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Educate Yourself

Read Like A Wolf Eats

Be Excellent to Each Other

Books Then, Books Now, Books Forever
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In this retelling, as in all my retellings, I have tried to make the work of literature accessible to modern readers who may lack some of the knowledge about mythology, religion, and history that the literary work’s contemporary audience had. 

Do you know a language other than English? If you do, I give you permission to translate this book, copyright your translation, publish or self-publish it, and keep all the royalties for yourself. (Do give me credit, of course, for the original retelling.)

I would like to see my retellings of classic literature used in schools, so I give permission to the country of Finland (and all other countries) to buy one copy of this eBook and give copies to all students forever. I also give permission to the state of Texas (and all other states) to buy one copy of this eBook and give copies to all students forever. I also give permission to all teachers to buy one copy of this eBook and give copies to all students forever.

Teachers need not actually teach my retellings. Teachers are welcome to give students copies of my eBooks as background material. For example, if they are teaching Homer’s Iliad and Odyssey, teachers are welcome to give students copies of my Virgil’s Aeneid: A Retelling in Prose and tell students, “Here’s another ancient epic you may want to read in your spare time.”
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Everyone Wants to Save the World

A Buddhist monk visiting a class wrote this on the chalkboard: “EVERYONE WANTS TO SAVE THE WORLD, BUT NO ONE WANTS TO HELP MOM DO THE DISHES.” The students laughed, but the monk then said, “Statistically, it’s highly unlikely that any of you will ever have the opportunity to run into a burning orphanage and rescue an infant. But in the smallest gesture of kindness — a warm smile, holding the door for the person behind you, shoveling the driveway of the elderly person next door — you have committed an act of immeasurable profundity, because to each of us, our life is our universe.”

The Sacred Mantra 

A guru had a disciple to whom he revealed a sacred mantra, along with a warning not to reveal the mantra to anyone. The disciple asked, “What will happen if I reveal the sacred mantra?” The guru replied, “Anyone to whom you reveal the sacred mantra will learn about Ultimate Goodness and will become wiser. But you will be excluded from discipleship.” Immediately, the disciple ran to the marketplace and began shouting the sacred mantra to everyone there. The other disciples came to the guru and demanded that the first disciple be excluded from discipleship because he had revealed the sacred mantra. The guru smiled, agreed, and said, “Yes, you are right. He is no longer a disciple. Today, he has become a guru.”

Complimentary Snack-Size Portions of the Afterlife 

In her book titled I Have Chosen to Stay and Fight, comedian Margaret Cho writes, “I believe that we get complimentary snack-size portions of the afterlife, and we all receive them in a different way.” For Ms. Cho, many of her snack-size portions of the afterlife come in hip hop music. Other people get different snack-size portions of the afterlife, and we all must be on the lookout for them when they come our way. And perhaps doing good deeds and experiencing good deeds are snack-size portions of the afterlife.

Things We Have to Do, Things We Ought to Do, and Things We Want to Do 

C.S. Lewis pointed out that we must do some things, we ought to do some things, and we want to do some things. The things adults must do include paying the bills. The things adults ought to do include exercise. One of the things that C.S. Lewis wanted to do was to read fairy tales. He said that as long as the things we want to do don’t conflict with the things we have to do and the things we ought to do, then go ahead and do them.

“I Will Go with You Into the Grave”

In a medieval Christian mystery play, a man asks who will go with him into the grave when he dies and give him support at the Day of Judgment. Time after time, he hears the answer, “I won’t go with you into the grave.” His wife won’t go with him into the grave, his children won’t go with him into the grave, his priest won’t go with him into the grave, his friends won’t go with him into the grave — even his wealth won’t go with him into the grave. Finally, the man’s good deeds say, “I will go with you into the grave,” and the man and his good deeds knock at the door of death, together. Your good deeds will plead for you on the Day of Judgment.

