadium because a clinic doctor who stitched up his leg recognised him: as Harry 
chases the assassin De Georgio turns on the lights that arrest Scorpio midfield, brilliant lights freezing 
the fugitive mid -ÆÉÅÌÄ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÖÅÒÓÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÁÎÄ (ÁÒÒÙȭÓ ÒÏÌÅ ÁÓ (ÁÒÒÙ ÇÕÎÓ ÈÉÍ ÄÏ×Î ÁÎÄ starts jamming his 
shoe into his wound to extract the location of the kidnapped girl. 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
4ÈÉÓ ÓÃÅÎÅ ÉÓ ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ÅÎÄÌÅÓÓÌÙ ÄÉÓÔÕÒÂÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÆÒÉÇÈÔÅÎÉÎÇ ÂÕÔ ÁÌÓÏ ÐÅÒÈÁÐÓ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÉÇÈÔ ÏÆ 3ÉÅÇÅÌȭÓ 
career, the queasy close-ÕÐÓ ÏÆ (ÁÒÒÙȭÓ ÏÂÓÅÓÓÉÖÅ ÆÕÒÙ ÁÎÄ 3ÃÏÒÐÉÏȭÓ ÐÁÔÈÅÔÉÃ ÁÔÔÅÍÐÔÓ ÔÏ ×ÁÒÄ ÈÉÍ ÏÆÆȟ 
all the more enraging to the cop as the killer keeps on trying to maintain the game of obfuscation and 
deflection in demanding a lawyer and declaring his rights, giving way to an awesome aerial shot as 
3ÉÅÇÅÌȭÓ Ãamera, as if retreating in horror and also with a certain discretion, flies back and up into the 
night, leaving cop and killer stranded in hell on earth in a moment of gruelling squalor and pain whilst 
the arena of light about them dissolves into darkness. The raw sturm-und-drang of this vision gives way 
ÔÏ ÉÔÓ ÓÏÒÒÙ ÉÍÍÅÄÉÁÔÅ ÁÆÔÅÒÍÁÔÈȢ (ÁÖÉÎÇ ÅØÔÒÁÃÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÇÉÒÌȭÓ ÌÏÃÁÔÉÏÎȟ (ÁÒÒÙ ×ÁÔÃÈÅÓ ÁÓ ÈÅÒ ÎÁËÅÄȟ 
bedraggled corpse is dragged out of a pit in a park overlooking Golden Gate Bridge, Harry silhouetted 
against the sickly dawn light and looking across the bridge in utter solitude, failed in his mission and 
ÄÅÂÁÓÅÄ ÁÓ Á ÍÁÎ ÅÖÅÎ ÉÆ ÈÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÔÈÉÎËÓ ÈÅȭÓ ÄÏÎÅ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÔÈÉÎÇȢ )ÔȭÓ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÄÄÅÓÔ ÁÎÄ ÍÏÓÔ ÐÏÅÔÉÃ 
ÓÈÏÔÓ ÉÎ ÃÉÎÅÍÁȟ ×ÉÔÈ 3ÃÈÉÆÒÉÎȭÓ ÅÅÒÉÅ ÓÃÏÒÉÎÇ fitting the imagery perfectly.  
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
(ÁÒÒÙȭÓ ÍÉÓÓÉÏÎ ÔÏ ÃÁÔÃÈ 3ÃÏÒÐÉÏ ÉÓ ÄÅÆÉÎÅÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÓÐÅÒÁÔÅ ÁÔÔÅÍÐÔ ÔÏ ÄÅÆÉÎÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÌÉÖÅÒ ÏÆ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÃÅ 
between him and the killer: he might do terrible things but at least has a force majeure motive to claim. 
Harry works for a society and a motive he believes in but feels increasingly frustrated by its niceties; 



