The
Singer’s
Dream

“‘Ke[[y, make sure you get a gooJ sfeqo for your Eig ’perfm’mance#

tomorrow,” my manager Delilah said as she exited the door to my one--

666[1’001’1/1 ajoartment.

“That’s what everyone says,” 1 tﬁougﬁt to myseﬁ now alone, the m’gﬁt’
Beifore my first singing appearance at Madison Square Garden. Was 1
nervous? Oh, much more than nervous. 1 couldn’t eat, too worried it migﬁf
come m’gﬁt back up, and there were Eutteﬁfies ffittering around all in my
stomach. No matter what 1 did, tﬁey wouldn’t go away. ] just didn’t want
to expose my heart tﬁrougﬁ my songs and all the work 7'd put into it, and_
sometﬁing go wrong. 1 was cfoing what 1 loved, singing, but 1 didn’t know
that there was much more to it. fverywﬁere 1 went now, paparazzi fo(fowecﬂ
me, ﬂasﬁing their Bm’gﬁt cameras in my face. ‘Tﬁey titled the headlines cf
every magazine saying, “‘Ke[@ Landon’s ﬁrst appearance, Saturd’ay, ‘Ma%
7... s she reac[y for the fame?” The answer to that was a déﬁnite no. Yes, ‘1

ﬁacfa[reaa[y SO(d'S mi[ﬁ’on cqpies cfmy new a[ﬁum, Eut 7 ﬁaa[yet to



7ae1form in ﬁont cf as many pe(yo[e as 1 would be facecf with the fo[fowing\
day. T wasn’t ready to face any criticism toward what 1 had worked my_
"Whole ﬁfe for. 9 decided to try and get my mind qﬁf qf everytﬁing, and slid.
my favoriw movie of all time, Steel fMagno[ias into my ﬂat screen television.
and Jo@o}oeaf myseff onto my brown leather, expensive, but not at all

C OWlfOTtaB &3 couc ﬁ

The words cf the movie sfow(y became scft@r and scﬁw as an old,
“recognizaﬁlé song grew louder. “szy, crazy for feeﬁ’ng (Y [one[y, ” echoed.
frﬁrougﬁout the room, sung 6y a very bold voice. It sounded so real, one of
my mother’s favom’w songs. 1 fo[fowecf the voice that led me to my small
joiné closet, and a very e[e(qcmt [ac[y stood 6efo1fe me, ?atsy Cline, swijoing‘

her hand scfrfy against the line cf
clothes. Her hair was curled, a tint’
of dark brown. She had on cfangﬁ’n{gﬂ
diamond earrings, and a fong, ever -
jfowing magenta dress. Her heels

fmacfe 661’ tﬁree incﬁes l'aﬂé’l", (}lTlCL

her rosy red ﬁ/’psﬂ'cﬁ outlined her Eig,

Em’gﬁt smile.

1 took several steps back,
frightened by the southern lady who stood before me that 1 knew had been



deceased for years. 1 couldn’t believe my eyes. “Umm, what are you afoing\
here?” 1 said timicffy.

In her soft, fragile, but yet still bold voice she said, “Sweetheart, Tm.
on[y here to ﬁe@o you,”

“But you’re... you’re dead. This can’t be ﬁay}oening, 7 must be-
cfreaming,” 7 said sﬁaﬁing my head as tﬁougﬁ to wake myseg ﬁom a c[eeﬂ
5[@@279.

“Tust ‘cause T'm dead doesn’t mean my crazy spirit isn’t still alive,”

Qsatsy responded, placing a hand on her thin waist.

“Oéay, you’re ﬁeaﬁing me out! How'd you get in here? What do 11
need ﬁeﬁo with?” 1 stammered.

“Well, T've been sent here to ﬁelja with your pre-sﬁow jitters,” she stated.
With a southern draw.

“Howd you know 1’ve been nervous?” ‘1 quesu’oneof.

