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Our mothers, Robin and Tia, and our grandmothers, Grandma Marie and Gran-Gran.

Without you, there would be no words






One THE MAN ON THE STAGE Tuesday


Relly L. Morton could dance where there was no stage. Everybody from grandmommas braiding hair on front stoops to the incense man trying to make a sale took note. Harlem knew Relly as the kid who danced from Marcus Garvey Park to the barbershop. From the Schomburg Center to the Apollo. If Relly L. Morton was not dancing, the world may as well quit spinning.

“Broadway!” a man selling Harlem T-shirts shouted, giving Relly a nod.

“You the boss round here!”

“Boss” was Relly’s nickname.

It was a bright blue Monday in March when Relly used the rail of a nearby brownstone to pretend it was a barre. He needed to warm up each muscle before the evening show. Sure, all the actors could warm up at the Ethel Merman Theater, but why wait until he got there? As he grabbed the rail, he bent his knees. He moved slow, stretching down, then lifting himself back up. Slower. Down, then back up. Steady. Down, up. Three quick pliés as his brother, Bobby, crossed the street.

“Really, Relly? In the middle of Seventh Avenue!”

The brothers were on their way to 132nd Street. Relly nodded back to the T-shirt man as he eased into a walking dance, a dancing walk. Then he hopped the curb, lifting his feet off the ground until they were on their points. Tiptoes. Relly did a quick triple-time step, thinking of the move he would do on stage during the show’s opening number.

The role of Pax in the Broadway musical Our Time called for Relly to be flexible, nimble, alert. Each show was a performance, each performance broken into acts. Each act was a workout. The show opened back in November. Since then, Our Time had sold out every day by noon. When tickets opened, they were gone in minutes. Even though it had only been four months since the start of the hit show, Relly felt he had been on Broadway for a lifetime.

This was on his mind as Relly ignored his brother, concentrating on loosening his muscles. At the corner, he did a brush tap that made his foot go forward. It hovered over the smashed gum on the sidewalk. Crossing 129th Street, Relly’s feet did a single Cincinnati time step. He dug his heels into the sidewalk, then shuffled and brought them back. The move was in tune with the chime of the pedestrian walk sign.

When Relly walked, he danced. When Relly danced, he tapped. And Relly’s taps had zeal. Even if he had on sneakers, Relly’s dancing had essence.

“Hurry up, Relly!”

“I’m trying!”

Relly let both feet riff. Three counts, three beats against the sidewalk as he stepped past a toddler sound asleep in her stroller. Then he swiveled and swirled into the grand finale, an array of toe stands and rubber legs. Left and right, front and back, zigzag moves that made him feel free as a golden eagle taking off in flight. The motion of Relly’s feet was a force on the ground. A force so strong, it lifted him straight into Juanita’s door.

In the middle of Harlem, Juanita’s Market was known for cheese sandwiches and a cat named Harold, and the cheapest pineapples this side of the Hudson.

“What surprise come through my door this evening? Mr. Morton himself!” said the woman behind the deli counter, Juanita.

“Harlem’s Broadway star. You come to let me have your autograph? You come to teach me some of your moves?” she joked, lifting her left foot forward and backward, showing off her own moves. Her off-white apron had the green embroidered nickname “Nita.”

Relly inhaled the scent of beef and toasted bread. Melted cheese and freshly cut tomatoes. Then, the smell of cleaning solution. His feet were still in movement doing quick tap moves across the bodega floor. In front of the candy stand, Relly was on his toes, then back down with his heels to the floor. Toes again, then heels to the floor. Up, down. Up, down.

“Nah, not today. We’ve come to get some groceries, Nita,” said Bobby, picking up a silver basket. Relly’s moves must have been a little too swift, because Bobby gripped Relly by the shoulders and squeezed so tight, Relly felt his soul leave his body. A yelp left his mouth.

“Ow!”

Bobby twisted his brother around.

“I’m begging you. Swear l’ll give you the most valuable thing I own if you teach yourself how to be still.”

“Valuable?” Relly asked, pausing to take a step back from his brother’s grip. It wasn’t that Bobby didn’t have valuable possessions, but Relly was trying to think of a comeback. “You mean like those socks you collect? I’ll pass.” The two brothers were used to exchanging words back and forth. Relly, being the brother who could not keep still, naturally annoyed his older brother Bobby. Bobby was quiet and calm. Bobby hated excess noise and could always be found with a textbook on his lap.

