
              The Long Con:                    
Five Months of Scamminʼ 

 
 
I think Iʼm in a reality T.V. show…..except itʼs only on the internet……and my 
momʼs watching. 
 
***** 
 
My girlfriend tells me that Iʼve got two girlfriends; herself and my producer, Sage.  
Sage is an old, dear friend of mine but Iʼve grown to dread his phone calls.  
Whenever his number comes up on my call display itʼs always to tell me that I 
have a massive film project to shoot, a press kit to create or a feature film script 
to write.  And it has to be uploaded by Sunday.  The fact that weʼre all doing 
some of the best work weʼve ever done almost takes the sting out of never 
having a weekend. 
 
***** 
 
Iʼve written a film that is inspired by some horrible things that have happened to 
my grandfather.  I havenʼt told him about it yet.  If he had given me all of the 
money he gave away to the Jamaican lottery scam last December, I wouldnʼt 
need to be in this contest.  Our film would already be in production right now. 
 
***** 
 
My director, Patrick, is cheating on his wife.  Three nights a week he tells her heʼs 
going out with the boys to watch the UFC fights but what heʼs really doing is 
driving across town to a dark basement and working with our editor, Dan, to put 
together this weekʼs mission.  He comes home at 4 in the morning, reeking of 
transitions and title sequences, his collar smudged with cinecoup bumpers. 
 
***** 
 
Iʼm living a double life.  In my everyday, “regular life” I work at a high school in 
Kerrisdale.  Last week in my “cinecoup life” I shot a video where Iʼm making out 



with a woman in bed, shot-gunning a flat of Cariboo beer and running around 
buck naked in an alley.  Iʼm terrified because itʼs only a matter of time before the 
former finds out about the latter.  
 
***** 
 
I was at the Cinecoup West Coast Party at Republic in late April, talking with 
Liam, the lead in our film.  “It was a tough week, last week,” he said, “ I got 
dropped by my agent.” 
 
I looked around the room at his face plastered on Scam posters all over the 
place, my own necktie completely covered with stickers of his face, beautiful 
women everywhere with tattoos of his face all over their bodies, loops of his 
performance in the Scam trailer being played constantly on every T.V. in the bar.  
“Oh,” I said, momentarily thinking back to the hundreds of stickers of his face that 
I had placed all over, in and around Trafalgar Square, Big Ben, and 
Shakespeareʼs Globe Theatre on my trip to London a few days earlier, “Does 
your agent know that youʼre about to be a star?” 
 
***** 
 
“Should I wear the blue make up?”, my director Patrick asked as we prepared to 
drink a flat of Cariboo beer for our Alien Abduction spoof. 
 
“Yup,” I said, “But itʼll make you look like a smurf.”  Binge Drinky Smurf. 
 
***** 
 
The following phone call hasnʼt happened yet, but I get goosebumps just thinking 
about it: 
 
“Hello?” 
 
“Grampa, itʼs Allen.” 
 
“Allen, how are you?” 
 
“Iʼm well, Grampa, listen, what are you up to tonight?  I want to take you to the 
theatre to watch a movie with me.  I wrote it……itʼs about you…..I think youʼre 
going to like how it ends.” 

                                                  


