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Sound of a Phantom
We climbed the steep steps of the Majestic Theatre and took our seats second from the last row, next to God's. I ordered tickets two years in advance to get them. With curiosity, I observed my surroundings. I looked to the right, then left, but when I looked down, an optical illusion of a bottomless pit appeared, making me believe that my seat was at the edge of a precipice. My body shook with fear as I grabbed my husband's hand. Wishing I had a seat belt on, I sighed.
	To distract myself, I looked at the drawn stage curtain in anticipation of the show's start. Suddenly, the lights went down, and the darkness enveloped the silent room. The stillness was so intense that if a pin were to drop, everyone would hear its landing.
Full of trepidation, I squeezed my husband's hand even more and wondered what it was about. Is it a prelude to what's to come? Out of the blue, a bright light appeared beneath the open stage curtains as the thought ran through my mind, and a cascading crystal chandelier hit the floor. 
The staccato of short, heavy notes produced a dramatic melody similar to the one I often hear in Wagner's operas. Each distinct booming sound created an overbearing feeling of foreboding. An explosion caused by the thousands of broken glass pieces filled the theater with reverberating, chilling to the bone sound. 
It was 1990 when my husband and our friends Ella and Henry went to see the unforgettable Phantom of the Opera. A Broadway show brought to New York by Andrew Webber from London, England. A woman shrieked, "It is the Phantom. The Phantom of the Opera is here!" The show began. In my seat, with tears rolling down my cheeks uncontrollably, I watched the opening act, mesmerized by the spectacle. 
The Phantom of the Opera tells the story of a beautiful soprano, Christine Daaé, who becomes the obsession of a mysterious, masked musical genius living in the underground labyrinth beneath the Paris Opéra House. 
When I saw the show, Michael Crawford and Sarah Brightman were cast in the leading roles, performing the heart-wrenching love scenes. I had an enormous pleasure listening to the sounds of their voices. 
Throughout the show, Crawford's voice went from a high baritone through a resilient tenor to a plaintive falsetto. It required three months of six hours a day of training for him to achieve this perfection. 
Andrew Webber, who wrote the role of Christine specifically for Sarah Brightman, refused to open The Phantom of The Opera on Broadway unless his wife played the lead. The American Actors' Equity Association initially balked because of their policy that any non-American performer must be an international star. At that time, Sarah Brightman wasn't widely known, but the sound of her mezzo-soprano, which can go from an F6 above her known E6, a wide range, won the audience over and made them fall in love. 
She is a classically trained performer with a voice that lies between the soprano and contralto. Her vocal range is generally divided into the coloratura, an elaborate melody with runs, trill, wide leaps, and dramatic mezzo-soprano with a strong medium register and a warm high register. Sarah's voice is broader and more potent than the lyric and coloratura mezzo-sopranos. 
Casting her in the role of Christine was the right thing to do because overnight, the show became an instant success on Broadway. It won the 1986 Olivier Award and the 1988 Tony Award for Best Musical, with Crawford winning the Olivier and Tony for Best Actor in a Musical. The Phantom of the Opera is the longest-running show in Broadway history. In February 2012, it celebrated its 10,000th Broadway performance. 
I believe we saw it during the winter of 1990 because the weather was cold, and I remember Ella wearing our stilettoes and me freezing our butts standing in front of a parked Cadillac where her husband Henry forgot the keys. It took a couple of hours before her friend drove from Staten Island to deliver another set to us. 
But despite this little mishap, it was a fantastic night spent in the company of dear friends. It was an evening filled with laughter and the sounds of beautiful music. The regular road trip from Brooklyn, New York, into Manhattan was the only one I ever took to hear the sound of a phantom. 


