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To Christiane,

and to all of those who,

like us,

truly loved Stanley


1

GOOD MORNING, I’M STANLEY KUBRICK

IN THE HAWK FILMS office, an enormous white phallus reflected the light from the ceiling. To one side stood two young men, staring at it motionlessly.

It was half-past nine in the evening. Outside it was raining. I was cold and wanted to go home. I’d been driving around London for more than eighteen hours, only to find that the last urgent delivery I had to make was a big porcelain phallus.

“Hey!” I said, startling them. “Give me a hand with this thing, will you?” We took it out to the Minx, but as we feared it wouldn’t fit in the trunk. We put it on the front seat. The end protruded from the front window. “I don’t suppose you have a blanket, do you?”

From the Associated British Pictures Studios at Borehamwood, I drove towards Thamesmead, a modern area on the right bank of the Thames. The black ice slowed me down, and it took me more than an hour and a half to reach my destination. Nobody else in the company had accepted the delivery. They all said it was too risky in such bad weather. But my training as a race-car driver had prepared me to deal with any road conditions. “Steady, not greedy,” as my mentor used to say.

The bundle beside me bounced up and down as if it were alive. What damn film could it be for?

When I arrived, another two young men were waiting for me. They opened the car door, removed the contraption, and told me to wait: I was going to have to return it. Off they went, carrying it like a baby in arms, and then they brought it back to me without saying a word. I was bewildered. Not only by the peculiar load, but also by the excessive suspiciousness surrounding the entire episode. I got in the car and drove back to Janette’s house. When I met my boss, Tony, at midnight, I confirmed the two weeks’ holiday I’d asked for and wished him Merry Christmas: 1970 was drawing to a close, and I hadn’t had a day off for nearly two years.

My holiday at my parents’ home in Sant’Angelo passed quickly. When I returned to England, there was a note waiting for me on the desk at Mac’s Minicabs. It said that Hawk Films had phoned every day since I left, asking specifically for Emilio D’Alessandro to make new deliveries. At the end of the note it said: ASK FOR MR. HARLAN.

Mac’s Minicabs had practically rescued me. After losing my job because of the strikes in the sixties, I’d spent weeks on end in the unemployment office waiting for something to happen. I had faith that all those jobs I’d done during my ten years in England would count for something. That writing gardener, orderly in a clinic, assistant cook in a hospital, mechanic, factory worker, petrol pump attendant, and racing driver on a piece of paper would make a good impression on a potential employer. Instead, every evening I trudged home demoralized. My wife and I had tried just about everything. We had even rented out the house and moved down to my brother’s place in Wales, but it hadn’t made any difference. After six months, there was just five pounds left in our savings account, not even enough to do the shopping. If I didn’t find a job within a week, I wouldn’t be able to feed my children or pay the mortgage: the house would be repossessed.

MAC’S MINICABS, DRIVE WHEN YOU WANT, EARN AS MUCH AS YOU WANT, WORKING THE HOURS YOU WANT! That’s what the ad said. I’d spent the last small change in my pocket at the newsagent’s on a cheap job magazine for the hopeless. The other ads weren’t any better, and at least this one had something to do with my greatest passion: cars. I had nothing to lose, so I phoned and made an appointment the same day at their offices in Borehamwood.

The Minicabs manager, Tony McDonagh, showed me in and explained that the job was for a private taxi driver without fixed working hours. Borehamwood and nearby Elstree were home to the British National Studios, the film studios of Metro Goldwyn Mayer and EMI Films, nicknamed the British Hollywood. Mac’s Minicabs had an exclusive contract with some of the companies there and provided transport for managers, executives, and actors. The minicab company got the customers, and at the end of the week the drivers handed over a percentage of the takings. The more I worked, the more I would earn. “Twenty-four hours a day, if you like,” said Tony. I didn’t need to have any special licenses or documents, just a normal driver’s license. My references as a Formula Ford driver had caught Tony’s eye. He immediately handed me a contract and offered me the job.

“At a higher weekly commission rate we rent limousines if you want to deal with important customers,” he said as he took me to their parking lot.

“No,” I said immediately, knowing that I couldn’t afford to give them a higher percentage, “I’ll use my own car,” and I winked at the run-down Ford Capri I’d bought in Cardiff.

It was a Friday, the weekend was just around the corner, and people were getting ready to spend the evening in restaurants, pubs, or cinemas. Tony gave me the address of my first customer; I invited them to get into the Capri and took them to their destination. In addition to the fare, I got a ten-shilling tip. By the end of the evening, I realized I’d earned what for me was an unbelievable amount of money.

I went home, went upstairs, and found Janette already in bed. I undressed quietly so as not to wake her, but without turning over she whispered, “What’s the time? How did it go?” “Fine,” I answered, moving closer and putting my arms around her. “It went really well. You can sleep peacefully now, really.”

Tony’s exclusive contracts included legal and production paperwork, so some days I transported envelopes full of contracts, checks, and production documents. I waited in luxurious center-city waiting rooms for the signed documents to be returned to me. Hawk Films was probably one of these companies, though I can’t say I really remembered all their names.

Jan Harlan, a slim, well-dressed man with thick brown hair and a mustache, invited me in and asked me to take Maria, his wife, and the children to the airport. During the next few days he kept asking for me and left Tony a list of jobs for me to do. The deliveries were all subject to the maximum discretion. It wasn’t easy to understand what Hawk Films actually did—shooting film or shooting people—but I wasn’t worried. I needed the work. Once, I did manage to see something different from the usual to-ing and fro-ing: the front door of a white house out in the sticks beyond Well End had been left ajar, and I caught a glimpse of nearly a dozen cats chasing each other and rolling playfully on a brown carpet. Almost immediately a member of the crew hurriedly shut the door.

Hawk Films specifically requested that each job be completed on time, without failure. There was always a deadline, a delivery time. I had to respect this and was allowed at the very most fifteen minutes’ leeway. After my meeting with Mr. Harlan, I didn’t have any direct contact with them: each morning, the secretary at Mac’s Minicabs gave me a list of the tasks that had been dictated to her over the phone. Every time I went back to the office, there were more jobs to do. One day, though, someone from the Hawk Films office called and asked to speak to me personally.

“Are you interested in working in the movies?”

“The movies? No, I drive cars,” I replied, without really having understood the question.

“Very well,” was the reply. Not another word.

“I’m interested in working,” I said, in an attempt to fill the awkward silence. “Twenty-four hours a day if necessary.”

“Exactly, that’s just what we’re looking for. Someone who doesn’t stick to the timetable!” said the voice with a laugh. “How would you like to work for us? And I mean just for us?”

