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i ot for me, the relentless 1mLt|||1H|;1
J_\I of the Film Festivals: as soon
read three novels a day for a week;
the raw celluloid burns your eyes and
coats your tongue in no time. How-
ever, d modest sampling, supplement-

by pathological eavesdropping,

UpFEesls it the New York Film

I (IL.DUSS
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Festival
f:l'u"r'l.'.--

proved this year what it
every year: that we aren’t
missing much the rest of the time,
but that we are missing Hilfllllthjllj_':.l
and that anyway 1t 15 good clean fun
to clank up and down the glass corri-
dors of Lincoln Center with the 1n-
ternational set, ”l-ilt']'t':, ;"L]ii;il‘], and
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the gang from Poland.

There were several anti-war films
on hand confirming one's impression
Lthat this i3 slowly replacing music as
the international language. (“Your
people hate war, Ivan? My people
hate war too." “Fine, Joe."") As a
film Fenre, it seems limited—al-
though 1t tikes a master like Jean-
Lue Godard to show exactly how lim-
ited. His LeslCarabiniers wears out
the whole vein like a blunt hypoder-
Imic,
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The reasons are not far to seek,
Film, by necessity, can deal only with
the phenomenology of war, not its
substance. It is next to impossible to
dramalize the warm-water port or
the mining rights that brought the
whole thing on, let alone any niceties
of 1deology: so your stundard anti-
war film disguises its limp, its limita-
L1GIS suggesting that motives
don Aler anynow, that they are
:'..L'.“j.' :‘I!Jl‘n.'. and that war 18
would b
cnough for 1t; two urpu-

i:]‘.'....
s0 horvible no motive |:."||1-||'
nients, one ;..'"'“.i and one so-
i, L'illlll.‘!=|w| and L‘rl[:lmilu_'.:'h'li
it the undeveloped areas that
nast directors use tol

Godard's attack 15 quite
traditional. He takes the kill-
N and ]m-l]!:;.‘, to be the mo-
tive, and to hell with the
warm-water port. Two
French hillbillies are recruit-
il on the understanding that
Lhey will be allowed to set
Hee to wormen and drive Mas-
crabls, which s what war ul-
wiys comes down to in the
cnd, Then, as they go bound-
ing off on a weird campaign
fhnt tnkoes through
Beyplt and Mexico (Godard's
liLLle _ii.lt'».!._'}l “I.L‘:',’ semd home
posteards, rapturously de-
seribing the atrocities they
are getting a chance to com-
mit, their bipg break at last
after all those dull years on

the farm.
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Tkis is what movies do
| best: never mind what war is
supposed to be about, this is
what it is. Existentialism is
the omficial philosophy of mov-
ies, What matters is what's
happening on screen: this
child being killed, that woman
being raped:; what doesn’t
matter, because it doesn’t pho-
tograph so well, is why it's
happening. For movies, all
war is the same war. Or, to
put it McLuhanly, it doesn't
matter which program vou
turn to, France vs. Germany,
Egvpt vs. Israel—the slaugh-
ter is still the message.
Godard lumbers into this
hoary nest of concepts as
though no one had ever been
there before. He discovers
ironies that go back to Homer,
and shakes them until they
rattle—which raises the old
Godard question. It is, 1
guess, possible for a movie di-
rector to get by on the liter-
ary sensibility of a fifth-rate
Armenian novelist, provided
‘he keeps away from literary
turf altogether:; but when he
‘blunders like this into the
world of words and ideas and
» fictional forms, he had better
send for help. Truffaut, God-
| ard and Antonioni have all
come to grief lately over de-
fective literary ideas. In their
best early work, they had each
appeared to bypass litera-
ture; but literature has been
getting its own back.

The trouble is that they
don’t always recognize a lit-
erary problem when they see
one. Les Carabiniers is the
equivalent of a terribly banal
novel, and Godard doesn’t
know it because presumably
he doesn't know novels. For-
tunately, his claque at Lincoln
Center seems to be in similar
case, and they stare open-
mouthed as Godard rediscov-
ers the wheel and the steam
kettle.
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