
MOVIE REVIEW
— -------------- -B Y  ANDREW GIBSON-------------------------

THE AMITYYILLE HORROR
Note: As is usual with our m ovie 

review s, there is a  tenuous link with sur
veying in the following. These strange 
events are  said  to h av e happen ed  to a  
land surveyor and his fam ily.

My wife, muttering something about 
a masochistic weirdo, had refused to go 
to any more Awful Movies with me, but 
after shameless flattery, and the gift of 
a hogshead of “Nuit de Redford”, she 
relented, and we found ourselves in the 
popcorn-perfumed gloom of the local 
Bijou, watching the screen credits of 
“The Amityville Horror”, presented, 
with understandable trepidation, by 
Samuel Z. Arkoff, and directed by Stuart 

Rosenburg, with a cast for which medio
crity is an unattainable goal.

I had some initial trouble with the 
name. I had assumed that the movie 
concerned a lady of easy virtue from 
Amityville, and then, having read the 
reviews, I was persuaded that the horror 
was the movie itself. But, as it unfolded 
before us, I realized that it was a ghost 
story, and the Horror had taken up resi
dence in a house. It was not the super- 
intendant. I will thumbnail the details of 
the plot, if I may use the term loosely.

George and Kathy Lutz are house
hunting, and when they find that a 
palatial one, right on the beach in Amity
ville, Long Island is going for 80,000 
peanuts, they hotfoot it over with their 
three darling children, and close the deal. 
The house had been recently vacated - 
well, not exactly vacated; in a flashback 
we see that one of the sons of the previ
ous occupants had, in moment of compul
sive target practice, blasted all 6 of his 
family. For this peccadillo he was now 
languishing in jail, and his hunting 
license had been suspended.

Is it possible that some aura of Evil 
remains in the house, unexorcised by 
the sacred ceremony known as Signing 
the Offer to Purchase? It does, and 
Father Mancuso, who comes to bless 
the pad, room by room, gets the full 
load. A terrible force attacks him as he 
sprinkles holy water. Thousands of flies, 
appearing from nowhere, swarm all over 
him, and he is forced to flee. The Horror 
pursues him, tears his car apart, puts 
him in the ditch, and gives him such a 
high fever that he has to go to bed, 
shuddering. Score, Horror 1, Organized 
Religion, O.

As soon as Kathy and George and

the children move in, The Horror turns 
its attention to them too, even if they 
are just lay persons. Doors slam, windows 
jam, a piece of souvenir schlock in the 
shape of a ceramic lion takes to growling 
at the children. It having been made 
manifest to even the dullest among the 
audience that the house is no Mon Repos, 
the picture rolled over us with the pon
derousness and inevitability of a jugger
naut.

The Horror seems to be a keen 
student of Northamerican market pho
bias. Instead of clanking chains, bed- 
sheets, and heads tucked under arms, it 
petrifies us with the ultimate in consumer 
horror, millions of microbes, offensive 
odours, and swarms of flies able to skate 
on fly paper, and unworried by even con
secrated Raid. Slime cascades down the' 
staircase, a terrible stench makes every
body gag, and, worst of all, the Horror 
fills the toilet bowl with a black substance 
like old engine oil. What a slob the 
Horror is! At this last development there 
was an audible gasp from the audience, 
and a lull in the drumroll of popcorn 
crunching. We yearned for Mr. Clean, 
and New Improved Zap.

It’s hard to believe, but even worse 
is in store for George and Kathy and 
their three lovely children than living in 
a house with yueky flies and germs. The 
Horror starts to alter personalities. Kathy, 
hitherto a model of angelic patience, 
takes to yelling at the children, and 
Missy, the youngest, claims that she has 
a new friend, Jody, a talking pig, which 
hangs out in her room. Even scarier is 
the effect on George, a dour type at best. 
He lets his business go to pot, and just 
splits wood like mad all day, with a razor 
sharp double-bitted axe, about the size
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Three Sault Ste. Marie land survey
ors recently uncovered a stake, marking 
the corner of Jarvis and Anderson 
Townships, which was put in place 101 
years ago.

Frank Wilson, Wally Hammerstedt 
and Jake Pine, of MacDougall and 
Wilson, Ontario Land Surveyors, made 
the discovery about 20 miles northeast of 
the city while retracing survey lines pre-

of the one that did in Charles the First. 
Every so often he looks longingly at the 
necks of Kathy and the kids, and on one 
occasion is so enraged that he drives 
the axe into the living room rug. 
The audience, which knows a $12.95 a 
yard broadloom when it sees it, hides its 
eyes.