3ÃÏÒÐÉÏ ×ÁÇÅÓ ×ÁÒ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÓÏÃÉÅÔÙ ÁÎÄ ÕÓÅÓ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÎÉÃÅÔÉÅÓ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÉÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÃÁÌÃÕÌÁÔÅÄ ×ÉÌÌȢ 4ÈÅ ÆÉÌÍȭÓ 
ÓÅÑÕÅÌÓ ÓÅÔ ÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÓÈÁÄÅ ÁÎÄ ÍÏÄÅÒÁÔÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÆ (ÁÒÒÙȭÓ ÃÈÁÒÁÃÔÅÒÉÓÔÉÃÓ ÁÎÄ ÂÕÉÌÄ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÒe positive 
and complex ones. Magnum Force set Harry in deadly conflict with a gang of genuine, organised 
vigilante cops. The Enforcer had him forging respect and amity with his new female partner and finding 
unusual common ground with a black revolutionary. Sudden Impact saw him romancing a woman 
engaged in a vendetta wiping out the men who raped her. The Dead Pool ɉΫγβαɊȟ Á ÇÏÏÆÙ ÁÎÄ ÖÅÒÙ ȬβΪÓ 
retread, sported a vignette where he tried to find a non-violent and non-indulgent solution to a 
hooligan trying t o play to television cameras. Such variations on a theme were worked whilst 
ÍÁÉÎÔÁÉÎÉÎÇ (ÁÒÒÙȭÓ ÂÁÄÁÓÓ ÑÕÏÔÉÅÎÔȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÅÌÐÅÄ ÍÁËÅ ÔÈÅ Dirty Harry  series oddly engaging on a 
human level although they never risked going as far as French Connection II  (1974) in deconstructing 
their prickly cop lead, and the price paid for such shading was Harry changed from a proper antihero 
into something more safe and familiar. Unforgivenȟ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÌÍ ÏÆÔÅÎ ÉÎÔÅÒÐÒÅÔÅÄ ÁÓ %ÁÓÔ×ÏÏÄȭÓ ÍÅÁ ÃÕÌÐÁ 
for his violent movie past, really actually exists on a continuum of provocation and questioning in his 
career leading back to Dirty Harry . 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
(ÁÒÒÙȭÓ ÓÕÂÓÅÑÕÅÎÔȟ ÂÒÕÉÓÉÎÇ ÅÎÃÏÕÎÔÅÒÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÌÅÇÁÌ ÁÕÔÈÏÒÉÔÙȟ ÒÅÐÒÅÓÅÎÔÅÄ ÂÙ $ÉÓÔÒÉÃÔ !ÔÔÏÒÎÅÙ 2ÏÔÈËÏ 
(Josef Sommer), sees the detective goÂÓÍÁÃËÅÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ $!ȭÓ ÈÁÒÓÈ ÕÐÂÒÁÉÄÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÆÕÓÁÌ ÔÏ ÐÒÏÓÅÃÕÔÅ 
ÔÈÅ ÃÁÓÅ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ 3ÃÏÒÐÉÏ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ (ÁÒÒÙȭÓ ÁÃÔÉÏÎÓ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÁÉÎÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÅÖÉÄÅÎÃÅȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÓÃÅÎÅ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÃÒÕØ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 
film in one regard as an angry portrait of legal bullshit getting in the road of puttin g away an obvious 
ÍÁÌÅÆÁÃÔÏÒȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÔÓ ÍÏÓÔ ÆÁÃÅÔÉÏÕÓȟ ÆÏÒ Á ÃÏÐ ÏÆ (ÁÒÒÙȭÓ ÅØÐÅÒÉÅÎÃÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎÌÙ ÎÏÔ ÂÅ ÓÏ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄ ÁÔ 
2ÏÔÈËÏȭÓ ÐÏÉÎÔÓȢ 4ÈÁÔ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÓÏ ÂÌÕÎÔÌÙ ÏÎÅ-ÅÙÅÄ ÁÓ ÉÔȭÓ ÏÆÔÅÎ ÐÁÉÎÔÅÄȟ ÁÓ ÂÏÔÈ ÓÉÄÅÓ ÁÒÅ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ 
allowed to sound with duÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÎÏÔÅÓ ÏÆ ÒÉÇÈÔÅÏÕÓ ÁÎÇÅÒȡ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ !ÎÎ -ÁÒÙ $ÅÁÃÏÎȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ 
ÈÅÒȩȱ (ÁÒÒÙ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎÓ ÁÔ ÍÁØÉÍÕÍ ÇÒÏ×Ì-ÓÌÕÒȟ Ȱ7ÈÏ ÓÐÅÁËÓ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÒȩȱ Ȱ4ÈÅ $ÉÓÔÒÉÃÔ !ÔÔÏÒÎÅÙȭÓ ÏÆÆÉÃÅȟ ÉÆ 
ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÌÅÔ ÕÓȟȱ 2ÏÔÈËÏ ÒÅÔÏÒÔÓȢ /Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȟ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÌÍ ×ÅÉÇÈÔÓ ÔÈÅ ÁÐÐÁÒÅÎÔ ÍÏÒÁÌÉÔÙ ÉÎ ÉÔÓ ÈÅÒÏȭÓ ÆÁÖÏÕÒ 
ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÅ ÁÕÄÉÅÎÃÅ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄÓ ×ÈÁÔ Á ÍÏÎÓÔÅÒ 3ÃÏÒÐÉÏ ÉÓ ÁÎÄ ÉÓ ÏÂÌÉÇÅÄ ÔÏ ÁÇÒÅÅ ×ÉÔÈ (ÁÒÒÙȭÓ 
verdicts. But this identification is double -edged, as Harry does some despicable and dangerous things 
that go far beyond the pale but also implicate the viewer: if you were in the same situation and felt the 
ÓÁÍÅ ÌÅÖÅÌ ÏÆ ÐÅÒÓÏÎÁÌ ÁÎÄ ÐÒÏÆÅÓÓÉÏÎÁÌ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÓÉÂÉÌÉÔÙȟ 3ÉÅÇÅÌ ÕÌÔÉÍÁÔÅÌÙ ÓÔÁÔÅÓȟ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÁÃÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ×ÁÙȢ 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
0ÅÒÈÁÐÓȟ ÆÏÒ 3ÉÅÇÅÌȟ ÉÔȭÓ Á ÑÕÁÌÉÔÙ ÌÙÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÎÅÒÍÏÓÔ ÃÏÒÅ ÏÆ ÂÅÉÎg human, the eternal tension 
between animalistic will and evolved conscience, and beneath the deep underlying root where the two 
fuse into a base instinct for violence that can provoke and be provoked, a problem the very concept of 
justice attempts to reconcile. Scorpio uses crime to make himself godlike, and forces Harry in turn to 
ÅÍÂÒÁÃÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÒÕÔÉÓÈȢ (ÁÒÒÙȭÓ ÂÁÔÔÌÅÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÁÕÔÈÏÒÉÔÙ ÁÒÅ ÈÉÓ ÉÎÎÅÒ ÂÁÔÔÌÅÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ Ï×Î ÓÕÐÅÒÅÇÏȟ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÄÅ 
ÏÆ ÈÉÍ ÔÈÁÔ ËÎÏ×Ó ×ÅÌÌ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÁÎÄ ÐÒÏÐÅÒ ÂÕÔ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÁÖÏÉÄ ÐÌÁÙÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÇÁÍÅ ÂÙ 3ÃÏÒÐÉÏȭÓ ÒÕÌÅÓȟ ÅÖÅÎ 
as the gamester villain changes the rules when it suits him. Meanwhile Harry, happy to have Chico carry 
ÏÎ ÁÓ ÈÉÓ ÐÁÒÔÎÅÒ ÏÎÃÅ ÈÅ ÒÅÃÏÖÅÒÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÉÓ ×ÏÕÎÄÓȟ ÉÎÓÔÅÁÄ ÈÁÓ ÔÏ ÄÅÁÌ ×ÉÔÈ #ÈÉÃÏȭÓ ÁÄÍÉÓÓÉÏÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ 
intends to leave the force, a decision Harry tells Norma is the right one for them as the two have a 
ÍÏÍÅÎÔ ÏÆ ÑÕÉÅÔ ÒÅÆÌÅÃÔÉÏÎ ÏÎ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÍÕÔÕÁÌ ÔÏÒÍÅÎÔÓȟ (ÁÒÒÙ ÔÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÏÒÙ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ×ÉÆÅȭÓ ÄÅÁÔÈ ÁÎÄ 
Norma meditating bitterly on the stream of abuse turned on her husband for being a cop, and asking 
(ÁÒÒÙ ×ÈÙ ÈÅ ÐÕÔÓ ÕÐ ×ÉÔÈ ÉÔȟ ÈÉÓ ÏÎÌÙ ÃÏÍÍÅÎÔ ÉÓ Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣ ) ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÄÏÎȭÔȢȱ 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
The portion of  Dirty Harry  ÁÆÔÅÒ 3ÃÏÒÐÉÏȭÓ ÒÅÌÅÁÓÅ ÒÅÌÉÅÖÅÓ ÍÕÃÈ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÌÍȭÓ ÆÉØÁÔÅÄ ÔÅÎÓÉÏÎ ÁÎÄ 
narrative flow, with Harry reduced to  following Scorpio around town, even as the tension resets on a 
slow burn and the air of malignancy gains new substance. Scorpio thinks up a ploy to fend him off, and 



