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Director’s Note 

Autumn’s leave have dropped. The hard and grey rains have fallen. 

Now night begins in the middle of the afternoon- the Sun already 
rests to distant head to sleep, but the business part of the day 
hasn’t even ended yet. The doors of shops and schools open and 
shed into streets lit by street lamps, and open and shut again. 
Everyone everywhere pulls up their collars against the promise of 
snow. Everyone, everywhere hurries away to home. 

Furnaces are lit. Electric heaters have the dust blown out of them 
and the bends and joints of radiator pipes shake loose their creaky 
memories. Long Johns, gloves, jackets, hats, scarves, boots, wool 
socks – all those old forgotten hands they all come out of boxes. 
The bicycles of Summer are hung up, wiped off and put away.

And the distant lifts of the sun slants low across the rooftops.

 

It is time for Winter Pageant to begin.

Oh yes it is.


