
Acropolis Cinema and MUBI present 
the Los Angeles premiere of

March 20 — 8pm
Downtown Independent



“One might regard architecture as  

history arrested in stone.” 
—A. L. Rowse, The Use of History

I. End of Home. End of History.

,Q�-RUJH�7KLHOHQ�$UPDQG·V�La Soledad, the home 
KROGV�PDQ\�KLVWRULHV��%HORQJLQJ�WR�WKH�ÀOPPDNHU·V�
JUHDW�JUDQGSDUHQWV��WKLV�KRPH��GXEEHG�¶7KH�
6ROLWXGH·�E\�LWV�RULJLQDO�RZQHUV��LV�DQ�DQFLHQW�
mansion that, in its dereliction, displays its years 
OLNH�IROGV�LQ�WKH�VNLQ��(DFK�FUDFN�FUHHSLQJ�GRZQ�
the wall, straggling weed searching up through the 
SDYLQJ��RU�XQLGHQWLÀDEOH�VWDLQ�VSUHDGLQJ�DFURVV�
the wallpaper layers the building with historical 
LQIRUPDWLRQ��HDFK�WLQ\�PDUN�PDGH�WHOOV�D�VPDOO�SDUW�
of a larger, continuing story. From the start of his 
ÀOP�DERXW�WKLV�SODFH��$UPDQG�FRQYH\V�WKLV�VHQVH�
of time passed (and equally, time passing) in the 
WH[WXUH�RI�KLV�ÀOP��EXLOGLQJ�XSRQ�WKH�ZHLJKWLQHVV�
of intergenerational memory and experience 
that seeps out from the foundations of the home 
DQG�ÀOOV�WKH�DWPRVSKHUH�RI�WKH�ÀOPHG�VSDFH��

Armand opens with home movies, a selection 
of Super 8 tapes found on the site of the home 

that detail the activities within. Narrating over the 
top of these minute, momentary documents of 
his own past and that of the place, he introduces 
the building and its past inhabitants by framing 
everything immediately within a context of 
QRVWDOJLD��PRPHQWV�PDUNHG�ZLWK�WKH�IRQGQHVV�RI�
recollection and (mis)remembrance. As children 
run around the gardens whilst adults mill around 
the home—all bathed in sun-bleached yellows and 
JUHHQV³WKH�FUDFNOLQJ��IDGHG�EOHPLVK�RI�DPDWHXU�
FHOOXORLG�EODQNHWV�HYHU\WKLQJ�LQ�VHQWLPHQWDOLW\��´,�
OLNHG�UXPPDJLQJ�WKURXJK�WKH�URRPV��DQG�VHHLQJ�
the faces of my ancestors,” Armand notes wistfully, 
with a matching shot spliced in of portraits of his 
predecessors that hang from the walls. Place and 
past become interspersed and indistinguishable.  

7KHQ��D�KHDY\�OLJKW�OHDN��VFUDWFKHG�ÀOP�LQFLVLRQV��
a collapse of the image and a dissolve. Cut to the 
present day. The same building in a very different 
shape. Situated in the city of Caracas, in an area that 
ZDV�IRUPHUO\�RQH�RI�9HQH]XHOD·V�PRVW�SURVSHURXV�
QHLJKERUKRRGV�EXW�LV�QRZ�GHÀQHG�E\�LWV�FULPH�
DQG�SROLWLFDO�LQVWDELOLW\��¶7KH�6ROLWXGH·�VLWV�DV�D�VRUW�
RI�HPEOHP�RI�WKH�FRXQWU\·V�GHFOLQH��GHSULYHG�EXW�
GHÀDQW��VWLOO�VWDQGLQJ�GHVSLWH�D�ODFN�RI�DWWHQWLRQ��
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LA SOLEDAD

