Shut Yo Mouth
About 7 months after attending Whitney’s concert in Chicago and
interviewing Monica, I received a phone call that would send me on such
a celebrity adventure that it can only be described in three words—shut
yo mouth! “Q?” said a male voice on the other end of the phone. “This is
she.” I said trying to make out who could be calling me at work. They
had to know me well to refer to me by nickname. “Who am I speaking
to?” I asked politely. “This is Stan. How are you dear?” A huge grin
immediately came over my face. Stan was editor in chief of The Atlanta
Voice.

Me and Stan Washington

He was also one of the first people to give me a paying job in the
entertainment industry. “Stan the man with the master plan.” I
excitedly replied. “How are you doing?” “I’m very good, thank you Q.”
He said. “I’ve called to ask if you are free tomorrow?” “Tomorrow.” I
said puzzled by such a question. “Why?” I asked. “Because I need you
to go to New York tomorrow.” “New York?” I said even more confused.
“For what?” I asked. “I want you to interview Samuel L. Jackson for
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John Singleton’s new movie Shaft.” He said. “What? Are you really for
real—me interview Sam Jackson?” “Yes I’m for real.” Stan said tickled
over my excitement. “And you still haven’t answered my question yet.
Are you free tomorrow?” “Yes.” I said in a high pitch screech. Then
suddenly realizing how much noise I was making lowered my voice to a
bit of a whisper and said. “Stan I am so there. I just need to tell my boss
that I need to take the day off.” “Great.” He said. “A publicist will call
you later today with all of your hotel and transportation details.”
Clearly I was in the matrix because none of this seemed real. Explain
how one minute you can be having a normal boring workday, and then
the next day be off to interview Samuel L. Jackson. As much as I wanted
to stay in la la land over this divine set of circumstances, I didn’t have
the time. In less than 24 hours I had to get my act together. When I told
my boss exactly why I needed Friday off she let me go home early to
prepare. Nice, right! I can’t remember why I didn’t just play sick. I
think I was just way too excited to lie.
As soon as I made it home from work, I ran around like a mad person
looking for everything I would need to take for the weekend. By the
time the publicist called with all of my travel details, my packing was
nearly complete. The next morning I was on the first flight out to New
York City. From lift off to landing, my cup runneth over with excitement
and anticipation. The stranger who sat next to me during the flight had
to endure me bouncing off of walls. When the plane finally landed I
entered the airport terminal and headed straight for baggage claim. By
the time I arrived, my driver was at the airport waiting for me. The car
ride to the hotel gave me goose bumps because I knew in a short while I
would be on a movie set with Samuel L. Jackson. When the driver finally
pulled up to the hotel I looked out the window with dripping awe. It
was one of those swanky Manhattan hotels that only the rich could
afford. I had not lived this large since my MTV experience.
“This sure is a beautiful hotel.” I said to the guy on the elevator who was
carrying my bags. “Oh yes.” He said delightfully. “It’s one of the best.
Many of the big celebrities stay here.” “Really?” I asked with star-struck
eyes. “Oh yeah. Everybody comes through here.” “Even Whitney
Houston?” I asked as if she was the only celebrity standard. “Even
Whitney.” I asked as if she was the only celebrity standard. “Even
Whitney.” He said confirming my tourist-like responses. “In fact, I think
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this may be one of her favorites. I have seen her stay here a few times
before.” No way I am staying in a hotel that Whitney has stayed, I
thought. “I am from the Midwest.” I said while trying to gather my
senses after hearing this. “Which means this is not every day for me at
all.” “I couldn’t tell.” He said with a bashful grin. We both had to laugh
at that one. I guess my conscious efforts to drastically downplay some
of my obvious shock did not work. “Well, I really hope you enjoy your
stay here.” He said as we exited the elevator to the floor of my room.
“And take advantage of all we got to offer. Your suite is stocked with
everything—so live it up.” “Thank you so much.” I said. When he
opened the door to the hotel suite, I couldn’t believe I would be actually
staying here. As I looked around I thought this is unbelievable. I could
not have imagined having a mini–bar, stereo system, Jacuzzi bathtub,
toilet seat warmer and fax machine all at my immediate disposal.
Everything was so beautifully decorated. I had never experienced such
luxury inside one room. In fact, this hotel room was bigger than my first
apartment. I had to take a seat on the sofa just to absorb the beauty and
grandeur of it all. Once the bellboy put down my bags, I reached in my
wallet and gave him a modest tip before he left. After he closed the door
I began to settle in and unpack my things. Afterwards, I headed down to
the lobby and immediately found myself standing with a small group of
magazine journalists and freelance writers who were also here to do
interviews on the set of Shaft. We all introduced ourselves and made
general small talk until the publicist arrived to take us to the film
location. During our wait, Sean, a journalist from Cleveland, and I ended
up really hitting it off. We joked and laughed from the moment we met.
After about fifteen minutes of waiting the publicist ran down the
itinerary. Once she finished she directed everyone to board the van that
was outside waiting. As soon as we made it to the filming location in
Harlem we were told that the schedule had been pushed back and we
would have to wait to do the interviews. I was so happy to be there that
I didn’t care if they wanted us to wait all night. The more seasoned
journalists however, were not all happy with the reported time delay. A
few others complained that this was not their only story to cover. They
were from local New York publications so after thirty minutes of waiting
they left in a gruff. Those of us who stayed didn’t really have any other
option. We had flown in from different states specifically to cover this
story. During our wait, the publicist invited us to eat lunch because she
was unsure of how long the wait would be. I gladly took her upon the
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offer and made my way to another table of free food. It never fails,
wherever there is entertainment, there is always food. Once we finished
eating, Sean and I made the most of our time by playing cards, and
swapping stories in an area for background actors and production staff
to reside in between scenes. When it was closer to the time of the
interviews, the publicist led us onto the actual movie set where we had
the opportunity to observe actor Samuel L. Jackson up close and
personal. To witness just one of the scenes from Shaft gave me a new
respect for filmmaking. The slow pace of filming the same scenes over
and over from different angles, day in and day out, just seemed so
grueling to me. They really have to love this, I thought.
When we finally did the interviews, I learned that in order to get my
questions in, I had to really be assertive. Being the only female
journalist, I could either get lost in the shuffle or stand out. I chose to
stand out and jumped in to ask as many questions as possible. The
interviews took nearly an hour to complete. When they were over, I
took a photo with Director, John Singleton.

