in the coffee bar round the corner, also
waitin, dg - the same tension and butterflies
as he'd walted his turn ta BO Up On Stage. ..
the same trite question about his name and
his past experience once he got up there.

But, as he walked out from the wings, he
knew he must have heard right, because
there were extra-special smiles from all the
guys he knew there. Some actually came
over to him:

*“Well, that sounds hopeful."

“Good luck for tomorrow, Dave."

He felt unbelievably excited, simpl
thought that he had n called back.
all that evening he kept trying to convince
himself:

“'Look, you're really Just as far away from
that part as ever . . . You can bet they've
re-called a couple of hundred guys. And
anyway, they haven't even seen you act yet,
50 what are you getting so excited about?
Just because your face happened to fit for
once?”

Well, suppese it was just that his face had
happened to fit? It was certainly a mighty
b'ﬁ lmprnvtmtn! on all those other occasions

ven it had

RESTLESS NIGHT

So, David spent a rather restless night, his
head buzzing with internal dislogues aleng
those lines.

But he woke up next morning foeling
strangely hopeful and with a real sense that
this might, after all, turn out to be his big
break. He hadn't mentioned anything at
home about the second call — just in case it
didn’t come to anything after all.

Somehow he managed to last out the
suspense of that morning till the time came
for him to set out for the theatre again. ' He
had to force himsell to wait until it really
was time to go, because he could hardly hold
himself back from setting cut much too early.

He'd been quite right. There were a lot
of other guys there, and his common sense
told him that there must be even more of
them In the running, beeause a fair Aumber

would have already been and gone that day.
Still, it was somethin, ave this
far . . . He gave his less confident sell

another pep talk along the lines of: “Every-
one has to have a lucky break sometime or
other .. "

Then he was back up on stage again,
straining his eyes to see beyond the glare of
the lights so that he could identify the vel(a
that was speaking to him. It was the
ane i3 yestardsy, s meat likely It belonged
to the director of this play

Much to his relief, they actually wanted
him t read something this tme, He was

iven a couple of minutes to look through
the lines they'd marked on the script he'd
been given. Then, at the word from ‘the
voice he read them, putting as much into
them as he could. They hadn't filled him in
on the character, the situation or anythin
But he figured that if he used his voice as well
as he could, at least they'd see that he could
project to the back of the theatre. That
ht be something to his advantage
ell, either that or somethin; tlm con-
vinced the casming director that young
Cassidy was worth taking another look at
Because again he was invited to come back.
The day after next . . .

He discovered later that there had been
about fifty young actors called for that
second audition.

And now he had been called back for a
third audition! This time he didn't try to
seap himself gerting exeited — he knew it
would simpl“be a waste of time. After all
this time in New York, he was actually well
in the running for a part! But which part!

If only he could find out which part in
which play, he could somehow track down a
script and learn off the whele thing, so that

'd give a really zood impression at that
next audition . . .

His researches on this didn't come up with
much durmg :ha: day, though, and he re-
solved that Jack’s advice on the
matter that mghl Because he certainly
couldn’t keep this to himsel any longer now.
He was bursting to tell Shirley, Jack and the
boys that he'd gos cthis far, even if he didn't
actually get the part in the end!
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