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King Kong (Peter Jackson, 2005) 

 
 

 

 

 

 
 

Kong is the Russell Crowe of his generation. The figure so unambiguously masculine that our 

culture, which pretends that it’s becoming indifferent to gender, can’t cope with him. He has 

to be paraded as a show, humiliated, painted upon a pole, brought drunken forth, interviewed 

on talk-shows, goaded to fury to display his manhood, and then destroyed to prove to 

ourselves that we’re right when we say that men are really feminine and that women are 

really masculine and that that’s where the profits are anyway. 

 The excellent boxing film Cinderella Man didn’t do so well after Crowe was arrested for 

throwing a telephone at the bellboy. They very rarely do that in America – destroy property, 

or hurt people. They don’t understand it when people do. 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 There’s more, decides Peter Jackson. Kong is actually Kurtz, except that we’re not going 

to assassinate him, not terminate him with extreme prejudice – we’re going to bring him 

downriver, and take him to Broadway. Thus Jamie Bell – who himself defied his dad’s 

concept of gender in Billy Elliott – is reading Heart of Darkness throughout the trip to Skull 

Island, and makes references to it from time to time that no-one on board can decode. Kong 

goes too far sometimes – he’d be the first to admit that. He’s enlarged my mind. He’s a 

warrior-poet in the classic sense. Except that he’s done nothing to feel guilty about, nothing 

over which he can exclaim, “The horror! the horror!” He’s not an empire-builder, he’s a one-

man indigenous people. He’s from the Third World, and US cultural imperialism is after his 

balls. 

 Kong, after all, originally arrived on the scene just as the movies, whether they knew it or 

not, had found out about Freud and the Id. Kong came along with Frankenstein’s monster and 

Dracula, as gifts to cinema for dramatising these subconscious urges the shrinks were telling 

us about. He’s what all men secretly think they have it in them to be, and all women, whether 

Greers, Hepburns, or whatever, secretly long to go to bed with. 

 Now, Jackson is ahead of the time. He’s so post-post-modern, he’s modern. He knows it’s 

time to question the idea that we don’t care about gender, and has his heroine fall in love with 
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the fifty-foot gorilla, and the fifty-foot gorilla return her fondness. There’s been nothing like it 

since Crocodile Dundee kept embarrassing his girlfriend by saving her life over and over. 

Naomi Watts doesn’t just play an actress in this version, as Fay Wray and Jessica Lange did; 

she’s a tumbler, a vaudevillian, a turner of somersaults: and, feeling as she does about Kong, 

knowing somehow that normal sexual overtures are out of the question, she entertains him 

with some of her standard routines, up there on the cliff-face. She picks up a few stones and 

does some juggling. She throws a cartwheel. And, after one or two stares of puzzlement, he 

sees what she’s at, and growls grumpily into the far distance. It’s his way of saying “I love 

you too”. After all, he’s been on the island since Time began, and has had no Konga, no 

Kongalina, to keep him company, just dinosaurs from millions of years previously. Having a 

bit of femininity around may take off some of his rough edges. 

 Bold retentions from the ancient version include bottles of chloroform to anaesthetise 

Kong, even though it’s by the sea and in the open air; and a total ducking of the question, 

how, with such a small ship, do they get him back to New York? The 70s version put him in 

the hold of a giant supertanker, demonstrating to him, as did and does the Empire State 

Building, how much more mighty are man’s artefacts than anything he’s seen before. 

 This Kong is a post-Diane Fossey Kong. He’s a silverback, like you see at Chessington, 

only bigger, and more energetic. At Chessington, all they do is sit there. 

 

Jackson’s film is an hour too long, and wedded to excess. Huge amounts of spectacular CGI 

could go and it’d be a great improvement. You could certainly lose the giant insects, and two 

of the three tyrannosaurus rexes. Yes, it’s terrific that they really can do a herd of stampeding 

diplodocuses with a smaller herd of velociraptors scampering in and out between their legs, 

chasing a load of men who scamper in and out between their legs. But after Lord of the Rings, 

we knew they could do anything. We’re not interested in the men (we certainly aren’t 

interested in Adrien Brody, who should stick to village idiots, and pianists who specialise in 

Chopin). We want to see more of Naomi and Kong bonding up there on the cliff-face. 


