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everything around them in such a way that body and space become organically fused 
together. There are the animals that evoke care and comfort, the kindly dog, the patient 
goats, the roaming chickens, paired with a landscape that strives to open ever outwards, 
although these mountains carry no snow. There are the signifiers of a country that always 
look for nuance in representation: a flag-waving parade, yes, but ceremonies in Spanish 
too, performances and their gestures that quickly transcend any one mode. And there are 
the sort of digressions into “real life” that will soon no longer feel like such once 
foreground and background later merge, also making acquaintance with a farming family 
whose faces will return again and again. 

And there is the humanism that feels even more vital, even more miraculous, now than it 
did back then. The healer cannot heal Ana of her disease, but something happens despite 
that; everything is no longer the same, the borders between the three of them have grown 
fuzzy and eventually melt away in the water. Ana has them and they have her. The car is 
still moving forward when we finally cut to black. ◆ 

Coming soon to Acropolis 
- The Other Side (Dir. Roberto Minervini, 2015)—10th anniversary screening, June 15 at 

2220 Arts + Archives with Minervini in person 
- Low Tide + Stop the Pounding Heart (Dir. Roberto Minervini, 2012/2013)—Double feature, 

June 21 at Brain Dead Studios 
- Coming to Terms + Blue Strait (Dir. Jon Jost, 2013/2015)—Double feature, June 22 at 2220 

Arts + Archives with Jost and James Benning in person 
- What You Gonna Do When the World’s On Fire? (Dir. Roberto Minervini, 2018)—Closing 

night of “A More Perfect Union: The Films of Roberto Minervini,” June 23 at Brain 
Dead Studios 

- Measures for a Funeral (Dir. Sofia Bohdanowicz, 2024)—Los Angeles premiere, June 29 at 
2220 Arts + Archives with Bohdanowicz in person
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Roberto Minervini’s 
THE PASSAGE 



ABOUT THE FILM 
In writer/director Roberto Minervini’s feature debut—the first in the filmmaker's Texas 
Trilogy—Ana (Soledad St. Hilaire), a middle-aged woman living alone in a border town, 
is told she has terminal cancer. With just weeks to live, she asks new acquaintance—and 
ex-con—Jack (Mean Gene Kelton) to drive her to a faith healer in Marfa, Texas. They are 
joined on the road by friendly British artist Harold (Alan Lyddiard). Though the trio 
have few commonalities in worldview or life experience, time spent together brings out 
unexpected affinities. What might have been a sentimental medley of clichés emerges as 
a graceful character study, with Minervini revealing a keen ear for regional expression 
and a generosity of spirit comparable to Sayles and Linklater. 

Part of "A More Perfect Union: The Films of Roberto Minervini," a complete 
retrospective of the Italian-born director's features running from June 13-23 at 2220 Arts 
+ Archives and Brain Dead Studios. Copies of Textur #7: Roberto Minervini, a 
monograph published for the 2024 Viennale, will be available to purchase at each 
screening. Co-presented by MUBI. 

Q&A with Roberto Minervini and Variety’s Peter Debuge to follow the film. 

TRT: 85 min 
In person: Roberto Minervini 

The Passage 
by James Lattimer 

The following article was originally published in Textur #7, a publication of the 2024 Viennale 

“We’ll all get to know each other a little better on the road.” That’s what Jack says to 
Harold the day after Ana and Jack bump into him on the side of the empty highway and 
take him along with them. He’s on his way to an art venue to put on his first ever 
exhibition, although he’s not an artist. Jack and Ana only crossed paths a few days 
previously themselves, at the convenience store where she sank to her knees and sobbed 
in the knowledge that her lung cancer is going to kill her, he just happened to be there to 
help her up. Afterwards, she asks him to drive her to a healer in West Texas, her last hope 
for a cure. Directionless, abrasive and fresh out of jail, Jack has no reason not to agree. 
Ana has no one else. 

What Jack says to Harold could also describe what lies at the heart of the road movie in 
general, both in terms of its characters and the audience that come into contact with 
them, although The Passage is hardly a typical example of the genre. Aside from these 
scant pieces of narrative information placed here and there, we don’t actually get to know 
Ana, Jack or Harold any better on the road. We don’t find out where Ana comes from or 
where her family might be, we don’t find out why Jack was in jail or why’s not allowed to 
speak to his son, we don’t find out how an Englishman like Harold ended up in Texas or 
how he landed an exhibition whose organisers are never seen. The three of them don’t 
really get to know each other better either; their exchanges reveal little about their pasts, 
although at some point, they are inexplicably close, popping Ana’s pills together in the 
cornfield, coming together in an embrace as the green fronds graze their faces in the 
rising wind, the sun already low in the sky. 

What we do get to know better is the realm the three of them are passing through, some 
spaces touched just glancingly, others a true break in the road. We see the crisscrossing 
concrete highways, the intense greens of the Texan landscape, the people that chat, 
smoke and drink beer in front of the gas station, the lights of the city by night, the red 
and blue mural of Obama’s face, its letters that spell out HOPE pop against the bright 
yellow wall. We arrive at the ranch with the morning rain still drying on the windshield, 
meet the wannabe rodeo rider, watch the horse chase the calf. We encounter the healer 
and his acolytes, their processions through the scrub in song, the plastic roses stuck to 
the green post. To be immersed in the world of 2011 is an unusual feeling, it’s already an 
era apart. 

Looking back at this world and how it has been put together, there are many other things 
we get to know too, glimpses of where this filmmaker will eventually get to, like watching 
a retrospective before its films have been made, like tracing seams already on their way to 
becoming invisible and admiring how precise their stitching is. There is the handheld 
camera that follows, listens and continually adjusts, capturing both the characters and 


