Michael Clayton (2007)

Michael Clayton (George Clooney) is a "fixer" from a prestigious New York City law firm, using his connections and his knowledge of legal loopholes for his clients' benefit. After leaving an underground poker game and dealing with a wealthy client's (Denis O'Hare) hit and run, Michael drives aimlessly and stops at a remote field. When he leaves his car to admire some scenery, the car explodes behind him.

Four days earlier, one of the firm's leading attorneys, Arthur Edens (Tom Wilkinson), has a bizarre outburst in the middle of a deposition in Milwaukee involving a class action lawsuit against U-North, an agricultural products conglomerate. Michael arrives in Milwaukee and bails Arthur out of jail, but he escapes from their hotel room in the middle of the night. Meanwhile, Karen Crowder (Tilda Swinton), U-North's general counsel, discovers that Arthur had come into possession of a confidential U-North document detailing the company's decision to manufacture a weed killer that it knew to be carcinogenic. Karen brings this to the attention of U-North's CEO. He puts Karen in contact with two men who are secretly on retainer by U-North (Robert Prescott, Terry Serpico). She contracts them to follow Arthur and plant bugs in his apartment and phone. When they report that Arthur is building a case to expose his own client, Karen asks that Arthur be eliminated. The same two men proceed to do as she directs. They secretly murder Arthur in a very sophisticated way designed to resemble a heart attack, possibly brought on by a drug overdose.

Michael is saddened by the actual news of Arthur's death, but becomes suspicious upon learning that U-North was planning a settlement just a few days before and that Arthur had booked a flight for one of the plaintiffs, Anna (Merritt Wever). He learns from Anna that she told no one of her conversations with Arthur, not even her attorney, arousing in Michael further suspicion about how his firm came to know of Arthur's conversations with the U-North plaintiffs. With the help of his other brother Gene (Sean Cullen) in the police department Michael gets access to Arthur's sealed apartment and discovers a receipt from a copy store. Upon investigation, he discovers that Arthur had ordered three thousand copies of the confidential U-North document. Michael takes a copy with him, but the two hit men are tailing him and inform Karen of the situation. Michael is about to show his boss, Marty Bach (Sydney Pollack), what he has discovered, only to be offered a renewal of his employment contract as well as an $80,000 bonus he had requested to cover his debt resulting from a bad restaurant investment, although it comes with a confidentiality agreement to prevent him from ever shaking down the firm.

One of the hit men rigs his car with a bomb. Michael receives a phone call summoning him to the meeting with the client in Westchester County who had committed a hit-and-run, as seen at the start of the movie. He is being followed by the two men, but they have trouble tailing him. The surveillance team, still off but near Michael's trail, detonates the remote bomb while he is out of the car. An unharmed but surprised Michael runs back to his car and throws his personal effects inside, faking his own death.

Later, at a U-North board meeting, Karen proposes approval of a new settlement agreement. Michael is waiting for her when she exits the conference, and informs her that he has access to copies of the U-North memo and that he knows about her role in Arthur's murder. He goads Karen into offering him $10 million for his silence. Karen reluctantly agrees, prompting Michael to reveal the phone in his pocket that has conveyed their conversation to the police. As he walks away, Karen falls to her knees in shock while detectives rush forward to arrest her. Michael leaves the building and hails a cab, he passes the driver 50 dollars and tells him to "just drive."
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Memorable quotes (with notes on difficult vocabulary)

[from trailer] 

Michael Clayton: You are the senior litigating partner of one of the largest, most respected law firms in the world. You are a legend. 

Arthur Edens: I'm an accomplice! 

Michael Clayton: You're a manic-depressive! 

Arthur Edens: I am Shiva, the god of death.

Litigating partner = avvocato che si occupa di controversie press'apoco equivalenti a quelle di diritto civile nell'ordinamento italiano; accomplice = complice; manic-depressive = maniaco depressivo

Marty Bach: We've got 600 attorneys here. We've got to find out who's an expert on psychiatric commitment statutes. 

Michael Clayton: I can tell you who that is: Arthur.

Psychiatric commitment statutes = leggi sul trattamento sanitario obbligatorio 

Barry Grissom: Look. I agreed to this, OK? But there's rules now. You want the contract, you're signing a confidentiality agreement; it's gonna be bulletproof, and it's gonna be retroactive. Because Marty's too nice to say it, but with everything you know about this place and the clients here and the people who work here, it makes it a little weird when you come in and ask for 80 grand. 

