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Stage: Single setting of a sitting room office area, desk with chair, candles and inkwell with quill 

pen, and a door. The Bard is sitting scratching away with a pencil on a piece of paper. There is a 

scratching at the door. 

Bard:  Go pound on the Devil’s door! Away with you, I’m busy! 



(The scratching persists. The Bard finally relents and rises to open the door, whereupon his dog 

Tiberius strides in. Where the Bard is dressed in a conservative manner, Tiberius is dressed as a 

cavalier and he has the sword and swagger to go with his costume.) 

Tiberius:  What HO good Bard, and you should have seen my performance in the yards this eve. 

I showed the rascal Randal what for; and him all full of himself with his fancy new 

rapier and dagger. Idiocy! There is no cut to the rapier, only thrust, whereas my trusty 

broadsword can do both and his dagger be damned! Cut him I did, several times! 

Bard: Why are you dressed like this, and how is it you are speaking words to me? You are 

but a dog roaming about and sniffing other dog’s buttholes. 

Tiberius: (acting indignant) Tis you who sniff’s buttholes Bard! Have you recently romanced a 

female? No! Have you gotten into a good fist fight? No! Have you sunk your very 

teeth into a succulent leg of lamb and then wiped away the joyous spittle drooling 

from your lips? NO! Do not speak to me with such contempt! 

Bard: Enough! You annoy me Dog! Here I am trying to gain us meager compensation 

through the use of words that evade me and all you can do is brag and carry on about 

your… 

Tiberius: Sword? 

Bard:  Yes that, and your… 

Tiberius: Victories? 

Bard: Yes that too, but your… 

Tiberius: Romantic conquests? 

Bard: I was going to say, ‘the size of your cod.’  

Tiberius: Don’t disgust me!  

Bard: Speaking of which, and the fairer sex, you have been quite reserved in the telling of 

late. 

Tiberius: Only because you’re so squeamish. 

Bard: I AM NOT SQUEAMISH! (settles himself) I merely have a delicate stomach and on 

the particular day you refer to, I had eaten something that did not agree. Your 

description of your supposed prowess simply set me off. 

Tiberius: You’re a woose! You’re a half baked custard pie waiting to spew your guts all over 

the table when someone bites into your crust. You’re a soured wine when you should 



be a good Scottish whiskey. Your words are all flowery and smelling of lavender 

when they should be manly and stinking of the blood and offal brought forth by great 

battles won by the underdogs of history! 

(The Bard sits at his desk and picks up his pencil.) 

Bard: Say that again, please, only slower. 

Tiberius:  You need to use the quill. Ink it or I will not give over, and you can invent the words 

as you will, oh custard pie. 

Bard: Stop calling me that. Now… tell me about your sword fight. 

Tiberius: I didn’t start it! I swear! But maybe I did give Randal a good reason to draw on me; 

the Dog who is so all fired full of himself and his brand new little prick of a sword. 

Bard: What did you do? 

Tiberius: I bit my thumb at him, and he said, ‘Did you bite your thumb at me, sir?’ and I said, ‘I 

was cleaning my teeth, thank you very much. Mayhaps you could loan me your 

toothpick to correct my malady?’ That was when he drew and we fought. 

Bard: (scribbling franticly) This is wonderful stuff. 

Tiberius: Didn’t I say it was? 

Bard: How shall I describe the fight?  

Tiberius: (pulls his sword out and looks at it before replacing it back into the sheath) You’ll 

have enough to do just handling the words of the conversations. I would suggest that 

you simply say, ‘They fight,’ and let the artistic director figure things out. 

Bard: Was there much blood? 

Tiberius: So now you want to know about the blood. No… there was not much blood. The Lord 

High Mayor’s guard heard the ruckus and came straight away to break up our duel. 

Being there is a ‘pain of death’ penalty for sword fighting within the limitations of the 

city, Randal and I ended up fighting back to back just to get away. 

Bard: Did they recognize you? 

Tiberius:  Perhaps yes… perhaps no. I wasn’t sure, so just before I raised my skirt to them, and I 

was not wearing a cod piece, I yelled out, ‘MY NAME IS WILLIAM 

SHAKSPEARE AND YOU CAN BITE ME!’ 

Bard: (placing pen on desk) You didn’t. 



Tiberius: Swear I did on my mother’s hair pie! I doubt too much they understood a word of it, 

what with all the barking and such. Unlike you, they’re more akin to understanding 

just the plain English of it. Besides… I really didn’t want to kill Randal. 

Bard: Why not? 

Tiberius: (laughs) Why knot… that’s a good one William. You need to keep those puns coming 

and don’t make a big deal out of them being puns. People will get it and laugh, and 

those that don’t will laugh anyhow just so they don’t look stupid in the eyes of others.  

Bard:  Certainly I will try, though I really have no idea what you’re on about. 

Tiberius: Good. Now I’ll tell you why knot; because he has a sister who is so very cute. 

Bard: How cute is she? 

Tiberius:  Don’t laugh… I said, to someone I hold as a close confidant:  

  [from Romeo & Juliet] 

  ‘Oh, she doth teach the torches to burn bright! 

  It seems she hangs upon the cheek of night 

  Like a rich jewel in an Ethiope’s ear, 

  Beauty too rich for use, for earth too dear. 

  So shows a snowy dove trooping with crows 

  As yonder lady o'er her fellows shows.’ 

 

Bard: You, the ball sack swinging, cod piece slinging, cocky arsed swordsman, said that? 

Correct me if I’m wrong, but those words sound just a bit flowery and full of 

lavender. 

Tiberius: I did say them… and I meant it. 

Bard: Can I use it? 

Tiberius: Are we on for that leg of lamb? 

Bard: Mutton is cheaper. 

Tiberius:  Here I am trying to help you gain meager compensation in the written words that 

evade you; and all you can do is ask me to settle for less? 

Bard: (stands from his desk) 



  [from The merchant of Venice] 

  All that glisters is not gold;  

  Often have you heard that told:  

  Many a man his life hath sold  

  But my outside to behold:  

  Gilded tombs do worms enfold. 

  

Bard: (Looks at Tiberius and winks)  

Tiberius: Now that’s just disgusting!  

Bard: I can afford mutton, I cannot afford lamb. 

Tiberius: (pulls the door open and holds it for his master) Then mutton it is! 

 

 (As they leave, Tiberius says to the Bard, ‘Did I ever tell you the story about the guy 

who was madly in love with his wife and yet his friend actually convinces him to 

murder her?) 

 

 