89 min // Venezuela // 2016

La Soledad is a dilapidated villa located in one of 
the wealthiest neighborhoods of Caracas. It used 
WR�EH�WKH�KRPH�RI�GLUHFWRU�-RUJH�7KLHOHQ�$UPDQG·V�
great-grandparents, but when the owners passed 
DZD\�ÀIWHHQ�\HDUV�DJR��WKH�SURSHUW\�ZDV�XQRIÀFLDOO\�
inherited by their lifelong maid, Rosina, now 72, 
who remained to care for the house and raise her 
JUDQGVRQ��-RVp��QRZ�����-RUJH·V�FKLOGKRRG�IULHQG��
-RVp�ZRUNV�DV�D�KDQG\PDQ��GUHDPLQJ�RI�D�EHWWHU�
life for his six-year-old daughter Adrializ, amidst 
9HQH]XHOD·V�HFRQRPLF�FULVLV��:DLWLQJ�LQ�ORQJ�TXHXHV�
for food and the medicine Rosina so desperately 
QHHGV�LV�SDUW�RI�-RVp·V�URXWLQH��:KHQ�KH�OHDUQV�
that the legal inheritors of the house plan to sell 
WKH�HVWDWH��-RVp�VWUXJJOHV�WR�WU\�WR�ÀQG�D�VROXWLRQ�
WKDW�ZLOO�NHHS�KLV�IDPLO\�DZD\�IURP�WKH�FULPH�ULGGHQ�
slums. Yet the house holds a secret that could save 

them all: a treasure that is rumored to be buried in 
its walls. Set in the beautiful derelict eponymous 
mansion and played by the real inhabitants, 
La soledad (The Solitude) poetically depicts 
9HQH]XHOD·V�VRFLR�HFRQRPLF�FULVLV�WKURXJK�-RVp·V�
struggle to save his family from homelessness.



Time has passed, the property has changed hands. 
1RZ�LQIRUPDOO\�LQ�WKH�FDUH�RI�5RVLQD��WKH�IDPLO\·V�
maid who continues to live there alongside her 
grandson, José, and his family, the space has 
changed, as has the class of its ownership. 

For the family, and evidently for Armand too, despite 
LWV�GHFUHSLWXGH�WKLV�SODFH�LV�D�VDQFWXDU\��(YHQ�LQ�
disrepair, the structure retains its majesty, a small 
labyrinth of high ceilings, wide rooms and spiraling 
staircases, every self-contained space layered with 
an cross-generational narrative of amassed and 
discarded objects, each new resident adding to 
the family museum. The organic decay, too, lends 
grandeur as surrounding overgrowth penetrates the 
LQWHULRU��9LQHV�FUHHS�LQ�WKURXJK�WKH�FUDFNV��PRVV�
JURZV�XS�LQ�HPSW\�SRFNHWV�DQG�YHJHWDWLRQ�FOLPEV�LQ�
WKURXJK�ZLQGRZV��1DWXUH·V�LQYDGHUV�OHQG�WKH�HDUWK\�
brown clay a living green texture, animating the 
inanimate and breathing life into a dying space. But 
QRW�HYHU\RQH�VHHV�LW�WKLV�ZD\��:LWK�QR�IRUPDOL]HG�
right to the building and none of the economic 
VWDWXV�RU�VRFLDO�DGYDQWDJH�UHTXLUHG�WR�ÀJKW�IRU�
one, the family faces eviction and the building is 
GXH�IRU�GHPROLWLRQ��(QG�RI�KRPH��HQG�RI�KLVWRU\�

II. An Archaeological Process

Armand has described the creation of La Soledad 

DV�DQ�´DUFKHRORJLFDO�SURFHVV�µ�D�ZD\�RI�H[SORULQJ�
the emotional sensations produced by moving 
through the building, sifting through the objects 
inside and interpreting the space through the 
FDPHUD��,W�VHHPV�IURP�WKH�WRQH�RI�WKH�ÀOP�WKDW�WKLV�
was not entirely a pleasant experience, that the 
place he returned to was not the one uncovered 
in the home movies, or the same as that in his 
memory. Times have changed, Venezuela has 
entered a state of sustained, ever more disastrous 
decline, as has this building that acts as a slightly 
blunt metaphor for it. Oil prices have plummeted, 
LQÁDWLRQ�LV�VN\URFNHWLQJ��XQHPSOR\PHQW�HTXDOO\�VR��
Food, medicine and other essentials are in critical 
shortage. Violence is commonplace, poverty is 
widespread. A once prosperous, altruistic petroleum 
SURGXFHU��QRZ�WKH�ZRUOG·V�IDVWHVW�FRQWUDFWLQJ�
economy. A once grand and impressive manor, 
now a crumbling ruin. Venezuela sits in peril, 
DQG�¶7KH�6ROLWXGH·�PLUURUV�LW�PLFURFRVPLFDOO\�

