
The Frida Cinema is a gathering place for movie lovers 
of all kinds. The lobby is a place of film discussion and 
friendly gathering, a venue of its own where perspectives 
from all backgrounds are welcomed and engaged with. We 
have started the Frida Zinema to replicate this experience 
in printed form. We welcome all who love film to submit 
their artwork, writings, and thoughts, and to connect to 
other artists in a space of creativity and understanding. 
We love films, and we love people who love films. Please, 
share your thoughts and artwork, and enjoy the ones within.
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HOW MAD MAX AND MAGIC 
MIKE THRUST ME ONTO THE 
ROAD TO ADULTHOOD
By Isa Bulnes-Shaw
@mnightslammajam on Letterboxd

 Nearly a decade ago during the summer after my graduation from 
high school, my friend group and I were trying to spend as much time 
together as possible before college began. We’d been friends since middle 
school, and the � ve of us were anticipating the unknown and our friend group 
fading away. Girls’ nights were full of camping, concerts, and movies, trying to 
get as many memories in as we could.
 The newly released Magic Mike XXL’s advertising promised a fun, 
sparkly comedy/musical. We decided that sounded perfect, but needed to see 
the � rst. Luckily, my best friend’s older sister had gotten a copy of the original 
for her birthday (further adding to the idea that it’d be a good time). So, like 
the mature teenagers we were, we hunkered down in a pillow fort with our 
salty snacks, ready for some oily dancing.

          It was a mess from the start. Sure, we were greeted by Matthew M’s 
crowd work, but less than two minutes in we faced the dreaded color grading. 
It was so yellow despite being interior shots and for seemingly no reason, that 
we spent at least 10 minutes messing with the monitor and DVD player trying 
to � gure out what was happening. Combined with the unlikable characters 
and overall forgettable story, we just couldn’t connect. We made it through 
though, in what I can only explain as an example of the sunk-cost fallacy. 
Realizing we absolutely did NOT care to go back into Magic Michael’s world 
with the sequel, and began searching for other options. We found solace in our 
local dollar theater (those were the days). Mad Max: Fury Road’s trailer looked 
exciting and it had good reviews, so we took a chance, entered the Citadel, 
and came out changed.
 We were thrust into the world of blood and � re, following Furiosa, 
the Wives, and The Vuvalini on a harrowing road trip to The Green Place. 
What better girls’ night is there than one � lled with badass women of all ages 
taking to the road, � ghting fascists, and taking back the land? We went from 
men in thongs dancing to “Pony” by Genuwine to a thrilling punk-rock, post-
apocalypse with elderly women chasing a War Rig on amalgamations of metal 
and bones. It was dream-like; it was Valhalla.
 Ironically, Fury Road was so colorful and dynamic, it left piss-yellow 
Magic Mike feeling more apocalyptic between the two. If one of us had to jam 
to a single soundtrack, you can bet your ass 
we’d pick the one with the diegetic shredding 
guitar and war drums.
 George Miller not only delivered my 
friends and I from a dud of a night, but escorted 
us in a juggernaut of chrome, propelling us into 
the new era of our lives as young adults. The 
� lms Magic Mike and Mad Max: Fury Road will be 
forever intertwined. Indeed, there is much more 
binding them than their alliterative “M” names, 
although this just further proves this association 
was meant to be.
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Hit the Road
 by Brian Ly

	 Road trips are inherently fun, a forced bonding experience in an 
enclosed space where the daily irritants that you may tolerate on a daily basis 
are exacerbated by your claustrophobic death trap where it’s impossible to 
even escape into your own thoughts, the grating voice of your prepubescent 
little brother bursting into show tunes is your personal soundtrack from hell. 
While the classical purpose of the road trip is for a summer escapade, a sort of 
reprieve from the monotony of daily life, for some cultures that have had little 
reason to venture beyond their hometown much less even enter a car, a road 
trip inherently implies a reason for sojourning, almost always due to staying 
put no longer being an option.

	 In Panah Panahi’s critically acclaimed film Hit the Road, an Iranian 
family goes on a road trip with no clear destination, yet a sense of urgency 
is very much palpable in the air. This isn’t necessarily evident from how the 
film starts out, where it resembles the more typical road trip movie where the 
clashing personalities of the family are a source of comedy. Over time though, 
you realize that the overly doting mother and the easily irritated father are 
internalizing much of the emotional burden of 
the family, and it becomes clear that the silence 
from the taciturn older son has less to do with 
his personality but more with the gravity of the 
situation he is in, the younger son completely 
oblivious and obnoxiously causing a raucous, as 
children are known to do.

	 As much as the film sounds like a 
complete downer, it isn’t without a light at the 
end of the tunnel, an analogue to the persecution 
faced by intellectuals taking a stance against the 
censorship by the Iranian government. Much like 
the characters of his film, Panah Panahi takes 
a sort of road trip of his own in his filmmaking 
process as he has to actively shoot his films in 
secret to avoid the numerous arrests that his father has faced. Though the 
human rights crisis in Iran is actively stifling one of the most creative film 
movements to emerge in the world cinema scene, there is still a clear passion 
from Iranian filmmakers to tell uniquely Iranian stories regardless of how 
much friction and pushback they may face in the process. 

	 What ultimately keeps filmmakers like the Panahis and their other 
contemporaries going is that they have something to say that demands to be 
heard on the world stage, in hope that their sacrifices and struggles are not in 
vain and that they may someday induce change to perhaps create a healthier 
ecosystem where Iranian filmmakers do not fear persecution for expressing 
themselves through art.





QOTMWhat is your favorite road film?

QUE S T I ON
OF THE MONTH
Diamonds of the Night 
(1962)
dir. Jan Nemec

Il Sorpasso (1962) 
dir. Dino Risi

The Last Detail (1973)
dir. Hal Ashby

The Muppet Movie 
(1979)
dir. James Frawley

Leningrad Cowboys Go 
America (1989) 
dir. Aki Kaurismäki

The Living End (1992)
dir. Gregg Araki

The Adventures of 
Priscilla, Queen of the 
Desert (1994) 
dir. Stephan Elliott

Fear and Loathing in 
Las Vegas (1998)
dir. Terry Gilliam

Y Tu Mamá También 
(2001)
dir. Alfonso Cuarón

Crossroads (2002)
dir. Tamra Davis

The Fast and the 
Furious: Tokyo Drift 
(2006)
dir. Justin Lin

Mad Max: Fury Road 
(2015) 
dir. George Miller

Fan Favorites:

Paris, Texas (1984)
dir. Wim Wenders

Little Miss Sunshine (2006)
dir. Jonathan Dayton, Valerie 

Pee-Wee’s Big Adventure (1985)
dir. Tim Burton



Art by Haley Harmicar (@haleyharmicartaccount)
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