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Victor Mirabile was the successful location manager for many major films, but his assignment for the new film, Valley of the Giants, had him stumped. The film’s director wanted a location where scale could be potentially unlimited, and the giant figures would not look out of place or freakish. 

The best-selling book by the same name was difficult to visualize because semi-mythical figures like the Yeti or Abominable Snowman, and Sasquatch or Big Foot, had only fleetingly been caught by cameras. The special effects programming team could surely handle inserting the Jolly Green Giant of advertising lore and the ten-foot version of Alice in Wonderland, but the film was not going to become a cartoon—the producer had already nixed that idea.

Mr. Spike Stewart, the producer, a short, fat man with horn-rimmed glasses was fanatical about his vision. He waved his hands when he pitched the vision to Mirabile, and he spoke like a man possessed, “This film has to have the look and feel of the fantastic book. Nothing else will do. Look, Victor, I don’t care that we’ve never done anything like this before. We start shooting in thirty days. You have four weeks to find the location. Find me a location for giants, or I’ll fire you and get another location manager who will.”

Being threatened constantly was part of his job, so Mirabile weathered the blast and stated deadpan his practical requirements, “I’ll need to do some traveling. Will the budget support that?”

The producer had heard plenty of excuses, but he had a film to produce. He was worried about making his deadlines. So in a rising fury of excitement, he acceded, “I’ll approve all your travel as long as you deliver a location—or more than one location—that will work. Use your imagination and scour the world. Ask yourself where you would feel at home, and find that place for my film.”

Victor nodded sullenly and left the producer’s office, careful to duck through the exit door because the doorway was a mere six and a half feet high. Victor was 6-foot-11 ½ inches tall. He was like the giants who would act in the movie, but he had barely missed the cut, which was seven feet tall. 

The producer bragged that he had signed contracts with the twenty true giants on the earth for this film, with no disrespect meant to Ole Edvart Rolvaag. He had even signed the Turk Sultan Kosen, the tallest man living at 8-foot-3, for his cast. One reason the producer had chosen Victor as his location manager was that Victor was the tallest location manager on record.

Victor had created a list of the ten places on earth where he thought those afflicted with pituitary gigantism like him would feel at home. He resolved to check out those locations and decide which would be the best setting for the film. His logic was compelling: he would scout the regions where the historical giants were said to live.

At the top of his list was the area of the Himalayan Mountains along the border of Nepal and Tibet where the Yeti were rumored to live. Also called the Abominable Snowman, the Yeti was a huge creature of cryptozoology that inhabited the land of snow, fog, and ice at the top of the world. 

In order to scout the area, Victor hired sherpas to guide him through the mountains. They found, tucked in a deep valley among glaciers a place of strange warmth and tropical greenery, watered by snowmelt and heated by brilliant sunshine which sometimes penetrated the rising mist that hovered over the valley in all weathers. 

The sherpas refused to go with Victor into the valley because they feared the legendary figures that inhabited it. The lead sherpa spoke for all, “We won’t proceed one more foot. The creatures that inhabit this region will kill us all. You go ahead if you like. We’ll wait here until you return or until one week has passed, whichever comes first.” He snorted and crossed his arms in defiance. 

The other sherpas imitated his gestures in solidarity with their leader. Then they all sat down on the ground and began talking among themselves.

Their stubborn actions didn’t faze Victor because he was on a mission, so he boldly entered the valley alone. The further he ventured, the warmer the climate became. Freezing temperatures became temperate at first, and then tropical. Victor was obsessed with achieving his goal, so as the temperature changed and the setting turned from ice and snow to green and balmy, he took off his heavy winter clothing, garment by garment. 

Not long after he entered the green area, he had shed his arctic clothing and began to sweat. He was exhausted by his exertions in the thin atmosphere but excited by the prospect of the location for the film. The green meadow and scrub turned to forest. Soon, Victor was almost naked in the heat of the forest, but he didn’t mind because he thought he had found the place that his producer and director would both endorse. He congratulated himself on his luck and intuition. The sherpas had remained behind, but his insight and initiative about the place proved superior to the sherpas’ fears and obduracy.