plan he takes to the extreme of hiring a Black tough guy (Raymond Johnson) to beat him to a bloody 
pulp so he can then claim Harry did it and make appeal to the protest crowd. Scorpio provokes the 
heavy with a racial insult to ensure the beating is particularly convincing, and gets more than he asked 
for, in a scene laced with grotesque undercÕÒÒÅÎÔÓȟ ÉÎÃÌÕÄÉÎÇ ×ÈÁÔ ÓÅÅÍÓ 3ÃÏÒÐÉÏȭÓ ÐÅÒÖÅÒÓÅ ÄÅÌÉÇÈÔ ÉÎ 
in ugly provocations and suffering. Scorpio is a peculiar villain in his lack of any specific identity, 
presented as a Charles Manson-esque figure in seeming like a renegade from the eternal underclass of 
human flotsam who has evolved his own crazed philosophy that seems to fit the cynical times. Like 
Manson, despite his hippie-ÉÓÈ ÁÆÆÅÃÔÁÔÉÏÎÓȟ ÈÅȭÓ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ Á ÖÉÒÕÌÅÎÔ ÒÅÁÃÔÉÏÎÁÒÙȟ ÒÁÃÉÓÔȟ ÈÏÍÏÐÈÏÂÉÃȟ ÁÎÄ 
greedy, trying constantly to convert his willingness to give and receive violence into multiple forms of 
ÐÒÏÆÉÔȟ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÕÍÉÌÉÁÔÉÎÇ ÐÏÌÉÃÅÍÅÎ ÌÉËÅ (ÁÒÒÙ ɉȰ$ÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÐÁÓÓ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÍÅ ÙÅÔȟ ÙÏÕ ÒÏÔÔÅÎ ÏÉÎËÅÒȦȱɊ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÓ 
much money in the bank as any ransom cash. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
The beating at least gets the result he was hoping for: after telling journalists Harry assaulted him, the 
ÃÏÐ ÉÓ ÆÏÒÃÉÂÌÙ ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ #ÈÉÅÆ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÙ ×ÅÌÌ Á×ÁÙ ÆÒÏÍ 3ÃÏÒÐÉÏ ÁÌÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÅÖÉÄÅÎÃÅ 
to discipline him, which Harry warns him is exactly what Scorpio wants. Harry is of course right, as 
Scorpio cleverly attains a gun by assaulting a liquor store owner known for defending his store with his 
pistol, and uses this to hijack a school bus full of kids on their way home along with their terrified driver 
(Ruth Kobart), ÁÎÄ ÒÅÎÅ×Ó ÈÉÓ ÒÁÎÓÏÍ ÄÅÍÁÎÄȢ 4ÈÅ ÆÉÌÍȭÓ ÍÁÎÉÁÃÁÌ ÅÄÇÅ ÒÅÓÕÒÇÅÓ ÁÓ 3ÃÏÒÐÉÏ ÆÏÒÃÅÓ ÔÈÅ 
trapped children to sing schoolyard songs with increasingly crazed and abusive fervour. Meanwhile 
Harry finally refuses to be involved in yet another attempt to buy the killer off when the Mayor offers 
him the task. This time instead, knowing Scorpio is heading for the airport, Harry waits on a railway 
bridge over the road and leaps upon the roof of the bus as it passes underneath. 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
3ÉÅÇÅÌ ÂÕÉÌÄÓ ÔÏ 3ÃÏÒÐÉÏȭÓ ÆÉÒÓÔ glimpse of Harry on the bridge, coming right after Scorpio has freaked out 
all the kids as the embodiment of a childhood nightmare, as an iconic moment of imminent 
comeuppance to be delivered by a resurgent and purposeful hero, echoing back to the first sighting of 
John Wayne in Stagecoach: however tarnished, Harry is finally restored as the heir to the gunslinger 
tradition, and a few shots later Siegel has Harry walk out of a cloud of swirling dust in reference this 
ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ %ÁÓÔ×ÏÏÄȭÓ ÆÁÍÏÕÓ ÁÐÐÅÁÒÁÎÃÅ ÁÔ the final duel in  A Fistful of Dollars (1964). Siegel is giving a 
miniature genre film lesson here as well drawing parallels. The subsequent battle is very restrained by 
modern action movie standards, as Harry tries to keep his purchase despite speed and 3ÃÏÒÐÉÏȭÓ ÂÕÌÌÅÔÓȟ 
before he is hurled from the bus roof as the vehicle swerves and crashes to a halt before a rock quarry. 
Scorpio and Harry have a running gunfight around the quarry, a setting that again underlines the neo-
Western feel whilst also encompÁÓÓÉÎÇ 3ÉÅÇÅÌȭÓ ÐÅÎÃÈÁÎÔ ÆÏÒ ÉÎÄÕÓÔÒÉÁÌ ÓÅÔÔÉÎÇÓ Á ÌÁ Edge of Eternity, 
before Scorpio snatches up a young boy fishing to use as a human shield. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
4ÈÉÓ ÔÉÍÅȟ ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȟ (ÁÒÒÙ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÔÕÒÎÅÄȟ ËÎÏ×ÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÆÏÅȭÓ ÔÒÉÃËÓ ÔÏÏ ×ÅÌÌȟ ÓÅÅÍÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÒÏÐ ÈÉÓ 
weapon only to lift it again and knock Scorpio on his ass with a well-aimed shot to the shoulder. That 
ÓÔÉÌÌ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄȟ ÁÓ (ÁÒÒÙ ÄÅÌÉÖÅÒÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÃÈÁÌÌÅÎÇÅ ÔÏ ÔÅÓÔ ÌÕÃË ÔÏ 3ÃÏÒÐÉÏ ɀ Ȱ$ÉÄ ÈÅ ÆÉÒÅ ÓÉØ ÓÈÏÔÓ ÏÒ 



