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The 2011 Tribeca Film Festival is just blowing people away with great films one after another, 
exploring a sensational diversity of subjects from around the world. Based upon a novel by Olaug 
Nilssen and making its World Premiere at TFF, turn me on goddammit (få meg på, for faen), 
directed and written by Jannicke Systad Jacobsen in her fiction film debut, is the type of film I 
would love to see more of when covering festivals, needless to say at the multiplexes as well. 
These are films from a female perspective, by a female. Films about young women are even 
more rare, so to say this film was a treat is an understatement. We follow young Alma (Helene 
Bergsholm), filled with desires, and her friends growing up in the middle of nowhere in a 
Norwegian village with nothing to do but succumb to, in Alma's case, her own imagination and 
find pleasure in the form of a phone sex operator she frequently calls uponor hanging out at the 
youth center where she and her peers dance and swig beers. 
 
Turn me on goddammit is a poignant, exploratory journey through youthful lust and desire and 
perhaps moreover, a quest to learn who you are. The film balanced the awkward uneasiness that 
comes with young romance with an openness in the dialogue between the characters that gave 
the film a basis in reality, even within the framework of the fantasy elements the film utilizes. 
Dream sequences occur throughout the film, blurring the line of what is real and what is in the 
mind of a character, disorienting the viewer at times if they are not fully engaged. The complex 
issues that arise being a teenage girl are explored as well in this film as any you will see, but 
doing so in an almost playful way, even when things turn nasty among kids as they often do. 
Alma receives what can only be described as an unfortunate nickname and there is even a song 
bearing the nickname in the film. The sense of alienation felt by Alma is surely not uncommon to 
teenagers, but thanks to the overwhelming nature of the teasing and mocking she was at the 
center of, she is almost forced to make certain decisions. Kids can just be little fucking snots, 
cruel and horrible to each other, that is reality. 
 
The acting is surprisingly good considering the age of the actors, and the fact that only Ingrid, 
played by Beate Støfring, had previous acting experience, which made things all the more 
impressive. Helene Bergsholm is delightfully charismatic, playing the softness and delicateness 
of Alma perfectly while blending in enough strong, edgy elements to create a perfectly balanced 
protagonist. Stofring and Malin Bjørhovde as Alma's friends Ingrid and Sara do not have the 
same richness in their character traits, but they bring such different styles to the table that 
complement Bergsholm's performance and allows the story to shine through. The strong 
performances are also a nod to the directorial skills Jacobsen shows in this her first fiction film.  
 
Working withunseasoned actors can be very difficult, but she seemed to pull it off gracefully and 
with supreme skill, always getting what the narrative needed from the performances. Jacobsen, 
who wrote the script, and Nilssen, who wrote the book, had a strong command of dialogue, as 
the conversation never felt forced and flowed from the actors effortlessly. Perhaps having the 
basis of the script in a polished novel helped, but Jacobsen had to make it happen on screen in a 
way that was relatable, which she accomplished with wit and charm. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Turn Me On, Goddammit: Norwegian Film 
Reflects True Teen Life 
Posted: 04/24/11 – Jordan Zakarin – Huffpost Entertainment 
 
Though the tradition goes back to the causeless rebellion of James Dean, it's been over the last 25 
years or so, give or take an American Pie sequel, that Hollywood has applied its tried and true formula 
to a countless number of high school-set movies, largely aimed at those suffering through that 
torturous chapter. The formula, that more is always better, has wrought high drama, noble acts of 
romance, finely crafted speeches worthy of romance novels and drunken adventures that should serve 
as the first indication that a future of early morning meetings is in the protagonist's future. It's often 
that these movies bury themselves deep in the wide-eyed, aspirational psyche of their audience as 
models of what their lives should be (never mind that the stars are always in their mid-20's). 
Generally speaking, though, these power-washed schools, filled with bright color pallets, emotional 
maturity and acid tongues, are conjured up as beyond exaggerated versions of the teenage experience. 
In what is a tribute to the universal misery of the high school years, a new film out of Norway, Turn 
Me On, Goddammit, does a better, and more charming, job of capturing what that awful epoch truly is 
like. Based on a novel by Olaug Nilssen, the film stars Helen Bergsholm as Alma, a normal girl 15-
year-old girl who dreams of parties, wants to escape her small hometown, hangs out with her friends 
and calls phone sex hotlines. Yes, Alma has matured quickly, at least in terms of her desires, and 
frequently fantasizes about Artur (Matias Myren), her neighbor and crush. 
 