“Be studious, Relly. Open a book like your brother instead of doing all that running and jumping, commotion-making round the living room,” their grandfather said before the brothers left the house. Bickering or not, aggravation or nah, it was all love.

“Ha!” came Nita’s laugh from behind the counter. She wiped her hands on a cloth as Relly slid farther from Bobby’s reach.

“I’m serious, Relly.”

“You? Serious? You better catch me first.” Relly did a quick turn, a fouetté in the middle of the floor, almost knocking over the rows of Kit Kats and Twizzlers with his stretched-out leg. He stood back on his two feet, easing away from the stand.

“Listen to your brother, Relly,” said Nita. “Love you both, but you knock over even one shelf, it’ll be you behind this counter making cheese sandwiches. That’s a promise.”

Relly couldn’t tell if Nita was serious or playing. He was not about to take a chance and find out. Before they stopped in the store, the sun had already started to tire. Its bright yellow hue had been exchanged for a muted orange. The last thing Relly needed was to be late for sign-in on account of destroying Nita’s store.

“Noted!” Relly caught his reflection in the bodega window. Then he caught Bobby’s side-eye and narrowed eyebrows. The pointed look that told Relly to apologize.

“I mean, I hear you, Nita! Sorry. Will not happen again. Promise!”

The afternoon sun gave Relly’s deep brown skin a glow. Same shade as his momma’s, a shade darker than Bobby’s, a match to his grandfather Gregory’s complexion. Relly smiled, pleased with the dye job he had done on his hair. A purple mixed with pink that reminded Relly of a Jean-Michel Basquiat painting. He forgot the title, but he never forgot the colors during that third-grade school field trip to a SoHo art gallery. Only thing different about Relly was his height, if anybody dared call five foot three short for a twelve-year-old.

“You got the list?” Relly caught up with Bobby down the baked-goods aisle. “Dang, you’re fast.” That quick, the basket in Bobby’s hand was stuffed with sugar, salt, plus a giant bag of pecans. Bobby handed Relly the creased piece of paper and nodded toward the aisle of canned goods. Relly hadn’t been able to figure out why Momma wanted to make a pineapple upside-down cake for his and Bobby’s grandfather’s birthday. Thursday was almost a whole three days away. Plenty of time to buy a real cake. One full of buttercream.

“Get the rest,” Bobby instructed.

“You literally almost got it all.”

“Imma ask Nita to make me a sandwich.”

There were only two items left on the list to pick up. Pineapples and cherries. The two most important pineapple upside-down cake ingredients. Relly walked down the aisle, passing up the artichokes, green beans, three different types of corn. He thought about his ninety-four-year-old grandfather back home. Grandpa Gregory would be ninety-five on Thursday. Does a ninety-five-year-old even care about cake?

Relly picked up the glass jar of cherries from the top shelf. He made a mental note to check them off the list as he did another fouetté. With Nita’s warning still stuck in his head, Relly made sure not to stretch his leg out nearly as far. One fouetté up the aisle, then one fouetté back down. No, let me do that again, Relly thought. Because what harm was there in practicing another? One more fouetté down the aisle. An extra fouetté back up. By now Relly had found the pineapples.

Nita sure did keep an odd number of pineapples. Three rows packed with pineapples. Three rows stacked with pineapples. Momma wanted whole slices, big enough that when you pick up your fork, every bite of cake had a piece of fruit.

In one hand he held the jar of cherries. With the other, Relly picked up a blue-and-yellow can. Ready to turn around and meet up with his brother, his eyes shifted back to the shelf. There were the pineapples in their cans, but there was an object behind the cans that his eyes gravitated toward.

“Aye! What’s up with the timber? You selling firewood now?” There was one random slim piece of wood lying on the shelf. Relly shifted the can and cherries in the palm of his hand. Then he picked up the piece of wood and held it between his thumb and pointer finger.

When he flipped it over, it warmed to his touch. Sun-shining-on-your-skin type warmth. The tingling traveled up the length of his arm. From the crook of his elbow, across his shoulders, the tingling went down into his spine until it turned into a tickle that crept into his feet. Relly wiggled his toes. Relly wiggled his nose. Nita had not answered his question.

A rhythm swept into Relly’s ears. It was a pulse that strummed against his eardrums until his vision began to blur. If Bobby wanted Relly to get a grip, now would have been the time.

