Casino Royale

MPAA: Rated PG-13 for intense sequences of violent action, a scene of torture, sexual content and nudity.


Daniel Craig is Bond!  James Bond!  I should end it right there.  It says it all.  Should I bop my way into explaining that it opens with Fear Factor/Indiana Jones cutting edge?  The running scene steals your breath while your ambition thinks of anything but this man being light years beyond human nature.  Who needs Superman, Spiderman and Batman when you have Bond?


Daniel Craig is the modern James—he’s a Ninja warrior and video game hero who happens to know what worldwide culture delves their depths into—poker.  


You never look back during the long awaited arrival of Casino Royale.  It’s as if every Bond before him was nothing more than mere chunks of what was to become.  


Wait!  There is a downside to the incredible high.  Just like a shot of Stacker 3’s…the opposite end is a frail “What the hell?”  

Daniel Craig falls in love.  He gets all Harlequin Romance on us which drove one of the women at the premiere into a fit of rage.  “How dare he be left with only one love!”  


Once the poker games over, have your parachute ready.  This two hour and thirty minute romp with Bond is gonna need a potty break…hold it til then!  The fizz shoots out of the Pepsi can leaving you with un-carbonated syrup.  It’s as if Christmas was coming and suddenly someone outlawed it.  Dump the cornels from your popcorn bucket and lay claim on a reason to check out the new chick at the concession counter.  Get out of the theater at this point!  


Where’s the payoff in the love story?  Why did we have to wait so long to hear the theme song?  It’s as if we had tremendous foreplay with no game…all that practice and oops the Viagra ran out.  