When Artur pulls a boneheaded 15-year-old move and pokes her with his penis outside a party, she 
excitedly tells her two best friends, sisters Sara and Ingrid (played by Malin Bjoerhovde and Beate 
Stoefring). Unfortunately, dullard Ingrid has a crush on Artur, and when she tells him what Alma 
revealed and he instantly denies it, Ingrid immediately sides with him. In an expertly tailored PR 
campaign the likes of which only could be devised by a cruel high schooler, Alma is systematically 
shunned and taunted in school, driving her into the bathroom and bus stops, where Sara will talk to 
her. 
 
The humiliation, marked by whispers, snickers, crude bathroom drawings and chants, are pitch-
perfect in their simplicity, and thus all the more devastatingly real. There are no huge pranks or 
massive cafeterias filled with classmates jeering and pointing fingers in unison -- that isn't reality. 
Instead, we get Alma standing in the corner while her fellow students talk and occasionally shoot her 
subtle yet resoundingly judgmental glances. Her worst humiliations include mean notes passed in 
class, awkward hallway stares and not getting invited to a party. There are no epic parties or road trips 
or unlikely, high tech hijinks needed to artificially raise the stakes for the sake of a trailer; instead, as 
minor as they seem in retrospect, Bergsholm's strong acting and our own memories remind us of how 
devastating and lonely our own versions of these moments felt. 
 
While Alma suffers the indignity of a crush gone awry, we get a taste of another feeling of high school 
hopelessness in Sara's struggle. Obviously the rebellious one in the group, she proclaims throughout 
the film her desire to go to Texas and fight against capital punishment. In one especially strong scene, 
she and Alma angrily throw fruit from the store Alma works at on the ground, frustrated and yelling 
about their respective sufferings. One screams about boys, the other about the evils of social 
democracy. It's a perfect snapshot of the feeling of helplessness in the face of a world of frustrations, 
on the various levels at which high schoolers operate. 
 
Shot in a remote town in Norway, even the setting gives the sense of isolation. But as isolated and 
inconsequential as one can feel in such a background, just a hidden blip on a vast map, the scenery 
lends a stage to the flip side of teenage angst: shots of the winding hill on which the town is situated 
lend the reassurance that the world is so much bigger than the little, close-minded town in which they 
live (and whose sign they flash the middle finger at every time they pass by on the school bus). 
As Alma struggles throughout the film with the teenage pendulum of hopelessness and greater 
possibilities, we see a girl working to both make herself more miserable and find something beyond 
what she's always known. With one eye on the existential misery of teenage years, and another trained 
on the bigger world that makes the struggles quite obviously quirky and minor, Turn Me On, 
Goddammit respects its subjects while winking at an audience who watch with years of perspective. 
 



Turn Me On, Goddammit : Movie Review 
23/04./2011 - by Alex DiGiovanna – Movie Buzzers 
 
 
 