“The Touchstone for What Good Deeds Became in My Life”

Donna Delfino Dugay of Harper Woods, Michigan, grew up in California, where her family had a picnic at the beach when she was 11 years old. Her mother fixed each of the children a plate of fried chicken and potato salad, and then, Donna says, “When I looked up from my plate, my mother was fixing one more plate .... She turned away from us and walked over maybe 20 or 30 feet to where there was a man by himself. And he was picking his way through the trashcan. And my mother — I don’t know whether she just put the plate there or whether she touched him gently or whether she said a few words — but I remember him turning to her in a gesture of thankfulness.” Years later, when Donna asked her mother about this good deed, her mother claimed not to remember it; however, Donna says, “But for me, I remember it very well because for me, it was the touchstone for what good deeds became in my life.”

“What is Hateful to Yourself, Do Not to Your Fellow Man”

A cart driver asked Rabbi Akiba to teach him the whole of the Torah all at once. Rabbi Akiba told him that Moses had stayed on the mountaintop 40 days and 40 nights to learn the Torah, but that if he really wanted to learn the basic principle of the Torah, he should learn this: “What is hateful to yourself, do not to your fellow man.” Soon after, the cart driver went on a journey with two other men. They came to a field filled with seed pods, and the two other men took two seed pods each, but the cart driver took none. Then they came to a field filled with cabbages, and the two other men took two cabbages each, but the cart driver took none. They asked the cart driver why he wasn’t taking anything, and he replied, “Thus did Rabbi Akiba teach me: ‘What is hateful to yourself, do not to your fellow man.’”
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CAST OF CHARACTERS
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MOROSE, a gentleman who loves no noise. 

SIR DAUPHINE EUGENIE, a knight, his nephew. 

NED CLERIMONT, a gentleman, his friend. 

TRUEWIT, another friend. 

EPICENE, the Silent Woman. 

SIR JOHN “JACK” DAW, a knight, her servant.

SIR AMOROUS LA FOOLE, a knight also.

MR. THOMAS OTTER, a land- and sea-captain. 

CUTBEARD, a barber. 

MUTE, one of Morose’s servants. 

MADAM HAUGHTY, Member of Lady Collegiates.

MADAM CENTAUR, Member of Lady Collegiates.

MISTRESS DOL MAVIS, Member of Lady Collegiates.

MISTRESS TRUSTY, the Lady Haughty’s serving-woman (Pretender). 

MRS. OTTER, The Captain’s Wife (Pretender). 

PARSON.

BOY and other PAGES.

SERVANTS. 

MUSICIANS.

THE SCENE: LONDON 

NOTES:

The Latin word morosus has the meaning of “peevish” or “stubborn.”

According to Wikipedia, “Epicenity is the lack of gender distinction, often reducing the emphasis on the masculine to allow the feminine. It includes androgyny — having both masculine and feminine characteristics.”

A daw is a jackdaw. Jackdaws are a bird that was thought to be loquacious and thievish. The word “daw” also meant “dolt.”

Sir John “Jack” Daw is the “servant” of Epicene. In this context, “servant” means someone who loves her and is devoted to her service. A servant is a male admirer.

An otter is an amphibious animal and is associated with both land and sea: river otters and sea otters.

Centaurs are half-man and half-horse. No female Centaurs exist, even in mythology.

“Collegiates” means “people associated with a College or a Society.”

“Dol” is a nickname for Dorothy. 

A pretender is an aspirer. Both MISTRESS TRUSTY and MRS. OTTER aspire to be full-fledged members of the Lady Collegiates.

Ben Jonson wrote Epicene in the year 1609, a year when the plague was virulent in London.

A mistress can be a loved woman, not necessarily a woman one sleeps with.

A servant can be a man who is devoted to and loves and serves a woman.

“Mute” means untalkative.

“Dumb” means untalkative.

“Madam” is a title of higher rank than “Mistress.” “Mistress” means “Mrs.” “Madam” is used for a woman of rank; for example, one who has the title “Lady,” as in Lady Haughty, aka Madam Haughty.
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CHAPTER 1

— 1.1 —
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Clerimont was in a room in a house with his boy-servant, who was helping Clerimont dress.

Clerimont asked, “Have you got the song yet perfectly memorized I gave you, boy?”

The boy replied, “Yes, sir.”

“Let me hear it,” Clerimont ordered. 

“You shall, sir,” the boy said, “but, truly, let nobody else hear it.”

