
Channing Tatum’s Extra Gear 
After an unprecedented box-office run, Channing Tatum sealed his artistic credibility with 

Foxcatcher. But before his new movies with Tarantino and the Coen brothers, it’s time for one more 

turn around the pole. 

BY RICH COHEN  

Last year, when Hollywood computers got hacked, there were many obvious losers like Amy Pascal, 

Scott Rudin, Sony Pictures, and Kim Jong Un. One of the winners, as far as I can tell, was Channing 

Tatum. Amid the many e-mails that showed some of movieland’s key figures as two-faced, overly 

critical, and mean—that is, entirely unlike their red-carpet personas—Tatum’s leaked messages 

showed him precisely like you’d expect—the same bighearted, fun-loving, victory-dancing kid you 

know from the screen. He’d been writing to his producers after the opening numbers came in for 22 

Jump Street, the buddy-cop sequel he starred in with Jonah Hill. Dominating weekend box office, 

that film broke the earnings record for R-rated comedies held by Seth MacFarlane’s Ted. Tatum’s e-

mail, which opened, “F YOU TED!!!! SECOND OF ALLLL TIMMMMME BEEEOTCH!!!! COME ON 

JUMPSTREETERS!!!!!!!!,” ended with a near infinity of AHAHAHAs. 

Here you had America’s leading man, the biggest male star since Pitt or Clooney, the star brighter 

than all the others, behaving in private exactly as you’d want him to behave, exactly as you’d behave 

if you became a titanic box-office draw. (“I’m sure, I’m positive, I’ve written bad e-mail,” he told me. 

“I just got lucky that’s not the one out there.”) Of course, being jaunty and cool is a lot easier when 

all the pistons are firing, all the gears clicking. By the end of its run, 22 Jump Street had taken in more 

than $300 million worldwide, a figure that added another hit to Tatum’s epic list of successes, 

beginning with his first starring role, in 2006’s Step Up, and continuing with 2012’s The Vow, 21 Jump 

Street, and Magic Mike—three $100-million-grossing movies in just six months, an unheard-of run 

that minted him as a sure thing in a town diminished by binge-watching television and the endless 

churn of social media.  

But it was Magic Mike that really made Tatum’s bones. Directed by Steven Soderbergh, it told 

Tatum’s story as a male dancer—the handsome kid from a midsize city, modeling, dancing and 

stripping. “I started dancing at Joy, a nightclub in Tampa,” he told me. “The group was called Male 

Encounter.” This eventually led to the more legitimate areas of showbiz: print ads, a Pepsi 

commercial, the first feature films. 

The years that followed Magic Mike have been marked by a string of movies—White House Down, 

Jupiter Ascending—some better, some worse. The artistic breakthrough came with Bennett Miller’s 

Foxcatcher, in which Tatum played the Olympic wrestler Mark Schultz, a performance—and really, 

people, he should have at least been nominated for an Oscar!—that showed Tatum being less star 

than actor.  

“I’d come to this place where I didn’t want to just keep doing parts because I think the movies will do 

well,” he told me. “I want to do character work. I still like all the movies I’ve done … but with 

Foxcatcher I went deeper. I became obsessed with everything about [Mark Schultz], even the way he 

holds a fork…. I’ve never dabbled in a sport that is more suffocating than freestyle wrestling. You 

have an opponent staring you in the face, trying to dominate you. It’s fear-driven. You don’t want 

everything you’ve worked for to go away in a second.” 



At 35, Tatum now enters a new phase in his career, shifting from box-office draw who can actually 

act to actor who can fill the seats, and is positioned to be the first honest-to-God movie star of his 

generation, to take on the dimensions of the classic leading men, to walk the high-quality, big-money 

road of Redford and Newman. This transformation should be painless. If all goes according to plan, 

by spring next year you will have a new Channing Tatum, which will really be the old Channing Tatum 

touched with the angel pixie dust of elite picture-making. 

This new stage—call it the Age of Magic Mike—opens with two movies, already shot, that will be 

released in the next several months. In The Hateful Eight, Quentin Tarantino’s latest revenge fantasy, 

Tatum appears in an ensemble with Samuel L. Jackson, Kurt Russell, and Tim Roth, among others. In 

Hail, Caesar!, he stars alongside Scarlett Johansson, George Clooney, Ralph Fiennes, and Josh Brolin 

in the Coen brothers’ vision of Old Hollywood. 

But first, in the way of a swan song, or homage to his own past, comes Tatum’s sequel to Magic 

Mike. The new movie, beautifully named Magic Mike XXL, is about a stripper who, seemingly retired 

from the stage, returns for one last spree with his old crew. It’s a jazzed-up film that plays like a 

parable: the story of a dancer coming out of retirement but also the story of an actor losing himself 

in a last slutty romp. If all men are whores and all performers exotic dancers, here is the greatest of 

the next generation taking one last turn around the pole before moving on to more sober pursuits. 

Magic Mike XXL is the blowout at the end of the summer, in which the house is trashed and the 

hatreds forgiven before the school bell rings and autumn turns the leaves to flame. “They’ve been 

acting like they’ve been on spring break for 15 years,” Tatum said. “Now the ride’s over. Everybody’s 

sobering up, having to figure out what they’re going to do with the rest of their lives.” 

 

Adapted from: http://www.vanityfair.com/hollywood/2015/07/channing-tatum-magic-mike-xxl-annie-leibovitz-cover 
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