
Under The Skin – Review 
 
Jonathan Glazer’s Under The Skin is moving, feminist, and human. Scarlett Johansson 
thrives, portraying a lost and detached soul, (an alien one at that), becoming ever 
more human until, ironically, she is more human than the human world around her.  
 
Balancing the real and the abstract, Glazer first places us in amongst a montage of 
avant-garde imagery. A pin-prick of light at the centre of the frame, vast planets 
moving in strange orbits and then, quite suddenly, in black on white, Under The Skin. 
Next, Johansson as British-harlot-alien (ive always wanted to say that) roams the 
streets of Glasgow looking for prey to feed her planet. Shots of familiar British 
shopping centres are strangely satisfying to see on the big screen (“look! H.M Samuel!) 
as we watch this strange figure acclimatising to the world around her. Hidden 
cameras work perfectly, not once seeming contrived. Urban footage then makes a 
perfect contrast with the abstract minimalism of ‘processing’ scenes, as our alien leads 
her single male prey into her run down council estate house, opening up into an 
obsidian void where the hapless men are absorbed by floor, caught in stasis.  
 
This detachment breaks down when an encounter with a neurofibromatosis sufferer 
(the extraordinary Adam Pearson) alters her way of thinking. From this moment on 
she is alone, her ties severed with her home planet. Fending for herself, she slowly 
begins to understand the skin she inhabits. The taste of cake, the feel of sex, the 
warmth of an electric heater all, ironically, alien to her.  
 
The film, apart from being beautifully shot, is an exercise in how to build sympathy 
and empathy for a character. By the end of the film, human beings are the alien – 
destructive, grotesque.  Glazer has attempted this before with less success in his 
bloated homage to Kubrick Birth. It is poignant and melancholic, sure to stay with 
you; not a film about being an alien, but a film about being human. 


