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The Avalon Theatre’s initial stage and screen schedule 
as listed in the opening night program from January 5, 1923. 

 
Tickets to the opening night performance 

by Lucy Gates started at $1.10 
 

Film admissions for the opening week 
were 10 cents for a matinee and 28 cents 

for an evening show. 

Moviegoers taking in the holidays at The Avalon, December 1936. 
Photographer unknown.

When The Avalon Theatre opened on January 5, 1923, it promised the public that it would host the finest 
musical acts, performers, lecturers, along with the best vaudeville acts, community events and moving 
pictures – and it worked hard to do it. I haven’t been to many other theaters open today that can boast 
having John Phillip Sousa’s band perform on stage, but here’s the thing – The Avalon was made to show 
movies.

Just look at the opening week’s schedule on the page to the left and you’ll see that movies made up most 
of the offerings – and in its first year alone, it showed over 250 feature films.  All accompanied by Glen 
Schrader, John Cameron, and Earl Blackstone performing as The Avalon Theatre Orchestra.

Thousands of films have been shown at The Avalon (or the Cooper) since then, so how do we pick just 
one from each decade of The Avalon’s first 100 years? A small group of local film instructors, filmmak-
ers, and film programmers got together and decided to pick some of our favorite movies with important 
cultural and personal significance that we could trace back to a moment in the history of The Avalon.

Each film will be introduced by a member of this committee, including some of the context surrounding 
the film’s release as well as a little Avalon history.  In this program, we’re including un-edited reviews 
from the film’s initial release so that you can see how they were received by critics and audiences of 
the time. You might notice some language that seems out of place in a modern setting, but we hope you 
enjoy their words just the same.

Everyone who’s spent any time at all at The Avalon has a story that begins with, “I saw … at The Ava-
lon,” or “I saw … at the Cooper”.  These films are for you and its our sincere hope that they serve as 
a little bit time travel, a little bit local history, and as a great celebration of The Avalon’s first century!

Bryan Wade
Development Director, Avalon Theatre Foundation



FEB.14 by STAFF 
New York Times, May 26, 1924
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“There is an old proverb 
which says:  

 
Don’t try to do two things at once 
and expect to do justice to both. 

This is the story of a boy who tried 
it. While employed as a moving 
picture operator in a small town 

theater he was also studying 
to be a detective.”

-TITLE CARD

Sherlock, Jr. was the last film 
released by Metro Pictures, 

which soon merged with 
Goldwyn Pictures and 

Louis B. Mayer Productions 
to form the film giant, MGM.

AVALON FACTS:

JEFF GUSTAFSON 

Jeff has worked as a director of 
photography from Maine to Hawaii 
and everywhere in between. He 
has shot feature films, directed 
commercials and short-form videos, 
and worked on projects ranging 
from Oscar-nominated movies and 
international car commercials to 
independent films and late-night 
infomercials.  
 
He has a B.A. in Theatre and Media 
Arts from Brigham Young University 
and an M.F.A. in Visualization from 
Texas A&M University.

WITH AN INTRODUCTION BY 

JEFFREY GUSTAFSON 
Instructor of Filmmaking, Colorado Mesa University

THE 1920’S
DIRECTOR: BUSTER KEATON 
WRITERS: JEAN C. HAVEZ (STORY), JOSEPH A. MITCHELL (STORY), CLYDE BRUCKMAN (STORY) 
STARRING: BUSTER KEATON, KATHRYN MCGUIRE, JOE KEATON 
45 MINS. NO RATING, SILENT.

SHERLOCK, JR. (1924)
As one watches “Sherlock Jr.” 
being unfurled on the Rial-
to screen, one might observe 
with a sigh after 500 feet have 
passed that it is about time the 
comical Buster Keaton skipped 
into action. Just about then you 
realize that something has hap-
pened—one of the best screen 
tricks ever incorporated in a 
comedy—and laughter starts, 
and for the balance of the picture 
you smile, snigger, chuckle, 
grin and guffaw. As the embryo 
sleuth whose actual occupation 
is that of a projection machine 
operator in a nondescript motion 
picture theatre, Mr. Keaton finds 
the tables turned on him when 
the pawn ticket for a stolen 
watch is discovered in his own 
pocket. He returns to work, 
dejected at the thought of losing 
his girl, and falls asleep in the 
operator’s booth as a picture is 
being screened. What one sees 
is his dream, which in a measure 
is something like the dream 
sequence in “Hollywood.”

One views Mr. Keaton seeing 
his girl on the screen with the 
villain, he who had really stolen 
the watch. You see Keanton join 
the characters in the picture he is 
projecting, and then he is kicked 
out of the picture by the villain. 
He is about to sit on a doorstep 
when the scene changes and he 
discovers that he is at the pool 
or a garden wall. The scene 
switches again and he narrowly 
escapes being run down by a 
train. He just got out of its way, 
and is then seen peering over a 
high cliff, which soon changes 

into the sight of Buster on a rock 
in midocean. He is pondering 
in thought, listening to the wild 
waves, when in comes a scene of 
Broadway or some traffic-con-
gested thoroughfare. For the 
most part of this production our 
hero is endeavoring to get out 
of the picture he is projecting, 
or at least out of the swiftly 
changing sequences into which 
he has penetrated in his desire to 
throttle the villain, played by the 
sinister appearing Ward Crane.

After viewing the antics of the 
hero on the screen of his own 
theatre, the director, none other 
than Buster himself, has seen to 
it that the whole affair is brought 
closer, so that one witnesses the 
full size result. Of course the 
first part of this long sequence 
is boisterously funny, and nary 
the flicker of expression crosses 
the Keaton countenance, except 
through the eyes. His face might 
be made of stone for all the resil-

iency there is in it.There is an 
extremely good comedy which 
will give you plenty of amuse-
ment, so long as you permit Mr. 
Keaton to glide into his work 
with his usual deliberation..

THE AVALON THEATRE
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“He’s always been king of his 
world, but we’ll teach him fear. 

We’re millionaires, boys. I’ll 
share it with all of you. Why, in 

a few months, it’ll be up in lights 
on Broadway: Kong, the Eighth 

Wonder of the World.” 
 