A few days earlier, John Wayne had asked me exactly the same thing. Sitting there on the backseat of the Hillman Minx, just like he was on the screen. With his thin lips and slot-like eyes, he looked at me silently from the cinemascope of the rearview mirror. After days of unfaltering silence on the road between Shepperton Studios and Pinewood, John Wayne finally opened his mouth and asked me to work just for him. The offer did make me think: acting in films meant that he would be constantly on the move, from one set to another, especially in the Mexican deserts where they filmed westerns … There was the risk that it wouldn’t turn out to be a steady job, and a steady job was what Hawk Films, with their permanent base in London, were offering me. I glanced at him in the mirror and without turning around said no, that I wouldn’t accept. Dozens of times I’d seen him shoot the bad guy point-blank, but inside the Minx he just said, “I understand,” and looked away.

“That’s fine by me,” I answered the voice on the phone, “but I still have a contract with the minicab company.”

“We’ll take care of all that,” said the voice. “We’ll reach an agreement with them about your contract.”

And that was it. In spring 1971 I started working for Hawk Films, from six in the morning until dinnertime. Of course, there were breaks and time to relax, but whenever the phone rang I had to be ready straightaway. It was hard work, but I felt good. I was about to turn thirty, and I had a steady job again.

One day a couple of months later, Mr. Harlan sent me to Abbots Mead, a house beyond the outskirts of northeast London. It was halfway along Barnet Lane, a tree-lined road that ran alongside the parish of Elstree and Borehamwood.

There was a closed metal gate with no bell. I tried pushing it, and it opened slowly. I parked the car in the gravel courtyard under the branches of two large trees. I rang the bell, and a rather tall lady with a big smile opened the front door. She introduced herself as Kay, a secretary.

“Are you Emilio?” she asked. “Do you know who you’re working for?”

“Yes, for Hawk Films.”

“There’s someone who would like to meet you. He’ll be here in a moment.”

A few minutes later, two golden retrievers came through one of the doors in the corridor followed by a brisk-looking man of about forty.

“Good morning,” he said, holding out his hand.

“Good morning,” I replied. We shook hands. He was slightly taller than me and had an impressive, curly black beard. He looked like Fidel Castro.

“I’m Stanley Kubrick,” he said, looking me in the eye.

There was a moment of silence. Maybe I was expected to say something. I didn’t say anything, apart from: “And I’m Emilio D’Alessandro.”

Without letting go of my hand, he took a press clipping from his pocket.

“Is this you?”

It was an old article from 1968 describing my career as a Formula Ford driver.

“Yes, it’s about me,” I answered.

“Do you drive like that on the roads, too?”

“No, you must be joking! Only when I was on the circuit.”

“Do you respect the speed limit and road signs?”

Was it a trick question?

“Of course,” I replied, “I have to respect the highway code. Any infraction would be reported on my racing driver’s license, too. I would lose points, and my score affects my rating. I even have to be careful where I park.”

A smile appeared through his beard. “I have a Mercedes 280 SEL automatic. Do you think you can handle it without a problem?”

“It’s a car that does half the work for you. I think I can manage the rest.”

“Let’s try, then. Why don’t we have a night out with my family at the Royal Opera House and you drive us?”

He took his leave and went back into his room, followed by the dogs. Before he closed the door, I caught a glimpse of a cat yawning and stretching on the desk. I smiled.
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The article from 1968 that Stanley had found goodness knows where.

The secretary explained to me that this man, Stanley Kubrick, was a famous American film director who had been living in England for some years. I had never heard of him. Those days I never went to the cinema. I didn’t have time. I’d driven a great many actors, actresses, and producers, but that’s as far as my knowledge of the world of film went: handshakes and tips. I only ever got to see actors in the flesh.

“Are you pleased that you’ve met him?” asked the secretary.

“Well,” I blurted out, trying to think of something polite to say, “I’m pleased that he’s an honest and respected person. That means he’ll treat me well, too.”

That evening, when I returned to Abbots Mead to take Mr. Kubrick and his friendly, smiling wife, Christiane, to the Royal Opera House, I apologized for not having recognized him. Cars, not cameras, were my world. I wouldn’t even know how to hold a camera. His wife laughed out loud at what I said, and he told me that it wasn’t in the least bit important.

Two hours later, after the performance, Mr. Kubrick asked me if I wouldn’t mind taking an extra passenger. He moved aside to let a young, very elegant lady get in. He introduced her to me as Gwyneth Jones, adding, “She is a famous opera singer.” Understandably, he probably imagined that I had never heard of her before.

“We need to stop at a restaurant, if you don’t mind waiting for us while we have something to eat. It’s the Mumtaz. Do you know where it is?”

“Halfway down Park Road. I’ve been there before.”

“What’s the food like?”

“Actually, I meant that I’ve taken clients there. I’ve never been inside, but from the outside, I’d say it looks like a good place.”

“Okay … but don’t you need a map?” he added. “My chauffeur always has a map in his hand.”

“If you don’t know the streets of London after two years as a taxi driver, you’d do well to emigrate!”

The next day Mr. Kubrick asked me to take him to the American Embassy in Grosvenor Square to renew his passport. Then we went to Wardour Street, to the London offices of Warner Bros., the American company that financed his films. I was about to get into the Mercedes again, but Mr. Kubrick stopped me: “Do you mind if we go in yours?” Before I had time to reply that the Minx was a just a supermini and nowhere near as comfortable as the Mercedes, he was already on the backseat.

Kubrick looked around in silence while I drove. After a few minutes, he said, “It’s a nice car. Is it new?”

“No, I bought it secondhand. It’s at least three years old. It’s got a fair amount of miles on the clock.”

“It looks new; it’s in better condition than my Mercedes. Do you look after it yourself?”

“Yes, but it doesn’t take much—just a damp cloth now and then to get rid of the dust.”

“The Mercedes isn’t this clean when it comes back from the carwash. Does everything work?

“So far …”

There was another long silence.

“Why do you drive so carefully?”

He expected a Formula Ford driver to be more aggressive—all screeching tires and whizzing around corners. I explained that this had been one of the most important lessons I’d learned at the Brands Hatch Motor Racing Club course: if you take a corner too fast, when you steer the car you risk skidding. “Imagine that you’ve got a glass full of water in the middle of the hood,” Tony Lanfranchi told us. “When you turn the corner, the water can tilt, but not so much that it spills. If you get water on the hood, you’ve made a mistake.”

It was Tony who had taught me everything I knew about car racing—he was a wonderful driver. He knew how to corner instinctively and had tried to teach me to do it. “Get the front wheels on the edge of the curb and then forget about the bend, think about the next one so that you can be sure to arrive there with the shortest possible trajectory. You need to anticipate—your brain needs to be one curve ahead of your body.” And then he’d said, “Learn to feel the way the car vibrates if your tires are losing their grip. Anticipate there as well. Like the way a doctor finds an illness before it becomes apparent, you have to understand that you’re skidding even before you actually skid.”