ÏÎÌÙ ÆÉÖÅȩȱ ɀ and Scorpio, being who he is, ÔÁËÅÓ ÈÉÓ ÃÈÁÎÃÅȢ 7ÈÉÃÈ ÐÒÏÖÅÓ ÈÉÓ ÌÁÓÔ ÍÉÓÔÁËÅȢ (ÁÒÒÙȭÓ 
ÃÏÎÃÌÕÄÉÎÇ ÁÃÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÒÏ×ÉÎÇ Á×ÁÙ ÈÉÓ )ÎÓÐÅÃÔÏÒȭÓ ÓÔÁÒ ÂÁÄÇÅ ÉÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÁÎ ÁÍÂÉÇÕÏÕÓ ÇÅÓÔÕÒÅȟ ÏÎÅ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ 
ÉÎÓÐÉÒÅÄ ÂÙ 'ÁÒÙ #ÏÏÐÅÒȭÓ 7ÉÌÌ +ÁÎÅ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄ ÏÆ High Noon (1952). Eastwood was 
afraid doing it here meant the audience would think Harry was quitting the police force, whilst Siegel 
argued it was simply a gesture meaning he was throwing away bureaucratic limitations, and Pauline 
Kael took that further to mean he was becoming a vigilÁÎÔÅȢ 0ÅÒÓÏÎÁÌÌÙȟ )ȭÖÅ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÉÔ ÒÈÙÍÅÓ 
with the gesture in High Noon, where Kane, whilst still a dedicated believer in justice, signalled 
nonetheless in the brusquest manner possible he would no longer be the patsy of a community that did 
not supporÔ ÈÉÍȢ (ÁÒÒÙȭÓ ÇÅÓÔÕÒÅ ÓÉÍÉÌÁÒÌÙ ÓÉÇÎÁÌÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÍÅÁÎÉÎÇȟ ÏÎÌÙ ÁÉÍÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÉÓ ÓÕÐÅÒÉÏÒÓȢ 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
What is certain about this last shot, zooming out to an on-high remove again as the paltry plop of the 
star hitting the water is heard and Harry turns and heads back towards the bus with a stiff, grave march, 
×ÉÔÈ 3ÃÈÉÆÒÉÎȭÓ ÇÅÎÔÌÙ ÍÏÕÒÎÆÕÌ ÍÕÓÉÃ ÏÎ ÓÏÕÎÄȟ ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÖÉÃÔÏÒÙ ÂÒÉÎÇÓ ÎÏ ÐÁÒÔÉÃÕÌÁÒÌÙ ÇÒÅÁÔ 
satisfaction because many have died, even if the necessary act of shooting the mad dog is done. The 
great and perpetual problem is that however much we fantasise at being the upright avenger, the hero 
on the range, the duellist in the dust, such a solution only ever comes too late, after the crime. 
And Dirty Harry , whilst delivering on that primal and eternal duel , is ultimately most memorable 
because it keeps that other, sorry truth in mind. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