Relly watched what looked to be the bodega tiles morphing. Underneath his sneakers, the tiles dissolved. Then they were replaced with a deep-red carpet. Above his head, the ceiling fizzled and melted into wavy lines. It turned into a solid ornate proscenium arch. The overhead lights transformed into a crystal chandelier. Aisle three was now a row of red-velvet cushiony seats. When Relly glanced behind him, each seat was occupied by folks dressed in suits and ties, fascinating tilted netted hats, and dresses etched in lace.

Relly blinked.

The shelf that used to hold pineapples vibrated so violently, Relly knew it would tumble right on top of him. It did not. Instead, the shelf slowly shifted and shrunk down into a stage. On the stage, Relly saw a man.

This man’s legs moved between a walk and a dance, just as Relly had done on his way to the bodega. This man’s arms swayed and swung as his legs floated into each move. He was light on his feet, agile as the smile on his face. The tapping man danced with ease, balanced and smooth. Dance converted into music through the sound from taps on his feet.

It was clear to Relly: this man on stage was breathing out a beat his ears could hear and his body could translate. Because in between the taps were slides. Slick, smooth, sleek slides. Short and sweet slides, until there was a longer slide turned glide across the entire length of the stage. If Relly didn’t know any better, he would have thought there was ice underneath this man’s feet.

Relly had never seen anybody on a stage do tap the way this man did tap. And the kid had seen a lot of tap. Studying the sliding, gliding, drifting man, Relly knew he could have been looking at his adult self, tapping on stage, living out his lifelong dream. Relly knew he could do those same sliding moves too.

“Relly!”

Juanita’s and Bobby’s voices cracked through the blur. Still, Relly’s eyes only saw the same scene. The man on the stage whose name Relly had no clue of.

“Hello? Relly! Snap out of it.” Bobby gripped Relly’s shoulders. “First you couldn’t be still. Now you’re staring into space.”

When Relly released the piece of wood, the images he saw were gone. Relly’s eyes watered, unfocused until they landed on the can of pineapples and smashed jar of cherries on the floor.

“So much for Nita’s warning.” Bobby’s words came out annoyed. “You know, you’ve got these times you don’t listen. You’re getting too old for that.”

A wave of embarrassment swept over Relly. Bobby had scolded him before, in their own home. Never in public. And now the store had gotten crowded since Relly went looking for pineapples and cherries. All of 132nd Street may as well have been inside Juanita’s Market.

Relly bent to pick up the pineapple can. He looked at the piece of wood beside it. Bobby must not have seen what Relly saw.

“Weird,” Relly said. Then he used the edge of his sweatshirt to pick up the wood. He slipped it in his pocket before Bobby could see.

“You’ve got a spill in the canned-food aisle!” Bobby hollered. “What’s up with you today?” he asked Relly.

“Nothing is up with me. I’m good.” Relly stood as Nita turned down the aisle. She tossed a roll of paper towels.

“You spill it, you clean it,” Nita said as Relly caught the roll. He bent low and wiped up the mess, shooing away Harold the cat. Relly stood, balling up the wet paper towel. The two brothers headed for the front of the store.

“Good?” Bobby pointed toward the aisle. “That what you call good? I didn’t think you would actually try to knock over Nita’s shelf. Or her whole store. You do know you don’t have to dance all the time, right? You do know there’s this thing called being still?”

“I didn’t actually try to knock over her shelf, Robert.”

“Then what the what happened?” Bobby asked. Now Nita was back up front. She scanned their items, minus the cherries, as Relly tossed the wet paper towel in the trash. She looked from older brother to younger brother, younger brother to older. After Bobby paid, he handed Relly the change. It never hurt to have a little extra cash before getting on the subway.

“I don’t know.”

“You don’t know?”

“Said what I said.”

“You were daydreaming.”

What Relly saw felt real. Solid. Alive. Not like any daydream he ever had. But he was not about to tell that to Bobby as they walked out the bodega door. Now Relly wasn’t even in the mood to dance.

“Don’t tell Momma, please.” Relly made his eyes wide. Bobby had never been an easy one to convince, but when his brother didn’t respond, Relly knew Bobby wouldn’t tell. Their momma didn’t appreciate embarrassing situations. Especially if those situations involved her sons.

