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Rocco and his Brothers, Parte III 
Luchino Visconti, Director (1960) 

 
SIMONE  

 
Nadia is brushing her hair, her stockings draped over a cord strung across the bathroom. To someone 
off screen, she says, “So you decided to box. It’s a great idea, you know.” She laughs, tossing her hair. 	
 

“It’s a nice profession, boxing” she says, as she walks to the closet and takes out a robe. As she puts it 
on, she continues, “But, if I understand correctly, you box the way I make a living.”* She makes a 
gesture for “money” with her fingers.	

	
*This is a way of saying she makes a living as a prostitute.	
 

She sits on the edge of the bed and looks at him smiling. It’s Simone. He’s eating at a table loaded with 
food, a bottle of wine in front of him. “No,” he defends himself. “I do it with feeling.” 

 
“Ah, you have feeling? I do it with feeling too!” She stretches out on the bed, legs crossed. “And your 
brother?” she asks.	
“Which?” he asks turning towards her, as he continues eating. “I have four.”	
 

“The oldest. The one who called the cop. My God, what a day! First the snow, then my father, then me 
running away. You know that I never could stand the cops. Even as a kid, so imagine how I feel now!” 
He laughs, looking at her lovingly. Leaning over the bed, he begins to kiss her hand.	
 

She yawns. “You know that I’m sleepy. I’ll sleep now and you leave.”	
“No,” he murmurs.	
“No? Yes, you will go. I like to sleep alone. That’s why I left home.” 	
 

He gets up and walks around the bed. He kisses her gently on the forehead, then all over her face as 
she continues, “You know, when I was little, my father got sick and was in the hospital for a long time. 
Then Mama and I went to stay with an uncle and an aunt. The war had just ended and there weren’t 
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many houses. I remember we were put in a room with so many of us crammed in. Like your house, I 
imagine. 	

	
On summer mornings, once school let out, we’d play in the courtyard.” Simone rubs his face softly 
against hers as she talks. “I was developed for my age and didn’t like kids’ games anymore. I would 
just watch. There was a dentist, he lived on the ground floor. One day he signaled me. After that, I 
started going there alone at night.” Her story is turning serious, and Simone’s amorous attentions no 
longer seem appropriate. But she ends the story on a wry note: “It was an improvement though, eh? 
Only two of us in a bed.”	
 

Finally, Simone stops. “How old were you?” he asks.	
“Thirteen.”	
Then she changes her mind and laughs. “It’s not true, about the dentist,” she says, looking away, as 
Simone begins kissing her again. “When I was little, I was very happy. Later is when the trouble 
started. Listen, I want to sleep now.” She kisses him lightly, but says, “I told you: are you going?”	
 

Back out on the street, we see Luca in a heavy coat and hat, riding a bike with a basket attached to the 
handlebars. He pulls over onto a bridge and yells, “Ciro! I’m here!”	
Ciro runs to him. 	
 

With the banks of the canal in the background, Luca hands over a sandwich and a night school 
schedule.	
 

Luca shows him something – a lottery ticket. Ciro says, “When will you stop wasting your money?”	
“Simone gave it to me.”	
“Ah, Simone… Did he go to work this morning” replies Ciro, nodding, as he bites into his sandwich.	
“He was sleeping when I left. But Simone never goes to work in the morning.”	
“Yeah, and who knows what he works at ...”	
“The best! Yesterday he even brought Mama 2,000 lira.”	
 

Ciro asks his hardworking little brother, “And you? What are you doing today?”	
“Delivering groceries for the shop near our house.” 
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“Wait until I turn 20 and then I’ll show everyone what I can do!”	
They say goodbye and Ciro goes back the way he came, still chewing on his sandwich.	
 

At a dry cleaners, a young woman in a white smock is saying to someone off-screen, “Are you really 
sure you know how to read? Since you’ve been here, everything’s been such a mess ...” She’s talking to 
Rocco, who’s wearing a dark shirt imprinted with the name of his boxing gym. “It’s not this one,” she 
complains.	
 

“Ignore her, Rocco” advises another employee. “That’s always happened.”	
“No, it hasn’t.”	
 

