Coraline – a review
Finally Coraline hit the Danish cinemas and I took my 10 years old to see it (it has a 7A certificate here). Of course Henry Selick’s stop-motion animation is beautifully crafted and the voice talents of Dakota Fanning, Teri Hatcher, John Hodgman, Dawn French, Jennifer Saunders etc. are put well to use, but still the film didn’t really do it for me.

Coraline is a strange, surreal and creepy film and as such quite entertaining in a nauseating way. The different worlds of the animation are stunning, especially the three worlds created for Coraline (the garden, the circus and the theatre), but they are not really beautiful, rather freaky and nightmarish. Watching them in 3D only goes to underline that. 

The theme of Coraline can be seen as the old “be careful what you wish for”. It also deals with heavier subjects such as child abduction and the nature of maternal love. The latter is the most interesting, as the conclusion seems to be: rather a cold, non-caring mother who doesn’t have any time for you than a possessive one. There is no pleasant alternative, only workaholic Mums or those who want to totally dominate and control you (because they are monsters). And that’s the problem with Coraline. There is nothing good in it. It shows a cold, alienating world, totally lacking the warmth and the humour that other similar films have displayed.


Another problem is the lack of narrative drive. It takes forever to build up the story whereas Coraline’s quest, to set the dead children free and save her real parents, is over and done with quite quickly. Furthermore you never get really interested in the characters of the film, all of them being cold, selfish and lacking true feelings.

If you’re going to see Coraline go see it for it’s skilful stop-motion animation. If you bring along kids be sure that they are used to seeing scary, insensitive films like my 10 years old. She kinda liked it. But don’t expect it to be a new Nightmare Before Christmas or even Corpse Bride, as it doesn’t have Tim Burton’s touch.
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