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This is it, you think as you walk up the steps and stop at the large doors. 

Today’s the day – the day you’ve worked so hard for.  After months upon 

months of rehearsing – of tears, laughter, sweat, and lots of frustration – you’re 

finally ready. You didn’t think this day would ever come, but here it is at last. 

Today is the opening night of your performance.  

  

4:00 pm, t-minus four hours: 

Your director calls the cast early in order to have a final run through of the 

show. Everything runs pretty smoothly, if you do say so yourself.  No one has 

mics on; they won’t be put on until you get into costumes.  

 After you mime the bows, your director calls you all to sit on the front of 

the stage. “Great job, you guys. Let’s see that great of a performance tonight!” 

 There’s a collective cheer from the cast and crew.  

 “Okay,” she continues, “it’s five-thirty right now. That should you give 

you more than enough time to get ready, am I right?” 

 Everyone says yes, it will be more than enough time because they know 

the question she asked isn’t really a question. Your director knows exactly how 

much time to give you all.  

 “Alright then! Go get ready! I’ll see you in the green room for a cast 

meeting at seven-forty-five.” The meeting adjourns.  

 

 6:00 pm, t-minus two hours: 

Everyone rushes to the communal dressing room. When you get there, you can 

already smell the hairspray, burnt hair, and makeup in the air.  

 “Where are my shoes?!” one of the girls in the cast exclaims.  



 Since her shoes are quite an important part to the story, everyone who 

hears her (which is most of you) stops where they are, including you, and look 

for the shoes.  

 Under one of the puffy dresses, you see a glint. “I found them!” you 

exclaim reaching from under the dress and holding them up. 

 She hurries over to you and gives you a massive hug. “Thank you so 

much!” She takes the shoes and hurries back over to her vanity, where there is 

a curling iron already plugged in.  

 You take a second before getting ready and just let this scene sink in. To 

you, it’s a sort of magic. Sure, you used the room during dress rehearsals, but 

it never had this much energy before. It never felt so alive.  

 You head over to your vanity and grab your costume on the way. You’re 

lucky – you could be wearing a hideous costume, but you love what you’re 

wearing. 

 

 6:30 pm, t-minus one and a half hours: 

“No! I’m not going to do it! You can’t make me!” one of the boys exclaims.  

 He is having a masculinity complex, not wanting to make himself feel in 

any way less manly (since he isn’t that manly to begin with) by wearing 

makeup.  

 You roll your eyes. It’s stage makeup he’ll be wearing, not something he’ll 

have to wear out of the theatre. If he doesn’t wear it, the audience will hardly be 

able to see his face because the bright lights will wash it out, making any 

expressions he worked so hard to get during rehearsals pointless.  



 The girl who is trying to apply the makeup looks frustrated and explains 

to him the same reasons – things he already knew.  

 “I don’t know what you’re so upset about, I think it will be fun!” another 

boy says, a little too happy about wearing makeup. But either way, it makes you 

smile that at least he and the other boys are being mature about this and 

cooperating.  

 So you turn to the boy who is throwing the fit and say, “Either way, 

you’re going to be wearing the makeup. If you don’t agree to it on your own, 

we’ll just have to hold you down, and I don’t think you’d want that.” 

 “Fine,” he huffs, pouting.  

 You let out a sigh of relief – yet another conflict avoided. 

 

 7:30 pm, t-minus thirty minutes: 

You got your costume on, and you have your hair and makeup done. Now it’s 

time to get your mic on, so you go to the sound booth. Since you helped many 

people get ready, you’re one of the last people to get their mics on, with only 

fifteen minutes until you have to be in the green room. 

 In the sound booth, there’s one person in front of you. You look out the 

window and see the stage, its curtains closed, but you know what lies behind 

those curtains; butterflies are forming in your stomach.  

 “Are you ready for tonight?” one of the techs in charge of sound asks you 

with his easy smile. 

 “I hope,” you say, the butterflies you felt a moment ago growing. 

 “You ‘hope’? What’s this I hear? What are you getting nervous for?” 

 “I always get nervous before a show.” 



 “You’re going to do great – there’s no reason to be nervous.” 

 “Easier said than done.” 

 “What are you nervous for?”  

 “Uh, messing up?” 

 The tech laughs at your sarcasm. “No need to get snappy with me.” 

 “Sorry – it’s the nerves talking.” 

