Confessions of a Star-struck Mind

(how I met George Clooney)


Sunday, February 10 - Montreal, PQ   A fan since George Clooney first appeared as handyman George Burnett on ‘Facts of Life’ back in 1979, I realized a fervent dream when I met my idol in the bar of the Vogue Hotel in downtown Montreal, Quebec, Canada.

My friend, Michelle, and I made plans to travel to Montreal as soon as we heard George was directing the 2002 release, Confessions of a Dangerous Mind.  Michelle is an equally big fan (well, maybe not equally...) of Drew Barrymore, so between the two of us we were extremely nervous but excited women. 

Armed with 2 maps, 2 scrapbooks dedicated to our heroes, 2 Sharpies for collecting signatures, and 2 cameras, we drove the 6 hour-journey, through sun, snow, rain, wind, sleet and slush, to reach our destination.  

As luck would have it, we had completely arbitrarily chosen a hotel just one block from where George was staying.  First stop after checking in was the Vogue, where I delivered two painstakenly worded letters.  The first was addressed to Amy Cohen, George’s assistant, asking that she forward the second letter, which contained a declaration of deep admiration as well as an inquiry as to the possibility of attending the set of the filming some time that weekend, to George himself.  Both letters included my cell phone number.

Michelle and I managed to put in time doing a little shopping, a little sight-seeing, and a lot of people-watching.  By Sunday evening there had been no phone call, although there was one moment of heart-stopping anticipation that afternoon just before I answered the phone to find a longtime friend was the caller, asking whether there had been any sightings.

That night, Michelle and I dined at ‘Chez Georges’, coincidentally the name of the restaurant in the Vogue Hotel.  Having informed the waiter that we’d be dining ‘leisurely’ that evening, Michelle, facing the restaurant entrance, and I, with a good view of the sidewalk leading to the hotel’s front door, spent a couple of hours enjoying a really nice meal but our minds were definitely on other things.  Eavesdropping on the conversations of various restaurant patrons did little to ease our anxiety.  

Just before 10:00 p.m., we left the restaurant and decided to have a drink in the bar.  While Michelle visited the ladies room, I nervously loitered in the lobby, keeping a close watch on the people coming and going.  We took a seat at the second table by the window in the horseshoe-shaped lounge, and both ordered a fuzzy navel (peach schnapps and orange juice—henceforth referred to by me as The George Drink).  Although I felt my second wind, especially from being in the same hotel as George himself, Michelle was really getting tired, so we agreed that after we finished our drinks, we’d go back to our own hotel, and Michelle went to get the coats.

Michelle came back, abruptly tossed the coats aside, and announced we’d be ordering another drink.  She looked me in the eye, and said, “Don’t freak out.  He’s here, in the bar.  I just looked down as I was walking by and our eyes met.”

I freaked out--quietly, internally, and with grace.  I could hear his voice, his laughter.  I took a long drink.  I attempted to take a deep breath.

As the bartender delivered the second round of drinks, George’s party, on the far side of the bar, rose to leave.  To do so, they had to walk right past Michelle and I.  I strained to get my first glimpse of GEORGE in the FLESH while he wasn’t looking, so as not to self-combust when I came face-to-face with him.  The bartender half-jokingly implored us not to scream.  Gathering my wits, I reached for my backpack and the presents I planned to give to George (a CD of my favourite band, Blue Rodeo, and a t-shirt and bag from my work, the North by Northeast Music Festival).  I reminded Michelle to take pictures, and she reminded me I actually had to speak to George first.  

As the party passed and George himself approached us, I calmly said, “Excuse me...”  George stopped, extending his hand in greeting.

“Do you have a minute or two?” I asked, and when he said he was just on his way out, I reached for the gifts and told him, “it’s just that I have something for you.”  Removing my scrapbook from the bag I stammered that this (the scrapbook) wasn’t for him, but would he possibly draw a picture for me, I offered George his choice of thick or thin Sharpies with which to draw.  Wavering at first, he settled on the thin to sketch a surprisingly good but not nearly flattering enough self-portrait caricature, while answering my nervous questions.  

No, he hadn’t received the previously delivered letter....The set had been closed to visitors because of death threats toward “Julia and the others”.  (That would be Julia Roberts.)...Yes, he had actually gone into the studio and “woofed” the voice of Sparky the Dog in the South Park episode, “Big Gay Al’s Big Gay Adventure.”  

Michelle, meanwhile, inquired after Drew Barrymore.  

“She’s sweet!”, George said, but, unfortunately, he had bad news for Michelle:  Drew had left Montreal the previous weekend.  Michelle was really disappointed, but asked George for his autograph and he kindly obliged, including the note “sorry about Drew!”

Finally, there were photographs.  In spite of having been side-tracked on his way out of the hotel, George patiently posed for photos with each of us, he himself suggesting we each take two, just in case the first didn’t turn out.  George removed his hat and lay his arm across my shoulders for the preserving of the moment, at which point I could barely contain myself and said, “this is the best night of my life!”

As George left the hotel, Michelle and I were surrounded by hotel staff and guests, asking to admire George’s artwork and my scrapbook.  I had tears in my eyes and my hands were shaking, but I called my parents and some friends on my cell phone to report the momentous occasion.

And that’s the story of how I made my dream come true (until next time)!


