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Geoffrey Chaucer(c. 1343 - 25 October 1400)

Geoffrey Chaucer known as the Father of English literature, is widely considered
the greatest English poet of the Middle Ages and was the first poet to have been
buried in Poet's Corner of Westminster Abbey. While he achieved fame during his
lifetime as an author, philosopher, alchemist and astronomer, composing a
scientific treatise on the astrolabe for his ten year-old son Lewis, Chaucer also
maintained an active career in the civil service as a bureaucrat, courtier and
diplomat. Among his many works, which include The Book of the Duchess, the
House of Fame, the Legend of Good Women and Troilus and Criseyde, he is best
known today for The Canterbury Tales. Chaucer is a crucial figure in developing
the legitimacy of the vernacular, Middle English, at a time when the dominant
literary languages in England were French and Latin.

<b>Life</b>

Geoffrey Chaucer was born in London sometime around 1343, though the precise
date and location of his birth remain unknown. His father and grandfather were
both London vintners; several previous generations had been merchants in
Ipswich. (His family name derives from the French chausseur, meaning
"shoemaker".) In 1324 John Chaucer, Geoffrey's father, was kidnapped by an
aunt in the hope of marrying the twelve-year-old boy to her daughter in an
attempt to keep property in Ipswich. The aunt was imprisoned and the £250 fine
levied suggests that the family was financially secure—bourgeois, if not elite.
John Chaucer married Agnes Copton, who, in 1349, inherited properties including
24 shops in London from her uncle, Hamo de Copton, who is described in a will
dated April 3, 1354 and listed in the City Hustings Roll as "moneyer"; he was said
to be moneyer at the Tower of London. In the City Hustings Roll 110, 5, Ric II,
dated June 1380, Geoffrey Chaucer refers to himself as me Galfridum Chaucer,
filium Johannis Chaucer, Vinetarii, Londonie' .

While records concerning the lives of his contemporary poets, William Langland
and the Pearl Poet are practically non-existent, since Chaucer was a public
servant, his official life is very well documented, with nearly five hundred written
items testifying to his career. The first of the "Chaucer Life Records" appears in
1357, in the household accounts of Elizabeth de Burgh, the Countess of Ulster,
when he became the noblewoman's page through his father's connections. She
was married to Lionel, Duke of Clarence, the second surviving son of the king,
Edward III, and the position brought the teenage Chaucer into the close court
circle, where he was to remain for the rest of his life. He also worked as a
courtier, a diplomat, and a civil servant, as well as working for the king,
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collecting and inventorying scrap metal.

In 1359, in the early stages of the Hundred Years' War, Edward III invaded
France and Chaucer travelled with Lionel of Antwerp, 1st Duke of Clarence,
Elizabeth's husband, as part of the English army. In 1360, he was captured
during the siege of Rheims. Edward paid £16 for his ransom, a considerable sum,
and Chaucer was released.

After this, Chaucer's life is uncertain, but he seems to have travelled in France,
Spain, and Flanders, possibly as a messenger and perhaps even going on a
pilgrimage to Santiago de Compostela. Around 1366, Chaucer married Philippa
(de) Roet. She was a lady-in-waiting to Edward III's queen, Philippa of Hainault,
and a sister of Katherine Swynford, who later (ca. 1396) became the third wife of
John of Gaunt. It is uncertain how many children Chaucer and Philippa had, but
three or four are most commonly cited. His son, Thomas Chaucer, had an
illustrious career, as chief butler to four kings, envoy to France, and Speaker of
the House of Commons. Thomas's daughter, Alice, married the Duke of Suffolk.
Thomas's great-grandson (Geoffrey's great-great-grandson), John de la Pole,
Earl of Lincoln, was the heir to the throne designated by Richard III before he
was deposed. Geoffrey's other children probably included Elizabeth Chaucy, a
nun at Barking Abbey. Agnes, an attendant at Henry IV's coronation; and
another son, Lewis Chaucer.

Chaucer probably studied law in the Inner Temple (an Inn of Court) at this time.
He became a member of the royal court of Edward III as a varlet de chambre,
yeoman, or esquire on 20 June 1367, a position which could entail a wide variety
of tasks. His wife also received a pension for court employment. He travelled
abroad many times, at least some of them in his role as a valet. In 1368, he may
have attended the wedding of Lionel of Antwerp to Violante Visconti, daughter of
Galeazzo II Visconti, in Milan. Two other literary stars of the era were in
attendance: Jean Froissart and Petrarch. Around this time, Chaucer is believed to
have written The Book of the Duchess in honour of Blanche of Lancaster, the late
wife of John of Gaunt, who died in 1369.

Chaucer travelled to Picardy the next year as part of a military expedition, and
visited Genoa and Florence in 1373. Numerous scholars such as Skeat, Boitani,
and Rowland suggested that, on this Italian trip, he came into contact with <a
href="http://www.poemhunter.com/francesco-petrarch/">Petrarch</a> or <a
href="http://www.poemhunter.com/giovanni-boccaccio/">Boccaccio</a>. They
introduced him to medieval Italian poetry, the forms and stories of which he
would use later. The purposes of a voyage in 1377 are mysterious, as details
within the historical record conflict. Later documents suggest it was a mission,
along with Jean Froissart, to arrange a marriage between the future King Richard
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IT and a French princess, thereby ending the Hundred Years War. If this was the
purpose of their trip, they seem to have been unsuccessful, as no wedding
occurred.

In 1378, Richard II sent Chaucer as an envoy (secret dispatch) to the Visconti
and to Sir John Hawkwood, English condottiere (mercenary leader) in Milan. It
has been speculated that it was Hawkwood on whom Chaucer based his
character the Knight in the Canterbury Tales, for a description matches that of a
fourteenth-century condottiere.

A possible indication that his career as a writer was appreciated came when
Edward III granted Chaucer "a gallon of wine daily for the rest of his life" for
some unspecified task. This was an unusual grant, but given on a day of
celebration, St George's Day, 1374, when artistic endeavours were traditionally
rewarded, it is assumed to have been another early poetic work. It is not known
which, if any, of Chaucer's extant works prompted the reward, but the
suggestion of him as poet to a king places him as a precursor to later poets
laureate. Chaucer continued to collect the liquid stipend until Richard II came to
power, after which it was converted to a monetary grant on 18 April 1378.

Chaucer obtained the very substantial job of Comptroller of the Customs for the
port of London, which he began on 8 June 1374. He must have been suited for
the role as he continued in it for twelve years, a long time in such a post at that
time. His life goes undocumented for much of the next ten years, but it is
believed that he wrote (or began) most of his famous works during this period.
He was mentioned in law papers of 4 May 1380, involved in the raptus of Cecilia
Chaumpaigne. What raptus means is unclear, but the incident seems to have
been resolved quickly and did not leave a stain on Chaucer's reputation. It is not
known if Chaucer was in the city of London at the time of the Peasants' Revolt,
but if he was, he would have seen its leaders pass almost directly under his
apartment window at Aldgate.

While still working as comptroller, Chaucer appears to have moved to Kent, being
appointed as one of the commissioners of peace for Kent, at a time when French
invasion was a possibility. He is thought to have started work on The Canterbury
Tales in the early 1380s. He also became a Member of Parliament for Kent in
1386. There is no further reference after this date to Philippa, Chaucer's wife,
and she is presumed to have died in 1387. He survived the political upheavals
caused by the Lords Appellants, despite the fact that Chaucer knew some of the
men executed over the affair quite well.

On 12 July 1389, Chaucer was appointed the clerk of the king's works, a sort of
foreman organising most of the king's building projects. No major works were
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begun during his tenure, but he did conduct repairs on Westminster Palace, St.
George's Chapel, Windsor, continue building the wharf at the Tower of London,
and build the stands for a tournament held in 1390. It may have been a difficult
job, but it paid well: two shillings a day, more than three times his salary as a
comptroller. Chaucer was also appointed keeper of the lodge at the King’s park in
Feckenham, which was a largely honorary appointment.

In September 1390, records say that he was robbed, and possibly injured, while
conducting the business, and it was shortly after, on 17 June 1391, that he
stopped working in this capacity. Almost immediately, on 22 June, he began as
deputy forester in the royal forest of North Petherton, Somerset. This was no
sinecure, with maintenance an important part of the job, although there were
many opportunities to derive profit. He was granted an annual pension of twenty
pounds by Richard II in 1394. It is believed that Chaucer stopped work on the
Canterbury Tales sometime towards the end of this decade.

Not long after the overthrow of his patron, Richard II, in 1399, Chaucer's name
fades from the historical record. The last few records of his life show his pension
renewed by the new king, and his taking of a lease on a residence within the
close of Westminster Abbey on 24 December 1399. Although Henry IV renewed
the grants assigned to Chaucer by Richard, Chaucer's own The Complaint of
Chaucer to his Purse hints that the grants might not have been paid. The last
mention of Chaucer is on 5 June 1400, when some monies owed to him were
paid.

He is believed to have died of unknown causes on 25 October 1400, but there is
no firm evidence for this date, as it comes from the engraving on his tomb,
erected more than one hundred years after his death. There is some
speculation—most recently in Terry Jones' book Who Murdered Chaucer? : A
Medieval Mystery—that he was murdered by enemies of Richard II or even on
the orders of his successor Henry IV, but the case is entirely circumstantial.
Chaucer was buried in Westminster Abbey in London, as was his right owing to
his status as a tenant of the Abbey's close. In 1556, his remains were transferred
to a more ornate tomb, making Chaucer the first writer interred in the area now
known as Poets' Corner.

<b>Works</b>
Chaucer's first major work, The Book of the Duchess, was an elegy for Blanche of
Lancaster (who died in 1369). It is possible that this work was commissioned by

her husband John of Gaunt, as he granted Chaucer a £10 annuity on 13 June
1374. This would seem to place the writing of The Book of the Duchess between
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the years 1369 and 1374. Two other early works by Chaucer were Anelida and
Arcite and The House of Fame. Chaucer wrote many of his major works in a
prolific period when he held the job of customs comptroller for London (1374 to
1386). His Parlement of Foules, The Legend of Good Women and Troilus and
Criseyde all date from this time. Also it is believed that he started work on The
Canterbury Tales in the early 1380s. Chaucer is best known as the writer of The
Canterbury Tales, which is a collection of stories told by fictional pilgrims on the
road to the cathedral at Canterbury; these tales would help to shape English
literature.

The Canterbury Tales contrasts with other literature of the period in the
naturalism of its narrative, the variety of stories the pilgrims tell and the varied
characters who are engaged in the pilgrimage. Many of the stories narrated by
the pilgrims seem to fit their individual characters and social standing, although
some of the stories seem ill-fitting to their narrators, perhaps as a result of the
incomplete state of the work. Chaucer drew on real life for his cast of pilgrims:
the innkeeper shares the name of a contemporary keeper of an inn in Southwark,
and real-life identities for the Wife of Bath, the Merchant, the Man of Law and the
Student have been suggested. The many jobs that Chaucer held in medieval
society—page, soldier, messenger, valet, bureaucrat, foreman and
administrator—probably exposed him to many of the types of people he depicted
in the Tales. He was able to shape their speech and satirise their manners in
what was to become popular literature among people of the same types.

Chaucer's works are sometimes grouped into first a French period, then an
Italian period and finally an English period, with Chaucer being influenced by
those countries' literatures in turn. Certainly Troilus and Criseyde is a middle
period work with its reliance on the forms of Italian poetry, little known in
England at the time, but to which Chaucer was probably exposed during his
frequent trips abroad on court business. In addition, its use of a classical subject
and its elaborate, courtly language sets it apart as one of his most complete and
well-formed works. In Troilus and Criseyde Chaucer draws heavily on his source,
Boccaccio, and on the late Latin philosopher Boethius. However, it is The
Canterbury Tales, wherein he focuses on English subjects, with bawdy jokes and
respected figures often being undercut with humour, that has cemented his
reputation.

Chaucer also translated such important works as Boethius' Consolation of
Philosophy and The Romance of the Rose by Guillaume de Lorris (extended by
Jean de Meun). However, while many scholars maintain that Chaucer did indeed
translate part of the text of Roman de la Rose as The Romaunt of the Rose,
others claim that this has been effectively disproved. Many of his other works
were very loose translations of, or simply based on, works from continental
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Europe. It is in this role that Chaucer receives some of his earliest critical praise.
Eustache Deschamps wrote a ballade on the great translator and called himself a
"nettle in Chaucer's garden of poetry". In 1385 Thomas Usk made glowing
mention of Chaucer, and John Gower, Chaucer's main poetic rival of the time,
also lauded him. This reference was later edited out of Gower's Confessio
Amantis and it has been suggested by some that this was because of ill feeling
between them, but it is likely due simply to stylistic concerns.

One other significant work of Chaucer's is his Treatise on the Astrolabe, possibly
for his own son, that describes the form and use of that instrument in detail and
is sometimes cited as the first example of technical writing in the English
language. Although much of the text may have come from other sources, the
treatise indicates that Chaucer was versed in science in addition to his literary
talents. Another scientific work discovered in 1952, Equatorie of the Planetis, has
similar language and handwriting compared to some considered to be Chaucer's
and it continues many of the ideas from the Astrolabe. Furthermore, it contains
an example of early European encryption. The attribution of this work to Chaucer
is still uncertain.

<b>Influence</b>

<b>Linguistic</b>

Chaucer wrote in continental accentual-syllabic meter, a style which had
developed since around the twelfth century as an alternative to the alliterative
Anglo-Saxon metre. Chaucer is known for metrical innovation, inventing the
rhyme royal, and he was one of the first English poets to use the five-stress line,
a decasyllabic cousin to the iambic pentameter, in his work, with only a few
anonymous short works using it before him. The arrangement of these five-stress
lines into rhyming couplets, first seen in his The Legend of Good Women, was
used in much of his later work and became one of the standard poetic forms in
English. His early influence as a satirist is also important, with the common
humorous device, the funny accent of a regional dialect, apparently making its
first appearance in The Reeve's Tale.

The poetry of Chaucer, along with other writers of the era, is credited with
helping to standardise the London Dialect of the Middle English language from a
combination of the Kentish and Midlands dialects. This is probably overstated;
the influence of the court, chancery and bureaucracy—of which Chaucer was a
part—remains a more probable influence on the development of Standard
English. Modern English is somewhat distanced from the language of Chaucer's
poems owing to the effect of the Great Vowel Shift some time after his death.
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This change in the pronunciation of English, still not fully understood, makes the
reading of Chaucer difficult for the modern audience. The status of the final -e in
Chaucer's verse is uncertain: it seems likely that during the period of Chaucer's
writing the final -e was dropping out of colloquial English and that its use was
somewhat irregular. Chaucer's versification suggests that the final -e is
sometimes to be vocalised, and sometimes to be silent; however, this remains a
point on which there is disagreement. When it is vocalised, most scholars
pronounce it as a schwa. Apart from the irregular spelling, much of the
vocabulary is recognisable to the modern reader. Chaucer is also recorded in the
Oxford English Dictionary as the first author to use many common English words
in his writings. These words were probably frequently used in the language at the
time but Chaucer, with his ear for common speech, is the earliest manuscript
source. Acceptable, alkali, altercation, amble, angrily, annex, annoyance,
approaching, arbitration, armless, army, arrogant, arsenic, arc, artillery and
aspect are just some of the many English words first attested in Chaucer.

<b>Literary</b>

Widespread knowledge of Chaucer's works is attested by the many poets who
imitated or responded to his writing. <a
href="http://www.poemhunter.com/john-lydgate/">John Lydgate</a> was one
of the earliest poets to write continuations of Chaucer's unfinished Tales while <a
href="http://www.poemhunter.com/robert-henryson/"> Robert Henryson's</a>
Testament of Cresseid completes the story of Cressida left unfinished in his
Troilus and Criseyde. Many of the manuscripts of Chaucer's works contain
material from these poets and later appreciations by the romantic era poets were
shaped by their failure to distinguish the later "additions" from original Chaucer.
Seventeenth and eighteenth century writers, such as John Dryden, admired
Chaucer for his stories, but not for his rhythm and rhyme, as few critics could
then read Middle English and the text had been butchered by printers, leaving a
somewhat unadmirable mess. It was not until the late 19th century that the
official Chaucerian canon, accepted today, was decided upon, largely as a result
of Walter William Skeat's work. Roughly seventy-five years after Chaucer's
death, The Canterbury Tales was selected by William Caxton to be one of the first
books to be printed in England.

<b>English</b>
Chaucer is sometimes considered the source of the English vernacular tradition
and the "father" of modern English literature. His achievement for the language

can be seen as part of a general historical trend towards the creation of a
vernacular literature, after the example of <a
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href="http://www.poemhunter.com/dante-alighieri/">Dante</a>, in many parts
of Europe. A parallel trend in Chaucer's own lifetime was underway in Scotland
through the work of his slightly earlier contemporary, <a
href="http://www.poemhunter.com/john-barbour/">John Barbour</a> and was
likely to have been even more general, as is evidenced by the example of the
Pearl Poet in the north of England.

Although Chaucer's language is much closer to modern English than the text of
Beowulf, it differs enough that most publications modernise his idiom. Following
is a sample from the prologue of "The Summoner's Tale" that compares
Chaucer's text to a modern translation:

Original TextModern Translation

<I>This frere bosteth that he knoweth helle,This friar boasts that he knows hell,
And God it woot, that it is litel wonder;Bhd God knows that it is little wonder;
Freres and feendes been but lyte asonder.Etiars and fiends are seldom far apart.
For, pardee, ye han ofte tyme herd telleEbr, by God, you have ofttimes heard tell
How that a frere ravyshed was to helleHbw a friar was taken to hell

In spirit ones by a visioun;In spirit, once by a vision;

And as an angel ladde hym up and doun,Bhd as an angel led him up and down,
To shewen hym the peynes that the were,Td show him the pains that were there,
In al the place saugh he nat a frere;In all the place he saw not a friar;

Of oother folk he saugh ynowe in wo.Qf other folk he saw enough in woe.

Unto this angel spak the frere tho:Uhto this angel spoke the friar thus:

Now, sire, quod he, han freres swich a gracelow sir", said he, "Have friars such
a grace

That noon of hem shal come to this place?That none of them come to this place?"
Yis, quod this aungel, many a millioun!Yes", said the angel, "many a million!"
And unto sathanas he ladde hym doun.Bhd unto Satan the angel led him down.
--And now hath sathanas,--seith he,--a tayllAnd now Satan has", he said, "a tail,
Brodder than of a carryk is the sayl.Broader than a galleon's sail.

Hold up thy tayl, thou sathanas!--quod he;Hbld up your tail, Satan!" said he.
--shewe forth thyn ers, and lat the frere se[Show forth your arse, and let the
friar see

Where is the nest of freres in this place!--Where the nest of friars is in this
place!"

And er that half a furlong wey of space,Bhd before half a furlong of space,

Right so as bees out swarmen from an hyve,lust as bees swarm out from a hive,
Out of the develes ers ther gonne dryveQut of the devil's arse there were driven
Twenty thousand freres on a route,TWwenty thousand friars on a rout,

And thurghout helle swarmed al aboute,Bhd throughout hell swarmed all about,
And comen agayn as faste as they may gon,Ahd came again as fast as they could
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go,

And in his ers they crepten everychon.Bhd every one crept into his arse.
He clapte his tayl agayn and lay ful stille.He shut his tail again and lay very
still.</I>

Critical reception

<b>Early criticism</b>

The poet <a href="http://www.poemhunter.com/thomas-hoccleve/">Thomas
Hoccleve</a>, who may have met Chaucer and considered him his role model,
hailed Chaucer as "the firste fyndere of our fair langage." John Lydgate referred
to Chaucer within his own text The Fall of Princes as the "lodesterre ... off our
language". Around two centuries later, <a
href="http://www.poemhunter.com/sir-philip-sidney/">Sir Philip Sidney</a>
greatly praised Troilus and Criseyde in his own Defence of Poesie.

<b>Manuscripts and audience</b>

The large number of surviving manuscripts of Chaucer's works is testimony to
the enduring interest in his poetry prior to the arrival of the printing press. There
are 83 surviving manuscripts of the Canterbury Tales (in whole or part) alone,
along with sixteen of Troilus and Criseyde, including the personal copy of Henry
IV. Given the ravages of time, it is likely that these surviving manuscripts
represent hundreds since lost. Chaucer's original audience was a courtly one, and
would have included women as well as men of the upper social classes. Yet even
before his death in 1400, Chaucer's audience had begun to include members of
the rising literate, middle and merchant classes, which included many Lollard
sympathisers who may well have been inclined to read Chaucer as one of their
own, particularly in his satirical writings about friars, priests, and other church
officials. In 1464, John Baron, a tenant farmer in Agmondesham, was brought
before John Chadworth, the Bishop of Lincoln, on charges he was a Lollard
heretic; he confessed to owning a "boke of the Tales of Caunterburie" among
other suspect volumes.

<b>Printed editions</b>

William Caxton, the first English printer, was responsible for the first two folio
editions of The Canterbury Tales which were published in 1478 and 1483.
Caxton's second printing, by his own account, came about because a customer
complained that the printed text differed from a manuscript he knew; Caxton
obligingly used the man's manuscript as his source. Both Caxton editions carry
the equivalent of manuscript authority. Caxton's edition was reprinted by his
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successor, Wynkyn de Worde, but this edition has no independent authority.

Richard Pynson, the King's Printer under Henry VIII for about twenty years, was
the first to collect and sell something that resembled an edition of the collected
works of Chaucer, introducing in the process five previously printed texts that we
now know are not Chaucer's. (The collection is actually three separately printed
texts, or collections of texts, bound together as one volume.) There is a likely
connection between Pynson's product and William Thynne's a mere six years
later. Thynne had a successful career from the 1520s until his death in 1546,
when he was one of the masters of the royal household. His editions of Chaucers
Works in 1532 and 1542 were the first major contributions to the existence of a
widely recognised Chaucerian canon. Thynne represents his edition as a book
sponsored by and supportive of the king who is praised in the preface by Sir
Brian Tuke. Thynne's canon brought the number of apocryphal works associated
with Chaucer to a total of 28, even if that was not his intention. As with Pynson,
once included in the Works, pseudepigraphic texts stayed within it, regardless of
their first editor's intentions.

In the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, Chaucer was printed more than any
other English author, and he was the first author to have his works collected in
comprehensive single-volume editions in which a Chaucer canon began to
cohere. Some scholars contend that sixteenth-century editions of Chaucer's
Works set the precedent for all other English authors in terms of presentation,
prestige and success in print. These editions certainly established Chaucer's
reputation, but they also began the complicated process of reconstructing and
frequently inventing Chaucer's biography and the canonical list of works which
were attributed to him.

Probably the most significant aspect of the growing apocrypha is that, beginning
with Thynne's editions, it began to include medieval texts that made Chaucer
appear as a proto-Protestant Lollard, primarily the Testament of Love and The
Plowman's Tale. As "Chaucerian" works that were not considered apocryphal until
the late nineteenth century, these medieval texts enjoyed a new life, with English
Protestants carrying on the earlier Lollard project of appropriating existing texts
and authors who seemed sympathetic—or malleable enough to be construed as
sympathetic—to their cause. The official Chaucer of the early printed volumes of
his Works was construed as a proto-Protestant as the same was done,
concurrently, with William Langland and Piers Plowman. The famous Plowman's
Tale did not enter Thynne's Works until the second, 1542, edition. Its entry was
surely facilitated by Thynne's inclusion of Thomas Usk's Testament of Love in the
first edition. The Testament of Love imitates, borrows from, and thus resembles
Usk's contemporary, Chaucer. (Testament of Love also appears to borrow from
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Piers Plowman.) Since the Testament of Love mentions its author's part in a
failed plot (book 1, chapter 6), his imprisonment, and (perhaps) a recantation of
(possibly Lollard) heresy, all this was associated with Chaucer. (Usk himself was
executed as a traitor in 1388.) Interestingly, John Foxe took this recantation of
heresy as a defence of the true faith, calling Chaucer a "right Wiclevian" and
(erroneously) identifying him as a schoolmate and close friend of John Wycliffe at
Merton College, Oxford. (Thomas Speght is careful to highlight these facts in his
editions and his "Life of Chaucer.") No other sources for the Testament of Love
exist—there is only Thynne's construction of whatever manuscript sources he
had.

John Stow (1525-1605) was an antiquarian and also a chronicler. His edition of
Chaucer's Works in 1561 brought the apocrypha to more than 50 titles. More
were added in the seventeenth century, and they remained as late as 1810, well
after Thomas Tyrwhitt pared the canon down in his 1775 edition. The compilation
and printing of Chaucer's works was, from its beginning, a political enterprise,
since it was intended to establish an English national identity and history that
grounded and authorised the Tudor monarchy and church. What was added to
Chaucer often helped represent him favourably to Protestant England.

In his 1598 edition of the Works, Speght (probably taking cues from Foxe) made
good use of Usk's account of his political intrigue and imprisonment in the
Testament of Love to assemble a largely fictional "Life of Our Learned English
Poet, Geffrey Chaucer." Speght's "Life" presents readers with an erstwhile radical
in troubled times much like their own, a proto-Protestant who eventually came
around the king's views on religion. Speght states that "In the second year of
Richard the second, the King tooke Geffrey Chaucer and his lands into his
protection. The occasion wherof no doubt was some daunger and trouble
whereinto he was fallen by favouring some rash attempt of the common people."
Under the discussion of Chaucer's friends, namely John of Gaunt, Speght further
explains:

Yet it seemeth that [Chaucer] was in some trouble in the daies of King Richard
the second, as it may appeare in the Testament of Loue: where hee doth greatly
complaine of his owne rashnesse in following the multitude, and of their hatred of
him for bewraying their purpose. And in that complaint which he maketh to his
empty purse, I do find a written copy, which I had of Iohn Stow (whose library
hath helped many writers) wherein ten times more is adjoined, then is in print.
Where he maketh great lamentation for his wrongfull imprisonment, wishing
death to end his daies: which in my iudgement doth greatly accord with that in
the Testament of Love. Moreover we find it thus in Record.
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Later, in "The Argument" to the Testament of Love, Speght adds:

Chaucer did compile this booke as a comfort to himselfe after great griefs
conceiued for some rash attempts of the commons, with whome he had ioyned,
and thereby was in feare to loose the fauour of his best friends.

Speght is also the source of the famous tale of Chaucer being fined for beating a
Franciscan friar in Fleet Street, as well as a fictitious coat of arms and family
tree. Ironically—and perhaps consciously so—an introductory, apologetic letter in
Speght's edition from Francis Beaumont defends the unseemly, "low", and bawdy
bits in Chaucer from an elite, classicist position. Francis Thynne noted some of
these inconsistencies in his Animadversions, insisting that Chaucer was not a
commoner, and he objected to the friar-beating story. Yet Thynne himself
underscores Chaucer's support for popular religious reform, associating Chaucer's
views with his father William Thynne's attempts to include The Plowman's Tale
and The Pilgrim's Tale in the 1532 and 1542 Works.

The myth of the Protestant Chaucer continues to have a lasting impact on a large
body of Chaucerian scholarship. Though it is extremely rare for a modern scholar
to suggest Chaucer supported a religious movement that didn't exist until more
than a century after his death, the predominance of this thinking for so many
centuries left it for granted that Chaucer was at least extremely hostile toward
Catholicism. This assumption forms a large part of many critical approaches to
Chaucer's works, including neo-Marxism.

Alongside Chaucer's Works, the most impressive literary monument of the period
is John Foxe's Acts and Monuments.... As with the Chaucer editions, it was
critically significant to English Protestant identity and included Chaucer in its
project. Foxe's Chaucer both derived from and contributed to the printed editions
of Chaucer's Works, particularly the pseudepigrapha. Jack Upland was first
printed in Foxe's Acts and Monuments, and then it appeared in Speght's edition
of Chaucer's Works. Speght's "Life of Chaucer" echoes Foxe's own account, which
is itself dependent upon the earlier editions that added the Testament of Love
and The Plowman's Tale to their pages. Like Speght's Chaucer, Foxe's Chaucer
was also a shrewd (or lucky) political survivor. In his 1563 edition, Foxe "thought
it not out of season ... to couple ... some mention of Geoffrey Chaucer" with a
discussion of John Colet, a possible source for John Skelton's character Colin
Clout.

Probably referring to the 1542 Act for the Advancement of True Religion, Foxe
said that he "marvel[s] to consider ... how the bishops, condemning and
abolishing all manner of English books and treatises which might bring the people
to any light of knowledge, did yet authorise the works of Chaucer to remain still
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and to be occupied; who, no doubt, saw into religion as much almost as even we
do now, and uttereth in his works no less, and seemeth to be a right Wicklevian,
or else there never was any. And that, all his works almost, if they be thoroughly
advised, will testify (albeit done in mirth, and covertly); and especially the latter
end of his third book of the Testament of Love ... Wherein, except a man be
altogether blind, he may espy him at the full: although in the same book (as in
all others he useth to do), under shadows covertly, as under a visor, he
suborneth truth in such sort, as both privily she may profit the godly-minded,
and yet not be espied of the crafty adversary. And therefore the bishops, belike,
taking his works but for jests and toys, in condemning other books, yet
permitted his books to be read."

It is significant, too, that Foxe's discussion of Chaucer leads into his history of
"The Reformation of the Church of Christ in the Time of Martin Luther" when
"Printing, being opened, incontinently ministered unto the church the instruments
and tools of learning and knowledge; which were good books and authors, which
before lay hid and unknown. The science of printing being found, immediately
followed the grace of God; which stirred up good wits aptly to conceive the light
of knowledge and judgment: by which light darkness began to be espied, and
ignorance to be detected; truth from error, religion from superstition, to be
discerned."

Foxe downplays Chaucer's bawdy and amorous writing, insisting that it all
testifies to his piety. Material that is troubling is deemed metaphoric, while the
more forthright satire (which Foxe prefers) is taken literally.

John Urry produced the first edition of the complete works of Chaucer in a Latin
font, published posthumously in 1721. Included were several tales, according to
the editors, for the first time printed, a biography of Chaucer, a glossary of old
English words, and testimonials of author writers concerning Chaucer dating back
to the 16th century. According to A.S.G Edwards, "This was the first collected
edition of Chaucer to be printed in roman type. The life of Chaucer prefixed to
the volume was the work of the Reverend John Dart, corrected and revised by
Timothy Thomas. The glossary appended was also mainly compiled by Thomas.
The text of Urry's edition has often been criticised by subsequent editors for its
frequent conjectural emendations, mainly to make it conform to his sense of
Chaucer's metre. The justice of such criticisms should not obscure his
achievement. His is the first edition of Chaucer for nearly a hundred and fifty
years to consult any manuscripts and is the first since that of William Thynne in
1534 to seek systematically to assemble a substantial number of manuscripts to
establish his text. It is also the first edition to offer descriptions of the
manuscripts of Chaucer's works, and the first to print texts of 'Gamelyn' and 'The
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Tale of Beryn', works ascribed to, but not by, Chaucer."
<b>Modern Scholarship</b>

Although Chaucer's works were admired for many years, serious scholarly work
on his legacy did not begin until the nineteenth century. Scholars such as
Frederick James Furnivall, who founded the Chaucer Society in 1868, pioneered
the establishment of diplomatic editions of Chaucer's major texts, along with
careful accounts of Chaucer's language and prosody. Walter William Skeat, who
like Furnivall was closely associated with the Oxford English Dictionary,
established the base text of all of Chaucer's works with his edition, published by
Oxford University Press. Later editions by John H. Fisher and Larry D. Benson
have offered further refinements, along with critical commentary and
bibliographies.

With the textual issues largely addressed, if not solved, the questions of
Chaucer's themes, structure, and audience were addressed. In 1966, the
Chaucer Review was founded, and has maintained its position as the preeminent
journal of Chaucer studies.

<b>Popular Culture</b>

Powell and Pressburger's 1944 film A Canterbury Tale opens with a re-creation of
Chaucer's Canterbury pilgrims; the film itself takes place on the road to, and in,
wartime Canterbury.

The plot of the detective novel Landscape with Dead Dons by Robert Robinson
centres on the apparent rediscovery of The Book of the Leoun, and a passage
from it (eleven lines of good Chaucerian pastiche) turn out to be the vital murder
clue as well as proving that the "rediscovered" poem is an elaborate, clever
forgery by the murderer (a Chaucer scholar).

In Rudyard Kipling's story "Dayspring Mishandled", a writer plans an elaborate
revenge on a former friend, a Chaucer expert, who has insulted the woman he
loves, by fabricating a "medieval" manuscript sheet containing an alleged
fragment of a lost Canterbury Tale (actually his own composition).

Both an asteroid and a lunar crater have been named for Chaucer.

Chaucer was portrayed by Paul Bettany in the movie A Knight's Tale.

Kafka's Soup, a literary pastiche in the form of a cookbook, contains a recipe for
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onion tart a la Chaucer.
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A Balade Of Complaint

Compleyne ne koude, ne might myn herte never,
My peynes halve, ne what torment I have,
Though that I sholde in your presence ben ever,
Myn hertes lady, as wisly he me save

That Bountee made, and Beautee list to grave

In your persone, and bad hem bothe in-fere
Ever t'awayte, and ay be wher ye were.

As wisly he gye alle my joyes here

As I am youres, and to yow sad and trewe,
And ye, my lyf and cause of my gode chere,
And deeth also, whan ye my peynes newe,
My worldes joye, whom I wol serve and sewe,
Myn heven hool, and al my suffisaunce,
Whom for to serve is set al my plesaunce.

Beseching yow in my most humble wyse
T'accepte in worth this litel pore dyte,

And for my trouthe my servyce not despyse,
Myn observaunce eke have not in despyte,
Ne yit to longe to suffren in this plyte;

I yow beseche, myn hertes lady, here,

Sith I yow serve, and so wil yeer by yere.

Geoffrey Chaucer
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A Ballad Of Gentleness

The firste stock-father of gentleness,

What man desireth gentle for to be,

Must follow his trace, and all his wittes dress,
Virtue to love, and vices for to flee;

For unto virtue longeth dignity,

And not the reverse, safely dare I deem,

All wear he mitre, crown, or diademe.

This firste stock was full of righteousness,
True of his word, sober, pious, and free,
Clean of his ghost, and loved business,
Against the vice of sloth, in honesty;
And, but his heir love virtue as did he,

He is not gentle, though he riche seem,
All wear he mitre, crown, or diademe.

Vice may well be heir to old richess,

But there may no man, as men may well see,
Bequeath his heir his virtuous nobless;

That is appropried to no degree,

But to the first Father in majesty,

Which makes his heire him that doth him queme,
All wear he mitre, crown, or diademe.

Geoffrey Chaucer
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A Ballad Sent To King Richard

Sometime this world was so steadfast and stable,
That man's word was held obligation;

And now it is so false and deceivable,

That word and work, as in conclusion,

Be nothing one; for turned up so down

Is all this world, through meed and wilfulness,
That all is lost for lack of steadfastness.

What makes this world to be so variable,
But lust that folk have in dissension?

For now-a-days a man is held unable

But if he can, by some collusion,

Do his neighbour wrong or oppression.
What causeth this but wilful wretchedness,
That all is lost for lack of steadfastness?

Truth is put down, reason is holden fable;
Virtue hath now no domination;

Pity exil'd, no wight is merciable;

Through covetise is blent discretion;

The worlde hath made permutation

From right to wrong, from truth to fickleness,
That all is lost for lack of steadfastness.

L'Envoy.

O Prince! desire to be honourable;

Cherish thy folk, and hate extortion;

Suffer nothing that may be reprovable

To thine estate, done in thy region;

Show forth the sword of castigation;

Dread God, do law, love thorough worthiness,
And wed thy folk again to steadfastness.

Geoffrey Chaucer
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A Complaint To His Lady

In the long night, when every creature should
naturally take some rest, or else his life cannot long
hold out, then it falls most into my woeful thoughts
how I have dropped so far behind that except death
nothing can comfort me, so do I despair of all
happiness. This thought remains with me until
morning, and forth from morning until eve. I need
borrow no grief; I have both leisure and leave to
mourn. There is no creature who will take my woe or
forbid me to weep enough and wail my fill; the sore
spark of pain destroys me.

This love has so placed me that he will never fulfill
my desire; for neither pity, mercy, nor grace can I
find. Yet even for fear of death can I not root out love
from my sorrowful heart. The more I love, the more
my lady pains me; through which I see, without
remedy, that I may in no way escape death.

Now in truth I will rehearse her name. She is called
Goodness-set-in-womanhood, Staidness-in-youth,
and Beauty-without-pride, and Pleasure-under-
control-and-fear. Her surname is Fair-ruthless,
Wisdom-knit-to-fortune. Because I love her she slays
me guiltless. Her I love best, and shall as long as I
live, better an hundred thousand times than myself,

better than all the riches and created beings of this world.

Now has not Love bestowed me well, to love where I
shall never have part or lot! Alas, so is Fortune's
wheel turned for me, so am I slain with Love's fiery
arrow! I can only love her best, my sweet foe. Love
has taught me no more of his art than ever to serve,
and cease for no sorrow.

Within my true, care-worn heart there is so much
woe, and so little joy as well, that woe is me that ever
I was born. For all that I desire I lack, and all that
ever I would not have, that, in truth, I ever find ready
to my hand. And of all this I know not to whom to
complain, for she who might bring me out of this
cares not whether I weep or sing, so little pities she
my pain. Alas! In sleeping-time I wake; when I

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

19



should dance I tremble with fear.

This heavy life I lead for your sake, though you pay
no heed thereto, my heart's lady, all my life's queen!
For truly I dare say it, as I see it: I seems to methat
your sweet heart of steel is now whetted against me
too keenly. My dear heart, foe best-beloved, why will
you do me all this sorrow? What have I done or said
to grieve you, except that I serve and love you and
nobody else, and as long as I live will ever?
Therefore, sweet, be not displeased. You are so good
and fair, it would be a very great wonder if you did
not have suitors of all kinds, both good and bad; and
the least worthy of all, I am he.

Nevertheless, my own sweet lady, though I be
unskillful and unfit ever to serve your highness, even
as best I knew how, yet this I swear, there is nobody
more glad than I to do your pleasure or to cure
whatever I know to distress you. And had I as much
power as will, then should you feel whether it were
so or not; for in this world is no living being who
would more gladly fulfill your heart's desire. For I
both love and fear you so sorely, and ever must and
have done right long, that none is better loved, and
never shall be. And yet I would only beg you to
believe me well, and be not angry, and let me
continue to serve you. Lo, this is all! For I am not so
bold or mad as to desire that you should love me; for
alas! Well I know that may not be; I have so little
worth, and you so much. For you are one of the most
excellent of the living, and I the most unlikely to
prosper. Yet, for all this, know you right well you
shall not so drive me from your service that I shall
not ever serve you faithfully, with all my five wits,
whatever woe I feel. For I am so set upon you that
though you never pity me, I must love you and ever
be as true as any man living can be.

The more I love you, goodly and noble one, the less I
find you love me. Alas! When will that obduracy
soften? Where now is all your womanly pity, your
noble gentleness, your graciousness? Will you spend
nothing of it on me? And as wholly as I am your,
sweet, and as great will I have to serve you, if thus
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you let me die, you have gained but little from it. For
I believe I have given no cause. And this I beseech
you heartily, that if ever you find, so long as you live,
a servant more true to you than I, then leave me and
boldly slay me, and I will forgive you all my death.
And if you find no truer man, why will you allow me
to perish thus, and for no type of guilt except my
good desire? As good then be untrue as true.

But to your will I submit my life and death, and with
a fully obedient heart I pray, do with me as is your
pleasure. Much rather had I please you and die than
to think or say anything to offend you at any time.
Therefore, pity my bitter pains, sweet, and of your
grace grant me some drop; for else neither hope nor
happiness may remain with me, nor linger in my
troubled, careworn heart.

Geoffrey Chaucer
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A Cook

They had a cook with them who stood alone For boiling chicken with a marrow-
bone, Sharp flavouring powder and a spice for savour. He could distinguish
London ale by flavour, And he could roast and boil and seethe and fry, Make

good thick soup and bake a tasty pie... As for blancmange, he made it with the
best.

Geoffrey Chaucer
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A Rondel Of Merciless Beauty - The Original

I. 1.

Youre two eyn will sle me sodenly

I may the beaute of them not sustene,
So wendeth it thorowout my herte kene.

2.

And but your words will helen hastely
My hertis wound, while that it is grene,
Youre two eyn will sle me sodenly.

3.

Upon my trouth I sey yow feithfully,

That ye ben of my liffe and deth the quene;
For with my deth the trouth shal be sene.
Youre two eyn will sle me sodenly

I may the beaute of them not sustene,

So wendeth it thorowout my herte kene.

II. 1.

So hath youre beauty fro your herte chased
Pitee, that me n'availeth not to pleyn:

For daunger halt your mercy in his cheyne.

2.

Giltless my deth thus have ye purchased;

I sey yow soth, me nedeth not to fayn:

So hath your beaute fro your herte chased.

3.

Alas, that nature hath in yow compassed
So grete beaute, that no man may atteyn
To mercy, though he sterve for the peyn.
Youre two eyn will sle me sodenly

I may the beaute of them not sustene,
So wendeth it thorowout my herte kene.

III. 1.

Syn I fro love escaped am so fat,
I nere thinke to ben in his prison lene;
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Syn I am fre, I counte hym not a bene.

2.

He may answere and sey this and that,
I do no fors, I speak ryght as I mene;
Syn I fro love escaped am so fat.

3.

Love hath my name i-strike out of his sclat,
And he is strike out of my bokes clene:

For ever mo 'ther' is non other mene,

Syn I fro love escaped am so fat.

Geoffrey Chaucer

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

24



Against Women Unconstant

Madame, for youre newefangelnesse,

Many a servant have ye put out of grace.

I take my leve of your unstedefastnesse,

For wel I woot, whil ye have lives space,

Ye can not love ful half yeer in a place,

To newe thing youre lust is ay so keene;

In stede of blew, thus may ye were al greene.
Right as a mirour nothing may enpresse,

But, lightly as it cometh, so mote it pace,

So fareth youre love, youre werkes bereth witnesse.

Ther is no faith that may your herte enbrace;
But, as a wedercok, that turneth his face
With every wind, ye fare, and this is seene;
In stede of blew, thus may ye were al greene.

Ye might be shrined, for youre brothelnesse,
Bet that Dalida, Criseide or Candace;

For ever in chaunging stant youre sikernesse;
That tache may no wight fro yuor herte arace.
If ye lese oon, ye can wel twain purchace;

Al light for somer, ye woot wel what I mene,
In stede of blew, thus may ye were al greene.

Geoffrey Chaucer
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An Abc

Incipit carmen secundum ordinem litterarum alphabeti.

