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An unconventional director, an impregnable cinematography.                                         
Roberto Nanni, a gentle genius, embodies this description. And with him, inevitably, 
arises a different kind of conversation.                                                                                     
The writer here admired Roberto Nanni in a retrospective at the Pesaro Festival;             
today, from 5:30 pm until evening, at the Trevi Movie Theater in Rome, thanks to the 
precious work of the National Film Archive, particularly Annamaria Licciardello, there will 
be a selection of his most beautiful and courageous works, followed by a critical 
discussion with Catucci, Di Marino and Silvestri.                                                                                                 
Subsequently, I had the pleasure of rediscovering him with greater maturity through the 
wonderful book and DVD “Ostinati 85/09”, published by Federico Carra's Kiwido,                  
the same publisher who had the visionary merit of also releasing on DVD “Democratic 
Optimism” by the Rezza-Mastrella duo and “A Cinema of Impression” by Paolo Gioli.                                                                                        
This DVD is stupendous: although it collects most of Nanni's work, it will never be 
exhaustive in his museum-home, there are at least 40 hours of rarely seen, unfortunately.                      
Added to this are the self-portrait by critics and colleagues and the special and beautiful 
“Autosfratto”, with the kindred soul of friend Roberto “Freak” Antoni.                                           
I call him from a hospital bed, a car has fractured my tibia and fibula, I have just 
rewatched “Love conquers all. Conversation with Derek Jarman”, profound in its atypical 
contents and distorted in its images. All under painkillers. Lysergic experience.                                                                       
I tell him about it, he laughs, with all the humanity of his art and he worries about my 
health. I was stubborn in wanting to talk to him, jealous of his cinema which immediately 
won me over and he was stubborn in facing this adventure with me.


Roberto, your cinema seems to suggest a turbulent biography.                                                      
Of which, as you always say, very little is known.                                                             
The work is tainted by life, it is inevitably autobiographical.                                                        
I was born in Bologna on February 29, 1960 (This leap year birth date, so rare and hardly 
repeatable, says a lot about him, editor’s note), in the San Donato neighborhood,                    
on the outskirts. My passion for cinema is linked to my passion for music, from the 



Stooges, Lou Reed, David Bowie to John Cale: an entirely early '70s formation that went 
beyond disco or the Italian singer-songwriters that were all the rage at the time.                                                      
The music of that time was very stimulating (think also of punk, surely present in his 
influences, as well as his friend Steven Brown, editor’s note).                                                   
I remember that from an interview with Lou Reed in '74, I discovered Burroughs and I was 
stimulated to read as a teenager, at fourteen, “The Ticket That Exploded”.                                                                            
I don't deny that for me, cinema and music have always been interconnected.                                                                          
Cinema is everything to me. It's painting, it's a form of expression, it's moving image;           
we must constantly be curious about other forms of expression, from poetry to 
photography, not remaining anchored to a single expressive perspective.                            
And so, it began with total experimentation. On means, contents, visions and 
sounds.                                                                                                                                                   
I started at 16 with 2x8 mm films, even expired ones. I buried them in flower pots or in 
courtyards or immersed them in urine, both virgin and exposed. I didn't want to adhere to 
the use and custom of the instrument, I wanted to amplify the mistakes, work in the 
interstices of the so-called “errors”. Then came the years in U.K, Germany, Belgium         
where I also worked extensively with classical film and video methodologies.                                        
I worked with all systems and media, without formalism.                                                         
So much for the much vaunted sacredness of the film. Intolerant of conventions?        
I want to get out of cages, out of obligatory paths, one is a filmmaker full stop. I am for 
destroying all patterns, labels and currents. These feed a control system.                     
Burroughs, Bacon, Grifi can you label them? The sacredness of cinema does not exist, it is 
part of the self-referentiality and self-representation of cinema.                                                                                                           
Of the cinema normally distributed, therefore. Roberto Nanni the anarchist against 
everyone?                                                                                                                              
No, but I believe one should not live as a film director. I don't believe in directorial cinema; 
ultimately, it becomes a matter of role, of power in society. Cinema can be done without 
getting rich, while today, you lose the “dimension” of money: so many work without 
earning, others live in the frenzy of fees, box office returns, the “reference system”,                 
as they call it without knowing English. Terrible. Would you call my vision anarchy?                     
Perhaps, but the truth is that in my work I seek to combine total freedom with great rigor. 
It's an ordered chaos.                                                                                                                                                    
I imagine “Centoautori” (Film directors association, translator’s note) and the like 
don't pique your interest.                                                                                                            
I'm not affiliated with any association. I'm sure there are very worthy people fighting in a 