“Why, I ask?” Clerimont said.

The boy replied, “It will get you the dangerous name of a poet in town, sir.”

Poets and playwrights often engaged in satire, drawing the scorn of those whom they satirized.

The boy continued, “Besides, it will get me a perfect deal of ill will at the mansion you know of, whose lady is the theme of the song, whereas now I am the welcomest thing under a man who comes there.” 

The mansion was the headquarters of the Lady Collegiates, and the lady was Madam Haughty.

“Under a man” meant “less than a man,” but the phrase also has a sexual meaning. 

“I think so,” Clerimont said, “and above a man, too, if the truth were racked out of you.”

“Above a man” meant taller than a man: The boy would certainly be taller if he were stretched on the torture device known as the rack. Such torture was used to secure confessions from the tortured. Again, the phrase has a sexual meaning.

The boy said, “No, indeed, I’ll confess before being tortured, sir. The gentlewomen play with me and throw me on the bed, and carry me in to my lady, and she kisses me with her makeup-greasy face and puts a peruke — a wig — on my head and asks me if I will wear her gown, and I say, ‘No.’ And then she hits me a blow on the ear and calls me innocent, and lets go of me.” 

Clerimont said, “It’s no marvel if the door is kept shut against your master, when the entrance is so easy to you.”

He was punning. A door is an entrance, and he was using the word to refer to a physical door and to the entrance of Madam Haughty’s vagina.

Clerimont continued, “Well, sir, you shall go there no more, lest I be obliged to seek your voice in my lady’s rushes a fortnight hence.”

Rush mats were used as floor coverings. If the boy were to spend time on the floor with Lady Haughty, he would be engaging in an activity whose ability to perform meant that he would lose the ability to sing high notes. 

Clerimont ordered, “Sing, sir.”

The boy began to sing, but Truewit, a friend of Clerimont’s, almost immediately entered the room.

Truewit said, “Why, here’s the man who can melt away his time, and never feel it! What, between his mistress away from home and his ingle at home, high fare, soft lodging, fine clothes, and his fiddle, he thinks the hours have no wings and the day has no post-horse.”

The mistress was the woman Clerimont was devoted to, but “mistress” did not necessarily mean that she was devoted to him. The word “ingle” can mean “friend” or “boy kept for homosexual purposes.”

A post-horse is a swift horse used to ride between posts, or stages of a journey. Post-horses were used to carry messages. 

Truewit continued, “Well, sir gallant, if you were struck with the plague this minute, or condemned to any capital punishment tomorrow, you would begin then to think and value every moment of your time, esteem it at the true rate, and give all for it.” 

“Why, what should a man do?” Clerimont asked.

“Why, nothing,” Truewit said, “or that which, when it is done, is as idle, vain, and useless — such as hearken after the next horse race, or hunting match; lay wagers, praise Puppy, or Peppercorn, Whitefoot, Franklin; swear upon Whitemane’s side in a race; spend aloud, so that my lords may hear you; visit my ladies at night, and be able to give them the character of — that is, gossip about — every bowler or bettor on the green.” 

Puppy, Peppercorn, Whitefoot, Franklin, and Whitemane were the names of famous horses.

“Spend aloud” means to talk loudly and/or spend ostentatiously.

The game of bowls was played on a green, and fashionable men sometimes bet on the outcome.

A bettor is a person who makes bets.

To fashionable men, time is something to be wasted in trivial pursuits.

Truewit continued, “These are the things wherein your fashionable men exercise themselves, and I engage in them for company.”

Clerimont replied, “Nay, if I have your authority, I’ll not leave off these activities yet. Come, the others are considerations when we come to have grey heads and weak hams, moist eyes, and shrunk members. We’ll think on them then; then we’ll pray, and fast.”

“Shrunk members” can mean shrunken arms and legs, or shrunken penises.

Truewit said, “Aye, and destine only that time of age to goodness that our lack of ability will not let us employ in evil?”

Some people think the best time to repent sins is after one’s old age has made one incapable of sinning. Saint Augustine once prayed to God, “Give me chastity and continence [self-restraint], but not yet.”

