
		
			Lyra S.

The Nerve-Racking Audition

[image: ]

			

		

	
		
				I stood silently by a window, hoping I could pass this nerve racking task. I tried to imagine what terrible things could happen in that tiny room where I would audition for the pre-college. Just as I thought that, my legs began to shake.

	There were too many bad things that could go wrong. As I looked out the window, I felt a little push on my back, making my sweaty hands meet the glass. I shuddered at the sudden surprise. I backed away and looked at my hands. They were as red as almost-ripe-apples. When my mom stood next to me, she saw my hands and questioned, “Are your hands cold?” Instead of replying, I silently shook my head, and stared out into the audition room. I really felt like I was going to be destroyed in there. 
	“How many people are going before me?” I nervously inquired.
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				Terrified I walked to the piano, placing my hand on the side, and bowed. I could only hear one person clap, so I looked up to see the other judge clapping silently, like a mouse sneaking out to get cheese, wary of the cat about to pounce. I slowly started to sit down, and I noted that just when I played the first note, I could distinctly hear writing. They wrote so fast, I thought that if the teacher’s grip wasn’t tight enough, the pencil would simply fly out of their hands.

. 


	“Two more,” replied my mom. That’s when I started to sweat like a volcano. My sweat poured out of me like I was a spoon holding way too much soup. Except the spoon had holes. 
	As one person left the room, I knew it was only a matter of time before it was my turn. I looked at my music, remembering everything that I had practiced over and over again. As I walked into the room, the judges asked me what piece I was going to play. I knew I would stammer when I talked, so I decided to just give them the music.
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				Once I arrived home, the first thing I did was run to my dad. My dad laughed as I ran up and down the house.

One month later…

	“You got in! You got into the pre-college!” My mom exclaimed excitedly. 
	“REALLY?” I asked. 
	“Yes!” My mom replied happily. I smiled at the good news, hoping it wasn’t just a dream. 

	As the last note of the piece rang out, I could once again hear the faint clapping. I turned to bow, and knowing I didn’t fail, I quickly grabbed my stuff to tell my mom the good news. 
	

	“Did you mess up?” my mom asked curiously. 
	“No! I didn’t!” I beamed. I was so loud that the family next to me turned to me and smiled. “Let’s head home!”
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                                                             About The Author

Lyra is a rising fourth grader. This is her first published book. She enjoys reading long novels, playing cello, and writing notes. She hopes this book tells them that before performing, it can be overwhelming, but after you are done with it, it can be very relaxing.


The End!
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