“A customer!” They rush to their places.	
In through the glass door comes Simone, with a big smile. 	
 

“It’s my brother, Simone” explains Rocco, who’s framed by a wooden Pinocchio and a row of coats. 
Behind him, a window gives a view of the old city and the gray sky.	
 

Simone says, “Hello everyone!” He whistles stunned at the size of the shop. He notices that they offer a 
makeover service and he jokes, “Here we go! This is just what I need!”	
“It’s expensive, you know,” warns Rocco.	
Simone answers with a swagger, “Oh, but I’ll pay, won’t I?” 	
 

At that, an older woman with a bouffant hairstyle comes in from the back room. It’s the boss, Luisa 
(Suzy Delair).* She claps her hands and says sharply, “What’s going on?”  

 
*We remember her as the flirtatious songstress from Quai des Orfèvres.  

 
She walks slowly over to Simone, with her arms crossed, looking him up and down. 	
He explains, “They said they can even make a guy like me new in five minutes. Is it true?”	
“Do you want to be convinced of it?”	
“Yes.”	
“Make yourself comfortable. Gannina, take care of the gentleman.” 
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The boss walks to the customer service area. “Rocco, are you still here?”	
One of the employees tells her, “That’s his brother.”	

 

Simone is in the changing room. An employee waits outside for him to take off his clothes. Through a 
half-open curtain, a mirror that hangs on the wall shows us Simone undressing. One by one, he hands 
her the articles of clothing: pants, shirt.	
 

But there’s a problem.	
“Signora, can the shirt be done?” asks the assistant. 	
Luisa walks over. She handles the shirt with some disdain. “The shirt, no. It’s too worn out.” 	
“What a shame,” he responds. “That’s the important thing.”	
 

Luisa looks up. “Rocco, move it! You’ll be late!”	
But Simone calls him over, waving his arm.	
 

Luisa walks off with a mysterious smile of satisfaction, leaving  Simone with his brother, who is 
holding a wicker basket full of clean laundry under his arm. 	
“Can you lend me some money?” Simone asks. “I need it right away. And tell them at the gym that I 
won’t go there for two days. I’ll be outside Milan!”	
 

From offscreen, Luisa says, “Rocco, don’t give him anything.”	
Simone protests, “Now you don’t like me, ma’am.”	
“I’m protecting Rocco. He should be wary of a guy like you.”	

 

Simone ignores her and turns back to Rocco, who agrees to lend him the money. Luisa asks him, “So, 
how much should I give him? Half a month’s wages?”	

“Yes, ma’am.”	

“Okay,” she says and walks away. Simone, still in his underwear, leans out of the changing room and 
his eyes fall on a table of clean shirts next to it. 
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Rocco asks, “But when will you return? Does Mama know?”	
“Yes, yes, she knows.”	
They say goodbye.	
As somber violin music starts to play, Simone reaches outside the changing room and deftly picks up a 
shirt from the table. Closing the curtain, he turns to the mirror, holding the shirt up to his chest and 
looking at himself.	
 

He is furtively stuffing it in his bag when the assistant tells him that his pants are almost ready. She 
asks for his jacket, which will just take a few minutes. 	
 

“Pants! Here are your pants!” The assistant hands them to Simone.	
“Wow, that was really quick!” he says cheerfully.	
 

Simone comes out, looking like new – except for the shirt, but that will soon be taken care of. Luisa’s 
onto him – she did warn Rocco against loaning him money – but she doesn’t know everything.	
“Look at him, like new again,” she says, but adds, “Of course, the shirt is not up to par.” She points to 
the shirts laid out on the table next to her. They belong to another customer but, she admits, “They’d 
look better on you.” 	

 

The assistant comes with his jacket and helps him put it on.	
Luisa hands him Rocco’s money, 5,000 lira, half a month’s wages, and she asks for the fee for the 
service: 700 lira. But he says, “No, I don’t really have it. Later, Rocco will give it to you.” She shakes 
her head with disapproval.	
He leans over to her, “Ma’am, have a good day and many thanks.”	
Smiling, she gives him a wink and says, “Goodbye.”	
 