-CARL DENHAM

BRYAN WADE 

An unabashed cinema nerd, Star 
Wars geek and Avalon fanboy, Bryan 
Wade has spent more than 34 years 
working in dark theaters, watched 
thousands of hours of film and prob-
ably still smells a little like popcorn 
butter.  

He began his career at The Avalon in 
2003 as a projectionist and Cinema 
Manager and has been film program-
mer since 2009.  He currently serves 
as Development Director for The 
Avalon Theatre Foundation.

WITH AN INTRODUCTION BY 

BRYAN WADE 
Development Director, Avalon Theatre Foundation

The Daily Sentinel 
Friday, August 18, 1933: 

“Every once in a while the motion 
pictures present something with 

so much hearty and hardy 
substance to it that it is like 

sinking your teeth into a juicy 
steak after being on a diet of 

watercress and cream cheese.”

AVALON FACTS:

THE AVALON THEATRE
DIRECTOR: MERIAN C. COOPER, ERNEST B. SCHOEDSACK 
WRITERS: JAMES ASHMORE CREELMAN, RUTH ROSE (SCREEN PLAY), MERIAN C. COOPER 
STARRING: FAY WRAY, ROBERT ARMSTRONG, BRUCE CABOT 
100 MINS. NO RATING

mar.13 by STAFF 
The Hollywood Reporter, February 14, 1933KING KONG (1933)

THE 1930’S
Picture to yourself a beast, 
larger than the largest you 
have ever seen, even in books, 
falling in love with a beautiful 
girl.
 
In protecting her, he literally 
wrecks the animal kingdom in 
which he lives. He kills first 
one monster, then another and 
another. He destroys practical-
ly an entire tribe of cannibals. 
Finally, he is captured and 
brought to New York for exhi-
bition. He escapes, throws the 
city into a panic, scales high 
buildings, wrecks subways, al-
ways in search of or believing 
he is protecting the girl. If you 
can picture these things in your 
mind, you have a faint idea of 
King Kong. 

It is a great piece of imagina-
tion, hatched in the brain of a 
showman for showmen, pro-
duced in grand style and good 
taste, and most capably acted 
and directed.

The story concerns a motion 
picture expedition into the 
wilds of an almost unheard-of 
island, seeking shots of a 
mighty beast (Kong), repre-
sented as being so large and 
so strong he could push over 
skyscrapers almost without 
effort.  

On arriving at the island, the 
girl of the picture expedition 
(Fay Wray) is kidnapped by 
a tribe of natives and offered 
in tribute to the mighty Kong, 

hoping to appease his hunger 
and restrain his passion for 
wrecking their walls and kill-
ing off their people. 

The hunt for and recovery of 
the girl by the picture troupe 
also brings the capture of 
Kong, whom the director 
(Robert Armstrong) believes 
will earn $1 million if placed 
on exhibition. He is brought to 
New York, escapes, throws the 
city into panic and is finally 
killed. 

The yarn is a “beauty and the 
beast” story, done in an entire-
ly different setting, with much 
of your sympathy going to the 
beast. Even though he kills off 
anything and everything that 
seeks to intrude on his romance 
with the beauty, when he is 
finally killed at the top of the 
Empire State Building in New 
York, by thousands of bullets 
from airplane guns, you almost 
have to choke down a tear for 
his passing. 

Wray has never been more 
beautiful before the camera, 
nor acted as well as she does in 
this production. Armstrong, out 
of the villain class for the time 
being, is more than capable in 
the role of the director. Bruce 
Cabot, while not astonishing in 
his histrionic ability, does ably 
as the hero. All other members 
of the cast are well fitted to 
their parts and offer excellent 
support. 

The production department of 
Radio can take deep bows for 
its work. The sets and locations 
added greatly to the realism of 
this fantastic story.
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BRYAN WADE 

An unabashed cinema nerd, Star 
Wars geek and Avalon fanboy, Bryan 
Wade has spent more than 34 years 
working in dark theaters, watched 
thousands of hours of film and prob-
ably still smells a little like popcorn 
butter.  

He began his career at The Avalon in 
2003 as a projectionist and Cinema 
Manager and has been film program-
mer since 2009.  He currently serves 
as Development Director for The 
Avalon Theatre Foundation.

“When your head says one thing 
and your whole life says another, 

your head always loses.”

-FRANK McCLOUD

WITH AN INTRODUCTION BY 

BRYAN WADE 
Development Director, Avalon Theatre Foundation

Silent film cowboy, 
Monte Blue appears 

in Key Largo as 
Sheriff Ben Wade.  He also 

starred in the very first film 
ever shown at The Avalon, 

My Old Kentucky Home.

AVALON FACTS:

DIRECTOR: JOHN HUSTON 
WRITERS: RICHARD BROOKS (SCREENPLAY), JOHN HUSTON, MAXWELL ANDERSON 
STARRING: HUMPHREY BOGART, EDWARD G. ROBINSON, LAUREN BACALL 
100 MINS. NO RATING

apr.17 by By Bosley Crowther 
New York Times, July 17, 1948

THE COOPER THEATER
KEY LARGO (1948)
THE 1940’S

It is whimsical that the War-
ners, who had a great deal to 
do with the rise of the gangster 
in the movies, should have 
been as persistent as they have 
in dispatching this legendary 
character to limbo over a pe-
riod of years. Ever since “The 
Petrified Forest,” back in 1936, 
they have made several obvi-
ous occasions to kiss the boy 
goodbye. Now, in their latest, 
“Key Largo,” which came 
to the Strand yesterday, they 
subject him to the final irony: 
they have him enacted again 
by no less a one than Edward 
G. Robinson and then they let 
a reformed Humphrey Bogart 
bump him off.This, to the old 
gangster-film fan, will smack 
distinctly of race suicide—or, 
at least, of deliberate self-de-
struction of a type through in-
ternecine strife. And this was, 
no doubt, an intention of those 
who arranged to bring two 
such notorious veterans of the 
old days together in this film. 
For a great deal of pertinent 
suggestion is unquestionably 
conveyed by the spectacle of 
one classic film thug putting 
the quietus on another one. 
Unfortunately, the staggering 
impact of the image itself is 
somewhat lost in an excess of 
prefatory talking, much of it 
along philosophical lines.In 
making this screen translation 
of an old Maxwell Anderson 
play—in which, incidently, 
Paul Muni played the Bogart 
role, in 1939—Director John 
Huston has certainly done a 

