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Does exist a remedy to the memory pain? To the torment of a past that doesn’t pass, of a guilt that doesn’t calm down?

This remedy that the eccentric billionaire Franny, a Richard Gere in one among his more intense and mature proofs, is searching for calming down his mental pain, uselessly, in the drugs, in the medicine, in all that he can. 

Really awaited, in an absolute world premiere, Franny, the result of a crossing of a really young director and the scenarist Andrew Renzi, present in the cinema after the projection, is his first film. With an old lion of the American cinema that provides his marked face, his melancholy of a 62 year old man in crisis to a complex character, multifaceted, the few rows of the journals have already defined Franny as Shakespearian. The film (In Italy, the title has been translated as il segreto (the secret), thanks to our bad habit of arbitrary change the title of films) musts, in fact, its main prestige to its intensity and power of the interpretation by Richard Gere, that plays a dramatic role not so usual for him, a character not lacking of irony, hope and able to raise a deep sympathy, as it has been for me, in the audience.

We are in Philadelphia. Franny is eccentric, a filantrope loner billionaire, benefactor known for his support in particular to an oncological childhood hospital, since 5 years he lives retired in his luxurious villa, alternating his benefit actions to his painful addiction to morphine from which he cannot take away; the only salve, the unique lenient sleep to the endless pain of his souvenirs. 

Five years before, during a car trip with his best-friend and his wife, a couple to whom he was really tied to, Franny provoked an accident, with no intention, joking to hug his friend from the back seat: a joyful moment became suddenly a tragedy. The couple died. Only Franny survived.

He survived by doing benefit actions as a clear will of reparation, tormented by the memory and by the guilt sense. It is comparable to the killing of his loved friend caused by his high affection, by this huge love, It’s a hug that became mortal. It is evident the most interesting psychological aspect of the film, although the director does not deepen it too much, is the deep friendship, reaching the limit of morbidity, for sure veined and sublimated by a unconscious homosexuality, that Franny felt toward the couple. The three protagonists were inseparable, united by a true love and also, for Franny, by  deeper needs: of not exclusion, to be more useful to people, to be reloved again, maybe.  

When 5 years later, the young daughter of the died friend appears, Mya, now pregnant and together with her husband Bobby, young doctor at the beginning of his career, Franny has another opportunity, a couple again. Not the couple, but the couples that we may say are the grounds in which, by touching lightly the fine limit of depraved intrusion, Franny tried to be integrated with.

Emotional, excited by the idea to see again Mya after several years, he converted his desire to transfer- a real and true transfer-  on a new couple his influence, and he accomplished that through the unique way that he knew: money. He bought a house for the new family, the one owned by the died parents, he helped Bobby with his career supporting his hiring in the hospital where he was benefactor; at the beginning, even if they knew that this was too much, the couple accepted his support. It’s not casual the inclination for the medical environment, he stated at the young oncologist: you save lives, he said, the old injured billionaire saw  in the doctor the biggest possibility to repair (not only concretely, but also in a deeper manner) to the damage of the loss, to the unfair transience of life. 

But the comprehension lasted a very few time. Franny revealed soon all his fragility, all his desperation asking to Bobby new prescription of medicinal, now that his historical doctor couldn’t write prescription for him anymore, and when Bobby refused, he tried to seduce him (literally attract Bobby to him) through the lux, drugs and exceed. But, after a first initial concession (an interesting issue that has not been considered, the unconscious need of the young boy to have a father), Bobby distanced rapidly Franny, refusing him and any helps and attempts of Franny to manipulate him and give other new gifts. 

It was the rupture, between a always more desperate Franny, drugless and abandoned, and the young couple, determined that they didn’t want any intromission in their life. Only Mya, that remembered him as the best friend of her parent, was more comprehensive: “what happened?” she streamed at him, what happened that day, how did my parent fall down in the river…

The secret and above all the pain that Franny guarded in himself and that the girl was unaware, I believe, goes beyond of the dynamic of the accident; the director doesn’t seem dare go further, but by a psychoanalytic point of view, the secret is unrevealable, it is the deep psychiatric knot of the personality of Franny: the love for his friend converted in friendship, in  more intense and hotter friendship among the others. As Freud remembered to us in his most beautiful text (indirect) about friendship, the correspondence with Fliess, “Friendship, isn’t it one of the possible destiny of the instinct, that if impossible to his object, he has to find a substitutive form, socially accepted and valorized?” The secret is the love of Franny for the Mya’s father… Friendships may be real and true loves, in certain phase of the adolescent life, in certain persons and, in a variable way, also in all of us, …

“I cannot do without someone else and you are the only someone else”

(Freud, Correspondence to Fliess)
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