Almighty and al merciable queene,

To whom that al this world fleeth for socour,
To have relees of sinne, of sorwe, and teene,
Glorious virgine, of alle floures flour,

To thee I flee, confounded in errour.

Help and releeve, thou mighti debonayre,
Have mercy on my perilous langour.
Venquisshed me hath my cruel adversaire.

Bountee so fix hath in thin herte his tente

That wel I wot thou wolt my socour bee;

Thou canst not warne him that with good entente

Axeth thin helpe, thin herte is ay so free.

Thou art largesse of pleyn felicitee,

Haven of refut, of quiete, and of reste.

Loo, how that theeves sevene chasen mee.

Help, lady bright, er that my ship tobreste.[Riv., p. 638]

Comfort is noon but in yow, ladi deere;

For loo, my sinne and my confusioun,
Which oughten not in thi presence appeere,
Han take on me a greevous accioun

Of verrey right and desperacioun;

And as hi right thei mighten wel susteene
That I were wurthi my dampnacioun,

Nere merci of you, blisful hevene queene.

Dowte is ther noon, thou queen of misericorde,
That thou n'art cause of grace and merci heere;
God vouched sauf thurgh thee with us to accorde.
For certes, Crystes blisful mooder deere,

Were now the bowe bent in swich maneere

As it was first of justice and of ire,

The rightful God nolde of no mercy heere;

But thurgh thee han we grace as we desire.
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Evere hath myn hope of refut been in thee,
For heer-biforn ful ofte in many a wyse
Hast thou to misericorde receyved me.

But merci, ladi, at the grete assyse

Whan we shule come bifore the hye justyse.
So litel fruit shal thanne in me be founde
That, but thou er that day correcte [vice],
Of verrey right my werk wol me confounde.

Fleeinge, I flee for socour to thi tente

Me for to hide from tempeste ful of dreede,
Biseeching yow that ye you not absente
Thouh I be wikke. O, help yit at this neede!
Al have I ben a beste in wil and deede,

Yit, ladi, thou me clothe with thi grace.
Thin enemy and myn-- ladi, tak heede--
Unto my deth in poynt is me to chace!

Glorious mayde and mooder, which that nevere
Were bitter, neither in erthe nor in see,

But ful of swetnesse and of merci evere,

Help that my Fader be not wroth with me.
Spek thou, for I ne dar not him ysee,

So have I doon in erthe, allas the while,

That certes, but if thou my socour bee,

To stink eterne he wole my gost exile.

He vouched sauf, tel him, as was his wille,
Bicome a man, to have oure alliaunce,

And with his precious blood he wrot the bille
Upon the crois as general acquitaunce

To every penitent in ful creaunce;

And therfore, ladi bright, thou for us praye.
Thanne shalt thou bothe stinte al his grevaunce,
And make oure foo to failen of his praye.

I wot it wel, thou wolt ben oure socour,

Thou art so ful of bowntee, in certeyn,

For whan a soule falleth in errour

Thi pitee goth and haleth him ayein.

Thanne makest thou his pees with his sovereyn
And bringest him out of the crooked strete.
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Whoso thee loveth, he shal not love in veyn,
That shal he fynde as he the lyf shal lete.

Kalenderes enlumyned ben thei

That in this world ben lighted with thi name,
And whoso goth to yow the righte wey,

Him thar not drede in soule to be lame.

Now, queen of comfort, sith thou art that same
To whom I seeche for my medicyne,

Lat not my foo no more my wounde entame;
Myn hele into thin hand al I resygne.

Ladi, thi sorwe kan I not portreye

Under the cros, ne his greevous penaunce;

But for youre bothes peynes I yow preye,

Lat not oure alder foo make his bobaunce

That he hath in his lystes of mischaunce
Convict that ye bothe have bought so deere.

As I seide erst, thou ground of oure substaunce,
Continue on us thi pitous eyen cleere!

Moises, that saugh the bush with flawmes rede
Brenninge, of which ther never a stikke brende,

Was signe of thin unwemmed maidenhede.[Riv., p. 639]
Thou art the bush on which ther gan descende

The Holi Gost, the which that Moyses wende

Had ben a-fyr, and this was in figure.

Now, ladi, from the fyr thou us defende

Which that in helle eternalli shal dure.

Noble princesse, that nevere haddest peere,
Certes if any comfort in us bee,

That cometh of thee, thou Cristes mooder deere.
We han noon oother melodye or glee

Us to rejoyse in oure adversitee,

Ne advocat noon that wole and dar so preye

For us, and that for litel hire as yee

That helpen for an Ave-Marie or tweye.

O verrey light of eyen that ben blynde,

O verrey lust of labour and distresse,
O tresoreere of bountee to mankynde,
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Thee whom God ches to mooder for humblesse!
From his ancille he made the maistresse

Of hevene and erthe, oure bille up for to beede.
This world awaiteth evere on thi goodnesse

For thou ne failest nevere wight at neede.

Purpos I have sum time for to enquere
Wherfore and whi the Holi Gost thee soughte
Whan Gabrielles vois cam to thin ere.

He not to werre us swich a wonder wroughte,
But for to save us that he sithen boughte.
Thanne needeth us no wepen us for to save,
But oonly ther we dide not, as us oughte,
Doo penitence, and merci axe and have.

Queen of comfort, yit whan I me bithinke
That I agilt have bothe him and thee,

And that my soule is worthi for to sinke,
Allas, I caityf, whider may I flee?

Who shal unto thi Sone my mene bee?
Who, but thiself, that art of pitee welle?
Thou hast more reuthe on oure adversitee
Than in this world might any tonge telle.

Redresse me, mooder, and me chastise,

For certeynly my Faderes chastisinge,

That dar I nouht abiden in no wise,

So hidous is his rightful rekenynge.

Mooder, of whom oure merci gan to springe,
Beth ye my juge and eek my soules leche;
For evere in you is pitee haboundinge

To ech that wole of pitee you biseeche.

Soth is that God ne granteth no pitee
Withoute thee; for God of his goodnesse
Foryiveth noon, but it like unto thee.

He hath thee maked vicaire and maistresse
Of al this world, and eek governouresse

Of hevene, and he represseth his justise
After thi wil; and therfore in withesse

He hath thee corowned in so rial wise.
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Temple devout, ther God hath his woninge,
Fro which these misbileeved deprived been,
To you my soule penitent I bringe.

Receyve me-- I can no ferther fleen.

With thornes venymous, O hevene queen,
For which the eerthe acursed was ful yore,
I am so wounded, as ye may wel seen,
That I am lost almost, it smert so sore.

Virgine, that art so noble of apparaile,
And ledest us into the hye tour

Of Paradys, thou me wisse and counsaile
How I may have thi grace and thi socour,
All have I ben in filthe and in errour.
Ladi, unto that court thou me ajourne
That cleped is thi bench, O freshe flour,
Ther as that merci evere shal sojourne.

Xristus, thi sone, that in this world alighte
Upon the cros to suffre his passioun,

And eek that Longius his herte pighte

And made his herte blood to renne adoun,
And al was this for my salvacioun;

And I to him am fals and eek unkynde,
And yit he wole not my dampnacioun--
This thanke I yow, socour of al mankynde!

Ysaac was figure of his deth, certeyn,

That so fer forth his fader wolde obeye

That him ne roughte nothing to be slayn;[Riv., p. 640]
Right soo thi Sone list as a lamb to deye.

Now, ladi ful of merci, I yow preye,

Sith he his merci mesured so large,

Be ye not skant, for alle we singe and seye

That ye ben from vengeaunce ay oure targe.

Zacharie yow clepeth the open welle

To wasshe sinful soule out of his gilt.
Therfore this lessoun oughte I wel to telle,
That, nere thi tender herte, we were spilt.
Now, ladi bryghte, sith thou canst and wilt
Ben to the seed of Adam merciable,
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Bring us to that palais that is bilt
To penitentes that ben to merci able. Amen.

Geoffrey Chaucer
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Anelida And Arcite

Thou ferse god of armes, Mars the rede,
That in the frosty contre called Trace,

Within thy grisly temple ful of drede
Honoured art as patroun of that place;

With thy Bellona, Pallas, ful of grace,

Be present and my song contynue and guye;
At my begynnyng thus to the I crye.

For hit ful depe is sonken in my mynde,
With pitous hert in Englyssh to endyte
This olde storie, in Latyn which I fynde,
Of quene Anelida and fals Arcite,

That elde, which that al can frete and bite,
As hit hath freten mony a noble storie,
Hath nygh devoured out of oure memorie.

Be favorable eke, thou Polymya,

On Parnaso that with thy sustres glade,

By Elycon, not fer from Cirrea,

Singest with vois memorial in the shade,
Under the laurer which that may not fade,
And do that I my ship to haven wynne.
First folowe I Stace, and after him Corynne.

The Story.

Iamque domos patrias Cithice post aspera gentis
Prelia laurigero subeunte Thesea curru
Letifici plausus missusque ad sidera vulgi

When Theseus with werres longe and grete
The aspre folk of Cithe had overcome,

With laurer corouned, in his char gold-bete,
Hom to his contre-houses is he come,

For which the peple, blisful al and somme,
So cry{:e}den that to the sterres hit wente,
And him to honouren dide al her entente.
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Beforn this duk, in signe of victorie,

The trompes come, and in his baner large

The ymage of Mars, and in tokenyng of glorie
Men myghte sen of tresour many a charge,

Many a bright helm, and many a spere and targe,
Many a fresh knyght, and many a blysful route,
On hors, on fote, in al the feld aboute.

Ipolita his wif, the hardy quene

Of Cithia, that he conquered hadde,

With Emelye her yonge suster shene,

Faire in a char of gold he with him ladde,

That al the ground about her char she spradde
With brightnesse of the beaute in her face,
Fulfilled of largesse and of alle grace.

With his tryumphe and laurer-corouned thus,
In al the flour of Fortunes yevynge,

Let I this noble prince Theseus

Toward Athenes in his wey rydinge,

And founde I wol in shortly for to bringe

The slye wey of that I gan to write,

Of quene Anelida and fals Arcite.

Mars, which that through his furious cours of ire,

The olde wrathe of Juno to fulfille,

Hath set the peples hertes bothe on fire

Of Thebes and Grece, everich other to kille

With blody speres, ne rested never stille,

But throng now her, now ther, among hem bothe,
That everych other slough, so were they wrothe.

For when Amphiorax and Tydeus,

Ipomedon, Parthonope also

Were ded, and slayn proude Campaneus,

And when the wrecched Thebans, bretheren two,
Were slayn, and kyng Adrastus hom ago,

So desolat stod Thebes and so bare

That no wight coude remedie of his fare.

And when the olde Creon gan espye
How that the blood roial was broght a-doun,
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He held the cite by his tyrannye

And dyde the gentils of that regioun

To ben his frendes and wonnen in the toun.
So, what for love of him and what for awe,
The noble folk were to the toun idrawe.

Among al these Anelida, the quene

Of Ermony, was in that toun dwellynge,

That fairer was then is the sonne shene.
Thurghout the world so gan her name springe
That her to seen had every wyght likynge,
For, as of trouthe, is ther noon her lyche

Of al the women in this worlde riche.

Yong was this quene, of twenty yer of elde,
Of mydel stature, and of such fairenesse
That Nature had a joye her to behelde;
And for to speken of her stidfastnesse,

She passed hath Penelope and Lucresse;
And shortly, yf she shal be comprehended,
In her ne myghte no thing been amended.

This Theban knyght [Arcite] eke, soth to seyn,
Was yong and therwithal a lusty knyght,

But he was double in love and no thing pleyn,
And subtil in that craft over any wyght,

And with his kunnyng wan this lady bryght;
For so ferforth he gan her trouthe assure

That she him trusted over any creature.

What shuld I seyn? She loved Arcite so
That when that he was absent any throwe,
Anon her thoghte her herte brast a-two;
For in her sight to her he bar hym lowe,

So that she wende have al his hert yknowe;
But he was fals; hit nas but feyned chere
As nedeth not to men such craft to lere.

But nevertheles ful mykel besynesse
Had he er that he myghte his lady wynne,
And swor he wolde dyen for distresse
Or from his wit he seyde he wolde twynne.
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Alas, the while! For hit was routhe and synne
That she upon his sorowes wolde rewe;
But nothing thinketh the fals as doth the trewe.

Her fredom fond Arcite in such manere
That al was his that she hath, moche or lyte;

Ne to no creature made she chere

Ferther then that hit lyked to Arcite.

Ther nas no lak with which he myghte her wite;
She was so ferforth yeven hym to plese

That al that lyked hym hit dyde her ese.

Ther nas to her no maner lettre sent

That touched love, from any maner wyght,
That she ne shewed hit him er hit was brent;
So pleyn she was and dide her fulle myght
That she nyl hiden nothing from her knyght,
Lest he of any untrouthe her upbreyde.
Withoute bode his heste she obeyde.

And eke he made him jelous over here,

That what that any man had to her seyd
Anoon he wolde preyen her to swere

What was that word or make him evel apaid.
Then wende she out of her wyt have breyd;
But al this nas but sleght and flaterie;
Withoute love he feyned jelousye.

And al this tok she so debonerly

That al his wil her thoghte hit skilful thing,
And ever the lenger she loved him tendirly
And dide him honour as he were a kyng.

Her herte was to him wedded with a ring;

So ferforth upon trouthe is her entente

That wher he gooth her herte with him wente.

When she shal ete, on him is so her thoght
That wel unnethe of mete tok she kep;
And when that she was to her reste broght,
On him she thoghte alwey til that she slep;
When he was absent, prevely she wep:
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Thus lyveth feire Anelida the quene
For fals Arcite, that dide her al this tene.

This fals Arcite, of his newfanglenesse,

For she to him so lowly was and trewe,

Tok lesse deynte of her stidfastnesse

And saw another lady, proud and newe,
And ryght anon he cladde him in her hewe--
Wot I not whethir in white, rede, or grene--
And falsed fair Anelida the quene.

But neverthelesse, gret wonder was hit noon
Thogh he were fals, for hit is kynde of man
Sith Lamek was, that is so longe agoon,

To ben in love as fals as evere he can;

He was the firste fader that began

To loven two, and was in bigamye,

And he found tentes first, but yf men lye.

This fals Arcite, sumwhat moste he feyne,

When he wex fals, to covere his traitorie,

Ryght as an hors that can both bite and pleyne,
For he bar her on honde of trecherie,

And swor he coude her doublenesse espie,

And al was falsnes that she to him mente.

Thus swor this thef, and forth his way he wente.

Alas, what herte myght enduren hit,

For routhe and wo, her sorwe for to telle?

Or what man hath the cunnyng or the wit?

Or what man mighte within the chambre dwelle,
Yf I to him rehersen sholde the helle

That suffreth fair Anelida the quene

For fals Arcite, that dide her al this tene.

She wepith, waileth, swowneth pitously;

To grounde ded she falleth as a ston;
Craumpyssheth her lymes crokedly;

She speketh as her wit were al agon;

Other colour then asshen hath she noon;
Non other word speketh she, moche or lyte,
But 'Merci, cruel herte myn, Arcite!'
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And thus endureth til that she was so mat

That she ne hath foot on which she may sustene,
But forth languisshing evere in this estat,

Of which Arcite hath nouther routhe ne tene.

His herte was elleswhere, newe and grene,

That on her wo ne deyneth him not to thinke;
Him rekketh never wher she flete or synke.

His newe lady holdeth him so narowe

Up by the bridil, at the staves ende,

That every word he dredeth as an arowe;

Her daunger made him bothe bowe and bende,
And as her liste, made him turne or wende,
For she ne graunted him in her lyvynge

No grace whi that he hath lust to singe,

But drof hym forth. Unnethe liste her knowe
That he was servaunt unto her ladishippe;

But lest that he were proud, she held him lowe.
Thus serveth he withoute fee or shipe;

She sent him now to londe, now to shippe;

And for she yaf him daunger al his fille,
Therfor she hadde him at her owne wille.

Ensample of this, ye thrifty wymmen alle,
Take her of Anelida and Arcite,

That for her liste him 'dere herte' calle

And was so meke, therfor he loved her lyte.
The kynde of mannes herte is to delyte

In thing that straunge is, also God me save!
For what he may not gete, that wolde he have.

Now turne we to Anelida ageyn,

That pyneth day be day in langwisshinge,
But when she saw that her ne gat no geyn,
Upon a day, ful sorowfully wepinge,

She caste her for to make a compleynynge,
And of her owne hond she gan hit write,
And sente hit to her Theban knyght, Arcite.
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The compleynt of Anelida the quene upon fals Arcite.

Proem

So thirleth with the poynt of remembraunce
The swerd of sorowe, ywhet with fals plesaunce,
Myn herte, bare of blis and blak of hewe,

That turned is in quakyng al my daunce,

My surete in awhaped countenaunce,

Sith hit availeth not for to ben trewe;

For whoso trewest is, hit shal hir rewe

That serveth love and doth her observaunce
Alwey til oon, and chaungeth for no newe.

Strophe

I wot myself as wel as any wight,

For I loved oon with al myn herte and myght,
More then myself an hundred thousand sithe,
And called him myn hertes lif, my knyght,
And was al his, as fer as hit was ryght;

And when that he was glad, then was I blithe,
And his disese was my deth as swithe;

And he ayein his trouthe hath me plyght

For evermore, his lady me to kythe.

Now is he fals, alas, and causeles,

And of my wo he is so routheles

That with a word him list not ones deyne
To bringe ayen my sorowful herte in pes,
For he is caught up in another les.

Ryght as him list, he laugheth at my peyne,
And I ne can myn herte not restreyne

For to love him alwey neveretheles;

And of al this I not to whom me pleyne.

And shal I pleyne--alas, the harde stounde!--
Unto my foo that yaf myn herte a wounde
And yet desireth that myn harm be more?
Nay, certis, ferther wol I never founde
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Non other helpe, my sores for to sounde.
My destinee hath shapen hit so ful yore;
I wil non other medecyne ne lore;

I wil ben ay ther I was ones bounde.
That I have seid, be seid for evermore!

Alas! Wher is become your gentilesse,

Youre wordes ful of plesaunce and humblesse,
Youre observaunces in so low manere,

And your awayting and your besynesse

Upon me, that ye calden your maistresse,
Your sovereyne lady in this world here?

Alas! Is ther now nother word ne chere

Ye vouchen sauf upon myn hevynesse?

Alas! Youre love, I bye hit al to dere.

Now, certis, swete, thogh that ye
Thus causeles the cause be

Of my dedly adversyte,

Your manly resoun oghte hit to respite
To slen your frend, and namely me,
That never yet in no degre

Offended yow, as wisly He

That al wot, out of wo my soule quyte!
But for I shewed yow, Arcite,

Al that men wolde to me write,

And was so besy yow to delyte--

Myn honor save--meke,kynde,and fre,
Therfor ye put on me this wite,

And of me rekke not a myte,

Thogh that the swerd of sorwe byte
My woful herte through your cruelte.

My swete foo, why do ye so, for shame?

And thenke ye that furthered be your name

To love a newe, and ben untrewe? Nay!

And putte yow in sclaunder now and blame,

And do to me adversite and grame,

That love yow most--God, wel thou wost--alway?
Yet come ayein, and yet be pleyn som day,

And than shal this, that now is mys, be game,
And al foryive, while that I lyve may.
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Antistrophe

Lo, herte myn, al this is for to seyne

As whether shal I preve or elles pleyne?
Which is the wey to doon yow to be trewe?
For either mot I have yow in my cheyne

Or with the deth ye mote departe us tweyne;
Ther ben non other mene weyes newe.

For God so wisly upon my soule rewe,

As verrayly ye sleen me with the peyne;
That may ye se unfeyned of myn hewe.

For thus ferforth have I my detb [y-]soght?
Myself I mordre with my privy thoght;

For sorowe and routhe of your unkyndenesse
I wepe, I wake, I faste; al helpeth noght;

I weyve joye that is to speke of oght,

I voyde companye, I fle gladnesse.

Who may avaunte her beter of hevynesse
Then I? And to this plyte have ye me broght,
Withoute gilt--me nedeth no witnesse.

And shal I preye, and weyve womanhede?--
Nay! Rather deth then do so foul a dede!--
And axe merci, gilteles--what nede?

And yf I pleyne what lyf that I lede,

Yow rekketh not; that knowe I, out of drede;
And if that I to yow myne othes bede

For myn excuse, a skorn shal be my mede.
Your chere floureth, but it wol not sede;

Ful longe agoon I oghte have taken hede.

For thogh I hadde yow to-morowe ageyn,

I myghte as wel holde Aperill fro reyn

As holde yow, to make yow be stidfast.
Almyghty God, of trouthe sovereyn,

Wher is the trouthe of man? Who hath hit slayn?
Who that hem loveth, she shal hem fynde as fast
As in a tempest is a roten mast.

Is that a tame best that is ay feyn
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To fleen away when he is lest agast?

Now merci, swete, yf I mysseye!

Have I seyd oght amys, I preye?

I noot; my wit is al aweye.

I fare as doth the song of Chaunte-pleure
For now I pleyne, and now I pleye;

I am so mased that I deye;

Arcite hath born awey the keye

Of al my world, and my good aventure.
For in this world nis creature

Wakynge in more discomfiture

Then I, ne more sorowe endure.

And yf I slepe a furlong wey or tweye,
Then thynketh me that your figure
Before me stont, clad in asure,

To profren eft and newe assure

For to be trewe, and merci me to preye.

The longe nyght this wonder sight I drye,
And on the day for thilke afray I dye,
And of al this ryght noght, iwis, ye reche.
Ne nevere mo myn yen two be drie,

And to your routhe, and to your trouthe, I crie.

But welawey! To fer be they to feche;

Thus holdeth me my destinee a wreche.
But me to rede out of this drede, or guye,
Ne may my wit, so weyk is hit, not streche.

Conclusion.

Then ende I thus, sith I may do no more.

I yeve hit up for now and evermore,

For I shal never eft putten in balaunce

My sekernes, ne lerne of love the lore.

But as the swan, I have herd seyd ful yore,
Ayeins his deth shal singen his penaunce,

So singe I here my destinee or chaunce,

How that Arcite Anelida so sore

Hath thirled with the poynt of remembraunce.
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The Story continued

When that Anelida, this woful quene,

Hath of her hand ywriten in this wise,

With face ded, betwixe pale and grene,
She fel a-swowe; and sith she gan to rise,
And unto Mars avoweth sacrifise

Withinne the temple, with a sorowful chere,
That shapen was as ye shal after here.

Geoffrey Chaucer
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Balade

HYD, Absolon, thy gilte tresses clere;
Ester, ley thou thy meknesse al a-doun;
Hyd, Jonathas, al thy frendly manere;
Penalopee, and Marcia Catoun,

Mak of your wyfhod no comparisoun;
Hyde ye your beautes, Isoude and Eleyne;
My lady cometh, that al this may disteyne.

Thy faire body, lat hit nat appere,

Lavyne; and thou, Lucresse of Rome toun,

And Polixene, that boghten love so dere,

And Cleopatre, with al thy passioun,

Hyde ye your trouthe of love and your renoun;
And thou, Tisbe, that hast of love swich peyne;
My lady cometh, that al this may disteyne.

Herro, Dido, Laudomia, alle y-fere,

And Phyllis, hanging for thy Demophoun,

And Canace, espyed by thy chere,

Ysiphile, betraysed with Jasoun,

Maketh of your trouthe neyther boost ne soun;
Nor Ypermistre or Adriane, ye tweyne;

My lady cometh, that al this may distevne.

Geoffrey Chaucer
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Book Of The Duchesse

THE PROEM

I have gret wonder, be this lighte,
How that I live, for day ne nighte
I may nat slepe wel nigh noght,

I have so many an ydel thoght

Purely for defaute of slepe
That, by my trouthe, I take no kepe
Of no-thing, how hit cometh or goth,

Ne me nis no-thing leef nor loth.
Al is y-liche good to me --

Ioye or sorowe, wherso hyt be --
For I have feling in no-thinge,
But, as it were, a mased thing,
Alway in point to falle a-doun;
For sorwful imaginacioun

Is alway hoolly in my minde.

And wel ye wite, agaynes kynde

Hit were to liven in this wyse;

For nature wolde nat suffyse

To noon erthely creature

Not longe tyme to endure
Withoute slepe, and been in sorwe;
And I ne may, ne night ne morwe,
Slepe; and thus melancolye

And dreed I have for to dye,
Defaute of slepe and hevinesse
Hath sleyn my spirit of quiknesse,
That I have lost al lustihede.
Suche fantasies ben in myn hede
So I not what is best to do.

But men myght axe me, why soo
I may not slepe, and what me is?
But natheles, who aske this
Leseth his asking trewely.
My-selven can not telle why
The sooth; but trewely, as I gesse,
I holde hit be a siknesse
That I have suffred this eight yere,
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And yet my bote is never the nere;
For ther is phisicien but oon,
That may me hele; but that is doon.
Passe we over until eft;
That wil not be, moot nede be left;
Our first matere is good to kepe.
So whan I saw I might not slepe,
Til now late, this other night,
Upon my bedde I sat upright
And bad oon reche me a book,
A romaunce, and he hit me took
To rede and dryve the night away;
For me thoghte it better play
Then playen either at chesse or tables.
And in this boke were writen fables
That clerkes hadde, in olde tyme,
And other poets, put in ryme
To rede, and for to be in minde
Whyl men loved the lawe of kinde.
This book ne spak but of such thinges,
Of quenes lyves, and of kinges,
And many othere thinges smale.
Amonge al this I fond a tale
That me thoughte a wonder thing.
This was the tale: There was a king
That hight Seys, and hadde a wyf,
The beste that mighte bere Iyf;
And this quene hight Alcyone.
So hit befel, therafter sone,
This king wolde wenden over see.
To tellen shortly, whan that he
Was in the see, thus in this wyse,
Soche a tempest gan to ryse
That brak hir mast, and made it falle,
And clefte her ship, and dreinte hem alle,
That never was founden, as it telles,
Bord ne man, ne nothing elles.
Right thus this king Seys loste his Iyf.
Now for to speken of his wife: --
This lady, that was left at home,
Hath wonder, that the king ne come
Hoom, for hit was a longe terme.
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Anon her herte gan to erme;

And for that hir thoughte evermo

Hit was not wel he dwelte so,

She longed so after the king

That certes, hit were a pitous thing
To telle hir hertely sorwful lyf

That hadde, alas! this noble wyfe;
For him she loved alderbest.

Anon she sente bothe eest and west
To seke him, but they founde nought.

“Alas!" quoth she, "that I was wrought!

And wher my lord, my love, be deed?
Certes, I nil never ete breed,

I make a-vowe to my god here,

But I mowe of my lord here!"

Such sorwe this lady to her took

That trewely I, which made this book,
Had swich pite and swich rowthe

To rede hir sorwe, that, by my trowthe,
I ferde the worse al the morwe
After, to thenken on her sorwe.

So whan she coude here no word
That no man mighte fynde hir lord,
Ful ofte she swouned, and saide "Alas!
For sorwe ful nigh wood she was,
Ne she coude no reed but oon;
But doun on knees she sat anoon,
And weep, that pite was to here.

"A!l mercy! swete lady dere!
Quod she to Iuno, hir goddesse;
"Help me out of this distresse,
And yeve me grace my lord to see
Sone, or wite wher-so he be,
Or how he fareth, or in what wyse,
And I shal make you sacrifyse,
And hoolly youres become I shal
With good wil, body, herte, and al;
And but thou wilt this, lady swete,
Send me grace to slepe, and mete
In my slepe som certeyn sweven,
Wher-through that I may knowen even
Whether my lord be quik or deed.'
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With that word she heng doun the heed,

And fil a-swown as cold as ston;

Hir women caught her up anon,

And broghten hir in bed al naked,

And she, forweped and forwaked,

Was wery, and thus the dede sleep

Fil on hir, or she toke keep,

Through Iuno, that had herd hir bone,

That made hir to slepe sone;

For as she prayde, so was don,

In dede; for Iuno, right anon,

Called thus her messagere

To do her erande, and he com nere.

Whan he was come, she bad him thus:

“Go bet,' quod Iuno, "to Morpheus,

Thou knowest hym wel, the god of sleep;

Now understond wel, and tak keep.

Sey thus on my halfe, that he

Go faste into the grete see,

And bid him that, on alle thing,

He take up Seys body the king,

That lyth ful pale and no-thing rody.

Bid him crepe into the body,

Aud do it goon to Alcyone

The quene, ther she lyth alone,

And shewe hir shortly, hit is no nay,

How hit was dreynt this other day;

And do the body speke so

Right as hit was wont to do,

The whyles that hit was on lyve.

Go now faste, and hy thee blyve!'
This messager took leve and wente

Upon his wey, and never ne stente

Til he com to the derke valeye

That stant bytwene roches tweye,

Ther never yet grew corn ne gras,

Ne tree, ne nothing that ought was,

Beste, ne man, ne nothing elles,

Save ther were a fewe welles

Came renning fro the cliffes adoun,

That made a deedly sleping soun,

And ronnen doun right by a cave
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That was under a rokke y-grave
Amid the valey, wonder depe.
Ther thise goddes laye and slepe,
Morpheus, and Eclympasteyre,
That was the god of slepes heyre,
That slepe and did non other werk.
This cave was also as derk
As helle pit over-al aboute;
They had good leyser for to route
To envye, who might slepe beste;
Some henge hir chin upon hir breste
And slepe upright, hir heed y-hed,
And some laye naked in hir bed,
And slepe whyles the dayes laste.
This messager come flying faste,
And cryed, " O ho! awake anon!'

Hit was for noght; ther herde him non.

“Awak!' quod he, “who is, lyth there?'
And blew his horn right in hir ere,

And cryed "awaketh!" wonder hye.
This god of slepe, with his oon ye
Cast up, axed, “who clepeth there?"
"Hit am I,' quod this messagere;
“Iuno bad thou shuldest goon' --

And tolde him what he shulde doon
As I have told yow here-tofore;

Hit is no need reherse hit more;

And wente his wey, whan he had sayd.

Anon this god of slepe a-brayd
Out of his slepe, and gan to goon,
And did as he had bede him doon;
Took up the dreynte body sone,
And bar hit forth to Alcyone,
His wif the quene, ther-as she lay,
Right even a quarter before day,
And stood right at hir beddes fete,
And called hir, right as she hete,
By name, and sayde, ' my swete wyf,
Awak! let be your sorwful lyf!
For in your sorwe there lyth no reed;
For certes, swete, I nam but deed;
Ye shul me never on lyve y-see.
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But good swete herte, look that ye
Bury my body, at whiche a tyde

Ye mowe hit finde the see besyde;
And far-wel, swete, my worldes blisse!
I praye god your sorwe lisse;

To litel whyl our blisse lasteth!"

With that hir eyen up she casteth,
And saw noght; "A!l' quod she, " for sorwe!
And deyed within the thridde morwe.
But what she sayde more in that swow
I may not telle yow as now,
Hit were to longe for to dwelle;
My first matere I wil yow telle,
Wherfor I have told this thing
Of Alcione and Seys the king.

For thus moche dar I saye wel,
I had be dolven everydel,
And deed, right through defaute of sleep,
If I nad red and taken keep
Of this tale next before:
And I wol telle yow wherfore:
For I ne might, for bote ne bale,
Slepe, or I had red this tale
Of this dreynte Seys the king,
And of the goddes of sleping.
Whan I had red this tale wel
And over-loked hit everydel,
Me thoughte wonder if hit were so;
For I had never herd speke, or tho,
Of no goddes that coude make
Men for to slepe, ne for to wake;
For I ne knew never god but oon.
And in my game I sayde anoon --
And yet me list right evel to pleye --
"Rather then that I shulde deye
Through defaute of sleping thus,
I wolde yive thilke Morpheus,
Or his goddesse, dame Iuno,
Or som wight elles, I ne roghte who --
To make me slepe and have som reste --
I wil yive him the alder-beste
Yift that ever he aboode his lyve,
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And here on warde, right now, as blyve;

If he wol make me slepe a lyte,

Of downe of pure dowves whyte

I wil yive him a fether-bed,

Rayed with golde, and right wel cled

In fyn blak satin doutremere,

And many a pilow, and every bere

Of clothe of Reynes, to slepe softe;

Him thar not nede to turnen ofte.

And I wol yive him al that falles

To a chambre; and al his halles

I wol do peynte with pure golde,

And tapite hem ful many folde

Of oo sute; this shal he have,

Yf I wiste wher were his cave,

If he can make me slepe sone,

As did the goddesse Alcione.

And thus this ilke god, Morpheus,

May winne of me mo fees thus

Than ever he wan; and to Iuno,

That is his goddesse, I shal so do,

I trow that she shal holde her payd.'
I hadde unneth that word y-sayd

Right thus as I have told hit yow,

That sodeynly, I niste how,

Swich a lust anoon me took

To slepe, that right upon my book

I fil aslepe, and therwith even

Me mette so inly swete a sweven,

So wonderful, that never yit

I trowe no man hadde the wit

To conne wel my sweven rede;

No, not Ioseph, withoute drede,

Of Egipte, he that redde so

The kinges meting Pharao,

No more than coude the leste of us;

Ne nat scarsly Macrobeus,

(He that wroot al thavisioun

That he mette, Kyng Scipioun,

The noble man, the Affrican --

Swiche marvayles fortuned than)

I trowe, a-rede my dremes even.
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Lo, thus hit was, this was my sweven.

THE DREAM

Me thoughte thus: -- that hit was May,
And in the dawning ther I lay,

Me mette thus, in my bed al naked: --
I loked forth, for I was waked

With smale foules a gret hepe,

That had affrayed me out of slepe
Through noyse and swetnesse of hir song;
And, as me mette, they sate among,
Upon my chambre-roof withoute,
Upon the tyles, al a-boute,

And songen, everich in his wise,

The moste solempne servyse

By note, that ever man, I trowe,

Had herd; for som of hem song lowe,
Som hye, and al of oon acorde.

To telle shortly, at oo worde,

Was never y-herd so swete a steven,
But hit had be a thing of heven; --

So mery a soun, so swete entunes,
That certes, for the toune of Tewnes,
I nolde but I had herd hem singe,

For al my chambre gan to ringe
Through singing of hir armonye.

For instrument nor melodye

Was nowher herd yet half so swete,
Nor of acorde half so mete;

For ther was noon of hem that feyned
To singe, for ech of hem him peyned
To finde out mery crafty notes;

They ne spared not hir throtes.

And, sooth to seyn, my chambre was
Ful wel depeynted, and with glas
Were al the windowes wel y-glased,
Ful clere, and nat an hole y-crased,
That to beholde hit was gret Ioye.

For hoolly al the storie of Troye

Was in the glasing y-wroght thus,

Of Ector and of king Priamus,
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Of Achilles and king Lamedon,

Of Medea and of Iason,

Of Paris, Eleyne, and Lavyne.

And alle the walles with colours fyne

Were peynted, bothe text and glose,

Of al the Romaunce of the Rose.

My windowes weren shet echon,

And through the glas the sunne shon

Upon my bed with brighte bemes,

With many glade gilden stremes;

And eek the welken was so fair,

Blew, bright, clere was the air,

And ful atempre, for sothe, hit was;

For nother cold nor hoot hit nas,

Ne in al the welken was a cloude.
And as I lay thus, wonder loude

Me thoughte I herde an hunte blowe

Tassaye his horn, and for to knowe

Whether hit were clere or hors of soune.
I herde goinge, up and doune,

Men, hors, houndes, and other thing;

And al men speken of hunting,

How they wolde slee the hert with strengthe,

And how the hert had, upon lengthe,

So moche embosed,I not now what.

Anon-right, whan I herde that,

How that they wolde on hunting goon,

I was right glad, and up anoon;

I took my hors, and forth I wente

Out of my chambre; I never stente

Til I com to the feld withoute.

Ther overtook I a gret route

Of huntes and eek of foresteres,

With many relayes and lymeres,

And hyed hem to the forest faste,

And I with hem; -- so at the laste

I asked oon, ladde a lymere: --

" Say, felow, who shal hunten here'

Quod I, and he answerde ageyn,

" Sir, themperour Octovien,'

Quod he, "and is heer faste by.'

A goddes halfe, in good tyme,' quod I,
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"Go we faste!' and gan to ryde.
Whan we came to the forest-syde,
Every man dide, right anoon,
As to hunting fil to doon.
The mayster-hunte anoon, fot-hoot,
With a gret horne blew three moot
At the uncoupling of his houndes.
Within a whyl the hert y-founde is,
Y-halowed, and rechased faste
Longe tyme; and so at the laste,
This hert rused and stal away
Fro alle the houndes a prevy way.
The houndes had overshote hem alle,
And were on a defaute y-falle;
Therwith the hunte wonder faste
Blew a forloyn at the laste.

I was go walked fro my tree,
And as I wente, ther cam by me
A whelp, that fauned me as I stood,
That hadde y-folowed, and coude no good.
Hit com and creep to me as lowe,
Right as hit hadde me y-knowe,
Hild doun his heed and Ioyned his eres,
And leyde al smothe doun his heres.
I wolde han caught hit, and anoon
Hit fledde, and was fro me goon;
And I him folwed, and hit forth wente
Doun by a floury grene wente
Ful thikke of gras, ful softe and swete,
With floures fele, faire under fete,
And litel used, hit seemed thus;
For bothe Flora and Zephirus,
They two that make floures growe,
Had mad hir dwelling ther, I trowe;
For hit was, on to beholde,
As thogh the erthe envye wolde
To be gayer than the heven,
To have mo floures, swiche seven
As in the welken sterres be.
Hit had forgete the povertee
That winter, through his colde morwes,
Had mad hit suffren, and his sorwes;
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Al was forgeten, and that was sene.

For al the wode was waxen grene,

Swetnesse of dewe had mad it waxe.
Hit is no need eek for to axe

Wher ther were many grene greves,

Or thikke of trees, so ful of leves;

And every tree stood by him-selve

Fro other wel ten foot or twelve.

So grete trees, so huge of strengthe,

Of fourty or fifty fadme lengthe,

Clene withoute bough or stikke,

With croppes brode, and eek as thikke --

They were nat an inche a-sonder --

That hit was shadwe over-al under;

And many an hert and many an hinde

Was both before me and bihinde.

Of founes, soures, bukkes, does

Was ful the wode, and many roes,

And many squirelles that sete

Ful hye upon the trees, and ete,

And in hir maner made festes.

Shortly, hit was so ful of bestes,

That thogh Argus, the noble countour,

Sete to rekene in his countour,

And rekened with his figures ten --

For by tho figures mowe al ken,

If they be crafty, rekene and noumbre,

And telle of every thing the noumbre --

Yet shulde he fayle to rekene even

The wondres, me mette in my sweven.
But forth they romed wonder faste

Doun the wode; so at the laste

I was war of a man in blak,

That sat and had y-turned his bak

To an oke, an huge tree.

“Lord,' thoghte I, “who may that be?

What ayleth him to sitten here?'

Anoon-right I wente nere;

Than fond I sitte even upright

A wonder wel-faringe knight --

By the maner me thoughte so --

Of good mochel, and yong therto,
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Of the age of four and twenty yeer.
Upon his berde but litel heer,
And he was clothed al in blakke.
I stalked even unto his bakke,
And ther I stood as stille as ought,
That, sooth to saye, he saw me nought,
For-why he heng his heed adoune.
And with a deedly sorwful soune
He made of ryme ten vers or twelve
Of a compleynt to him-selve,
The moste pite, the moste rowthe,
That ever I herde; for, by my trowthe,
Hit was gret wonder that nature
Might suffren any creature
To have swich sorwe, and be not deed.
Ful pitous, pale, and nothing reed,
He sayde a lay, a maner song,
Withoute note, withoute song,
And hit was this; for wel I can
Reherse hit; right thus hit began. --
"I have of sorwe so grete woon,
That Ioye gete I never noon,
Now that I see my lady bright,
Which I have loved with al my might,
Is fro me dedd, and is a-goon.
And thus in sorwe lefte me alone.
“Allas, o deeth! what ayleth thee,
That thou noldest have taken me,
“Whan that thou toke my lady swete?
That was so fayr, so fresh, so free,
So good, that men may wel y-see
" Of al goodnesse she had no mete!" --
Whan he had mad thus his complaynte,
His sorowful herte gan faste faynte,
And his spirites wexen dede;
The blood was fled, for pure drede,
Doun to his herte, to make him warm --
For wel hit feled the herte had harm --
To wite eek why hit was a-drad,
By kinde, and for to make hit glad;
For hit is membre principal
Of the body; and that made al
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His hewe chaunge and wexe grene
And pale, for no blood was sene
In no maner lime of his.

Anoon therwith whan I saw this,
He ferde thus evel ther he sete,
I wente and stood right at his fete,
And grette him, but he spak noght,
But argued with his owne thoght,
And in his witte disputed faste
Why and how his lyf might laste;
Him thoughte his sorwes were so smerte
And lay so colde upon his herte;
So, through his sorwe and hevy thoght,
Made him that he ne herde me noght;
For he had wel nigh lost his minde,
Thogh Pan, that men clepe god of kinde,
Were for his sorwes never so wrooth.

But at the laste, to sayn right sooth,
He was war of me, how I stood
Before him, and dide of myn hood,
And grette him, as I best coude.
Debonairly, and no-thing loude,

He sayde, "I prey thee, be not wrooth,
I herde thee not, to sayn the sooth,
Ne I saw thee not, sir, trewely.'

“A! goode sir, no fors,' quod I,

"I am right sory if I have ought
Destroubled yow out of your thought;
For-yive me if I have mis-take.'

"Yis, thamendes is light to make,’
Quod he, "for ther lyth noon ther-to;
Ther is no-thing missayd nor do,'

Lo! how goodly spak this knight,

As it had been another wight;

He made it nouther tough ne queynte
And I saw that, and gan me aqueynte
With him, and fond him so tretable,
Right wonder skilful and resonable,
As me thoghte, for al his bale.
Anoon-right I gan finde a tale

To him, to loke wher I might ought
Have more knowing of his thought.
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" Sir,' quod I, "this game is doon;

I holde that this hert be goon;

Thise huntes conne him nowher see.'
"I do no fors therof,' quod he,

"My thought is ther-on never a del.’
"By our lord,' quod I, "I trow yow wel,

Right so me thinketh by your chere.

But, sir, oo thing wol ye here?

Me thinketh, in gret sorwe I yow see;

But certes, good sir, yif that ye

Wolde ought discure me your wo,

I wolde, as wis god help me so,

Amende hit, yif I can or may;

Ye mowe preve hit by assay.

For, by my trouthe, to make yow hool,

I wol do al my power hool;

And telleth me of your sorwes smerte,

Paraventure hit may ese your herte,

That semeth ful seke under your syde.'
With that he loked on me asyde,

As who sayth, " Nay, that wol not be.'