Clerimont replied, “Why, then it is time enough.”

Truewit said, “Yes, as if a man should sleep all the term for trying legal cases and think to complete his business on the last day. Oh, Clerimont, this time, because it is an incorporeal thing and not subject to sense, we mock ourselves the fineliest — most perfect — out of it, with vanity and misery indeed, not seeking an end of wretchedness but only changing the matter constantly.”

Truewit was a thinker who recognized the value of time.

Clerimont said, “Nay, you shall not leave now —”

“See but our common disease!” Truewit said.

The common-to-all disease is discontent, aka unhappiness. For many noblemen, it is caused by lack of patronage at court.

He continued, “With what justice can we complain that great men will not look upon us, nor be at leisure to give our affairs such dispatch as we expect, when we will never do it to ourselves, nor hear nor regard ourselves!”

If noblemen misuse time, can they blame greater men for doing the same thing?

Clerimont replied, “Bah, you have read Plutarch’s Morals now, or some such tedious fellow, and it shows so vilely with you; before God, I say that it will spoil your wit utterly. Talk to me of pins and feathers and ladies and rushes and such things, and leave this stoicity — stoical attitude and puritanical severity — alone until you write sermons.”

The “dull fellow” Truewit had been reading was not Plutarch, but instead was the stoic philosopher Seneca. In particular, he was paraphrasing De Brevitate Vita [Concerning the Shortness of Life], 3.5.

Clerimont preferred talk about trivial things rather than serious things. According to Clerimont, trivial things included “pins and feathers and ladies and rushes and such things.”

A saying of the time was “Not worth a rush.”

Truewit replied, “Well, sir, if my advice will not take effect and succeed, I have learned to lose as little of my kindness as I can. I’ll do good to no man against his will, certainly.”

He then asked, “When were you at the College?”

“What College?” Clerimont asked. 

“As if you didn’t already know!” Truewit said.

“No, indeed,” Clerimont said. “I came from court just yesterday.”

“Why, hasn’t the news arrived there yet?” Truewit said. “There is a new foundation, sir, here in the town, of ladies who call themselves the Collegiates. It is an order between courtiers and country madams who live apart from their husbands and give entertainment to all the wits and braveries of the time, as they call them, cry down or up — decry or praise — what they like or dislike in a brain or a fashion with most masculine, or rather hermaphroditical (mannishly feminine), authority, and every day gain to their College some new probationer.”

“Wits and braveries” are gallants: witty gallants and bravely (splendidly) dressed gallants.

“Who is the president? “ Clerimont asked.

Truewit answered, “The grave, serious, and youthful matron, the Lady Haughty.”

Clerimont said, “A pox on her autumnal face, her pieced-together beauty! There’s no man who can be admitted to her presence until she is ready nowadays — until she has painted and perfumed and washed and scoured — except this boy here, and him she wipes her makeup-greasy lips upon like a sponge. I have made a song — I ask you to hear it — on the subject.”

The boy sang:

Still [Always] to be neat [finely dressed], still [always] to be dressed, 

As [if] you were going to a feast; 

Still [Always] to be powdered, still [always] perfumed: 

Lady, it is to be presumed, 

Though art’s hid [hidden] causes are not found, 

All is not sweet, all is not sound. 

Give me a look, give me a face 

That makes simplicity [absence of ornamentation] a grace; 

Robes loosely flowing, hair as free: 

Such sweet neglect more taketh [captivates] me 

Than all th’ adulteries [adulterations] of art. 

They strike mine [my] eyes, but not my heart. 

Clerimont’s song was against fancy dress, perfume, and makeup.

Truewit said, “And I am clearly on the other side: I love a good adornment before any beauty of the world. Oh, a woman is then like a delicate garden; nor is there one kind of it. She may vary every hour, take often counsel of her mirror, and choose the best. If she has good ears, show them; good hair, lay it out; good legs, wear short clothes; a good hand, reveal it often; practice any art to mend breath, cleanse teeth, repair eyebrows, use makeup, and acknowledge it.”

Clerimont said, “What! Publicly?”