He says goodbye as he leaves, and everyone says goodbye to him.	
 

The next scene opens at Simone’s new gym where men are working out.  
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Cerri goes to the door, where Rocco is, and demands, “And you, who are you?” 	
“My brother Simone is sick. He says that today and tomorrow he can’t come.” 

	
“We’re doing really great,” Cerri responds, annoyed.	
 

Duilio is there, dapper in a jacket and tie, as usual, and says dubiously, “Sick, eh? But at 3:00, they 
saw him in town!”	
 

Rocco responds innocently, “I don’t know anything.”	
Duilio says, “You don’t know anything, but I do know.” Angrily, he socks a punching bag, hard, and 
storms into the office. He comes back with his hat and coat and snarls at Rocco, “You’re his brother. 
Then listen, instead of bringing him here, I should have hung myself. Eh, Cerri? I was wrong. I’m the 
first to admit it. I’m fed up!” He storms out, slamming the door behind him.	

 

Cerri puts his hand on Rocco’s shoulder. “You’re Simone’s brother,” he says, affably.	
“Yes.”	
“Your brother’s got a good build and he punches well too, but he’s slow. He should work out more than 
the others.”	
 

In his office, Cerri proudly shows Rocco a wall covered with photos of boxers who trained with him. 
“All great, I made them.” Cerri tells Rocco to close the door. 	
 

"We want to fix the situation before it's too late. From here on, you come to the gym with him too, so 
that you keep an eye on him."	
“Me?”	
“Yes: you. Come together. Go out together in the evening. What’s your name?”	
“Rocco.”	

 

“You seem like a good kid. Just keep watch over your brother. And keep him from going out with 
certain people. Boxing is a serious profession that can only be done leading a serious life. Like all of 
them did,” he says, gesturing to the boxers on the wall. “Morality is the first thing for an athlete. Got 
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it? That means that women, cigarettes, drinking and so many other things: no, no, they can’t be done.” 
During his talk, we hear somber music, like the music we heard when Simone was stealing the shirt.	

	
Simone and Nadia stand on a bridge kissing. Behind them, motor boats speed by on the lake. 	

As they turn to go, Nadia waves to two grizzled old-timers in sailors’ uniforms. “Happy Easter, miss!” 
they respond. 	

So this is why Simone missed boxing practice! He is on holiday with Nadia in Bellagio.	

They stroll along the waterside by tables with beach umbrellas, where people relax, enjoying the day. 	
“What’s that?” asks Simone, pointing.	
“It’s a top notch hotel, my dear!” she says, kissing her fingertips to make the point.	
“Are you sure?”	
“Yes.” It’s the Grand Britannia, she tells him. 	
 

The pair is dressed up for this Easter outing. Nadia has a shawl draped over her shoulders. Simone is 
wearing a jaunty hat. We notice his clean white shirt ...	
As they walk along in front of the hotel, she tells him that she stayed there – once. It’s much nicer than 
the pensione they’re staying in. “It’s really fantastic.” In front of the hotel, guests are being served 
lunch on the lawn by waiters in white jackets. 	
 

They come to a low wall and sit down. “Before the year is over, I’ll bring you here,” he promises. “Wait 
until I turn professional, then you’ll see.”	
She asks for a cigarette and he gives her one, but he declines to smoke. For once, he follows his coach’s 
instructions.	
From the hotel’s outdoor café comes lilting violin music as background to the lovers’ talk.	
“How much will you earn?” she asks.	
“Plenty. But I’ve got to train hard.”	
 

She turns and leans against him, extending her leg along the wall. He puts his arm around her. 	
“It’ll be a big sacrifice,” he says, “For you too.”	
“What does it have to do with me?” she asks.	
“When you’re in training, nothing…”	
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“We need to get something straight, you know,” she retorts. “We’re not married. We see each other 
once in a while. We might not see each other for another year.” Simone looks hurt. She turns back to 
him: “You got it?” He kisses her lightly and she gives him a dismissive wave.	
 

