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Bayona, J. a. director. jurassic world: fallen kingdom. performance by Bryce dallas Howard, 
Chris pratt, rafe spall, Justice smith, universal pictures, 2018. Film.

Whenever a sequel is announced to a beloved movie people are often nervous: it is difficult 
to name a movie franchise that has been consistently excellent. Whilst Jurassic Park (1993) is a much-
loved classic, the other films in the series met with varying degrees of success and failure. Therefore, 
it was understandable if people were dubious when, fourteen years after Jurassic Park III (2001), the 
franchise was once again rebooted.

Jurassic Park: Fallen Kingdom in fact revisits the premise of the second movie The Lost 
Word: Jurassic Park (1997): greed has outstripped common sense and dinosaurs have been shipped 
to the mainland. Once there they, predictably, escape confinement to wreak havoc on the world. 
However, unlike The Lost World, the dinosaurs are not recaptured. As the end credits roll the 
audience are presented with a montage of the creatures descending upon civilization: a lion stands 
off against a T-Rex, a velociraptor mounts the brow of a hill overlooking a town, and a mosasaurus 
gobbles up surfers. All the while we are treated to more of Dr Ian Malcolm’s (Jeff Goldblum reprising 
the role as a cameo) apocalyptically cautionary words: “These creatures were here before us, and if 
we’re not careful they’ll be here after […] We are entering a new era: welcome to Jurassic World.” 
The message is clear: mankind will be their own downfall if they continue to play God. Of course, 
this has been the parting message of many Science Fiction films before this one. Given that the 
consistent message of the franchise has been that life finds a way and nature cannot be contained, 
it is a wonder it took it this long to reach this inevitable conclusion.

Such call backs to the earlier films occur throughout both this and its predecessor, Jurassic 
World (2015), and whilst normally such acknowledgement of its own history would be pleasing, in this 
instance they are somewhat clumsy and predictable. The shot of a wing mirror – a classic Spielberg 
technique of filming reflections – inelegantly evokes that iconic moment in Jurassic Park. Of course, 
there is a child, Maisie (Isabella Sermon), in this incarnation the granddaughter of Dr Hammond’s 
business partner Sir Benjamin Lockwood (James Cromwell). Maisie uses an old dumbwaiter to 
secretly navigate the Gothic mansion where she lives and where the dinosaurs are being held. There 
are so many shots of her escaping into the lift and pulling the door down behind her that it is only a 
matter of time before we watch her slam that door shut milliseconds before a dinosaur crashes into 
it. When that moment finally arrives, audience expectation has been built so high that there is some 
sense of gratification. This is one of the more successful references in the film.
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Ultimately, self-referential moments such as these should be fun and enjoyable – think the 
most recent Star Wars (1977-present) movies or the parody of popular buddy cop action movies in 
Hot Fuzz (2007) – but in this instance these fail to hit the mark. In fact, this is the central problem 
of these later movies. One of the most compelling things about Jurassic World was attempting 
to answer the question: are the filmmakers joking? The movie seemed trapped in the midst of an 
identity crisis, unsure whether it was a straightforward action film or a postmodern meta-parody of 
one. This may have been inadvertent but attempting to decide whether the appropriate response 
was ‘did they just do that?’ or ‘did they just do that!’ helped sustain the viewer’s interest. Behind 
this first instalment of the reboot there seemed to be an unrealised ambition: to elevate B-movie 
style and format to A-movie blockbuster status. Somewhere someone understood that the only way 
to make a successful movie in an already very tired franchise is to make a camp classic: one that is 
knowing, funny, sentimental, exaggerated, and kitsch. Except, it does not appear brave enough to 
fully realise its own aspirations.

At least, this is how it felt watching Jurassic World. Moments such as when Chris Pratt’s US 
Navy Veteran Owen Grady rides out with the velociraptors on his motorcycle, or when he dramatically 
sweeps Bryce Dallas Howard’s character, Claire Dearing, into a Hollywood kiss moments after she 
shoots a pteradon out of the sky, should have been comical and delighted the viewer. Howard’s 
mock performance of a ‘strong’ woman – rolling up her sleeves, tying her shirt around her midriff, 
and standing hands on hips as preparation for rescuing her nephews from dinosaurs run amok – 
ought to have been pleasing in its self-awareness. Lines such as: “Who’s the alpha? / You’re looking 
at him kid” or “Your boyfriend’s a badass,” had the potential to be quotable classics. Yet the film 
consistently fell short. One could see the flickering of dawning apperception behind the monster’s 
eyes, but it could not quite get there. In the end, audiences were left with an unsatisfactory hybrid – 
a metaphor for the movie’s Indominus Rex, perhaps?

This film lurched from one ludicrous moment to the next seemingly unsure whether – or 
when – it was serious or playing for laughs. Yet, the follow-up has hit exactly the same tone as the 
first, suggesting that it was not an accident or if it was it is something they have tried to replicate. 
Regrettably, this film seems even less successful than the one before it, possibly because it has 
managed to capture exactly the same half-hearted attempts at postmodern humour and meta-
narrative. Fallen Kingdom is filled with similar moments that are even less satisfying. When Owen 
Grady somersaults through the open mouth of a T-Rex it should be thrilling and hilarious. When 
the team evacuate the island, which is being wrecked by an exploding volcano, they leave behind 
a brachiosaurus crying after them for help, for its mate they are carrying to safety, crying in terror. 
It should be tragi-comic: theatrically rinsed for every last drop of sentimentality. But instead these 
moments feel flat, tired, and uninspiring. Owen’s back-story of his close bond with the velociraptor 
Blue could be comedic, but is not.

If this was intentional it would seem strange not to more fully embrace a postmodern 
angle given the success of films such as The Avengers (2012) or even Guardians of The Galaxy 
(2014), starring Chris Pratt delivering a remarkably similar performance. Is the reason as prosaic as 
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concern over its box office success? Were they concerned that such humour would not translate 
well to international audiences? Either way, both Jurassic World and Fallen Kingdom, feel like a lost 
opportunity: a lesson in what might have been, rather than what was.

Nevertheless, the film is not entirely without merit and there are some excellent turns from 
the supporting actors including Geraldine Chaplin, as Iris, Maisie’s nanny, and James Cromwell as 
Benjamin Lockwood. There is a first-rate performance from Rafe Spall, who is virtually unrecognisable 
as Eli Mills, Lockwood’s formerly idealistic assistant turned avaricious traitor. Spall delivers one of the 
more memorable performances of the movie as a character who seems to have abandoned any 
sense of morals and ethics in favour of personal gain. Meanwhile, it is gratifying to see Toby Jones 
on the big screen, whose turn as the amoral arms dealer selling the creatures off to the highest 
bidder is pleasing. Jones seems to relish the opportunity to play someone utterly repellent, and is a 
far cry from his usual mild mannered Englishman roles.

Overall if you are a fan of this movie’s predecessor it is likely you will enjoy this. Yet, it is 
surprising that this movie grossed as much at the box office as it did and questionable whom it might 
have satisfied. For those people who like straight up action movies its moments of light-heartedness 
might seem annoying. Similarly, those audience members who wanted something altogether less 
serious might have been frustrated by the film’s inability to fully embrace this aspect. Yet, it grossed 
$1.3 billion worldwide, suggesting that it was more successful at walking this fine line than given 
credit for here.
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