 “Don’t worry about it. But you’re going to do great! You haven’t messed 

up at all in maybe two weeks – and that was hardly anything!” 

 “I have messed up after that. And that was not ‘hardly anything’.” 

 “Okay, maybe a minor catastrophe.” He laughed and ducked as you 

pretended to swing at him. “Hey – watch the stuff!” 

 You laugh, some of your tension evaporating. “Sorry.” 

 “Don’t be – you laughed; that’s a start.” 

 “I’m just afraid I’m going to mess up – nerves do that to me.” 

 “Then don’t be nervous.” 

 You sigh and shake your head with a smile at his stubborn logic. “It’s not 

as easy as you make it seem.” 

 “I know. People backstage get nervous, too, you know.” 

 “Really? I hadn’t thought about that.” 

 “Yeah – we have to make sure the show runs smoothly.” 

 You think about it for a second. “Makes sense.” 

 He finished clipping in your mic and taping it to your cheek. “Everything 

feel alright?” he asks. 

 You do a final check of everything. “All set. Thanks.” 



 He smiles and you return one. “No problem. Now get over to the green 

room.” 

 “I’ll see you there!” 

 “Break a leg!” he calls to you as you leave the sound booth. 

 “I’ll try!” You hear his laugh as you hurry down the hall. 

 

 7:45 pm, t-minus fifteen minutes: 

The green room is alive with the chatter of a nervous cast and crew. The stage 

managers were making sure everyone was there. One of them gets a worried 

look on his face.  

 “Uh oh,” you say to no one in particular, and no one hears you. 

 “What’s the matter?” the director asks the worried stage manager.  

 “One of us is missing.” 

 “Who?” she asks, looking at the list. When she sees the then rolls her 

eyes. “Why am I not surprised?” she mutters. 

 As you wonder who it could be, you hear the door burst open and a voice 

coming through pants for breath. “I’m…sorry…I’m…late…” he gasps between 

literally every word. 

 You’re not surprised one bit. He was notoriously late for practices, so it 

doesn’t come as a shock to you (or anyone, most likely) that he would be late for 

the cast meeting on opening night. 

 The director rolls her eyes but can’t even hide her smile. “Just go find a 

place in the circle.” 

 He does, between you and one of the crew members, who look like night 

dressed in all black.  



 Your director instructs everyone to grab hands. “I’m so proud of all of 

you,” she says, already tearing up – something you all knew would happen; 

your director cries at the drop of a hat. And you don’t even want to get started 

on how she gets over spilled milk.  

 She clears her throat and continues; “I’ve seen each and every one of you 

grow as both actors and people during this process. And though there have 

been – and will be – times that I would just love to wring your necks –” 

 She pauses and looks pointedly at the infamous tardy actor, to which you all 

laugh, “but I love you all, so very much.” At this point, she is crying freely and 

you feel your heart constrict with feeling as her words hit you. You have to 

swallow hard to keep back tears. She takes a long pause before she keeps 

talking. “No matter what happens tonight, I have infinite amounts of confidence 

in you. I know all of you will do fabulously. And I love all of you.” She starts 

crying again and you all go to hug her. 

 “I’m fine, I’m fine,” she assures all of you as you go back to your spots in 

your circle again and taking hands. 

 “Now I want you to close your eyes. I’m going to pass around a squeeze. 

When you feel the pressure on your hand, pass it on to the next person. Once it 

gets back to me, I will say break a leg, and you will silently go to your places for 

the top of the show.”   

 All of you close your eyes and a magical hush falls over you. No one 

whispers or laughs. No one makes any unnecessary noises or movements. 

 About fifteen seconds later, you feel pressure on your left hand and you 

calmly squeeze the hand of the person on your right. After about another thirty 



seconds, your director calmly says, “Break a leg.” All of you open your eyes and 

quietly go to your places.  

 

 7:55 pm, t-minus five minutes: 

Frantically, you try to rush as quietly as possible to find the stage manager on 

your side of the stage. The butterflies in your stomach have grown so much that 

you feel like they’ll come out of your mouth instead of your lines. And worse, 

you can’t remember what your first line is.  

 When you see the stage manager, you rush over to him. He sees the fear 

in your face and hugs you softly, so he won’t mess up your costume.  

 “What’s wrong?” he asks you. 