Me and John Singleton

Soon after the flashes went off, he quickly found his way back to the
camera and the director’s chair. It was obvious that his passion was not
doing press interviews. When we finally left and was in route back to
the hotel, I sighed with a feeling of ultimate completion. What was even
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more incredible to me was that my work was done and I still had two
more days to spend in New York City. That was a gift in itself.
As soon as I got back to my hotel room, I called my friend Ev, who is the
producer I had met through my MTV experience with Whitney. She now
worked for The Queen Latifah Show.

Me and Evolynn

When she found out I was in New York, she invited me to a celebrity
basketball game after my interviews were finished. Queen Latifah was
hosting the game as a fundraiser to raise money for a charity she
founded. After I took down the address to where she was, I hung up and
decided to make one more phone call before I took a cab to meet her.
This call was to Robyn, Whitney’s friend and employee. The last time I
saw Robyn was backstage at Whitney’s concert in Chicago and she said
if I was ever in New York to give her a call. Now that I was actually in
New York, we were going to see. The phone rings. “Hello.” Said a
woman’s voice on the other end, “Hi can I speak to Robyn?” I asked.
“This is Robyn.” She said. “Hi Robyn. This is Quencie Thomas from
Springfield, IL. How are you?” “Hey girl.” She said in a friendly yet
surprising voice. “How are you doing?” “I’m great.” I replied. “That’s
good.” She said. “The reason I am calling you is because you said
whenever I come to New York to give you a call. Well hootie-hoo. Here
I am. So, tell me, what’s going on? It’s on you.” She laughed and asked
“Why are you in New York?” I couldn’t wait to answer this question.
“To do interviews for the new Shaft movie. I just finished interviewing
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John Singleton up in Harlem.” “Get out.” She said with undeniable
shock. “I know, I know.” I said still in disbelief myself. “If I wasn’t there
I wouldn’t have believed it either.” “Where are you staying?” She asked.
“The Rhiga Royale.” “You’re kidding, right?” “No. Why?” I asked. “Me,
Whitney, and the whole camp will be at that hotel tomorrow?” She said.
“You lying.” I screamed. “I’m dead serious.” She said. “Whitney is
singing for the Roy Jones Jr. fight.” “Do you think I can say hi to Whitney
when you guys come?” I asked hoping to hear yes, but prepared for her
to say no. “Oh yeah.” She said to my surprise. “Really!” I said in sheer
joy. “She would love to say hi to you. Just call me around this time
tomorrow.” “Okay Robyn. You’re not going to play me are you?” I said
insecurely. “Girl, you’ve got my number. How am I going to play you?”
She asked. She had a point, but I still had to ask. After we hung up I
stared off into space. Out of all the hotels in New York, and out all of the
weekends in a year, what were the chances of me staying in the same
hotel that Whitney was staying – in the same weekend? There is no way
I could have ever planned or predicted such a magnificent coincidence.
Less than 24 hours ago, I didn’t even know I would even be in New York.
Sometimes you just don’t know how things will unfold until they do. My
head was spinning in amazement. When I finally snapped out of my
own daze, I thanked God, then made my way downstairs to the lobby to
take a cab to where my friend was waiting for me. Once I got to her
office, we hung out for a little while and then made our way to Queen
Latifah’s basketball game. We must have lost track of time because by
the time we made it to the game, it was practically over. People were
filing out of the gym when we arrived. If my friend had not worked for
the show it would have been a wasted trip. With her being a producer,
there was still time left to eat, drink, and be merry.
