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Stood, sweating in my greasepaint and heavy velvet costume, the pinned lace ruff chaffed my badly shaved throat. Never again shall an apprentice be allowed to shave this neck, I could imagine only too well the crimson life force flowing from my jugular vein, cutting short my ascension to the higher echelons of the Queens entertainers. Shuddering I force myself back to the present, to the narrow gap behind the stage curtain, shared with the playwright, calling prompts more often than I consider professional. The cloying nervous sweat of the playwright catches in my throat, and sets my own senses jangling uncomfortably, my stomach fluttering and threatening nausea. How tiresome, after all these years, to still be suffering stage fright.
 Time to descend the worn wooden stairs. Down into the gloom to the cellar below the stage. The air is no better down here, with the crowd drawn close to the other side of the roughhewn planks. Unwashed bodies and piss, of those who would not lose their prime location at the front of the stage and relieved themselves where they stood. They are inches away, but have no idea of the actor stood so close. That though brings a wry inner smile. Two apprentices shift uncomfortably at my expression, worried that their romance is discovered. The naiveté of youth, to believe that they can hide their passion, the hot looks and the aura of lust glowing about them. 
Footsteps sound loudly on the boards above, as the actors change position, voices raised in preparation for my entrance, not wanting me to miss my cue. A swift nod to the apprentices and I step forwards onto the small platform, stomach churning and flipfloping like the acrobats which the Queen so admires. Careful that my cloak is wrapped tight to my body, lest it catch on the trapdoor, I stand in terrified readiness. Mouth completely dry, legs threatening to fail, my lines have deserted my mind. Oh dear God, why do I do this to myself, there must be a better way to make a living.
My cue comes from the actor above and I give the apprentices the nod. In unison they pull the levers, as we practiced dozens of times, at my insistence. These dammed trapdoors are too dangerous to get it wrong. In a boom of gunpowder, I am launched to the stage above. There are several screams of genuine fear, the whole crowd shocked a my surprise entrance, and I become the terror that disturbs their dreams. Words that I had been choking on below stag flow like I am truly possessed by my character. I feed on the shock and awe of my crowd, because they are mine now. For this time I hold them in my grasp, for this time I am something more, something intangible that people crave. This is why I do it, why would I want to do anything else. 

