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“I can’t believe we’re gonna have our first acting lesson!” Martha Mayfield’s eyes sparkled with excitement and her gray curls sprang around her face. Dressed in a turquoise track suit, she looked like she was on her way to a senior activity, not waiting for a Hollywood actress to appear on her doorstep. 

“Is she here yet?” Zoe asked. Her brunette pixie cut had a few strands sticking up, as if standing to attention.

“Not yet,” Pru Armstrong reported. “I’ve just looked out the front – again.” 

“It will definitely be interesting to meet Tandy Tabor,” their friend Claire said. Tall, blonde, and athletic, she wore black yoga pants and a fuzzy blue sweater. “I wish Molly could be here, but she’s tucked up in bed right now.” She spoke of her daughter who was currently in elementary school. 

“Won’t Tandy be surprised when she sees us all?” Martha rubbed her hands in glee. “Thank you all for coming – it means a lot.” 

“You’re welcome.” Lauren smiled. She, along with her cousin Zoe, ran the Norwegian Forest Cat Café in the small town. 

“I’m looking forward to seeing her,” Brooke, the local hairstylist, spoke. ​Her chestnut locks, cut in a long bob with feathered ends, had attractive reddish highlights. The hair color flattered her friendly green eyes. “There was an old show on TV last week, and she had the starring role! I couldn’t believe it when I saw it.”

“When was this?” Doris pushed a limp strand of hair off her brow. She wore comfortable looking jeans and a green sweater.

“Last Thursday,” Brooke replied. “It was a sitcom about a single mom raising a family.”

“We can ask her about it when she arrives.” Martha grinned. 

“Ruff!” Teddy, Martha’s small, white Coton de Tulear, agreed, a big smile on his furry face.

Martha had written a TV series about a retired lady detective who solved police cases that the two young not so hot shot detectives at her old station couldn’t. Martha had even gained an agent, Trish, but so far Trish hadn’t been able to sell the series to anyone. 

That hadn’t deterred Martha, though. She’d come up with the idea of making the TV show herself, with the help of a library book her friend and roommate, Pru, had given her. 

Trish had been intrigued with the idea, and had recommended they take acting lessons. 

Not only that, but Martha had created roles in the episodes for her friends. Since Pru led a yoga class every Tuesday night in the church hall, it had seemed natural to include everyone from that class in the show. 

That meant Martha had written six episodes, and Pru, Lauren, Zoe, Claire, Brooke, and Doris had their own part in one of them. 

“Ruff! Ruff!” Teddy darted toward the front door at the sound of an approaching vehicle.

“That must be her!” Martha barreled her rolling walker after him. 

By the time Pru reached the front door, Martha was already opening it.

“It’s her! It’s her!” Martha made her way onto the porch and waved. 

Car headlights punctured the black January night. A few stars twinkled in the velvet sky, and a street lamp down the road cast an orange glow on the cottages and houses that lined the street. 

Some were original Victorian and some were faux, like Martha’s duplex, although the other side had been vacant for a couple of months now. 

A woman of medium height gracefully got out of the black sedan and strolled toward them. She wore tailored gray slacks, a cashmere sweater in the lightest of pink, and a tasteful gold necklace decorating her slim neck. 

“I’m looking for Martha Mayfield.” Her voice was smooth and cultured. “I’m Tandy Tabor.” 

“That’s me!” Martha waved at her. “I’m Martha. And this here is Pru, and Teddy.”

“Ruff! Ruff!” Teddy wagged his tail like a helicopter propellor, and parted his lips in a doggy smile. 

“It’s a pleasure to meet you.” Tandy smiled, looking a lot younger than her reported sixty-plus years. Her face was wrinkle free and a little plump as if her skin had just been refreshed, but she looked very attractive. Her blonde hair was expertly cut and styled in a chic bob, the length perfect on her. 

“Let me introduce everyone else,” Martha said eagerly. “We’ve got Lauren, and Zoe – they run the café and you’ve gotta try their cupcakes and coffee. Then there’s Brooke, who is the best hairstylist ever, so make sure you visit her salon while you’re here. And this is Claire, who likes doing sporty things and is real good at them. And Doris, who works at Gary’s Burger Diner and is a real trouper. And of course, my pal Pru, who works at the library, but one day she’s gonna be the head honcho of all the libraries in California. She’s also my roomie. And this is Teddy, my dog, who loves playing games and is real good company.”

“Ruff!”

“He’s delightful.” Tandy reached down, and then hesitated. “May I pet him?” 

“Go for it,” Martha told her, “but not on the head. On the shoulder.”

“Wuff.” Teddy accepted the soft caress and brushed against Tandy’s pants. 

“Oops, he’s put a bit of fluff on you,” Martha said apologetically.

“No problem.” Tandy brushed the soft bit of white fur off her smart slacks. 

“Let’s go inside. We can’t have you standing out in the cold night air.” Martha ushered her inside the small duplex. 

“We thought we could have the lessons in the living room,” Pru said once they all gathered in the cheery room. There was a large yellow sofa and matching armchairs in the center, along with a coffee table. 