A hotel employee, in a uniform and with a small round hat strapped to his head, comes over to tell 
them that they’re not allowed to sit on the wall. Nadia brushes it off, but Simone takes offense. The 
employee explains he’s just following orders and our couple gets up and leaves this fantasyland where 
you have to be rich to sit on a wall. They head back to their world, Simone hurling insults at the 
employee over his shoulder.	
 

Outside the dry cleaners, Rocco pulls down the security gate and then takes off on his bike, saying 
goodbye to his co-workers. 	
 

He rides past Simone, who has been lurking at the gas station waiting for him to leave his job. 	
 

Once Rocco passes, Simone runs to the shop. He knocks on the security gate and shouts, “Rocco!” One 
of the shop assistants in the street approaches him and asks what he needs. “My brother,” he answers. 
“He just left. Didn’t you see him?” 
“No, I didn’t see him.”  
From inside the shop, Luisa yells, “Who is it?” 
“It’s Rocco’s brother. I wanted to bring a package. But it doesn’t matter. I’ll come back tomorrow.”	

 
Then he asks the employee, “Can I leave it with the porter?”	
“Leave it in the shop,” she suggests. She shows him a side door.	
 

It’s dark inside the shop. The wooden Pinocchio we saw earlier is in a different spot now: by the 
counter where Luisa works. This puppet who wanted to be real, this boy who was lazy and always told 
lies, seems to be greeting Simone like an old friend.	
“May I come in?” asks Simone from off-screen. “Isn’t anyone here?”	
“Yes?” Luisa responds, disinterested.	
“Good evening, ma’am.”	
“Oh, it’s you.” 	
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He approaches the counter. “The girl said that I could leave the package. I didn’t expect to find you. 
It’s better this way.”	
Luisa looks concerned. “What is it?” 

	
She steps around the counter. He hands her the package, saying, “Here. you have to bear with me.”	
She accepts it, looking at him with suspicion.	

 

“It's a shirt to wash, but it’s not mine. It’s one of those nice shirts that were on that table the other 
day,” he says, with a gesture. “I only wore it once. You said it would look better on someone like me.”	
 

Luisa is furious. She tosses the shirt down. “Are you joking? Are you crazy?” He just laughs. “Answer! 
Stop laughing. You come here asking for special favors. And then you take advantage of the situation 
to steal and on top of that, act arrogant.” 	

 

She pauses, looks at him with disgust and finally spits out: “Thief!”	
He defends himself. “I didn’t want to steal.” He reaches his hand out for her and she slaps his arm.	
 

“It’s up to me whether to believe you! Because you abuse the trust of someone who has shown you 
kindness.” She steps away, becoming more and more anguished, as she foolishly reveals her weakness 
to him. “I’m stupid, ready to believe everyone and help everyone. It’s a constant struggle for a single 
woman who runs a business and must be careful about everything.” As she pours her heart out, 
Simone smiles, as if she were telling an amusing story.	
 

With an expression of almost diabolical delight, he approaches her from behind and puts his hand on 
her shoulder. She slaps him twice across the face and walks away. 	
 

He laughs and she turns back, demanding, “What do you want from me?” 	
In response, he takes her in his arms and kisses her passionately. 	
 



 

Li conoscevo bene: Il blog per gli studenti di lingua italiana che amano i film.                   www.liconoscevobene.net 10 

 
She accepts his kiss, but then separates from him, covers her face with her hands and backs off again, 
saying, “No, leave me alone.”	
But she’s a lonely woman, and when he goes to her again she gives in to him. 	
 

As the camera comes in for a close-up on their kiss, it finds her diamond brooch. At the close of the 
scene, Simone’s fingers are lightly caressing it.   

 
Ciro and Rocco are at home in their undershirts. Ciro is working at his desk and Rocco is sewing. They 
speak in whispers.	
“Why do they all suspect you?” asks Ciro.	
“I don’t know. The boss keeps watching me.”	
“She seems crazy to me.”	
“That’s true. But the girls keep watching me too.”	
“We’ll go sort it out with the police tomorrow morning.” Apparently Ciro believes in the authorities.	
“Yes,” Rocco agrees.	
 

There’s a knock at the door, “Parondi! Reception!”	
Rocco turns to Ciro, terrified. “They’ve come to arrest me!	
 

