George Clooney is 100% Hollywood genuine.  He’s had his knocks and bruises but still keeps on ticking.  I’ve always thought of him as being the Johnny Depp of commercial success.  Both are daring in the way of accepting odd roles but it seems Clooney is less likely to take the flicks that only a rare crowd would appreciate.

Michael Clayton is drama on a diet.  No high speed chases.  No outrageous gun fights or kung fu moves.  In fact you’re pretty much thankful of the break from the raw no nonsense nudity that plagued box offices successes as of late.

Clooney’s part is mysteriously dark but charming enough keep you in the realm of trying to figure out the path before they present it.  Even if you do, the ride is southern slow enough to digest, but in a good flavorful way.  

What seems to drag is your intension to CSI this story quicker than the sixty minutes they allow on television.  You become disgusted in the way of having to slow down your life to put this one together.  Who is Michael Clayton?  Why does he do this for a living when it seems he’s more involved than any lawyer or cop?    

The flashback drama works but only in the way of retrospect.  Can you or will you catch a glimpse of the future before the movie entails its revealing testimony?