“7 have my ways. So, ’m here to give you some tLjos, and rﬁrougﬁour’
the m’gﬁt, you will be visited By several other singing sensations. ‘J'bgetﬁer
"We have unique experiences that will ﬁego you Eegin your own (egacy. We-
Want you to be as successful as we once were. 1 remember all too well the-
Terves mtt[ing in me the m’gﬁt Eefore my Eig Jom:formcmce at the Grand Ole-

Opry.” She looked up at the cei[ing as 1f she was ﬁaw’ng a ﬂasﬁﬁaeé



“You've been nervous Eefore?” 7 asked in shock.

“chmy ‘a times my dear one, but 1 got tﬁrougﬁ it Ey Joing several_
~things.”

“Like what?” 1 asked, anﬁcipau’ng an easy solution to rid the

Eutte@%’es c[ancing in my s‘wmacﬁ.

“Well, you see, }aeqpfe know me as Eeing (Y0, conﬁcfent, with class, but it

took a while for me to get there. 1 had to put my mind at ease. Do you know
how 1 did that?”

“How?” 1 quicﬁ(y resyondéc[.

“] Eegcm with the end in mind 6efo1fe 7 ever swpped on any stage. As
odd as it may seem, 1 }aicture([ Joutting on the best peﬁormance, and the-

fjofeasure 7 would fee[ cfm’ afoing so. That’s how 1 gaineJ my conﬁcfence. |
f@ew 7 had it all in me, 1 just had to let it show. And you, missy, need to do

the same to win over that crowd.”
“But, it’s just not as simjyfe as it seems.”

“You have to make it simyfe By ﬁeing yoursegf. There’s notﬁing more~
Sim})fe than that.”

“What 1f tﬁey don’t [ike who 1 am?” That quesu’on had rang n my

head a million times over the past weeks.



“Don’t you worry about that. Being yourself is all you can do. When
Vou act uncomfortable on stage, the audience can sense it. That’s why yoiL
must be confident. A good friend of mine once told me that nerves form.
ﬁom a lack of seg[ conﬁcfence. 7

“Wow, 1 never thought of it that way. 1 guess it makes sense.”

“‘Tbmowow, when you walk up on that stage, forget about every%in&
else and all the distractions, and own the song. Make it yours, and be-
yourseg(,” ?atsy said as her image Eegan to facfe into the thin air.

“Make it mine?” The words seemed to Jriﬁ qﬁc into space as 1 walked.
around my apartment, dé{peraw[y fooléing for the country singer’s {pirit,
only to find that 7 was once again all

a[one.

A bit conﬁsed about what had_
fust gone on, 1 walked over to the-
fridge to get something to drink. Just”
‘When 1 ﬁnisﬁed ﬁ[fing my g[ass with

icy cold water, the old radio sitting in
~the corner of my living room flickered.

on. Startled, the glass of water slipped from my hands and shattered onto
~the clean wooden floor. 1 bent down and wiped up the mess.



The radio static crackled on as the hit “Singing in the Rain” started.
f}o(aying. Like the snap qf a ﬁnger, 7 heard rain }oouncfin(q outside. 71 slid my
Ea[cony screen door open as the farge cfrcyofets yeﬁecf onto the concrete, like-
~the beating of a drum, and soaked my luscious brown locks. To my surprise,
j’mnﬁ Sinatra, with his umbrella in hand, jacﬁet ziypeaf up to the top, and_

rain boots yu(fecf on u’gﬁt, was singing in the rain.

“What a g(orious ﬁzeﬁ’ng, and T'm ﬁa}ojay again,” he sang as he twirled.

(ZTOMTLC{:

7 inwrm}?wcf his little musical taﬁing pface on my back porcﬁ. “Not”

another one,” 1 moaned.
“Not another what?” he said.
“Another singing sensation.” 1 rqp(iea[
“Thanks for the com}oﬁment, ” he said with the wink of an eye.

