One Minute Nerve							Kit Dwyer 2025-01-07
I feel silly to be in my late-sixties and committing to play a song Still, Still, Still at the music school Christmas recital. As I arrive, I am impressed by all the decorations in the hall. I find a seat and nervously review the program, turning the pages in my lap over and over. I listen to each participant as they get closer and closer to my turn on the stage. We all clap and hoot cheers for each of the performers. 
I am thinking about the last time I performed for a few minutes alone in front of audience. It was when I became an officer of my local Toastmaster’s club in 2011. It’s been thirteen years, but the sweaty palms, shaky hands, and flushed cheeks are still in evidence now. Back then, I recited my story in front of a microphone with only a few index cards with notes on the podium. Now I am before  
I want to run away, but I don’t want to disappoint my piano teacher by backing out. She is so warm and encouraging to me. I also have learned over the years, that my anxiety is a form of energy I can transform to a feeling of being happy and excited about my the work I am going to showcase. I am not simply performing an activity in front of others, I am showcasing the skill of my teacher’s talent to help an old dog like me learn new tricks. This will encourage others to take up music lessons on an instrument, dance or voice, and the music school will continue to thrive. 
When I perform, I will also be showing myself that I have learned a new skill which is the payoff I acquired from many hours of diligent practice.  Even if I flub-up. I will keep on playing, just like we practiced last week when my teacher acted out all the distracting noises I might experience from the audience while I’m on stage - a door slamming, phone ringing, papers crumpling, children crying, adults talking or trying to sing along. 
It's almost my turn. I fidget in my seat and put the program under my thigh. Just do it. It will be over in a matter of minutes. No harm done. Here I go. I’m going to do it. Wait for the intro.  Pause. Take a breath. Pause. Begin. Not too fast, - imagine the metronome.  I’m doing it! Almost done. One more repeat, then the slow down on the final measure. 
I’m done. Everyone is clapping. I remember to do a small curtsey before I leave the stage.  
When I come back to my seat, strangers lean over and congratulate and praise me. Amazing, how kind they are for my one minute of playing. The remainder are more young kids, and two adults played more advanced pieces than mine. I hope I can play those things in the future.  
I stayed a little while for the reception afterward. 
Suddenly, I want to do it all again.





 Suggested edits/additions from 1st Tues W&R partners:
· Expand on background, How I decided to do it, how husband arranged 
· Expand on background of teacher
· Describe other participants, the length of the program, how many, ages, talents
· Expand on place scene, what I wore, etc. 