Was I disturbing Kubrick by talking so much? My enthusiasm and nostalgia had carried me away. However, in the rearview mirror I could see that he was listening carefully and looked interested, so I added that Tony had also been an advisor on John Frankenheimer’s film Grand Prix. He’d also driven all the single-seater cars, going flat out to give the director the most spectacular shots possible.

“What’s that noise when you brake?” he asked. He’d noticed a squeaking sound coming from the wheels.

I enjoyed answering questions like this, because I could never talk about cars to Janette. She got bored immediately.

“It must be a stone stuck between the brake disk and the cover.”

I stopped at the first lay-by, got out, and gave the wheel a gentle kick.

“Is it dangerous?”

“No, don’t worry.”

The next time I braked, the wheel didn’t make a sound. “How did you know that?”

“It’s happened before. It does that sometimes.”

He didn’t say anything else until we pulled up in front of the embassy. He asked me to park in a road nearby and wait. I waited for him for nearly three hours, and when he came back to the car he was rather annoyed. “A complete waste of time!” he grumbled. “Can you go and get my documents next time? I’ll give you a signed proxy.”

When we arrived at Abbots Mead, the courtyard was swarming with busy secretaries and assistants. Kubrick showed me to a shed on the left side of the courtyard and stopped in front of two Volvos—a 146 “bought recently,” and a yellow 240 “that only Christiane uses.” He pointed to a Ford van and a Volkswagen minibus parked a little farther down the shed. These both belonged to Hawk Films and were used to get to the set or transport materials or equipment. A Volkswagen pickup with a tarpaulin covering the trailer served the same purpose.

There was an off-white Land Rover parked on the other side. It came from the set of his latest film, where it had been used as a police car. There were still blue lights on the roof. He told me his wife used it to get around locally. He finished by saying, “Could you clean them all? I’d like them to be like yours. But you’d only need to clean the inside of the Mercedes.”

I liked driving that wonderful car. It was comfortable and quiet. The first time I got in it, I had been amused by the choice of seat belts. They had a harness similar to racing car belts that went from the shoulder right down to the groin.

On our next trip to London, Kubrick sat in the back again and spoke even less than the previous time. I didn’t say anything either, leaving him to read his documents. Only after we had been driving for many miles did he observe that even though his Mercedes was an automatic, he didn’t notice any difference compared to my Minx.

“That’s because I’m using the same foot,” I replied.

“I feel less relaxed with other people’s feet.”

“I’ll leave you with Andros,” he said when we returned to Abbots Mead, and he disappeared quickly into a small room built on the side of the house. A young man with the same black, tousled beard, but with a shrewder look about him, appeared in front of me and introduced himself as Andros Epaminondas, Kubrick’s personal assistant.

“He’s gone to the dubbing room,” he explained. “We’re in the process of finishing a film.” He showed me to the small square building beside the courtyard entrance. “I’ll show you our headquarters,” he chuckled, and as we went upstairs to the second floor he told me he was from Greece. He was twenty-seven and had a passion for cinema. Despite continual protests from his family, he had decided to work in filmmaking. I had experienced much the same resistance to my interest in race-car driving. He spoke about himself in an open, cheerful way, and I took to him immediately.

“This is where I spend most of my time, and usually on the phone,” he said pointing to his desk. “Jan’s, the secretary’s, and the accountants’ rooms are over there. Then there are some other rooms we use for storing stuff. Stanley prefers to work at home, but there isn’t enough room for everyone in the house and the Lodge, so he’s rented the Chantry. That’s the building you saw on the left before you came through the gate.”

Andros had been working with Kubrick for over a year. He confided in me that he had learned all the various tricks behind the management of Abbots Mead. He told me about rooms being emptied and filled, removal vans and vacated locations. He made the Kubrick home sound like a factory. “If we need an empty room,” he added, “we put everything in a container and take it to the warehouses we rent in Bullens near Borehamwood.” I’d heard Andros say “storage room” at least ten times, and I was asking myself how they could possibly have problems storing things with all that space.

When we went back downstairs to the courtyard, he told me that Christiane used the ground floor of the Lodge for her painting. She spent a lot of time there, painting the plants and flowers that were grown in the greenhouses, as well as local rural landscapes. This was her territory: surrounded by canvases and the smell of tempera, and by the classical musical and lyric opera that kept her company. I spotted three golden retrievers dozing in the shade under the trees in the garden. “That’s Teddy and Lola and their mother, Phoebe. We’ve got cats, too.” He rattled off such a long list of names that I couldn’t keep up with him. “Always remember that you must never leave Freddie and Leo alone together. They fight so violently that they invariably wreck the place. There’s a room on the second floor of the house especially for them. They take it in turns: one in the room, the other in the garden. Yes”—as he finished, he looked at me seriously—“I’d say that that is the most important thing of all.”

At seven the next morning, Andros was waiting for me on the first floor of the Lodge with a cup of American coffee. He handed me a pile of envelopes to take to London. When I came back, I was to use the Mercedes to drive some of Kubrick’s collaborators. Even though production of the film was finished, he still called a number of people to the house, and it was my job to drive them. My day was pretty much the same as it was when I worked for Hawk Films and knew only Jan Harlan, though receiving my list of tasks was now more amusing. Andros took every opportunity to make wisecracks and joked about almost everything, laughing heartily.

For some days I carried out the tasks Andros gave me, then one morning I saw Kubrick again. “Emilio, I have to go to London.” No sooner had he said this, he was already in the car. Unlike the actors and directors I’d driven in the minicab, Kubrick didn’t wait for me to open the door for him. He was actually so quick that he got to the car before I did. More and more frequently, he chose to get in the Minx rather than the Mercedes driven by his elderly chauffeur, Leslie. Kubrick still didn’t say much when he was in the car. He read various documents and took notes in a notebook, which he always put swiftly back in the inside pocket of his jacket. When he did open his mouth, it was always to ask some question out of the blue.

“You’ve tried lots of different jobs,” he said one afternoon. “Which one is your favorite?”

“Racing cars is my passion; the rest are just jobs. Hopefully, I’ll be able to race again soon. I miss the circuit at Brands Hatch.”

He fell silent for a moment.

“Can you promise to continue working for me?”

“Sure, if things continue this way, with plenty of work and a check at the end of the week.”

He didn’t return to the subject until we were on our way home, when he asked me if I belonged to a union. There was a tone of hope in his voice. For me, hearing the word “union” formed a knot in the pit of my stomach. He didn’t wait for me to answer and explained that he needed an assistant who wasn’t bound by the English workweek, from eight to six. “It’s a waste of time to stop work at six. There’s still half a day to make use of,” he said simply. “I need you to be there when I need you,” he explained, “even if that could mean in the evening, after dinner. And when I’m shooting a film, I need to be able to rely on my assistants, always.” He emphasized this last word by saying it slowly. Suddenly, he became talkative; adding that the person he was looking for had to be able to help him with a variety of tasks. He had to be a driver, courier, secretary, manager of the car pool, and so on. This didn’t really fit the job definitions of the English unions, who had a way of categorizing work excessively. This segmentation meant that to complete what he saw as one job, would, according to the unions, require several people. He saw this as another enormous waste of time. “When we’re working together, I’ll need to hand you notepads, notes, cameras…. I need to be able to put a notebook in your pocket without thinking that this violates union rules. If it were up to them, I shouldn’t even lay a finger on you.”