Wonder Woman 1984 (2020)  

 

 
 
 
 
0ÁÔÔÙ *ÅÎËÉÎÓȭ ÆÉÒÓÔ Wonder Woman (2017) was a solid, well-made movie that nonetheless suffered from 
a very average script and some dubious casting and directing choices, as Jenkins felt her way around her 
first big-budget spectacle and tried to negotiate the house style. Nonetheless it came out at just the 
right moment, and so orgiastic was its reception a sequel became inevitable, notwithstanding  Justice 
League ɉάΪΫαɊȟ Á ÆÉÌÍ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÉÇÎÁÌÌÅÄ ÁÌÏÎÇ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÎÏÔ ÍÕÃÈ ÈÁÄ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄ ÉÎ $ÉÁÎÁ Ȭ7ÏÎÄÅÒ 
7ÏÍÁÎȭ 0ÒÉÎÃÅȭÓ ɉ'ÁÌ 'ÁÄÏÔɊ ÌÉÆÅ ÓÉÎÃÅ 7ÏÒÌÄ 7ÁÒ ) ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÕÎÄ ÏÆ ÌÏÓÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÌÏÖÅÒ 3ÔÅÖÅ 4ÒÅÖÏÒ 
(Chris Pine) still raw after a ÃÅÎÔÕÒÙȢ 3Ï *ÅÎËÉÎÓ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÃÒÅÁÔÅ Á ÓÅÑÕÅÌ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÍÅÓÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ 
established continuity but could deliver on the expected, unleashed heroic potential of the title 
character. Wonder Woman 1984 splits the difference on several levels, commencing with a long 
ÆÌÁÓÈÂÁÃË ÔÏ $ÉÁÎÁȭÓ ÙÏÕÔÈ ÏÎ 4ÈÅÍÉÓËÙÒÁȟ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ ÙÏÕÎÇÅÒ ÓÅÌÆ ɉ,ÉÌÌÙ !ÓÐÅÌÌɊ ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÐÁÒÔ ÉÎ ÁÎ ÅÐÉÃ 
Olympian sporting contest, which she takes an early lead in, only to be knocked off her horse and then 
chastised when she tries to cut corners. This sequence, as well as giving the special effects and stunt 
teams something to do, seems to have been created mostly to allow Robin Wright and Connie Nielsen 
ÔÏ ÒÅÔÕÒÎ ÂÒÉÅÆÌÙ ÁÓ $ÉÁÎÁȭÓ ÍÅÎÔÏÒ ÁÎÄ ÁÕÎÔ !ÎÔÉÏÐÅ ÁÎÄ 1ÕÅÅÎ (ÉÐÐÏÌÙÔÁȟ ×ÈÏ ÇÉÖÅ ÈÅÒ ÓÏÍÅ ÍÏÒÅ 
formative lessons.  
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
In 1984 Diana is performing clandestine superhero work whilst generally living a self-effacing life as an 
expert in antiquities at the Smithsonian, still pining (ha) for Steve but striking up friendship with her 
dorky coworker BaÒÂÁÒÁ -ÉÎÅÒÖÁ ɉ+ÒÉÓÔÅÎ 7ÉÉÇɊȟ ×ÈÏ ÉÎ ÔÕÒÎ ÐÁÉÎÆÕÌÌÙ ×ÉÓÈÅÓ ÔÏ ÅÍÕÌÁÔÅ $ÉÁÎÁȭÓ 
charisma and poise. Not long after coming into possession of a seemingly worthless crystal recovered 
from a trove of South American artefacts being peddled by some thieves Diana took down, Barbara soon 
seems to be courted by Maxwell Lord (Pedro Pascal), an entrepreneur well-known from TV infomercials 
who offers easy investment in his oil drilling empire, who proposes investing in the museum. Except 
that Lord is scarcely more than a conman only just keeping the façade of his business afloat, and his real 
object of desire is the crystal, called the Dreamstone, a legendary talisman capable of realising a single 
wish for anyone holding it. Diana has already accidentally proven the crysÔÁÌȭÓ ÐÏ×ÅÒȟ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ×ÉÓÈÅÄ 
Steve back into existence whilst seeming to inhabit the life and body of a hapless yuppie. Diana and 
Steve quickly resume their passionate relationship and Steve is delighted to be introduced to the 
ÍÏÄÅÒÎ ×ÏÒÌÄȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÓÏÏÎ faced with dark side of their shared miracle, as Maxwell captures the 
ÃÒÙÓÔÁÌ ÁÎÄ ÉÎÇÅÎÉÏÕÓÌÙ ×ÉÓÈÅÓ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÏÎÅȭÓ ÐÒÏÐÅÒÔÉÅÓ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆȟ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÓÔÅÐ ÔÏ×ÁÒÄÓ ÁÃÈÉÅÖÉÎÇ 
ultimate power over the world.  
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



