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“You just caught him with your best friend half naked on the floor , you are just going to stand there staring and looking like you just swallowed a hot potato and you are dumb folded?”

Kate had never been in such a situation before, she was a bit clueless on how to act, imagining it was even harder, she was imagining them half-dressed and not half naked. She tried to think of a movie scene where the handsome bad guy had fallen for the good girl Jane and the good girl had caught him in a bad act. No single film came to mind.

On the day she needed her mind to operate like clockwork, she had turned into a Zombie. Life had been good to her, she had a special power nobody knew about: she could smell a player a mile away, so the scene she needed to act out would never see the daylight in her lifetime, period!

“This is me being shocked...” she wanted to tell the lady in front of her. Auditions were so tiring. Kate continued standing there as if she had a lisp and was formulating inaudible words. The lady was agitated, removed her fake designer spectacles and pointed them at her as if they were a deadly weapon.

"Really" the lady with a deep kikuyu accent shouted back. The Mohawk hairstyle she had on made her face look overly oval and exaggerated. Kate always felt the hairdo gave people long faces, she would not be caught on earth or Mars with anything close to that on her head. “Why are you wasting my time”

Kate was not thinking very fast, the male actor she was paired with her looked like a player with his oversize clothes and shiny shoes, he seemed to be smiling at her mockingly ...then in two minutes she picked the woman's glass of water and splashed the man's face in exaggerated fury, followed by a slap that tipped his balance.

"Eh...who do you think you are...two timing worthless philanderer, you think I am your little trophy girlfriend...out during the day while during the night you are in dark corners with your shallow little wig wearing girlfriends . .forget my number...forget my name .. forget I exist...stupid man"

With that Kate walked away as if to the door, then retraced her footsteps and came back. She thought she had aced iu (Stellar performance, the male actor was in disbelief and probably seeing stars) that audition for a scorned girlfriend had turned out to be a big drama series. A co-production between a Kenya and South Africa company. Apparently, her initial delay made her come out as a less confident actress. Lady in Mohawk had to be the one who sent the one-line reject letter “You simply took too long to react; we were not convinced”.

Last week she had seen the first episode, it was quite something: good production quality, great makeup and the scripting was fresh. The most annoying bit was when she discovered the actor she had slapped so had made the cut and had a very key role; true irony. She stopped watching at that point.

Kate was a true believer in Abraham Lincoln words “Never ever ever ever (how many evers were there) give up”.  She knew one day she would get that series, that drama, that role that had the name KATE written all over it. Today Kate was off for another audition.

Kate had settled for the grey fitting skirt suit whose skirt was conveniently above the knee to show off her legs and a low-cut fuchsia top that gave her a mature look. She added a chain Moffat had gotten her for her birthday, PERFECT. She had studied creative arts as a degree at Nairobi University, Kate was gunning for that one role that would put her on the frontline with the rest of the Kenyan actresses. She was currently doing a weekly sitcom which was a big joke: they never had scripts, dry jokes and the actors took countless takes. The only reason Kate could not leave was because of the little cash she got every month. Plus however miniature the job seemed it had to be a stepping stone to a much better destination. Getting there had taken three interviews and 69 applications later.

Production days were Wednesdays and Thursdays, Kate sometimes went on Fridays to try learn a few things from the video editors. This Friday however she wanted to try and penetrate the thriving Kenya film industry.

Kate had been standing at the mirror for more than five minutes; she had long nice black hair, it was in a bun on the side. Her chocolate dark skin was glowing and her ever curious big eyes had a very small touch of inconspicuous eye shadow. She loved simple makeup.  she grabbed her handbag put on a wrist watch and was at her door when she realized she was in slippers.

Aaargh!!!!

Aaargh!!!!

Moffat’s alarm chimed 6.30, her audition was at 7.30 and she had thirty minutes of traffic to get through. She wore her peep toe red heels she knew very well they would pinch with every step, but that was a price she was willing to pay with a smile. She rummaged the wardrobe, drawers, shelves for her set of house keys, she emptied the contents of her handbag on the able; a black paper bag with her flat shoes, a makeup set, lip gloss, lip balm, mints, wallet, novel and sun glasses. Kate's keys were missing.

She shoved Moffat who had snoozed the alarm twice now, he was snoring like an old man. “Have you seen my keys”? Moffat just mumbled in his sleep. Moffat was two years older and a freelance photographer. Previously he had been a junior creative director for an ad agency, in January he shocked everyone when he quit and went to Mombasa for a one-week holiday to clear his head. When he came back, he used his savings to buy a Sony A74 camera, Macbook laptop and three soft lights, this last week he had shot two influencer videos, had a wedding on Saturday and a concert on Sunday. He mostly worked on weekends and slept for the better part of the week.

