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Reviews by Brett Michel

American Assassin H1/2 Late author Vince Fly-
nn’s fictional counter-terrorism operative Mitch 
Rapp finally makes it to the big screen in director 
Michael Cuesta’s attempt to kick-start an action fran-
chise, but the CIA Black Ops recruit barely makes it 
out of training because of a misguided, overreach-
ing script that’s clearly had too many hands on it. A 
very loose adaptation of one of the final of 16 nov-
els featuring Rapp, the character was originally 
intended to be in his mid-40s. But since the plot has 
been reconfigured as an origin story, The Maze Run-
ner’s Dylan O’Brien has slipped into the shoes of the 
now 20-something young hotshot, and Rapp’s bio-
graphical details have been updated as well. The 
death of his girlfriend still gets the ball rolling, but 
high school sweetheart Maureen has transformed 
into Katrina (newcomer Charlotte Vega), and rather 
than a fictional victim of the real-life bombing of Pan 
Am Flight 103 in 1988, this movie’s updated timeline 
finds her being gunned down in front of Rapp—just 
minutes after becoming his fiancee—during the gra-
tuitous beach resort terrorist attack that opens the 
film. O’Brien makes little impact as the loose can-
non, while Michael Keaton injects a welcome touch 
of class to the low-rent proceedings as Stan Hurley, 
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Rapp’s trainer and mentor. Adding to the budget-rate 
feel are some awful computer-generated effects that 
overtake the big-action climax at sea, most of which 
would even look out-of-place in one of today’s hyper-
realistic video games. It’s an anonymously executed 
misfire. (At Assembly Row, Boston Common, Fenway 
and in the suburbs.)

Battle of the Sexes HHH Bless those in Hol-
lywood who are dodging the digital revolution and 
opting to shoot their movies on celluloid. In the case 
of married filmmakers Jonathan Dayton and Valerie 
Faris (co-directors of 2006’s Little Miss Sunshine and 
2012’s Ruby Sparks), their use of 35mm and 16mm film 
stocks to capture the 1973 setting of their latest proj-
ect lends the comedic drama an air of authenticity 
that’s missing from recent period pictures. But it’s 
not simply the naturalistic lighting and ’70s-styled 
framing courtesy of Linus Sandgren, the Oscar-winning 
cinematographer of last year’s La La Land. It’s also 
the costuming, hairstyling and production design 
that help make Battle of the Sexes feel like it could have 
actually been produced in 1973. And in commanding 
star turns, Emma Stone (another Oscar winner for 
La La Land) and Steve Carell (an Oscar nominee for 
2014’s Foxcatcher) do a tremendous job of inhabiting 
the skins of tennis players Billie Jean King and Bobby 

Riggs. Despite the film’s appeal as an old-fashioned 
crowd-pleaser, the script by Simon Beaufoy (Oscar-
winning writer of 2008’s Slumdog Millionaire) makes 
the widely televised showdown between the 29-year-
old female champ and the 55-year-old serial hustler 
and self-professed male chauvinist feel amazingly 
contemporary in the age of Trump. (At Assembly 
Row, Boston Common, Fenway, Kendall Square and 
in the suburbs.)

Brad’s Status HHH1/2 In 2013, Ben Stiller 
directed and starred in an adaptation of James Thurb-
er’s short story, The Secret Life of Walter Mitty, and 
the film almost completely missed the mark of the 
American humorist’s most famous tale. That flop 
veered away from Thurber’s vivid text, which origi-
nally appeared in the pages of The New Yorker in 1939 
and dealt with a hapless daydreamer and his imag-
ined flights of fancy. Leave it to writer/director Mike 
White—the talented screenwriter of 2003’s School of 
Rock—to direct Stiller in the Mitty movie that should 
have been made. Stiller plays Brad Sloan, a 47-year-old 
who experiences a mild midlife crisis while accom-
panying his disaffected son Troy (Austin Abrams) to 
scout colleges in Boston. The nonprofit owner spends 
most of the trip mentally comparing himself to his 
old college buddies (Michael Sheen, Luke Wilson, 
Jemaine Clement and White), daydreaming about 
how much better his life might be in their shoes. Hav-
ing already penned director Miguel Arteta’s Beatriz 
at Dinner, White is enjoying one hell of a year. In the 
director’s chair for the second time in his film career, 
he shows a much steadier hand with this archly come-
dic drama than he did with 2007’s Year of the Dog, 
pulling a remarkably restrained performance out of 
Stiller. (At Boston Common, Coolidge Corner, Kend-
all Square, Somerville and in the suburbs.)

The Hitman’s Bodyguard HH1/2 Perhaps 
you’re too young to remember 1988’s Midnight Run, or 
you’d rather just see an inferior version starring Ryan 
Reynolds and Samuel L. Jackson standing in for the 
Robert De Niro and Charles Grodin archetypes? Sure, 
this is the kind of movie that would endlessly enter-
tain less-discerning viewers on Netflix, but audiences 
have nevertheless turned this fluffy action comedy 
into a late-summer hit at the multiplex. And while 
there are certainly smarter options currently in the-
aters, this amiable time-waster from director Patrick 
Hughes (the auteur behind The Expendables 3)—
involving relentless, buttoned-up bodyguard Michael 
Bryce (Reynolds) and his mortal enemy, Darius Kin-
caid (Jackson), the notorious hit man he’s been 
tasked with protecting—still has its dumb charms. 
One is the foul-mouthed performance by Salma 
Hayek, who matches Jackson, F-bomb for F-bomb, as 
Darius’ wife Sonia. She’s been captured by Interpol 
agent Amelia Roussel (Elodie Yung), who just hap-
pens to be Michael’s ex. In order to free her, Darius 
will have to accompany Michael as they outrun assas-
sination attempts from England to the Hague, where 
he’s scheduled to testify against Vladislav Dukhov-
ich (Gary Oldman), the fictional dictator of Belarus. 
Sound convoluted? It is. But Hughes and writer Tom 

MAN ON STAGE With the strength of a linebacker and elegance of, 
well, a ballerina, Marcelo Gomes is one of the most sought-after pas de deux part-
ners today. Anatomy of a Male Ballet Dancer follows the longtime principal dancer 
as he jetés across four continents and multiple cities, including his onetime home 
of Rio de Janeiro. The film toes the line between the glamour of Gomes’ life onstage 
and the pain that awaits him as he steps off: an estranged father, multiple injuries and 
the ever-present ticking clock, as this year marks his impressive 20th anniversary 
with American Ballet Theatre. It’s curtain up when the documentary chassés into 
the Brattle Theatre on Oct. 14. /  Brenna Donovan Photo: Courtesy of Provincetown Film Festival