Michael Clayton: If I was gonna shake anybody down, Barry, I'd come directly to you, and it wouldn't be for 80 grand. 

[to Marty] 

Michael Clayton: Is this him, or is this you? 

Barry Grissom: Hey, if I'm wrong, I apologize. 

Michael Clayton: You're wrong. You're way the fuck wrong! 

Barry Grissom: So there you go. 

Confidentiality agreement = accordo di riservatezza; bulletproof = (lett. antiproiettile) (di accordo, contratto, ecc.) blindato; to be way wrong = essere completamente in errore  

Michael Clayton: You're my meal ticket, Marty. If you leave, it's just me and Barry in a room and I'm trying to explain what the hell it is I do around here.

Meal ticket = (lett. buono pasto) qui: assicurazione, salvacondotto 

[last lines] 

Taxi driver: So what are we doin'? 

Michael Clayton: Give me fifty dollars worth. Just drive. 

Give me fifty dollars worth. Just drive = Ti pago per una corsa da 50 dollari. Guida e basta.

Arthur Edens: Michael, I have great affection for you and you live a very rich and interesting life, but you're a bag man not an attorney. If your intention was to have me committed you should have kept me in Wisconsin where the arrest report, the videotape, eyewitness reports of my inappropriate behavior would have had jurisdictional relevance. I have no criminal record in the state of New York, and the single determining criterion for involuntary commitment is danger. Is the defendant a danger to himself or to others. You think you got the horses for that? Well good luck and God bless, but I'll tell you this: the last place you want to see me is in court. 

Michael Clayton: I'm not the enemy. 

Arthur Edens: Then who are you? 

Bag man = portaborse

Michael Clayton: Do I look like I'm negotiating? 

Do I look like I'm negotiating? = Ti pare che stia trattando/negoziando?

Arthur Edens: Yes! Here we are, all together. Is everyone listening? 'Cause this is the moment you've been waiting for, a very special piece of paper, so let's have a big, paranoid, malignant round of applause... for United Northfield Culcitate Internal Research Memorandum #229! June 19th, 1991. "Conclusion: The unanticipated marketing growth for Culcitate by small farms in colder climates demands IMMEDIATE cost-benefit analysis." Hah. Would you like a little bit of legal advice? NEVER let a scientist use the words "unanticipated" and "immediate" in the same sentence. Okay? Okay. "In-house field studies have indicated small, short-season farms dependent on well water for human consumption are at risk for toxic, particulate concentrations at levels significant enough to cause serious human tissue damage." Well, this is a long way of saying that you don't even have to leave your house to be killed by our product, we'll pipe it into your kitchen sink. "Culcitate's great market advantage that it is tasteless, colorless, and does not precipitate, has the potential to mask and intensify these potentially lethal exposures." Now, I love this. Not only is this a great product, it is a superb cancer delivery system. "Chemical modifications of Culcitate product, or the addition of a detector molecule such as an odorant or a colorant, would require a top-down redesign of the Culcitate-manufacturing process. These costs, while assumed to be significant, were not summarized here." Which, loosely translated, means "it's going to cost a fortune to go back on this, and I'm just an asshole in a lab, so could someone else PLEASE make the decision?" "CLEARLY, the release of these internal research documents would compromise the effective marketing of Culcitate, and MUST be kept within the protective confines of United Northfield's trade secret language." You don't need me... to tell you what that means. Goodbye! 

Round of applause = (giro/tornata di) applausi; in-house field studies = studi sul campo condotti internamente; cancer delivery system = sistema per beccarsi un cancro; to go back on sth = fare marcia indietro su qc,.

Michael Clayton: You're so fucked. Here let me get a picture while I'm at it. 

Michael Clayton: Mr. Greer, you left the scene of an accident on a slow week night, six miles from a state police barracks. Believe me. If there's a line, you're right up front. 

Mr. Greer: I can get a lawyer any time I want. I don't need you for that. We're not sitting here for forty five minutes for a god damned referral. 

Michael Clayton: I don't know what Walter promised you but... 

Mr. Greer: A miracle worker. That's Walter on the phone twenty minutes ago. Direct quote, okay, "Hang tight, I'm sending you a miracle worker." 

Michael Clayton: Well he misspoke. 

