DEAR FRIENDS AND PATRONS,

Let me tell you a Faire story.

Everybody's met John. We think he's a decent, predictable guy. Nothing special. He,
in fact, has always gone to great lengths to signal this to us with his language and
his attire, which is also a language. He is in his thirties, or perhaps fourties, or fifties.
He drives the right cars, has the right job and house, his kids go to the same right
schools he went to. His wife, Mary, is everything he

is. He is not devoid of courage, honour or unique-

ness, but nothing in his behaviour or appearance

makes you think of those things. He ecarries this

country, such as it is. He pays the bills. He knows

he’s missing something,

One day he walks into my booth at a Ren. Faire.

*I don’t know why, but I should like to try this on”, he mutters handling a long,
hooded cloak in dark red. Mary is hot and thirsty and the daughter is running ahead,
about to get separated. John can't let go of the heavy, dark red wool cape. Someone
shouts: * Try it on!” Now he is in front of the mirror. The shorts and Lacoste shirt are
obliterated. A face from the chronicles looks back at him. A man from some story. A
man IN a story. His story. It makes him think of courage, honour, of being like no-
body else.

He can't remember where he's seen that face before, but it's an old friend. He wants
to bring him home.

The son, who is maybe thirteen, has now come into the booth. The son sees the epic
man standing there, takes ten seconds to adjust, and utters: "Dad! That is so cooll”
Mary’s head appears from the glare outside, She is still hot and thirsty. “Great,” she
says, “where are you going to wear that?” “I don't know,” says John, “but I think I'm
going to get it.”

Lightning fails to strike him as he digs out his credit card. He is amazed at himself
and a little embarrassed, but not too much. He gives a fleeting, lighthearted thought
to the closet at home where, among the predictable suits, he will keep John, the man
in a story. Safe.

Carrying his heavy paper bag out into the rowdy, dusty sunshine full of colour and
music, he passes Nancy, who is in front of the mirror. She has a long green gown on
over her T-shirt. Their eyes meet in a brief complicity. Nancy's boyfriend has a beer
already, but he wants to move on: “Where are you going to wear that!?” "I don't
know,” says Nancy. ;

Our recent open house shows at the factory, (our next one is after Thanksgiving),
have, literally, brought home revelation: we're onto something here. !
Whatever it is, may it prosper. For John and Naney and for all of us. Because each
one of us is in a story. Our story, which includes everything we think and feel and
dream. Possibly it's all we have. Possibly it's not only sufficient, but spacious, gener-
ous, magnificent. Worth telling, worth hearing.

So, someone is bound to say, do you have to be in costume to be in your own story?
Dear friends and patrons, we already ARE in costume. Period costume. The interest-
ing part is; what are we saying it with? Whose story are we telling?

Other animals have no option here. They are always telling the same story: “lam a
peacock, I do peacock things”, I am a mouse, I am a lion, I am a robin. We can cover
that range in a day, with this extra language we possess. Why?
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