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Angel on the Right (Fararishtay kifti rost)

In Brief
Ten years after leaving Tajikistan, the Moscow-based gangster Hamro is tricked into
returning to his home village, where he must confront old foes, debts, his tradition bound
mother and a son that he didn’t know he had. After seducing a beautiful nurse and
finding legitimate work, Hamro has a chance to make good.

According to Islamic folk legend, an angel on a man’s left shoulder records his bad deeds
and the one on his right records the good, and these will be weighed on Judgment Day.
Which Angel will Hamro listen to?

Filming in his own village, and using his close relatives in key acting roles, the director
constructs a revealing portrait of an impoverished community, still recovering from the
effects of civil war. Many of the pleasures here are in the details and rituals of everyday
life: the vigorous handshakes when doing business, the techniques of the local estate
agent, the way somebody books the time of their passage into the next life. (Tom Dawson
BBC)

Tajikstan | 2002 | 91 minutes

The Cinema of Tajikistan

This year, Tajikfilm plans to make Tajikstan’s first full-length feature
film in 17 years, according to Jamshed Rakhmatov, chief editor at
the studio. The events of the early 1990s and the breakup of the
Soviet Union had a negative effect on Tajik cinema, Rakhmatov
said. But, despite the lack of financing and obsolete equipment
Tajikfilm held out.

Rakhmatov said that various possibilities are now being considered
for the future film, and the studio has looked at several scripts,
including historical works on military leaders Spitamen and Timurmalik. Work on this kind of historical picture costs a great deal, which
is beyond the means of the small studio. Rough calculations show that about € 700,000 will be needed. Based on this Rakhmatov said,
work is now being done to attract investors.

“During the last 17 years, limited state financing made it impossible to make full-length feature films for the cinema. During this period
all films had been made only for video, he said. The market for films in Tajikistan is now almost completely satisfied by foreign studios –
mostly Indian, Russian and Hollywood productions. Tajik films are rarely shown in theaters, but 1970s features are currently being
screened on local television channels.

“[1970-80] are considered to be the ‘golden age’ for Tajikfilm,” said producer Umar Karimov. “In those days [government] financing made
it possible to make some six full-length feature films each year, along with 40-50 documentaries.” “[Today], the technical base for the
film studio does not allow us to do such a volume of work,” said Rakhmatov. “This is because of the obsolete equipment and because some
of the craftsmen, directors, cameramen, screenwriters, and others have gone to other countries.”

In the opinion of director Gulandom Mukhabatova, “for a complete rebirth of Tajik cinema, what is needed is to pay the proper attention
to training young [artists]. The personnel we have today in the Tajik film studio are fully capable of making good films, but without
training , there may be serious problems.”

There is a written agreement between Tajikistan and a number of the CIS countries for cooperation in the fields of culture and science.
This document makes it possible to send Tajik students for training in the cinematographic schools of these countries.

Karimov said the All-Russian State Institute of Filmmaking would be suitable for new students in many ways, particularly since there is
no language barrier. Moreover, the artists that made Tajikfilm famous, graduated from that school.

At the start of this century, several films by Tajik directors that were made in other countries received various international awards. In
Europe there was new interest in the Tajik cinema after the young director Bakhtier Khudoinazarov’s films Luna Papa and Shik won
international cinema prizes. The video Ovora by Daler Rakhmatov and Gulandom Mukhabatova, shot in Tajikistan, won eight international
prizes, including the Santa Ana International Film Festival (receiving the debut film prize), and at the Golden Minbar “For Humanism in
the Art of Cinema” prize among Muslim countries.

After the economic situation in the country started to improve, artists started talking about reinvigorating the Tajik film industry. In 2005,
the government passed a resolution on the development of cinema over the next five years. It was this resolution that set the stage for
the further development of Tajikfilm.
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Jamshed Umonov
Jamshed Usmonov
Pascal Lagriffoul
Michael Galasso
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Halima
Hamro
Yatim
Mayor

Uktamoi Miyasarova
Maruf Pulodzoda
Kova Tilavpur
Mardonkul Kulbobo



Fine Dead Girls (Fine mrtve djevojke)

Iva and Marija, a lesbian couple, rent an apartment in a seemingly quiet building in
Zagreb, but what initially appears as a safe love haven quickly turns into a nightmare. A
winner of the Best Croatian Film Award, Fine Dead Girls has been named one of the best
Croatian movies of the last decade, and garnered much attention due to its controversial,
provocative themes.