“Graunt mercy, goode frend,' quod he,

"I thanke thee that thou woldest so,

But hit may never the rather be do,

No man may my sorwe glade,

That maketh my hewe to falle and fade,

And hath myn understonding lorn,

That me is wo that I was born!

May noght make my sorwes slyde,

Nought the remedies of Ovyde;

Ne Orpheus, god of melodye,

Ne Dedalus, with playes slye;

Ne hele me may phisicien,

Noght Ypocras, ne Galien;

Me is wo that I live houres twelve;

But who so wol assaye him-selve

Whether his herte can have pite

Of any sorwe, lat him see me.

I wrecche, that deeth hath mad al naked

Of alle blisse that ever was maked,

Y-worthe worste of alle wightes,

That hate my dayes and my nightes;
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My lyf, my lustes be me lothe,

For al welfare and I be wrothe.

The pure deeth is so my fo

Thogh I wolde deye, hit wolde not so;

For whan I folwe hit, hit wol flee;

I wolde have hit, hit nil not me.

This is my peyne withoute reed,

Alway deinge and be not deed,

That Sesiphus, that lyth in helle,

May not of more sorwe telle.

And who so wiste al, be my trouthe,

My sorwe, but he hadde routhe

And pite of my sorwes smerte,

That man hath a feendly herte.

For who so seeth me first on morwe

May seyn, he hath y-met with sorwe;

For I am sorwe and sorwe is I.
“Allas! and I wol telle the why;

My song is turned to pleyning,

And al my laughter to weping,

My glade thoghtes to hevinesse,

In travaile is myn ydelnesse

And eek my reste; my wele is wo,

My goode is harm, and ever-mo

In wrathe is turned my pleying,

And my delyt in-to sorwing.

Myn hele is turned into seeknesse,

In drede is al my sikernesse.

To derke is turned al my light,

My wit is foly, my day is night,

My love is hate, my sleep waking,

My mirthe and meles is fasting,

My countenaunce is nycete,

And al abaved wher-so I be,

My pees, in pleding and in werre;

Allas! how mighte I fare werre?
"My boldnesse is turned to shame,

For fals Fortune hath pleyd a game

Atte ches with me, allas! the whyle!

The trayteresse fals and ful of gyle,

That al behoteth and no-thing halt,

She goth upryght and yet she halt,
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That baggeth foule and loketh faire,
The dispitouse debonaire,

That scorneth many a creature!

An ydole of fals portraiture

Is she, for she wil sone wryen;

She is the monstres heed y-wryen,
As filth over y-strawed with floures;
Hir moste worship and hir flour is
To lyen, for that is hir nature;
Withoute feyth, lawe, or mesure.
She is fals; and ever laughinge

With oon eye, and that other wepinge.
That is broght up, she set al doun.

I lykne hir to the scorpioun,

That is a fals, flateringe beste;

For with his hede he maketh feste,
But al amid his flateringe

With his tayle he wol stinge,

And envenyme; and so wol she.
She is thenvyouse charite

That is ay fals, and seemeth wele,
So turneth she hir false whele
Aboute, for it is no-thing stable,
Now by the fyre, now at table;

Ful many oon hath she thus y-blent;
She is pley of enchauntement,

That semeth oon and is not so,

The false theef! what hath she do,
Trowest thou? By our lord, I wol thee seye.
Atte ches with me she gan to pleye;
With hir false draughtes divers

She stal on me, and took my fers.
And whan I saw my fers aweye,
Alas! I couthe no lenger playe,

But seyde, 'Farewel, swete, y-wis,
And farwel al that ever ther is!'
Therwith Fortune seyde, 'Chek here!'
And 'Mate!" in mid pointe of the chekkere
With a poune erraunt, allas!

Ful craftier to pley she was

Than Athalus, that made the game
First of the ches: so was his nhame.
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But God wolde I had ones or twyes

Y-koud and knowe the Ieupardyes

That coude the Grek Pithagores!

I shulde have pleyd the bet at ches,

And kept my fers the bet therby;

And thogh wherto? for trewely,

I hold that wish nat worth a stree!

Hit had be never the bet for me.

For Fortune can so many a wyle,

Ther be but fewe can hir begyle,

And eek she is the las to blame;

My-self I wolde have do the same,

Before god, hadde I been as she;

She oghte the more excused be.

For this I say yet more therto,

Hadde I be god and mighte have do

My wille, whan she my fers caughte,

I wolde have drawe the same draughte.

For, also wis god yive me reste,

I dar wel swere she took the beste!
" But through that draughte I have lorn

My blisse; allas! that I was born!

For evermore, I trowe trewly,

For al my wil, my lust hoolly

Is turned; but yet what to done?

Be oure lord, hit is to deye sone;

For no-thing I ne leve it noght,

But live and deye right in this thoght.

There nis planete in firmament,

Ne in air, ne in erthe, noon element,

That they ne yive me a yift echoon

Of weping, whan I am aloon.

For whan that I avyse me wel,

And bethenke me every-del,

How that ther lyth in rekening,

In my sorwe for no-thing;

And how ther leveth no gladnesse

May gladde me of my distresse,

And how I have lost suffisance,

And therto I have no plesance,

Than may I say, I have right noght.

And whan al this falleth in my thoght,
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Allas! than am I overcome!
For that is doon is not to come!
I have more sorowe than Tantale.'
And whan I herde him telle this tale
Thus pitously, as I yow telle,
Unnethe mighte I lenger dwelle,
Hit dide myn hert so moche wo.
“A! good sir!' quod I, “say not so!
Have som pite on your nature
That formed yow to creature,
Remembre yow of Socrates;
For he ne counted nat three strees
Of noght that Fortune coude do."
"No,' quod he, "I can not so.'
"Why so? good sir! parde!' quod I;
“Ne say noght so, for trewely,
Thogh ye had lost the ferses twelve,
And ye for sorwe mordred your-selve,
Ye sholde be dampned in this cas
By as good right as Medea was,
That slow hir children for Iason;
And Phyllis als for Demophon
Heng hir-self, so weylaway!
For he had broke his terme-day
To come to hir. Another rage
Had Dydo, quene eek of Cartage,
That slow hir-self for Eneas
Was fals; a whiche a fool she was!
And Ecquo dyed for Narcisus.
Nolde nat love hir; and right thus
Hath many another foly don.
And for Dalida died Sampson,
That slow him-self with a pilere.
But ther is noon a-lyve here
Wolde for a fers make this wo!’
"Why so?' quod he; " hit is nat so,
Thou woste ful litel what thou menest;
I have lost more than thow wenest.'
" Lo, sir, how may that be?' quod I;
“Good sir, tel me al hoolly
In what wyse, how, why, and wherfore
That ye have thus your blisse lore,'
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" Blythly,' quod he, "com sit adoun,
I telle thee up condicioun
That thou hoolly, with al thy wit,

Do thyn entent to herkene hit.'

“Yis, sir.' *Swere thy trouthe ther-to.'
“Gladly." " Do than holde her-to!

"I shal right blythly, so god me save,
Hoolly, with al the witte I have,

Here yow, as wel as I can,’

" A goddes half!" quod he, and began: --
" Sir,' quod he, sith first I couthe
Have any maner wit fro youthe,

Or kyndely understonding

To comprehende, in any thing,
What love was, in myn owne wit,
Dredeles, I have ever yit

Be tributary, and yiven rente

To love hoolly with goode entente,
And through plesaunce become his thral,
With good wil, body, herte, and al.
Al this I putte in his servage,

As to my lorde, and dide homage;
And ful devoutly prayde him to,
He shulde besette myn herte so,
That it plesaunce to him were,
And worship to my lady dere.

“And this was longe, and many a yeer
Or that myn herte was set o-wher,
That I did thus, and niste why;

I trowe hit cam me kindely.

Paraunter I was therto most able

As a whyt wal or a table;

For hit is redy to cacche and take

Al that men wil therin make,

Wher-so so men wol portreye or peynte,
Be the werkes never so queynte.

“And thilke tyme I ferde so
I was able to have lerned tho,

And to have coud as wel or better,
Paraunter, other art or letter.

But for love cam first in my thought,
Therfore I forgat hit nought.
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I chees love to my firste craft,
Therfor hit is with me y-laft.
Forwhy I took hit of so yong age,
That malice hadde my corage
Nat that tyme turned to no-thing
Through to mochel knowleching.
For that tyme youthe, my maistresse,
Governed me in ydelnesse;
For hit was in my firste youthe,
And tho ful litel good I couthe,
For al my werkes were flittinge,
And al my thoghtes varyinge;
Al were to me y-liche good,
That I knew tho; but thus hit stood.
" Hit happed that I cam on a day
Into a place, ther I say,
Trewly, the fayrest companye
Of ladies that ever man with ye
Had seen togedres in oo place.
Shal I clepe hit hap other grace
That broght me ther? nay, but Fortune,
That is to lyen ful comune,
The false trayteresse, pervers,
God wolde I coude clepe hir wers!
For now she worcheth me ful wo,
And I wol telle sone why so.
“Among thise ladies thus echoon,
Soth to seyn, I saw ther oon
That was lyk noon of al the route;
For I dar swere, withoute doute,
That as the someres sonne bright
Is fairer, clere, and hath more light
Than any planete, is in heven,
The mone, or the sterres seven,
For al the worlde so had she
Surmounted hem alle of beaute,
Of maner and of comlinesse,
Of stature and wel set gladnesse,
Of goodlihede so wel beseye --
Shortly, what shal I more seye?
By god, and by his halwes twelve,
It was my swete, right al hir-selve!
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She had so stedfast countenaunce,
So noble port and meyntenaunce.
And Love, that had herd my bone,
Had espyed me thus sone,

That she ful sone, in my thoght,

As helpe me god, so was y-caught
So sodenly, that I ne took

No maner reed but at hir look

And at myn herte; for-why hir eyen
So gladly, I trow, myn herte seyen,
That purely tho myn owne thoght
Seyde hit were bet serve hir for noght
Than with another to be wel.

And hit was sooth, for, everydel,

I wil anoon-right telle thee why.

I saw hir daunce so comlily,
Carole and singe so swetely,
Laughe and pleye so womanly,

And loke so debonairly,

So goodly speke and so frendly,
That certes, I trow, that evermore
Nas seyn so blisful a tresore.

For every heer upon hir hede,

Soth to seyn, hit was not rede,

Ne nouther yelw, ne broun hit nas;
Me thoghte, most lyk gold hit was.
And whiche eyen my lady hadde!
Debonair, goode, glade, and sadde,
Simple, of good mochel, noght to wyde;
Therto hir look nas not a-syde,

Ne overthwert, but beset so wel,
Hit drew and took up, everydel,
Alle that on hir gan beholde.

Hir eyen semed anoon she wolde
Have mercy; fooles wenden so;

But hit was never the rather do.

Hit nas no countrefeted thing,

It was hir owne pure loking,

That the goddesse, dame Nature,
Had made hem opene by mesure,
And close; for, were she never so glad,
Hir loking was not foly sprad,
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Ne wildely, thogh that she pleyde;

But ever, me thoght, hir eyen seyde,

'By god, my wrathe is al for-yive!'
"Therwith hir liste so wel to live,

That dulnesse was of hir a-drad.

She nas to sobre ne to glad;

In alle thinges more mesure

Had never, I trowe, creature.

But many oon with hir loke she herte,

And that sat hir ful lyte at herte,

For she knew no-thing of her thoght;

But whether she knew, or knew hit noght,

Algate she ne roghte of hem a stree!

To gete hir love no ner was he

That woned at home, than he in Inde;

The formest was alway behinde.

But goode folk, over al other,

She loved as man may do his brother;

Of whiche love she was wonder large,

In skilful places that bere charge.
“Which a visage had she ther-to!

Allas! myn herte is wonder wo

That I ne can discryven hit!

Me lakketh bothe English and wit

For to undo hit at the fulle;

And eek my spirits be so dulle

So greet a thing for to devyse.

I have no wit that can suffyse

To comprehenden hir beaute;

But thus moche dar I seyn, that she

Was rody, fresh, and lyvely hewed;

And every day hir beaute newed.

And negh hir face was alder-best;

For certes, Nature had swich lest

To make that fair, that trewly she

Was hir cheef patron of beautee,

And cheef ensample of al hir werke,

And moustre; for, be hit never so derke,

Me thinketh I see hir ever-mo.

And yet more-over, thogh alle tho

That ever lived were not a-lyve,

They ne sholde have founde to discryve
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In al hir face a wikked signe;
For hit was sad, simple, and benigne.

“And which a goodly, softe speche
Had that swete, my lyves leche!

So frendly, and so wel y-grounded,

Up al resoun so wel y-founded,

And so tretable to alle gode,

That I dar swere by the rode,

Of eloguence was never founde

So swete a sowninge facounde,

Ne trewer tonged, ne scorned lasse,

Ne bet coude hele; that, by the masse,

I durste swere, thogh the pope hit songe,
That ther was never yet through hir tonge
Man ne woman gretly harmed;

As for hir, ther was al harm hid;

Ne lasse flatering in hir worde,

That purely, hir simple recorde

Was founde as trewe as any bonde,

Or trouthe of any mannes honde.

Ne chyde she coude never a del,

That knoweth al the world ful wel.

" But swich a fairnesse of a nekke
Had that swete that boon nor brekke
Nas ther non sene, that mis-sat.

Hit was whyt, smothe, streght, and flat,
Withouten hole; and canel-boon,

As by seming, had she noon.

Hir throte, as I have now memoire,
Semed a round tour of yvoire,

Of good gretnesse, and noght to grete.

“And gode faire Whyte she hete,
That was my lady name right.

She was bothe fair and bright,

She hadde not hir name wrong.

Right faire shuldres, and body long
She hadde, and armes; every lith
Fattish, flesshy, not greet therwith;
Right whyte handes, and nayles rede,
Rounde brestes; and of good brede
Hyr hippes were, a streight flat bake.
I knew on hir non other lak
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That al hir immes nere sewing,
In as fer as I had knowing.

"Therto she coude so wel pleye,
Whan that hir liste, that I dar seye,
That she was lyk to torche bright,
That every man may take of light
Ynogh, and hit hath never the lesse.

*Of maner and of comlinesse
Right so ferde my lady dere;

For every wight of hir manere

Might cacche ynogh, if that he wolde,
If he had eyen hir to beholde.

For I dar sweren, if that she

Had among ten thousand be,

She wolde have be, at the leste,

A cheef mirour of al the feste,

Thogh they had stonden in a rowe,
To mennes eyen coude have knowe.
For wher-so men had pleyd or waked,
Me thoghte the felawship as naked
Withouten hir, that saw I ones,

As a coroune withoute stones.
Trewly she was, to myn ye,

The soleyn fenix of Arabye,

For ther liveth never but oon;

Ne swich as she ne know I noon.

"To speke of goodnesse; trewly she
Had as moche debonairte
As ever had Hester in the bible
And more, if more were possible.
And, soth to seyne, therwith-al
She had a wit so general,

So hool enclyned to alle gode,

That al hir wit was set, by the rode,
Withoute malice, upon gladnesse;
Therto I saw never yet a lesse
Harmul, than she was in doing.

I sey nat that she ne had knowing
What harm was; or elles she

Had coud no good, so thinketh me.

“And trewly, for to speke of trouthe,
But she had had, hit had be routhe.
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Therof she had so moche hir del --
And I dar seyn and swere hit wel --
That Trouthe him-self, over al and al,
Had chose his maner principal
In hir, that was his resting-place.
Ther-to she hadde the moste grace,
To have stedfast perseveraunce,
And esy, atempre governaunce,
That ever I knew or wiste yit;
So pure suffraunt was hir wit.
And reson gladly she understood,
Hit folowed wel she coude good.
She used gladly to do wel;
These were hir maners every-del.
"Therwith she loved so wel right,
She wrong do wolde to no wight;
No wight might do hir no shame,
She loved so wel hir owne name.
Hir luste to holde no wight in honde;
Ne, be thou siker, she nolde fonde
To holde no wight in balaunce,
By half word ne by countenaunce,
But-if men wolde upon hir lye;
Ne sende men in-to Walakye,
To Pruyse, and in-to Tartarye,
To Alisaundre, ne in-to Turkye,
And bidde him faste, anoon that he
Go hoodles to the drye see,
And come hoom by the Carrenare;
And seye, 'Sir, be now right ware
That I may of yow here seyn
Worship, or that ye come ageyn!"
She ne used no suche knakkes smale.
"But wherfor that I telle my tale?
Right on this same, as I have seyd,
Was hoolly al my love leyd;
For certes, she was, that swete wyf,
My suffisaunce, my lust, my Iyf,
Myn hap, myn hele, and al my blisse,
My worldes welfare, and my lisse,
And I hires hoolly, everydel.'
"By our lord,' quod I, "I trowe yow wel!
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Hardely, your love was wel beset,
I not how ye mighte have do bet.'
" Bet? ne no wight so wel!' quod he.
"I trowe hit, sir,' quod I, " parde!’
“Nay, leve hit wel!" " Sir, so do I;
I leve yow wel, that trewely
Yow thoghte, that she was the beste,
And to beholde the alderfaireste,
Who so had loked hir with your eyen.'
“With myn? Nay, alle that hir seyen
Seyde and sworen hit was so.
And thogh they ne hadde, I wolde tho
Have loved best my lady fre,
Thogh I had had al the beautee
That ever had Alcipyades,
And al the strengthe of Ercules,
And therto had the worthinesse
Of Alisaundre, and al the richesse
That ever was in Babiloyne,
In Cartage, or in Macedoyne,
Or in Rome, or in Ninive;
And therto al-so hardy be
As was Ector, so have I Ioye,
That Achilles slow at Troye --
And therfor was he slayn also
In a temple, for bothe two
Were slayn, he and Antilegius,
And so seyth Dares Frigius,
For love of hir Polixena --
Or ben as wys as Minerva,
I wolde ever, withoute drede,
Have loved hir, for I moste nede!
'Nede!' nay, I gabbe now,
Noght 'nede', and I wol telle how,
For of good wille myn herte hit wolde,
And eek to love hir I was holde
As for the fairest and the beste.
“She was as good, so have I reste,
As ever was Penelope of Grece,
Or as the noble wyf Lucrece,
That was the beste -- he telleth thus,
The Romayn Tytus Livius --
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She was as good, and no-thing lyke,
Thogh hir stories be autentyke;
Algate she was as trewe as she.
" But wherfor that I telle thee
Whan I first my lady say?
I was right yong, the sooth to sey,
And ful gret need I hadde to lerne;
Whan my herte wolde yerne
To love, it was a greet empryse.
But as my wit coude best suffyse,
After my yonge childly wit,
Withoute drede, I besette hit
To love hir in my beste wise,
To do hir worship and servyse
That I tho coude, be my trouthe,
Withoute feyning outher slouthe;
For wonder fayn I wolde hir see.
So mochel hit amended me,
That, whan I saw hir first a-morwe,
I was warished of al my sorwe
Of al day after, til hit were eve;
Me thoghte no-thing mighte me greve,
Were my sorwes never so smerte.
And yit she sit so in myn herte,
That, by my trouthe, I nolde noghte,
For al this worlde, out of my thoght
Leve my lady; no, trewly!'
“Now, by my trouthe, sir,' quod I,
" Me thinketh ye have such a chaunce
As shrift withoute repentaunce.’
"Repentaunce! nay, fy,' quod he;
“Shulde I now repente me
To love? nay, certes, than were I wel
Wers than was Achitofel,
Or Anthenor, so have I Ioye,
The traytour that betraysed Troye,
Or the false Genelon,
He that purchased the treson
Of Rowland and of Olivere.
Nay, why! I am a-lyve here
I nil foryete hir never-mo.'
“Now, goode sir,' quod I right tho,
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“Ye han wel told me her-before.
It is no need reherse hit more
How ye sawe hir first, and where;
But wolde ye telle me the manere,
To hir which was your firste speche --
Therof I wolde yow be-seche --
And how she knewe first your thoght,
Whether ye loved hir or noght,
And telleth me eek what ye have lore;
I herde yow telle her-before.'
“Ye,' seyde he, thow nost what thou menest;
I have lost more than thou wenest.'
"What los is that, sir?' quod I tho;
" Nil she not love yow? Is hit so?
Or have ye oght y-doon amis,
That she hath left yow? is hit this?
For goddes love, telle me al.’
" Before god,' quod he, “and I shal.
I saye right as I have seyd,
On hir was al my love leyd;
And yet she niste hit never a del
Noght longe tyme, leve hit wel.
For be right siker, I durste noght
For al this worlde telle hir my thoght,
Ne I wolde have wratthed hir, trewely.
For wostow why? she was lady
Of the body; she had the herte,
And who hath that, may not asterte.
" But, for to kepe me fro ydelnesse,
Trewly I did my besinesse
To make songes, as I best coude,
And ofte tyme I song hem loude;
And made songes a gret del,
Al-thogh I coude not make so wel
Songes, ne knowe the art al,
As coude Lamekes sone Tubal,
That fond out first the art of songe;
For, as his brothers hamers ronge
Upon his anvelt up and doun,
Therof he took the firste soun;
But Grekes seyn, Pictagoras,
That he the firste finder was
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Of the art; Aurora telleth so,

But therof no fors, of hem two.
Algates songes thus I made

Of my feling, myn herte to glade;
And lo! this was the alther-firste,

I not wher that hit were the werst. --

'Lord, hit maketh myn herte light,
Whan I thenke on that swete wight

That is so semely on to see;

And wisshe to god hit might so be,
That she wolde holde me for hir knight,
My lady, that is so fair and bright!" --

“Now have I told thee, sooth to saye,
My firste song. Upon a daye
I bethoghte me what wo
And sorwe that I suffred tho
For hir, and yet she wiste hit noght,
Ne telle hir durste I nat my thoght.
“Allas!" thoghte I, "I can no reed;
And, but I telle hir, I nam but deed;
And if I telle hir, to seye sooth,

I am a-dred she wol be wrooth;
Allas! what shal I thanne do?"

" In this debat I was so wo,

Me thoghte myn herte braste a-tweyn!
So atte laste, soth to sayn,

I me bethoghte that nature

Ne formed never in creature

So moche beaute, trewely,

And bounte, withouten mercy.

“In hope of that, my tale I tolde,
With sorwe, as that I never sholde;
For nedes, and, maugree my heed,

I moste have told hir or be deed.

I not wel how that I began,

Ful evel rehersen hit I can;

And eek, as helpe me god with-al,

I trowe hit was in the dismal,

That was the ten woundes of Egipte;
For many a word I over-skipte

In my tale, for pure fere

Lest my wordes mis-set were.
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With sorweful herte, and woundes dede,

Softe and quaking for pure drede

And shame, and stinting in my tale

For ferde, and myn hewe al pale,

Ful ofte I wex bothe pale and reed;

Bowing to hir, I heng the heed;

I durste nat ones loke hir on,

For wit, manere, and al was gon.

I seyde 'mercy!' and no more;

Hit nas no game, hit sat me sore.
*So atte laste, sooth to seyn,

Whan that myn herte was come ageyn,

To telle shortly al my speche,

With hool herte I gan hir beseche

That she wolde be my lady swete;

And swor, and gan hir hertely hete

Ever to be stedfast and trewe,

And love hir alwey freshly newe,

And never other lady have,

And al hir worship for to save

As I best coude; I swor hir this --

'For youres is al that ever ther is

For evermore, myn herte swete!

And never false yow, but I mete,

I nil, as wis god helpe me so!"
“And whan I had my tale y-do,
God wot, she acounted nat a stree

Of al my tale, so thoghte me.
To telle shortly as hit is,

Trewly hir answere, hit was this;
I can not now wel counterfete
Hir wordes, but this was the grete
Of hir answere: she sayde, 'nay'
Al-outerly. Allas! that day

The sorwe I suffred, and the wo!
That trewly Cassandra, that so
Bewayled the destruccioun.

Of Troye and of Ilioun,

Had never swich sorwe as I tho.
I durste no more say therto

For pure fere, but stal away;
And thus I lived ful many a day;
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That trewely, I hadde no need
Ferther than my beddes heed
Never a day to seche sorwe;
I fond hit redy every morwe,
For-why I loved hir in no gere.
" So hit befel, another yere,
I thoughte ones I wolde fonde
To do hir knowe and understonde
My wo; and she wel understood
That I ne wilned thing but good,
And worship, and to kepe hir name
Over al thing, and drede hir shame,
And was so besy hir to serve; --
And pite were I shulde sterve,
Sith that I wilned noon harm, y-wis.
So whan my lady knew al this,
My lady yaf me al hoolly
The noble yift of hir mercy,
Saving hir worship, by al weyes;
Dredles, I mene noon other weyes.
And therwith she yaf me a ring;
I trowe hit was the firste thing;
But if myn herte was y-waxe
Glad, that is no need to axe!
As helpe me god, I was as blyve,
Reysed, as fro dethe to lyve,
Of alle happes the alder-beste,
The gladdest and the moste at reste.
For trewely, that swete wight,
Whan I had wrong and she the right,
She wolde alwey so goodely
For-yeve me so debonairly.
In alle my youthe, in alle chaunce,
She took me in hir governaunce.
"Therwith she was alway so trewe,
Our Ioye was ever y-liche newe;
Our hertes wern so even a payre,
That never nas that oon contrayre
To that other, for no wo.
For sothe, y-liche they suffred tho
Oo blisse and eek oo sorwe bothe;
Y-liche they were bothe gladde and wrothe;
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Al was us oon, withoute were.
And thus we lived ful many a yere
So wel, I can nat telle how.'

*Sir,' quod I, “where is she now?'
“Now!" quod he, and stinte anoon.

Therwith he wex as deed as stoon,
And seyde, "allas! that I was bore,
That was the los, that her-before
I tolde thee, that I had lorn.

Bethenk how I seyde her-beforn,
'Thou wost ful litel what thou menest;
I have lost more than thou wenest' --
God wot, allas! right that was she!"

" Allas! sir, how? what may that be?'
“She is deed!" "Nay!' "Yis, by my trouthe!"
“Is that your los? By god, hit is routhe!"

And with that worde, right anoon,
They gan to strake forth; al was doon,
For that tyme, the hert-hunting.

With that, me thoghte, that this king
Gan quikly hoomward for to ryde
Unto a place ther besyde,

Which was from us but a lyte,
A long castel with walles whyte,
Be seynt Iohan! on a riche hil,
As me mette; but thus it fil.

Right thus me mette, as I yow telle,
That in the castel was a belle,

As hit had smiten houres twelve. --

Therwith I awook my-selve,
And fond me lying in my bed;
And the book that I had red,
Of Alcyone and Seys the king,
And of the goddes of sleping,
I fond it in myn honde ful even.
Thoghte I, "this is so queynt a sweven,
That I wol, be processe of tyme,
Fonde to putte this sweven in ryme
As I can best'; and that anoon. --
This was my sweven; now hit is doon.
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Explicit the Boke of the Duchesse.

Geoffrey Chaucer
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Canterbury Tales, The Knight's Tale, Book I [Excerpt]

In days of old there lived, of mighty fame,

A valiant Prince, and Theseus was his name;

A chief, who more in feats of arms excelled,

The rising nor the setting sun beheld.

Of Athens he was lord; much land he won,

And added foreign countries to his crown.

In Scythia with the warrior Queen he strove,
Whom first by force he conquered, then by love;
He brought in triumph back the beauteous dame,
With whom her sister, fair Emilia, came.

With honour to his home let Theseus ride,

With Love to friend, and Fortune for his guide,
And his victorious army at his side.

I pass their warlike pomp, their proud array,
Their shouts, their songs, their welcome on the way;
But, were it not too long, I would recite

The feats of Amazons, the fatal fight

Betwixt the hardy Queen and hero Knight;

The town besieged, and how much blood it cost
The female army, and the Athenian host;

The spousals of Hippolyta the Queen;

What tilts and turneys at the feast were seen;
The storm at their return, the ladies' fear:

But these and other things I must forbear.

The field is spacious I design to sow

With oxen far unfit to draw the plough:

The remnant of my tale is of a length

To tire your patience, and to waste my strength;
And trivial accidents shall be forborn,

That others may have time to take their turn,
As was at first enjoined us by mine host,
That he, whose tale is best and pleases most,
Should win his supper at our common cost.
And therefore where I left, I will pursue

This ancient story, whether false or true,

In hope it may be mended with a new.

The Prince I mentioned, full of high renown,
In this array drew near the Athenian town;
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When, in his pomp and utmost of his pride
Marching, he chanced to cast his eye aside,

And saw a quire of mourning dames, who lay

By two and two across the common way:

At his approach they raised a rueful cry,

And beat their breasts, and held their hands on high,
Creeping and crying, till they seized at last

His courser's bridle and his feet embraced.
&quot;Tell me,' said Theseus, &quot;what and whence you are,
&quot;And why this funeral pageant you prepare?
Is this the welcome of my worthy deeds,

To meet my triumph in ill-omened weeds?

Or envy you my praise, and would destroy

With grief my pleasures, and pollute my joy?

Or are you injured, and demand relief?

Name your request, and I will ease your grief.&quot;
The most in years of all the mourning train

Began; but swounded first away for pain;

Then scarce recovered spoke: &quot;Nor envy we
&quot;Thy great renown, nor grudge thy victory;
‘Tis thine, O King, the afflicted to redress,

And fame has filled the world with thy success:

We wretched women sue for that alone,

Which of thy goodness is refused to none;

Let fall some drops of pity on our grief,

If what we beg be just, and we deserve relief;

For none of us, who now thy grace implore,

But held the rank of sovereign queen before;

Till, thanks to giddy Chance, which never bears
That mortal bliss should last for length of years,
She cast us headlong from our high estate,

And here in hope of thy return we wait,

And long have waited in the temple nigh,

Built to the gracious goddess Clemency.

But reverence thou the power whose name it bears,
Relieve the oppressed, and wipe the widows' tears.
I, wretched I, have other fortune seen,

The wife of Capaneus, and once a Queen;

At Thebes he fell; cursed be the fatal day!

And all the rest thou seest in this array

To make their moan their lords in battle lost,
Before that town besieged by our confederate host.
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But Creon, old and impious, who commands

The Theban city, and usurps the lands,

Denies the rites of funeral fires to those

Whose breathless bodies yet he calls his foes.
Unburned, unburied, on a heap they lie;

Such is their fate, and such his tyranny;

No friend has leave to bear away the dead,

But with their lifeless limbs his hounds are fed.&quot;
At this she shrieked aloud; the mournful train
Echoed her grief, and grovelling on the plain,

With groans, and hands upheld, to move his mind,
Besought his pity to their helpless kind.

The Prince was touched, his tears began to flow,
And, as his tender heart would break in two,

He sighed; and could not but their fate deplore,

So wretched now, so fortunate before.

Then lightly from his lofty steed he flew,

And raising one by one the suppliant crew,

To comfort each, full solemnly he swore,

That by the faith which knights to knighthood bore,
And whate'er else to chivalry belongs,

He would not cease, till he revenged their wrongs;
That Greece should see performed what he declared,
And cruel Creon find his just reward.

He said no more, but shunning all delay

Rode on, nor entered Athens on his way;

But left his sister and his queen behind,

And waved his royal banner in the wind,

Where in an argent field the God of War

Was drawn triumphant on his iron car.

Red was his sword, and shield, and whole attire,
And all the godhead seemed to glow with fire;
Even the ground glittered where the standard flew,
And the green grass was dyed to sanguine hue.
High on his pointed lance his pennon bore

His Cretan fight, the conquered Minotaur:

The soldiers shout around with generous rage,

And in that victory their own presage.

He praised their ardour, inly pleased to see

His host, the flower of Grecian chivalry.

All day he marched, and all the ensuing night,
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And saw the city with returning light.

The process of the war I need not tell,

How Theseus conquered, and how Creon fell;
Or after, how by storm the walls were won,

Or how the victor sacked and burned the town;
How to the ladies he restored again

The bodies of their lords in battle slain;

And with what ancient rites they were interred;
All these to fitter time shall be deferred:

I spare the widows' tears, their woful cries,
And howling at their husbands' obsequies;

How Theseus at these funerals did assist,

And with what gifts the mourning dames dismissed.

Thus when the victor chief had Creon slain,

And conquered Thebes, he pitched upon the plain
His mighty camp, and when the day returned,
The country wasted and the hamlets burned,

And left the pillagers, to rapine bred,

Without control to strip and spoil the dead.

There, in a heap of slain, among the rest

Two youthful knights they found beneath a load oppressed
Of slaughtered foes, whom first to death they sent,
The trophies of their strength, a bloody monument.
Both fair, and both of royal blood they seemed,

Whom kinsmen to the crown the heralds deemed;
That day in equal arms they fought for fame;

Their swords, their shields, their surcoats were the same:
Close by each other laid they pressed the ground,
Their manly bosoms pierced with many a grisly wound;
Nor well alive nor wholly dead they were,

But some faint signs of feeble life appear;

The wandering breath was on the wing to part,

Weak was the pulse, and hardly heaved the heart.
These two were sisters' sons; and Arcite one,

Much famed in fields, with valiant Palamon.

From these their costly arms the spoilers rent,

And softly both conveyed to Theseus' tent:

Whom, known of Creon's line and cured with care,

He to his city sent as prisoners of the war;

Hopeless of ransom, and condemned to lie
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In durance, doomed a lingering death to die.

Geoffrey Chaucer
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Chaucer's Prophecy

When priestes failen in their saws,
And lordes turne Godde's laws
Against the right;

And lechery is holden as privy solace,
And robbery as free purchase,
Beware then of ill!

Then shall the Land of Albion

Turne to confusion,

As sometime it befell.

Ora pro Anglia Sancta Maria, quod Thomas Cantuaria.

Sweet Jesus, heaven's King,

Fair and best of all thing,

You bring us out of this mourning,
To come to thee at our ending!

Geoffrey Chaucer
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Chaucer's Tale Of Meliboeus

'No more of this, for Godde's dignity!"
Quoth oure Hoste; 'for thou makest me

So weary of thy very lewedness,* *stupidity, ignorance &lt;1&gt;
That, all so wisly* God my soule bless, *surely

Mine eares ache for thy drafty* speech. *worthless &lt; 2&gt;
Now such a rhyme the devil I beteche:* *commend to

This may well be rhyme doggerel,' quoth he.

'Why so?' quoth I; 'why wilt thou lette* me *prevent

More of my tale than any other man,

Since that it is the best rhyme that I can?'* *know

'By God!" quoth he, 'for, plainly at one word,
Thy drafty rhyming is not worth a tord:

Thou dost naught elles but dispendest* time. *wastest
Sir, at one word, thou shalt no longer rhyme.
Let see whether thou canst tellen aught *in gest,* *by way of

Or tell in prose somewhat, at the least, narrative*
In which there be some mirth or some doctrine.'

'Gladly,' quoth I, 'by Godde's sweete pine,* *suffering

I will you tell a little thing in prose,

That oughte like* you, as I suppose, *please

Or else certes ye be too dangerous.* *fastidious

It is a moral tale virtuous,

*All be it* told sometimes in sundry wise *although it be*

By sundry folk, as I shall you devise.
As thus, ye wot that ev'ry Evangelist,

That telleth us the pain* of Jesus Christ, *passion
He saith not all thing as his fellow doth;

But natheless their sentence is all soth,* *true
And all accorden as in their sentence,* *meaning

All be there in their telling difference;

For some of them say more, and some say less,
When they his piteous passion express;

I mean of Mark and Matthew, Luke and John;
But doubteless their sentence is all one.
Therefore, lordinges all, I you beseech,

If that ye think I vary in my speech,

As thus, though that I telle somedeal more

Of proverbes, than ye have heard before
Comprehended in this little treatise here,
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*T'enforce with* the effect of my mattere, *with which to
And though I not the same wordes say enforce*

As ye have heard, yet to you all I pray

Blame me not; for as in my sentence

Shall ye nowhere finde no difference

From the sentence of thilke* treatise lite,** *this **|ittle
After the which this merry tale I write.

And therefore hearken to what I shall say,

And let me tellen all my tale, I pray.'

A young man called Meliboeus, mighty and rich, begat upon his
wife, that called was Prudence, a daughter which that called was
Sophia. Upon a day befell, that he for his disport went into the
fields him to play. His wife and eke his daughter hath he left
within his house, of which the doors were fast shut. Three of his
old foes have it espied, and set ladders to the walls of his house,
and by the windows be entered, and beaten his wife, and
wounded his daughter with five mortal wounds, in five sundry
places; that is to say, in her feet, in her hands, in her ears, in her
nose, and in her mouth; and left her for dead, and went away.
When Meliboeus returned was into his house, and saw all this
mischief, he, like a man mad, rending his clothes, gan weep and
cry. Prudence his wife, as farforth as she durst, besought him of
his weeping for to stint: but not forthy [notwithstanding] he gan
to weep and cry ever longer the more.

This noble wife Prudence remembered her upon the sentence of
Ovid, in his book that called is the 'Remedy of Love,"' &lt;2&gt;
where he saith: He is a fool that disturbeth the mother to weep
in the death of her child, till she have wept her fill, as for a
certain time; and then shall a man do his diligence with amiable
words her to recomfort and pray her of her weeping for to stint
[cease]. For which reason this noble wife Prudence suffered her
husband for to weep and cry, as for a certain space; and when
she saw her time, she said to him in this wise: 'Alas! my lord,’
quoth she, 'why make ye yourself for to be like a fool? For
sooth it appertaineth not to a wise man to make such a sorrow.
Your daughter, with the grace of God, shall warish [be cured]
and escape. And all [although] were it so that she right now
were dead, ye ought not for her death yourself to destroy.
Seneca saith, 'The wise man shall not take too great discomfort
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for the death of his children, but certes he should suffer it in
patience, as well as he abideth the death of his own proper
person."

Meliboeus answered anon and said: 'What man,' quoth he,
'should of his weeping stint, that hath so great a cause to weep?
Jesus Christ, our Lord, himself wept for the death of Lazarus

his friend.' Prudence answered, 'Certes, well I wot,

attempered [moderate] weeping is nothing defended [forbidden]
to him that sorrowful is, among folk in sorrow but it is rather
granted him to weep. The Apostle Paul unto the Romans
writeth, 'Man shall rejoice with them that make joy, and weep
with such folk as weep.' But though temperate weeping be
granted, outrageous weeping certes is defended. Measure of
weeping should be conserved, after the lore [doctrine] that
teacheth us Seneca. 'When that thy friend is dead,' quoth he, 'let
not thine eyes too moist be of tears, nor too much dry: although
the tears come to thine eyes, let them not fall. And when thou
hast forgone [lost] thy friend, do diligence to get again another
friend: and this is more wisdom than to weep for thy friend
which that thou hast lorn [lost] for therein is no boot
[advantage]. And therefore if ye govern you by sapience, put
away sorrow out of your heart. Remember you that Jesus

Sirach saith, 'A man that is joyous and glad in heart, it him
conserveth flourishing in his age: but soothly a sorrowful heart
maketh his bones dry.' He said eke thus, 'that sorrow in heart
slayth full many a man.' Solomon saith 'that right as moths in
the sheep's fleece annoy [do injury] to the clothes, and the small
worms to the tree, right so annoyeth sorrow to the heart of
man.' Wherefore us ought as well in the death of our children,
as in the loss of our goods temporal, have patience. Remember
you upon the patient Job, when he had lost his children and his
temporal substance, and in his body endured and received full
many a grievous tribulation, yet said he thus: 'Our Lord hath
given it to me, our Lord hath bereft it me; right as our Lord
would, right so be it done; blessed be the name of our Lord."

To these foresaid things answered Meliboeus unto his wife
Prudence: 'All thy words,' quoth he, 'be true, and thereto
[also] profitable, but truly mine heart is troubled with this
sorrow so grievously, that I know not what to do.' 'Let call,’
quoth Prudence, 'thy true friends all, and thy lineage, which be
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wise, and tell to them your case, and hearken what they say in
counselling, and govern you after their sentence [opinion].
Solomon saith, 'Work all things by counsel, and thou shall never
repent." Then, by counsel of his wife Prudence, this Meliboeus
let call [sent for] a great congregation of folk, as surgeons,
physicians, old folk and young, and some of his old enemies
reconciled (as by their semblance) to his love and to his grace;
and therewithal there come some of his neighbours, that did him
reverence more for dread than for love, as happeneth oft. There
come also full many subtle flatterers, and wise advocates
learned in the law. And when these folk together assembled
were, this Meliboeus in sorrowful wise showed them his case,
and by the manner of his speech it seemed that in heart he bare
a cruel ire, ready to do vengeance upon his foes, and suddenly
desired that the war should begin, but nevertheless yet asked he
their counsel in this matter. A surgeon, by licence and assent of
such as were wise, up rose, and to Meliboeus said as ye may
hear. 'Sir,' quoth he, 'as to us surgeons appertaineth, that we
do to every wight the best that we can, where as we be
withholden, [employed] and to our patient that we do no
damage; wherefore it happeneth many a time and oft, that when
two men have wounded each other, one same surgeon healeth
them both; wherefore unto our art it is not pertinent to nurse
war, nor parties to support [take sides]. But certes, as to the
warishing [healing] of your daughter, albeit so that perilously
she be wounded, we shall do so attentive business from day to
night, that, with the grace of God, she shall be whole and

sound, as soon as is possible.' AlImost right in the same wise the
physicians answered, save that they said a few words more: that
right as maladies be cured by their contraries, right so shall man
warish war (by peace). His neighbours full of envy, his feigned
friends that seemed reconciled, and his flatterers, made
semblance of weeping, and impaired and agregged [aggravated]
much of this matter, in praising greatly Meliboeus of might, of
power, of riches, and of friends, despising the power of his
adversaries: and said utterly, that he anon should wreak him on
his foes, and begin war.

Up rose then an advocate that was wise, by leave and by
counsel of other that were wise, and said, 'Lordings, the need
[business] for which we be assembled in this place, is a full
heavy thing, and an high matter, because of the wrong and of
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the wickedness that hath been done, and eke by reason of the
great damages that in time coming be possible to fall for the
same cause, and eke by reason of the great riches and power of
the parties both; for which reasons, it were a full great peril to
err in this matter. Wherefore, Meliboeus, this is our sentence
[opinion]; we counsel you, above all things, that right anon thou
do thy diligence in keeping of thy body, in such a wise that thou
want no espy nor watch thy body to save. And after that, we
counsel that in thine house thou set sufficient garrison, so that
they may as well thy body as thy house defend. But, certes, to
move war or suddenly to do vengeance, we may not deem
[judge] in so little time that it were profitable. Wherefore we
ask leisure and space to have deliberation in this case to deem;
for the common proverb saith thus; 'He that soon deemeth soon
shall repent.' And eke men say, that that judge is wise, that soon
understandeth a matter, and judgeth by leisure. For albeit so
that all tarrying be annoying, algates [nevertheless] it is no
reproof [subject for reproach] in giving of judgement, nor in
vengeance taking, when it is sufficient and, reasonable. And
that shewed our Lord Jesus Christ by example; for when that
the woman that was taken in adultery was brought in his
presence to know what should be done with her person, albeit
that he wist well himself what he would answer, yet would he
not answer suddenly, but he would have deliberation, and in the
ground he wrote twice. And by these causes we ask deliberation
and we shall then by the grace of God counsel the thing that
shall be profitable.'

