
For Lynn Darling’s compelling meditation on marriage and adultery,  
visit ELLE.com/whyadultery.
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[MOVIES] 

TrusT us

nOwhErE tO hIdE
writer and director ron Krauss 
hews close to harsh reality in 
the compelling drama Gimme 
Shelter. we’re right there with 
Vanessa hudgens’ ferocious, 
smart street girl, who’s ducking 
her troubled mom (an astounding 
rosario dawson) and running 
from cops, pimps, and Brendan 
Fraser’s guilty rich guy, who 
realizes she’s pregnant and wants 
to help her. But it’s other women 
who will show her the way—if only 
she can manage to let them.

On wIth thE ShOw!
Broadway and cabaret legend 
Elaine Stritch lets first-time director 
Chiemi Karasawa capture her 
hilarious wit and stunning candor 
about age and stage fright in 
Elaine Stritch: Shoot Me as she 
turns 87, kicking up her gorgeous 
gams for such admirers as tina 
Fey and woody Allen. She plays 
a great brassy broad, but really 
we’ve been sitting at the well-shod 
feet of a wise woman.

dOuBlE thE plEASurE
If About Last Night, the latest by 
comedy screenwriter and director 
Steve pink, seems familiar, blame 
david Mamet’s Sexual Perversity in 

Chicago, the play that was turned 
into the somewhat sour 1986 rom-
com About Last Night…, which 
earned mixed reviews (Ebert: 
Good! Kael: lousy!). But this inspired 
remake has us laughing our heads 
off at the funniest bromance-
meets-sex-comedy in years.—K.D.

suddenly at his side, moving 
with him to Adele, pleading 
quietly for a ride out of town, 
just as she notices a wound 
oozing from his abdomen into 
his white T-shirt.

This all takes place in a 
minute at most—a fearsome 
but oddly graceful minuet. 
Reitman has said that the 
hardest question raised 

by the movie was why this 
woman would take in such 
a dangerous man. And why 
would Henry not stop her? 
But you understand, because 
he was courteous to Adele’s 
son, and to her, and when 
that brief ride ended he 
didn’t ask for more.

But there was that wound, 
and, despite all that Adele 
can’t do for herself, she has 
the skill to treat and save 
him. Perhaps the two of 
them have this in common: 
They’re wounded human 
discards, and neither deserves 
to be. But there’s much 
more to the stories of these 
captivating people, one of 
whom remains a mystery 
while judicious flashbacks 
allow us to understand the 
other. Reitman is a master 
of storytelling, but his 
understanding of human 
nature is masterly too.

Labor Day is based on 
Joyce Maynard’s 2009 novel 
of the same name; as soon as 
Reitman read it, he knew he 
would adapt it for a film. “I 
wanted to know why these 
broken people needed each 
other,” he said at the film’s 
Toronto International Film 
Festival premiere, “and slowly, 
the answer unveiled itself 
to me. I was overwhelmed. 
Parts of the book leveled me, 
and I cried.”

The latest volume by ELLE contributor Lynn Darling (Necessary 
Sins) confides how she “fell out of [her] own map.” In Out of the 
Woods (Harper), this former Washington Post staffer and lifelong 
lover of spontaneous, meandering country drives, a woman 
for whom “wandering was an escape,” describes how she first 
 began to feel unmoored by her lack of direction at age 44 when 
her husband, White House correspondent Lee Lescaze, died 
at 57. The feeling bubbles up again for Darling when their 

daughter, Zoë, leaves home for 
college. In putting the sensa-
tion down on paper, Darling 
recognizes that it stems mostly 
from her hardheaded aversion 
to following instructions. As 
her wilderness- survival coach 
later tells her, arrogance is the 
reason most people get lost. To 
 regain her footing, and  perhaps 
to teach herself a lesson, 
 Darling decamps from Man-
hattan to the Vermont woods.

The result is a graceful, 
intensely personal coming-of- 
middle-age story that reads like 
a journal of that trek, with all its 

peaks and valleys, as Darling’s newfound obsession with learn-
ing navigation leads her to contemplate her internal compass. 
Like the megaselling memoirs by Cheryl Strayed and Elizabeth 
Gilbert, it lays out a concrete, mappable—albeit open- ended—
plan for self-betterment through  travel and discovery. Darling 
methodically takes on an ambitious metaphysical to-do list: Get 
Sense of Direction; Find Authentic Way to Live; Figure Out 
How to Be Old; Deal With Sex; Learn Latin. (About that last 
item, Darling quips, “I figured if I became the kind of person 
who ended her day at the kitchen table…with her head bent 
over Cicero, then all the other items on the list would have been 
taken care of and I would probably have some time to kill.”) In 
 confronting those issues and some more practical ones, such 
as how to operate her woodstove—as well as the unwelcome 
 surprises of a breast-cancer diagnosis and her mother’s creeping 
dementia—she endures a self-imposed solitude worthy of Henry 
David Thoreau and emerges from the wilderness emboldened, 
if not wholly cured of her penchant for waywardness.

Instead of dwelling on disappointments, Darling writes with 
a gratitude that mirrors her newly humbled, reverential perspec-
tive on the world—and on herself: “I thought I had needed to 
know what was next, to have a game plan, but now 
I wanted only to go forward not knowing exactly 
where I was heading, but ready to look about me, 
as I did in the woods, and to see what had been 
there all along.” Lesson learned. We ought to 
thank her for doing the legwork for us.

[MEMOIr]

finding 
True norTh

Trading in her new York City address for 
rural Vermont, one writer forges a new 

path, in life and in love
By Elyse Moody

darling

winslet dressing Brolin’s wound

138 inTel Movies/Books


