Intro to The Bourne Supremacy Film Review
The second film of Robert Ludlum’s Jason Bourne trilogy, The Bourne Supremacy, opens in Twin Cities theaters tomorrow. How different is it from the first film? KFAI’s Paul Bachleitner has this review.

Review of The Bourne Supremacy (((½
Two years ago, The Bourne Identity revived the spy-film genre by pairing intrepid plotting with the crowd-pleasing stunts more typical of recent action films. The angst of a protagonist who’s lost his identity certainly colored the mood a few shades darker than a Bond film, but it was light enough for the intrigue and violence to assume a similarly sleek, almost sexy allure. If you got past the whole amnesia thing, you might even want to be the protagonist, Jason Bourne, or perhaps Matt Damon, the actor who plays him.

Not so with the follow-up, The Bourne Supremacy. It has a new director, Paul Greengrass, who previously directed Bloody Sunday, a dramatization of British troops’ slaughter of 13 non-violent Irish protestors in 1972. Outside of the Holocaust, moods don’t get much darker than this. Supremacy is the action film equivalent.

Being a deep-cover CIA spy and assassin has its downsides. You never get to retire. Bourne hides in a sweaty hut in India, suffering nightmares and headaches from long days failing to recover his memory. His love interest from the first film, Marie, and their walks along a beach offer his only consolation.

But even this small joy ends with a bullet fired by a Russian secret service agent, Karl Urban, of Lord of the Rings acclaim. Urban has set up Bourne for the murders of two CIA agents and the theft of millions in cash and some obscure agency files. Soon Bourne is back in Europe to butt heads with the CIA in Naples, Berlin, and Moscow.

Supremacy matches the Euro-cool settings of the first film with Alpine drives across an elevated highway and hot pursuit by foot, wheel, and water through crowded mass transit systems. There are even more scrappy choreographed fight scenes and a car chase in a beat-up Russian taxi that recalls the first film’s famous chase wrong way through a tunnel in an old Mini-Cooper.

But Bourne’s jaw is stiff through it all, or grimacing. He’s bleeding from the mouth and a bullet wound in the shoulder. He’s limping. Apart from Bourne’s obvious pain, though, the film removes itself from his emotions. He’s viewed through the eyes of terrorized CIA operatives and not those of a girlfriend or sympathetic observer.

The toll of spying and violence is more gritty and real. He chokes an agent, graphically, with a phone cord after they’ve bludgeoned each other for ten minutes. He tries to atone for killing a girl’s parents, yet leaves her to cry alone after he says he’s sorry.

At one point Bourne is reminded that he can’t ever escape the past. Even the snowy European winter lends to the chill. It doesn’t make for a better or worse film than the original, just a less-glamorous more-realistic one. I give The Bourne Supremacy three-and-a-half out of four stars. For KFAI, I’m Paul Bachleitner.