“I understand,” I said when he stopped talking. “If helping means sticking to finicky rules, it’s not much of a help, is it?”

“Precisely. Don’t be taken in by what the trade unionists say. I’ll give you everything you’ll ever need.”

In the silence of the car, I thought how wonderful it would be if what Kubrick had said was true. I was never going to believe the trade unionists again, that was for sure. When the wave of strikes in the sixties reached the hosiery factory in Borehamwood where I worked, my colleagues assured me that the unions would protect us and that we had nothing to worry about as far as our wages were concerned. The all-out strike went on, and I found myself alone in the midst of all those euphoric people, thinking what at the time seemed obvious to me: We’re not working, we’re not making hosiery, so there’s nothing to sell, no money is being made, and we won’t get paid. In fact, the factory closed. There were endless debates on television, but I didn’t have much of an education and it was too complicated for me. I couldn’t understand who was in the right: Labour, who supported the strike, or the Conservatives, who opposed it? The workers who were protesting for better pay and shorter working hours, or management, who produced figures and statistics to show that this simply wasn’t feasible? The only things I was sure about were how angry I was at having lost my job and with it the future I’d been building a little at a time, and how ashamed I felt to go back home and look Janette in the face. At the end of those months of hardship, she gave me a plate of soup and left me to eat alone at the table. When I asked her if she’d given Marisa and Jon something to eat, she answered, “Yes, of course,” elusively. “And what about you? Have you had something to eat?” I asked. “Yes, don’t worry,” she answered immediately, but I knew it wasn’t true—she always answered this question with her back to me. The desperation, the helplessness, and the stagnant odor of poverty that filled our home—I’ll never forget any of that.

“Emilio, give me a hand moving this stuff!” Andros was waving to attract my attention. He was in the storeroom behind a pile of trunks. I’d loaded up plenty of sacks of cement and odds and ends when I was working in Sant’Angelo. Manual work was certainly no problem for me. However, instead saying thank you, he started to make fun of me: “Come on, you lazy bastard! Didn’t you say you liked work?” he grumbled through his mustache. But the look in his eye gave him away, and he laughed at the surprised expression on my face. Andros couldn’t help teasing you—when I called to wake him up in the morning, he told me to get lost and hung up on me. When I got to Abbots Mead, he was already there and ready to offer me some coffee. “Let’s see what Uncle Stanley has to ask of us today.”

If I was a courier and driver, then Andros could best be described as the filter between the office and the outside world. He spent all day on the phone weaving a close-knit web of contacts that allowed him to track down anyone Kubrick needed in five minutes. Whatever the problem was, he always knew who to contact. He organized appointments, asked for expert advice, and made sure that everything ran smoothly. When I wasn’t off taking Kubrick somewhere, he took care of me too and taught me how things worked at Abbots Mead.

“Don’t wait forever for something to be delivered. Jump in the car and go and pick it up yourself. Don’t let me see you walk empty-handed. Stanley is watching you. You can’t see him, but he is.”

“Who is he, God almighty?”

“In a certain sense.” He nodded earnestly.

Another time he said, “If a machine’s broken, figure out how it works and try to repair it yourself while you’re waiting for the technician. If you manage, when he arrives send him home. That way you’ve helped him save time, too.”
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Abbots Mead code of conduct.

The old proverb “If you want something done well, do it yourself” is true. The Abbots Mead version went: “If you want something done, do it.”

Andros’s introductory course included a seminar on the animals living in the house: “You must be very careful with them; very, very careful.” While we were both struggling to push Freddie into his cage so that he and Leo could swap places, Andros told me about the time that the cat had climbed to the top of one of the trees in the courtyard in front of the house. He had started to meow loudly, and even though Andros had begged the cat to be quiet, Kubrick heard, came running, and went into a total state of panic. “You have no idea what a balls-up that was,” he confided. “Stanley kept on saying, ‘Call the fire brigade! Call the vet! Call Christiane!’ as well as just about everyone else who had ever been to Abbots Mead.” Andros not only had to call the fire brigade but also had to help them get Freddie down with the aid of a ladder.

“But that was the wrong thing to do,” I said, laughing. “You should have left Freddie up the tree. He would have come down on his own soon enough.”

“Sure,” he answered ironically, “I’d really like to see you tell him: ‘Don’t worry, Stanley, the cat will come down when he feels like it.’ There’s nothing doing when animals are involved. Absolutely nothing doing.”

As we were crossing the courtyard on our way back to the office in the Lodge, Andros stopped in front of the door of a shed. “Can you drive lorries, too?” He opened the door, and in the half-light I could make out a solid, robust-looking yellow lorry with very large wheels and unusually high ground clearance.

“The yellow submarine?” I said jokingly.

“It’s a fucking Unimog!” explained Andros, in that colorful way he had. “Mercedes designed it for the military. It’s difficult to drive because it’s got sixteen gears and a steering wheel so stiff that you need four hands to turn it!”

He started it up, and the roar of the engine was like the London Symphony Orchestra. Andros had discovered it himself. It had belonged to a landowner, who had bought it from NATO to use in the country, only to sell it soon afterwards because it used too much fuel. Stanley loved anything military, and so he bought it without really thinking about what to use it for. Andros suggested that since it was compact, it would be good for moving heavy loads on the set. But nobody was able to drive it, so it had been shut away, gathering dust in Abbots Mead like an old trophy.

That morning I cleaned it inside and out, brushed away the cobwebs, and lubricated the engine. Mechanically, it was in good condition; it was just really dirty. I ran my hands across the rounded bodywork and the solid, wrought-iron bumpers. I couldn’t wait to start the engine and drive it. The incredibly robust chassis was made of iron girders the size of rail tracks joined by huge bolts. It was suspended nearly a meter from the ground and gave the impression that you could quite easily drive it up a flight of stairs. The air vent protruded from the roof like a mushroom, which meant that even with half the vehicle underwater the engine would keep on working.

“I hope you can handle it, because Stanley just adores it,” said Andros.

“You’ll see. In a few hours we’ll bring it back to life.”

I climbed up into the cabin. There was room for two on the hard metal seats. The space between them was full of levers and buttons. When I started the engine, everything began to vibrate and clatter loudly: the cabin was made of iron and there was no soundproofing. It sounded as if I had switched on a pneumatic drill.