Victor found a clearing next to a wide, clear pool with a waterfall running down to fill it, and a stream running from the pool into the forest. He tested the water and found it gelid and good to drink. 

While he was admiring the scene, Victor saw three huge figures emerge from the forest across the pool from where he was standing. He froze in shock because he had never witnessed anything like them. The figures looked human, but they were covered with hair and they must have been ten feet tall. Victor knew they were Yeti. He also knew he was experiencing a first. The creatures knew he was watching them, but they didn’t flee or try to hide. Instead, they seemed to enjoy having him observe them as they frolicked.

Without hesitation, they all dived into the pool and swam about playing in the water. One of the creatures beckoned to him to join them. Victor was tempted, but he was mindful of the sherpas’ warnings. Instead of jumping in the water, he only waved and shook his head. Was he really seeing a group of Yetis playing in the water before him? While he stood next to the frigid water, frozen with shock, he felt a breath on his neck.

He had no other warning before strong hands grabbed him from behind and led him to the edge of the pool. Terrified, he struggled, but he could do nothing to break their hold. Before he could process what was happening, they pulled his remaining clothing away and flung him into the freezing water. He was shocked by the cold, and he tried to clamber out of the pool as fast as possible. The giants who had importuned him to swim ranged all along the shore, and they gestured and mumbled to each other as he stepped toward his clothes all red and shivering. 

One of the Yeti walked right up to him and hugged him in its arms, rubbing him all over. The giant felt warm, and Victor realized that it was drying him off with its fur. The creature’s breath was sweetly licorice. When the creature had dried him thoroughly, it stood back while he dressed. The others were curious and began to poke him and turn him this way and that. The Yeti that had dried Victor off shoved them away protectively and took his hand. It led him into the forest with the others following behind them.

Victor’s head was spinning; he didn’t know what to think. On the one hand, he was actually experiencing real Yetis in their natural habitat. This aroused and excited him on account of his mission. On the other hand, he had no idea what the Yetis intended to do to him. He had visions of becoming their feast.

The Yeti village was large enough to house thirty Yeti families. All the dwellings were tall, with enormous entries with varying doorway heights. Yetis wandered through the village doing their daily routines, and children played together until they saw the outsider. Then they gathered around and pointed at the stranger. A boy and girl reached out to stroke Victor’s hairless skin. He was making a mental record of the array of the huts and their construction. He tried to assess where he was being led and why.

Victor realized that his escort was a female Yeti and that she had her own dwelling near the center of the village. Nearby hers was the largest habitation, perhaps that of the Yeti chief. As the female Yeti drew Victor toward her dwelling, the chief and chieftainess, both larger than all the other Yetis, emerged from their enormous dwelling and watched silently.

The female led Victor into the interior of her hut and gestured for him to be seated on the floor, which had been covered with cut rushes. She fed Victor a creamy liquid and watched him closely while he drank. Victor tried to communicate with the Yeti, but it was no use. She did not seem to mind the fact that they only sat and looked at each other.

It was not long before Victor heard noises in the square outside the dwelling. He stood and walked outside to discover that the whole village had assembled to gawk at the stranger that the female Yeti had brought home. The chief and chieftainess came forward to parlay with the female Yeti. An argument ensued with both the chief and the female, gesturing wildly at Victor. The chief finally said something and looked like he would strike the female, but the chieftainess intervened and pushed the chief back. Then the chieftainess hugged the female Yeti and pointed to Victor and gestured to the female’s dwelling.

Victor suddenly understood what was going on. The female Yeti was the daughter of the chief, who did not approve of her being with a human. The chieftainess, who was the female Yeti’s mother, acquiesced with her daughter’s wishes to be with the male of her choice. 

Victor was horrified by what was happening. He saw right away that he would end up the husband of the female if he did not act immediately. His brain reeled at the criticality of doing just the right thing lest he be killed. He did not want to insult or anger the Yeti community because he still harbored the hope that he could use the location for the film.

