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“I can’t believe we’re finally filming!”

“Ruff!” Teddy, Martha Mayfield’s small, fluffy, white Coton de Tulear, agreed. 

“I know,” Pru Armstrong, her friend and roommate, chimed in. She smiled at her friend Doris, who smiled back. 

They had just finished filming a scene for the first episode of Martha’s retired lady detective TV drama. Undeterred when her agent Trish had been unable to sell her previous princess movie screenplay, Martha decided to try her hand at a TV show, featuring a retired lady detective who solved cases two not-so-hot shots in her old office couldn’t. 

Trish hadn’t been able to sell Martha’s idea – yet – but had encouraged her to keep working on the scripts. Pru had borrowed a book from the library about how to make your own independent movie, and Martha was hooked on the idea of making the whole thing herself. They’d even had acting lessons from a real Hollywood actress earlier that year.

With six episodes written and ready to film, Martha had launched a crowdfunding campaign, which brought in the total of six thousand dollars. She’d managed to find outfits for the cast, who were mostly her friends, from the local thrift shop, where she volunteered.

And now, she’d taken the plunge and hired a director, cameraman, sound guy, and wardrobe/makeup girl. 

The crew had arrived yesterday – Monday – and it had been full steam ahead. They were staying at the local motel, and Paul, the manager, had given Martha a generous discount, but it was another expense they had to account for.

“I can’t believe Fiona transformed your living room like this,” Doris spoke. 

Martha glanced around. The cheery yellow sofa was covered with a red couch cover, and her armchairs were covered with the same kind of fabric. The small change somehow made the room look totally different.

“We sure were lucky Leila recommended her.” Martha nodded, her springy gray curls bouncing around her head. Instead of wearing her usual tracksuit, she wore her retired lady detective’s outfit – a blue blouse, a roomy beige jacket with lots of pockets, and beige slacks. “Fiona volunteered to fix up the set as well!” She grinned. 

“Ruff!” Teddy wagged his tail. He’d finished one of his scenes with Martha, sitting on the red sofa while Martha told him where they were up to in their investigation. 

“Martha and Doris, I need you on set!” Derek, the director, gestured for them to stand in front of the sofa. In his forties, he had thick, dark, jaw-length hair he raked back from his face when he was concentrating. 

“Do I look okay?” Doris pushed a limp strand of hair off her brow. She played a waitress – in real life she worked as a kitchen hand at Gary’s Burger Diner – in this episode, and had already saved Martha from a “bad” guy played by Ed, the pastry chef from the local Norwegian Forest Cat Café. He had monster rolling pins for arms, but was a cat lover and volunteered at the local animal shelter. That scene had been shot at the diner, thanks to Gary’s willingness to let them film before he opened for lunch. 

Pru eyed her friend’s “waitress” outfit, a pale blue dress with a round white collar and white apron, and nodded. “You look great.”

“Thanks.” Doris smiled, then walked over to the sofa to take her place.

“Martha?” There was a touch of impatience in Derek’s voice. 

“Oops. Coming!” Martha walked the few steps required without her rolling black walker. She didn’t want her retired lady detective to be burdened with one on screen. 

Pru had kept a discreet eye on her, trying to make sure Martha didn’t tire herself out too much, but since Martha played the main character, she was in a lot of the scenes. 

“This is so exciting!” Zoe looked like she wanted to jump into the frame with them. Her brunette pixie cut took on a life of its own, the cute strands sticking up here and there. She ran the Norwegian Forest Cat Café with her cousin Lauren, and they were both in one of the episodes.

“It is,” Pru replied, “but—” she lowered her voice, although no one seemed to be paying attention to them, all eyes on Martha and Doris “—I hope we can get all six episodes filmed in the next nine days.” 

“It is a lot at once,” Zoe agreed. “But look at how much Martha has achieved already.” She swept an arm around the transformed living room, now more reflective of a sober, retired lady detective, than a tracksuit-wearing senior with a zest for life. 

“It’s not Martha I’m worried about – it’s the crew,” Pru admitted. “I just hope they can keep up with her.”

“I hope I can keep up with her!” Zoe giggled. 

Pru nodded, then pressed her lips together as Derek gave them an admonishing look. 

“And, action!” he commanded. 

Doris launched into her dialogue, and Martha responded. Pru thought the short scene went well. 

“Cut!” Derek glanced over at Aaron, the cameraman. Middle-aged and slouchy, he seemed to have a permanent air of disagreeableness.

“Can you do another take?” Aaron asked gruffly. “She’s moving around too much.” He pointed at Doris.

“Her name is Doris,” Martha told him. “And I thought she was moving just the right amount. So was I.”

“Then Doris isn’t going to be in the frame all the time,” Aaron shot back. 

“I’m sorry.” Doris flushed. 

“It’s okay,” Derek told her. “We’ll do it again. What if you two sit on the sofa and you tell Martha’s character what you saw at the restaurant?”

