








A Lifelong Love Affair
Terry Deer

“Fairies, Skip Hence”[footnoteRef:1]	Comment by Editor: (The attributions I’ve inserted lack details of act, scene, and line numbers, but it’s essential to always cite authorship of quoted lines, even when used as titles.)	Comment by Terry Deer: I think the titles add something to each segment, but the footnotes come across as dreadfully academic and even pretentious, which is far from my intent. This isn’t a research paper, but a love letter. How essential are the citations, really? The authorship, at least, is obvious, and anyone who is really interested can look up the lines, as you clearly did. I’d rather drop the titles than have the reader distracted by footnotes.	Comment by Editor: I agree 100% that the titles you’ve chosen add to your stories. (It would be almost a sacrilege to remove or change them!)

Is it possible for us to compromise on the citations? Patricia agrees it isn’t necessary to cite act, scene, or line numbers, but we do need to find a way to acknowledge which quotation is from which work.

Please scroll to page 8 to view this document with an alternative method of citing the sources. At the end, all quotes are listed in order.	Comment by Terry Deer: On consideration, I believe the footnotes within the text are less intrusive than the big block of text citations at the end. Thank you for giving thought to my objections. Let the footnotes stand. [1:  William Shakespeare, A Midsummer Night’s Dream.] 

My first fancy dress was sleeveless, with a white bodice and a lacy skirt held aloft by stiff petticoats of starchy tulle. I was to wear the dress as one of Titania’s attendants 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 rewrote the play for a group of primary students, cutting it until the Bard would not have recognized his work, but that meant nothing to me. I had no lines. My big moment happened when, 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 fit me 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 was resplendent.	Comment by Terry Deer: We are talking of Shakespeare, not an anonymous bard. The nickname is widely recognized.
My first school performance was at age seven, when I learned 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 became 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.

“Our Revels Now Are Ended”[footnoteRef:2] [2:  Shakespeare. The Tempest.] 

“Let me not to the marriage of true minds admit impediments…”[footnoteRef:3]  [3:  Shakespeare. Sonnet 116.] 

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 directed our scenes and designed the program, tapping out two copies on Mum’s venerable typewriter. I learned lines and gathered a stack of caps, scarves, and sashes for our offstage costume changes.
As I completed my introduction and withdrew, 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.”[footnoteRef:4] 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. [4:  Shakespeare. A Midsummer Night’s Dream.] 

When we were younger, Linda and I presented puppet shows, crouched behind a sheet stretched between two chairs. Our cast included bespectacled 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.
With Linda away at college, our productions became rare and more difficult. This was our most ambitious, embracing 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.”[footnoteRef:5] It was our final performance together. Perhaps that’s why I remember it so clearly. [5:  Shakespeare. A Midsummer Night’s Dream.] 

I’m the only one still here to remember.
“We are such stuff as dreams are made on, and our little life is rounded with a sleep.”[footnoteRef:6] [6:  Shakespeare. The Tempest.] 


“Not in Our Stars, but in Ourselves”[footnoteRef:7] [7:  Shakespeare. Julius Caesar.] 

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 in my freshman year. I could have auditioned, but I was intimidated by the upperclassmen. It wouldn’t have mattered either way, because I attended the same four years as Glennie Wade.	Comment by Terry Deer: I capitalized College to indicate a specific institution, The College of William and Mary, but as I see W&M calls itself William and Mary even on the official website, I’ll concede this point, suggesting the change be either “I attended college” or simply “I attended the same four years”. Your call.
She’s Glenn Close now, but back then she was married to Cabot Wade, whom she met while performing with Up with People. The tour gave her several years’ head start on her fellow students. She could act, sing, and even dance—a triple threat. By the time junior year rolled around, Glennie had taken the lead in everything. What, me bitter? Maybe a little, though it was hard to resent her success. She was too good. The world has since acknowledged her talent, but we saw it firsthand. Competing for roles against her brought me face to face with my limitations, a painful reality check.
In Trojan Women, Glennie was cast as Hecuba. It was the only time we were onstage together. I was among the nameless women mourning the loss of Troy. We wore shapeless robes of heavy burlap mesh, tennis shoes dyed black, full-face masks, and hip-length trailing veils, all to suggest a Greek chorus of Euripides’ time. The veils exasperated us. I inevitably sat on mine, which tugged the mask awry. With the rest, I made my entrance, settled in my place, pulled my robe down to hide the giveaway soles of my shoes, yanked my mask into place, and wailed, “Women of Troy!” The art of coarse acting at its finest.
Glennie went on to the recognition I thought I wanted, while I became a librarian and a well-regarded storyteller. I wonder which of us is happier?