As we weaved our way through the crowd, I couldn’t believe my eyes. I
saw Robyn. Even though we had talked earlier, neither of us mentioned
that we would be attending the celebrity basketball game later on that
night. I found out later that she had played in Queen Latifah’s All Star
basketball game. When Robyn saw me her eyes could not hide how
shocked she was to see me. I was shocked too. After we exchanged
surprised hellos, Robyn asked me who did I come to the game with?
When I told her I had come with one of Queen Latifah’s show producers
she told me to follow her to the VIP room. After climbing a few stairs to
get to the door of the after party, it suddenly dawned on me that I did
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not come to the game with Robyn, but with my friend Ev. I had gotten
carried away in excitement and had to quickly regroup. I turned to
Robyn and told her I would be back in a few minutes. When I made it
back down the stairs and opened the door, there waiting for me on the
other side was Ev and a few of her co-workers. When they saw me they
both began to smile. “How is she letting us into the VIP party?” Ev’s coworker jokingly said. “I know!” Ev said smiling. “Isn’t she supposed to
be my guest?” We all laughed and then made our way to the VIP area
together. The first thing I did once we entered the room was make my
beeline to the table filled with soul food. As I was wolfing down my
meal like a professional football player, Queen Latifah walked in. She
was bouncing with energy. When I saw her, my eyes grew twice their
size. I touched Ev’s arm and said. “There she is. There she is. You gotta
introduce me to the Queen.” And that she did. “Dana (Dana Owens is
Queen Latifah’s real name), Ev said, “This is Q, a friend of mine. She
really wanted to meet you.” As Queen Latifah smiled and shook my
hand she looked down and said playfully. “No, you didn’t get collard
green juice on my hands.” Oh my God! I thought. Did I forget to wipe my
hands before I shook hers? Let me see, yep she was right. I had a plate
filled with collard greens, cornbread and roast. I was so eager to eat and
greet at the same time that I had not even noticed my hands. I definitely
had to clean this up, literally. As soon as Queen Latifah disappeared to
greet other fans and friends, I took care of business, which was to finish
eating. Soon after, I was ready for my second chance at a first
impression. This time I made sure that both of my hands were
thoroughly cleaned. Ok, now it is really time to meet Queen Latifah I said
to myself. In most cases, you don’t get a second chance to make a first
impression, but it just so happened that this was my lucky night. Since I
knew two people who were connected to Queen Latifah, I still had a shot
at making it right. I walked over to Robyn and asked, “Do you think you
can help me get a picture with Queen Latifah?” “Is that all you want?”
she asked. “Come with me.” Robyn said getting up from the table. I
followed closely behind her without any idea what to really expect from
Queen Latifah this second time around. My logic was to greet her with
the same amount of energy that I did the first time, minus the collard
green-juiced hands. After Robyn re-introduced me to Queen Latifah, she
asked if I could get a photo with her. I waited uncomfortably for her
reaction. But there was no need for that because what I received from
Queen Latifah was so much love. She must have graciously forgiven me
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for our earlier encounter. Like I said, it was my lucky night. She must
have noticed my hands were now clean. Right before Robyn took the
picture I felt so relieved that I broke into one of Latifah’s classic hip-hop
anthems entitled “Unity.” Latifah laughed and said, “Girl, you’re crazy.
You remind me one of my friends.” A comforting line that I had heard
before.

