
The Search of the Lost. “Moleque”, a short film by Rémi Pinaud 

You can see on the internet now the films by young French filmmaker Rémi Pinaud. In his shortfilm 

works, he has so far given a tumultuous (spectacular, carnevalesk) insight into the nightlife of Paris 

and also, together with Benoit Mery, taken a look across the border to feel for the last remains of the 

Summer of Love on the South Side Festival in the south of Germany.  

Now he has published a short film about a street kid in Sao Paolo and turns out to be a smart and 

emotionally insightful storyteller in the mumblecore –genre, ready to have look on topics that hurt.  

The mumblecore style of filming gets its name (I have to guess a little) by it’s non-perfect-hollywood 

technical characteristics: the audio may tend to be muffled. More importantly, it is just a low- (or 

non-) budget way of making a film, often by casting friends and shooting with basic, self-owned 

equipment. In this manner, movies were made in the last few years like Paranormal Activity, who 

receive a certain feel of authenticity from this rough-and-ready look, they have.  

For a critical journalism, this form also supports credibility, but can additionally have another effect: 

the fact, that all is filmed basically on the streets, adds to a certain “sketch-like” appeal. Plainly said, 

the thesis of a film like that can be stronger and more clearly, than technically more sophisticated 

and ornamented Hollywood movies. Yet a little bit more plainly: Reduce to the max. 

 “Moleque” is a short movie. Just about fifteen minutes lasts the search of a homeless person (Jose 

Trassi), who is looking for his little companion, which he only calls “Moleque”. The movie’s title is 

what you call a street person in Sao Paolo and what they call each other. Therefore, neither the one, 

nor the other has an actual name.  

Coughing and apparently devastated and restless, the Moleque awakes in a torn down apartment.  

“Moleque” is also the constant and increasingly desperate call for the invisible “kid”, that the 

Moleque is missing from his side today. Now the search begins on the sun-scorched streets of Sao 

Paolo.  

“Moleque” will become the mechanically repeated mantra of this exasperated journey. Only one lost 

soul we see travelling through the guts of the South American moloch. And the one goal to find the 

other one, will not be achieved. The streets of Saint Paulus’ City have engorged him. Either that or 

the poor devil that we see thirstily sucking the last drops from a plastic bottle, is only imagining him 

to begin with. 

It’s his little brother, is what he explains to the people, the security guards, the pedestrians, the 

garbage-drivers. Him he is looking for.                 

In an elegant and quite poetic metaphor, the Moleque thus gets doubled. Like in a mirror we can 

almost see another one like him franticly searching the dirty streets. Struggling for dear life and 

driven by the sole wish to reunite with him. And like them, there must be thousands on this streets. 

Lost and forlorn. And with whom are they trying to reunite? With whom is our Moleque actually 

trying to reunite?  

It’s among the people, is what we see, not only two, but thousands and thousands that are living and 

dying at the bottom of the City of Saint Paul. The connection is lost from one to another. In a social 

network that demands certain social standards from the people connected, single beings get lost and 



fall down. Maybe this connection is what the Moleque is desperately looking for. But can he ever find 

it?  

He won’t get help from the people he is asking about his brother. The closest to friendliness, he hears 

from the people walking by is: “Did not see him”. Then they are pushing on and off. In other cases, 

the Moleque gets ignored or chased away like a dog. One feels: the story of a lost one like this takes 

place here every day. And people have grown tired to look at the suffering.  

The people, that the Moleque encounters, sitting in their cars or boots, or walking by, are in most 

parts not extras or actors, but are just citizens of Sao Paolo. They look at the actor Jose Trassi like at 

any real dirt-eater on the streets, who is willing to clean their windshields even with his own clothes 

for just a few coins. They hardly take any notice of the nameless wanderer. Where he’s not seen as a 

threat, he’s not a citizen, not a person, not even a human being. But merely a regretfully dirty part of 

the street scene.      

In this setting, the Moleque continues his search. For his little brother, but also for some coins, for 

scraps of food. He finds some pizza in a garbage bag and hungrily eats it. He drinks some leftover 

lemonade. From time to time he is shaken by coughing fits. And time and time again he is calling out 

for his friend: “Moleque!” José Trassi shows an impressive performance as he stumbles increasingly 

mechanical,  more and more exhausted, and gives the Moleque that driven look from the beginning, 

as he can hardly keep his eyes open from fatigue. So he journeys on, block after block. 

After nightfall, the Moleque lays down on a traffic island. Hard to believe, but there’s some peace in 

the way, he can lie his head this one time, even if it’s hardly minutes till he has to rise again, driven 

by his idea of finding his friend back. In this short period  we don’t even know, if he will get up again. 

