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Cover Photograph for Ben Jonson’s Every Man in His Humor: A Retelling (Folio Version 1616):

Victoria Borodinova

https://pixabay.com/photos/kids-new-year-christmas-5922995/

https://www.instagram.com/victoriaborodinova/

https://www.facebook.com/victoria.borodinova

https://pixabay.com/users/victoria_borodinova-6314823/

The photograph depicts an intelligent girl with an intelligent boy in his humor. The time is Christmas, and the intelligent boy’s humor is to be a reindeer. (As the play will show, not everyone with a humor is intelligent.)

A humor can be a fancy or a whim.

****
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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.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Dedicated to My Brother George
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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.’”

Good Advice

Form good habits. Do not form bad habits.
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CAST OF CHARACTERS
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KNOWELL an old gentleman

EDWARD KNOWELL his son

BRAINWORM the father’s (Old Knowell’s) serving-man

MASTER STEPHEN a country gull, Old Knowell’s nephew and Edward’s cousin. A gull is a simpleton. 

GEORGE DOWNRIGHT a plain squire. A squire is a gentleman. Half-brother to Wellbred. Squire Downright is the older half-brother.

WELLBRED Squire Downright’s half-brother and Dame Kitely’s brother

JUSTICE CLEMENT an old merry magistrate

ROGER FORMAL his clerk, a young man

THOMAS KITELY a merchant

DAME KITELY Kitely’s wife and Wellbred’s sister and Squire Downright’s sister. She must be half-sister to either Wellbred or Squire Downright, but the play doesn’t identify which one.

MISTRESS BRIDGET Kitely’s sister

MASTER MATTHEW the town gull

THOMAS CASH Kitely’s serving-man

OLIVER COB a water-bearer. Water-bearers carried water from conduits to individual houses.

TIB his wife. 

CAPTAIN BOBADILL a St. Paul’s man. St. Paul’s was a place to loiter and to meet people.

SERVANTS and ATTENDANTS

THE SCENE: LONDON

NOTES:

This society believed that the mixture of four humors in the body determined one’s temperament. One humor could be predominant. The four humors are blood, yellow bile, black bile, and phlegm. If blood is predominant, then the person is sanguine (active, optimistic). If yellow bile is predominant, then the person is choleric (bad-tempered). If black bile is predominant, then the person is melancholic (sad). If phlegm is predominant, then the person is phlegmatic (calm, apathetic, indolent).

A humor can be a personal characteristic. For example, Edward, Old Knowell’s son, has the humor of being devoted to the acquisition of impractical knowledge such as poetry.

A humor can also be a fancy or a whim.

The word “humor” was an in-vogue word in Ben Jonson’s day. He may have used it in his title for that reason.

According to Wikipedia, “Humorism began to fall out of favor in the 1850s with the advent of germ theory, which was able to show that many diseases previously thought to be humoral were in fact caused by pathogens.”

Humorism has no part in modern medicine.

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Humorism#

In this society, a person of higher rank would use “thou,” “thee,” “thine,” and “thy” when referring to a person of lower rank. (These terms were also used affectionately and between equals.) A person of lower rank would use “you” and “your” when referring to a person of higher rank.

“Sirrah” was a title used to address someone of a social rank inferior to the speaker. Friends, however, could use it to refer to each other.

The year the play Every Man in His Humor was first performed was 1598, and that is likely the year that the play is set.

The reference to Tilley in 4.8 is to this book:

Tilley, M.P. A Dictionary of Proverbs in England in the Sixteenth and Centuries. Ann Arbor, Michigan: University of Michigan Press, 1950.
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CHAPTER 1

— 1.1 —
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Old Knowell and Brainworm talked together outside his house in Hoxton. Knowell was an old gentleman, and Brainworm was his serving-man.

“A goodly — fair — day is coming, and a fresh morning!” Old Knowell said. “Brainworm, call up your young master. Bid him rise, sir. Tell him I have some business to employ him.”

The young master was Edward, Old Knowell’s son.

“I will, sir, at once,” Brainworm said.

“But listen, sirrah,” Old Knowell said. “If he is studying, don’t disturb him.”

“Very well, sir,” Brainworm said.

He exited to carry out his errand.

