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

 
ROCCO, Installment 1 

 
To the sound of a bugle, two soldiers march out of an old stone fort and walk past a docked ship: it’s 
Rocco and a friend, on military service in Civitavecchia. On the waterfront, other soldiers chat in 
groups. In the distance, we see tall apartment complexes.	
 

In the next shot, Rocco is alone, reading a letter. We hear the voice of his mother, Rosaria: “We finally 
got the new house. Everyone in the neighborhood knows us because Simone won that match in Genoa 
and now everyone calls me signora.” So now the neighbors treat this lady from the South with respect! 
We see what Rocco is picturing in his mind. His mother pausing to chat and laugh with a shopkeeper. 
The charming woman who Rocco imagines is very different from the one that we have observed in 
earlier scenes.	
 

Against the cheerful organ-grinder music that seems to be Rocco’s motif, Rosaria continues, “But 
Vincenzo made a mess and had to marry Ginetta. Now he’s gone and you on military service.” 	
 

Rocco turns the page. “Simone can’t work because he has to train. Ciro has a new job at the Alfa 
Romeo plant, thanks to his night school diploma.” We see Ciro as Rocco imagines him, happily at 
work: the factory is clean and bright, the workers are content.  	

 

“He’s the only one earning money. So many expenses! If you have anything left from your pay, send it 
to us. You don’t need it anyhow. Here at home, we’re all well. I hope you are too. A big hug from your 
mama Rosaria.” As Rocco finishes reading her letter, the camera pans over the water, a vast expanse 
with a few ships and some isolated cranes in the port in the distance.	
 

Still in uniform, Rocco walks out of the post office. He stops outside, carefully putting away the receipt 
for the money he’s wired to his mother. Walking by, a young woman in a plain white trench coat and 
sunglasses glances at him, without stopping.	
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But, a few paces on, she stops and calls out, “Hey, you!” She runs back. “Ah, I wasn’t wrong! It is you, 
yourself!” She looks him up and down and asks, “What’s with the get-up?”	
“I’m doing my military service.”	
“That I figured out.” She laughs. “And since when?”	
“I’ve done fourteen months.”	
“Me too. More or less. In this same town.” She laughs again.	
It is Nadia, the neighbor who Vincenzo rescued that night so long ago, the one who took Rosaria’s coat 
and escaped out the window when the cop came to their door.	
 

Then she demands, “Buy me a coffee. I have an hour to wait.”	
“With pleasure, but I just sent all my money to my mother.”	
With a mocking smile, she pokes a finger in his chest. “I’ll treat, silly! Better yet, we’ll hire a carriage 
and ride through town.”	
 

He takes her suitcase and they walk over to the carriages. “We’ll have coffee in a place less squalid 
than this,” she assures him. They climb on board and the horse walks slowly down the street. 

 

At a sidewalk café, they resume their conversation from the night when Nadia handed Rocco that 
brooch.	
She lowers her sunglasses and peers at him, asking, “You really didn’t understand?”	
“No.”	
 

The smile leaves her face. She explains what she’s doing there. “I got thirteen months and eight days. I 
didn’t get the suspended sentence because of my criminal record.”	
“It was bad, eh?”	
“Yes, pretty bad”– and in that moment, as she did telling Simone about the dentist who had molested 
her, she changes her story – “but not too bad. Time flies when the days are all the same. It should be 
the opposite, but it’s that way.” She puts out her cigarette. 	
 

With his hands holding his tiny coffee cup, Rocco has been solemnly staring at her. She looks up at 
him and waves her hand in front of his face. “Hey! Wake up!” She laughs and asks, “Does it disturb 
you, seeing someone who’s been inside? It’s not really that unusual,” she says with a shrug and a 
smile. “I’m not the only one. But maybe I’m the first one you’ve seen.” 	
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“No, no, I had a friend in my hometown, actually more than one, guys who were my age. But poor, 
poorer than you can imagine.” Nadia listens attentively as Rocco tells her the story. These guys were 
given land that they was supposed to be fertile, but in fact it was dry. The work was grueling, and it 
took half a day to get there.	
 