First, I found reverse and then first gear. The Unimog moved slowly. Stanley heard the roar of the engine and phoned Andros in the Lodge. “Who’s driving the Unimog?”

“Emilio.”

“But does he know about the gears and how to go?”

“If he didn’t know, he would have already demolished Abbots Mead.”
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“That is my jewel!” said Stanley about his beloved Unimog.

“Well, in that case he must use the Unimog at least once a week, and give him a set of keys for himself.”

Sitting in the cabin driving down Barnet Lane, it felt like I was flying. You needed to double-declutch to avoid grinding the gears: two taps on the clutch and one on the accelerator. It was possible to use only some of the sixteen gears: starting in fourth, changing to sixth, then ninth and so on—three at a time. The lowest gears were for when the Unimog was used without a driver. You could lock the steering wheel, put it in first or second, and the vehicle would go on its own. It was useful if you had to cross a river for example: the Unimog would just keep going, slowly and relentlessly, like a giant metal turtle.

Suddenly, I heard a sharp sound and the Unimog started to jolt violently. The gears were jammed. I pulled over to the side of the road, called Andros, and asked him to ring for a tow truck. When I got back to Abbots Mead, Kubrick asked me what had happened.

“Since I couldn’t change gears, my first thought was that the clutch plate must have broken.”

“Is that serious?” he asked me, a little worried.

“No, you just have to replace it. It’s quite common when a vehicle hasn’t been used for some time.”

The Mercedes mechanics took the Unimog away and sent a report of the repairs. Kubrick read that the iron springs that held the clutch disc in place had broken; they’d been eaten away by rust. “How did you know that?” he asked, and I told him that in the past I’d been a mechanic in Cassino. My job there was to deal with very old cars that often had problems of this kind. “Can you take care of the maintenance of all the cars?” he asked, and went back into the editing room without giving me time to answer.

“When you ask me to drive you somewhere,” I asked Kubrick one morning, while we were on our way towards London, “do you want me to dress formally, to wear a tie?” I hadn’t received any instructions on this point, and yet there seemed to be an instruction manual for everything at Abbots Mead. I looked at Leslie in his elegant dark suit and white gloves, and I asked myself if I was breaking some unwritten law.
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Just arrived in Stanley’s office.

“Good Lord, no! Dress the way you want!” he suddenly implored. This was one of the first nice things I heard Stanley say. Working as a taxi driver, I’d had to wear a jacket and tie. The opportunity to dress casually was a relief. When I worked with him I wore a white shirt and dark trousers. I was well-dressed but not formal. Most importantly, it wasn’t a uniform. “I see that someone’s been influencing your choice of clothes,” his wife, Christiane, commented. “Please keep shaving; otherwise it won’t be long before I can’t tell you apart!”

My first impression of Christiane was of a woman who was kind and straightforward, not in the least bit interested in formalities. That evening in the car, I saw her smile at the amusing things her husband said. In the days that followed, she behaved in just the same way, regardless of whether we met in passing in the courtyard or if she was asking me to take her to London in the white Mercedes. She wore very comfortable, colorful clothes, full of pockets that she filled with brushes, tubes of tempera, and other things for painting. I thought that this perfectly reflected her character. Unlike her husband, who always sat in the back so that he could spread his paperwork out on the seat, Christiane always sat next to me. She never made me feel like a driver, not even at the beginning. She opened the door for herself, turned on the radio, and started chatting.

She revealed to me that she was a foreigner in England, too. She and her brother, Jan, were born in Germany and had grown up there. She had lived in Germany until she met Stanley in Munich while he was shooting a film. I exchanged confidences by telling her about how I’d met my wife at Christmas lunch at a friend’s house. Janette was seventeen. She had short, neatly combed hair and a witty smile that didn’t quite fit with the attractive shyness in her eyes. I’d been watching her for a while, and when she did finally look at me, she gave me a friendly smile: the movement of her lips seemed to spread right across her face, screwing up her eyes and bringing color to her cheeks. By the time we got to dessert I was hopelessly in love. A few days later I invited her out for a walk in Canons Park. After a whole afternoon of me trying to say something interesting despite my nervousness and poor command of English, Janette asked me to take her home on my Lambretta. At each crossroads she whispered which road to take in my ear and held me tighter and tighter around the waist. A year later we were married.

Christiane liked London a lot, too. She had lived with Stanley in New York for a few years but felt the city was too chaotic. Subsequently, they moved to England for reasons connected to the production of her husband’s films. They both loved the peacefulness of the area north of the city, with its tree-lined roads, wide sidewalks, and well-trimmed hedges. It was the ideal place to bring up children. The state schools were excellent, and Katharina, Anya, and Vivian had settled in perfectly. I replied that Marisa was six and Jon four. It was too early to be worrying about their academic careers. In the meantime, Janette had enrolled them in the elementary school nearest to our house on Farm Road.
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EITHER YOU CARE OR YOU DON’T

THE FILM BEING MADE at Abbots Mead was called A Clockwork Orange. Shooting had finished, but there were still a few small things to straighten out. While Stanley worked with the promotional team in the Chantry, I went to Malcolm McDowell’s house. Malcolm was the star of the film, and Stanley had decided to give him one of Phoebe’s puppies. It was a golden retriever that Stanley had named Alex, after the character Malcolm played. Together with the dog came detailed instructions about how to look after it, including which shop to buy food from since the supermarkets were not to be trusted. At that time, Malcolm lived in a flat on the Bayswater Road in Notting Hill. Stanley’s trusted dog food supplier was a wholesaler in Stokenchurch, the other side of High Wycome, about forty miles or so to the west. Malcolm was clearly in difficulty when it came to following the complicated instructions for how to look after the puppy, so once a month, when I went to buy sacks of food for his dogs, Stanley told me to buy a sack for Malcolm’s dog, too. “When you go, make sure you deliver the food to him in person. That way you can go in and see how the dog is. Check to see if he’s eating well, if he has water, ask if he’s getting enough exercise, if he’s getting taken for walks on the grass… .”

The flat was in a block with no garden and only a concrete courtyard, so there was nowhere for the dog to roll on the grass unless Malcolm took him “at least once a day,” as Stanley had asked, across the road to Hyde Park. Increasingly impatiently, Malcolm made a point of telling me that he was taking Alex to the park. “And tell Stanley, please, will you!”

I also helped to dismantle the sets and locations. As Andros had foreseen, most of the stuff was stored in Abbots Mead and only transferred to the warehouses when there was absolutely no room left at all. While moving all these things around, I couldn’t help noticing that most of Christiane’s and the other artists’ paintings were of erotic subjects. I even found myself handling some female nude sculptures and other strange objects. The phallus I’d transported the previous year was clearly in good company.

