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ON L OCATION

spend one more night outside, exposed
to rain, wind and lashing waves. Gas
heaters, sounding like blowtorches,
provided some comfort by the side of
the pool.

Those 12 hours in the wave tank ac-
count for only about 45 seconds of sc-
reen time.

Despite the hardship, all three share
an enthusiasm for the project and the
physical challenges that it offered.

“I've never done a film that's as phys-
ically demanding as Lost”" says Hogan.
“It's unusual to be asked to do such
physically dangerous work, to a certain
extent, but it's something 1 love. 1
would always rather do it than have
someone else do it. (And although) I've
never really been a strong swimmer, 1
don't have any fear of the water.”

Welsh had never sailed before and
was inexperienced on the water in gen-
eral. Doing Lost!, he says, was a big thrill
for him.

“Being on the lake was fun. I loved it.
You don’t get a chance to do movies
very often where you're actually almost
living the experiences in the script.

“I have a terrible fear of the water,
but as long as I'm standing on some-
thing (I'm OK).”

Shaver was particularly tasked during
the production as she was doing
another film concurrently in Los
Angeles.

Lost! is physically and emotionally
demanding,” she says. “The wind and
water are completely uncontrollable
elements, and I was very scared actu-
ally, about a week before we started
shooting. (But) when I deal with each
day at a time, it actually forces a kind of
concentration that 1 really find in-
vigorating.”

All three said they didn’t make special
preparations for the physical demands,
and only occasionally did they wear
wet-suits to keep themselves warm.

One of the biggest challenges was
keeping the actors from getting
hypothermia because, for the most part,

they eschewed the wet suits; the bulk
made them too healthy-looking.

On this October night in Hamilton,
however, Welsh is wearing a wet suit
and four flotation devices. Hogan is
dressed in a survival suit which floats.

Welsh looks forward to his night in
the pool “like some ride at the Ex,” he
says.

Hogan's experience with the waves,
wind machines and fire hoses sounds
just as fun, and scary: “The hull must be
rising eight, 10 feet and coming down. |
had an anchor and I'd pull myself and
Helen down below the water and then,
in all that froth and swirl, swim up be-
tween the pontoons. It was just a totally
awesome sight.

“And not once, but over and over and
over again.”

A big grin appears on his face. “I'm re-
ally enjoying it," he adds.

“I'm a survivor, not a victim, of the
water,” Hogan continues, “and I think
that has an awful lot to do with the way
vou relate to the situation; the character
has an awful lot to do with your physi-
cal ability to handle it.”

Shaver agrees: “Your mind (controls
the way) your body deals with the
physical cold. Once you start saying ‘I
can hardly breathe, I'm so cold' and
concentrating on that, then the cold
takes over, at which point it becomes
next to impossible to get warm.

“It's very, very odd,"” she adds. “I've
never really been through this before.”

Finally, after four arduous weeks,
their tired, battered bodies were given
some relief.

On Oct. 10, for 10 days, the produc-
tion moved to a studio in an unused
school gymnasium in Etobicoke where
a replica of the overturned hull was
built for interior scenes — complete
with 30,000 pounds of warm water.

While conditions weren't any drier,
they were certainly guaranteed to be
calmer and, best of all, warmer.
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e Lost!'s wet and weary trio: Kenneth Welsh, standing; Michael Hogan; and Helen Shaver

e Shirley Pimple’s suspended fairy godmother (Nettie Harris), while Richard Tremblay, standing, assists

The saga of
Shirley

Pimple

he firing squad at the military base
T in Farnham, Quebec, took aim and

fired. He dropped dead. But what's
this? There he is again, up on his feet
alive and well. No, this can’t be'real life,
but it is one of the scenes in the student
epic, Shirley Pimple in the Temple of
Doom now shooting in Quebec until
well into the winter.

Bombing, arson, shooting — all that
contemporary mayhem is being por-
trayed in this second feature by student
cinematographer Demetrios Estdelac-
ropolis. As in his first successful film
(Mother's  Meat  Freuds  Flesh),
Estdelacropolis is the writer, producer,
director and casting chief of this epic.
He's been at it for more than a vear
now.

The general idea is that Shirley Pim-
ple has been recruited to dance her way
into the hearts of Americans while
spreading the John Wayne philosophy
throughout the United States and pre-
sumably the world. It is Ronald Reagan's
philosophy too. You know how it goes.
“Let's arm the Americas to the teeth.
Let's take on the world and show who's
boss of this planet!”

But Shirley becomes anti-war, anti-
establishment, anti-convention anti-
anything that encourages a comfy
groove while warmongers pile up nu-
clear arms. Instead of a cute little girl
dancing and giving away John Wayne
souvenirs, she sets out to ruthlessly
maim anyone who got her into this
mess.

I'm in this film as the fairy godmother
who is supposed to keep Shirley Pimple
in line. I must convince her to keep the
marvelous  John-Wayne-America-First
philosophy alive. For the role I wear an
outlandish costume, complete with
snakes, wings and a pair of glasses
featuring one eye. We fairy godmothers
aren't what we used to be.

Estdelacropolis is shooting Shirley
Pimple on a wing and a prayer. As a
Concordia student he is being helped
by a youth grant since he is a youth and,
after all, this is International Year of the
Youth. Also, the NFB has given him ac-
cess to facilities. His enthusiastic crew
consists of fellow students who, as I dis-

covered firsthand, think nothing of
working around the clock, 18 hours a
day. Most of the props are products of
Estdelacropolis’ vivid imagination — in-
cluding the hoist I dangle from while
flying through the air as a fairy. He uses
only two cameras. His soundwoman is a
charmer named Cynthia Poirier while
his chief camerawoman is another
charmer called Coleen Mclntyre. As for
lighting, Estdelacropolis’ norm is usu-
ally “Well, if we can cram this scene in
before sundown, I think it will be
great.”

Nothing runs smoothly. After getting
permission to visit USAF. base at
Plattsburgh, New York, Estdelacropolis
couldn’t resist getting his camera into
motion to photograph some ancient
planes on the tarmac. After all, it was
open house at the base — or so it was ad-
vertised on TV. Within 10 minutes of
shooting, the military police were on
his neck. “Out!” The entire crew and
cast were escorted off the base, com-
plete with military police in a car in
front of ours and a second car behind
us.

In Montreal, one of his smaller
cameras was stolen while the crew shot
on Rachel Street. And when he tried to
shoot in Westmount, the police shooed
him away pronto until, after much
negotiation, he got a permit from city
hall. Recently, Chelsea Mclsaac, the 14-
year-old girl playing Shirley Pimple res-
igned and there was some talk of having
her “killed off" so Estdelacropolis could
get on with the show. But then she
changed her mind and is back. And just
before we were scheduled to go to Famn:
ham to shoot, his camper station
wagon was totalled in a freak accident.
And so the writer, producer, director
had to scrounge up seven private cars
into which we all piled.

Now all is in mothballs — the tents,
plastic guns, artificial bombs, cameras,
lighting equipment, electrical coils plus
most crew members, plus lunch for the
hungry — until the camper is repaired.

The shoot at the Farnham base was in
marked contrast to the non-welcome in
Plattsburgh. The military brass was
most understanding -~ couldn’t have
treated us nicer. They even brought
coffee out to their obstacle course
where most of the actors were rushing
away from a simulated bomb attack.

There we were, shooting an anti-war,
anti-establishment movie on a Canadian
military base and a good time was being
had by all. Only in Canada,
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