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Storm 

M ontreal's World Film Festival is 
notorious for its nearly hyster

ical edge of movie madness - for its 
sold-out screenings, and for the long, 
smokey waits endured in order to see 
completely unknown films on the 
basis of a rumor of a rumor. 

So it was certainly a shock to have 
to watch David Winning's mm, Storm, 
with five people in an otherwise 
empty theatre. Scheduling did not 
help the film - late on a Tuesday 
night, in the least prestigious of the 
festival 's screening halls (an enorm
ous theatre/classroom arena on the 
campus of Concordia UniverSity). But, 

. at a festival like this one, the time 
and the place of a screening do not 
usually seem to make much of a dif
ference. 
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Yet one has to wonder if the simple 
fact that this is an unknown Canadian 
mm was in itself enough to discour
age people. While an unknown Amer
ican, Bulgarian, or Australian ftlm 
would have been sold out, an un
known Canadian ftlm stands not a 
chance. I find this incredibly depres
sing. Have our expectations of the 
Canadian cinema really sunk that low? 

For this low-budget, shoestring fea
ture manages to be almost a casebook 
study of the preoccupations of the 
Canadian imagination, at least accord
ing to Margaret Atwood's Survival. 
Storm is a survivalist story, that of a 
modern, urban adolescent's discovery 
of the wilderness and the savagery 
within himself that has to emerge for 
him to be able to deal with this envi
ronment. In the process, the youth 
changes from a child to a man; 
wbether, as a result of this transfor
mation, he is better equipped to do 
anything other than survive or 
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whether he has just been reduced to 
the bestial level of the wild itself is 
however, never made clear. Beca~s~ 
if Storm manages to be slick and 
stylish on some levels, the film itself 
is ultimately shallow. As a result, 
Storm is not the film that will 
singlehandedly redeem Canadian 
cinema in the eyes of the national 
public. 

David Winning, who is just 24 
years-old, does a pretty good job de
veloping the technical and stylistic 
elements of the mm. Storm carries an 
interesting, non-linear structure: the 
motivations of the characters are only 
revealed slowly in flashbacks and hal
lucinations. This structure keeps the 
plot from getting too predictable and 
permits some wonderful surprises 
and shock effects, as, in hommages to 
Carrie and Night oj the Living Dead, 
the victims come back to haunt the 
living. While there are occasional 
continuity problems, the editing of 
the mm is particularly tight and effec
tive in the action sequences. There is 
an extraordinary chase sequence 
through deserted university cor
ridors. The cinematography is often 
quite beautiful. 

But Winning has an unfortunate 
tendency to give in entirely to the 
easy effect: a hallucination which will 
shock the viewer the first time finally 
becomes silly if it is repeated too 
often. He over-relies as well on a 
soundtrack which absolutely insists 
on underlining every emotion the 
viewer is supposed to feel. 

If Winning opted ultimately for 
slickness, it's because there is really a 
void at the ftlm's center. The script is 
formulaiC, and the characters are un
developed: a trio of largely unlikeable 
old murderers returns to the woods 
to dig up money which they had hid
den years before, while a couple of 
immature young men come to ex
perience the wilderness. The youths 
and the old timers engage in mortal 
combat. While there are some nice sur
prises here - a villain so nasty but 

• The villainous Jim (Stan Kane) puts Lowell (David Patty) through a rough moment in Storm 
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so vulnerable to a heart attack that he 
can barely chase his victims - the 
only character we really get to know 
at all is so dumb and uninteresting 
that his heroic transformation from 
nurd to a kind of Rambo is mainly in
comprehensible. The script, in short, 
is missing a heart. The film becomes 
an exercise in conflict, tension and 
style. 

Yet Storm is a slick, professional
looking, low-budget mm, not without 
tension and not without charm. It will 
look good on TV and is probably best 
viewed in that context because there 
is simply not enough human sub
stance here to create in the viewer 
the empathy and concentration 
characteristic of a really successful 
film experience. 

But I think David Winning might 
be going somewhere in th~ ftlm busi
ness. For a director so incredibly 
young, Storm is a considerable pro
fessional accomplishment. I look for
ward to seeing what he accomplishes 
in the future. 

Brian Lewis • 
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"I look at my machine and feel it's 
treated better than I am," says one 
of the women workers in Sophie 

Bissonnette's latest documentary, Quel 
numerolWhat Number? That feeling 
seems to be at the center of the com
puter revolution when seen through 
the eyes of those whose jobs now re
volve' around new computerized 
technologies, The film focuses on the 
psychological affects of machine-tend
ing as experienced by checkers in com
puterized supermarkets, VDT operators, 
mail sorters in the computerized post
office, and telephone operators whose 
'personal touch' and jobs themselves 
are being eliminated by the computer 
revolution. 

"What was important to me above 
all ," says Bissonnette, 'was to return 
human beings and not machines to the 
heart of the issue of technological 
change and to focus the film on the 
human dimension of that relationship 
between human beings and machines, a 
relationship which is a highly political 
one to begin with." True to this intent, 
Bissonnette's film is a forum through 
which the women workers themselves 
articulate the daily frustration, stress 
and dehumanized working conditions 
imposed on them by the new 
technologies. "If you work with a 
machine over and over and over, you 
end up being a machine," says one of 
the supermarket checkers. "I'm plugged 
into the machine. That's about as excit
ing as it gets," says the VDT operator 
working the night shift. "You become a 
robot. You work automatically ... I'm not 
there," says a mail sorter. And the film's 
long sequences shot at the workplace 
effectively underscore their feelings 
and observations. 

From supermarket to computerized 
office to postoffice and computerized 
switchboard, it is clear that human be
ings are meant to be merely adjuncts 
and servants to a technological process 
and system geared to eventually 
eliminating the human dimension en
tirely. The women workers themselves 
are acutely aware of this fact, and of the 
irony in their situation. They accurately 
assess the economic conditions at the 
base of the technological revolution, 
and they graphically articulate the ex
tent to which they are conscious of 
being caught up in the machine's goals, 
"It's not working for you, you're work
ing for it," says a mail sorter trying to 
"maintain production levels" of 1800 
letters per hour. "We, the employees, 
speed ourselves up," says a telephone 
operator of meeting A WT quotas (Ac-


