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opens with a traffic jam 
in a tunnel.  In one of the 
autos, Guido Anselmi 

( M A R C E L L O 
MASTROIANNI) sits by 
himself.

With the motor of his car 
running,  he is overcome by 
fumes. He bangs on the 
window for help, but the 
occupants of the other cars 
look on stonily. He makes one 
desperate effort to break free 
—then,  suddenly,  he is 
floating away over the tops of 
the cars. He soars in the sky 
over the seacoast, only to be 
dragged back to earth, kite-
fashion, by a man pulling on a 
rope tied to his leg.

Anselmi awakens with a start in a large room at a resort hotel. A 
doctor is dictating a prescription to a nurse at his bed-side. The 
patient needs a rest cure. Later, Anselmi is seen strolling aimlessly 
through the spacious park-like grounds of the thermal resort. 
Patrons of the hotel queue up to drink the mineral water out of 
large glass mugs. One of the girls passing out the mugs is an 
ethereal nurse (CLAUDIA CARDINALE).  He is moved by her 
iridescent beauty and purity, but somehow cannot speak to her.

At the resort,  Anselmi. a famous film director, meets friends and 
associates who badger him with suggestions for his new film.  To 
complicate matters,  his mistress, Carla (SANDRA MILO), arrives 
at the resort against, his wishes.

Anselmi, meanwhile, has a series of fantasies and recollections. In 
one he meets his dead father (ANNIBALE NINCHI) and mother 

(GIUDITTA RISSONE) in 
a rural cemetery.  The father 
complains that no one but 
the mother visits him any 
more.  At the end of the 
dream, Anselmi helps the 
old man back into his 
grave.

The days drag on and still 
Anselmi cannot come to 
grips with his new film. 
His producer (GUIDO 
ALBERTI) is ready for him 
to start shooting a science-
fiction movie about a  
space ship that will take 
1 0 , 0 0 0 E a r t h l i n g s t o 
another planet.

A magician and old friend 

(JAN DALLAS) entertains at the resort with spectacular feats of 
mind-reading. Anselmi seeks his advice for answers to questions 
which plague him.

In a reminiscence of his past, Anselmi sees himself in the uniform 
of a seminary schoolboy.  With other boys, he sneaks off to the 
seashore,  where a fat, ugly prostitute,  a mountain of flesh called 
La Saraghina (EDRA GALE), wiggles her massive hips to the 
delight of her young admirers. She initiates young Anselmi into 
sex.

Anselmi's wife, Luisa (ANOUK AIMEE) arrives at the resort, 
furious over the presence of his mistress. Wife and mistress meet 
at an outdoor cafe, and Anselmi braces for a showdown. It never 
comes. Instead, he plunges into another fantasy in which Luisa 
gallantly receives her rival as an old friend.

In a characteristic wish-fulfillment, Anselmi sees himself as Lord 
and master of a harem inhabited by all the women he has ever 
known, including his mistress and wife.  His wife is a changed 
woman who nobly accepts her role and dutifully carries out her 
chores.  Anselmi is bathed in the large rustic tub which had 
appeared earlier in a recollection of his childhood. The women of 
the harem tenderly wash him and swaddle him in a blanket.

This blissful return to warmth and security is interrupted by an 
aging dancer (JACQUELINE BONBON) who creates a scene. 
Anselmi has banished her upstairs,  into oblivion, because she has 
passed the useful age. She begs him to keep her. But Anselmi is 
adamant and orders her to go.  When the women of the harem show 
signs of revolt,  Anselmi cracks a huge whip in lion-tamer fashion 
and bends them all to his will.

Anselmi continues to struggle with the new film, none of the tests 
satisfy him. Then,  he meets a famous actress (played by 
CLAUDIA CARDINALE in another role),  the one he had 
visualized as the lead in his picture. Together they go off for a 
drive.  She reminds him of the pretty nurse at the resort.  But she is 
no longer the pure, ethereal creature envisioned in his  dream.

Finally, the director goes to the set of the space ship,  a towering 
complex modelled after Cape Canaveral, where the filming is due 
to start.  The press has been invited, and they immediately besiege 
him with a ceaseless barrage of impossible  questions.

Desperate, he decides to abandon the film entirely,  until suddenly 
he sees all the people he has known in his lifetime coming down 
from the gantry and parading before him. In that moment of self-
discovery, he realizes that the people he has known and the 
experiences he has shared with them are the true building blocks 
not only of what he is, but also of what he wants his new film to 
be.

Picking up a microphone, he again becomes the director, as 
everyone on the set joins hands and circles in a gay saraband. 
Anselmi, reconciled with his wife, joins hands with the others. 
This is at last his return to, and acceptance of. the real world,  in 
which he now knows he must work and live as man and artist.
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PUBLICITY
- reprinted from original 1963 Embassy Pictures Press Book

ederico Fellini's long awaited new film, 8 , the famed 
director's first full-length feature since the acclaimed La 
Dolce Vita,  Joseph E. Levine is presenting the film, already 

hailed by critics as Fellini's most important and possibly most 
controversial work.

The story of 8  has been said to have its roots in the director's 
own life, and he himself states:  "This film is more than a 
confession. It is my testament."

Academy Award nominee for Divorce - Italian Style Marcello 
Mastroianni, Europe's top male performer and star of La Dolce 
Vita,  is reunited with Fellini in the leading role. Starred with him 
are Claudia Cardinale, Anouk Aimee (also a star of La Dolce 
Vita), Sandra Milo and an international cast of more than 40 
principal players.

Alternating between fantasy and reality, 8  recounts the artistic 
and moral crisis of a famous film director who, about to begin a 
new movie, finds himself bankrupt of ideas. It is through the 
investigation of his own life that he achieves both artistic and 
personal fulfillment.

8  takes its title from the fact that Fellini had previously directed 
six full-length films and three vignettes ("halves"), including a 
sequence from Levine's Boccaccio '70.

It took Fellini over four months to assemble his large cast. 
Portraying the director, a role patterned after Fellini,  is Marcello 
Mastroianni, who has in recent years established a reputation for 
versatile dramatic ability in such films as the Oscar winning 
Divorce - Italian Style, La Dolce Vita, Bell' Antonio,  Big Deal 
On Madonna Street and The Law. He has already been cast for 
the title role in the Levine-Ponti production of Casanova and will 
play opposite Sophia Loren in Yesterday, Today and Tomorrow, 
another Joseph E. Levine-Carlo Ponti effort.

8  marks the third appearance for Claudia Cardinale opposite 
Mastroianni, and also her third role in an Embassy Pictures 
release. She appeared with the actor in Bell' Antonio (for Levine) 
and in Big Deal On Madonna Street,  and was also paired opposite 
Jean-Paul Belmondo in Levine's The Love Makers.

Her other screen credits include Girl With A  Suitcase and Rocco 
and His Brothers, and most recently she completed The Leopard, 
Luchino Visconti's film with Burt  Lancaster, as well as a starring 
role opposite Peter Sellers in The Pink Panther,  directed by Blake 
(Breakfast At Tiffanys, Days Of Wine and Roses) Edwards.  In 
8 ,  Miss Cardinale plays a dual role of a famous actress in real 
life and a vision of purity in one of Mastroianni's dreams.

Anouk Aimee, who played Mastroianni's mistress in La Dolce 
Vita,  here makes an about-face and portrays his wife.  The lovely 
actress has been seen in Lola, The Joker  and Sodom and 
Gomorrah. In her willingness to please director Fellini in the role,  
she underwent a crash diet and allowed makeup men to distort the 
features of her striking face.

Perhaps the liveliest role went to Sandra Milo, essaying 
Mastroianni's mistress,  who makes life both heavenly and hellish 
for him. The Milan born beauty was chosen by Fellini from among 
scores of well-rounded women who  offered  themselves  for  the  
part.

In other roles are Rossella Falk,  Barbara Steele,  Guido Alberti, 
Madeleine Lebeau, Jean Rougeul and American opera singer Edra 
Gale.

The 8  script was created by La Dolce Vita scenarists Brunello 
Rondi, Ennio Flaiano and Tullio Pinelli, who worked on different 
portions of the film, completely unaware of what each was 
writing. Fellini took their material and rearranged it,  refined it and 
added new dialogue and scenes as he went along.

Music for the film was composed by Nino Rota, who also scored 
La Dolce Vita and Boccaccio '70.

In its broadest and perhaps purest sense,  "8  is the time-
immemorial struggle of men seeking self-discovery in the chaotic, 
complex,  non-stop world of the 20th Century.  Fellini seems to be 
saying the struggle is as great as the need for everyone.
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Famed Film-Maker Fellini 

Describes ‘8 ’ Creation
by Federico Fellini
- reprinted from original 1963 Embassy Pictures Press Book

hat is this 8 ? It can be described as something between a 
muddled psychiatric visit and an orderless examination of 

conscience,  with Limbo as setting. A melancholy film, almost 
funereal, but emphatically comic.

Now that the film is finished it is no easier for me to talk about it 
than it was while I was making it,  and for the same reasons‚ even 
though I know that my reticence is usually taken to be a publicity 
gimmick.

I have been living for a year with an imprecise idea which 
fascinated me for the very fact that it was undefined.  On at least 
twenty occasions I have wanted to take the producer to one side, 
ask him to forgive me if I abandoned the whole thing. But there I 
was with all my technicians, my actors, the types that I had picked 
from the four corners of the earth,  and so the film went on, 
growing from day to day with a facility that now startles me.  I 
began in the Spring and then suddenly one day I noticed that the 
heating had been turned on in the dressing rooms. The weather had 
turned cold again and the film was finished without my feeling as 
tired as usual when I have been filming.

Most people have written that 8  is autobiographical. In a certain 
sense I am autobiographical even if I am telling the life story of a 
sole. And yet I swear that this is a work of fantasy and of all my 
films this is the one which has least reference to little personal 
facts.

I have put a bit of everything into it: things I have experienced, 
things I have heard, things I have imagined. Maybe it is a naive 
hope on my part but I would like to think that people will go to see 
this film with a completely open mind, recognizing that I have just 
been telling a fable and that there's nothing in it beyond what is to 

be seen on the screen.  I wouldn't want anyone to think that the film 
was the secret biography of an erotic. Absolutely  not.
What  then  is  this 8 ?

But the trouble with this character was that I couldn't give him a 
real identity. He remained a vague sort of individual who had 
suddenly been landed in a given situation. I didn't think it was 
necessary to define him more clearly. Yet the film never 
progressed in my mind, though I discussed it endlessly with my 
scriptwriters, Flaiano, Pinelli and Rondi. It was still just an idea 
for a film.

Suddenly the character became a film director who is trying to put 
together the pieces of his life till now and to make sense of them, 
to understand what they mean.  He too has a film to make and can't 
succeed in making it. At a certain moment we find him beneath a 
gigantic missile ramp: in his film a space-ship is to leave from that 
ramp to take the survivors of an atomic war to another planet. 
Under that castle of metal tubes and platforms, my protagonist 
says to himself: "I thought my ideas were quite clear. I wanted to 
make an honest film, without telling any lies. I thought I had 
something quite simple to say,  that it would be a film of some use 
to everybody and would bury that dead thing which we all carry 
inside us.  But I'm the first one not to have enough courage to bury 
a single thing. Now here I am, stuck with a tower over my head 
and nothing but confusion inside it. At what point, I wonder,  did I 
go wrong?"

Perhaps it is just the story of a film I didn't make.  I remember that 
at the beginning, about eighteen months ago, I set out to make a 
film portraying the many facets of a man's character at the age of 
forty-five, at a moment when he is obliged to interrupt his regular 
way of life and go to a Spa to cure his liver. The change of 
timetable, the rest, the silence, the unusual faces, all invalids, of 
people ranging from Nordic monarch to peasants, from aged 
cardinals to ageing cocottes, makes him somewhat apathetically 
take stock of himself and his life. There passes before his eyes the 
inevitable parade of past memories and fantasies, dreams and 
presentiments.
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‘8 ’  Director, Fellini Calls 

Anouk Aimee 'Brilliant Actress'
- reprinted from original 1963 Embassy Pictures Press Book

According to acclaimed director Federico Fellini,  the lovely 
Anouk Aimee, who co-stars with Marcello Mastroianni and 
Claudia Cardinale in 8 , is "one of the most intense and brilliant 
actresses in the World; I can compare her to no one except Garbo."

For her current role, Miss Aimee, who enchanted American 
audiences with her portrayal of the rich wanton in Fellini's 
internationally heralded La Dolce Vita,  does a complete about-
face. Again paired opposite Marcello Mastroianni, in 8  she plays 
his jealous but faithful wife,  whereas in La Dolce Vita,  she was his 
mistress. Sharply contrasting, her roles in both Fellini's films 
clearly demonstrates her rare versatility as a dramatic actress.

"It is difficult for me to say which I enjoyed more," she explains. 
"They were both very challenging parts,  but perhaps that of the 
loyal wife grown accustomed to the infidelities of her famous 
motion picture director husband was more demanding. It  is always 
more difficult to underplay a character."

In order to properly fit the part, the Parisian born actress, who has 
worked with some of the best French and Italian directors in such 
films as Lola, The Joker  and Sodom and Gomorrah,  went on a 
crash diet, had her long hair shorn and wore unattractive eye 
glasses.

"What does it matter?" says Miss Aimee, whose admiration for 
director Fellini is unbounded. "If Federico wants to put an eye in 
the middle of my forehead, I would gladly let him do it. For him I 
would do anything.

Sandra Milo Earns Lively ‘8 ’  

Film Role
- reprinted from original 1963 Embassy Pictures Press Book

Sandra Milo, who plays Marcello Mastroianni's bosomy mistress, 
making life both heavenly and hellish for him,  had all but retired 
from films when the famed Italian motion picture director offered 
her the plum role.

Like a good trouper, Miss Milo,  well known to Italian movie and 
theatre audiences for her skillful dramatic and comedy portrayals, 
was too delighted to refuse. "Who could pass up a chance to work 
for Fellini?" she recalls.

Born Elena Greco in Milan,  the 28 year-old beauty has perhaps the 
liveliest part in the long-awaited new full-length Fellini film, his 
first since the acclaimed La Dolce Vita.  To fill out the role, the 
actress was required to add fifteen pounds quickly.

Prior to co-starring in this Embassy Pictures release with Academy 
Award nominee, for Levine's Divorce-Italian  Style,  Mastroianni, 
Claudia Cardinale and Anouk Aimee, Miss Milo appeared in 
Roberto Rossellini's Generale Delia Rovere and The Mirror has 
Two Faces.
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No Waste of Time For ‘8 ’  

Director
- reprinted from original 1963 Embassy Pictures Press Book

There's no such thing as wasted time for a film creator, if we are to 
believe Federico Fellini.

It was when,  having completed the "Temptation of Dr. Antonio" 
sequence of Levine's Boccaccio '70, Fellini decided to take his 
first vacation in seven years, that he got the inspiration for filming 
8 .

To "get away from it all," he went to an out-of-the-way thermal 
Spa in Italy,  where he was struck by what he calls the "larva-like 
community" and conceived the idea that this would be an ideal 
setting for a movie about a director pondering his next film.

The result - a year and a half later - was 8  starring Academy 
Award nominee for Divorce-Italian Style Marcello Mastroianni, 
Claudia Cardinale and Anouk Aimee. The film's title reflects 
Fellini's unceasing personalized effort since it refers to the total of 
his screen works (six features and three vignettes prior to 8  ).

Says Fellini,  regarding the conception of the idea for 8 ,  "Well,  it 
was the most profitable vacation I ever took, if not the most 
restful."

Fellini Fill-ins
- reprinted from original 1963 Embassy Pictures Press Book

Federico Fellini,  two-time Academy Award-winner (La Strada, 
Nights of Cabiria) again uses a most unusual aerial shot in the 
opening sequence of his new film, 8 .

Fellini's last world-wide success,  the controversial La Dolce Vita, 
opened with a shot of a religious statue soaring through the skies. 
The opening sequence of 8  shows actor Marcello Mastroianni 
effortlessly gliding through space in what later turns out to be a 
dream. Symbolically, he is drawn back to reality by a man pulling 
on a rope attached to his leg, as if he were a kite.
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Claudia Cardinale Sensual and 

Pure In Fellini Film
- reprinted from original 1963 Embassy Pictures Press Book

With her vibrant and classic beauty, Claudia Cardinale symbolizes 
the purity that men seek but cannot possess; such is her current 
screen role in 8 .

In less than five years,  Miss Cardinale, who made her way into 
films by winning "the most beautiful Italian girl in Tunis" contest, 
has become one of the most important new international stars on 
the screen.

8  marks her third appearance opposite Mastroianni and also her 
third role in an Embassy Pictures release. She previously was seen 
with Mastroianni in Levine's Bell' Antonio and in Big Deal on 
Madonna Street.  Embassy's The Love Makers paired her Jean-
Paul Belmondo.  Her screen credits also include Rocco and His 
Brothers and Girl With A Suitcase.

Miss Cardinale plays a dual role of a young actress and a girl who 
appears in Mastroianni's fantasies.

Fellini Directs ‘8 ’ As Artistic 

Creation
- reprinted from original 1963 Embassy Pictures Press Book

Strongly disagreeing with many of his contemporaries, Federico 
Fellini,  Italy's "maestro" of motion pictures, believes making a 
film is not a mechanical exercise. Rather,  it is an artistic creation 
into which he pours all of his talent,  energy,  creative skill and 
individualism. These traits are perhaps most evident in the Award-
winning   director's   newest   achievement, 8 .  The  title alone 
reflects the personalized efforts of Fellini, since it refers to the 
total number of his screen works.

A Fellini film is marked by the fine hand of the maestro; every 
scene, every character,  even every frame bears the personal stamp 
of his creative genius.

During the filming of 8 , Fellini demonstrated why his films are 
so much a part of him. He was everywhere‚ fixing lights,  applying 
make-up to his performers,  tending to sore throats,  manning 
cameras, providing dramatic coaching, even appearing in a scene 
and in general creating a truly Fellini film, in the tradition of La 
Dolce Vita and  Boccaccio '70.

Twice honored with Academy Awards for La Strada and Nights of 
Cabiria,  Fellini has also been responsible for such noted films as 
The Swindle, The White Shiek,  Love In The City and I Vitelloni, 
a drama that reflected on Fellini's own wastrel youth.

8  tells the story of a film director patterned after Fellini.

‘8 ’  Star, Mastroianni, Man of 

Many Loves
- reprinted from original 1963 Embassy Pictures Press Book

Marcello Mastroianni makes love to some 16 lovely ladies in 
Federico Fellini's newest screen sensation, 8  .  Co-starred with 
the Academy Award nominee (for Divorce-Italian Style) are 
Claudia Cardinale,  Anouk Aimee and Sandra Milo. Joseph E. 
Levine is presenting this latest effort from the creator of La Dolce 
Vita. 