“That she does it, yes, but not how she does it,” Truewit said. “The how of it must be private. Many things that seem foul in the doing are pleasing once they are done. A lady should indeed study her face when we think she sleeps; nor, when the doors are shut, should men be enquiring: All is sacred within then. Is it for us to see their wigs put on, their false teeth, their complexion, their eyebrows, their fingernails? You see that gilders will not work except when enclosed in a room. They must not reveal how little serves, with the help of art, to adorn a great deal. How long did the canvas hang before Aldgate? Were the people allowed to see the city’s gilded statues Love and Charity while they were rude stone, before they were painted and polished? No. No more should lovers approach their mistresses except when they are complete and finished.”

Aldgate was the most important eastern gate in London’s old city wall. Rebuilt in 1609, it was adorned with two statues: Love and Charity. They were kept under wraps until finished and were then revealed to the public.

“Well said, my Truewit,” Clerimont said. 

Truewit continued, “And a wise lady will keep a guard always upon the place, so that she may do things securely. I once followed a rude fellow into a chamber, where the poor madam, for haste, and troubled, snatched at her wig to cover her baldness and put it on the wrong way.”

She put on the wig backwards. 

Clerimont said, “Oh, monstrous!”

Truewit continued, “And the unconscionable knave held her in fashionable small talk for an hour, with that reversed face, when I still looked for the time when she should talk from the other side.”

“Why, you should have relieved her,” Clerimont said. 

“No, indeed, I let her alone, as we’ll let alone this topic of discussion, if you please, and pass to another,” Truewit said.

He then asked, “When did you most recently see Dauphine Eugenie?”

Sir Dauphine Eugenie was a knight and a friend of theirs.

“Not for these last three days,” Clerimont answered. “Shall we go to him this morning? He is very melancholic and depressed, I hear.”

“Sick of the uncle, is he?” Truewit asked. 

He was playing with language. “Sick of the mother” meant hysteria.

Truewit continued, “I met that stiff piece of formality, his uncle, yesterday. He was wearing a huge turban of nightcaps on his head, buckled over his ears.”

Sir Dauphine Eugenie’s uncle was named Morose.

Old people and sick people wore nightcaps during the day. 

“Oh, that’s his custom when he walks outside of his house,” Clerimont said. “He can endure no noise, man.”

“So I have heard,” Truewit said. “But is the disease so ridiculous in him as it is made out to be? They say he has been busy entering into many treaties with the fishwives [women who sold fish] and orange-selling women, and he has propounded terms and conditions between them so that they will be silent. But by the Virgin Mary, the chimney-sweepers will not be drawn into making a contract with him to be silent.”

Truewit was punning on the word “drawn.” Sweeping the chimney cleans out the soot and improves the draw (upward draft) of smoke. 

Clerimont said, “No, nor the broom-men [broom sellers]. They stand resolutely against such contracts. He cannot endure a fruit seller; he swoons if he hears one.”

The word “stand” can mean erection. The masculine broom-men won’t allow themselves to be grouped in a contract together with women.

Sellers at markets advertised their wares by loudly shouting.

Truewit said, “I think a blacksmith would be ominous to him.” 

Clerimont said, “Or any hammer-man [metal-worker]. A brazier [brass-worker] is not allowed to dwell in his parish, nor anyone who makes armor. He would have hanged a pewterer’s apprentice once upon a Shrove Tuesday’s riot for being of that trade, when the rest were acquitted.”

Blacksmiths make much noise as they hammer hot metal into a desired shape. Other metal-workers such as pewterers also make noise as they work with metal.

Apprentices customarily rioted on Shrove Tuesday (the day before Lent, and a holiday for apprentices) and did such things as wreck brothels.

Truewit said, “A trumpet would frighten him terribly, as would the oboes.” 

“Out of his senses,” Clerimont agreed. “The city-paid street musicians receive a pension from him not to come near the ward he resides in.”

He motioned toward the boy and said, “This youth played a trick on him one night. He pretended to be the night watchman and rang the bell to announce each hour, and never left until he had brought him down to the door with a long sword, and there left him waving his sword in the air.”

