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ONTEMPORARY EUROPEAN cin-

ema has no shortage of critically

acclaimed movies, glitzy film fes-

tivals and stars better-known for

their acting talents than off-

screen antics. But in recent years
it has been missing something for which it
was famous for decades: the director as au-
teur.

The filmmaker as “author,” or dominant
creative force behind a movie, was first de-
scribed in a famous 1954 magazine article by
Francois Truffaut, who drew a distinction be-
tween directors like Jean Renoir and Alfred
Hitcheock, who sought to “bring something
genuinely personal” to their films, and the
ck-for-hire directors who had predomi-
ted under the Hollywood studio system.
Since then, every decade has had its domi-
nant European filmmakers—from Truffaut
himself, Jean-Luc Godard, Federico Fellini,
Ingmar Bergman and Milos Forman in the
1960s and ’70s to Krzysztof Kieslowski,
Pedro Almoddvar, Lars Von Trier, Ken Loach
and Emir Kusturica in the ’80s and ’90s.
These directors were known for highbrow,
meticulously made, and sometimes difficult-
to-watch movies that made personal, politi-
cal or artistic statements.

But many critics now say European cin-
ema is in a kind of identity crisis as it at-
tempts to compete against mega-budget Hol-
lywood movies—not to mention the steady
supply of art-house or “indie” films from
across the Atlantic—while remaining faith-
ful to its tradition of low-budget (and often
government-subsidized) auteurship. Some
even argue that the age of the visionary, all-
powerful writer/director—personified by
the likes of Bergman and Truffaut—is over.
“The concept of the ‘film d’auteur’ is nearly
dead,” says Dominique Jahn, a movie pro-
ducer and director of the Brussels film festi-
val, an annual event that emphasizes small,
art-house productions. “In Europe, directors
are becoming less important and producers
more so; while in America, star actors are the
bosses.”

Don’t tell that to 24-year-old Swiss direc-
tor and actor Barthélemy Grossmann, who re-
cently won strong reviews for his debut fea-
ture, a thriller called “13m2.” If raw talent, ar-
tistic adventurousness and unbridled self-re-
gard are harbingers of success, he appears
destined for fame and fortune—or at least
more critical acclaim. “If 'm not the next gen-
eration of European film directors, then I
don’t know who is,” he says, without a hint of
irony.

Mr. Grossmann is one of a crop of new Eu-
ropean filmmakers, including several from
countries in the former Soviet bloc, who pre-
fer to write, direct and produce their own
movies rather than hand over control to
money-crunchers and pencil-pushers. The
subjects explored by these “new auteurs”
range widely, from gangster heists to back-
street abortions and from sympathetic spies
to championship speed-eating. But the one
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thing they have in common is the kind of un-
compromising yet artistically rewarding grit-
tiness that has long been a hallmark of Euro-
pean cinema.

Mr. Grossmann’s film, a claustrophobic
look at three hoodlums from a poor Paris sub-

“urb who pull off a successful heist only to fall

out over how to escape with the loot, is typi-
cal of this new wave of edgy European film-
making. The plot is hardly original—it ech-
oes “Treasure of the Sierra Madre” as well as
“Reservoir Dogs”—but the desperate dia-
logue among the three petty crooks has more
in common with Samuel Beckett than Quen-
tin Tarantino.

Mr. Grossmann’s filmmaking heroes are
American directors like Martin Scorsese,
Francis Ford Coppola and John Cassavetes,
who began their careers as driven icono-
clasts working outside the studio system. “I

Leonor Watling and Tim Robbins in Isabel
Coixet’s ‘The Secret Life of Words.

like their attitude and lifestyle,” Mr. Gross-
mann says. “If they didn’t make movies,
they’d die. All day long I think about film—
like those guys. I want people who see two

- minutes of my films to say ‘that’s a Bar-

thélemy Grossmann movie.”

