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LOVE DEATH + ROBOTS is an animated series of short pieces from 
five to twenty minutes in len!th, each fashioned by a di"erent 
artist. 

This all sounds like a !reat way to circumvent the Netflix 
insistence on ei!ht hour-lon! episodes per season, whether the 

story fits it or not. 
It also seems like a chance to dip into animation, to !et an across-the-

board samplin! of the excitin! thin!s happenin! in the field.
It’s not.
The writers seem to think the shortness of a piece justifies shortcuts. 
Two-dimensional clichés stand in for considered writin!: shorthand 

!estures intended to fast-track emotion without the 
need to actually be expressive. 
A sarcastic comment tells us “this is the funny !uy, root for him”, without 

havin! built the character in question. 
A chitterin! noise means “there’s a monster, be afraid!”– thou!h nobody 

has bothered to work on creatin! the tension  of horror.
This is a problem across the series. And while it has learned some lessons 

since Volume # (newer episodes are not quite so saturated with boobs), it 
still falls at the same hurdles. 

Some of the stories are driven by interestin! ideas: a speakin! planet; 
an alien hive-mind; a civilisation’s views of humanity centuries after our 
apocalypse. But a !ood idea quickly becomes a !immick if not well executed. 

Take ‘Ni!ht of the Mini Dead’: a quirky zombie tale told in miniature, 
complete with hi!h-pitched voices. 

The first three minutes are !enuinely amusin! (I’m particularly partial to 
the  mini-pope openin! semiautomatic fire on the horde from his tiny 
popemobile) – but the joke quickly !ets old. 

The episode is only seven minutes lon!, but boy does it dra! once the 
initial lau!hs wear o". Most episodes follow this pattern – startin! stron! 
and la!!in! fast, unable to keep up momentum. 

Often episodes don’t even have real endin!s – they just sort of finish, 
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Love, Death + Lazy Writing:
The newest season of Netflix’s LOVE DEATH + ROBOTS

leavin! viewers bewildered and disappointed.
And the writin! isn’t the only disappointment. Most of the animation 

styles are uninspirin!, tendin! towards either the video !ame CGI we’ve 
seen a thousand times before, or a Pixar knock-o" that doesn’t even feature 
the redemption of bein! unbearably cute. 

Animation is a very excitin! field ri!ht now, and this series lets it down.
There is one exception: ‘Jibaro’. What a piece! Finally, here someone is 

takin! full advanta!e of the creative opportunity a"orded, and stretchin! 
it to its limits. 

The animation is compellin! – at first so realistic it almost looks like a film 
from life, it moves and plays with sumptuous li!ht and texture. 

Paired with the ultra-real visuals, the abstract narrative sin!s. The piece 
is devoid of dialo!ue and bul!in! with mystery and chaos. It’s mysterious 
because it feels that way, not because some panpipe music playin! over a 
landscape told us it was. 

The plot embraces intense drama, violence, and tra!edy. It is inventive, 
atmospheric, and powerful. 

But I had to sit throu!h two hours of nonsense to !et to it.
Lookin! for somethin! better in this !enre? Try ‘The House’, an animated 

film made up of several eerie short pieces, or ‘Ruben Brandt, Collector’, a 
thrillin! and playful feature-len!th animation.  


