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	The William and Mary theater department produced two Shakespeare plays while I was a student. I appeared in neither.
	Twelfth Night was the opening show my freshman year. I could have auditioned, but I was intimidated by the upper classmen. It wouldn’t have mattered either way, because I attended the College the same four years as Glennie Wade.
	She’s known as Glenn Close now, but then she was married to Cabot Wade, with whom she’d been on tour with Up with People. It gave her several years’ head start. She could act, sing, and even dance – a triple threat. By the time junior year rolled around, Glennie took the lead in everything. What, me bitter? Maybe a little, though it was hard to hate her: she was too good. The world has since recognized her talent, but we saw it first. Competing for roles against her brought me face to face with my limitations, a timely lesson.
	In Trojan Women, Glennie took the role of Hecuba. It was the only time we were on stage together. I was in the chorus of women mourning the loss of Troy. We wore long robes of heavy, burlap-like material, tennis shoes dyed black, and masks with trailing veils, suggesting a Greek chorus of Euripides’ time. The veil was long, and I inevitably sat on it, which tugged on the mask. With the rest, I made my entrance, settled in my place, pulled my robe down to hide the giveaway soles of my shoes, and yanked my mask back into place before wailing “Women of Troy!” It was hard to keep a straight face.
	Glennie went on to the recognition I thought I wanted, while I became a librarian and a storyteller of some local reputation. I wonder which of us is happier now?