Alone, Old Knowell said to himself:

“How happy now I should esteem myself if I could by any means wean the boy from one vain course of study he is devoted to! He is a scholar, if a man may trust the liberal, generous voice of reputation in her report. He is of good reputation in both our universities, Oxford and Cambridge, both of which have favored him with degrees. But their indulgence must not produce in me a foolish, doting opinion that he cannot err. 

“I myself was once a student and, indeed, I was fed with the self-same humor he is now, dreaming on nothing but idle poetry, that fruitless and unprofitable art, good to none, but least of all to its professors and practitioners, which then I thought the mistress and reigning authority of all knowledge.

“But since then, time and the truth have awakened my judgment, and reason has taught me better to distinguish the vain from the useful learnings.”

Like many people, Old Knowell wanted knowledge to be practical. He did not believe in ars gratia artis: art for the sake of art. His son, Edward, however, reveled in art.

Master Stephen, who was Old Knowell’s nephew and Edward’s first cousin, entered the scene. This society, however, used the word “cousin” to mean a close relative. For example, Old Knowell now used the word to refer to Master Stephen, who was his nephew.

“Cousin Stephen!” Old Knowell said. “What is the news with you that brings you here so early?”

“Nothing but only to come to see how you are, uncle,” Master Stephen said.

“That’s kindly done,” Old Knowell said. “You are welcome, coz.”

The word “coz” meant “cousin” and “relative” and sometimes “close friend.”

“Aye, I know that, sir,” Master Stephen said. “I would not have come otherwise. How is my cousin Edward, uncle?”

“Oh, he is well, coz,” Old Knowell said. “Go in and see him. I suspect he is barely stirring yet.”

“Uncle, before I go in, can you tell me whether he has any book of the sciences of hawking and hunting?” Master Stephen said. “I would like to borrow it.”

“Why, I hope you will not be a-hawking now, will you?” Old Knowell said.

The hunting season was almost over.

“No, wusse — of course — but I’ll practice in preparation for next year, uncle,” Master Stephen said. “I have bought myself a hawk and a hood and bells and all. I lack nothing but a book to teach me how to train and care for it.”

Hawks were blindfolded with a hood that was taken off so they could hunt. Bells attached to their legs made sounds to help hunters keep track of the hawk’s location.

“Oh, that is most ridiculous!” Old Knowell said.

“Nay, look now, you are angry, uncle,” Master Stephen said. “Why, you know, if a man does not have knowledge of the hawking and hunting terminology nowadays, I’ll not give a rush for him.”

A rush is a reed; it is of little worth. 

Master Stephen continued, “The hawking and hunting terminology is more studied than the Greek or the Latin. He is qualified for no gallant’s company without that knowledge; and, by gad’s lid, I scorn, aye, so I do, to be a consort for every humdrum, commonplace fellow.”

“Gad’s lid” means “By God’s eyelid.” It is an oath. 

Soon Master Stephen would say, “’Slid,” which means “By God’s eyelid.” It is another oath.

This society was against blasphemy and therefore invented these oaths.

Master Stephen continued:

“Hang them, the scoundrels! There’s nothing worthwhile in them in the world. 

“Why do you talk about it? Because I dwell at Hoxton, shall I keep company with none but the archers of Finsbury, or the citizens who come hunting ducks with water-spaniels to Islington Ponds? 

“A fine jest, in faith! ’Slid, a gentleman must show himself like a gentleman. Uncle, I hope that you are not angry. I know what I have to do, I trust. I am no novice.”

He wanted to be a fashionable young fellow.

Old Knowell replied:

“You are a prodigal, absurd coxcomb — a fool. Bah! Nay, never look at me with that expression; it’s I who am speaking.

“Take it as you will, sir. I’ll not flatter you. Haven’t you yet found means enough to waste that which your friends have left you, but you must go and cast away your money on a kite and don’t know how to keep it when you have purchased it?”

A kite is a bird of prey that was regarded as having less worth than a hawk. A proverb stated, “It is impossible to make a good hawk of a kite.” 

Old Knowell continued:

“Oh, it’s ‘comely’! This will make you a gentleman!

“Well, cousin, well, I see you are completely past hope of all reclaim. 

“Aye, so, now you are told of it, you look another way.”

“What would you have me do?” Master Stephen asked.