And even if he will, we feel that the time nears when he cannot carry on anymore and his search, 

whatever it means, will be finally over. We can ask into this moment of calm: Is it all a feverish 

dream? Is this little boy, he is looking for, real? Spiritual people are welcome to hope that it’s the 

Divino Niño, that will lead the poor soul straight into the realm of heavens.  

Death anyways seems to be waiting for Moleque, and be his salvation maybe. And maybe it will even 

reunite him and his brother. On the hard ground of Sao Paolo, we have to witness, there’s not much 

hope for people like him. Moleque will stay lost, we are afraid. Too big is the stomach of the Moloch. 

Too small one person that fell into it and sunk all the way down. His fellow beings would have to be 

his only chance of surviving in a situation like that. Through the connection with people, Moleque 

might grow to be strong enough again. But the ability to connect was lost a long time ago for this 

Moleque. Died down maybe, after a long series of unfortunate events. Now people fear him. They 

chase him away. They beat him. They will not lower their passenger windows for him. They cannot 

help him anymore. Like an animal that carries along the scent of death, he drags on. Surrounded by 

people and yet like in a hostile desert. Alone. Clinging to a tiny shard of existence.  How many days 

will he have left for his search for his lost brother?  

Rémi Pinaud has made almost a classical social drama in this 15 minutes. Simple and with a minimum 

of technical effort. In the backstreets of Sao Paolo the material was shot, while the team was always 

accompanied by an armed guard, who lowered his hand to the butt of his revolver, once the filming 

started. For a piece of cinematic reality to be formed, the real reality had to be kept at a distance. 

Too great was the actual danger in the home of the Moleque. 



What makes this one special, is maybe just this reality-mix, that derived from this setting. The 

virtually (look-like) homeless Trassi makes obvious, that it is sufficient to wear dirty clothes, to be 

taken for a potentially dangerous street person. Out of society by the blink of an eye.  

And how, one might ask, can anybody get back to his feet, when he can’t approach a fellow citizen 

for just a conversation? 

Rémi Pinauds film gains from it’s shortness and, just for that reason, becomes clear and insistent. 

There is no overture. We are not told, how the situation got to be as it is. There also is no closure, as 

we see the Moleque running in the streets. Therefore it becomes all the more apparent, that this is 

not happening  some time else than right now. In our present day. And all the more the situation of 

the Moleque becomes precarious. He’s running out of time. And that’s it.  

Who knows of a beginning for that, how this became to be what it is? Who would be able to say, how 

it will end? Will it change in the foreseeable future? What this work is only saying, is: “Look, it is like 

that.” Luckily without moralistic pointing fingers. The authors of this film would not be able to give 

much of an answer to longstanding social questions. But they don’t want to be silent about it either.   

Even with a “slice” of reality like this, there also goes the question: “How are we going to stand 

towards this?” As the situation towards the end of the film, this is a question that is open. 

Who doesn’t know the disinterest towards poverty and distress, that Citizens of major cities adjust 

themselves to quickly after arriving? Who will approach a person, whose appearance seems to 

display danger through disease or criminality? Who will advise somebody to do so? “I don’t have a 

gun” says the Moleque. 

On the other hand: How can we help a fellow human being, when there’s a car glass panel always 

between us? When we cannot trust one another and are afraid to tend to the people that most need 

our help? Rémi Pinaud and José Trassi are telling about this in a plain and unagitated manner. They 

are discovering a society, that has lost not it’s will, but it’s ability for compassion.  

Pinaud is not Brazilian. But he not only looking at Brazil’s society neither. “Moleque” is a parable, that 

in it’s basic proposition could easily be moved to Paris, as well as to Berlin. And this is what makes 

this director interesting. He didn’t study film on collage, but learned his profession “outside”, while 

living in many cities of the world. Thus, his works are not by the School and intellectual, but take 

place, where the action is. As a neo-modern Gonzo-journalist, this author goes deep into the things, 

he wants to tell about and tries to get an understanding of them first. In this also, he shows himself 

affected by Andrej Tarkowski, the great poet of Russian film and declared idol of Pinaud. Tarkowski 

writes in his programmatic work on filmmaking “Sculpting In Time” of the importance for any artist, 

to sculpt his own character first, before expecting genuineness in his works.  

This ideal, which goes along with the urbanity, in which this filmmaker is at home in many cities of 

the world, leads to expect, that we will hear much about Rémi Pinaud in the future.                  

 