Me and Queen Latifah

Latifah was as cool in person as she was on television. I hung out a little
longer after my photo-opt, and then Ev and I rode back to Manhattan. I
didn’t make it back to my hotel room until the wee hours in the
morning. A perfect New York night.
The next day, I slept deep into the afternoon. I was super excited that I
would get to see Whitney later on. During the hours leading up to
seeing her, I decided to people watch downstairs in the lobby of the
hotel with Sean, the journalist who I had been on the set with the day
before. He assured me that we were bound to spot some famous faces
and advised me to bring my camera down to the lobby with me. When
we both made it downstairs, we found two chairs and waited to see
stars go by. I couldn’t believe all of the celebrities we saw coming and
going. After about an hour we upgraded from the lobby to a table in the
hotel bar. As soon we sat down to talk, I spotted a guy wrapped up in a
mink coat. I had a perfect view form where I was sitting at the table. I
knew exactly who it was. “That’s singer Gerald Levert,” I said to Sean
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who was seated with his back towards the lobby. “That is him.” He said
turning around to see. “Watch this.” He said with a sly grin. I watched
as Sean walked right up to Gerald. They smiled and shook hands like
they knew each other. I guess that’s what he meant by ‘Watch this.’
After they talked for a few minutes, they both walked over to the table
where I was sitting at. We ended up talking and laughing like we all
were old friends. Well, they really were, but I just acted like I was too.
When a comfortable break in the conversation arrived, I took out my
camera and politely asked Gerald if I could take a picture with him.
Before he could even get out a yes, I found myself all snuggled up close
to his soft warm fur coat for the pose. He felt like a big ole teddy bear.

Me and Gerald Levert

Afterwards, Gerald bid us farewell and Sean and I moved back to sit in
the lobby. Obviously there were more famous faces to be seen and we
were determined not to let one get by us. It was fun having a partner in
crime. Our thinking to move back to the lobby was right on time. Just as
we stepped out of the hotel bar and into the hotel lobby, Bobby Brown
walked through the door. When Bobby saw me he smiled and said very
dramatically, “It’s the number one fan.” I was so thrilled that he knew
me. It gave me more hope that Whitney would remember me. I was
always so paranoid that she wouldn’t. After Bobby greeted me with a
hug. I asked, “Where’s my girl at?” “She’s upstairs getting ready, ” he
said. “For the fight.” I replied, so happy that I knew why they were here.
“Yeah.” He said. “She’s waiting for me to come back from shopping. I’m
going to tell her you are down here.” To hear Bobby say that made me
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feel like we had been friends for years. When he finally left, Sean turned
to me and said, “I guess I am not the only one who knows famous
people.”

