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Can You Spell Stage Fright? – Allison Zhou

I had never been so fidgety. Clamping my damp palms, I chewed on the inside of my cheek. Clenching my fists, unclenching them, there seemed to be no end to this madness of waiting. I stretched my lips awkwardly, an attempt to portray a smile for my friends. My stomach began to rumble, not with hunger but with worry. At the same time my feet shifted uneasily.
At the time I was with my friends off to the side of the stage waiting for the cue to start our performance.  We were to perform a dance in front of millions of eyes filled with criticism. My eyes flit back and forth scanning the crowd of people. Toddlers, teenagers, and adults stared back with deadpan expressions planted on their faces. A massive wave of anxiety washed over me. I became paranoid and asked myself, “Why are they staring at me? Why does everyone look so negative? And why was it always so stuffy in the gym?”
Digging my nails into my slimy, warm palms a familiar metal taste entered my mouth without warning. Thoughts of humiliation and mistakes swirled around in my mind taunting me. I gripped the rough railing around the stage and squeezed my eyes shut. Generous beads of sweat trickled down my already drenched back. My head throbbed with the thought of messing up.

“What time is it?” my dance partners whined as they pawed at my wristwatch.
“8:10 pm!” I gulped in return. 

“What? We were supposed to perform at 8:01 pm!” Lauren squealed as she fiddled with her poodle skirt. A frown was smeared across her usual chirpy looking face.

“Guys it is fine! WE will be fine! Besides we’re probably up next!” Malia assured all of us with a warm look. 

“I hope we do well guys, I mean it’s just for fun, right?” I asked as I attempted to smile.

I took a wobbly step towards the stage and gulped, sure that DOOM awaited. Would I remember the steps? Our short and simple dance routine now seemed long and complicated.

The announcement of our names reverberated in our eardrums as we nodded in unison. Then my doubts vanished. Encouraging grins flashed between my friends and me. I was surrounded by my friends and everything would be fine. If not, I would be able to laugh about it someday! We scurried up the steps of the stage. We could do it.

With the music thumping along with my heartbeat, I knew I would be okay! A new surge of confidence and optimism enveloped me. I skipped towards the middle of the welcoming stage; I was ready to do our dance!!! (At least I hoped so!)
