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(AP) -- From the get-go, “The Spy 
Who Dumped Me,” a Kate McKinnon-
Mila Kunis buddy spy comedy, has 
two things going for it.

First, female spies are clearly in 
vogue, if you’ve been reading the 
news — or if you prefer your spies to 
be fictional, may we recommend Keri 
Russell’s recently departed Elizabeth 
Jennings on “The Americans”?

More importantly, the film has 
McKinnon, whose comedic brilliance 
on “Saturday Night Live” has yet to 
find the perfect big-screen vehicle. It 
will, one day, but this movie isn’t it. 
Still, her presence gives the film — an 
often entertaining but chaotically 
uneven experience — its energy and 
spark.

The main problem with  “The Spy 
Who Dumped Me” is its strange dis-
sonance of tone. 
There’s nothing 
wrong with trying 
to be a hard-knuck-
le action film and a 
goofy comedy all 
at once. But here, 
that effort results 
in moments of 
occasionally stunning violence that 
simply don’t mesh with the light-heart-
ed vibe the filmmakers seek else-
where.

Talented director Susanna Fogel 
clearly feels that a female action com-
edy doesn’t need to be short on the 
action, and that’s totally true. But 
gender issues aside, there’s action and 
there’s serious violence. When an 
appealingly kooky character gets shot 
in the head during a hilarious car 
chase, it suddenly doesn’t feel so hilar-
ious. Likewise when someone drowns 
in a pot of fondue, or gets impaled on 
a blade.

We begin with Justin Theroux as 
Drew, the spy in the title, tangling 
with a bunch of bad guys in Lithuania, 
racing around on a motorcycle, leap-
ing out of a building, that sort of thing. 
Who’s he fighting? Not clear. Cut back 
to the USA, where Audrey, a sweet, 
self-effacing store clerk, is celebrating 
her 30th birthday and trying to forget 
that jerky Drew dumped her via text 
message. Her BFF Morgan, who is 
NOT self-effacing, convinces her to 
burn the stuff he left at her house.

That threat gets Drew’s attention: 
He shows up, looking for the stuff, 
and soon is apparently shot dead in 
front of Audrey. She’s just convenient-
ly learned he’s CIA — Audrey thought 
he worked at NPR, which is funny 

because he really doesn’t have that 
sensitive NPR vibe. Anyway, Audrey 
learns this news from a pair of agents 
who abduct her, briefly. One of them, 
Duffer, is an insufferable Harvard 
alum who’s incapable of uttering a 
sentence without the word “Harvard” 
in it. The other, Sebastian, is a hunky 
but soulful Brit whose allegiance is 
murky, but might as well be wearing a 
T-shirt saying “Love Interest.”

So, how do Audrey and Morgan   
become a dynamic duo of globe-trot-
ting, butt-kicking spies? Well, turns 
out everyone’s after a cheap fantasy 
football trophy, inside of which is a 
very, very important USB drive. 
Audrey’s task is to bring this drive to 
Vienna, now that Drew’s indisposed, 
and into the right hands.

The adventure — often bloody, 
sometimes fon-
due-soaked — 
takes Audrey and 
Morgan to a series 
of scenic 
European capi-
tals. The funniest 
scenes, not sur-
prisingly, have 

nothing to do with complex stunts or 
violence, but simple laughs, as when 
the two women hijack a car from an 
elderly couple, but realize it’s a stick 
shift and slowly inch it down the 
street before just handing it back. 
Also funny: when Morgan, during a 
high-speed car chase, suggests to 
Audrey that it’s self-defeating to use 
the turn signal.

Here’s what’s not so funny: when 
the women have to hide a USB drive, 
they hide it — well, you know where. 
Middle-school level anatomy jokes 
ensue. Yawn!

It all comes down to an action-
packed showdown at a black-tie gala 
in Berlin, where McKinnon gets to 
indulge her inner trapeze artist. She 
makes the most of it, but even better 
are totally silly moments like when 
she poses as an airport chauffeur in 
Berlin and decides to sport an English 
Cockney accent.

Speaking of Morgan, one of the 
film’s less believable moments is 
when we learn she was deeply insult-
ed when Drew called her “a little 
much.”

“The Spy Who Dumped Me,” a 
Lionsgate release, is rated R by the 
Motion Picture Association of America 
“for violence, language throughout, some 
crude sexual material and graphic nudi-
ty.” Running time: 116 minutes.

AT THE MOVIES

Buddy spy comedy mixes
laughs, stunning violence
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