
“And… that’s a wrap!”  

“Woo!” Jordan yells, clapping his hands and pulling off his hat, a costume piece only used in this very 

last scene. 

“Does the whole cast usually wrap all at the same time?” Evelyn asks Gemma, and she is shaking her 

head at Jordan, who is unbelievably excited to be finished. Evelyn isn’t sure she shares the same 

sentiment.  

“It’s different for every production, and we might be called back out here for some reshooting, but as far 

as I know, we’re going home.”  

Home. 

Evelyn can’t define that word, let alone associate it with a place. Home for the past six months has been 

on set with Jesse and Jordan, laughing at their stupid jokes and struggling not to break character. Home 

has been in her trailer, running lines, or getting coffee with Gemma and Ravenna (Ravenna always 

ordered tea). Home has been their Airbnb, going to bed late and getting up early, lights, camera, and 

action. She won’t know what to do with herself back at her house. Her huge, lonely house. 

“Ev, Evelyn, are you okay?”  

“Yeah, uh-huh,” she replies without even thinking, turning to see it was Jesse who asked her that. 

“Sorry, I just got lost in thought. You know how it is.”  

“What are you thinking about?” he asks her, walking ahead of her and following everybody else off set, 

and back to their trailers to get out of costume.  

“Weird stuff,” she says.  

“As usual,” he replies. “Come on, tell me.”  

“It’s stupid.”  

“As you are.”  

“Jesse!” She grins, slugging him in the shoulder and walking alongside him instead of letting him lead. 

“Smarter than you,” she says after a minute.  

“That’s the best you could come up with?”  

“Shut up.” Successfully distracting him from the subject at hand, she walks up to her trailer and waves 

goodbye, just for the time being. They’re sure to be going out to dinner that night, after they all get out 

of costume and ready to go.  

“Hey.” She turns around just before she opens the door to her trailer. “This conversation is far from 

over.”  

Evelyn laughs, a little nervous, but she hides it. “Okay, Jesse,” she says, placating him, and he knows it.  

All is well as Evelyn’s makeup artist hands her a box of makeup removal wipes, the same ones she has 

been using for the past six months, and takes off her makeup. Next, she takes off all parts of her 



costume and hangs them up neatly for the rest of the team to do as they please with them. Evelyn keeps 

her hair as it is (which is a bit straighter than usual) instead of brushing it out, and she is ready for 

dinner.  

She meets Jesse and Jordan sitting outside her trailer, looking at something on Jordan’s phone.  

“Where are we going tonight?” she asks them. 

“Heck if I know,” Jordan says.  

“I thought it would be funny if we all went to MacDonald’s, but I don’t think James would agree.”  

“Okay, he directed this whole show it makes sense that he should get to choose,” Evelyn argues. 

“Besides, there’s no way Ravenna and Owen would eat at that place.”  

“What wouldn’t I eat?” Ravenna asks, coming up from behind them.  

“They were talking bad about you,” Jesse stands up, using Jordan as a sort of kickstand, hands on his 

shoulders.  

“Yeah, you and Owen and your stupid vegan ways.” Jordan clicks his phone shut and stands with Jesse, 

almost backing him into the wall of the trailer.  

“Hey. I’ve almost converted Gemma.”  

“I would never speak to you again,” Jordan says, completely straight-faced.  

“What about me, huh?” Jesse teases. “What if I became a vegan?”  

“I might make an exception,” Jordan says.  

“You better,” Jesse shoots right back. 

Isaiah, Owen, and Gemma join them one by one, Owen’s hair a bit fluffy after he undoubtedly brushed 

out the curls.  

James, their director, finally walks off set with a few other crew members and the rest of the cast’s 

parents and they all take only about a million photos of the kids together, arms around each other. 

Evelyn thinks home can be anywhere, as long as this cast also lives there. 

They end up eating dinner at a local diner, one they’ve never been to before, but the service and food 

are both outstanding. 

 Evelyn has a wonderful time trying to erase the inevitable. They are all going home, to their separate 

corners of the world, not to see each other again until the premiere or press tours, whichever one 

comes first. She assumes they film press and then release after the premiere, but this is her debut, so 

she can’t really know. Evelyn feels every minute like it’s her last, like time is moving through molasses 

and speeding up so fast she can’t even count it, all at the same time. She watches Jesse and Jordan joke 

the way they always do, Gemma and Ravenna’s little touches underneath the table. The way Owen 

separates the food on his plate and how Isaiah is always planning his next live on Instagram, even 

though he doesn’t have nearly as many followers as he will once the show comes out. At least, Evelyn 



hopes. And, as she does when she gets lost like this, melancholy but still present, she watches from the 

outside looking in and tries to memorize this moment. She knows, in a day or two, she will miss it.  

