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5/27/06
Oblivious

Oh, hi.  Are you waiting to audition?  I just finished mine.  
Oh, it sucked, but I think it wouldn’t have been that bad at all if I hadn’t worn polka dots today.  Of all days for my roommates to be asleep when I left the apartment this morning!  Lara was probably sleeping at Brent’s again – I hardly see her anymore.  She would have sent me back to change clothes!  I mean, I don’t look like I’m serious about music at all, going to an audition in big pink polka dots with pink and black heels.

Really?  Thanks, I think they’re cute, too!  I just love the little bows over the toes.  I’m Chrissy, by the way.  Is this your first time auditioning for Select Chorus?  I’m just a sophomore this spring, so this is the first time I’ve been eligible for Select.  I’ve been singing with Concert Chorus ever since I started college, though, so maybe that will count for something even if I totally screwed up.  I thought this was cute, but when I walked in to Dr. Hesslin’s office and he gave me this look, you know?  It was the kind of “why are you wearing pajamas to church” kind of look, like “you look totally wrong, but I’m too nice to say anything.”  And he didn’t say anything, but his eyebrows were practically doing chin-ups.  

So after that, I was super nervous, even though I swear I was perfectly fine before I walked into that room.  I was even doing all the little exercises Ms. Tillham always makes us do to keep calm.  She’s my voice teacher.  At least, I was doing the ones like the breathing and stuff, the ones that don’t make you look stupid when you’re standing in the hall waiting for the person ahead of you to finish his audition.

Do you know Caleb Richards?  He was just leaving when I walked up.  He’s my year, kind of tall – he’s playing Henry Higgins in My Fair Lady right now.  I’m in it, too, but I’m just one of the servants who’s constantly doting on “poor Professor Higgins.”  Yeah, I’m sure you have seen Caleb around campus.  He’s got dark hair, kind of wavy, and he’s the best voice in the tenor section, except for that really short senior performance major, and he knows everyone.  I am so sick of him.  He thinks he’s all smart because he always gets really good grades and he’s a double major and of course he’s so good looking and supposedly he was hot stuff in his high school chorus.  Like, his school used to put on these massive musicals, and he always got the lead role ever since he was in the tenth grade.  And supposedly even the year before, he was the understudy for whatever character it was.  There are always so few guys in music and theater, they get all the breaks.

It isn’t fair at all.  I mean, I think I have more talent and better technique than he does, but he gets into everything too damn easily.  Like when we did Into the Woods last year (did you see it?) and he got cast as Jack, which is a really big part.  I got cast as Red Riding Hood’s Grandmother, even though I auditioned for Cinderella.  I made sure I checked the little box that said “I am interested in parts other than the one I put down” or whatever, but I meant that they could consider me for Little Red Riding Hood or maybe the Witch or any of the leads – except maybe the Baker’s Wife, because she has to kiss Cinderella’s Prince and everyone knew that Kurt Matthews was going to get that part.  Kurt’s tongue ring makes me nervous, like it’s going to crack his teeth or tear his tongue open or something.  Even just watching him talk gives me the creeps.

But then the worst part was when Hannah, the director, assigned me to extra set building sessions during soloist rehearsals.  And you know that she cast me in a bit part just so she could make me lead construction because I know Caleb told her that my dad and I build doghouses all the time.  It still makes me so mad!  He only knows because that’s what I said the first day of Freshman Comp when Dr. Jay told us to say something about ourselves.  
Caleb’s a jerk in English classes too.  Of course everything about literature is opinion anyway, and even Dr. Jay could hardly get him to shut up.  Sometimes she just wouldn’t try, like she thought he was right, even though he was spouting complete crap.  I’m surprised his second major isn’t English.  I’m pretty sure it isn’t.  I mean, my roommate, Lara, had an English class with him last fall, but I think it was just coincidence – or maybe he wasn’t sure yet about his major.  No, he’s music and poly sci ‘cause he thinks he’s going to go to law school and be a hot shot lawyer with time to do local musical theater as a hobby.  I mean, that’s stupid.  Hot shot lawyers don’t have time to do musical theater.  I’ve been watching Law and Order since forever, and those lawyers definitely don’t do musical theater or community chorus or anything like that.  I bet they wouldn’t have time to build doghouses with their daughters, either.
What’s the doghouse thing?  Oh, Dad and I’ve been doing that for ten years now.  I worked it out the other day while I was lying out in the sun – I’m positive that it’s ten years because my parents and I got Lloyd from the humane society just after my parents took me to see Cats on tour for my ninth birthday.  Lloyd is as in Andrew Lloyd Webber, you know – which doesn’t really make sense because the show is Cats and we got a dog, but whatever – and I thought it was just the coolest name because of the double “l.”  So that’s when Dad and I built the doghouse for Lloyd, and then Ben Garcia saw it and wanted one for his dog, too.  He was our neighbor across the street and had this funny old German shepherd who pretended to be deaf unless you were Ben – or you had food!  After that, Dad and I had this doghouse thing all figured out, so we kept on making them! 