Up started then the young folk anon at once, and the most part
of that company have scorned these old wise men and begun to
make noise and said, 'Right as while that iron is hot men should
smite, right so men should wreak their wrongs while that they
be fresh and new:' and with loud voice they cried. 'War! War!'
Up rose then one of these old wise, and with his hand made
countenance [a sign, gesture] that men should hold them still,
and give him audience. 'Lordings,' quoth he, 'there is full many
a man that crieth, 'War! war!' that wot full little what war
amounteth. War at his beginning hath so great an entering and
so large, that every wight may enter when him liketh, and lightly
[easily] find war: but certes what end shall fall thereof it is not
light to know. For soothly when war is once begun, there is full
many a child unborn of his mother, that shall sterve [die] young
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by cause of that war, or else live in sorrow and die in
wretchedness; and therefore, ere that any war be begun, men
must have great counsel and great deliberation.' And when this
old man weened [thought, intended] to enforce his tale by
reasons, well-nigh all at once began they to rise for to break his
tale, and bid him full oft his words abridge. For soothly he that
preacheth to them that list not hear his words, his sermon them
annoyeth. For Jesus Sirach saith, that music in weeping is a
noyous [troublesome] thing. This is to say, as much availeth to
speak before folk to whom his speech annoyeth, as to sing
before him that weepeth. And when this wise man saw that him
wanted audience, all shamefast he sat him down again. For
Solomon saith, 'Where as thou mayest have no audience,
enforce thee not to speak.' 'l see well,' quoth this wise man,
'that the common proverb is sooth, that good counsel wanteth,
when it is most need.' Yet [besides, further] had this Meliboeus
in his council many folk, that privily in his ear counselled him
certain thing, and counselled him the contrary in general
audience. When Meliboeus had heard that the greatest part of
his council were accorded [in agreement] that he should make
war, anon he consented to their counselling, and fully affirmed
their sentence [opinion, judgement].

(Dame Prudence, seeing her husband's resolution thus taken, in
full humble wise, when she saw her time, begins to counsel him
against war, by a warning against haste in requital of either
good or evil. Meliboeus tells her that he will not work by her
counsel, because he should be held a fool if he rejected for her
advice the opinion of so many wise men; because all women are
bad; because it would seem that he had given her the mastery
over him; and because she could not keep his secret, if he
resolved to follow her advice. To these reasons Prudence
answers that it is no folly to change counsel when things, or
men's judgements of them, change - especially to alter a
resolution taken on the impulse of a great multitude of folk,
where every man crieth and clattereth what him liketh; that if all
women had been wicked, Jesus Christ would never have
descended to be born of a woman, nor have showed himself
first to a woman after his resurrection and that when Solomon
said he had found no good woman, he meant that God alone
was supremely good; &lt;3&gt; that her husband would not seem to
give her the mastery by following her counsel, for he had his
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own free choice in following or rejecting it; and that he knew
well and had often tested her great silence, patience, and
secrecy. And whereas he had quoted a saying, that in wicked
counsel women vanquish men, she reminds him that she would
counsel him against doing a wickedness on which he had set his
mind, and cites instances to show that many women have been
and yet are full good, and their counsel wholesome and
profitable. Lastly, she quotes the words of God himself, when
he was about to make woman as an help meet for man; and
promises that, if her husband will trust her counsel, she will
restore to him his daughter whole and sound, and make him
have honour in this case. Meliboeus answers that because of his
wife's sweet words, and also because he has proved and assayed
her great wisdom and her great truth, he will govern him by her
counsel in all things. Thus encouraged, Prudence enters on a
long discourse, full of learned citations, regarding the manner in
which counsellors should be chosen and consulted, and the
times and reasons for changing a counsel. First, God must be
besought for guidance. Then a man must well examine his own
thoughts, of such things as he holds to be best for his own
profit; driving out of his heart anger, covetousness, and
hastiness, which perturb and pervert the judgement. Then he
must keep his counsel secret, unless confiding it to another shall
be more profitable; but, in so confiding it, he shall say nothing
to bias the mind of the counsellor toward flattery or
subserviency. After that he should consider his friends and his
enemies, choosing of the former such as be most faithful and
wise, and eldest and most approved in counselling; and even of
these only a few. Then he must eschew the counselling of fools,
of flatterers, of his old enemies that be reconciled, of servants
who bear him great reverence and fear, of folk that be drunken
and can hide no counsel, of such as counsel one thing privily
and the contrary openly; and of young folk, for their counselling
is not ripe. Then, in examining his counsel, he must truly tell his
tale; he must consider whether the thing he proposes to do be
reasonable, within his power, and acceptable to the more part
and the better part of his counsellors; he must look at the things
that may follow from that counselling, choosing the best and
waiving all besides; he must consider the root whence the
matter of his counsel is engendered, what fruits it may bear,
and from what causes they be sprung. And having thus
examined his counsel and approved it by many wise folk and
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old, he shall consider if he may perform it and make of it a good
end; if he be in doubt, he shall choose rather to suffer than to
begin; but otherwise he shall prosecute his resolution steadfastly
till the enterprise be at an end. As to changing his counsel, a
man may do so without reproach, if the cause cease, or when a
new case betides, or if he find that by error or otherwise harm
or damage may result, or if his counsel be dishonest or come of
dishonest cause, or if it be impossible or may not properly be
kept; and he must take it for a general rule, that every counsel
which is affirmed so strongly, that it may not be changed for
any condition that may betide, that counsel is wicked.
Meliboeus, admitting that his wife had spoken well and suitably
as to counsellors and counsel in general, prays her to tell him in
especial what she thinks of the counsellors whom they have
chosen in their present need. Prudence replies that his counsel in
this case could not properly be called a counselling, but a
movement of folly; and points out that he has erred in sundry
wise against the rules which he had just laid down. Granting
that he has erred, Meliboeus says that he is all ready to change
his counsel right as she will devise; for, as the proverb runs, to
do sin is human, but to persevere long in sin is work of the
Devil. Prudence then minutely recites, analyses, and criticises
the counsel given to her husband in the assembly of his friends.
She commends the advice of the physicians and surgeons, and
urges that they should be well rewarded for their noble speech
and their services in healing Sophia; and she asks Meliboeus
how he understands their proposition that one contrary must be
cured by another contrary. Meliboeus answers, that he should
do vengeance on his enemies, who had done him wrong.
Prudence, however, insists that vengeance is not the contrary of
vengeance, nor wrong of wrong, but the like; and that
wickedness should be healed by goodness, discord by accord,
war by peace. She proceeds to deal with the counsel of the
lawyers and wise folk that advised Meliboeus to take prudent
measures for the security of his body and of his house. First, she
would have her husband pray for the protection and aid of
Christ; then commit the keeping of his person to his true
friends; then suspect and avoid all strange folk, and liars, and
such people as she had already warned him against; then beware
of presuming on his strength, or the weakness of his adversary,
and neglecting to guard his person - for every wise man
dreadeth his enemy; then he should evermore be on the watch
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against ambush and all espial, even in what seems a place of
safety; though he should not be so cowardly, as to fear where is
no cause for dread; yet he should dread to be poisoned, and
therefore shun scorners, and fly their words as venom. As to

the fortification of his house, she points out that towers and
great edifices are costly and laborious, yet useless unless
defended by true friends that be old and wise; and the greatest
and strongest garrison that a rich man may have, as well to keep
his person as his goods, is, that he be beloved by his subjects
and by his neighbours. Warmly approving the counsel that in all
this business Meliboeus should proceed with great diligence and
deliberation, Prudence goes on to examine the advice given by
his neighbours that do him reverence without love, his old
enemies reconciled, his flatterers that counselled him certain
things privily and openly counselled him the contrary, and the
young folk that counselled him to avenge himself and make war
at once. She reminds him that he stands alone against three
powerful enemies, whose kindred are humerous and close,

while his are fewer and remote in relationship; that only the
judge who has jurisdiction in a case may take sudden vengeance
on any man; that her husband's power does not accord with his
desire; and that, if he did take vengeance, it would only breed
fresh wrongs and contests. As to the causes of the wrong done
to him, she holds that God, the causer of all things, has
permitted him to suffer because he has drunk so much honey
&lt;4&gt; of sweet temporal riches, and delights, and honours of this
world, that he is drunken, and has forgotten Jesus Christ his
Saviour; the three enemies of mankind, the flesh, the fiend, and
the world, have entered his heart by the windows of his body,
and wounded his soul in five places - that is to say, the deadly
sins that have entered into his heart by the five senses; and in
the same manner Christ has suffered his three enemies to enter
his house by the windows, and wound his daughter in the five
places before specified. Meliboeus demurs, that if his wife's
objections prevailed, vengeance would never be taken, and
thence great mischiefs would arise; but Prudence replies that the
taking of vengeance lies with the judges, to whom the private
individual must have recourse. Meliboeus declares that such
vengeance does not please him, and that, as Fortune has
nourished and helped him from his childhood, he will how assay
her, trusting, with God's help, that she will aid him to avenge his
shame. Prudence warns him against trusting to Fortune, all the
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less because she has hitherto favoured him, for just on that
account she is the more likely to fail him; and she calls on him
to leave his vengeance with the Sovereign Judge, that avengeth
all villainies and wrongs. Meliboeus argues that if he refrains
from taking vengeance he will invite his enemies to do him
further wrong, and he will be put and held over low; but
Prudence contends that such a result can be brought about only
by the neglect of the judges, not by the patience of the
individual. Supposing that he had leave to avenge himself, she
repeats that he is not strong enough, and quotes the common
saw, that it is madness for a man to strive with a stronger than
himself, peril to strive with one of equal strength, and folly to
strive with a weaker. But, considering his own defaults and
demerits, - remembering the patience of Christ and the
undeserved tribulations of the saints, the brevity of this life with
all its trouble and sorrow, the discredit thrown on the wisdom
and training of a man who cannot bear wrong with patience -

he should refrain wholly from taking vengeance. Meliboeus
submits that he is not at all a perfect man, and his heart will
never be at peace until he is avenged; and that as his enemies
disregarded the peril when they attacked him, so he might,
without reproach, incur some peril in attacking them in return,
even though he did a great excess in avenging one wrong by
another. Prudence strongly deprecates all outrage or excess; but
Meliboeus insists that he cannot see that it might greatly harm
him though he took a vengeance, for he is richer and mightier
than his enemies, and all things obey money. Prudence
thereupon launches into a long dissertation on the advantages of
riches, the evils of poverty, the means by which wealth should
be gathered, and the manner in which it should be used; and
concludes by counselling her husband not to move war and
battle through trust in his riches, for they suffice not to maintain
war, the battle is not always to the strong or the numerous, and
the perils of conflict are many. Meliboeus then curtly asks her
for her counsel how he shall do in this need; and she answers
that certainly she counsels him to agree with his adversaries and
have peace with them. Meliboeus on this cries out that plainly
she loves not his honour or his worship, in counselling him to

go and humble himself before his enemies, crying mercy to them
that, having done him so grievous wrong, ask him not to be
reconciled. Then Prudence, making semblance of wrath, retorts
that she loves his honour and profit as she loves her own, and
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ever has done; she cites the Scriptures in support of her counsel
to seek peace; and says she will leave him to his own courses,
for she knows well he is so stubborn, that he will do nothing for
her. Meliboeus then relents; admits that he is angry and cannot
judge aright; and puts himself wholly in her hands, promising to
do just as she desires, and admitting that he is the more held to
love and praise her, if she reproves him of his folly)

Then Dame Prudence discovered all her counsel and her will
unto him, and said: 'I counsel you,' quoth she, 'above all
things, that ye make peace between God and you, and be
reconciled unto Him and to his grace; for, as I have said to you
herebefore, God hath suffered you to have this tribulation and
disease [distress, trouble] for your sins; and if ye do as I say
you, God will send your adversaries unto you, and make them
fall at your feet, ready to do your will and your commandment.
For Solomon saith, 'When the condition of man is pleasant and
liking to God, he changeth the hearts of the man's adversaries,
and constraineth them to beseech him of peace of grace.' And I
pray you let me speak with your adversaries in privy place, for
they shall not know it is by your will or your assent; and then,
when I know their will and their intent, I may counsel you the
more surely.' "Dame,' quoth Meliboeus, "do your will and

your liking, for I put me wholly in your disposition and
ordinance.'

Then Dame Prudence, when she saw the goodwill of her
husband, deliberated and took advice in herself, thinking how
she might bring this need [affair, emergency] unto a good end.
And when she saw her time, she sent for these adversaries to
come into her into a privy place, and showed wisely into them
the great goods that come of peace, and the great harms and
perils that be in war; and said to them, in goodly manner, how
that they ought have great repentance of the injuries and
wrongs that they had done to Meliboeus her Lord, and unto her
and her daughter. And when they heard the goodly words of
Dame Prudence, then they were surprised and ravished, and had
so great joy of her, that wonder was to tell. 'Ah lady!" quoth
they, 'ye have showed unto us the blessing of sweetness, after
the saying of David the prophet; for the reconciling which we
be not worthy to have in nho manner, but we ought require it
with great contrition and humility, ye of your great goodness
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have presented unto us. Now see we well, that the science and
conning [knowledge] of Solomon is full true; for he saith, that
sweet words multiply and increase friends, and make shrews
[the ill-natured or angry] to be debonair [gentle, courteous] and
meek. Certes we put our deed, and all our matter and cause, all
wholly in your goodwill, and be ready to obey unto the speech
and commandment of my lord Meliboeus. And therefore, dear
and benign lady, we pray you and beseech you as meekly as we
can and may, that it like unto your great goodness to fulfil in
deed your goodly words. For we consider and acknowledge

that we have offended and grieved my lord Meliboeus out of
measure, so far forth that we be not of power to make him
amends; and therefore we oblige and bind us and our friends to
do all his will and his commandment. But peradventure he hath
such heaviness and such wrath to usward, [towards us] because
of our offence, that he will enjoin us such a pain [penalty] as we
may not bear nor sustain; and therefore, noble lady, we beseech
to your womanly pity to take such advisement [consideration]

in this need, that we, nor our friends, be not disinherited and
destroyed through our folly.'

'Certes,' quoth Prudence, 'it is an hard thing, and right

perilous, that a man put him all utterly in the arbitration and
judgement and in the might and power of his enemy. For
Solomon saith, 'Believe me, and give credence to that that I
shall say: to thy son, to thy wife, to thy friend, nor to thy
brother, give thou never might nor mastery over thy body, while
thou livest.' Now, since he defendeth [forbiddeth] that a man
should not give to his brother, nor to his friend, the might of his
body, by a stronger reason he defendeth and forbiddeth a man
to give himself to his enemy. And nevertheless, I counsel you
that ye mistrust not my lord: for I wot well and know verily,
that he is debonair and meek, large, courteous and nothing
desirous nor envious of good nor riches: for there is nothing in
this world that he desireth save only worship and honour.
Furthermore I know well, and am right sure, that he shall
nothing do in this need without counsel of me; and I shall so
work in this case, that by the grace of our Lord God ye shall be
reconciled unto us.'

Then said they with one voice, "Worshipful lady, we put us
and our goods all fully in your will and disposition, and be ready
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to come, what day that it like unto your nobleness to limit us or
assign us, for to make our obligation and bond, as strong as it
liketh unto your goodness, that we may fulfil the will of you and
of my lord Meliboeus.'

When Dame Prudence had heard the answer of these men, she
bade them go again privily, and she returned to her lord
Meliboeus, and told him how she found his adversaries full
repentant, acknowledging full lowly their sins and trespasses,
and how they were ready to suffer all pain, requiring and
praying him of mercy and pity. Then said Meliboeus, 'He is well
worthy to have pardon and forgiveness of his sin, that excuseth
not his sin, but acknowledgeth, and repenteth him, asking
indulgence. For Seneca saith, "There is the remission and
forgiveness, where the confession is; for confession is neighbour
to innocence.' And therefore I assent and confirm me to have
peace, but it is good that we do naught without the assent and
will of our friends.' Then was Prudence right glad and joyful,

and said, 'Certes, Sir, ye be well and goodly advised; for right
as by the counsel, assent, and help of your friends ye have been
stirred to avenge you and make war, right so without their
counsel shall ye not accord you, nor have peace with your
adversaries. For the law saith, 'There is nothing so good by way
of kind, [nature] as a thing to be unbound by him that it was
bound."

And then Dame Prudence, without delay or tarrying, sent anon
her messengers for their kin and for their old friends, which
were true and wise; and told them by order, in the presence of
Meliboeus, all this matter, as it is above expressed and declared;
and prayed them that they would give their advice and counsel
what were best to do in this need. And when Meliboeus' friends
had taken their advice and deliberation of the foresaid matter,
and had examined it by great business and great diligence, they
gave full counsel for to have peace and rest, and that Meliboeus
should with good heart receive his adversaries to forgiveness
and mercy. And when Dame Prudence had heard the assent of
her lord Meliboeus, and the counsel of his friends, accord with
her will and her intention, she was wondrous glad in her heart,
and said: 'There is an old proverb that saith, 'The goodness that
thou mayest do this day, do it, and abide not nor delay it not till
to-morrow:' and therefore I counsel you that ye send your

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 95



messengers, such as be discreet and wise, unto your adversaries,
telling them on your behalf, that if they will treat of peace and
of accord, that they shape [prepare] them, without delay or
tarrying, to come unto us.' Which thing performed was indeed.
And when these trespassers and repenting folk of their follies,
that is to say, the adversaries of Meliboeus, had heard what
these messengers said unto them, they were right glad and
joyful, and answered full meekly and benignly, yielding graces
and thanks to their lord Meliboeus, and to all his company; and
shaped them without delay to go with the messengers, and obey
to the commandment of their lord Meliboeus. And right anon
they took their way to the court of Meliboeus, and took with
them some of their true friends, to make faith for them, and for
to be their borrows [sureties].

And when they were come to the presence of Meliboeus, he

said to them these words; 'It stands thus,' quoth Meliboeus,
'and sooth it is, that ye causeless, and without skill and reason,
have done great injuries and wrongs to me, and to my wife
Prudence, and to my daughter also; for ye have entered into my
house by violence, and have done such outrage, that all men
know well that ye have deserved the death: and therefore will I
know and weet of you, whether ye will put the punishing and
chastising, and the vengeance of this outrage, in the will of me
and of my wife, or ye will not?' Then the wisest of them three
answered for them all, and said; 'Sir,' quoth he, 'we know well,
that we be I unworthy to come to the court of so great a lord
and so worthy as ye be, for we have so greatly mistaken us, and
have offended and aguilt [incurred guilt] in such wise against
your high lordship, that truly we have deserved the death. But
yet for the great goodness and debonairte [courtesy, gentleness]
that all the world witnesseth of your person, we submit us to
the excellence and benignity of your gracious lordship, and be
ready to obey to all your commandments, beseeching you, that
of your merciable [merciful] pity ye will consider our great
repentance and low submission, and grant us forgiveness of our
outrageous trespass and offence; for well we know, that your
liberal grace and mercy stretch them farther into goodness, than
do our outrageous guilt and trespass into wickedness; albeit that
cursedly [wickedly] and damnably we have aguilt [incurred
guilt] against your high lordship.' Then Meliboeus took them

up from the ground full benignly, and received their obligations
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and their bonds, by their oaths upon their pledges and borrows,
[sureties] and assigned them a certain day to return unto his
court for to receive and accept sentence and judgement, that
Meliboeus would command to be done on them, by the causes
aforesaid; which things ordained, every man returned home to
his house.

And when that Dame Prudence saw her time she freined
[inquired] and asked her lord Meliboeus, what vengeance he
thought to take of his adversaries. To which Meliboeus
answered, and said; 'Certes,' quoth he, 'I think and purpose me
fully to disinherit them of all that ever they have, and for to put
them in exile for evermore.' 'Certes,' quoth Dame Prudence,
'this were a cruel sentence, and much against reason. For ye be
rich enough, and have no need of other men's goods; and ye
might lightly [easily] in this wise get you a covetous name,
which is a vicious thing, and ought to be eschewed of every
good man: for, after the saying of the Apostle, covetousness is
root of all harms. And therefore it were better for you to lose
much good of your own, than for to take of their good in this
manner. For better it is to lose good with worship [honour],
than to win good with villainy and shame. And every man ought
to do his diligence and his business to get him a good name.
And yet [further] shall he not only busy him in keeping his good
name, but he shall also enforce him alway to do some thing by
which he may renew his good name; for it is written, that the
old good los [reputation &lt;5&gt;] of a man is soon gone and
passed, when it is not renewed. And as touching that ye say,
that ye will exile your adversaries, that thinketh ye much against
reason, and out of measure, [moderation] considered the power
that they have given you upon themselves. And it is written,
that he is worthy to lose his privilege, that misuseth the might
and the power that is given him. And I set case [if I assume] ye
might enjoin them that pain by right and by law (which I trow
ye may not do), I say, ye might not put it to execution
peradventure, and then it were like to return to the war, as it
was before. And therefore if ye will that men do you obeisance,
ye must deem [decide] more courteously, that is to say, ye must
give more easy sentences and judgements. For it is written, 'He
that most courteously commandeth, to him men most obey.’
And therefore I pray you, that in this necessity and in this need
ye cast you [endeavour, devise a way] to overcome your heart.
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For Seneca saith, that he that overcometh his heart, overcometh
twice. And Tullius saith, 'There is nothing so commendable in a
great lord, as when he is debonair and meek, and appeaseth him
lightly [easily]." And I pray you, that ye will now forbear to do
vengeance, in such a manner, that your good name may be kept
and conserved, and that men may have cause and matter to
praise you of pity and of mercy; and that ye have no cause to
repent you of thing that ye do. For Seneca saith, 'He
overcometh in an evil manner, that repenteth him of his victory.'
Wherefore I pray you let mercy be in your heart, to the effect
and intent that God Almighty have mercy upon you in his last
judgement; for Saint James saith in his Epistle, 'Judgement
without mercy shall be done to him, that hath no mercy of
another wight."

When Meliboeus had heard the great skills [arguments, reasons]
and reasons of Dame Prudence, and her wise information and
teaching, his heart gan incline to the will of his wife, considering
her true intent, he conformed him anon and assented fully to
work after her counsel, and thanked God, of whom proceedeth
all goodness and all virtue, that him sent a wife of so great
discretion. And when the day came that his adversaries should
appear in his presence, he spake to them full goodly, and said in
this wise; 'Albeit so, that of your pride and high presumption
and folly, an of your negligence and unconning, [ignorance] ye
have misborne [misbehaved] you, and trespassed [done injury]
unto me, yet forasmuch as I see and behold your great humility,
and that ye be sorry and repentant of your guilts, it constraineth
me to do you grace and mercy. Wherefore I receive you into my
grace, and forgive you utterly all the offences, injuries, and
wrongs, that ye have done against me and mine, to this effect
and to this end, that God of his endless mercy will at the time of
our dying forgive us our guilts, that we have trespassed to him
in this wretched world; for doubtless, if we be sorry and
repentant of the sins and guilts which we have trespassed in the
sight of our Lord God, he is so free and so merciable [merciful],
that he will forgive us our guilts, and bring us to the bliss that
never hath end.' Amen.

Geoffrey Chaucer
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Chaucer's Tale Of Sir Thopas

WHEN said was this miracle, every man

As sober* was, that wonder was to see, *serious
Till that our Host to japen* he began, *talk lightly
And then *at erst* he looked upon me, *for the first time*

And saide thus; 'What man art thou?' quoth he;
'Thou lookest as thou wouldest find an hare,
For ever on the ground I see thee stare.

'Approache near, and look up merrily.

Now ware you, Sirs, and let this man have place.

He in the waist is shapen as well as I; &lt;2&gt;

This were a puppet in an arm t'embrace

For any woman small and fair of face.

He seemeth elvish* by his countenance, *surly, morose
For unto no wight doth he dalliance.

'Say now somewhat, since other folk have said;
Tell us a tale of mirth, and that anon.'

'Hoste,' quoth I, 'be not evil apaid,* *dissatisfied
For other tale certes can* I none, *know
Eut of a rhyme I learned yore* agone.' *long

'Yea, that is good,' quoth he; 'now shall we hear
Some dainty thing, me thinketh by thy cheer.’

THE TALE &lt;1&gt;

The First Fit* *part

Listen, lordings, in good intent,

And I will tell you verrament* *truly
Of mirth and of solas,* *delight, solace
All of a knight was fair and gent,* *gentle

In battle and in tournament,
His name was Sir Thopas.

Y-born he was in far country,
In Flanders, all beyond the sea,
At Popering &lt;2&gt; in the place;
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His father was a man full free,
And lord he was of that country,
As it was Godde's grace. &lt;3&gt;

Sir Thopas was a doughty swain,

White was his face as paindemain, &lt;4&gt;

His lippes red as rose.

His rode* is like scarlet in grain, *complexion
And I you tell in good certain

He had a seemly nose.

His hair, his beard, was like saffroun,
That to his girdle reach'd adown,

His shoes of cordewane:&lt;5&gt;

Of Bruges were his hosen brown;

His robe was of ciclatoun, &lt;6&gt;
That coste many a jane.&lt;7&gt;

He coulde hunt at the wild deer,

And ride on hawking *for rivere* *by the river*
With gray goshawk on hand: &lt;8&gt;

Thereto he was a good archere,

Of wrestling was there none his peer,

Where any ram &lt;9&gt; should stand.

Full many a maiden bright in bow'r

They mourned for him par amour,

When them were better sleep;

But he was chaste, and no lechour,

And sweet as is the bramble flow'r

That beareth the red heep.* *hip

And so it fell upon a day,

For sooth as I you telle may,

Sir Thopas would out ride;

He worth* upon his steede gray, *mounted
And in his hand a launcegay,* *spear &lt; 10&gt;
A long sword by his side.

He pricked through a fair forest,

Wherein is many a wilde beast,
Yea, bothe buck and hare;
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And as he pricked north and east,
I tell it you, him had almest *almost
Betid* a sorry care. *befallen

There sprange herbes great and small,

The liquorice and the setewall,* *valerian
And many a clove-gilofre, &lt;12&gt;

And nutemeg to put in ale,

Whether it be moist* or stale, *new
Or for to lay in coffer.

The birdes sang, it is no nay,

The sperhawk* and the popinjay,** *sparrowhawk **parrot &lt; 13&gt;
That joy it was to hear;

The throstle-cock made eke his lay,

The woode-dove upon the spray

She sang full loud and clear.

Sir Thopas fell in love-longing

All when he heard the throstle sing,

And *prick'd as he were wood;* *rode as if he
His faire steed in his pricking were mad*

So sweated, that men might him wring,

His sides were all blood.

Sir Thopas eke so weary was

For pricking on the softe grass,

So fierce was his corage,* *inclination, spirit
That down he laid him in that place,

To make his steed some solace,

And gave him good forage.

'Ah, Saint Mary, ben'dicite,

What aileth thilke* love at me *this
To binde me so sore?

Me dreamed all this night, pardie,

An elf-queen shall my leman* be, *mistress
And sleep under my gore.* *shirt

An elf-queen will T love, y-wis,* *assuredly
For in this world no woman is

Worthy to be my make* *mate
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In town;

All other women I forsake,

And to an elf-queen I me take

By dale and eke by down.' &lt; 14&gt;

Into his saddle he clomb anon,

And pricked over stile and stone

An elf-queen for to spy,

Till he so long had ridden and gone,

That he found in a privy wonne* *haunt
The country of Faery,

So wild;

For in that country was there none

That to him durste ride or gon,

Neither wife nor child.

Till that there came a great giaunt,
His name was Sir Oliphaunt,&lt; 15&gt;
A perilous man of deed;

He saide, 'Child,* by Termagaunt, &lt;16&gt; *young man
*But if* thou prick out of mine haunt, *unless

Anon I slay thy steed

With mace.

Here is the Queen of Faery,
With harp, and pipe, and symphony,
Dwelling in this place.'

The Child said, 'All so may I the,* *thrive
To-morrow will I meete thee,
When I have mine armor;

And yet I hope, *par ma fay,* *by my faith*
That thou shalt with this launcegay

Abyen* it full sore; *suffer for

Thy maw* *belly

Shall I pierce, if I may,
Ere it be fully prime of day,
For here thou shalt be slaw.'* *slain

Sir Thopas drew aback full fast;
This giant at him stones cast
Out of a fell staff sling:

But fair escaped Child Thopas,
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And all it was through Godde's grace,
And through his fair bearing. &lt;17&gt;

Yet listen, lordings, to my tale,
Merrier than the nightingale,

For now I will you rown,*

How Sir Thopas, with sides smale,*
Pricking over hill and dale,

Is come again to town.

His merry men commanded he

To make him both game and glee;
For needes must he fight

With a giant with heades three,
For paramour and jollity

Of one that shone full bright.

'*Do come,*' he saide, 'my minstrales
And gestours* for to telle tales.

Anon in mine arming,

Of romances that be royales, &lt;19&gt;
Of popes and of cardinales,

And eke of love-longing.'

They fetch'd him first the sweete wine,
And mead eke in a maseline,*

And royal spicery; of maple wood &lt;20&gt;

Of ginger-bread that was full fine,
And liquorice and eke cumin,
With sugar that is trie.*

He didde,* next his white lere, **
Of cloth of lake* fine and clear,
A breech and eke a shirt;

And next his shirt an haketon,*
And over that an habergeon,*
For piercing of his heart;

And over that a fine hauberk,*
Was all y-wrought of Jewes'* werk,
Full strong it was of plate;

And over that his coat-armour,*
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As white as is the lily flow'r, &lt;21&gt;
In which he would debate.* *fight

His shield was all of gold so red

And therein was a boare's head,

A charboucle* beside; *carbuncle &lt;22&gt;
And there he swore on ale and bread,

How that the giant should be dead,

Betide whatso betide.

His jambeaux* were of cuirbouly, &lt;23&gt; *boots
His sworde's sheath of ivory,

His helm of latoun* bright, *brass

His saddle was of rewel &lt;24&gt; bone,

His bridle as the sunne shone,

Or as the moonelight.

His speare was of fine cypress,

That bodeth war, and nothing peace;
The head full sharp y-ground.

His steede was all dapple gray,

It went an amble in the way

Full softely and round

In land.

Lo, Lordes mine, here is a fytt;

If ye will any more of it,
To tell it will I fand.* *try

The Second Fit

Now hold your mouth for charity,
Bothe knight and lady free,

And hearken to my spell;* *tale &lt;25&gt;
Of battle and of chivalry,
Of ladies' love and druerie,* *gallantry

Anon I will you tell.

Men speak of romances of price* * worth, esteem
Of Horn Child, and of Ipotis,

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



Of Bevis, and Sir Guy, &lt;26&gt;

Of Sir Libeux, &lt;27&gt; and Pleindamour,
But Sir Thopas, he bears the flow'r

Of royal chivalry.

His goode steed he all bestrode,

And forth upon his way he glode,* *shone
As sparkle out of brand;* *torch
Upon his crest he bare a tow'r,

And therein stick'd a lily flow'r; &lt;28&gt;

God shield his corse* from shand!** *body **harm
And, for he was a knight auntrous,* *adventurous

He woulde sleepen in none house,

But liggen* in his hood, *lie

His brighte helm was his wanger,* *pillow &lt;29&gt;
And by him baited* his destrer** *fed **horse &lt;30&gt;

Of herbes fine and good.

Himself drank water of the well,

As did the knight Sir Percivel, &lt;31&gt;
So worthy under weed;

Tillonaday -. ..

Geoffrey Chaucer
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Chaucers Wordes Unto Adam

Adam scriveyn, if ever it thee bifalle

Boece or Troylus for to wryten newe,

Under thy long lokkes thou most have the scalle,
But after my makyng thow wryte more trewe;
So ofte adaye I mot thy werk renewe,

It to correcte and eke to rubbe and scrape,

Geoffrey Chaucer
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Chaucer's Words To His Scrivener

Adam Scrivener, if ever it thee befall

Boece or Troilus for to write anew,

Under thy long locks thou may'st have the scall
But after my making thou write more true!

So oft a day I must thy work renew,

It to correct, and eke to rub and scrape;

And all is through thy negligence and rape.

Geoffrey Chaucer
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Controlling the Tongue -

My son, keep well thy tongue, and keep thy friend.
A wicked tongue is worse than a fiend;

My son, from a fiend men may them bless.

My son, God of his endless goodness

Walled a tongue with teeth and lips eke,

For man should him avise what he speak.

My son, full oft, for too much speech

Hath many a man been spilt, as clerkes teach;
But for little speech avisely

Is no man shent, to speak generally.

My son, thy tongue shouldst thou restrain

At all time, but when thou dost thy pain

To speak of God, in honour and prayer.

The first virtue, son, if thou wilt lere,

Is to restrain and keep well thy tongue;

Thus learn children when that they been young.
My son, of muckle speaking evil-avised,

Where less speaking had enough sufficed,
Cometh muckle harm; thus was me told and taught.
In muckle speech sin wanteth nought.

Wost thou whereof a rakel tongue serveth?
Right as a sword forcutteth and forcarveth

An arm a-two, my dear son, right so

A tongue cutteth friendship all a-two.

Geoffrey Chaucer
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Fortune

This wrecched worldes transmutacioun,

As wele or wo, now povre and now honour,
Withouten ordre or wys discrecioun
Governed is by Fortunes errour.

But natheles, the lak of hir favour

Ne may nat don me singen though I dye,
Jay tout perdu mon temps et mon labour;
For fynally, Fortune, I thee defye.

Yit is me left the light of my resoun

To knowen frend fro fo in thy mirour.

So muchel hath yit thy whirling up and doun
Ytaught me for to knowen in an hour.

But trewely, no force of thy reddour

To him that over himself hath the maystrye.
My suffisaunce shal be my socour,

For fynally Fortune, I thee defye.

O Socrates, thou stidfast champioun,
She never mighte be thy tormentour;
Thou never dreddest hir oppressioun,
Ne in hir chere founde thou no savour.
Thou knewe wel the deceit of hir colour,
And that hir moste worshipe is to lye.

I knowe hir eek a fals dissimulour,

For fynally, Fortune, I thee defye!

La respounse de Fortune au Pleintif

No man is wrecched but himself it wene,

And he that hath himself hath suffisaunce.

Why seystow thanne I am to thee so kene,

That hast thyself out of my governaunce?

Sey thus: 'Graunt mercy of thyn haboundaunce
That thou hast lent or this." Why wolt thou stryve?
What wostow yit how I thee wol avaunce?

And eek thou hast thy beste frend alyve.

I have thee taught divisioun bitwene
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Frend of effect and frend of countenaunce;
Thee nedeth nat the galle of noon hyene,

That cureth eyen derked for penaunce;

Now seestow cleer that were in ignoraunce.

Yit halt thyn ancre and yit thou mayst arryve
Ther bountee berth the keye of my substaunce,
And eek thou hast thy beste frend alyve.

How many have I refused to sustene

Sin I thee fostred have in thy plesaunce.
Woltow than make a statut on thy quene
That I shal been ay at thyn ordinaunce?

Thou born art in my regne of variaunce,
Aboute the wheel with other most thou dryve.
My lore is bet than wikke is thy grevaunce,
And eek thou hast thy beste frend alyve.

La respounse du Pleintif countre Fortune

Thy lore I dampne; it is adversitee.

My frend maystow nat reven, blind goddesse;
That I thy frendes knowe, I thanke it thee.
Tak hem agayn, lat hem go lye on presse.
The negardye in keping hir richesse
Prenostik is thou wolt hir tour assayle;

Wikke appetyt comth ay before syknesse.

In general, this reule may nat fayle.

La respounse de Fortune countre le Pleintif

Thou pinchest at my mutabilitee

For I thee lente a drope of my richesse,

And now me lyketh to withdrawe me.[Riv., p. 653]
Why sholdestow my realtee oppresse?

The see may ebbe and flowen more or lesse;

The welkne hath might to shyne, reyne, or hayle;
Right so mot I kythen my brotelnesse.

In general, this reule may nat fayle.

Lo, th'execucion of the majestee

That al purveyeth of his rightwysnesse,
That same thing 'Fortune' clepen ye,
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Ye blinde bestes ful of lewdednesse.

The hevene hath propretee of sikernesse.
This world hath ever resteles travayle;
Thy laste day is ende of myn intresse.

In general, this reule may nat fayle.

Lenvoy de Fortune

Princes, I prey you of your gentilesse

Lat nat this man on me thus crye and pleyne,
And I shal quyte you your bisinesse

At my requeste, as three of you or tweyne,
And but you list releve him of his peyne,
Preyeth his beste frend of his noblesse

That to som beter estat he may atteyne.

Geoffrey Chaucer
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Gentilesse

The firste stok, fader of gentilesse --

What man that desireth gentil for to be

Must folowe his trace, and alle his wittes dresse
Vertu to love and vyces for to flee.

For unto vertu longeth dignitee

And noght the revers, saufly dar I deme,

Al were he mytre, croune, or diademe.

This firste stok was ful of rightwisnesse,
Trewe of his word, sobre, pitous, and free,
Clene of his gost, and loved besinesse,
Ayeinst the vyce of slouthe, in honestee;
And, but his heir love vertu as dide he,

He is noght gentil, thogh he riche seme,
Al were he mytre, croune, or diademe.

Vyce may wel be heir to old richesse,

But ther may no man, as men may wel see,
Bequethe his heir his vertuous noblesse

(That is appropred unto no degree

But to the firste fader in magestee,

That maketh hem his heyres that him queme),

Geoffrey Chaucer
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Good Counsel Of Chaucer

Flee from the press, and dwell with soothfastness;
Suffice thee thy good, though it be small;

For hoard hath hate, and climbing tickleness,
Press hath envy, and weal is blent o'er all,

Savour no more than thee behove shall;

Read well thyself, that other folk canst read;

And truth thee shall deliver, it is no dread.

Paine thee not each crooked to redress,
In trust of her that turneth as a ball;
Great rest standeth in little business:
Beware also to spurn against a nail;
Strive not as doth a crocke with a wall;
Deeme thyself that deemest others' deed,
And truth thee shall deliver, it is no dread.

What thee is sent, receive in buxomness;
The wrestling of this world asketh a fall;
Here is no home, here is but wilderness.
Forth, pilgrim! Forthe beast, out of thy stall!
Look up on high, and thank thy God of all!
Weive thy lust, and let thy ghost thee lead,
And truth thee shall deliver, it is no dread.

Geoffrey Chaucer
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La Priere De Nostre Dame

A.

Almighty and all-merciable Queen,

To whom all this world fleeth for succour,
To have release of sin, of sorrow, of teen!
Glorious Virgin! of all flowers flow'r,

To thee I flee, confounded in errour!

Help and relieve, almighty debonair,
Have mercy of my perilous languour!
Vanquish'd me hath my cruel adversair.

B.

Bounty so fix'd hath in thy heart his tent,
That well T wot thou wilt my succour be;
Thou canst not warne that with good intent
Asketh thy help, thy heart is ay so free!
Thou art largess of plein felicity,

Haven and refuge of quiet and rest!

Lo! how that thieves seven chase me!

Help, Lady bright, ere that my ship to-brest!

C.

Comfort is none, but in you, Lady dear!

For lo! my sin and my confusion,

Which ought not in thy presence to appear,
Have ta'en on me a grievous action,

Of very right and desperation!

And, as by right, they mighte well sustene
That I were worthy my damnation,

Ne were it mercy of you, blissful Queen!

D.

Doubt is there none, Queen of misericorde,

That thou art cause of grace and mercy here;
God vouchesaf'd, through thee, with us t'accord;
For, certes, Christe's blissful mother dear!
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Were now the bow y-bent, in such mannere
As it was first, of justice and of ire,

The rightful God would of no mercy hear;

But through thee have we grace as we desire.

Ever hath my hope of refuge in thee be';
For herebefore full oft in many a wise

Unto mercy hast thou received me.

But mercy, Lady! at the great assize,

When we shall come before the high Justice!
So little fruit shall then in me be found,
That, thou ere that day correcte me,

Of very right my work will me confound.

Flying, I flee for succour to thy tent,

Me for to hide from tempest full of dread;
Beseeching you, that ye you not absent,
Though I be wick'. O help yet at this need!

All have I been a beast in wit and deed,

Yet, Lady! thou me close in with thy grace;
Thine enemy and mine, -- Lady, take heed! --
Unto my death in point is me to chase.

G.

Gracious Maid and Mother! which that never
Wert bitter nor in earthe nor in sea,

But full of sweetness and of mercy ever,
Help, that my Father be not wroth with me!
Speak thou, for I ne dare Him not see;

So have I done in earth, alas the while!
That, certes, but if thou my succour be,

To sink etern He will my ghost exile.

H.

He vouchesaf'd, tell Him, as was His will,
Become a man, as for our alliance,
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And with His blood He wrote that blissful bill
Upon the cross, as general acquittance

To ev'ry penitent in full creance;

And therefore, Lady bright! thou for us pray;
Then shalt thou stenten alle His grievance,
And make our foe to failen of his prey.

I wote well thou wilt be our succour,

Thou art so full of bounty in certain;

For, when a soule falleth in errour,

Thy pity go'th, and haleth him again;

Then makest thou his peace with his Sov'reign,
And bringest him out of the crooked street:
Whoso thee loveth shall not love in vain,

That shall he find as he the life shall lete.

K.

Kalendares illumined be they

That in this world be lighted with thy name;
And whoso goeth with thee the right way,

Him shall not dread in soule to be lame;

Now, Queen of comfort! since thou art the same
To whom I seeke for my medicine,

Let not my foe no more my wound entame;

My heal into thy hand all I resign.

Lady, thy sorrow can I not portray

Under that cross, nor his grievous penance;
But, for your bothe's pain, I you do pray,
Let not our aller foe make his boastance,
That he hath in his listes, with mischance,
Convicte that ye both have bought so dear;
As I said erst, thou ground of all substance!
Continue on us thy piteous eyen clear.

M.
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Moses, that saw the bush of flames red
Burning, of which then never a stick brenn'd,
Was sign of thine unwemmed maidenhead.
Thou art the bush, on which there gan descend
The Holy Ghost, the which that Moses wend
Had been on fire; and this was in figure.