I don’t think everyone took this film the right way. It was, let’s say, rather particular in nature, and at the beginning of 1972, after A Clockwork Orange had been screened successfully in London for a few months, the papers were filled with fierce controversy. The film was accused of inciting violence among young people, and for over a year it was blamed for just about every episode of violence that happened in England. I couldn’t grasp the seriousness of it. How could they possibly have blown things out of proportion like this? I was convinced that Stanley was worrying too much; and he worried more and more. After all, I asked myself, who was he? In the end he was just a director who had made a film. How come everyone had suddenly gone off their heads?
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Pablo Ferro was an eccentric guy who had been hired to edit the trailer of A Clockwork Orange. Stanley adored him and said he came up with ideas so original that nobody else could possibly ever have thought of them.

Stanley couldn’t understand, either. The way the press framed it, anyone who saw the film automatically wanted to do the same things the protagonist did. The whole thing left me bewildered. After all, as I told him when he asked me what I thought, you don’t see a western and then go out, buy a pistol, and start shooting in the pub!

I realized things were getting really tense when, in the mail I picked up every day, Stanley found a letter with a death threat. It was written using letters cut out from newspapers. “Never touch these letters again,” he said, “and don’t say anything about it to Christiane!” Andros and I found more and more intimidating letters: threats, drawings of bombs, and insults aimed at Stanley and his daughters. On several occasions, we had to call the police and ask them to check whether ticking or vibrating parcels were explosive or dangerous. From that day on, I handled only mail from known senders. The post office sent all the rest directly to Borehamwood police station.

Stanley didn’t understand the particularly “English” nature of the problem, either. The film had had a positive impact everywhere else. It’s true that it had provoked a lively debate and more than a little controversy in the press, but nowhere had it caused such a hostile reaction as in London and throughout the country.

In the end, the police asked Stanley to intervene, and in 1974 he decided to withdraw A Clockwork Orange from British distribution. Regardless of whatever had really caused the uproar, banning the film worked. The threats stopped, and things gradually got back to normal. Stanley told me that he thought of the film as medicine; that was exactly the word he used. And when he realized that the medicine didn’t work, he took it off the market.

The secretary who had first met me at Abbots Mead left her job just after production work on A Clockwork Orange had finished. In 1972, before starting out on his next film, Stanley hired a personal secretary named Margaret Adams.

When I met her for the first time in the lodge, she was talking into two phones and typing in a way that sounded like bursts of gunfire. Though only twenty-eight, Margaret had plenty of experience. She was the perfect choice. Even though she was a tiny little woman, she was full of energy; it was hard to imagine where it all came from. She spent all day at base camp in the Lodge, dealing with administration, documents, registers, and tons of paperwork. She gave a new meaning to the word “secretary,” because she didn’t only deal with documents regarding film productions, she took care of Stanley’s “secret” family matters, too.

I got on well with Margaret immediately. “Come in, put the kettle on,” she said cheerfully every morning, inviting Andros and me to sit down and have a coffee while we organized the day ahead. It wasn’t long before we were a perfectly efficient trio. All three of us cared about getting things done properly. I’d experienced the individualism of motor racing, and now, with them, I was discovering how good it felt to be part of a team: if Margaret was busy photocopying, Andros would answer the phone; if Andros had to rush over to Borehamwood Studios for something, I took care of the office or, more often, offered to go instead of him. When Margaret was too busy to stop for lunch, I would pop round to her flat to feed the cats. Stanley didn’t complain about me being half an hour late, because I had to feed the cats. On the contrary, he made sure I went to feed Wishbone and Rosemary and that I always gave them fresh fish and nothing else. Actually, more often than not, while I was out, he asked me to run an errand for the film somewhere near Kew Bridge, where Margaret lived.

We were like a perfect production line with no need for maintenance. Things worked even better than they did when I first arrived at Abbots Mead: I would go to appointments with an excellent introduction from Andros and Margaret. I was always treated in a polite, kind, and respectful way by secretaries and receptionists. However, when I went to the administration department of a film production company for the first time, they wouldn’t let me in. In those places, the receptionists had orders not to let in anyone who was not formally dressed. But when they got to know me, they paid no attention to my appearance. I even turned up scruffy and covered in oil from working on the cars, but when I said, “No, please let me in. I phoned earlier. I’m Emilio D’Alessandro, and I’m here on behalf of Stanley Kubrick!” they answered, “Oh, of course. I’m terribly sorry.”

It was the name that opened doors. Not the tie.

I realized how important it was for us to be recognized everywhere as representatives of Stanley Kubrick. We had to deal with a huge number of people, and if that meant explaining who we were over and over again, we would have wasted precious time. And time was precious; Andros explained to me that the only way to win the daily race against time was to do our best to be “kind,” so that we could ask small favors in return. Every Christmas I spent two days delivering lavish gifts, mainly cases of whiskey, to dozens of offices in London.

The workload at Abbots Mead didn’t decrease when A Clockwork Orange was finished. Actually, I realized that it didn’t really make much difference whether we were making a film or not. The first thing to deal with was the mail. Every morning, when I left Farm Road, I went to the post office at Borehamwood, where I found at least a sack full of letters for Stanley. Just after a film was released, there were as many as three sacks. Margaret was the first to sort the mail, separating what looked interesting from what was clearly trash. If the sender was unknown, the letter was put to one side for further investigation. What Margaret didn’t filter out was then passed on to Andros. He made a second selection, and what remained was given to me to take to the house, but only after it had been sorted by addressee.
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Andros and me at my son Jon-Pierre’s First Communion party.

Then we looked through the documents and research results that arrived from people hired by Hawk Films. We sorted them, organized them, and delivered the results to Stanley, often with additional notes in the margins. We were like a funnel, gathering material and sending it to just one place: to Stanley. He had hired accountants as well as other secretaries and bookkeepers, but nevertheless you could always hear him say, “Check this, Margaret,” or “Andros, check this,” sometimes followed by Andros saying, “Margaret, check this again.”

We read car insurance contracts, paid installments and various bills, did research into new technical developments, and requested product catalogs. Then we drew up reports comparing the prices of televisions, projectors, photocopiers, lights, typewriters, lenses, and portable recorders. We also had to prepare documents for the lawyers and accountants, deliver them, then go and fetch them again. We found out which library had the books Stanley was looking for and took the ones he’d finished with back to the London Library. We often had to apologetically return books late that he hadn’t even opened. We made photocopies of books that couldn’t be borrowed. We took Stanley to do the shopping in Borehamwood. We took him to villages where he’d found houses or places that might be suitable for a scene in an upcoming film. Then the next day, if Stanley really had decided to film there, we went back to the village to sort out all the red tape associated with filming. We made a note of who we had talked to so that there was always someone we could contact for information. We returned to a potential location day after day to measure the hours of sunlight for outdoor shooting. We even measured the widths of the roads so that we knew which trucks and trailers we could rent and use without getting stuck at the first crossroads.