In one of the erotic fantasy passages from the film, Mastroianni,  in 
the role of a film director patterned after Fellini himself, is bathed, 
cajoled, fed, worshipped, loved and fawned over by a bevy of 
beautiful women, all resigned to being his slave. When, however, 
the girls get out of hand,  he cracks a long black whip like an 
animal tamer quieting a cageful of angry tigers. According to 
Fellini,  "Every man who wants to dominate and be worshiped by 
beautiful women will identify himself and envy  Mastroianni  in  
this scene."

Mastroianni's many on camera loves in 8  prepare the actor for 
his next film in which he plays the title role,  "Casanova," a Joseph 
E. Levine-Carlo Ponti production.
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Versatile ‘8 ’ Star, Marcello 

Mastroianni, A Director's Actor
- reprinted from original 1963 Embassy Pictures Press Book

"I am a canvas upon which the director paints, determining the 
colors, style and emphasis of character," states Marcello 
Mastroianni, one of the most versatile and sought-after actors on 
the international cinema scene today and recent Academy Award 
nominee for his role in Divorce-Italian Style. Currently starring in 
Ferderico Fellini's acclaimed  new film,  8 , Mastroianni plays 
opposite screen beauties Claudia Cardinale, Anouk Aimee and 
Sandra Milo.

The actor's humble appraisal of his talents is made with conviction 
and without a trace of false modesty. This is his honest approach to 
his art,  an approach that has earned him top roles and many acting 
awards.

Refusing to be type-cast, he has demonstrated his wide-ranging 
ability in such films as Joseph E. Levine's Divorce-Italian Style, 
an Academy Award-winner (for best screenplay), for which he 
earned the Itailan Film Critics' Silver Ribbon as best actor as well 
as an Oscar nomination; La Dolce Vita,  Bell' Antonio,  Big Deal 
On Madonna Street,  La Notte, and most recently in Levine's The 
Law.

In 8  Mastroianni portrays a motion picture director, patterned 
after Fellini himself,  who experiences many erotic and thought-
provoking fantasies in an attempt to take stock of his life. In 
creating the role, the actor adopted many of Fellini's personal traits 
and even wore the director's famous battered hat.

Mastroianni, now at the peak of his career after having appeared in 
more than fifty films, constantly worries about over exposure and 
shys away from interviews for the press,  stating that the best 
communication with audiences is through his films.  As proof of 
this belief, he has already signed to star in two Levine-Carlo Ponti 
productions; he will play the title role in "Casanova," and will star 
opposite Academy Award-winning actress Sophia Loren in 
Yesterday, Today and Tomorrow.

Fellini's ‘8 ’ Reunites Many 

Screen Talents
- reprinted from original 1963 Embassy Pictures Press Book

Federico Fellini!s new film, 8 , was more like a reunion of old 
friends than a motion picture. 

Initially, this is the second teaming of Levine and Fellini, since 
they collaborated on Boccaccio '70, for which the director made 
the "Temptation of Dr.  Antonio" sequence. Two of the stars of the 
film, Marcello Mastroianni and Anouk Aimee,  played major roles 
in Fellini's La Dolce Vita,  and Mastroianni has appeared in such 
Levine films as Bell' Antonio, The Law and Divorce-Italian Style, 
which earned him an Oscar nomination.

Claudia Cardinale has starred with Mastroianni in Big Deal On 
Madonna Street and Bell' Antonio, as well as appearing in 
Levine's The Love-Makers.

The scenarists of 8  are the same three writers he used for La 
Dolce Vita,  and Nino Rota,  who scored this film, also penned the 
music for La Dolce Vita and Boccaccio '70.

Levine, Fellini, Team For 

Screen Success
- reprinted from original 1963 Embassy Pictures Press Book

Movie Impressario Joseph E. Levine decided to reunite with 
Federico Fellini and release the acclaimed film-makers newest 
work,  8 , before the film was even finished,  on the basis of the 
success of Levine's Boccaccio '70, for which Fellini directed the 
"Temptation of Dr. Antonio" sequence. 8 , already praised in 
Europe as a masterpiece, stars Marcello Mastroianni,  Claudia 
Cardinale, Anouk Aimee and Sandra Milo.

"Fellini is a genius," says Levine. "As far as I am concerned he 
can make a picture for me on any subject, anywhere, any time."

Oddly enough, Levine has been having tremendous success with 
films that bear a number for the title. Among these have been Two 
Women, and Boccaccio '70.
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"Fellini giveth and Fellini taketh away."

This adage might apply to Sandro Milo and Anouk Aimee 
who co-star with Marcello Mastroianni in the director's 
new film, 8 .

To play Mastroianni's mistress in this Embassy Pictures 
release, Sandra Milo was ordered to put on 15 pounds. But 
Anouk Aimee, portraying his wife, had to shed 15 pounds.

As Fellini summed it up, "It all evened up in the end."



Fellini’s ‘8 ’ Features Unusual 

Type-Casting
- reprinted from original 1963 Embassy Pictures Press Book

Famed film director Federico Fellini (La Dolce Vita,  Boccaccio 
'70) likes to people his movies with all kinds of characters taken 
from real life. In 8 , his latest film, Fellini assembled an array of 
professional and non-professional actors, many of whom are 
making their first appearance in front of the cameras.  On the 
professional side are Marcello Mastroianni,  winner of an Academy 
Award nomination for Divorce-Italian Style,  playing a film 
director patterned after Fellini, and Claudia Cardinale, Anouk 
Aimee, Sandra Milo,  Barbara Steele, Hedy Vessel, Rossella Falk 
and Madeleine Lebeau as the many  women  in  his life.

Among the non-pros are American opera singer Edra Gale,  who 
plays a roundish, hip-swivelling trollop called "La Saraghina;" 
writer Jean Rougeul plays a writer; liquor tycoon Guido Alberti 
plays a millionaire producer; writer Eugene Walter plays a 
journalist; stage actress Georgia Simmons, who starred on 
Broadway playing a grandmother in All The Way Home, plays 
Mastroianni's grandmother; and Jan Dallas and Vvonne Casadei, 
both ex-vaudevillians,  respectively play a mind-reader and a 
dancer.

‘8 ’  Director, Fellini Reveals 

Colorful Past
- reprinted from original 1963 Embassy Pictures Press Book

In his time,  director Federico Fellini, 43-year-old giant of the 
Italian cinema, has worked as a circus clown, animal tender, 
acrobat, cartoonist, magazine writer, gag writer,  radio soap-opera 
writer and vaudeville performer.

Fellini's first important job was drawing the Italian versions of the 
comic strips Flash Gordon, Mandrake the Magician and Buffalo 
Bill, after Mussolini banned their import from America, before the 
war.

Among his films are, The Swindle, The White Shiek, I Vitelloni, 
Love In The City, La Strada (an Academy Award winner), Nights 
of Cabiria (another Oscar winner),  La Dolce Vita and Boccaccio 
'70; the total number of his screen works (six features and three 
segments) plus this newest work create the title of the film, 8 .

‘8 ’  Director, Fellini Keeps 

Film A Secret
- reprinted from original 1963 Embassy Pictures Press Book

Unlike most movie directors,  Federico Fellini, the giant of Italian 
motion pictures,  is opposed to discussing his work while it is in 
progress. As a result, the plot of his latest effort, 8 , was shrouded 
in mystery during its filming.  The film stars Marcello Mastroianni, 
in the role of a director patterned after Fellini, and Claudia 
Cardinale, Anouk Aimee and Sandra Milo as the most prominent 
women in  his life.

When word got out that the two-time Academy Award winner was 
making his first feature-length movie since La Dolce Vita,  Rome's 
international press scurried to the set to find out more about the 
project.

They found the doors locked and the lucky few who gained 
admission learned precious little. The story began circulating 
around Rome that Fellini had marked his new film "Top Secret" 
and was deliberately refusing to meet the Press.

Fellini denied he had anything to hide,  but few believed him. The 
mystery about 8  grew when the director had a huge bizarre set 
built on a small island at the mouth of the Tiber River.  In a few 
weeks,  Fellini's set, a tremendous complex of steal tubing,  rose 
like a Tower of Babel above the flat countryside, causing local 
tongues to wag even faster.

The mystery lay in the nature of the movie itself,  which began 
with no real script. Fellini had a general idea for 8  and he 
commissioned his screen writers for La Dolce Vita, Brunello 
Rondi. Ennio Flaiano and Tullio Pinelli,  to prepare the screenplay. 
Each was given different parts to do without knowing what his 
collaborators were doing. In the end, Fellini changed everything 
around and spun the final script out of his head as shooting went 
along. Even the actors were in the dark much of the time, getting 
their lines each day as they reported to the set.

"We started out with an idea,  an idea of a man who is weak,  lost 
and confused," explains Fellini. "We wanted to probe his heart and 
soul and see what his passions and remorses were. This required 
almost continuous improvisation and on-the-spot changes."

"I have nothing against the press," he says, regarding his 
reluctance to meet newsmen during the filming. "But why should I 
talk about the film before it is even finished? Does a writer reveal 
the plot of his book before it is published? Or a poet? Therefore, 
why should a movie director give away the plot of his film before 
it is released?"
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Federico Fellini, Italy's famed director, who has parodied 
almost every facet of movie-making in his films, takes on an 
Alfred Hitchcock trademark in his newest effort,  8 .  Taking 
a cue from Hitchcock's fleeting personal appearances in his 
films, Fellini cast his own hand,  in a close-up,  cracking a 
whip for star Marcello Mastroianni, in an 8  sequence.
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Film Review
by VARIETY STAFF
January 1, 1963

ith 8  Federico Fellini tops even his trendsetting La Dolce 

Vita in artistry.  And he confirms himself one of the few 
undisputed masters of the visual-dramatic medium. For here is the 
author-director picture par excellence,  an exciting stimulating, 
monumental creation which is likely to unleash almost as many 
controversies and discussions as "Dolce Vita" did some time back.

Commercially,  Fellini's new film should fare royally almost 
wherever it is shown.

In style and cut, 8  once again shows Fellini well in advance of 
his times.  It is one of the most visually striking of all films, yet it 
has heart and an inner impact as well as an outside identification 
which distinguished its author's previous films as well. Like 
"Dolce Vita," this can (or must) be taken on several levels.

Basically,  it is the story of a 43-year old director's crucial visit to a 
health resort to cure an undetermined illness. At the spa,  he is 
confronted with a series of crises of a personal as well  as 
professional nature.  He is about to start a major film production, 
but totally lacks the inspiration for it. At the same time, he is 
worried about his physical condition,  is becoming bored by the 
voluptuous mistress he has brought along with him,  and 
disappointed by his wife's continued inability to understand him. 
All  the while,  he is hounded by production managers, would-be 
stars, scriptwriters, and the opportunist satellites which surround 
recognized film creators with false flattery and real pressure.

Flashbacks to his youth and flash-forwards in the form of day-
dreams illustrate the director's inner qualms and worries, resolved 

at the finale by his realization that, after all: "life is a feast; let's 
live it together," taking the good with the bad. The resulting 
catharsis is likely to spread to the audience as well in what is 
ultimately an optimistic film, and, as such,  a far cry from "Dolce 
Vita."

But the plot should not – or cannot – be told. Fellini was right in 
keeping it a secret until  the film's opening. For 8  defies telling or 
description. It is a 140-minute seance on the psychiatrist's couch, 
in which the author, though the director-star in the film, turns 
himself inside out,  confessing his innermost thoughts and 
problems, and finally reaching his apt conclusions. And all with 
the irreplaceable aid of the camera, here adroitly, inventively, 
dramatically used as it rarely has before. During his long seance, 
Fellini misses no trick in lashing out savagely at hypocrisy in 
every walk of life,  while building up a significant believable 
picture of crisis in creative man.

Once again,  Fellini gets top assistance from his large and colorful 
cast.  Marcello Mastroianni is excellent as the middle-aged 
director, often deliberately bearing an uncanny resemblance to 
Fellini himself (as the film itself shapes as Fellini's most 
autobiographic work to date).  Sandra Milo and Anouk Aimee fight 
it out for second honors, respectively as mistress and wife of the 
director, in two diametrically opposed but equally fine 
delineations.

Claudia Cardinale makes several strikingly effective appearances 
as Mastroianni's symbol of pure creation, while Barbara Steele, 
Madeleine Lebeau,  Guido Alberti, Giuditta Rissone,  Ros-sella 
Falk, Annibale Ninchi,  Cesarino Miceli Picardi,  and many many 
others help fill out one of the most colorful cast rosters ever put 
together.  Ian Dallas, as a magician, and Edra Gale, as a childhood 
apparition,  are probably the most memorable in this supporting 
cast.

A final nod must go to Tullio Pinelli,  Ennio Flaiano, and Brunello 
Rondi, whose assistance on the script has served Fellini  well, as 
well as to Piero Gherardi whose sets and costumes are again in the 
prize-winning class, and to Nino Rota, who has penned a haunting 
score for the picture.
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Film Review
by BOSLEY CROWTHER
June 26, 1963

you thought Federico Fellini's La Dolce Vita was a hard-
to-fathom film, random and inconclusive, wait until you 
see 8 , his latest.  It opened yesterday at the handsome 

new Festival Theater, on 57th Street West of Fifth Avenue, and at 
the Embassy on Seventh Avenue and 46th Street.

Here is a piece of entertainment that will really make you sit up 
straight and think, a movie endowed with the challenge of a 
fascinating intellectual game. It has no more plot than a horse race, 
no more order than a pinball machine, and it bounces around on 
several levels of consciousness, dreams, and memories as it details 
a man's rather casual psychoanalysis of himself.  But it  sets up a 
labyrinthine ego for the daring and thoughtful to explore, and it 
harbors some elegant treasures of wit and satire along the way.

Cannily, Mr. Fellini has chosen a character he knows as the subject 
of his introspection.  He has chosen a director of films. A person 
familiar with his nature might even suspect it is Mr. Fellini 
himself. And he has planted this character in a milieu of luxury 
and toil he knows so well that you sense that every detail of the 
canvas must be wrenched from his own experience.

The picture begins with this fellow sitting trapped in his car in a 
traffic jam, immobilized among a crowd of zombies that might be 
dead souls crossing the River Styx. Suddenly suffocating, he 
struggles wildly to be released. And the next thing—he's floating 
upward, out of the traffic jam and above a beach, where he is 
magically hauled back earthward by a kite-string tied to his leg.

Thus does Mr. Fellini notify us right away that he has embarked 
on a fanciful excursion with a man who has barely escaped death. 
By the obvious implications of his pictorial imagery this would be 
the only release from the stagnation and deadness he feels himself 
to be in.

Now the fellow comes to in bed in a luxurious health-resort hotel, 
attended by truculent physicians, needled by a nurse (who asks if 
she may borrow his typewriter), and watched by a hawk-like little 
man who turns out to be a scriptwriter waiting to go to work with 
him. Reality is reestablished. We are among the living now.

But not for long. And, indeed, there is some question as to whether 
Mr. Fellini sees the old and antiquated people he parades at this 
health resort as actually living creatures. May not they,  too, be 
dead and decayed, the relics and shells of a society that is 
struggling feebly and ironically to regain its health?

Anyhow, it  is in this environment that the fellow, who is now 
identified as a famous movie director,  tries to apply himself to 
preparing a new movie, while his mistress comes to stay nearby 
and swarms of idlers and job hunters persistently keep after him.

But,  alas, he cannot get going.  He is full of anxieties, doubts, and 
disbelief in the value of movies.  And, in this uncertain state, his 
mind takes to wandering off in memories and building fantasies.
He sees himself in his childhood. He visions painful experiences 
with priests. He goes from actual encounters with his mistress to 
recollections of his education in sex. The present, the past,  and 
wishful thinking are wryly and poignantly blurred.  (Last year we 
were at Marienbad, remember? Well, we're at Montecatini or some 
such place this year!)

However, Mr. Fellini does give us sufficient clues to the nature 
and problems of his fellow to lead us to understand – that is, if we 
have the patience and the prescience. And what we discover (at 
least, I do) is an outrageous egotist, a man of supreme romantic 
notions with a charmingly casual conceit who has been attended 
and spoiled by women ever since he was a tot.

One of the most delightful fabrications is a wild and robust fantasy 
in which the director sees himself as the master of a harem of all 
the women he has known (or desired) ordering them to do his 
bidding, slapping them with a whip, receiving their utter adulation 
in a state of complete harmony. And this is an adult variation of 
one of his cozy childhood memories.

Mr. Fellini has managed to compress so much drollery and wit, so 
much satire on social aberrations, so much sardonic comment on 
sex,  and, indeed,  when you come right down to it, even a bit of a 
travesty of Freud, that it pains me to note that he hasn't thought his 
film through to a valid end.

He has his erratic hero, whom Marcello Mastroianni plays in a 
beautifully bored and baffled fashion,  suddenly become aware that 
the trouble with him is that he has always taken but never given 
love. And when he grasps this, he is able to get all the people he 
knows to join hands and get ready to make a fine movie on the set 
of a rocket launching pad.

This is a romantic sidestep – as romantic as the whole film, the 
title of which, incidentally, means simply Mr. Fellini's Opus 8 . 
(This is his seventh full-length film; he has also made three 
shorts.) And it  leaves an uncomfortable feeling of letdown at the 
end.

But this is, in large part, compensated by much that is wonderful – 
by Mr. Fellini's tremendous pictorial poetry,  his intimations of 
pathos and longing, his skill with the silly and grotesque; by some 
splendid and charming performing – Sandra Milo as the mistress 
(she's a doll!),  Guido Alberti as a producer, Anouk Aimée as the 
director's jealous wife, Claudia Cardinale as a "dream girl," and 
many, many more.  There is also another delicious Nino Rota 
musical score.

So if Mr.  Fellini has not produced another masterpiece – another 
all-powerful exposure of Italy's ironic sweet life – he has made a 
stimulating contemplation of what might be called,  with equal 
irony, a sweet guy.

The English subtitles are good ones, but they miss the total 
substance of the Italian dialogue.

© Corinth Films, Inc. 2010
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ederico Fellini's 8  ranks among the most brilliant cinema 
works of our time,  an intellectual and artistic exercise of the 
first rank. Of its importance there can be little question: it is 

a masterwork of one of the great filmmakers,  his obviously 
definitive statement of creative doctrine. But it  is an "in" movie,  a 
strangely cold and uninvolving one for the non-devout. Dazzled by 
the technique and the mind in control of it, we watch and listen 
with fascination, captives for the duration.  And at the end we are 
instantly freed by the sudden realization that the heart has not been 
touched or the spirit moved.