He bowed to the chief and gestured that he would be departing. The chieftainess and the female Yeti stood forth and objected. The chief, however, saw his opportunity to get rid of the interloping human. He evidently ordered a group of four young male Yetis to escort Victor back where he came from. One of these Yetis went into the female’s dwelling and brought out the rest of Victor’s clothes. The Yeti was inclined to keep the clothes as a souvenir. Victor appealed this decision in sign language with the chief, who gestured that Victor should be given back his clothing.

As an afterthought, Victor took out his cellphone and photographed the Yetis and the village with its camera. Later he found this was an inspiration. The hundreds of pictures were the evidence of what he had seen in the Yeti paradise. The Yetis had no idea that he was taking pictures, so they were not self-conscious before his camera.

Finally, the chief and chieftainess gestured for Victor to depart. He was relieved because he did not know their intentions, but still feared they might decide to eat him. Worse, he thought the chief’s daughter might rescind the chief’s decision to let him go. Victor thought she was desperate for a mate, and he was her choice for that purpose. To be sure he actually left their territory, the chief gestured to a group of males to escort him back where he came from.

Victor didn’t look back as he followed the four young Yetis back past the communal pool to the edge of the forest where the path up the side of the glacier lay. Victor put on his cold weather clothing and climbed back up the grade. When he looked back, he saw that the four males were waving to him. They were apparently glad to see him go. As they receded in the mist, Victor thought there still might be a chance to use their home as one of his locations.

He waved back at them, then trekked back to the sherpas’ encampment. The sherpas gathered around him to hear about his adventure. Victor decided they probably would not understand what he had been through. He told them that he had been confronted by fearful creatures and only barely escaped.

He told them, “I was lucky. I found what I was looking for, and I wasn’t harmed. We should now retrace our steps to your village so no harm befalls you.”  

The sherpas had a thousand questions for him, but they had abandoned his quest at the crucial time. He did not think they deserved to know the truth. After they had importuned him without result, the sherpas packed for their journey home. Without a word during their descent, they returned to the sherpas’ village. 

Victor took stock of what he had seen in the green valley of the Yetis. He reviewed the photos he had taken with his cellphone. He decided that one option he could present was to recreate what he had seen in the green Yeti valley in a stage set made from his photos, but he knew he had to have other options as well.

****
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VICTOR’S SECOND VENUE was in the vicinity of Mica Mountain in Canada near the British Columbia/Alberta border and the little town of Tete Juan Cache, where the sightings of a female Sasquatch figure had been reported almost fifty years prior. He made contact with a contemporary Canadian cryptozoologist named April Roe, a Canadian Indian known for her expertise with Big Foot sightings, and he paid for her guide services to the best location.

“Mr. Mirabile, people joke that I’m part Sasquatch. I can’t prove that I’m not. Look how tall I am. I have a number of likely locations for you to explore. I’ve camped out in this region all my life. I can honestly say that I’ve sighted Sasquatches on dozens of occasions throughout the Mica Mountain area. I can help you, but I have to know our constraints.”

“Let’s pick the optimal location and focus on that. I want the highest probability of a sighting, but I also want to see where the Sasquatches actually live. That would be the ideal film location. Just seeing a Sasquatch wouldn’t give us much more than the folklore.”

“Well, the best chance of finding the location if you’ve got limited time is at the center of a range of recent Sasquatch sightings. They’re all around Mica Mountain. I’ve plotted them on this geodesic map. We’ll hike there and camp for the night.”

Victor and April pored over the map until he understood her logic and the route. They drove until they ran out of paved road. Then they pulled on their backpacks and set out hiking up a steady grade with scree.

In view of Mica Mountain, Victor and his guide pitched camp and built a fire. Seated opposite each other on either side of the fire, Victor and April discussed the background and lore of Sasquatch. The female guide told Victor that she was the granddaughter of the workman named William Roe, who had actually encountered a Sasquatch. Her mother, she said, had drawn a likeness of the creature, but it was discredited because some of the features in her drawing did not correspond to William Roe’s published descriptions. For example, the creature’s long neck and flowing hair were not in line with his descriptions. 

