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Hello, and welcome once again to The Big Screen – I’m John McGowan. Today a look at dinosaurs, 
the Mafia and a few words about a somewhat puzzling cinema phenomenon that has grown up in 
recent years. 
 
Steven Spielberg’s Jurassic Park arrived in cinemas just 22 years ago – and audiences waited to 
greet it like kids watching out for the arrival of Father Christmas. I happened to be visiting 
Hollywood at the time and, as the release date of the movie approached, you could, I kid you not, 
really feel a buzz of expectation in the air right throughout Tinseltown. I guess the expectation was 
driven by the notion that the great Spielberg was, once again, venturing into the realm of scary stuff. 
And, when he did that, you’d better watch out! 
 
All those years earlier – when he was still a pup – he had conjured up a movie called Jaws in which 
he took our innate fear of sharks and turned that fear into one of the scariest – and most successful – 
movies of all time. So, back in 1993 people were thinking : “If Spielberg can scare us with a shark, 
what can he do with a dinosaur which is about 20 times bigger than a shark?”  As a result, when 
Jurassic Park was released, crowds queued around the block to get in to see it. 
 
However, once the excitement died down, it became clear that Jurassic Park was not really another 
Jaws. So what was the point of difference? Psychologists soon weighed in with an explanation, 
arguing that Jaws scared us because sharks are real whereas dinosaurs are not – in reality, they’re 
dead and gone and likely to stay that way. 
 
Now this notion kind of leads us towards one of the concepts underlying the plot of the latest 
incarnation of Jurassic Park – the movie called Jurassic World. This movie pursues the idea that, if 
dinosaurs no longer scare us enough, what can be done to make them more scary? And that takes us 
to the heart of this latest movie which, like its hallowed predecessor, is really based not so much on a 
fear of things but on a fear of science – the science which, if misused, can create monsters. 
 
It’s an old, old human concern – think of the story of Frankenstein’s Monster or Dr. Jekyll and Mr. 
Hyde. And perhaps that concern is well-founded given that, in the lifetime of many of us, the genie 
of science really escaped from the bottle with the development of the nuclear bomb. This particular 
fear was transmuted into a movie metaphor with the string of Godzilla movies, as well as one of my 
own favourite sci-fi flix from the fifties called Them – a fearsome tale about giant mutated ants 
unleashed on humanity as an unexpected consequence of nuclear bomb testing in the deserts of the 
United States. 
 
In Jurassic World the meddlesome scientists have gone beyond using DNA to recreate long-dead 
critters, like they did in Jurassic Park. Now they have blended the DNA of a number of dinosaur 
varieties to deliberately create a super-scary dinosaur. Their aim is to attract more visitors to their 
Jurassic theme park. However, sort-of by accident, the scientists have created a dinosaur whose main 
motivation is to kill other creatures. Well, the Jurassic World theme park, on an isolated island, hosts 
20,000 visitors every day – so what’s going to happen when the newly-created killing machine 
escapes from its cage? You’ve guessed it – some pretty spectacular mayhem. 
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As we have come to expect from Jurassic movies, the creature animation and other special effects are 
truly marvellous and work especially well in three D. To describe these effects I would even employ 
that sadly over-used buzzword of the moment and call them amazing. As well as the visuals, I was 
particularly impressed by the audio quality of the movie. Not just the wall-shaking roar of the 
enraged monster or the crunch of teeth on its victim but also the more subtle sounds, like the rustling 
of jungle foliage, which are used to great effect in helping to build tension. For this reason alone it’s 
the kind of movie that should be seen in a cinema with good surround-sound. 
 
But let’s not get too carried away. When it’s all boiled down Jurassic World is a popcorn movie – 
one for the kids. But what lucky kids! To have the opportunity to enjoy the thrills created by such 
great motion picture craftsmanship. And it’s also a guilty pleasure for adults. 
 
I gave Jurassic World three and a half stars. 
 
Now we go to Sicily and visit the Mafia.  The Mafia Kills Only in Summer is a genuine Italian 
production and is screened with English sub-titles. It’s a quirky, small-scale production that 
functions on two levels. On one level it’s a charming, simple love story about a boy who falls in love 
with a girl who is a classmate while they are in primary school and how the boy pursues the girl into 
their adulthood. On the other level it’s a strong indictment of the Mafia and the reign of terror that it 
inflicted on Sicily in the 1970s. 
 
