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masted up: ‘Who Killed Cock Robin?' has Barrett (Barrett Miller) living a precarious axistence in Bufte. Montana
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unwittingly become a more
politicised entity: an island of
resistance, as one critic coined

it. To an outsider, such Slovenian
films as Gravehopping, Labour Equals
Freedom, Tuning and Spare Parts have
seemed indicative of a flourishing
arthouse scene, underwTitten by
the excellent work carried out in
Ljubljana’s cinematheque. But the
three-year-old right-win
has decimated every element of the
system. “It’'s going from bad to worse”
says Ispla’s programme director

Koen Van Daele. “The conservative
vernment is pulling out the roots
of everything that was put in place
There are as good as no new v films
being produced and for thv first time
since independence the naticnal film
fund is directly intervening in terms
of content. If a project isn't considered
nation-reaffirming or edifying, they
simply won't support it. It's very
reactionary and the destruction is
already at an advanced stage.”

None of the festival staff, it turned
out, had been paid for six months,
and a sense of embattlement
percolated into the programme
Themes of injustice, of individuals
or communities -LL.;:uIV"J; against

the svstem kept recurring, not ahl 7
in headline films such as Sis
Bamake or Vittorio de Se t"s Letters
from the Sahara, which drew attention
ta the west’s warped relationship
with Africa. Running in tandem with
the main programme was a strand
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featuring film artists such as Boris
]_m*.m:m. acqueline Veuve, Sloboedan
Valentincic and [onas Mekas;
resistance here teok the form of lone
aperators pursuing deeply personal
projects well outside the mainstream.

There was much else 1o celebrate
Brillante Mendoza’s The Teachsr
explored the impact of a literacy
campaign on one extended family
on the eve of the 2004 Philippines
elections; Travis Wilkerson's Whe
Killed Cock Robin? revealed a formally
innovative and leftist American
voice still denied a distribution outlet
in Britain; the reflexive games of
Hacknev-based novelist/film-maker
Xiaolu Guo's How Is Your Fish Today?
blended documentary and fiction in
the story of a blocked screenwriter.
{Her accompanying short Address
Unknown tells of an émigre's return
Lo a much ”ha"n}_u. Beijing — “like
a go-year-old man wha's just started
taking cocaine™)

These were all good films, but the
last screening [ attended, of the first
film for 12 years from little-known
Austnan director Peter Schreiner,
was something akin to miraculous.
QOstensibly a documentary about the

Jl‘«]ppuxmnu of t'm l lodar dialect,

still spoken in the village of Sappada
in northern Italy, Bellavista hummc
an almost dreamlike meditation o
memory, language, landscape an-d
the inner conflicts of ane particularly
fascinating individual. Perfect film,
well nigh-perfect festival.