While she described her grandfather’s encounter as it had been recounted to her by both her grandfather and her mother, she looked up, and her eyes grew wide in the firelight. She cautioned Victor to remain still and silent with a hand gesture. Victor sensed activity behind him, and two large, hairy and enormous figures sat down cross-legged on either side of him. As if this was the most natural thing in the world, his guide continued her story including the two Sasquatches who had joined them as if their entrance had been planned. 

The creatures evidently liked the lilt of her voice. They murmured along as if they were mimicking what they heard. They laughed and jostled Victor as if he were one of them. One Sasquatch was evidently female, but her chest extended lower on her body and was larger than in humans. The other figure was male, monstrously muscular and very smelly. Victor slowly raised his cellphone and took a selfie including his new friends with his camera. At the same time, his guide took a picture with her cellphone camera of the three figures across the fire from her.

The Sasquatches remained seated for a long while after the photo session. Then, just as suddenly as they had appeared, they rose quietly and vanished into the forest. Victor and his guide talked at length about their experience. They were both thrilled and humbled by their close contact with the Sasquatches. Even after the fire died to embers, they talked about having been the first to see this Sasquatch couple. 

In the morning, they looked for signs and footprints of the Sasquatches, but they found none. They checked their phone pictures again, and sure enough, they showed what they had experienced. The guide noted that the background of her group picture was somewhat blurred. 

“The picture might contain figures in the shadowy background. Perhaps a specialist could improve what actually lurks in the background,” she said, sounding hopeful.

They shared their pictures and then set out on the trails to discover where the Sasquatches lived.

They looked for two days but found no sign of a Sasquatch dwelling. They passed nearby an ancient silver mine with danger signs warning of possible cave-ins. On a hunch, Victor decided to enter the boarded mouth of the mine and descend underground. 

“Look, Mr. Mirabile, if you want to go underground risking your life, that’s your affair. You’re the customer, so you’ve got to be right. I hope you won’t mind if I stay on the surface and wait while you descend in the unknown.”

“Look, I’ve heard all this before from other guides who are too chicken to explore things that no one has explored before. If you must sit here and sulk while I make my discovery, so be it. You remain on the surface while I explore the mine. If I don’t return within the next twenty-four hours, just inform the authorities that a rescue is necessary. 

“I’m reluctant, but, as I said, you’re my customer. Your wish is my command.”

She pitched camp near the entrance while Victor broke through the brittle, rotten boards and ventured into the mine using his flashlight as he went.

The opening of the mine was narrow, but it gradually widened into a cavern with a dark pool at its center. Along the walls of the cavern were many hollows, large enough for large animals to inhabit. Victor shined his flashlight into the hollows one by one, taking note of the dark surroundings. 

In the third hollow, he found two sleeping Sasquatches with their arms around each other. Thankfully, his light did not awaken them. He continued to the other hollows and found sixteen other couples fast asleep. He did not have enough light inside the cavern to take pictures, but with his flashlight shining, he tried to take a few cell phone pictures anyway. 

Victor stumbled and dropped his flashlight, and for a moment, the light went out. He was terrified because he was blind and in total darkness. He dropped to his knees to feel the ground for the flashlight and heard a swish above his head. Terrified, he dropped to lie prone on the ground and rolled his body. He felt hands groping to find him and one enormous foot nudged his side as it shuffled on the earthen floor of the cave.

Victor finally found his flashlight, but he had the good sense not to turn it on right away. Instead, he listened and tried to adjust his vision to see as much as possible in the dark without assistance. After a while, he decided to slither and crawl back to the entrance of the mine. He told himself that if he came to the pool, he could keep on the edge of it and follow it back to the entrance. He heard heavy breathing and the shuffling of bare feet. Then he heard low murmuring.

