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FOREWORD



Nobody sets out to make a bad movie.


I don’t think any studio executive or commercial filmmaker has ever said, “You know what would be fun? Let’s make a terrible movie. One that audiences will really hate and laugh at in all the wrong ways and make merciless fun of; one that lets critics practice their comedy writing skills as they see just how brutal they can be in their tearing down of our film. That would be the perfect use of many, many millions of dollars of our money and really great for our reputations.”


No, bad movies aren’t made on purpose—they just sort of slowly happen. Scripts are developed in earnest. A screenwriter has a spark of inspiration that they then sequester themselves away for months to develop. A studio reads it and takes a shine to something, whether it’s the overall idea, a character they like, or the entire script. They see something commercial in it, something that they’re pretty certain will draw people out of their homes, into their cars, and down to the local multiplex, where they’ll pull out their hard earned cash and plunk it down to spend two hours sitting in the dark having the time of their lives watching the end result of whatever drew the studio and the filmmakers to the script in the first place. A production crew is put together and actors are cast. The movie goes into production and there are problems and fights and disagreements along the way, and maybe people are fired and maybe the film is taken away from the director after the studio doesn’t like the director’s version and the final cut is finished by committee. Or maybe everything goes swimmingly.


Then enter the audiences and the critics.


Audiences don’t have any horse in the race when it comes to the success of a movie. The only thing they’re rooting for is to not waste their money on a bad or unsatisfying experience. As filmmakers, we can all sit around and high-five each other about how great we think our movies are and how cool our shots were and how we were right to make it way over two hours long because how could we possibly lose any of those perfect moments we spent so much time shooting and editing. But audiences don’t care about that. Some will watch the movie in the spirit in which we intended and really look deeply into its hidden meanings. Others will sit there going “This is dumb,” or “This is boring,” or “Look at how weird that actor’s hair is,” or focusing on any of the myriad things that those of us who make the movies just assume people are going to go along with.


And then there are the critics. Most of us assume that the critics will love our movies. We’re pretty sure they’ll get exactly what we were going for and appreciate the way we did it. We know they’ll watch our films in the spirit in which we made them. They’ll laud our successful moments. They’ll forgive our shortcomings. They’ll judge our work in the context of the audience for which it was intended. They’ll be fair and kind and understand how hard it is to make a movie with all the compromises and politics and challenges we have to deal with along the way.


Then the reviews come in and they’re terrible. Then opening weekend comes and nobody shows up. Then the finger pointing starts. The script should have been better! The director should have listened to us! The studio gave us bad notes that they demanded we follow! They ruined the movie! Our vision was compromised! The critics were too hard on us! The audience didn’t get it! We were ahead of our time!


Some of these things may be true. They may all be. Or we could all have been delusional. Whatever the cause, we are now sitting with something none of us ever wanted or could have predicted we would have.


A bad movie.


None of the movies in this book are bad movies. Some weren’t great but tried their best to be. Some were amazing but nobody realized it because they were expecting something else. Some just got better the more we watched them.


I like to say the biggest hurdle to getting people to like your movie is simply getting them used to the idea that it exists. They go into the theater with a set of expectations based on the trailer and the poster and the word of mouth they’ve heard, and if the movie is different from the image they had formed in their minds, they then spend the whole time watching it through a different lens—a lens of disappointment, of confusion, of longing for it to be the thing they wanted it to be. So when it ends, they say, “I didn’t like that.” And then, for them, it is a “bad movie.”


But movies have a way of rehabilitating themselves. Many are like wine. They get better with age. Thanks to DVDs and streaming services and cable TV, you’ll come across a movie you saw once and didn’t like, but you’ll start watching it again anyway, and since you know what’s coming, you’ll find yourself enjoying it more the second time. You’ll start to appreciate the characters and the performances. You’ll start to see the humor in it when originally you saw the movie as taking itself too seriously. Or, many times, you’ll stumble across a movie you’d heard was bad and have read scathing reviews about and then you’ll watch it to make fun of it and end up loving it instead.


That’s the beauty of movies. Once they’re finished, they’re set in stone. They don’t change. They present themselves as earnestly as they did the day they opened. And they’re always ready and waiting to entertain you, to plead their case for being worthy of your time even long after everyone who worked on the film is gone.


That’s why those of us who make movies do it in the first place. So, before you denounce any of our work as bad, give it a second chance. Just like so many of the movies you’re going to read about in this book, it may deserve another lease on life.


