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I remember my first solo ever. I was ten years old, practicing day and night with the determination of a seasoned performer. I practiced everywhere—at home, at school, and even in the car with my headphones in, eyes closed, desperately trying to memorize every movement.
The anxiety mounted as the performance day approached, compounded by the fact that I had learned my solo just a few days prior. Nervousness gripped me, but I pushed through, determined to give it my all.
The day finally arrived. I walked on stage, the lights blazing with warmth and half blinding me. My heart pounded in my chest as I looked back at the drummers, signaling the number of my track with a simple one or two fingers. The drummer gave me the go-ahead nod and started the music, but suddenly, he stopped. Realizing his mistake, he blurted to the audience that he had messed up.
In that moment, all my worries and anxiousness melted away. The worst thing had already happened—we messed up. A sense of calm washed over me as I took a deep breath, ready to begin again.
When the music started up again, everything felt like a dream. I don't even remember what happened next, but I know that I was floating on air, my body moving instinctively with the rhythm. It was as if the music took over, guiding me through every step and movement.
Before I knew it, the performance was over. I walked off the stage with the faint sound of the crowd clapping behind me, a huge smile on my face. It was a moment of pure joy and accomplishment, and I knew that I had taken my first step into the world of dance.

