I now pronounce you Chuck and Larry


Adam Sandler…enough said.  We can’t laugh at jokes unless we relate and he’s got an ability to pump up a jam while spreading it across fresh baked bread—even if it means terrorizing a particular group.


Kevin James adds to the beating!  Or should I say bashing?  


People will go no matter what they read.  People love Sandler and expect him to cross every invisible line even if it means it’s our feet doing the tripping.  


Did I laugh?  Yes!  I also felt incredible passion for those who’ve become the center point of focus.  Nothing drives me more insane than pot shotting bullies who feel they’ve earned the right to brag about how much better they are than others.


While sitting there I had visions—Billings, Montana…a cast of idiots who felt picking on my mentally challenged brother was their idea of comedy.  I don’t forgive easily and this movie seems to earmark the idea that gays and lesbians are mentally challenged and or not normal living, breathing, tax paying leaders inside a community that finds humor in making fun of something it can’t relate with or refuses to learn more about.


They claim people in the Middle East are the terrorists…sadly so are those who make fun of lifestyles they elect to point fingers at.  Terrorism isn’t just about bombs, because it doesn’t take one to shatter a heart.  
