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Eye candy is sweet, but can get a little two sweet.  Down with Love, the new 60’s inspired chick flick is more like a sticky and indigestible piece of taffy, rather than a fun and fluffy 2 hour movie.  Renee Zellwegger playing Barbara Novaka womanizing and powerful journalist after being nothing more than an average secretary.  She publishes her first work of art consisting of a declaration to women to favor their work life over marriage and their sex life over average love.  This scandalous proposal changes all of the women in New York, who suddenly turn away from men, while Ewan Mc. Gregor who plays Catcher Block seeks fame over this rising journalist.  He does everything possible to make the world realize that Barbara is nothing but a writer, and does not follow her own school of thought, and does actually believe in love. 
“It’s revenge against men!” The movie exclaims, in its glittery and sugary yet empty headed fashion.  This ‘romantic comedy,’ ends up being nothing else than a romantic flop and clichéd childish humor.  The producers of American Beauty try to bring back a 1960 sex comedy in a humorous and satirical manner, yet truly just brought to the big screen a shallow spoof.

Ewan McGregor and Renee Zellweger’s performance has certainly seen better days.  The lack of chemistry between Ewan’s theatrical and Broadway style, and Renee’s cutesy squinted eyed performance spoiled a potentially good movie.  Both of the actors, even through immense effort to try to put the move together still showed the lack of connection and heart felt passion with the movie’s plot.  Even though McGregor manages to pull off the theatrical magic in Moulin Rouge, Down with Love just seemed like a little far fetched and exaggerated in the movie.  Zelleweger managed to portray the fake and ditsy Barbara, yet with a twist of poor acting, and should probably go back to the average human being that she was in Jerry McGuire.

The plot was shallow, yet was bearable thanks to the sets and costumes which were appealing to the eye.  The constant use of bright colors might have brought on a migraine, but did enhance the movie, and certainly did give it the girly style that it desired.  The eclectic mix of delicate pastels and wild colors, brought to life the perfectly dreamy scenery and delightful costumes.   Zellwegers endless hairstyles, gowns, hats, gloves and purses did entertain the movie watchers, giving a dreamy and amusing look to the 60s.
The soundtrack, even though it lacked in variety did demonstrate the ditsyness of it all.  With the overused “Take me out to the ball game” and the flimsy, truthfully dimwitted “One mint Julep (cha-cha twist)” the movie constantly rubbed in the brainlessness of the plot, acting and even background music.  The soundtrack was at least saved by Judy Garland’s classic and ever enchanting voice in the theme song, “Down with love.”  

This intentionally sweet movie leaves the audience with a toothache, rather than a satisfying delightful flavor.  Flashy costumes saved the movie, but when it comes to hard core acting, Down with Love looses the game.