At first glance Wonder Woman 1984 seems to have no particularly good reason to take place when it 
does beyond a broadly nostalgic vibe and keeping the drama at an appropriate remove in the series 
ÓÅÔÔÉÎÇȢ *ÅÎËÉÎÓ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÌÅÁÎ ÏÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÁÎÙ ÐÅÒÉÏÄ ÐÏÐ ÓÏÎÇÓ ÁÐÁÒÔ ÆÒÏÍ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ &ÒÁÎËÉÅ 'ÏÅÓ to 
Hollywood and Gary Numan. There turns out to be a vaguely honourable motive in this, as Jenkins sets 
ÁÂÏÕÔ ÐÁÙÉÎÇ ÔÒÉÂÕÔÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÂÒÏÁÄȟ ÍÏÒÅ ÃÏÌÏÕÒÆÕÌ ÁÎÄ ÊÁÕÎÔÙ ÔÏÎÅ ÏÆ ȬβΪÓ ÇÅÎÒÅ ÆÉÌÍȟ ×ÉÔÈ ÎÏÄÓ 
to Raiders of the Lost Ark (1981), The Philadelphia Experiment , Night of the Comet (both 1984), Top 
Gun (1986), and the Christopher Reeve Superman films as well as Supergirl ɉΫγβήɊȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÎÅ× Á 
spin for the Warner Bros.-DC franchise, as both Aquaman (2018) and Shazam! (2019) eagerly chased the 
same reÔÒÏ ÓÅÎÓÉÂÉÌÉÔÙ ÉÎ ÓÐÕÒÎÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÇÏÔÈÉÃ ÔÏÎÅ ÏÆ :ÁÃË 3ÎÙÄÅÒȭÓ ÐÒÅÃÕÒÓÏÒÓȢ "ÕÔ *ÅÎËÉÎÓ ÇÏÅÓ ÆÕÒÔÈÅÒ 
in recreating the vibe, getting Hans Zimmer to deliver a big, brash, chorus-inflected score, and staging 
ÁÎ ÏÐÅÎÉÎÇ ÆÉÇÈÔ ÉÎ Á ÍÁÌÌ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÕÎÁÂÁÓÈÅÄ ÉÎ ÒÅÃÒÅÁting the goofy, family-fun tone of such models, 
having Diana swap winks with a small girl whilst easily tossing dimwit criminals around. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
Much of the strength of Wonder Woman 1984 and its problems both stem from its core story elements, 
which are remarkably true to the flavour of a one-shot silver age comic book or an episode of the Linda 
Carter show, or any number of other fantasy-adventure TV series. The Dreamstone is a McGuffin 
smartly used as both the fulcrum of the central plot and one that enables emotional arcs, most 
specifically by allowing the return of Steve, rather than going down the route of the TV series, which 
resituated from the World War II era to the present day and simply substituted Steve with his lookalike 
ÓÏÎȢ "ÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÁÌÓÏ ÓÔÒÅÔÃÈÅÄ ÏÕÔ ×ÁÙ ÔÏÏ ÌÏÎÇȟ ×ÉÔÈ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÁÎ ÈÏÕÒȭÓ ×ÏÒÔÈ ÏÆ ÐÌÏÔ ÁÓËÅÄ ÔÏ ×ÏÒË ÆÏÒ ÍÏÒÅ 
than twice that length, whilst lacking a truly formidable opponent for Diana to go up against. Which is, 
to be fair, not necessarily an inappropriate gesture for a Wonder Woman story: the character was 
always supposed to represent a more positive-minded brand of heroism with a redemptive and 
nurturing dimension. In this spirit, Jenkins and her co-screenwriters Geoff Johns and Dave Callahan 
spend a deal of time developing Barbara and Maxwell as characters with an empathetic edge who 
nonetheless fall fatally under the spell of the temptation to reinvent themselves as winners, wielding all 
the cruel and maniacal impulses they associate with such people thanks to their life experience. 
 
 
 



 
 
 
"ÁÒÂÁÒÁȭÓ ×ÉÓÈ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÌÉËÅ $ÉÁÎÁ ÒÅÓÕÌÔÓ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÏÎ $ÉÁÎÁȭÓ ÐÏ×ÅÒÓ ÁÓ ×ÅÌÌ ÁÓ ÈÅÒ ÁÌÌÕÒÅȟ ×ÈÉÌÓÔ 
Maxwell, understanding that the stone takes something for everything it grants, uses it to fulfil wishes 
whilst claiming his own portion, allowing him to amass colossal fortunes and influence, all for the sake 
of making himself into the figure he desperately wants to seem like for his son, Alistair (Lucian Perez). 
3ÏÏÎ ÈÅȭÓ ÓÕÃËÅÒÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÌÉËÅ ÁÎ ÏÉÌ ÂÉÌÌÉÏÎÁÉÒÅȟ %ÍÉÒ 3ÁÉÄ "ÉÎ !ÂÙÄÏÓ ɉ!mr Waked), who wants the 
ancient kingdom his family used to rule restored, only to find it sealed off by a colossal wall whilst Lord 
walks off with his private army. The effect of such unleashed power quickly becomes terribly clear as 
the colliding nature of wishes drives the world towards conflict and collapse, recreating a pattern Diana 
realises has befallen every civilisation to claim the artefact, the creation of some malevolent primeval 
god. Lord is of course one of a few Trumpian figures to crop up in ÒÅÃÅÎÔ ÂÌÏÃËÂÕÓÔÅÒÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÌÍȭÓ 
rhetorical harking back to the Reaganite yuppie era ironically makes it a companion piece to Sean 
$ÕÒËÉÎȭÓ The Nest (2020), which essentially plays out as the straight-faced and realistic version of the 
same period myth of big-ÔÁÌËÉÎÇȟ ÎÅÅÄÙ ÍÅÎ ÔÈÒÏ×ÉÎÇ ÕÐ Á ÇÌÉÔÚÙ ÆÒÏÎÔȢ *ÅÎËÉÎÓȭ ÓÔÏÒÙ ÅÖÏËÅÓ ÂÏÔÈ ÔÈÅ 
better aspects of Superman II (1980) and the lesser qualities of Superman III (1984) at points: like the 
ÆÏÒÍÅÒ ÆÉÌÍ ÉÔ ÕÓÅÓ $ÉÁÎÁȭÓ ÒÏÍÁÎÔÉÃ ÑÕÁÎÄÁÒÙ ÔÏ ÂÅÃÏÍÅ Á ÒÉÃÈ ÓÕbplot whilst also keeping her 
distracted long enough to let the main plot get moving, and like the latter it lacks a truly potent 
antagonist and so threatens to collapse into a mass of impulses. 
 