terrifying Italian productive, expressive, and political context. But in a way, it seems to me 
that there is an appeal to a left that has always failed, I think of Veltroni's law.                             
In short, that of the “Guttuso” (Italian painter, translator’s note). And then, to quote 
Groucho Marx, I would never accept the membership of a club that wanted me as a 
member!                                                                                                                               
Each film, a different work. But in my opinion the most beautiful films of yours are 
“Sweet Wandering in Sacred Wild Places” and “Love Conquers All. Conversation 
with Derek Jarman”, they seem very close.                                                                        
The first title is a verse by Friedrich Hölderlin, from “Tinian”. It's a study on body in 
movement (It's a revised, incorrect, deformed version of the Ali-Frazier challenge in 
Manila, editor’s note) and it comes a couple of years before the work on Jarman,                            
with which I wanted “to explode” in fragments his body to make them a landscape.                  
I don’t think we should illustrate reality, but interpret it, the further you get away from it,             
the closer you get to the truth. They are very close, you’re right Boris, very good, even if no 
one had noticed this before except Rinaldo Censi.                                                       
Moreover, in “Sweet Wandering in Sacred Wild Places”, a work in progress, there is the 
music of Gabriele Panico, with a track with a very eloquent title, “Slaves not Leaders”. 
Some also find it a very political work, with the two blacks fighting and the white referee 
there, appearing, returning and thus judging.                                                                          
Derek Jarman spoke with you shortly before his death. But your film seems like a 
suffered, touching hymn to life, to the present, like all his cinema.                                        
I met Derek ten years earlier in London. 
It was 1983 and on the same day, I also met W.S. Burroughs. He was making “Pirate 
Tape” (Derek Jarman, translator’s note), a Super 8mm, a film about the American writer.             
Ten years later, we remembered our first meeting. This film has a “pub” tone, colloquial if 
we want to say so, different. I was interested in what he thought beyond the conventions, 
such as his words about the bombing in Bosnia or the resurgence of fascism.                               
I prodded him. For me, life always comes before cinema.                                                        
This seems to be something contemporary cinema has forgotten. If his death could be 
sensed from his words, I wanted to conclude these 30 minutes, out of a total of 3 hours of 
footage, with him wanting to continue answering, endlessly. And he declares it: a glimpse 
into the future.                                                                                                                             
His concluding words are: “I can carry on forever. Roberto, do you want ask another 
question?”                                                                                                                                  
It is clear that your masters range across all the arts.                                                          



I greatly admire director Frederick Wiseman; his clear and sharp framing has influenced 
me greatly. He is 80 years old and in the last year has made three works. We held a brief 
seminar together on cinema and madness in Trieste last November. He is a great man, 
and he has a small crew with whom he has a strong emotional bond, something that many 
film productions often do without, inexplicably. Then there's Alberto Grifi. It's a shame to 
have left him alone and not even talk about him now. Where are his DVDs?                          
Why isn't there a study center for him? We owe him a lot. Personally, I received important 
“technical” help from him precisely for the work on Jarman. I remember seeing “Anna” at 
the Faculty of Letters and Philosophy occupied in Bologna, and it deeply affected me.                            
Burroughs struck me with his prose and intuition, and Francis Bacon... well, for me,               
he's been a discreet obsession since my teenage years. I believe anyone involved in 
cinema should study Francis Bacon's work: in his art, there is a transformation of 
movement, of the body, and much life. He teaches that to make art, if we want to call it 
that, you don't have to be egotic, but like flypaper, knowing that as in quantum theory you 
modify reality by looking at it.                                                                                                                            
Is the cinema industry the devil?                                                                                                                                                                                                                            
The film industry, as Kenneth Anger describes it in “Hollywood Babylon”. The Italian one 
seems to be one-way. I understand the “cinepanettoni” (Farcical movie, translator’s note) 
but there are even worse films, such as certain political-spectacular works. Yet, why have 
geniuses like Grifi, and like him so many others, given so much and received so little?         
Yet, this courageous cinema is the inspiration, the springboard for something new.                            
I remember a beautiful interview by Fellini, perhaps the only short circuit between the two 
worlds, which told of when he acted as a guide to Hans Richter in Rome, or the profound 
influence that Jack Smith and his “Flaming Creatures” had on “La Dolce Vita”.                                   
How can we reclaim our cinema?                                                                                                
Place fewer cages and obligations on actors. Cinema is too tied to the interpreter and how 
well he is known. You can make cinema even without actors. I have never had public 
funding also because I have never worked with “names” in the sense of actors.                     
I'm not against them, but I think they are unnecessary. Famous actors aren't the only ones 
you can collaborate with; often they are famous not for their intensity but because they 
appeared in blockbuster’s movies or in an advertising for an ice cream.                                
We should also reclaim the cultural memory we are losing. I think of Carmelo Bene,             
an artist who created masterpieces like “Nostra Signora dei Turchi” and “Capricci”, but who 
is now remembered less and less.