 “My first line…I can’t remember it.” Your voice is pure desperation and 

fear. 

 Quickly, he opens up his script and whispers the line to you. You let out 

a sigh of relief. 

 “Thank you,” you breathe. 

 “No problem, now go! Break a leg!” 

 Quickly, you head to your place, right behind the panel, huge mountains 

painted on the front.  

 

7:59:30 pm, t-minus thirty seconds: 

Taking a deep breath, you try to convince yourself that everything will be all 

right. You know it isn’t professional, but you look out behind the mountains 

and see the curtains opening. 



 This is it, you think, trying not to think about what is about to happen. 

You know that once you start, you’ll be okay, but right now it feels unreal that 

you’re actually doing this. It feels like magic.  

 The lights dim and the curtains open. You know you’re on.  

 You walk out from behind the mountains and the lights come up. You 

have to stop yourself from gasping. The thrill you feel is almost impossible to 

describe. Your director told you to take your time before delivering your first 

line, to keep the audience in suspense. So you do. You walk along the stage, 

interacting with everything. You know that there’s a whole audience out there, 

but the lights are slowly coming up, blinding you from seeing them. It’s so 

bright, you have to keep yourself from squinting – and you already feel the 

nearly sweltering heat they produce. Your heart stutters and races as you get 

closer to that line.  

 Then you sit on the edge of the stage, your bare feet dangling off the 

edge.  You lean back on your hands and lift up your legs, kicking them lightly. 

Then you sit in a position that you could never describe in any way other than 

crisscross-applesauce.  Then it’s time – you’ve kept the audience in enough 

suspense. You finally deliver that first line. 

 “It’s quite comfortable up here, but yet again, I’ve never been down from 

here before. I wonder what it’s like.” And with that, you’re not yourself, that 

actor in that costume wearing the makeup. Right now, you’re the character. For 

you, it’s an instant transformation. It’s magic. You feel like you’ve left the 

person behind the scenes and you’re now the person that was once just words 

on a page.  

 



The show goes on, and despite the assurances of others, you do mess up. But 

you shock every single person in the cast and crew – you make it seem as if 

your mistake was just a part of the script. And what’s even more amazing? The 

audience laughs – they think that part is just too funny!  

 Finally, it’s the end of the show. You had the first line, and you have the 

last line, too.  

 “Could you possibly believe in magic? I know now that I can. And what’s 

even crazier is that I do. Magic isn’t only the ‘hocus pocus’ and other silly words 

I thought it was. Magic – real magic – is just something amazing, no matter how 

small.” And as you said those final words, you realized how true they were.  

 The lights went black and the audience burst into applause. For bows, 

each member of the cast went up for their bow and after they did, took a step 

back to one side of the stage or the other. And finally the last bow, your bow, 

comes. You stand right up in the front of the stage and bow. You see the 

audience cheer, all of them up on their feet, and your heart swells. That feeling 

– that was the reason you love this. You love telling a story and having the 

audience believe it. You love the thrill. You love it all. Then you step back to join 

your friends. You all point to the people who made the music for the show, to 

the people who ran the lights and sound, and finally, you point to your director. 

Then you all grab hands and bow one final time, the crowd going wild.  

 And the spell is cast.  

 

 

 

 



To the ones who read this, 

 First off, thank you for reading! Many of the things you read in this story 

happened to me in a play I was in. I didn’t start or end the show, but I have felt 

the magic of being in a play – if you have, I hope you share the feelings of it 

when you read this. And if you haven’t, I really hope you will someday.  

 Not only were the feelings I wrote about in this story feelings I felt, but 

also things that happened in this story actually happened. I didn’t have a 

conversation before getting my microphone on, but I did run to my stage 

manager because I couldn’t remember what my first line was. I also messed up 

on the first night – but, like in this story, I made it seem like it was all a part of 

the story. My director, like the one in this story, really does cry a lot – I wasn’t 

making that part up. And there was a boy in my cast who was late all the time. 

It was quite funny sometimes.  

 I didn’t tell you the main character’s name or whether they are a boy or a 

girl because I wanted you to decide. Maybe you saw yourself in the characters 

spot or maybe you saw someone else – but either way, I wanted you to use your 

imagination. I hope that you were able to feel the feelings I felt when I was in 

the character’s position. And above all, I hope you enjoyed reading this as much 

as I enjoyed writing it. 

       Alison 
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