8  – so titled because,  in addition to three "half" contributions to 
omnibus films, it is Fellini's seventh full-length movie – is highly 
autobiographical.  It tells of a film director unable to proceed with 
his next project, taking a rest cure at an infernolike spa,  badgered 
by all his associates and hangers-on, visited by his wife and 
mistress, pushed and pressured through the purgatories of memory 
and fantasy until, simultaneously, inspiration and resolution are 
achieved.  For the devout,  the cultists who are intimates of Fellini's 

personal and professional history, the film is obviously a total 
revelation of the master. For those of us who are but admirers of 
his work, it is as if we are eavesdropping on the psychoanalysis of 
a comparative stranger – and hearing nothing that makes us care 
very much about him.

This is no denigration of Marcello Mastroianni's impersonation – 
nay, creation – of the director or of Fellini's great achievement in 
putting on film a man's troubled mind, in blending memory, 
fantasy and reality with a matchless artistry.

Anselmi, the director, is caught in a traffic jam – but caught within 
his car, whose windows and doors refuse to open; suddenly he 
soars,  free and clear, only to find that a rope is on his ankle and he 
is being pulled, kitelike,  to earth; the lines of health-seekers at the 
spa parade like the damned – and how much of the illness is 
feigned? Memories crowd in – childhood on a farm, the wine 
festival and children’s bath, a boyhood induction into sex by a 
haggish harlot,  the degradation of punishment,  and a mother's 
rejection, a return to the harlot, who suddenly is beautiful, singly 
sweetly by the seashore.  The foolish mistress arrives, to be 
secreted in a lesser hotel; the too-knowing wife arrives with her 
entourage to question and remain unanswered.

In what is perhaps the wittiest and yet most human sequence, 
Anselmi, at a terrace table with his wife and sister-in-law, sees, to 
his annoyance,  his mistress arrive at a nearby table; his wife is 
only too aware of the situation.  He raises a newspaper in front of 
his face; suddenly his sister-in-law has vanished; his wife 
approaches his mistress and they talk as old friends and then dance 
charmingly together; Anselmi is suddenly lord of a harem, in 
impresario hat, with bullwhip and toga,  coddled and cared for by 
all the women of his desires, past and present, with his wife the 
willing hausfrau and houseworker for them all.

Throughout there is the dream girl – unmasked as a comparatively 
dull actress on the make; there is the Church,  seen in childhood as 
an instrument for humiliation,  encountered now as a Cardinal 
whose answers are enigmatic; there is the producer,  urging action 
and compromise, and the writer,  cynically nipping inspiration in 
the bud. And above all there are, as always with Fellini, the 
stunningly highlighted faces, the fleetingly glimpsed evils and 
virtues of the world as they pass in parades of human experience. 

And, as always,  the sophistication of Fellini sparkles in the finale, 
as the director realizes the wealth of his experience, the human 
involvement of his years.  All the people in his life descend from 
the huge film set (a skeletal gantry for the scheduled science-
fiction film he was to have made) and Anselmi orders them all to 
join hands and dance,  and he and his wife join the circle too,  as a 
pathetic circus band, led by a boy, pipes out the beat. Easy to say 
that the artist can function only as a part of humanity and as an 
active participant; cynical to say that life is a circus and, like it  or 
not, you join the dance.

The final message, embodied in the dance and the little circus boy, 
makes one remember the Perugino-angel girl at the end of La 
Dolce Vita – was she the virtue Marcello could not longer 
recognize or was she,  Lolita-like, another lure for the jaded man? 
That child and all the worldlings in that vast contemporary life 
embodied in La Dolce Vita linger long in memory; it is Fellini's 
technique and intellect that impress in his new work.
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Critic's Notebook: New Look at a 
Fellini Chef d'Oeuvre
By VINCENT CANBY
October 30, 1992

im the lights. Let the overture begin.  It's show time.  Federico 
Fellini's chef d'oeuvre, 8 , his elegant, busy, rambunctious 

circus of a movie,  is reopening today at the Film Forum in a new 
black-and-white print of silvery splendor.

This most grandly self-centered of movie extravaganzas hasn't 
aged a minute since its initial release here in the summer of 1963. 
Though its kaleidoscopic form now seems far less mysterious than 
it once did, 8  remains magical: a mid-20th-century equivalent to 
the glorious Mozart-Da Ponte "Don Giovanni," about an 
unrepentant rogue who,  like Fellini at the time, just happens to be 
43 years old and a hugely successful Italian film director. Guido 
Anselmi (Marcello Mastroianni) is a clown, a juggler, a magician 
and a tamer of wild beasts.

Though he's talented, celebrated,  envied by men and adored by 
women, all of whom he treats badly, poor Guido is to be pitied. 
He's due to start his new picture but is hopelessly blocked. He has 
gone off to a pricey turn-of-the-century spa to rest and take the 
waters.  Within hours of his arrival he is joined by his company of 
players: his producer, his screenwriter, his mistress,  his wife, 
actors,  actresses,  production assistants,  friends, enemies and 
clamorous hangers-on, including a tap-dancing sailor.  They are 
just part of his entourage. They are the living phantoms.

Also crowding in on Guido are ghosts from the past: his father and 
mother,  his own self as a little boy and as an adolescent, the priests 
who taught him the nature of sin and the creatures who embodied 
that nature. As if that weren't  enough, he is assaulted by the 
nightmares and revived by the fantasies of a possibly burned-out 
middle-aged man. Guido is in the throes of a DeMille-size nervous 
breakdown. He has lost touch.

To be rich and successful in Italy 30 years ago was to be 
embarrassingly bourgeois.  To be rich, successful and alienated was 
to be at the height of fashion. Think of L'Avventura (1961), La 
Notte (1962) and virtually everything Michelangelo Antonioni has 
made since. His films raise longueurs to an art form. They treat 
alienation with a kind of snobbish solemnity.  It's as if alienation 
signified both good breeding and a good bank account. In the 
cinema of Antonioni, alienation is the 20th-century equivalent of 
what in the 19th century was called melancholia,  something that 
only the rich could afford to catch,  much less indulge. Fellini's 
work is something else. It's about the aristocracy of talent. It's as 
poetic as Antonioni's and far more skeptical.

Three years before he made 8 , Fellini defined this romantic bind 
in La Dolce Vita, but with a satirist's eye.  The souls in "La Dolce 
Vita" are no less alienated than those in any Antonioni film, but 
they have a lot more fun.  They stay up all night, jump into 
fountains, make love and career around Rome in black tie,  haute 
couture and sports cars as long as stretch limos. Their boredom at 
dawn is the hangover from hell.

In La Dolce Vita,  Fellini looks at life through the alternately enchanted 
and bewildered person of an outsider, the reporter played by Mr. 
Mastroianni. There is no observer in 8 , or so it would seem.  The film 
is the first-person vision of Guido, the film maker who is the surrogate 
for Fellini, who is making a film about a film maker making a film. 
Chinese boxes within boxes. Here is personal cinema that sets 
standards not even Ingmar Bergman,  Francois Truffaut or more 
recently,  Woody Allen has ever achieved. The most personal Bergman, 
Truffaut and Allen films (even the current "Husbands and Wives") seem 
to be considerations of relationships seen in retrospect. 8  has the 
excitement and the volatility of something recorded as it is 
happening.

Yet one reads the biographical details and concerns of 8  at  a certain 
risk. Probably even Fellini doesn't now know how much of the film 
comes directly from life, how much is a projection of events suggested 
by life and how much is the result of other influences. Alberto Moravia 
was apparently sure that "Ulysses" was one of Fellini's inspirations, 
though Fellini says he's never read James Joyce.
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‘8 ’ Turns 30
by WARREN SONBERT
January 14, 1993

fitting tribute to its 30th birthday, a new print of 
Federlco Feliini's superb 8  will surface for a week's 
run  at the Castro, January 15-21.  For those who've 

never experienced this magic visual feast, this is a perfect 
opportunity for initiation.

After the huge international success of the film-maker's previous 
La Dolce Vita the movie public awaited this new work with giddy 
anticipation. Though some were challenged by Fellini's free-
wheeling thematic and technical innovations, the public wasn't 
disappointed.  Disjointed and doggedly plotless – as the film a bit 
too frequently reminds us – 8  concerns world-famous director 
Guido's (Marcello Mastroianni) attempts to create a new film 
based on his personal fears, dreams, fantasies,  memories, 
hallucinations, friends and lovers.

If the strongest calling card of Fellini's previous masterpiece, La 
Dolce-Vita,  remains in effect in 8  – that is,  its exposure of the 
vacuity of cafe high-society – then present,  too,  in 8  are the 
seeds of lesser films to come, namely Juliet of the Spirits and 
Satyricon. The deluded mysticism of the former and the noisy 
disarray of the latter all  too frequently leave their mark on 8 . But 
these minor indulgences are balanced in the  film with a charged 
and magical vision so unique for its time that the film became an 
instant enigma. There is good reason why it won the 1963 
Academy Award for Best Foreign Film.

Misogynist Streak

Seeing Feliini's films of the '60s today is a decidedly double-edged 
experience. One can't help but notice their unmistakable tendency 
toward misogyny. I began thinking of this recently when I saw La 
Dolce Vita again in the Castro's worthy Cinemascope series, 8  
carries this tendency to outrageous extremes, especially in the 
legendary harem scene in which all  the women in Guido's life – 
wife, mistress and even the casually observed companions of other 
men – cook, scrub ,  floors, bathe and powder their keeper,  only to 
enjoy being whipped for his delectation. In 1963 such a scene 
went by with nary a disapproving glance; today it's more likely to 
be greeted with disdain. The machismo of the Italian male was 
given force of nature, even as late as the mid-'60s. In La Dolce 
Vita,  the "good" party, the intellectual one,  as opposed to the 
orgies and aristo-snob feats, had clear audience-identity figures, 
men positive in appearance and outlook, sprouting off 
unashamedly about Asian women being more desirable because 
they know their place and make love in predictably submissive 
fashion. Every one at this gathering applauds these platitudes, 
including the women.

By announcing all this,  I am hardly declaring myself a card-
carrying feminist. But clearly a lot has gone down the pike in the 
last three decades and even the most apolitical of us have 
developed sensitivity to women's issues. Hence,  our developed 
political awareness has made us look differently at the once 

irrepressibly charming Mastroianni in La Dolce Vita when he 
beats and slaps women, humiliates them and generally abuses the 
huge feminine wing of the cast. Even though the film ends with 
his dissolution, he's still the hero, the intellectual center of the film 
and,  despite his centrality, his brutal acts' are never addressed or 
condemned. 8  extends that attitude making the pleasures of the 
film decidedly mixed.

Masterpiece Non Pareil

Fellini's blind spots aside,  there's no denying that a virtuoso is at 
the helm of this film: The odd framings,  the carefully delineated 
gargoyles clustered in off-beat compositions, the frequent shiftings 
of focal lengths and camera angles, the fluid movement between 
subjective and objective perspectives, all bespeak a unique and 
patterned reality that could only be Feliini's. His very name 
conjures a world like no other filmmakers,  a world of windy 
beaches, sad clowns and lowly entertainers.

At its richest,  8  derives its exquisite strength from an assured 
and measured control of space. A character's entrance or screen 
position is more important,  ultimately, than his/her "ideas," since 
not one of the many,  many people in this film is a character or has 
ideas.  Fellini's cast is little more than a series of pegs upon which 
he hangs his phobias and enchantments. I'm not complaining. The 
big showpieces never fail to exude a dazzling kinetic involvement: 
the whore-witch Saraghina's sandy dance of schoolboy seduction; 
the world-weary glimpses of chic nightclubs and cafes; the 
gathering of discordant personae in hotel lobbies; the magical 
opening dream sequence. These scenes work because they are 
shaped and propelled by a quicksilver sleight-of-hand that delights 
in filmic choreography of the most distinctive and visceral sort.

The unforgettable elements of this film – Mastroianni's alienated 
lead, Piero Gherardi's spacey costumes,  Gianni Di Venanzio's fluid 
black and while cinematography and Nino Rota's score – coalesce 
into a haunting, unforgettable film experience, the movie 
equivalent of Giorgio de Chirico's otherworldy dreamscapes and 
Salvador Dali's melting clocks. Whatever quibbles accumulate to 
preclude a complete embrace,  8  is still a great movie,  a tour de 
force not to be missed.
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Fellini’s ‘8 ’ is Good As New
by EDWARD GUTHMANN
January 15, 1993

oday, 30 years after its initial release,  the wonders of 
Federico Fellinl's 8  are still intact.  Audacious and self-
indulgent, a multi-ringed, autobiographical circus about the 

inner life of a creatively blocked artist, 8  is one of the greatest 
films ever made. It opens today at the Castro, with a new 35mm 
print, for a one-week-run.

Like Max Ophuls’ Lola Montes, with which it shares a life-as-
circus metaphor as well as a fascination with gliding, swirling 
camera moves, 8  is largely a celebration of film making – 
ironically,  in this case, since its subject is the unremitting torture 
of creative drought.

Fellinl's alter ego is Guldo Anselmi (Marcello Mastroianni), a 
graying, 43-year-old film maker given to dark glasses and 
undertaker suits. Internationally celebrated, but crippled by self-
doubt and middle-age ennui, Guido retires to a turn-of-the-century 
thermal spa as the film begins, hoping to channel newfound 
inspiration.

Hazards of Profession

Instead, he's surrounded and bombarded by the hazards of his 
profession: culture-vulture fans with stupid questions; malicious-
magpie reporters; an arrogant,  money-grubbing producer (Guido 
Alberti); an Intellectual writer/colleague (Jean Rougeul) who 
undermines Guldo's self-confidence by dismissing his ideas as 
banal; and,  most memorably, a stream of voluptuous actresses (the 
kind we now call Felliniesque),  each of them hungry for a part in 
Guldo's next film.

Everybody wants a piece of Guido, including his busty,  dim-witted 
mistress, Carla (Sandra Milo), his mannish, overlooked wife Luisa 
(a deglamorized Anouk Almee), and a series of ghosts that; appear 
in flashbacks and dreams; the angel/muse (Claudia Cardinal) who 
inspires him but remains out of reach; Guido himself as a boy and 
an adolescent; the priests who fed his notions of sin and shame; 
the fleshy village tramp (Edra Gale) who embodied carnal desire; 
and his mother and father,  who materialize briefly,  largely to 
reinforce their son's guilt and to mock his fear of death.

Interior Kaleidoscope

Radical for its time (1963), 8  is structured in such a way that we 
never know where Guido's "reality" ends and his interior 
kaleidoscope of dreams, hallucinations and memory begins. Fellini 
luxuriates in the suppleness of that conceit: In the first scene, 
Guido sits mutely in stalled traffic, and then levitates into the sky. 
Is he an angel? Or a man experiencing his own spiritual death?     

When he comes back to earth,  and checks into the spa, we don't 
know where we are: in Guido's past, his dream-life, or an 

imagined scenario for his next film. Later, when Guido enters a 
large steam bath filled with old men in matching towels — 
purgatory, we presume — he asks a wizened "eminence" the secret 
of happiness. "Who says you were put on this earth to be happy?" 
the old man asks in response. 
Whereas Guido is frozen by self-doubt, Fellini seems newly born. 
8  is bursting with ideas and creative fever – the work of a man 
who had signed a new pact of complicity with his muses,  and 
given them free rein. Help along the way came from Nino Rota, 
whose charming, buoyant score is still  imitated today,  and from 
Gianni Di Venanzo, whose black-and-white photography and 
gorgeous lighting seem fresh and original.

It's an amazing film, and one of the most influential ever made. 
Woody Allen copied it  with his self-loathing Stardust Memories 
(1980), as did Paul Mazursky with his second film, Alex in 
Wonderland (1970), in which Fellini made a cameo appearance. 
Bob Fosse made his 8  with All That Jazz (1979),  the story of a 
choreographer's personal descent, and borrowed Fellini's angel/
muse concept,  refiguring her with his then-girlfriend Jessica 
Lange.  And don't forget Tommy Tune,  who adapted Fellini's 
classic for his Broadway musical "Nine."

Clearly, Fellini tapped into something vital about creative anguish 
and the struggle that any artist endures in taming his imagination 
and making sense of his life. In Fellini's own words,  the film is 
"more than a confession – it's my testament."
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‘8 ’: The Movie You Love To Hate
by HAL HINSON
February 26, 1993

1964, when Dwight MacDonald reviewed Federico 
Fellini's 8  for Esquire,  he called it the Italian maestro's 
"obvious masterpiece." Today, as the film approaches its 

30th anniversary with a spanky new 35mm print,  that evaluation 
still sounds about right – perhaps even more so than when 8  was 
first released.

Of course,  MacDonald intended for "obvious" to serve a double 
meaning.  And he used the term "masterpiece" as if it set his ornery 
teeth on edge. "Fellini has made a movie," he wrote, "that I can't 
see any way not to recognize as a masterpiece."

Not appreciate. Recognize, as if he had to squint and put on his 
glasses.

And yet MacDonald's grudging faint praise isn't merely a case of 
critical distemper. He'd hit on something fundamental,  not just 
about 8  but about all of Fellini – that he is that rare sort of artist 
who can be loved, revered and just barely tolerated, all at the same 
time.

What we just barely tolerate in this chronologically numbered, 
blatantly autobiographical opus is the shamelessly overluscious 
"Italian-ness" of it – the priests and the nuns, all  that symbolism 
and emotionalism and chicly weary self-absorption – a trait that 
through the lead character of Guido,  his alter ego and filmmaker 

without a clue, Fellini parodies with one brush stroke and indulges 
with the next.

Also on this list of negatives is his sentimentality, and his tendency 
to substitute his trademark mannerisms – his auteur's stamp – for 
true substance,  and cover his deficiencies with his astounding 
sense of visual lyricism and romance.

Yet, still, what beautiful mannerisms, what lyricism and romance.

Never again was Fellini as successful as he was here in his use of 
film as a theater for soul-searching.  Loaded with self-referential 
detail, 8  is the director's self-mocking chronicle of his inability 
to come up with a worthy subject for his next film.  Guido is dried 
up as an artist,  and spent as a man.  And so lacking a true subject or 
thematic direction, he turns inward, focusing on his emptiness 
(which out of vanity he mistakes for depth) and his suffering,  most 
of which is self-inflicted.

With gray streaking his hair,  a black hat, black suit and black-
rimmed glasses,  Marcello Mastroianni plays Guido (and for once 
the verb fits perfectly) as Fellini, down to the last detail, and from 
the outset it's clear that he is an irresistible weakling,  a pampered 
mama's boy and a lout – self-proclaimed! Which is supposed to 
make him all the more adorable.

