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Less u n b e a u s a n s - c o e u r t h a n a 
work ing -c l a s s v i c t im w i t h a p o l l u t e d 
heart, Savoie reacts to his damnat ion by 
flaunting it. Gr inn ing maniacally, crack-
ing p r i m i t i v e jokes ( " W h y d o beaver 
have flat tails? Because they got sucked 
off by ducks..."), suggesting film savages 
like Cagney in Whi te Heat and Pacino 
in Scar face , R e g g i e is o n a s u i c i d a l 
joyride toward the u l t imate ge taway— 
f r o m himsel f . W e l l i n to Requiem, an 
oddball scene reveals that he has painted 
a bull 's eye on to his chest. 

O n a n o t h e r l eve l , M o r i n uses 
Reggie's exploits to make various points 
about crime in an era when killers nego-
tiate T V mini-series deals. Reggie keeps 
tabs on his press, takes bows in s t r ip 
c lubs , a n d c o n s t a n t l y v ideos h imse l f . 
And the glamour quot ient is low. Mor in 
is clearly en t ranced by scuzzy, low-life 
d e t a i l : a b i g , u g l y r i n g o n a p r i s o n 
guard ' s f inger; h ideous h o m e fu rn i sh -
ings; a fou l -mouthed girlfriend; an alco-
holic a rgument climaxing with an elder-
ly w o m a n s tomping on her antagonist 's 
dentures. 

Requ iem is also dist inguished by its 
formal e x p e r i m e n t a t i o n wi th mu l t i p l e 
points-of-view offering a jigsaw of con-
tradictory impressions. Mor in structured 
t h e p i c t u r e i n t o e i g h t c h a p t e r - l i k e 
sequences , each sho t f r o m a d i f f e r en t 
c h a r a c t e r ' s p e r s p e c t i v e a n d w i t h an 
e n t i r e l y s u b j e c t i v e c a m e r a . In each 
"chap te r" you hear , bu t d o n ' t see, the 

point-of-view character (Savoie's mo th -
er, lawyer, henchman , and so on) unless 
she or he happens to be looking into a 
mirror. As far as I know, the last feature 
to a t t e m p t t h i s crick was R o b e r t 
M o n t g o m e r y ' s 1946 a d a p t a t i o n o f 
Raymond Chandler ' s Lady in the Lake. 
New York film critic Pauline Kael called 
that picture 's relentless subjective cam-
era a "nuisance." 

W a t c h i n g R e q u i e m , you are m o r e 
acutely aware than usual of the screen 
actor 's relat ionship to the camera, and 
vice ve r sa . T h e c a m e r a — c o n s t a n t l y 
standing in for an invisible character— 
often seems to take on the status of one. 
You m i g h t f i n d y o u r s e l f w o n d e r i n g 
a b o u t p e o p l e w h o c a n l a t e r a l t r a c k 
through bingo parlours, whip pan their 
heads f rom side to side, and cut to close-

o w n d e c o n s t r u c t i o n , M o r i n ' s m e t h o d 
offers plenty to mull over. O n the other 
hand , when it falters, it is labored, dis-
c o m b o b u l a t e d , w o r k i n g aga ins t i tself 
with its incongruities and zany twists. In 
the longest takes, actors in f ront of the 
camera tend to grimace and cavort as if 
they're in the midst of a screen test that 
i sn ' t g o i n g well . M o r i n t o o k chances 
wi th his experiment . Obviously, one of 
them is that it interferes wi th his sulfure-
ous por t ra i t of a t o r m e n t e d soul , in a 
movie s u m m e d by the line: " W e ' r e all 
pa r t mons t e r . A n d there are all k inds : 
pretty and no t so pretty." 

Maurie Alioff writes film reviews, articles, 
screenplays, and is a contributing editor to 
Matrix. 
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H "A picture celebrity is like hard cur-
rency," says an unidentif ied paparazzo in 
Joseph Blasioli and Egidio Coccimiglio 's 
documenta ry Blast 'Em. "You can sell it 
anywhere on ear th . . . and photo editors 
do no t care w h o made it or how it was 
made." 

As we learn dur ing the next 100 min-
utes, the best celebrity photos are taken 
by the paparazzi, a.k.a. "assault pho tog-
raphers." T h e y take them any way they 
can, and as far as People magazine and 
the N a t i o n a l E n q u i r e r are conce rned , 
the more tasteless and intrusive the bet-
ter. It 's war. It 's the paparazzi versus the 
celebrit ies, a n d the paparazzi are w in -
ning. Still, it's hard to know which side 
to root for. The re is a suggestion of the 
Bacchanalian abou t the hungry aggres-
sion of the paparazzi, as if they would 
jus t as soon tear the celebri ty apar t as 
take his or her picture. 