As Croatia emerges as the destination of choice for western Europeans (and some
Americans) looking for a little “undiscovered” sand and sun, it doesn’t hurt to remember
just why this gorgeous country has been off the radar for so long. The tragic Civil War that
plagued the Balkans resonates, leaving profound scars, both physical and psychological,
upon the region.

As with any form of ethnic clash, no one really wins when things are “resolved” – even
more so than with other forms of war, the reduction of civil conflict to any simplified
good/bad or us/them organizing principle is a fool’s errand. As Croatia bravely rebuilds,
both materially and spiritually, its people
struggle to confront the gravity of their

Croatia | 2002 | 77 minutes

recent history, and the challenge of their reemergence into the global community.

As an allegorical treatment of such fraught social politics, first-time director Dalibor
Matanic’s Fine Dead Girls is a fairly successful piece of work. It follows the story of two
young lesbians who rent an apartment in a non-descript building in working-class
Zagreb, only to discover that they have entered a kind of Sartrean hell.

Of course, they find out that there is nothing non-descript about the building once they
begin to settle in – one neighbour is a prostitute with dubious morals and a sociopathic
paucity of remorse; another is an elderly man who dotes on the malodorous corpse that
was once his wife; upstairs lives a creepy abortionist whose lab coat is forever spotted with bloodstains; down the hall lives a former soldier
who regularly beats his enfeebled wife; and the property-owner, whose love for her sexist and insecure son is rivaled only be her hatred
of “cunt-lickers”, and she, along with her bored, but sympathetic husband, lords over all.

The two women hide their sexual relationship from the nosy landlady, seemingly more out of a desire for privacy than fear of being
outed – but, before long, a series of ugly events begins to transpire, forcing them into the open, and into violent, horrific conflict with
their hateful neighbours. As tensions rise, we begin to understand that what we are seeing is a Croatia in microcosm, a reflection of
conflicts between different identities, beliefs, bloodlines, and communities. Under the cover provided by the building, we find a furious
cauldron of hatred, prejudice, violence, and death, all hidden in plain view to everyone within.

Indeed, every tenant appears to know that the old man’s wife is dead, Bates-Motel-style, in his festering apartment; everyone also seems
to be aware that the ex-soldier is hitting his wife; no one is under any false pretense about what the “doctor” does upstairs; and everyone
is hip to the work the young lady is up to downstairs. Yet, they all let it go on, as all manner of resentment, blinding anger, and tension
mounts.

When the landlady’s misogynist son sets his sights on one of the new tenants, even though he knows that she is gay, her rebuke of his
advances sets off a truly catastrophic chain of events that seem to mirror the sudden, massive calamity of an outbreak of civil conflict.
The apartment block is overcome by anger, danger, and murder – everything unravels, everything is laid bare. Ultimately, the many
secrets all come to light, but only after rape, murder, and betrayal forever change the dynamics of the community.

Boasting nuanced, impressive performances, including a standout job by Jadranka
Djokic as the gleefully mean-spirited prostitute who, in many ways, is at the centre of
the film, Fine Dead Girls works a bit of diabolical magic on you. It is appalling, and often
disgusting, but it has its reasons. As a meditation on the tragedy of a broken community,
and on the viciousness of Croatia’s recent fascistic past, it is thoughtful and incisive, if
unremittingly bleak. 

Stuart Henderson
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Pavle Miholjeviæ

Cast
Iva
Marija
Daniel
Gazdarica Olga

Olga Pakalovic
Nina Violic
Kresimir Mikic
Inge Appelt

edinburgh 

film
guild

Contemporary Eastern European Cinema



Fuse (Gori vatra)

Contemporary Eastern European Cinema

In this bitingly funny story set in Bosnia two years after the civil war, a small town is turned
upside down as it prepares for a visit by President Bill Clinton. Seizing the opportunity,
the entire community falls all over themselves to create a squeaky clean image before his
arrival. But a ruthless black marketeer and an unhinged former police chief threaten to
ruin things for everyone.

