A PAGAN TRIP

1O THE UNKNOWN
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Twa boys and a Eer archetypes on a paganistic journey

n which nature guides the senses and -.-mulium.u i = i

Minimal dialogue,
silence,

sounds.
Fear, freedom, instinct, desire, pa nsexuality

and always the feeling
that something’s looking dowm from above.

Filmed using the video function of a digital photographic camera,

imbued with the uncanny and packed with intense hues =

and violent forms, In the Woodsis o avictential fairytale A ﬁtn] shot Entll‘El}"
——f with the video function

red in tooth and claw. .r

! A film as elemental as stone, as water or the sky. of 2 o] 1g1tal

. photographic camera.



DIRECTOR’S
» NOTE

v thiis .~'1‘HF1'Hf“-'x".d.lflri we alwiays reserve for those wilto funve

o gualms about exercising their ability to cottse us pitiit

ManrceL ProusT
Swann's Way

The babe in the cradle waves its arm
and thinks the whole world's moving.
His mather's singing and the baby does
not know it's silent. The world 15 one.
Indivisilily, The babe will learn to distinguish
in awhile. To \|~|'|‘|rll.'llll.'|'||.| its necds. 1 |'|-il i
ind its mother are separate creatures, The
pain! Everything's fragmented, Everyone's
lone.

[wo bovs and a girl, Quite alone, Irvang

o come together. To become one agan.
Around them, huge tree trunks, translucent
rivers, an isolated beach, the mountains, and B
a funny red house buried deep in the woods, SRS

Whv s it there?

Who has abandoned them
to imnocently hurt each other so very much?
What is this strange sexual urge exuding
from the trees, the water, the leaves? Are they
free or trapped? There are no answers. Their
journcy’s like an initiation. As our journey
was when we made this Gilm.
Like children abandoned in the woods
. " . by our parents, our experience in nature
.ﬁ E E transcended us, For two months, we \|L1'|_1[
in tents and ate by the light of the campiire.
Without a script, we made the film with the
actors day by day, marking the passage of
Lime on our own Pl.'r\l'l“.i] calendar,




The trunks determined our thoughts and ‘
guided our gaze. A crew of five plus three jctofs.

{Our | equipment: f >

a consumer digital photographic camera
{we used its video function to film the

.| entire movic),

a sound recorder

and 2

laptop.

This instinctive approach to dramaturgy
demanded an equivalent shooting method
that left us free of technical restrictions,

1
The decision to use a lo-fi digital Gamerd y
instead of a proper camera imiposed a new |

mode of filming. It @llowed me 1o getin “}
ever closer with my litgle camera:

reach- out-and-touch cloge, wantinn-E_tmcmm. one-with-them close.
e |And other times to :
train a narrow-angle lens on the bodies, like
a documentary on the senses. But making

contact, not removed like a voyeur. With
the same desire to touch, to kiss, to bite,

to become one. To rapturously escape the
bounds of oneness

-
Along the inurr'u:}nk

the actors kept their character’s diary,
[To lick the stones or make love to the sand. The results often served as the building blocks

the '\L'j'jp.l was blt,

A sexual recording mode for a film about the materiality of

emotions. Like a Fauvist painting with its g
deliberate outlines, intemns '

; s coloration and &
violent forms,

Angelos Frantzis
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Dimitris is talking to Haris at last. It doesn't

| matter they said so little; their few words were

such a huge relief for me, Now I'm bored.

| What fun it would be to take to my heels
and watch the landscape change
1o left and right



| I can't bear being left alone. Time drags so wher
I'm not with them. It scares me that I've know
Haris for so many years, but have no idea what
| he’s got in his bag.

Dimitris was as surprised
as 1 was. The certainty was gone.

Like riding a bike without the stabilizers,
X e e
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_f'{—'.' Dimitris thrust me towards
4 Haris for no reason. | wanted to
' it ismash him on the head, to set

the blood ﬂtl'.\-'ilig onto Haris to
make them .-ln|:|. [ don't know
{what exactly

et rae
I can’t think, I'm hmllrul T T
e g
- PR o : .
The only thing | found > 5, | spat and spat but my taste would]i'; go. I tried to cast the evil in
" : i - me
R el w L out to IJIL' 'l-‘rI!I]LIi. r UUJIJI'.I :
was the dust Haris blew at me, | --; ] - i L'l j L I '].x.mh.d to fall softly into a hole, bui
1 - ik e awailed me ¢
sit here alone for hours on end # Y4 = LN -*,_;.*' A, ke ited me either
R Lo o
"'d L 1” L [hlnk nl a thine fe=* 4 " ; -
i
=iy 4

ip or down, I wish [ didn’
: ; : ; s LW 1te
My breath is heavy with their bullshit e
e p————
|l only they'd keep on fucking for

ever, I'll try and -,1HP

DY W S e e—

‘ Katia Goulion

Bom in Athens, she graduated from the Athens Dirama

School with honours and has acted in a number of theatncal

nroductions, including wmpr

wised |"|.nt'.h'L and the fn the

weds performance at the Athens & Epidaunus Festival. Over

the last two vears, she has divected Hoe

theatre o r
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Can vou hear the water freczing?

we'll be pushing it LOMOrTow
like slaves. lnomy dreams, my

hands are bread and he fecds

them o the horses,

Xy
L riuii Haris' diar}r
& 4 '
B (lakovos Kamchis) . m
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It seems so Iunm
[ press on, v Press on ahead.

