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M=1; F=1
Normally when I review a movie I stick to the basics of briefly describing the plot, reviewing the strengths and weaknesses of direction, script, and cast, and then I lay out the pros and cons and the overall effectiveness of the movie.  However, sometimes a movie comes along which is so awful that it begs to be ridiculed, derided, and taken apart piece by piece.  This is one of those movies.


Pre-show:  I had the entire day off from all work and so I called my friend Jay to see if he wanted to join me for an afternoon movie.  We hoped another friend could join us, alas; she had to practice for an acting showcase coming up.  So Jay and myself stood before the marquee, scratching our heads, trying to figure out whether we wanted to see a movie that was supposed to be a comedy or one that was not intended to be a comedy, but likely was one.  The only movie I had no desire to see was “The Covenant” but we agreed it was likely so horrible that it could only be laughable.  We were partly right.


One of the new previews for the day was for “The Marine.”  The truly awful direction on this preview is alarming.  More alarming is that the main character is named John Crichton and Ben Browder is nowhere in sight.


Another preview was for “Stomp the Yard.”  This is a movie about stepping on college campuses.  When I was in college, I found the practice fascinating.  That said, I never though “now there is something in need of theatrical representation.”  Except for maybe IMAX.  In fact, the fraternity’s Greek letters, Theta Nu Theta, look remarkably like ONO.  My sentiments exactly.


Movie:  After recovering from the seizure inducing trailer for “the Grudge 2,” the movie begins.  I think.  It was kind of hard to tell.  The Rob Zombie song “More Human than Human” is blaring and it is accompanied by quick cuts and shots of Pagan drawings and shots from the film itself.  Yes, shots from the film that is starting now.  It feels like TV show credits for a testosterone fueled version of “Charmed.”  If you discount Alyssa Milano that is.  Obviously I am frightened by the possibility of this spilling onto television but I would hope the CW would not look to the mistakes of its WB past and pick up this puppy.  The whole opening feels amateurish.

This feeling won’t leave either.  The whole film feels like a 14 year old boy wrote it and wrote it while deep in the throes of a sexual identity crisis.  It is filled with unnecessary shots, nonsensical extended takes, pathetic and overly expository dialogue, and an overload of homoeroticism.  Renny Harlin isn’t new to this mode of entertainment, so perhaps he has a 14 year old son or nephew he mentored here.  And by mentored, I mean he gave the full reins to while he went off to count his money and take an all day siesta.


For instance, I find it hard to believe a grown man with a long career in film would suddenly have the urge to shoot young girls in their underwear.  The Harlin pj party is so young male.  Add to that the slow, pointless, extended shower scene and one has to wonder if he left the production in the hands of a teenager or if he is just rapidly becoming a dirty old man.  To the women reading this, I ask you, who slowly washes their hair?  I see it in horror movies all that time, but which of you washes your hair slowly like that?  You’ll never get the shampoo in or out at that rate.  I can, with conviction, say that the only time I washed my hair like anyone in a movie was like the women in “South Pacific.”  And I do believe I sang “I’m Gonna Wash that Man Right Outta My Hair” while I did it.  On top of that, who wanders a co-ed dorm in the middle of the night in nothing but a loosely tied towel?   Wait.  Scratch that last question.  We are in the midst of the “Girls Gone Wild” generation after all.  My point is, the excessive T & A is so blatant and forced yet I can not determine why it is three or where it is coming from.


As for the “Pagan” aspects, I am thinking most of it was pulled out of the writer’s ass. For instance, why would evil spirits be called darklings when that is so close to darling and therefore, far too precious a name to fearful of?  How exactly does using your powers affect you?  Supposedly you age but the power addicted villain is as young and fresh as a daisy.  Sort of.  About the only thing working in the favor of that plot point is that if you use a thirty-something actor to play a teen, you can always just say it was the spell casting that aged them.  So touché there I guess.  But beyond that, the mystical and supernatural history is spotty and poorly thought out.  One of my favorite bits in the movie was when our intrepid girl lead (red herring!) is studying in the library when “oh hello!” conveniently placed “Chronicles of Paganism” book. As she flips through it her roommate stops by and asks what is up.  Her response?  “Oh I was just reading up on Caleb’s family history.”  Ha!  I knew the blurry quick cuts didn’t show much of what was written in that ancient tome but I do know that it was mostly general info on spiders, spells, and witch murders, and it was title “Chronicles of Paganism.”  I especially love how blasé they both are.  I guess those Ipswich town folk are all immune to that stuff.

The cast is a mess as well.  The hero and villain look remarkably alike.  Jay had difficulty telling them apart but I didn’t have much trouble once I realized the villain was playing the evil guy like hew was a gay Ryan Phillipe.  The villain was hardly intimidating.  Not to mention obvious.  Not even the fact that his last name is almost an anagram for Satan will make this guy any scarier.  Why not make a woman the villain?  It would be closer to a twist than the actual villain was.  But no, the movie is all about the Penis power.  Women may be ogled and saved in this world, but they can not take care of themselves.  Never mind the fact that the individual cast members of “The Craft” could have kicked the collective asses of the men in this film.


Other things I disliked?  The dive bar filled only with teenagers and alcohol.  The capper?  The burly owner may serve to the underage exclusively, but he will certainly not tolerate pushing and slappy fights in his establishment.  I’m glad he can take a stand there.  I also hated the music.  Did you know there was reggae chase music?  There is and it is god awful.  I don’t think even “Weekend at Bernie’s 2” offered that.  I also hated the sheer stupidity of everyone in this movie.  Roommate almost bit to death by spiders in your room?  Clearly the best thing to do when you are upset about it is to return to that room to wait for your boyfriend because that lunkhead told you to.  Girl, he clearly hates you.

In conclusion, this was a painful experience.  I had to actively search out things to laugh at just to keep from losing my mind thinking about the money I wasted on it.  Especially considering I should have bought a ticket to “Idiocracy” and then snuck into this one.  Hindsight is 20/20 I guess.  