The boy said, “Why, sir, he has chosen a street to live in so narrow at both ends that it will receive no coaches nor carts nor any of these common noises, and therefore we who love him devise, now and then, ways to make him exercise and breathe hard. He would grow sluggish else in his ease. His virtue would rust without action. 

“I entreated the keeper of a bear one day to come down with the dogs of some four parishes that way, and, I thank him, he did, and loudly proclaimed and advertised his next bear-baiting under Master Morose’s window until he was sent crying away with his head made a most bleeding spectacle to the multitude. 

“And another time a fencer, marching to his fencing-match, had his drum most tragically run through for taking that street in his way, at my request.”

Fencers would often march with drummers to a fencing-match as a form of advertisement. 

Truewit said to the boy, “You are a good wag: a good mischievous boy.”

He then asked, “What does he do about the church bells?”

Clerimont replied, “Oh, in the queen’s time he was wont to go out of town every Saturday at ten o’clock, or on holiday eves.”

Bells rang on the eves of holy days, including Sundays.

He continued, “But now, because of the plague, the perpetuity of ringing has made him devise a room with double walls and treble ceilings, the windows closed and caulked, and there he lives by candlelight.”

The year was 1609, and the plague caused many, many deaths in London — so many that church bells constantly rang. A passing-bell rings to announce a person’s death, and a knell is a bell ringing during a funeral. 

Clerimont continued, “He fired a serving-man last week for having a pair of new shoes that creaked. And his current employee waits on him now in tennis-court woolen socks, or slippers soled with wool, and they talk to each other in a trunk: an ear trumpet.”

He heard a noise, looked at its source, and said, “See who is coming here.” 

— 1.2 —

Sir Dauphine Eugenie entered the room. Clerimont and Truewit had been talking about his uncle, Morose, who hated noise.

Dauphine asked, “How are you now? What ail you, sirs? Dumb? Unable to speak?”

Truewit said, “We are struck into stone, almost, as surely as I am here, with tales of your uncle. There was never such a monster heard of before.”

Dauphine said, “I wish you would once and for all lose this subject, my masters, for my sake. They are such as you are who have brought me into that predicament I am with him.”

“What predicament is that?” Truewit asked.

“By the Virgin Mary, that he will disinherit me, no more than that,” Dauphine said. “He thinks that I and my company of friends are the authors of all the ridiculous acts and monuments — stories — that are told about him.”

Truewit said, “By God’s eyelid, I would be the author of more in order to vex him. His intention to disinherit you makes him deserve it: It gives you law — that is, it authorizes you — to plague him. I’ll tell you what I would do. I would make a false almanac, get it printed, and then have him drawn out on a Coronation Day to the Tower Wharf and kill him with the noise of the cannon celebrating the anniversary of the coronation of King James I.”

The anniversary day was July 25, but a false almanac could list a different date. Morose would be tricked into going to the Tower Wharf on the real anniversary day so that the noise of the celebration would kill him before he could disinherit his nephew: Dauphine.

Truewit continued, “Disinherit you? He cannot, man. Aren’t you his next of blood, and his sister’s son?”

“Aye,” Dauphine said, “but he will thrust me out of the inheritance, he vows, and marry.”

If Morose were to marry and have a son, that son would be the next of kin and get the inheritance.

“What!” Truewit said. “That’s a greater and more ominous portent for you. Can he endure no noise, and yet he will venture to take a wife?”

“Yes,” Clerimont said. “Why, you are a stranger, it seems, to his best trick yet. He has employed a fellow this half year, to enquire around all over England and find him a dumb — silent — woman. It doesn’t matter what she is of any form or any quality or any rank, as long as she is able to bear children. Her silence is dowry enough, he says.”

“But I trust to God that he has found no woman like that,” Truewit said. 

“No,” Clerimont replied, “but he has heard of one who’s lodged in the next street to him, who is exceedingly soft-spoken, thrifty of her speech, who expends only six words a day. And he’s pursuing her now, and he shall have her.”

“Is it possible!” Truewit said. “Who is his agent in the business?”

“By the Virgin Mary,” Clerimont said, “a barber named Cutbeard, who is an honest fellow and one who tells Dauphine here everything.”