V ic to r M a l a f r o n t e is a 29-year -o ld 
N e w York Ci ty paparazzo and the sub-
ject of Blast ' E m . In choosing to hang 
their entire film on Mainf rame 's rwitchv 

s h o u l d e r s , f i l m m a k e r s B las io l i a n d 
Coccimigl io have taken a considerable 
risk, one that for the most part pays off. 
An incessant , e m p h a t i c and rapid-f i re 
t a lker , M a l a f r o n t e relates his p h o t o -
escapades as if delivering reports f rom 
war-torn Sarajevo; he is a guerrilla fight-
er in his o w n pe r sona l c o m b a t zone , 
d e t e r m i n e d to w i n a t all cos t s . 
For tuna te ly , Blasioli and Cocc imig l io 
and their camera are every bit as resolute 
in theirprursuit of-Malafronte as he is of 
his own subject-victim. Whi l e his prey 
escapes, the filmmakers have Malafronte 
in s h a r p f o c u s . T h i s i r o n y e l u d e s 
Malafronte. Sneering at two Michael J. 
Fox fans, he says, "You can tell they're 
f ans . You can tell t h e r e ' s s o m e t h i n g 
w r o n g with them. . .w i th someone who 
has n o t h i n g b e t t e r to d o t h a n s t a n d 
around just to see a celebrity." 

Malaf ron te ' s f ixation on Michael J. 
Fox provides the film with a structure of 
sorts. His goal is a clear head shot of the 
star's baby son, never before pictured in 
the press, and he goes to great lengths to 
get it, including stakeouts outside Fox's 
home. It is a fo rm of revenge, and the 
viewer's realization that it is so is a bit 
chilling. 

Malaf ronte thwarted is no t a pretty 
sight, al though in Blast 'Em, it is a com-
m o n one. A smil ing Christ ie Brinkley, 
who has had the effrontery to sweep past 
wi thou t a glance in Malafronte 's direc-
tion, evokes a violent volley of obscene 
epithets, most of them derived from the 
female a n a t o m y . M a d o n n a , w h o has 
repeatedly refused to pose for h im , is 
called every name in the book, as well as 
a few that aren't . Publicity people who 
refuse him entry to events and whisk the 
stars away f r o m the camera are even 
lower in his estimation. H e accuses them 
of cowardice. "They ' re just afraid to ask 
the i r celebr i t ies to do a n y t h i n g . A n d 
t h e y w o n d e r w h y we keep s n e a k i n g 
around and trying to crash their events." 

Malafronte must be the gate-crashing 
c h a m p of N Y C . W a t c h i n g h im d u c k 
down halls, leap over gates and hustle 
t h r o u g h an i m m e n s e hotel k i t chen is 
m o r e like a s e q u e n c e f r o m an ac t ion 
flick than a documentary. It takes your 
breath away. Finally inside the event, 
M a l a f r o n t e cooly a n d de f t l y mingles 
with the accredited press, even comman-
deering a chair to stand on for a better 
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view. T h e celebrities, however, emerge 
f r o m the e l e v a t o r a n d s t r i d e q u i c k l y 
past, and he is unable to get the shots he 
wants . "This is the worst!" Ma la f ron te 
ejaculates angrily. "Jeremy Irons w o n ' t 
even stop for us!" 

Malafronte ' s professional reflexes are 
always rapid, bu t no one galvanizes him 
like Michael J. Fox. In one scene, after a 
long stakeout, we see h im sprint across 
the street after Fox has finally emerged 
f rom his home for a run with his wife, 
Tracy Pollan. Fox spots h im and ducks 
back into his a p a r t m e n t bui lding. "It 's 
unprofessional," Mala f ron te whines. 

In a few masterstrokes, the filmmak-
ers s h o w us at least o n e of t he c o m -
pelling reasons why the celebrities avoid 
these photographers . An ord inary shot 
of Jack Nicholson flanks the lurid head-
line, "Jack N i c h o l s o n had a gay affair 
with Marlon Brando," along with a pic-
t u r e o f B r a n d o t h a t d a t e s f r o m h is 
Apocalypse N o w days. Another equally 
generic photo of Mary Tylor Moore in a 
low-cu t gown i l lus t ra tes " M a r y Ty le r 
M o o r e in breast surgery disaster." N o t 
nearly as amusing (but probably intend-
ed to be) are the cand id c o m m e n t s of 
second-t ier actress Sally Ki rk land w h o 
makes four appearances, which is about 
three too many . She loves the camera, 
but it does not love her and the footage 
of h e r h i s t r i o n i c s e l f - p r o m o t i n g is 
embarrassing, almost cruel. 

There are a few wonderfu l moment s 
with one of the original Italian paparazzi 
in I 9 6 0 w h o was shot with a bow and 
arrow and kicked in the groin by Anita 
Ekberg when he tried to take a picture 
of her with her marr ied lover. A real pro, 
he kept shoo t ing t h r o u g h o u t , and the 
photos of Ekberg tak ing a im with the 
bow appeared in magazines around the 
world. The sobriquet "paparazzi," as he 
tells us, was picked up by the press after 
Federico Fellini included a photographer 
named Paparezzo in La Dolce Vita. 