Not sure what was happening in the cave, he decided to leave right then. The farther he crawled, the more distant the shuffling sounded, and finally, he found the upslope he had used to descend into the cavern. He looked up in the direction of the entrance but saw nothing but black. He started up the incline, feeling his way in the darkness. He felt a hairy foot. The foot moved. A Sasquatch walked down the incline right past his prone body on the grade. Then another Sasquatch passed him, and a third. He was sweating he was so frightened. He was worried they might grab him and take him back into their lair. Yet he continued up the incline ever so slowly. He saw a slice of daylight that must signify that the entrance was near. He deduced that the Sasquatches had been moving away from the light into the darkness. 

On a hunch, he rolled on his back and aimed his cellphone camera down the incline up which he had crawled. He snapped on his flashlight and took the picture at the same time. Then he extinguished the flashlight and clambered to his feet to run toward the light. He kept hitting the walls and stumbling on the uneven mine flooring, but he managed to make it all the way to the entrance.

As he broke into the sunlight, he saw his guide was patiently roasting marshmallows on sticks over a low fire. She seemed not to be surprised to see him. In fact, she seemed pleased he had emerged uninjured. She smiled and offered him one of the marshmallows.

“Well?” she asked ironically. She paused to let him tell his story.

“April, I’ve been through a kind of hell down there. It was intense, but I found what I wanted. As I suspected, the mine is where the Sasquatches live. They’re in there now, but they won’t come up into the light. I took pictures. Let’s look at them together.”

Among the pictures, were the dim outlines of the enclosures within the cavern. The final pictures were of dozens of Sasquatches looking in his direction when he had pointed his flashlight and pushed and held the button on his cellphone. The creatures did not try to catch or threaten him.

“An entire city of Sasquatches! This is phenomenal,” April said, her eyes wide open with excitement.

“Yes, and they live as couples just as we humans do. They only venture forth at night from a place that has been protected by signs made by humans. If they had wanted to harm me, they had their chance. They did no harm.”

“So you have what you came for?”

“I think so, but I’m not sure.” Victor was thinking not only of his producer but also of the Sasquatches themselves.

“Why is that?”

“The people I work for want to make a movie about giants. Well, we found a whole underground bevy of giants, but I’m not sure they’d appreciate a film crew setting up in their cavern. And I am sure that the film crew would not like working underground. Anyway, you’ve earned your bonus, and I’ll pay you. In the meantime, I’ll ask you not to mention our find because that might ruin the film. Can you hold off announcing our discovery until the film first appears? I’ll pay you another bonus if you do.”

They agreed on terms, and Victor sent April Roe copies of the pictures he had taken with his cellphone. He decided to return to report on his progress to the film’s producer.

****
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“WELL, VICTOR, I HOPE you’ve got good news for me. It’s only been two weeks, but we’d like to push our production schedule at least a week. So what have you got for me?”

Victor patiently explained what he had found in the Himalayas. He showed the producer his pictures of the Yetis in the misty green valley. He waxed eloquent about how a set might be built from the images in his cellphone pictures. 

“I like what I have seen and heard. What else have you got for me?”

Victor then dove into what he had found near Mica Mountain in Canada. He showed the producer his pictures of the Sasquatches in the cavern and their dwellings in the sides of the interior regions of the mine. He spoke of the creatures’ non-hostile and nocturnal natures and their habit of living in couples just as humans do.

“Victor, you’ve certainly had an interesting experience with this. I’m not sure we could get a film crew to go into that cavern in the old mine, and no one can say what those Sasquatches will do if they are invaded. As with your Yetis, we might be able to create their dwelling in the studio. So do you have anything else for me?”

“I plan to explore two more venues, one in the taiga of Russia and the other in the jungles of Venezuela. If I hurry, I can see both before our original deadline has passed. We could economize by my reporting virtually instead of in person.”

“I’m not interested in economy right now. I’m interested in time, which we don’t have much of. Come with me for a minute and see what I’ve got brewing here.”

The producer walked Victor to a set that had been dedicated to the production of Valley of the Giants. In the middle of the set was a giant beanstalk.