Yup, I know, I did a double take too. That picture is exactly what it looks like. a 15 year old 
horny Norwegian girl pleasuring herself to some good old fashion phone sex. That horniness 
is at the core of Jannicke Systad Jacobsen’s first fiction film, Turn me on, goddammit (Få 
meg på, for faen ). The film, which is an adaptation of the book, is about Alma (Helene 
Bergsholm), a horny teenager looking for some sex, something everyone can easily relate 
to. Since she isn’t getting any, she uses her active imagination to bring her fantasies to life, 
which then gets her constantly into trouble. One night at a party, a boy, Artur (Matias Myren), 
who has a crush on her, and vice versa ,are standing outside when out of nowhere Artur 
does something a bit shocking and awkward. Alma then goes and tells her friend but one of 
her friends is the ‘mean girl’ type and doesn’t believe it. She then tells Artur and he just says 
‘thanks Alma’. Since Artur is popular nobody questions it. The result is the destruction of 
Alma’s social existence. At school she is now known as Dick-Alma and can now only think 
about leaving her godforsaken town.Turn me on, goddammit was a short and sweet coming 
of age comedy that I absolutely loved. It was funny, cute, awkward, and most of all, different. 
We see a lot of coming-of-age comedies these days especially ones about guys trying to get 
laid. We also see a lot of films about woman becoming social outcasts, think Easy A, but we 
never see a culmination of the two. This is that story. Instead of seeing a horny guy trying to 
get some, we get an opportunity to experience it from the other perspective, especially in a 
blatant and rather explicit way. 
 
For the most part, I thought everything felt pretty authentic because horny social outcasts do 
exist and while maybe some of the events in this film aren’t true, they could totally happen. I 
did feel that the social outcast thing was a bit exaggerated, especially when her best friend 
wouldn’t even talk to her at school or at home. That’s not a very good best friend if you ask 
me. We also get to experience what being a mother to horny teenager is like and I’ll tell you 
right now, I hope I don’t have a daughter when I’m older. 
 
Keep an eye out for writer/director Jannicke Systad Jacobsen, if she sticks to features I think 
she’ll have a long and successful career. With a wonderfully witty script, solid acting by all 
members of the cast, and a fresh take on the coming-of-age genre, Turn me on, goddammit 
is an awkward yet extremely satisfying piece of work, a definite crowd pleaser for sure. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Turn Me On, Goddammit 
By JOHN ANDERSON – 23/04/2011 
 

 
 
"Turn Me On, Goddammit" will likely find the most favor for its frank portrayal of 
adolescent eroticism, female division, which seldom gets portrayed onscreen at all, 
much less at the affectionately candid level explored by this mostly femme-powered 
production. More crowd-pleasing than sober arthouse fare like Catherine Breillat's 
"Fat Girl," this comedy could touch a chord among teens, particularly girls, who will 
find the film's central character, Alma (Helen Bergsholm), a sympathetically hormonal 
heroine. Wide fest play seems assured. 
 
Pic is set in a less-than-vibrant burg of western Norway that everyone seems to hate; Alma 
and her pal Sara (Malin Bjoerhovde) ritually flip off the sign that bears its name, 
Skoddeheimen, each time their school bus passes it. Its unusual setting aside, "Turn Me On, 
Goddammit" concerns itself with a number of the usual teen-movie tropes, including the 
loyalty of best friends, the cruelty of adolescence and the torture inflicted on the young by 
their parents. The paramount issue, however, is Alma's burgeoning lust: Her mother 
(Henriette Steenstrup) nearly catches her masturbating on the kitchen floor (the one witness, 
Alma's dog, is hilarious); Mom nearly chokes when she gets the bill for the phone-sex line 
Alma calls, frequently enough that they know her by name. 
Helmer Jannicke Systad Jacobsen interweaves Alma's fantasies, which involve just about 
anyone, with her day-to-day routine around the curiously named Skoddeheimen and her 
floundering flirtations with a Joseph Gordon-Levitt look-alike named Artur (Matias Myren). In 
fact, the border between Alma's real and unreal is so porous that when the crucial act 
occurs, we're not entirely sure she isn't on one of her trips to La-La-heimen. 
 
Alma's big mistake is mentioning what Artur did at a party; he denies it, and Sara's lip 
glossaddicted sister, Ingrid (Beate Stoefring), who likes Artur, too, begins a smear campaign 
against the by-now-adorable Alma. Ostracized and horny, the girl's social fate seems sealed. 
Even her last remaining friend, Sara, who writes letters to death-row inmates in Texas, is 
giving Alma a wide berth. 
 