great deal to tighten and speed 
a still overcrowded story of the 
forces of evil versus good. He 
has dropped out a lot of prior 
build-up, thrown away some 
complexities and avoided the 
final fatalism which Mr. Ander-
son always seems to indulge.
Now he has got a story of two 
strong men who come face to 
face in a hotel, shut down for 
the summer, on a sweaty Flor-
ida key. One is a hard-bitten 
fellow, ex-Army and ex-ideal-
ist, who is visiting the wife and 
father of a buddy killed in the 
war. The other is an old-time 
gangster, run out of the coun-
try years ago, who is set upon 
making a comeback with the 
old cruelty and arrogance.With 
remarkable filming and cut-
ting, Mr. Huston had notably 
achieved a great deal of inter-
est and tension in some rather 
static scenes—and scenes, too, 
that give the bald appearance 
of having been written for the 
stage. Though largely con-
fined to a few rooms, he kept 
people on the move and has 
used an intrusive hurricane for 
some slam-bang melodramatic 
effects.He has also got stinging 
performances out of most of 
his cast—notably out of Mr. 
Robinson, who plays the last 
of the red-hot gangsters in 
top-notch style. Indeed, Mr. 
Robinson’s performance is an 
expertly timed and timbred 
scan of the vulgarity, corrup-
tion and egoism of a criminal 
man. Mr. Bogart’s enactment 
of a fellow who blows both hot 

and cold is also penetrating, 
largely because it’s on the acid 
side. Lionel Barrymore is sharp 
as an old codger who is full of 
ineffectual bravery, and Lauren 
Bacall is solemnly righteous as 
a war-widowed country girl. 
Picturesque performances of 
assorted henchmen and a moll 
are given by Thomas Gomez, 
Harry Lewis and Claire Trevor.
But the script prepared by Mr. 
Huston and Richard Brooks 
was too full of words and 
highly cross-purposed impli-
cations to give the action full 
chance. Talk—endless talk—
about courage and the way the 
world goes gums it up. And the 
simple fact is that much of it is 
pompous and remote. Also the 
presentation of old-time gang-
sterism in this light shows up 
its obsolescence. The Warners 
were sentimental, perhaps.On 
the stage at the Strand are Bil-
lie Holiday, Stump and Stumpy 
and Count Basie and his band.

Key Largo opened at The Mesa Theater in 1948.  
It did not play at The Avalon until the 2000s as 
part of its Dinner & a Movies series. 



ALL FILMS ARE SUBJECT TO AVAILABILITY AT THE DATE OF THE SCREENING. PLEASE CHECK AVALONTHEATREFOUNDATION.ORG FOR UPDATES.

AnQi Yu 

AnQi Yu grew up in Grand Junction 
and recently received her B.A. in 
Film & Media Studies from Stanford 
University. 

She started Junktown Cinema Club 
in early 2022 after spending her high 
school years wishing there were more 
communities in the Grand Valley for 
watching and making indie film.

“I don’t believe in surrenders. 
Nope, I’ve still got my saber, 

Reverend. Didn’t beat it into no 
plowshare, neither.”

-ETHAN EDWARDS

WITH AN INTRODUCTION BY 
AnQi Yu      
Filmmaker and founder of Junktown Cinema Club

The same week that The 
Searchers, famously filmed 
nearby in Utah, opened at 

The Mesa Theater, 
 The Cooper Theater opened 
another western, Tribute to 

a Bad Man starring James 
Cagney that was filmed 
in Montrose, Ouray and 

Ridgway.

AVALON FACTS:

DIRECTOR: JOHN FORD 
WRITERS: FRANK S. NUGENT, ALAN LE MAY 
STARRING: JOHN WAYNE, JEFFREY HUNTER, VERA MILES 
119 MINS. NO RATING.

may 8 THE COOPER THEATER
by Bosley Crowther 
New York Times, May 31, 1956THE SEARCHERS (1956)

THE 1950’S
APPROPRIATELY, C. V. 
Whitney, the distinguished 
turfman, is making his debut as 
a producer of motion pictures 
with a horse opera, directed by 
John Ford. This, in the realm 
of motion pictures, is like hav-
ing a favorite three-year-old 
going in the Kentucky Derby 
with Eddie Arcaro or Dave Erb 
up.Thus, it is highly gratify-
ing to be able to report that 
Mr. Whitney’s first film, “The 
Searchers,” came thundering 
in a winner at the Criterion 
yesterday. And it is equally 
gratifying to notice that Mr. 
Ford hasn’t lost his touch. 

”The Searchers,” for all the 
suspicions aroused by exces-
sive language in its ads, is 
really a rip-snorting Western, 
as brashly entertaining as they 
come. It starts with the tardy 
homecoming of a lean Texan 
from the Civil War and leaps 
right into a massacre by Com-
manches and the abduction of 
two white girls. And then it 
proceeds for almost two hours 
to detail the five-year search 
for the girls that is relentlessly 
conducted by the Texan, with 
the ultimate help of just one 
lad.That is the story pattern 
on which Mr. Ford and his 
gang have plastered a wealth 
of Western action that has the 
toughness of leather and the 
sting of a whip. It bristles and 
howls with Indian fighting, 
goes into tense, nerve-rasping 
brawls between the Texan and 
his hunting companion,  

explodes with fiery comedy 
and lays into some frontier 
heroics that make the welkin 
ring.And when we distribute 
credit not only to Mr. Ford 
but to his gang, we do so with 
frank appreciation. For it is his 
familiar corps of actors, writer, 
etc., that helps to give the gusto 
to this film. From Frank S. Nu-
gent, whose screen play from 
the novel of Alan LeMay is a 
pungent thing, right on through 
the cast and technicians, it is 
the honest achievement of a 
well-knit team.