Has there ever been a filmmaker who got more pleasure out of 
hating his weaknesses than Fellini? Or displayed them with greater 
pride and verve? Fellini hates Guido (and Guido hates himself) for 
the lies he tells his wife (Anouk Aimee), his mistress (Sandra 
Milo) and the rest of his harem of women (including Claudia 
Cardinale) who clutter up his life and make it impossible for him 
to create his greatest, most personal, most definitive work.

The irony of course is that Fellini is in the process of creating the 
very sort of sweeping, ground-clearing work that is beyond the 
talents of his own feeble stand-in. Structurally, the film has been 
much imitated – by Woody Allen in Stardust Memories, for 
example, which stole its basic premise – but no other filmmaker 
(with the possible exception of Cocteau) has been able to move as 
easily back and forth in time, to range from childhood to the 
present, or shuttle as seamlessly between dreams, fantasies and 
reality as Fellini does here.

Guido is an artist in extremis. Feeling the need to purge himself 
and escape into his art, Guido goes to a fashionable spa for their 
mineral water cure.  Once he's arrived, though, he's clawed at 
everywhere he goes by producers, hangers-on, starlets, friends and 
foes alike, all of whom want to know when he's going to tell them 
something about the breakthrough film they're supposed to be 
making.

They wait throughout the entire picture while Guido squirms and 
equivocates, until out of desperation he grasps at the closest, 
easiest solution.  Fellini's final stab at resolution at the movie's end 
comes dangerously close to trashing the flashes of genuine 
brilliance and insight that had come before.  It was then – and still 
is now – a facile, unsupported ending. Instead of forcing this 
phony family-of-man finale on us, he might have left us alone with 
Guido and all he has left, himself and his charming, ludicrous 
suffering, the clown and his circus of pain.
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‘8 ’: Back To The Future
by DESSON HOWE
February 26, 1993

lways feeding directly on his experiences for material, 
Federico Fellini had an autobiographical binge with 8 .  The 
1963 movie – which marked eight and a half movies for 

Fellini (seven solos, three collaborations) – was the director's 
unabashed gaze into the mirror.

A vivid interspersing of fantasy and satire,  it reflected ironically 
on Fellini's career – with Marcello Mastroianni as his alter ego.  Its 
entrancing combination of technical virtuosity and modish 
psychology won Fellini his third Academy Award for best foreign 
language film.

Now, repeat-viewers and first timers can view the restored black-
and-white classic, with 30 years of available hindsight. Its 
narcissistic themes – daringly indulgent then – now seem 
commonplace. The movie has been paid homage countless times, 
most notably in Woody Allen's Stardust Memories. Yet, you might 
just warm to that oldtime smoothness, fluidity and la dolce vita 
lifestyle.

In the story,  film director Mastroianni has come to a spa to revive 
his creativity.  His next project is due. His life is beset with 
collaborators,  mistresses and other hangers on. His producer and 
his writer wait for a concept.  Various actresses and starlets – 
including then-hot Claudia Cardinale – wait for their promised 
parts. And his wife, Anouk Aimee, realizes how far the married 
couple has drifted apart.

Stumbling through this miasma, Mastroianni begins to examine 
his life. He's incapable of making sensible choices where people 
are concerned. He is also continuously haunted by memories from 
his recent past and his childhood. Mastroianni is increasingly 
aware he has everything – and nothing – to say.

There are so many elements to savor. Mastroianni is an arthouse 
icon, as he continuously peers over sunglasses to relive memories, 
then pushes them back up to deal with oppressive reality.  As his 
estranged wife, Aimee is another icon – unsuccessfully hiding her 
beauty behind bookish spectacles.

But Fellini's fluid choreography of music and image is the main 
appeal.  In one beautiful scene the camera glides breathtakingly 
through a steam-room transom to catch a beak-nosed, naked 
cardinal as he lectures to Mastroianni. "There is no salvation 
outside the church," says the old man,  absurdly imperious behind 
the modest shroud held up by his attendants. And in one of the 
movie's many childhood flashbacks,  buxom beach resident 
"Saraghina" does impromptu, erotic rumbas for the young 
Mastroianni. If 8  seems stuck in the early 1960s, it's only 
superficially so.  Somehow, the movie is more than the dated crisis 
of a naval-contemplating artist.  It's about the inability in all of us 
to make sense of our lives, put it all  together and come up with 
something meaningful.
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March 26 - April 1,1993

or more than half my life,  this has been one of the films of 
my life – and the movie I've measured every other movie 
against. Even so,  I'd forgotten how good it is.  This mint-

condition print wipes clean the 30 years that have intervened since 
Federico Fellini first  committed his fever dream to film: 
contemporary movies date badly by comparison.  Boil the story 
down to its essentials and… guess what?  It disappears! It's one 
man's great love sonnet to everything that is "inessential" about 
life: the torrent of interruptions, the furious energy with which life 
conspires to give us the lives we need while we're (too busily) 
planning the lives we think we want. Marcello Mastroianni is in his 
glory as Guido,  the beleaguered "movie director" at the heart of 
this maelstrom; he plans a movie that has no plot, and meanwhile, 
he's the star of one. He fails at the one he wants to make; he has a 
spiritual breakthrough when he accepts the one his unseen maker 
has made for him. It's a lovely parable, the same epiphany that 
prompts so many people to fall in love with the Capra movie It's a 
Wonderful Life, but etched as it is with the sharp lines of Fellini's 
mental crow quill, 8  is as equal to the sorrow of that discovery as 
it is to the joy. What's more (and here's a Shakespearean 
breakthrough that rebuilt cinema),  Fellini, in the moonlight of his 
genius, endows the movie camera with a power it never had before: 
the power of metaphor; we see a movie producer, his plump body 
draped in steambath towels, and in the same instant see a Roman 
senator; we look at a sad, embittered screenwriter crumpled in a 
chair, and in the same instant see the ailing Roman cardinal he has 
always been, in essence,  but never sees in himself. We are always in 
two worlds at once in this movie, and both are true. 

_____________________________________________________

ew films have had the impact of Federico Fellini's 8 .

When it was first released in the summer of 1963, it  was 
universally accepted as a masterpiece that expanded the 
possibilities of the art form - a movie as stylistically revolutionary 
as Birth of a Nation or Citizen Kane.

And yet the years have not been all that kind to the film. Its critical 
reputation has shrunk,  and it has been perhaps the least revived of 
all the "great" films.

Audiences have recoiled from the kind of personal filmmaking it 
represents,  and its kaleidoscopic visual effects have been copied so 

many times that they have been dulled in our memory, making it 
seem a cliché of the '60s.

Seeing it for the first time in many years – from a gorgeous new 
black-and-white print struck for its 30th anniversary – makes me 
realize how monstrously unfair this reputation is.

The film,  which moves into a three-day run at the Neptune today, 
not only more than holds its own after three decades,  it seems 
remarkably fresh and original – a work whose unique virtues have 
been enhanced by the passage of lime.

8  revolves around the plight of Guido Amselmi (Marcello 
Mastroianni), a 43-year-old, Fellini like Italian movie director and 
womanizer who has become creatively blocked - on a massive 
scale – while in the midst of making some vague, 
semiautobiographical film epic. (The title,  8  refers to the number 
of films Fellini had made up to that point in his career.)

The film opens and closes with its two most famous scenes – an 
eerie dream sequence in which Guido escapes from a car trapped 
in a traffic jam and floats into the sky,  and a bizarre, circuslike 
finale on a science-fiction movie set,  in which all the characters of 
the director's life join hands in a merry curtain call.

In between,  most of the film takes place in a plush spa where the 
director has gone to escape the pressures on him, only to be joined 
there by his mistress, his wife, his wife's relatives,  and every one 
involved in the abortive movie, from his overbearing producer and 
arrogant scriptwriter to a host  of aspiring actors, technicians and 
technical experts. (There are more than 70 speaking parts in the 
138-minute film.)

The more Guido struggles to answer the questions and demands of 
all these people – and increasingly struggles with his fear that he is 
an artistic fraud – the more his crisis deepens. And the more 
desperate he becomes, the more Fellini cross-cuts the linear 
narrative with Guido's fantasies, dreams, hopes, doubts and 
memories.

The amazing thing about the movie is how extraordinarily well it 
works, how seamless and satisfying it is for the audience to be 
both inside and outside this character. 8  is not only a funny, fast-
moving look inside the frustratingly collaborative movie-making 
process, it is the most successful effort ever to create a true stream-
of-consciousness movie: the cinematic equivalent of James Joyce.

The critics of the '60s had never seen anything like this in 
commercial cinema (and the film was commercial – a huge hit all 
over the world, including Seattle, where it played for months at the 
Varsity Theater).  Many were sure it would lead to a new era of 
personal cinematic expression, a golden age in which film would 
usurp the novel as literature's most intimate form of 
communication.

It didn't happen. The film's devices were copied hundreds of times, 
but no one has been able to get the formula right, to walk that fine 
line between the real and surreal,  revealing the landscape^ of the 
human mind without seeming self-indulgent or just plain boring. 
So, in a way, 8  was a freak, a one-time cultural event that sprang 
miraculously out of the audacity of the '60s,  a masterpiece that 
could not be re-created, even by Fellini himself.
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May 28, 2000 

he conventional wisdom is that Federico Fellini went wrong 

when he abandoned realism for personal fantasy; that starting 
with La Dolce Vita (1959), his work ran wild through jungles 

of Freudian,  Christian, sexual and autobiographical images. The 
precise observation in La Strada (1954) was the high point of his 
career,  according to this view, and then he abandoned his 
neorealist roots.  La Dolce Vita was bad enough,  8  (1963) was 
worse,  and by the time he made Juliet of the Spirits (1965), he 
was completely off the rails. Then all is downhill, in a career that 
lasted until 1987,  except for Amarcord (1974), with its memories 
of Fellini's childhood; that one is so charming that you have to 
cave in and enjoy it, regardless of theory.

This conventional view is completely wrong.  What we think of as 
Felliniesque comes to full flower in La Dolce Vita and 8 .  His 
later films, except for Amarcord,  are not as good, and some are 
positively bad, but they are stamped with an unmistakable maker's 
mark.  The earlier films, wonderful as they often are, have their 
Felliniesque charm weighted down by leftover obligations to 
neorealism.

The critic Alan Stone, writing in the Boston Review, deplores 
Fellini's "stylistic tendency to emphasize images over ideas." I 
celebrate it. A filmmaker who prefers ideas to images will never 
advance above the second rank because he is fighting the nature of 
his art. The printed word is ideal for ideas; film is made for 
images, and images are best when they are free to evoke many 
associations and are not linked to narrowly defined purposes.  Here 
is Stone on the complexity of 8 : "Almost no one knew for sure 
what they had seen after one viewing." True enough. But true of 
all great films, while you know for sure what you've seen after one 
viewing of a shallow one.

8  is the best film ever made about filmmaking. It is told from the 
director's point of view, and its hero, Guido (Marcello 
Mastroianni), is clearly intended to represent Fellini. It begins with 

a nightmare of asphyxiation, and a memorable image in which 
Guido floats off into the sky,  only to be yanked back to earth by a 
rope pulled by his associates, who are hectoring him to organize 
his plans for his next movie. Much of the film takes place at a spa 
near Rome, and at the enormous set Guido has constructed nearby 
for his next film, a science fiction epic he has lost all interest in.

The film weaves in and out of reality and fantasy. Some critics 
complained that it was impossible to tell what was real and what 
was taking place only in Guido's head, but I have never had the 
slightest difficulty, and there is usually a clear turning point as 
Guido escapes from the uncomfortable present into the 
accommodating world of his dreams.

Sometimes the alternate worlds are pure invention, as in the 
famous harem scene where Guido rules a house occupied by all of 
the women in his life–his wife,  his mistresses, and even those he 
has only wanted to sleep with. In other cases,  we see real 
memories that are skewed by imagination. When little Guido joins 
his schoolmates at the beach to ogle the prostitute Saraghina,  she 
is seen as the towering, overpowering, carnal figure a young 
adolescent would remember. When he is punished by his priests of 
his Catholic school,  one entire wall is occupied by a giant portrait 
of Dominic Savio,  a symbol of purity in that time and place; the 
portrait, too large to be real, reflects Guido's guilt that he lacks the 
young saint's resolve.

All of the images (real, remembered, invented) come together 
into one of the most tightly structured films Fellini made. The 
screenplay is meticulous in its construction – and yet,  because 
the story is about a confused director who has no idea what he 
wants to do next, 8  itself is often described as the flailings of 
a filmmaker without a plan. "What happens," asks a Web-based 
critic,  "when one of the world's most respected directors runs 
out of ideas, and not just in a run-of-the-mill kind of way, but 
whole hog, so far that he actually makes a film about himself 
not being able to make a film?" But 8  is not a film about a 
director out of ideas – it is a film filled to bursting with 
inspiration. Guido is unable to make a film, but Fellini 
manifestly is not.
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Mastroianni plays Guido as a man exhausted by his evasions, lies 
and sensual appetites. He has a wife (Anouk Aimee), chic and 
intellectual, who he loves but cannot communicate with, and a 
mistress (Sandra Milo),  cheap and tawdry,  who offends his taste 
but inflames his libido. He manages his affairs so badly that both 
women are in the spa town at the same time, along with his 
impatient producer, his critical writer, and uneasy actors who hope 
or believe they will be in the film. He finds not a moment's peace. 
"Happiness," Guido muses late in the film,  "consists of being able 
to tell the truth without hurting anyone." That gift has not been 
mastered by Guido's writer, who tells the director his film is "a 
series of complete senseless episodes," and "doesn't have the 
advantage of the avant-garde films, although it has all of the 
drawbacks."

Guido seeks advice. Aged clerics shake their heads sadly and 
inspire flashbacks to childhood guilt. The writer, a Marxist,  is 
openly contemptuous of his work.  Doctors advise him to drink 
mineral water and get rest, a lot of rest.  The producer begs for 
quick rewrites; having paid for the enormous set, he insists that it 
be used. And from time to time Guido visualizes his ideal woman, 
who is embodied by Claudia Cardinale: cool, comforting, 
beautiful,  serene, uncritical, with all the answers and no questions. 
This vision, when she appears,  turns out to be a disappointment 
(she is as hopeless as all of the other actors), but in his mind he 
transforms her into a Muse, and takes solace in her imaginary 
support.

Fellini's camera is endlessly delighting. His actors often seem to 
be dancing rather than simply walking. I visited the set of his

Satyricon, and was interested to see that he played music during 
every scene (like most Italian directors of his generation, he didn't 
record sound on the set but post-synched the dialogue). The music 
brought a lift and subtle rhythm to their movements.  Of course 
many scenes have music built into them: In 8 ,  orchestras,  dance 
bands and strolling musicians are seen, and the actors move in a 
subtly choreographed way, as if they're synchronized. Fellini's 
scores,  by Nino Rota,  combine snatches of pop tunes with dance 
music, propelling the action.

Few directors make better use of space. One of his favorite 
techniques is to focus on a moving group in the background and 
track with them past foreground faces that slide in and out of 
frame. He also likes to establish a scene with a master shot,  which 
then becomes a closeup when a character stands up into frame to 
greet us. Another technique is to follow his characters as they 
walk, photographing them in three-quarter profile,  as they turn 
back toward the camera.  And he likes to begin dance sequences 
with one partner smiling invitingly toward the camera before the 
other partner joins in the dance.

All  of these moves are brought together in his characteristic 
parades. Inspired by a childhood love of the circus, Fellini used 
parades in all his films–not structured parades but informal ones, 
people moving together toward a common goal or to the same 
music,  some in the foreground, some farther away. 8  ends with a 
parade that has deliberate circus overtones,  with a parade of 
musicians, major characters, and the grotesques, eccentrics and 
"types" that Fellini loved to cast in his films.

I have seen 8  over and over again,  and my appreciation only 
deepens.  It does what is almost impossible: Fellini is a magician 
who discusses,  reveals,  explains and deconstructs his tricks,  while 
still fooling us with them. He claims he doesn't know what he 
wants or how to achieve it,  and the film proves he knows exactly, 
and rejoices in his knowledge.
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It's the idea that every creative person ponders when they have run 
out of ideas: "Why don't I a make a (movie/novel/song/play/
commercial/DVD review) about the making of a (movie/novel/
song/play/commercial/DVD review)?" It's a knee-jerk instinct of 
desperation, wisely discarded as quickly it is conceived, dismissed 
as a selfish therapy too inaccessible, too indulgent.

When it  comes to indulgence — at least in terms of cinematic 
expression — no artist excels like Italian director Federico Fellini, 
a visionary so unique and bold his very name has been 
appropriated as a descriptive term for images and events evoking 
his distinctively Felliniesque style.  When confronted with his own 
instance of creative stymie following the great success of his 1960 
masterpiece La Dolce Vita,  Fellini did not shy away from this self-
reflexive impulse to explore on film the fears that blocked his 
ideas.  The result is as postmodern as they get: a movie about the 
making of a movie that is, in fact,  that very movie. As convoluted 
as it could have been, 1963's 8 , is a breathtaking masterpiece of 
self-indulgence and narcissism that is yet,  somehow in its 
masturbatory way, completely accessible and empathetic, not to 
mention stunningly beautiful.

Marcello Mastroianni stars as Guido,  a famous Italian filmmaker 
on the verge of directing a film he has not yet written.  He 
withdraws to a tony spa for space, but is besieged by needy agents, 
actors,  performers and producers, as well as hounded by acolytes 
and critics, and caught between his mistress, his wife,  and all of 
the other women floating through his life and mind. Guido slips in 
and out of memories, fantasies, nightmares and realities,  seeking a 
purity which only exists in the memories and mind of an artist.

In many ways the European art film that common American 
audiences fear, 8  is more poem than narrative,  refusing 

conventional storytelling rules for a stream-of-thought pattern of 
scenes.  But Fellini is, at heart, a populist, and even when he slips 
into potentially obscure dream sequences, such as the one that 
opens the film, the imagery is not cerebral but emotional, easily 
felt if not intellectually decipherable.  Just as Guido must learn to 
surrender to his ideas without deconstructing them, so must an 
audience enjoy Fellini's wild visions for their physical beauty and 
visceral provocations.

Mastroianni gives another masterful performance as Fellini's alter-
ego,  following his role in La Dolce Vita.  Suave and seemingly 
unflappable, Mastroianni also always seems on the edge of crisis, 
resigned to destruction with a cool smirk. The women in Guido's 
life are vividly and memorably portrayed by Sandra Milo (Carla, 
the mistress),  Anouk Amiee (Luisa, the wife), Claudia Cardinale 
(Claudia/the Girl  of the Spring), Barbara Steele (Gloria,  the 
brooding flirt),  and the unforgettable Eddra Gale (La Saraghina, 
the wild dancing whore).