Making movies is hard. But watching them doesn’t have to be. It should be fun. Hopefully this book will help more people realize that.


Paul Feig


Director of movies that some people think are good and some people think are bad
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INTRODUCTION



When you work at Rotten Tomatoes, you don’t just tell people what you do for a living—you admit it. Or confess it. Sometimes, depending on the type of person you’re speaking to, you take a big step back, away from the line of fire. Because you know what’s coming next.


For me, what comes next usually involves The Greatest Showman, the mega-hit musical from 2017 starring Hugh Jackman that audiences love but that our Tomatometer deems Rotten. “How could you call that a bad movie?” an Uber driver once barked at me. “Do you even have a soul?!” Or, upon confessing what I do, I might suddenly find myself confronted with an animated defense of Michael Bay’s Bad Boys, a movie whose Rotten 42% score was enough to once prompt a partygoer to lecture me for ten minutes about the out-of-touch-ness of our critics. Another time, a Step Brothers fan told me bluntly, upon hearing where I worked, that “we’re not going to be friends.” (The movie has a Rotten Tomatometer score of 55%; just five more points and we might have been besties.)


If they happen to bring up Venom, I just make a run for it.


I rarely get a word in during these exchanges, but when I do, I tell them this: I hear you. All of us at Rotten Tomatoes do. The Tomatometer*—which shows the percentage of critics who like a movie or TV show enough to recommend it—can drive us crazy, too.


Sometimes we’re with it all the way, allowing it to guide us to the latest well-oiled blockbuster or point the way toward an underground masterpiece we wouldn’t have otherwise discovered. But other times, it knocks the wind out of us. We feel your pain when an upcoming film we’re dying to see gets a Rotten score (which is anything below 59%), and it can totally lay us out when we discover that a movie we’ve loved for years has been wearing the big green splat all this time. When I first found out that critics at the time mostly hated my favorite Christmas movie, Home Alone 2: Lost In New York (Rotten at 32%!), I had to ask: Do they even have souls?


Exchanges and discoveries like these brought us to the subject of our very first Rotten Tomatoes book: Rotten Movies We Love. Why did we decide to start with a tome in honor of the Rotten and not the Fresh? Because we understand your passion (we’re fans, too). As much as we love movies that score 90% or higher, we, like you, also love movies that don’t always connect with critics or movies whose virtues are best revealed with age. We love dumb comedies, and we laugh at any and all fart jokes. (At least I do.) Our desks are covered in toys and postcards and other tchotchkes from critically maligned films that would become cult classics. And we love a well-executed jump scare, regardless of whether it adds value to the story. Some of us—though not many—even loved The Greatest Showman.


In this book, we make the case for why we love these “Rotten” movies. For digestion’s sake, we’ve grouped this list of 101 Rotten movies into seven categories, each of which hint at the reasoning you’ll find within: popular favorites that dominated the box office or found love on TV and in home entertainment (but not with critics); weird and wonderfully Rotten sci-fi and fantasy; rare Rotten films from Fresh and famous directors; movies that were panned at release but found a cult following; underestimated titles that were doing a little more than reviewers gave them credit for at the time; oft-dismissed sequels we think deserve a second look; and dumb-fun flicks that just make us laugh, scream, or get our hearts racing.


Some movies straddle multiple categories: Rocky IV was a box office smash, a sequel dismissed far too quickly, and a super-interesting critique of US nationalism during the Cold War (really); The Cable Guy was a severely underestimated satire that still pulled off some big stupid laughs on its way to becoming a cult classic. All have inspired enough passion in the Rotten Tomatoes’ staff for us to stand up, turn toward the Tomatometer, and declare our love for the green stuff.



A Note on Our Scores


Tomatometer scores are dynamic: as more critics review a movie and their reviews are added to our system, a movie’s score can change. This is most common with new movies, which see bursts of new reviews added when they hit theaters, and then again when they hit the home entertainment market. But it also happens with older movies; it might be that there’s a sudden new wave of interest in an older movie (a sequel is released, the director’s next movie comes out), or that we onboard a bunch of new critics whose reviews for that movie weren’t included in the score. Which is all to say, the scores in this book are accurate at time of press—and they might have changed slightly since then.