The title of the incident-filled but relaxed and oddly courtly comedy-drama ''Fuse'' isn't
exactly misleading. Watching the story unfold is akin to watching a ridiculously extended
fuse burn for so long that you almost forget there's a bomb at the end.

The writer and director Pjer Zalica's droll, soulful film, set in a war-ravaged Bosnian village,
pits Serbs and Muslims, black marketeers and the government, against one another, with
the corrupt cop Mugdim playing both ends against the middle. The laughs and
discomforts emerge from the spiking and cresting of paranoia. Mr. Zalica's gentle but
firm hand stokes the building tensions. It's a masterly cranking of suspicions, both

Bosnia | 2003 | 105 minutes

personal and political, and he mixes the moodiness deftly.

And with a flurry of emotional tones, ''Fuse'' has echoes of the lyrical and peculiar films of Ivan
Passer, with the symbolism rendered in more corporeal terms rather than as a ghostly presence.
Like East European comedies of the 1960's, this picture is ostensibly built around an event --
here it's the approaching arrival of President Bill Clinton and the attendant storm of activity,
official and otherwise. His visit is announced by a disruptive and funny shot of his blocklong
limo being choppered in, reminding the villagers of the meddlesome American presence
throwing a noisy shadow over the countryside.

The picture's lifeblood courses through the middle-aged Zaim (Bogdan Diklic), who's trying to
learn the fate of his soldier son, Adnan (Feda Stukan). ''Fuse'' begins with the father trying to
share a cigarette with the apparition of his son, who graciously declines, adding to his father's
respect.

''They think I'm mad,'' Zaim asks. ''What do you think?''

After a thoughtful pause, Adnan shrugs, ''You're mad.''

With Zaim drunk and anxious, his head vibrates like an A-Rod bobble-head doll. Yet with all the coarse motivation in the movie, he's one
of the purest souls around.

Zaim's erratic good-heartedness has been passed on in a more consistent version to his firefighter son, Faruk (Enis Beslagic), who devotes
himself to his duty and struggles to maintain his equanimity as a bomb claims several people close to him. He gets drawn into Zaim's
investigation if only to keep watch over his father, and the information that Faruk picks up only increases his burden of misery.

Mr. Zalica follows all the mounting turmoil and the undercurrents of lust, greed and grudges with an agile, matter-of-fact assurance.
Some of the loopiest touches are just dropped into the frame, like the schoolchildren's choir that the mayor has assembled to pay musical
tribute to the president; they greet him with a wobbly rendition of ''House of the Rising Sun.''

With all the film's comic touches, Mr. Zalica also makes a subtly intelligent point by showing how the most profoundly affected victims
of combat are the women. Always visible in ''Fuse'' is their battle to cope with ruination. (A Brechtian closing credits sequence salutes
one of the female stars.)

With his background in documentaries, Mr. Zalica relies on generating a small but steady
stream of sparks. Even Zaim's insanity is low-key. His head twitters so much that it takes
a minute to catch the mad gleam in his eyes. ''Fuse'' does sputter toward its explosive
climax, but Mr. Zalica does not avert his gaze from the aftermath. What the movie tells
us, in the most intelligent of terms, is that the consequence of every act has to be
recognized. And after the smoke clears from the destruction, life goes on.

Elvis Mitchell - The New York Times
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Bolshe Vita

Contemporary Eastern European Cinema

In Brief
When the Soviet Communist empire crumbled in 1989 and '90, and thousands of Russians
poured into Eastern Europe, who could blame them for imagining that utopia was suddenly
at hand? All they had to do was go west, and the winds of freedom would whisk them to a pot
of gold at the end of a rainbow.