“I’ll meet you at the Ethel after your show to take you home,” Bobby said before the two brothers parted. “And try to pay attention. Get yourself together. No clumsy stuff like you did in there. What’s it Grandpa’s always saying?”

Relly held back rolling his eyes. Grandpa says a lot of stuff. Grandpa’s always saying too much.

“We have to work twice as hard.”

“And you know this. You’re the one who made it, Relly. Don’t screw it up.”

The two brothers did a handshake. A closed fist. Up, then down, and a tap of their knuckles. Bobby headed back home. Relly needed to make his way to the theater for the Broadway show. But when Bobby was out of sight, Relly stopped. He dug into his pocket, closed his eyes, then pulled out the fragment of wood. It was no more than three inches thick. Smooth all around. Deep intervals of wavy brown lines dotted the piece.

“What are you?” Relly asked. He held it in his hand and squeezed tight, hoping the same scene from the bodega would pop up again. “And who was he?” Relly hoped he would see the sliding, gliding man. His legs wanted to mimic the dancing man’s moves right on the street. But Relly didn’t have time to spend wondering. His train would arrive in three minutes. Relly stuffed the piece of wood in his backpack, then hurtled through the crowded subway stairs.

Almost knocking over Nita’s shelves was one thing. To be late to his own show and have his understudy perform, Relly would never have that.






Two WHO’S GONNA BELIEVE ME?


Holding on to the handrail, Relly took the subway steps three at a time. Back aboveground, he squeezed in and out of the crowd, walking up Midtown’s sidewalk. The aura of this part of the city hit him like a foamy ocean wave. So much to take in. Each billboard, each marquee, every flash of artificial light. Then the sounds flooded his senses too. Car honks and bikers’ squeaky brakes. Shoes against pavement and a pair of headphones so loud, Relly could hear someone’s calypso music.

Harlem had its noise too, but Harlem’s noise came from the heart of the people. Here, in the busiest part of Manhattan, every sound, every sight seemed to have been shoved into a blender. But no amount of noise could cut out the tune that played on repeat in Relly’s head.

New York, New York.

The classic Frank Sinatra song. The whole subway trip from Harlem to Midtown, Relly made up his own lyrics.

I will not be late.

Can’t be late today.

I’m gonna make it on time tonight.

One time! Our Time!

Cutting down Forty-Fourth Street, the vibration of his phone pulsed in his pocket. Relly almost leapt across the entrance to Shubert Alley as three more vibrations came. He knew they were text messages as he reached to pull out his phone. First he peeked at the time. It was already past half hour. Past the time he was supposed to sign in. Then, unlocking his phone, he checked the messages. A slew of texts from the Squad, April, Hudson, and Monica. Relly opened Monica’s first as he ran past the Broadhurst, with its wide brick columns.

M: U OK? We’re worried about you. You’re coming right, Relly?

R: IDK…

M: U don’t know!??! No entiendo.

R: I mean, I am coming! I’m on my way!

M: Know u can talk to me, right? Tú estás aquí para mí, estoy aquí para ti.

Relly read Monica’s text out loud. “ ‘You’re here for me. I’m here for you.’ ” His Spanish had gotten better over the past few months, since Monica gave Relly lessons during intermission.

M: Always.

Relly ran past the Hayes, with its dozen windows. That one always reminded Relly of a brick house squeezed between two buildings.

Always, Relly typed, until he saw the next theater up, the Ethel Merman, with its reddish-gold marquee.

R: Promise I’ll tell you later, k?

There was a crowd of people who streamed their way inside. Of course there was. Relly ran around the crowd, hoping that no one would recognize him as the kid from Our Time. Relly usually didn’t mind being recognized. But he did mind being recognized when he was late!

Call time. Relly knew at that moment the stage manager, Claudia, was checking the call-board. Checking each name of each performer, and she would not find Relly’s initials. Relly could see her now, Claudia over the loudspeaker shouting, “Half hour, everyone! Relly Morton, if you are here, please let a stage manager know. And by stage manager, I mean me!”

Relly had ten minutes to be late. At 7:40, Claudia would get his understudy, Jacob, ready. A notice would be put in the program that Relly would not perform as Pax tonight. Then they would replace his headshot in the front lobby with Jacob’s, and if fans had come to see Relly and only Relly, hello, hello, surprise, surprise!

“I will not be late today,” Relly said as he slid around the side of the building, dodging a dog walker with four Boston terriers on a leash. “Cute dogs!” He nodded to the walker, easing his way closer to the stage-door entrance.

