All the Kings Men

MPAA: Rated PG-13 for an intense sequence of violence, sexual content and partial nudity.


Politics—most in this great nation haven’t a clue what it is, except to quickly recognize its victories and or defeats as foretold and sold on prime time news and reviews.


To run for any office is no different than watching a legal Superbowl of opinion.  The only difference between the two, not everyone who’s running for office deserves to be there, they tend to fit the popular vote.  They look the part and spread thought well.


All the Kings Men is Sean Penn’s soap box.  It puts his view in the lime light of the America he hasn’t reached yet.  In the real world he single handedly purchased full page ads in newspapers to do nothing more than protest our presence in Iraq and Afghanistan.  


Hollywood is Hollywood!  


The problem with modern day politics is the lack of great reporters blessed with enough common sense to share the true word with the people.  

All the Kings Men reveals the lack of innocence as well as the human side to who has and hasn’t got the ability to lead.  In most cases, it’s not the speech deliverer who leads the nation; it’s the people behind the scenes pulling the strings that make the voice the marketing machine.  

The film features an all star cast of Sean Penn, Kate Winslet, Anthony Hopkins, Mark Ruffalo and Jude Law.  A 1949 remake that echo’s only one theme...corruption.  


Is that why it’s been re-released?  

Is Hollywood sending subliminal messages to manipulate our need to vote?  

Why not?  Look at gas prices!  Pretty interesting…this close to an election and things seem peachy keen.  Who wins the vote and how did it come into play?

When you least expect it, something goes wrong—those who don’t support the look try to force out change.  They search through every file trying to hook their ambition on something with weight.  


The player never wins a true game of pinball—it’s always the kids standing next to the machine, shaking it to gain points without lighting up the tilt.  At the end of every game there’s either a low score or a woman with fingertips lightly grasping the power plug.  Someone will win but it’s never decided by the true source of energy gaining the fame.