Nadia lowers her sunglasses again, still listening. “Then one day, they rebelled. But they were arrested 
and taken to jail. What can you do? Things of my hometown.”	
 

Nadia puts her glasses back on. “Yes, I understand. That’s why you all came to the North?”	
“If I could, I’d have rather stayed there.”	
“Why? You don’t like Milan?”	
“Yes, but it’s there, our hometown, where we should have the means to live better. Where we were 
born, where we grew up! I don’t see myself in the big city. Because I wasn’t born or raised in one. I’m 
speaking of me, but I’m also thinking of my relatives, my brothers, and my friends.”	
 

“I’d also like a car, for example. But only after getting everything that comes first: a secure, steady job; 
a house; and the security of having food to eat every day.” Lowering her glasses again, Nadia seems 
immersed in her thoughts. He continues, “Maybe I haven’t explained myself so well.”	

 

She asks, “What special thing do I have that makes you keep staring at me like that?”	
“Forgive me. I don’t know why. I feel great pity for you.”	
“A nice compliment, for sure. Don’t worry about it, I’m tired. After all, I wasn't on a fun trip. And what 
awaits me won’t be much better.”	
 
“But why do you say that? Each person can live the way he wants. You just have to be confident. But 
there’s no need to be afraid, and you always seem to be afraid.”	
A tear runs down her cheek. “You really are quite a guy. It’s better for you not to say anything else. Do 
you see the effect you have on me?”	
“Do you want me to go?”	
“What are you talking about? Take me to the station. But let’s not talk about me anymore because it’s a 
topic that depresses me.”	
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Her eyes hidden, she asks, “In my place, what would you do?”	
“Have faith; don’t be afraid. Have a lot of faith.”	
 

“But in what?”	
“I don’t know. In everything.” 	
“In you too?”	
“Yes, even in me.”	
“Will you look me up when you go back to Milan?”	
“Yes.”	
“Maybe you’ll succeed in teaching me not to be afraid.”	
“Yes,” he says, as his hand caresses hers on the table and finally clasps it. 	
 

In a gleaming hallway, its walls freshly painted, Rocco walks to a door with a small plaque: Parondi. It 
seems like getting evicted was the best thing that ever happened to this family. He rings the bell with a 
big smile on his face.	
 

He looks around, his uniform crisp, his beret set at a jaunty angle. Slowly the door opens, the chain is 
still latched. Rosaria peers out warily and, after a moment, calls out, “Rocco!”	

 

She unfastens the chain and opens the door.  They fall into each other's arms as she continues to call 
out his name. They kiss and hug. Behind them, we see the clean and orderly apartment, still presided 
over by the family portrait. Framed in a doorway at the rear, a little neighbor boy is looking in from 
the communal balcony. 	
“How handsome you are, my son!” she says to Rocco. “Come inside, come, come.” She closes the door 
behind him, explaining, “I was just getting your bed ready. I bought it yesterday but they brought it to 
us late and with all there is to do .... ”	

 

She steps out of the rear door onto the balcony and announces to the neighbors that her son has come 
home from the military service. “Look, everyone! It’s Rocco, who’s come back from being a soldier!”	
 

Back inside, she tells him, “Look! There’s not much furniture, but little by little we’ll get there.” 	
“You look good, Mama.” 	
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“Oh, no, my son, my teeth are bothering me. Do you like it here?”	
“Yes,” he says, removing his beret, “I like it a lot…” 	
 

“... But why isn’t anyone here? I was so happy to come on a Sunday because I expected to find 
everyone at home. I wrote you, Mama.”	
And now his motif, the organ-grinder music, begins to play.	
In the apartment, we see new wooden furniture, some boxing trophies, a few pictures tacked to the 
wall. It’s clean and it’s well-lit… but it doesn’t seem very warm. In Rocco’s eyes, it’s not like home and 
no one is even there on a Sunday.	
From offscreen, Rosaria begins, “Yes, but …” She can’t complete the sentence: she doesn’t know what 
to say.	
“And then I told myself maybe Ciro would be waiting for me there at the station,” Rocco continues to 
complain, reminding us of the movie’s first scene. She goes to him and pats his chest. “They’ll be back 
here at noon. Don’t be upset.”	
 

