Bourne Ultimatum


I didn’t get into this series of three until the middle came into play—I was in Hollywood and needed to feed the fix…why not make it an action packed anger banger?


Theaters are different in the city of fantasy—you purchase private seats, you don’t wade around the massive amounts of popcorn and drink asking, “Is that one taken.”


I bring this up, because a lot was riding on part three.  I had personal memories to deal with and they didn’t need to be shattered by some hokey ass wanna-be flick trying to keep up with a summer series of continued dramas.  


Jason Bourne is my hero.  As a black belt in martial arts I feel he’s the perfect inspiration of doing things by the book.  He’s the American kicker, spinner, puncher, double fisted wham bam that has the capability of launching full contact martial arts into another reason to have your kid join my school.


The storyline is brilliant!  Screw seeing the other two, you’ll have no problem diving into the mess.  Too bad most American’s don’t fall under the same guidelines that Jason plays…stand up for what you believe!  Keep pushing until its done right!  


You won’t go wrong sinking your gas money into this one.  Take your grandma, she needs to see Matt Damon doing the dirty in Morocco.  