Now, Lady! from the fire us do defend,

Which that in hell eternally shall dure.

N.

Noble Princess! that never haddest peer;
Certes if any comfort in us be,

That cometh of thee, Christe's mother dear!
We have none other melody nor glee,

Us to rejoice in our adversity;

Nor advocate, that will and dare so pray
For us, and for as little hire as ye,

That helpe for an Ave-Mary or tway.

O.

O very light of eyen that be blind!

O very lust of labour and distress!

O treasurer of bounty to mankind!

The whom God chose to mother for humbless!
From his ancill he made thee mistress

Of heav'n and earth, our billes up to bede;
This world awaiteth ever on thy goodness;
For thou ne failedst never wight at need.

Purpose I have sometime for to enquere
Wherefore and why the Holy Ghost thee sought,
When Gabrielis voice came to thine ear;

He not to war us such a wonder wrought,

But for to save us, that sithens us bought:

Then needeth us no weapon us to save,

But only, where we did not as we ought,

Do penitence, and mercy ask and have.
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Q.

Queen of comfort, right when I me bethink
That I aguilt have bothe Him and thee,
And that my soul is worthy for to sink,
Alas! I, caitiff, whither shall I flee?

Who shall unto thy Son my meane be?
Who, but thyself, that art of pity well?
Thou hast more ruth on our adversity
Than in this world might any tongue tell!

R.

Redress me, Mother, and eke me chastise!
For certainly my Father's chastising

I dare not abiden in no wise,

So hideous is his full reckoning.

Mother! of whom our joy began to spring,
Be ye my judge, and eke my soule's leach;
For ay in you is pity abounding

To each that will of pity you beseech.

S.

Sooth is it that He granteth no pity
Withoute thee; for God of his goodness
Forgiveth none, but it like unto thee;
He hath thee made vicar and mistress
Of all this world, and eke governess

Of heaven; and represseth his justice
After thy will; and therefore in witness
He hath thee crowned in so royal wise.

T.

Temple devout! where God chose his wonning,
From which, these misbeliev'd deprived be,

To you my soule penitent I bring;

Receive me, for I can no farther flee.

With thornes venomous, O Heaven's Queen!
For which the earth accursed was full yore,

I am so wounded, as ye may well see,
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That I am lost almost, it smart so sore!
V.

Virgin! that art so noble of apparail,

That leadest us into the highe tow'r

Of Paradise, thou me wiss and counsail
How I may have thy grace and thy succour;
All have I been in filth and in errour,

Lady! *on that country thou me adjourn,
That called is thy bench of freshe flow'r,
There as that mercy ever shall sojourn.

X.

Xpe thy Son, that in this world alight,

Upon a cross to suffer his passioun,

And suffer'd eke that Longeus his heart pight,
And made his hearte-blood to run adown;
And all this was for my salvatioun:

And I to him am false and eke unkind,

And yet he wills not my damnation;

This thank I you, succour of all mankind!

Y.

Ysaac was figure of His death certain,

That so farforth his father would obey,

That him ne raughte nothing to be slain;
Right so thy Son list as a lamb to dey:

Now, Lady full of mercy! I you pray,

Since he his mercy 'sured me so large,

Be ye not scant, for all we sing and say,
That ye be from vengeance alway our targe.

Z.

Zachary you calleth the open well

That washed sinful soul out of his guilt;
Therefore this lesson out I will to tell,

That, n'ere thy tender hearte, we were spilt.
Now, Lady brighte! since thou canst and wilt,

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 119



Be to the seed of Adam merciable;
Bring us unto that palace that is built
To penitents that be *to mercy able!

Geoffrey Chaucer
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Lak Of Stedfastnesse

Somtyme the world was so stedfast and stable
That mannes word was obligacioun,

And now it is so fals and deceivable

That word and deed, as in conclusioun,

Ben nothing lyk, for turned up-so-doun

Is al this world for mede and wilfulnesse,

That al is lost for lak of stedfastnesse.

What maketh this world to be so variable
But lust that folk have in dissensioun?

For among us now a man is holde unable,
But if he can by som collusioun

Don his neighbour wrong or oppressioun.
What causeth this but wilful wrecchednesse,
That al is lost for lak of stedfastnesse?

Trouthe is put doun, resoun is holden fable,
Vertu hath now no dominacioun;

Pitee exyled, no man is merciable.

Through covetyse is blent discrecioun.

The world hath mad a permutacioun

Fro right to wrong, fro trouthe to fikelnesse,
That al is lost for lak of stedfastnesse.

O prince, desyre to be honourable,

Cherish thy folk and hate extorcioun.

Suffre nothing that may be reprevable

To thyn estat don in thy regioun.

Shew forth thy swerd of castigacioun,

Dred God, do law, love trouthe and worthinesse,
And wed thy folk agein to stedfastnesse.

Geoffrey Chaucer
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L'Envoy Of Chaucer To Bukton

My Master Bukton, when of Christ our King
Was asked, What is truth or soothfastness?
He not a word answer'd to that asking,

As who saith, no man is all true, I guess;
And therefore, though I highte to express
The sorrow and woe that is in marriage,

I dare not write of it no wickedness,

Lest I myself fall eft in such dotage.

I will not say how that it is the chain

Of Satanas, on which he gnaweth ever;
But I dare say, were he out of his pain,
As by his will he would be bounden never.
But thilke doated fool that eft had lever
Y-chained be, than out of prison creep,
God let him never from his woe dissever,
Nor no man him bewaile though he weep!

But yet, lest thou do worse, take a wife;

Bet is to wed than burn in worse wise;

But thou shalt have sorrow on thy flesh thy life,
And be thy wife's thrall, as say these wise.

And if that Holy Writ may not suffice,
Experience shall thee teache, so may hap,

That thee were lever to be taken in Frise,

Than eft to fall of wedding in the trap.

This little writ, proverbes, or figure,

I sende you; take keep of it, I read!

"Unwise is he that can no weal endure;

If thou be sicker, put thee not in dread."
The Wife of Bath I pray you that you read,
Of this mattere which that we have on hand.
God grante you your life freely to lead

In freedom, for full hard is to be bond.

Geoffrey Chaucer
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Merciles Beaute

1. CAPTIVITY

YOUR eyen two wol slee me sodenly,
I may the beaute of hem not sustene,
So woundeth hit through-out my herte kene.

And but your word wol helen hastily

My hertes wounde, whyl that hit is grene,
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Your eyen two wol slee me sodenly,
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;I may the beaute of hem not sustene.

Upon my trouthe I sey yow feithfully,

That ye ben of my lyf and deeth the quene;

For with my deeth the trouthe shal be sene.
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Your eyen two wol slee me sodenly,
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;I may the beaute of hem not sustene,
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;So woundeth hit through-out my herte kene.

2. REJECTION

So hath your beaute fro your herte chaced
Pitee, that me ne availeth not to pleyne;
For Daunger halt your mercy in his cheyne.

Giltles my deeth thus han ye me purchaced;

I sey yow sooth, me nedeth not to feyne;
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;So hath your beaute fro your herte chaced
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Pitee, that me ne availeth not to pleyne.

Allas! that nature hath in yow compassed

So greet beaute, that no man may atteyne

To mercy, though he sterve for the peyne.
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;So hath your beaute fro your herte chaced
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Pitee, that me ne availeth not to pleyne;
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;For Daunger halt your mercy in his cheyne.

3. ESCAPE

Sin I fro Love escaped am so fat,
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I never thenk to ben in his prison lene;
Sin I am free, I counte him not a bene.

He may answere, and seye this or that;

I do no fors, I speke right as I mene.
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Sin I fro Love escaped am so fat,
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;I never thenk to ben in his prison lene.

Love hath my name y-strike out of his sclat,

And he is strike out of my bokes clene

For ever-mo; ther is non other mene.
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Sin I fro Love escaped am so fat,
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;I never thenk to ben in his prison lene;
&nbsp;&nbsp;&nbsp;Sin I am free, I counte him not a bene.

Geoffrey Chaucer
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Proverbs

Proverbe of Chaucer

What shul these clothes thus manyfold,
Lo this hote somers day?

After grete hete cometh cold;

No man caste his pilche away.

Of al this world the large compas
Yt wil not in myn armes tweyne;

Who so mochel wol embrace,

Geoffrey Chaucer
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Proverbs Of Chaucer

Proverbe of Chaucer

What shul these clothes thus manyfold,
Lo this hote somers day?

After grete hete cometh cold;

No man caste his pilche away.

Of al this world the large compas
Yt wil not in myn armes tweyne;

Who so mochel wol embrace,

Geoffrey Chaucer
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Rondeau Iii

Syn I fro love escaped am so fat,
I nere thinke to ben in his prison lene;
Syn I am fre, I count hym not a bene.

He may answere, and sey this and that,
I do no fors, I speke ryght as I mene ;
Syn I fro love escaped am so fat.

Love hath my name i-strike out of his sclat,
And he is strike out of my bokes clene :
For ever mo ther is non other mene,

Syn I fro love escaped &c.

Geoffrey Chaucer
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Rondel Of Merciless Beauty

Your two great eyes will slay me suddenly;
Their beauty shakes me who was once serene;
Straight through my heart the wound is quick and keen.

Only your word will heal the injury

To my hurt heart, while yet the wound is clean -
Your two great eyes will slay me suddenly;
Their beauty shakes me who was once serene.

Upon my word, I tell you faithfully

Through life and after death you are my queen;

For with my death the whole truth shall be seen.

Your two great eyes will slay me suddenly;

Their beauty shakes me who was once serene;

Straight through my heart the wound is quick and keen.

Geoffrey Chaucer
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Roundel

Now welcome Summer with thy sunne soft,
That hast this winter' s weathers overshake,
And driven away the longe nighties black.

Saint Valentine, that art full high aloft,
Thus singen smalle fowles for thy sake:
Now welcome Summer with tye sunne soft,
That hast this winter' s weathers overshake.

Well have they cause for to gladden oft,
Wince each of them recovered hath his make.
Full blissful may they singe when they wake:
Now welcome Summer with they sunne soft,
That has this winters weathers overshake,
And driven away the longe nighties black.

Geoffrey Chaucer
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Since I From Love

Since I from Love escaped am so fat,
I ne'er think to be in his prison ta'en;
Since I am free, I count him not a bean.

He may answer, and saye this and that;
I do no force, I speak right as I mean;
Since I from Love escaped am so fat.

Love hath my name struck out of his slat,
And he is struck out of my bookes clean,
For ever more; there is none other mean;

Since I from Love escaped am so fat.

Geoffrey Chaucer
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The Canon's Yeoman's Tale

THE PROLOGUE.

WHEN ended was the life of Saint Cecile,
Ere we had ridden fully five mile, &lt;2&gt;
At Boughton-under-Blee us gan o'ertake

A man, that clothed was in clothes black,
And underneath he wore a white surplice.

His hackenay,* which was all pomely-gris,** *nag **dapple-gray
So sweated, that it wonder was to see;

It seem'd as he had pricked* miles three. *spurred

The horse eke that his yeoman rode upon

So sweated, that unnethes* might he gon.** *hardly **go
About the peytrel &lt;3&gt; stood the foam full high;

He was of foam, as *flecked as a pie.* *spotted like a magpie*

A maile twyfold &lt;4&gt; on his crupper lay;
It seemed that he carried little array;

All light for summer rode this worthy man.
And in my heart to wonder I began

What that he was, till that I understood

How that his cloak was sewed to his hood;

For which, when I had long advised* me, *considered
I deemed him some Canon for to be.

His hat hung at his back down by a lace,* *cord
For he had ridden more than trot or pace;

He hadde pricked like as he were wood.* *mad
A clote-leaf* he had laid under his hood, * burdock-leaf

For sweat, and for to keep his head from heat.

But it was joye for to see him sweat;

His forehead dropped as a stillatory* *still
Were full of plantain or of paritory.* *wallflower
And when that he was come, he gan to cry,

'God save,' quoth he, 'this jolly company.

Fast have I pricked,' quoth he, 'for your sake,

Because that I would you overtake,

To riden in this merry company.'

His Yeoman was eke full of courtesy,

And saide, 'Sirs, now in the morning tide

Out of your hostelry I saw you ride,
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And warned here my lord and sovereign,
Which that to ride with you is full fain,
For his disport; he loveth dalliance.'

'Friend, for thy warning God give thee good chance,'* *fortune

Said oure Host; 'certain it woulde seem

Thy lord were wise, and so I may well deem;
He is full jocund also, dare I lay;

Can he aught tell a merry tale or tway,

With which he gladden may this company?'
'Who, Sir? my lord? Yea, Sir, withoute lie,
He can* of mirth and eke of jollity

*Not but* enough; also, Sir, truste me,

An* ye him knew all so well as do I,

Ye would wonder how well and craftily

He coulde work, and that in sundry wise.

He hath take on him many a great emprise,*
Which were full hard for any that is here

To bring about, but* they of him it lear.**
As homely as he rides amonges you,

If ye him knew, it would be for your prow:*
Ye woulde not forego his acquaintance

For muche good, I dare lay in balance

All that I have in my possession.

He is a man of high discretion.

I warn you well, he is a passing* man.' *surpassing, extraordinary
Well," quoth our Host, 'I pray thee tell me than,
*scholar, priest

Is he a clerk,* or no? Tell what he is.’

'Nay, he is greater than a clerk, y-wis,"*
Saide this Yeoman; 'and, in wordes few,
Host, of his craft somewhat I will you shew,
I say, my lord can* such a subtlety

(But all his craft ye may not weet* of me,
And somewhat help I yet to his working),
That all the ground on which we be riding
Till that we come to Canterbury town,

He could all cleane turnen up so down,

And pave it all of silver and of gold.'

And when this Yeoman had this tale told
Unto our Host, he said; 'Ben'dicite!

This thing is wonder marvellous to me,
Since that thy lord is of so high prudence,
Because of which men should him reverence,
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That of his worship* recketh he so lite;** *honour **|ittle

His *overest slop* it is not worth a mite *upper garment*
As in effect to him, so may I go;

It is all baudy* and to-tore also. *slovenly

Why is thy lord so sluttish, I thee pray,

And is of power better clothes to bey,* *buy

If that his deed accordeth with thy speech?
Telle me that, and that I thee beseech.'

'Why?' quoth this Yeoman, 'whereto ask ye me?

God help me so, for he shall never the* *thrive
(But I will not avowe* that I say, *admit
And therefore keep it secret, I you pray):

He is too wise, in faith, as I believe.

Thing that is overdone, it will not preve* *stand the test
Aright, as clerkes say; it is a vice;

Wherefore in that I hold him *lewd and nice.'"* *ignorant and foolish*
For when a man hath over great a wit,

Full oft him happens to misusen it;

So doth my lord, and that me grieveth sore.

God it amend; I can say now no more.'

'Thereof *no force,* good Yeoman, 'quoth our Host; *no matter*
'Since of the conning* of thy lord, thou know'st, *knowledge

Tell how he doth, I pray thee heartily,

Since that be is so crafty and so sly.* *wise

Where dwelle ye, if it to telle be?'

'In the suburbes of a town,' quoth he,

'Lurking in hernes* and in lanes blind, *corners
Where as these robbers and these thieves by kind* *nature
Holde their privy fearful residence,

As they that dare not show their presence,

So fare we, if I shall say the soothe.'* *truth

'Yet,' quoth our Hoste, 'let me talke to thee;

Why art thou so discolour'd of thy face?"

'Peter!" quoth he, 'God give it harde grace,

I am so us'd the hote fire to blow,

That it hath changed my colour, I trow;

I am not wont in no mirror to pry,

But swinke* sore, and learn to multiply. &lt;5&gt; *|labour
We blunder* ever, and poren** in the fire, *toil **peer
And, for all that, we fail of our desire
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For ever we lack our conclusion

To muche folk we do illusion,

And borrow gold, be it a pound or two,

Or ten or twelve, or many summes mo',

And make them weenen,* at the leaste way, *fancy
That of a pounde we can make tway.

Yet is it false; and aye we have good hope

It for to do, and after it we grope:* *search, strive
But that science is so far us beforn,

That we may not, although we had it sworn,

It overtake, it slides away so fast;

It will us make beggars at the last.’

While this Yeoman was thus in his talking,

This Canon drew him near, and heard all thing

Which this Yeoman spake, for suspicion

Of menne's speech ever had this Canon:

For Cato saith, that he that guilty is, &lt;6&gt;

Deemeth all things be spoken of him y-wis;* *surely
Because of that he gan so nigh to draw

To his Yeoman, that he heard all his saw;

And thus he said unto his Yeoman tho* *then
'Hold thou thy peace,and speak no wordes mo':
For if thou do, thou shalt *it dear abie.* *pay dearly for it*

Thou slanderest me here in this company

And eke discoverest that thou shouldest hide.'
'Yea,' quoth our Host, 'tell on, whatso betide;
Of all his threatening reck not a mite.'

'In faith,' quoth he, 'no more do I but lite.'* *little
And when this Canon saw it would not be
But his Yeoman would tell his privity,* *secrets

He fled away for very sorrow and shame.

'Ah!" quoth the Yeoman, 'here shall rise a game;* *some diversion
All that I can anon I will you tell,

Since he is gone; the foule fiend him quell!* *destroy

For ne'er hereafter will I with him meet,

For penny nor for pound, I you behete.* *promise

He that me broughte first unto that game,

Ere that he die, sorrow have he and shame.

For it is earnest* to me, by my faith; *a serious matter
That feel I well, what so any man saith;

And yet for all my smart, and all my grief,
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For all my sorrow, labour, and mischief,* *trouble
I coulde never leave it in no wise.

Now would to God my witte might suffice

To tellen all that longeth to that art!

But natheless yet will I telle part;

Since that my lord is gone, I will not spare;

Such thing as that I know, I will declare.'

Geoffrey Chaucer
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The Canon's Yeoman's Tale

THE PROLOGUE.

WHEN ended was the life of Saint Cecile,
Ere we had ridden fully five mile, &lt;2&gt;
At Boughton-under-Blee us gan o'ertake

A man, that clothed was in clothes black,
And underneath he wore a white surplice.

His hackenay,* which was all pomely-gris,** *nag **dapple-gray
So sweated, that it wonder was to see;

It seem'd as he had pricked* miles three. *spurred

The horse eke that his yeoman rode upon

So sweated, that unnethes* might he gon.** *hardly **go
About the peytrel &lt;3&gt; stood the foam full high;

He was of foam, as *flecked as a pie.* *spotted like a magpie*

A maile twyfold &lt;4&gt; on his crupper lay;
It seemed that he carried little array;

All light for summer rode this worthy man.
And in my heart to wonder I began

What that he was, till that I understood

How that his cloak was sewed to his hood;

For which, when I had long advised* me, *considered
I deemed him some Canon for to be.

His hat hung at his back down by a lace,* *cord
For he had ridden more than trot or pace;

He hadde pricked like as he were wood.* *mad
A clote-leaf* he had laid under his hood, * burdock-leaf

For sweat, and for to keep his head from heat.

But it was joye for to see him sweat;

His forehead dropped as a stillatory* *still
Were full of plantain or of paritory.* *wallflower
And when that he was come, he gan to cry,

'God save,' quoth he, 'this jolly company.

Fast have I pricked,' quoth he, 'for your sake,

Because that I would you overtake,

To riden in this merry company.'

His Yeoman was eke full of courtesy,

And saide, 'Sirs, now in the morning tide

Out of your hostelry I saw you ride,
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And warned here my lord and sovereign,
Which that to ride with you is full fain,
For his disport; he loveth dalliance.'

'Friend, for thy warning God give thee good chance,'* *fortune

Said oure Host; 'certain it woulde seem

Thy lord were wise, and so I may well deem;
He is full jocund also, dare I lay;

Can he aught tell a merry tale or tway,

With which he gladden may this company?'
'Who, Sir? my lord? Yea, Sir, withoute lie,
He can* of mirth and eke of jollity

*Not but* enough; also, Sir, truste me,

An* ye him knew all so well as do I,

Ye would wonder how well and craftily

He coulde work, and that in sundry wise.

He hath take on him many a great emprise,*
Which were full hard for any that is here

To bring about, but* they of him it lear.**
As homely as he rides amonges you,

If ye him knew, it would be for your prow:*
Ye woulde not forego his acquaintance

For muche good, I dare lay in balance

All that I have in my possession.

He is a man of high discretion.

I warn you well, he is a passing* man.' *surpassing, extraordinary
Well," quoth our Host, 'I pray thee tell me than,
*scholar, priest

Is he a clerk,* or no? Tell what he is.’

'Nay, he is greater than a clerk, y-wis,"*
Saide this Yeoman; 'and, in wordes few,
Host, of his craft somewhat I will you shew,
I say, my lord can* such a subtlety

(But all his craft ye may not weet* of me,
And somewhat help I yet to his working),
That all the ground on which we be riding
Till that we come to Canterbury town,

He could all cleane turnen up so down,

And pave it all of silver and of gold.'

And when this Yeoman had this tale told
Unto our Host, he said; 'Ben'dicite!

This thing is wonder marvellous to me,
Since that thy lord is of so high prudence,
Because of which men should him reverence,
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That of his worship* recketh he so lite;** *honour **|ittle

His *overest slop* it is not worth a mite *upper garment*
As in effect to him, so may I go;

It is all baudy* and to-tore also. *slovenly

Why is thy lord so sluttish, I thee pray,

And is of power better clothes to bey,* *buy

If that his deed accordeth with thy speech?
Telle me that, and that I thee beseech.'

'Why?' quoth this Yeoman, 'whereto ask ye me?

God help me so, for he shall never the* *thrive
(But I will not avowe* that I say, *admit
And therefore keep it secret, I you pray):

He is too wise, in faith, as I believe.

Thing that is overdone, it will not preve* *stand the test
Aright, as clerkes say; it is a vice;

Wherefore in that I hold him *lewd and nice.'"* *ignorant and foolish*
For when a man hath over great a wit,

Full oft him happens to misusen it;

So doth my lord, and that me grieveth sore.

God it amend; I can say now no more.'

'Thereof *no force,* good Yeoman, 'quoth our Host; *no matter*
'Since of the conning* of thy lord, thou know'st, *knowledge

Tell how he doth, I pray thee heartily,

Since that be is so crafty and so sly.* *wise

Where dwelle ye, if it to telle be?'

'In the suburbes of a town,' quoth he,

'Lurking in hernes* and in lanes blind, *corners
Where as these robbers and these thieves by kind* *nature
Holde their privy fearful residence,

As they that dare not show their presence,

So fare we, if I shall say the soothe.'* *truth

'Yet,' quoth our Hoste, 'let me talke to thee;

Why art thou so discolour'd of thy face?"

'Peter!" quoth he, 'God give it harde grace,

I am so us'd the hote fire to blow,

That it hath changed my colour, I trow;

I am not wont in no mirror to pry,

But swinke* sore, and learn to multiply. &lt;5&gt; *|labour
We blunder* ever, and poren** in the fire, *toil **peer
And, for all that, we fail of our desire
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For ever we lack our conclusion

To muche folk we do illusion,

And borrow gold, be it a pound or two,

Or ten or twelve, or many summes mo',

And make them weenen,* at the leaste way, *fancy
That of a pounde we can make tway.

Yet is it false; and aye we have good hope

It for to do, and after it we grope:* *search, strive
But that science is so far us beforn,

That we may not, although we had it sworn,

It overtake, it slides away so fast;

It will us make beggars at the last.’

While this Yeoman was thus in his talking,

This Canon drew him near, and heard all thing

Which this Yeoman spake, for suspicion

Of menne's speech ever had this Canon:

For Cato saith, that he that guilty is, &lt;6&gt;

Deemeth all things be spoken of him y-wis;* *surely
Because of that he gan so nigh to draw

To his Yeoman, that he heard all his saw;

And thus he said unto his Yeoman tho* *then
'Hold thou thy peace,and speak no wordes mo':
For if thou do, thou shalt *it dear abie.* *pay dearly for it*

Thou slanderest me here in this company

And eke discoverest that thou shouldest hide.'
'Yea,' quoth our Host, 'tell on, whatso betide;
Of all his threatening reck not a mite.'

'In faith,' quoth he, 'no more do I but lite.'* *little
And when this Canon saw it would not be
But his Yeoman would tell his privity,* *secrets

He fled away for very sorrow and shame.

'Ah!" quoth the Yeoman, 'here shall rise a game;* *some diversion
All that I can anon I will you tell,

Since he is gone; the foule fiend him quell!* *destroy

For ne'er hereafter will I with him meet,

For penny nor for pound, I you behete.* *promise

He that me broughte first unto that game,

Ere that he die, sorrow have he and shame.

For it is earnest* to me, by my faith; *a serious matter
That feel I well, what so any man saith;

And yet for all my smart, and all my grief,
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For all my sorrow, labour, and mischief,* *trouble
I coulde never leave it in no wise.

Now would to God my witte might suffice

To tellen all that longeth to that art!

But natheless yet will I telle part;

Since that my lord is gone, I will not spare;

Such thing as that I know, I will declare.'

THE TALE. &lt;1&gt;

With this Canon I dwelt have seven year,

And of his science am I ne'er the near* *nearer
All that I had I have lost thereby,

And, God wot, so have many more than I.

Where I was wont to be right fresh and gay

Of clothing, and of other good array

Now may I wear an hose upon mine head;

And where my colour was both fresh and red,

Now is it wan, and of a leaden hue

(Whoso it useth, sore shall he it rue):

And of my swink* yet bleared is mine eye; *labour

Lo what advantage is to multiply!

That sliding* science hath me made so bare, *slippery, deceptive
That I have no good,* where that ever I fare; *property

And yet I am indebted so thereby
Of gold, that I have borrow'd truely,

That, while I live, I shall it quite* never; *repay

Let every man beware by me for ever.

What manner man that casteth* him thereto, *betaketh
If he continue, I hold *his thrift y-do;* *prosperity at an end*

So help me God, thereby shall he not win,

But empty his purse, and make his wittes thin.

And when he, through his madness and folly,

Hath lost his owen good through jupartie,* *hazard &lt;2&gt;
Then he exciteth other men thereto,

To lose their good as he himself hath do'.

For unto shrewes* joy it is and ease *wicked folk
To have their fellows in pain and disease.* *trouble
Thus was I ones learned of a clerk;

Of that no charge;* I will speak of our work. *matter
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When we be there as we shall exercise

Our elvish* craft, we seeme wonder wise, *fantastic, wicked
Our termes be so *clergial and quaint.* *learned and strange
I blow the fire till that mine hearte faint.

Why should I tellen each proportion

Of thinges, whiche that we work upon,

As on five or six ounces, may well be,

Of silver, or some other quantity?

And busy me to telle you the names,

As orpiment, burnt bones, iron squames,* *scales &lt;3&gt;
That into powder grounden be full small?

And in an earthen pot how put is all,

And, salt y-put in, and also peppere,

Before these powders that I speak of here,

And well y-cover'd with a lamp of glass?

And of much other thing which that there was?

And of the pots and glasses engluting, * *sealing up
That of the air might passen out no thing?
And of the easy* fire, and smart** also, *slow **quick

Which that was made? and of the care and woe

That we had in our matters subliming,

And in amalgaming, and calcining

Of quicksilver, called mercury crude?

For all our sleightes we can not conclude.

Our orpiment, and sublim'd mercury,

Our ground litharge* eke on the porphyry, *white lead
Of each of these of ounces a certain,* *certain proportion
Not helpeth us, our labour is in vain.

Nor neither our spirits' ascensioun,

Nor our matters that lie all fix'd adown,

May in our working nothing us avail;

For lost is all our labour and travail,

And all the cost, a twenty devil way,

Is lost also, which we upon it lay.

There is also full many another thing

That is unto our craft appertaining,

Though I by order them not rehearse can,

Because that I am a lewed* man; *unlearned
Yet will I tell them as they come to mind,

Although I cannot set them in their kind,

As sal-armoniac, verdigris, borace;
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And sundry vessels made of earth and glass; &lt;4&gt;

Our urinales, and our descensories,

Phials, and croslets, and sublimatories,

Cucurbites, and alembikes eke,

And other suche, *dear enough a leek,* *worth less than a leek*
It needeth not for to rehearse them all.

Waters rubifying, and bulles' gall,

Arsenic, sal-armoniac, and brimstone,

And herbes could I tell eke many a one,

As egremoine,* valerian, and lunary, ** *agrimony **moon-wort
And other such, if that me list to tarry;

Our lampes burning bothe night and day,

To bring about our craft if that we may;

Our furnace eke of calcination,

And of waters albification,

Unslaked lime, chalk, and *glair of an ey, * *egg-white
Powders diverse, ashes, dung, piss, and clay,

Seared pokettes,&lt; 5&gt; saltpetre, and vitriol;

And divers fires made of wood and coal;

Sal-tartar, alkali, salt preparate,

And combust matters, and coagulate;

Clay made with horse and manne's hair, and oil

Of tartar, alum, glass, barm, wort, argoil,* *potter's clay&lt;6&gt;
Rosalgar,* and other matters imbibing; *flowers of antimony
And eke of our matters encorporing,* *incorporating

And of our silver citrination, &lt;7&gt;

Our cementing, and fermentation,

Our ingots, * tests, and many thinges mo'. *moulds &lt;8&gt;
I will you tell, as was me taught also,

The foure spirits, and the bodies seven,

By order, as oft I heard my lord them neven.* *name
The first spirit Quicksilver called is;

The second Orpiment; the third, y-wis,

Sal-Armoniac, and the fourth Brimstone.

The bodies sev'n eke, lo them here anon.

Sol gold is, and Luna silver we threpe* *name &lt;9&gt;
Mars iron, Mercury quicksilver we clepe;* *call
Saturnus lead, and Jupiter is tin,

And Venus copper, by my father's kin.

This cursed craft whoso will exercise,
He shall no good have that him may suffice;
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For all the good he spendeth thereabout,

He lose shall, thereof have I no doubt.
Whoso that list to utter* his folly,

Let him come forth and learn to multiply:
And every man that hath aught in his coffer,
Let him appear, and wax a philosopher;
Ascaunce* that craft is so light to lear.**
Nay, nay, God wot, all be he monk or frere,
Priest or canon, or any other wight;

Though he sit at his book both day and night;

*display

*as if **|earn

In learning of this *elvish nice* lore, * fantastic, foolish

All is in vain; and pardie muche more,

Is to learn a lew'd* man this subtlety;

Fie! speak not thereof, for it will not be.

And *conne he letterure,* or conne he none,
As in effect, he shall it find all one;

For bothe two, by my salvation,

*ignorant

*if he knows learning*

Concluden in multiplication* *transmutation by alchemy

Alike well, when they have all y-do;

This is to say, they faile bothe two.

Yet forgot I to make rehearsale

Of waters corrosive, and of limaile,*

And of bodies' mollification,

And also of their induration,

Oiles, ablutions, metal fusible,

To tellen all, would passen any Bible

That owhere* is; wherefore, as for the best,
Of all these names now will I me rest;

For, as I trow, I have you told enough

To raise a fiend, all look he ne'er so rough.

Ah! nay, let be; the philosopher's stone,
Elixir call'd, we seeke fast each one;

For had we him, then were we sicker* enow;
But unto God of heaven I make avow,*

For all our craft, when we have all y-do,

And all our sleight, he will not come us to.
He hath y-made us spende muche good,

For sorrow of which almost we waxed wood,*
But that good hope creeped in our heart,
Supposing ever, though we sore smart,

To be relieved by him afterward.
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Such supposing and hope is sharp and hard.
I warn you well it is to seeken ever.

That future temps* hath made men dissever, ** *time **part from
In trust thereof, from all that ever they had,
Yet of that art they cannot waxe sad,* *repentant

For unto them it is a bitter sweet;
So seemeth it; for had they but a sheet
Which that they mighte wrap them in at night,

And a bratt* to walk in by dayelight, *cloak&lt; 10&gt;
They would them sell, and spend it on this craft;
They cannot stint,* until no thing be laft. *cease

And evermore, wherever that they gon,

Men may them knowe by smell of brimstone;

For all the world they stinken as a goat;

Their savour is so rammish and so hot,

That though a man a mile from them be,

The savour will infect him, truste me.

Lo, thus by smelling and threadbare array,

If that men list, this folk they knowe may.

And if a man will ask them privily,

Why they be clothed so unthriftily,* *shabbily
They right anon will rownen* in his ear, *whisper
And sayen, if that they espied were,

Men would them slay, because of their science:

Lo, thus these folk betrayen innocence!

Pass over this; I go my tale unto.

Ere that the pot be on the fire y-do* *placed
Of metals, with a certain quantity
My lord them tempers,* and no man but he *adjusts the proportions

(Now he is gone, I dare say boldely):

For as men say, he can do craftily,

Algate* I wot well he hath such a name, *although
And yet full oft he runneth into blame;

And know ye how? full oft it happ'neth so,

The pot to-breaks, and farewell! all is go'.* *gone
These metals be of so great violence,

Our walles may not make them resistence,

*But if* they were wrought of lime and stone; *unless*
They pierce so, that through the wall they gon;

And some of them sink down into the ground

(Thus have we lost by times many a pound),
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And some are scatter'd all the floor about;

Some leap into the roof withoute doubt.

Though that the fiend not in our sight him show,

I trowe that he be with us, that shrew;* *impious wretch

In helle, where that he is lord and sire,

Is there no more woe, rancour, nor ire.

When that our pot is broke, as I have said,

Every man chides, and holds him *evil apaid.* *dissatisfied*
Some said it was *long on* the fire-making; *because of &lt;11&gt;*
Some saide nay, it was on the blowing

(Then was I fear'd, for that was mine office):

'Straw!' quoth the third, 'ye be *lewed and **nice, *ignorant **foolish

It was not temper'd* as it ought to be.' *mixed in due proportions
'Nay,' quoth the fourthe, 'stint* and hearken me; *stop
Because our fire was not y-made of beech,

That is the cause, and other none, *so the'ch.* *so may I thrive*

I cannot tell whereon it was along,
But well I wot great strife is us among.'
'What?' quoth my lord, 'there is no more to do'n,

Of these perils I will beware eftsoon.* *another time
I am right sicker* that the pot was crazed.** *sure **cracked
Be as be may, be ye no thing amazed.* *confounded
As usage is, let sweep the floor as swithe;* *quickly

Pluck up your heartes and be glad and blithe.'

The mullok* on a heap y-sweeped was, *rubbish
And on the floor y-cast a canevas,

And all this mullok in a sieve y-throw,

And sifted, and y-picked many a throw.* *time
'Pardie,' quoth one, 'somewhat of our metal

Yet is there here, though that we have not all.

And though this thing *mishapped hath as now,* *has gone amiss
Another time it may be well enow. at present*
We muste *put our good in adventure; * *risk our property*

A merchant, pardie, may not aye endure,
Truste me well, in his prosperity:

Sometimes his good is drenched* in the sea, *drowned, sunk
And sometimes comes it safe unto the land.'

'Peace,' quoth my lord; 'the next time I will fand* *endeavour
To bring our craft *all in another plight,* *to a different conclusion*
And but I do, Sirs, let me have the wite;* *blame

There was default in somewhat, well I wot.'
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Another said, the fire was over hot.

But be it hot or cold, I dare say this,

That we concluden evermore amiss;

We fail alway of that which we would have;

And in our madness evermore we rave.

And when we be together every one,

Every man seemeth a Solomon.

But all thing, which that shineth as the gold,

It is not gold, as I have heard it told;

Nor every apple that is fair at eye,

It is not good, what so men clap* or cry. *assert
Right so, lo, fareth it amonges us.

He that the wisest seemeth, by Jesus,

Is most fool, when it cometh to the prefe;* *proof, test
And he that seemeth truest, is a thief.

That shall ye know, ere that I from you wend;

By that I of my tale have made an end.

There was a canon of religioun

Amonges us, would infect* all a town, *deceive

Though it as great were as was Nineveh,

Rome, Alisandre,* Troy, or other three. *Alexandria
His sleightes* and his infinite falseness *cunning tricks

There coulde no man writen, as I guess,

Though that he mighte live a thousand year;

In all this world of falseness n'is* his peer. *there is not
For in his termes he will him so wind,

And speak his wordes in so sly a kind,

When he commune shall with any wight,

That he will make him doat* anon aright, *become foolishly
But it a fiende be, as himself is. fond of him*

Full many a man hath he beguil'd ere this,

And will, if that he may live any while;

And yet men go and ride many a mile

Him for to seek, and have his acquaintance,

Not knowing of his false governance.* *deceitful conduct
And if you list to give me audience,

I will it telle here in your presence.

But, worshipful canons religious,

Ne deeme not that I slander your house,

Although that my tale of a canon be.

Of every order some shrew is, pardie;
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And God forbid that all a company

Should rue a singular* manne's folly. *individual
To slander you is no thing mine intent;

But to correct that is amiss I meant.

This tale was not only told for you,

But eke for other more; ye wot well how

That amonges Christe's apostles twelve

There was no traitor but Judas himselve;

Then why should all the remenant have blame,

That guiltless were? By you I say the same.

Save only this, if ye will hearken me,

If any Judas in your convent be,

Remove him betimes, I you rede,* *counsel
If shame or loss may causen any dread.

And be no thing displeased, I you pray;

But in this case hearken what I say.

In London was a priest, an annualere, &lt;12&gt;
That therein dwelled hadde many a year,

Which was so pleasant and so serviceable

Unto the wife, where as he was at table,

That she would suffer him no thing to pay

For board nor clothing, went he ne'er so gay;
And spending silver had he right enow;

Thereof no force;* will proceed as now, *no matter
And telle forth my tale of the canon,

That brought this prieste to confusion.

This false canon came upon a day

Unto the prieste's chamber, where he lay,
Beseeching him to lend him a certain

Of gold, and he would quit it him again.

'Lend me a mark,' quoth he, 'but dayes three,
And at my day I will it quite thee.

And if it so be that thou find me false,

Another day hang me up by the halse.'* *neck
This priest him took a mark, and that as swithe,* *quickly
And this canon him thanked often sithe,* *times

And took his leave, and wente forth his way;

And at the thirde day brought his money;

And to the priest he took his gold again,

Whereof this priest was wondrous glad and fain.* *pleased
'Certes,' quoth he, *'nothing annoyeth me* *I am not unwiling*
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To lend a man a noble, or two, or three,

Or what thing were in my possession,

When he so true is of condition,

That in no wise he breake will his day;

To such a man I never can say nay.'

'What,' quoth this canon, 'should I be untrue?

Nay, that were *thing y-fallen all of new!*  *a new thing to happen*
Truth is a thing that I will ever keep,

Unto the day in which that I shall creep

Into my grave; and elles God forbid;

Believe this as sicker* as your creed. *sure

God thank I, and in good time be it said,

That there was never man yet *evil apaid* *displeased, dissatisfied*
For gold nor silver that he to me lent,

Nor ever falsehood in mine heart I meant.

And Sir,' quoth he, 'now of my privity,

Since ye so goodly have been unto me,

And kithed* to me so great gentleness, *shown
Somewhat, to quite with your kindeness,
I will you shew, and if you list to lear,* *learn

I will you teache plainly the mannere

How I can worken in philosophy.

Take good heed, ye shall well see *at eye* *with your own eye*
That I will do a mas'try ere I go.'

'Yea,' quoth the priest; 'yea, Sir, and will ye so?

Mary! thereof I pray you heartily.'

'At your commandement, Sir, truely,’

Quoth the canon, 'and elles God forbid.'

Lo, how this thiefe could his service bede!* *offer

Full sooth it is that such proffer'd service

Stinketh, as witnesse *these olde wise;* *those wise folk of old*
And that full soon I will it verify

In this canon, root of all treachery,

That evermore delight had and gladness

(Such fiendly thoughtes *in his heart impress*) *press into his heart*
How Christe's people he may to mischief bring.

God keep us from his false dissimuling!

What wiste this priest with whom that he dealt?

Nor of his harm coming he nothing felt.

O sely* priest, O sely innocent! *simple

With covetise anon thou shalt be blent;* *blinded; beguiled
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O graceless, full blind is thy conceit!

For nothing art thou ware of the deceit

Which that this fox y-shapen* hath to thee; *contrived
His wily wrenches* thou not mayest flee. *snares
Wherefore, to go to the conclusioun

That referreth to thy confusion,

Unhappy man, anon I will me hie* *hasten

To telle thine unwit* and thy folly, *stupidity

And eke the falseness of that other wretch,

As farforth as that my conning* will stretch. *knowledge
This canon was my lord, ye woulde ween;* *imagine

Sir Host, in faith, and by the heaven's queen,
It was another canon, and not he,

That can* an hundred fold more subtlety. *knows
He hath betrayed folkes many a time;
Of his falseness it doleth* me to rhyme. *paineth

And ever, when I speak of his falsehead,

For shame of him my cheekes waxe red;

Algates* they beginne for to glow, *at least
For redness have I none, right well I know,

In my visage; for fumes diverse

Of metals, which ye have me heard rehearse,

Consumed have and wasted my redness.

Now take heed of this canon's cursedness.* *villainy

'Sir,' quoth he to the priest, 'let your man gon

For quicksilver, that we it had anon;

And let him bringen ounces two or three;

And when he comes, as faste shall ye see

A wondrous thing, which ye saw ne'er ere this.'

'Sir,' quoth the priest, 'it shall be done, y-wis.'* *certainly
He bade his servant fetche him this thing,

And he all ready was at his bidding,

And went him forth, and came anon again

With this quicksilver, shortly for to sayn;

And took these ounces three to the canoun;

And he them laide well and fair adown,

And bade the servant coales for to bring,

That he anon might go to his working.

The coales right anon weren y-fet,* *fetched
And this canon y-took a crosselet* *crucible
Out of his bosom, and shew'd to the priest.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 149



'This instrument,' quoth he, 'which that thou seest,

Take in thine hand, and put thyself therein

Of this quicksilver an ounce, and here begin,

In the name of Christ, to wax a philosopher.

There be full few, which that I woulde proffer

To shewe them thus much of my science;

For here shall ye see by experience

That this quicksilver I will mortify,&It; 13&gt;

Right in your sight anon withoute lie,

And make it as good silver, and as fine,

As there is any in your purse, or mine,

Or elleswhere; and make it malleable,

And elles holde me false and unable

Amonge folk for ever to appear.

I have a powder here that cost me dear,

Shall make all good, for it is cause of all

My conning,* which that I you shewe shall. *knowledge
Voide* your man, and let him be thereout; *send away
And shut the doore, while we be about

Our privity, that no man us espy,

While that we work in this phiosophy.'

All, as he bade, fulfilled was in deed.

This ilke servant right anon out yede,* *went
And his master y-shut the door anon,

And to their labour speedily they gon.