Disc One

8  is given a typically reverent presentation by Criterion, 
gloriously restored with an excellent black-and-white anamorphic 
transfer (1.85:1) worthy of the standard set by Warner's celebrated 
Citizen Kane. Audio is in Dolby Digital 1.0. The additional 
commentary cobbles together scholarly insights from on-set 
documentarian Gideon Bachmann and NYU film professor 
Antonio Mondo,  which are interspersed with a screen-specific 
essay read by actress Tanya Zaicon.  And director Terry Gilliam 
(Brazil, 12 Monkeys) delivers an effusive Introduction (7:30), 
explaining how 8  impacted his own distinctive cinematic vision 
and his perspective on the chaotic process through which movies 
are made.

A CORINTH FILMS INC. RELEASE © Corinth Films, Inc. 2010

FEDERICO FELLINI’S



DVD Journal

8 : The Criterion Collection - Pt 2
by GREGORY P. DORR
December 2001

Disc Two

The supplemental disc features almost three hours of extra 
material:

Fellini: A Director's Notebook (50:59) is a television special made 
for NBC in 1969 during which Fellini leads host Peter Goldfarb 
on a tour of ideas for past and future films, beginning at the ruined 
set for the unproduced The Voyage of G. Masterno and finishing 
at a series of auditions for Fellini's Satyricon.  Mysteriously, along 
the way, everywhere Fellini goes he runs into either drag queens 
or women who look like drag queens. This "documentary" blurs 
the dividing line between Fellini's encounters with the world and 
his depictions of it, casting suspicion over whether any of it is real. 
It is an artful and fascinating program and unlike anything you're 
likely to see on network television these days. Mostly in English, 
with some Italian accompanied by subtitles.

Between Cinema and Concert: The Composer Nino Rota (47:30) 
is a German documentary about Fellini's favored maestro. 
Sandwiched between a pretentiously narrated opening and closing 
meditation on nothing of import,  is an informative look at Rota's 
progression from a child prodigy to a film and opera composer 
and the chilly critical reception of his popular work. The most 
interesting segment concerns Rota's generous self-plagiarism, 
specifically in the case of his score for The Godfather, for which 
his Oscar nomination was withdrawn when similar tunes were 
discovered in his core for the 1958 Fellini-written film Fortunella 
Features interviews with director Lina Wertmuller and two of 
Rota's former students.  In German and Italian with English 
subtitles.

A personal, surprisingly intimate Interview with Sandra Milo 
(26:32) during which the candid actress (Carla in 8 ) recounts her 
introduction to Fellini and her 17 years as his on-again/off-again 
mistress. She recalls their turbulent relationship and Fellini's 
incurable philandering with great affection (and,  perhaps, a little 
self-deluded rationalization). Her recollections are given an added 

poignancy when accompanied by film clips of her acting opposite 
Fellini's wife, Giulietta Massina, and when — after 26 minutes of 
revealing intimate details — refuses to tell any secrets. In Italian 
with English subtitles.

Lina Wertmuller,  who assisted Fellini on 8  before becoming a 
celebrated director in her own right (Seven Beauties, Swept 
Away...), in her interview (17:28) recalls the director's fickle, 
improvisational process and comments, with amusement,  on his 
conflicted, often ironic portrayal of women. In Italian with English 
subtitles.

Famed cinematographer Vittorio Storaro (Apocalypse Now,  The 
Conformist) in an interview (17:21) speaks about the great 
influence of 8 's cinematographer Gianni Di Venanzo. In English

Two collections of Production Stills,  including rare photographs 
by on-set documentarian Gideon Bachmann.

If you've been waiting for the definitive edition of 8  on DVD, 
this is it.

Disc One

Black-and-white
 Anamorphic widescreen (1.85:1)
 Single-sided, single-layered disc (SS-SL)
 Dolby Digital 1.0 (mono)
 Digital English subtitles
 Commentary with Gideon Bachmann,  NYU film professor 

Antonio Mondo, and a screen-specific essay read by actress Tanya 
Zaicon
 Introduction by Terry Gilliam
 Trailer

Disc Two

Single-sided, dual-layered disc (SS-DL)
 Documentary: "Fellini: A Director's Notebook" (50:59)
 Documentary: "Between Cinema and Concert: The Composer 

Nino Rota" (47:30)
 Interviews with actress Sandra Milo, director Lina Wertmuller, 

and cinematographer Vittorio Storaro
 Production stills
 Dual-DVD keep-case
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DVD Savant

8 : The Criterion Collection - Pt 1
by GLENN ERICKSON
December 2001

8  is one of those acknowledged masterpieces that's so 
established, so well known, that it really matters not what a DVD 
reviewer like Savant has to say about it.  It makes most of the top 
ten lists of the best pictures of all time, even the Vatican's.

However, being a mainline Art film from one of the world's most 
recognizable Art film directors,  8  is not an easy row to hoe for 
the casual filmgoer, or anyone so young not to remember when Art 
films by Fellini and Bergman and Antonioni were regarded as 
untouchably perfect. Not just because it's in Italian, and you have 
to read the subtitles. Nobody wants to admit it,  but the majority of 
filmgoers out there won't see foreign films because their idea of a 
good time is watching a movie, not reading one.

Savant was shown 8  in film school, where the only acceptable 
response to it was unquestioning worship.  That was my 
brainwashing on certain films (Citizen  Kane, etc.) and as a result I 
really have to admit that I simply don't have any strong opinions 
on them that are going to go head-to-head with the established 
wisdom. The best I can hope to do with Fellini's opus, is to pitch 
my analysis at someone who's never seen it,  and isn't interested in 
making blind faith the first step toward appreciating it.

It's a fun picture, honest.

First off,  it's important to know that Art films like 8  weren't 
delivered by Angels from Heaven - Fellini is a gifted filmmaker 

from outside the crass Hollywood system, yes, but he worked in a 
very structured Italian system, where money and the bottom line 
were every bit as important as they are here. By Hollywood 
standards, these pictures were made relatively cheaply – European 
stars gained great fame, but didn't command lofty salaries. That's 
why so many defected to Hollywood, the first chance they got. 
More often than not, production value was provided by the skill of 
the camera and direction alone; most of 8  is filmed on found 
locations. There are impressive sets,  but even the huge 
construction for the finale is mostly a Tinkertoy framework of 
scaffolding.

Fellini knows that human bodies and faces make the most 
interesting scenery.  His visual style places his star Mastroianni in 
a human landscape, where long and fluid camera moves become 
Guido's point of view,  constantly being bombarded with people 
trying to get his attention. These shots, often imitated by perfume 
commercials or parodied by Woody Allen, are what immediately 
identify the Fellini  look.  For over ten years (and 8 and  films, 
hence the title) he'd been making superior dramas,  that didn't 
always look so distinctively similar.  In La Dolce Vita, Fellini 
broke through to a storytelling style that verged on the fantastic, 
with strange visions (like giant Madonna statues flying through 
the air) easily blending the already exotic reality of modern Rome 
with personal inner visions. Here in 8 , the fantasy world 
dominates. The 'literal' narrative is simply an endless succession of 
distractions and aggravations while Guido tries to figure out how 
to express himself in his next film; but the fantasy narrative takes 
us through Guido's entire unconscious dream life. Some of it is 
nightmarish, as with the opening traffic horror,  where he's trapped 
in a smoking car, but most of the fantasies are autobiographical 
memories of a magical childhood, lost relatives, and occasional 
visions of dream women.

Because Guido is a film director, he's engulfed by beautiful, exotic 
people on all sides,  constantly. He's the center of attention for 
dozens of hopefuls who use any and all means to try to become 
important in his creative life. In this free-flowing circus of faces, 
we see their frustration and their tricks. His wife Luisa is patient 
but considers him too immature to handle all this adulation, 
particularly the attentions of the obviously available Gloria 
(Barbara Steele) and Carla (Sandra Milo). Claudia (Claudia 
Cardinale)'s beaming,  non-assertive innocence may be just another 
female trap to snare his attention - but she's so much like one of 
his inner fantasies, Guido can hardly tell the difference. Trapped 
between pimp-like agents, molly-coddling producers,  and straight-
talking writers,  Guido's just too fragmented and dizzy to come up 
with a coherent movie about anything.

So 8  is essentially Fellini's self-portrait, a circus-like fantasy that 
expresses the unique weirdness of being a celebrated genius that 
the whole world seems to want a part of.  Fellini doesn't seem to be 
complaining about his state of affairs, but rather, honestly 
acknowledging that this is just how it is for, 'sigh',  such a 
wonderboy as himself. An egocentric person tries to pretend that 
everyone they know,  is a bit player in a movie where they are the 
star. Fellini's fame makes everyone he comes in contact with act 
like bit players,  depending on him to behave the star, so naturally 
there's a strong tendency to become egocentric! Take the Fellini 
test: do you imagine everyone you know dancing to your tune in 
long lines, as if Life were a big party convened to celebrate You?  I 
wish.
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DVD Savant

8 : The Criterion Collection - Pt 2
by GLENN ERICKSON
December 2001

8  is interesting because Guido (like Fellini) is fighting the riptide 
towards egomania as strongly as he can. He's helped by the 
honesty of his plain-speaking wife, his candidly critical writer, and 
his own conscience in the form of truths speaking in his fantasies. 
When Guido just gives up and turns the visit to his rocketship set 
into a big-top parade, the film does come together as an abstract of 
Fellini's professional, spiritual, and mental condition – it is a big 
cinematic self-portrait.

Auteurist-leaning film critics of the '60s,  the kind for whom the 
artistic development of the cinema was of the utmost importance, 
naturally ate up this ode to self-absorption with whipped cream 
and a cherry on top. In a philosophy that stated that the director's 
true mission was to express his visionary inner soul,  Fellini 
became the pinnacle of achievement.  Auteurism followed the 
notion that real directors simply remade the same story over and 
over again,  searching for the perfect expression of their unique 
vision, like reincarnated souls reliving Life,  hoping to eventually 
get it right.

This narrow and elitist view of what moviemaking is about, has 
since been fairly thoroughly trounced.  It has a certain grandeur to 
it that further hypes the adulation heaped on great directors. 
Obviously, the majority of film directors around the world never 
begin to achieve the kind of control to allow them to express their 
inner selves - they're just trying to tell a story and stay employed. 
When a big Hollywood director was perceived as having 
developed a certain style, or as repeating the same themes, 
Auteurist critics lauded them with praise the directors couldn't 
understand.  When people like Hawks and Walsh and Ford were 
analyzed as artistes, struggling to reach Nirvana,  they just 
scratched their heads and laughed.

Besides elevating the likes of Jerry Lewis to sainthood, this 
attention can be said to have had a negative effect on the movies 
by the older greats.  Alfred Hitchcock became acutely aware of his 
perceived 'genius', and absorbed himself with Art-film games. It's 
great that The Birds works on the level of a shaggy-dog thriller, 
because at its base,  it is an Antonioni-style meditation on 
complacency and alienation, with the Birds serving as a 
manifestation of the unpredictable and unexplainable forces that 
bring chaos into our lives. A great thesis paper maybe, but 
eventually it gets a bit thick.

After those 8.5 earlier films that made him famous, Fellini seems 
to be admitting in this picture that he has nowhere to go,  that he's 
run out of ideas.  Critics of Hollywood periodically decry the 
commercial barriers that keep ordinary directors from making 
anything but junk. The later career of Fellini is a graceful, yet 
repetitive series of films, all using the style and format of 8 : a 
magical, almost dreamlike or romanticized world,  where inner 
visions and fantasies have merged with mundane reality. Juliet of 
the Spirits is like an acid trip,  Toby Dammit a nightmare, and 
Amarcord a wistful memory. But none probed new stylistic 
expressions beyond 8 . The question is whether Fellini  did indeed 
find the form of expression that best suited him, or if he instead hit 
a creative wall, and simply continued working in a benign 

variation of the commercial rut in which Hollywood directors 
toiled.

It's getting to be that reviewing another top-end Criterion disc is a 
monotonous exercise in praise. In their lavish DVD of 8 , you 
simply can't get a better introduction to Fellini or his masterpiece. 
The 16:9 image has been digitally scrubbed, and looks luminous 
and free of anything remotely resembling a ding or dirt.  The mono 
sound is fresh and clear, and the subtitles have been reworked 
from the theatrical originals. The feature transfer on disc One of 
this set includes a commentary by Gideon Bachmann, a film critic, 
and Antonio Monda,  a NYU film professor. Terry Gilliam 
introduces the picture in an interview-like essay that is polished 
and entertaining. It contains so many key clips from the film that it 
shouldn't be seen before the movie and would be better titled, 
'Spoiler Introduction'.  The 1963 trailer rounds out disc one, which 
sits in the case alongside a 22 page booklet with writings by 
Fellini,  critic Tulio Kezich, and film teacher and writer Alexander 
Sesonske.

Disc two has two lengthy documentaries: Nino Rota: Between 
Cinema and Concert, and Fellini: A Director's Notebook, directed 
by Fellini himself.  Interviews are taken with Sandra Milo,  Lina 
Wertmuller,  and Vittorio Storaro. There are also two galleries of 
rare photos and production stills.

In the end, 8  is enjoyable for the same reason all pictures are - 
the people are interesting and glamorous,  and Italian films of this 
era seem to be populated by the most beautiful women ever to 
walk the Earth. There's also a constantly changing musical feeling 
to the picture, that goes well with Gianni de Venzano's sleek 
camerawork - the picture has a surface you can enjoy without 
understanding a bit of what's happening, which, admittedly, is 
how Savant related to 8  for a long, long time.

On a scale of Excellent, Good, Fair, and Poor, 8  rates: 

Movie: Excellent 
Video: Excellent 
Sound: Excellent 
Supplements: Heaps. See above. 
Packaging: Two discs in double keep case 
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Excerpt from

I LOST IT AT THE MOVIES
by PAULINE KAEL

(New York: Little. Brown & Co. 1965)

Part 1

S o m e y e a r s a g o a h a n d s o m e , 
narcissistic actor who was entertaining 
me with stories about his love affairs 
with various ladies and gentlemen, 
concluded by smiling seductively as he 
announced, "Sometimes I have so 
many ideas I don't know which one to 
choose." I recall thinking – as I edged 
him to the door – that he had a strange 
notion of what an idea was.

The director-hero of 8  is the center of 
the film universe, the creator on whose word everything 
waits, the man sought after by everyone, the one for whom all 
possibilities are open. Guido can do anything, and so much 
possibility confuses him. He's like the movies' famous couturier 
who can't decide what he's going to do for the spring collection. 
("I've simply got to get an idea. I'll go mad it I don't.  Everybody's 
depending on me.") I'm afraid that Guido's notion of an "idea" isn't 
much more highly developed than my silly actor friend's, and it's 
rather shockingly like the notion of those god-awful boobs who 
know they could be great writers because they have a great story – 
they just need someone to put it into words. Indeed the director 
conforms to the popular notions of a successful genius,  and our 
ladies'-magazine fiction has always been fond of the 
"sophisticated" writer or director looking for a story and finding it 
in romance, or in his own backyard.  "Accept me as I am" is 
Guido's final, and successful, plea to the wife-figure (although that 
is what she has been rejecting for over two hours).

Just as La Dolce Vita confirmed popular suspicions about the 
depravity of the rich and gifted,  8  confirms the popular view of a 
"big" film director's life – the world is his once he finds that 
important "idea" (it's so important that the boobs will never tell 
theirs for fear of "giving it away," i.e.,  having it stolen – the fewer 
their "ideas," the greater their fear of plagiarism). Perhaps the 
irrelevance of what we see (principally his conflict between his 
love for his wife, the pleasures of his mistress,  his ideal of 
innocence,  and his dreams of a harem) to the composition of a 
work of art may be indicated by a comparison: can one imagine 
that Dostoyevsky, say, or Goya or Berlioz or D. W. Griffith or 
whoever, resolved his personal life before producing work, or that 
his personal problems of the moment were even necessarily 
relevant to the work at hand. This notion of an artist "facing 
himself" or "coming to grips with himself" as a precondition to 
"creation" is, however, familiar to us from the popularized 
Freudianized lives of artists (and of everyone else).

It is perhaps easy for educated audiences to see an "advance" in 
film when a film maker deals with a "creative crisis" or "artist's 
block." a subject so often dealt with in modern writing; but is it 
applicable to film? What movie in the half-century history of 
movies has been held up by the director's having a creative block? 

No movie with a budget and crew, writers and sets. The 
irrelevance of what we see to the processes of making a movie 
can, of course,  be explained away with, "He's having a breakdown 
and all this is his fantasy life." Someone's fantasy life is perfectly 
good material for a movie if it is imaginative and fascinating in 
itself, or if it illuminates his non-fantasy life in some interesting 
way. But 8  is neither; it's surprisingly like the confectionary 
dreams of Hollywood heroines, transported by a hack's notions of 
Freudian anxiety and wish fulfillment.  8  is an incredibly 
externalized version of an artist's "inner" life – a gorgeous multi-
ringed circus that has very little connection with what, even for a 
movie director, is most likely to be solitary, concentrated hard 
work.  It's more like the fantasy life of someone who wishes he 
were a movie director, someone who has soaked up those movie 
versions of an artist's life,  in which in the midst of a carnival or 
ball the hero receives inspiration and dashes away to transmute life 
into art. "What's the film about? What's on your mind this time?" 
asks Guido's wife. In 8  the two questions are one.

Creativity is the new cant – parents are advised not to hit it with a 
stick, schoolteachers are primed to watch for it, foundations 
encourage it,  colleges and subsidized health farms nourish it in a 
regulated atmosphere,  the government is advised to honor it.  We're 
all supposed to be so in awe of it that when it's in crisis,  the screen 
should be torn asunder by the conflicts. But the creativity con-
game,  a great subject for comedy, is rather embarrassing when it's 
treated only semi-satirically. When a satire on big, expensive 
movies is itself a big, expensive movie, how can we distinguish it 
from its target? When a man makes himself the butt of his own 
joke, we may feel too uncomfortable to laugh. Exhibitionism is its 
own reward. 
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Excerpt from

I LOST IT AT THE MOVIES
by PAULINE KAEL

(New York: Little. Brown & Co. 1965)

Part 2

8  suggests some of Fellini's problems as a director, but they are 
not so fantastic nor so psychoanalytic as the ones he parades.  A 
major one is the grubby, disheartening economic problem that 
probably affects Fellini in an intensified form precisely because 
of the commercial success of La Dolce Vita and the business 
hopes it raised. A movie director has two "worst" enemies: 
commercial failure and commercial success. After a failure,  he has 
a difficult time raising money for his next film; after a success, his 
next must be bigger and "better." In recent years no major 
Hollywood director with a string of "big" successes has been able 
to finance a small, inexpensive production – and this is not for 
want of trying. From the point of view of studios and banks, an 
expenditure of half a million dollars is a much bigger risk than an 
investment of several million on a "name" property with big stars, 
a huge advertising campaign and almost guaranteed bookings. 
Commenting on the cost of 8  (and Visconti's The Leopard), 
Show reported that "in terms of lire spent,  they have nearly been 
Italian Cleopatras. But what Hollywood bought dearly in 
Cleopatra was a big empty box. . .  .  What the Italians got in 8  

was a work of immense visual beauty and impressive philosophy, 
a sort of spectacle of the spirit that was more than they had paid 
for.  A masterpiece is always a bargain." Show's "philosophy" is the 
kind you look for, like Fellini's "ideas." 8  does indeed make a 
spectacle of the spirit: what else can you do with spirit when 
you're expected to turn out masterpieces?