 
 

 
 



 
Jenkins drops the pop feminist postures of the first film, allowing Diana to simply be a worthy and 
powerful figure, instead smartly starting to ask questions about her exceptionalism. She finds juice in 
ÔÈÅ ÔÈÅÍÅ ÏÆ ÊÅÁÌÏÕÓÙ ÁÎÄ ÍÉÍÉÃÒÙ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ "ÁÒÂÁÒÁȟ ÌÉÔÅÒÁÌÌÙ ÅÍÐÏ×ÅÒÅÄ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÏÎ $ÉÁÎÁȭÓ 
talents and traits but lacking the long, hard disciplining process. Barbara is turned from a rather nice 
person who slips food to a homeless acquaintance to a bullying creep who relishes bashing the shit out 
of a harassing man, in a sequence reminiscent of the opening of the conceptually not-so-dissimilar The 
Velvet Vampire (1971). Jenkins plainly makes both Barbara and Lord avatars for her interest, first evinced 
in her take on Aileen Wuornos in Monster (2003), in characters who become monstrous in seeking 
liberati on for the tyranny of being themselves in a cruel world. Meanwhile she lets Pine show his comic 
ÓÉÄÅ ÏÆÆ ÁÓ 3ÔÅÖÅ ÉÓ ÈÁÎÄÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÅÒÅÏÔÙÐÉÃÁÌ ÓÕÐÅÒÈÅÒÏȭÓ ÇÉÒÌÆÒÉÅÎÄ ÐÁÒÔȟ ÅÖÅÎ ÌÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÈÉÍ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÓÉÌÌÙ ÉÆ 
fun sequence trying on 1980s fashion with a sense of discovery and delight, but without mocking his 
ÃÈÁÒÁÃÔÅÒȟ ÁÓ ÈÉÓ ÒÅÁÃÑÕÁÉÎÔÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÌÄ ÍÉÒÒÏÒÓ $ÉÁÎÁȭÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÆÉÌÍȢ *ÅÎËÉÎÓ ÅÖÅÎ ÇÅÔÓ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ 
ÔÏ ÄÅÓÃÒÉÂÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÃÒÅÁÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ $ÉÁÎÁȭÓ ÃÁÎÏÎÉÃÁÌ ÉÎÖÉÓÉÂÌÅ ÐÌÁÎÅ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÕÓÅÓ ÈÅÒ ÍÁÇÉÃ ÐÏ×ÅÒÓ ÔÏ ÃÌÏÁË a 
jet she and Steve have purloined, with Steve somewhat improbably picking up how to fly it in a few 
minutes, but leading into a lovely moment where the two jet over Washington during a Fourth of July 
fireworks display, vibrant light and colour bursting t hrough the cloud like their own personal 
dreamscape. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
Jenkins introduces an edge of endangerment for Diana as she begins losing her physical strength as the 
price she pays for her wish, which means she gets bloodied in fights and swatted around by Barbara, 
who has her powers undimmed. This is another touch that suggests a Superman II influence, although 
ÉÔȭÓ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÔÁËÅÎ ÔÏ ÁÎÙ ÐÁÒÔÉÃÕÌÁÒÌÙ ÅØÔÒÅÍÅ ÐÏÉÎÔȡ "ÁÒÂÁÒÁ ÂÅÁÔÓ ÈÅÒ ÕÐ ×ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅ ÁÎÄ 3ÔÅÖÅ ÔÒÙ ÔÏ 
ÆÏÒÅÓÔÁÌÌ ,ÏÒÄȭÓ ÁÔÔÅÍÐÔÓ ÔÏ ÓÕÂÏÒÎ ÔÈÅ 0ÒÅÓident (Stuart Milligan). There are surprisingly few big action 
sequences in the film, anchored as it is mid-way by a road chase where Diana and Steve try to catch 
,ÏÒÄȭÓ ÁÒÍÏÕÒÅÄ ÍÏÔÏÒÃÁÄÅȢ *ÅÎËÉÎÓ ÔÉÐÓ ÈÅÒ ÈÁÔ ÔÏ 3ÔÅÖÅÎ 3ÐÉÅÌÂÅÒÇ ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ Á ÄÅÇÒÅÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÕÇgests 
ÓÈÅȭÄ ÂÅ ÇÒÅÁÔ ÔÁÃËÌÉÎÇ ÍÏÒÅ ÇÒÉÔÔÙ ÁÎÄ ÅÁÒÔÈÂÏÕÎÄ ÁÃÔÉÏÎ ÁÌÏÎÇ ÔÈÅ )ÎÄÉÁÎÁ *ÏÎÅÓ ÌÉÎÅÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÓÔ 
likeable moment of heroic business comes from Steve as he gets in on the action too, a vignette that has 
Á ÂÕÚÚ ÓÐÅÃÉÆÉÃÁÌÌÙ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÈÅȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ Á ÍÁÎ. Perhaps, however accidentally, Jenkins here has managed to 
define the eventual end-zone for the superhero genre, ceding ground back to heroes for whom 
adventuring is a risk and therefore are more truly thrilling. Big special effects business is limited too, 
which might be thankful given that a lot of the effects in view are rather weak. The major set-piece is 
Diana learning how to fly unassisted, with Jenkins wielding it for purely lyrical spectacle, swinging from 
lightning bolt to bolt with her golden la ÓÓÏȟ 3ÔÅÖÅȭÓ ÍÅÄÉÔÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÏÆ ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÆÌÙ ÈÅÌÐÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÁÃÈÉÅÖÅ ÔÈÅ 
next stage of her evolution. 
 



