Lizzie’s Autobiographical Incident

A shining star. As we go through pride, smiles and all, there’s something more, something behind it all that we’ll never forget.
It all started when I went to audition for the play “Hey Ho Pinocchio.” Dave, a director I had worked with previously, would be directing the play. I had my own private audition with my friend that got me started in acting. There were three things you had to do. Sing a song, do a dance that they teach you, and read a part that they give you. There were three judges. The director, Dave, judging the part you read, the musical director, Ginny, judging how you sing, and the dance director, Lynne, looking at how you dance. 

I got the lead role of Pinocchio and was totally psyched to start practice in January. Well, after a while I was starting to get the hang of my character. I knew I had to practice learning my lines more but I was busy and soon I’d be in an all-city chorus festival.

Anyway, I went to the festival and we did pretty good. The older kids were awesome! More than half the cast from the play was in the festival so they didn’t have practice. Or at least that’s what I thought. After everyone had sang, the cast members that were at the festival were supposed to meet in a back room. I had no idea what was going on, but when I went back there Mike who plays Gepetto had tears streaming down his face.

Mrs. Redman, a mother of one of the cast members, gathered us all together and then shocked us all. She told us that one of our cast members, Abby Hall, had died unexpectedly in a snowmobile accident. 

At first I didn’t know what to do. Everyone was crying and all I could I say was “Oh my God.” Then, after a while my face got hot and tears were suddenly streaming down my face too. 

After about two hours of crying Mrs. Redman announced that at the next rehearsal there would be counselors to talk about what had happened. I gave everybody that needed a hug one and was pulled away in the arms of my mother. We walked across the school grounds silently and then I waited for my mom to unlock the car. I started to cry again as I got into the freezing car. We drove home and I didn’t say a word, but my mind did. It said, “It doesn’t matter if you didn’t know her. You didn’t need to. Whenever she walked into a room her smile brightened it. You knew she was a wonderful person because goodness and humor glowed from inside her. There is no question in my mind that here is where we have really suffered a great loss. Goodbye Abby. They’ll certainly miss you here.”

It was a long ride home. When I got inside I found my dad and sister looking all sorry for me. They already knew. I just trudged upstairs and sat in the bathroom. After a while my sister came in, sat on the ground and looked up at me.

 “I’m sorry,” she said.

“ It wasn’t fair, it just wasn’t fair,” I said as I stormed out of the bathroom and plopped on my bed.

Once it was safe my mom came in and sat beside me. “She must have been a great person.”

“She was,” seemed to be all I could say.

My sister slugged her way onto my bed and I can remember sitting there, at the foot of my bed, wanting her to leave and just be comforted by my mom but not having the strength to tell her to. 

I finally went to bed and I woke up still with the horror and silence of the night before as I ate my breakfast and got ready for school.

I was okay at school and at the next practice I was still all right. Rebecca Redman was wearing a T-shirt signed by Abby and singing songs that she had sung with Abby in former plays. Most people just clung to their parents because they also had to have counseling for what to do with their kids, or something like that.
For a few weeks rehearsals went fine. We went through all the scenes, except for the ones Abby was in, but eventually we started going through those too. Her best friend and her boyfriend decided not to be in those scenes, which was understandable. Eventually her boyfriend, Mike decided not to be in the play but to help backstage. Some people were having trouble at school, so a mom decided to take some kids and talk about what happened. They all learned a beautiful song that we as a cast decided to sing at our show and dedicate to Abby (which we had already done to all four of our shows).

The weekend was marked on all of our calendars; the 17th, 18th, and 19th. They were coming closer and closer but I was getting sicker and sicker. I’d had a cold, then a sinus infection, and I was about to come down with a fever! 

We were ready. We looked great and after a week of nothing but practice we were all so excited. It was Friday night. I came in, put on my costume and make-up, got my hair in a twist and already had my sound check. What was next? Under Gepetto’s  bed onstage where I’d wait to be turned into a ‘magic puppet.’ 

“Places for Act One!” roared our stage manager.

“Good-Luck!” whispered members of the cast.
“You too,” I’d reply, “And don’t forget to smile!”

So off I went onto my adventure under the bed. Very funny. 

“Ready?” my stage manager would ask.

I’d nod in return and disappear under the covers.

The show started. After proper introduction the curtains opened. Lights of blue, green, and pink, shone through the holes in the blanket and cast a magical spell under the bed. Oh, it was wonderful, with of course a hint of discomfort, but not too much. Well the show went on and we were awesome! 

After I took my first true bow it was time for the song that we had practiced and dedicated with so much love. We sang beautifully and before the curtain was closed I had already hugged five people. The cast had broken into tears at the end of the song. Poor Abby.

I went out and signed my first autographs as Pinocchio. Everyone said I was great and of course, I got my first dozen of red roses. I was tired. We went home and at 11:00 P.M. I went to bed.

It was time for the next performance. After going through lessons on how to make sure my nose sticks (it fell off the night before), a sound check, and new instructions along with pep talks, I was ready. I fastened my ‘joints’ (knee and elbow pads), and under the bed I went.

The magical spell was not as strong, and neither was my performance. This time we didn’t sing the song. When everyone had gone, the cast head over to the little place where college students can hang out, and we ate. After two bowls of Lucky Charms and after everyone was done eating, we all headed back to change. Few people knew about last night. I’d had a fever of 103 and woke up every hour. It was terrible. 

My mom dosed me up with Motrin (on the doctors orders), and I was off. I changed back into my costume, got a fix on my make-up (and by this time I was getting good! I hate eye makeup!!!), and I was once again under that bed. 

The spell was more strong than last time and we did a great job!!  At the end it was time to sing again. Once more the cast broke out into tears. We left late again and we all dreaded the last show. We knew what it would mean.

It was Sunday, the last performance and also my mom’s birthday! When I got there everyone was buzzing about. I changed into my costume and did all the usual. At my sound check I was the second person to count. After me came Madam Cat, then Mr. Fox (characters in the play) who called the people at the sound booth losers, which we all found pretty funny and released some tension. 

After strapping on my pads I went under the bed and the curtains opened. The light shone the more magical today, more special, as if it were Abby’s light shining down and I think it was her way of saying ‘good luck’. I had been sick once more and I knew I had to do my best for Abby. 

Time flew by and soon enough, I took my last bow. It was our best performance. Then it was time to sing. 

“Weave, weave, weave me the sunshine out of the falling rain,

Weave me the hope of a new tomorrow and fill my cup again.”

As I sang these last words I swallowed my tears and looked up into the light pouring down on us. I looked up for the last time, up to Abby:





“Praise the Lord.”

Good-bye.