According to Fellini, we "need new criteria of judgment to 
appreciate this film." Yeah. "In my picture everything happens," 
says Guido,  which is intended to mean that he is an artist-
magician; but the man who trusts to alchemy is like the man who 
hopes to create a masterpiece in his sleep and find it miraculously 
there upon awakening.  Fellini throws in his disorganized ideas, 
and lets the audiences sort out the meanings for themselves.  8  is 
big, it's "beautiful": but what is it?  Is it really a magical work of 
art? There is an optimum size for a house: if it becomes too big it 

becomes a mansion or a showplace and we no longer feel the vital 
connections of family life,  or the way the rooms reflect 
personalities and habits and tastes. When a movie becomes a 
spectacle,  we lose close involvement in the story; we may admire 
the action and the pageantry or, as in 8 , the decor, the witty 
phantasmagoria, the superb "professionalism" ("That Fellini sure 
can make movies"), but it has become too big and impressive to 
relate to lives and feelings,  Fellini's last home movie was Nights 
of Cabiria; 8  is a madhouse for a movie director who celebrates 
La Dolce Vita, i.e., a funhouse.  "What marvelous casting," his 
admirers exclaim, responding not to the people in his films,  but to 
his cleverness in finding them. That is all one can respond to, 
because the first appearance of his "characters" tells us all that is 
to be known about them. They are "set" – embalmed. No acting is 
necessary: he uses them for a kind of instant caricature. His 
"magic" is that his casting couch is the world. He uses "real" 
aristocrats and "real" celebrities as themselves, he turns 
businessmen into stars, and then he confesses that he's confused 
about life and art—the confusion which gives him films that 
special, "professional" chic.

Like those professors of English who boast that they're not 
interested in what's going on in the world, they're interested only 
in literature, or critics who say they're not interested in content but 
in structure, or young poets who tell us they're not interested in 
anything except their own creativity, Guido announces, "I have 
nothing to say but I want to say it." The less self,  the more need to 
express it? Or, as the wife said to her drunken husband, "If you 
had any brains, you'd take them out and play with them."

And the "spa" is just the place to do it,  as Marienbad 
demonstrated. Those who honed their wits interpreting what 
transpired Last Year at Marienbad now go to work on 8 , 
separating out "memories" and fantasies from "reality." A 
professor who teaches film told me he had gone to see 8  several 
times to test our various theories of how the shifts between the 
three categories were accomplished, and still hadn't discovered the 
answer. When I suggested that he had set himself an insoluble 
problem,  because 8  is all fantasy, he become very angry at what 
he called my perversity and cited as a clear example of "reality" 
the sequence of the screen tests for the mistress and wife (one of 
the most nightmarish episodes in the film) and as an example of 
"memory" the Saraghina dancing on the beach (which compares as 
a "memory" with, say,  the monster washed up at the end of La 
Dolce Vita).

This is the first (and,  predictably, not the last) movie in which the 
director seems to be primarily interested in glorifying his self-
imprisonment.  And this failure to reach out imaginatively – which 
traditionally has been considered artistic suicide – is acclaimed as 
a milestone in film art by those who accept self-absorption as 
"creativity."

8  began as a "sequel" to La Dolce Vita – taking up the story of 
the "Urn-brian angel." Now Fellini turns her into Claudia 
Cardinale, a rather full-bosomed angel with an ambiguous smile. 
Fluttering about diaphanously, she's not so different from Cyd 
Charisse or Rita Hayworth in gauze on the ramps of an MGM or 
Columbia production number.  She becomes a showman's ideal of 
innocence – pulchritudinous purity, the angel-muse as "star" (of 
the movie and the movie within the movie) – a stalemate endlessly 
reflected, an infinite regression.
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Excerpt from

THE GREAT MOVIES
by William Bayer

(Ridge Press, 1973)

Our profession ...  is one of 'lives that have 
been bought.' There are no bad movies 
that were not made because of some fault 
of the producer or through intellectual 
affectation,  or good films that were not 
made despite the producer.... The cinema 
(commercially speaking, and only from 
that point of view) is like a well-
organized heroin racket (when you 
think of the money some people make 
out of it) but one that has unjustly been made 
legal.

—Federico Fellini in "L'Express," 1957 

So, relatively early in his career, did Federico Fellini characterize 
his chosen profession.  For Fellini,  too, the producer has been the 
villain, and so have the financiers. In 1963, with the world at his 
feet after the enormous success of La Dolce Vita, he faced the 
challenge of topping a spectacular hit. Setting out to make a sequel 
to La Dolce Vita which would explore the world of the innocent 
girl  who called to Marcello at the end of that film, Fellini found 
himself creatively blocked,  and while his producer, his staff,  his 
collaborators,  the press,  and ten thousand other people wanting 
statements, favors, audiences, roles,  and portions of his time 
pressured him to the point of a breakdown, he decided to make a 
film about film that would be, in his own words,  "more than a 
confession—my testament."

8  is the greatest of all films about films, and it is also the first 
great filmed self-portrait.  It is as rich, complex, endlessly 
analyzable,  and endlessly seeable as Citizen Kane,  with which it 
must stand as one of the summit works in cinema, a picture that 
expands the possibilities of the form.

8 ,  like Citizen Kane, is one of those few films that makes people 
want to become filmmakers. And also,  like Welles' masterpiece, it 
deals with a huge number of subjects in a comprehensive way, 
entwining them with the story of a single dominating character. 8  
is not merely a film about film.  It is about power, art,  corruption, 
manners, morals,  money, love, marriage, friendship, failed 
ambitions, disillusionment, religion, childhood, and how a man 
should live. But unlike many self-portraits by artists in various 
media it is totally without self-pity, and in this way, too, it is unlike 
the films about films that have poured out of Hollywood. 8  has 
the charm, exuberance, and life force that one has come to expect 
in a Fellini film,  and that one so rarely finds in this age of 
existential melancholy, self-disgust, and creative ennui.

In a way, all of Fellini's pictures have been about entertainers: 
carnival performers, journalists, prostitutes, etc. When Fellini 
decided to make a picture about the subject he knew the best, 

filmmaking, the motif of the performer could at last be resolved in 
the form of a filmmaker-protagonist who could only be himself.

8  is, first of all, a film about the making of 8  — By telling the 
story of its own production (not the shooting, but the psychic 
process by which the film was conceived),  8  becomes a film 
about itself. It is a measure of the complexity of this work and the 
skill of its inventor that this idea, already complicated, is allowed 
to resonate with a self-portrait on celluloid in which scenes of 
reality,  fantasy, and memory are mixed, and the resulting mosaic 
used to illuminate the character of a filmmaker pondering his next 
picture (in fact,  this picture) while immersed in a personal and 
professional crisis.  Fellini has often been compared to a conjurer, 
and has himself said that he would like nothing better than to be a 
magician (though at times, surely, he has given the impression that 
he would prefer to be a clown). With 8  he realizes this ambition. 
In it he conjures up memories of great warmth,  such as the La 
Seraghina sequence,  in which Guido observes the fat whore 
dancing on the beach, and the wine-making in the farmhouse 
sequence which,  in many ways,  is the ultimate Fellini scene. He 
creates fantasies of delicious intensity,  such as the orgy scene, the 
interview with the cardinal in the subterranean baths, the hanging 
of his despicable screenwriter collaborator,  etc. And he constructs 
an imaginary world, building, for example, a useless and 
incredibly expensive space-platform tower which, in effect,  he 
then uses as a throw-away prop, an example of his alter ego's 
directorial wastefulness. Like Welles in Citizen  Kane, Fellini 
provides us with an enormously entertaining circus in which 
numerous acts take place in numerous rings, with the end result 
that our heads spin even as we are being moved.

Within the circus that is 8 ,  the world of filmmaking is depicted 
in all its cruelty, made even more unbearable than it actually is by 
Fellini-Guido's good-natured acceptance.  When Guido's producer 
appears with his entourage in the lobby of the hotel, Guido runs to 
him, salaaming — an ironic expression of his awe in the presence 
of an omnipotent force. His relationships with his collaborators are 
full  of strain. He must endure the chatter of the intellectual writer 
who anticipates almost every criticism that one can make of 8 , 
and the tired whines and annoying reproaches of his production 
manager Conocchia. People thrust scripts into his face, laugh at 
him as they pronounce the collapse of his career, demand 
explanations of his latest film,  accuse him of this, threaten to break 
him on account of that,  behaving with either exaggerated 
sycophancy or unbearable hostility,  pushing him until he is about 
to crack.  Never has the world of a famous film director been so 
truthfully presented. In no other film about film has the chaos and 
almost psychotic anarchy that surrounds motion-picture work been 
so accurately described.  In this sense 8  is a study of the problems 
of making a film like 8 , and, for that matter, the problems of 
making any film at all.  If one were to sum up 8  as a film about 
film (and, of course,  it is much more than that), one would have to 
say that it depicts the insanity of its own enterprise,  yet justifies 
that insanity on the ground that out of it can come a masterpiece. 
8  is the sort of picture that gives filmmakers hope.  Even as it 
describes all the horrors they must endure, which they speak of so 
often and describe in their films about films, it demonstrates the 
potentials of the medium on such an inspiring level that it  justifies 
their endurance and proves that their profession is worthwhile.
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The u l t i m a t e self-indulgence that a 
filmmaker can enjoy is to create a motion 
picture entirely about himself.  That is the 
peak of narcissism to which only the 
boldest or the brashest dare aspire. But 
fortunately Federico Fellini had the 
hutzpah, the story to tell, and the 
financial underpinning to support such a 
frank extravagance when he set t led 
down after his classic La Dolce Vita had 
magnified his fame and made a film 
about – Federico Fel l ini .  It was his equally classic 8 .

To be sure,  the focal figure in this surmise about a successful 
filmmaker who was experiencing a te r r ib le time, deciding on a 
sequel, after directing a world-famous movie. He was pseudo-
nonymously called Guido Anselmi. But so much about him 
betrayed the personality and problems of the model upon whom he 
was based that no one who knew Fe l l in i – and their number was 
legion – had any doubt as to who Guido was.

In the first place, this fictitious fellow reflected precisely the 
strains that were known to have troubled Fellini after the huge 
success of La Dolce Vita.  He was harassed by hordes of admirers 
and suffocating sychophants. He was wrestling with nervous 
anxiety as to what more he had to say in films. He was haunted by 
painful intimations that old age was creeping up on him, and he 
was torn in his dichotomous relations with women, especially his 
mistress and his wife. Deep down,  he had gnawing guilt 
complexes involving his parents and the Roman Catholic Church. 
And he was constantly worrying about the producer who was 
putting up the money for his films. Finally, in one key scene, 
Fellini was so frank in proclaiming his identity that he had Guido 
wear a black fedora. Fel l ini ' s traditional headpiece when 
directing on his sets. No wonder, then, that all the people who held 
Fellini in great affection and esteem and had been tantalized by his 
refusal to reveal what his new film was about until it was ready for 
release were astonished and delighted by what they finally saw on 
the screen.

But this wasn't just a private diversion for Fellini's friends and 
acquaintances – a smashingly truthful confessional of an ar t i s t ' s 
problems in finding himself and making a film.  Nor did one have 
to know the artist or anything about him to be absorbed, 
fascinated,  amused, and even troubled by what he put on the 
screen. For 8  was, above all, a unique psychoanalytical film 
which revealed the mind and the emotions of a vastly complicated 
egotist – a person full of self-doubts, confusions, and indecisions 
about future projects, not unlike those of millions of lesser 
people who slog and worry their way through a troubling world. 
The added excitement, in this instance,  was the lus te r and glow 
of the ambiance – the glamorous realm of filmmaking,  and the 
kinds of people within the industry. It was, after all. Fellini's 
domain; thus he was afforded the opportunity of being,  by turns, 
witty, satiric, cruel, and often iconoclastic in depicting the 
cinematic world, of which he had full and first-hand knowledge.

Most inventive and audacious was the narrative and pictorial style 
that the director and his writers developed—the sharp departure 
from the straight, conventional ways that stories are generally told 
in movies.  Fel l in i en t i r e ly eschewed the direct and naturalistic 
placing of narrative brick on brick to build up the structure of a 
story. He chose to convey the tensions and suspense of a drama 
that was happening in a man's mind, not in realistic confrontations 
with others but through inner controversies.  He shifted back and 
forth from his experiences in the literal world to parallel 
remembrances, nightmares,  and symbolistic imaginings that his 
problems and tensions provoked. It  was a style reminiscent of that 
which Ingmar Bergman used in his l i k e w i s e introspective Wild 
Strawberries. But there was a significant difference: in his film 
Fellini spent more time in the corridors of the mind of his director 
than in the depiction of the actual experiences he was having with 
other characters.

And yet the shifts and transitions from actuality to imaginings,  or 
to fanciful stream-of-consciousness conceptions that 
complemented Guido's l i t e ra l affairs,  were so smooth that there 
was no hesitation in the pictorial flow.  His mind d r i f t ed eas i ly 
from the present to the past and on to lurid imaginings, as so often 
happens with people who have similarly troubled and fe r t i l e 
minds. It  was a wonderfully fluid and expressive way to turn 
Guido inside out – to give us intense and startling insights into 
his whole psychic personality and the drama that was seething
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w i t h i n him. It put the viewer inside his skin.  But it was such a 
novel and unfamiliar method that it mystified many early viewers 
and challenged t h e i r  own inte l lec t s .  

The ambiguity surfaced at the outset. In the opening scene a man 
sat in a car in the middle of a paralyzing traffic jam, looking 
helpless ly around at zombielike people in other sta l led 
vehicles,  bewildered and terror-stricken by claustrophobic 
immobility.  What had we here – a s tyl ized rendering of an 
actual urban traffic jam,  a troubled concept of modern man's 
frustrations, a surreal symbol of dead souls crossing the River 
Styx? Any or all could have been considered,  just as many 
meanings were derived from the opening scene of La Dolce Vita 
in which a helicopter flying over Rome conveyed a huge dangling 
statue of Christ with arms outstretched.

But Fellini didn't spare time for reflections. Suddenly his man, 
Guido,  flew aloft into the sky and floated serenely for a moment 
above a beach, suspended from a kite, which was as abruptly 
pulled down by its manipulator, a man in a curious astronaut 
costume.  And, in a gauzy dissolve, he was found reclining, 
somewhat bewildered, in a bed in a sterile room. It was soon 
revealed to be part of a fashionable h e a l t h spa, where Guido was 
being attended by a studious physician and a pretty nurse. Thus 
did Fellini bring Guido out of an evident modernistic dream into 
the realm of consciousness.  And thus did he tip the audience that 
peculiar transitions were ahead.

In a series of casual conversations it  was conveyed that this 
autistic man was a famous film director, that he was here at this 
immaculate health resort recovering from a nervous breakdown 
induced by overwork on his last film. That he was played by 
Marcello Mastroianni, who had been to a certain degree the alter 
ego of Fe l l in i  in La Dolce Vita, was a significant coincidence.

Some cautious cri t ics protested, upon its release that 8  
proceeded in a melange of random episodes that had no particular 
pattern. Furthermore, its detractors claimed, the film had 
constructed no thematic synthesis.  It was said that the emotional 
climax, wherein the director went v i r tua l ly berserk at a huge 
press party on the towering rocket-launcher that was to be the 
climactic set of his next film,  was preceded by no buildup. The 
objections were glib and unperceptive. For in ways d i s t inc t ly 
subtle and incisive, Fellini assembled his picture to present the 
several main hangups of Guido in a pattern that identified them, 
established the i r significance and implications before going on to 
the next,  then picked them up in contrapuntal arrangements which 
built a powerful pressure of suspense before exploding the whole 
disquietude of Guido in that wild catharsis of surrender at the end.

The first  anxiety placed in focus (after that  hint of claustrophobia 
at the start) was a violent and oppressively recurring dread of 
growing old, of reaching obsolescence. The images of the aged at 

the spa, the doddering old people, ugly and deformed, creeping 
about and taking the waters at a rococo marble fount presided over 
by a beautiful young woman (Claudia Cardinale) who was clearly 
Guido's fancy of nubile youth, revealed his dread. This image of 
aging, repeated in later episodes, especially one of Guido taking a 
steam bath among a group of hideous old men,  which included a 
Roman Catholic cardinal,  was a haunting specter of the transience 
of life.

Next, in a mix of actuality, fancy, and grotesquely distorted 
memories, Guido equated his mistress, a busty, brainless bourgeois 
matron who came to the spa to join him, with his mother and 
subsequently his wife. From a sexual exercise with his mistress, 
during which he persuaded her to approach him like a whore, he 
fell into a sleep in which he visioned the funeral of his father, 
stretched out on his bier,  then his mother taking Guido in her arms 
and kissing him passionately on his lips. Whereupon his mother 
quickly metamorphosed into his wife embracing him. This grew 
into the image of all the women who wanted to possess him – a 
fixation from which he could not escape.

The third anxiety of Guido was his problem with the Catholic 
Church and his guilt-ridden agita t ion in breaking away from it. 
Laced through his dreams and nightmare fantasies were successive 
indications of this: his strange recollections, in surreal visions,  of a 
visit as a boy to a mammoth prostitute, his excitement and fear 
and that of his companions as they explored this daring quest for 
forbidden fruit; the horror of little Guido as he was chased by and 
hauled before the priests,  with his mother s i lent ly watching,  to 
be rebuked severely for trafficking with the Devil. Not that he was 
deterred from another visit to the prostitute.
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But the source of his greatest anxiety was the pressure to prepare a 
script. Manifestations of this dread were the rebukes from his 
weazened scriptwriter, who abused and criticized him in his 
dreams; his grave apprehensions about confronting his impatient 
and demanding producer, symbolized by Guido salaaming in front 
of this arriving vulgarian and his expensive tart; his inab i l i ty to 
select actors to fill roles in his upcoming film after numerous 
screen tests.

