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Jarman: 
Roberto, do you want to ask me another question? 
This is how “Love Conquers All. Conversation with Derek Jarman” ends.

This seal, which is not sealing wax, sounds like an appeal (“Can't you see I'm burning?”);

but also: victorious, love without appeal, guarantees us that in this heartbroken film, the 
end can be happy.

Roberto Nanni is a filmmaker. But let's clear the field: nothing to do with the beneficiaries 
of state welfare admitted to first communion video services.

I do not mention Nanni's previous films here. While he was telling me about Henri 
Alekan's lights, I saw Roberto dip a piece of Super 8 film in bleach.


What are you doing? 
I'm doing laundry. 
Then, from his Barbie editing table, I see concrete and dazzling images emerge.

This conversation was shot with an Arriflex 16 mm, a Super 8 and a professional video 
camera. All transferred onto Betacam; like sound: analog and digital; no music.

(The composite for experimental aesthetics, the heterogeneous for morality).

Before, I said “film”, faute de mieux.

What to call, for example, Godard's Histoire de(s) Cinema?

Authentically inventive expressions surprise the metalanguage at fault.

Anyway, long story short: I'm talking about fever here, not the thermometer.

The title seems to be a clear reference to Caravaggio: Victorious Love (1602-1603),

painting located in Berlin (Staatliche Museen Prussicher Kulturbesitz, Gemaldegalerie).

A Caravaggio scholar comments:

Supporters of Caravaggio's homosexuality interpret the figure of Love in an erotic key:

a “favorite” of the painter would have posed for him with smug licentiousness.

In reality, the stance with legs apart refers to a symbolic code already used by Buonarroti 
to signify resurrection, victory, triumph.




As we can see, vulgarity is not the prerogative of film critics.

What happened to Caravaggio is repeated for Jarman. Nanni knows it.

Therefore, no reticence, but also no insistence.

And, with a voice detached from the body, with a voice that seems to come from the ear 
of Dionysus, Jarman speaks to us: about his childhood in Salò, about the Italian post-war 
period (pre-film literally neorealist), about the war - today, now, in Somalia, or just a glance 
away, in Bosnia, the war that is not a joke, and of a serious viral disease (of an illness that 
is not a metaphor) and of suffering, of the damned Catholic morality, and again, of a film 
colored Blue, of an inimitable blue, and of painting, in front of his paintings (Blueprint, 
Rome).

But where to start? Which part of this artist's body should I start with?

From which image? It seems that Nanni asked himself this too.

In the incipit, Jarman's profile is almost unrecognizable. Then, it seems to take shape, a 
certain definition begins, the icon promises. Instead, nothing. Perceptual disappointment 
(a retinal detachment?), everything remains in a circle of confusion.

There is no portrait risk. Here and there the camera stops on a punctum: a button, the 
arm of the glasses, a detail.

Starting from one ear, for example. In fact, this is what Caravaggio did - which today 
allows for some certain attributions, such as “The Capture of Christ in the Garden”,

rediscovered by Sergio Benedetti:

It has been established that in some cases, for example when he had to paint a head, the 
master (Caravaggio, ed.) started with the ear; and if the ear at the end of the painting did 
not result perfectly proportioned to the head, he covered it and moved it a few 
centimeters.

Benedetti, promptly traced this type of “repentance” in the “Capture”.

(Marco Carminati)

By attempts, by accumulation and subtraction, the “film” proceeds.

Every shot is violently, systematically manipulated (to hell with transparency!).                         
In close-up, without air, Jarman seems to float in the frame.

Nanni says it best in an interview with Giacomo Manzoli: 
“Well, for me Jarman is associated with the idea of an astronaut, he reminds me of 
Armstrong and I hope I have managed to communicate this sensation”.                          
Jarman also has consistency of image, but of an image that denies itself to perceptive 
recognition. All the time, Jarman moves in “saccades”, as if the percept were a cast of 



perception, an ocular movement (finally of realism!) that explores the space of an 
impossible reverse shot - which is us, the spectators.

Through strokes of abstraction, the image becomes concrete. 

The film progresses on a sort of enigma.

Real suspense is generated. But it does not lead to the climax, therefore to the 
dissolution, it does not lead to the recomposition of the entire and revealed figure.

It's like this, a magnificently disappointing “film”.

Roberto, do you want to ask another question?


Personal postscript.

Last year the director of the Turin festival sent a letter in which he asked to bet on five 
young Italian authors. I received that letter too.

I answered him;

1) I never bet unless I'm sure I'll win, and if I'm sure, I don't bet because it would be too 
easy.

2) I don't agree with encouraging this “authorial” principle for beginners:

Rather, it would be better to point out promising sound engineers, operators, editors, etc.

3) I am not updated on the “new Italian authors”, at most I could recommend a friend, like 
this, out of respect and friendship.

This was last year. Turin Film Festival, Roberto Nanni is awarded by the Critics' and 
Audiences'award.

In fact I never bet.


Michele Canosa


From “Cineteca”, Italian national magazine 1994






