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• Incubus love-interest Kerrie Keane gets her share of ludicrous dialogue 

chance - thoroughly blown - at depth. 
Back in the '60s, when AlP and Ham

mer were doing this sort ofsupernatur'al 
thriller regularly, elements like context, 
plot and motivation (even the demon in 
incubus seems confused about what it's 
what it 's doing: if it's an instrument of 
revenge, why is it killing all those ran
dom teens 7) were firmly and plainly in 
place and, for the most part, they didn't 
matter; they were only there to provide 
a springboard for the willing suspen
sion of disbelief that makes the scary 
stuff work_ -

About the only virtue that writer Geor
ge Franklin (working from Ray Russell's 
novell has carried over from those dear, 
dead days is that of conducting the inay
hem and serious mutilation off-screen. 
The plot, of course, necessitates it, but 
Hough has turned necessity into virtue 
and the killings are classics of their type. 

Which brings us back to facet iiJ : this 
picture is making money in the States, 
and one wonders why. It is possible, 
though not likely, that there's nothing 
else out there at the moment to satisfy 
the teenage lust for blood and gore. But 
incubus is short on those elements, 
anyway. It's also possible that the notion 
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we've been fed for years, that the teen
age audience is actively hostile to any
thing but graphiC bloodletting, is false 
and that they do, in fact, crave a little 
more in the way of storytelling and 
cinematic competence. For, however 
bad Incubus is, it is still incalculably 
better than the utter, flat mindlessness 
of Friday the 13th and its army of clones. 

Andrew Dowler • 

"D.S. Everett's" 

Running Brave 
"OS Everett's" Running Brave, the story 
of Billy Mills, the AmeriCan lndlan who 
won the gold medal in the 10,000 metre 
run at the Tokyo Olympics, is a film 
forced to deal with the conventions of 
three different genres. 

First are the time-honoured conven
tions of the Bildungsroman, where the 
young man goes out into the world to 
face the encroachments of impending 
adulthood. 

These conventions overlap with the 
second genre, the alien confronting 
white society after a life of isolation 
among his own people. While more 
literary than cinematic, these conven
tions then double back onto the Bildungs
roman aspects of the story, adding the 
layers of institutional hatred embedded 
not simply within individuals but within 
society as well. 

The third set of conventions are those 
of the sports-hero biography, and these 
are most peculiar of all. In a sports 
movie, heroes never win because of 
their skills - indeed, the level of their 
skills is not relevant. What is important 
is that they demonstrate character by 
overcoming adversity. Thus we cele
brate The Stratton Story (with Jimmy 
Stewart) because Stratton pitched after 
lOSing a leg, Lou Gehrig (Pride of the 
Yankees) for his sudden and unexpect
ed eloquence on his retirement because 
of illness, and George Gipp not because 
he was the first Notre Dame runner to 
gain more than a hundred yards in a 
game, but because of his famous death
bed speech ("Win for the "." I. 

What is silly about the sports p;enre, in 
celebrating people who o~ercon:;e adver
sity, is that it loses sight of the fact that 
sport is about one team having more 

talent than the other. I doubt that anyone 
would be interested in a film about the 
great superbowl teams of Miami and 
Pittsburgh, because there, no one had to 
sho"v character - they had to go out and 
stomp their enemies, hardly an encour
agement for those who like to see under
dogs rise up. 

Running Brave, directed by Don 
Shebib (who re moved his name from 
th e film after it was recut against his 
wishes), tries to do its best by all three 
sets of conventions, and actually man
ages to hit most of th e notes it wants. 

Young Billy Mills leaves the reserva
tion to attend the University of Kansas 
on a track scholarship. He is leaving 
behind the desperate poverty of his 
early life for a world where nattily 
suited white people thrust business 
cards at him during suburban garden 
parties. After winning his first few runs, 
facing minor prejudice, and getting a 
white girlfriend (and fiancee) he is 
forced, after a visit from his brother, to 
confront the conflicted nature of his 
Indian roots and white lifestyle, and 
returns to the reservation. After his. 
brothers suicide, he joins the Marines 
and makes the Olympic team. The rest, 
as they say, is history. 

Among the picture's merits, improb
ab le as it may seem, is a startling per
formance by Robby Benson as BilIy 
Mills. Benson, who has managed in the 
past 10 years to become an all-purpose 
symbol of sensitive youth, be it WASP 
(One on One), Jewish (The Chosen) , 
Chicano (Walk Proud ) and now Indian. 
He is usually so sensitive that he is less a 
character than a quivering mass, less a 
human than Bambi after sensitivity 
training. In Running Brave, howeve~, 
Benson gives a performance of startling 
strength and what looks like authentic 
feeling. Running Brave is far and away 
the best film he's made and the best 
performance he's given, and I thought, 
until I saw it, that it was probably a 
better film than he deserved. 