“See that beanstalk, Victor? It’s from Jack and the Beanstalk, the story that every kid knows and loves. Here comes Jack, who is a midget we hired—in fact, he’s the smallest man in the world as recorded in the Guinness Book of World Records. Over there in the green face makeup and green clothing is the giant of the story. He’s the tallest man in the world by the same standard.”

“He looks a lot like the Jolly Green Giant in the ads.”

“Yes, he does. That’s intentional. The cartoon figure will be inserted elsewhere in the film, and the kids will like the fact that it is bigger than life. Our animators are working on the valley for the Jolly Green Garden now. Maybe they can work in some details from your pictures of Yeti City? I just don’t know. Artists are prima donnas, don’t you know?”

Confused by what was happening, Victor surveyed the work the animators were doing. He saw the outsized imagery and the familiar figures from his childhood with their basic colors and exaggerated expressions.

“As for Yetis, just take a look at our two-dozen-odd extras that’ll be Yetis. They’ll be doing a choreographed dance routine that’ll knock your socks off. They don’t look much like your Yetis because, well, no one’s really seen a real Yeti, have they? With our release scheduled within twelve months, we haven’t time to get the word out and burn it into the imaginations of the audience in time for the initial showing. So we’ll have to go with what we have already. I’m thinking the huts could play somewhere, but not the real Yeti figures.”

“What about the action figures?”

“We had to go to Korea with our designs for those two months ago. They’re baked right in just as the Sasquatch figures are.”

“So the pictures I took of Sasquatches won’t be used either?” Victor was dejected because all his hard work had been basically done for nothing.

“’Fraid not. Look, Victor, I didn’t send you out to get bona fide pictures of cryptozoological figures, did I? You’re the location manager. You’re not in casting. Let me show you what we’ve got for Sasquatches from central casting. Come over here.”

“You call these Sasquatches? They’re way too short and a mile too wide. The bodies of the females are all wrong.” Victor was indignant and frustrated.

“Who cares, Victor? They’re what the kids will know from all the nonsense that’s been shown them on the early Saturday cartoon shows. Speaking of cartoons, we’ve got a whole line of giants from the comic books inserted in the show as well.”

“Let me guess. The Incredible Hulk?” He was irritated and being ironic.

“You got it! We’ve inserted the Hulk in his enraged mode, and he’s one of the action figures by special arrangement with the comic’s syndicate.” The producer was proud of himself for being creative in a pinch, though Victor thought the idea was beyond ridiculous.

“I’ve got an inspiration. Want to hear it?”

“Frankly, no. Victor, just get my locations fast. I mean in one week. From what you’ve just seen, you can tell what we need. So get moving and report back in seven days with what you’ve found. You’ve never failed this studio before. You won’t fail us now. I know it.”

The producer’s voice had a threatening edge. Victor’s spirit sagged under the immense weight that had been put on his shoulders. He knew he would be fired if anything in his performance was found wanting.

“Oh, one thing more while you’re here. You have five brothers, so I’m told. They’re all about your size, aren’t they? I thought so. When this thing gets rolling into production, I want a group shot in costume so your family can be part of the show.”

“We’ll see about that. I’m off now. I’ll be back as planned,” Victor said as he stormed out of the meeting.

Victor understood from this meeting that the location for Valley of the Giants had nothing to do with real giants at all. It had to do with the make-believe world of motion pictures and comics. He did not immediately take off for foreign parts. Instead, he thought about the popular imagination and how the kids of today had been trained to like and to associate with make-believe. Victor went to a few films that struck the popular fancy and did research on the locations that had been used for those films. He also talked with some friends in Hollywood, especially Fred Allston, a director looking for work and thus having a few minutes to spare for his friend.

“So which locations do you prefer above all others, Fred?” Victor asked when he got him on the phone.

“For what kind of film, Victor?” Fred was a director with a vivid imagination alongside a yearning for perfection.

“It doesn’t matter. Where do you like to shoot your films for any reason at all?”