She leads him into the bedroom, where she explains, gesturing, “I sleep there with Luca, and here 
Simone, Ciro.” With a pat on the bed, she concludes, “And you here, my handsome son.” She sits on 
the bare mattress.  

 

She begins to talk about Ciro: “He’s an extraordinary boy, like you can’t believe!” She claps her hands 
with happiness. Then, with a touch of melancholy, she says, “They’re at the baptism of Vincenzo’s 
baby.”	
“And you no?” 	
“Not me.”	
He sits next to her on the saggy bed and puts his arms around her.	
“And why, mama, didn’t you go there?”	
“I was waiting for you.” 	
“That’s not a good reason. You could have told me and I would have gone myself.”	
 

“Let’s go there,” he proposes.	
“By now it’s too late.” 	
He gives her a kiss. “Are you still angry with Vincenzo?”	
“No, no, no. Vincenzo always comes to visit me at home.”	
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“And Ginetta?”	
“Ginetta no,” she replies curtly with a severe expression on her face.	
“How can that be? Don’t you want to see her even now that she has a baby? 	
“Do you think the Giannelli’s invite your brother?”	
“Will you let me go there? I can’t wait to see them again.” 	

 

“Go there,” she says, resigned. He kisses her again on the cheek. The big button with her husband’s 
face is prominent on her dark dress. 	
“Thank you,” he says, “Thank you.” He kisses her hand and stands up, suddenly animated.	
 

He puts on his beret and says, “Bye, Mama!” He blows her a kiss and is off. 	

 

Rocco’s lilting theme music plays as he runs to the church. He arrives just in time to see the family 
coming out from the ceremony. He runs up to them and embraces everyone.	
 

The baby is beautiful, Rocco says. They’ve named him Antonio after the Parondi brothers’ father.	
 

“May I hold him?” asks Rocco. He picks the baby up and plays with to him, calling him, “Antonio, 
bello,bello, bello!”	
 

We’re back at the gym. Cerri gestures frantically. “The legs! You have legs made of lead!” 	
He walks up to the ring, where we see Simone, dressed for the warm-up, with gloves and protective 
helmet. Behind him is his coach. Simone leans out over the ropes and says, “Can’t you understand? 
Don’t make me wear gloves just before the fight.” 	
Cerri retorts angrily, “I know what’s best for you.” Simone rolls his eyes.	
 

Cerri continues, “He can’t understand that tomorrow night he’ll fighting someone who’ll make him 
spend a rough quarter hour.” 	
The coach chimes in, “I told him!” 	
“You always say the same thing, eh?” protests Simone.	
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“This time it’s true!” Cerri shouts while Simone takes off his helmet. “Speed is the only key to winning, 
but he’s slower than an ox.”	
 

Simone is sweaty and panting. “Oh, is it my fault if you haven’t trained me right?” He slams the helmet 
to the floor. “You haven’t been able to find me a man who is a little fast. I’ll find him myself, don’t 
worry!”  

 

Looking out across the gym, he calls Rocco, “Come here!” Rocco looks up, slightly confused. 	
“Me?”	
“Yes.”	
 

Furious, Cerri throws his cigarette on to the floor and grinds it out. Maybe he’s imagining Simone 
there under his foot. He walks off to work with someone else. When he turns back and sees Rocco 
climbing into the ring, he’s completely exasperated. “I’m wasting time with these clowns!” he cries and 
heads to his office.	
 

