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Some writers take their job too seriously. How much of your life would you put into your biography?




Max Oroszi, former TV-celebrity, wants to get back to the top. He decides to write an autobiography. But Max isn’t a writer. Luckily there are other who are willing to help. But their real motives can sometimes only be guessed at.

A ghastly and sinister story, with a twisted end.
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Max Oroszi playfully rolled the spoon of his coffee between the fingers of his right hand. With his other hand he pulled the zipper of his jacket a little tighter. “It’s colder than I expected here on the terrace,” he said shivering to Babette Vueling, who sat on the other side of the small table.

Except for two empty cups of the coffee they had both enjoyed, there was nothing else on the table.

“Yes, didn’t I already tell you so?” Babette said, pushing aside a strand of blond hair. Although the wind was not very strong, the wind kept blowing her lock very annoyingly in front of her eyes. “We had better sit inside.” She looked over her shoulder at the people dining in the well-stocked restaurant with no coats, just shirts or blouses. “Nice and warm by the fireplace…,” she said musingly.

“Hmmm. Too many prying ears,” Max said.

“Ah, Max, come on! Is this still about that book you’ve been talking about for years? You’ve never written a book. And, even worse, no one knows who you are anymore! Let alone that they want to steal the plot of your story.”

Max, offended, dropped the spoon into his empty cup. “I have no plot Babs, you know that. It will be a book about my life. And I may not be very well known these days, there are plenty of people who still know me from TV.” He pointed his thumb over his shoulder at the people in the restaurant. “And with all those cell phones, you no longer know what is being recorded.”

“Maybe you shouldn’t take it so hard,” Babette said. “You shouldn’t think that if your face ever appears back on TV, you will immediately be a celebrity again. That role has been taken over by social media where, as far as I know, you can hardly be found…” She thought for a moment about how she would tell him, but soon came to the conclusion that there was only one method she could use. Simple and straight to the point. “And as for that book. You know yourself that you’re not a writer, Max. If you really want to tell your life story, why not have someone else write your story? Someone who has made writing his profession?”

“Are you having a good time? You hurl insult after insult at me.”

“Then just make sure no one picks it up,” Babette chuckled.

Against his better judgement, Max looked around the empty terrace. “Ah, you…”

“No, seriously Max. For the past few weeks you’ve been talking about nothing but your biography,” she gestured with her hands at the word biography as if she used a quote, “or whatever you want to call it. But I don’t think there’s a letter on paper yet. Ah,” Babette sighed, “I’m pretty sure of that…”

She deliberately dropped a pause, but Max didn’t feel compelled to fill the silence. Babette knew enough. “I happened to see an ad from a ghostwriter, Samuel Reeve; someone who can write a book under your name.”

Max lowered his head a little and looked at his table lady over his glasses. “In other words, you’re suggesting I share my entire private life with a stranger, hoping he’ll make it readable?”

Babette burst out laughing. “Really Max? What does it matter? It will be a biography…”

“Autobiography,” Max corrected.

“Okay, autobiography, so in the end the whole book is about your private life, right? Or, am I not quite understanding the principle of a biography?”

Max grimaced. “Yes, but… I don’t know. How do I know if I can trust that ghost, that writer?”

“Background check,” Babette said. “Check his references, read books he’s already written for others, or in your situation about others…” She laughed. Not quite your thing, huh? Reading? Strange quality for a writer. A wannabe writer in your case…” Max couldn’t help laughing. “Well,” she continued, “at least talk to him. What’s to lose?”

Max pushed his glasses back on his nose with his middle finger, which gave a passer-by a questionable look. “Hmmm. I’m going to pay,” he grumbled; got up and walked in.

Babette remained seated. She was laughing subdued. She knew Max’s behavior all too well; she had known him long enough to know she had convinced him.
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Max Oroszi was at home.

Alone.

Until a few years ago he was a celebrity; a popular TV personality .

And now?

Today he was a man eager to return to the spotlight. But no TV producer invited him. Not even to come and talk about the good old times.

Max swirled a glass of brandy in his hand. His hand cupped the bottom of the glass to warm the brandy with his body heat, just as he’d been taught. He let the last bit of brandy slide down his throat and then got up to refill his glass. Hmm, he thought, the bottle already in his hand. That would be my fourth glass. Maybe not… He put the bottle back on the dresser. Looked at the pictures hanging on the wall. Photos with other celebrities. Each with its own story, each with its own peculiarities. And secrets. Oh, he knew most of them all too well. And their secrets. The precarious stories they had confided to him after a night out that got out of hand and too much alcohol; stories that were destined to remain secret. Of course. But an autobiography, embellished with salient and pithy statements about those colleagues who were still well-known, famous or notorious, would help him reclaim his place in the spotlight. He was convinced of that.

But yeah.

Writing wasn’t really his thing.

But still. The speed with which the silence had hit him had surprised him. Overraided him. Overwhelmed him. Suddenly he wasn’t on TV anymore; suddenly he was no longer interesting for tabloids. The plants and shrubs in his front yard could grow back to normal without being trampled by paparazzi. But the attention… Oh, how he missed the attention.

So. That biography gnawed at whatever honesty was left deep inside of him. Secrets that could not bear the light of day, he knew, were the oil that would fuel his fire. A few revelations, a few juicy scandals, and no talk show could ignore him anymore. The gossip and backbiting he’d always hated, the same gossip he’d paid lawyers dearly to disprove, those vitriolic falsehoods would now put him back in the saddle. All he had to do was commit it to paper. Whether written by himself or not.

On the advice of his girlfriend, Babette Vueling , he had made an appointment with a ghostwriter. He had tracked down the man, Samuel Reeve. Reluctantly, he’d read some of Reeve’s books and convinced himself that this writer, this living ghost, was the right choice.

Finally, after much deliberation, he had mustered enough courage. Picked up the phone. Laid down again. Pulled himself together and finally called the man. That conversation went more smoothly than he expected. Reeve was an experienced ghostwriter who knew exactly what Max wanted. At the end, Samuel suggested to make an appointment to meet in person.

Today was the day.

He had given himself enough courage. Left the empty brandy glass on the dresser and left.
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Now that he was standing in front of Samuel Reeve ‘s house, doubts struck again. Uncertainty began to gnaw at him again.

The house was old and looked poorly maintained. Peeling layers of paint betrayed the overdue paintwork. A leaking gutter; dirty windows. He was not a building inspector, but these defects immediately caught his eye. Let alone what an expert would discover. More important, however, was the big question: How was this man, who couldn’t even support his own home, ever to bring him back into the spotlight and the tabloids?

Hesitantly he walked up the weed-overgrown path to the front door. His hand went to the bell; his mind stopped him. No, he thought, this is nothing. I’m leaving.

The moment he turned and was about to walk away, the front door opened. Creaking and squeaking as if the hinges were screaming to be oiled.

“Isn’t the bell ringing?” a creaking voice that also needed to be lubricated, asked.

Max was conflicted. Walk away? Or…? He couldn’t bring himself to fob off the man in such an antisocial way. Turned around with an awkward smile on his face. “Maybe I didn’t press it properly?” he said in an unusually cheerful tone. He was startled by the white face staring back at him. With the dark corridor as a backdrop, the face seemed to be moving towards him. Max didn’t want to look any longer, but was distracted by the asynchronous face, one
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