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	 “Bette Ann Baker, you get down here this instant,” Momma yelled. “You’ve got the 
chickens to tend to.” 

	 And as if right on cue, the rooster crowed. 

	 I rolled my eyes, the way any fifteen year old would, and continued with my lines. 

	 “Saints do not move, though grant the prayers’ sake.”

	 “Bette!” Momma exclaimed once more. 

	 “Ugh!” I set down my tattered copy of “Romeo and Juliet”, and padded down the stairs.	

	 “Yes, Momma?” I whined.

	 “You have chores to do before school, you don’t have time for that nonsense.”

	 “It’s not nonsense,” I replied. “If I plan on making it in Hollywood––“

	 “Again with that nonsense. What makes you think you’ll make it to Hollywood? Do you 
know how many naive young girls dash off to the bright lights and big city, in hopes to 
becoming a starlet? Do you also know how many actually make it as one of those starlets?”

	 Momma didn't even bother turning away from the stove to lecture me. She stirred the 
grits with one hand and pointed towards the door with the other. I didn’t need further 
instruction, she was ordering me out the door. We had been having the same argument for the 
past year. All I wanted was to leave the farm and become the next Lillian Gish.

	 I stomped out and let the screen door slam with glee. Momma always had a way of 
raining on my parade. I kicked at the tufts of grass as I slowly made my way to the barn. I 
could hear Dad whistling a joyful tune. He, was always the joyful one. I skipped into the barn 
and found Dad repairing our old red tractor. 

	 “Whatcha doing?” I asked. 

	 “Fixin’ old Bertha. She’s hiccupin’ again. Heard you and your momma arguing.” A smirk 
lit up his eyes. He found our bickering entertaining. 

	 “Oh Daddy, she just doesn’t understand.” I sat on a bale of straw next to the tractor. 

	 “You keep chasin’ after your dreams Baby Girl. You chase them all the way to 
Hollywood. I’ve got faith in you.” 




Five Years Later


	 That’s exactly what I did. I chased my dreams all the way to Hollywood, but Hollywood 
wasn’t what I had imagined it to be. The bright lights of the big city, cast very dark shadows. 
When I first arrived, I wasn’t what you would call “movie star” material. My hair was too brassy, 
my freckles and sun-kissed skin too prominent.  I was plucked, bleached, poked, and prodded. 
My waist was cinched and my voice was refined; and on a handful of times my ass was 
pinched. I waited tables in a small diner on weekdays and preformed in small plays on the 
weekends. I wasn’t anything more than just another young woman who thought she had what 
it took to be famous. 

	 It wasn’t until my roommate came down with pneumonia, that I made my big break. It 
was a brisk April morning when Gia begged me to run a copy of her movie script back to the 
studio. She had made notes for her understudy and didn’t want the scenes to be altered 
without her. So, being the good roommate I was, I rode my rusty old bike the two miles to the 
studio. As I approached the studio lot I waved hello to Joe, the security guard as I reached the 
gates. 

	 “Hey Joe.” I gave him a beaming smile. 

	 “Hey Kid, what brings you down here today? Where’s Gia?” 

	 “She’s under the weather, she asked me to bring down the script for her understudy.”

	 Joe nodded and lifted the gate for me to pass. I often came to the set with Gia on her 
days off, so she could practice. Joe had become one of my favorite people at the studio. His 
broad shoulders, and round belly made me think of my dad. Joe had a smile that aways 
reached his eyes and welcomed you in as if you were a lifelong friend. I really missed my dad 
and Joe became the second best thing.

	 I sped through the rows of buildings until I reached the very last one on the left. A young 
woman was outside the door, biting at her nails. 

	 “Where’s Gia?” Bonnie asked. “She’s late, I still need to get her hair and makeup done.”

	 “She’s not coming. She has pneumonia.”

	 “She can’t!” Bonnie exclaimed. 

	 “Carol can run through her lines until Gia gets better.” I replied.

	 “No she can’t, Carol ran off with her boyfriend last night. Left a note saying she wasn’t 
coming back.” Bonnie paced back and forth. “Mr. Edwards is going to be real angry. They 
wanted this movie out before the end of the year. If Gia doesn’t get better I don’t know what’s 
going to happen.” Bonnie stopped for a moment and looked at me. “You can go over her lines. 
Do you know them?” 




	 I let out a sharp laugh. “No I can’t! I’m not even close to Gia’s caliber.”

