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Bedlam in a classroom; a foot on a desk; someone making a face; a voice - obviously the
teacher's - trying to get things under control; two kids fighting in the corner.  In a word:
Ghetto. "The worst fucking ghetto room in the entire school" as the superintendent calls it,
adopting the vocabulary of Xhumi, Müke and the other kids, who are in the last months of
their compulsory education. Along with a handful of teenagers from Zurich's Gold Coast
(as the upper middle class suburbs of Zurich are called), we follow the footsteps of these
other teenagers for two hours. We accompany Xhumi and her friends on their forays into
department stores, listen to techno with Müke, stand on the sidelines as a big kid picks on
someone half his size. But the film has nothing of the usual voyeuristic sensationalism à la
reality TV; it is rather a patently constructed, analytical montage of reality that opens out
into times and spaces, and provides food for thought.

GHETTO is divided into six loosely interwoven chapters. The first, after which the
film has been named, is devoted to the school days of these 14 to 17 year olds. The
second chapter AUTO shows them preparing to leave school, the steps they have to take
to enter the working world, their vocational counseling and job applications. We see them
taking ability and interest tests to help them make their own decisions. But the hard reality
of looking for a trainee position contrasts sharply with their counseling and the implication
of vocational choice. They have to take whatever they can get. Only one of the group
considers pursuing his formal education: Dani, reserved and introspective, whose home
life seems to be more sheltered than that of the others and who is the only one we see in
the context of his family. Later, when we learn that he has definitely decided to go on
studying, he wryly remarks, "The decision took place in my head; you couldn't film that."
Whereupon his thoughts take flight with a flock of birds.

Each of the six chapters has its own coloring, its own pace and actors, its own
treatment of the raw material. And each has its own distinctive scenery - interspersed
shots of the geographical or architectural environment in which the young protagonists
live. These "scenic views" are islands of rest or an ironic counterpoint to a preceding
sequence, or they may merge with the world of the "kids," as in the third chapter,
TECHNO, in which the landscape acquires a dynamic of its own and is heightened into a
cinematic rendition of the sound. This chapter perhaps most clearly demonstrates the
doubtfulness of the distinction between document and fiction through the startling accuracy
of bold aesthetic liberties taken by the filmmaker.



While TECHNO and the fifth chapter, DRUGS-in which a previously
marginal figure takes center stage-are unmistakably male dominated, the fourth chapter,
SEX, focuses on the girls' point of view. Sex seems merely to be another form of addiction:
some kids go to techno parties, some smoke pot, and some talk about sex. "Who does it
with who and for how long and did you see the lips on that guy."  The girls not only talk,
they also do some very active looking in a revolutionary reversal of gender-defined roles,
as they check out the guys promenading along the lake on a balmy summer afternoon.

The sixth and last part, ROASTED CHESTNUTS, is marked by philosophical
(cinematic) self-reflection. Ati, who has not yet turned 18, sells roasted chestnuts at a
street stand. He hopes life will get better as he ruminates on himself, the world, and his
role in the film. His thoughts are intercut with familiar faces from the preceding chapters-
the "actors" getting paid for their work as they comment on their own behavior and the
consequences of having worked on the film.

The six chapters are woven into a very loose narrative structure: they do not offer
conclusive treatment of issues that can be checked off in order to produce a neat portrait
of today's youth. Even more than in his last film on the high-tech world of office work,
WELL DONE, Thomas Imbach avoids hypotheses and opinions; he does not use his
characters as spokespeople for ideologies or clichés. This is shown in the way he deals
with the milieu from which he has recruited his "kids." The scenery shows the affluent
suburbs of Zurich between the Pfannenstil hills and the lake  (posh cars, horseback
riders). But his protagonists certainly do not seem to belong to the stereotyped image of
the Gold Coast's coddled, well-heeled residents. The obvious tension between an affluent
society and the personal struggle to find job security indicates a general malaise in Swiss
society that goes far beyond the generation portrayed in this film. Nonetheless, GHETTO
does not confront us with a sociological or socio-critical interpretation of the world of these
young people. On the contrary,
Imbach successfully arouses our interest and empathy. Thanks to the warm, loving but
never humiliating gaze of the camera, we sense a closeness to these "kids" throughout the
entire film that is heightened by the use of extremely compressed serial montage, without
any objectifying commentary.
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