DIALOGUE LIST OF THE RUSSIAN MACHINE

MOM

What you remember from my mother's house was one day that you went to put on the films, and you put them all in the wall of the dining room. And when you finished, one split and you attached it with a staple.

DAD

No.
MOM

And with that staple you damaged the machine, and you sent it to be repaired.
DAD

Never

MOM

You sent the machine to be repaired because you broke it with a staple.

DAD

I have never put a staple

MOM

And you put a staple and I told you...

DAD

Okay, Olga I'm not going to discuss this

MOM

Yes, I am going to discuss, yes, I am going to discuss

DAD

So then, discuss!

MOM

I told you " Zoilo, Who in their right mind would put a staple? " And you said to me "Shut your mouth, I’ll take it off tomorrow". And you did not remove it, and when you put it with my mother you broke the machine and you had to send it to be repaired.
Off 1 

It’s strange how memories of two people are contradicted before a same occurrence in the past. The day that broke the projector was a trauma for my mother, that’s why she remembers it accurately. On the other hand, for my father this instant did not exist, erased of his mind, but the truth is that from that day, a stage finished, the projector would not fix up, and all those memories remained put away in an attic. 

Off 2

I go back to my parents' house after a long time. I left that home seeking my dreams. Yes, I'm one of those thirty-year-old people of an endless list that graduated in Media Studies, I studied cinema, I gave all making shorts, documentaries, I worked for television, and recently I spend long periods unemployed. Yes, entertained ... with my stuff. A few days ago I just bought a video camera. My intention is to take advantage back home to record in a small tape of dv the memories of child and teenager that still last in my head, like my father did with his rolls of super 8.

Off 3

I remember how my mother was laying a long sheet on the wall while the popcorn was jumping in the kitchen. I remember my father very nervous before watching his new movie newly revealed, and he threatened us to suspend the session for any reason. But, actually, he always had the same problem; he didn’t remember how to place the movie’s roll in the projector. And we were all there, sitting; we were waiting impatiently the great session of cinema at home. Traditionally, it ended with the Roadrunner, Tweety, a sweet kitty, and a scoundrel mouse. Sssshhh. An authoritarian voice ordered to turn off the light. 

DAD

It was a camera that I bought to the Russians. It was Russian, and it cost 6.000 pesetas to me, in those days.

Off 4

From the Russians? I imagined for a moment that this camera could have been, I don't Know, from any Soviet filmmaker who was following the current of thought of Eisenstein Vértov, Kuleshov, Pudovkin. What about if it had been in Tarkovski or Nikita Mijalkov hands? It would have had its logic, my father filmed between both generations.

DAD

No, no. In the past and now, it's equal. I took the camera and I was doing this way.....and when I finished, it was finished.

Off 5 

Once in my house, the first thing I record is my room. Well, my old room... Now I think about it, I don't remember that my parents told me anything about a reform  ... I have a feeling..no.. I don't know how to explain it......

Off 6 

I was waiting for the arrival of my cousins to go to the beach in this window. A few years later, I smoked my first cigarettes. At eight o'clock in the morning, the old woman in front will turn the radio on. A combination of salsa music and a pathetic program where people call to say hello .... How to retrieve the essence of the past? The search becomes complicated. As if my subconscious was trying to cancel the past. What is true in the memories? Where are they? How I can catch them with my video camera? The memories seem to mutate, they are overlapped, are mixed, mythologized. What is what will remain in my mind in a few years? I have the feeling of appropriating of another person's privacy.

DAD

And these machines took a very good picture....

Off 7 

The cinema of my father responds to a timing mechanism. His movies have, approximately, a duration of three minutes, managed with absolute precision. He always filmed with handheld camera and great sense of panoramic and  reframe. His travelling are a consequence of space as author. He only uses them if they are organic to the moment. He uses  zoom as a resource of provocation. The blurring technique is a constant in his movies, a meaning attributed to the fleetingness of time and memory. He was always closed to the Cine-Truth, or Cine-Eye, "Ronald 8 months" "Trip to Barcelona" "The Canteras beach" "Madrid" "Granada", in all these small pieces we see an own style provided with a pure vision of the reality. As Robert Bresson, he looks for a language with lots of gestures and looks. He always preferred to work with not professional actors. His way of shooting is thought for a linear video montage without  editing. I mean, the film is projected as it was filmed, one scene after another.

DAD

And the roll was doing ......... until it was finished.

Off 8

I turn on the camera again, the truth is that I feel like a hunter looking for his prey, I record impulsively anything that might be related to a memory that does not exist right now. An anniversary gift from my father to my mother, a forbidden  place, and Candy. No, no, no, I don't think that  these images have had an important meaning for me.

DAD

The super-8 that I had, it was broken, fell off, or something, and it broke. Then I didn't buy another one. And I didn't buy it another one because, I don't know why, I do not know, I do not know.

Off 9

This is where the Super-8 Projector has been during the last 30 years. I decided to send it to repair. When they delivered it to me I put it in the table of the dining room with the idea of ​​gathering in the night my family, to project all those movies. But something got out of the script, my father came home after work and that machine was the responsible which skipped his sacred siesta. The projector had raised something on him… It had taken him from his routine. On the other hand, I was failing time and time again, trying to catch memories of my childhood with my video camera. But while I was filming my father I felt that I was starting to retain something important, after a long time we were returning to communicate.

OCTAVIO

Focus! Focuses Dad!

DAD

What?

OCTAVIO

Focus that well! 

DAD

This is a Cristina's baptism…
OCTAVIO

Focus! Focuses Dad! Focuses this!

DAD

What do I focus?

Off 10 

My mother wasn't in the mood to extend that long sheet on the wall and to make popcorn that night. Neither my brothers to fight for the first row. There were just my father and me, expectantly. We were ready to travel to the past. 

Every director has his muse. When my father films my mother looks for her smile, her attention. There is always a connection between what he records before and after them. And even sometimes he surprises us by joining both concepts. 

This one is the most beautiful scene of his filmography, at least I think so. A scene perfectly contrasted of light, wind blowing, and my father films to my mother walking in front of the camera as if the machine didn't exist, as if they were his eyes who were recording those images forever.  

Off 11 

And suddenly, after so many years, my father saw again his parents. This is the last image my father recorded of my grandfather. For a moment he felt that direct look at camera, was a farewell.

Those movies of Super 8 paralyzed me, they were full of life. My father had managed to store his memories intact.

His father, his mother, his wife, his children, and his brother, they were headed to camera with the same question… Why had he locked his memories in a cardboard box for so long?

Off 12

I don't remember watching my father filming me; neither have I had any image in my mind of the super-8 machine. What I do remember is running after pigeons in Santa Ana Square. Now to see me pursued that pigeons, trying to touch them and to catch them, I thought it was very similar to what I was trying to do with my video camera. It was impossible to retain my past memories. 

But there was another possibility. Catch that pigeon through the camera of my father. I followed with the look the flight of the dove; she turned and entered directly in picture. I looked at my father and raised the thumb in sign of approval. We had our own memory.

Off 13

My father did not belong to any generation of filmmakers. Neither he was selected in Cannes, San Sebastian, Berlin, Venezia, in fact he never attended to any of them. Neither appears in the cinema's books and, even less in Cahiers du Cinéma. My father's films are based on his vital experience; he is an outstanding reference for me, a true master.