Mr. Greer: About what? That you're the firms fixer? Or that you're any good at it? 

[explodes in anger] 

Mr. Greer: The guy was RUNNING. In the STREET! You take that, you add the fog, you add the light, you add the... the angle. What the fuck is he doing running in the middle of the street at midnight? You answer me that, huh? 

[Mrs. Greer throws a glass across the room, there's a long pause] 

Mr. Greer: What if someone had stolen the car? Huh? Happens all the time. 

Michael Clayton: Cops like hit and runs. They work them hard and they clear them fast. Right now there's a DCI unit pulling paint chips off a guard rail. Tomorrow they're going to be looking for the owner of a custom painted hand rubbed Jaguar XJ12. If the guy you hit, if he got a look at the plates? It won't even take that long. 

[the phone rings] 

Michael Clayton: There's no play here. There's no angle. There's no champagne room. I'm not a miracle worker, I'm a janitor. The math on this is simple. The smaller the mess the easier it is for me to clean up. 

Mr. Greer: [points to the phone] That's the police isn't it? 

Michael Clayton: No. They don't call. 

Police barracks = (lett. caserma della polizia) stazione di polizia; goddam referral = maledetta lettera di referenze; to misspeak = dire qc di sbagliato, sbagliare; janitor = portiere.

[first lines] 

Arthur Edens: Michael. Dear Michael. Of course it's you, who else could they send, who else could be trusted? I... I know it's a long way and you're ready to go to work... all I'm saying is wait, just wait, just-just-just... please hear me out because this is not an episode, relapse, fuck-up, it's... I'm begging you Michael. I'm begging you. Try and make believe this is not just madness because this is not just madness. Two weeks ago I came out of the building, okay, I'm running across Sixth Avenue, there's a car waiting, I got exactly 38 minutes to get to the airport and I'm dictating. There's this, this panicked associate sprinting along beside me, scribbling in a notepad, and suddenly she starts screaming, and I realize we're standing in the middle of the street, the light's changed, there's this wall of traffic, serious traffic speeding towards us, and I... I-I freeze, I can't move, and I'm suddenly consumed with the overwhelming sensation that I'm covered with some sort of film. It's in my hair, my face... it's like a glaze... like a... a coating, and... at first I thought, oh my god, I know what this is, this is some sort of amniotic - embryonic - fluid. I'm drenched in afterbirth, I've-I've breached the chrysalis, I've been reborn. But then the traffic, the stampede, the cars, the trucks, the horns, the screaming and I'm thinking no-no-no-no, reset, this is not rebirth, this is some kind of giddy illusion of renewal that happens in the final moment before death. And then I realize no-no-no, this is completely wrong because I look back at the building and I had the most stunning moment of clarity. I... I... I... I realized Michael, that I had emerged not from the doors of Kenner, Bach, and Ledeen, not through the portals of our vast and powerful law firm, but from the asshole of an organism whose sole function is to excrete the... the-the-the poison, the ammo, the defoliant necessary for other, larger, more powerful organisms to destroy the miracle of humanity. And that I had been coated in this patina of shit for the best part of my life. The stench of it and the stain of it would in all likelihood take the rest of my life to undo. And you know what I did? I took a deep cleansing breath and I set that notion aside. I tabled it. I said to myself as clear as this may be, as potent a feeling as this is, as true a thing as I believe that I have witnessed today, it must wait. It must stand the test of time. And Michael, the time is now.

Karen Crowder: Who's this guy they're sending here? Clayton? I never heard of him. 

Maude: Michael Raymond Clayton. Born September 9, 1959 St. Joseph's Hospital, Bronx, New York. Father is NYPD patrolman Raymond Xavier Clayton. Mother, Alice Mary Clayton. Graduates Washingtonville Central High School, Orange County, New York in 1977. Graduates St. Johns University 1980. Fordham Law, '82. Eighty-two through Eighty-six he's ADA with the Queens District Attorney's office. And 1986 he's with the Joint Manhattan Queens Organized Crime Task Force. And then in 1990 he starts with Kenner Boch and Ledeen. 

Karen Crowder: So he's a partner? 

Maude: No. He's listed as "special counsel." Says he specializes in wills and trusts. 

Karen Crowder: He goes from criminal prosecution to wills and trusts? He's been there seventeen years and he's not a partner? This is the guy they send? Who is this guy? 