This kind of thing can’t go on in
definitely, or the candy counter concess
ionaire will complain. So, after 28 days 
of it, the Lutzes decide to abandon the 
house, and choose, of course, the night 
of the worst storm to hit the Atlantic 
seaboard since the Great Gale of 1841. 
It is raining so heavily that underwater 
cameras had to be used for the exterior 
sequences. Chain and fork lightning pro
vide all necessary illumination, and ball 
lightning rolls into all those hard to 
see places.

The Horror huffs and puffs, and 
all rush out the door and into the van, 
hardly bothering with umbrellas. But 
they have forgotten the dog, a black 
Newfoundland called, as I recall, Screech. 
George rushes back to the house, battling 
the Horror all the way, and finds Screech 
in the basement where, we are given to 
understand, the Source of Evil lurks. Be 
that as it may, there is a trapdoor to a 
tankful of black slime, and George 
drops in. Screech, perhaps remember
ing past slaps, waits until he is 
going down for the third time, but finally 
pulls him out. They escape, with the 
Horror in hot pursuit and dripping slime, 
slither into the van. When last seen in 
a lightning flash, they’re driving lickety- 
split away from Amityville, with Kathy 
holding her nose, and the kids asking how 
soon they can stop for Big Macs. Life 
must go on.

Only one thing needs to be added. 
Shortly after these events, a wideawake 
writer named Jay Anson heard about 
this, plugged in his typewriter, and 
created the “Amityville Horror - A 
True Story”. The rest is banking history.

pared by G. Brockitt Abrey in 1878.
Limits, conveyances and titles to 

property depend on perpetuating town
ship and section corners. In undeveloped 
areas, the Ontario government each year 
commissions retracement surveys to up
date and maintain township corners.

The surveyors were retracing the 
southern limit of Jarvis Township, a six- 
mile stretch, using copies of original field 
notes made by Abrey.

Mr. Wilson described the terrain as 
rough and hilly, an area in which loggers 
had operated.

ABBEY’S TOWNSHIP COBNEB FOUND
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“With all the logging activity in the 
area, it was a stroke of luck that we found 
it,” he said.

From the field notes, the surveyors 
knew where the corner post should have 
been located, to within a 150-foot radius, 
but they didn’t think it would be there 
after 100 years.

They came across a stumpy, 
deteriorating piece of wood in a swampy 
area. Upon inspection, it appeared that 
the wood had been cut by an axe, leading 
them to think it might be the old survey 
post.

Mr. Hammerstedt reached into the 
cold swamp water and pulled the bottom 
of the post out. The bottom portion had

been preserved in the water, clearly in
dicating axe cuts.

Mr. Wilson said no one had retraced 
the boundary and corner since the
original survey was done.

“Suddenly we realized that 101
years ago, three or four men just like us 
had stood there and put this in,” he said.

“The three of us stood there and
were appreciating something very few 
people are aware of.”

Mr. Wilson doesn’t know anything 
about Abrey’s background or what other 
areas he surveyed, but expresses admira
tion for his work.

Noting Abrey’s instruments wouldn’t 
have been able to give as precise

measurements as modern instruments, 
he said, “Our measurements compare 
within a close tolerance of his. He did

good w7ork.”
Surveyors of that era sometimes 

spent seven or eight months in the bush, 
covering 50 to 60 miles, he indicated.

Survey records and diaries are ob
jective historical documents, he said.

Placing corner stakes and survey
ing “transforms wilderness into town
ships and that’s the very first step of the 
civilizing process and land development,” 
he said.

Mr. Wilson said people “really owe 
something” to those who first surveyed 
the country from coast to coast and divid
ed it into the township grids.

The corner stake planted by Abrey 
was found Oct. 26 and replaced a few 
days later with a four-foot iron bar bear
ing the name of the townships on a brass 
cap.

Survey Programs 
For The T.I. 
Programmable 
59 Calculator 
and Printer

Traverse data entered from field notes. 
Program accepts included/excluded angles, 
deflection angles, bearings; distances may  
be corrected for slope and temperature 
(°C  or °F).

Up to 25 pairs of co-ordinates are  
stored in memory, to be recalled by point 
number. Traverse m ay be closed or open- 
ended, and adjusted by Transit or Compass 
Rule. With no re-entry of data, the traverse 
may be rotated about any point, and/or 
transformed to another co-ordinate system.

Co-ord. geometry routines include 
Traverse, Inverse, Intersections (brg-brg; 
brg-dist; dist-dist), Area.

Map check program computes closure, 
missing course, area, segment areas, arc, 
lengths, etc. Selected print-out is all la
belled.

Complete detailed instructions, exam
ples, eight pre-recorded magnetic cards, 
concise instructions for easy reference, 
all for $37.50 (incl. tax)

T. Jones, 2338 Ryder St., Ottawa. 
K1H 6X6.

POEM
Jack and Jill went up the hill 

To fetch a  pail of water 
Jill forgot to take the pill

And now they have a  daughter.
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