Closed circuit

The work of Rashid Masharawi
In cinema witnessing and telling a story come together. You can let a camera just run and record something. The result is a witness for later and for those who weren't there. However, you can also record the things that interest you, factual or fictive.  When you edit the material later, you can tell a story. All very simple if, however, some essential conditions have been met.
Witnessing is only necessary when something special occurs, something which usually does not happen and can possibly have serious consequences for some or many people. In a story something similar is going on. You tell a story, because there is something to tell. Something happened,  unfolded in a certain way, and afterward it is worthwhile to tell about it. But what if nothing happens? When there is no movement? Or the same sequence of things keeps occurring, and that, which should happen, does not occur? Tension will arise. A tension which is not exiting at all, because there is no release and every act seems pointless and doomed to fail right from the start.
This is the dilemma of the Palestinian film maker Rashid Masharawi, who creates  with his films a document for all those who lived and died in the Palestinian refugee camps and in, the only under strict conditions accessible, Israel. Daily reality for the average Palestinian is one where almost nothing happens. His life is a monotonous repetition of a very limited reality controlled by the Israelis. Not exiting al all, but indeed full of tension. The Palestinian cannot control his own life and can only dream about a devastated and annexed past, and a future beyond reach.
Exactly because the pointless, the heroless, and the endlessly repetitive is so much in contrast with our expectations of story telling and witnessing, it becomes painfully visible in the films of Masharawi. He shows us that filming has some very human traits. Usually films tell a story, they witness, remember by recording things, make use of vantage points, and organize our sense of space and time in a sensible manner. Masharawi confronts the cinematographic, as if it were the human gaze, with the inhuman reality of millions of Palestinian refugees who, for security reasons, have been denied during a few generations in their stories, their memories, their own orientation in space and time, their own vantage point, in short, in that which makes life a life.
Sometimes cinema is just cinema in Masharawi's films, when he focuses on somebody's personal story to make a human being out of one of the many, accidentally passing by and killed, Palestinians, or to visualize the dreams and aspirations of anonymous refugees. When, however, the harsh reality of checkpoints, gates, permits, curfews, and illegal overnight stays brutally enters, it is over with the unproblematic cinematography, and monotony and abruptness enter. There is no perspective and no control over your own life. The life of a Palestinian is a closed circuit of stringent limitations, controlled by the Israelis. And yet, the films of Masharawi show that the personal, the stories, the memories, and the aspirations, in short, life itself remains. Under all, political of cinematographic, circumstances.
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