“I like Bora Bora for the water and the drinks. I like Zimbabwe for the wild animals—if there are any wild animals there anymore—and the safari culture. I like Belize, except for the black flies, darn them. I like the Grand Canyon because I’m from Arizona.”

“You’re a big help!” Victor’s sarcasm was palpable.

“So go ask someone else, location man. Don’t waste any more of my time. I’m busy looking to get hired,” Fred laughed and hung up, knowing the frustration Victor was feeling.

Victor canvassed his other friends and associates about what the producers and directors wanted to see these days. He looked through a dozen travel magazines to see what was hot in the editors’ minds. Then he decided to see a few monster movies with enormous figures moving through fantasy landscapes. The monsters were not humanoid giants, but they gave the impression of gigantic figures anyway. He liked the Return of the Creature, particularly, even better than The Creature from the Black Lagoon. 

Victor tried to imagine the creature as a human-shaped monster. He thought of the pools he had encountered in the Himalayas and the underground mine. He thought of the gigantic figure of St. Christopher, pictured as a giant carrying the tiny figure of Jesus across deep waters in some religious paintings.

Suddenly, he had a revelation: he would boldly go where everyone seemed to be going these days—to New Zealand and to Thailand. He booked his flights and girded his loins for a whirlwind expedition. He would not stay long in either place. In fact, he only wanted to verify what he had already seen. 

You never knew what was real and what had been made by graphic design personnel in a film. So he scouted the forest setting for Lord of the Rings and then the island setting for The Man with the Golden Gun. When he returned to the States, he went to work with one of the Imagineering experts at the studio. The two worked for forty-eight hours and produced a mini-pilot for the producer.

As soon as everyone sat down to watch in the private theater, Victor smiled, knowing he found what the producer was looking for.

“I’m not going to take up much of your time today. I’ve made a pilot that includes your locations for Valley of the Giants. I think we’re ready. Play it, Sam!” Victor was all hype now. He was in his pitch mode trying to make his enthusiasm infectious.

A producer always enjoys sitting in a small, private theater. In fact, many producers live in small, private theaters. They only emerge long enough to shake a few hands, sign or deposit checks, eat and relieve themselves. This producer for Valley of the Giants was no exception. All ten seats in the theater were filled for this instant production by Victor Mirabile. When the film started, the John Williams’ opening music for Star Wars played. The New Zealand landscape shown in Lord of the Rings was shown with an overlay of the title Valley of the Giants. The audience sat up straight in their chairs in anticipation.

Then in quick succession, the film continued with cuts complete with their original music from the critical monster scenes of Mothra, Return of the Creature, and Jurassic Park. Finally, clips showed the James Bond film figures Nick Nack and Jaws. The final image was of him smiling with all his metal teeth gleaming. The traditional James Bond denouement music played while the sequence faded to white, and again the title Valley of the Giants filled the screen before the final fade to white.

When the lights came on, the producer sat brooding, with his hands folded in a steeple. Everyone awaited the impresario’s verdict. Finally, he smiled broadly and said, “I like the settings. If only Richard Dawson Kiel were still alive, I’d find a way to work him into the film!”

“Perhaps there’s a way to insert his image into the film graphically.”

“Excellent idea, Victor. Make a note of that Becky. So, Victor, let’s schedule our venues and get rolling. I want an Assistant Location Manager at each venue starting tomorrow or at latest the next. Advance work, envelopes of cash, the works. Make it all happen. Meanwhile, if you’ve got a minute, I’d like to show you a few details I’m working on.”

The giants who had assembled for the viewing departed from the small theater nodding and muttering among themselves. Finally, Mr. Stewart and Becky, his Executive Assistant, remained with Victor.

“Becky, will you roll our sequences, please.”

On the screen, a fanfare from Copeland was followed by the image of the Jolly Green Giant, who with a wave of his hand introduced the rustic dance of the Yetis, whose choreography was lifted straight from the great age of stage musicals. This was followed by a clip showing the studio footage of the story of Jack and the Beanstalk, featuring the tallest and shortest males on the planet. An antic dance of the Sasquatches came next. Wilt Chamberlain appeared talking with two children, each of whom was one-third of the size of the towering basketball player. The finale was the march through New York City by the Stay Puft Marshmallow Man in Ghostbusters. 

