Cinematic Moments of the Century

Magic moments meander through celluloid history,
From Melies and Griffith, to the Blair Witch mystery.
Marilyn feels the breeze in The Seven Year Itch,
Cary Grant comes a crop-er - a technical Hitch.
"I'll be back," warns Big Arnie, and we knew it was true,
Moira Shearer dances to her death in The Archers' Red Shoes.
A thrown bone becomes spacecraft in 2001's seamless match-cut,
Mr Orange lies down bleeding, shot in the gut.
Al and Bobby drink coffee and have a nice chat;
Lugosi and Karloff ham it up in The Black Cat.
James Cameron sinks that ship and says he's king of the world,
King Kong's heart stops beating, killed by guns and a girl.
Guitar versus banjo; Voight and Reynolds look on,
Newman shoots Redford - it's The Sting, it's a con.
The credits loom large in Once Upon a Time in the West,
Stan and Ollie wonder who it was created yet another fine mess.
"The Ride of the Valkryies" - it must be Apocalypse Now,
Sharon Stone crosses her legs; the reaction is "wow!"
Brynner meets McQueen, and five more join the group,
The Marx Brothers prove immortal - their best is Duck Soup.
Ethan Edwards stands alone; cinema's greatest loner,
Drew Barrymore's Screaming - some loony's trying to phone her.
While Travis stands taunting in front of the mirror,
Sissy Spacek, as Carrie, is striking ultimate terror.
From the bowels of his mansion Kane whispers "Rosebud",
And Shane rides off into the sunset, this time for good.
Freddy and Jason sharpens their hatchets,
McMurphy, the wacko, squares up to Nurse Ratched.
"By gad, sir, you're a character" - the Fat Man to Sam Spade,
Chrissie Watkins, in Jaws, picks the wrong time to bathe.
Jack wants the waitress to hold onto the chicken,
The Big One goes off, ridden by yee-hawing Slim Pickens.
"Is it safe?" enquires Laurence, of Dustin's Marathon Man,
Kathy Bates certainly isn't, as James Caan's Number One Fan.
"Would you be willin'?" to accept Mel's Scottish burr,
Or go head-to-head on a chariot with Heston's Ben Hur?
Slow-motion gunfights define The Wild Bunch,
Hannibal Lecter, the gourmet, has an old friend for lunch.
Margo Channing advises "it's gonna be a bumpy night,"
The Quiet Man and Red Danaher have one helluva fight.
Henry Fonda and Lee J. Cobb: two of the Twelve Angry Men,
Dirty Harry does it his way, again and again.
Ghost has some strange happenings with a pottery wheel,
Shirley MacLaine, as Miss Kubelik, shouts, "shut up and deal!”
Brad Pitt asks Morgan Freeman "what's in the box?"
Goldfinger and Oddjob plan on robbing Fort Knox.
Indy cracks his whip in some faraway land;
Lawrence of Arabia is up to his eyeteeth in acres of sand.
Lemmon and Curtis dress up in Some Like It Hot,
Chief Brody, on The Orca, attempts to master that knot.
Woody blows his ass off in The Thin Red Line,
The bourgeoisie, discreetly charming, find it impossible to dine.
Pinocchio gets swallowed by Monstro the whale,
John Houseman, in The Fog, spins his wild tale.
Harry Lime talks profoundly on Borgias and clocks;
Louise Brooks shines ethereal in Pandora's Box.
Forrest keeps on running, when not fishing for shrimp,
In the basement Brucie listens to "bring out the gimp."
Gershwin and Woody document Manhattan's great beauty,
The accused in Judgment at Nuremberg were just doing their duty.
All moments to savour from the century's best,
From an art form adept at putting life to the test.
And as we move forward, with Time holding its whip,
Let me offer this word, this melancholic tip:
Gone are the days when Bogie was king,
When Cagney strutted his stuff, doing his thing.
James Stewart reached The Far Country, but it's not of this earth,
Gone too Bob Hope and all the other hilarious makers of mirth.
Now we have Tom Cruise, Bruce Willis, Leonardo and Mel,
We've got Star Wars and Titanic and new tales to tell.
All totally different, and yet - simply put - just the same,
The heroes keep coming in this endless moviemaking game.
But I won't trade you my Genevieve for your new Coupe de Ville,
I'll keep Dr No - you keep Licence to Kill.

In my mind's eye two giants come to a place,
The Duke and Clint Eastwood meet face-to-face:
Cagney and Pesci eye each other and frown,
Not a sound can be heard in this ramshackle town.
It's old versus new in a fight to the death,
Walter Brennan counts to three, the duo get set.
"Dyin' ain't much of a livin'," says Clint with a snigger,
"That'll be the day," growls the Duke, and fingers the trigger.
Two titanic icons take aim and then fire,
The birds in the trees sing like some heavenly choir.
The contest is over, a man has bitten the dust,
You tell me who's left, that is, if you must.
The victor strides forth, the crowd clears a path,
Unwilling to provoke this man and his wrath.
One onlooker steps forth and the silence is broken,
He offers the man a white horse as a token.
The gesture is gracious, the townspeople approve,
A young voice pipes up when the man starts to move.
"What if the other was better with a gun?"
"That'll be the day," the man smiles, and rides off towards the sun. 

                                                                                                            -  Noel O’Shea
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