Under the skin
One of the first things you notice when watching this film is the quiet. The unsettling music that plays when alien stuff is happening is absent whenever humans are the focus, and it isn’t replaced by anything. The murmuring of a busy city or the barely audible nattering of creatures in she Scottish countryside are amplified tenfold as one shot will continue to play, lulling you into a sense of intimacy. This intimacy is false, you will spend the entire film trying to understand how it thinks but ultimately you will never know.
And yet, I sympathise with it.
There is a scene where it eats cake as a way to try and understand humans. It spits the cake back out immediately, cake is something it can’t consume let alone enjoy.
one time I wore headphones when people where talking
one time I refused to go to the swimming pool 
many times I’ve left the dinner table early
many times I’ve avoided using public bathrooms
Many people don’t understand and look at me, the same as the people in the café look at it. 
the ending is quite pessimistic. Deep in the woods a man sets it on fire after realising that it is not human, its corpse is left smouldering in the snow.
As much as I relate to it I don’t think I’ll die burning to death in the Scottish highlands. I’m often shown that this world was not build to understand nor accommodate me but I have things to do, ill manage.