Passion is an appropriate driver for our first book, as it was passion that got Rotten Tomatoes started some twenty-one years ago. Cofounder Senh Duong had grown up a big fan of Chinese actors/ass-kickers Jackie Chan and Jet Li, and when Chan released his first big US crossover film, Rumble in the Bronx, Duong wondered what critics would make of it. The Berkeley undergrad was searching for reviews of Chan movies he loved—among them First Strike and Twin Dragons (both of which would be Rotten when the site eventually launched)—when the idea for a review aggregator came to him. He founded the site a few years later, on August 18, 1998, with two other Berkeley students, Patrick Y. Lee and Stephen Wang.


The idea was simple: create a pool of critics who meet a set of criteria (professionals with experience and an audience); collect their reviews when a movie is released; and calculate the percentage of reviews that recommend the movie. That percentage would be its “Tomatometer” score.


Rotten Tomatoes has evolved a lot since those early days in the Bay Area, but that basic calculation remains the same. We’re bigger now, of course, and we cover TV. (Want a Tomatometer score for every episode of Game of Thrones? We got you.) We also put on live shows where you can debate critics in the flesh, and we produce a ton of original content—everything from celebrity interviews to the thing you’re holding in your hand right now.


We’ve also updated how we source and approve the people who contribute to our critic pool, with a big refresh in 2018 that made it easier for freelance critics, those working in newer media (think YouTubers, podcasters), and those speaking to underrepresented groups to join the ranks. Our Tomatometer hasn’t changed, but the opinions that contribute to it have evolved with the times.


Critics have been as core to our evolution as our own passion for movies; it’s their Fresh or Rotten opinions on which the RT foundations stand. We couldn’t celebrate Rotten movies we love without asking some critics to tell us theirs. And so, mixed in with our own selections of fantastic Rotten films, you’ll find impassioned defenses of Rotten films from some of the world’s most talented and thoughtful reviewers. They’re names you know and names you should make a point of seeking out.


The incredible Leonard Maltin, whose yearly movie guides have been helping us decide what to watch since 1969, endorses what some consider one of the worst movies ever made, Bela Lugosi Meets a Brooklyn Gorilla. It was an embarrassment for the legendary Lugosi but an enduring source of pleasure for the veteran critic. Rolling Stone’s David Fear, meanwhile, asks us to take a second look at The Usual Suspects writer Christopher McQuarrie’s directorial debut The Way of the Gun, arguing that it’s so much more than the Tarantino rip-off most dismissed it as back in 2000. UK magazine Empire’s editor-in-chief, Terri White, sets the page on fire in a wonderful and galvanizing new look at 1996’s teen-witch flick The Craft, which itself attempted to set the patriarchy alight. And Time Out New York’s Joshua Rothkopf proves that Will Ferrell can put a smile on even the most seasoned of critics’ faces—if he lands those fart jokes just right. Rothkopf’s ode to the unrelenting and totally winning stupidity of Step Brothers is a delight.


One critic even pitches a tent in support of The Greatest Showman, albeit in a much more reasoned manner than my hostile Uber driver. In a true highlight, Kristen Lopez wrestles with the P. T.Barnum bio-musical’s problems (primary among them a glossing-over of the circus impresario’s treatment of those with disabilities) even as she finds herself won over by its charms (those songs, that glitz, that glam!). Lopez, who herself is disabled, brings a fascinating perspective, contemplating what to do with a piece of cinema you love when you know it’s been made without you in mind.


Lopez’s moving piece gets to the heart of why we’re putting this book out into the world. “Fresh” and “Rotten” are really just starting points. There’s a lot that goes into those scores—thousands of opinions, millions of words spoken and written, thoughtful curation, and eventually some pretty simple math. But they can’t account for things like audience sentiment and the way culture and perceptions of a movie might change over time. In the end, though, that big green splat and that perfect-looking red tomato are there as much to guide your viewing choices as they are to start a conversation about what you’ve just seen.


Fresh or Rotten isn’t the final word on a film; it’s often the first word, a kickoff to a debate about whether the critics got it right or wrong, and—in these pages particularly—whether time might have changed the answer to that question. And it’s an invitation to tell us what you think. The more voices join the conversation, the more fun and dynamic that conversation is; the experience of watching a movie is enriched by the thoughtful and insightful discussion that follows.


We hope this book gets you talking.