“I will not be late.”

The train hadn’t come on time. Not the A train. Not the 2. Not the C or the D. Not even the 3. Each one was late, which meant Relly was late. Which meant when Relly ran into Jimmy Onions, the Ethel’s stage-door doorman, his words finally caught up with him.

“Hate to break it to ya, kid. You’re late,” Jimmy said as he held the stage door open. After forty-four years of service at the now-infamous theater, Jimmy still had the perfect sense of timing. Sure, his security camera helped. Knowing the job helped too.

“I know!” The click of the door behind Relly made his lateness finite. He hoped for some type of relief. Relief for how out of breath he now felt, having run across half of Times Square. Relief to take away the guilt hovering above his shoulders. He could not let the Squad down. Relly scribbled his initials on the call-board against the wall. When he quickly checked the time again, it was now seven forty-five.

“Maybe she won’t notice.” Relly nodded to the board. “Right?” He put the dry-erase marker on the table. “It’s only fifteen minutes.”

Jimmy took a bite of a green apple, sat himself in the seat next to the door, and said through a full mouth, “Fifteen minutes before showtime.” Jimmy swallowed. “Oh, she’ll notice, Relly Morton. Long as you’ve been here, don’t you know Claudia never fails to notice?” Claudia Middleton, stage manager, noticed everything.

The Ethel Merman Theater, named after the famed Ethel Merman, was small but peculiar, tiny yet robust. The ornate building on the rim of Broadway gave off the feeling of Anything Goes. Ethel sang it in the 1934 Broadway hit by the same name.

Times have changed,

and we’ve often rewound the clock!

Inside, the theater showed no sign of last year’s curse. The curse that stunk up the Ethel Merman worse than a Florida swamp. The curse that caused its walls to peel and sets to break. But the people, that curse got to them, too, stealing away their talents. Their joy.

It finally ceased when Monica Garcia, who played Tony in Our Time, unlocked a plan to get rid of the abomination placed upon the Ethel. Of course, the Squad, the name given to the four cast members by their director, Artie Hoffman, helped along the way.

Relly ran past Jimmy and his apple, up a flight of stairs, down an almost-empty hallway to the wood-paneled dressing room he shared with Hudson. Hudson played Crash in Our Time. Normally, the two got ready together, but Hudson was nowhere in sight as Relly pulled his costume off the hanger and jumped inside the clothes. Then, Relly left the dressing room and ran down the hall again, this time around the corner to the wig room. In the room with the long mirrors and longer tables, Chris stood with a comb between his teeth, styling a short-haired wig. He didn’t even look up when Relly entered.

“You’ve been waiting for me?”

“Not like you to be late.” Chris grabbed the brown-haired wig with the sharp part from the table. He quickly fit the wig to Relly’s head. “Good thing I always have a backup. You think your understudy is going to be happy about this? Jacob was more excited than my three-year-old granddaughter at the M&M’s store when he found out he would be performing tonight.”

“I know! I know!” When Relly squeezed and tugged the wig onto his head, he caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror. “I mean, no, he won’t be happy. He’s going to fume!” Yup, his understudy would be furious. Jacob never took kindly to getting his Broadway dreams dashed. Relly doubled-checked his look in the mirror. Costume, check. Shoes, check. Hair, check. Not a peek of Relly’s purple-and-pink-dyed hair showed underneath.

“I’ll say a little prayer for you.”

“Forever?” Relly asked, thinking of the song Momma liked to sing.

“And ever,” Chris said as Relly left the dressing room and found himself running down the hall again. Only this time he was headed backstage.

“Five!” Claudia called through the speaker. “Five!”

“Thank you, five!” echoed throughout the Ethel Merman. Up ahead, Relly could see April, Monica, and Hudson in a wing of the stage behind the curtain. April and Monica were both stretching with foam rollers on the floor. Hudson quit his vocal warm-up the moment he saw Relly.

“Finally!” he said, nodding to a lingering actor a few feet away. Jacob. Hudson lifted his thumb in a backward motion. At that moment, Jacob removed his headphones. The understudy tapped his phone, cutting his music. Jacob huffed. Jacob scuffed. Relly swore he saw his understudy stomp his left foot against the hardwood.