Shot in a very straightforward and somehow ironic fashion by d.p. Marianne Bakke, "Turn 
Me On, Goddammit" has a cool palette and a deceptively rustic tone that tempers the hot-
blooded undercurrent running through the story. For all its frustrated ardor, the film is 
actually quite lovely as well as honest, treating its young characters with the kind of respect 
to which Hollywood teen movies seem severely allergic. Deft use of songs, notably by Kings 
of Convenience and Franz Is Dead, enhances the film's emotional impact. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Turn Me On, Goddammit 
26 April, 2011 | By Mark Adams, chief film critic – Screen Daily 
 
Stylish Scandinavian sexiness bubbles to the surface in Turn Me On, Goddammit 
(Fa meg pa, for faen), a smart comedy tale of adolescent eroticism that could 
well appeal to art-house distributors looking to stir-up their release schedule. 
It lacks the sombre tone of usual art-house foreign language releases – and 
comedies by their nature rarely travel well – but it is breezy, amusing and 
clever. 
 
It is a thoroughly charming tale of Scandinavian teen sexuality. 
 
Directed, written by, Jannicke Systad Jacobsen (and based on a novel by Olaug Nilssen) 
the film is snappily shot and engagingly candid, and likely to be a regular feature at 
international film festivals following its Tribeca premiere.  
Hormonal teens Alma (Helen Bergsholm) and her best friend Sara (Malin Bjoerhovde) 
live in the Western Norwegian town of Skoddeheimen, where they have the usual 
teenage problems with boys, parents and life in general. In fact, sex is the key them on 
Alma’s mind – calling up phone-sex lines and almost getting caught masturbating on 
kitchen floor by her mother (Henriette Steenstrup, also a co-producer). Her sexual 
fantasies and determined flirtations with local boy Artur (Matias Myren), though her 
liaison with him leads to troubles with sister Ingrid (Beate Stoefring) who also fancies 
Artur and who starts a smear campaign against Alma. 
 
Elegantly shot by Marianne Bakke, the film revels in its genial rural humour and 
smouldering sexuality, with Helen Bergsholm a delightfully imaginative and feisty figure. 
Turn Me On, Goddammit is rich with quirky humour and engaging performances as it 
favours frank honesty and compassion for its young characters rather than poking fun at 
them or being overly prurient. 
 
It is a thoroughly charming tale of Scandinavian teen sexuality – refreshingly told from 
the female perspective rather than the simplistic displays of young male lust more 
common in Hollywood variations on the theme – and a smart and enjoyably made film. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



TRIBECA REVIEW | Despite the Crude Title, “Turn me on, 
goddammit” Is a Delicate Drama 
by Eric Kohn (April 22, 2011) – Indiewire 
 

 
Despite the confrontational title, Norwegian coming-of-age movie “Turn me on, goddammit” 
doesn’t take an abrasive approach. The gentle, 
emotionally honest narrative feature debut of writer-director Jannicke Systad Jacobsen 
follows horny teen Alma (Helene Bergsholm, in a believably understated breakout 
performance) as she explores her sexual curiosity, falls into an embarrassing situation with 
her peers and copes with becoming a pariah, all while dreaming of a better life.  
 
Adapted from the novel by Olau Nilssen, “Turn me on” plays like a familiar entry in the teen 
sex comedy genre without the sex. 
Growing up in a remote community far from the bustling urbanity of Oslo, Alma’s desire to 
get off represents only one piece of the wider angst afflicting everyone her age in the area. 
(School bus riders ritualistically flick off the town sign as it passes by them each morning.) 
Still, Alma does think about sex a lot, appearing in the first scene sprawled out on her 
kitchen floor with one hand down her pants and a phone sex operator whispering in her ear. 
When her mother suddenly comes home, Alma’s frantic scrambling recalls the opening of 
“American Pie,” when a jittery Jason Biggs gets busted by his folks while jacking off to late 
night porn. 
 