John Wayne is uncommonly 
commanding as the Texan 
whose passion for revenge is 
magnificently uncontaminated 
by caution or sentiment. Jeffrey 
Hunter is wonderfully callow 
and courageous as the lad who 
goes with him, and Ward Bond 
makes a dandy fighting parson 
in an old plug hat and a long 
linen coat.John Qualen as a 
stolid Texas rancher, Olive 
Carey as his wife, Vera Miles 
as their militantly romantic 
daughter, Natalie Wood as 
one of the abducted girls and 
a dozen or so other actors are 
great in supporting roles.There 
are only two faults of minor 
moment that we can find in 
this slambang Western film. 
The first is that Mr. Ford, once 
started, doesn’t seem to know 
when to stop. Episode is piled 
upon episode, climax upon 
climax and corpse upon corpse 
until the whole thing appears 
to be taking a couple of turns 

around the course. The justifi-
cation for it is that it certainly 
conveys the lengthiness of the 
hunt, but it leaves one a mite 
exhausted, especially with the 
speed at which it goes.The 
other fault is that the direc-
tor has permitted too many 
outdoor scenes to be set in 
the obviously synthetic sur-
roundings of the studio stage. 
Mr. Ford’s scenic stuff, shot in 
color and VistaVision, in the 
expanse of Monument Valley 
that he loves, has his custom-
ary beauty and grandeur, but 
some of those campfire scenes 
could have been shot in a 
sporting-goods store window. 
That isn’t like Mr. Ford. And it 
isn’t like most of this picture, 
which is as scratchy as genuine 
cockleburrs.

The Searchers opened at The Mesa Theater in 
1956. It did not play at The Avalon until the 
2000s as part of its Dinner & a Movies series. 
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“ Take your stinking paws off me, 
you damned dirty ape!”

-GEORGE TAYLOR

EVAN CURTIS 
 
Evan Curtis is an award-winning 
independent stop motion animator 
and filmmaker. His work has screened 
at SXSW, on PBS and in more than 50 
festivals worldwide. His films can be 
viewed at OreMagiFilms.com.

He has interned at Blue Sky Studios 
and Adult Swim, and currently teach-
es film and animation at Colorado 
Mesa University.

Competition for film 
audiences was fierce in 1968.   

Besides The Cooper and The 
Mesa theaters, filmgoers 

could see films daily at The 
Rocket and The Chief 

drive-in theaters as well.

AVALON FACTS:

WITH AN INTRODUCTION BY 

EVAN CURTIS 
Assistant Professor of Art - Animation and Digital Fillmaking, 
Colorado Mesa University

DIRECTOR: FRANKLIN J. SCHAFFNER 
WRITERS:MICHAEL WILSON, ROD SERLING, PIERRE BOULLE 
STARRING:CHARLTON HESTON, RODDY MCDOWALL, KIM HUNTER 
112 MINS. RATED G.

jun.12

THE COOPER THEATER
by Roger Ebert 
Chicago Sun-Times, April 15, 1968PLANET OF THE APES (1968)

THE 1960’S

My highly reliable public opin-
ion sampling system, consisting 
entirely of taking the word of 
taxi drivers for everything, leads 
me to the conclusion that “Plan-
et of the Apes” is one of this 
year’s most eagerly anticipated 
movies.

Somehow the chemistry has 
gone to work, the word has 
gotten around and the mass au-
dience is interested. There was 
even a line in front of the theater 
Friday morning, and that’s a 
sight you don’t see every day.

Since “Planet” already seems to 
have found its audience, then, I 
thought I’d address this review 
to the others -- to those who 
wouldn’t be caught dead going 
to see anything called “Planet of 
the Apes.”

I can understand their bias; until 
I started reviewing movies I 
probably wouldn’t have gone 
to see it either. And any number 
of friends have been telling me 
they’ve heard it was “awful” 
-- when, in fact, nobody in 
Chicago had seen it until Friday 
and the reviews from other cities 
have been pretty good.

What they were really imply-
ing was that any movie named 
“Planet of the Apes’’ had to be 
awful. This kind of snobbery 
may be good for a chuckle or 
two, but those who practice it 
miss a lot of entertaining  
movies.

“Planet of the Apes” is one. It 
is not great, or significant, or 
profound. Occasionally it is dis-
tractingly cute, as when the apes 
rewrite one cliché after another: 
“Man see, Man do,” for exam-
ple, or “To apes, all men look 
alike.” But, this is part of the 
fun. So is that much-publicized 
ape makeup: it does look real, 
by jingo, and after awhile you 
really do start thinking of those 
apes as individuals.

The plot is cast in the time- 
proven Hollywood adventure 
tradition. A space explorer from 
Earth (Charlton Heston) crash-
lands on an unknown planet 
where apes rank higher than men 
on the evolutionary ladder. He 
tries to convince his captors he 
is intelligent; there are some 
good action sequences; some 
amusing twists; some easily 
digestible sociological and 
philosophical points, and a 
thoroughly satisfactory surprise 
ending.

Heston is by now just about the 
only Hollywood actor capable 
of playing archetypal heroes 
-- Moses, Ben-Hur, the last man 
alive, etc. -- and there must be 
a reason. In stature and screen 
presence, he is heroic and he is 
noble; you’ve got to admit it. 
He’s right for this role, however 
preposterous it really may be, 
and he carries the film effort-
lessly. The actors hidden behind 
that ape makeup (Kim Hunter, 
Maurice Evans, Roddy McDow-

all, etc.) are difficult to review as 
people, but they’re fine as apes.

What I’m getting at, I guess, 
is that “Planet of the Apes” is 
much better than I expected 
it to be. It is quickly paced, 
completely entertaining, and its 
philosophical pretensions don’t 
get in the way.

If you only condescend to see 
an adventure thriller on rare 
occasions, condescend this time. 
You have nothing to lower but 
your brow.

Planet of the Apes opened at The Mesa Theater 
in 1968. It did not play at The Avalon until the 
2000s as part of its Dinner & a Movies series. 
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WITH AN INTRODUCTION BY 

BRYAN WADE 
Development Director, Avalon Theatre Foundation

BRYAN WADE 

An unabashed cinema nerd, Star 
Wars geek and Avalon fanboy, Bryan 
Wade has spent more than 34 years 
working in dark theaters, watched 
thousands of hours of film and prob-
ably still smells a little like popcorn 
butter.  

