The Doctor Demonstrates a Little Etymology

What is the ‘Real’?

Real is that which is Actual.

Actual is formed of two syllables—Act and Yule.

To Act is to perform, 

Such as in a play, thus to appear in a play

Yule—of course, the season of good will, So Act-Yule simply

means to put on a Christmas play—that is, one that is referred to as a Pantomime.

To pant, (huff, huff, huff), is to be out of breath, hence, you have to mime because you

are so out of breath, you can’t speak.

Mime?

Oh, well, that goes without saying…

Mime is Movement.

Movement is the part of a clock that goes tick-tock, showing that 

Tempus Fugit, (ha, ha) yes, ahem, that is time ‘Flies’.

Fly; a device for deceiving fish into taking the hook, and in parenthesis,

Hook is part of Holland, so that’s where the Double Dutch comes in.

And, what we know of this is that the fish is brought in by widing the Reel and of course,

The Reel is Actual.

Wherein, we have that Actual that is of two syllables:

Act and Yule, and so we have this, as well

As last Christmas.

The Captain’s Monologue

The Ambush

‘Twas some days before the fearful battle of Trebizone, and I was riding alone through the infamous Vall’ Inferno to rejoin my regiment at Kastamou.  The heat was stifling, the silence oppressive; no sound but the clomp, clomp of my steed’s hooves on the baked earth, and the occasional screech of a solitary vulture as it circles expectantly above.  Clomp, clomp, clomp, ‘Onward, my trusty Bucephalus III’.  Bucephalus III, my charger, who had seen me through so many encounters.  ‘Onward, we shall have rest before nightfall’.

Suddenly the end of my beard starts to curl upwars, and my eyebrows to quiver.  Danger! From long years of campaigning, my beard and brows have become sensitive to unseen threats.  So I am not surprised when I espy, behind a distant rock, an upright feather.  No bird, this I know! I take my crossbow, wind back the bow, insert the bolt and air at the feather, which soon raises itself to reveal a turban, and below, the fearful visage of a fighting janizary.  I relaease the bold, gaining a direct hit to his forehead.  His scream alert his fellows.  Some thirty swarthy brutes come yelling from their hiding places, brandishing scimitars and cracking firearms.  Another bolt from my crossbow passes through one of my assailants and also kills three men behind him.  I draw a brace of pistols from my belt; bang, bang—another six of the forty dealt with.  But a shower of arrows rains down on me.  However, by rapid evasive action, ducking and diving, as it were, none finds its target.  For me that is!  But, alas, one hits my poor horse, the noble Bucephalus II, and he falls beneath me.
Now I have only my sword and the fiends are upon me.  Slash, slash, thrust, parry, riposte.  They fall, one by one, to my mighty blows; there are but sixty left.  Slash, thrust, chop, circle, down they go.

There is but one giant left, and as our blades met, both shatter to a million fragments under the power of our mighty strokes.  I leap for his throat and strangle him with my bare hands.  Silence—and a hundred lie dead around me.  I survey the desolate scene.  Not a sound stirs.

Then, faintly, a feeble whinny from my wounded charger.  He’s still alive, and attempts to rise when I go to him, but alas, he has not strength and sinks again to the ground.  ‘Bucephalus, my friend, do you that I, Matamoros da Vall’Inferno, would leave you here to die?  No, now it is my turn to carry you’.  So I pick up his limp body and throw it over my left shoulder, I tie the severed head of a Turk to my belt—to substantiate my story—and leaving the scene of desolation and destruction, walk, with Bucepalus on my shoulder, the thirty odd leagues to Kastamou and a night’s rest.