CAPTION: Note the beautiful composition of the shots in this film. Here, on the left, a boxer watches 
as the coach puts gloves on Rocco. Just to the right of the square column that divides the frame, 
another boxer sits at the edge of the ring, as a third pummels the punching bag, sending it flying back 
and forth. Simone completes this tableau, leaning lazily on the ropes as he waits for his brother to get 
ready to fight.	
 

In his office, Cerri grumbles, “Sacks of potatoes, that’s all they are!” He picks up some papers and 
throws them down again in frustration. Gesticulating, he hollers, “We’ll be ridiculous tomorrow. They 
don’t know how to do anything!” With a sharp movement of his hand he knocks a shelf of trophies 
onto the floor. “Enough, enough, enough!” he cries, banging his hand on his desk. He paces around his 
office, yelling and waving his arms. “I want real boxers, pros. Not southern hicks. The Milanese are 
right. You’re lousy southerners. For me, it’s finished. I don’t want anything to do with you.”	
A voice calls, “Cerri!” 	
“What do you want?”	
“Come and see.”	
“No.”	
“Come on.”	
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“The hell with you!”	
“Come on.”	
“No.”	
“It’s worth it.”	
 

“What’s there to see?” With a touch of comedy, he opens the door a fraction of an inch, then quickly 
shuts it. “I don’t want to see.”	
“Come on, come, it’s really interesting!”	
“What?”	
“I promise you: it’s really something!”	
Cerri finally gives in. “Fine,” he says, as he steps up to take a look over the partition.  

 

Over the partition wall in his office full of photographs in his office, he watches Simone and Rocco 
sparring. Apparently Simone has woken up. Cerri can’t believe this miracle. He shouts out 
encouragement from his office. “Great! That’s the way to do it!”	
 

CAPTION: Nice shots of the brothers boxing, alert and enthusiastic.	
 

“Wait,” says Cerri, waving his arm. “I’m coming there.” He walks briskly out of his office to the ring.	
 

Standing outside the ropes, he observes Rocco. “That kid is really good. Look how he dodges.” 	
 

Simone approaches Cerri, saying, “Leave things to me before a fight. Understand?” He climbs out of 
the ring and storms off, exclaiming, “I’m nervous! Got it?!” 	

 

Simone looks back and sees that Cerri has had another boxer get into the ring with Rocco. The guy 
helping Simone take off his gloves says, “That guy is really great.” 	
Bringing Rocco in might not have been such a great idea after all. Simone doesn’t look too happy. 	
 

Cerri says, “Simone, look here. If you don’t pay attention, he’ll steal your thunder.” 	
Angry and insecure, Simone defends himself. “We’ll see. Wait till tomorrow!” 	
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Cerri responds, “But of course, we’ll wait till tomorrow. But if things go the way I think they will ...”	
 

When Rocco climbs out of the ring. Cerri gives him a pat on the cheek, saying, “Well done! You’ve 
made progress, kid.” Simone watches them, glowering.	
 

Rocco explains to Cerri, “In the army, we’d work out together. I even fought a few matches. But I don’t 
plan to continue.”	
“Why? You don’t like it?”	
“No.” He heads off for the locker room. 	
 

Leaving the gym, Rocco sets off through the city at a brisk pace, then breaks into a run.	
 

He finally gets to his destination: a tram stop where Nadia is waiting – for him.  They kiss briefly, in a 
familiar way. This is not the first time they’ve seen each other since that day in Civitavecchia!	
 

They board the tram and stay at the back, side by side. Jazz music plays: it’s not Rocco’s traditional 
folksy theme. Something is changing. Through the windows of the tram, we see the traffic in the street. 	
 

A dissolve shows us that time has passed. Now Rocco holds Nadia tightly in his arms, and the music 
has changed yet again. It’s dramatic, romantic maybe, but also tinged with sorrow. That sorrow keeps 
us from relaxing completely as we watch Rocco stroking Nadia’s hair and face. 	
This daylight scene in the tram, with its huge windows revealing the city outside, is a striking contrast 
to the first time that Rocco and Nadia met, in that dark, basement apartment. 	
 