“Mm,” Tandy replied, glancing around. 

“Trish did tell you there’d be a few of us, didn’t she?” Martha asked a touch anxiously.

“Yes.” Tandy nodded, her chic bob highlighting her expertly applied but subtle make-up. “That is not a problem. But the space might be. We’ll be doing some warming up exercises, as well as role playing and going over your scripts. I’m not sure if this space will be big enough.”

Martha’s expression fell. 

“I’m sure we can manage something,” Tandy added hastily. “Don’t worry.”

“Would you like something to drink?” Pru asked. “Have you come straight from Los Angeles or did you stop at the motel first?”

“I went to the motel and freshened up,” Tandy replied. “But a cup of coffee would be nice.”

“Coming right up!” Martha barreled to the kitchen, Teddy following by her side. 

“I can’t believe you’re here!” Zoe grinned. “We’re so lucky Trish was able to get you!”

“You’re Zoe?” Tandy looked at her. 

“Yep!”

“Trish mentioned you,” Tandy replied. “She said it was a shame you hadn’t written any more scripts. She loved your princess movie, and so did I, by the way.”

“Really?” Zoe looked like she was going to have a fan girl moment. “Wow! But you probably know they decided not to make any more of those movies, and I’m not a gritty western kind of person, and that seems to be the in thing at the moment. Now I’m making pottery mugs for the café and painting my own designs on them.”

“They sell out quickly,” Lauren put in.

“You must show me.” Tandy smiled.

“We will! How about a cupcake and cappuccino on the house?” Zoe glanced at Lauren, who nodded. 

“We’d love to have you visit. Annie, my cat, will lead you to your table and talk to you.”

“Now that is something I’ll have to experience.” 

“Here we are.” Martha trundled through from the kitchen, the cup of coffee balanced on her black vinyl walker seat. Nice and hot, fresh from the pot!” She handed it to Tandy, then looked around at everyone else. “Oops. Does anyone else want one?”

“I’m good,” Brooke said.

Pru noticed Doris hesitating. 

“How about a hot chocolate? It’s from a mix, but like Martha says, it’s not bad,” she offered.

Everyone suddenly said yes, and Pru found herself in the kitchen making hot chocolate for everyone while Martha entertained Tandy in the living room. 

“Can I help?” Doris came into the kitchen.

“That would be great.” She smiled at her friend. “I’ll make them and you can take them out.”

“It’s exciting having Tandy here,” Doris said, “but I don’t know what to say to her.”

“I understand.” Pru felt that way herself. “But I’m sure Martha will say enough for both of us.”

They laughed. 

“I can’t believe Martha has accomplished so much,” Doris continued as Pru poured hot water into each mug and mixed up the cocoa concoction. “It makes me feel – I don’t know – like I’m not doing anything with my life.”

“Don’t forget Martha is retired and doesn’t have to earn a living anymore,” Pru said. “She has plenty of leisure to work on her TV show, and I’m glad she’s got an interest like that. I find I don’t have much time for anything extra after working at the library and yoga.”

“What about Jesse?” Doris sneaked a peek at her.

She blushed. 

“I think it’s the same for him, with his police work.” She’d been dating the detective for a few months now, but sometimes it was hard to see him since they both had busy schedules. 

“And your involvement in Martha’s senior sleuthing club,” Doris continued. 

“That just happens,” she replied. 

“I hope it doesn’t happen now,” Doris replied. “I think it’s great that you and Martha and Teddy discover the killers before the police do, but I’m really looking forward to these acting lessons. It will be something totally different!”

“I know.” Pru smiled at her. “I feel that way too. And if Martha can actually make her first script into a real TV episode, that will be amazing.”

“Won’t it!” Doris picked up two steaming hot mugs. “I just can’t wait!”

Once everyone had a cup of hot cocoa, they got settled and looked expectantly at Tandy, who sat on the yellow sofa. Pru found herself perching on one of the kitchen chairs brought into the living room, but she didn’t mind. She was full of admiration for Martha and her determination to get things done. Six months ago, she would have found it hard to believe that one day she would take acting lessons from a Hollywood actress, and now here she was, along with her friends.  

“What’s it like being an actress?” Zoe asked.

“Fabulous!” Tandy smiled. “When everything is going well, it’s the best job in the world. But there have been times when I’ve been out of work, and not sure when I’m going to get my next role. That can be dispiriting.”

“I can imagine,” Pru sympathized. 

“Have you read my scripts?” Martha asked eagerly.

“The first episode,” Tandy said. “I read it last night. I drove down here from Hollywood – I thought it would be fun to take a road trip. I love your retired lady character, Martha. If I wasn’t booked to make this TV pilot, I would be asking if I could play that role.”

“Really?” Martha looked flattered. “I would love you to play her but ...” she paused. 

Pru glanced at her and nodded encouragingly. 

“I sort of thought I would like to play her myself,” Martha finished in a rush.

After a moment, Tandy nodded. “I can just imagine you as her. You definitely have an imagination, Martha, and although I’ve just met you, I think you share some of the same traits as your lady detective.”