T h e paparazzi seem to lead a life of 
pe rpe tua l d i s c o m f o r t and f r u s t r a t i o n . 
W h y do they do it? T h e only answer is 
implicit in the action of the film. There 
is that split-secondness to it all. It seems 
to c h a r g e t h e m u p , t he th r i l l of t h e 
chase. Celebri t ies become visible for a 
beat only as they emerge f rom doorways 
or taxis. There is another beat, and they 
are enveloped by rhe crowds of fans and 
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the many security men and bodyguards. 
Blasioli and Coccimiglio have given the 
audience the sense of h o w the celebrities 
must feel. Bernadette Peters, pu t t i ng on 
a brave smile, is clearly terrified by the 
swarms of paparazzi jostl ing each other 
a n d c a l l i n g o u t h e r n a m e . J a c k 
Nicholson, enigmatic behind his trade-
m a r k da rk glasses, is s t o n y - f a c e d a n d 
phlegmatic. Jane Fonda and T e d T u r n e r 
grip each other 's hands, smile wanly and 
walk away. 

T h e filmmakers give Mala f ron te a lot 
of rope and, predictably, he hangs h im-
self. There is one m o m e n t when some-
one off camera asks h im why he feels he 
has the right to int rude on people's pri-
vate lives in this m a n n e r . T h e camera 
has h i m p i n n e d d o w n , a n d we wa tch 
h im squirm as he casts about for a quick 
answer. Finally he says, "I d o n ' t even 
t h i n k a b o u t q u e s t i o n s l i k e t h a t . " 
Malafronte is a sociopath with a N ikon . 
But there is s o m e t h i n g per fec t ly c ine-
ma t i c in his feral on - sc reen presence , 
and for the first hour of Blast ' E m his 
hyped-up hustle is fascinating to watch. 

However , Blasioli and Cocc imig l io 
neglec t to p r o v i d e t he i r s u b j e c t w i t h 
either a professional or personal context. 
A few magazine editors (or we assume 
that 's what they are) are interviewed on 
camera bu t not identified and this hap-
pens th roughout . Ta lk ing heads appear 
and re-appear w i thou t any m e n t i o n of 
who they are. It is impossible to evaluate 
t h e i n f o r m a t i o n or t h e s p e a k e r a n d 
i s sues a r e n o t b e i n g a d d r e s s e d . 
Malaf ronte is never placed in any critical 
or sociological context, so we are never 
q u i t e su re h o w to e v a l u a t e h i m . H e 
believes he has talent but the few photos 
of his we see are und i s t i ngu i shed , the 
result of his crafty o p p o r t u n i s m rather 
than artistic ability. W i t h his characteris-
tic c a n d o u r , he a d m i t s to d i s t a n c i n g 
h i m s e l f f r o m his p e e r s . " P e o p l e a re 
a f r a i d of m e . T h e y ' r e a f r a i d of m y 
potent ia l , " he says. N o d o u b t . But his 
potential for what? 

At one po in t there is a shif t in our 
perspective on h im. It comes wi th the 
recounting of an incident involving JFK 
Jr. Malafronte has already captured him 
on rollerblades on a New York city side-
walk but he wants more. In one scene, 
Kennedy spots Mala f ron te outs ide and 
takes off across the street to avoid the 

c a m e r a . T h e rest , w h i c h h a p p e n s o f f 
camera, is only recounted bu t even so is 
o n e o f t h e f i l m ' s m o r e m e m o r a b l e 
m o m e n t s . M a l a f r o n t e tells us h o w he 
t o o k a s h o r t c u t a n d a r r i v e d a t 
Kennedy's house before he did. This was 
too much for John Jr., who, in despera-
t ion, c o n f r o n t s his pu r sue r . " W h y are 
you do ing this?" and urges Ma la f ron t e 
to "look into himself." 

T h a t Malafronte is unable to do so is 
~perhaps~his~greatest fa i l ing . T h a t the 
filmmakers cannot look into him either 
is, ultimately, their film's greatest failing. 

Rachel Rafelman is a Toronto freelance writer. 
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M If you ' re one of those people w h o 
always thought N e w f o u n d l a n d was just 
a n o t h e r p rov ince , see Sec re t N a t i o n . 
You'll probably never look at the place 
in the same light again. W i t h his second 
feature, Newfound land director Michael 
J o n e s has a d d e d 110 m i n u t e s to t h e 
body of C a n a d i a n film cu l tu re and in 
do ing so has m a d e a un ique con t r ibu-
tion to that culture. 

Secret N a t i o n has been c o m p a r e d , 
o n n u m e r o u s o c c a s i o n s , to O l i v e r 
Stone 's JFK. But it 's hard to c o m p a r e 
Secret N a t i o n to any th ing . Like J F K , 
this accompl i shed 1992 p r o d u c t i o n is 
driven by revelations of a well-covered-
up conspiracy of immense propor t ions . 
A n d it blends real and fictional charac-
ters. But that 's about as far as the simi-
larities go. Jones ' creation is far less self-
i m p o r t a n t than S tone ' s a n d far m o r e 
funny. More to the point , Secret N a t i o n 
seems somehow free of the taint of para-
noia that clings to JFK and most other 
conspiracy dramas. Sure, there's abun -
dant paranoia within the bounds of its 
storyline, but the film itself (in its own 


