Juno is pregnant.  Juno is a teen who becomes pregnant and totally numb to the fact that her baby is going to grow up in the arms of someone who didn’t create him.  Juno is a smart butt with a tongue geared toward speaking a language most don’t get, unless you’re willing to admit you are part of the artsy fartsy movie club.

God!  I hate the idea that critics are going to praise this film!  Why are we bothered by Brittney Spears sister being pregnant and yet it’s far out funny to see Juno being a high school chick with a baby on board.  Shouldn’t our emotion be equal?

Note to actor Michael Cera…if we see you again on the big screen and you’re sporting that stupid kid approach to acting like you’ve now done in two back to back films…this one and Super Bad, dude I’m gonna have to beg the makers of movies for your screen actors card.  There’s got to be more than this to your way of life.  

Jennifer Garner doesn’t allow us to get close enough to fall in love with her need for a child.  Jason Bateman is the typical very predictable horny old man who wants to score with the teen kid.  Ellen Page who plays Juno is a total outcast in the department of realty.  

Was I to laugh at such a sick thing that is happening to our nation?  They honestly called this movie the Little Miss Sunshine of 2007.  She wouldn’t have gotten pregnant!  She would’ve pulled off a Sylvester Stallone and attended a school to teach her how to dance and star in Saturday Night Fever III.  

What’s wrong with me?  Critics are loving Juno and I see it as a reason to petition local officials who’d rather put focus on football teams whose players aren’t living in the correct school district.  

You know what?  I’m going to blame my weakness on the holidays.  I wanted some Ho Ho Ho and honestly got nothing more than a Ho.   