Me and Bobby Brown

Before we could even discuss how I knew Bobby, rappers Method Man
and Red Man walked in the lobby. Sean nudged me out of my thought
and said, “Method Man is my guy. I love Wu-Tang Clan. I definitely
want a photo with him.” “Go ask him then.” I said. “It’s lame for a guy
to ask another guy for a picture.” He said. “How is it lame if that is who
you like?” I asked. ‘You’re just scared to ask’ I thought to myself. “Here,
watch me ask Method Man for a picture.” This was probably Sean’s plan
all along, but it didn’t bother me because I wanted a picture too. I
walked right up to Method Man and asked. “Was up Meth? Do you think
it is possible for a fan to get a photo with you?” “Yeah that’s cool.” He
said. While Sean took the picture, I said. “When we’re finished, do you
think you could also take a photo with my friend? “No problem.” He
said.
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Me and Method Man

Once we took our photos and walked away from Method Man, I turned
to Sean and said like someone’s mother, “Now tell me. How hard was
that?” “You’re right. You’re right.” He conceded. “Thanks. I really
appreciated that.” “You’re welcome.” I said. As we continued to sit in
the lobby of the hotel, the revolving door swung in one celebrity after
another. This hotel was poppin, but when I glanced at my watch I saw
that it was getting close to the time I needed to check in with Robyn
about saying hi to Whitney, so I took a short break and headed back to
my room to make the call. When I spoke to her she said, “Now is not a
good time. Everything is a bit crazy right now.” My heart sunk because
I just knew this meant I would not get to see Whitney. “Call back in an
hour. You can come up and meet with her then.” “Okay.” I said with a
big sigh of relief. When I returned back to the lobby, Sean asked, “I bet
you didn’t think I knew Gerald Levert?” “You’re right, I didn’t.” I said.
“Just like I bet you don’t know I know Whitney Houston.” “Right.” He
said bursting into laughter. “I know you know Whitney Houston but the
real question is, does Whitney Houston know you?” Did he not just see
Bobby Brown give me love? “Um….”I said caught off guard. “I think she
knows exactly who I am.” I said. “No, wait,” with a little more
confidence. “I know she knows who I am. Apparently Bobby Brown
knowing me is not enough proof for you.” “Yeah, yeah” Sean said
jokingly. “When and if Whitney Houston sees you, she will just walk
right by.” He said jokingly. “She ain’t gone show you no love.” He was
definitely playing on all my insecurities. “Whitney is not like that.” I
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said defensively. “You will see.” He smiled, hunched his shoulders,
looked around and said, “Uhn-uh, I’m waiting.” His joking drove me
crazy. What if Whitney did just walk by me? I thought. But before I
could nurture that negativity any further, Bobby Brown had returned to
the lobby with a small entourage, which included Robyn. I guess I didn’t
need to call Robyn back now. As soon as they both saw me, they came
over to where Sean and I were sitting. You should have seen how
shocked Sean was to see them walk over to us. He tried not to show it,
but it was all over his face. He was even more shocked when he heard
Bobby tell Robyn, “Nip is going to freak out when she sees her.” Robyn
said “Yep. She sure is.” This was Whitney’s husband and best friend
talking about how Whitney was going to be happy to see me. This was
all the proof I needed that Whitney would remember me. About twenty
minutes into talking and laughing with Bobby and Robyn, we were
interrupted by sounds from the rest of their entourage getting off the
elevator. When they finally made their way around the corner to where
we were, I jumped behind Robyn like I was playing a grown up version
of hide and seek. Just when I thought I would see Whitney, I jumped out
from the side of Robyn like I was in a Broadway show and said “Hey
Whitney!” When Whitney saw that it was me, she walked towards our
direction putting one hand over her mouth. She then began to chant like
we were at a high school football game. “QT, QT, QT!” she said in an
energetic voice. I was floored by the level of love and enthusiasm she
was giving me. I started walking towards Whitney with my arms
stretched out for a big hug. When we embraced, I hugged her tight like
you do your grandmother during Thanksgiving. Whitney always gave
the best hugs. As soon as we released I said, “Whitney did you get my
stuff?” It is always one of the first things I want to know. “Oh the little
picture you sent?” She said describing the size of it with her right hand
and making kissing noises in the air. I sent her a 3x5 picture frame that
said “It’s raining hugs and kisses” featuring a pic of she and Bobbi
Kristina making kissy faces together. “Yes I got it. It’s on the nightstand
next to my bed. I told you I get all your stuff,” she said. I was so starstruck but I hid it well. “Can I take a photo with you Whitney?” “Sure
darling.” This was the first time that I had taken my eyes off Whitney to
look at Sean. When I asked him to take the photo of me and Whitney, I
could tell that he was stunned by Whitney’s reaction to me. Quite
frankly, I was too.
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Me and Whitney