The film's other virtues include a 
genuine pictoral sense of how the west 
looks, and Shebib's patented gift for the 
depiction of masculine camaraderie in 
both the university and reserva tion 
scenes. 

Where Running Brave proves some
what lacking, however, seems to be in 
the issue of how society's institution
alized racism affects the Indians - and 
they are the only visible minority in our 
society that faces what is legitimately 
institutionalized discrimination, name
ly,. the reservation system. There is no 
"Bureau of Jewish Affairs" in Canada or 
the United States, and one can imagine 
the outcry if there was. 

The paternalism displayed toward 
the Indian seems to result in a program
ming of failure in the people. The per
centage of Indians who succeed in the 
white world is much lower than that of 
other minorities, and this has something 
to do with the impact of white society on 
Indian culture over the past three hun
dred years. 

It seems to me that the alternatives 
available to Indians establish a no-win 
situation. On the one hand, they can stay 
on or return to the reservation, where 
even if they become successful and res
pected, to the outside world they are 
still just "reservation Indians." On the 
other, they can leave and confront the 
prejudices and splendours of white 
society, the lying promises of middle
class suburbs and TV commercials. In 
the white world, success and failure 
seem to be drawn in such absolute 
terms, that even if an Inclian becomes 
successful - able to support himself 
and a family in reasonable comfort 
in the white world - the true success 
of our world almost invariably is closed 
to him, in large part because of the 
denial of educational opportunities. He 
has the frustrations of failure without 
the compensating comfort of his ethnic
ally rooted society. 

This seems an area that no fiction film 

• Robby Benson startles as Running Brave's Billy Mills 



• 
about Indians has never successfully 
addressed, and perhaps it was the wish 
of the Ermineskin Indians of Alberta 
(who financed the picture out of oil 
earnings) to depict an Indian Rocky 
rather than someone defeated by the 
conflicts inherent in dealing with white 
society as an alien. It may not even be 
proper to criticize a reasonably well
made, inspirational film for not being 
something it was never meant to be. Yet 
it is a film where the issues are at best 
slightly fogged, and a clear exposition of 
these contradictions would seem to be 
something needed, not by Indians, who 
understand them all too well, but by 
whites, who don 't understand them at 
all. 

John Harkness. 
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REVIEWS 
David Steinberg's 

Going Berserk 

Going Berserk feels like a deliberate 
throwback to the studio comedies of the 
Forties, to the later Marx brothers, Abbott 
and Costello, or the Crosby-Hope Road 
pictures. Two buddies, John Candy as 
John Bourgignon "of the Mellonville 
Bourgignons", the comic, and Joe Flaher
ty as Chick Leff(a great Forties name), the 
straightman, find themselves surround
ed by a horde a skilled comic actors and 
propelled forward by a loose thriller 
plot that' s really nothing but a rack to 
hang gags on - cullies want to brainwash 
John int() killing his future father-in-law. 

But, if the product is pure '40s, the 
method is pure '80s, "Candy .. used his 
improvisational knowledge constantly, 
with virtually every scene altered from 
th e original script," says Universal's 
press kit, before going on to suggest that 
virtually every other member of the cast 
did th e same thing. 

Now, while it's true that the Marx 
brothers, Abbot and Costello and Cros
by-Hope all improvised to one degree or 
another, they had one big advantage 
Candy and company lack ; by the time 
they stepped before the cameras, their 
comic personae were already in place 
and fully developed . For the writers, 
this meant that they had something to 
write to. Gags could b e tailored specific
ally to, say, Harpo and legitimately 
thrown out because "th e character 
wouldn't do that." The actors also had, 
in addition to the writers on the film, the 
work of all the other writers who, 
through the years, had contributed to 
the fund of gags and, thus, to the even
tual d efini tion of the comic personae. 
Finally, through years of performing in 
character, the actors had a fund of 
thoroughly proven material and an in
grained knowledge of how to get laughs 
with simple, character-defining ges
tures and reactions; think of Groucho's 
eyebrows. In short, they had a firm base 
to improvise from. 

