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	My first fancy dress was sleeveless, with a white bodice and a lacy skirt held aloft by several stiff petticoats of starchy tulle. I was to wear the dress as one of Titania’s attendant fairies in a school production of A Midsummer Night’s Dream. It thrilled me to be onstage in something so frilly and feminine that I felt like the star instead of what I truly was, a decorative backdrop to the action.
Our teachers had rewritten the play for a group of elementary students, cutting it until the Bard would not have recognized his work, but that meant nothing to me. I had no lines. With two other eight-year-olds, I danced around the fairy queen as she lay sleeping, before we all scampered off. Our names owed nothing to Shakespeare. We were Glitter, Blossom, and Snowdrop, and we dressed accordingly. To make me fit for my role as Glitter, Mum tacked a length of tinsel to my skirt and used the leftover garland to fashion a circlet for my hair. I would be resplendent. 
My first public performance, at age seven, had taught me the joy and freedom of putting on a costume and pretending to be someone else. No longer Terry Deer, a shy child in a foreign country, I had become Red Riding Hood. It gave me a thirst for the stage that I’ve never lost. I had no fear of the audience. I wanted to show off for my parents and sister, the people I loved best.
 Though my first meeting with Shakespeare didn’t end the way I expected, his name would henceforth carry enchantment. He gave me magic and the keen anticipation of Opening Night when I would wear The Dress.  Then, alas, came crushing disappointment: a sore throat, fever, and runny nose.
Measles.
