
        
            
                
            
        

    



SHAKESPEARE


 


  William Shakespeare, The Bark of Avon,
was such a deep thinker that the other dogs of Stratford could hardly make head
of tail of him. The wags among them called him William Wagspeare,
because of the way his straight, pointy tail worked in ecstatic welcome of his
master, B.Pithyprithee, Emeritus Professor of English
(Oxon.) and the sweetest old bird you ever met, when he returned home from his
errant perambulations.


  The Professor, ‘Pithy’ to his pals, had
retired to a lovely old Tudor home on the banks of the River Avon, a bone’s
throw from Stratford’s imposing Royal Shakespeare Theatre. How Shakespeare (The
Bark as opposed to The Bard) hated the place! Just for starters, the dump had a
sign outside saying NO DOGS! Moreover, it frequently swallowed up his master
for hours on end, only to disgorge him with tears streaming down his venerable
cheeks. How was a dog to know they were more often tears of merriment than
grief? Fact was that the theatre gave Willy the willies.


  Their garden at home, however, was a
totally different story and both William and the professor loved pottering
about in it. It amused Shakespeare no end to see his master digging
ineffectually for bones. The man was, after all, merely human. Charmingly
eccentric though the professor’s activities were, his exertions only resulted
in shrubs sprouting up all over the place and the shrubs made flowers which
attracted not only overexcited birds but also swarms of bothersome bees, the
blighters. Now there were two things about Nature which bugged Shakespeare
especially: A was the birds and B was the bees.


  One cannot live a full life on the banks
of the River Avon without noticing its swanky swans. How they show off! They
are also the most shameless actors in Stratford, pretending to be ever so
serene and graceful when actually they are the biggest bullies and ruffians
out. Shakespeare could speak from personal experience – bitter
experience, if you must know


  It pains me to tell you that Bill was a
bit of a nosy parker. He could not resist dog-paddling across to the island
where the swans nested and that was when the fertilizer hit the fan. The
cygnets set up the alarm, the little twerps. I mean he just wanted to chat them
up a bit, for heaven’s sake! Mom and Pop swan descended on the luckless Basset
from a dizzy height and to this day he winces, tail twixt legs, to think of it.
The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune are as nothing compared to the
wings of an angry swan, let alone two. Talk about a spanking! 


  Bees were just as beastly and phony.
They make a big fuss over the pretty flowers and a big buzz  about their honey and you think how
sweet! But just try sticking your muzzle into the hole in the old oak at the
bottom of Prof. B. Pithyprithee’s garden –
that’s where the blighters hang out – and see what kind of welcome you
get. You’ll have to go to the vet and have your nose painted with gentian
violet. You’ll be the laughing stock of Stratford, just like Shakespeare was.


  The basset’s biggest buddy, after the
professor, was Butch, the butcher’s bulldog, who lived next door and was
literally rolling in bones – more than he could possibly chew. The two
dogs were opposites in every respect bar their height, or lack of it, which
enabled them easily to negotiate the hole in the bottom of the fence behind the
rhododendrons. The fact that Butch was as thick as Shakespeare was brainy was
neither here nor there. Let us not, as the Bard himself admonished, to the
marriage of true minds admit impediments.


  You could see just how brainy
Shakespeare was by noting the big dome on the top of his head. The Professor
had a thinking cap specially made to fit snugly thereon so that, after dinner
when they sat in front of the fire to ruminate, his dog could get down to some
seriously deep thinking while he jotted down a little doggerel:


 


When a bee got in his
bonnet


William Shakespeare
wrote a sonnet:


To bee or not to bee,
quilled he.


That’s the question, now
let me see.


Perchance you’ll sting
me. There’s the rub.


Better buzz off,
Beelzebub.
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