Review of Spider-Man 2 (((½
By Paul Bachleitner

Being a superhero has its drawbacks, and Spider-Man 2 makes for great entertainment because of them.

For starters, it’s hard to hold a job when you’re up late nights catching crooks. Tobey Maguire reprises his role as Spider-Man by beginning the first scene as Spider-Man’s mediocre alter-ego, Peter Parker, who can’t deliver pizzas on time, despite a dexterous jaunt through Manhattan rush hour traffic on his motor scooter and climbing up skyscrapers when no one’s looking. “Parker, you’re a nice guy,” his boss says before firing him, “but you’re just not dependable.”

Later, Parker is caught riding down the elevator in his Spidey suit, pretending he’s not Spider Man. A guy with a dog tells him, “Cool Spidey outfit,” to which he replies, “rides up in the crotch.” The suit also ruins his whites when it’s washed.

Because of his job problems, he’s also three months late on his rent, though he’s promised to pay soon. “If promises were cakes,” the landlord says, pointing to his rail-thin daughter, “my daughter would be fat.”

And if Parker can’t hold promises, it’s tough to become the lover of Mary Jane Watson, the object of his high school crush in the first film played once again by Kirsten Dunst. He’s too busy catching bad guys to fulfill a promise to attend a Broadway play she’s starring in, entitled appropriately enough, “The Importance of Being Earnest.” Of course, he can’t begin to express his love for her because he’s afraid his superhero status might make her a target for his enemies.

The drawbacks of superhero-dom are just as apparent through Spidey’s rival. Alfred Molina is Dr. Octavius, a brilliant scientist whose wife dies when his molecular fusion invention goes awry. Four metallic arms fuse to his body, and their electrical impulses change him from a Nobel Prize-worthy scientist to a psychotic supervillain. Molina’s range allows him to believably hold a Gollum-like monologue with himself in which he wrestles with base desires to steal and kill to gain another chance to make his invention right. He’s dubbed Dr. Octopus by Parker’s newspaper editor, played with super-sized glee by J.K. Simmons, whose one-liners steal scenes for the second straight film.

The sequel’s f/x have improved on the first film’s cartoonish veneer to add more realism to Spidey’s web-flung flights and enhance the thunder in the crash of Dr. Octopus’ powerful metallic arms. But it’s the witty observations about the human side of being a superhero, scripted in part by Pulitzer Prize-winning author Michael Chabon, that make Spider-Man 2 a winner. I give it three-and-a-half out of four stars.