Ibolya Fekete's richly humane and poignant film ''Bolshe Vita'' remembers the brief moment
when Budapest was a benign, freewheeling way station for thousands of young Russian
emigrants seeking a better life. This Hungarian film, which New Directors/New Films is showing
tonight at 9 and tomorrow evening at 6 at the Museum of Modern Art, follows three young
dreamers across the Russian border into Hungary, where they find life is certainly different
but no less complicated than before. One of the hardest lessons they learn is that in the West
money is everything.

Yura and Vadim, a Russian guitarist and saxophonist, desert their musicians' collective the
moment their group sets foot on Hungarian soil. Sergei, whose story is intercut with theirs, is
a dour young engineer who arrives in Budapest with two suitcases of knives he hopes to sell.

Hungary | 1996 | 97 minutes

The Hungarian capital in which they make their way is a teeming international bohemia that has attracted capitalists and footloose adventurers
from all over Europe and the United States. The two musicians are respectively taken up by Maggie (Helen Baxendale), an English translator, and
her hard-bitten American friend Susan (Caroline Loncq). Sergei becomes halfheartedly involved
with a smuggling ring.

''Bolshe Vita'' does a wonderful job of fleshing out its characters and showing how each man's
personality and temperament react with the Darwinian sink-or-swim reality to determine his
future. Having been brought up in a totalitarian state, all three Russians have a childlike naivete
about hustling in a environment where everything's up for grabs. Only Yura, the jolliest of the
three, has the spirit and flexibility of a true survivor.

The giddy spirit of Budapest in 1990 quickly palls as gangsters take control of the lucrative open-
air market and drive out the shady small-time entrepreneurs who treated the place as a kind of
hippie bazaar. A McDonald's sprouts, and in a matter of months, Budapest's golden moment
has soured. 

The movie ends on a sad and pessimistic note with an extended montage of grisly news clips of
the wars in Chechnya and the Balkans. The coda implies that the euphoria in Budapest was just
an isolated little bubble of hope in a sea of butchery. 

Stephen Holden - New York Times

A Potted History of Hungarian Cinema

Though its silent film production produced few films of note, Hungary developed a widespread
and intense film culture (see the work of film theorist and screenwriter Bela Balasz, author of
Somewhere in Europe). The sound era brought new professionalization; Hungarian films, often
based on operettas and other popular fare, began to draw homeland audiences and those of
neighboring countries, too. Yet Hungary's most famous cinematic export during this period was talent: Michael Curtiz, Alexander Korda, Andre
de Toth, Paul Lukacs, Miklos Rosza, Bela Lugosi, and Steve Sekely are just a few of the Magyars to make their mark abroad. "Just because you're
Hungarian," warned a sign above the MGM commissary, "doesn't mean you're a genius!"

After WWII and the communist takeover, Hungary's film industry was nationalized. Ideological restrictions aside, the industry benefited from
an influx of capital into the cinema (better equipment, more cinemas built, etc.) and the limiting of those foreign films that had till then
dominated Hungarian screens. As in all other aspects of Hungarian life and culture, 1956 was a watershed, and indeed the events of that year
would continue to reverberate in Hungarian films over the next few decades. After the Uprising, Janos Kádár's new government gradually eased
control of the film industry, and feature filmmaking began to flow from one of four studios: Budapest, Dialog, Hunnia, and Objektiv, each of which
were largely run by filmmakers themselves. Freed from the outright constraints of the box-office, permitted a degree of freedom certainly
unique within the Soviet bloc, and aided by a pool of talented actors, screenwriters, and especially cinematographers, Hungarian cinema soon
became one of the most remarkable in the world.

Practically every year brought with it the revelation of bold new talents--Jancsó, Szabó, Gaál, Meszaros, Kezdi-Kovács, Bódy, Gothár, Tarr--while
Magyar movies were international hits, routinely carrying off major international film prizes. Since 1989, Hungary has experienced some of the
same problems as the rest of the former Soviet bloc--increased competition from foreign, principally U.S., films, loss of state support, complex
international co-production arrangements--yet the artistic level of Hungarian cinema remains high, with the emergence of talented filmmakers
such as Attila Janisch, Janos Szasz and Ibolye Fekete offering very hopeful signs for the future.

