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CAST 
 
Celeste Dalla Porta – Young Parthenope 
Stefania Sandrelli – Adult Parthenope 
Gary Oldman - John Cheever 
Silvio Orlando - Devoto Marotta 
Luisa Ranieri - Greta Cool 
Isabella Ferrari - Flora Malva 
Silvia Degrandi - Maggie 
Lorenzo Gleijeses - Sasa' 
Daniele Rienzo - Raimondo 
Dario Aita - Sandrino 
Marlon Joubert - Roberto Criscuolo 
Alfonso Santagata - Commander 
Biagio Izzo - Tonino Messiah 
Peppe Lanzetta - Bishop 
 
 

CREW 
 
Written and directed by Paolo Sorrentino 
Cinematographer - Daria D'antonio 
Assistant director - Jacopo Bonvicini, Edoardo F. Marini 
Editing - Cristiano Travaglioli (A.M.C.) 
Sound - Emanuele Cecere, Silvia Moraes, Mirko Perri 
Original music - Lele Marchitelli 
Costumes - Carlo Poggioli 
Costume artistic director - Anthony Vaccarello for Saint Laurent 
Set design - Carmine Guarino 
Casting - Anna Maria Sambucco U.I.C.D Massimo Appolloni U.I.C.D 
Line Director - Rocco Messere 
Production supervisor - Daniele Platania 
Executive producer - Elena Recchia 
Executive Producer - Douglas Urbansky 
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With Logical Content Ventures 
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Produced by 
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Paolo Sorrentino for Numero 10 
Ardavan Safaee for Pathé 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
International Distribution: Pathé 
Northern US Distribution: A24 
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SYNOPSIS 
 
The long journey of Parthenope’s life, from her birth in 1950 till today. A feminine epic, devoid 
of heroism but brimming with an inexorable passion for freedom, Naples, and the faces of 
love—all those true, pointless, and unspeakable loves. The perfect Capri 
summer, the lightheartedness of youth. Which ends in ambush. And then all the others—
the Neapolitans, men and women, observed and loved, disillusioned and vital, their waves of 
melancholy, their tragic ironies and dejected glances. Life, be it ordinary or memorable, knows 
how to be very long. The passing of time offers up a vast repertoire of emotions. And there in 
the background, so close and so very far, is Naples, this ineffable city that bewitches, 
enchants, screams, laughs, and always knows how to hurt you. 
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DIRECTOR’S NOTES 
 

     “In this town, I’m the leper with the most fingers.” 

--The Two Jakes 

 
 
Once, when asked one of those difficult questions along the lines of: “What, for you, is the 
sacred?” I replied instinctively: “The sacred is that which we’ll never forget of our own life story.” 
That’s how this film was born.  
 
For me, Parthenope is, above all, a film about the sacred. About all the things that a woman has 
not been able to forget in her seventy-three years of life: the Bay of Naples and her parents, her 
first loves—one pure and bright, the other sordid and unspeakable—the perfect Capri summer, 
carefree with its salty dawns, still mornings, and balmy nights; those fleeting, fateful 
encounters; the discovery of seduction and the dizziness of freedom; feeling so fully alive that 
she sighs at life’s exuberance; the desperate search for her true self; loves lost or barely tasted; 
the sorrows that plunge her into adulthood; the inexorable passing of time; the only lover who 
never leaves her. And in all this is Naples, with its exasperating vitality—marvels around every 
corner—and everyone always ready, as if perpetually waiting behind some invisible curtain, to 
take the stage and offer up chaos, vulgarity, surprise, promiscuity, and all the rest.  
 
Naples is free, Naples is dangerous, Naples never judges. Naples is like Parthenope. 
Her freedom is a constant, something she will never renounce. Even if it means embracing 
solitude.  Because—all too often—solitude and freedom go hand in hand.  
 
Naples is the ideal place for deluding ourselves that we’re living wonderful, unpredictable lives. 
The place where our life story seems, to adopt Manganelli’s perfect metaphor, like the 
underside of a carpet: we can intuit the design even though we can’t quite see it.  
Our lives are never neat, never logical. It’s easy to lose our way in life’s vastness.  
We try to see our lives. To grasp its design, to make sense of it. But life doesn’t see us. Life is 
always elsewhere. It’s exhausting, and it makes us uncertain. Mysterious.  
And Parthenope, like all of us, is uncertain and mysterious.  
 
“Do you love too much or too little?” a demonic character disguised as a saint asks her at one 
point.  He’s asking all of us. She doesn’t know what to say. Neither do we. Because all the 
questions have already been asked, and all the answers have turned out to be ambiguous, 
evasive, contradictory.  
It is this lack of self-knowledge that makes us, in others’ eyes, a mystery.  
Parthenope is a mystery.  
 
First we let ourselves go, then we become responsible, then we are let go.  
Such is the march of time. Such is the ambitious theme of this film: life’s unfolding, in all its 
euphoria and disappointment; love’s blossoming and fading; the end of melancholy and the 
beginning of desire. In short, the entire repertoire of life, or whatever of it is possible to convey 
in a film.   
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And so, with the passing of time, even life in Naples, as astounding and unpredictable as it is, 
grows stale. Youth, with its charged glances and emotional farewells, has abandoned her. The 
Bay of Naples has become nothing but water. Its wonder has faded.  
The grand deception deceives no longer. She finds herself alone.  
One becomes what one is, as Nietzsche says.  
So Parthenope leaves Naples for a more anonymous place.  
She’s an adult now, with a job. For forty years, she goes to bed early, as Proust and De Niro said. 
She loves too little.  
 
When, at seventy-three, she retires, she must change again. She must learn to see her past, to 
recognize the sacred within her. To love too much. Or to at least imagine doing so.  
So she returns to Naples, that aloof, wild city that never changes. Naples, which still knows how 
to deceive, which offers us the only feeling that keeps us alive until the end: the ability to be 
amazed.  
 
Parthenope sighs. Just as she did as a young girl.  
 
 
 

Paolo Sorrentino 
 