7 rubbed (ﬁ his rejo[y to get to the bottom of tﬁings. “So what advice-
are you here to gi\/e?” 7 quesu’oneaf with some sass. 1 knew that 1 had a(reac[l_

gone crazy so 7 decided to make the most out cf the experience.
“Can we go inside away ﬁom the rain ﬁrst?” he suggesw(i

“Sure,” 1 rejofiec[, oyening the screen door and esca}?ing ﬁom the rain.



“Oéay” he said, cfosing his soaked umbrella as 1 }ausﬁecf the door shut.
“So, since you’ve been ﬁaw’ng troubles with nerves, 1 want to tell you how 1

ended mine.”
“Oﬁay.”

“Q\/ly very ﬁrst appearance was on the radio. 1 remember how jittery |
Was the afay Befm’e, ﬁigﬁ‘wneaf that my dreams could come to an end 1f 1

Were to maée one mistaﬁe on my SOTlg. (Tb Swjﬂ my nerves andsﬁa/éiness, 7

jfouncf a way to relax. 1 gmﬁﬁec[ a book and sat in my old wooden chair EE_
the ﬁrqo[ace of my home sweet home. ﬂﬁw a while, 1 calmed down, and my

nerves just seemed to vanish. For some ]oeop[e, it takes a while to ﬁgure out”
their true way cf refaxing, but once you do, it makes such a cﬁﬁ(erence in

fre[ievmg nerves.”
“Does it work every time?”

“?retty much, but eventua[fy, you’[f get so comfortaﬁfe that your
nerves will }91’06615@ vanish for gooc[. ” he rqo[iecf.

And just [ike that, he too vanished, (ecwing me behind with so many_

r_1/”16”151/\161"66[ quesa'ons .

1 settled down on the couch, pu((ecf my red f[eece blanket on top of Mme,
and started to read a book, something 1 liked to do as well because 7 could.
escape to a fanmsy y(ace. All of the sudden, as Bella Swan was introcfucing\

“me to Forks in the T Wi(igﬁt book, 1 heard the metal pans in the kitchen



cfanﬁing [ike drums and loud, stern vocals singmg, “We will, we will rock
you!” Tﬁey were the words @C the main man qf queen, Freddie ‘Mercury,. His
hair was sﬁaggy, as black as m’gﬁt, and you could tell he was a rockstar Bl
his wardrobe of tight pants and dark shades.

“‘Héy, what’s u}a?” he said in his rocker tone as he sat the pans down_

on tﬁe mm’ﬁﬁa counter U)}? ancf uninrentiona[[y SWM}O@C[ my way.

7 wasn’t cluiw sure how to respond’ to his awkward presence, so 1 jusr’

said, “I'm readi’ng.”

“but down that old raggedy book, and listen here,” Freddie exclaimed.

“Do you have any clue who 1 am?”

“Of course! You're a ﬁagendf My dad used to }ofay your CD over and.

over again. ”

When 1 was growing up, my dad had every sing[e Queen album. He'd

66671 to sevem[concerts ancfﬁnew every WOTC{TTO every one oftﬁeir TOCE n’ 1"0[[

hits.

“Hmmm, oﬁay then. 'm the last singing sensation who will visit Yo
Hmigﬁt, so [isten very careﬁx[fy to my wise words. When 1 was just a young_
vocker, 1 loved the syot(igﬁts and the }oroc{ucu’on of the arts. 1 never grew

Tervous at all with my band mates.”

‘:Wﬁy? ” 1 in‘wrm}’)wdf



“Because every singfe time ‘1 goton that stage, 1 took one Big, [ong,
déep breath and imagineof every sing[e person in the audience Being in their
u’c{y whities.”

7 couldn’t ﬁego but faugﬁ. “You rea[fy did that?”

“7 rea[fy did dude. And when 1 didw’t do that, 7 would prehmcf tﬁe%
didn’t even exist, as tﬁougﬁ my band and 1 were pfaying sofe(y for

ourselves.”