“That’s why Trish thought it would be a good idea to get some acting lessons,” Martha added. “I wanna make this series myself, but how can I afford to pay real actors? Especially of your caliber. That’s why I thought it would be fun if all of my friends could have a part in the series.”

“Even if we crowdfund and raise some money, it might not be enough to pay all the real actresses and actors we’d require,” Pru said. 

“And you’ll need the money for other expenses.” Tandy nodded. 

“Is it actress or actor these days?” Claire suddenly asked. “When I read an article in a magazine when I’m waiting in line at the supermarket, even actresses are called actors.”

“I used to be called an actress when I started out, but everyone’s called actor now,” Tandy replied. “So everyone’s equal.” Tandy set her mug down on the coffee table in front of her. “Well, shall we get started?” 

“Yeah!” Martha nodded so vigorously, her springy gray curls bounced around her head. 

“Ruff!” Teddy agreed, sitting on the floor at Martha’s feet. Martha sat next to Tandy on the sofa. 

“What do we do?” Doris asked hesitantly. 

“First, we stand up and stretch.” Tandy demonstrated. Pru noticed that she had wonderful posture, her back straight and elegant. 

“Then what?” Zoe asked eagerly.

“We shake our arms gently, then our legs.” Tandy demonstrated. Somehow she still looked elegant, and not silly.

Everyone copied Tandy, then looked expectantly at her for the next instruction. 

“Now we’ll concentrate on our breathing.”

“We do that all the time in Pru’s yoga class.” Martha chuckled. 

“Excellent.” Tandy smiled. “That will make things a lot easier.”

“We’re not going to do that trust exercise where you have to fall backwards and trust someone is going to catch you, are we?” Doris sounded worried. 

“Not if you don’t want to,” Tandy reassured her.

“Oh, good.” Doris let out a sigh of relief, echoed by some of the others. 

“When do we get to start acting out my first episode?” Martha asked eagerly.

“I know I’m only here for a week, but I thought we could cover some of the basics first,” Tandy explained. “Then we’ll get to your script, Martha. Don’t worry.”

Now it was Martha’s turn to look relieved. 

By the time they’d done Tandy’s warm up exercises, there was a buzz of laughter in the room. 

“Now I understand what you meant about needing a bigger room,” Martha said. 

The armchairs had been pushed back and the only furniture still in its place was the sofa and the large screen TV.

“What about the church hall tomorrow night?” Pru suggested. Turning to Tandy, she explained, “We usually have yoga class there on Tuesdays so it won’t be a problem.”

“And the hall is much bigger than here.” Lauren looked apologetically at Martha.

“I’m sure Father Mike won’t mind,” Martha put in. “Hey! What if we can use the church hall every night?”

“That’s a great idea.” Pru smiled. “I’ll call Father Mike right now and see if it will be available.”

“Wonderful.” Tandy gave her an approving nod. “Thank you, Pru.”

She dashed into her bedroom to grab her phone and dialed the Episcopalian priest’s number. Luckily, the hall was available for the rest of the week, and he waived her offer to pay the usual ten-dollar nightly fee. 

“I think it’s impressive that Martha is trying to do this,” Father Mike told her. “I’m all for it.”

Pru thanked him and ended the call. She hurried back to the living room, a big smile on her face.  

“Woo hoo!” Martha didn’t wait for her to explain. “There you are, Tandy.”

“It’s going to be awesome!” Zoe grinned. 

“You mean it’s not awesome already?” Lauren teased gently. 

“It definitely is!” Zoe looked over admiringly at Tandy. 

“Why, thank you.” Tandy looked flattered at the praise.

“You must be used to people coming up to you in Hollywood and telling you how much they like watching you in your shows,” Martha said. 

“Not so much lately,” Tandy said wistfully. “But when I was in that sitcom about the single mom, then yes, I used to get stopped at the supermarket sometimes. It’s just a shame the show wasn’t a big success.”

“I saw it last week,” Brooke offered. “You were great in it.”

After a few minutes of reminiscing about that show, Tandy shook her head. “You paid me to give you acting classes, not talk about my past success.”

“But it’s so interesting,” Zoe told her.

“It is,” Doris nodded. 

Tandy glanced at her watch. It had a pale pink strap and a pretty gold interface. 

“I love your watch.” Claire admired it.

“Thank you.” Tandy smiled. “I couldn’t resist buying it. Now, let’s have another hour,” Tandy said. She turned to Martha. “Is that okay with you? It’s not too late?”

“Of course not,” Martha replied stoutly, although Pru detected a hint of weariness in her tone. “That’s what we’re here for!”

“I know.” Tandy sank down on the sofa. “Why don’t we all sit down and do a reading of your first episode, Martha? How many of you are going to act in this episode?”

“Me.” Martha brightened at the suggestion. “And Teddy. I wrote him a part specially, because maybe he’ll be scooped up by Hollywood and become a big fancy star and we’ll drive around in a red convertible and wave to everyone along Sunset Boulevard, and he’ll get paid millions to be in a big movie, but he’ll still prefer to act in my TV series. And Trish can be his agent, and I’ll
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