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Peter Debruge, Variety, September 2015  
 
Anyone who buys a ticket to a film called Me and Earl and the Dying Girl goes in fully 
expecting to cry. It’s sort of a given. The surprise, then, is the laughter: the near-constant 
stream of wise, insightful jokes that make it so easy to cozy up to characters dealing with a 
tough emotional situation. The story of a high-school senior forced to befriend a classmate 
who has just been diagnosed with leukemia, and the sincere, nonsexual connection that 
forms as a result. 
 
Director Gomez-Rejon pushes the envelope with his dynamic camerawork and framing, but 
pulls back where others might have gone heavy, downplaying the sentimentality and 
music (from Brian Eno). Me and Earl and the Dying Girl is the kind of movie that defies 
formulas, takes risks and resonates on a deeper level than the studio-made stuff. Greg 
Gaines (Thomas Mann) is just the type of teenager who appreciates such movies.  
 
His isn’t the first “I’m with cancer” story to come along in recent years, although this one 
doesn’t want to jerk tears. Rather, Gomez-Rejon and Andrews are determined to earn 
them — and they do, by making us care about the characters, starting with Greg. He’s 
a familiar enough guy, played by a normal-looking actor with all the awkwardness we all 
feel in high school. Greg’s coping mechanism is to make superficial friendships with all the 
different social cliques in school. He’s good at telling people what they want to hear, but not 
so great at real human interaction. He’s especially terrified of girls, which makes the request 
from his mother (Connie Britton) to visit Rachel (Olivia Cooke) a particularly challenging one. 
Rachel doesn’t have any more interest in receiving pity than Greg does in doling it out, which 
explains how the two kids, who would never be friends under normal circumstances, 
manage to shift the focus to other things.  
 
Compared with last summer’s The Fault in Our Stars, which Josh Boone directed with 
almost no sense of personal style, “Girl” practically erupts with technique: The camera 
hardly ever sits still, offering odd wide-angle perspectives and panning in big, self-
conscious maneuvers with nearly every shot. Such a flashy approach comes at 
enormous risk, obviously, since it draws attention to all the clever surface choices 
when we should really be trying to focus on the connections being made onscreen. 
There are two scenes in particular where the jokes cease and these two fragile humans are 
allowed to reveal their true emotions, which serve to define the movie, in place of all those 
showy moments when the camera is busy rotating sideways as Greg walks to school or 
following him from the living room upstairs in one elaborately choreographed gesture. 
Still, Gomez-Rejon’s tricks should help distinguish the film in the minds of those young 
viewers impressed by such innovative flourishes. 

"Girl" would have worked had the team not found the right Greg. The story demands 
someone with enough insight into other people’s personalities that he can size them up in an 
instant, but not so much that he comes off as a jerk. Blending wit and modesty, Mann fits the 
bill, coming across as an overgrown kid with a good heart, but virtually no practice in relating 
to others — which is perhaps the thing that makes his experience so profoundly relatable. 
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