Hacmi Levine

Ch beautiful werld, oh world of se much sweetness that could b,
As 1f 1t isn't enough that the laws ef eur archalé soclety bing
us and prohibit jJey and life. As if 1t 1sn't enough that our
ecencalc and pelitical systems suffecate and submerge and woung
all but the very, very strongest; new even these whe survive

and become creative artists ars se bitter with envy, bltterness
and agressisn and "Well, let's mee hew I can best and only do
for myself"™ syndrcme. The rottenness is beginning te show in
the creative arts teo - as if all the rest isa't enough!

The spirit that existed tem to fifteen years age ln painting is '
fading - how puo;ila used to crewd tegether, even if they dldn’t
like each other's work - they did. They tried to help each other,
They came to each other's epenings and shows. They became
succesaful: the bleoed in them became vory thin., The painter whe
vants te .., werks thimgs out is no lemger "in". Instead of
blood, it's 1deas that flew im the artist’'s veins: it*s mueh
more profitable. "Painting"as ‘neh is sald to be Wead". 1It's
supposed to be hahpmlu. new, im film,

Well, it started to happem. Abeut five years age 1t started, every
Tilmmaker helping the other, going te each ether's shews, even
helping te film. And a few still ave invelved with helping abeve
and beycnd anything they get paid fer. Len Lye dees net stand
alend: there is Prakage, Nember, Breer, Gehr, Theso peeple do
cars aad always try te help, htthmmhm-rothgn I
Imow of whe do nat. Thers is pet the exciting feeling eof all ef
us being Scgether as pieneers in a rolatively new medimm. We
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1 ,.'t tegother and suppert each other by attending
s. There is ne allegiance to the art ef filemaking, but

o our silly selves, And it ig & shame, with all the
strests, our Vietnan

horror
» CUr racism, our econcay that chokes

the man whe is suppesed to know -
cmtivo Artist - even he ig dring.

lates men'a apirit,

Very scen there will be
no Place, and no interest in film as an art, as a

creative art,

alvays believed that 1t was the arbist who knew. But the
mg of extreme self-centeredness and bittcmu, thias

ug ¥When the artist dees cempletely disappear,
no hope left;, because it is the

i3 not
there will
artist, manifest in his

Joy and reality of being and fesaling 1tlt1.f

. thege of us who are filamakers and Painters dentt help
:eh otl\a?:.-“. we will not survive.

The creative artist will perish,
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