He began his career at The Avalon in 
2003 as a projectionist and Cinema 
Manager and has been film program-
mer since 2009.  He currently serves 
as Development Director for The 
Avalon Theatre Foundation.

Star Wars had already 
become a global 

phenomenom when it opened 
at The Cooper on July 1, 1977.

It’s still the most requested 
film at The Avalon 

today.

AVALON FACTS:

“The Force is what gives a Jedi 
his power. It’s an energy field 
created by all living things. 

 
It surrounds us and penetrates us. 

It binds the galaxy together.”

-OBI-WAN KENOBI

THE COOPER THEATER
by Roger Ebert 
Chicago Sun-Times, January 1, 1977

DIRECTOR: GEORGE LUCAS 
WRITERS: GEORGE LUCAS 
STARRING: MARK HAMILL, HARRISON FORD, CARRIE FISHER 
121 MINS. RATED  PG.

jul.10 STAR WARS (1977)
THE 1970’S

Every once in a while I have what I 
think of as an out-of-the-body experi-
ence at a movie. When the ESP people 
use a phrase like that, they’re referring 
to the sensation of the mind actually 
leaving the body and spiriting itself 
off to China or Peoria or a galaxy far, 
far away. When I use the phrase, I 
simply mean that my imagination has 
forgotten it is actually present in a 
movie theater and thinks it’s up there 
on the screen. In a curious sense, the 
events in the movie seem real, and I 
seem to be a part of them.

“Star Wars” works like that. My list of 
other out-of-the-body films is a short 
and odd one, ranging from the artistry 
of “Bonnie and Clyde” or “Cries and 
Whispers” to the slick commercial-
ism of “Jaws” and the brutal strength 
of “Taxi Driver.” On whatever level 
(sometimes I’m not at all sure) they 
engage me so immediately and 
powerfully that I lose my detachment, 
my analytical reserve. The movie’s 
happening, and it’s happening to me.

What makes the “Star Wars” experi-
ence unique, though, is that it happens 
on such an innocent and often funny 
level. It’s usually violence that draws 
me so deeply into a movie -- vio-
lence ranging from the psychological 
torment of a Bergman character to 
the mindless crunch of a shark’s jaws. 
Maybe movies that scare us find the 
most direct route to our imaginations. 
But there’s hardly any violence at 
all in “Star Wars” (and even then it’s 
presented as essentially bloodless 
swashbuckling). Instead, there’s en-
tertainment so direct and simple that 
all of the complications of the modern 
movie seem to vaporize.

“Star Wars” is a fairy tale, a fantasy, 
a legend, finding its roots in some of 
our most popular fictions. The golden 
robot, lion-faced space pilot, and in-
secure little computer on wheels must 
have been suggested by the Tin Man, 
the Cowardly Lion, and the Scarecrow 

in “The Wizard of Oz.” The journey 
from one end of the galaxy to another 
is out of countless thousands of space 
operas. The hardware is from “Flash 
Gordon” out of “2001: A Space 
Odyssey,” the chivalry is from Robin 
Hood, the heroes are from Westerns 
and the villains are a cross between 
Nazis and sorcerers. “Star Wars” 
taps the pulp fantasies buried in our 
memories, and because it’s done so 
brilliantly, it reactivates old thrills, 
fears, and exhilarations we thought 
we’d abandoned when we read our 
last copy of Amazing Stories.

The movie works so well for several 
reasons, and they don’t all have to do 
with the spectacular special effects. 
The effects are good, yes, but great 
effects have been used in such movies 
as “Silent Running” and “Logan’s 
Run” without setting all-time box-of-
fice records. No, I think the key to 
“Star Wars” is more basic than that.

The movie relies on the strength 
of pure narrative, in the most basic 
storytelling form known to man, 
the Journey. All of the best tales we 
remember from our childhoods had 
to do with heroes setting out to travel 
down roads filled with danger, and 
hoping to find treasure or heroism 
at the journey’s end. In “Star Wars,” 
George Lucas takes this simple and 
powerful framework into outer space, 
and that is an inspired thing to do, 
because we no longer have maps 
on Earth that warn, “Here there be 
dragons.” We can’t fall off the edge 
of the map, as Columbus could, and 
we can’t hope to find new continents 
of prehistoric monsters or lost tribes 
ruled by immortal goddesses. Not 
on Earth, anyway, but anything is 
possible in space, and Lucas goes 
right ahead and shows us very nearly 
everything. We get involved quickly, 
because the characters in “Star Wars” 
are so strongly and simply drawn and 
have so many small foibles and large, 
futile hopes for us to identify with. 

And then Lucas does an interesting 
thing. As he sends his heroes off to 
cross the universe and do battle with 
the Forces of Darth Vader, the evil 
Empire, and the awesome Death Star, 
he gives us lots of special effects, yes 
-- ships passing into hyperspace, alien 
planets, an infinity of stars -- but we 
also get a wealth of strange living 
creatures, and Lucas correctly guesses 
that they’ll be more interesting for us 
than all the intergalactic hardware.

The most fascinating single scene, 
for me, was the one set in the bizarre 
saloon on the planet Tatooine. As that 
incredible collection of extraterres-
trial alcoholics and bug-eyed martini 
drinkers lined up at the bar, and as 
Lucas so slyly let them exhibit charac-
teristics that were universally human, 
I found myself feeling a combination 
of admiration and delight. “Star Wars” 
had placed me in the presence of 
really magical movie invention: Here, 
all mixed together, were whimsy and 
fantasy, simple wonderment and qui-
etly sophisticated storytelling.

When Stanley Kubrick was making 
“2001” in the late 1960s, he threw ev-
erything he had into the special effects 
depicting outer space, but he finally 
decided not to show any aliens at all -- 
because they were impossible to visu-
alize, he thought. But they weren’t at 
all, as “Star Wars” demonstrates, and 
the movie’s delight in the possibilities 
of alien life forms is at least as much 
fun as its conflicts between the space 
cruisers of the Empire and the Rebels.

