If you believe a treasure exists…then you rightfully may call this a homerun.  If you can’t help but believe we are shrouded by constant conspiracy, then you may pass go and collect a tub of popcorn at the end of the rainbow.

Romancing the Stone meets Indiana Jones.  Two hours and eleven minutes of the very edge of your seat bewilderment we received during the first search for a National Treasure.  This go around, we’re headed for Mount Rushmore.  

Do you honestly believe our government is hiding a book blessed by single thoughts fed by a pen connected to past presidents?  If such a treat existed, wouldn’t the beans have been spilled by now?  Who in their right mind wouldn’t have talked about this?  What would the world of Bill Clinton cast?  If wife Hillary is elected, might she erase the hubby’s attempts at being blazed a glorious leader?

Enough about politics!  National Treasure wins by total default.  Everything else family has been out for months and it’s more stale than bread on a 115 degree day.  I kick the seat when something seems so predictable.  I get restless in the way of silently screaming, “Please!  Why didn’t I stay home and watch Pushing Daisies?”  Wait, there’s a writers strike on…ain’t nothing new to watch.

Nicholas Cage is the typical know it all and everyone on the screen are nothing more than fondling idiots.  It’s not that I hated the film, some of the action scenes were brilliantly displayed but damn if I’m not getting tired of the computerized junk we’re supposed to be freaking out over.  When every film features it, there’s nothing special about special effects.

Wait until it hits the DVD shelf…put the cha ching in your gas tank.  You aren’t missing anything except theater people who no longer greet us with brilliant smiles.  