The difference here, aside from the gender, is that Alma’s close call doesn’t really play for 
laughs. Instead, the scene emphasizes her frustration over being forced to repress her 
needs. It feels candid instead of crude. That also applies to a later plot point, which finds 
Alma having an awkward encounter with young stud Artur (Matias Myren) at a party, when 
he randomly rubs his member against her leg. Instantly spreading word to her peers, Alma 
finds herself the subject of disdain when Artur denies the act. Now nicknamed “Dick Alma,” 
she quickly becomes ostracized by the only world available to her. On her own, Alma’s 
imagination runs wild, and she begins to have a series of amusing fantasies in which she 
envisions sexual advances from those around her. 
 
Which begs the question: Did Artur actually run his rod into Alma’s leg, or was it simply 
another one of her lewd daydreams? The uncertainty matters more than a firm answer 
because “Turn me on” focuses on the lingering perceptions of young people still figuring out 
how to communicate. When Alma’s mother eventually learns about her daughter’s phone 
sex habits, Alma takes a rebellious route, openly moaning from her bedroom and snatching 
a Playboy from her day job at the drug store. Needless to say, that doesn’t improve her 
lifestyle conditions. 
 
Meanwhile, Alma’s close friend begins to obsessively send letters to American prisoners on 
death row, a reminder that Alma and her peers harbor a genuine desire to escape the 
constraints of a boring existence. Her burgeoning sexuality is only one expression of that 
burning need. 
 
Jacobsen conveys this situation with a delicate touch and whimsical stylistic flourishes: 
Occasional black-and-white images sum up the events, while a playful indie rock score 
fleshes out the atmosphere. However, at 75 minutes, the filmmaker cuts to black just when 
the story begins to take an interesting new direction. With so much promise leading up to 
that point, the dispiriting climax is a major turn-off. 
 
HOW WILL IT PLAY? If allowed to keep its racy title, “Turn me on, goddammit” could do 
magical numbers on VOD. A successful U.S. theatrical release is more unlikely. 
criticWIRE grade: B+ 



Tribeca 2011: TURN ME ON, GODDAMMIT! Review 
by Ben Umstead, April 25, 2011 – Twitch 
 

Small towns are everywhere. There are plenty of small towns in Norway. Hell, most of the 
country is made up of small towns. There is even a small town called Hell. 15-year old Alma, 
lives in Skaddeheimen (which as far as I can tell is a fictional small town named for 
obviously jokey purposes). She yearns to get out of there, and also, as the above photo 
suggests, she is insatiably horny. This is the first moment we see her in the film. Being horny, 
whether you hide it or not, whether you call Stig the phone sex guy or flick through a porno 
mag, is typical of a 15-year old. Director Jannicke Systad Jacobsen is frank and up front 
about that on all fronts. And though the plot isn't anything new (drinking, parties, ostracism) 
Jacobsen and her young cast bring a melancholy and misery to the proceedings, doused in a 
deadpan wit and imagination Conflicts that could result in the end of the world may be a lot 
more manageable with just a slightly different perspective, though the pain and confusion 
isn't any less real. 
 
As Alma, Helene Bergsholm see-saws back and forth between desperate and assertive, docile 
and a doe in the head lights, and yes indeed, still mighty horny; much of this is in her head, 
and even in rounds of masturbation her fantasies end up being very quaint and tender 
(running home through the woods, hand in hand with her crush Artur, a shot that recalls an 
idyllic Nordic fable) or oddly humorous (her friend's father in a bike helmet, dancing 
suggestively around his store). Jacobsen doesn't signal the audience when it's time for a 
"wacky" fantasy sequence, these moments play as naturally as can be, they are just as much 
apart of Alma's reality as everything else. 
 
