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With its contemplative tone and 
haunting images, “The Color of 
Olives” may be the most peaceful 
documentary ever to arrive from a war 
zone. Filmed about 15 miles from Tel 
Aviv in Masha, a Palestinian village 
disrupted by the wall Israel is building 
on the West Bank, the movie observes 
an ordinary Palestinian family living 
under extraordinary conditions.
Refusing to leave land that has been in 
his family for generations, Hani Amer 
— along with his wife, Monira, and 
their six surviving children — literally 
lives surrounded by the wall. A mili-
tary road, a checkpoint and electrified 
fences separate the family home from 
the fields of oranges, olives and flow-
ers they used to sell in Masha’s now 
abandoned garden markets. Each day 
Hani and the children patiently wait 
for soldiers to unlock the gate and 
allow them to go to work and school. 
Sometimes they wait a very long time.
    “The Color of Olives” is a film 
about forbearance and isolation and 
near-mystical connection to the land. 
Avoiding direct-to-camera interviews, 
the Mexican director Carolina Rivas 
and her cinematographer, Daoud 
Sarhandi, communicate with languid, 
sun-dappled images of work-worn 
fingers and freshly picked fruit. (The 
film’s rhythms are so soothing that 
the sound of a stone crashing through 
glass has the impact and terror of a 
gunshot.)
    Using only natural light, Ms. Rivas 
and Mr. Sarhandi frame everything 
with an artistry that belies the difficul-
ty of their working conditions, creat-
ing a film as unhurried and dignified 
as the Amer family itself. 