A similar attitude is evident in the films of
a group of Romanian directors with growing
international reputations. “There is a Roma-
nian wave breaking now,” says Claudia Lands-
berger, president of European Film Promo-
tion, a trade association that markets Euro-
pean movies around the world. “This genera-
tion of filmmakers have so many stories to
tell and they are capable of telling them in
ways which resonate. They don’t make epic
tearjerkers but fresh, tight and gripping
films.”

Cristi Puiu was the first of the new bunch
of Romanian directors to achieve interna-
tional recognition with his film “The Death
of Mr. Lazarescu,” the story of an old, sick
man who is shuttled from hospital to hospi-
tal over the course of a night. Mr. Puiu’s sec-
ond full-length feature, it picked up the pres-
tigious Un Certain Regard trophy at the
Cannes Film Festival in 2005 and a slew of
other prizes in 2006.

Corneliu Porumboiu, a 32-year-old direc-
tor from the eastern Romanian town of
Vaslui, has also emerged as a darling of the
international art-house circuit with his bit-
ing political satire, “12:08 East of Buchar-
est.” The film tells the story of a television
station owner who stages a panel discussion
on the toppling of communist dictator Nico-
lae Ceausescu 16 years after the actual
events. Mr. Porumboiu’s first full-length fea-
ture, which becomes increasingly farcical as
both panelists and viewers try to piece to-
gether what really happened in December
1989, is a savage critique of a “revolution”
that merely replaced one communist despot
with another Soviet-schooled apparatchik.
The film won the Camera d’Or prize (for best
first feature film) at Cannes in 2006.

A year later another Romanian, Cristian
Mungiu, won the the Palme d’Or—the top
prize at Cannes—for his second feature “4
Months, 3 Weeks & 2 Days.” The hard-hitting
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Jasmila Zbanic, Bosnian

‘Grbavica’ (2006)

‘Lost and Found’ (2005) ‘Birthday’ segment
‘Made in Sarajevo’ (1998) ‘Noc je. Mi svijetlimo’ si

Kiko Garcia

A

Isabel Coixet, Spanish

‘Elegy’ (2008) in post-production
‘Invisibles’ (2007) ‘Cartas a Nora' segment
*Paris, je taime’ (2006) ‘Bastille’ segment
‘The Secret Life of Words' (2005)

My Life Without Me’ (2003)

A
Corneliu Porumboiu, Romanian

i '12:08 East of Bucharest’' (2006)
Dominik Moll, French-German \Liviu's Dream’ (2004)

‘Lemming’ (2005) : ‘A Trip to the City’ (2003)
*With a Friend Like.Harry’ (2000)
‘Intimacy’ (1994)

Cristian Mungiu, Romanian

‘4 Months, 3 Weeks & 2 Days’ (2007)

‘Lost and Found’ (2005) ‘Turkey Girl’ segment
'gccident' (2002)

Barthélemy Grossmann, Swiss
‘13m2’ (2007)

A
Gyorgy Palfi, Hungarian
‘Taxidermia’ (2006)

‘A Bus Came..” (2003)

*Hukkle’ (2002)
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Jusqu’a la découverte de son premier film
«13 m2», on ignorait jusqu’a 'existence
de Barthélémy Grossmann. Mais depuis

qu’on l'a vu, on n’est pas prés d'effacer -
son nom de notre mémoire. Car avec ce =
polar psychologique débordant d’énergie;,

d’enthousiasme et de trouvailles, il s"appréte
a dynamiter le cinéma frangais a la maniére
de Guillaume Canet lorsqu'il dégoupilla
«Mon idole» en 2002. Et vous savez

EE PAR UN INCONNU, VOICI
PETITE BOMBE DE SUSPENSE ET

DE VIRTUOSITE PECHUE QUI BOUSCULE
LES HABITUDES DU CINEMA FRANCAIS.

y

quOieeE ly Grossmann est Suisse!