Joel Meares


Editor-in-Chief, Rotten Tomatoes
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PEOPLE’S CHOICE


Box Office Slayers and Household Names


We still haven’t met a critic who would call Michael Bay their favorite filmmaker (though famously contrarian critic Armond White has come close, calling him a “real visionary”). Bay is considered by most professional movie watchers a maker of a kind of anti-cinema, a man with little feel for narrative and humanity but a whole lot of eye for tits and ass and big ’splosions. His credits run green with Rottenness—Nic Cage action flick The Rock is his single Fresh film as a director—and yet people love his work (real people, that is, not those dark-dwelling critics). His recent string of Transformers films has pulverized the global box office, and his 1990s output includes some of the decade’s most cherished movies (Armageddon!). When it comes to Michael Bay, the people have spoken—and they’ve drowned out the critics. The director’s buddy-cop classic, Bad Boys, is among the films celebrated in this chapter, which is devoted to movies that made serious bank at the box office, despite Rotten reviews, and that have become audience favorites over the years. They’re the movies that still have people screaming for sequels (Space Jam, The First Wives Club), that play perennially on cable (The ’Burbs, The Holiday), and movies about which our dear readers write frequently to us to ask, How the f—k can that be Rotten? (Twins, Teen Wolf). Sometimes, they demand we simply let go and enjoy the populist ride—and sometimes they’re more complex than meets the eye, as critic Monica Castillo argues of Disney blockbuster Maleficent. This is decidedly not the case with Bad Boys, but hey, that’s part of why we love it.
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EVERY WHICH WAY BUT LOOSE 1978
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Directed by James Fargo


Written by Jeremy Joe Kronsberg


Starring Clint Eastwood, Sondra Locke, Geoffrey Lewis, Beverly D’Angelo, Ruth Gordon





Critics Consensus


Clint Eastwood shows off his brawn and sensitive charm, but this gonzo comedy fails to entertain by playing loose with its dramatic elements and volleying uninspired gags every which way but funny.





Synopsis


Philo Beddoe is a brawler whose best buddy, Clyde, happens to be a mischievous orangutan. When Philo falls for country singer Lynn Halsey-Taylor, he finds he’s gotta fight—with the cops and a buffoonish biker gang—for what he loves.


Why We Love It


Upon its release, Every Which Way but Loose became a sudden hit, the most successful film Clint Eastwood had ever made, and it still holds a spot in the top 250 highest-grossing films of all time (adjusted for inflation). Yet so few critics at the time appreciated the pure joy of watching Eastwood act opposite a charismatic orangutan, with one even wondering if Eastwood was playing a joke on them to see how low he could go. Everyone had told him not to take the part, apparently, but he went ahead with it anyway. After a string of gritty hits like The Gauntlet, The Enforcer, and The Outlaw Josey Wales, the actor was the consummate “man with a gun,” but he had plenty of fun early in his career in more whimsical pictures like Paint Your Wagon and Kelly’s Heroes. Maybe he yearned for a more challenging role or a return to lighter fare. Whatever ultimately drove Eastwood into the arms of an orangutan, it resulted in exceptional fun.


Eastwood’s got comic chops, and it’s partly because he takes his comedy very seriously. Throughout the film, there’s no indication the actor thinks Philo’s deep friendship with a primate is anything but real, which only makes this story that much more bizarre and watchable. This is a future Academy Award winner confessing his deepest secrets to his orangutan. “When it comes to sharing my feelings with a woman, my stomach just turns to royal gelatin,” Philo whispers in the dark to his hairy buddy. It’s genuinely touching.


Also in the film: Ruth Gordon as Ma swats Philo good with a broom, while Sondra Locke—romantic partners with Eastwood at the time—sparkles as a small-time con woman. (Eastwood hadn’t had such dynamic female costars since 1970’s Two Mules for Sister Sarah, in which Shirley MacLaine matched him wit for wit.) Add in a clownish gang of bikers bedecked in Nazi regalia summarily having their asses handed to them again and again, and this is as screwball as you can get, a seeming throwback to 1938’s Bringing Up Baby. Its heart is in the right place.















PROBLEM CHILD 1990
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Directed by Dennis Dugan


Written by Scott Alexander and Larry Karaszewski


Starring John Ritter, Amy Yasbeck, Jack Warden, Gilbert Gottfried




Critics Consensus


Mean-spirited and hopelessly short on comic invention, Problem Child is a particularly unpleasant comedy, one that’s loaded with manic scenery chewing and juvenile pranks.





