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WeÕre in the
hospitality business
The day a movie studio wished it
had stuck to making movies

CLASH OF THE TITANS
Directed by Desmond Davis / Written by Beverley Cross

MGM 's long-planned blockbuster comes to the screen as 
more of a bust, a sprawling, lifeless Þ lm likely to spell 

doom for any future effects Þ lms dealing with Greek mythology.
A creation of special effects master Ray Harryhausen, who also 

co-produced, Clash fails to deliver any semblance of suspense 
or wonderment during its interminable 118-minute running time. 
Perhaps some of the blame should fall to director Desmond Davis' 
lifeless rendering of Beverley Cross' stilted script, but for the Þ rst time 
in many pictures Harryhausen's stop-action model work is less than 
wondrous.

If anything, the Þ lm might serve as a lay text for beginning mythol-
ogy. It follows the story of Perseus and his love for the lovely Androm-
eda, a love made difÞ cult by the gods of Olympus.

Perseus is the son of Zeus (Sir Laurence Olivier), the product of an 
earthly liasion with a mortal woman. Goddess Thetis (Maggie Smith) 
is jealous of Zeus' attention to Perseus and angered by the god's 
punishment of her own son, the evil Calibos.

With Andromeda as the prize, Perseus is pitted against Calibos. 
Also, Thetis has arranged for Andromeda to be sacriÞ ced to the 
monstrous Kraken as revenge against Zeus for his turning Calibos into 
an ogre.

The bulk of the Þ lm follows Perseus as he seeks a way to combat the 
gigantic Kraken. With the help of poet Ammon (Burgess Meredith) 

and a mechanical owl named 
Bubo (ClashÕs answer to R2D2), 
Perseus perseveres by cutting 
off the head of the horrid Me-
dusa and turning the Kraken to 
stone with its deadly stare

The Þ lm is a disappointment 
on several levels. Those fans 
of HarryhausenÕs effects will 
be entertained by his unique 
creatures, but they seem very 
dated in the wake of recent 
special effects found in such 
Þ lms as Star Wars and Alien.

Although the matte pho-
tography is often so obviously 
mismatched that small children 
can pick out the matte lines, it 
wonÕt matter much. The acting 

is so wooden and the pace so slow that most children will either be 
asleep or running around the theater by the second reel.

MGM has high hopes for this expensive Þ lm, which may have looked 
like a real moneymaker Þ ve years ago when production began. The 
studio has committed the Þ lm to an enormous commercial tie-in 
campaign which is doomed to suffer when this less-than epic hits the 
theaters. Though the Þ lmmakers may have been very earnest in their 
attempt to bring mythology spectacularly alive for modern audiences, 
they have been betrayed by the same ponderous trappings of the 
ancient tales that make them so hard to digest in written form.

Exhibitors may still beneÞ t from MGMÕs sizable promotional cam-
paign and the numerous multimedia tie-ins this Þ lm hath wrought. A 
display featuring the dreaded Kraken placed in the lobby or at stores 
in the area may produce some box ofÞ ce results.

However, the poor word of mouth this Þ lm will receive from its initial 
patrons will no doubt lessen the impact of any promotion, no matter 
how extensive. For all of its lofty ambitions, Clash of the Titans proves 
itÕs only human. The gods will not be pleased. ÑDavid Linck

It was a chilly 38 degrees in Las Vegas on the morning of November 
21, 1980. A light breeze moved west across the Strip. For sports 

gamblers, the talk of the town that Friday morning was likely the Ro-
berto Duran/Sugar Ray Leonard rematch scheduled for the following 
Tuesday, just two days before the start of the Thanksgiving weekend. 
A week prior, sharp punters would have made a nice haul by betting 
on Georgia with freshman Herschel Walker running all over Auburn 
for the SEC championship. Ronald Reagan was celebrating his still-
fresh victory over Jimmy Carter and The Empire Strikes Back had just 
crossed the $200 million threshold.

Five thousand miles away, in Iver Heath, Buckinghamshire, just 
two dozen miles from London, Laurence Rosenthal was putting the 
“ nishing ” ourishes on his score for a new fantasy “ lm. The London 
Symphony Orchestra was set 
to begin recording the work 
a week hence and the “ lm•s 
producers were thrilled with the 
themes and music cues Rosen-
thal had composed for their 
biggest picture to date. What 
had been a nearly ten-year strug-
gle to bring to the screen was 
coming to an end, but in Vegas 
things were about to heat up.

Tim Connor, supervisor of a 
marble and tile setting crew, 
arrived at work just a few 
minutes after 7:00 a.m., as was 
his custom. The hotel that 
employed Mr. Connor was one 
of the largest in the world and 
when he arrived that morning 
there were 5000 people occupying the 26-story movie-themed resort. 
His “ rst order of business was to check for broken tiles in the Deli 
before it opened for the day. When Connor entered the restaurant he 
noticed the vague re” ection of a ” ickering light.

Back in Buckinghamshire, the back-breaking work of the lone 
special effects artist responsible for the magic to be accompanied 
by Rosenthal•s music was complete. Ray Harryhausen had labored 
for 18 months to bring to life the creepers and crawlers that would 
populate this, his latest fantasy “ lm, originally called Perseus and 
the Gorgon•s Head, as outlined by his friend Beverley Cross who had 
written Harryhausen•s landmark Jason and the Argonauts. Harryhau-
sen had considered adapting the Perseus myth a decade earlier but 
shied away from it when he realized a hero named Perseus„Percy!„
wouldn•t ” y. So the idea lanquished until frequent producing partner 
Charles Schneer set up the project with Columbia Pictures, who 
promptly dumped it.
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OH, GODS
Lord Olivier lords overall
from Mount Olympus


