
Eternal Sunshine of the Spotless Mind (Michel Gondry, 2004) 

 
There can’t be many movies whose titles are a line from Pope (it’s from Eloisa to Abelard, 

and gave Byron his first line for the Sonnet on Chillon: “Eternal Spirit of the Chainless 

Mind”). 

 Title apart, I didn’t, however, become interested in it until Tom Wilkinson revealed to 

Kirsten Dunst that the reason why his wife was indifferent to Dunst’s crush on him was 

because he and Dunst already had a history. This involved a covert admission that no matter 

how thoroughly you erase a person’s memory, they always have the potential to start all over 

again. Thus he and Dunst realised simultaneously that the business they were at (erasing 

people’s unwanted memories) was both ineffective and immoral – for he had clearly erased 

Dunst’s memory to try and rid himself of the guilt he experienced from their affair. This was, 

it seemed to me, the first dramatic thing in the script. 

 

 
 

 It’s not because I fancy Kirsten Dunst more than I do Kate Winslet, who has a much 

bigger part than Dunst. Until two weeks ago I was worried because I couldn’t tell Kirsten 

Dunst from Julia Stiles. 

 Eternal Sunshine … I decided as I got more and more bored by it, was an untidy, 

claustrophobic film about follicles and facial hair. Winslet changed the colour of her hair all 

the time to cover up the insecurity of her character and the emptiness of her life. Jim Carry 

kept a permanent two-days’ growth of stubble, rather as Senator Joe Macarthy did – and as 

with Macarthy, you wondered how he managed it over the entire length of the shoot. Mark 

Ruffalo sports the silliest sticking-up hairstyle I’ve ever seen; and Elijah Wood has a 

ridiculously small beard on the very tip of his chin. 

 

 



 

 Only Dunst and Wilkinson have ordinary hair-styles – I don’t know whether this may not 

have been a subconscious reason why I was more interested in their characters than any of the 

others. Certainly I went to the barber’s the next morning and had a short back and sides. 

 

              
 

 All the interiors are horribly cluttered and untidy – it’s a feature the movie shares with 

Blade Runner. The offices are a mess and the homes are a mess. The art director must have a 

passion for disorder and junk. Look at the energy Jim Carry puts into collecting and 

binbagging everything in the house which reminds him of Winslet. The nervous, darting 

camera, which always goes right in and moves around restlessly when it’s got there, and 

never gives you establishing shots of rooms, is also blameworthy. 

 

 

 
 

 Jim Carry has in a couple of years made 

an amazing transition from rubberised goon 

to totally serious actor. He has conviction, he 

has concentration, he creates details by the 

dozen. When I came home, there was Kate 

Winslet on Film Four in Holy Smoke: nutty 

again, but quite different – different accent, 

different neuroses – and different hair. The 

two stars, for acting ability, more than qualify 

for their A-rating. 

 But because you never see them happy 

together, you don’t see what upsets either of 

them in the thought of losing the memory of 

the other. They’ve been given nothing to lose 

– like Law and Kidman in Cold Mountain, 

you don’t long for Boy to Find Girl again 

because you’re not aware that Boy was ever 

Happy Having Girl. 



 