Synopsis


In this black comedy, wannabe dad Ben Healey adopts an adorable seven-year-old boy, only to find that said child has a penchant for terrorizing anyone who crosses his path.


Why We Love It


Just months before Home Alone would premiere and immediately become Christmas canon, Dennis Dugan’s bad-kid slapstick comedy Problem Child would become an improbable box-office success and a frequent punching bag for critics, who couldn’t foresee that audiences were hungry for darker fare. The late 1980s and early ’90s had offered a slew of men-with-feisty-children comedies, including Parenthood, Kindergarten Cop, and Uncle Buck, but the gloss of the John Hughes era had died with Reagan, and ’90s moviegoers were outgrowing their popped collars.


Writers Scott Alexander and Larry Karaszewski had originally envisioned their script as an adult black comedy parodying the avalanche of heartwarming kiddie-friendly flicks. When the studio told them it was the wrong direction, that they needed to appeal to both children and adults, writers and director undertook a frantic overhaul of the script and footage, with extensive reshoots. What they were left with reportedly made the writers cry at the cast screening, as they were now worried their names would be associated with a muddled monstrosity that seemed far too black for children and far too light for adults. Surprise, surprise: kids couldn’t get enough of this story about a near-psychotic child who befriends a serial killer who, in one scene, actually has sex with the kid’s mom while the father is contemplating murdering his new adopted son. Whew!


Dugan would go on to team up with another comic crudester embraced by the juvenile nineties, Adam Sandler, and Problem Child would spawn a moderately successful sequel that would feature a vomit extravaganza etched into the memories of any kid brave enough to view the whole thing—Alexander and Karaszewski later said they intended it to be a John Waters film for children. While critics called the original film and its sequel “tasteless,” kids yearned to emulate this little demon and give their parents some hell. Alexander and Karaszewski say that it took those childhood fans to grow up and become movie executives themselves for the pair to find good work again.















BOOK CLUB 2018
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Directed by Bill Holderman


Written by Erin Simms and Bill Holderman


Starring Diane Keaton, Jane Fonda, Candice Bergen, Mary Steenburgen




Critics Consensus


Book Club only intermittently rises to the level of its impressive veteran cast; fortunately, they’re more than enough to entertainingly bring pedestrian material to life.





Synopsis


Four lifelong friends look to spice up their lives and select the erotic novel Fifty Shades of Grey for their book club. As they finally begin opening up about their hopes and fears, the women individually take giant leaps to achieve happiness.


Why We Love It


The four actresses who headline this movie don’t immediately scream “big box office” to studio execs, which is why they work less frequently than their younger twenty-something analogs in the industry. (Except Mary Steenburgen, because, well, she’s in everything.) Watching Book Club only underscores how deprived audiences have been of their talents.


With a so-so script played out on overly lit sets that only wish they could be Nancy Meyers’s kitchens, Book Club is a breezy two hours of women talking, laughing and drinking so much white wine. A good chunk of the movie’s considerable box office came from women thirty-five years and up: the older of the crowd wanted to see their lives reflected back to them, and the younger of the crowd wanted reassurance that love and fun doesn’t end at some predestined date. Book Club, in its simple message that older women are people too, is life affirming.


Jane Fonda, Diane Keaton, Candice Bergen, and Steenburgen all took their roles for less money and frills than any of them are worth—or used to—


specifically so they could work together and commit to film a story about aging women and their evolving attitudes towards sex and love. Their camaraderie in Book Club comes off as authentic and spontaneous, as though Fonda just happened to call up her old buds for a wine-and-bitch session. Nobody’s playing against type here: Fonda’s a feisty, powerful, vain version of herself, and Bergen’s performance could have been ripped from the reboot of Murphy Brown. But that’s also the appeal—after so many years of playing characters, now they’re just playing themselves.


And while critics mostly shrugged, there were those who recognized the film as the simple pleasure—and the small surprise—that it is. The Atlantic’s David Sims wrote that despite the “green-screened view of a romantic sunset that looks like stock footage from a karaoke video” here and there, the film is “a delightfully tacky summer romp that feels destined to become a classic in basic cable reruns.” And Leah Greenblatt at Entertainment Weekly called Book Club “some kind of small Hollywood miracle” for letting older women “live” on-screen.


