Night at the Museum

MPAA: Rated PG for mild action, language and brief rude humor.


This is one of those movies that has the makings of a true classic and it falls flat.  It’s like a giant bottle of Diet Coke that’s been calling out to you for months and when you finally open it, the fizz is gone.  


Kids eight and under will crave this flick more than chocolate and gummy bears.  The adults that took them there will wonder what’s happened to great animation or the computerized generation.  


We’re spoiled!  We know great green screen and hate it when film makers use it in patters of bad presentation.  We’re supposed to believe the museum comes to life after dark not spend the entire movie wondering how computer chips could’ve made that scene better.


I sound like an armchair quarterback.  But the reality is…we’re spoiled!  


What I will point out is the slow evolution of Ben Stiller.  Both he and Adam Sandler are making the move to serious roles and less of what brought them to the party.  Is it because of the birth of their own children?  I hope so!  The generation that made both of these guys stars has kids and its time to even up the odds with funny men who still have what it takes to make us giggle but without being gross or testy.


Stiller will be bigger than his parents.  I can’t believe I wrote that because a year ago I wanted him to turn in his SAG card.  Night at the Museum showcases a different side of Stiller—too bad the man producing and directing the flick didn’t have the budget to erase green screen mistakes.


I’m spoiled!  

