
“If you start the show with a mic, please go put it on.  Actors needing a microphone, go get it now.”  Sidney Coleman’s voice was carefully pitched to resonate above the chatter of cast and crew without piercing through to the audience on the other side of the wall.  Like a panther pacing her territory she stalked calmly down the backstage corridor, broad hips and broad shoulders bobbing rhythmically under her backstage blacks.  

Sid mashed the power button on her headset.  “Cue house lights.  Cue the pit.”  She sauntered into the wings where half of the cast was lurking where they could peek out to watch the orchestra pit begin to rise, cuing the conductor to begin the overture.  One or two of her one-show-wonder, ‘my friend’s in the show but I can’t act’ techies were there too, eyes wide at the prospect of creating theatrical magic.  Sid’s lips twitched into a smile.  It was the same lure that had pulled her in, when, after a huge success in tenth grade as the star of a high school comedy, she had failed for three years to get cast in anything resembling her definition of a “real part.”  Her alternative to “cast” had always been “crew,” but now she embraced the alternative as her lifestyle.  A second year grad student, Sid had made herself indispensible to the campus theatre groups as a crew head and stage manager.

“Cue main,” Sid murmured into her headset, nodding at Jenna as the stocky junior began to pull the rope that raised the front curtain.  “Ready on the first light cue...and go.”  Sid could still see the actors striding onstage, already mid-argument.  From here, the stage looked so bare and exposed compared to the safe, hidden darkness of the wings.  From here, the black-clad crew could only guess at the size of the audience – from here, one could almost imagine that the seats went on forever, that the whole world was watching.  As a half dozen actors dressed as band members marched out, Sid slipped into the newly vacant front-most wing, ostensibly to check the look of the lights on that first backdrop one more time.  One step from here and she’d be out in that abyss, in the eye of the world.

It was an intoxicating thought.


Watching from the other side of the stage was a man a black suit who was supposed to be in the audience.  Had been in the audience, in fact, up until about two minutes before show time.  Public scrutiny had always made him restless – odd for a former editor of the campus newspaper, perhaps, but true.  Having attained the editorship as a junior, as a senior he had traded it in for the leisurely post of reporter-at-large, allowing him to offer guidance to the new editor, herself a junior.  Feeling a dearth of stress in his life, David Evans had somehow found himself directing the winter play for a student-produced company.  


April thunderclouds had been rolling in as David had held open the passenger side door.  His girlfriend had insisted on coming for opening night.  He would have preferred to sit alone in the dark, but he had dutifully secured her a ticket and picked her up before the show.  He hurried her past a group of smokers waiting outside the theater – the smell would turn his stomach for sure.  “Ashley, I feel horrid.”

She pulled a peppermint out of an inside pocket of her purse.  “Here,” she said, “it’ll help settle your tummy.”  He fumbled it out of its wrapper as she opened the door for him and babied him into row G, seats twenty-four and twenty-five. Glancing at his watch, he got up again.  No way could he sit here and wait.  Mumbling an excuse, he stumped down the aisle and slipped in the door on stage left.  

The ambient chatter from the audience was muted by the closing door as it was replaced by the softer, more urgent chatter from the actors.  Taking a deep breath of all the backstage scents, he felt much better  

  “Places, please!” a voice called softly.  Standing in a shadow, David stayed unnoticed.

By the time the play was well into scene two, David’s fears had dissipated.  This really is the best seat in the house, he thought, but he was beginning to feel bad about abandoning Ashley.  A manic giggle rose in his throat.  How many times had he fussed about keeping your face to the audience and here he was, deliberately watching the action from off to one side.  In the black-out after this scene, he told himself, that’s when I’ll slip back out.  They’ve got another three pages to go, though, they’ve only gotten to the part about her sister.

But a huge crack of thunder sounded over head and they didn’t make it past the part about the sister before the lights went out.  


Sid cursed under her breath, but under the shrieks, she could hear the generater start to hum from beneath the stage.  Blue emergency lights popped on in the wings and lights along the aisles offered light to the main theater as the shrieks quickly modulated into giggles.  Sid was checking the circuit breakers when David found her.  “How long will it take to get everthing running again?”

[Possibilities at this point:  work with the no-lights thing and create a conflict where David wants to light up some candles he’s got in the prop box and Sid sensibly puts her foot down.

Or:  forget the lights thing – David finds his wallet gone, blames a techie, Sid defends her people.  Wallet is found in David’s chair out front.

Or….I don’t know.]

[after everyone else has seemingly left the theater, Sid indulges her deep desire to perform, albeit to an empty house]
As she finished, she could almost hear the applause, wafting back from the tenth grade play.  Sid dropped her final pose and looked out to the empty house, but the applause continued, even after she shook her head to clear it.  Shading her eyes, they started to prickle with tears as she saw a dozen figures in black, standing at the back of the house.  Gifted with a mysterious prescience, the hardcore stagehands had outwitted the outwitter and snuck back around through the acting classrooms.  Beaming back at her, they continuted to clap.  Sid gave them a broad grin, and bowed.