“Uhn! I was getting in the correct headspace.” His shoes squeaked against the backstage floor. “I can’t believe Claudia is still letting you go on this close to showtime, Relly.” Jacob side-eyed Relly as he removed himself from backstage. “Thanks. A. Lot!”

Hudson looked physically relieved. “Jacob is cool and all, but he never has the timing right. He’s always off by half a second, and half a second may as well be half a minute. That’s a big deal.”

“Dude, what happened to you? We literally thought you weren’t coming. Hudson even texted you. Did you get Hudson’s text? Did you get my text? Did you get Monica’s text?” April didn’t look up from her foam roller on the floor.

“Yes, I got your texts,” Relly said as he watched April hold out her phone, filming a quick story for Insta. Relly saw her type #backstagelife.

“Places!” Claudia called over the speaker. “Places, everyone! Relly Morton, good grief, finally. You’re here.”

Who’s gonna believe me? Relly thought as he watched Monica stand and stretch her arms above her head. She held the stretch several seconds before turning her head left to right. Monica caught Relly’s eye and stopped. The two friends often shared glances. They could know what each other was thinking without saying a word.

“Want to talk about it?” Monica whispered. “After the show? Te sentirás mejor pronto!”

Relly nodded. It would make him feel better to tell his friends what had happened at the bodega, but now was not the time. Not right before their performance. Not when they all needed to get in the right headspace. The info Relly had to unveil needed time to be digested. He would tell Monica and the rest of the Squad later.

Places.

Relly inhaled, letting adrenaline move through his body. From each hair on his head to the tips of his toes. Adrenaline settled in his veins. It moved through his muscles. Relly’s senses kicked in. The audience that was chatty five seconds ago quieted. The lights lowered. Over a speaker came a voice: “Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to the Ethel Merman Theater. Quiet your cell phones and sit back for a ride. Enjoy Our Time.”

It was time. Their time to perform. This was the moment Relly worked half his twelve-year-old life for. Our Time.

The Squad started with the opening song. The musical played tribute to 1980s movies. A time when adventure flashed on movie screens. Relly, April, Monica, and Hudson brought that same adventure to the stage. Soon came the jumps and chases. A tomato fight between pirouettes and relevés, backflips and a leap from an artificial fifteen-foot waterfall onstage.

When it came to the scene Relly and Hudson shared, Relly always felt it was truly his time. A series of moves escaped from the half-moon-shaped taps on their shoes. Relly could feel the audience’s captivation as he and Hudson showed off. Triple-time steps, ball change, shuffle off to Buffalo against the orchestra music. Beneath their taps came the sounds.

Te. Te. Te. Ta.

Tee, tee. Tee, tee, ta.

Tee. Tee. Tee. Ta.

Beneath his feet, then

Silence.

But when he was supposed to ease from the double Cincinnati, a tap move that called for Relly to lift his heels and shuffle his feet in double the time, Relly found himself sliding, gliding from left wing to right. All the way across the stage, Relly eased on the edges of his taps. He hadn’t planned to do the move, and it was not a move in the show. But Relly felt he had no control over his body. And once he finished the first slide, Relly knew he had to do another, and another, and one more. Across the stage, back and forth. Sliding, gliding, backward, forward. Exactly like the man he saw at the bodega.

April and Monica stood in the wings, wide-eyed, open-mouthed. Hudson, still onstage, stood frozen in a panicked shock.

“What are you doing, Relly? That is not part of the show!” Hudson whispered through clenched teeth. He smacked his forehead with his palm before showing the same tight, toothy smile to the audience. Hudson kept up with his own moves, tapping in twice the time to make up for Relly’s mishap.

And when the moment wore off, Relly came back to his regular position as if nothing had happened. Just in time for the barrel roll. An intense silence filled the theater. From the balcony to the orchestra seats to the front lobby. Relly knew even Jimmy sat in silence at the stage door, watching on his tiny TV. Then the audience’s quiet merged into a gush of praise. Applause and whoops. Hoots, hollers, and feet stomps. A child in the front row screamed, “Do that again! Do that again!” Clearly, the audience loved it.

Back in the dressing room, Relly hung up his costume and took off his wig. Chris would be in to get it later. That thrill still coursed through him, as the closing number was still stuck in Relly’s head. Relly turned around and did a simple kick ball change. It was a kick of his right foot, then a step out, and a step back with his left. The move was the perfect way to end the night. The perfect step to get out the rest of his adrenaline and guilt for being late.
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