@ Sonja Smits in That's My Baby does her not-bad best

pace. Or conversely thev're hammered
in with far more weight than the flimsy
material can bear. Visually, the best that
can be said is that the compositions
keep our attention on the actors; the
worst is that when it tries for anything
more (like the baby’s p.o.v. fish-eve lens),
the camera becomes as leaden as the
jokes.
with nothing much going on, you
have a lot of opportunity to mull over
what is there and, more significantly,
what isn’t. There is the baby's glorious
conception, for instance, and the even
more glorious return from the hospital.
But there's not much pregnancy, just a
few shots in a scene that's really about
something else altogether. There are
kids, throughout, adorable, well-behaved
little moppets to demonstrate the depth
of Webber's desire and to cement our
approval of it. But there isn’t a single
infant, not one screaming, colicky, shit-
ting, nerve-slashing little bundle of end-
less demand to remind him, and us, of
the reality of the situation - not until his
own child comes along and then the
business of baby care is reduced to little
more than a showcase for his devotion
and a montage on the subject of together-
ness: first she gets up for the 6 am.
feeding then he does, then they do il
together. The stress of the situation all
falls on the wife, who weeps because
she's so tired and then, at the end.
throws a paranoid fit because she thinks
he might be planning to take a job and
some of the child-care will fall to her.
Not only is the scene a transparent set-
up to make her look weak and bitchy
and hopelessly selfish something she
isn't until the very end), but haven’t
these people ever heard of babysitters?
Whalt this all adds up tois a false, lving
view of a real situation, with all the
genuine conflicts and feeling fexcept
the husbhand's' glossed over orremoved.
volles and Bradshaw might be inclined
to claim thev gutted the picture in the
name of light comedy, but that isn’t
what comes across. What does come
across is a political position, one thal
values child-bearing above all else : that
savs a woman is selfish and shallow for
preferring a career that makes the
man the sole familv-leader and executor
of the reallv important decisions and
that savs that having a baby will reunite
and weld a broken tamily. Taken indi-
vidually these statements is
necessarily 1000 wrong : taken together,
thev form a stance only slightly less
repressive than that ol the Christian
Right
I don't think Yolles and Bradshaw are
naive ; theyv've too carefully and com-
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pletely warped their subject for me to
think they've got anvthing but exactly
the movie they wanted (except for its
being a dogl. Which makes me wonder
how this movie ever got made. Perhaps
it looked great on paper when it came
time to assemble funding and the major
participants, including the NFB. Or it's
that everybody in the film industry from
exec producers to location caterers is
suddenly having babies and it's possible
that, in the totally justified delight and
sentimentality of new parents and the
somewhat less innocen! pride of seeing
one’s own life directly reflected on the
screen (for Webber and Smits are media
professionals by trade), everybody who
might have cast a critical eye on the
project was too busy seeing a sentimen-
talized version of themselves to do any
actual thinking. Which is too bad. When
That's AMv Baby bombs, as it will, the
next people to come along with the
same idea will have a hard time getting
it off the ground, even though theyv just
might be the people to do it with the
backbone and heart the subject deserves.
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William Fruet's

Bedroom Eyes

Recently there was The Surrogate, a
sexually-centred murder mystery, and
now we have Bedroom Eyes, which
bills itself as “A Sensuous Mystery” and
is basicallv the same thing - sex, violence
and whodunit. Two in a row means
we've got a trend on our hands and a
fairly depressing trend it is, but more of
that later.