The movie’s writer, Erin Simms, says executives asked her to make the characters younger, which she called a “non-starter.” Based on real conversations and events she had with the older women in her life, she took a chance bringing this story to the screen, and with a box office ten times the budget, the film proves that even the mundanity of older women’s lives is bankable with the right actors in place.
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COCKTAIL 1988
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Directed by Roger Donaldson


Written by Heywood Gould


Starring Tom Cruise, Elisabeth Shue, Bryan Brown, Kelly Lynch





Critics Consensus


There are no surprises in Cocktail, a shallow, dramatically inert romance that squanders Tom Cruise’s talents in what amounts to a naïve barkeep’s banal fantasy.





Synopsis


In this romantic drama, a hotshot flair bartender meets the woman of his dreams but must contend with both her wealthy family and his own competitiveness to keep it all from falling apart.


Why We Love It


Cocktail may have an outdated storyline in which women are objects and prizes to be won, but if anything can transcend the trashiness of the script, it’s the charisma and easy, relaxed chemistry between Tom Cruise and Elisabeth Shue. Secondarily, what really stands the test of time—and what altered the drinking habits of Americans across the country—were the numerous thrilling scenes of Cruise flipping, tipping, and tossing liquor bottles in intricately choreographed flair routines that became so popular, people flocked to a chain restaurant called T.G.I. Friday’s to see the real flair bartenders in action. (The restaurant’s founder, Alan Stillman, claims to have been the inspiration for Cruise’s character Brian, though writer Heywood Gould based it on his own life.)


Gould’s original script played more like an anti-Wall Street drama containing layers and depth about the meaning of money, class, and age—and if you squint, you can still see a little of that in the film. But Disney chose to soft-sell that aspect, sensing the country’s Reagan-era hunger for wealth and power was on the way out the door but not quite dead yet. By nixing the sociopolitical elements, director Roger Donaldson allowed for more time spent behind the bar, watching Cruise and Bryan Brown’s Doug Coughlin perform their own routines to cross-generational party songs like “Hippy Hippy Shake.”


Writing for the LA Times, Sheila Benson said, “The pairing of old-hand Brown and young-hand Cruise may have been meant to remind us of Cruise and Paul Newman; if so, think of this as ‘The Color of Counterfeit Money.’” What the partnership—and the movie—lacked, according to Benson, was a moral compass, noting that early press screenings had people “hiss[ing] and hoot[ing]” at Cruise’s character Flanagan’s more vacuous decisions (of which there are plenty). But even Benson conceded that if there were a draw for Cocktail, it was Cruise’s “twinkling, twinkling, twinkling” self, as he flipped bottles behind the bar.


According to Cruise, to prepare for the role, he interviewed thirty-five bartenders to get the tools of the trade and only broke five bottles in the process. He’d already shown in Top Gun that he’d be willing to immerse himself in his character so much as to attain a license to fly. Cocktail may just be a romantic drama, but it’s also the foundation for Cruise’s subsequent career of physically demanding roles and deep research, which would lead him to perform all of his own spectacular stunts in the Mission Impossible films.
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HOCUS POCUS 1993
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Directed by Kenny Ortega


Written by Neil Cuthbert and Mick Garris


Starring Bette Midler, Sarah Jessica Parker, Kathy Najimy





Critics Consensus


Harmlessly hokey yet never much more than mediocre, Hocus Pocus is a muddled family-friendly effort that fails to live up to the talents of its impressive cast.





Synopsis


Three witches of Salem are burned at the stake, vowing to return to steal the town’s youth. Three hundred years later, they do, and send one unlucky kid on a goose chase to save his sister and Salem.


Why We Love It


Until newspapers and magazines start employing children to critique some films, adult critics are gonna have a hell of a time predicting what will land with the kids and how exactly it will weasel its way into their hearts. In the case of Hocus Pocus, which features a child actually dying on screen in the first ten minutes, some older folks found the film’s willingness to go dark a bit perplexing. Gene Siskel called the film “dreadful,” while Dennis King, writing for Tulsa World, said, “With the rather ghoulish deaths of children depicted, it’s certainly too strong for very young moviegoers. The sights of kiddy corpses here are enough to scare the bejabbers out of most pre-schoolers.” Kids, meanwhile, gobbled up the fatalism in this bonkers Disney picture.