And perhaps that helps to explain the 
movie’s one weakness, which is that 
the final assault on the Death Star is 
allowed to go on too long. Maybe, 
having invested so much money and 
sweat in his special effects, Lucas 
couldn’t bear to see them trimmed. 
But the magic of “Star Wars” is only 
dramatized by the special effects; the 
movie’s heart is in its endearingly 
human (and non-human) people.
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BRYAN WADE 

An unabashed cinema nerd, Star 
Wars geek and Avalon fanboy, Bryan 
Wade has spent more than 34 years 
working in dark theaters, watched 
thousands of hours of film and prob-
ably still smells a little like popcorn 
butter.  

He began his career at The Avalon in 
2003 as a projectionist and Cinema 
Manager and has been film program-
mer since 2009.  He currently serves 
as Development Director for The 
Avalon Theatre Foundation. 

WITH AN INTRODUCTION BY 

BRYAN WADE 
Development Director, Avalon Theatre Foundation

In 1982, the City of Grand 
Junction was celebrating its 

own Centennial. Celebrations 
were planned around the city 

for the July 4th weekend. 

Other 80’s classics that were 
playing at the same time as 
The Thing include E.T., Star 
Trek II: The Wrath of Khan, 

Rocky III, and Annie.

AVALON FACTS:

“ If none of us make it, 
at least there’ll be some kind of 

record. The storm’s been hitting us 
hard now for 48 hours. 

We still have nothing to go on.”

-MACREADY

the cooper THEATER
by Roger Ebert 
Chicago Sun-Times, January 1, 1982

DIRECTOR: JOHN CARPENTER 
WRITERS: BILL LANCASTER (SCREENPLAY), JOHN W. CAMPBELL (STORY) 
STARRING: KURT RUSSELL 
109 MINS. RATED R.

AUG.14 THE THING (1982)
THE 1980’S

“The Thing” is a great barf-bag 
movie, all right, but is it any 
good? I found it disappointing, 
for two reasons: the superfi-
cial characterizations and the 
implausible behavior of the 
scientists on that icy outpost. 
Characters have never been 
Carpenter’s strong point; he says 
he likes his movies to create 
emotions in his audiences, and I 
guess he’d rather see us jump six 
inches than get involved in the 
personalities of his characters. 
This time, though, despite some 
roughed-out typecasting and 
a few reliable stereotypes (the 
drunk, the psycho, the hero), 
he has populated his ice station 
with people whose primary 
purpose in life is to get jumped 
on from behind. The few scenes 
that develop characterizations 
are overwhelmed by the scenes 
in which the men are just setups 
for an attack by the Thing.

That leads us to the second 
problem, plausibility. We know 
that the Thing likes to wait 
until a character is alone, and 
then pounce, digest, and imitate 
him--by the time you see Doc 
again, is he still Doc, or is he 
the Thing? Well, the obvious 
defense against this problem is 
a watertight buddy system, but, 
time and time again, Carpenter 
allows his characters to wander 
off alone and come back with 
silly grins on their faces, until 
we’ve lost count of who may 
have been infected, and who 
hasn’t. That takes the fun away.

“The Thing” is basically, then, 
just a geek show, a gross-out 
movie in which teenagers can 
dare one another to watch the 
screen. There’s nothing wrong 
with that; I like being scared and 
I was scared by many scenes in 
“The Thing.” But it seems clear 

that Carpenter made his choice 
early on to concentrate on the 
special effects and the technol-
ogy and to allow the story and 
people to become secondary. 
Because this material has been 
done before, and better, especial-
ly in the original “The Thing” 
and in “Alien,” there’s no need 
to see this version unless you 
are interested in what the Thing 
might look like while starting 
from anonymous greasy organs 
extruding giant crab legs and 
transmuting itself into a dog. 
Amazingly, I’ll bet that thou-
sands, if not millions, of mov-
iegoers are interested in seeing 
just that.

The Thing opened at The Mesa Theater in 1982. 
It did not play at The Avalon until the 2000s as 
part of its Dinner & a Movies series. 
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HANK BRAXTAN 

Hank Braxtan is an award winning 
director, who has had projects distrib-
uted by Lionsgate, A24, PBS and Tubi. 

He’s been featured in Forbes, The 
Hollywood Reporter, Variety and the 
New York Times. 

WITH AN INTRODUCTION BY 

HANK BRAXTAN 
FILM DIRECTOR

The Cooper Theater closed its 
doors in late 1989 as 

filmgoer’s interests had drifted 
towards larger, multiplex 

theaters at Mesa Mall. 

In 1991 Pat Gormley would 
organize The Avalon Theatre 

Foundation in order to save and 
restore The Avalon 

Theatre and to help to revitalize 
downtown Grand Junction.

AVALON FACTS:

“There is an old proverb - 
Forgiveness is divine, but never 

pay full price for late pizza.”

-MICHAELANGELO

WAITING FOR RENOVATION
DIRECTOR: STEVE BARRON 
WRITERS: KEVIN EASTMAN, PETER LAIRD, BOBBY HERBECK 
STARRING: JUDITH HOAG, ELIAS KOTEAS, JOSH PAIS 
99 MINS. RATED PG.
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by Valerie Monroe 
Entertainment Weekly, April 27, 1990teenage mutant ninja turtles (1990)

THE 1990’S
I wasn’t going to take my young 
son to see the blockbuster kids’ 
movie Teenage Mutant Ninja 
Turtles. I’d read that it glorified 
violence and was sexist and uncre-
ative. My son (unlike many of his 
peers) had asked only offhandedly 
whether he could see it. ”We don’t 
have time right now,” I told him, 
truthfully. ”Maybe we’ll go some-
day.” That seemed to satisfy him; 
the national passion for heroes-on-
the-half-shell didn’t appear to be 
an issue.

Despite my misgivings about the 
Turtles, it’s my job to see as much 
children’s entertainment as I can.

