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Girl in the Window, Part II 
Luciano Emmer, Dir. (1961) 
 

The screen is dark. Gradually we make out the forms of the men, and then the glow of a headlamp. We 
hear a strangled cough and, in the darkness, we see a blackened face, but we can’t tell whose it is. 
Finally, we make out another face – Vincenzo’s – his headlamp also lit. 
“Are you still alive?” We recognize the voice: it’s Federico’s. 
“Yes, but –” Vincenzo begins as Federico lets out a hacking cough.  
“Are you injured?” 
“No,” Vincenzo shakes his head. “I don’t think so.” 
“Well, that’s good. We made it.” 
 

Vincenzo exclaims, “There’s someone under there. It’s Salvatore!” We see just the soles of his boots. 
The rest of him is buried. 
“We have to do something! Let’s get him out!” 
“Are you crazy?” warns Federico. “If we dig, it will fall down. It’s pointless. Instead, let’s see if we can 
find a hole to get out of here. Come on!” 
Amidst their continued coughing, Vincenzo makes a sudden discovery, “Hey, here’s someone else.” 
“Who is it?” 
“It’s Mustafà.” 
 

“Take it easy, Mustafà, save your breath, come on. Pull yourself back. Let me see.” The beam of light 
from his helmet lamp reveals that Mustafà is trapped. “I understand. There’s nothing we can do. It’s 
better to wait for them to look for us. Come on, lie against the wall. We’re safer on the coal side, at 
least.” 
Panting, Vincenzo and Federico lean their backs up against the wall. 
Federico continues: “Turn off your headlamp. Mustafa’s is enough to see. It’s better to save them. 
Right now the important thing is to remain calm, because anyway at this point they’ve already rung 
the alarm and they know where we are. It’s just a question of a few hours and they’ll get us out of here. 
Right, Mustafà, that they’ll get us out of here?” 
 

Mustafà looks up at him in quiet desperation and moans softly. 
“Dammit!” Federico says. “Ten months without a single accident!” 
At the sudden roar of a jackhammer, Federico leaps up: “But he will make everything cave in! Stop 
him!” Mustafà is trying to blast his way out of the debris. 
The two men grab him from behind as he closes his eyes and groans in pain. 
 

There is a sudden a hiss and Federico yells, “Guys! We have air! Feel it, Mustafà!” He holds the tube 
releasing air towards Mustafà’s face. But the injured man just moans and presses his hand against the 
rock that has him pinned down. 
“Poor devil, he’s stuck with his legs buried under there,” says Federico. “Be brave, Mustafà. Come on,  
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because we’ve got air. We can last as long as we want. Come on!” The three men laugh, holding on to  
hope as best they can.  
The screen goes dark again. 
 

At the opening of the next scene, Federico is loudly singing a popular Lombardi song. 
Oh, Teresina, come down 
Oh, Teresina, come down 
Oh, Teresina, come down 
Your love has arrived. 
 
Suddenly he stops. “I’ve got a clock in my head, you know? And I’m rarely wrong. It should be… eight 
hours that we’ve been here. Want to bet?” 
Vincenzo gazes at him listlessly. We see his face in closeup: a black mask, broken only by the white of 
his teeth and eyeballs. Mustafà stares blankly up at the ceiling, his cross shining brightly in the dark. 
They don’t answer. 
 

“But don’t you ever talk?” Federico scolds him. 
Vincenzo shrugs. “What do you want me to say?”   
“Where are you from? I don’t even know where you’re from.” 
“From Rovigo. From the province: Lendinara.” 
“What’s your name?” 
“Vincenzo. Rossi, Vincenzo.” He says his name the second time in the Italian style: with the last name 
first. 
 

“Have you got any family back there or are you alone?” asks Federico. 
Vincenzo looks down sadly, with the injured African in his lap. “Yes, my father, my mother and seven 
brothers and sisters.”  
“Damn!” 
*  This word, which just means a kind of eatery, is a euphemism to avoid blaspheming by saying 
“host” – which the priest offers parishioners during the Catholic mass – which sounds similar in 
Italian. 
 

