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When I first encountered A Film by Roland
Wehap, I didn’t simply feel like I was watching a
short film—I felt like I was entering the inner
chambers of an artist’s mind, a labyrinth built
from ambition, self-doubt, humor, and an
unshakable need to create. What struck me
immediately was how the film refuses to separate
cinema from psychology. It becomes a confession,
a satire, a self-portrait, a performance, and
ultimately a piece of living philosophy disquised
as comedy.

Wehap’s choice to make the film almost entirely
alone—writing, directing, shooting, editing,



performing—transforms what could have been a
humorous gimmick into something far more
profound. I found myself watching a man test the
limits of his endurance, his eqgo, his resilience, and
his imagination. The film becomes a kind of
pilgrimage, a journey of one man dragging his
dream up a mountain even when the path
disappears beneath his feet. There is something
raw and vulnerable in seeing a filmmaker strip
away the entire safety net of a team and ask,
almost desperately, if the dream can survive in
such isolation.

I couldn’t help but feel that the camera in this film
is more than a device. It feels like a
witnhess—sometimes compassionate, sometimes
merciless—to a creator confronting his own myth.
The fictionalized version of Wehap spirals
between hope and humiliation, between the
desire for recognition and the absurdity of



chasing it. The satire is sharp but never cynical; it
comes from someone who knows the pain and
joy of trying to “become someone” in an art form
that constantly reminds you how small you are.

One of the film’s most unexpected symbols is the
sleeping cat, which becomes the unlikely catalyst
for his fleeting moment of global fame. This
image stayed with me long after the film ended.
The cat represents the world’s indifference to
artistic suffering—deeply relaxed, almost bored,
while the filmmaker exhausts himself in pursuit
of meaning. And yet, it is precisely this indifferent
creature that launches him, briefly, into the
spotlight. I saw it as a metaphor for the
randomness of success: success doesn’t always
reward the struggle; often it crowns the
mundane, the accidental, the unintentional. It’s
both hilarious and heartbreaking, a reminder



that the universe plays by rules we cannot
control.

Another theme that resonated with me is the
mirage of recognition. The film showcases his
own film festival—born not out of triumph, but
rejection—and later the international attention
that follows. These moments glitter, but there is
an emptiness beneath the shine. Festivals,
awards, prestigious screenings around the world...
they appear almost like illusions, shimmering
islands that offer beauty but not shelter. As I
watched, I could feel the quiet truth the director
wanted to expose: that validation does not
guarantee fulfillment. That a filmmaker can win
prizes in London, Greece, Cyprus, Atlanta,
Toronto, Bangkok, Paris, and still come home to
an empty room, an empty bank account, and the
same restless spirit that cannot stop creating.



There is something mythic in Wehap’s
self-portrayal—a modern-day Sisyphean figure,
rolling the boulder of artistic ambition uphill,
only to watch it tumble back with every rejection,
every technical setback, every lonely day on set.
But unlike the tragic heroes of old, Wehap infuses
his struggle with humor, letting the comedy
highlight the absurdity and beauty of refusing to
give up. His story feels universal because every
artist, no matter the medium, recognizes that
lonely determination.

As I watched the film, I also sensed a deeper
psychological confession: the battle between the
ideal self and the real self. The ideal self seeks
fame, mastery, validation; the real self makes
mistakes, gets tired, questions everything.
Throughout the film, these two selves collide,
merge, fracture, and reform. In many ways, the
film becomes a therapeutic session with no



therapist—only a camera, a mirror,and a man
confronting the truth that his greatest obstacle
and his greatest resource are the same person.

And yet, the film ends with a clarity that feels
earned: a filmmaker must make films. No matter
the cost. No matter the outcome. No matter the
world’s response. That final message lingered
with me like a quiet revelation—a reminder that
creation itself is the reward, the torture, the
necessity, and the salvation.

For me, A Film by Roland Wehap is not just a
“one-man show.” It’s a testament to the stubborn,
irrational, magnificent force that drives human
beings to invent, to dream, to tell stories even
when no one is watching. It is funny, self-aware,
poignant, and deeply alive. And whether Wehap
intended it or not, the film stands as a celebration
of artistic survival in a world that rarely
understands what it costs.



In watching it, I felt like I wasn’t simply
evaluating a film—I was witnessing the internal

anatomy of a dreamer. And for that, the film stays
with me.



