Crank

MPAA: Rated R for strong violence, pervasive language, sexuality, nudity and drug use.

Opens September 1, 2006


Imagine being hired to help control the levels of street smart terror only to realize you’re bodies just been slammed with a lethal cocktail that steals from your final breath.  What levels of survival would you consume to stay alive?  Could you crank it?


Jason Statham is back!


Quickly becoming Hollywood’s newest action hero, Jason rips from the odds the wisdom to stay alive.  It’s the game all hit men must play.  What you deal could rear its ugly head.


Crank recreates human reaction—you spend an hour and thirty minutes laughing at the McGiver-esque ways one man can keep his heart rushing to the point of near explosion.  Once he’s slows, there are no second chances in the game of life.

How do you feel after a six pack of Red Bull or 4 Starbucks creamy double lattes?

What would you crank to survive?

Unlike most cops and robbers flicks, Crank isn’t supposed to be taken serious.  This ain’t no Dirty Harry.  Jason adds comical character to a movie whose edits equal Joe Walsh’s Life’s been good set at 298 beats per minute.

Warning—if you suffer from epilepsy…do not see this film
Crank is every bit worth the $8.50 you’ll fork out.  It’s mid-day, Panthers might be losing Sunday fun shoved into a needle then shot into a system wondering what just hit you.

You’re going to laugh, sit on the edge of your stadium seat and walk away knowing newer ways to stay awake at work.  