(PSOR\LQJ�WKRVH�LQYROYHG�GLUHFWO\�WR�SOD\�WKHPVHOYHV��
Armand mounts something of an exorcism of the 
mansion, a send-off for the ghosts of the countless 
JHQHUDWLRQV�SDVVHG�WKDW�KDXQW�WKH�EXLOGLQJ·V�FXUUHQW�
inhabitants, and more obliquely, for a country in 
crisis. In a manner that is increasingly prevalent 

ZLWKLQ�FRQWHPSRUDU\�QRQ�ÀFWLRQ�ÀOPPDNLQJ��WKH�
director uses a stylistic approach more recognizable 
LQ�ÀFWLRQ��JOLGLQJ��ORQJ�GXUDWLRQ�DQG�RIWHQ�HODERUDWHO\�
VWDJHG�FDPHUDZRUN��ZULWWHQ�RU�UHFUHDWHG�VFHQDULRV��
poetic visual digressions and a collaborative process 
shared between participants and creator) and applies 
WKHP�WR�D�IUDPHZRUN�WKDW�LV�IDPLOLDU�WR�GRFXPHQWDU\��
the examination of a real situation of direct relation 
WR�WKH�ÀOPPDNHU��DQG�WKH�VHQVH�RI�UHDO��DOPRVW�
LQYDVLYH��LQWLPDF\�WKDW�FDQ�FRPH�ZLWK�WKLV��$UPDQG·V�
ÀOP�IHDWXUHV�WKH�DFWRUV�RI�WKH�DFWXDO�HYHQW�SHUIRUPLQJ�
their own truths, and though presumably arranged, 
the activities they undergo are mostly free from any 
sense of performance, their written dialogues as 
ordinary, grounded and free of self-consciousness 
as genuine ones would be. Participants sit and 
VKRRW�EHHUV��WDON�LGO\�RI�WKH�GHVSHUDWLRQ�RI�WKHLU�
relative situations and equally casually of extreme 
VROXWLRQV��´:H·OO�GR�D�FRXSOH�RI�H[SUHVV�NLGQDSSLQJV�
DQG�\RX·OO�KDYH�GROODUV�LQ�\RXU�DFFRXQW�µ

III. Crumbled Masonry, Peeling 

Paint, and Encroaching Rust

$UPDQG·V�REVHUYDQFHV�DUH�SDWLHQW��KLV�VFHQDULRV�
gentle and ordinary, and La Soledad is, for the most 
part, fairly straight in its depiction of its situation 
and the matters it portrays decidedly domestic. 
5RVLQD�WHQGV�JHQWO\�WR�WKH�KRXVHKROG��-RVp�ZRUNV�
on the yard, the children potter about, and the home 
IHHOV�OLNH�D�VRODFH�FRPSDUHG�WR�WKH�KRVWLOLW\�RI�WKH�
VRFLHW\�DURXQG��(YHU\WKLQJ�RFFXUV�ZLWK�D�UK\WKP�
that is gently entrancing, cycles of labor and leisure 
DOO�XQGHU�RQH�URRI��,QGHHG��IDU�IURP�VROLWDU\��¶7KH�
6ROLWXGH·�LV�LQVWHDG�D�GHHSO\�FRPPXQDO�VSDFH��DOO�
open doors and passing bodies. Yet, what elevates 
WKH�ÀOP�DUH�WKH�ZD\V�LQ�ZKLFK�LW�GLJUHVVHV��ZKHUH�
it manages to be suggestive of something greater 
than that being directly depicted, where the past slips 
through or the future reveals itself as a menace.