	 Before I could protest, Bonnie grabbed me by the arm and drug me into the studio. 
Questioning eyes glanced at us as we made our way to Gia’s dressing room. 

	 “Sit down.” Bonnie demanded. She shoved me into a chair. A large mirror, rimmed in 
lights faced me. My face paled and I squinted at my blaring reflection. “You’ll get use to it, just 
sit there and I’ll do all the work.”

	 Bonnie went about applying makeup to my face. An artist and her canvas. She set my 
hair in pin-curls and left the metal clips in place. 

	 “Keep those there until you go on set. It will hold the curls longer.” Bonnie didn’t wait for 
a response. She added rouge to my cheeks and a bright pop of red to my lips. “When Mr. 
Edwards comes on set just smile and bat your eyes. He doesn’t know Carol from Eve” 

	 “He’s going to murder Gia.” I replied. “If she and Carol are out, his movie is going to be 
finished.” 

	 “Not necessarily.” Bonnie drawled. She stopped her fussing and took a long look at me 
in the mirror. “Do me a favor.”

	 “What else is there left to do?” I asked. 

	 “Read a couple of lines from Gia’s script.” Bonnie said. 

	 I pulled the script from my satchel and ran my finger down the lines. 

	 “Hello, Sir. How would you like your coffee?” I said it in a soft voice. 

	 “No, that’s wrong.” Bonnie scrunched her face. 

	 I looked at her and shrugged. I didn’t know what she expected from me. I was just there 
to deliver a script. I couldn’t act, I could barely make it through a low budget play. I definitely 
wasn’t ready for film. 

	 “Raise your voice. Give your tone a bit of character. Think Betty Boop.”

	 “Betty Boop?” I asked. “She’s a cartoon character.”

	 “Exactly. She’s a character, and your character is to be a peppy girl, wanting to please. 
If you ask me, Betty Boop is the perfect example of that.”

	 “If you say so.” I replied. 

	 I repeated the line but this time, I raised my voice a few octaves higher. Bonnie nodded 
with approval and clasped her hands.  

	 “He won’t know what hit him.” Bonnie said. 

	 A young man knocked at the door. “You ready?” He called.

	 “Just a minute.” Bonnie replied. “Okay, so just go out there and act as if you’ve been 
here the entire time. I doubt Mr. Edwards will even notice the difference.”

	 “Yes he will!” I exclaimed. “Gia’s His main actress in the movie.” 




	 “Yes, but he doesn’t know her understudy. If we can get you to pass as her understudy, 
it will give Gia time to get better. You don’t have to replace her, you just have to fill in for her. I 
can guarantee you one thing, that ditz Carol will never work in this town again.” Bonnie placed 
a powder puff back into its compact and looked me over one last time. “You look great, now 
get out there and knock them dead.” 

	 I’m not sure what exactly ran through my mind in those moments between leaving 
Bonnie’s room and reaching the set, but I knew that doing this was a bad idea. I walked into 
the quaint scene that resembled a diner. A row of barstools lined a long, gleaming bar. A 
younger gentleman, Ben, sat at one of the stools. He was the lead actor in the movie. I hadn’t 
met him yet. He was too high up on the showbiz ladder, but he was a rising star and handsome 
to boot. 

	 The man who called for me in the dressing room, stood at the end of the bar. “Where’s 
Gia,” he whispered. 

	 “She has pneumonia.” I replied. 

	 “Where’s Carol?” He whispered again. This time through gritted teeth. 

	 “Bonnie said she left. Ran off with some guy.” I replied and feared what he would say 
next.

	 “Do you know the lines?” He asked. 

	 “Yes, I’ve gone over them a few times with Gia.” I probably knew them better that Gia 
herself had. 

	 “Okay then, when Mr. Edwards arrives, just look like you belong.” He turned to walk 
away and then paused a moment. “If you ask me, you’re a much better fit for the part. My 
name’s Tommy by the way.” He walked away and started to direct others into their places for 
the scene. 

	 My place was behind the counter. Thankfully the day was only meant for a read through 
and they wouldn’t be filming. My nerves were at an all time high and I felt like my stomach was 
in my throat. I stood ready, running the lines quietly in my head. I glanced towards Ben and he 
was reading through his script, not paying me one bit of attention. 

	 Just as everyone make it to their places, murmurs erupted from the back of the set. Mr. 
Edwards had arrived. He shrugged off his coat and handed it to Tommy. Tommy then handed it 
to another man, lower on the totem pole. 

