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The Boy
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THE BOY WAS BORN ON a farm located somewhere in Louisiana. That farm was located in the middle of nowhere, stuck between two hills. And for some reason, the sun always seemed be to setting there. For the first eight years, nothing happened in the boy’s life. At least, nothing worth writing down. And then came the movie.
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The Movie
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THE BOY WAS CALLED August Smith. His parents had named his after the month he was born in. August had just finished his homework and was now walking into the living room. His father was watching something on the television.

“Homework?” His old man grumbled.

“It’s done, Pa.”

“Good.”

August sat down in front of the television. Pa was watching an old western, in which there was a major shoot-out taking place between two groups of cowboys. One group was trying to rob a bank, while the other tried to stop them. And then it happened. One of the defenders shot one of the attackers, who stood on a rooftop. The man lost his balance and fell off the roof. August’s jaw dropped. He had never seen anything like that. He turned to his Pa.

“Is that man really dead, Pa?”

“No, he’s an actor. He just pretends,” Pa paused. “Like you do when you play with Marcus.”

Marcus lived on the nearest farm. August and Marcus often played in the fields. He nodded. Then he turned back to the television. The shoot-out was reaching its climax, with the defenders slowly gaining ground. As they did, an idea gained ground in August’s mind: One day, he was going to be in the movies.
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The Years Pass
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THE YEARS PASSED UNTIL August turned nineteen. He went to school, grew taller and never let go of his goal. His parents tried to talk him out of it. But once he made it clear that he would not change his mind, they supported him. They helped him get two roles: One radio commercial for the local church and the lead in his school play. And then he left for Hollywood...
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August arrives at Hollywood
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AUGUST STEPPED OFF the bus and stretched. It had been a long and boring trip. He got his bag from the bottom of the bus, then got moving. It had been a struggle, but he had managed to find a room in Los Angeles for only twenty dollars per night. It wasn’t much, but it was a start. From the bus station, it was a ten-minute walk to the house where his room was. He opened the door with a key he had collected last week. There was a couch, a table, a bed and a tiny kitchen. He dropped the bag on the bed and began unpacking. 
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August Meets July
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HIS CLOTHES WERE PACKED away in a pair of boxes he had found under the bed. Beyond that, he had only brought a photo of his parents and a pile of paper. So he had some shopping to do. And at the top of the list of things he needed was a bicycle. He took an envelope out of his inner pocket and counted his money. Five-hundred and two dollars. Which was all the money he had. Before he headed out, he checked his reflection in a mirror next to the door. His green eyes looked sharp, his blond hair was short and his beard needed a trim. And if there was anybody more Caucasian then him, August was yet to meet that person. He took a deep breath and got going.

It had been a fifteen minute walk to the bicycle store. Since he didn’t have much money, he would have to go for the most basic model they had. He entered the shop and looked around. It didn’t take him long to find a model he could afford. It was only four-hundred and fifty dollars. He nodded and headed for the cash register. When he got there, he noticed the young lady behind the register. She had long hair, which was tied in a ponytail. It was as black as oil. Her eyes were as brown as her skin and her smile was the purest white. There was another customer in front of him, giving him just enough time to read her nametag. It said July Jones. She finished with the other customer and turned to him.

“May I help you?”

“Yes, I’d like to buy the XR-5.”

“That’s an excellent choice,” July began. “Do you want to take it with you, or should we have it delivered ?”

“I’d like to take it with me now.”

“Very well. That leaves us with only the matter of payment.”

“Cash.” He took out the envelope and counted out four-hundred and fifty dollars. “Here you go.”

She took the money and put it in the register. Then she hit a couple of keys and printed out the receipt. He took it and felt a tingle down his spine as their fingers touched for a couple seconds. 

“Paul?” July said. “Can you get this man a XR-5, please?”

Paul was a heavily muscled man, who had an even heavier mustache.

“What color would you like, sir?”

“Green, please,” August said. “Dark green if you have it.”

“We do, sir,” Paul began. “Please follow me.”

He followed Paul, but his mind was on July. She was wonderful. As he rode home, he wondered if she was single.
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The Studio
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AFTER BUYING THE BIKE, August had gone to the local supermarket and spend his remaining money on groceries. After putting those away, he had shaved. He had not been in the mood to do before, but then he had met July...He finished and checked his reflection. He had used the sink in the kitchen to shave. 

“Better,” He nodded. “Much better.”

August looked at his watch. He had an appointment at twelve o’clock, which was in another two hours. But he decided to go the studio now. It would give him a chance to look around the studio beforehand. He figured it wouldn’t hurt his chances if he knew his way around. So he grabbed his keys and headed out.

Fifteen minutes later, August parked his bicycle and entered the studio. The place was called Diamond Films. It made all sorts of films, from horrors to comedy. And everything in between. The studio complex was massive. He looked around and whistled.

“Impressive, isn’t it?” And old, crackling voice said.

He turned around to see an elderly lady standing next to a trailer. August wondered if she really was an old lady, but said nothing about it.

“Yes, it is, madam.”

“Madam?” The woman smiled. “Just call me Ruth.”

He studied Ruth for a moment. She had green eyes, grey hair and a smile that could melt titanium.

“So, Ruth, what brings you here?”

“I own the place. And what about you?”

“I’ve gotten a job as an extra on Flowers in the Field.”

“Not exactly high quality acting. But it’s a start.”

“And it should pay the bills.”