You name it, we did it. We did masses of things every day, with absolute precision and a totally free hand. Quite simply, we were there to deal with Stanley’s needs, whatever they might be. He made a request, we responded to it, he checked, and then he made another one. Ours was a vast organization, it was far-reaching yet simple, and it really was easy. Stanley’s effective working method, put into practice with Andros and Margaret’s meticulousness, was an unbeatable combination.

Working like that was wonderful, and it made me feel proud, but only for six days a week; because on the seventh, disaster inevitably struck. Day after day, lots of small mistakes mounted up: an apparently unimportant delay, a small mistake in a document, a missed phone call, a lost order, and the system got stuck. It was cyclical, regular as clockwork, a balls-up a week. “Oh fuck it! This is the day!” Andros would declare with a heavy heart, letting his arms fall with disappointment. There were weeks, though, when the disaster didn’t happen, and that was nothing short of a miracle.

Stanley was our employer, and what he said was not to be questioned. Whatever he wanted had to be done. If he needed a document within a couple of hours, it had to be ready on time. If he called home on Saturday evening because something urgent needed doing, we went back to Abbots Mead. Saturday, Sunday, day, night, Christmas or Easter, it made no difference: the three of us were always at his disposal.

Mind you, our devotion was not unquestioning. If a request didn’t seem reasonable to us, or if we thought it might not be the right solution to the problem, we told him. Normally, Stanley refused alternatives to his ideas with passionate disapproval and sharp reasoning that wore out any would-be critic. The way he readily accepted suggestions from Margaret and Andros was a clear indication of how much he trusted us.

STANLEY: “No.”

MARGARET: “Yes, actually.”

STANLEY: “Okay.”

Easy.

The only other person he trusted like this was Julian Senior, the head of advertising and publicity at Warner Bros., Europe. I first met Julian in the courtyard outside the house, and I realized immediately that never a day passed without him dropping in on Stanley. Before A Clockwork Orange was released, Stanley and Julian had discussed every detail of the promotional campaign: posters, photographs for magazines, even Pablo Ferro’s trailer. Julian’s visits didn’t become less frequent when the film was finished. Like Andros, Margaret, and me, Julian was consulted for matters that were beyond his competence. Thanks to his high-ranking position, he knew about all the ongoing Warner Bros. productions as well as those in other companies. Stanley was just dying to know which directors were working on what projects. He was curious about their choices of actors, technicians, and studios, too.
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Stanley and his phone were inseparable.

Julian must have violated secrecy agreements more than once when he told Stanley the latest news from the studios, but I can swear that this worked one way only: Stanley trusted Julian implicitly and knew he would never betray his confidence. Julian would give him an objective opinion on anything and would do everything he could to solve any kind of problem. Julian was the king of the scoop; the film expert. He was the missing piece of the puzzle, the fourth member of our team. He was the one who made it possible for Stanley to interact with the world of cinema.

Of course, being a key member of Stanley Kubrick’s team could be hard at times. “I can’t make it this evening, I’ll drop by tomorrow. What difference does it make?” said Julian, trying in vain to slip free of Stanley’s net. “No, I’m not coming this evening,” he would say, trying to put his foot down, “because I’m sure that what I say to you tomorrow will be exactly the same thing I said to you yesterday!”

There was no need to get angry. Stanley expected twice as much of himself as he did of anyone else. When, thinking back, you realized that he was almost always right, and when you understood that everything he asked you to do was for a reason, and the reason was to do the job in the best possible way, you couldn’t feel resentment; you just had to admire him. “Either you care, or you don’t.” That was how he answered one evening when, even though we were exhausted, he kept on giving us work to do. No, we couldn’t turn a blind eye today, because “Either you care or you don’t. That’s all there is to it, Emilio.”

Stanley was that simple: he cared about his work and his family, and that was it.

When I went to pick him up from Fleet Street after a meeting with his lawyers, he started grumbling about how affluent law firms were: “Those people are going to ruin the country. Their offices are full of valuable wood, expensive ornaments, and huge paintings. What do they need all that for? All I need is a desk, a chair, a pen, and a coffee machine; nothing else.” While I was working for British Hollywood, I had the chance to see how many famous people are spoiled by money and luxury, and it is not unusual for them to become arrogant and rude, too. Stanley was one of the few celebrities who were still in touch with the real world. Instead of taking Christiane or one of his assistants to dinner in a famous restaurant full of VIPs so that he could be photographed on the way out, Stanley preferred to have food delivered to Abbots Mead where he could dine comfortably in the living room. When I asked him why he never went to any of the fashionable parties his colleagues went to, he replied, “They always talk above their heads.”

I think the way Stanley managed his assistants was wonderful. If he had something to say to me, Andros, or Margaret, he did it in private. We were called to his office one at a time, and he explained how a certain task was to be done or how we should deal with a particularly delicate situation in the future. He liked to have a clear relationship with the people who worked for him. He knew that everything revolved around him but wasn’t in the least bit interested in throwing his weight about. If he had been, all he would have had to do was line us all up in his office every morning, give us orders, and listen to us reply, “Yes, sir!” all together. But nothing could be further from the truth. “Don’t call me sir. I don’t need that,” he said to me during one of the first trips we made together. “Call me Stanley.”

Stanley’s system of rules had been devised to ensure that Abbots Mead worked perfectly. All we had to do was follow them to the letter. I realized this practically immediately when he advised me never to trust hotel receptionists or the concierge when I was delivering documents. I should always place them in the hands of the person they were addressed to. He did everything he could to avoid problems arising. And he didn’t care for idle chat: after telling us what we had to do, he would just leave notes on our desks about routine tasks.

Stanley didn’t waste anything. But he wasn’t bothered about saving, either. He woke up at ten or eleven, sometimes at midday, and he went to bed very late so that he could take full advantage of the opening times of Warner Bros.’ offices in America. Andros, Margaret, and I started work early in the morning, while Stanley was still asleep. We dealt with the tasks he had left us just a few hours earlier before he went to bed. When he woke up, everything was done and we started all over again. It seemed like a never-ending cycle, because it was.

We had all received a kit with everything we needed. Mine was a briefcase with all the maintenance and insurance documents for the Mercedes and the other cars, as well as every other document I might need while I was running errands. Taking a traveling office everywhere you went reduced the risk of having to go back to base and waste time. Stanley did the same, stuffing his jacket pockets with pens, photocopies, sheets of paper, recorders, and tapes.

My pockets were full, too. I carried two notepads, a small one and a large one, two pens (one was a spare), and my day timer, which was a datebook with a weekly planner on each page. There I wrote names, office addresses, appointments, telephone numbers, and the prices of various things. The notepads were chosen to fit in the breast pockets of my shirt. Stanley had been very clear about shirts: I was to use only shirts with two breast pockets. In the right pocket I kept the notepad, notes he gave me, and receipts. In the left one I kept cash, my driving license, and other ID. The pockets had to be button-down so that nothing would fall out if I bent over. He also asked me to make sure I always had five hundred pounds in my wallet to cover any expenses I incurred during the working day. If I spent any money, I had to go home and replace it so that I’d always have five hundred pounds in my pocket.
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In front of the gate at Abbots Mead.