This priest, at this cursed canon's biddIng,

Upon the fire anon he set this thing,

And blew the fire, and busied him full fast.

And this canon into the croslet cast

A powder, I know not whereof it was

Y-made, either of chalk, either of glass,

Or somewhat elles, was not worth a fly,

To blinden* with this priest; and bade him hie** *deceive **make haste
The coales for to couchen* all above lay in order

The croslet; 'for, in token I thee love,’

Quoth this canon, 'thine owen handes two

Shall work all thing that here shall be do'."

*'Grand mercy,'* quoth the priest, and was full glad, *great thanks*
And couch'd the coales as the canon bade.

And while he busy was, this fiendly wretch,

This false canon (the foule fiend him fetch),
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Out of his bosom took a beechen coal,

In which full subtifly was made a hole,

And therein put was of silver limaile* *filings

An ounce, and stopped was withoute fail

The hole with wax, to keep the limaile in.

And understande, that this false gin* *contrivance
Was not made there, but it was made before;

And other thinges I shall tell you more,

Hereafterward, which that he with him brought;

Ere he came there, him to beguile he thought,

And so he did, ere that they *went atwin;* *separated*

Till he had turned him, could he not blin.* *cease &lt;14&gt;
It doleth* me, when that I of him speak; *paineth

On his falsehood fain would I me awreak, * *revenge myself
If I wist how, but he is here and there;

He is so variant,* he abides nowhere. *changeable

But take heed, Sirs, now for Godde's love.

He took his coal, of which I spake above,

And in his hand he bare it privily,

And while the prieste couched busily

The coales, as I tolde you ere this,

This canon saide, 'Friend, ye do amiss;

This is not couched as it ought to be,

But soon I shall amenden it,' quoth he.

'Now let me meddle therewith but a while,

For of you have I pity, by Saint Gile.

Ye be right hot, I see well how ye sweat;

Have here a cloth, and wipe away the wet.'

And while that the prieste wip'd his face,

This canon took his coal, - *with sorry grace,* - *evil fortune
And layed it above on the midward attend him!*
Of the croslet, and blew well afterward,

Till that the coals beganne fast to brenn.* *burn
'Now give us drinke,"' quoth this canon then,
'And swithe* all shall be well, I undertake. *quickly

Sitte we down, and let us merry make.'

And whenne that this canon's beechen coal

Was burnt, all the limaile out of the hole

Into the crosselet anon fell down;

And so it muste needes, by reasoun,

Since it above so *even couched* was; *exactly laid*
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But thereof wist the priest no thing, alas!
He deemed all the coals alike good,
For of the sleight he nothing understood.

And when this alchemister saw his time,

'Rise up, Sir Priest,' quoth he, 'and stand by me;

And, for I wot well ingot* have ye none; *mould
Go, walke forth, and bring me a chalk stone;

For I will make it of the same shape

That is an ingot, if I may have hap.

Bring eke with you a bowl, or else a pan,

Full of water, and ye shall well see than* *then
How that our business shall *hap and preve* *succeed*
And yet, for ye shall have no misbelieve* *mistrust

Nor wrong conceit of me, in your absence,
I wille not be out of your presence,

But go with you, and come with you again.'
The chamber-doore, shortly for to sayn,
They opened and shut, and went their way,
And forth with them they carried the key;
And came again without any delay.

Why should I tarry all the longe day?

He took the chalk, and shap'd it in the wise

Of an ingot, as I shall you devise;* *describe
I say, he took out of his owen sleeve
A teine* of silver (evil may he chevel!**) *little piece **prosper

Which that ne was but a just ounce of weight.

And take heed now of his cursed sleight;

He shap'd his ingot, in length and in brede* *breadth
Of this teine, withouten any drede,* *doubt
So slily, that the priest it not espied;

And in his sleeve again he gan it hide;

And from the fire he took up his mattere,

And in th' ingot put it with merry cheer;

And in the water-vessel he it cast,

When that him list, and bade the priest as fast

Look what there is; 'Put in thine hand and grope;

There shalt thou finde silver, as I hope.'

What, devil of helle! should it elles be?

Shaving of silver, silver is, pardie.

He put his hand in, and took up a teine

Of silver fine; and glad in every vein
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Was this priest, when he saw that it was so.
'Godde's blessing, and his mother's also,
And alle hallows,* have ye, Sir Canon!"
Saide this priest, 'and I their malison*
But, an'* ye vouchesafe to teache me
This noble craft and this subtility,

I will be yours in all that ever I may.'
Quoth the canon, 'Yet will I make assay
The second time, that ye may take heed,
And be expert of this, and, in your need,
Another day assay in mine absence

This discipline, and this crafty science.

Let take another ounce,' quoth he tho,*
'Of quicksilver, withoute wordes mo’,

And do therewith as ye have done ere this
With that other, which that now silver is. '

The priest him busied, all that e'er he can,
To do as this canon, this cursed man,
Commanded him, and fast he blew the fire
For to come to th' effect of his desire.

And this canon right in the meanewhile

All ready was this priest eft* to beguile,
and, for a countenance,* in his hande bare
An hollow sticke (take keep* and beware):
Of silver limaile put was, as before

Was in his coal, and stopped with wax well
For to keep in his limaile every deal.*

And while this priest was in his business,
This canon with his sticke gan him dress*
To him anon, and his powder cast in,

As he did erst (the devil out of his skin
Him turn, I pray to God, for his falsehead,
For he was ever false in thought and deed),
And with his stick, above the crosselet,
That was ordained* with that false get,**
He stirr'd the coales, till relente gan

The wax against the fire, as every man,
But he a fool be, knows well it must need.
And all that in the sticke was out yede,*
And in the croslet hastily* it fell.

Now, goode Sirs, what will ye bet* than well?
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When that this priest was thus beguil'd again,
Supposing naught but truthe, sooth to sayn,
He was so glad, that I can not express

In no mannere his mirth and his gladness;

And to the canon he proffer'd eftsoon* *forthwith; again
Body and good. 'Yea,' quoth the canon soon,
'Though poor I be, crafty* thou shalt me find; *skilful

I warn thee well, yet is there more behind.
Is any copper here within?' said he.
'Yea, Sir,' the prieste said, 'I trow there be.'

'Elles go buy us some, and that as swithe.* *swiftly

Now, goode Sir, go forth thy way and hie* thee.' *hasten

He went his way, and with the copper came,

And this canon it in his handes name,* *took &lt;15&gt;

And of that copper weighed out an ounce.

Too simple is my tongue to pronounce,

As minister of my wit, the doubleness

Of this canon, root of all cursedness.

He friendly seem'd to them that knew him not;

But he was fiendly, both in work and thought.

It wearieth me to tell of his falseness;

And natheless yet will I it express,

To that intent men may beware thereby,

And for none other cause truely.

He put this copper in the crosselet,

And on the fire as swithe* he hath it set, *swiftly
And cast in powder, and made the priest to blow,

And in his working for to stoope low,

As he did erst,* and all was but a jape;** *before **trick
Right as him list the priest *he made his ape.* *befooled him*
And afterward in the ingot he it cast,

And in the pan he put it at the last

Of water, and in he put his own hand;

And in his sleeve, as ye beforehand

Hearde me tell, he had a silver teine;* *small piece
He silly took it out, this cursed heine* *wretch
(Unweeting* this priest of his false craft), *unsuspecting
And in the panne's bottom he it laft* *left

And in the water rumbleth to and fro,

And wondrous privily took up also

The copper teine (not knowing thilke priest),

And hid it, and him hente* by the breast, *took
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And to him spake, and thus said in his game;

'Stoop now adown; by God, ye be to blame;

Helpe me now, as I did you whilere;* *before
Put in your hand, and looke what is there.'

This priest took up this silver teine anon;

And thenne said the canon, 'Let us gon,

With these three teines which that we have wrought,

To some goldsmith, and *weet if they be aught:* *find out if they are
For, by my faith, I would not for my hood worth anything*

*But if* they were silver fine and good, *unless
And that as swithe* well proved shall it be.' *quickly
Unto the goldsmith with these teines three

They went anon, and put them in assay* *proof

To fire and hammer; might no man say nay,
But that they weren as they ought to be.
This sotted* priest, who gladder was than he? *stupid, besotted
Was never bird gladder against the day;

Nor nightingale in the season of May

Was never none, that better list to sing;

Nor lady lustier in carolling,

Or for to speak of love and womanhead;
Nor knight in arms to do a hardy deed,

To standen in grace of his lady dear,

Than had this priest this crafte for to lear;
And to the canon thus he spake and said;
'For love of God, that for us alle died,

And as I may deserve it unto you,

What shall this receipt coste? tell me now.'
'By our Lady,' quoth this canon, 'it is dear.

I warn you well, that, save I and a frere,

In Engleland there can no man it make.'

*'No force,'* quoth he; 'now, Sir, for Godde's sake, *no matter
What shall I pay? telle me, I you pray.'
'Y-wis,'* quoth he, 'it is full dear, I say. *certainly

Sir, at one word, if that you list it have,

Ye shall pay forty pound, so God me save;

And n'ere* the friendship that ye did ere this *were it not for
To me, ye shoulde paye more, y-wis.'

This priest the sum of forty pound anon

Of nobles fet,* and took them every one *fetched

To this canon, for this ilke receipt.
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All his working was but fraud and deceit.

'Sir Priest,' he said, 'l keep* to have no los**  *care **praise &lt;16&gt;
Of my craft, for I would it were kept close;

And as ye love me, keep it secre:

For if men knewen all my subtlety,

By God, they woulde have so great envy

To me, because of my philosophy,

I should be dead, there were no other way.'

'God it forbid,' quoth the priest, 'what ye say.

Yet had I lever* spenden all the good *rather
Which that I have (and elles were I wood*), *mad
Than that ye shoulde fall in such mischief.'

'For your good will, Sir, have ye right good prefe,'* *results of your
Quoth the canon; 'and farewell, grand mercy.' *experiments*
He went his way, and never the priest him sey * *saw
After that day; and when that this priest should

Maken assay, at such time as he would,

Of this receipt, farewell! it would not be.

Lo, thus bejaped* and beguil'd was he; *tricked
Thus made he his introduction

To bringe folk to their destruction.

Consider, Sirs, how that in each estate

Betwixte men and gold there is debate,

So farforth that *unnethes is there none.* *scarcely is there any*
This multiplying blint* so many a one, *blinds, deceive

That in good faith I trowe that it be

The cause greatest of such scarcity.

These philosophers speak so mistily

In this craft, that men cannot come thereby,

For any wit that men have how-a-days.

They may well chatter, as do these jays,

And in their termes set their *lust and pain,* *pleasure and exertion*
But to their purpose shall they ne'er attain.

A man may lightly* learn, if he have aught, *easily

To multiply, and bring his good to naught.

Lo, such a lucre* is in this lusty** game; *profit **pleasant

A manne's mirth it will turn all to grame,* *sorrow &lt;17&gt;

And empty also great and heavy purses,

And make folke for to purchase curses

Of them that have thereto their good y-lent.

Oh, fy for shame! they that have been brent,* *burnt
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Alas! can they not flee the fire's heat?

Ye that it use, I rede* that ye it lete, ** *advise **|eave
Lest ye lose all; for better than never is late;

Never to thrive, were too long a date.

Though ye prowl aye, ye shall it never find;

Ye be as bold as is Bayard the blind,

That blunders forth, and *peril casteth none;* *perceives no danger*
He is as bold to run against a stone,

As for to go beside it in the way:

So fare ye that multiply, I say.

If that your eyen cannot see aright,

Look that your minde lacke not his sight.

For though you look never so broad, and stare,

Ye shall not win a mite on that chaffare,* *traffic, commerce

But wasten all that ye may *rape and renn.* *get by hook or crook*
Withdraw the fire, lest it too faste brenn;* *burn

Meddle no more with that art, I mean;

For if ye do, your thrift* is gone full clean. *prosperity

And right as swithe* I will you telle here *quickly

What philosophers say in this mattere.

Lo, thus saith Arnold of the newe town, &lt;18&gt;
As his Rosary maketh mentioun,

He saith right thus, withouten any lie;

'There may no man mercury mortify,&lt; 13&gt;
But* it be with his brother's knowledging.' *except
Lo, how that he, which firste said this thing,

Of philosophers father was, Hermes; &lt; 19&gt;

He saith, how that the dragon doubteless

He dieth not, but if that he be slain

With his brother. And this is for to sayn,

By the dragon, Mercury, and none other,

He understood, and Brimstone by his brother,

That out of Sol and Luna were y-draw.* *drawn, derived
'And therefore,' said he, 'take heed to my saw. *saying
Let no man busy him this art to seech,* *study, explore
*But if* that he th'intention and speech *unless

Of philosophers understande can;

And if he do, he is a lewed* man. *ignorant, foolish
For this science and this conning,'* quoth he, *knowledge

'Is of the secret of secrets &lt;20&gt; pardie.’
Also there was a disciple of Plato,
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That on a time said his master to,

As his book, Senior, &lt;21&gt; will bear witnhess,
And this was his demand in soothfastness:

'Tell me the name of thilke* privy** stone.' *that **secret
And Plato answer'd unto him anon;

'Take the stone that Titanos men name.'

'Which is that?' quoth he. 'Magnesia is the same,’
Saide Plato. 'Yea, Sir, and is it thus?

This is ignotum per ignotius. &lt;22&gt;

What is Magnesia, good Sir, I pray?'

'It is a water that is made, I say,

Of th' elementes foure,' quoth Plato.

'Tell me the roote, good Sir,"' quoth he tho,* *then
'Of that water, if that it be your will.'
'Nay, nay,' quoth Plato, 'certain that I n'ill.* *will not

The philosophers sworn were every one,

That they should not discover it to none,

Nor in no book it write in no mannere;

For unto God it is so lefe* and dear, *precious
That he will not that it discover'd be,

But where it liketh to his deity

Man for to inspire, and eke for to defend'* *protect
Whom that he liketh; lo, this is the end.’

Then thus conclude I, since that God of heaven

Will not that these philosophers neven* *name
How that a man shall come unto this stone,
I rede* as for the best to let it gon. *counsel

For whoso maketh God his adversary,

As for to work any thing in contrary

Of his will, certes never shall he thrive,

Though that he multiply term of his live. &lt;23&gt;

And there a point;* for ended is my tale. *end
God send ev'ry good man *boot of his bale.*

Geoffrey Chaucer

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 158



The Canterbury Tales

PROLOGUE
Here bygynneth the Book of the tales of Caunterbury.

Whan that Aprille, with hise shoures soote,
The droghte of March hath perced to the roote
And bathed every veyne in swich licour,

Of which vertu engendred is the flour;

Whan Zephirus eek with his swete breeth

Inspired hath in every holt and heeth
The tendre croppes, and the yonge sonne
Hath in the Ram his halfe cours yronne,
And smale foweles maken melodye,

That slepen al the nyght with open eye-

So priketh hem Nature in hir corages-
Thanne longen folk to goon on pilgrimages
And palmeres for to seken straunge strondes
To ferne halwes, kowthe in sondry londes;
And specially, from every shires ende

Of Engelond, to Caunturbury they wende,

The hooly blisful martir for the seke

That hem hath holpen, whan that they were seeke.
Bifil that in that seson, on a day,

In Southwerk at the Tabard as I lay,

Redy to wenden on my pilgrymage

To Caunterbury, with ful devout corage,
At nyght were come into that hostelrye
Wel nyne and twenty in a compaignye
Of sondry folk, by aventure yfalle

In felaweshipe, and pilgrimes were they alle,
That toward Caunterbury wolden ryde.

The chambres and the stables weren wyde,
And wel we weren esed atte beste;

And shortly, whan the sonne was to reste,
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So hadde I spoken with hem everychon
That I was of hir felaweshipe anon,
And made forward erly for to ryse
To take our wey, ther as I yow devyse.
But nathelees, whil I have tyme and space,

Er that I ferther in this tale pace,

Me thynketh it acordaunt to resoun

To telle yow al the condicioun

Of ech of hem, so as it semed me,

And whiche they weren, and of what degree,

And eek in what array that they were inne;
And at a knyght than wol I first bigynne.

A knyght ther was, and that a worthy man,
That fro the tyme that he first bigan
To riden out, he loved chivalrie,

Trouthe and honour, fredom and curteisie.
Ful worthy was he in his lordes werre,

And therto hadde he riden, no man ferre,
As wel in Cristendom as in Hethenesse,
And evere honoured for his worthynesse.

At Alisaundre he was, whan it was wonne;
Ful ofte tyme he hadde the bord bigonne
Aboven alle nacions in Pruce;

In Lettow hadde he reysed, and in Ruce,
No cristen man so ofte of his degree.

In Gernade at the seege eek hadde he be

Of Algezir, and riden in Belmarye;

At Lyeys was he, and at Satalye,

Whan they were wonne; and in the Grete See
At many a noble arive hadde he be.

At mortal batailles hadde he been fiftene,
And foughten for oure feith at Tramyssene
In lystes thries, and ay slayn his foo.

This ilke worthy knyght hadde been also
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Somtyme with the lord of Palatye

Agayn another hethen in Turkye,

And everemoore he hadde a sovereyn prys.
And though that he were worthy, he was wys,
And of his port as meeke as is a mayde;

He nevere yet no vileynye ne sayde

In al his lyf unto no maner wight;
He was a verray parfit gentil knyght.
But for to tellen yow of his array,
His hors weren goode, but he was nat gay.
Of fustian he wered a gypoun,

Al bismotered with his habergeoun;
For he was late ycome from his viage,
And wente for to doon his pilgrymage.
With hym ther was his sone, a yong Squier,
A lovyere and a lusty bacheler,

With lokkes crulle, as they were leyd in presse.
Of twenty yeer of age he was, I gesse.

Of his stature he was of evene lengthe,

And wonderly delyvere, and of greet strengthe.
And he hadde been somtyme in chyvachie

In Flaundres, in Artoys, and Pycardie,
And born hym weel, as of so litel space,
In hope to stonden in his lady grace.
Embrouded was he, as it were a meede,
Al ful of fresshe floures whyte and reede;

Syngynge he was, or floytynge, al the day,

He was as fressh as is the monthe of May.

Short was his gowne, with sleves longe and wyde.
Wel koude he sitte on hors, and faire ryde,

He koude songes make, and wel endite,

Juste, and eek daunce, and weel purtreye and write.
So hoote he lovede, that by nyghtertale

He slepte namoore than dooth a nyghtyngale.
Curteis he was, lowely, and servysable,
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And carf biforn his fader at the table.

A Yeman hadde he, and servantz namo
At that tyme, for hym liste ride soo;
And he was clad in cote and hood of grene,
A sheef of pecok arwes bright and kene
Under his belt he bar ful thriftily-

Wel koude he dresse his takel yemanly,

Hise arwes drouped noght with fetheres lowe-
And in his hand he baar a myghty bowe.

A not -heed hadde he, with a broun visage,
Of woodecraft wel koude he al the usage.

Upon his arm he baar a gay bracer,

And by his syde a swerd and a bokeler,

And on that oother syde a gay daggere,
Harneised wel, and sharpe as point of spere.
A Cristophere on his brest of silver sheene,

An horn he bar, the bawdryk was of grene.
A Forster was he, soothly, as I gesse.

Ther was also a Nonne, a Prioresse,
That of hir smylyng was ful symple and coy.
Hir gretteste ooth was but by Seinte Loy,

And she was cleped Madame Eglentyne.
Ful weel she soong the service dyvyne,
Entuned in hir nose ful semely;

And Frenssh she spak ful faire and fetisly
After the scole of Stratford-atte-Bowe,

For Frenssh of Parys was to hir unknowe.
At mete wel ytaught was she withalle;

She leet no morsel from hir lippes falle,

Ne wette hir fyngres in hir sauce depe.

Wel koude she carie a morsel, and wel kepe

That no drope ne fille upon hir brist.

In curteisie was set ful muche hir list;

Hire over-lippe wyped she so clene,

That in hir coppe ther was no ferthyng sene
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Of grece, whan she dronken hadde hir draughte.

Ful semely after hir mete she raughte;
And sikerly, she was of greet desport,
And ful plesaunt, and amyable of port,
And peyned hir to countrefete cheere
Of court, and been estatlich of manere,

And to ben holden digne of reverence.

But for to speken of hir conscience,

She was so charitable and so pitous,

She wolde wepe, if that she saugh a mous
Kaught in a trappe, if it were deed or bledde.

Of smale houndes hadde she, that she fedde

With rosted flessh, or milk and wastel-breed.
But soore weep she if oon of hem were deed,
Or if men smoot it with a yerde smerte;

And al was conscience, and tendre herte.

Ful semyly hir wympul pynched was,

Hire nose tretys, hir eyen greye as glas,

Hir mouth ful smal, and therto softe and reed;
But sikerly, she hadde a fair forheed,

It was almoost a spanne brood, I trowe,

For, hardily, she was nat undergrowe.

Ful fetys was hir cloke, as I was war;

Of smal coral aboute hir arm she bar

A peire of bedes, gauded al with grene,

An theron heng a brooch of gold ful sheene,

On which ther was first write a crowned "A,'

And after,” Amor vincit omnia.'

Another Nonne with hir hadde she,

That was hire Chapeleyne, and preestes thre.
A Monk ther was, a fair for the maistrie,

An outridere, that lovede venerie,

A manly man, to been an abbot able.
Ful many a deyntee hors hadde he in stable;
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And whan he rood, men myghte his brydel heere
Gynglen in a whistlynge wynd als cleere,

And eek as loude, as dooth the chapel belle,
Ther as this lord was keper of the celle.

The reule of Seint Maure, or of Seint Beneit,
Bycause that it was old and somdel streit-
This ilke Monk leet olde thynges pace,

And heeld after the newe world the space.
He yaf nat of that text a pulled hen,

That seith that hunters beth nat hooly men,
Ne that a monk, whan he is recchelees,

Is likned til a fissh that is waterlees-

This is to seyn, a monk out of his cloystre-

But thilke text heeld he nat worth an oystre!

And I seyde his opinioun was good,

What sholde he studie, and make hymselven wood,
Upon a book in cloystre alwey to poure,

Or swynken with his handes and laboure

As Austyn bit? How shal the world be served?
Lat Austyn have his swynk to him reserved;
Therfore he was a prikasour aright,

Grehoundes he hadde, as swift as fowel in flight;

Of prikyng and of huntyng for the hare
Was al his lust, for no cost wolde he spare.
I seigh his sleves ypurfiled at the hond
With grys, and that the fyneste of a lond;
And for to festne his hood under his chyn

He hadde of gold ywroght a curious pyn;

A love-knotte in the gretter ende ther was.
His heed was balled, that shoon as any glas,
And eek his face, as it hadde been enoynt.
He was a lord ful fat and in good poynt,

Hise eyen stepe, and rollynge in his heed,

That stemed as a forneys of a leed;
His bootes souple, his hors in greet estaat;
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Now certeinly he was a fair prelaat!
He was nat pale as a forpyned goost,

A fat swan loved he best of any roost.
His palfrey was as broun as is a berye,
A Frere ther was, a wantowne and a merye,
A lymytour, a ful solempne man,
In alle the ordres foure is noon that kan

So muchel of daliaunce and fair langage.
He hadde maad ful many a mariage

Of yonge wommen at his owene cost.
Unto his ordre he was a noble post,

And wel biloved and famulier was he

With frankeleyns overal in his contree

And eek with worthy wommen of the toun,
For he hadde power of confessioun,

As seyde hymself, moore than a curat,

For of his ordre he was licenciat.

Ful swetely herde he confessioun,

And plesaunt was his a absolucioun,

He was an esy man to yeve penaunce
Ther as he wiste to have a good pitaunce;
For unto a povre ordre for to yive

Is signe that a man is wel yshryve;

For, if he yaf, he dorste make avaunt,

He wiste that a man was repentaunt.

For many a man so harde is of his herte,

He may nat wepe, al thogh hym soore smerte;

Therfore, in stede of wepynge and preyeres,
Men moote yeve silver to the povre freres.
His typet was ay farsed ful of knyves

And pynnes, for to yeven yonge wyves.

And certeinly he hadde a murye note,

Wel koude he synge, and pleyen on a rote,

Of yeddynges he baar outrely the pris.
His nekke whit was as the flour delys;
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Therto he strong was as a champioun,
He knew the tavernes wel in every toun

And everich hostiler and tappestere
Bet than a lazar or a beggestere.

For unto swich a worthy man as he
Acorded nat, as by his facultee,

To have with sike lazars aqueyntaunce;

It is nat honeste, it may nat avaunce,
For to deelen with no swich poraille,
But al with riche and selleres of vitaille;
And overal, ther as profit sholde arise,
Curteis he was, and lowely of servyse.

Ther nas no man nowher so vertuous;

He was the beste beggere in his hous,

(And yaf a certeyn ferme for the graunt
Noon of his brethren cam ther in his haunt;)
For thogh a wydwe hadde noght a sho,

So plesaunt was his "In principio'

Yet wolde he have a ferthyng er he wente;

His purchas was wel bettre than his rente.
And rage he koude, as it were right a whelpe;
In love-dayes ther koude he muchel helpe;
For there he was nat lyk a cloysterer,

With a thredbare cope, as is a povre scoler,

But he was lyk a maister or a pope;
Of double worstede was his semycope,
That rounded as a belle out of the presse.
Somwhat he lipsed for his wantownesse
To make his Englissh sweete upon his tonge,
O
And in his harpyng, whan that he hadde songe,
Hise eyen twynkled in his heed aryght
As doon the sterres in the frosty nyght.
This worthy lymytour was cleped Huberd.
A Marchant was ther, with a forkek berd,

In mottelee, and hye on horse he sat,
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Upon his heed a Flaundryssh bevere hat,
His bootes clasped faire and fetisly.

Hise resons he spak ful solempnely,
Sownynge alway thencrees of his wynnyng.

He wolde the see were kept for any thyng
Bitwixe Middelburgh and Orewelle.

Wel koude he in eschaunge sheeldes selle.
This worthy man ful wel his wit bisette;
Ther wiste no wight that he was in dette,

So estatly was he of his governaunce,

With his bargaynes and with his chevyssaunce.

Forsothe, he was a worthy man with-alle,

But, sooth to seyn, I nhoot how men hym calle.
A Clerk ther was of Oxenford also,

That unto logyk hadde longe ygo.

As leene was his hors as is a rake,

And he nas nat right fat, I undertake,
But looked holwe and therto sobrely.

Ful thredbare was his overeste courtepy,

For he hadde geten hym yet no benefice,

Ne was so worldly for to have office,

For hym was levere have at his beddes heed
Twenty bookes, clad in blak or reed,

Of Aristotle and his plilosophie,

Than robes riche, or fithele, or gay sautrie.
But al be that he was a philosophre,

Yet hadde he but litel gold in cofre;

But al that he myghte of his freendes hente,
On bookes and his lernynge he it spente,

And bisily gan for the soules preye

Of hem that yaf hym wherwith to scoleye.

Of studie took he moost cure and moost heede,
Noght o word spak he moore than was neede,
And that was seyd in forme and reverence,

And short and quyk, and ful of hy sentence.
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Sownynge in moral vertu was his speche,
And gladly wolde he lerne, and gladly teche.

A Sergeant of the Lawe, war and wys,
That often hadde been at the parvys,

Ther was also, ful riche of excellence.
Discreet he was, and of greet reverence,-
He semed swich, hise wordes weren so wise.
Justice he was ful often in assise,

By patente, and by pleyn commissioun.

For his science, and for his heigh renoun,
Of fees and robes hadde he many oon.

So greet a purchasour was nowher noon,
Al was fee symple to hym in effect,

His purchasyng myghte nat been infect.

O

Nowher so bisy a man as he ther nas,

And yet he semed bisier than he was;

In termes hadde he caas and doomes alle,
That from the tyme of Kyng William were falle.
Therto he koude endite, and make a thyng,

Ther koude no wight pynche at his writyng.
And every statut koude he pleyn by rote.
He rood but hoomly in a medlee cote

Girt with a ceint of silk, with barres smale;-
Of his array telle I no lenger tale.

A Frankeleyn was in his compaignye;
Whit was his berd as is a dayesye.
Of his complexioun he was sangwyn.
Wel loved he by the morwe a sope in wyn,
To lyven in delit was evere his wone;

For he was Epicurus owene sone,

That heeld opinioun that pleyn delit

Was verraily felicitee parfit,

An housholdere, and that a greet, was he;
Seint Julian was he in his contree.

His breed, his ale, was alweys after oon,
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A bettre envyned man was nowher noon.
Withoute bake mete was nevere his hous,
Of fissh and flessh, and that so plentevous,
It snewed in his hous of mete and drynke,

Of alle deyntees that men koude thynke.
After the sondry sesons of the yeer

So chaunged he his mete and his soper.

Ful many a fat partrich hadde he in muwe,
And many a breem and many a luce in stuwe.

Wo was his cook, but if his sauce were
Poynaunt, and sharp, and redy al his geere.
His table dormant in his halle alway

Stood redy covered al the longe day.

At sessiouns ther was he lord and sire;

Ful ofte tyme he was knyght of the shire.
An anlaas and a gipser al of silk

Heeng at his girdel, whit as morne milk.

A shirreve hadde he been, and a countour,
Was nowher swich a worthy vavasour.

An Haberdasshere and a Carpenter,
A Webbe, a Dyere, and a Tapycer-
And they were clothed alle in o lyveree
Of a solempne and a greet fraternitee.
Ful fressh and newe hir geere apiked was,

Hir knyves were chaped noght with bras,
But al with silver wroght ful clene and weel,
Hir girdles and hir pouches everydeel.

Wel semed ech of hem a fair burgeys

To sitten in a yeldehalle on a deys.

Everich for the wisdom that he kan

Was shaply for to been an alderman;
For catel hadde they ynogh, and rente,
And eek hir wyves wolde it wel assente-
And eles, certeyn, were they to blame!
O

It is ful fair to been ycleped “ma Dame,’
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And goon to vigilies al bifore,
And have a mantel roialliche ybore.

A Cook they hadde with hem for the nones,
To boille the chiknes with the marybones,

And poudre-marchant tart, and galyngale.

Wel koude he knowe a draughte of London ale;
He koude rooste, and sethe, and broille, and frye,
Maken mortreux, and wel bake a pye.

But greet harm was it, as it thoughte me,

That on his shyne a mormal hadde he!

For blankmanger, that made he with the beste.
A Shipman was ther, wonynge fer by weste;

For aught I woot, he was of Dertemouthe.

He rood upon a rouncy, as he kouthe,

In a gowne of faldyng to the knee.

A daggere hangynge on a laas hadde he

Aboute his nekke, under his arm adoun.

The hoote somer hadde maad his hewe al broun,
And certeinly he was a good felawe.

Ful many a draughte of wyn had he ydrawe
Fro Burdeuxward, whil that the chapman sleep.
Of nyce conscience took he no keep;

If that he faught, and hadde the hyer hond,

By water he sente hem hoom to every lond.

But of his craft, to rekene wel his tydes,

His stremes, and his daungers hym bisides,
His herberwe and his moone, his lodemenage,
Ther nas noon swich from Hulle to Cartage.
Hardy he was, and wys to undertake,

With many a tempest hadde his berd been shake;
He knew alle the havenes as they were

From Gootlond to the Cape of Fynystere,

And every cryke in Britaigne and in Spayne.

His barge yeleped was the Maudelayne.

With us ther was a Doctour of Phisik;
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In al this world ne was ther noon hym lik,
To speke of phisik and of surgerye;

For he was grounded in astronomye.

He kepte his pacient a ful greet deel

In houres, by his magyk natureel.

Wel koude he fortunen the ascendent

Of hisc ymages for his pacient.

He knew the cause of everich maladye,
Were it of hoot or coold, or moyste, or drye,

And where they engendred, and of what humour.
He was a verray parfit praktisour;

The cause yknowe, and of his harm the roote,
Anon he yaf the sike man his boote.

Ful redy hadde he hise apothecaries

To sende him drogges and his letuaries,
For ech of hem made oother for to wynne,
Hir frendshipe nas nat newe to bigynne.
Wel knew he the olde Esculapius,

And Deyscorides and eek Rufus,

O

Olde Ypocras, Haly, and Galyen,
Serapioun, Razis, and Avycen,
Averrois, Damascien, and Constantyn,
Bernard, and Gatesden, and Gilbertyn.
Of his diete mesurable was he,

For it was of no superfluitee,

But of greet norissyng, and digestible.
His studie was but litel on the Bible.

In sangwyn and in pers he clad was al,
Lyned with taffata and with sendal-

And yet he was but esy of dispence;
He kepte that he wan in pestilence.
For gold in phisik is a cordial,
Therfore he lovede gold in special.

A good wif was ther, of biside Bathe,

He was to synful man nat despitous,
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Ne of his speche daungerous ne digne,
But in his techyng discreet and benygne;
To drawen folk to hevene by fairnesse,

By good ensample, this was his bisynesse.

But it were any persone obstinat,

What so he were, of heigh or lough estat,
Hym wolde he snybben sharply for the nonys.
A bettre preest, I trowe, that nowher noon ys.
He waited after no pompe and reverence,

Ne maked him a spiced conscience,
But Cristes loore, and Hise apostles twelve
He taughte, but first he folwed it hym-selve.
With hym ther was a Plowman, was his brother,
That hadde ylad of dong ful many a fother.

A trewe swybnker and a good was he,
Lyvynge in pees and parfit charitee.

God loved he best with al his hoole herte

At alle tymes, thogh him gamed or smerte,
And thanne his neighebore right as hym-selve;

He wolde thresshe, and therto dyke and delve,
For Cristes sake, for every povre wight
Withouten hire, if it lay in his myght.

Hise tithes payed he ful faire and wel,

Bothe of his propre swynk and his catel.

In a tabard he rood, upon a mere.
Ther was also a Reve and a Millere,
A Somnour and a Pardoner also,
A Maunciple, and myself, ther were namo.
The Millere was a stout carl for the nones,

Ful byg he was of brawn and eek of bones-
That proved wel, for overal ther he cam

At wrastlyng he wolde have alwey the ram.

He was short-sholdred, brood, a thikke knarre,
Ther was no dore that he nolde heve of harre,

Or breke it at a rennyng with his heed.
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His berd as any sowe or fox was reed,

And therto brood, as though it were a spade.
Upon the cop right of his nose he hade

A werte, and thereon stood a toft of heres

O

Reed as the brustles of a sowes eres;

Hise nosethirles blake were and wyde.

A swerd and bokeler bar he by his syde.

His mouth as greet was as a greet forneys,
He was a janglere and a goliardeys,

And that was moost of synne and harlotries.
Wel koude he stelen corn, and tollen thries,

And yet he hadde a thombe of gold, pardee.
A whit cote and a blew hood wered he.

A baggepipe wel koude he blowe and sowne,

And therwithal he broghte us out of towne.
A gentil Maunciple was ther of a temple,

Of which achatours myghte take exemple

For to be wise in byynge of vitaille;

For wheither that he payde or took by taille,

Algate he wayted so in his achaat

That he was ay biforn, and in good staat.
Now is nat that of God a ful fair grace,
That swich a lewed mannes wit shal pace
The wisdom of an heep of lerned men?

Of maistres hadde he mo than thries ten,
That weren of lawe expert and curious,

Of whiche ther weren a duszeyne in that hous
Worthy to been stywardes of rente and lond
Of any lord that is in Engelond,

To maken hym lyve by his propre good,
In honour dettelees, but if he were wood;
Or lyve as scarsly as hym list desire,

And able for to helpen al a shire

In any caas that myghte falle or happe-

And yet this manciple sette hir aller cappe!
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The Reve was a sclendre colerik man;
His berd was shave as ny as ever he kan,
His heer was by his erys ful round yshorn,
His top was dokked lyk a preest biforn.

Ful longe were his legges, and ful lene,

Ylyk a staf, ther was no calf ysene.

Wel koude he kepe a gerner and a bynne,
Ther was noon auditour koude on him wynne.
Wel wiste he, by the droghte, and by the reyn,

The yeldynge of his seed and of his greyn.
His lordes sheep, his neet, his dayerye,

His swyn, his hors, his stoor, and his pultrye,
Was hooly in this reves governyng

And by his covenant yaf the rekenyng,

Syn that his lord was twenty yeer of age;
Ther koude no man brynge hym in arrerage.
Ther nas baillif, ne hierde, nor oother hyne,
That he ne knew his sleighte and his covyne,
They were adrad of hym as of the deeth.

His wonyng was ful faire upon an heeth,
With grene trees shadwed was his place.
He koude bettre than his lord purchace.
Ful riche he was astored pryvely;

His lord wel koude he plesen subtilly

O

To yeve and lene hym of his owene good,
And have a thank, and yet a cote and hook.
In youthe he hadde lerned a good myster,
He was a wel good wrighte, a carpenter.
This reve sat upon a ful good stot,

That was al pomely grey, and highte Scot.
A long surcote of pers upon he hade,

And by his syde he baar a rusty blade.

Of Northfolk was this reve, of which I telle,
Bisyde a toun men clepen Baldeswelle.

Tukked he was, as is a frere, aboute,
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And evere he rood the hyndreste of oure route.
A Somonour was ther with us in that place,

That hadde a fyr-reed cherubynnes face,

For sawcefleem he was, with eyen narwe.

As hoot he was, and lecherous, as a sparwe,
With scalled browes blake, and piled berd,
Of his visage children were aferd.

Ther nas quyk-silver, lytarge, ne brymstoon,
Boras, ceruce, ne oille of tartre noon,

Ne oynement, that wolde clense and byte,
That hym myghte helpen of his wheldes white,
Nor of the knobbes sittynge on his chekes.
Wel loved he garleek, oynons, and eek lekes,
And for to drynken strong wyn, reed as blood;

Thanne wolde he speke and crie as he were wood.
And whan that he wel dronken hadde the wyn,
Than wolde he speke no word but Latyn.

A fewe termes hadde he, two or thre,

That he had lerned out of som decree-

No wonder is, he herde it al the day,

And eek ye knowen wel how that a jay

Kan clepen "watte' as wel as kan the Pope.
But who so koude in oother thyng hym grope,
Thanne hadde he spent al his plilosophie;

Ay " questio quid juris' wolde he crie.

He was a gentil harlot and a kynde,

A bettre felawe sholde men noght fynde;
He wolde suffre, for a quart of wyn,

A good felawe to have his concubyn

A twelf-monthe, and excuse hym atte fulle-
Ful prively a fynch eek koude he pulle.

And if he foond owher a good felawe,

He wolde techen him to have noon awe,

In swich caas, of the erchedekeness curs,

But if a mannes soule were in his purs;
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For in his purs he sholde ypunysshed be,

" Purs is the erchedekenes helle,' seyde he.
But wel I woot he lyed right in dede;

Of cursyng oghte ech gilty man him drede-

For curs wol slee, right as assoillyng savith-

And also war him of a Significavit.

In daunger hadde he at his owene gise

The yonge girles of the diocise,

And knew hir conseil, and was al hir reed.

O

A gerland hadde he set upon his heed

As greet as it were for an ale-stake;

A bokeleer hadde he maad him of a cake.
With hym ther rood a gentil Pardoner

Of Rouncivale, his freend and his compeer,

That streight was comen fro the court of Rome.
Ful loude he soong "com hider, love, to me.'
This Somonour bar to hym a stif burdoun,

Was nevere trompe of half so greet a soun.
This Pardoner hadde heer as yelow as wex,

But smothe it heeng as dooth a strike of flex;
By ounces henge hise lokkes that he hadde,
And therwith he hise shuldres overspradde;
But thynne it lay by colpons oon and oon.
But hood, for jolitee, wered he noon,

For it was trussed up in his walet.

Hym thoughte he rood al of the newe jet,
Dischevele, save his cappe, he rood al bare.
Swiche glarynge eyen hadde he as an hare.
A vernycle hadde he sowed upon his cappe.

His walet lay biforn hym in his lappe

Bret-ful of pardoun come from Rome al hoot.
A voys he hadde as smal as hath a goot,

No berd hadde he, ne nevere sholde have,
As smothe it was as it were late shave,

I trowe he were a geldyng or a mare.
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But of his craft, fro Berwyk into Ware,

Ne was ther swich another Pardoner;

For in his male he hadde a pilwe-beer,
Which that he seyde was Oure Lady veyl;

He seyde, he hadde a gobet of the seyl

That Seinte Peter hadde, whan that he wente
Upon the see, til Jesu Crist hym hente.

He hadde a croys of latoun, ful of stones,
And in a glas he hadde pigges bones;

But with thise relikes whan that he fond

A povre persoun dwellyng up-on-lond,
Upon a day he gat hym moore moneye
Than that the person gat in monthes tweye,
And thus with feyned flaterye and japes

He made the persoun and the peple his apes.
But trewely to tellen atte laste,

He was in chirche a noble ecclesiaste;

Wel koude he rede a lessoun or a storie,

But alderbest he song an offertorie,

For wel he wiste, whan that song was songe
He moste preche, and wel affile his tonge;
To wynne silver, as he ful wel koude,
Therfore he song the murierly and loude.
Now have I toold you shortly in a clause

Thestaat, tharray, the nombre, and eek the cause
Why that assembled was this compaignye
In Southwerk, at this gentil hostelrye,
That highte the Tabard, faste by the Belle.
But now is tyme to yow for to telle

O

How that we baren us that ilke nyght
Whan we were in that hostelrie alyght,
And after wol I telle of our viage,

And all the remenaunt of oure pilgrimage.
But first I pray yow, of youre curteisye

That ye narette it nat my vileynye,
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Thogh that I pleynly speke in this mateere
To telle yow hir wordes and hir cheere,

Ne thogh I speke hir wordes proprely.

For this ye knowen also wel as I,

Who-so shal telle a tale after a man,
He moot reherce as ny as evere he kan
Everich a word, if it be in his charge,

Al speke he never so rudeliche or large;
Or ellis he moot telle his tale untrewe,

Or feyne thyng, or fynde wordes newe.

He may nat spare, al thogh he were his brother,
He moot as wel seye o word as another.

Crist spak hym-self ful brode in Hooly Writ,
And, wel ye woot, no vileynye is it.

Eek Plato seith, who so kan hym rede,

The wordes moote be cosyn to the dede.

Also I prey yow to foryeve it me,

Al have I nat set folk in hir degree

Heere in this tale, as that they sholde stonde-

My wit is short, ye may wel understonde.

Greet chiere made oure hoost us everichon,
And to the soper sette he us'anon.

He served us with vitaille at the beste;

Strong was the wyn, and wel to drynke us lestel

A semely man oure Hooste was withalle

For to been a marchal in an halle.

