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	I treasure Shakespeare’s works, not only for the words or the unforgettable characters and scenes, but also for the memories.

· Vanessa Redgrave, only twenty-four and at 5’11” the world’s tallest Rosalind, shrieking with unscripted laughter because she stepped on the hem of Celia’s dress in the middle of a performance of As You Like It.
· The student costume designer for The House of Bernarda Alba, up to her elbows in a cauldron of black dye, repurposing costumes for a cast full of women in mourning. When asked what she was doing, she quickly replied with a line adapted from Antony and Cleopatra, “I am dyeing Egypt.” I don’t remember the student’s name, but I’ll never forget her wit.
· The precious young woman in the row behind me, who for Mel Gibson’s sake sat through the entirety of Hamlet and exclaimed in the final act, “He’s not going to die, is he?”
· Patrick Stewart, revealing to a crowd of enthralled Comic Con attendees what shenanigans so-called serious actors can get up to. Snorting at the idea of Shakespearean acting being somehow more rarified than mere television work, Sir Patrick described being pranked when one of his fellows slipped a live goldfish into a goblet he had to drink from onstage. 
· A theater full of Bethune Cookman students, mesmerized by Laurence Fishbourne’s masterful Othello, shouting warnings and encouragement at the screen during a critical scene between Fishbourne and Kenneth Branagh’s Iago. “Don’t listen to him, he’s lying to you!” “She loves you, man!”

I hear Shakespeare is being dropped from many colleges’ literature programs: too difficult, too irrelevant, too “dead white guy”. Tell that to the Bethune Cookman students. Writing four centuries ago, the Bard still speaks to our hearts and minds, still enriches our lives. Thanks for the memories, Will.


