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I look at the clock - it’s 12:35. Holy moly! Have I just been blankly staring in the mirror for the past fifteen minutes straight? I know I have to keep it professional today, but I just can’t. In an hour, I am interviewing the one and only - Lennie Malais! One of the last living legends of our time! Not to mention one of the most handsome men to ever walk the earth! Gosh! My late father would always ask the barber to trim his beard the exact same way Lennie did back in the 80s. Plot twist – Lennie was active in the adult entertainment industry a decade prior to that, which I can’t wait to talk to him about. Lennie in general is known for being extremely secretive about his life and rarely gives interviews. Strangely, most of the times the journalists never even publish their interviews with him. This will be my chance to dig deeper. This man has re-invented his image so many times that everyone stopped keeping count. Some might say, he’s not as famous for his onscreen work as he is for being the original provocateur, enigma and a trailblazer. My dad would be so proud of me today, especially knowing that Lennie himself chose me to interview him for the release of his new book! Out of all the professionals that were pitched to him, he chose an independent rookie like me! All I have to my name is a bachelor’s in journalism with a German major, a mini weblog and several political interviews, some of which never even aired... I hear the phone ringing - it’s the driver telling me that he’s waiting outside. It’s 12:55! Another twenty minutes spent in daydream! I finish the darn eyelashes that I started contouring almost two hours ago, grab my purse with the interview notes, say a quick prayer and run out the door.

We arrive at the Irwin Studios at 13:40. There isn’t as much fuss as I expected there to be. Everybody looks polite, nice and calm – a far cry ambient from the one I am used to with the major film studios. Irwin Studios is the only place where Lennie conducts his interviews. I am greeted by a gorgeous young woman asking me if I’d like some tea or coffee. I ask for a bottle of water and inquire if she could show me directly to the interview room. I know that I should be nervous, but the feeling is just great! Something about the energy and the people here is extremely comforting and pleasant. The young woman politely guides me through the hallway, asks me if I need any more time to prepare, and tells me that Lennie is already waiting. With the last sentence my anxiety finally kicks in. About time! Clearly, since 8 o’clock today I was in a complete state of trance, and now I am finally realizing what is about to happen - I am about to interview one of the biggest stars in the world! I fix my hair, check my outfit for any stains and ask her to accompany me to the interview room.

As we walk in, I finally realize how enormous the studio is! Far in the middle, lights are focused on a pedestal with two black leather chairs. I see him! Sitting calmly, with a smile, checking his luxurious velvet jacket. This man is eighty–four years old! He looks even better in real life! My anxiety disappears as I cannot wait to approach him. “Emily!” - I hear him scream out my name. 

“Girl to girl - you look like the naïve type. I’m done with this, so take my advice - make sure you don’t touch...”

Without paying any attention to the young assistant trying to tell me something, I walk straight to the pedestal.

“So nice to meet you, dear!”

He stands up to greet me, and his energy is just mesmerizing! His body is that of a forty-year-old, his smile – of a teenager. His eyes are so bright, and it feels as if they are piercing your soul with a blazing skewer. Energy and warmth are emanating from this man. Not to mention the sensuality. At this point, I am sure I must be dreaming. For what it’s worth, if I am dreaming, I might as well just play a good journalist.

“Mr Malais! Such a pleasure to meet you! I’m huge fan of yours! My whole family! Especially my dad!”

“Just Lennie, please. Where is your father? Is he here?”

“My dad is actually no longer with us. He passed away four years ago.”

Why am I saying this?

“Well, I guess we are doing this in your father’s memory, then!”

Even the way this man celebrates death is astonishing!

He smiles and helps me to get up on the pedestal. The camera man asks us if we are ready. As we both reply “yes”, he starts the countdown:

“4, 3, 2...”
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“Good afternoon, Lennie. Thank you so much for this opportunity!”

“It’s very lovely to speak to you to today, Emily. How are you feeling?”

“I am beyond excited, to say the least. What a day in my career!”

“Perfect! We’re off to a great start.”

“Lennie, your career has spanned six decades, you now run two theatres, write screenplays, books and educational material for upcoming talents. You have two movies coming out later this year. You’re not pausing and your energy is to be envied! Today we are talking about your new book with a rather provocative title - “I don’t have a big ego, just a small d*ck: a practical manual for how to flourish in life with a small dick”. Was it hard to get a book with a title like that published?”

“Not really. I’ve done harder things before, if you know what I mean...”

We both laugh.

“So, it’s a memoir... Can we call it a memoir? Or is it more of an autobiography?”

“It’s definitely not a memoir. I want to call it “a manifesto for the modern-day man”. I do believe, however, that other generations will also relate to this body of work.”

“There are a lot of personal details in here, though.”

“There is also a lot of fiction.”

“Will the reader be able to tell the two apart?”

“If the reader pays close attention, he will.”

“The book does not cover much of your childhood. Is there are a specific reason for that?”

“To be fair, I don’t really like talking about my childhood. I wanted this book to be purely about self-discovery and humour.”

“Is childhood not a part of self-discovery?”

“Well...yes, absolutely, but... I just don’t think I ever reflected on my childhood from an adult’s perspective. I pretty much went through my early years in a dream-like state. Or at least it felt that way.”

“Well, I am sitting in front of one of the most successful men in the cinema history. Surely, it comes with a lot of confidence, discipline and talent. Were any of these qualities present during early years?”

I am trying not to strike a nerve, but I see that he is completely open and relaxed. There is something so child-like about him that I feel like Barbara Walters sitting here. Literally!

“Not really. I remember always being exhausted from life. Even though I was just a kid, everything felt heavy. I was incredibly mature for my age but, correspondingly, never encouraged to enjoy life.”

“By whom? Your family?”

“Family too but... what is family? I was raised mostly by my grandmother. Parents were always away doing I don’t know what. I guess, I am referring to the environment that never understood me and made fun of me. Or the bullying! That one was the worst! I always wished it were physical rather than verbal. At least I would have given Bruce Lee a run for his money.”

“I’m sad to hear that.”

“Don’t be. It was centuries ago. They’re all dead now.”

Lennie gives a rather sinister grin.

“What were you bullied for anyway?”

“Purely for being different. I had this “wannabe” attitude that would somehow always provoke a reaction. Don’t ask me, where it came from – nobody knows!”

“Was there a sort of a “breaking point” in your childhood when that changed?”

“Oh, there were many breaking points in my life, but, I guess, back then it occurred when I realized I had to change something about myself in order to be accepted and liked. Being constantly detested comes with its detriments too.”

“So, even though you said earlier that your childhood did not influence your life, it sounds like it did. Greatly, I would say!”

“The reason I say it didn’t, is because it made me become somebody that I wasn’t ready to become at that age, nor did I really have to.”

“No, of course! I totally understand that it must have been unnerving. Especially with what we know now about the long-term effects of bullying. But when it came to that particular “waking up” moment you briefly mention in the book, was it that easy to just take full control of your life as a kid? I don’t want to come across as provoking, but it is quite fascinating for the listeners, including me, to understand what world Lennie Malais
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