Suddenly Vincenzo looks over, saying excitedly, “Listen! What’s that sound?” 
Federico shrugs at first, not hearing anything. Then he gets excited too. “Those are the jackhammers! 
They’re coming!”* 
Vincenzo repeats, “The jackhammers! Hey, Mustafà, the jackhammers!” 
“I told you they were going to get us out of here! Damn it! Come on, this is over, guys.” Federico takes 
off his helmet and turns on the headlamp, saying happily, “It’s no use saving; they’re coming. We can 
even waste light!”  
* For those of you watching the film, the term they actually use here is “pneumatic picks.” Since the 
term is not in common usage, we decided to continue with the term “pneumatic hammer”. 
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“Now everybody sing, okay, guys? Come on, Mustafà, you sing too. Do you know this one?” Federico 
leads them, waving his hand and singing the popular Mexican song Besame Mucho. 
Besame, 
Besame mucho 
Como si fuera ésta noche 
La última vez* 
He sings loudly, practically yelling, looking towards the sound of jackhammers. The screen, once 
again, goes dark, to show the passage of time. 
*Kiss me, kiss me with passion, as if tonight were the last time. 
 

“What day is it?” asks Vincenzo. 
“Thursday, maybe Friday.” Federico stops for a moment, then adds: “As long as they get us out by 
Saturday.” 
“Why Saturday?” 
“Because… I’ll show you what we’re doing on Saturday. We’re off to Amsterdam, we’ll eat like kings! 
And then we’ll find two girls who are on the ball and we’ll rent them for ourselves for the weekend – 
that, around here, means from Saturday to Sunday night.” 
“How do you rent them?” asks Vincenzo innocently. 
“Don’t worry. Let them get us out of here and I’ll show you how to rent two girls. Okay, are we on for 
Saturday?” 
“Okay.” 
“Okay, let’s shake on it. There we are!” 
Clearly, Mustafà is not invited to this outing.  
 

There is a sudden crash and then a roar. The two men sit up and look at each other. Vincenzo says, 
“Hey, the air isn’t coming in anymore.” 
Federico holds up his hand to feel for the air. “That means the pipe has broken on the other side, 
damn it!” 
“Now, what do we do?” 
Federico shrugs helplessly and says, “What do you want to do? We wait. So now it’s a matter of hours, 
maybe minutes.” 
 

The screen darkens briefly then the headlamp shows Federico, lying down, with Vincenzo’s head in his 
lap. We hear the labored breathing of the men, in the oxygen-depleted air.  
Vincenzo asks, “Federico, do you think they’re still looking for us?”  
Lifting his head a little, Federico replies weakly, “Who knows? Damn it… What are they doing?” 
The camera pans slowly to Mustafà, covered in sweat, lying on Vincenzo’s lap. We barely make him 
out in the darkness. The screen goes dark. 
 

Suddenly we hear the screech of the cage going up the mine shaft. We see the light from the surface as 
a bright dot in the darkness, which grows bigger and bigger as the cage rises. 
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Federico and Vincenzo are in the cage. As they come to the surface, they wince and shut their eyes 
against the glare of light – light that they haven’t seen for days. 
Their co-workers are gathered in front of the elevator to greet them. 
“Here they are, there’s the other one too, the new one!” 
“Hi, Federico!” 
They pat Federico’s back, as he walks through with Vincenzo. 
 

Federico turns around and asks, “What day is today?”	
“Saturday.”	
He turns to Vincenzo and says, “What did I tell you, that they would get us out by Saturday.”	
 

The men walk out surrounded by their workmates. Then something catches their eye off-screen.	
 

It is Mustafà screaming in pain as he is loaded into an ambulance. The men gaze at the car as it speeds 
away.	
“Oh, poor Mustafà,” says Federico somberly.	
 