It is Jacobsen's restraint as a filmmaker in these imagined moments, or her choice to turn a 
blind eye to the beautiful Fjord-etched landscapes which surround Alma (enclosing her even 
more so), or her trust in the audience to empathize on their own accord, that keeps the film 
pleasantly just south of weird and far, far away from the melodramatic. 
From the moment Alma's classmates turn their back on her, to the night she decides to 
hitchhike to Oslo, Turn Me On, Goddammit! grounds itself in personal and social growing 
pains that ring true of teenagers of all kinds, everywhere: the lonely ones and popular ones, 
the stoners or would-be activists; in New York or Texas, in Bergen or Oslo, in a small town 
called Hell, or... Skaddeheimen. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Tribeca Review: 'Turn Me On, Goddammit' 
Satisfies 
April 25th, 2011 – StarPulse.com 
 

Fifteen-year-old Alma has a problem. She’s cute, she has friends and a sense of humor, 
but she doesn’t have Artur, a boy at school she likes. To be clear, Alma spends all day 
romanticizing about the two of them together, walking poetically through the woods and 
sharing the type of silent chemistry made especially for soulmates. He makes passionate 
love to her. But all of this happens in her daydreams. What’s a horny fifteen-year-old to 
do? Though Alma (played by an exceedingly pretty Helene Bergsholm) has a sense of 
self-assurance, she’s not assured enough to approach Artur the way she’d like. She then 
spends her afternoons releasing her sexual tensions the only way she knows how: by 
calling a sex hotline. In fact, Alma calls so much that she has her own dedicated fantasy 
partner, “Steig”, and they develop an odd friendship. 
 
Meanwhile, Artur has designs of his own, and he decides to approach Alma at a party 
and express his interest in her the only way he knows how—by pulling out his penis and 
poking Alma in the thigh with it. I should mention that this happens outside while both 
are standing against the wall of the house. Weird. 
 
Alma tells her friends about the incident, but as it turns out, the alpha of the group is 
also in love with Artur and isn’t having it. Alma is subsequently ostracized from her 
friends and the rest of the school, to the point that she’s given the name “Dick-Alma”. 
Everything for her suddenly falls apart. When her mother receives the sex hotline 
telephone bill, Alma is relegated to working at the neighbourhood grocery store. When 
things seem like they can’t get any worse, a confrontation with Artur goes awry and 
Alma finds herself running away from home to Oslo. 
 
The Norwegians, as I am coming to understand, have a gift for what is becoming the lost 
art of cinematography. (Actually, you might night agree that it’s becoming a lost art, but 
you would if you saw the way they shoot their films vs. the way we shoot ours.) Both of 
the Norwegian films that I’ve screened this year have so much visual depth, I was made 
keenly aware of the fact that though I’ve seen many films, I haven’t ‘seen’ much at all. 
 
Visually speaking, Turn Me On, Goddammit is brilliant. The entire film itself plays like an 
A+ concept that would've had an A execution if only some piece of luggage didn’t get left 
behind. While we usually complain that films are too long, at 76 minutes Turn Me On is 
way, way too short. There felt like 10 minutes of good story missing at the tail-end, like 
a completed jigsaw puzzle with a token piece missing. But if I’m to judge on the parts 
that were present, there are no complaints. Alma’s best friend Sara (played by Malin 
Bjoerhovde) is especially engaging as the cynically hypocritical crusader who writes a ton 
of prison pen-pal letters she’s too afraid to actually post. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 



Turn-ons & turnips 
Posted April 23, 2011 by V.A. Musetto – NY Post 
 
Alma is a 15-year-old sex addict. The Norwegian movie "Turn Me On, G - - - -- - - -" -- unreeling at 
the Tribeca Film Festival -- opens with the high school student talking with Stig at the Wild Wet 
Dreams phone-sex service. She hangs up quickly when her mother, who works at a turnip plant, 
arrives home. 
Sex isn't Alma's only vice. She guzzles beer, smokes weed and steals. Mom flips out when the phone 
bill comes in. When she asks Alma (an excellent Helene Bergsholm) why she's a frequent phone-sex 
customer, she answers without hesitation, "Because I'm horny!" 
At a party, school stud Artur (Matias Myren) exposes himself to Alma. But her schoolmates don't 
believe the girl when she tells them about the incident, ostracizing her as "a lying pervo." No wonder 
she flees her hick town for the big city, Oslo. 
Despite the movie's subject, the director, Jannicke Systad Jacobsen, avoids exploitation. She uses 
sweet, deadpan humor to take the sting out of the sexual frankness. 
 