Old Knowell replied:

“What would I have you do? I’ll tell you, kinsman:

“Learn to be wise and practice how to thrive, I would have you do that, and not to spend your money on every bauble — trifle — that you fancy, or every foolish brain-notion that humors you.

“I would not have you invade each place, nor thrust yourself on all societies, until men’s affections or your own desert and merit would worthily invite you to your social rank.

“He who is so heedless in his behavior often sells his reputation at a cheap market.

“Nor would I have you melt away yourself in flashy, showy finery, lest, while you affect to make a blaze of gentlemanly behavior to the world, a little puff of scorn would extinguish it and leave you like an ill-smelling wick, whose property — its essential quality — is only to offend.”

Master Stephen was melting away his wealth by spending it on flashy, showy clothing like a candle melting away by spending its wick and wax on a blaze of light.

Knowell continued:

“I’d have you sober and contain yourself, so that your sail isn’t bigger than your boat.

“I would have you instead moderate your expenses now at first, so that you may keep the same proportion always.

“Nor would I have you stand so much on and assert your gentility, which is an airy and mere borrowed thing from dead men’s dust and bones, and none of yours unless you make or hold it.”

Old Knowell did not want his nephew, Master Stephen, to spend all his money now on acting like a wealthy gentleman. Rather, it would be best to moderate his expenses now so that he would have money to live on throughout his life.

Hearing a noise, Old Knowell asked, “Who is coming here?”
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— 1.2 —
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A servant entered the scene and said, “God save you, gentlemen.”

Master Stephen said:

“Nay, we do not stand much on our gentility, friend.”

“Yet you are welcome, and I assure you that my uncle here is a man with an income of a thousand pounds a year, his income from Middlesex land. He has but one son in all the world; I am his next heir after his son, according to the common law, Master Stephen, as simple as I stand here, if my cousin should die, as there’s hope he will.”

By “simple,” Master Stephen meant “a direct inheritor,” but readers may be forgiven if they think that Master Stephen is simple-minded.

Most people would not talk about the hope of a cousin dying, and certainly not in the presence of the cousin’s father.

Master Stephen continued, “I have a pretty considerable living of my own, too, besides, close by here.”

A living is property from which the owner receives income.

The servant replied, “In good time, sir.”

“In good time” means “certainly,” but the phrase can be used ironically, as if saying, “Yeah, whatever.”

Master Stephen thought that the servant was saying the phrase ironically and therefore mocking him.

“‘In good time, sir’?” Master Stephen said. “Why, and in very good time, sir. You do not flout and mock me, friend, do you?”

“Not I, sir,” the servant said.

“Not you, sir?” Master Stephen said. “You had best not be, sir. If you should, here are those who can perceive it, and that quickly, too. Bah. And they can give it again soundly, too, if need be.”

“Why, sir, let this satisfy you,” the servant said. “In good faith, I had no such intent to mock you.”

“Sir, if I thought you had, I would talk with you, and that immediately,” Master Stephen said.

The “talking” would consist of insults.

“Good Master Stephen, so you may, sir, at your pleasure,” the servant said.

“And so I would, sir, my ‘good,’ saucy fellow, if you were outside of my uncle’s grounds, I can tell you — though I do not stand upon my gentility, neither, in it,” Master Stephen said.

If Master Stephen were to challenge the servant to a fight while the servant was a visitor on Old Knowell’s property, that would be an insult to Old Knowell.

“Cousin, cousin, will this never be left off?” Old Knowell said. “Will it never end?”

Master Stephen said, “Whoreson, base fellow! A menial serving-man! By this cudgel, if it were not for shame, I would —”

It would be a disgrace for a young gentleman such as Master Stephen to fight a servant. Higher-born people did not fight lower-born people — they were too proud to do so.

Old Knowell said: 

“What would you do, you peremptory gull — you utter fool? If you cannot be quiet, get away from here! You see that the honest man conducts himself modestly towards you, giving no reply to your unseasonable, immature quarrelling and rude name-calling. And still you are in a huff, with a kind of bearing as void of intelligence as of humanity. 

“Go, get yourself inside! Before heaven, I am ashamed that thou have a kinsman’s claim on me — I am ashamed that thou have a share of my family’s identity.”

His nephew was disgracing the family.

Master Stephen exited.

The servant said, “I ask you, sir, is this Master Knowell’s house?”

“Yes, by the Virgin Mary, it is, sir,” Old Knowell replied.