Then came the famous harem scene in which Guido visualized 
himself as a whip-lashing lion-tamer, driving all the women he 
had known to do his bidding,  grandly subjugating them, and 
forcing one aging Parisian singer to go upstairs, screaming at her, 
"House rule! Old ones upstairs!" This was an amusing intimation 
of rebellion (in his mind) against his l i fe long domination by 
women and his bent to get revenge for all the times that he as a 
child had been punished by being banished to "upstairs."

The climax came when the producer, impatient with Guido's foot-
dragging, threw a big press party. It was on the set of the great 
outdoor rocket-launcher in celebration of the start of shooting. 
Guido,  without even a finished script, was afflicted with a fearful 
hallucination in which, unprepared to meet the press, he crawled 
under a table, resolved to commit suicide, and in general did all 
that he could to flee this heavy and pressing responsibility. 
Meanwhile,  his scriptwriter droned to the gathering how he 
respected Guido for not trying to fool anyone, for wishing to 
st ick to his principles (without knowing precisely what those 
p r i n c i p l e s were!), for refusing to go commercial, for being an 
honest man.

Whereupon Guido, in a burst  of riddance, assembled his 
associates, his wife, his mistress, and his actors on the set,  all 
dressed in white. With h i m s e l f ,  outfitted in a sort of ringmaster's 

uniform,  he led the procession as they marched down the long 
flight of stairs to the accompaniment of a band. This was Guido's
—and conversely Fe l l in i ' s—way of confessing he had nothing 
to say, save that life was too snarled and complicated for him to try 
to tell people anything, and that the charge of an entertainment is 
simply to dazzle and entertain. And then, as the crowd of marchers 
thinned out and quietly disappeared, all that remained were a few 
old clowns tootling reso lu te ly on t h e i r piccolos,  led by the little 
boy Guido, dressed in a schoolboy's uniform. Then even the 
clowns evaporated and only the little boy was left,  walking away 
from the camera in a contracting spotlight that dimmed and died.

There are those who t h i n k this ending was a cop-out,  that it 
showed F e l l i n i himself walking away from the artistic 
responsibility of solving the puzzle presented by his theme.  But 
that's not what he did.  He acknowledged that the minds of Guido 
and himself were too clouded by contradictions and confusions to 
allow them to break into the clear.  He topped off the image 
constructed throughout the film of a mind so trapped by 
"recollections" that all it was able to do was seek escape.  And that 
in i t s e l f was a valid estimation of the human dilemma—the 
completion on Fellini's part of a complicated theme.

More important, the creative mind was abundantly apparent in the 
immense imagination, the humor,  the visual patterns that evolved 
through the film. And the acting was superlative—by Car-dinale, 
who played two roles; by Mastroianni; Sandra Milo as the 
mistress; Anouk Aimee as the wife, etc. And the music of Nino 
Rota, which followed the trend set by him in his score for La 
Dolce Vita, was a major element in the film.

Finally, the acknowledgment by Fellini that he qualified mainly to 
entertain—to make beautiful and fascinating movies that captured 
the fancy but didn't really say too much—has been borne out by 
his subsequent films: Juliet of the Spirits,  Satyricon,  Roma, 
Casanova—all have been pictor ia l ly dazzling but substantially 
superficial. Only Amarcord got beneath the surface with its 
penetrating probes of the filmmaker's sentimental memories of his 
provincial youth.
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Fellini's preoccupation with human freedom is 
evident in his masterpiece, 8 , which also 
constitutes an important statement of his views 
on the cinema itself.  The harried protagonist of 
the work , Guido Anse lmi (Marce l lo 
Mastroianni) is a director who embodies many 
of Fellini's personal characteristics; he is trying 
to complete a science-fiction film treating the 
experience of people on earth after an atomic war, 
and most of 8  concerns his personal problems with producers, 
mistress, wife, critics, and friends that arise during his efforts. 
Fellini's narrative moves rapidly back and forth between Guido's 
"reality," his fantasies,  and flashbacks to the past or dreams; it is a 
discontinuous storyline with little logical or chronological unity. 
Instead, the film acquires coherence by remaining faithful to 
Guido's subjective and often irrational perspective. The influence 
of psychoanalysis (both Freud and Jung) upon Fellini's portrayal 
of his director is obvious, especially in Guido's relationships to his 
wife, Luisa (Anouk Aimee),  his mistress Carla (Sandra Milo), and 
his parents. After Guido makes love to Carla, his mother visits him 
in a dream and together they visit a cemetery, where Guido 
(dressed in the black cape and hat he will later be wearing in 
flashback to his school days) assists his father into a grave.  His 
mother kisses him first maternally, then sensuously (Guido 
obviously suffers from an Oedipal complex),  and she suddenly 
turns into his wife Luisa in his waking life. Even the smallest 
incident in Guido's daily experience may touch off wild fantasies 
or involuntary memories from his past. After Guido's mind is read 
by a telepath named Maurice, we flash back to a happy and 
carefree infancy in which he was cared for in a large farmhouse by 
a number of family servants — the nonsense word ASI NISI MASI 
in Guido's mind is explained as a children's word game,  not unlike 
our English "pig-Latin" and actually means anima, a Jungian 
concept as well as the Italian word for "soul." When Guido meets 
the Cardinal at the spa,  he experiences a flashback to his days in 
Catholic school, and much of his sexual behavior is explained by 
the repressive morality of his teachers—Guido views women as 
either virgins or whores and is constantly haunted by the vision of 
La Saraghina, an enormous woman who would perform suggestive 
dances for the schoolboys on a nearby beach.

Often,  Guido moves from the present to a daydream rather than to 
his past. At the mud baths,  for example, he imagines a surrealistic 
descent into the spa and a Dantesque encounter with the Cardinal 
in which the church's only message for him (no salvation outside 
the church) lacks any meaning. Later, when Luisa and Carla both 
sit at the same cafe, Guido imagines that they become good 
friends, and this daydream leads to another flashback to the 
childhood farmhouse which is now transformed by his imagination 
into a harem, where almost all the women in his life serve his 
every whim. Yet,  one woman is significantly missing from Guido's 
harem — the character played by Claudia Cardinale who 

magically appears at the spa's mineral fountain to deliver to Guido 
the purifying and healing waters of the resort. Claudia Cardinale 
plays a number of roles in 8 : she is first and foremost the image 
of Guido's Ideal Woman; secondly, she is the actress herself, 
Claudia Cardinale; and, of course,  she is the character in Fellini's 
film who plays both the Ideal and herself. In some respects, 
Claudia parallels Guido as a Pirandellian figure.  And the link 
between Fellini and Pirandello is significant.  In Pirandello's trilogy 
of the theater, the separation between audience and stage,  actor 
and person,  art and illusion was obliterated; Six Characters in 
Search of an Author (1921), Each in His Own Way (1924), and 
Tonight We Improvise (1930) were concerned not with the 
traditional clash of personalities or plot but with the dramatization 
of the very act of artistic creation itself (as in the celebrated 
irrational appearance of Madame Pace in Six Characters). The 
influence of Pirandello upon Fellini is obvious. Both men 
emphasize two basic features that set their work off from that of 
other playwrights or film directors who have examined the nature 
of the theater or the cinema: both Pirandello and Fellini  include in 
their works all of the possible criticisms that might be leveled at 
them, and, more importantly, both men produce a completed work 
of art whose subject concerns another work of art which remains 
incomplete. In Six Characters,  Pirandello's play is not that of the 
six characters, whose romantic and sentimental drama is never 
realized, but the completed dramatization of the impossibility of 
their play. In 8 , Fellini's film is completed, for it is the 
representation of Guido's failure to complete his science-fiction 
film. Just as it seems that 8  has ended in an artistic impasse for 
Guido,  the magic creative event occurs. In the grand finale that 
takes place in the magic circus circle (the traditional symbol for 
divine perfection),  the director Guido announces: "Life is a 
festival. Let us live it!" He is then redeemed, saved by an act of 
artistic grace that is just as miraculous as its Christian counterpart. 
All  the various characters in his life or fantasies assemble at the 
launching-pad set of the film he is unable to complete — all, that 
is, except the Ideal. Now most are dressed in white,  purified by 
Guido's irrational willingness to accept them for what they are. 
Guido and Luisa join the parade, and we suddenly shift to night, 
where the characters in the circular procession are replaced by four 
clowns and little Guido,  now dressed in white and shot alone in a 
spotlight. Thus, in a magnificent portrayal of the sources of artistic 
inspiration and a moving dramatization of the moment of creation 
itself (always irrational and mysterious, according to Fellini), 
Guido's failure to realize his film is magically transformed into the 
successful conclusion and realization of Fellini's film: creation 
from nothingness, or more precisely, creation from the deepest 
reaches of the artist's liberated imagination,  is ultimately Fellini's 
only "message" to his audience. As Fellini has repeatedly 
remarked, "I am Guido."
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W h y 8 ? B e c a u s e , f o r t h i s m o s t 
autobiographical of Fellini's films (a description 
he alternately rejected and acknowledged), 
which is not only about filmmaking, but is in 
fact about the making of itself,  Fellini settled on 
the idea that he had already made seven films and a half, 
the half being a short episode from Boccaccio.

It is true [Fellini admitted] that inevitably all the episodes in 8  
refer to my life, but some of them gradually became distorted, 
while others took shape during the shooting. The result was the 
story of a director who must begin a film but cannot remember the 
plot and continues to oscillate between two planes: reality and 
imagination.

Those elements become confused, the director's ideas disintegrate, 
and his own life begins to lose any sense of meaning while all 
around him his wife, his mistress, his producer and everyone else 
within earshot demand decisions from him.

Casting itself took on Felliniesque overtones. Mastroianni was to 
play the 'Fellini' role of course, but Fellini actually put an ad in the 
paper for the role of Carla, the mistress. Sandra Milo was 
eventually chosen, and she put on twenty pounds for the part, 
some of which may have been attributable to the baby she was 
carrying and to which she gave birth at the time of the film's 
premiere.  He also cast Caterina Boratto, an ageing actress from the 
'white telephone' era; Guido Alberti,  an industrialist who made 
Strega liqueur and who founded the Strega Prize for writing; and 
an 86-year-old tax department employee named Tito Masini who 
was discovered by chance leaving a library. Jean Bougeul played 
the critic Carini who was based on the actual Luigi Chiarini, one-
time director of t

Fellini was,  as usual, secretive about the film's story.  Even 
Mastroianni was not allowed to know exactly what was coming up 
next. Because Fellini had a spaceship constructed,  to be used as a 
symbolic event in the film,  it was rumoured that he was making a 
science-fiction movie. But Fellini explained his reticence in an 
interview:

When I said that I didn't know what the plot was, journalists 
thought I was telling them one of my habitual lies. Instead, for me, 
it was the truth. I was looking for the Juno-like woman, I was 
busy, I appeared to have it all worked out in my head, but it was 
not like that.  For three months 1 continued working on the basis of 
a complete production,  in the hope that meanwhile my ideas 
would sort themselves out. Fifty times I nearly gave up.

But he did not give up,  of course.  Instead he threw in masses of 
autobiographical detail and the film, unlike the earlier La Dolce 
Vita,  became a personal history of the man, Federico Fellini, and 
his art, film making.  8  is a film of liberation — nothing more,' 
Fellini claimed. 'Unfortunately I know that intellectuals will go 
and dig up James Joyce (whom I have never read) and everything 
will run the risk of becoming confused.  But I still maintain that it 
is a positive work, more positive than La Dolce Vita,  and that it 
has not negative characters.'

8 ,  made in black and white because 'dreams are never in 
colour'(?!),  won not only the major prize at the Moscow Film 
Festival, but also the Oscar for Best Foreign Film — the third such 
Oscar Fellini had won, and the one he claimed in person. It also 
obtained all the Italian Oscars given in secret by the Italian critics.
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1. Citizen Kane (1941, Welles)
2. The Rules of the Game (1939, Renoir)
3. Potemkin (1925, Eisenstein)
4. 8  (1963, Fellini)

5. Singin' in the Rain (1952, Kelly; Donen)
6. Modern Times (1936, Chaplin)
7. Wild Strawberries (1957, Bergman)
8. The Gold Rush (1925, Chaplin)
9. Casablanca (1942, Curtiz)
10. Rashomon (1951, Kurosawa)
11. The Bicycle Thief (1949, De Sica)
12. City Lights (1931, Chaplin)
13. Children of Paradise (1945, Carne)
14. Sunrise (1927, Murnau)
15. The Earrings of Madame de... (1953, Ophuls)
16. Grand Illusion (1937, Renoir)
17. The Searchers (1956, Ford)
18. 2001: A Space Odyssey (1968, Kubrick)
19. Some Like It Hot (1959, Wilder)
20. Ivan the Terrible (1943, Eisenstein)
21. Jules and Jim (1961, Truffaut)
22. Stagecoach (1939, Ford)
23. Vertigo (1958, Hitchcock)
24. Seven Samurai (1954, Kurosawa)
25. Tokyo Story (1953, Ozu)
26. Andrei Rublev (1966, Tarkovsky)
27. Fanny and Alexander (1983, Bergman)
28. L'Atalante (1934, Vigo)
29. Viridiana (1961, Bunuel)
30. Kind Hearts and Coronets (1949, Hammer)
31. The Third Man (1949, Reed)
32. Ugetsu (1953, Mizoguchi)
33. Zero for Conduct (1933, Vigo)
34. Ikiru (1952, Kurosawa)
35. Apu Trilogy (1955, Ray)
36. The Band Wagon (1953, Minnelli)
37. Gone With the Wind (1939, Fleming)
38. The Maltese Falcon (1941, Huston)
39. La Dolce Vita (1960, Fellini)
40. Hiroshima, Mon Amour (1959, Resnais)
41. Rome, Open City (1945, Rossellini)
42. Touch of Evil (1958, Welles)
43. L'Age d'Or (1930, Bunuel)
44. The Passion of Joan of Arc (1928, Dreyer)
45. The Seventh Seal (1956, Bergman)

46. Amarcord (1973, Fellini)
47. Sansho the Bailiff (1954, Mizoguchi)
48. L'Avventura (1960, Antonioni)
49. The General (1927, Keaton)
50. Life of Oharu (1952, Mizoguchi)
51. The Discreet Charm of the Bourgeoisie (1972, Bunuel)
52. Napoleon (1927, Gance)
53. The Sacrifice (1986, Tarkovsky)
54. Nights of Cabiria (1957, Fellini)
55. The Thief of Bagdad (1940, Powell)
56. Alexander Nevsky (1938, Eisenstein)
57. East of Eden (1955, Kazan)
58. The Lady Vanishes (1938, Hitchcock)
59. The Navigator (1924, Keaton)
60. Ordet (1955, Dreyer)
61. One Flew Over the Cuckoo's Nest (1975, Forman)
62. Ashes and Diamonds (1958, Wajda)
63. Senso (1954, Visconti)
64. Mirror (1974, Tarkovsky)
65. The Best Years of Our Lives (1946, Wyler)
66. Claire's Knee (1970, Rohmer)
67. Earth (1930, Dovzhenko)
68. La Terra Trema (1948, Visconti)
69. The Cabinet of Dr. Caligari (1919, Weine)
70. Paisan (1946, Rossellini)
71. Casque d'Or (1952, Becker)
72. The Exterminating Angel (1962, Bunuel)
73. Last Year at Marienbad (1962, Resnais)
74. Manhattan (1979, Allen)
75. My Darling Clementine (1946, Ford)
76. The Scarlet Empress (1934, Sternberg)
77. Greed (1924, Stroheim)
78. A Matter of Life and Death (1946, Powell)
79. The Wizard of Oz (1939, Fleming)
80. The Bride of Frankenstein (1935, Whale)
81. Bringing Up Baby (1938, Hawks)
82. if.... (1968, Anderson)
83. La Strada (1954, Fellini)
84. Ai-no Corrida (1976, Oshima)
85. The African Queen (1951, Huston)
86. The Great Dictator (1940, Chaplin)
87. Heimat (1984, Reitz)
88. Lawrence of Arabia (1962, Lean)
89. Signs of Life (1968, Herzog)
90. To Be or Not to Be (1942, Lubitsch)
91. Meet Me in St. Louis (1944, Minnelli)
92. Monsieur Verdoux (1947, Chaplin)
93. Brief Encounter (1945, Lean)
94. The Far Country (1955, Mann)
95. Freaks (1932, Browning)
96. Moonfleet (1955, Lang)
97. Night of the Living Dead (1969, Romero)
98. Psycho (1960, Hitchcock)
99. Rebecca (1940, Hitchcock)
100.Viaggio in Italia (1953, Rossellini)
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Terry Gilliam's

Guilty Pleasures

BBC2's Close Up
Close Up is a program on BBC2 where celebrities are asked to 
choose their favourite cinematic moment.  For the edition 
broadcast on 27 November 1995, Terry Gilliam was the guest.  The 
transcript of what he said is below...

Because I have to choose, I chose Fellini's 8 . I don't like having 
to choose because I hate reducing all of my filming experience to 
one film. But 8  somehow coalesces for me in many ways the 
essence of cinema and in particular the sequence that I have 
chosen is Marcello Mastroianno passing down the hallways of the 
hotel where they're trying to make this movie, and he has this 
phenomenal ability to tap dance his way out of trouble and when I 
saw that, it was long before I ever made a movie, but I suspected 
there was truth to that and subsequently now having made a few 
movies, I know it's the ultimate truth of movie making, and the job 
of the director is to tap dance past all the problems.

I was 23.  Kennedy was planning to get assassinated.  I was in New 
York.  I'd left college and this film came on and I'd always been a 
Fellini fan, but something about 8 ,  it just got under my skin. 
Creativity is really what it's about.  It just happens to be about a 
movie director.  It's about the process of trying to make something 
and knowing you don't know how to make it, and everybody 
waiting for you to come up with the solution. He is stalling.  He is 
dealing with producers and money problems.  It's really just this 
juggling back and forth while his whole life is disintegrating and 
him remembering bits of it and the fact that the film then spreads 
right back through his life, through his dreams, through the 
relationship with his parents, everything is what's so wonderful 
about it. It uses that and it uses the past, the future, the present and 
it uses dreams – all the things that I've used in my films in 
different ways.