“Sitting would be good.” Martha promptly sat. So did Doris.

“Great,” Derek said. “Now let’s shoot the scene again.” He glanced over at Aaron. “Ready?”

“Maybe you’d better ask him if he’s ready.” Aaron jerked a thumb at Curt, the sound guy, a tall, wiry man wearing flesh-colored earpieces. 

Curt shot Aaron a look and shook his head. “I’m always ready.” 

“Good.” Derek nodded. “And, action!”

Martha and Doris repeated their lines and Pru noticed Derek smile. 

“Cut!” His smile got bigger. “Any problems?” He turned to Aaron and Curt.

“No,” Curt replied 

“Nuh,” Aaron answered. 

“Good. Then we’ll go on to the next scene.” Derek checked his watch. “What if we shoot for another hour tonight?”

Aaron groaned, but Curt nodded.

“I can’t wait for my turn,” Zoe said. “Which episode is your character in again?”

“Two,” Pru answered. 

“And I’m in three. I think it’s genius that Martha wrote parts for us doing the same stuff we do in real life.”

“It is.” Pru glanced over at Martha still sitting on the couch, praising Doris’s performance. “I just hope I’m as active as Martha when I’m in my seventies.”

“I bet you will be.” Zoe grinned. “I’d better be, too!”

They both laughed. 

“Martha and Teddy.” Derek consulted a sheet of paper. “We’ll do your scene at the end of the episode.”

“Already?” Martha asked. 

“I did explain yesterday that we won’t be able to shoot all the scenes in order, especially with such a tight schedule. We might even have to film a scene from episode two, and then a scene from episode four, to make the best use of our time.”

“Yeah, since this is a real low budget production,” Aaron muttered, standing near a back light.

“Aaron,” Derek warned, 

“What?” Aaron shrugged. “Just sayin’.”

“Is everything okay?” Fiona bustled in from Martha’s bedroom, which had been designated the temporary changing room. She was plump and cheerful, her light brown hair bouncing around her cheeks in an artful layered cut. She held out a pair of black yoga pants, which contrasted with her outfit of wide-legged denim jeans and a red top with butterfly sleeves.

“Yes.” Derek eyed the yoga pants. “They’re not wearing those in this episode.”

“I know. I was just getting them ready for Pru,” Fiona replied. 

“Thanks.” Pru smiled at her. 

“Good.” Derek nodded. “We can film some of Pru’s scenes next since she’s here.”

“Wait until I tell my agent Trish all about this!” Martha grinned. “She said to keep her posted.”

“I’m not sure if she meant daily,” Pru cautioned. 

“Trish loves hearing from me! And Teddy, of course.”

“Ruff!”

“You are such a cute boy.” Fiona winked at him. 

“Ruff!” Yes! He wagged his tail at her. 

“Just you wait, little guy,” Martha told him. “One day we’ll be driving down Sunset Boulevard in a zippy red convertible, the top down, waving to everyone. And everyone will know who we are because my retired lady detective is such a hit, and movie studios will be begging to give Teddy millions of dollars to star in their new movie!”

“That certainly is an image.” Derek smiled slightly. “Okay, everyone, let’s get this going. It’s Martha and Teddy’s final scene for episode one, and then we can shoot Pru and Martha.”

“Come on.” Fiona dangled the yoga pants in front of Pru. “You can get changed now, and then you’ll be ready for your scene. It’s a good thing Martha wears the same outfit a lot – it saves time in wardrobe.”

Pru cast a backward glance – Martha and Teddy were already sitting on the sofa and Derek looked like he was about to yell Action. 

Once she was in Martha’s bedroom, Fiona closed the door. 

“I won’t look,” she promised, turning her back while Pru took off her jeans and donned the yoga pants. 

“Thanks. What am I wearing with these?”

“I thought a green T-shirt.” Fiona turned around and sifted through the metal clothes rack that now took up a corner of the bedroom. “I think it’s a more interesting color than white. It will look good with your auburn hair, which we’ll put in a ponytail. Besides, Martha’s main outfit is blue and beige. I like to have contrasting colors when I’m in charge of the wardrobe, as long as they don’t clash. Unless that’s part of the story.”

“Have you worked on a show that’s as low budget as ours before?” Pru asked.

Fiona busied herself at the clothes rack while Pru whipped off her blouse and pulled the T-shirt over her head.

“Not for a while,” she replied, “although I did get my start in student films. When Martha contacted me about this job, I asked Leila, the videographer you met recently, for her opinion, and she thought it could be a lot of fun. She said she’d enjoyed meeting you and Martha. It was just a shame that other stuff happened.”

“It was.” Pru knew she was referring to the death that had occurred when Leila’s boyfriend helped Martha raise money for her show through a crowdfunding platform. 

“I’ll do your makeup next.”