“I should inquire for a gentleman here, one Master Edward Knowell,” the servant said. “Do you know any such person, sir, I ask you?”

“I should forget myself else, sir,” Knowell replied.

“Are you the gentleman?” the servant asked, removing his hat. “I ask your pardon, sir. I was required by a gentleman in the City, as I rode out at this end of the town, to deliver to you this letter, sir.”

He gave Old Knowell a letter.

“To me, sir?” Old Knowell said. “What do you mean? Please, remember your courtesy.”

The servant’s courtesy was delivering the letter. By “Please, remember your courtesy,” Old Knowell was saying “Please, remember who asked you to deliver the letter.”

Old Knowell read out loud:

“To his most selected friend, Master Edward Knowell.” 

He then asked, “What might the gentleman’s name be, sir, who sent it?”

Looking up and seeing that the servant had taken off his hat, he said, “Nay, please, be covered — put your hat on.”

In this society, people customarily wore hats indoors.

“One Master Wellbred, sir,” the servant said, putting on his hat.

“Master Wellbred!” Old Knowell said. “He is a young gentleman, isn’t he?”

The servant replied, “The same, sir. Master Kitely married his sister — Kitely is a rich merchant in the Old Jewry.”

The Old Jewry was a street in the City — central London — where many well-off Jews had lived before the 1290 expulsion of Jews from England.

“You say very true,” Old Knowell said.

He then called for his own servant, “Brainworm!”

Brainworm entered the scene and said, “Sir?”

“Make this honest friend a drink here,” Old Knowell said.

Giving a visitor a drink before he left was good etiquette.

He said to the servant who had brought him the letter, “Please, go inside.”

The servant and Brainworm went inside Old Knowell’s house.

Alone, Old Knowell said to himself:

“This letter is directed to my son. Yet I am Edward Knowell, too, and may with the safe conscience of good manners use the fellow’s error to my satisfaction.

“Well, I will break open the seal of the letter and read it — old men are curious — if only for the sake of the style and the phrase, to see if both live up to the praises of my son, who has almost become the idolater of this young Wellbred.”

He opened the letter and said, “What have we here? What’s this?”

The letter was written with much slang of the time. It also referred to Edward Knowell by the nickname “Ned.”

Old Knowell read the letter out loud:

“Why, Ned, I ask thee, have thou forsworn all thy friends in the Old Jewry, or do thou think us all still Jews who inhabit there?”

This society was anti-Semitic.

Old Knowell continued reading the letter out loud:

“If thou do, come over and just see our frippery; exchange an old shirt for a whole smock with us.” 

A frippery is a secondhand clothes shop.

Literally, the letter invited Edward Knowell to change his clothes.

Figuratively, the “old shirt” was Old Knowell, and the “whole smock” was a healthy woman with no venereal disease.

Old Knowell continued reading the letter out loud:

“Do not conceive that antipathy between us and Hoxton as was between Jews and hogs’ flesh.”

An earlier version of the name “Hoxton” was “Hogs-den.”

Old Knowell continued reading the letter out loud:

“Leave thy vigilant father alone, to number and count over his green apricots of the north-west wall evening and morning. If I had been his son, I would have saved him the labor long since, if taking in all the young wenches who pass by at the back door, and coddling every kernel of the fruit for them, would have served.” 

The writer of the letter, Wellbred, would have used the apricots to entice young wenches passing by to let him know or “know” (Biblically) them better. The word “coddling” meant stewing, but he was punning on “cuddling” and on “codling,” which means a scrotum. “Cod” means “bag” or scrotum.

Old Knowell continued reading the letter out loud:

“But prithee come over to me quickly, this morning; I have such a present for thee (our Turkey Company never sent the like to the Grand Signor)!”

The Turkey Company traded with the Turkish Empire and sent lavish gifts to the Sultan.

Old Knowell continued reading the letter out loud, which described the present, which was a couple of fools:

“One is a rhymer, sir, of your own batch of loaves, your own yeast, but who does think himself poet-major of the town, willing to be shown and worthy to be seen. The other — I will not venture his description with you until you come because I would have you make your way hither with an appetite.” 

Events would show that he was talking about Master Matthew (a wanna-be poet) and Captain Bobadill (a boastful soldier who spent much time loitering at St. Paul’s).

