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	“Let me not to the marriage of true minds admit impediments . . .” 
I stood in the living room of our home and declaimed the rich lines of Sonnet 116 to a select audience of two, my parents.  
My fellow actress was my sister, Linda. She had picked our scenes and designed the program, tapping out two copies on Mum’s venerable typewriter. I had gathered a stack of caps, scarves, and sashes for our costumes, now laid out backstage. 
As I completed my piece and dashed off, Linda introduced the first scene, a charged encounter from A Midsummer Night’s Dream. No longer one of the fairies, I now played Helena, the lovelorn “painted maypole”. Linda, who though seven years older was shorter than I, chased me around the living room until we sprinted offstage to enthusiastic applause from our generous onlookers.
When we were younger, we put on puppet shows, crouched behind a sheet stretched between two chairs. Our eclectic cast included Bunny Rabbit, from the television series “Captain Kangaroo”, and an owl Linda made from a brown washcloth. I still have both, worn touchstones of my childhood.
Now, Linda was often away at college. Our productions were rare. This was our most ambitious, taking in comedy and tragedy. It required planning and rehearsal. Shakespeare’s lines weren’t easy for an eighth grader, but I loved the words as much as I loved sharing the stage with my sister.
Our night ended in triumph. Linda spoke the epilogue: “If we spirits have offended, think but this, and all is mended.” It was our final performance together. Perhaps that’s why I remember it so clearly. 
I’m the only one still left to remember.
We are such stuff as dreams are made on, and our little life is rounded with a sleep.