A large man he was, with eyen stepe,

A fairer burgeys was ther noon in Chepe;

Boold of his speche, and wys, and well ytaught,

And of manhod hym lakkede right naught.
Eek therto he was right a myrie man;

And after soper pleyen he bigan,

And spak of myrthe amonges othere thynges,
Whan that we hadde maad our rekenynges,

And seyde thus: 'Now lordynges, trewely,
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Ye been to me right welcome hertely,

For by my trouthe, if that I shal nat lye,

I saugh nat this yeer so myrie a compaignye
Atones in this herberwe, as is now.

Fayn wolde I doon yow myrthe, wiste I how-
And of a myrthe I am right now bythoght
To doon yow ese, and it shal coste noght.
Ye goon to Caunterbury, God yow speede-
The blisful martir quite yow youre meede-

And wel I woot, as ye goon by the weye,
Ye shapen yow to talen and to pleye,
For trewely, confort ne myrthe is noon
To ride by the weye doumb as stoon,
And therfore wol I maken yow disport,
O

As I seyde erst, and doon yow som confort;
And if yow liketh alle by oon assent

For to stonden at my juggement,

And for to werken as I shal yow seye,
To-morwe, whan ye riden by the weye,

Now, by my fader soule that is deed,

But ye be myrie I wol yeve yow myn heed!
Hoold up youre hond, withouten moore speche.'
Oure conseil was nat longe for to seche-

Us thoughte it was noght worth to make it wys-

And graunted hym, withouten moore avys,

And bad him seye his voirdit, as hym leste.
'Lordynges,' quod he, 'now herkneth for the beste,
But taak it nought, I prey yow, in desdeyn.

This is the poynt, to speken short and pleyn,

That ech of yow, to shorte with oure weye,
In this viage shal telle tales tweye,

To Caunterburyward I mene it so,

And homward he shal tellen othere two,
Of aventures that whilom han bifalle.

And which of yow that bereth hym best of alle-
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That is to seyn, that telleth in this caas
Tales of best sentence and moost solaas-
Shal have a soper at oure aller cost,
Heere in this place, sittynge by this post,

Whan that we come agayn fro Caunterbury.
And for to make yow the moore mury

I wol my-selven goodly with yow ryde

Right at myn owene cost, and be youre gyde.
And who so wole my juggement withseye

Shal paye al that we spenden by the weye.

And if ye vouchesauf that it be so,

Tel me anon, withouten wordes mo,

And I wol erly shape me therfore.'

This thyng was graunted, and oure othes swore

With ful gald herte, and preyden hym also
That he wolde vouchesauf for to do so,
And that he wolde been oure governour,
And of our tales juge and reportour,

And sette a soper at a certeyn pris,

And we wol reuled been at his devys

In heigh and lough; and thus by oon assent
We been acorded to his juggement;

And therupon the wyn was fet anon,

We dronken, and to reste wente echon

Withouten any lenger taryynge.

Amorwe, whan that day bigan to sprynge,
Up roos oure Hoost, and was oure aller cok,
And gadrede us to gidre, alle in a flok,

And forth we riden, a litel moore than paas,

Unto the wateryng of Seint Thomas.

And there oure Hoost bigan his hors areste,
And seyde, 'Lordynges, herkneth if yow leste,
Ye woot youre foreward, and I it yow recorde;
If even-song and morwe-song accorde,

O

Lat se now who shal telle the firste tale.
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As evere mote I drynke wyn or ale,

Whoso be rebel to my juggement

Shal paye for al that by the wey is spent.
Now draweth cut, er that we ferrer twynne,

He which that hath the shorteste shal bigynne.
Sire knyght,' quod he, 'my mayster and my lord,
Now draweth cut, for that is myn accord,
Cometh neer,' quod he, 'my lady Prioresse,

And ye, Sir Clerk, lat be your shamefastnesse,

Ne studieth noght; ley hond to, every man.'
Anon to drawen every wight bigan,

And shortly for to tellen as it was,

Were it by aventure, or sort, or cas,

The sothe is this, the cut fil to the knyght,

Of which ful blithe and glad was every wyght.
And telle he moste his tale, as was resoun,

By foreward and by composicioun,-

As ye han herd, what nedeth wordes mo?

And whan this goode man saugh that it was so,

As he that wys was and obedient

To kepe his foreward by his free assent,

He seyde, 'Syn I shal bigynne the game,
What, welcome be the cut, a Goddes name!
Now lat us ryde, and herkneth what I seye.'

And with that word we ryden forth oure weye,
And he bigan with right a myrie cheere
His tale anon, and seyde in this manere.
Part 2

THE KNYGHTES TALE.
Iamque domos patrias Scithice post aspera gentis prelia
laurigero &c. Thebaid, xii, 519.

Heere bigynneth the knyghtes tale.

Whilom, as olde stories tellen us,
Ther was a duc that highte Theseus;
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Of Atthenes he was lord and governour,
That gretter was ther noon under the sonne.
Ful many a riche contree hadde he wonne,
What with his wysdom and his chivalrie;

He conquered al the regne of Femenye,

That whilom was ycleped Scithia,

And weddede the queene Ypolita,

And broghte hir hoom with hym in his contree,
With muchel glorie and greet solempnytee,

And eek hir yonge suster Emelye.

And thus with victorie and with melodye
Lete I this noble duk to Atthenes ryde,
And al his hoost, in armes hym bisyde.
And certes, if it nere to long to heere,

I wolde have toold yow fully the manere
How wonnen was the regne of Femenye
By Theseus, and by his chivalrye,

And of the grete bataille for the nones
Bitwixen Atthenes and Amazones,

And how asseged was Ypolita

The faire hardy queene of Scithia,

And of the feste that was at hir weddynge,
And of the tempest at hir hoom-comynge;
But al the thyng I moot as now forbere,

I have, God woot, a large feeld to ere,
And wayke been the oxen in my plough,
The remenant of the tale is long ynough.
I wol nat letten eek noon of this route,
Lat every felawe telle his tale aboute,

And lat se now who shal the soper wynne;-
And ther I lefte, I wol ayeyn bigynne.

This duc of whom I make mencioun,
Whan he was come almoost unto the toun,
In al his wele and in his mooste pride,

He was war, as he caste his eye aside,
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Where that ther kneled in the hye weye

A compaignye of ladyes, tweye and tweye,
Ech after oother, clad in clothes blake;

But swich a cry and swich a wo they make,

That in this world nys creature lyvynge

That herde swich another waymentynge!

And of this cry they nolde nevere stenten,

Til they the reynes of his brydel henten.

'What folk been ye, that at myn hom-comynge

Perturben so my feste with criynge?'

Quod Theseus, 'hav ye so greet envye

Of myn honour, that thus compleyne and crye?
Or who hath yow mysboden or offended?

And telleth me if it may been amended,

And why that ye been clothed thus in blak?'

The eldeste lady of hem alle spak-

Whan she hadde swowned with a deedly cheere,
That it was routhe for to seen and heere-

And seyde, 'Lord, to whom Fortune hath yeven

Victorie, and as a conqueror to lyven,

Nat greveth us youre glorie and youre honour,
But we biseken mercy and socour.

Have mercy on oure wo and oure distresse,
Som drope of pitee thurgh thy gentillesse

Upon us wrecched wommen lat thou falle;

For certes, lord, ther is noon of us alle

That she ne hath been a duchesse or a queene.
Now be we caytyves, as it is wel seene-
Thanked be Fortune, and hir false wheel,

That noon estat assureth to be weel.

And certes, lord, to abyden youre presence,
Heere in the temple of the goddesse Clemence
We han ben waitynge al this fourtenyght;

Now help us, lord, sith it is in thy myght!

I wrecche, which that wepe and waille thus,
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Was whilom wyf to kyng Cappaneus,
That starf at Thebes, cursed be that day!
And alle we that been in this array

And maken al this lamentacioun,

We losten alle oure housbondes at that toun,
Whil that the seege theraboute lay.

And yet now the olde Creon, weylaway!

That lord is now of Thebes the Citee,

Fulfild of ire and of iniquitee,

He, for despit and for his tirannye,

To do the dede bodyes vileynye,

Of alle oure lordes, whiche that been slawe,
He hath alle the bodyes on an heep ydrawe,
And wol nat suffren hem, by noon assent,

Neither to been yburyed nor ybrent,

But maketh houndes ete hem in despit.'
And with that word, withouten moore respit,
They fillen gruf, and criden pitously,

'Have on us wrecched wommen som mercy

And lat oure sorwe synken in thyn herte.'
This gentil duk doun from his courser sterte
With herte pitous, whan he herde hem speke;
Hym thoughte that his herte wolde breke,
Whan he saugh hem so pitous and so maat,

That whilom weren of so greet estaat.

And in his armes he hem alle up hente,

And hem conforteth in ful good entente,

And swoor his ooth, as he was trewe knyght,
He solde doon so ferforthyl his myght

Upon the tiraunt Creon hem to wreke,

That all the peple of Grece sholde speke
How Creon was of Theseus yserved,

As he that hadde his deeth ful wel deserved.
And right anoon, withouten moore abood,

His baner he desplayeth, and forth rood
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To Thebesward, and al his hoost biside,
No neer Atthenes wolde he go ne ride,
Ne take his ese fully half a day,

But onward on his wey that nyght he lay-

And sente anon Ypolita the queene,

And Emelye, hir yonge suster sheene,

Unto the toun of Atthenes to dwelle-

And forth he rit; ther is namoore to telle.

The rede statue of Mars, with spere and targe,

So shyneth, in his white baner large,

That alle the feeldes gliteren up and doun,
And by his baner gorn is his penoun

Of gold ful riche, in which ther was ybete
The Mynotaur which that he slough in Crete.

Thus rit this duc, thus rit this conquerour,
And in his hoost of chivalrie the flour,

Til that he cam to Thebes, and alighte
Faire in a feeld, ther as he thoughte fighte.
But shortly for to speken of this thyng,

With Creon, which that was of Thebes kyng,

He faught, and slough hym manly as a knyght

In pleyn bataille, and putte the folk to flyght,

And by assaut he wan the citee after,

And rente adoun bothe wall, and sparre, and rafter.

And to the ladyes he sestored agayn

The bones of hir housbondes that weren slayn,
To doon obsequies as was tho the gyse.

But it were al to longe for to devyse

The grete clamour and the waymentynge

That the ladyes made at the brennynge

Of the bodies, and the grete honour

That Theseus, the noble conquerour,

Dooth to the ladyes, whan they from hym wente;
But shortly for to telle is myn entente.

Whan that his worthy duc, this Theseus,
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Hath Creon slayn, and wonne Thebes thus,
Stille in that feeld he took al nyght his reste
And dide with al the contree as hym leste.
To ransake in the taas of bodyes dede,

Hem for to strepe of harneys and of wede,

The pilours diden bisynesse and cure,

After the bataille and disconfiture;

And so bifel, that in the taas they founde
Thurgh-girt with many a grevous blody wounde,

Two yonge knyghtes liggynge by and by,
Bothe in oon armes wroght ful richely,
Of whiche two Arcita highte that oon,
And that oother knyght highte Palamon.
Nat fully quyke, ne fully dede they were,

But by here cote-armures, and by hir gere,
The heraudes knewe hem best, in special,
As they that weren of the blood roial

Of Thebes, and of sustren two yborn.

Out of the taas the pilours han hem torn,

And had hem caried softe unto the tente
Of Theseus, and he ful soone hem sente
To Atthenes to dwellen in prisoun
Perpetuelly, he nolde no raunsoun.

And whan this worthy due hath thus ydon,

He took his hoost, and hoom he rood anon,
With laurer crowned, as a conquerour,
And ther he lyveth in joye and in honour

Terme of his lyve, what nedeth wordes mo?
And in a tour, in angwissh and in wo,

Dwellen this Palamon and eek Arcite

For evermoore, ther may no gold hem quite.
This passeth yeer by yeer, and day by day,

Till it fil ones, in @ morwe of May,

That Emelye, that fairer was to sene
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Than is the lylie upon his stalke grene,

And fressher than the May with floures newe-
For with the rose colour stroof hir hewe,

I noot which was the fairer of hem two-

Er it were day, as was hir wone to do,

She was arisen, and al redy dight-

For May wole have no slogardrie a-nyght;
The sesoun priketh every gentil herte,

And maketh hym out of his slepe to sterte,
And seith, “arys and do thyn observaunce,'

This maked Emelye have remembraunce
To doon honour to May, and for to ryse.
Yclothed was she fressh, for to devyse,
Hir yelow heer was broyded in a tresse,
Bihynde hir bak, a yerde long, I gesse,

And in the gardyn, at the sonne upriste,
She walketh up and doun, and as hir liste
She gadereth floures, party white and rede,
To make a subtil gerland for hir hede,

And as an aungel hevenysshly she soong.

The grete tour, that was so thikke and stroong,
Which of the castel was the chief dongeoun,
Ther as the knyghtes weren in prisoun,

Of whiche I tolde yow, and tellen shal,

Was evene joynant to the gardyn wal

Ther as this Emelye hadde hir pleyynge.

Bright was the sonne, and cleer that morwenynge,
And Palamoun, this woful prisoner,

As was his wone, by leve of his gayler,

Was risen, and romed in a chambre on heigh,

In which he al the noble citee seigh,

And eek the gardyn, ful of braunches grene,
Ther as this fresshe Emelye the shene

Was in hire walk, and romed up and doun.
This sorweful prisoner, this Palamoun,
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Goth in the chambre romynge to and fro,

And to hym-self compleynynge of his wo.

That he was born, ful ofte he seyde, "allas!
And so bifel, by aventure or cas,

That thurgh a wyndow, thikke of many a barre

Of iren greet, and square as any sparre,
He cast his eye upon Emelya,

And therwithal he bleynte, and cryede 'A!"
As though he stongen were unto the herte.
And with that cry Arcite anon upsterte

And seyde, 'Cosyn myn, what eyleth thee,
That art so pale and deedly on to see?

Why cridestow? who hath thee doon offence?
For Goddess love, taak al in pacience

Oure prisoun, for it may noon oother be;

Fortune hath yeven us this adversitee.

Som wikke aspect or disposicioun

Of Saturne by sum constellacioun

Hath yeven us this, al though we hadde it sworn.
So stood the hevene, whan that we were born.

We moste endure it, this the short and playn.’
This Palamon answerde and seyde agayn,
'Cosyn, for sothe, of this opinioun

Thow hast a veyn ymaginacioun.

This prison caused me nat for to crye,

But I was hurt right now thurgh-out myn eye
Into myn herte, that wol my bane be.

The fairnesse of that lady, that I see

Yond in the gardyn romen to and fro,

Is cause of al my criyng and my wo.

I noot wher she be womman or goddesse,
But Venus is it, soothly as I gesse.'

And therwithal, on knees doun he fil,

And seyde, 'Venus, if it be thy wil,

Yow in this gardyn thus to transfigure

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 188



Bifore me, sorweful wrecche creature,

Out of this prisoun helpe that we may scapen!
And if so be my destynee be shapen

By eterne word to dyen in prisoun,

Of oure lynage have som compassioun,

That is so lowe ybroght by tirannye.'

And with that word Arcite gan espye
Wher-as this lady romed to and fro,
And with that sighte hir beautee hurte hym so,
That if that Palamon was wounded sore,

Arcite is hurt as moche as he, or moore.
And with a sigh he seyde pitously,

'The fresshe beautee sleeth me sodeynly
Of hir, that rometh in the yonder place!
And but I have hir mercy and hir grace

That I may seen hir atte leeste weye,

I nam but deed, ther is namoore to seye.'
This Palamon, whan he tho wordes herde,
Dispitously he looked and answerde,
'Wheither seistow this in ernest or in pley?"

'Nay,' quod Arcite, 'in ernest by my fey,
God helpe me so, me list ful yvele pleye.'
This Palamon gan knytte his browes tweye;
'It nere,' quod he, 'to thee no greet honour
For to be fals, ne for to be traitour

To me, that am thy cosyn and thy brother,
Ysworn ful depe, and ech of us til oother,
That nevere for to dyen in the peyne,

Til that the deeth departe shal us tweyne,
Neither of us in love to hyndre other,

Ne in noon oother cas, my leeve brother,
But that thou sholdest trewely forthren me
In every cas, as I shal forthren thee.

This was thyn ooth, and myn also certeyn,
I woot right wel thou darst it nat withseyn.
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Thus artow of my conseil, out of doute;
And now thou woldest falsly been aboute
To love my lady, whom I love and serve
And evere shal, til that myn herte sterve.
Nay, certes, false Arcite, thow shalt nat so!

I loved hir first, and tolde thee my wo

As to my conseil, and to my brother sworn,
To forthre me as I have toold biforn,

For which thou art ybounden as a knyght
To helpen me, if it lay in thy myght,

Or elles artow fals, I dar wel seyn.'
This Arcite ful proudly spak ageyn,
'Thow shalt,' quod he, 'be rather fals than I.
But thou art fals, I telle thee outrely,
For paramour I loved hir first er thow.

What, wiltow seyn thou wistest nat yet now
Wheither she be a womman or goddesse?
Thyn is affeccioun of hoolynesse,

And myn is love as to a creature;

For which I tolde thee myn aventure

As to my cosyn and my brother sworn.

I pose, that thow lovedest hir biforn;
Wostow nat wel the olde clerkes sawe
That “who shal yeve a lovere any lawe?'
Love is a gretter lawe, by my pan,

Than may be yeve of any erthely man.

And therfore positif lawe and swich decree

Is broken al day for love in ech degree.

A man moot nedes love, maugree his heed,
He may nat fleen it, thogh he sholde be deed,

Al be she mayde, or wydwe, or elles wyf.
And eek it is nat likly, al thy Iyf,

To stonden in hir grace, namoore shal I,
For wel thou woost thyselven, verraily,
That thou and I be dampned to prisoun
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Perpetuelly, us gayneth no faunsoun.

We stryven as dide the houndes for the boon,
They foughte al day, and yet hir part was noon.
Ther cam a kyte, whil they weren so wrothe,
And baar awey the boon bitwixe hem bothe.

And therfore at the kynges court, my brother,
Ech man for hymself, ther is noon oother.
Love if thee list, for I love, and ay shal;

And soothly, leeve brother, this is al.

Heere in this prisoun moote we endure,

And everich of us take his aventure.'
Greet was the strif and long bitwix hem tweye,
If that I hadde leyser for to seye-
But to theffect; it happed on a day,
To telle it yow as shortly as I may,

A worthy duc, that highte Perotheus,

That felawe was unto duc Theseus

Syn thilke day that they were children lite,
Was come to Atthenes his felawe to visite,
And for to pleye as he was wont to do-

For in this world he loved no man so,

And he loved hym als tendrely agayn.

So wel they lovede, as olde bookes sayn,

That whan that oon was deed, soothly to telle,
His felawe wente and soughte hym doun in helle.

But of that storie list me nat to write;

Duc Perotheus loved wel Arcite,

And hadde hym knowe at Thebes yeer by yere,
And finally, at requeste and preyere

Of Perotheus, withouten any raunsoun

Duc Theseus hym leet out of prisoun
Frely to goon, wher that hym liste overal,
In swich a gyse as I you tellen shal.

This was the forward, pleynly for tendite,
Bitwixen Theseus and hym Arcite,
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That if so were that Arcite were yfounde
Evere in his lif, by day or nyght or stounde,
In any contree of this Theseus,

And he were caught, it was acorded thus,
That with a swerd he sholde lese his heed;

Ther nas noon oother remedie ne reed,
But taketh his leve and homward he him spedde;
Lat hym be war, his nekke lith to wedde!
How greet a sorwe suffreth now Arcite!
The deeth he feeleth thurgh his herte smyte,

He wepeth, wayleth, crieth pitously,

To sleen hymself he waiteth prively.

He seyde, 'Allas, that day that he was born!
Now is my prisoun worse than biforn;

Now is me shape eternally to dwelle

Nat in purgatorie but in helle.

Allas, that evere knew I Perotheus!

For elles hadde I dwelled with Theseus,
Yfetered in his prisoun evermo;

Thanne hadde I been in blisse, and nat in wo.

Oonly the sighte of hire whom that I serve,
Though that I nevere hir grace may deserve,
Wolde han suffised right ynough for me.

O deere cosyn Palamon,' quod he,

'Thyn is the victorie of this aventure.

Ful blisfully in prison maistow dure.-

In prisoun? certes, nay, but in Paradys!

Wel hath Fortune yturned thee the dys,
That hast the sighte of hir, and I thabsence;
For possible is, syn thou hast hir presence,

And art a knyght, a worthy and an able,

That by som cas, syn Fortune is chaungeable,
Thow maist to thy desir som tyme atteyne.
But I, that am exiled and bareyne

Of alle grace, and in so greet dispeir
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That ther nys erthe, water, fir, ne eir,

Ne creature, that of hem maked is,

That may me heelp, or doon confort in this,
Wel oughte I sterve in wanhope and distresse,
Farwel, my lif, my lust, and my galdnesse!

Allas, why pleynen folk so in commune

On purveyaunce of God or of Fortune,
That yeveth hem ful ofte in many a gyse
Wel bettre than they kan hem-self devyse?
Som man desireth for to han richesse,

That cause is of his moerdre of greet siknesse.
And som man wolde out of his prisoun fayn,
That in his hous is of his meynee slayn.
Infinite harmes been in thai mateere,

We witen nat what thing we preyen here.

We faren as he that dronke is as a mous;
A dronke man woot wel he hath an hous,
But he noot which the righte wey is thider,
And to a dronke man the wey is slider.
And certes, in this world so faren we;

We seken faste after felicitee,

But we goon wrong ful often trewely.
Thus may we seyen alle, and namely I,
That wende and hadde a greet opinioun
That if I myghte escapen from prisoun,

Thanne hadde I been in joye and perfit heele,
Ther now I am exiled fro my wele.
Syn that I may nat seen you, Emelye,
I nam but deed, ther nys no remedye.'
Upon that oother syde, Palamon,

Whan that he wiste Arcite was agon,

Swich sorwe he maketh, that the grete tour
Resouneth of his youlyng and clamour.

The pure fettres on his shynes grete
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Weren of his bittre salte teeres wete.

'Allas,' quod he, 'Arcite, cosyn myn!

Of al oure strif, God woot, the fruyt is thyn.

Thow walkest now in Thebes at thy large,

And of my wo thow yevest litel charge.

Thou mayst, syn thou hast wysdom and manhede,

Assemblen alle the folk of oure kynrede,
And make a werre so sharp on this citee,
That by som aventure, or som tretee,
Thow mayst have hir to lady and to wyf,
For whom that I moste nedes lese my lyf.

For as by wey of possibilitee,

Sith thou art at thy large of prisoun free,

And art a lord, greet is thyn avauntage

Moore than is myn, that sterve here in a cage.
For I moot wepe and wayle, whil I lyve,

With al the wo that prison may me yeve,

And eek with peyne that love me yeveth also,
That doubleth al my torment and my wo.'
Therwith the fyr of jalousie up-sterte

Withinne his brest, and hente him by the herte

So woodly, that he lyk was to biholde

The boxtree, or the asshen dede and colde.
Thanne seyde he, 'O cruel goddes, that governe
This world with byndyng of youre word eterne,
And writen in the table of atthamaunt

Youre parlement and youre eterne graunt,
What is mankynde moore unto you holde
Than is the sheep that rouketh in the folde?
For slayn is man right as another beeste,
And dwelleth eek in prison and arreeste,

And hath siknesse, and greet adversitee,
And ofte tymes giltelees, pardee!

What governance is in this prescience
That giltelees tormenteth innocence?
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And yet encresseth this al my penaunce,

That man is bounden to his observaunce,

For Goddes sake, to letten of his wille,

Ther as a beest may al his lust fulfille.

And whan a beest is deed, he hath no peyne,
But man after his deeth moot wepe and pleyne,

Though in this world he have care and wo.
Withouten doute it may stonden so.

The answere of this lete I to dyvynys,

But well I woot, that in this world greet pyne ys.
Allas, I se a serpent or a theef,

That many a trewe man hath doon mescheef,
Goon at his large, and where hym list may turne!
But I moot been in prisoun thurgh Saturne,

And eek thurgh Juno, jalous and eek wood,

That hath destroyed wel ny al the blood

Of Thebes, with hise waste walles wyde.
And Venus sleeth me on that oother syde
For jalousie and fere of hym Arcite.’

Now wol I stynte of Palamon a lite,
And lete hym in his prisoun stille dwelle,

And of Arcita forth I wol yow telle.

The somer passeth, and the nyghtes longe
Encressen double wise the peynes stronge
Bothe of the lovere and the prisoner;

I noot which hath the wofuller mester.

For shortly for to seyn, this Palamoun
Perpetuelly is dampned to prisoun

In cheynes and in fettres to been deed,
And Arcite is exiled upon his heed

For evere mo as out of that contree,

Ne nevere mo he shal his lady see.

Yow loveres axe I now this questioun,
Who hath the worse, Arcite or Palamoun?
That oon may seen his lady day by day,
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But in prison he moot dwelle alway;

That oother wher hym list may ride or go,
But seen his lady shal he nevere mo.
Now demeth as yow liste ye that kan,

For I wol telle forth, as I bigan.

Explicit prima pars.
Sequitur pars secunda.

Whan that Arcite to Thebes comen was,
Ful ofte a day he swelte and seyde "allas,’
For seen his lady shal he nevere mo;

And shortly to concluden al his wo,
So muche sorwe hadde nevere creature,
That is, or shal whil that the world may dure.

His sleep, his mete, his drynke is hym biraft,
That lene he wex and drye as is a shaft.
Hise eyen holwe and grisly to biholde,

His hewe falow and pale as asshen colde;
And solitarie he was and evere allone

And waillynge al the nyght, makynge his mone.
And if he herde song or instrument,

Thanne wolde he wepe, he myghte nat be stent.
So feble eek were hise spiritz, and so lowe,

And chaunged so, that no man koude knowe

His speche nor his voys, though men it herde.
And in his geere for al the world he ferde

Nat oonly lik the loveris maladye

Of Hereos, but rather lyk manye

Engendred of humour malencolik

Biforen in his celle fantastik,

And shortly turned was al up-so-doun
Bothe habit and eek disposicioun

Of hym, this woful lovere daun Arcite.
What sholde I al day of his wo endite?
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Whan he endured hadde a yeer or two

This crueel torment, and this peyne and woo,

At Thebes in his contree, as I seyde,

Upon a nyght in sleep as he hym leyde,

Hym thoughte how that the wynged god Mercurie

Biforn hym stood, and bad hym to be murie.
His slepy yerde in hond he bar uprighte,

An hat he werede upon hise heris brighte.
Arrayed was this god, as he took keep,

As he was whan that Argus took his sleep;

And seyde hym thus, 'To Atthenes shaltou wende,
Ther is thee shapen of thy wo an ende.'

And with that word Arcite wook and sterte.

'Now trewely, how soore that me smerte,’

Quod he, 'to Atthenes right now wol I fare,

Ne for the drede of deeth shal I nat spare

To se my lady that I love and serve,

In hir presence I recche nat to sterve.'

And with that word he caughte a greet mirour,
And saugh that chaunged was al his colour,

And saugh his visage al in another kynde.
And right anon it ran hym in his mynde,
That sith his face was so disfigured

Of maladye, the which he hadde endured,
He myghte wel, if that he bar hym lowe,

Lyve in Atthenes, everemoore unknowe,
And seen his lady wel ny day by day.
And right anon he chaunged his array,
And cladde hym as a povre laborer,

And al allone, save oonly a squier

That knew his privetee and al his cas,

Which was disgised povrely, as he was,
To Atthenes is he goon, the nexte way.
And to the court he wente, upon a day,
And at the gate he profreth his servyse,
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To drugge and drawe, what so men wol devyse.
And shortly of this matere for to seyn,

He fil in office with a chamberleyn,

The which that dwellynge was with Emelye,

For he was wys and koude soone espye

Of every servant which that serveth here.
Wel koude he hewen wode, and water bere,
For he was yong and myghty for the nones,
And therto he was strong and big of bones
To doon that any wight kan hym devyse.

A yeer or two he was in this servyse

Page of the chambre of Emelye the brighte;
And Philostrate he seyde that he highte.
But half so wel biloved a man as he

Ne was ther nevere in court, of his degree;

He was so gentil of condicioun

That thurghout al the court was his renoun.
They seyden, that it were a charitee,

That Theseus wolde enhaunsen his degree,
And putten hym in worshipful servyse

Ther as he myghte his vertu exercise.

And thus withinne a while his name is spronge
Bothe of hise dedes and his goode tonge,
That Theseus hath taken hym so neer

That of his chambre he made hym a Squier,

And gaf hym gold to mayntene his degree.
And eek men broghte hym out of his contree
From yeer to yeer, ful pryvely, his rente.

But honestly and slyly he it spente,

That no man wondred how that he it hadde.

And thre yeer in this wise his lif he ladde,
And bar hym so in pees, and eek ibn werre,
Ther was no man that Theseus hath derre.

And in this blisse lete I now Arcite,
And speke I wole of Palamon a lite.
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In derknesse and horrible and strong prisoun
Thise seven yeer hath seten Palamoun,
Forpyned, what for wo and for distresse.

Who feeleth double soor and hevynesse
But Palamon, that love destreyneth so,

That wood out of his wit he goth for wo?
And eek therto he is a prisoner,
Perpetuelly, noght oonly for a yer.

Who koude ryme in Englyssh proprely
His martirdom? Forsothe it am nat I,

Therfore I passe as lightly as I may.

It fel that in the seventhe yer, in May,
The thridde nyght, as olde bookes seyn,
That al this storie tellen moore pleyn,
Were it by aventure or destynee-

As, whan a thyng is shapen, it shal be-
That soone after the mydnyght, Palamoun
By helpyng of a freend, brak his prisoun
And fleeth the citee faste as he may go;
For he hade yeve his gayler drynke so

Of a clarree maad of a certeyn wyn,

With nercotikes and opie of Thebes fyn,

That al that nyght, thogh that men wolde him shake,
The gayler sleep, he myghte nat awake.

And thus he fleeth as faste as evere he may;

The nyght was short and faste by the day,
That nedes-cost he moot hymselven hyde;
And til a grove, faste ther bisyde,

With dredeful foot thanne stalketh Palamoun.
For shortly this was his opinioun,

That in that grove he wolde hym hyde al day,
And in the nyght thanne wolde he take his way
To Thebesward, his freendes for to preye

On Theseus to helpe hym to werreye;

And shortly, outher he wolde lese his Iif,
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Or wynnen Emelye unto his wyf;

This is theffect and his entente pleyn.

Now wol I turne to Arcite ageyn,

That litel wiste how ny that was his care

Til that Fortune had broght him in the snare.

The bisy larke, messager of day,
Salueth in hir song the morwe gray,
And firy Phebus riseth up so brighte
That al the orient laugheth of the lighte,
And with hise stremes dryeth in the greves

The silver dropes hangynge on the leves;
And Arcita, that is in the court roial

With Theseus, his squier principal,

Is risen, and looketh on the myrie day.
And for to doon his observaunce ot May,

Remembrynge on the poynt of his desir
He on a courser startlynge as the fir

Is riden into the feeldes, hym to pleye,
Out of the court, were it a myle or tweye.
And to the grove of which that I yow tolde

By aventure his wey he gan to holde,

To maken hym a gerland of the greves,
Were it of wodebynde or hawethorn-leves.
And loude he song ayeyn the sonne shene,
'May, with alle thy floures and thy grene,

Welcome be thou, faire fresshe May,

In hope that I som grene gete may.'
And from his courser, with a lusty herte,
Into a grove ful hastily he sterte,

And in a path he rometh up and doun

Ther as by aventure this Palamoun

Was in a bussh, that no man myghte hym se;
For soore afered of his deeth was he.

No thyng ne knew he that it was Arcite,

God woot, he wolde have trowed it ful lite!
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But sooth is seyd, gon sithen many yeres,
That feeld hath eyen and the wode hath eres.
It is ful fair a man to bere hym evene,

For al day meeteth men at unset stevene.

Ful litel woot Arcite of his felawe,

That was so ny to herknen al his sawe,

For in the bussh he sitteth now ful stille.
Whan that Arcite hadde romed al his fille

And songen al the roundel lustily,

Into a studie he fil al sodeynly,

As doon thise loveres in hir queynte geres,
Now in the croppe, now doun in the breres,
Now up, now doun as boket in a welle.
Right as the Friday, soothly for to telle,
Now it shyneth, now it reyneth faste,

Right so kan geery Venus overcaste

The hertes of hir folk; right as hir day

Is gereful, right so chaungeth she array.
Selde is the Friday al the wowke ylike.
Whan that Arcite had songe, he gan to sike,

And sette hym doun withouten any moore;
'Allas,' quod he, 'that day that I was bore!
How longe, Juno, thurgh thy crueltee
Woltow werreyen Thebes the Citee?

Allas, ybroght is to confusioun

The blood roial of Cadme and Amphioun!
Of Cadmus, which that was the firste man
That Thebes bulte, or first the toun bigan,
And of the citee first was crouned kyng,
Of his lynage am I, and his ofspryng,

By verray ligne, as of the stok roial,

And now I am so caytyf and so thral

That he that is my mortal enemy

I serve hym as his squier povrely.

And yet dooth Juno me wel moore shame,
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For I dar noght biknowe myn owene name,
But theras I was wont to highte Arcite,

Now highte I Philostrate, noght worth a myte.
Allas, thou felle Mars! allas, Juno!

Thus hath youre ire oure kynrede al fordo,

Save oonly me, and wrecched Palamoun
That Theseus martireth in prisoun.

And over al this, to sleen me outrely,
Love hath his firy dart so brennyngly
Ystiked thurgh my trewe careful herte,

That shapen was my deeth erst than my sherte.
Ye sleen me with youre eyen, Emelye,
Ye been the cause wherfore that I dye.
Of al the remenant of myn oother care
Ne sette I nat the montance of a tare,

So that I koude doon aught to youre plesaunce.'
And with that word he fil doun in a traunce
A longe tyme, and after he upsterte.
This Palamoun, that thoughte that thurgh his herte
He felte a coold swerd sodeynliche glyde,

For ire he quook, no lenger wolde he byde.
And whan that he had herd Arcites tale,
As he were wood, with face deed and pale,
He stirte hym up out of the buskes thikke,
And seide, 'Arcite, false traytour wikke!

Now artow hent that lovest my lady so,

For whom that I have al this peyne and wo,
And art my blood, and to my conseil sworn,
As I ful ofte have seyd thee heer-biforn,
And hast byjaped heere duc Theseus,

And falsly chaunged hast thy name thus.
I wol be deed, or elles thou shalt dye;
Thou shalt nat love my lady Emelye,

But I wol love hire oonly, and namo,

For I am Palamon, thy mortal foo!
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And though that I no wepene have in this place,
But out of prison am astert by grace,

I drede noght that outher thow shalt dye,

Or thow ne shalt nat loven Emelye.

Chees which thou wolt, for thou shalt nat asterte!"

This Arcite, with ful despitous herte,

Whan he hym knew, and hadde his tale herd,
As fiers as leoun pulled out his swerd,

And seyde thus: 'By God that sit above,
Nere it that thou art sik and wood for love,

And eek that thow no wepne hast in this place,
Thou sholdest nevere out of this grove pace,
That thou ne sholdest dyen of myn hond.

For I defye the seurete and the bond

Which that thou seist that I have maad to thee.

What, verray fool, thynk wel that love is free!
And I wol love hir, maugree al thy myght!

But for as muche thou art a worthy knyght,
And wilnest to darreyne hire by bataille,

Have heer my trouthe; tomorwe I wol nat faille

Withoute wityng of any oother wight

That heere I wol be founden as a knyght,

And bryngen harneys right ynough for thee,

And chese the beste, and leve the worste for me.
And mete and drynke this nyght wol I brynge

Ynough for thee, and clothes for thy beddynge;
And if so be that thou my lady wynne,

And sle me in this wode ther I am inne,

Thow mayst wel have thy lady as for me.'

This Palamon answerde, 'I graunte it thee.'

And thus they been departed til amorwe,

Whan ech of hem had leyd his feith to borwe.
O Cupide, out of alle charitee!

O regne, that wolt no felawe have with thee!

Ful sooth is seyd that love ne lordshipe
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Wol noght, hir thankes, have no felaweshipe.
Wel fynden that Arcite and Palamoun:

Arcite is riden anon unto the toun,

And on the morwe, er it were dayes light,
Ful prively two harneys hath he dight,

Bothe suffisaunt and mete to darreyne

The bataille in the feeld bitwix hem tweyne.
And on his hors, allone as he was born,

He carieth al this harneys hym biforn,

And in the grove, at tyme and place yset,

This Arcite and this Palamon ben met.

Tho chaungen gan the colour in hir face
Right as the hunters in the regne of Trace,
That stondeth at the gappe with a spere,
Whan hunted is the leoun and the bere,

And hereth hym come russhyng in the greves,
And breketh bothe bowes and the leves,

And thynketh, 'Heere cometh my mortal enemy,
Withoute faille he moot be deed or I,

For outher I moot sleen hym at the gappe,

Or he moot sleen me, if that me myshappe'-
So ferden they in chaungyng of hir hewe,
As fer as everich of hem oother knewe.
Ther nas no good day ne no saluyng,

But streight withouten word or rehersyng

Everich of hem heelp for to armen oother,
As freendly as he were his owene brother.
And after that with sharpe speres stronge
They foynen ech at oother wonder longe.
Thou myghtest wene that this Palamoun

In his fightyng were a wood leoun,

And as a crueel tigre was Arcite.

As wilde bores gonne they to smyte,
That frothen white as foom for ire wood.
Up to the ancle foghte they in hir blood;
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And in this wise I lete hem fightyng dwelle,
And forth I wole of Theseus yow telle.
The destinee, ministre general,
That executeth in the world overal
The purveiaunce that God hath seyn biforn,

So strong it is, that though the world had sworn
The contrarie of a thyng, by ye or nay,

Yet somtyme it shal fallen on a day

That falleth nat eft withinne a thousand yeere.
For certeinly, oure appetites heere,

Be it of werre, or pees, or hate, or love,
Al is this reuled by the sighte above.
This mene I now by myghty Theseus,
That for to hunten is so desirus

And namely at the grete hert in May,

That in his bed ther daweth hym no day

That he nys clad, and redy for to ryde

With hunte and horn, and houndes hym bisyde.
For in his huntyng hath he swich delit

That it is al his joye and appetit

To been hymself the grete hertes bane-
For after Mars he serveth now Dyane.
Cleer was the day, as I have toold er this,
And Theseus, with alle joye and blis,
With his Ypolita, the faire quene,

And Emelye, clothed al in grene,

On huntyng be they riden roially,

And to the grove, that stood ful faste by,

In which ther was an hert, as men hym tolde,
Duc Theseus the streighte wey hath holde,

And to the launde he rideth hym ful right,

For thider was the hert wont have his flight,

And over a brook, and so forth in his weye.

This duc wol han a cours at hym, or tweye,

With houndes swiche as that hym list comaunde.
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And whan this duc was come unto the launde,
Under the sonne he looketh, and anon

He was war of Arcite and Palamon,

That foughten breme, as it were bores two;
The brighte swerdes wenten to and fro

So hidously, that with the leeste strook

It semed as it wolde felle an ook;

But what they were, nothyng he ne woot.
This duc his courser with his spores smoot,
And at a stert he was bitwix hem two,

And pulled out a swerd, and cride, 'Hoo!
Namoore, up peyne of lesynge of youre heed!
By myghty Mars, he shal anon be deed

That smyteth any strook, that I may seen!
But telleth me what myster men ye been,

Geoffrey Chaucer
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The Canterbury Tales; The Milleres Tale

PROLOGUE TO THE MILLERES TALE
Heere folwen the wordes bitwene the Hoost and the Millere

Whan that the Knyght had thus his tale ytoold,
In al the route ne was ther yong ne oold

That he ne seyde it was a noble storie,

And worthy for to drawen to memorie;

And namely the gentils everichon.

Oure Hooste lough, and swoor, 'So moot I gon,
This gooth aright, unbokeled is the male,

Lat se now who shal telle another tale,
For trewely the game is wel bigonne.

Now telleth on, sir Monk, if that ye konne
Somwhat to quite with the Knyghtes tale.'
The Miller that for-dronken was al pale,

So that unnethe upon his hors he sat,

He nolde avalen neither hood ne hat,

Ne abyde no man for his curteisie,

But in Pilates voys he gan to crie,

And swoor by armes and by blood and bones,

'l kan a noble tale for the nones,

With which I wol now quite the Knyghtes tale.’
Oure Hooste saugh that he was dronke of ale,
And seyde, 'Abyd, Robyn, my leeve brother,
Som bettre man shal telle us first another,

Abyd, and lat us werken thriftily.'

'By Goddes soule,' quod he, 'that wol nat I,
For I wol speke, or elles go my wey.'

Oure Hoost answerde, 'Tel on, a devele wey!
Thou art a fool, thy wit is overcome!

'Now herkneth,' quod the Miller, 'alle and some,
But first I make a protestacioun
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That I am dronke, I knowe it by my soun;
And therfore, if that I mysspeke or seye,
Wyte it the ale of Southwerk I you preye.

For I wol telle a legende and a lyf

Bothe of a carpenter and of his wyf,

How that a clerk hath set the wrightes cappe.'
The Rev answerde and seyde, 'Stynt thy clappe,
Lat be thy lewed dronken harlotrye,

It is a synne and eek a greet folye

To apeyren any man or hym defame,

And eek to bryngen wyves in swich fame;
Thou mayst ynogh of othere thynges seyn.'
This dronke Miller spak ful soone ageyn,

And seyde, 'Leve brother Osewold,

Who hath no wyf, he is no cokewold.

But I sey nat therfore that thou art oon,

Ther been ful goode wyves many oon,

And evere a thousand goode ayeyns oon badde;

That knowestow wel thyself, but if thou madde.
Why artow angry with my tale now?

I have a wyf, pardee, as wel as thow,

Yet nolde I for the oxen in my plogh

Take upon me moore than ynogh,

As demen of myself that I were oon;

I wol bileve wel, that I am noon.

An housbonde shal nat been inquisityf
Of Goddes pryvetee, nor of his wyf.

So he may fynde Goddes foysoun there,

Of the remenant nedeth nat enquere.’
What sholde I moore seyn, but this Miller
He nolde his wordes for no man forbere,
But tolde his cherles tale in his manere;
Me thynketh that I shal reherce it heere.

And therfore every gentil wight I preye,
For Goddes love, demeth nat that I seye

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 208



Of yvel entente, but that I moot reherce
Hir tales alle, be they bettre or werse,
Or elles falsen som of my mateere.

And therfore who-so list it nat yheere,
Turne over the leef, and chese another tale;
For he shal fynde ynowe, grete and smale,
Of storial thyng that toucheth gentillesse,
And eek moralitee, and hoolynesse.

