Marie Antoinette


Before the lights slowly dim, an eerie feeling of having to sit through another timed piece is more haunting than Saw III.  Then, it happens…Marie Antoinette rolls its credits to the rhythms and beats of a modern piece of music.


What?  Have I entered the next step in the age of Romeo and Juliet on ice?  How could I think that such history could be shared in the way The Black Night with Martin Lawrence braved the odds of theater goers?  


Wait!  It doesn’t!  


Marie Antoinette is love in blossom.  An innocent child with no life experiences is pretty much given to the French in the way of bettering the odds of peace and riches for both kings involved.  Such behavior in modern times would land people in prison.


 Instantly you’re in question—how does one know if they are in love when such love could only be one simple breath at the least expected moment?  


You will question the modern use of music because nothing in the film is of modern taste, except for the presentation of sweets.  If it should shelter the odds and become an unexpected hit, I fully expect candy sales to skyrocket during the release of Marie Antoinette.  
Then it happens…one hour deep into the mud you’ve traipsed onto the kings floor, the entire being of the motion pictures changes.  Its as if someone said, “I’m bored! Let’s make her seem like a chick you could hang out with.”  

Brad from the Manor/Regal theater had the best quote:  “Visually it’s ok…unfortunately its not a silent film.  I love the style this film offers but the lead actors are un-charismatic and painful.”      