As an example of the mystery genre,
or of schlock, Bedroom Eves isn'l really
all that much like The Surrogate, which
was a bad movie built on a good idea
with a little good acting. Bedroom Eyes
is much more pure than that: a bad
movie with no ideas and no good acting,
Well, maybe some okay acting. Angus
MaclInnes cruises easily through the
hero's role, hitting all the right notes and
getting what laughs he can. He's not
great, but at least he's not painful to
watch. As for ideas - zip. What happens
is, this wimpy little stockbroker jogs at
night to unwind, steps in a pile of
dogshit, stumbles into the bushes to
clean it off and finds himself pulling a
peeping tom number on a moderately
mammalian redhead. He likes it a lot, so
he goes back for more and we get the
sex we're paying for — nothing really
heavy, though, no battery-operated de-
vices sliding in and out of heavily lubri-
cated orifices, no new tricks with the
ever-popular mix-master — just a little
light lesbianism, bondage and a three-
some, all glimpsed briefly through a
window. So much for “Sensuous.”

What is interesting, though, is that
here’s a movie where the hero's a per-
vert. He's peeping because he's cracking
from the stress of the job. He knows it
and so he goes to a shrink and she tells
him right away that there's no way he's
a pervert. So much for“interesting.” The
shrink is played by Davle Haddon and
she's arguably the worst thing in the
movie. On top of being hideously mis-
cast — she looks like she just graduated
high-school and has none of the calm
and authority we associate with work-
ing shrinks— she can’tinflect her lines to
anything even approaching their con-
tent and vou can almost hear her think-
ing, "I must move my evebrow just..
now... to indicate concern.”

Anyway, the stockbroker keeps going
back - he finds the redhead fascinating
in an exotic, whorish way and for this to
work, so should we, But, while Barbara
Law does look convincingly whorish,

vou get the impression she was given

that look by someone who really doesn't
like whores. .

Eventually, he witnesses the murder
we've been waiting for all along. Actually,
he doesn't witness it; he's distracted at
the crucial moment, and so we don't see
it either. Later on, the cops find a body.
So much for violence. '

The cops, of course, suspect our hero,
so he runs off and hides with the shrink
who, in a boggling lapse of logic and
professional ethics, promptly takes him
to bed, thereby turning into his girl-
friend, a role Haddon performs no more
credibly but at Jeast we don't have to
think of her as a shrink anvmore. So
much for the rest of the movie.

Except for the climax;, in which the
redhead now revealed as the Kkiller -
and we knew it all along, so much for
“Mystery’ — ties our hero to the bed,
strips down to her underwear and pro-
ceeds to run a scene of sexual domin-

ation on him. Since we know by now that
all those things she did back when he
was spving on her were part of a plan
and not motivated by pleasure at all, this
makes absolutely no sense, but by this
time we're not expecting it to. The
scene, of course, turns violent and,
though there is one good shot in which
the redhead, an antagonist on either
side of her, tries to go in two directions
at once, the rest is ludicrous, thanks to
blocking and camera placement that
show, with crvstal clarity, that the red-
head is viciously slashing the air two
feet from the nearest body.

Bedroom Eyes is the latest in a string
of dogs for director William Fruet who,
like Paul Lvnch, seems to be a case of a
good man gone bad. It is not that I have
anv objection to Fruet, or anybody else,
doing sex-and-violence quickies. I come
equipped with the standard-issue Cana-
dian subconscious - reeking of incest
and cannibalism - and I'm quite
happy to get my sub-artistic thrills at the
movies. But the thrills should be there, 1
want a bit of style, imagination, pulse-
pounding excitement, qualities that
come readily when the films are made
by people actually in tune with the
material (think Cronenberg). Fruet, like
Lynch, most assuredly is not and it
shows in every frame.

As [ said, I think we've got a trend
toward this kind of movie on our hands.
Slasher movies have finally died out
{thank God), and nobody’s figured out
what to do next. But the demand for sex-
and-violence lives on and, while they
wait for guidance from the next John
Carpenter, producers have fallen back
on a classic form - the mystery - to fill it.
This can be both a bad thing and a good.
Bad, because the mystery requires ac-
tual plotting, character development
and the mounting of scenes more intri-
cate than simple stalk-and-slash. Good,
because someone might actually be
moved to fulfill those requirements. It's
not likely, though, and, since there's no
new Carpenter on the horizon, I think
we can sadly conclude : so much for the
next two vears.
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