IT’S A DOG’S LIFE
CHAD

The day the cast was posted, I stood out by the theatre door, afraid to go in. Everyone was crowding around, waiting. It was in the morning, about 8:30. The sun was trying to come out, but the clouds were forcing it out of the sky. These big black clouds, just floating slowly, you know, like clouds do. I watched them for a minute and I could smell the rain. Remember that song from The Fantasticks? The one that goes, "Soon it's gonna rain, I can feel it. Soon it's gonna rain, I can tell?" Well, I can always tell when it's gonna rain. I don't even have to see that there are clouds. I can smell the wetness in air. And that day, that cloudy dark day with the sun waging a losing battle with the atmosphere, I waited with a bunch of other kids to see if I got a part in the show. There was this other guy, about my age, pacing and smoking a cigarette. I watched him pace and watched that trail of smoke wind it's way up to join the other clouds and help block out my sun. He glanced over at me and gave me this tense smile. "Nerves," he said and pulled a long drag from his cigarette. He looked cool, though, in a very "with-it-part-of-the-in-crowd" sort of way. Right then the door opened and everyone rushed in to check the cast list. Mr. Cool Smoker Guy was dancing all around. Obviously he got the part he wanted. I looked up at the clouds and the sun. For just a moment the sun won the war and revealed itself full and glowing. I took that as a good sign and went in to check the cast list myself. Oh, I was there, all right. Chorus. Again. Well, at least I made it. I went back outside and the sun was shining fully, having burned the clouds away. I figured it was sort of like a natural spotlight meant just for me so everybody would know that, yet again, I was inadequate. No wonder I like the rain

