Jurassic Park More?

Mike Tursi


I was surprised when I read in the last issue of  The Chronicle that Steven Spielberg is currently laying the foundation for Jurassic Park IV.  Call me nutso, but I’m very excited about the prospect of another man vs. dino chew ‘em up.  (Keep in mind; this author couldn’t wait to see Jason X, either)  Perhaps what was most unexpected was the fact that Sam Neill may reprise the role of Dr. Alan Grant.  From a professional point of view, if Neill desperately needs the money, than more power to him.  Michael Crichton’s dinosaur series will continue to be a multi-million-dollar franchise no matter how bad the forthcoming sequel will be. (Case in point; Jurassic Park III)  But from a serial standpoint, how in the world is anybody going to convince Dr. Grant to go back to either island?  After two trips I’m sure he would prefer to gargle draino before returning to the Islas – Prehistoric.


If Spielberg were a smart man (and after Amistad and A.I. I’m no longer sure he is) he would conduct a worldwide survey, or maybe a contest, asking, “How would you get Dr. Grant back to Jurassic Park?”  We could start the contest here on campus, beginning with me…


First, the obvious; kidnap or by way of hypnosis.  Although these would be the most plausible, nobody would believe it.


How about we say, “But Dr. Grant, it was all a dream.  Let us take you back and prove it.”


Or maybe, “Dr. Grant, it has been determined that a species of hadrosaur can crap gold bouillon and only you can guide us to it.”


We could attack his manhood.  “Dr. Grant, Ian Malcolm said you are too chicken to let a T-Rex chase you through the jungle again.”


Try appealing to his scientific curiosity.  “Dr. Grant, it has been confirmed.  Your theories that Velociraptors communicate verbally have been proven.  Now they want to talk to you.”


I suppose that old bird John Hammond could offer a god-awful amount of money, but they already did that in part 3.


Tell Grant that a brontosaurus found his car keys and turned them in to Jurassic Park’s lost and found.


How about we stroke his libido.  “Dr. Grant, Ellie Sadler said she would take you back if you went because she thinks only real men face their fears; over and over again.”  This is a long shot because it would mean getting Laura Dern to do another sequel.  There’s a better chance in getting Bruce Dern.  


The writers can try something new.  “Dr. Grant, we promise, no kids on the trip this time.”


Or if they do bring kids, “Dr. Grant, we promise, none of them are smarter than you.”


Here’s an idea, let’s have Tony Soprano make Grant an offer he can’t refuse. (Can’t you just picture Furio trying to collect money from a Raptor?  He’d probably get it, too.)


I bet Dr. Grant would go if someone asked politely.  “Pleeeease?  Pretty please?  With sugar on top?”


Offer Grant the position of hosting the next reality TV show, entitled Survivor: Lunchmeat.  Wouldn’t Jurassic Park be the perfect place to do an episode of Fear Factor?


Since we’re on the subject of stupid television, how about we set Grant up to be the next star of The Bachelor and say all of the female dinosaurs are just dying to eat him.  I mean meet him.


Perhaps we could convince Leonard Nimoy to put on some pointy ears and say, “Dr. Grant, it is not logical for you to stay home this time.”


Okay, this author promises, last one:  “Dr. Grant, we assure you you’re safe.  You’ll receive more money than the other actors and get top billing in the credits.  You can’t possibly die.  After all, you are not Janet Leigh and this is not Psycho.  Or is it ?”