I was asked to review the Turtles 
movie from a parent’s perspec-
tive and so I took my son, Reid, 
age 6, along. He was thrilled at 
the prospect. He owns no Turtle 
paraphernalia (items from pajamas 
to skateboards grossed more than 
$100 million last year), but he’s 
clearly a fan of the Turtles’ TV car-
toon show. He seems drawn to the 
Turtles’ adventuresome spirit and, I 
think, to the idea that in fantasy he 
can defend himself. As we sat down 
in the theater, Reid patiently and 
authoritatively explained who the 
characters were. For the moment, I 
was happy I had brought him.

The movie takes off directly into 
a simple good-guys-vs.-bad-guys 
plot: A rat named Splinter and four 
turtles are accidentally drenched 
with radioactive waste and mutate 
into big, intelligent creatures. 
They live in the Manhattan / sewer 
system. Splinter acts as the Ninja 
master, teaching the Turtles the 
discipline of martial arts (”Ultimate 
mastery comes not of the body, but 
of the mind,” he advises). Splinter’s 
archenemy is Shredder, a Ninja 
master who recruits unhappy teen-

age boys into The Foot, a criminal 
organization.

The Foot does battle with the Val-
ley-speaking Turtles (”Let’s party, 
dudes!”), who are befriended by 
April, a TV reporter they refer to as 
”bodacious,” and Danny, her boss’ 
teenage son.

April is self-sufficient — except 
when attacked by The Foot. Maybe 
that’s why her incredibly short 
skirts seem so incongruous — her 
attire is nothing more than a lure 
for the adolescent-boy audience. 
A friend who is the mother of two 
young boys and an active cam-
paigner for women’s rights said, 
”Of course the movie’s sexist. But 
at least the female isn’t totally pas-
sive. She’s got a good job and she 
gets what she wants.”

But it’s not the sexism that has 
generated the most objections — 
it’s the violence. In the first five 
minutes of Teenage Mutant Ninja 
Turtles, there is a mugging, and 
one turtle is hurled around, rolled 
over the hood of a car, and dumped 
head-first into a wire garbage can. 
The National Coalition on Televi-
sion Violence claims there are more 
than 190 acts of violence in this 
movie; it seemed to me there were 
at least that many in the opening 
scene.

Though the violence continues 
nonstop, a lot of it is obscured: You 
can hear the THWACK of a hit, but 
most of the contact happens so fast 
you can’t see it. Even so, there’s no 
question the movie glorifies vio-
lence as a way of resolving conflict.

I have spent the past six years tell-
ing my son that hitting is not a good 
way to solve problems, that it hurts 
people’s feelings and their bodies, 

and that when we are angry we 
should try to use words. Was this 
movie going to undermine all that 
I’d taught him? Well, no. Because 
the violence was so exaggerated, it 
was easy to use the film as a back-
drop against which I could reiterate 
my beliefs. ”They’re doing some 
really bad stuff in there,” Reid said 
as he watched two Foot members 
fight. ”That’s right,” I told him, 
leaning close. ”They could have 
tried to work out their problems in a 
less violent way.”

Because scenes of violence domi-
nate Ninja Turtles, other aspects of 
storytelling suffer. There is prac-
tically no character development 
— the only way my son seemed to 
be able to tell the turtles apart was 
by the color of their headbands, and 
I couldn’t distinguish them at all. 
The characterizations are superfi-
cial, either pure good or pure evil. 
There are some positive messages, 
though: Anger clouds the mind, and 
love is a powerful, uniting force. 
And I got a kick out of some of the 
dialogue, like the Turtles’ high-
five expression, ”Give me three.” 
But most of the talking seems a 
rather rickety support device for the 
violence.

So should you take your kid to see 
Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles? 
I’m not recommending that you do 
— this movie will not enrich your 
child’s worldview. But if you do 
give in to the marketing blitz, see-
ing the movie isn’t likely to cause 
your child any lasting damage, 
either. If something in the movie is 
a concern, you and your child can 
talk about it.
Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles opened at 
Colorado West 4 at Mesa Mall in 1990. 
 
It did not play at The Avalon until the 2000s 
as part of its Dinner & a Movies series. 
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BRYAN WADE 

An unabashed cinema nerd, Star 
Wars geek and Avalon fanboy, Bryan 
Wade has spent more than 34 years 
working in dark theaters, watched 
thousands of hours of film and prob-
ably still smells a little like popcorn 
butter.  

He began his career at The Avalon in 
2003 as a projectionist and Cinema 
Manager and has been film program-
mer since 2009.  He currently serves 
as Development Director for The 
Avalon Theatre Foundation.

WITH AN INTRODUCTION BY 

BRYAN WADE 
Development Director, Avalon Theatre Foundation

Cinema at the Avalon showed 
indpendent films daily at the 

re-named Avalon Theatre 
between November 2003 

and November 2008.

Renewed interest in The 
Avalon ultimately led to the 
Avalon Cornerstone Project 

which opened a restored and 
expanded Avalon Theatre to 

the public in 2014.

AVALON FACTS:

“Why do I fall in love with every 
woman I see who shows me the 

least bit of attention?”

-JOEL BARISH

by Roger Ebert 
rogerebert.com, March 19, 2004

DIRECTOR: MICHEL GONDRY 
WRITERS: CHARLIE KAUFMAN 
STARRING: JIM CARREY, KATE WINSLET, TOM WILKINSON 
108 MINS. RATED R.

OCT.9 CINEMA AT THE AVALON
eternal sunshine of the spotless mind (2004)
THE 2000’S

How happy is the blameless vestal’s 
lot! The world forgetting, by the 
world forgot. Eternal sunshine of 
the spotless mind! Each pray’r 
accepted, and each wish resign’d. 
-- Alexander Pope, “Eloisa to 
Abelard”

It’s one thing to wash that man right 
outta your hair, and another to erase 
him from your mind. “Eternal Sun-
shine of the Spotless Mind” imag-
ines a scientific procedure that can 
obliterate whole fields of memory 
-- so that, for example, Clementine 
can forget that she ever met Joel, 
let alone fell in love with him. “Is 
there any danger of brain damage?” 
the inventor of the process is asked. 
“Well,” he allows, in his most kind-
ly voice, “technically speaking, the 
procedure is brain damage.”