Evelyn’s mother takes her back to the Airbnb; it isn’t her last night but Evelyn is 99% sure it’s Jordan’s. 

Tomorrow is Jesse’s. There’s always hope for reshooting, and they’d fly back out here, but it won’t be 

the same. It won’t be all seven of them, all at once. 

Jesse meets Evelyn in the lobby. It’s nine o’clock at night, and their curfew is around ten. Evelyn isn’t 

sure if that still stands. They don’t need to sleep; there’s no shooting tomorrow. He hugs her as her best 

friend, nothing more, and speaks slowly, tired, sad, going home.  

“You’ve been quiet today.” He pulls back. “You’re okay?”  

“I’m okay.” She takes her thumb, rubs a quick circle underneath her eye, a small, unique nervous habit. 

“I don’t want to leave.”  

“Yeah, me either. Do you want to go on a walk?”  

Evelyn nods, and Jesse notifies their mothers. They have to be back a little before or by ten.  

It’s dark outside, and a little chilly. It’s the good kind of chilly, the summer kind that comes with a warm 

morning. 

“I guess I just can’t believe that starting tomorrow I’m not going to be seeing everyone nearly every hour 

of every day,” Evelyn starts, the words spilling out of her, like the lines she practiced so hard for these 

past six months.  

“It’s a tough pill to swallow.” Jesse brings his hand up to his mouth and chews on his nail, spitting out a 

small crescent moon a little after. “It’s not like we’ll be gone forever. There’s FaceTime, too.”  

“It’s not the same. It isn’t the same, and you know it,” Evelyn argues. It’s quiet for a minute, and Jesse 

mutilates another one of his nails. “D’ya think things will ever be the same again?”  

“Truthfully, probably not. We, all seven of us, will never be in this era of our lives ever again. I mean, 

after the show is released, who knows what will happen. We could blow up, for real, y’know? Getting 

recognized on the street type stuff and being requested to be in movies… I thought that was only stuff 

that happened in my wildest dreams, but it’s a possibility.”  

“And what’s the other extreme? The critics hate it, we don’t get renewed for a season two. The group 

chat dies off. Jordan and Gemma are the only two who stay friends and we all go back to our lives.”  

“That will never happen.”  

“You don’t know that! The people could absolutely hate it. They could hate you, they could hate me! We 

don’t know.” Evelyn cracks her knuckles nervously.  

“That’s what we get for doing this, for putting ourselves out there. By deciding to act, we also decide to 

be judged. And they hate it, so what?” He’s deflecting. Evelyn knows how much he cares, she’s heard 

him cry about it before at way too late at night, but she lets him be defensive, for his own sake, and 

because they only have a certain amount of time before curfew. “We still had this experience, and these 



past six months were quite honestly the best six months of my life. We will always have that, if they hate 

it or if we get famous or not.”  

Evelyn sighs, and Jesse starts on his other hand. “Stop doing that,” she tells him.  

He laughs a little. “Surprised you hadn’t yelled at me yet. I know James did.”  

“Well, I guess you don’t have to worry about that anymore.”  

“That’s a perk of going home,” Jesse says, but his tone is sad.  

“So what’s next?”  

They turn around on their street corner, starting to walk back home.  

“I don’t know. We never really know. The future is all just one big blank page, that we get to write on. 

And we’re doing that now, aren’t we? We’re going to keep acting, no matter what. We’re not going to 

let that fire die out. We’re never going to give up on our dream.”  

“Haven’t we lived it?”  

“Then we keep doing that.” He’s quiet for a minute, and chews on his nail. He can’t help it. “What is the 

dream?” 

“Well, I used to dream I’d be a teen actress, and that it would be fun. I would have friends that share 

that thing in common with me. Because even though I love my home town friends more than anything 

in this world, I always wished we were a cast of characters on a TV show.”  

“And here we are,” Jesse ends up finishing her thought, and fiddles with his fingers, as all the nails have 

been bitten off. “We’re going to be fine. Whatever the future holds. We will have each other, and that 

will be enough.”  

And it is. Jesse sleeps the plane ride back to his house in Florida and Evelyn cries most of the way home 

to Chicago. She is terrified, yet excited for the future, all at the same time. She used to feel like her life 

was fifteen minutes before opening night of a play, standing backstage with the cast and waiting to go 

on. She was waiting in the wings all her life, waiting for something to happen. 

The show was released in July, and the people absolutely loved it.  

“What did I tell you?” Jesse tells her, quietly before press one day.  

“They loved it.”  

 


