
SOME BACKGROUND BEFORE VIEWING 

THE FILM:  

Shmuel Goldberg is a 40-something Israeli, the son of Holocaust survivors, who was raised with an aversion to 
all things German -- German products, German culture.  And of course, he was taught never to visit Germany.  
But when a man enters his used car lot wanting to sell a collector's-item 1985 metallic blue Lincoln 
Continental, which would bring in a cool 40,000 Euro profit if Shmuel would only transport the car to 
Germany for resale to the luxury car dealer Auto Decker, Shmuel smells a "big score"... and can't resist.  He 
convinces his assistant Siso Ben-Hamo, a simple Moroccan father of four, to go in with him on the scheme 
(which depletes Siso of his life's savings of $3000), and the two head off to Germany to meet the car and close 
the deal.

The comedy ensues from the responses of these two Israeli fish out of water in Germany.  Their edges are 
rough, their emotions unconcealed, and their English halting (pretty non-existent for Siso), as they enter a 
land of superhighways, sleek trains, and broad rivers, a culture of calm efficiency and quiet elegance.  But 
the poignancy emerges from the way in which brash and materialistic Shmuel is affected by his encounter 
with Germany, and how much the two men need each other to get through it.

Shmuel relives Holocaust scenes he never experienced in the first place, but which, apparently, are 
cemented into his family's - and our people's - collective memory.  The pipe at Customs looks like a shower 
head.  The sign by the train tracks looks like a Star of David.  The sound of German spoken over a loudspeaker 
could only be marching orders.

The film is suffused with gentle questions and observations about our relationship to the Holocaust. The line 
"Memories are memories, home is home" could easily have been delivered by Shmuel, but is spoken, to great 
effect, by the clerk of a seedy hotel, a German-Jewish survivor who immigrated to Tel Aviv after the war, 
couldn't get used to life in Israel, and ended up moving back to his German homeland.  Siso and Shmuel light 
makeshift Hanukkah candles in their hotel room and sing Maoz Tzur (in counterpoint to the sound of trains 
and a loudspeaker outside), but the clerk would not acknowledge Hanukkah, since "there's been no God here 
for 60 years."

The film reminds us of the trademarks of our 21st century global village: foreign cars, easy air travel, smart 
business.  But when the two Israelis' get-rich-quick scheme springs some leaks, Siso is the first to cling to 
what is personal and local: "I'm going home.  I have a family!" he cries out.  "Shmuel, keep your dignity."      

METALLIC BLUES
Metallic Blues (2004).  (Hebrew title: Metallic Blues.)  Written and directed by Danny Verete (Koko at 19, Hamsin 
[with Danny Waxman], Yellow Asphalt).  Starring Avi Kushnir and Moshe Ivgy.  Won Best Screenplay and Best Actor 
for Ivgy (Jerusalem Film Festival).  Paris, Moscow, Montreal, Toronto, Vancouver, Lisbon, Philadelphia, Seattle, 
and San Francisco Film Festivals.
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