Aloft 
Claudia Llosa, Canada-Spain, France, 2014

The film Aloft carries on a dreamlike, enigmatic and suspended atmosphere. The director Claudia Llosa has been already awarded by the Academy Award for The Milk of Sorrow. As evoked by the title, whose the Italian version "In Alto" does not translate the mystery that seems enclosed in the beautiful original term, "Aloft”, we fell into the story of a quasi-dream, spread and repeated through the generations that follow in a broken up family; a quasi-dream where everyone is engaged in his own personal search of meaning and hoping through the most diverse and disparate means. 
A single mother, Nana (Jennifer Connelly), lets a strange and striking healer take care of herself, a person who goes with her for searching herself and a meaning that, as mentioned, is the leitmotiv of the lost souls of this film; she lets him taking care of her, both for the healing of minor children and for the immense solitude in which they live in the Canadians frozen lakes region; Nana makes his eldest son Ivan jealous. Her son, that she loves a lot, observes her as she lives in a sort game that excludes him; he feels angry and he drives away with the car, he has an accident where his youngest brother dies. The tragic sorrow is unsurpassed, is not elaborable and, almost inexplicably, Nana disappears. Years later, we find Ivan (Cillian Murphy), a young man who has his own life affected by the early loss, by the remorse for the death of his little brother, by the open wounds. It starts searching for her mother, helped by a girl, he searches for that Nana who he cannot see since years. In this parallel narrative level of the film, Ivan is of course seeking for her mother, but at the same time, he is searching for his identity, a research of himself that he couldn't find, lost in the everyday life as in the desolate environment surrounding him. Anger, resentment, guilt liven him up. Can a mother vanish? The charm and the quality of the film is the delicate narrative attempt to make the two stories, the mother story and the son one, coexisting in parallel, so that the public can almost be tempted to get confused (I imagine this disorientation as desired by the director), drifting themselves between past and present, then and now, to prove the priority of the timeless dimension of the inside world, the primacy of subjectivity and the fragility of time.
Totally concentrated on the inside vicissitudes of the few characters and on the meaning of their research, thanks to this mainly fantastic dimension, Aloft is a strange film that, like the ones that will follow its projection, I hope they will come to Italy. Also, it is of great interest for the psychoanalyst.

Beyond conscious intention or not of the director (often, artists are moving on a preconscious level) the dimensions it explores are given mainly by the unconscious, the memory, the dream, the identity, the profound meaning of life. The passage of time. The real facts and the contingency are in the background, if compared with the value of the inside world for the few, absolute protagonists representative of each human character. The Aloft’s themes are the loss, the intergenerational passage, the timeline and the difficulties, personified in the young Ivan, to structure an identity where the identification models are not present and where, also, the world itself may hardly become a point of reference. 

The human being is lost, ontologically alone, Aloft, locked in an absolute solitude which makes him, as Nana, vulnerable to the beliefs, patsy and frail. The landscape too is of great importance, in the same manner as the protagonists, not only a wallpaper, this perennial frozen universe almost at the limits of the human living conditions, where people seem to be shadows, a metaphorical view of the frost in which they live, the absolute frost. I'm inclined to think, in fact, that Llosa wanted to talk more of the human condition itself than the characters which she so cleverly voiced. The final gives at least to Ivan peace and hope (which to me, it seemed the weak element of a film that would gained more from a hanging end): he finds his mother, still tied to her beliefs and her healer, a hollow face woman marked by the signs of aging and life. It is a brief encounter that seems to lead him in the outline of an internal peace, but we do not really know its consequences on her. Immutable, boundless and eternal, the landscape is unchanging during the all film, this white mystery that surrounds men, full of pitfalls as the frozen lakes, impenetrable as the family ties, as the intimate reasons that remain in everyone. The same reasons that are still affecting Nana for her son, unfathomable to reason.
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