But the mood soon turns back to celebration.	
A miner says, “I took up the collection to buy the funeral wreath.” 	
Federico laughs heartily and replies, “It doesn’t matter. That means that we will drink to our health 
with that money.”	
The men walk on, talking loudly. Everyone wants to greet Federico.	
 

Back in his room, Vincenzo has washed off the soot and is dressed in a suit. He examines the pinups 
posted on the wall by the Sicilian, Salvatore, now dead in the mine, and runs his fingers lightly over 
them. At last, he looks down, deep in thought 
 

The last time he was with Salvatore, all he could see was the soles of his boots; the rest of him was 
buried. Now Vincenzo picks up his own work boots, wraps them in a newspaper and puts them into 
his suitcase. He’s had it with the mining life. 
 

Not bothering to knock, Federico comes into the room, cleaning a spot on his necktie as he walks. “Are 
you ready?”	
 

He suddenly realizes that Vincenzo is packing to leave. “Oh, what are you doing?” he asks. 	
“Packing.”	
“Packing?!” he asks in disbelief.	
“Yes.”	
Federico sits down on one of the beds. “So you’re going away?”	
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“I told you I was going back to Italy, didn’t I?”	
Federico leaps to his feet, indignant. “You’re a real traitor! What did we say down in the mine?” 	
“That we’d go to Amsterdam.”	
“And so?”	
 

“And so let’s go to Amsterdam,” he replies as he walks to the door, suitcase in hand.	
“Ah!” Federico is relieved.	
Vincenzo turns around. “But then, I’m off.”	
 

“But later, not now.” Federico asks for confirmation.	
“Yes,” Vincenzo smiles.	
“Then everything is okay!” Federico smiles back. “Let’s go! You’ll see, tonight we’re expected, my 
dear!”	
The men leave the room.	
 

The cafe is full of miners drinking and talking noisily. There’s music and two men are dancing 
together. A man approaches Federico saying, “Federico, what are you doing? You’re leaving without 
drinking to our health?”	
“No, no!” he replies, “Every promise is a debt!” He orders: “Two more!”	
One of the guys tells him, “But you’re paying for them because we’ve already drunk the collection 
money.”	
 

 
Federico tells the proprietor to put it on his tab, but the man protests, “Look, with this, you’ll owe me 
exactly 500 florins, you know? I want to know when you’re going to give it to me.”	
“All right!” He turns and yells across the room, “Hey, Vincenzo, come here!”	
 

Vincenzo accepts the glass that Federico offers him, making a toast to everyone’s health. The men 
raise their glasses high. 	
 

Vincenzo’s friend Salvatore approaches him, asking, “So you’re leaving?”	
“Yes.”	
“Obviously, he doesn’t like the landscape,” comments the proprietor’s daughter, Esterina. She and 
Salvatore have their arms around each other. He seems to have decided to stay – at least for a while.	
Federico tells Vincenzo . “Come or we’ll miss the train. Farewell, everyone!”	
 

Giovanni, one of Vincenzo’s Italian pals, comes up to him. “Oh, Vince’ you’re leaving? If you go by my 
village, tell them not to worry because I’ll be back in three years with the money.” 
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Vincenzo waves goodbye as he walks out the door. Federico is waiting for him outside, in the bright 
sunshine. Just that morning the two men were trapped in a dark mine, not knowing if they would ever 
emerge, and now they are on their way to a weekend in Amsterdam! 
 

Here is the soccer game, obligatory in any film set in Europe. As they walk through the group of 
shouting boys, Federico joins in to kick the ball around briefly. He tells Vincenzo that, when he was 
younger, he was a real champ.	
 

The two have arrived in Amsterdam. In a long shot, we see them near the railroad station, tiny figures 
in the night, the darkness speckled with light from windows and billboards, the silhouettes of towers 
in the background. 	
 

They’ve arrived in the red-light district. This is where Federico had in mind to rent two women, a 
concept that Vincenzo couldn’t quite grasp. Men in business suits walk down the street, as women 
stand on the sidewalk or lean out of windows, calling out to them.	
 

