Can you say Academy Award in September?  

Most of the time we’re forced to wade through late summer bumpers and crunchers only to learn the magic and brevity of great film making isn’t given to American audiences until Christmas and a few weeks after.

I’m going to brave the odds and say Russell Crowe is going to get a nod.

He’s the closest thing to a modern day John Wayne than if John were alive today.  The only problem is, Russell lives up to the bad ass attitude in real life.  Which means, I lose my vote…he’s not going to get the trophy.

I grew up watching Westerns.  So much so my stepfather had us reading books baring the same way of life.  To this day he can’t pull himself off a cow roping flick and will let that movie mess with the family atmosphere.  When it’s over, he finds another.

Dad’s gonna like this one.  He’s going to brag to his grandchildren for weeks that he went and saw Christian Bale bring his best role yet to life.  Dad won’t stop to remember the original Glenn Ford cowboy movie because this one is that good.  

Somebody grab me a marshmallow and a guitar.  Its time to sing Kumbaya