“Why, you oppress and overwhelm me with wonder!” Truewit said. “A woman and a barber, and yet Morose loves no noise!”

In comedy, women and barbers have a reputation for being talkative.

“Yes, indeed,” Clerimont said. “The fellow trims him silently and has not the knack with his shears or his fingers, and that continence and self-restraint in a barber Morose thinks so eminent a virtue that it has made the barber the chief of Morose’s counsellors — his main confidant.”

A knack is 1) a skill, and 2) a knock, or other loud noise such as snapping one’s fingers.

“Is the barber to be seen, or the wench?” Truewit asked.

In this society, “wench” meant “young woman.” It need not be a negative, insulting word.

“Yes, that they are,” Clerimont answered.

“Please, Dauphine, let’s go there,” Truewit said. 

“I have some business now,” Dauphine said. “I cannot, truly.”

“You shall have no business that shall make you neglect this, sir,” Truewit said. “We’ll make her talk, believe it; or, if she will not, we can say at least as much as shall interrupt the treaty and hinder the negotiation — we will break it. You are bound in conscience, when he suspects you without cause, to torment him.”

“Not I, by any means,” Dauphine said. “I’ll give no consent to do it. He shall never have that plea against me that I opposed the least fancy or fantasy of his. Let it lie upon my stars — let it be fated — for me to be guilty, yet I’ll be innocent.” 

By “innocent,” he meant not guilty. 

“Yes, and be poor and beg,” Truewit said. “Do, innocent, when some servant of his has begotten him an heir, or this barber, if Morose himself cannot. Innocent!” 

By “innocent,” he meant fool.

Truewit then said, “Please, Ned, where does she live? Let him be innocent still.”

Clerimont’s nickname was Ned.

He answered, “Why, right opposite the barber’s, in the house where Sir John Daw lives.”

“You do not mean to confound and utterly confuse me!” Truewit said. “Do you?” 

“Why?” Clerimont asked.

“Does he who would marry her — Morose — know so much?” Truewit asked. 

“I cannot tell,” Clerimont said. “I don’t know.”

“It would be enough of a slur on her reputation, with Jack Daw so near her,” Truewit said.

“Why?” Clerimont asked.

“He is the pre-eminent talking sir in the town!” Truewit said. “Jack Daw! And he is to teach her not to speak — God be with you. I have some business, too.”

“Will you not go there, then?” Clerimont asked.

“Not with the risk of meeting Daw, out of concern for my ears,” Truewit said.

“Why, I thought you two had been upon very good terms,” Clerimont said.

“Yes, of keeping distance between us,” Truewit said. 

“They say he is a very good scholar,” Clerimont said. 

“Aye, and he says it first,” Truewit said. “A pox on him! A fellow who merely makes a claim to learning, buys titles, and has nothing else of books in him.”

In other words, Jack Daw was the kind of person who buys a book and reads nothing except the title. Also, “buys titles” implies that he bought his knighthood.

“The world reports him to be very learned,” Clerimont said.

“I am sorry the world should so conspire to tell lies about him,” Truewit said.

“In good faith, I have heard very good things come from his mouth,” Clerimont said.

“You may have, indeed,” Truewit said. “There’s none so desperately ignorant as to deny that. I wish that those good things were his own!” 

In other words, Jack Daw’s wit was borrowed.

Truewit said, “God be with you, gentlemen.”

“God be with you” is a way of saying “goodbye.”

He exited.

Referring to Truewit’s exit, Clerimont said, “This is very abrupt!”
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Dauphine said, “Come, you are a strange, open, and unreserved man to tell everything thus.”

He was worried about what Truewit might do or say about what he had heard.

“Why, believe it, Dauphine, Truewit’s a very honest fellow,” Clerimont said. 

“I don’t think otherwise,” Dauphine said, “but this frank nature of his is not for secrets.” 

“Nay, then, you are mistaken, Dauphine,” Clerimont said. “I know where he has been well trusted and discharged the trust very truly and heartily.”

Dauphine replied, “I don’t dispute it, Ned, but with the fewer a business is handled, it is always the safer. Now we are alone, if you’ll go thither to visit the silent woman, I am for you.” 

He meant that he would go with him.
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