Ben was really sweet, though, and he insisted on paying us for his doghouse.  We didn’t really know what to do with the money, so I said we should donate the money back to the humane society, and that’s what we’ve been doing with all the doghouses for the last ten years.  We have one that’s almost finished, waiting for the next time I go home.  Dad never works on them without me, isn’t that sweet?  
So, after all those doghouses, I’m really good at handling power tools and they always stick me doing the set.  You really should see Caleb Richards at set construction.  He can’t touch a piece of wood without mincing like it’s going to shoot splinters right into his soft, wussie hands.  He likes to say he has “pianist’s hands” even though he hasn’t really played since before college.  Total cop-out if you ask me.  
And he can’t even put in a screw without totally stripping the drill bit because he just holds the thing like it’s supposed to do the work itself.  I mean, just because it’s got a power cord doesn’t mean it does everything for you.  I was watching him try to put legs on a table and – oh my god, it makes me shudder just to think about it.  The sound that poor drill was making, trying to turn that screw around and completely stripping the drill bit.  I tried to explain what he was doing wrong, but I might as well have been talking to the drill, so I had to take it away from him and do it myself.  It was a really nice Black & Decker drill, too
I hope Caleb’s audition sucked as much as his drilling did.  Really sucked, too, so that Dr. Hesslin could see that the darling of the music department isn’t anything special!  Maybe that way my sucky audition won’t look as bad, even if Dr. Hesslin did hate my polka dots.  I should have known it wouldn’t be formal enough for him, Mr. Coat-and-Tie every day of the year.  

Of course, with all that stress – despite Ms. Tillham’s exercises – I sang like absolute crap.  Couldn’t sight-read to save my life, either.  The first part was so simple, but I screwed that up, so of course I couldn’t get the harder intervals at the end.  And then when I sang the Vivaldi piece I’ve been working on – “Un certo non so che,” do you know it? – I said it was something I hadn’t worked on very long, even though I’ve been working on it all semester, because I thought if I did good, it would make me look good and if I sucked, I’d look less bad.  
And I thought I did okay – or at least as good as anyone like Caleb was likely to do – but all Dr. Hesslin said was “Now, as you continue to work on this piece, here are a few things you might think about,” or whatever, and he starts listing things Ms. Tillham’s never even mentioned – at least, not for this song.  She told me last week that this song would be perfect for this audition. I swear, she can’t get enough of me singing this song.  
Maybe Dr. Hesslin just likes to cut people down?
But I was really ticked off, so when he finished criticizing me, I looked at him and smiled and said, “Well, I must be doing something right, because Ms. Tillham thought it sounded really good weeks ago.”  Just so he’d know that someone else thinks I’m not a complete failure and plus, maybe he would give me some hint about how he thought I was doing.  But all he said was – get this – “Did you know that Betsy Tillham was one of my students here twenty years ago?  She did tend to be a bit enthusiastic about everyone, even then.” I mean, what do you say to that?  
I swear, Caleb Richards is going to be just like him when he’s sixty.  Do you think Dr. Hesslin is as old as sixty?  He can’t possibly be younger than fifty-five.  Maybe he’ll retire soon.  You haven’t heard anything about Dr. Hesslin retiring before next year, have you?  I swear, I can’t stand the man!  At least Caleb is good looking.  And he never tells you you’re worthless because that would mean thinking about somebody besides himself.
You know, in that respect, he practically got typecast in My Fair Lady.  He is a perfect Henry Higgins – self-centered, opinionated, and perfectly oblivious.  See, there’s this one scene where he walks on with one of our feather dusters, just kind of playing with it, and every time, he chooses mine.  They’re different colors, right, Anna has white, Sarah has black, and I have beige, and that’s the one he picks up every time.  I think he thinks it goes with his brown suit, but actually it clashes horribly.  It’s so funny.

Well, hope your audition goes okay.  You’re not a soprano are you?  Oh, good, then you’re not competing with me!  With any luck, we’ll get in and Caleb won’t!  Poor Professor Higgins.
