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to Sports Junkies on Sixth Avenue, broke
open a few bags of 7-Eleven party ice and
posed standing on the cubes. Of course,
we were careful to disperse the playing
surface before leaving, in case another team
showed up and stumbled upon our idea.

It’s the kind of silly ingenuity that peo-
ple will tell you has no practical purpose
in the real world. But in fact, it’s precisely
the skill set that can be so valuable to a

A STUFFED COUGAR
can’t maul a set of
school children on
cue, but 1t will
exhale steamy air
and lock eyes
magnificently, all
for under a grand.

movie production. For example, if the
director wants a shot of a live cougar, as
was required in one recent local shoot,
but the budget won'’t allow for a real ani-
mal (and its trainer) to the tune of $5,000
a day, the clever propsmaster can source
a stuffed cougar, fit it with an air-bag—
operated remotely—and make it look like
it’s breathing. A stuffed cougar can’t maul
a set of school children on cue, but it will
exhale steamy air and lock eyes magnif-
icently, all for under a grand.
Fortuitously, a trolley car pulls up beside
us at a stoplight. We all storm out and
pose in traffic to capture The Streets of
San Francisco—five points. For 10 points,
I get into the upper half of some formal
wear and pretend I’m the pianist at the
Sutton Place while our version of Michelle
Pfeiffer sprawls across the piano a la The
Fabuious Baker Boys {(five cxtra points
because she’s wearing a red dress). We pick
up 15 points when my fellow escapees are
photographed with a live lobster (Lob-
ster Men from Mars) across the street at
the Dynasty Chinese Restaurant and a big
30 points for a shot of The Pillars of Wis-
dom at David Lam Park. Linda, a small
but feisty production staffer on Creatiire
and our team captain, earned the “C” on
her sweater by single-handedly fashion-
ing that elusive Twin Otter model out of
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a magazine photo and two soft-lead pen-
ciis stolen from the Sutton Piace. The
Shootout history books show that this kind
of innovation does not go unrewarded.

Last year, Pacific Motion Pictures proved
they were Top Guns by being among the
few teams to snap a photo of a woman
on the beach wearing a black-and-yellow
polka-dot bikini. Rather than combing the
bathing-suit stores for such an item, as
most teams did, PMP bought yellow stick-
ers at a novelty shop and took them to
the beach in search of a black bikini to
stick them on. What if there were no black
bikinis on the beach that day? They bought
black stickers, too. That way, black or yel-
low bikini, they still scored a hit. This year’s
PMP-sponsored team reportedly outfitted
itself with a portable fax, a world atlas,
scuba gear, Roget’s Thesaurus, 12 colours
of construction paper, scissors, scotch tape,
the collected works of Shakespeare, $100
in bribe money and a dozen glow-in-the-
dark condoms. Imagine the petty-cash
report on that one.

While perhaps not as well-equipped phys-
ically, the Creature team had been prepar-
ing mentally for the Shootout throughout
the previous eight weeks of production.
During that time, a number of mishaps
had occurred on and off the set that would
have unhinged a less determined film pro-
fessional. Creature, based on one of writ-
er Peter Benchley’s great white sequels to
Jaws, was this year’s untamed production
beast, leaving a swath of violence and
destruction in its wake ever since the first
part of the shoot in St. Lucia. In July, a
barge full of equipment from Florida ar-
rived at the tiny Caribbean island right
on schedule. One small problem: there was
no way to unload it. The only known crane
on the island was pressed into service, but
it couldn’t handle the load and dropped
a two-ton grip truck on top of a picture
car and the catering truck—just two days
prior to shooting. Later that month, the
production warehouse was wrecked when
a cargo plane crashed at the Miami air-
port, killing the plane’s crew and several
people on the ground. One Creature staffer
who was supposed to be collecting gear
from the warehouse at the time would have
been among the casualties, but he was half
an hour late for the pick-up. The ware-
house was off-limits for days while the
FCC investigated the crash site.

In August, when the production was
scheduled to move to Vancouver, UPS went
on strike. Urgently needed equipment had
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to be re-routed by truck, causing further
delays. When the production finally got
installed up here, a Poltergeist truck blew
up at Bridge Studios. Two Creature trucks
happened to be parked beside the fireball-
on-wheels. One burned to the ground, and
the other—the star’s trailer—was scorched
beyond repair. “We talk about the St. Lucian
curse around here,” says Michelle Demers,
an on-set Creature colleague and Shootout
co-producer. “We’re convinced there’s some-
one back there with a voodoo doll glee-
fully sticking pins into us.”

Needless to say, finding creative solutions
to such production problems had become
a way of life for my fellow Creatures. That
these people, most of whom log 12- to 14-
hour working days, want to spend their
day off on the Shootout could mean only
one thing—they’re entirely unbalanced.

We run out of time to go to Cars from
Mars for a shot of the orange-and-green
’68 Beetle, opting instead to turn in our
shot-list early—thereby grabbing an equiv-
alent number of bonus points and being
among the first to partake of the post-game
refreshments at Mavericks. After several
hours and several rounds of beer, we learn
that we’ve tied for first with the perenni-
al favourite, Pacific Motion Pictures. A rep-
resentative from each team is ominously
called forward to break the tie. Linda, the
most sober and determined of our group,
gets up on stage. PMP sends Alan Lee, an
athletic man who, at 6’3, has ar least a
foot—and about 100 pounds—on Linda.
Fortunately for us, it’s not a contest to be
settled mano-a-mano, but rather yogi-a-yogi.
Both competitors are asked to assume the
tree, a yoga pose in which the subject stands
on one leg and places the flat part of the
other foot against the inside thigh of the
supporting leg (i.e. like a tree). Whoever
keeps this stance the longest, wins. While
Alan holds like a rock, Linda wobbles. Then
she wavers, holding her arms aloft as she
desperately tries to balance.

When she knows she’s going down, Linda
huris her miniature body into her oppo-
nent in the most aggressive, yet self-sacri-
ficing, manner seen this side of Theoren
Fleury. She bounces off him like a ball strik-
ing a wall, but—like the true savage Crea-
ture she is—rams him again with all her
might. Alan bats her away like an annoy-
ing insect. She crumples to the floor, and
we place second.

The sad thing is, this is just an ordinary
day for Linda. Back at the office tomor-

row, she’ll do it all over again. @