Mr. Stewart asked, “Well, Victor, what do you think?”

“I think it’s going to take a lot of work to mash everything together into a compelling film. Also, I’m not sure Mr. Tubby Soft-Squeeze belongs in a film about giants. Maybe you should consider the Statue of Liberty from the other Ghostbusters film?”

“Maybe you’re right, Victor. By the way, while you were gone, we took a message from a woman claiming she was your guide up in Canada on the Sasquatch thing in the mine. She asked that you give her a ring when you got the chance. Right now, we’ve gotta go. Come on, Becky, let’s get over to the studio for that group picture.”

****
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“HI, VICTOR. I JUST wanted to call about what we saw here in Canada.”

“Yes, April. I’m sorry I was out when you called. I just got back from overseas. What did you want to say?”

“I really don’t think we should disturb the Sasquatches that we found. It wouldn’t be right for us to blow their cover or invade their space. Do you think you can convince your film people not to use the mine venue as a shooting location after all?” April was deeply concerned because she knew how hard Victor had worked to find the perfect Sasquatch location for his film.

Victor took a deep breath. Under the circumstances, he could make April happy without lying to her.

“April, providentially, we won’t use the Mica Mountain venue in the film at all. You’re free to publicize the location or not after we release our film.”

“Victor, I won’t be publicizing the Sasquatches. They have enough trouble staying away from predatory humans as it is. It’s a miracle they’ve survived as long as they have. Imagine having to live in an underground cavern all your life.”

“Coming from Hollywood, I can more than imagine that. Anyway, thanks again for being my guide.”

“Don’t mention it, Victor. Come again anytime. You’re the kindest, gentlest giant I’ve ever known.”

“It’s good of you to mention that, April, but in the land I live in, I don’t even make the cut as a giant. You might make it, just, how tall are you again?”

“Hahaha. Seven-feet one inch in my stocking feet.”

“I’ll see what I can do to arrange an audition for you.”

“Really?”

“Maybe. I’ll be in touch.”
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​Lorelei
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Lorelei Jenssen was not the most beautiful woman in the world, but she had a most unusual singing voice. When she sang, young men were enthralled, and young women were smitten with envy. She had a reputation for luring suitors who uniformly met misfortune. Over forty handsome men had already died when the famous painter Ronald Stevens decided to try his luck at winning Lorelei’s hand. He chose to do so by indirect, devious means, and that is probably why he lived to tell his story.

Stevens was a remarkable painter generally, but as a portraitist he was unparalleled. Beautiful women flocked to his studio to audition for his paintings because a “Stevens Girl” need never worry about attaining fame. Stevens’ paintings of women caught the popular imagination that made the advertising moguls salivate. When he painted a “Stevens Girl” beside a product, the sales of that product were suddenly phenomenal. The female subject normally went on to be the poster girl for other products. A few became major actresses. 

Ronald knew that he had developed a winning combination. He was in the prime of his professional life. He wanted to find a woman who could stand beside him in the heat of his fame as an equal. Lorelei Jenssen was his pick. He did not rush into the fray. Instead, he bided his time. He studied her history. He recognized patterns others might have missed because he was an artist, and as such, he knew how illusions could be used to trick the mind and heart. 

Lorelei’s beauty was a matter of illusions that he as a painter could capture on canvas: her copper hair, her flawless white skin, her sparkling blue eyes, the graceful form of her hands, every part of her he sketched from photographs. The more he studied her, the more he loved her and the more he was intrigued by her power over him.

Ronald refused to be rushed to engage the woman even though he felt drawn to her by powerful, invisible arms. Whenever the impulse to rush was about to overcome, the painter went back to painting his matchless subject from her graven images. He finally brought his studies of her parts into a single, integrated figure. 
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