[ I've taken it out and it's dangling there.

stop by a tree and piss on the trunk without

t“"'Lhml"‘Jerpc-: is clear, translucent. [ get

a hard-on. Is there time to cum? [s the tree

turning me on?
L1 .-

-,
=

-

."rlruup,r. d - g .
¥ did you tell him You were | mermard before you were a box?



I didn’t manage to fall. So |

jumped. I thought I'd hurt my

leg. My knee stung like hell.

She got there first. He ook a

J W look. Would the blood excite |

R sile L .'1?.;1 him? How strange, He ignored -

3 S gy i v .
- 'F e P me. [ watched him as Melody
= e : kissed the wound,

He pretended not to
be looking. He always does that,

and he got stuck here, |
wonder if he felt more or less mad when [ told him about the house. 1
know [ felt less lonely when I realized he was there, too. And | wanted
to spit all the while she beat him. But I don’t know how. And what
would I spit... and | hurt myself, And my knee spat a little blood and
she licked it up. And he ignored us, He'll never understand us, He
won't have time "

Fuck I don't know how to al‘::llaeql-i'i'r-"_‘_-".m :
ll sleep naked. And pretend he comes and lies beside me. 3 S=S8a 08
Pll play with myself and cum somewhere he'll see it.

W

We keep following the path
like idiots. [ covered it with
signs and she turned the other
way. We're making very slow
progress. The road looks like
B my wrist--¥eeps slopping

y,

lakovos Kamchis
>
He attended theatre classes ai the Theatro Technis and the
Athens Conservatory, is a member of the Rhodes-based Praxis
theatre company, and has collaborated with the visual artist
Angelos Spartalis on various theatrical projects, including
Wishes { Evches), a feature-length film shown ar the Thessaloniki
International Film Festival in 2009, His blog patouses blogspot.

com inclusdes his own onginal texts and photographs.



- iviu Dimitris’ diary

I'm leaving Haris,

I'want 1o forget this night.

S | want to bury myself in Melody's arms,

& B

' Y | She loves me.
——
i!.‘ | know she does. Then she o

about Haris again and runs off to call his name. |

want 1o know nothing of the past but cannot stop

mysell. And [ ask, without wantmg o know whai
I found out

I want them both.




e® — .
Alone again today. Them looking at me like conspirators.
. oL M\ .

Shunned.

Wailing.

1|1|.-'lr|1_']']|'r-|:‘__!_

By The rocks, the mask, God, the waterfall, myv tears,
the axe. Wedged in my brain like it was in the trunk.
s p— y

B [n the middle of nowhere,

_ How did it get there?

Since there's nobody,

, il i

TN T S e

Haris" sobs. [ don’t like this place.

I'm afraid.

How I'd like us to keep

walking like we hadn’t seen a thing. Such a bn
red. Crimson. We want to get away, but there's
something keeping us here in the house with the
three ljttle beds.

e them we musl CaAvE.

Tomorrow, ]|1L1l|5:|1 | won't.
R

I'm confus
LIS '
ed. [ want her more than ever.



M to see me. I know that gaze.
| For the first time,

we r'e.}”_'.' talked 1o

lay.

-

Her cyes hurt me. g won't pay any attenpon today, Just §

keep my eyes fixed on the river. She's all over

Nathan Pissoori

He studied to be a sooal worker in ussels and worked in

his chosen fiekd until his passion for music took him from
Belgium 1o Greece, where he has been studving the e under
Hars Lambrakis for the past vear and playving in a number of

ensemibles




this sense of worship we always
reserve for those who have no .rfrmhn:‘
about exercising their ability to cavse ws pon

¢ Nlarcel Proust

Swann's Way

From the director’s diary

| (Anzelos Frantris)

ssire always comes in triangular form:

A-.Jl.'ﬂtr B
Lr[g,ﬁ.l-!,'t_, o F an T IQ‘"']E'L;;" r}C

wee i¢ eScTpfiaLy

the CoVeRT "L;}E 0T
[
of hiS R{ *\Q _’ng\jr =
- wm Which 1s why any
AW = relationship between two people 15
J_ forced 1o create a third, a projection

“ '- v of our image of the other. The great
novels of the 19th century never tire