Il estiérire I'agede 15 ans, etle voila
‘ﬁ;ui s'impose des son coup d’essai comme
une pure révélation hexagonale. Tout simple,
dégraissé jusqu'a l'os, le scénario raconte les
conséguences ravageuses d’un braquage
qui tourne mal pour les trois jeunes hommes
qui Pont commis. Mais & I’écran... Mamma
mia! Dans un Cinémascope superbement
utilisé, la caméra aligne travellings furibonds
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COUP DE CGEUR - JUIN | 23

(dont unm, déja anthologique, témoigne d’une
inveftivité audiovisuelle stupéfiante) et
effets de montage percutants, tandis que
Pintrigue développe un suspense non dénué
de profondeur morale a couper au coutea.
Violent avec maturité, «13 m2» annonce avec
fracas la naissance d’un auteur/réalisateur/
interpréte (il occupe les trois postes) avec
lequel il faudra désormais compter. Vivement
la suite...
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braquage d'un fourgon blindé,

" ses trois auteurs se réfugient avec leur

butin dans un local exigu ol, pensent-
ils, ils seront a l'abri.

FICHE TECHNIQUE

Réalisateur: Barthélémy Grossmann.

Durée: 1h24.

Interprétes: Barthélémy Grossmann, Lucien Jean-
Baptiste, Youssef Hajdi.
www.jmh-distribution.ch
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*% 13 M? DE BARTHELEMY GROSSMANN

France. 1 h 24. Genre Huis clos.
Avec Barthélémy Grossmann, Lucien
Jean-Baptiste, Youssef Hajdi, Bérénice
Bejo... Scénario Barthélémy
Grossmann, Murielle Thierrin, Nagar
Djavadi. Photo Golin Wandersman.
Musigue Galiana Sebastien. Prod.
Barthélémy Grossmann,

Murielle Thierrin. Distr. Rezo Films.

Avec pour tout horizon les barres
d'immeubles et pour vague
dépaysement les antennes
paraboliques, José végeéte de petit
frafic en sale arnaque. Poursuivi par
ses commanditaires pour avoir refusé
de passer la frontiére suisse avec une
voiture pleine de drogue, il convainc
ses potes, Farouk et Reza, d'attaquer
un fourgon blindé. Les choses
se gatent sérieusement: réfugiés
dans une planque minuscule
(les 13 m? du titre), les trois complices
perdent peu a peu les pédales,
et leur amitié en prend un sacré coup.

Ce premier long métrage
de et avec Barthélémy Grossmann
s'ancre dans une réalité sociale bien
d'aujourd’hui (les banlieues pauvres,
I'absence de travail) et s'inscrit dans

> Barthélémy
Grossmann
entre ses potes.

une mythologie du cinéma qui,

de Taxi Driver a La Haine en passant
par Les Affranchis, commence

a avoir beaucoup servi. Malgré un
rythme fluctuant et un symbolisme
appuyé (la scene avec Thierry
Lhermitte, automobiliste qui prend
le héros en stop et lui asséne

une parabole bien sentie), quelque
chose de la tragédie persiste jusqu’a
envoiiter dans ce huis clos filmé
avec trois bouts de ficelles mais qui

BARTHELEMY GROSSMANN.

a I'élégance d’éclater sur I'écran
en 35 mm et en Scope. Le casse
lui-méme et la mort d'un des
convoyeurs n'apparaissent pas a
I'image. N'en subsistent que le son
en off, les cris et les coups de feu,
sur un long travelling dans une
ruelle taguée, cette méme ruelle
qui, comme le forfait qu'ils viennent
de commettre, méne directement
les comparses a ce trou ot

ils vont se cacher et se perdre.

Avec quelques idées comme
celle-1a et une bonne dose

| d'énergie de la part des comédiens

(Grossmann lui-méme, mais aussi
Lucien Jean-Baptiste et Youssef
Hadiji), 13 m* emporte le morceau.
De «J'veux pas crever pauvre,
putain!» en «Je voulais pas

ue ¢a se passe comme ¢a...»,

il ne cherche pas plus a

expliquer qu'a excuser les actes
de ses personnages. L.D.