The movie is a labyrinth created by 
the screenwriter Charlie Kaufman, 
whose “Being John Malkovich” and 
“Adaptation” were neorealism com-
pared to this. Jim Carrey and Kate 
Winslet play Joel and Clementine, 
in a movie that sometimes feels like 
an endless series of aborted Meet 
Cutes. That they lose their minds 
while all about them are keeping 
theirs is a tribute to their skill; they 
center their characters so that we 
can actually care about them even 
when they’re constantly losing track 
of their own lives. (“My journal,” 
Joel observes oddly, “is ... just 
blank.”)

The movie is a radical example 
of Maze Cinema, that style in 
which the story coils back upon 
itself, redefining everything and 
then throwing it up in the air and 
redefining it again. To reconstruct 
it in chronological order would be 
cheating, but I will cheat: At some 
point before the technical beginning 
of the movie, Joel and Clementine 
were in love, and their affair ended 
badly, and Clementine went to Dr. 
Howard Mierzwiak (Tom Wilkin-
son) at Lacuna Inc., to have Joel 
erased from her mind.

Discovering this, Joel in revenge 
applies to have his memories of her 
erased. But the funny thing about 
love is, it can survive the circum-
stances of its ending; we remember 
good times better than bad ones, 
and Joel decides in mid-process that 
maybe he would like to remember 
Clementine after all. He tries to 
squirrel away some of his memories 
in hidden corners of his mind, but 
the process is implacable.

If you think this makes the movie 
sound penetrable, you have no idea. 
As the movie opens, Joel is seized 
with an inexplicable compulsion 
to ditch work and take the train to 
Montauk, and on the train he meets 
Clementine. For all they know they 
have never seen each other before, 
but somehow there’s a connection, 
a distant shadow of deja vu. During 
the course of the film, which moves 
freely, dizzyingly, forward and 
backward in time, they will each 
experience fragmentary versions of 
relationships they had, might have 
had, or might be having.

Meanwhile, back at the Lacuna 
head office, there are more compli-
cations.

Lacuna (www.lacunainc.com) 
seems to be a prosperous and grow-
ing firm (it advertises a Valentine’s 
Day Special), but in reality, it 
consists only of the avuncular Dr. 
Mierzwiak and his team of assis-
tants: Stan (Mark Ruffalo), Patrick 
(Elijah Wood) and Mary (Kirsten 
Dunst). There are innumerable com-
plications involving them, which I 
will not describe because it would 
not only be unfair to reveal the plot 
but probably impossible.

“Eternal Sunshine” has been di-
rected by Michel Gondry, a music 
video veteran whose first feature, 
“Human Nature” (2002), also writ-
ten by Kaufman, had a lunacy that 
approached genius and then veered 
away. In that film, Tim Robbins 
starred as an overtrained child who 

devotes his adult life to teaching 
table manners to white mice. The 
scene where the male mouse polite-
ly pulls out the chair for the female 
to sit down is without doubt in a 
category of its own.

Despite jumping through the 
deliberately disorienting hoops of 
its story, “Eternal Sunshine” has an 
emotional center, and that’s what 
makes it work. Although Joel and 
Clementine ping-pong through var-
ious stages of romance and reality, 
what remains constant is the human 
need for love and companionship, 
and the human compulsion to keep 
seeking it, despite all odds. It may 
also be true that Joel and Clemen-
tine, who seem to be such opposites 
(he is shy and compulsive, she is 
extroverted and even wild), might 
be a good match for each other, and 
so if they keep on meeting they will 
keep on falling in love, and Lacuna 
Inc. may have to be replaced with 
the Witness Protection Program.

For Jim Carrey, this is another suc-
cessful attempt, like “The Truman 
Show” and the underrated “The 
Majestic,” to extend himself beyond 
screwball comedy. He has an every-
man appeal, and here he dials down 
his natural energy to give us a man 
who is so lonely and needy that a 
fragment of memory is better than 
none at all. Kate Winslet is the right 
foil for him, exasperated by Joel’s 
peculiarities while paradoxically 
fond of them. The shenanigans back 
at Lacuna belong on a different level 
of reality, but even there, secrets are 
revealed that are oddly touching.

Kaufman’s mission seems to be 
the penetration of the human mind. 
His characters journeyed into the 
skull of John Malkovich, and there 
is a good possibility that two of 
them were inhabiting the same 
body in “Adaptation.” But both of 
those movies were about characters 
trying to achieve something outside 
themselves. The insight of “Eternal 
Sunshine” is that, at the end of the 
day, our memories are all we really 
have, and when they’re gone, we’re 
gone.
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IS LOCAL FILM
THE FUTURE
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WITH AN INTRODUCTION BY 

ARIELLE BRACHFELD 
Film Producer

ARIELLE BRACHFELD 

Arielle Brachfeld is an Emmy nominat-
ed filmmaker, who is an arts educa-
tion advocate. She’s been featured in 
Entertainment Weekly, The Hollywood 
Reporter, Deadline Hollywood, and 
Variety. 

DIRECTOR: IT’S A MYSTERY! 
WRITERS: COME AND FIND OUT! 
STARRING: OH, YOU’LL BE SURPRISED! 

Over the last decade, the local film-
making scene has grown by leaps 
and bounds. 

Homegrown filmmakers have 
grown up, left the Grand Valley, 
made a career and then, remarkably 
started to return home to share their 
talents and experience with young 
filmmakers – as well as continued 
to make some great films. Every-
thing from animation, to indepen-
dent film, to outdoor sports films, 
to documentaries, to widely seen 
television commercials are all made 
right here in Western Colorado.

The Avalon Theatre has become the 
big screen home of these local film-
makers, hosting the Grand Junction 
Film Festival each year – focused 
on local and student filmmaking. 

It has hosted Colorado Mesa 
University film student’s Mavalon 
screenings in the each of the last 
few years, and The Avalon Theatre 
Foundation has hosted both Dragon 
Soldiers, directed by Hank Brax-
tan as well as Buckin’ Bulls: The 
Story of Ty Rinaldo by director Don 
Cardona.

Join us as we introduce the latest 
local film to an audience at The 
Avalon, along with the writers,  
directors, producers and cast & 
crew tonight!