Moffat where are the keys... Kate shouted again.

I don’t know.... he replied in between snores,

You came in last....

I said...I don’t know....

How could keys go missing in their 10 by 10 little bedsitter, they had often debated about moving to a bigger house once Kate got the part-time acting gig but Moffat was adamant. “Live within your means, only a third of the money you make should go to rent”

Kate had to think fast: what to do? What to do? Catch 22. ..Rule no 1 for professional actors was keeping time. Bingo!...she found the keys lying on the water closet in the bathroom. Moffat’s doing....he was forever leaving stuff in the bathroom...from remotes to her novels.

She had to also print the specs script....she was running late.

Alex! Obnoxious neighbor!

Kate did not know why she disliked Alex. He was Moffat’s best friend and lived in 210 directly above their flat. Scratch that! Kate knew exactly her reason for disliking him; he had a different girlfriend every other month. Alex was a smooth talker and nothing like Moffat, she always wondered about their bromance. No two guys could be so different.

Alex called himself an IT consultant, he ran his father's company as a quasi-partner. He was carefree with no worries: he never had bills to pay. His apartment’s rent was paid every six months by his parents in the U.S.  It was a two bed-roomed bachelor’s pad which was essentially used to entice and entertain women.

Alex had internet, a laptop and a printer and that would sort out Kate’s problem and buy her time by skipping a visit to the crammed cyber café to print the specs script. She had the script on her phone of course, but showing up with a paper-script could earn her extra points. She would fake-highlight while in traffic.

It had been a long while since she had gone to his house. She braced herself and knocked on his door.

Hi

Hi

I have not seen you in ages

You still downstairs

Aaaah....yes-Kate stuttered

I need some help....I want to print a two page script,

Alright come in...looking sharp...the size of that skirt mmmmhhh, Alex complimented looking at her with a lustful eye.

Holding the small of her back Alex ushered Kate to his bedroom/office and they got onto the laptop. She opened her Gmail address and sent the spec script to the printer. Alex picked the two pages and handed them over to her.

Thanks Alex!

Kate was mid-way half the door when Alex reached for her arm.

Anytime beautiful...what are you up-to in the evening, we cannot waste that look.

Ummmm..she wanted to really say (Get your hands off me little terror, you are not my type!)

I could take you out for some Italian or even better cook for you?...

Kate was not even listening.... “Not in a million years.....” she thought

Sorry Alex....tonight I am booked. She replied.

Alex looked disappointed and had the audacity to perch his lips as if a kiss would be the perfect payment for copies of print paper, Kate was on high alert and out the door before he could reach her face. Since she moved in, Alex was always trying to hit it and Moffat was the wingman who never got through to her. She picked her handbag from the orange coach in their apartment, the shower water was running and she shouted at Moffat.

“Bye Mo...don’t forget it is your turn to cook”

There was no response as she went down the stairs two by two.
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Kate got directions for the auditions from Kenya National Theatre: a place she frequented a lot.  She read the notices and audition call on the always full notice board twice a week. She rehearsed the lines on the specs script as she rode in the noisy Matatu-a few of the passengers looked at her funny. She was so engrossed she almost forgot to collect her one thousand shillings change from the conductor...she could not wait to see the rest of the script.

The specific part was for a young alpha-female who a lawyer was representing a politician who was in a messy acquisition deal.  The local film would be shot for three week in Naivasha but the female part was scheduled for just eight days.

Kate had missed real scripted acting and remembered the German plays she did while in college. Her favourite role was when she was in first year and played Helga in a romantic comedy, a young wife who had perfected the art of philandering. Kate had at first refused to take the part because of some lewd bedroom scenes but the director had adjusted them to her liking. Kate remembered the director now: they had worked on two other plays in the consecutive years. Their working relationship had been great and efficient, she now wondered where he had disappeared to....there was always a spark between them but no one ever said anything and it fizzled away. It had to be Kate’s big penetrating eyes, they looked at some potential good guys and scared them away.

Kate had made her mental calculations. Start the auditions at 7.30 as planned, assuming if she got there 10 minutes early, she would be among the first ones on the queue; by 9.30 she would be done and by 12pm she would go to the office and see the edit for the show they had filmed yesterday.

On 5th floor, room no 501 was locked! Kenyans are just Kenyans with their Kenyan timing. She should
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