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Documentary
- The king is naked!! –
(H. C. Andersen)

   Directed and edited by Micahel Winterbottom, director of “denunciation” already know and applaud for 24 hour Party, The Road to Guantamano and the Trip, The Emperor’s New Clothes addresses the burning topic of the financial crisis, the so-called “bubble”, that in the last years are flourished in the world of the high finance for then changing into alarming economic crisis in a many countries, that is still affecting the today life. Built on the story of the English activist Russel Brand, from the book of 2014, Revolution, is also thanks to the interpretation of the same Brand, actor and comedian known for his provocations, that the documentary is able to conjugate with an extraordinary ability: irony, denunciation, visual power, joining documents to stock photos with sequences of fictions set between the stock exchange of London and Wall Street. 

An increasing rhythm, willfully redundant, noisy, that gets in touch with the film camera in a English-dominant territory, the Country of Brand, an England characterized, starting from the Thatcherism and then, by deeper and deeper social inequality that sees a concentration of richness in the hands of few rich people, the new men of the planet, in the abandon of the working class in life condition and working time at the limit of sustainability.

The book of Brand (not published in Italy) makes a lot of rumors in the Anglo-Saxons environment, capturing criticisms and sympathy: the enemy, the object from which all evils of the contemporary society born, it essentially consists in the “body oppression, the ecological responsibility and the economic inequality” caused by the misters of the Stock, pure speculators completely indifferent to the sorts of the world and disconnected from the reality, for proposing, as unique possible solution the Revolution of the title, in other words a “ global redistribution of the wellness”, evoking the return of a new “spiritualism”. At the end, a renewed, but substantially the same, idea of communism. The documentary spotlights not only on the world of the high finance, from which the crisis have been originated and speculated, but also on the snowball effect, known to everybody, on the real economies and the life of millions of citizens but, above all, also on whom, behind the scenes, benefit from the collapse. Big tax evaders, capital flight in fiscal paradise, are the collateral effects, yet shadowed, of the collapse of the Stock of some years ago, and to this aspect the documentary devotes a specific reflection mixing different themes and contents in a unique container. (from which the effect of a certain redundancy).

The reality of facts is already known by everybody and the documentary doesn’t add anything new in the substance, if not the personal authorial style as actor and director; I would like to insist on another aspect. Are  really the avidity and the ingenuity, on which the unruly documentary points the finger, factors of modernity? It would be ingenious to believe in that: the title also, from the Andersen tale of 1837, intelligently remind to an archetype of the eternal human desire, transversal to each epoch, that today is dressed the artefact and mysterious role for the common people of the Stock of two neuralgic cities of the world, but that it is always existed. 

The Emperor is so vain, as it is known, so devoted to his exterior personal care, and in particular of his dressing code, to the extent that he believes to 2 swindlers that, arrived in the city, spread out the voice that they are weavers with new and exceptional clothes, thin, light and wonderful, with the peculiarity to result invisible to stupid and unworthy. The court, sent by the king, cannot see the cloth; but as they don’t want to be badly judged, they refer to the Emperor the high quality of the cloth. The Emperor, convinced, asks to the swindlers to create a suit for him, although when it is delivered, he realizes that he cannot see anything: he gives the fault of this incapacity to see the suit to some unworthy actions and, as his court before him, he decides to pretend to see it and to be enraptured for the work done by the weavers. The king models without any suit, in a general acquiescence, among citizens that start clapping for him and lauding the elegance of the sovereign, even if they cannot see anything and they feel secretly guilty of  unconfessed unworthiness.

The grotesque procession continues until then a child, opening his eyes wide, screams with innocence: “But the king is naked”. I copied the entire tale, not because it is not known, but I think there isn’t any other acuter metaphor for avoiding denouncing only the avidity of the cruelty of the new Emperors of high finance: no, the genius of Winterbottom has been able to gain from the work of Brand for outlining a more vast and eternal metaphor about human being. About everybody, the Emperor but also the subjects. To the blind and stolid vanity of our governors, the population, debiting with loans that they cannot afford,  making the illusion grow of a standard of life, of an elsewhere, that objectively is not possible, the population make them jeer at them by the invisible suit of the Emperor. 

We know that the house of cards would collapse, but we haven’t wanted to believe, open our eyes, intolerant to the naked reality of life. Also him, the stolid Emperor, in this way, is a victim: of vanity, of the will to see something that does not exist: the same term “bubble”, typically used for defining this crisis, evoke the semantic aura of unreality, of a earth-suspended dimension, of something that is enough to bite with a niddle for making it blowing up in our hands, as the shocked look of the child of the tale. The king is naked.

 The prestige of the style of director and of the polyhedral writer-activist and actor is to have mixed up with his insisting, engaging, historical and magnificent narrative, contemporary events together with childhood human needs more rooted, deeper and ready to be presented again, at each epoch with new Emperors, new swindlers, and new court. It isn’t for what that we can objectively gain (how many rich people, just to except to taxes, live in lower level, hidden as they were persecuted?), the emperor doesn’t want things, or something concrete, touchable and alive. It is something not visible, the dream, the not owned beauty, the escape from the worthiness, the illusion, something that the emperor and the citizens of the kingdom, also us relativists post-modern, are chasing without pause. Is it sufficient, then the redistributional Revolution evoked by Russel Brand? The history until now showed that no, seeing as: 

“Too much reality is intolerable to men”

(T.Eliot)
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