In the film, the witches are so diabolical that their evil deeds take on a whimsical tone. Sarah Jessica Parker’s Sarah Sanderson may resurrect her dead boyfriend as a zombie in an attempt to capture and murder a little boy, but she’s also, like, super-relatable to boy-crazy girls. Bette Midler’s Winifred Sanderson dresses like a buck-tooth clown with bright red rat lips and a blazing red muff of hair on her head—this is a multi-award-winning and Oscar-nominated actor we’re talking about. Yes, Winifred performs a Broadway-ish rendition of “I Put a Spell on You” in a school gymnasium to compel all the adults in town to dance until they drop dead, but she was so cartoonishly wicked that the character endeared herself to kids, who immediately adopted Winifred as a Halloween costume. And then there’s character actress extraordinaire Kathy Najimy as Mary, the ride-or-die sister who’s perpetually attempting to keep the others’ dramatics to a minimum while simultaneously appeasing their desires. She’s evil, yeah, but who can’t identify with a woman constantly put upon to keep things chill?


Aaron Wallace, writer of the book Hocus Pocus in Focus, pointed out the curious mix of “spooky meets kooky that imprinted on a young generation.” Those grown-up kids once used a Reddit AMA to coax Midler to perform her “I Put a Spell on You” routine in full costume at one of her concerts, likely baffling some of her older fans. Today, the cult status of this box-office bomb has soared, spawning costume contests and a legion of die-hards who’ve sparked enough interest that Disney greenlit a remake.
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THE HOLIDAY 2006



[image: image] 48%


Written and directed by Nancy Meyers


Starring Kate Winslet, Cameron Diaz, Jude Law, Jack Black





Critics Consensus


While it’s certainly sweet and even somewhat touching, The Holiday is so thoroughly predictable that audiences may end up opting for an early check-out time.





Synopsis


Two women—one a London wedding columnist, one an Angeleno who makes movie trailers—swap houses for the holidays when they both find they need to escape some tangly romantic situations at home. Each gets more than they bargained for from the house swap when some new and even more tangled romantic situations arise in their new cities. Romance, cuteness, and cashmere ensue.


Why We Love It


For many thinking moviegoers, enjoying a Nancy Meyers movie requires much suppression of self and sense. Got hang-ups about class? Consumerism a turnoff? Have a Bechdel test on hand? You’ll need to abandon those, all ye who enter. But the Meyers-verse can be like Las Vegas—if you accept what it is and go in with the right frame of mind, there are sugary pleasures to be had.


In movies like It’s Complicated and Something’s Gotta Give, those pleasures are rarely derived from story or character—the sugar highs are found in ogling mammoth kitchens with continent-sized marble islands at their centers and the expensive, pillowy beige knits in which Meyers’s leads live their lives. It’s about drinking in the Nancy Meyers aesthetic and fantasy. The Holiday might be the most Nancy Meyers of Nancy Meyers movies, marrying her trapped-in-a-West-Elm-with-no-way-out aesthetic to the sentimentality of Christmas and featuring not one but two too-good-to-be-true Nancy Meyers–style romances.


The two women at the center of the dual love plots seem to spend much of their time marveling at the fact they’re in a Nancy Meyers movie. When British Iris (Kate Winslet) arrives at the L.A. manse of Amanda (Cameron Diaz), she plays stand-in for the audience, bouncing on the plush California King as if it’s too good—and too huge—to be true; when Amanda arrives at Iris’s uber-British cottage to set up shop, even the grinchy Angeleno is charmed by the too-perfect Christmas village ornament she’s going to call home for the holidays.


While characters in other Meyers movies take for granted their ludicrously well-appointed lives, the characters here can’t believe the luxury, on one hand, and the quaintness, on the other, of their vacation lives. Even the men are too good to be true. Diaz’s Amanda is offered a perfectly lit Jude Law (as a caring single dad, no less), and Winslet’s Iris is served Jack Black, whose only discernible personality trait here is his need to make her smile.


There is substance in this heaping cup of very sweet hot cocoa, though. And that comes courtesy of Eli Wallach, as an elderly neighbor and super-knowledgeable Golden Age screenwriter who befriends Iris and becomes her tour guide through L.A. and its history. Winslet and Wallach are electric in a way that makes you wish the director had done away with the love stories and made a buddy comedy. It’s this thread that gives the movie its heart and makes Meyers’s Christmas confection more than just empty holiday calories.















BAD BOYS 1995
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Directed by Michael Bay


Written by Michael Barrie, Jim Mulholland, Doug Richardson


Starring Will Smith, Martin Lawrence, Téa Leoni, Joe Pantoliano, Marg Helgenberger
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