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One Voice
	Young.  That’s all I can think of when I think of my musical journey.  You sang before you could talk, my mom would say.  It was hard to think about, let alone believe, but somehow it was true.  

	My voice is an instrument.  It takes hard work and effort to make it do what I want.  There are those days when it can stubborn, but normally, it’s fine.  
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	Young.  That’s what I think about when I think about solos.  My small shaking voice in front of a microphone and a crowd of people I knew.  But the nerves were insane!  Eight years-old and singing alone.  One voice.
	
	Soft, angelic, sweet was the sound of my voice as the microphone amplified it for my family friends and peers.  My hands, shaking like I had walked out of a pool.  My smile when I finished.

	Young.  Alone.  One Voice.  On a stage, in front of hundreds.  An accent.  A small microphone. A character.  Drama.  One solo then.  An actress now. 