The equipment for the car consisted of a first aid kit, a flashlight, a lighter, and more pens here and there. We also carried three thirty-meter ropes just in case we came across an injured or abandoned dog (tie up the dog, take it to a vet, then back to Abbots Mead, and find a reliable person to give it to). There was also a muzzle to use if the dog was nervous, and for the same reason, thick leather gloves, too. The gloves also came in handy if we found a particularly angry cat.

We had to make sure that the office never ran out of photocopy paper. There was also a supply of notepads and notebooks as well as countless ballpoint and fountain pens. Stanley was mad about fountain pens. He had several different ones and just loved dipping them in his bottles of ink when he was writing. He was so keen on his Parker pens that he even tried to convert me to them by giving me one in a luxury gift box.

“Stanley, why are you giving me this? I don’t even know how to use it. I’m much happier with a Biro.”

“No,” he answered, putting the box back in my hands, “you’ve got to accept it.”

I had no choice, but I kept it in a drawer at home and continued using twenty-pence ballpoint pens. But a simple thank-you was never enough for Stanley. A few weeks later he came back with another shiny wooden box; this time it had Montblanc written on it. Inside, there was a pen and pencil set with two Biros. “Now you can use whichever one you like.”

“Stanley, somebody will steal them! Why do you give me these expensive presents? I don’t need them.”

“Then keep them at home. Marisa and Jon can use them to do their homework.”

All the things Stanley asked me to do inevitably took up a great deal of time, and this had negative consequences for my family life. Janette spent entire days without even seeing me: I left home just after six and didn’t come home until dinnertime and, increasingly often, even later. “I’m sorry Janette, but Stanley …” I tried to explain, but my empty chair at the dinner table at Farm Road spoke for itself.

She told me that since we’d made it through that rough patch a few years earlier, there was no longer any need to devote every waking moment to making money. I explained to her that it wasn’t about money. I hadn’t been working for Stanley for long, and I wanted to prove to him that I was up to it. Furthermore, how could I ask for more time off when Andros and Margaret worked as hard as I did? “But don’t they have anybody to go home to?” Janette asked with bewilderment. “Yes, Andros has got two kids too, but he hasn’t told me the secret yet: how to keep the peace in the family.”

Janette took care of Marisa and Jon. She loved art and used to take them into town to the theater or the cinema on weekends. She always said that you never could tell what a child was going to be capable of so it made sense to get them interested in as many different things as possible. Marisa went to dance classes and Jon learned the guitar, but when she sent them both to Italian lessons after school, I knew that things were okay in the D’Alessandro household once more.
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THE BARRY LYNDON ADVENTURE

TOWARDS THE END OF 1972, loads of people I had never seen before started to arrive at Abbots Mead. Every morning, in the courtyard outside the house, there were more people than there had been the day before.

Unbeknownst to me, the Barry Lyndon adventure had already begun.

Stanley’s production office was Stanley’s house and vice versa. There wasn’t a studio or an office where people working on the film could be received. Everything happened at Abbots Mead. Anyone involved would wake up, hop in the car, and drive to Stanley’s house.

I said hello to everyone, but I didn’t know anybody’s name. As soon as I had memorized a few, all the people changed. I saw them running here and there, and I asked myself if I was doing the right thing. I was still getting the hang of the job. I’d been with Stanley for a year, but Barry Lyndon was the first production I’d taken part in.

Earlier that day, Margaret and I had crossed paths in the courtyard: “Emilio, come and let me introduce you to a fellow countrywoman of yours,” she said. In front of the gates stood Milena Canonero. She smiled, shook my hand, and said hello in Italian. She was petite and slender and had been working on the film for some time. I had hoped she would give me some advice, but she disappeared immediately into the comings and goings that were part of the production process. One afternoon I met her again. “You’re working on the film, aren’t you?” I said to her in Italian, taking advantage of the fact that other people wouldn’t understand what we were saying. Her advice was reassuring: “It’s easy. Stanley doesn’t like people who waste time. If you get on with it, everything will be just fine. Sorry, but I really must be going.”

And off she ran, but to where?

“Emilio, come here, you lazy bastard!” Andros was calling me. Okay then: time to get a move on. The new batch of arrivals had meant that space in Abbots Mead was running out, so Stanley decided to have a small warehouse built in the courtyard in front of the house. Officially, it was a garage for the cars, but it was really used as an art department. We put a board on the left-hand wall, and added a large white draftsman’s table and a pantograph. Andros added the finishing touch in the form of a box of Montecristo cigars and went back to the Lodge. Milena went across the courtyard again. “I saw you with Andros. Well done, let him be your guide,” she said without stopping. “It’s not easy to keep up with him. Andros is a phenomenon,” I replied, running after her, “and so is Margaret.”

“Excellent teachers!” Milena laughed.

“What do you do?”

“I’m a costume designer, with Ulla. We’re working on the look of the film with Barbara, the makeup artist, and Leonard, who’s the hairdresser. Then there’s Ken; he’s taking care of the sets.”

“I can’t put names to faces. Which one’s Ken?”

“The one with the cigars.”

There was an elegant gentleman who left every morning driving a white Rolls-Royce surrounded by a thick cloud of smoke. For days, he had been piling up dozens of books on the tables in the warehouse and sticking maps of England and charcoal sketches on the walls. Okay. He must be Ken Adam.

The warehouse shelves were filled with lenses and other photographic equipment. This all belonged to an angular, well-mannered guy called John Alcott. He was the director of photography Stanley had chosen. The three of them seemed to work well together. There was mutual respect: they all thought carefully about the other two’s remarks before saying anything. While the courtyard was frenetic, time in the art department seemed to pass more slowly. This was partly due to the thick spirals of smoke from Ken’s cigars and Stanley’s cigarettes. What’s more, John’s thoughtful character was in perfect harmony with Stanley’s desire to keep everything under control: he expressed his opinion on technical matters, suggested solutions, but never imposed them and never made a decision without speaking to Stanley first.
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— BASIC TRAINING —

If you open it, CLOSE IT!
f you turn it on, TURN IT OFF!

1f you unlock it, LOCK IT!

It you break it, REPAIR IT!

It you can'tfix t, CALL IN SOMEONE WHO CAN!

1 you borrow it, RETURN IT!
1 you use it, TAKE CARE OF IT!

If you make a mess, CLEAN IT UP!

If you move it, PUT IT BACK!

I it belongs to someone else, GET PERMISSION TO USE IT!
1fyou don't know how o operate it, LEAVE IT ALONE!

Iit doesn’t concern you, DON'T MESS WITH IT!
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