Intro to The Italian Job Film Review
The Italian Job opens at Twin City theatres tomorrow night and features a new hit star. KFAI’s Paul Bachleitner has this sneak preview look.

Review of The Italian Job (1/2
Can a car be an actor? BMW recently posted six short films on the internet made by the likes of Hollywood action director John Woo as promotions for its cars. Think of The Italian Job as the feature-length equivalent of an ad starring the MINI, also owned by BMW.

The MINI—or rather a trio of MINIs painted red, white, and blue so as to be patriotic (I’m not making this up)—hop a curb along Hollywood Boulevard and tread all over the Walk of Fame. They shuffle down the stairs to the subway and compete with trains for space on the tracks. Before they’re finished, they’ve outraced a pair of motorcycles and went mono y mono against a kamikaze helicopter.

But the MINIs aren’t prima donnas. They share screen time with some vicious black Cadillacs and a sleek version of England’s Aston line of cars, which should split the best supporting actor honors. And then there’s the unforgettable performance of a super-sized delivery truck emblazoned with the Pepsi Blue logo that reappears at five-minute intervals during the film’s climax.

The screenwriters might’ve dispensed with the human cast altogether. They employ the veteran acting talents of Donald Sutherland only to spew such futile advice as, “Find someone you want to spend most of your life with and hold on to her forever.”

More intentional humor occurs during the few moments when the MINIs are off-screen. Seth Green, who plays the child of Dr. Evil in the Austin Powers franchise, scores the most one-liners as Lyle, a computer guru who claims someone stole the idea for Napster from his disk drive while he was napping. Jason Statham, of Guy Ritchie’s Lock, Stock and Two Smoking Barrels and Snatch, provides the only warmth in the film as Handsome Bob, whose smile sparks an instant love scene with a female cable repairperson, but can’t melt the frigid line-readings of Charlize Theron.

Belying its title, The Italian Job features no mafia king pins waxing poetic about the Bronx and, oddly enough, not one police officer to chase all the speeding MINIs. It’s a slick piece of eye candy aimed at sports car enthusiasts who don’t get enough hairpin turns sandwiched between beer commercials during halftime of the NBA playoffs.

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