Federico and Vincenzo approach a window where a young woman with long blonde hair has just sat 
down, crossing her legs seductively.	
“But that girl in there, what’s she doing?” asks the naive Vincenzo.	
Federico turns to him and asks incredulously, “What do you mean, ‘What’s she doing?’ She’s for sale. 
You go in, agree on a price, pull the curtains and buy her – like a kilo of parmesan.” He chuckles. 	
 

After a few paces, Federico stops and adds, “But let’s not behave like Italians and throw ourselves at 
the first one that comes by because we’ll have to put up with her until tomorrow evening. Fortunately, 
Federico has a discerning eye.”	
They observe as a man goes briskly up the steps into a room. The woman there is another blonde. Her 
blouse straps are falling off her shoulders. She speaks with the man briefly, then she stands up and 
walks to the curtains, closing them. Federico continues his lesson: “Did you see that? She found her 
buyer.”	
 

As they are walking, a basket is lowered in front of them from a high window. A voice calls out in 
Dutch, “Hey, handsome! Come on up!” They look up to see a woman leaning out of the window, 
beckoning with her finger. 	
“Maybe if you install an elevator, we’ll come and find you!” Federico jokes to her. The men laugh and 
walk on.	
 

They continue on their way. A woman leans out of a ground floor window. “Hey, handsome!”	
“I’ll come back later, blondie!” Federico says to her. 	
 

But he stops at the next window. He says, “Take a look at this one.” 	
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The young woman (Marina Vlady) is tall and stylish with long blonde hair. She’s wearing a black 
sleeveless dress and high heels. Several small lamps light her room, which seems cozy. It could be a 
living room in anyone's home. An empty chair across from her invites some visitor to come, sit and 
keep her company. She looks at the men. 
	
“How do you find her?” Federico asks. “She seems made by hand, doesn’t she?”	
On display in the windows, these blonde women seem like dolls to the two Italians.	
As the woman sips a cup of tea, the camera pans up her body, following the trajectory of the men’s 
eyes. She gives them a wink.	
 

Vincenzo looks at her hungrily and says, “I’ve got nothing to say about that. Nice eye, beautiful thigh, 
beautiful animal.”*	
“Come, I’ll introduce her to you, come on.”	
As they start walking toward the building, a woman yells from down the street, “Federico! Come here!” 	
* The use of  the singular here is a way in Italian of describing an animal. 
 

Federico turns around. A woman is leaning out of a doorway, waving at him.  
 

Waving back to her, Federico answers happily, “Hey, hi! I’ll be right there!”	
“You’re certainly well-known around here,” remarks Vincenzo.	
 

“Ah, you know how it is,” Federico replies modestly, “Come on, go in. For Saturday and Sunday, you 
offer her 200 florins. You’ll see that she’ll jump for joy.” 	
He starts towards the woman who’s calling him but Vincenzo follows him. Federico turns and scolds 
him. “Well, get going! Right?”	
“Yes,” Vincenzo answers agreeably and walks towards the steps.	
 

Vincenzo pauses uncertainly at the doorway and looks back at Federico, who is standing beside the 
woman who had called him. She starts in complaining immediately, “You’re already cheating on me, 
huh?”	
“No!” he defends himself. “I was with a friend.” He gestures back towards Vincenzo.	
In the red light district, it’s a striking street scene, men walking along the sidewalk in search of 
company, and women, outside or inside behind a window, trying to lure them.	
 

Vincenzo hesitates at the window. The woman takes a drag on her cigarette and slowly exhales. 
 

She looks up at him and meets his eyes. Like Mustafà, she wears a gold cross. Out of his depth, again, 
Vincenzo remains immobile.  
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Another man strolls along and stops in front of the window. Stricken, Vincenzo keeps looking at her. 
 

She raises her eyebrows and shakes her head gently to let him know he had better move if he wants 
her. She gestures with her thumb towards the door. 	
Will Vincenzo go in? Can he act more quickly than the other man, who seems to be more self-assured? 
Or will he find himself alone all weekend, tagging along after Federico?  