From her bed in the same room, Rosaria yawns and asks, “Who’s calling Parondi?”	
She puts on her shawl, looks unhappily at her two sons, and gets out of bed with a groan.	
 

Ciro gets up from the desk. “No, I’ll go.”	
“Yes, you go.” 	

 

Ciro opens the door and sees a burly man in a cap. “What is it?” he asks.	
“They want Vincenzo Parondi at the reception area.”	
“Vincenzo?” repeats Ciro, looking behind him at Rocco, confused. Why would they want Vincenzo?	
 

Rosaria takes over: “Vincenzo? He’s not home.” She asks Rocco, “They want Vincenzo. Do you know 
why?”	
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“No, I don’t know. I can go see,” he replies.	
“Yes, you go.”	
They all look very concerned.	
 

“Do you know why they’ve come for him at this hour of night?” Rosaria wonders.	
Rocco puts his hands on his mother’s shoulders reassuringly. “It’s not that late, you know.”	
“You don’t think so?”	
“It’s not 10:00 yet.” He touches her cheek affectionately. “Go to bed, Mama.”	
 

At the door, Ciro stops him, asking, “Do you want me to go with you?”	
“No, stay here with Mama.”	

 

CAPTION: A lovely shot of public housing. Inside the apartment, kitchen utensils hang on the wall. 
Grime around the light switch testifies to a thousand hands. Outside in the hallway: a figure in black 
walks with a cane, a lady with a shawl sits hunched in chair, and two men share a newspaper, 
discussing the day’s events. At the ceiling, a long row of lights runs along the corridor, leading the eye 
into the distance.	
 

Ciro closes the door. This is the family’s new apartment, in public housing. As in Ginetta’s house, 
Catholic images have been pinned on the door. The family photo hangs in its frame on the wall next to 
pots and pans.  

 
It’s one big room with the kitchen table in the center, beds along the side. At one end is Ciro’s desk, 
which he’s now returned to.	
Luca wakes up, asking, “What happened?”	
His mother tells him, “Stay in bed.”	
 

Then she walks over to Ciro. “And you? When will you finish?”	
He looks at her over his shoulder, “I have to finish studying. I’ll wait up for Rocco.”	
“You’re right, my son.” She puts her hands on his shoulders and leans over to give him a kiss. 	
“Good night,” he says.	
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As she walks to her bed, she stops. “Simone hasn’t returned yet,” she muses “– and Vincenzo...” She 
throws her hands up in the air, saying, “These blessed boys!”	
 

In the street outside the Parondis’ building, it’s dark. From a parked car, Nadia calls out to someone 
off-screen, “Hey, you! Come here! Hurry up!”	
It’s Rocco. He approaches and asks, “But is it me that you want?”	
“But you aren’t Vincenzo.”	
“No, Vincenzo went out with Ginetta, his girlfriend.”	
“Really?	
 

“Yes, they’ve been engaged for six months, but Mama doesn’t approve. So they meet outside.”	
Amused, but impatient, Nadia replies, “You don’t have to tell me your whole family history. Who are 
you?”	
“Rocco.”	
“Oh, yes, I remember you now. I have to talk to you. Hop in.”	
 

He gets in the car and she roars off. 	
 

They go across the city, and it finally occurs to this passive boy to ask, “But where are we going now?” 	
“Somewhere private where we won’t have ugly encounters.”	
 

She pulls over and stops abruptly. “Okay, here is good.” She reaches back for her purse. As she 
rummages around in it, she says, “I asked for Vincenzo because I know him a little but you’ll do okay 
for me, as well.” 	
 

Finally she finds what she is looking for: something wrapped up in a handkerchief. She hands it to 
him. “Here. Do you know what this is?” 	
He shakes his head.	
It’s Luisa’s brooch. 	
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“Your brother Simone says he bought it. And I say he stole it. I don’t want to know where it came from. 
I’ve got enough of my own troubles. I can’t take risks. Get it?”	
“No.”	
“No? Well, that’s even better.” She laughs.	
“Why did he do it?” asks the innocent Rocco.	
“To go to bed with me. It seems I’m worth it. You don’t believe it?”	
 