Ruth nodded. Flowers in the Field was a soap opera set in the fictional Saint Flowers Hospital. And because it was set in the 1930’s, it was a costume piece. 

“And the costume are fabulous.” Ruth said.

“Well, I don’t meant to be rude...”

“But it all looks very itchy to you?”

“Yes,” August took a deep breath. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I have to...”

“Yes, directors tend to get angry at extras who show up late. And they tend to fire said extras.”

“Exactly.”

“Good luck, son,” She smiled. “What’s your name, by the way?”

“August Smith.”

“See you around, August.”

He gave her a smile and headed out.
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Lunch (or lack thereof)
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AFTER FIVE HOURS OF hard work, August had learned more than he had learned in a year of acting school. One thing he had learned was that there was no such thing as lunch breaks in Hollywood. So he had eaten between takes. Another thing he had learned was that the clothes were as itchy as they looked. At the moment, however, they were preparing for another scene. For which the set had to be re-arranged. And that gave August some free time, which he used for a toilet break. He was on his way back, when he heard a familiar voice.

“How is it going, August?”

He turned around to see Ruth. She could apparently see the fatigue in his face and gave him a pat on the shoulder.

“My eyelids feel like they’ve turned to lead.”

“You’ll get used to it.”

Before he could answer, somebody yelled his name. He gave her a smile and bolted to the set. As soon as he stepped onto it, his arm was grabbed by Paul Anders. Anders was the lead actor for Flowers in the Field.

“What were doing talking to Madam Mackenzie?”

“I was just being friendly.”

“Now, you listen to me, punk,” Anders poked him. “If you try to use the old lady as a wheelbarrow, I’ll bury you.”

Before he could answer, the director yelled something and they had to get back to work.
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Three weeks later
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IT HAD TAKEN A WHILE, but August was now used to the insane Hollywood hours. Today, Paul Anders was out with the flu, so the set was a complete mess as they scrambled to salvage the day. August sat against one of many trailers on the complex grounds. These units were on the western side of the grounds and served as dressing rooms. As he did so, he was eating a sandwich. While he ate, he noticed two elderly men sitting at a nearby table. They were arguing about something and he couldn’t help overhearing.

“...no, no, no!” One of the two men began. “A story has to have an opinion, a position, a morale. Or else it is pointless.”

August finished his sandwich and began eating another one. Then he looked up. The man who had spoken had brown eyes and a goatee. He was talking to a man with green eyes and no facial hair. 

“I disagree. If you write, you have to ask questions. But writing in a morale...,” The man scratched his chin. “Is that even possible? Or do morals write themselves if we ask the right questions?”

“Are you saying that a writer shouldn’t have an opinion?”

“I’m saying that it shouldn’t enter into his or hers stories. A writer has to be objective, has to crawl into the skin of the subject and be realistic. If you write about a horse thief, you should write from the point-of-view of the thief. What drives, who he is. Not from the point-of-view of a judge. Objectivity is the key.”

“So, questions and objectivity equal morale.”

“I don’t know for sure. I just try.”

The brown eyed man smiled. He leaned back with a thoughtful look and was about to say something when there was a scream.
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Murder
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AUGUST DROPPED HIS sandwich and ran. They were not shooting yet, so he knew it wasn’t part of a scene. When he got there, he found Bernice Kyle – the leading lady of Flowers in the Field – screaming at the top off her lungs. She was also pointing to something with a trembling finger. He followed it and saw something that nearly made his lunch come back out. There was a body on the floor, with a scorched patch of flesh on the chest. And from the looks of it, the body had once been Paul Anders. Then his smelled the corpse and his stomach rebelled. This time, he was not able to keep it in. Afterwards, he took a deep breath and then went to find a toilet.

It took him ten minutes to calm his stomach down to the point where he could limp out of the toilet. When he did, the studio Security people had already cleared the crime scene of people and sealed it with special tape. The body was covered up with a sheet, but August still felt a wave of nausea. He made his way to Stage 9. It was empty and silent. August sat on the floor and sighed.

“First time you’ve seen a body?”

It was the brown eyed man from before. August nodded yes and sighed again.

“That’s nothing to be ashamed off,” The man smiled. “I’m Alexander Mackenzie, I’m Ruth’s husband. And let me tell you something...,” Mackenzie sat down on the floor next to August. “That sick, twisted feeling in the pit of your stomach, that’s perfectly normal.”

“How do you know what I’m feeling?”

“Before Ruth inherited this studio from her father, I spent twenty years in the US Marine Corps. I was a Lieutenant-Colonel when I retired. And I know shell shock when I see it,” August nodded. “It’s when your stomach stops turning at the sight of a dead person that you should start getting worried.”

“Can we talk about something else, please?” August said, while running his hands through his hair. “Anything else?”

“Okay. What do you want to talk about?”

“Who was that guy you were arguing with before...”

“Angus Janssen, he is our Chief Writer. We were having a heated discussion about what it means to be a writer.”

“Janssen? Doesn’t he write that science fiction show, Professor Time?”

“Indeed, he does,” Mackenzie said. “And thanks to him, that show has some of the best scripts our studio has seen in a long time. But he can be a handful at times.”

“I’m sure he can be. Fortunately, I’m just...,” He closed his eyes and swallowed the rest of the sentence. His stomach was turning again. “I’m sorry. I’m going to lose my...,” He vomited. It made him feel a lot better.

“You should go home, son. Production is going to be shut down for a long time. There’s nothing for you to do right now.”

August nodded. Then he got up and went to find his bicycle.
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