Most people want to think life has got some structure, form and 
that you can distinguish the past from the future, and the present. I 
don't think it's true,  I think Fellini admits to that and allows all of 
these things to enter into the process. Faces always coming at you 
- he's got the money, he's got everything, but he doesn't know what 
he's doing and everyone's coming at him. They're all wanting 
answers.  They're all wanting something from him. I think one of 
the first times I was really aware of the camera as a partner in 
dance, because I think the film is like a dance. He shoots like a 
dancer would shoot. It's all moving, it's shifting. Things are 
coming in and out of frame. It's never still.  It's what life always 
seems like to me. It always feels like the passage through life.

I don't  know. I think Fellini just told me things about my future. 
He told me about the process of life.  He told me things about the 
process of life. He told me things about memory that all seems 
true and honest and believable, even though he lies the whole 
time. That's what I love about Fellini, he's a liar. He's a constant 
liar. He twists and distorts the truth. 

Now whether any of us saw the world like Fellini showed us until 
he actually made his films I don't know.  I have that terrible feeling 

he opened our eyes to a world that was sitting there all alone. 
Those of us who followed could come and see the world that he 
saw.

Mastroianni - I mean I just - from the moment I saw him I thought 
- wouldn't it be nice to be Mastroianni, and even Fellini had the 
same feeling – wouldn't it be nice to be Mastroianni, and so he got 
him in to be Fellini in all his movies.  I mean not only was he 
handsome,  but he was tired of life at an early age. He was 
romantic.  He was weak.  He vacillated. All the things that I didn't 
want to be, and probably would've ended up being.

I think when I saw it, my reading of it was that the auteur existed. 
I mean there was the director – the Fellini character – played by 
Marcello who they're all looking to for the answers. They're all 
doing their jobs, but the centre man, the one who makes the 
decisions ultimately,  is the director.  And maybe that's why I 
wanted to become a director. I wanted to be that person that they 
all came to for answers.

Once you become a director you realize that's the last thing you 
want because you don't have the answers, and they all think you 
do.  I'm convinced films don't need directors to be made.  I think 
that they need somebody who pretends to be the director so that 
they can all go and blame them for everything and not get the 
answers they need so they get on and do their job as best they can. 
Films can be made that way.  The director is more of a myth than 
anything else and I'm happy to be part of that mythology.
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Terry Gilliam's Top 10 Movies

       In the UK's Sight and Sound magazine in January 1994,
       he gave the following top 10 movies
       (in no order of preference):

• Citizen Kane (Welles)
• Seven Samurai (Kurosawa)
• Seventh Seal (Bergman)
• 8  (Fellini)
• 2001: A Space Odyssey (Kubrick)
• Sherlock Jr. (Keaton)
• Pinocchio (Sharpsteen/Luske)
• Les Enfants du Paradis (Carne)
• One-Eyed Jacks (Brando)
• The Apartment (Wilder)

       In London's Time Out in May 1995, he stated
       the following (again in no order of preference):

• Citizen Kane (Welles)
• 8  (Fellini)
• Pinocchio (Sharpsteen/Luske)
• The Seventh Seal (Bergman)
• Seven Samurai (Kurosawa)
• Napoleon (Gance)
• Birth of a Nation (Griffiths)

FEDERICO FELLINI’S



The 2002 Sight and Sound Critics' Top Ten Films

1. Citizen Kane
2. Vertigo
3. The Rules of the Game
4. The Godfather and The Godfather Part II

5. Tokyo Story
6. 2001: A Space Odyssey
7. The Battleship Potemkin
8. Sunrise: A Song of Two Humans

9. 8
10. Singin' in the Rain

Critics' Top Ten Directors
2002

01. Orson Welles
02. Alfred Hitchcock

03. Jean-Luc Godard
04. Jean Renoir
05. Stanley Kubrick
06. Akira Kurosawa

07. Federico Fellini
08. John Ford
09. Sergei Eisenstein
10. Francis Ford Coppola

10. Yasujiro Ozu

Directors' Top Ten Directors
2002

01. Orson Welles
02. Federico Fellini
03. Akira Kurosawa

04. Francis Ford Coppola
05. Alfred Hitchcock
06. Stanley Kubrick
07. Billy Wilder

08. Ingmar Bergman
09. Martin Scorsese
09. David Lean
09. Jean Renoir

Directors' Top Ten Poll

2002

01. Citizen Kane

02. The Godfather and The Godfather Part II
03. 8
04. Lawrence of Arabia
05. Dr. Strangelove

06. Bicycle Thieves
06. Raging Bull
06. Vertigo
09. Rashomon

09. La Règle du jeu (The Rules of the Game)
09. Seven Samurai

Directors' Top Ten Poll
1992

01. Citizen Kane
02. 8
03. Raging Bull
04. La strada

05. L'Atalante
06. The Godfather
06. Modern Times
06. Vertigo
09. The Godfather Part II
10. The Passion of Joan of Arc
10. Rashomon
10. Seven Samurai
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NINE (2009), the star-studded 8  remake, based on the 
successful  Broadway musical of the same name.

STARDUST MEMORIES (1980), the Woody Allen film about 
a film director struggling to find meaning for his films and his 

many loves, in a comic re-imagining of the 8  story.

ALEX IN WONDERLAND (1970), directed by Paul Mazursky 
about a movie director torn as to how to make his next film.

ALL THAT JAZZ (1979). Director Bob Fosse uses music and 
fantasy to help illustrate the love and career struggles of a 

successful Broadway choreographer and film director.
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Obituary
Ringmaster and Clown: Federico Fellini (1920-1993)
November 8,1993

ost directors are content to Xerox the world. Federico Fellini 
created his own world on film, and it has taken the rest of us 

a lifetime to appreciate the acuity of his vision.

In La Dolce Vita (1960), 8  (1963), Amarcord (1974) and 20 
other films, overripe images spilled out of his cornucopia: clowns 
and courtesans,  prelates and zealots, overripe creatures from a 
fantast's bestiary.  At first they looked like outrageous cartoons of 
sensuality and sacrilege.  But long before his death last week at 73, 
from complications after a stroke, it was clear they were previews 
of a moral system spun wildly off its axis. For 30 years and more, 
the word Felliniesque has defined not just the director's work but a 
style at the peacock end of film, photography,  fashion, advertising, 
high life and street life.

The times are surreal enough now; we can appreciate Fellini as a 
prophet and documentarian of every cultural excess of the late 
20th century.  There's no question that Fellini was in part satirizing 
his milieu. But because he was incapable of a stillborn frame of 
film, his pictures celebrate what they criticize; they amount to a 
cautionary blueprint for survival in the atomic age.  If you've been 
very lucky or very naughty, then life for you is like a Fellini 
movie.

His work and his world were bigger than life,  from the days when 
young Federico came from Rimini to Rome, sketching caricatures 
on Via Veneto tablecloths.  And so in his later films, faces are 
pressed against the window of the camera lens; people talk too 
loud or too much; makeup is applied with a trowel; actors are 
encouraged to go over the top,  to skywrite their emotions on the 
screen.

As a boy Fellini really did run away to join a traveling circus.  He 
was sent home within a few days, but his heart stayed there. In a 
Fellini film, life is a circus without surcease.  Come inside, 
children of all ages,  where (in Amarcord) the snowflakes are as fat 
as pancakes, where (in The Nights of Cabiria, 1957) streetwalkers 
dance like schoolgirls and (in Juliet of the Spirits (1965), God 
may be waiting for you in the attic.
Fellini once played God: he was the vagabond whom a peasant 
(Anna Magnani) mistakes for Jesus in Roberto Rossellini's The 
Miracle (1948).  For Fellini, however,  God was a goddess and 
woman was the world – everything in the world that excites and 
frightens,  forbids and enchants. To Marcello in La Dolce Vita, 
woman is "mother,  sister, daughter, lover,  angel,  home." How 
small and sad and funny men are in comparison! At one end of the 
spectrum they are like the midget bluenose in Boccaccio 70 (1962) 
overwhelmed by Anita Ekberg as a sexual giantess -- it's the attack 
of the 50-ft.  libido. At the other end they are like Guido in 8  
cracking the whip in a vain attempt to tame his harem menagerie.

In some of his later extravaganzas,  Fellini's Casanova (1976) and 
City of Women (1979),  woman was a dream flowering into 

nightmare,  and unfortunate man was Phallus in Wonderland. 
Fellini was not the sort of artist to mature as he grew older; he was 
emotionally a child,  an avid teenager, like all the overage boys in 
his movies. And so, in some of the late ones, he tilted from parody 
to self-parody. It was inevitable,  perhaps,  that he would find it 
difficult to distinguish between being Fellini and doing Fellini.

Early or late,  prime or decadent, these films are unmistakably 
those of an Italian male of the late 20th century.  Italian,  yes, but 
also universal.  No European filmmaker has been imitated so 
flatteringly on Broadway (Cabiria and 8  both found their way to 
the musical stage) and in Hollywood (Paul Mazursky, Bob Fosse 
and Woody Allen have all done their own confessional glosses on 
8 ). Male, yes, but with a stethoscope auditing the heart of a 
woman. La Strada,  Cabiria, Juliet  and Ginger and Fred (1983) 
are four sympathetic diagnoses of vital women used by weak men. 
They are also, of course,  dynamic showcases for the talents of 
Giulietta Masina,  who for 49 years was Signora Fellini.  In his 
films she was the average,  put-upon feminine spirit, just as 
Marcello Mastroianni was the gallantly anguished soul of modern 
man.

Where can these warring sexes find equality and transcendence? 
Only on the stage,  or at the circus, or in the movies – in the gaudy 
popular arts from which Fellini's gaudy, sophisticated art emerged. 
A girl might dance with her cartoon hero made flesh; stokers on a 
great ship might feel a little better hearing the friendly competition 
of high notes from opera stars many decks above them.  And for 
Guido in 8 , it is the knowledge that on celluloid he can do 
anything: reunite lovers, reconcile families, turn dream into drama 
and lead all life's players in a dance around the center ring. Who 
else has such sorcerer's power?  And who, besides Fellini, used that 
power with such wondrous recklessness?

Federico Fellini with his  wife Giulietta Masina, who starred in 
such Fellini  films  as Nights of Cabiria  (1957), Juliet of the Spirits 
(1965) and Ginger and Fred (1986)
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JOSEPH E. LEVINE, A TOWERING FIGURE 

IN MOVIE MAKING, IS DEAD - Part 1

By NAN ROBERTSON
August 1, 1987

oseph E. Levine, one of the most successful and flamboyant 
producers and distributors in the history of the film industry, 

died yesterday at Greenwich (Conn.) Hospital after a short illness. 
He was 81 years old and lived in Greenwich.

The term movie mogul could have been invented for him. The 
man who said,  ''You can fool all the people if the advertising is 
right,'' who authorized a press release describing himself as ''a 
colossus towering above the lesser moguls of filmdom,'' who 
brought the world ''Godzilla,'' ''Attila'' and ''Hercules,'' as well as 
''The Graduate,'' ''Divorce - Italian Style,'' Fellini's ''8 1/2,'' ''The 
Lion in Winter,'' ''Two Women,'' ''Darling,'' ''The Producers'' and 
''A Bridge Too Far,'' was truly larger than life.

He produced, bought, imported and distributed about 500 films, 
American and foreign. He spent staggering amounts of money to 
get back even more staggering amounts. He was a one-man 
showman-tycoon in an industry dominated by huge corporations. 
He helped discover such stars as Dustin Hoffman and worked 
successfully to get an Oscar for Sophia Loren. He promoted the 
careers of Marcello Mastroianni and Mel Brooks. 

Trappings of Power

And he relished the accouterments of his power and fame: the 
obsequious retinues of hangers-on, the 96-foot yacht,  the 
sumptuous hotel suites, the Greenwich estate,  the enviable 
collection of paintings, the power lunches in the Pool Room of the 
Four Seasons, Mr. Levine's ''favorite fast-food restaurant'' below 
his Manhattan offices.

When he was 69 years old, in 1974, he wrote on the Op-Ed page 
of The New York Times: ''I love this business which is not really a 
business. The film industry is composed of an indescribable 
collection of dreamers and schemers, geniuses and phonies, 
sharpshooters and lunatics.  It's action on the screen and off.  I hope 
that when my time is up,  it'll happen not in bed,  but in that suite in 
Rome,  or on a plane, or on the back lot of a studio in Hollywood, 
Paris or London.''

He was a late starter in the business he loved. After many lean 
years, his big breakthrough came in the 1950's with ''Godzilla,'' 
''Attila'' and, in 1959,  with an Italian loincloth-and-beefcake epic, 
''Hercules.'' He flew to Rome to see it and bought it outright.

Life Begins at 54

What he saw had terrible color and a botched soundtrack, but it 
also had ''musclemen, broads and a shipwreck and a dragon for the 
kids,'' Mr. Levine said. He cleaned up the print and the sound, 

opened ''Hercules'' simultaneously at 624 movie houses across the 
country, made a bundle and was catapulted into the international 
big time at last. He was 54 years old.  During the years that 
followed, at the peak of his career,  the 5-foot-4-inch producer 
dressed expensively despite his weight of more than 200 pounds. 
He entertained lavishly in such habitats as the Presdential Suite of 
Rome's Excelsior Hotel,  where he was invariably surrounded by 
movie stars, lawyers and film groupies of every ilk.  It had been a 
struggle all the way. Joseph Edward Levine was born in a Boston 
slum on Sept.  9, 1905, the youngest of six children of a Russian 
immigrant tailor. He spent his childhood hustling pennies - as 
newsboy, shoeshine boy, luggage carrier,  whatever came to hand - 
to help support his mother, who was widowed once and abandoned 
by her second husband. He recently told an interviewer that he had 
known ''not one happy day'' growing up. He left school for good 
when he was 14 for a full-time job in a dress factory.

Lose a Bar, Gain a Wife

In the 1920's, he and two of his brothers started a basement dress 
shop, getting their stock on consignment. He briefly drove an 
ambulance, manufactured little statues of Daddy Grace,  a black 
evangelist,  and operated the Cafe Wonderbar in Boston's Back 
Bay.  He left the restaurant business in 1937 to marry Rosalie 
Harrison, a singer with Rudy Vallee's band,  the next year. When he 
became rich, he named his yacht after her.  Their marriage lasted 
until his death nearly 50 years later.

 ''I love this business which is not really a business. The film 
industry is composed of an indescribable collection of 
dreamers and schemers,  geniuses and phonies, sharpshooters 
and lunatics.  It's action on the screen and off. I hope that when 
my time is up,  it'll happen not in bed, but in that suite in Rome, 
or on a plane, or on the back lot  of a studio in Hollywood, 
Paris or London.'' - Joseph E. Levine
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JOSEPH E. LEVINE, A TOWERING FIGURE 

IN MOVIE MAKING, IS DEAD - Part 2

By NAN ROBERTSON
August 1, 1987

Within a week of their engagement, at his fiancee's insistence, the 
saloon went on the block. Mr. Levine was soon running a movie 
house in New Haven and eventually became a successful if small-
time distributor and exhibitor throughout New England.

He bought decrepit Westerns at bargain rates. He saw people 
standing in line in a snowstorm to see a sex-hygiene film called 
''Body Beautiful.'' ''It  made me sick,'' he recalled later. ''So I bought 
it.'' He booked it into a theater in a small Maine town and raked in 
customers.

Secret of Double Bills

During World War II, Mr. Levine leased a film shot in China 
called ''Ravaged Earth.'' Taking advantage of the temper of the 
times,  and using language that would later be considered 
offensive, he rented the Shubert Theater in Boston and splurged on 
advertisements he wrote himself.  One of his headlines shrieked, 
''Jap Rats Stop at  Nothing - See This. It Will Make You Fighting 
Mad.''

Mr. Levine discovered that double bills with the same stars or 
similar themes, such as two Abbott and Costello movies, increased 
the box-office take significantly. He would even present movies 
together just because they had similar titles, such as ''Captain 
Caution'' and ''Captain Fury.'' He bought an Australian film called 
''Walk Into Paradise.'' Few came to see it.  So he changed the title 
to ''Walk Into Hell'' on the marquee. It was a smash.

He took his first step into big-time producing in 1956,  as president 
of Embassy Films, when he bought the Japanese monster movie 
''Godzilla.'' It grossed $1 million. The next blockbuster was 
''Attila'' in 1958 with Anthony Quinn and Sophia Loren. It grossed 
$2 million. ''Hercules'' grossed $5 million and was seen by 24 
million moviegoers.

Promoting Sophia Loren

Mr. Levine started dealing in art  films, often European,  in the 
1960's, reaching the peak of his career and his prestige during that 
decade and into the 1970's.  In 1961, he bought ''Two Women,'' 
based on a novella by Alberto Moravia, directed by Vittorio de 
Sica and starring Sophia Loren and Eleanora Brown. They played 
a mother and her young daughter displaced from their home 
during World War II. Mr.  Levine bought the North American 
distribution rights after seeing only three minutes of the rushes. 
One segment depicted Moroccan soldiers raping the two.

He focused on one still photograph during his promotional 
campaign. It showed the mother, Miss Loren,  in a torn dress, 

kneeling in the dirt and weeping with rage and grief.  He predicted 
that she would win the Academy Award for her performance, 
brought her to this country for interviews,  placed large 
advertisements in newspapers and saw to it that ''Two Women'' 
appeared in those cities where Oscar jury members lived.

Miss Loren became the first  person in a foreign language film to 
win an Oscar for best actress. It was said of Mr. Levine that he 
''nursed'' the film toward its ultimate popularity and success.

The Biggest Project

Many Oscars followed for the films and stars in Mr. Levine's 
stable. They included Katharine Hepburn in ''The Lion in Winter'' 
in 1968, his favorite production. Opposite Miss Hepburn,  who 
played Eleanor of Aquitaine, was Peter O'Toole as Henry II.

Mr. Levine's most formidable undertaking was ''A Bridge Too 
Far'' (1977). The film adaptation of Cornelius Ryan's best-selling 
World War II novel cost  $26.7 million and was shot at 146 
locations in Europe under the eye of its producer. Richard 
Attenborough directed.

In an interview in the summer of 1987, Mr. Levine, 81 years old 
and looking gaunt and frail, said he was still wheeling and dealing, 
with nine scripts under option. ''If only I could have 10 more 
healthy years,''  he said, ''I'd give up my entire bank account – 
because I know I could fill it up again quickly.''

In addition to his wife,  Rosalie, of Greenwich, he is survived by a 
son, Richard, of Greenwich, and a daughter,  Tricia,  and two 
grandchildren.  A funeral service will be held at 2:30 P.M. Monday 
at Campbell's Funeral Home at Madison Avenue and 81st Street.

FEDERICO FELLINI’S

The Boston premiere of the Italian-produced Hercules in 
1959, whose enormous box office success helped pave the way 
for Levine to distribute European “art” films such as 
Federico Fellini’s 8  in 1963.