Candy and Flaherty don't. This is not 
to denigrate their skills, nor those of co
star Eugene Levy and co-writer-director 
David Steinberg, all of whom have 
excellent track records. But, to the best 
of my knowledge, Candy and Flaherty 

have never played John and Chick before 
and it shows. The details of stance, man
nerism and intonation that could have 
lifted Going Berserk's flatter moments 
simply aren't there, with the result that 
the characters very often disappear or, 
worse, turn into somebody else. It breaks 
the flow and turns the movie into a 
collection of loosely-related bits, some 
of which work and some of which don't. 

Candy suffers f~om this far more than 
Flaherty, but only because he's on screen 
much more. Though structurally set up 
as the buddy and straightman, Flaherty 
disappears early on and only reappears 
sporadically a nd in a supporting role, 
which is a pity, because Flaherty's hust
ling hipster, had he developed, would 
have been a great foil to Candy's affable 
do-gooder. 

Nor is there any doubt that Candy and 
Flaherty could have developed first-rate 
comic characters. They've proven that 
on SCTV with, respectively, Johnny La
Rue and Guy Caballero. SCTV fans who 
recall Johnny LaRue's drunk, dying-in
the-gutter-on-Christmas-Eve scene from 
a couple of seasons ago have a wonder
ful example of Candy's ability to impro
vise from a base, for I have been reliably 
informed that LaRue's almost-five
minut bathetic tirade was not scripted, 
but improvised by Candy on the spot. 

But to do it, he relied on a character 
both developed over time and written -
and he hasn't got it there . Co-writers 
Steinberg and Dana Olsen (two seasons 
on Laverne & Shirley, two as-yet unre
leased features) repeatedly set up scenes 
that show Candy as pacifistic and co
wardly, then turn around and make him 
the instigator of deliberate violence . The 
contrast between Candy d e livering a '60s 
peace-and-Iove speech to warring bikers 
and punks, then going out and intention
ally trashing their bikes with his car is 
funny e nough in itself. But everybody 
seems to have forgotten that the two 
extremes have to co-exist in one char
acter and that even bigger laughs could 
have been built by letting us see the 
spirit in which Candy wreaks his havoc 
and how he reacts to it afterwards. But 
it's all done without a single reaction 
shot. 

Of course, reaction shots are more the 
director's province than the writer's, 
but Steinberg is not a very good director. 
Though he usually knows where to put 
the camera for a simple, unobstructed 
view of the action, his pacing is terrible. 

The sequence that begins with Candy 

• 
leaving his drums to protect a male 
stripper from ardent female fans and 
ends with Candy diving headlong into 
the now-enraged mob moves like a 
dirge. Event, pause, event, pause, event, 
pause. With none of the events seeming 
to grow from the ones before, one can 
almost see the actors off-screen, waiting 
to respond to the director's belated 
cues. 

That sequence at least has a climax. 
Others don't and, while bad or non
climaxes are an expected and under
standable part of live improv comedy, 
they are unforgivable in a scripted film . 
The dinner sequence - Candy being 
introduced to his rich, loony, disappro
ving future in-laws - could have been a 
classic and it begins well, with each 
character brightly introduced, Candy 
struggling to stay awake and Chick 
bringing a monumentally tacky hooker 
as his date. Then it just stops. The pro
mised chaos never materializes and I 
was left feeling angry and cheated. 

All of this is not to say that Going Ber
serk is not funny. At times it 's very 
funny. The SCTV-Iike parodies, "Kung Fu 
U." and "Father Knows Best", with Fla
herty as a whip-wielding Jim Anderson 
and Candy as the Beaver, are hilarious. 
So are Pat Hingle as the senator who 
greets his family with the sort of well
chosen, personalized words he'd use at 
a fund-raiser full of strangers, Dixie Car
ter as the cui tie who lapses into blank 
verse in praise of her chiefs spirituality 
only to bump into him stuffing his face 
and Murphy Dunne as the drug-crazed 
public defende r. In fact , one of the best 
things about Going Berserk is that just 
about everybody, right down to the 
extras, gets a crack at being funny. 

Candy is fine, too, scene by scene. He's 
got good timing, a fine line in pudding
faced sincerity and a good physical sen
se, best displayed when he's being jerk
e d about while handcuffed to a man 
making love on the other side of a door. 

It's just that, lacking a persona, he isn't 
nearly as funny as he cou ld have been 
and, lacking better or more writers 
(comedy writing is the only writing I 
know where more can equal better), 
neither is the movie. 

It occurs to me that, with just a few 
changes, this could stand as a review of 
Strange Brew, but I think John and 
Chick may have more potential than 
Bob and Doug. So, I'd like to make a 
suggestion, on the off-chance that pro
ducer Claude Heroux reads this : send 

• John Candy and Eugene Levy, in appropriate get-up, reminisce about their shool days in Going Berserk 