These deviations come in various forms. A night 
VHTXHQFH�WKDW�VHHV�-RVp�OLH�ZLGH�DZDNH��VWDULQJ�
LQWR�WKH�QLJKW�VN\�ZKLOH�KLV�IDPLO\�VOHHS��+LV�IDFH�
LV�ULGGOHG�ZLWK�DQJVW��WKH�GDUN�FRUQHUV�RI�WKH�URRP�
around him animated by the invisible ghosts of 
WKRVH�ZKR·YH�VWUXJJOHG�EHIRUH��ZKLOH�KLV�PLQG�LV�
occupied by the impossibility of sustaining a future. 
Or by day, shots of him combing the gardens 
with a metal detector, searching for a treasure 
rumored to be buried in the grounds that will lift 
his family miraculously from poverty and create 
WKDW�IXWXUH��%OHDNHU�VWLOO��KLV�EURWKHU�SHHOLQJ�EDFN�
the wallpaper of the home, clouds of dust parting 
WR�UHYHDO�UD]RUEODGHV�HPEHGGHG�LQ�WKH�EULFNV��WKH�
DQDPQHVLV�RI�D�SDVW�MXVW�DV�GDUN�DV�WKLV�SUHVHQW��



,Q�VRPH�ÀOPV��WKHVH�PRPHQWV�RI�SRHWLF�
interference, where realism slips into something 
nearer to fantasy, can be terribly mishandled, 
either too aloof and resting on easy ambiguity, or 
consciously and overtly strange, too loaded and 
heavy handed. Armand manages the balance, in 
part because of the location. The rich, luminous 
greens of the surrounding plant-life, the moody, 
necrotic browns of the shadowy crevices of the 
EXLOGLQJ·V�LQWHULRU��DOO�ÀW�LQWR�WKH�SRHWLF�SRWHQWLDO�
RI�UXLQ��$QDO\]LQJ�WKH�LGHD�RI�¶UXLQ�OXVW�·�0F/DLQ�
&OXWWHU�ZULWHV�WKDW�VLWHV�RI�YLVLEOH�GHFD\��´FUXPEOHG�
masonry, peeling paint, and encroaching rust” all 
VHUYH�WR�´YLYLGO\�VLJQLI\�E\JRQH�HYHQWV�DQG�SDVW�
ZKROHV�µ�DQG�DOVR�WR�´UHJLVWHU�DQG�UH�SUHVHQW�
time.” This is very much the case in La Soledad, 
where place and past are intertwined, where the 
ruin is not just aesthetic, but in a way historic. 

Beyond the pure aesthetic appeal of these 
environments—and behind cinematographer 
5RGULJR�0LFKHODQJHOL·V�WDOHQW�IRU�H[SORLWLQJ�
the evocative tendencies of natural light and 
for framing architectural spaces in a manner 
that highlights their picturesque qualities—is 
something else. By emphasizing the importance 
of the home as site of memory, familial histories 
that are continually being rewritten and 
reregistered, Armand loads his representation of 
GHFD\�ZLWK�D�VLJQLÀFDQFH�WKDW�LV�PRUH�WKDQ�SXUHO\�
visual. His ruins are not just nostalgic, but loaded 
ZLWK�PHDQLQJ�WKDW�KLV�ÀOP�ERWK�GLUHFWO\�UHJLVWHUV��
DQG�LQGLUHFWO\�KLQWV�WRZDUGV��-RKQ�3DWULFN�/HDU\��
LQ�DQ�HVVD\�RQ�'HWURLW��UHPDUNV�WKDW�´VR�PXFK�UXLQ�
SKRWRJUDSK\�DQG�UXLQ�ÀOP�DHVWKHWLFL]HV�SRYHUW\�
without inquiring of its origins, dramatizes spaces 
EXW�QHYHU�VHHNV�RXW�WKH�SHRSOH�WKDW�LQKDELW�DQG�
transform them, and romanticizes isolated acts 
RI�UHVLVWDQFH�ZLWKRXW�DFNQRZOHGJLQJ�WKH�PDVVLYH�
political and social forces aligned against the real 
transformation, and not just stubborn survival, of 
the city.” Fortunately, the same cannot be said 
IRU�$UPDQG·V�DSSURDFK�WR�KLV�9HQH]XHODQ�UXLQV��

9LVLW�PXEL�FRP�QRWHERRN�WR�UHDG�WKH�
rest of this feature on La Soledad. 
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