They pause for a moment, Rocco, trying to process this information. 	
Nadia breaks the silence, “How are you dressed, eh?” She says as she opens his coat to see.	
“I was in bed.”	
“Ah, in bed,” she makes a sound like a moan of pleasure as she reaches inside his coat and caresses his 
chest. “How nice and warm he is.” He looks at her, shocked and she laughs in response, “Don’t worry. 
I won’t eat you.”	
 

She instructs him, “Listen, tell your brother that I’m giving back this stuff. I appreciate it a lot, but it’s 
useless for him to come looking for me. Got it?”	
 

He looks down, mute. She prompts him: “Hey! Tell him: ‘Nadia’s left and she says goodbye’.” Rocco 
looks at her, still speechless. “Do you plan to stare at me like that much longer? What is strange about 
me?”	
“No, not strange at all. I think you’re kind.”	
 

“And now, good night, little boy. I’m glad you find me kind.” She touches him lightly on the chin with 
her finger.	
 
“And excuse me if I don’t give you a ride back, but I’m in a rush, so ...” She leans over him and opens 
the car door. “Here.” She pulls him over to her and gives him a quick kiss on the mouth, then pushes 
him out of the car.	
 

He has barely left when she presses the accelerator and takes off. “Wait!” he calls out, but she’s gone. 
She’s a street-smart girl and she wants nothing to do with the Parondi family: too many complications. 	
 



 

Li conoscevo bene: Il blog per gli studenti di lingua italiana che amano i film.                   www.liconoscevobene.net 14 

Rocco looks around, frantically wrapping the brooch in the handkerchief. He has no idea where he is 
in this strange city, right in the middle of the night. Finally, he puts the handkerchief in his pocket and 
heads out.	
 

Back home, he opens the door. Ciro is still at his desk. Vincenzo sits up in bed, asking, “Who’d they 
want, you or me?” Simone is there, too, with a cigarette hanging out of his mouth.	
Rocco walks slowly into the room, and making an effort to protect his brother – or maybe just the 
family, he says, “They wanted me at the shop for the keys to the meter.”	
Ciro can’t believe it. “The keys to the meter?”	
 

Rocco sits on the edge of his bed and Ciro walks over to him. “And the theft?”	
“There never was one. She found the jewelry. No one stole it.”	
“She’s really crazy now.”	
“Yes, I told you.”	
Simone listens and observes, smoking.	
 

Rocco says, “I’m not going back there anymore.”	
“But it’s a good job.”	
“It’s not a good job anymore.”	
Vincenzo chimes in, “You should find something better before quitting.”	
“I have found something.”	
 

He picks up a slip of paper and holds it up. “See this? It’s my draft card. It came this morning. But 
with everything going on, just imagine, I forgot about it. I’m going to be a soldier.”	
Ciro reaches out a muscled arm and, putting his hand on Rocco’s shoulder, says approvingly, “You’re 
going to be a soldier!” Then he goes back to his desk.	

 

Rocco says, “Simone?”	
“What is it?”	
Still holding his card, Rocco turns to him. “I have to tell you something.” He leans over and speaks 
quietly so that the others don’t hear. “Coming back from the shop, I ran into a girl. The daughter of 
that family from our old building, remember?”	
“Yes.”	
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The camera stays on Rocco as he talks with Simone, who is off-screen. “She told me to tell you that 
she’s leaving and she doesn’t know when she’s coming back.”	
“When did you see her?”	
“Just now.”	
“Did she say where she was going?”	
“No, she didn’t tell me that.”	
 

Simone asks, “Do you know her too, that one?” He looks angry. “What does she want from me? She’s a 
girl like any other. But she thinks she’s a great lady.” He throws his cigarette down on the floor. “She 
can go to hell! I don’t have time to waste on a girl like her. If I see her on the street, know what I’ll do?” 
He considers. “I’ll turn the other way. Tell her that if you see her.”	
 

After Simone turns over in bed, the shot moves to Rocco, who lies in anguish. He looks up at the 
ceiling. The camera holds the image of his tormented eyes looking out at us for 12 seconds until a 
dissolve brings us to the next scene. 

 

 

 
 
 
 

 