Henry Clayton: What? 

Michael Clayton: Your uncle Timmy, and I mean this, on his best day, is never as tough as you. I'm not talking about crying or drugs or anything like that. I'm talking about in his heart. In his heart. Do you understand me? And all this charming bullshit. This Big Tim, Uncle Boss bullshit... and I know you love him and I know why... but when you see him like that you don't have to worry... because that's not how it's going to be for you. You're not going to be one of these people who goes through life wondering why shit keeps falling out of the sky around them. I know that. I know it. OK? 

[Henry nods] 

Michael Clayton: I see it every time I look at you. I see it right now. I don't know where you got it from, but you got it. OK? 

Michael Clayton: [phone rings] Hold on... 

to make believe = far finta di credere; stampede =  fuggi-fuggi;  stench = puzzo, lezzo; defoliant = defogliante; stand the test of time = sopravvivere.

Karen Crowder: This is a three billion dollar class action lawsuit. In the morning, I have to call my board. I have to tell them that the architect of our defense was arrested for running naked in the street. What sickness is he talking about? 

Class action lawsuit = azione collettiva di un gruppo in una causa in tribunale

Michael Clayton: I don't know. It could be a number of things. 

Karen Crowder: Well, give me one. 

Michael Clayton: Frostbite. 

Karen Crowder: [shocked] You think this is funny! 

Frostbite = assideramento

Marty Bach: [on a cell phone conversation] Marty Bach, how can I help you? 

Bridget Klein: Marty, hi. It's Bridget Klein. Look, we're going with a story tomorrow about a settlement in the U-North defoliant case. Do you want to comment? 

Marty Bach: The case you're referring to is now as it has been for the last six years: Pending and unresolved. Until such time as our client has their day in court, and the plaintiffs come to their senses and drop the suit, I'll have nothing of value to tell you. 

Bridget Klein: Come on Marty, you're closing the U-North case, you're settling it, I know that. Okay? I know you're up there with like 600 people jamming this thing through. 

Marty Bach: Well, here's what I know: Your deadline was twenty minutes ago. So either you're fishing for a story, or you're trying to get out of writing a retraction. In either case I wish you the best of luck. 

[he hangs up] 

Marty Bach: Where the fuck is Karen Crowder? 

to pend = (di caso) essere ancora aperto; plaintiff = querelante, attore, ricorrente; to come to one's senses = ritornare in sé, rinsavire; to fish for a story = (di giornalisti, ecc) essere in cerca di una storia

Interviewer: So, with all that pressure and workload, how do you keep a balance between work and life? 

Karen Crowder: Balance? 

[laughs] 

Karen Crowder: I think that's, um, that's something that you search for your whole life, isn't it? Um, 

[Scene cuts to Karen getting ready] 

Karen Crowder: It's a shifting balance, really. It's, um, you know. You try to, um... 

[She stops, rubs her temples, then the scene cuts again to when she's more fully dressed, looking in the mirror] 

Karen Crowder: When you really are enjoying what it is you do, who needs balance? There's your balance! There's your balance. When you're really enjoying what it is you do, there's your balance. 

To keep a balance between work and life = trovare un equilibrio tra il lavoro e la vita privata

Michael Clayton: What if Arthur was onto something? 

Marty Bach: What do you mean? Onto what? 

Michael Clayton: U North. What if he wasn't crazy, what if he was right? 

Marty Bach: Right about what? We're on the wrong side? 

Michael Clayton: Wrong side, wrong way. Anything. All of it. 

Marty Bach: This is news? This case reeked from day one. Fifteen years in I gotta tell you how we pay the rent? 

Michael Clayton: But what would they do, what would they do if he went public? 

Marty Bach: What would they do? Are you fucking soft? They're doing it! We don't straighten this settlement out in the next twenty four hours, they're gonna withhold nine million dollars in fees. Then they're gonna pull out the video of Arthur doing his flashdance in Milwaukee, they're gonna sue us for legal malpractice. Except there won't be anything for them to win, because by then the merger with London will be dead and we'll be selling off the goddamn furniture! 

[hands Michael an envelope] 

Marty Bach: That's eighty. We're calling it a bonus. You've got a three year contract, that's your current numbers, that's assuming this all works out.

What if Arthur was onto something?  = E se Arthur avesse subodorato qualcosa?; to reek = puzzare
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