	 “Today is the last read through before we begin filming.” Mr Edwards says. “Everything 
needs to be prefect.” Mr. Edwards paused a moment. I felt his eyes glaring towards me. “Who 
is this?”




	 My face went flush and I grasped the script tightly in my hands.  I was a deer in the 
crosshairs of a hunter’s rifle. I was a target and I knew I wouldn’t be able to move out of his 
aim.

	 “This is Bette, Gia’s understudy.” Tommy replied, coming to my defense. 

	 “I could’ve sworn her name was Carol?” Mr. Edwards questioned. He gave me another 
questionable glance. I could see it in his eyes, he wasn’t buying the lie. “So where is Gia?”

	 “Out sick, should be back well before we begin filming.” Tommy piped in once again. 
“She called the studio first thing.” 

	 Tommy lied. I was Gia’s “call”, I came in only minutes prior and now I was stuck in this 
movie set hell.

	 “So be it. Let’s get started.” Mr. Edwards grumbled. He sat in his director’s chair and 
waited for us to begin. 

	 When the silence continued, it was then I realized it was me who opened the scene. 
The twelve impatient sets of eyes staring at me, were what clued me in.  I fumbled with the 
script and turned to the opening scene. I was set behind the bar of the diner. I was playing a 
waitress. Fitting, since I played one everyday, Monday through Friday. My character was 
scripted to ask the male lead, played by Ben, if he would like a cup of coffee. In the process 
I’m suppose to spill said cup of coffee down his lap. It would be then where, Clark, aka Ben 
shoots from his bar stool in pain. But then. Then, My sweet words cool his temper. 

	 I took a deep breath and sputtered my first sentence. “Hello, Sir. How would you like 
your coffee?” 

	 “I can’t hear you darling.” Mr. Edwards said. “You’ll need to speak louder than that.” I 
could hear him whispering to Tommy, asking where they found me. 

	 I cleared my throat and thought about what Bonnie had said. Think Betty Boop. Betty 
Boop. 

	 With a higher pitch and sweet tone I recited my lines. “Hello, Sir. How would you like 
your coffee? Maybe a muffin? They’re fresh.”  My voice sounded foreign to me. Far too high 
and fake, but something about it interested Mr. Edwards. He grew a pleasant smile. He clasped 
his hands in front of him and waited. 

	 “Sure, I’ll take a cup.” Ben replied. He too gave me an agreeing smile. 

	 I approached Ben and acted as if I held a pot of coffee. I exaggerated the motion of 
spilling coffee and Ben shot from his seat. I gasped and covered my mouth in a cartoony 
fashion. My eyes shot wide and my curls, still in their clips, hopped at the sides of my head. 

	 “Oh my goodness.” I squeaked. My coyness oozed from every pore. Mr. Edwards was 
eating it up. He enjoyed the quirky, silly character I was giving him. Before I could continue with 
my next line, he held up his hand. 




	 Mr. Edwards stood from his chair and approached me. I second guessed his 
appreciation for my vision of the character when he stepped in front of me. He crossed his 
arms and looked down at me. 

	 “Who did you say you were?” Mr. Edwards asked. “I think I would’ve recalled seeing 
you here.” 

	 My goose was cooked. He knew I was lying. I couldn’t carry the lie any further. I felt like 
I was about to puke on his shoes. 

	 “I’m Gia’s roommate. I just came here to deliver her script to her understudy.” 

	 “Well you won’t have to worry about that anymore. I doubt Gia’s going to want to be 
your roommate after today.” Mr. Edwards replied. 

	 I looked at him in fear. Was he going to call the cops? Tell the production company what 
I had done?

	 He could see my turmoil. He held up a hand to quiet me. 

	 “She may not want to be your roommate after she finds out, you’ve replaced her in the 
movie.” 

	 My mouth hung agape. It wasn’t possible. I just came here to deliver a stack of paper. I 
wasn’t a real actress. I was just an inexperienced drama student who had delusions of granger. 
Before i could protest, Mr. Edwards Shushed me.

	 “I’ll find her another roll in another film, but this. This is yours. It was meant for you.” Mr. 
Edwards grabbed my shoulders and looked into my eyes. “I’m telling you, this is your chance. 
Take it.” 

	 

Now before you go on to the reference photo think about how YOU picture Bette Ann. How do 
you imagine her life to be? Do a brief description or a rough sketch of her. Take your time and 
imagine her.  


Enjoy and happy imagining.	  