“My Name Be Buried Where My Body Is”[footnoteRef:8] [8:  Shakespeare. Sonnet 72.] 

How would it feel to have written the greatest works in the English language, knowing your name will never be associated with your words?
In loving the plays, I thought little about the writer Shakespeare. Why would I? The known story of the man from Stratford inspired no interest. The yawning gulf between the immortal works and the orthodox account was too wide to bridge, unless by imaginative biographers who inflated a handful of facts into a colorful bouquet of hot-air balloons. I couldn’t care about the bland Stratford merchant. It was enough to have the words, or so I believed.
In 1984, I read The Mysterious William Shakespeare by Charlton Ogburn Jr., a massive book built on work begun in the 1920s by an English school teacher: J. Thomas Looney was bothered by the dissonance he perceived between the plays and their alleged author. Judging “Shake-speare” to be a pseudonym, Looney analyzed the works to uncloak a hidden writer. He believed he had found his man in Edward deVere, seventeenth Earl of Oxford, an Elizabethan poet-courtier all but obliterated by history.
Ogburn’s book taught me to care. It demolished the absurdity that the supreme English writer revealed nothing of himself in his works. Having learned how threadbare the argument for the traditional author truly is, I look to the plays to find, as Looney did, the many convincing correspondences between Oxford’s life and Shakespeare’s words.
Without a smoking quill, the authorship debate persists. Oxford might not be Shakespeare, yet the solid presence of a real person behind the name gives life to the poetry. Like Ogburn, Looney, and others, I’ve come to cherish that fallible, brilliant human being. I’d like him to receive the honor his works have earned.
On the other hand, it is an enthralling mystery.

“I’ll Note You in My Book of Memory”[footnoteRef:9] [9:  Shakespeare. Henry VI.] 

I treasure Shakespeare not only for his incomparable words, his unforgettable characters, and the mystery of his identity, but also for the moments.
In 1961, I watched Vanessa Redgrave—only twenty-four and at five feet, eleven inches, the world’s tallest Rosalind—shriek with unscripted laughter because she stepped on the hem of Celia’s dress in the middle of a performance of As You Like It.
In 1974, the student costume designer for The House of Bernarda Alba was up to her elbows in a vat of black dye, repurposing costumes for a cast of women in mourning. Asked what she was doing, she hilariously replied with a line adapted from Antony and Cleopatra, “I am dyeing Egypt.”	Comment by Editor: Is there a source that could be attributed for this quote?	Comment by Terry Deer: This was a play on Antony’s line in Act IV, Scene 15 of Antony and Cleopatra: “I am dying, Egypt” (addressing Cleopatra as Egypt).
At a Star Trek convention in 1989, I listened as Sir Patrick Stewart talked of the shenanigans so-called serious actors get up to. Far from presenting Shakespearean acting as somehow more rarified than mere television work, Sir Patrick described such hijinks as being pranked onstage with a live goldfish slipped into a goblet he had to drink from.
I will forever love the anonymous young woman seated behind me who, for Mel Gibson’s sake, sat through the entirety of Hamlet and exclaimed in the final act, “He’s not going to die, is he?”
In 1995, I attended Kenneth Branagh’s Othello with a crowd of Bethune-Cookman students. Mesmerized by Laurence Fishburne’s masterful performance, they shouted warnings and encouragement during a critical moment: “Don’t listen to him. He’s lying to you!” “She loves you, man!”
I’ve read that Shakespeare has been dropped from many universities’ literature programs: too demanding, too irrelevant, too “dead white guy.” Tell that to the Bethune-Cookman students. Dead for four centuries, the Bard still speaks to our hearts and minds, still enriches our lives. Thank you, William Shakespeare, whoever you were.
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