Film Society of Lincoln Center
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Ibolya Fekete
Ibolya Fekete
András Szalai
Yuri Fomichyov
Ferenc Muk

Cast
Jura
Vagyim 
Szergej
Erzsi
Maggie
Susan 

Yuri Fomichevas 
Igor Csernyevics
Aleksey Serebryakov
Ágnes Máhr
Helen Baxendale 
Caroline Loncq 



Witman Boys (Witman fiúk)

In Brief
In this haunting Hungarian drama, the Witman brothers are scarred by their
mother's neglect. Searching for warmth and meaning, they find it in a local brothel.
Though they may appear innocent, the boys' morbid perversions ultimately drive
them to despicable deeds. Set in a small Hungarian village just before the onset of
WWI, this atmospheric tale of alienated youth is smartly directed by Janoz Szasz,
with exquisite cinematography by Tibor Mathe, for which he won a Silver Hugo at
the 1997 Chicago Film Festival....faultless in style and psychological validity.

Kevin Thomas Los Angeles Times

Hungary | 1997 | 99 minutes

A fascinating period drama with highly stylized visuals and an emotional punch worthy of
Russian literature, The Witman Boys is a welcome discovery for fans of foreign cinema
constantly looking in the cracks for challenging movies to watch. Part period piece, part
horror, and part sexual psychodrama, the film follows the emotional maturation of a pair of
boys who clearly haven’t received enough love in their lives. Transpiring in 1914 Hungary,
the Witman family is a seemingly well-to-do family with everything together on the outside
but with a seemingly turgid home life.

After what is probably a normally terse dinner, Mr. Witman suffers the unfortunate fate of
dying from a heart attack in front of his wife and boys. The boys’, Janos and Erno, rather
blank reaction to his passing should clue one in to how much time all three spent together.
They are more interested in what will happen to his dead body than whether or not he is
in a better place or not. Teenagers with Janos being the elder, the Witman boys live out
their days in school and at home, developing a particularly strong interest in biology
especially when it comes to dissections. Soon enough their mother accepts the advances
of another man and the boys are left to fend for themselves, finding release in unexpected
and macabre activities.

Animals mysteriously begin disappearing from town as both Janos and Erno indulge their ‘scientific’ interests and begin killing and
dissecting various victims, likely as a means to come to grips with death in a way that makes sense to them emotionally if not morally
correct. In addition, through chance, Janos comes into contact with a prostitute that works out of the local brothel. Feeling genuine
warmth for the first time, Janos confuses her sexual advances for emotional intimacy and soon becomes hooked on her as someone to
provide the very sort of nurturing denied to him and Erno by their mother. Director Janos Szasz handles these sequences with delicacy
as both boys achieve a sort of sexual awakening; beginning to act on their impulses without fully knowing what to do, and using the
prostitute as a surrogate mother.

Janos especially hardens as the film progresses, turning from a somewhat disaffected teenager to a defiant personality willing and open
to challenge those in his way. It’s odd to watch how both he and his younger brother develop a sort of shared sociopathic mindset, as
though we are watching a pair of Hannibal Lectors or Ted Bundys develop before our very eyes. The convergence of the brothers’

disaffection for their mother, their deep if misplaced love for their prostitute, and the growing
interest in vivisection at any means leads to a tragic if not entirely shocking denouement.

To say The Witman Boys is a heavy piece of work is an understatement; from the stylized,
emotionally overwrought lighting which bathes everyone and everything in either deep
shadow or dark browns and reds to the puzzling storyline, the film holds the majority of its
power in suggestion rather than shock. Rather than showing an animal be gutted, it is spoken
about or merely implied which transfer the horror visually from the screen into the viewer’s
imagination which almost always proves to be more potent. In addition, this strategy of
suggestion ensures also that when action is finally taken it registers with the full shock that
it deserves. Chock full of realistic performances and a certain dark humor, The Witman Boys
is an unorthodox gem for sure but one that’s certain to stay in your memory for some time.

