Intro to Hollywood Homicide
Harrison Ford regains summer blockbuster-hero status in his new film, Hollywood Homicide, opening this weekend. KFAI’s Paul Bachleitner has this review.

Review of Hollywood Homicide ((½
Hollywood Homicide is a departure from the standard Harrison Ford blockbuster. 

Perhaps the greatest action hero of all time, Ford is more accustomed to leaping across screens as Indiana Jones or Han Solo rather than doling out punch lines while thrusting his hips. His rare forays into comedy were successful only once, as an overheated boss in 1988’s Working Girl, and disastrous more than once, most notably opposite Anne Heche in the dreadful romantic comedy, Six Days, Seven Nights. 

But the chemistry is much better in his Hollywood Homicide pairing with local rising star, Josh Hartnett, whose charm is so laid back he steals scenes while ordering “tomato and cucumber on whole wheat with only mustard and bean sprouts.” 

The two are partners as LAPD homicide detectives investigating a shooting in a nightclub, but they wind up investigating the humor in Hollywood stereotypes, such as telephone psychics, madams to the stars, and odd urban landscaping that includes paddleboats. 

And like everybody in Hollywood, Ford and Hartnett have dreams that stretch beyond their day jobs. Ford moonlights as a real estate agent who answers his cell phone during gunfights to track bids for a multimillion-dollar Malibu home he’s desperate to sell. Hartnett doubles as a wanna-be actor and a yoga instructor seduced on a nightly basis by students from his all-female classes. 

Fortunately the film stays focused on Ford’s and Hartnett’s sideline pursuits than on a convoluted plot line slapped together to support an actor salad of cameos. Lou Diamond Phillips cross-dresses as a prostitute. Smoky Robinson sputters a line or two as a cab driver. Martin Landau is underused as a movie mogul. Ditto for Dwight Yoakum as a dirty cop. Keep your eye out for Gladys Knight, Robert Wagner, and a few rap stars you’ll miss if you sneak out to the restroom.

Nothing makes sense by the film’s end, yet most scenes are perfectly enjoyable in and of themselves. A swarm of TV helicopters clog the skies over a chase scene that runs, bikes, and drives past the Walk of Fame and Grauman’s Chinese Theatre in a humorous rendition of a less-creative chase featured in The Italian Job. Ford begins a love scene, “If I take my ginko, I can still remember where I put the viagra.” 

Ultimately Ford, Hartnett, and the sheer volume of good humor help Hollywood Homicide pave an original, if muddled, route to summer blockbuster bliss.

I give it two-and-a-half out of four stars. For KFAI, I’m Paul Bachleitner.

