Intro to Sin City Film Review

The film Sin City opens in Twin Cities theaters Friday, April 1. Don’t let the April Fool’s Day opening be an indication of quality. KFAI’s Paul Bachleitner has this review.

Review of Sin City ((((
Sin City is the Pulp Fiction of the new millennium. It’s that good.

Virtuoso director, Quentin Tarantino, was involved in both films but only as a “guest director” of Sin City’s Old Town sequence. However, like Pulp Fiction, Sin City is a series of overlapping vignettes that feature articulate criminals and the shades of gray defining their morality.

Sin City has two virtuoso directors: Robert Rodriguez, director of El Mariachi, and Frank Miller, writer of the Sin City graphic novels, four of which are the basis for the film. The two collaborated to direct the film as an adaptation so exacting in detail it literally could be the moving-picture of Miller’s novels. His black-and-white drawings were the film’s storyboard. Many scenes lift his gritty dialogue word for word.

Gravelly might be the more accurate adjective, coming from the mouth of Mickey Rourke as Marv in the first vignette. Marv is a muscular hulk of a man with a wicked buzz cut and a triangular nose so rigid no woman could love him. Except for one, Goldie, a blond hooker who sleeps with him once and is dead before morning.

For the rest of the vignette, he hunts the killer, a nerdy psychopathic mute played with silent intensity by Elijah Wood. Marv’s running voice-over rumbles like a deep, saxophone riff, struggling to restrain his boiling rage and questioning whether he’s becoming a maniac. It’s Rourke’s finest work in years, a crisper and angrier evolution of the visceral eccentrics cultivated in such films as Angel Heart and 9 ½ Weeks.

Sin City is the cutting edge of stylistic filmmaking. It’s shot in black and white but for Rodriguez’s colorful flourishes, like highlighting the gold of Goldie’s hair or using glossy white to accentuate blood or bandages or the eyeglasses of Wood’s psychopath. Voice-Overs usually spell instant death for a film, but all three of Sin City’s vignettes rely on them to underplay graphic violence with the poetry of interior monologues. The plot is like a series of jam sessions, juxtaposing characters’ clipped words with bass crescendos and over-the-top action elements, like car chases and shootouts.

Each character in Sin City is a film noir extreme. Benicio del Torro is a womanizer who gets what he deserves; Bruce Willis an aging cop, hard but good, Clive Owen a career criminal who can’t afford to be caught again. Yet all the characters are believable because, for all the stylistic flair, Rodriguez and Miller capture the strangely real emotions that underlie the characters’ endearing or despicable motives.

A loaded ensemble of actors also helps considerably, including—in addition to the others—Rosario Dawson as one tough whore, Jessica Alba as a stripper who loves only one man, Nick Stahl as a yellow devil, Brittany Murphy as an abused girlfriend, and Minnesota-native Josh Hartnett as a killer in a teaser vignette that links the other three.

Sin City certainly isn’t suitable for the weak of heart, but it’s a masterpiece for lovers of stylish noir and dark comedy. I give it a perfect four-star rating. For KFAI, I’m Paul Bachleitner.