Based on my last two encounters with her I shouldn’t have been, but
when it came to Whitney, I always let my insecurity get the best of me.
And Sean’s joking didn’t help much. To see Sean’s reaction to how
wonderful Whitney treated me was definitely sweet revenge. It should
have been enough for me, but I wanted to take it a step further. Before
we took the picture I turned to Whitney and said, “Whitney you see that
guy?” pointing at Sean. “Yes?” she said in a question like tone. “Well, he
has been going on and on about how you were going to diss me when
you came downstairs. He claimed that you would just walk right by.”
“What!” She said right on cue as if we had rehearsed it. “Oh no. This is
my baby right here.” “See. I told you.” I said like an eight-year old brat.
Sean smiled with noticeable embarrassment and I loved every minute of
it.
After he took our picture, I said “Whitney, MTV told me that it was you
who actually chose me for the show. “Yes I did,” Whitney said. “What
made you chose me?” I asked. Whitney looked at me dead in my eye,
grabbed my chin and said “Because you were the bestest!” I felt so
warm inside after hearing that. Whitney had no idea how much that
meant to me. We then took a group photo together with Bobby and
Robyn. I felt honored to be in a pic with Whitney and the people she
loved so much.
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Me with Whitney, Bobby and Robyn

Whitney stayed in the lobby for about twenty or thirty minutes after
that, and then she and her entourage disappeared headed straight to
Radio City Music Hall to do what she did best—sing!
Watch Whitney’s performance from that night here:
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=FJwla40gfU4
I was exhausted after my Whitney encounter. The hours of anticipation
leading up to seeing her had taken up most of my energy. This was one
of the most unexpected weekends I had ever experienced. The only
thing better than meeting Whitney Houston for me, was meeting her
again. I had the best time in New York. It was one great thing after
another. When I went back to my room, I didn’t have to go to sleep to
dream because I felt like I had been dreaming all weekend with my eyes
wide open. I have had some pretty great weekends in my life, but none
as unexpected and memorable as this one was. Within the course of 12
months, I had experienced three encounters with Whitney Houston and
all of them were a surprise.
This weekend taught me to always be prepared for the unexpected.
Even when I had no clue I would get the phone call that would send me
to New York, I was ready. Out of all the freelance writers, Stan had
available to send to New York right there in Atlanta, GA, he chose me,
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who lived 500 miles away to cover the assignment. Although my job
focused on youth and not journalism, I still found a way to weave in my
media background into my job. So, when it was time to put those skills
into action on a bigger platform at a moments notice—I was ready.
Be innovative right where you are. Demand the best from yourself even
if what you are doing seems to be small or insignificant. If you don’t,
you are taking a chance of not being prepared when a greater
opportunity knocks. You may never be able to predict when something
great is right around the corner for you, but you can be prepared when
it happens. Don’t get ready. Stay ready.
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