“What 1f 7 don’t want to imagine the crowd in their... underwear?” ‘1

cluestionec[.

“Then J’ust look above their heads, or ,ﬁnd’ a foca( Jooint in the very back
@( the }oface, such as an exit door or a back wall, and sing to it. That'(l rea[@_
put your mind at ease. Tust remember, when you're rocﬁing and ro[(ing,
have fun. 1f you don’t enjoy singing for everybody, it may just not be the
frigﬁt tﬁing for you, but 1 wouldn’t be here ff 9 didn’t believe it was.”

““You believe in me?”

There was no reg?l’y, just the still cluiet”
@( my dead-beat apartment.

10:00AM

1 awoke on the couch of my living_

Toom, reafizing it was all just my

— — imagination. 1 wasn’t sure whether to

’Tg[er to it as a dream or a nigﬁtmare,



seeing as tﬁougﬁ it scared the Jpee out of me. It migﬁt have been a miracle. 1
looked at the clock above the televison, and saw that it was 10:00 in the-

fmoming. “Oh no,” 1 said to mysegc. 7 on[y had tﬁiﬂy minutes until my
(imo would arrive to }oicE me up. 1 rushed across my entire apartment’
trying to get reac[y. Lucﬁi(y, 7 was down at the foﬁﬁy Ey exact[y 10:30 just’
as my limo pulled in. The concierge opened the door for me, and 1 let out a_
Big sigﬁ as 1 settled into the leather seats, suqom’sing@ relieved aﬁ'er the-
incidents 1 had experienceaf in my dreams, because without them, 1

Wouldn’t be prepared for the performance.
After the makeup artists and hair stylists dolled me up for the show,

and the costume désigner ﬁegoecf me get dressed, the awaited time had come.
1 ste}o}oeof onto the ﬁuge stage, maléing it my home, as the crowd cheered my
name, “CKe[Ty, ‘Ke[fy!” The Buttmﬂies that danced all around my stomacho
the m’gﬁt ngore were no (onger there, seeming to vanish like dark clouds
sﬁifn’ng across the sky o1
a sunny cfa_y. 7 had_
Tever }n’cturec[ the-
“moment to be like this. 1
\gmsped/ u’gﬁt[y to my_
bedazzled pink
fmicro}oﬁone and Joourecﬂ

my heart out into the

50115. ‘Tﬁe crowc{roarecﬂ



aﬁw the song ended and even cheered “Encore! Encore!” 1 couldn’t believe it.
‘Tﬁey [iked me, tﬁey rea[[y [iked me.

1 wanted so badly to see the spirits one more time that had visited me-
n my dream. 1 wanted to thank them for their advice, but sadly, 1 didn’t’
wa how. ’Hopeﬁdfy one cfay, 9 will enter the gofcfen gates above, and be-

aﬁﬁe to SFLCLT@ my own um’que [e(qacy Wltﬁ tﬁem‘

You see, singing is more than just maéing musical sounds with your

Voice. When you sing, you let all of your emotions out and release
everytﬁing ﬁom way down cfeep in your soul. Sometimes, you can even ﬁefﬁ
otfiers cope with hard times or ﬁe@o them celebrate the goocf ones. Singing is
50metﬁing that comes natum(fy. The singing [egencfs that entered my
dream and ﬁeﬁaed’ me exa’nguisﬁ my nerves, ﬁeljoecf me open a new door.
Fven 1f your singing onfy eﬁzcts one heart of this gigantic world, it’s worth
the cfoing.



Citations:

1- Story: created entirely by me, Madison McKee

2- Pictures: | used the Advanced PixIr Editor Software to make all 5
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*Every aspect of this story is original and was made entirely by me.
Although there are names of famous singers in this piece, none of the
information of their “experiences” in this piece are factual.



| used Pages to create this original piece. | wrote it because | love
incorporating things from my life, such as singing, into my writing pieces. |
enjoy writing and hope you like this piece.