 
 

 
 
 
*ÅÎËÉÎÓ ÂÕÉÌÄÓ ÔÏ Á ÃÌÉÍÁØ ×ÈÅÒÅ $ÉÁÎÁ ÈÁÓ ÔÏ ÃÏÕÎÔÅÒ ,ÏÒÄȭÓ ÅÍÂÏÄÉÍÅÎÔ ÏÆ ÕÎÃÏÎÔÒÏÌÌÅÄ ÇÒÅÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ 
appeal to the better self in everyone on the planet, complete with a delirious reveal in the climax where 
,ÏÒÄȭÓ ÈÉÓÔÏÒÙ ÁÓ ÁÎ ÁÂÕÓÅÄ ÃÈÉÌÄ ÉÓ ÓÕÄÄÅÎÌÙ ÄÅÐÌÏÙÅÄ ÉÎ ÓÐÁÓÍÏÄÉÃ ÆÌÁÓÈÂÁÃËȢ 4ÈÅ ÏÕÔÓÉÚÅÄȟ Ó×ÏÏÎÉÎÇ 
emotionalism reaches its operatic height before even that, as Steve begs Diana to let go of him and 
recant her wish, pausing for a list kiss of desperate passion before she dashes away through mounting 
ÃÈÁÏÓ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÙÓ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄÓ ÓÈÅ ËÎÏ× ×ÉÌÌ ÅÒÁÓÅ ÈÉÍȢ 'ÁÄÏÔȭÓ ÃÁÓÔÉÎÇ ÁÓ $ÉÁÎÁ ×ÁÓ ÃÕÎÎÉÎÇ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÓÅÅÍÅÄ 
ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ×ÈÏ ÎÁÔÕÒÁÌÌÙ ÅÍÂÏÄÉÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÁÒÁÃÔÅÒȭÓ ÅÎÄÏ×ÍÅÎÔÓ ÁÎÄ ÓÏ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÅÁÔÅÓÔ 
ÁÃÔÒÅÓÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÌÄȟ ÂÕÔ ×ÈÉÌÓÔ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÕÎÌÉËÅÌÙ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÔÈÅ ÎÅØÔ -ÅÒÙÌ 3ÔÒÅÅÐȟ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÇÅÎÕÉÎÅÌÙ ÁÆÆÅÃÔÉÎÇ ÉÎ 
ÔÈÉÓ ÓÃÅÎÅȟ ÐÁÒÔÉÃÕÌÁÒÌÙ ÁÓ $ÉÁÎÁȭÓ ÄÅÓÐÁÉÒ ÃÏÎÔÒÁÓÔÓ 3ÔÅÖÅȭÓ ×ÉÄÅ-eyed promise she can move on from 
him. Pascal is deft in balancing the disparate aspects of his character, part familiar power-mad comic 
book villain, part satirical take on a frantically smarmy shyster pretending to be a big shot, part 
ÄÁÍÁÇÅÄ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÂÏÙȢ (Å ÐÒÏÖÉÄÅÓ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÍÏÓÔ ÐÌÁÉÎÌÙ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔ ÁÂÏut Wonder Woman 1984. Wiig seems 
ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÕÔÓÅÔ ÍÏÒÅ Á×Ë×ÁÒÄÌÙ ÃÁÓÔȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÏÂÖÉÏÕÓÌÙ ×ÅÌÌ-drilled in playing wallflowers seeking to bust 
loose; murderous glamazons ÎÏÔ ÓÏ ÍÕÃÈȢ "ÕÔ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÎÄÌÅÓ "ÁÒÂÁÒÁȭÓ ÓÈÉÆÔÓ ×ÅÌÌȟ ÈÅÒ ÃÏÍÉÃ ÔÁÌÅÎÔ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ 
to inhabiting a woman with a new sense of what her body can do, matched to the nascent ferocity of 
her long-quelled anger with the world driving her to destructive extremes. 
 
 
 

 
 




















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