Pru sat down in front of Martha’s dressing table, while Fiona applied powder to her face. 

“You have gorgeous skin,” Fiona complimented her. “You’re so easy to do.”

“Thanks.” Pru smiled. 

The sound of raised voices reached the bedroom. Then, “Ruff!”

Pru and Fiona looked at each other in surprise. 

“I’d better find out what’s happening.” Pru hurried out of the bedroom and into the living room.

“Ruff!” Teddy ran around her in circles. “Ruff!”

“You’ve upset Teddy.” Martha scowled at Aaron. “He was perfectly fine where he was. I don’t know why you had to shove your camera in his face.”

“What’s going on?” Pru bent down and gently stroked Teddy. The calming worked, and he settled down quickly, nudging her leg with his head. 

“Aaron decided he needed a close up of Teddy but he scared him.” Martha continued to glare at the cameraman.

“Don’t do that again,” Derek told him. “We can use what we already shot for that scene. We don’t have time for fancy camera angles. Let’s just stick with what works.”

“Amateur,” Aaron grumbled under his breath.

“What did you say?” Derek raised an eyebrow.

“Nothing.” Aaron busied himself with his equipment. 

Curt observed his colleagues, but kept quiet. 

“Pru, are you ready for your scene?” Derek turned to her.

“Yes.” Thank goodness she’d already learnt her lines, even though she hadn’t expected to do any acting this evening. 

After a full day at the library, she’d returned home that afternoon to find they’d already started filming one of Martha’s scenes with Teddy. 

“We’re gonna shoot this scene right here,” Martha told her. “My retired lady detective is gonna have the yoga teacher come to her house to give her a lesson.”

“You’re going to wear that outfit?” Derek glanced at Martha’s jacket and slacks.

“I could wear one of my tracksuits,” Martha offered. “I wear them all the time in real life, but I don’t think my retired lady detective is a tracksuit kind of lady. She’s more formal in her clothing. Hmm. Which color would be best for her? Not the fuchsia, or the turquoise. Maybe the blue. What about the—”

“Let me take a look at the blue,” Fiona jumped in.

“It’s in my closet,” Martha said.

Fiona bustled to the bedroom, returning a minute later with the pastel blue outfit. “Is this it?”

“Yep!”

Fiona eyed it, and then Martha. “I think it will work.”

“Goody.” Martha beamed. 

Derek checked his watch. “Put it on, and then we’ll shoot the yoga scene.”

“I hope we’re gonna do floaty arms,” Martha called as she trundled her walker to the bedroom. “That’s my favorite pose.”

“Floaty arms?” Derek glanced at Pru.

“It’s a Gold Leaf Valley thing,” she attempted to explain.

“You’re a yoga teacher in real life, right?” Derek asked.

“Yes. I teach a small class in the church hall on Tuesday nights.” But not this week.

“I’m ready and raring to go!” Martha barreled toward them like a race car driver, stopping her walker at the last second. Her cheeks were flushed but she looked bright and cheerful in her tracksuit. 

“We’re going to film it in front of the sofa again,” Derek said.

“Again?” Aaron heaved a sigh. 

“What about outside?” Martha proposed. “In my backyard?”

“That’s a good idea,” Derek told her, “but it will take time for us to set up out there and the sun sets around eight p.m. here.”

“Well, poop.” Martha looked disappointed. “I guess you’re right. I’ve been waiting so long to make my retired lady detective show come to life, I don’t want anything to stop it from happening.”

“I don’t think that’s possible,” Pru told her with a smile.

“I think you were born to play her,” Doris said shyly.

“Thanks.” Martha grinned at both of them. “You too, Zoe. If you hadn’t written your princess movie screenplay which inspired me, all this—” she waved a hand around the living room “—might never have happened.”

“You’re welcome.” Zoe smiled. She’d managed to sell her screenplay and it had been made into a movie by a Hollywood production company, with some of the locals playing small parts. 

“I need Martha and Pru in front of the sofa,” Derek instructed.

“Let’s go!” Martha walked the few steps to the sofa, her arms outstretched for balance. 

“Are you sure you’re not too tired?” Pru checked. 

“Nope,” Martha replied vigorously. “Although, maybe we can order pizza for dinner tonight.”

“Good idea.” The last thing she wanted to think about right now was cooking their evening meal. Filming was exciting, but overwhelming. 

“Pru, take Martha through a few easy poses. And Martha, doing yoga gives you an idea that helps you crack the case.”

“You betcha!” Martha waved her arms in the air. At Derek’s questioning glance, she replied, “Floaty arms.”

“Got that, Aaron?” Derek asked. 

“Yeah.”

Pru stumbled over her first line, then recovered. Derek made them film the scene twice, then declared himself satisfied. 

“That was good,” he praised. “Now, Martha, why don’t you and Teddy shoot the final scene in this episode
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