Todd Konrad

Credits
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János Szász
János Szász
András Szeredás
Géza Csáth (story)
Tibor Máthé
Miklósné Miklós
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Guardian of the Frontier (Varuh meje)

Maja Weiss's intensely provocative film, ''Guardian of the Frontier,'' is not the first
movie to portray a leisurely boat trip down a river as a metaphorical journey from so-
called civilization into an atavistic dream. ''Apocalypse Now'' and ''Deliverance''
immediately come to mind as forerunners.

But this fable of three young women who embark on a summer canoe trip down the
Kolpa River, which divides Slovenia and Croatia, uncovers layer upon layer of social,
political and even mythical resonance in an adventure that takes on the quality of a
fairy tale. Other enriching echoes that ripple through the movie include ''Beauty and the
Beast'' and ''A Midsummer Night's Dream.''

Feminism, globalization and the deep-seated tribal passions that ignited the Balkan
wars are only three of the pertinent themes touched on by the film, which offers a
remarkably evenhanded, and disturbing, reflection on the tug of war between
modernism and older cultural forces percolating below the glossy facade of
contemporary life.

Slovenia / Germany / France | 2002 | 98 minutes

''Guardian of the Frontier'' may be set in Eastern Europe, but the comfy middle-class
environment out of which the characters come, with its cellphones, television and rap
music, feels utterly familiar.

Even before the friends, Alja (Tanja Poto), Zana (Pia Zemlji) and Simona (Iva Krajnc), are
dropped off with their gear by Alja's boyfriend, Medo (Gorazd Zilavec), there are intimations
of danger. The local news reports that a body was found in the river, and the possibility is
raised that a serial killer might be lurking in the woods.

But ''Guardian of the Frontier'' is not really a thriller, and aside from some shadows looming
over the tent, the movie avoids conventional shock effects. Its portentous mood is only one
of many emotional flavors that Ms. Weiss expertly blends into a story that treads the line
between a heightened realism and outright fantasy without tumbling headlong from one
into the other.

What lends a stinging immediacy to the movie -- Ms. Weiss's debut feature, which the New
Directors/New Films festival is showing today and tomorrow -- is its skill at giving characters
who bear considerable symbolic weight a quirky flesh-and-blood reality. Zana, the brashest
of the friends, is a pierced postpunk rebel of ambiguous sexuality who is contemptuous of
men. As the trip proceeds, she aggressively flirts with Alja, who, bored with the smug Medo,
cautiously flirts back. Zana is openly scornful of the blond Simona, the most strait-laced
and sexually naïve of the three.

It is Simona who first encounters the film's title character (Jonas Znidarsi), a stoic, vaguely ominous figure who keeps reappearing in
different locations. When first spotted, he is a silent fisherman in the middle of the river who regards her with a stone-faced indifference
tinged with hostility. He is encountered again when the campers decide to violate an unwritten taboo and explore the Croatian side of
the river.

In the most unsettling scene, they wander into a jolly folk festival at which the townspeople, dressed in traditional costume, dance and
drink. At first the festivities appear to be a quaint, folksy celebration. But in the film's most pointed observation, that kind, colorful
traditionalism is not just a frivolous exercise in theme-park dress-up, but a collective expression of tribal memory and longing. When the

visitors find themselves menaced by leering drunken louts, they flee, but later in the evening
the boys show up at their tent demanding sex.

At one point the celebration is suspended long enough for the fisherman to mount a podium
(flanked by his wife and children) and deliver a political diatribe. An impassioned defense of
old-fashioned patriarchal values and nationalist pride, his speech is a distillation of a brand
of moralistic right-wing outrage with fascist overtones that knows no geographical
boundaries. And Simona, as though under the spell of a silver-tongued pied piper, finds
herself riveted by the messenger and his message.

For all its political reverberations, ''Guardian of the Frontier'' does not put forth a clear-cut
agenda, and that is one of its many strengths. No matter where we may live, it suggests, these
profoundly antagonistic forces are engaged in a pitched battle in what, with regional
variations, amounts to a global conflict.

Stephen Holden - New York Times
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