Old Knowell continued reading the letter out loud:

“If the worst of them be not worth your journey, draw your bill of charges as unconscionable as any Guildhall verdict will give it to you, and you shall be allowed your viaticum.”

A viaticum is money for traveling expenses. Guildhall legal verdicts were often unjust, and so the viaticum would be a greater sum than was reasonable.

Old Knowell read the close of the letter out loud:

“From the Windmill.”

The Windmill is a tavern in Old Jewry.

Old Knowell then said to himself:

“From the bordello, the Spital, or Pict-hatch, this letter might have come as well as from a tavern!” 

A bordello is a brothel.

“Spital” meant a hospital that treated venereal disease.

Pict-hatch was a place of low repute with many prostitutes in London.

The letter’s content was about leaving the old man Knowell and instead chasing skirts and laughing at fools.

Old Knowell continued:

“Is this Wellbred the man my son has so sung his praises as having the happiest and most felicitous intelligence and the choicest brain the times have sent forth to us?

“I don’t know what he may be in the arts, nor what in schools and studies, but surely for his manners I judge him to be a profane and dissolute wretch, worse by possession of such great good gifts, yet being the master of so loose a spirit. 

“Why, what unhallowed ruffian would have written in such a scurrilous manner to a friend?

“Why should he think I count my apricots, or play the Hesperian dragon with my fruit, to watch over it so that it is not stolen?”

Golden apples grew in the garden of the Hesperides, mythological immortal nymphs who lived in the west and took care of the garden. A dragon guarded the apples.

Old Knowell continued: 

“Well, my son, I would have thought you would have had better judgment in making your selection of your companions than to have taken on trust such petulant, jeering gamesters who can spare no argument or subject from their jest. Such gamesters mock everyone and everything. But I perceive affection makes a fool of any man too much the father.”

Fathers love their sons and for that reason often think too highly of the sons — they often think that their sons are better than their sons really are.

Old Knowell called, “Brainworm!”

Brainworm entered the scene and said, “Sir?”

“Has the fellow who brought this letter gone?” Old Knowell asked.

“Yes, sir, a pretty while ago,” Brainworm replied.

“And where’s your young master?”

“In his bedchamber, sir.”

“Did he speak with the fellow?”

“No, sir, he didn’t see him.”

Old Knowell gave Brainworm the letter and said, “Take this letter and deliver it to my son, but don’t tell him that I have opened it, on your life.”

“Oh, Lord, sir, if I were to tell him, that would be a jest indeed!” Brainworm said.

Indeed, it could lead to comedy.

He exited, carrying the letter.

Alone again, Old Knowell said to himself:

“I am resolved I will not stop my son’s journey into the City, nor practice any violent way to hinder the unbridled course of youth in him, because, when restrained, the course of youth grows more impatient, and in its nature, similar to the eager greyhound of good breed and high spirits, which, even just a little while kept from its game, turns its head and leaps up at its holder’s throat.”

Keeping youths from doing what youths do makes them rebel, sometimes violently.

Old Knowell continued:

“There is a way of winning more by love, and urging of the modesty, than fear. Force works on servile natures, not the free. Those who are compelled to goodness may be good, but they are good only because they are compelled, whereas others, drawn by softness and example, form a habit of acting correctly.

“Then, if they stray, simply warn them, and the same thing they should have done for virtue, they’ll do for shame.” 
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— 1.3 —
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Edward Knowell, holding the letter, which he had not yet read, talked with Brainworm.

“Did he open it, do thou say?” Edward Knowell asked.

“Yes, I give you my word, sir, and he read the contents,” Brainworm answered.

“That scarcely contents me — it hardly makes me happy,” Edward Knowell said. “What expression, I ask thee, did he make while reading it? Was he angry or pleased?”

“Nay, sir,” Brainworm said. “I didn’t see him read it, nor open it, I assure Your Worship.”

“No?” Edward Knowell said. “How do thou know then that he did either?”

Brainworm answered, “By the Virgin Mary, sir, because he charged me on my life to tell nobody that he opened it. If he had not told me that, I would not have known that to tell you.”

“That’s true,” Edward Knowell said. “Well, I thank thee, Brainworm.”

Edward Knowell began to read the letter.

Master Stephen entered the room, unnoticed by Edward Knowell. 
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