Under the influence of household talk about the Mafia young Arturo’s first spoken word is Mafia. 
And thereafter  - as child and man – Arturo is intrigued by things to do with The Mob.  The title of 
the movie emerges from a conversation between the young Arturo and his father in which the father 
tries to calm his son’s fears of possible assassination by telling him that it is winter time and that The 
Mafia Kills Only in Summer. 
 
The story of Arturo’s life and the ups-and-downs of his infatuation with his childhood sweetheart, 
Flora, is told in a style which brings frequent chuckles. However, this light-hearted style contrasts 
sharply, often jarringly, with images of the many ruthless killings carried out by The Mob. The 
aftermath of some of these shootings and bombings are sometimes revealed with dramatised footage 
but, at other times, are shown by means of actuality footage which is cleverly blended into the 
narrative of the movie. 
 
At the conclusion of the movie the screen is filled with about a dozen black and white photographs 
of high-profile Mafia victims from the 1970s – judges, police prosecutors and others. We realise then 
that the chuckles we have had from watching the development of the innocent love affair between 
Arturo and Flora is really the sugar-coating on a quite bitter pill. 
This is an unusual, clever and engaging movie and a pleasant reminder that the Italian movie 
industry is alive and well.  
 
I gave The Mafia Kills Only in Summer three and a half stars. 
 
Now let me have a few words to say about a new production that I will not go to see in a picture 
theatre. It’s a documentary called Women He’s Undressed – a biographical piece about a man called 
Orry-Kelly who, until recent times, held the record for the most Academy Awards won by an Aussie. 
Orry-Kelly was a Hollywood costume designer who won three Oscars during the 1950s for the Gene 
Kelly musicals An American in Paris and Les Girls and for the black comedy, Some Like it Hot, 
which featured Marilyn Monroe, Tony Curtis and Jack Lemmon. 
 
The production begins its theatrical run this month. It’s another example of a relatively recent 
cinema phenomenon – screening documentaries in theatres. But why wont I go to see it? Well here’s 
one good reason. The hard drive on my DVR is crammed with great docos that I can, and do, dip into 
whenever I have a spare hour. And they are free! So why pay to go and see a doco in a theatre while 
we’ve got a wealth of free-to-air TV? And it’s not as if you are going to enjoy a great cinematic 
experience. Docos are made-for-purpose television productions. They’re made for the small screen 
not The Big Screen. 
 



 3 

My other reason for not going out of my way to see the Orry-Kelly doco is that I was put off by 
some of its publicity. I read an article – most likely based on a media release – that set out to 
persuade the reader that, despite having worked on hundreds of movies and won three Oscars, Orry-
Kelly had since been forgotten. The article claimed that he was even unknown to Aussie director 
Gillian Armstrong who was chosen to direct the doco. The article said that when Armstrong was 
approached to direct the doco she had said to herself: “Who’s Orry-Kelly?” 
 
Hang on a minute. Gillian Armstrong has been making a living in the movie business for well over 
thirty years and she’s never heard of this Australian guy who won three Academy Awards? If she 
really was that ignorant about this man why didn’t the people who commissioned the doco choose 
someone who did know about him? There must have been plenty of Aussie movie people – 
especially the many designers currently working in Hollywood – who did know who Orry-Kelly 
was. 
 
Of these people, Baz Luhrmann’s wife, Catherine Martin, would have been my choice to direct the 
doco. Not only is she a costume designer but she also happens to be the person who, in recent times, 
added a fourth Academy Award to her other accolades and thereby succeeded Orry-Kelly as the 
most-awarded Australian.  
 
But I must admit that all of this touched a sore point for me. Several years ago I was involved in the 
making of a documentary about a person whose life was better known to me than to anyone else in 
the world. In fact I wrote the book about him. However, when it came to making a doco about him, 
the tax-payer funding went to a group who, like Gillian Armstrong, had to begin their research 
process from point zero. Eventually I was called in to advise on the project. 
 
But why put people in a situation where they are obliged to start their research from scratch? The 
British have long-since established the Gold Standard for documentary production and it seems, that 
we in Australia, could learn a lot from them. Their attitude is that, if you want to make a doco – 
which is, after all, a form of educational production – you begin with finding the most 
knowledgeable and expert person in that particular field. Think David Attenborough, or Brian Cox or 
any of the other wonderfully communicative scientists, historians, archaeologists, and others who 
have graced our small screens down the years. It just seems to make sense doesn’t it? 
 
Well that’s all for this program – until next time, this is John McGowan, and I’ll see you in the back 
stalls 
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