In the boxing hall, two fighters are fighting fiercely: Simone and a black man, Webster. We hear jeers 
from the crowd: “Simone! Go back to your hometown!”	
 

With his little black hat, Cerri watches anxiously from the sidelines as the crowd whistles. 	
 

The boxers get locked in a bear hug and the referee separates them.	
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As the boxers move around the ring, the referee steps quickly and lightly to keep up with them. After a 
while, Simone begins to hunch over from hard blows of his opponent.	
 

The bell rings and Simone goes to his corner, panting. He’s exhausted. In close-up, we see that his eye 
has been injured; blood drips down his face. Vincenzo gently dabs at his wound while the coach 
massages him.	
“I can’t take anymore,” Simone says. “Throw in the towel.”	
“Don’t give up, you fool.”	
They argue, Simone insists that he can’t go on and the coach says that he must. Finally, the coach says, 
“Listen to me. There’s only one thing you can do: use your left. Only your left, got it? Not your right!”	
 

The camera pulls back and we see the whole hall. The crowd fills the area around the ring and also the 
balcony. The public is in the dark, but the light shines onto the ring.	
 

At the sound of the bell, the boxers go to the center of the ring. As instructed, Simone jabs with his left. 
But then he starts flailing wildly. His opponent strikes him repeatedly and finally Simone collapses. 
The referee counts over him.  

 

Simone gets up and staggers to his corner begging his coach, “Throw in the towel.”	
The coach is initially insistent. “Don’t stop now. Don’t be stupid.” But Simone insists and convinces 
him. The match is over.	
 

“Breathe,” instructs the assistant. “Breathe.” The coach is furious. He complains to Cerri, who’s 
appeared in the corner, “But look at that shit! He could have finished the fight in a tie. He could have 
finished the fight really well. But he threw in the towel! I shouldn’t have thrown it.” 	
From off-screen, the announcer says, “For throwing in the towel, in the seventh round, Webster wins.” 
The crowd cheers.	
 

Outside the hall, Cerri argues with some of his associates, who’ve lost quite a bit of money because 
Simone has lost this match.	
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Cerri goes to talk to Rocco, complaining, “Did you see what a beauty your brother was?”	
Rocco explains, “Mr. Cerri, Simone is not himself anymore. I realized it as soon as I came back from 
military service.”	
“Stop defending him. We both know how things went. As things stand now, you can’t say no to me. 
You have a debt of conscience to me for all the problems your brother has given us. Do we agree?”	
Rocco doesn’t respond. 	
 

An assistant bandages Simone’s wounds. As Simone winces in pain, his friend Ivo talks to him about 
the fight and what will happen later. Ivo tells Simone what he’s just overheard: that Cerri will use 
Rocco to fight. But, he adds, if Rocco agrees, he will have to change his lifestyle, too. 	
He pauses to see Simone’s reaction but there is none. So Ivo clarifies: if Rocco starts fighting, he’ll 
have to stop going with prostitutes. Simone assures him that Rocco doesn’t go with prostitutes.	

 

But Ivo disagrees, “Don’t pretend that you don’t know. Everyone knows that your brother has the love 
of his life. They’re always seen around together.” 	
Simone does not respond to any of this, but Ivo is adamant: “Especially in the Ghisolfa district at 
night. With Nadia.” 	
*In the North of Italy, “la” is sometimes used informally when referring to a known woman, for 
example, “la Magnani” or “la Loren.”	
 

Ivo’s words finally sink in. Simone looks up slowly, confused. 	
“Oh, Simone, what are you telling me? That you didn’t know?” 	
“No, I didn’t.”	
“They say that she’s fallen in love. She didn’t want to see anyone else. Now she goes to stenography 
school. She’s become a saint!” Ivo chatters on, but Simone stares ahead in shock, trying to process this 
information, as the assistant continues treat his temple. 	
 
Simone’s expression has turned to silent rage. He looks up at his friend, as the scene changes.	
 

 

 


