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It’s been an interesting week of viewing.  I saw my first five-star film of 

the year, Lincoln, a film that will surely rank as one of the best by the 

time my end of year review comes around. 

 And then I watched Movie 43. 

 Is it possible for there to be a worse film in 2013?  Please, no.   

 The fact ‘they’ couldn’t find a decent title for Movie 43 says a great 

deal.  But it doesn’t say everything about it.  Needless to say, it doesn’t 

deserve a single star. 

 Something is rotten in the state of California.  Somebody has either 

lobotomized some of Hollywood’s major stars or has an awful lot of dirt on 

them.  Why else would so many luminaries write, direct and appear in this 

god-awful, turgid quagmire of faeces and humourless exchanges if not for 

blackmail?   

 Stand up Richard Gere.  Stand up Elizabeth Banks.  Stand up Dennis 

Quaid, Greg Kinnear, Kate Winslet, Hugh Jackman, Seth MacFarlane, 

Naomi Watts, Anna Farris, Kieran Culkin, Emma Stone, Kate Bosworth, 

Uma Thurman, Gerard Butler, Halle Berry, Terrence Howard…  Stand up 

and be shamed and humiliated by your actions. 

 What the hell were you thinking??? 

 I’m not going to tell you about the performances, the 

cinematography, the direction, the sets or the costumes.  There is nothing 

complimentary to say about Movie 43.  It is indefensible and prompted not 

even a single smile, let alone a laugh. 

 It has the flimsiest of plot devices that doesn’t warrant the time 

spent to type it up.  It is 90 minutes of ‘segments’ that attempt to be 

profoundly offensive and hilarious in equal measures and fail in both 

endeavours.  It is a film that attempts to amuse with racism, incest, 

coprophilia…  

 Forget it.  It stinks. 



 Don’t waste your time.  Don’t waste your money.  I came home and 

spent ten minutes licking a cheese grater and, trust me, it was an 

infinitely more amusing and satisfying experience. 

 


