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MOVIES

1980 Was Not
A Good Year

By Larry MacDonald
Tt shouldn’t surprise anyone who has
gone out to a movie lately to hear 1980
described as an off year for American
films. The simple truth is that in the
past twelve
very few quality

been
nd

months there have

in release, ¢
of the worthwhile films,
The Santini and The
Stunt Man, spent a lot of time in the can
before getting a nation-wide release.
Never has the gap between quality

films
more
Great

many
such as

and box-office appeal been more ap-
parent than in recent times. The inflated
costs of film production, publicity, etc.,
have caused production
companies to increasingly resort to
successful formulas in the manufacture
of films for the so-called *‘general”’
public.

One question is: what is the general
public? Is there still a film-going
segment of the population that repre-
sents a wide cross-section of the
populace? Recent statistical studies
show that the majority of film-goers are
under thirty years of age, and the single
largest component of the film audience
is the teenager.

This perhaps may account for the
recent films such as
Roadie, Can't Stop the Music, and
Xanadu. While these films may be
mildly entertaining, their appeal is
definitely aimed at a less-than-
discriminating audience. The level of
acting, script-writing and directing in
such films is limited by the very genre of
the films. Certainly, no great depth of
characterization or story may be found
in Xanadu, which utilizes an utterly
preposterous story as an for
musical numbers composed by the
popular rock group ELO and featuring
Olivia Newton-John. This kind of film
cannot be with the same
critical eve as a work such as Kramer vs.
Kramer or Being There simply because
of the very nature of the product.

What we have been getting is more
and more films like Xanadu, and I think
the older segment of the audience feels
out of place at films such as this

Another facet of the problem of
reaching out to the general audience is
recent rise of the and
film.
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country-music flavored movies as Clint
Eastwood's Every Which Way You Can
and Smokey and the Bandit, we now
have had sequels to both of these films,
plus John Travolta as an Urban Cowboy,
Willie Nelson in Honeysuckle Rose, and
one truly fascinating bio-
graphy, Coal Miner’s Daughter. Not all
of these films have fared equally well at
the box office. Is it premature to think
that film audiences have become suf-
ficiently
accompanying barroom brawls to make
this a lasting film genre?

Actually, the genre film has replaced
the general audience film in the minds
of many producers. A film is now made
with the thought that it might “‘cross
over,”” that is, reach beyond one kind of
audience to attract another kind, as
happened with Coal Miner's Daughter
after rave reviews started coming in.
Other genres besides the country and
western film have been based lately on
this approach, but with decidedly mixed
results. The disaster epic seems indeed
on the wane, thanks largely to Irwin
Allen, whose last productions have been
hopelessly inept (including The Swarm
and When Time Ran Qut.) The horror
film seems, at the moment, to be
enjoying a resurrected popularity,
thanks to the John
Carpenter’s Halloween. But, as these
films get increasingly (and disturbingly)
gory, such as Friday the 13th, Mother’s
Day, and New Year’s Evil, will young
audiences continue to support them
after the older members of the audience
(such as myself) are driven away in
disgust? Also, in the realm of science
fiction, which has had an incredible
surge in the wake of the first two Star
Wars films and Close Encounters, will
the genre long survive the endless
stream of imitations, such as last year's
biggest sci-fi yawn, Saturn 3?

What 1 see lying ahead is a very
troubled film indu: all of these

show-biz

enamored of country music

success of

a4

aforementioned film genres vie for
audience dollars, with a nimum of
genuine originality and intelligence

brought to bear upon the impending
movie product. Until our young film-
goers begin to object to the wholesale
exploitation to which they have been
subjected, we will have more and more
sequels, and rip-offs, of favorites such
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Scenes from 1980: “‘Terror Train,” *‘Prom Night," ‘‘Humanoids from the Deep,”’
and ‘“*Phantasm”’
as Halloween, Jaws,
with cheaper effects,
poorer acting, and bigger hype.

and Star Wars,
duller scripts,

MAJOR DISAPPOINTMENTS OF 1980

As an adjunct to my selections for the
best films of 1980 which appeared in the
January issue, 1 would like to nominate
several films for inclusion on a list of
films which fail, in my view, to live up to
their potential. In no particular order
they are:

Nine to
witless

Five. Weighted down by a
script that calls ror three
talented actresses to behave like
morons, Nine to Five is yet another
example of cinematic waste. It is indeed
regrettable to see Lily Tomlin and Jane
Fonda trapped in such a film. Ironically
only Dolly Parton, in her film debut,
emerges unscathed. Her down-to-earth
portrayal gives what little lift and spirit
this unfortunate film lacks in every
other department.

The Shining was, for me, a magnifi-
cently photographed film. However, it
failed in the all-important area of
providing suspense. [ found Jack
Nicholson's dialogue too cute to be
taken seriously (in fact, the audience
howled at his crazed rantings as he
chased after poor Shelley Duvall with
his hatchet). Once again, Stanley
Kubrick has put pretension between his
film and his audience.

Carny seemed, at first, to have a lot
going for it. Director Robert Kaylor
caught, with authentic detail, the milieu
of a sleazy road-show carnival, but what
everyone connected with this film
seemed to forget to include was an
interesting plot. It simply goes nowhere,
and again allows good performances

(especially by Gary Busey, in a galvanic
portrayal) to go to waste.

Saturn 3. I would have ignored this film,
except that 1 learned that it was
directed by Stanley Donen, the same
director who gave us such classic
musicals as Seven Brides for Seven
Brothers and Singin’ in the Rain, the
latter in collaboration with Gene Kelly.
What comes off here is a garden of Eden
in outer space, inhabited by an overaged
Kirk Douglas and the exceptionally
untalented Farrah Fawcett. Douglas is
indeed embarrassing to watch as, sans
clothing, he attempts to strangle Harvey
Keitel, mentor of a menacing headless
robot named Hector. To paraphrase an
old movie cliche, this film has interest-
ing sets to look at, but the actors keep
getting in the way.

All That Jazz. The year's biggest
let-down for me is Bob Fosse's megalo-
maniac musical. The first ten minutes
are as brilliant as anything I've ever
seen, but after the opening scene is
over, the film disintegrates into an
endless series of scenes depicting Roy
Scheider, as Fosse's alter-ego, popping
pills, talking to an angel of death,
conversing with his ex-wives and ex-girl
friends, and undergoing open-heart
surgery. Despite some good acting,
flashy choreography and virtuoso
editing, the film lacks heart. Fosse's
film has been compared with Fellini's
films in its use of autobiographical
material woven into a series of fantasies
and dream sequences, but unlike
Fellini’s classics 8%2 and Amarcord, in
which the director celebrates with great
warmth his avowal of the value of life,
all that Fosse can perceive is that life is
a series of frustrations, with work the
only reason for living, and overwork
leads to illness and death.