E) 1 I‘ ul'lwuin{. lhi~;
i‘ SCSace ‘ od is dead, as we are mld. and Man has
. put Man in His place, our need for

)y ‘? | transcendence is “satisfied” by this

mediation ol desire; in our each
{ . hcim:- gnel for the other.
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[...] Fauvist works stand out for the exceptionally intense colours
they use to do away with space, and the violent, almost joyless way

8 The mind tends to furmulate on
the basis of what it knows. | treat
dramaturgy like documentary 1o
| avoid this imposition of extant
forms. [ provide the subject matter
i for a scene and sit back to watch

l the improvisations, [t's stimulating -
ne === Z i@ =% o film when you don't know B RES g

what the actor’s Eﬂlﬂi, to do, it puts you in touch with your senses in a iIEEER

AW different way. Of course, the camera angles I choose and the guidance il
[ give cannot but be moulded by what's already in my brain, but
they're less filtered, closer to my truth; less stylized, more spontaneous
and unpredictable. Unexpected. Film like this, and you're engaged
in a constant dialogue with whatever’s taking place. You don’t
predetermine and you don't impose. You're open. It's a learning
ex pcrien CE, - ol

Rejecting idealism, the Fauves returned to Nature and highlit the

SETISES . n

e ., el
! Emotional slere M q) i

S E nal trans crapcclWloments and sensations
% which expand until they dissolve, like a droplet

- > 4 ‘

Mo analysis of the protagonists’ pasts. In a fairytale,
the heroes have no past. They are what they are,
there's no need for explanations. Three kids all
alone and nature. The heavens and the woods.

-

dilating in water until there's nothing left of its initial form.

* This idea of the subjective gaze. Slow and
wandering. As though it's observing and breathing

. ¥ at the same time. Like it was independent of the

" action plaved out before it, An invisible, lustful gaze

( From the mountains .'md l'rcynnd Without a car,
possessions or purpose, Alone like no one else
on earth, Returning to childhood and heading
straight for the red house, For the heart of the et ok ) ; :
fairytale. It's the strangest, the most personal film; It could be the title of a film. = : i g i e B - - 7

- ¥
a film I desperately needed to make. : G S, T b - o]

. AR 1|'.fr:m:l of im'e

3 S
Pictures of {-"-‘d p]nn-.-.[ on the trees., =

in which they do it. The object is subjected to the artist’s expressive
needs, placing the autonomy of his personal creation beyond doubt.

Is In the woods

a Fauve film?



[ have to study the senses;

Proust has helped me find their cinematic equivalents the way they can bz

rendered as images through form or the power of  the personality.

|
1
some of my fellow travellers in this film: i1
F apap DatTey bl kY
A L

i
o

He was born in Athens in 1970,
He studied film direction at “INSAS"

in Brussels, .r:"
Besides film directing, he has been involved
in art projects with combined techniques -

{installation, performance) and has worked
as a film critic, publishing reviews !
in various books and magazines.

FILMOGRAPHY '

|
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FEATURE FILMS

2010, “In the woods™ (" Mesa sto dasos™),

fiction, shot on digital photographic
camera {transler 35mm), 97 min
2005, "A dog's dream™ (" To oniro ton

skyvlon”), fiction, 35mm, 88 min

2000, “Palaroid”, leature, fiction, 35mm
T 96 min f

o~

SHORT FiLMS
1997, “A hole in the world™ (" Tripaos

kosmaos™), fiction, 16mm, 14 min

1995, "Nineteen” [ “Dekaenmia™), fiction,
lamm, 15 min

1993, "Who's afrasd of the big bad wolf?™,
fiction, 18 min

1992, “Short stortes for peaple and oranges’
{ “"Mikres Isforics me ;I”H”ﬂrlﬂ“_-. kit
partokalia™), fiction, 16mm, 17 min



| cast [%@_'D{‘?LS

Katia Goulioni \
lakovos Kamchis
Mathan Pissoort

=

Director | Angelos Frantzis

Seript | Angelos Frantzis in collaboration with
Katia Goulioni, lakovos Kamchis, Nathan Pisseort

Producer | Panos Papahadzis =

Associate Producer | Maria Tsigka
Line Producing | Denia Safari

Director of Photography | Angelos Frantzis
Sct Design | Ilias Lois  ~
Costumes | Christina Chantzaridou
Sound & Sound Design | Nikos Triantafyllou
Sound Mix | Yannis Skandamis =
Editing | Nikes Vavourls @
Music | Texturizer f© B

Production Manager | Tasos Spyrou
’., Assistant Director | Evdokia Kalamitsi

s Editor in shootings | Kostas Antonopoulos

An Argonauts 5.A. production, in co-production with GFC S.A., ERT S.A., Angelos Frantzis

— @GHEEH '

FILM
ARGQ CENTRE
UErnemsinsy

2010 | 97min | 35mm | Dolby digital | 1:66



