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 Long ago and far away, when I was just finishing undergrad at UofT, it was a spring 

 evening, and I was stage managing a play. And we were rehearsing at University College 

 which is a big, old Victorian building on the campus. 

 And our rehearsal was up on the third floor — which was really an attic room — and 

 down below, on the second floor, there are the great halls. The East hall and the West 

 hall. Sort of imagine Hogwarts and Harry Potter and huge vaulted ceilings and huge… 

 almost cathedral-like windows. 

 And it was a beautiful night and the windows on the third floor had all been opened. 

 There’s sort of this warm air wafting in and the moon was out, an absolutely beautiful 

 full moon. So, we finished our rehearsal and everybody else sort of went clattering off 

 into the night and I had to finish cleaning up, and I had to turn all the lights off and then I 

 went down the long stairs from that attic space, back down to the second floor and as I 

 went down, I could hear someone in one of the halls sitting in the dark at the grand 

 piano playing Debussy’s  Clair de Lune  and it was just…  Absolutely magic. 

 And I sat on the stairs, in the quiet, sort of holding my breath, suspended in this magic of 

 this person playing this beautiful music, sitting in the moonlight as they did it. And when 

 they finished playing, I sort of tiptoed away because I didn’t want to break the spell and I 

 went off into the night and I have never forgotten it because there was just something 

 that was just full of promise and full of beauty and full of magic — and i love that. 