Blameth nat me if that ye chese amys;
The Miller is a cherl, ye knowe wel this,
So was the Reve, and othere manye mo,
And harlotrie they tolden bothe two.
Avyseth yow, and put me out of blame,

And eek men shal nat maken ernest of game.

THE TALE

(One John, a rich and credulous carpenter of Oxford, is
beguiled by his wife Alison, through Nicholas, a poor
scholar boarding with them. Absolon, the parish clerk, is

slighted by Alison; but wreaks vengeance on Nicholas.)

Geoffrey Chaucer
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The Canterbury Tales; The Seconde Nonnes Tale

Part 27

GROUP G.

THE SECONDE NONNES TALE

The Prologe of the Seconde Nonnes Tale.

The ministre and the norice unto vices,

Which that men clepe in Englissh ydelnesse,
That porter of the gate is of delices,

To eschue, and by hir contrarie hir oppresse,
(That is to seyn by leveful bisynesse),

Wel oghten we to doon al oure entente,

Lest that the feend thurgh ydelnesse us shente.

For he, that with hise thousand cordes slye
Continuelly us waiteth to biclappe,

Whan he may man in ydelnesse espye,

He kan so lightly cacche hym in his trappe,

Til that a man be hent right by the lappe,

He nys nat war the feend hath hym in honde.
Wel oghte us werche, and ydelnesse withstonde.

And though men dradden nevere for to dye,
Yet seen men wel by resoun, doutelees,

That ydelnesse is roten slogardye,

Of which ther nevere comth no good encrees;
And seen that slouthe hir holdeth in a lees,
Oonly to slepe, and for to ete and drynke,
And to devouren al that othere swynke.

And for to putte us fro swich ydelnesse,

That cause is of so greet confusioun,

I have heer doon my feithful bisynesse,

After the legende, in translacioun

Right of thy glorious Iyf and passioun,

Thou with thy gerland wroght with rose and lilie,
Thee meene I, mayde and martir, seint Cecilie.
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Invocacio ad Mariam.

And thow that flour of virgines art alle,

Of whom that Bernard list so wel to write,

To thee at my bigynnyng first I calle,

Thou confort of us wrecches, do me endite

Thy maydens deeth, that wan thurgh hir merite

The eterneel lyf, and of the feend victorie,
As man may after reden in hir storie.

Thow mayde and mooder, doghter of thy sone,
Thow welle of mercy, synful soules cure,

In whom that God for bountee chees to wone,
Thow humble and heigh, over every creature
Thow nobledest so ferforth oure nature,

That no desdeyn the makere hadde of kynde,

His sone in blood and flessh to clothe and wynde,

Withinne the cloistre blisful of thy sydis

Took mannes shape the eterneel love and pees,
That of the tryne compas lord and gyde is,
Whom erthe and see and hevene out of relees
Ay heryen, and thou, virgine wemmelees,

Baar of thy body, and dweltest mayden pure,
The creatour of every creature.

Assembled is in thee magnificence

With mercy, goodnesse, and with swich pitee
That thou, that art the sonne of excellence,
Nat oonly helpest hem that preyen thee,

But oftentyme, of thy benygnytee,

Ful frely, er that men thyn help biseche,
Thou goost biforn, and art hir lyves leche.

Now help, thow meeke and blisful faire mayde,
Me, flemed wrecche in this desert of galle;
Thynk on the womman Cananee, that sayde
That whelpes eten somme of the crommes alle,
That from hir lordes table been yfalle,

And though that I, unworthy sone of Eve,
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Be synful, yet accepte my bileve.

And for that feith is deed withouten werkis,
So for to werken yif me wit and space,

That I be quit fro thennes that moost derk is.
O thou, that art so fair and ful of grace,

Be myn advocat in that heighe place

Ther as withouten ende is songe Osanne,
Thow Cristes mooder, doghter deere of Anne!

And of thy light my soule in prison lighte,
That troubled is by the contagioun

Of my body, and also by the wighte

Of erthely lust and fals affeccioun,

O havene of refut, O salvacioune

Of hem that been in sorwe and in distresse,
Now help, for to my werk I wol me dresse.

Yet preye I yow that reden that I write,
Foryeve me, that I do no diligence

This ilke storie subtilly to endite,

For bothe have I the wordes and sentence
Of hym that at the seintes reverence

The storie wroot, and folwe hir legende.

I pray yow, that ye wole my werk amende.

First wolde I yow the name of seinte Cecile
Expowne, as men may in hir storie see.

It is to seye in Englissh, ~hevenes lilie'

For pure chaastnesse of virginitee,

Or for she whitnesse hadde of honestee
And grene of conscience, and of good fame
The soote savour, lilie was hir name.

Or Cecilie is to seye, "the wey to blynde,’
For she ensample was by good techynge;

Or elles, Cecile, as I writen fynde

Is joyned by a manere conjoynynge

Of "hevene' and 'lia,' and heere in figurynge
The "hevene' is set for thoght of hoolynesse,
And " lia' for hir lastynge bisynesse.
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Cecile may eek be seyd, in this manere,
“Wantynge of blyndnesse,' for hir grete light

Of sapience, and for hire thewes cleere

Or elles, loo, this maydens name bright

Of “hevene' and "leos' comth, for which by right
Men myghte hir wel "the hevene of peple' calle,
Ensample of goode and wise werkes alle.

For "leos' "peple' in Englissh is to seye,

And right as men may in the hevene see

The sonne and moone and sterres every weye,
Right so men goostly, in this mayden free,
Syen of feith the magnanymytee,

And eek the cleernesse hool of sapience,

And sondry werkes, brighte of excellence.

And right so as thise philosophres write

That hevene is swift and round and eek brennynge,

Right so was faire Cecilie the white

Ful swift and bisy evere in good werkynge,
And round and hool in good perseverynge,
And brennynge evere in charite ful brighte.
Now have I yow declared what she highte.

Here bigynneth the Seconde Nonnes tale of the lyf of Seinte Cecile.

This mayden, bright Cecilie, as hir lyf seith,
Was comen of Romayns, and of noble kynde,
And from hir cradel up fostred in the feith

Of Crist, and bar his gospel in hir mynde.
She nevere cessed, as I writen fynde,

Of hir preyere, and God to love and drede,
Bisekynge hym to kepe hir maydenhede.

And whan this mayden sholde unto a man
Ywedded be, that was ful yong of age,
Which that ycleped was Valerian,

And day was comen of hir mariage,

She, ful devout and humble in hir corage,
Under hir robe of gold, that sat ful faire,
Hadde next hir flessh yclad hir in an haire.
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And whil the orgnes maden melodie,

To God allone in herte thus sang she:

'O Lord, my soule and eek my body gye
Unwemmed, lest that I confounded be.'
And for his love that dyde upon a tree,
Every seconde and thridde day she faste,
Ay biddynge in hir orisons ful faste.

The nyght cam, and to bedde moste she gon
With hir housbonde, as ofte is the manere,
And pryvely to hym she seyde anon,

'O sweete and wel biloved spouse deere,
Ther is a conseil, and ye wolde it heere,
Which that right fayn I wolde unto yow seye,
So that ye swere ye shul me nat biwreye.'

Valerian gan faste unto hire swere

That for no cas, ne thyng that myghte be,

He sholde nevere mo biwreyen here,

And thanne at erst to hym thus seyde she,

'T have an Aungel which that loveth me,

That with greet love, wher so I wake or sleepe,
Is redy ay my body for to kepe.

And if that he may feelen out of drede

That ye me touche, or love in vileynye,

He right anon wol sle yow with the dede,

And in youre yowthe thus ye sholden dye.

And if that ye in clene love me gye,

He wol yow loven as me for youre clennesse,
And shewen yow his joye and his brightnesse.'

Valerian, corrected as God wolde,

Answerde agayn, 'If I shal trusten thee,

Lat me that aungel se, and hym biholde,

And if that it a verray aungel bee,

Thanne wol I doon as thou hast prayed me;

And if thou love another man, forsothe

Right with this swerd thanne wol I sle yow bothe.'

Cecile answerde anon right in this wise,
'If that yow list, the aungel shul ye see,
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So that ye trowe in Crist, and yow baptize.
Gooth forth to Via Apia,' quod she,

'That fro this toun ne stant but miles thre;
And to the povre folkes that ther dwelle
Sey hem right thus as that I shal yow telle.

Telle hem, that I Cecile yow to hem sente,

To shewen yow the goode Urban the olde,

For secree thynges and for good entente;

And whan that ye Seint Urban han biholde,

Telle hym the wordes whiche that I to yow tolde,
And whan that he hath purged yow fro synne,
Thanne shul ye se that aungel er ye twynne.'

Valerian is to the place ygon,

And right as hym was taught by his lernynge,
He foond this hooly olde Urban anon

Among the seintes buryeles lotynge.

And he anon, withouten tariynge,

Dide his message, and whan that he it tolde,
Urban for joye his handes gan up holde.

The teeris from hise eyen leet he falle.
'Almyghty lord, O Jesu Crist,' quod he,
'Sower of chaast conseil, hierde of us alle,
The fruyt of thilke seed of chastitee

That thou hast sowe in Cecile, taak to thee.
Lo, lyk a bisy bee, withouten gile,

Thee serveth ay thyn owene thral Cecile!

For thilke spouse that she took but now

Ful lyk a fiers leoun, she sendeth heere

As meke as evere was any lomb, to yow.'

And with that word anon ther gan appeere

An oold man clad in white clothes cleere,

That hadde a book with lettre of gold in honde,
And gan bifore Valerian to stonde.

Valerian as deed fil doun for drede

Whan he hym saugh, and he up hente hym tho,
And on his book right thus he gan to rede,

'O lord, o feith, o god, withouten mo,
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O Cristendom, and fader of alle also,
Aboven alle, and over alle, everywhere.-'
Thise wordes al with gold ywriten were.

Whan this was rad, thanne seyde this olde man,
'Leevestow this thyng or no? sey ye or nay?'

'T leeve al this thyng,' quod Valerian,

'For oother thyng than this, I dar wel say,
Under the hevene no wight thynke may.'

Tho vanysshed this olde man, he nyste where;
And Pope Urban hym cristned right there.

Valerian gooth hoom, and fynt Cecile
Withinne his chambre with an aungel stonde.
This aungel hadde of roses and of lilie
Corones two, the whiche he bar in honde;
And first to Cecile, as I understonde,

He yaf that oon, and after gan he take

That oother to Valerian hir make.

'With body clene and with unwemmed thoght
Kepeth ay wel thise corones,' quod he,

'Fro Paradys to yow have I hem broght,

Ne nevere mo ne shal they roten bee,

Ne lese hir soote savour, trusteth me,

Ne nevere wight shal seen hem with his eye
But he be chaast and hate vileynye.

And thow Valerian, for thow so soone
Assentedest to good conseil also,

Sey what thee list, and thou shalt han thy boone.'
'l have a brother,' quod Valerian tho,

'That in this world I love no man so.

I pray yow that my brother may han grace,

To knowe the trouthe, as I do in this place.'

The aungel seyde, 'God liketh thy requeste,
And bothe with the palm of martirdom

Ye shullen com unto his blisful feste.'

And with that word Tiburce his brother coom;
And whan that he the savour undernoom,
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Which that the roses and the lilies caste,
Withinne his herte he gan to wondre faste,

And seyde, 'l wondre, this tyme of the yeer,
Whennes that soote savour cometh so

Of rose and lilies that I smelle heer.

For though I hadde hem in myne handes two,
The savour myghte in me no depper go,

The sweete smel that in myn herte I fynde
Hath chaunged me al in another kynde.'

Valerian seyde, 'Two corones han we,
Snow-white and rose-reed that shynen cleere,
Whiche that thyne eyen han no myght to see,
And as thou smellest hem thurgh my preyere,
So shaltow seen hem, leeve brother deere,

If it so be thou wolt, withouten slouthe,

Bileve aright and knowen verray trouthe.'

Tiburce answerde, 'Seistow this to me?

In soothnesse or in dreem I herkne this?'

'In dremes,' quod Valerian, 'han we be

Unto this tyme, brother myn, ywes;

But now at erst in trouthe oure dwellyng is.'

'How woostow this,' quod Tiburce, 'in what wyse?'
Quod Valerian, 'That shal I thee devyse.

The aungel of God hath me the trouthe ytaught
Which thou shalt seen, if that thou wolt reneye
The ydoles and be clene, and elles naught.'
And of the myracle of thise corones tweye
Seint Ambrose in his preface list to seye.
Solempnely this noble doctour deere
Commendeth it, and seith in this manere;

The palm of martirdom for to receyve

Seinte Cecile, fulfild of Goddes yifte,

The world and eek hire chambre gan she weyve,
Witnesse Tyburces and Valerians shrifte,

To whiche God of his bountee wolde shifte
Corones two, of floures wel smellynge,

And made his aungel hem the corones brynge.
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The mayde hath broght thise men to blisse above;
The world hath wist what it is worth, certeyn,
Devocioun of chastitee to love. . . .

Tho shewed hym Cecile, al open and pleyn,

That alle ydoles nys but a thyng in veyn,

For they been dombe and therto they been deve,
And charged hym hise ydoles for to leve.

'Whoso that troweth, nat this, a beest he is,’
Quod tho Tiburce, 'if that I shal nat lye.'
And she gan kisse his brest, that herde this,
And was ful glad he koude trouthe espye.
'This day I take thee for myn allye,'

Seyde this blisful faire mayde deere,

And after that she seyde as ye may heere.

'Lo, right so as the love of Crist,' quod she,
'Made me thy brotheres wyf, right in that wise
Anon for myn allyee heer take I thee,

Syn that thou wolt thyne ydoles despise.

Go with thy brother now, and thee baptise,

And make thee clene, so that thou mowe biholde
The aungels face of which thy brother tolde.'

Tiburce answerde and seyde, 'Brother deere,

First tel me whider I shal, and to what man?'

'To whom?' quod he, '‘com forth with right good cheere,
I wol thee lede unto the Pope Urban.'

'Til Urban? brother myn Valerian,'

Quod tho Tiburce, 'woltow me thider lede?

Me thynketh that it were a wonder dede.'

'Ne menestow nat Urban,' quod he tho,

'That is so ofte dampned to be deed,

And woneth in halkes alwey to and fro,

And dar nat ones putte forth his heed;

Men sholde hym brennen in a fyr so reed,

If he were founde, or that men myghte hym spye;
And we also, to bere hym compaignye,
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And whil we seken thilke divinitee,

That is yhid in hevene pryvely,

Algate ybrend in this world shul we be!"

To whom Cecile answerde boldely,

'Men myghten dreden wel and skilfully

This lyf to lese, myn owene deere brother,
If this were lyvynge oonly and noon oother.

But ther is bettre Iyf in oother place,

That nevere shal be lost, ne drede thee noght,
Which Goddes sone us tolde thurgh his grace.
That fadres sone hath alle thyng ywroght,
And al that wroght is with a skilful thoght,
The goost, that fro the fader gan procede,
Hath sowled hem, withouten any drede.

By word and by myracel Goddes Sone,

Whan he was in this world, declared heere
That ther was oother lyf ther men may wone.'
To whom answerde Tiburce, 'O suster deere,
Ne seydestow right now in this manere,

Ther nys but o God, lord in soothfastnesse,
And now of thre how maystow bere witnesse?"

'That shal I telle,' quod she, 'er I go.

Right as a man hath sapiences thre,
Memorie, engyn, and intellect also,

So, in o0 beynge of divinitee

Thre persones may ther right wel bee.'
Tho gan she hym ful bisily to preche

Of Cristes come, and of hise peynes teche,

And many pointes of his passioun;

How Goddes sone in this world was withholde
To doon mankynde pleyn remissioun,

That was ybounde in synne and cares colde . . .
Al this thyng she unto Tiburce tolde;

And after this, Tiburce in good entente

With Valerian to Pope Urban he wente;

That thanked God, and with glad herte and light
He cristned hym, and made hym in that place

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 219



Parfit in his lernynge, Goddes knyght.

And after this Tiburce gat swich grace

That every day he saugh in tyme and space
The aungel of God, and every maner boone
That he God axed, it was sped ful soone.

It were ful hard by ordre for to seyn

How manye wondres Jesu for hem wroghte.
But atte laste, to tellen short and pleyn,

The sergeantz of the toun of Rome hem soghte,
And hem biforn Almache the Prefect broghte,
Which hem opposed, and knew al hire entente,
And to the ymage of Juppiter hem sente,

And seyde, 'Whoso wol nat sacrifise,

Swap of his heed, this my sentence heer.'

Anon thise martirs that I yow devyse,

Oon Maximus, that was an officer

Of the prefectes, and his corniculer,

Hem hente, and whan he forth the seintes ladde,
Hymself he weepe, for pitee that he hadde.

Whan Maximus had herd the seintes loore,
He gat hym of the tormentoures leve,

And ladde hem to his hous withoute moore.
And with hir prechyng, er that it were eve,
They gonnen fro the tormentours to reve,
And fro Maxime, and fro his folk echone
The fals feith, to trowe in God allone.

Cecile cam whan it was woxen nyght,

With preestes that hem cristned alle yfeere,
And afterward, whan day was woxen light,
Cecile hem seyde, with a ful stedefast cheere,
'Now Cristes owene knyghtes, leeve and deere,
Cast alle awey the werkes of derkness

And armeth yow in armure of brightnesse.

Ye han forsothe ydoon a greet bataille,

Youre cours is doon, youre feith han ye conserved,
Gooth to the corone of lyf that may nat faille.

The rightful juge which that ye han served
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Shal yeve it yow as ye han it deserved.'
And whan this thyng was seyd as I devyse,
Men ledde hem forth to doon the sacrifise.

But whan they weren to the place broght,
To tellen shortly the conclusioun,

They nolde encense ne sacrifise right noght,
But on hir knees they setten hem adoun
With humble herte and sad devocioun,

And losten bothe hir hevedes in the place.
Her soules wenten to the kyng of grace.

This Maximus that saugh this thyng bityde,
With pitous teeris tolde it anon-right,

That he hir soules saugh to hevene glyde,
With aungels ful of cleernesse and of light;
And with this word converted many a wight.
For which Almachius dide hym so bete

With whippe of leed, til he the lyf gan lete.

Cecile hym took, and buryed hym anon

By Tiburce and Valerian softely,

Withinne hir buriyng place under the stoon,
And after this Almachius hastily

Bad hise ministres fecchen openly

Cecile, so that she myghte in his presence
Doon sacrifice, and Juppiter encense.

But they, converted at hir wise loore,

Wepten ful soore, and yaven ful credence
Unto hire word, and cryden moore and moore,
'Crist, Goddes sone, withouten difference,

Is verray God, this is al oure sentence,

That hath so good a servant hym to serve
This with o voys we trowen, thogh we sterve.'

Almachius, that herde of this doynge,

Bad fecchen Cecile, that he myghte hir see,
And alderfirst, lo, this was his axynge:

'What maner womman artow?' tho quod he.
'T am a gentil womman born,' quod she.

'l axe thee,' quod he, 'though it thee greeve,
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Of thy religioun and of thy bileeve.'

'Ye han bigonne youre question folily,'

Quod she, 'that wolden two answeres conclude

In o0 demande; ye axed lewedly.'

Almache answerde unto that similitude,

'Of whennes comth thyn answeryng so rude?"

'Of whennes?' quod she, whan that she was freyned,
'Of conscience and of good feith unfeyned.'

Almachius seyde, 'Ne takestow noon heede
Of my power?' and she answerde hym,

'Youre myght,' quod she, 'ful litel is to dreede,
For every mortal mannes power nys

But lyke a bladdre ful of wynd, ywys;

For with a nedles poynt, whan it is blowe,
May al the boost of it be leyd ful lowe.'

'Ful wrongfully bigonne thow,' quod he,
'And yet in wrong is thy perseveraunce;
Wostow nat how oure myghty princes free
Han thus comanded and maad ordinaunce
That every cristen wight shal han penaunce,
But if that he his cristendom withseye-

And goon al quit, if he wole it reneye?"

'Youre princes erren, as youre nobleye dooth,'
Quod tho Cecile, 'and with a wood sentence
Ye make us gilty, and it is nat sooth,

For ye, that knowen wel oure innocence,

For as muche as we doon a reverence

To Crist, and for we bere a cristen name,

Ye putte on us a cryme, and eek a blame.

But we that knowen thilke name so

For vertuous, we may it nat withseye.'
Almache answerde, 'Chees oon of thise two,
Do sacrifise, or cristendom reneye,

That thou mowe now escapen by that weye.'
At which the hooly blisful faire mayde

Gan for to laughe, and to the juge sayde,
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'O Juge, confus in thy nycetee,

Woltow that I reneye innocence,

To make me a wikked wight,' quod shee;

'Lo, he dissymuleth heere in audience,

He stareth, and woodeth in his advertence.'

To whom Almachius, 'Unsely wrecche,

Ne woostow nat how far my myght may strecche?

Han noght oure myghty princes to me yeven
Ye, bothe power and auctoritee

To maken folk to dyen or to lyven?

Why spekestow so proudly thanne to me?'

'l speke noght but stedfastly,' quod she,
'Nat proudly, for I speke as for my syde,

We haten deedly thilke vice of pryde.

And if thou drede nat a sooth to heere,
Thanne wol I shewe al openly by right

That thou hast maad a ful grete lesyng heere,
Thou seyst, thy princes han thee yeven myght
Bothe for to sleen, and for to quyken a wight.
Thou that ne mayst but oonly lyf bireve,

Thou hast noon oother power, ne no leve!

But thou mayst seyn thy princes han thee maked
Ministre of deeth, for if thou speke of mo,

Thou lyest, for thy power is ful naked.'

'Do wey thy booldnesse,' seyde Almachius tho,
'And sacrifise to oure goddes er thou go.

I recche na twhat wrong that thou me profre,
For I can suffre it as a philosophre.

But thilke wronges may I nat endure

That thou spekest of oure goddes heere,' quod he.
Cecile answerde, 'O nyce creature,

Thou seydest no word, syn thou spak to me,

That I ne knew therwith thy nycetee,

And that thou were in every maner wise

A lewed officer and a veyn justise.

Ther lakketh no thyng to thyne outter eyen
That thou nart blynd, for thyng that we seen alle
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That it is stoon, that men may wel espyen,
That ilke stoon a god thow wolt it calle.

I rede thee lat thyn hand upon it falle,

And taste it wel, and stoon thou shalt it fynde,

Syn that thou seest nat with thyne eyen blynde.

It is a shame that the peple shal

So scorne thee, and laughe at thy folye,
For communly men woot it wel overal

That myghty God is in hise hevenes hye,
And thise ymages, wel thou mayst espye,
To thee ne to hemself mowen noght profite,
For in effect they been nat worth a myte.'

Thise wordes and swiche othere seyde she,

And he weex wrooth, and bad men sholde hir lede
Hom til hir hous, and 'in hire hous,' quod he,
'Brenne hire right in a bath of flambes rede.'

And as he bad, right so was doon in dede,

For in a bath they gonne hire faste shetten,

And nyght and day greet fyre they underbetten.

The longe nyght and eek a day also

For al the fyr and eek the bathes heete
She sat al coold, and feelede no wo;

It made hir nat a drope for to sweete.

But in that bath hir lyf she moste lete,

For he Almachius, with a ful wikke entente,
To sleen hir in the bath his sonde sente.

Thre strokes in the nekke he smoot hir tho,
The tormentour, but for no maner chaunce

He myghte noght smyte al hir nekke atwo.
And for ther was that tyme an ordinaunce
That no man sholde doon men swich penaunce
The ferthe strook to smyten, softe or soore,
This tormentour ne dorste do namoore.

But half deed, with hir nekke ycorven there,

He lefte hir lye, and on his wey is went.
The cristen folk, which that aboute hir were,
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With sheetes han the blood ful faire yhent.

Thre dayes lyved she in this torment,

And nevere cessed hem the feith to teche;

That she hadde fostred, hem she gan to preche.

And hem she yaf hir moebles, and hir thyng,
And to the Pope Urban bitook hem tho,

And seyde, 'T axed this at hevene kyng

To han respit thre dayes, and namo,

To recomende to yow er that I go

Thise soules, lo, and that I myghte do werche
Heere of myn hous perpetuelly a chirche.'

Seint Urban with hise deknes prively

This body fette, and buryed it by nyghte,
Among hise othere seintes, honestly.

Hir hous the chirche of seinte Cecilie highte;
Seint Urban halwed it, as he wel myghte,

In which, into this day, in noble wyse

Men doon to Crist and to his seinte servyse.

Heere is ended the Seconde Nonnes tale.

Geoffrey Chaucer
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The Canterbury Tales; Chaucer's Tale Of Sir Thopas

Part 10
PROLOGUE TO CHAUCER'S TALE OF SIR THOPAS
Bihoold the murye wordes of the Hoost to Chaucer.

Whan seyd was al this miracle, every man
As sobre was, that wonder was to se,

Til that oure Hooste japen tho bigan,

And thanne at erst he looked upon me,

And seyde thus, 'What man artow,' quod he,
'Thow lookest as thou woldest fynde an hare,
For ever upon the ground I se thee stare.

Approche neer, and looke up murily;

Now war yow, sires, and lat this man have place.
He in the waast is shape as wel as I;

This were a popet in an arm tenbrace

For any womman smal, and fair of face.

He semeth elvyssh by his contenaunce,

For unto no wight dooth he daliaunce.

Sey now somwhat, syn oother folk han sayd,
Telle us a tale of myrthe, and that anon.'
'Hooste,' quod I, 'ne beth nat yvele apayed,

For oother tale certes kan I noon

But of a ryme I lerned longe agoon.'

'Ye, that is good,' quod he, 'now shul we heere
Som deyntee thyng, me thynketh by his cheere.'
Part 11

SIR THOPAS

Heere bigynneth Chaucers tale of Thopas.
Listeth, lordes, in good entent,

And I wol telle verrayment

Of myrthe and of solas,
Al of a knyght was fair and gent
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In bataille and in tourneyment,
His name was Sir Thopas.

Yborn he was in fer contree,

In Flaundres, al biyonde the see,
At Poperyng in the place;

His fader was a man ful free,
And lord he was of that contree,
As it was Goddes grace.

Sir Thopas wax a doghty swayn,
Whit was his face as payndemayn,
Hise lippes rede as rose;

His rode is lyk scarlet in grayn,
And I yow telle, in good certayn,
He hadde a semely nose.

His heer, his berd, was lyk saffroun,
That to his girdel raughte adoun;
Hise shoon of Cordewane.

Of Brugges were his hosen broun,
His robe was of syklatoun

That coste many a jane.

He koude hunte at wilde deer,

And ride an haukyng for river,

With grey goshauk on honde,

Therto he was a good archeer,

Of wrastlyng was ther noon his peer,
Ther any ram shal stonde.

Ful many a mayde, bright in bour,
They moorne for hym, paramour,

Whan hem were bet to slepe;

But he was chaast and no lechour,
And sweete as is the brembulflour
That bereth the rede hepe.

And so bifel upon a day,
Frosothe as I yow telle may,
Sir Thopas wolde out ride;

He worth upon his steede gray,
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And in his hand a launcegay,
A long swerd by his side.

The priketh thurgh a fair forest,
Therinne is many a wilde best,
Ye, both bukke and hare,

And as he priketh north and est,
I telle it yow, hym hadde almest
Bitidde a sory care.

Ther spryngen herbes, grete and smale,
The lycorys and cetewale,

And many a clowe-gylofre,

And notemuge to putte in ale,

Wheither it be moyste or stale,

Or for to leye in cofre.

The briddes synge, it is no nay,
The sparhauk and the papejay
That joye it was to heere,

The thrustelcok made eek hir lay,
The wodedowve upon a spray
She sang ful loude and cleere.

Sir Thopas fil in love-longynge,

Al whan he herde the thrustel synge,
And pryked as he were wood;

His faire steede in his prikynge

So swatte that men myghte him wrynge,
His sydes were al blood.

Sir Thopas eek so wery was

For prikyng on the softe gras,

So fiers was his corage,

That doun he leyde him in that plas
To make his steede som solas,

And yaf hym good forage.

'O seinte Marie, benedicite,
What eyleth this love at me

To bynde me so soore?

Me dremed al this nyght, pardee,
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An elf-queene shal my lemman be,
And slepe under my goore.

An elf-queene wol I love, ywis,
For in this world no womman is
Worthy to be my make

In towne;

Alle othere wommen I forsake,
And to an elf-queene I me take
By dale and eek by downe.'

Into his sadel he clamb anon,

And priketh over stile and stoon

An elf-queene for tespye,

Til he so longe hadde riden and goon
That he foond, in a pryve woon,

The contree of Fairye

So wilde;

For in that contree was ther noon
That to him dorste ryde or goon,
Neither wyf ne childe,

Til that ther cam a greet geaunt,

His name was Sir Olifaunt,

A perilous man of dede;

He seyde 'Child, by Termagaunt,

But if thou prike out of myn haunt,
Anon I sle thy steede

With mace.

Heere is the queene of Fayerye,

With harpe and pipe and symphonye,
Dwellyng in this place.'

The child seyde, 'Also moote I thee,
Tomorwe wol I meete with thee,
Whan I have myn armoure.

And yet I hope, par ma fay,

That thou shalt with this launcegay
Abyen it ful sowre.

Thy mawe

Shal I percen if I may

Er it be fully pryme of day,
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For heere thow shalt be slawe.'

Sir Thopas drow abak ful faste,
This geant at hym stones caste
Out of a fel staf-slynge;

But faire escapeth Child Thopas,
And al it was thurgh Goddes gras,
And thurgh his fair berynge.

Yet listeth, lordes, to my tale,
Murier than the nightyngale,

For now I wol yow rowne

How Sir Thopas, with sydes smale,
Prikyng over hill and dale

Is comen agayn to towne.

His murie men comanded he

To make hym bothe game and glee,
For nedes moste he fighte

With a geaunt with hevedes three,
For paramour and jolitee

Of oon that shoon ful brighte.

'Do come,: he seyde, 'my mynstrales,
And geestours, for to tellen tales
Anon in myn armynge;

Of romances that been roiales,

Of Popes and of Cardinales,

And eek of love-likynge.'

They fette hym first the sweete wyn,
And mede eek in a mazelyn,

And roial spicerye,

And gyngebreed that was ful fyn,
And lycorys, and eek comyn,

With sugre that is so trye.

He dide next his white leere

Of clooth of lake, fyn and cleere,
A breech, and eek a sherte,

And next his sherte an aketoun,
And over that an haubergeoun,
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For percynge of his herte.

And over that a fyn hawberk,
Was al ywroght of Jewes werk,
Ful strong it was of plate.

And over that his cote-armour
As whit as is a lilye flour,

In which he wol debate.

His sheeld was al of gold so reed,
And therinne was a bores heed,

A charbocle bisyde;

And there he swoor on ale and breed,
How that 'the geaunt shal be deed
Bityde what bityde!"

Hise jambeux were of quyrboilly,
His swerdes shethe of yvory,

His helm of laton bright,

His sadel was of rewel-boon,

His brydel as the sonne shoon,
Or as the moone light.

His spere it was of fyn ciprees,

That bodeth werre, and no thyng pees,
The heed ful sharpe ygrounde;

His steede was al dappull-gray,

It gooth an ambil in the way

Ful softely and rounde

In londe.

Loo, lordes myne, heere is a fit;

If ye wol any moore of it,

To telle it wol I fonde.

The Second Fit.

Now holde youre mouth, par charitee,
Bothe knyght and lady free,

And herkneth to my spelle;

Of batailles and of chivalry

And of ladyes love-drury

Anon I wol yow telle.
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Men speken of romances of prys,
Of Hornchild, and of Ypotys,

Of Beves and Sir Gy,

Of Sir Lybeux and Pleyndamour,
But Sir Thopas, he bereth the flour
Of roial chivalry.

His goode steede al he bistrood,
And forth upon his wey he glood
As sparcle out of the bronde.
Upon his creest he bar a tour,
And therinne stiked a lilie-flour;
God shilde his cors fro shonde!

And for he was a knyght auntrous,
He nolde slepen in noon hous,

But liggen in his hoode.

His brighte helm was his wonger,
And by hym baiteth his dextrer

Of herbes fyne and goode.

Hym-self drank water of the well,
As dide the knyght sir Percyvell
So worly under wede,

Til on a day------

Heere the Hoost stynteth Chaucer of his Tale of Thopas.

'Na moore of this, for Goddes dignitee,’
Quod oure hooste, 'for thou makest me
So wery of thy verray lewednesse,
That also wisly God my soule blesse,
Min eres aken of thy drasty speche.

Now swich a rym the devel I biteche!
This may wel be rym dogerel,' quod he.
'Why so?' quod I, 'why wiltow lette me
Moore of my tale than another man
Syn that it is the beste tale I kan?'

'By God,' quod he, 'for pleynly at a word
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Thy drasty rymyng is nat worth a toord,
Thou doost noght elles but despendest tyme.
Sir, at o word thou shalt no lenger ryme.
Lat se wher thou kanst tellen aught in geeste,

Or telle in prose somwhat, at the leeste,

In which ther be som murthe or som doctryne.'
'Gladly,' quod I, 'by Goddes sweete pyne,

I wol yow telle a litel thyng in prose,

That oghte liken yow as I suppose,

Or elles, certes, ye been to daungerous.
It is a moral tale vertuous,

Al be it take somtyme in sondry wyse
Of sondry folk as I shal yow devyse.

As thus; ye woot that every Evaungelist

That telleth us the peyne of Jesu Crist

Ne seith nat alle thyng as his felawe dooth,
But, nathelees, hir sentence is al sooth,
And alle acorden as in hir sentence,

Al be her in hir tellyng difference.

For somme of hem seyn moore, and somme seyn lesse,
Whan they his pitous passioun expresse;

I meene of Marke, Mathew, Luc, and John,

But doutelees hir sentence is al oon,

Therfore, lordynges alle, I yow biseche

If that yow thynke I varie as in my speche,
As thus, though that I telle somwhat moore
Of proverbes, than ye han herd bifoore,
Comprehended in this litel tretys heere,
To enforce with theffect of my mateere,

And though I nat the same wordes seye
As ye han herd, yet to yow alle I preye,
Blameth me nat; for, as in my sentence
Ye shul nat fynden moche difference
Fro the sentence of this tretys lyte

After the which this murye tale I write.
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And therfore herkneth what that I shal seye,
And lat me tellen al my tale, I preye.'

THE TALE (in prose).

(A young man called Melibeus, whose wife Prudence and
daughter Sophie (Wisdom) are maltreated by his foes in

his absence, is counseled with many wise sayings uttered by
his wife tending toward peace and forgiveness, instead of
revenge.)

Geoffrey Chaucer

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

234



The Canterbury Tales; Epilogue

Part 17
EPILOGUE
The wordes of the Hoost to the Phisicien and the Pardoner.

Oure Hooste gan to swere as he were wood;
'Harrow!' quod he, 'by nayles and by blood!
This was a fals cherl and a fals justice!

As shameful deeth as herte may devyse
Come to thise juges and hire advocatz!

Algate this sely mayde is slayn, allas!
Allas! to deere boughte she beautee!
Wherfore I seye al day, as men may see
That yiftes of Fortune and of Nature
Been cause of deeth to many a creature.

(Hir beautee was hir deeth, I dar wel sayn;
Allas, so pitously as she was slayn!)

Of bothe yiftes that I speke of now

Men han ful ofte moore harm than prow.
But trewely, myn owene maister deere,

This is a pitous tale for to heere.

But nathelees, passe over is no fors;

I pray to God so save thy gentil cors,
And eek thyne urynals and thy jurdanes,
Thyn ypocras and eek thy Galianes

And every boyste ful of thy letuarie,

God blesse hem, and oure lady Seinte Marie!
So moot I theen, thou art a propre man,
And lyk a prelat, by Seint Ronyan.

Seyde I nat wel? I kan nat speke in terme;

But wel I woot thou doost myn herte to erme,

That I almoost have caught a cardyacle.
By corpus bones, but I have triacle,
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Or elles a draughte of moyste and corny ale,
Or but I heere anon a myrie tale,

Myn herte is lost, for pitee of this mayde!
Thou beelamy, thou Pardoner,' he sayde,
'"Telle us som myrthe or japes right anon.’
'It shal be doon,' quod he, 'by Seint Ronyon;
But first,' quod he, 'heere at this ale-stake,

I wol bothe drynke and eten of a cake.'

And right anon the gentils gonne to crye,
'Nay, lat hym telle us of no ribaudye!

Telle us som moral thyng that we may leere
Som wit, and thanne wol we gladly heere!"

'T graunte, ywis,' quod he, 'but I moot thynke
Upon som honeste thyng, while that I drynke.'

Geoffrey Chaucer

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 236



The Canterbury Tales; The Chanouns Yemannes Tale

Part 28
PROLOGUE TO THE CHANOUNS YEMANNES TALE
The prologe of the Chanouns yemannes tale.

Whan ended was the lyf of seinte Cecile,

Er we hadde riden fully fyve mile,

At Boghtoun under Blee us gan atake

A man, that clothed was in clothes blake,
And undernethe he wered a whyt surplys.

His hakeney, which that was al pomely grys,
So swatte, that it wonder was to see,

It wemed as he had priked miles thre.

The hors eek that his yeman rood upon

So swatte, that unnethe myghte it gon.

Aboute the peytrel stood the foom ful hye,
He was of fome al flekked as a pye.

A male tweyfoold upon his croper lay,

It semed that he caried lite array.

Al light for somer rood this worthy man,

And in myn herte wondren I bigan

What that he was, til that I understood
How that his cloke was sowed to his hood;
For which, whan I hadde longe avysed me,
I demed hym som Chanoun for to be.

His hat heeng at his bak doun by a laas,

For he hadde riden moore than trot or paas;

He hadde ay priked lik as he were wood.

A clote-leef he hadde under his hood

For swoot, and for to kepe his heed from heete.

But it was joye for to seen hym swete!

His forheed dropped as a stillatorie
Were ful of plantayne and of paritorie.
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And whan that he was come, he gan to crye,
'God save,' quod he, 'this joly compaignye!

Faste have I priked,' quod he, 'for youre sake,
By cause that I wolde yow atake,

To riden in this myrie compaignye.'

His Yeman eek was ful of curteisye,

And seyde, 'Sires, now in the morwe tyde

Out of youre hostelrie I saugh yow ryde,

And warned heer my lord and my soverayn

Which that to ryden with yow is ful fayn

For his desport; he loveth daliaunce.'

'Freend, for thy warnyng God yeve thee good chaunce,’

Thanne seyde oure Hoost, 'for certein, it wolde seme
Thy lord were wys, and so I may wel deme.

He is ful jocunde also, dar I leye.

Can he oght telle a myrie tale or tweye

With which he glade may this compaignye?'

'Who, sire, my lord? ye, ye, with-outen lye!
He kan of murthe and eek of jolitee

Nat but ynough, also, sire, trusteth me.
And ye hym knewen as wel as do I,

Ye wolde wondre how wel and craftily

He koude werke, and that in sondry wise.
He hath take on hym many a greet emprise,
Which were ful hard for any that is heere

To brynge aboute, but they of hym it leere.
As hoomly as he rit amonges yow,

If ye hym knewe, it wolde be for youre prow,
Ye wolde nat forgoon his aqueyntaunce

For muchel good, I dar leye in balaunce

Al that I have in my possessioun.

He is a man of heigh discrecioun,

I warne yow wel, he is a passyng man.'

'Wel,' quod oure Hoost, 'I pray thee, tel em than,
Is he a clerk, or noon? telle what he is?'
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'Nay, he is gretter than a clerk, ywis,’
Seyde this Yeman, 'and in wordes fewe,

Hoost, of his craft somwhat I wol yow shewe.
I seye my lord kan swich subtilitee-

But al his craft ye may nat wite for me,

And somwhat helpe I yet to his wirkyng-
That al this ground on which we been rydyng

Til that we come to Caunterbury toun,

He koude al clene turne it up so doun

And pave ti al of silver and of gold.’

And whan this Yeman hadde this tale ytold
Unto oure Hoost, he seyde, 'Benedicitee,

This thyng is wonder merveillous to me,

Syn that thy lord is of so heigh prudence,

By cause of which men sholde hym reverence,
That of his worship rekketh he so lite.

His overslope nys nat worth a myte

As in effect to hym, so moot I go.

It is al baudy and to-tore also,

Why is thy lord so sluttissh, I the preye,
And is of power bettre clooth to beye,

If that his dede accorde with thy speche?

Telle me that, and that I thee biseche.'
'Why,' quod this Yeman, 'wherto axe ye me?
God help me so, for he shal nevere thee!
But I wol nat avowe that I seye,

And therfore keepe it secree, I yow preye;

He is to wys, in feith, as I bileeve!

That that is overdoon, it wol nat preeve
Aright; as clerkes seyn, it is a vice.

Wherfore in that I holde hym lewed and nyce;
For whan a man hath over-greet a wit,

Ful oft hym happeth to mysusen it.

So dooth my lord, and that me greveth soore.
God it amende, I kan sey yow namoore.'
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'Therof no fors, good Yeman,' quod oure Hoost,
'Syn of the konnyng of thy lord thow woost,

Telle how he dooth, I pray thee hertely,
Syn that he is so crafty and so sly.
Wher dwelle ye, if it to telle be?"

'In the suburbes of a toun,' quod he,
'‘Lurkynge in hernes and in lanes blynde,

Where as thise robbours and thise theves by kynde
Holden hir pryvee fereful residence,

As they that dar nat shewen hir presence.

So faren we if I shal seye the sothe.'

'Now,' quod oure Hoost, 'yit lat me talke to the,

Why artow so discoloured of thy face?'
'Peter,' quod he, 'God yeve it harde grace,
I am so used in the fyr to blowe,

That it hath chaunged my colour, I trowe.
I am nat wont in no mirrour to prie,

But swynke soore, and lerne multiplie.
We blondren evere, and pouren in the fir,
And, for al that, we faille of oure desir.
For evere we lakke of oure conclusioun;
To muchel folk we doon illusioun,

And borwe gold, be it a pound or two,

Or ten, or twelve, or manye sommes mo,
And make hem wenen at the leeste weye
That of a pound we koude make tweye.
Yet is it fals, but ay we han good hope

It for to doon, and after it we grope.

But that science is so fer us biforn,

We mowen nat, although we hadden sworn,
It over-take, it slit awey so faste.

It wole us maken beggars atte laste.'

Whil this yeman was thus in his talkyng,

This Chanoun drough hym neer, and herde al thyng
Which this Yeman spak, for suspecioun
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Of mennes speche evere hadde this Chanoun.
For Catoun seith, that he that gilty is

Demeth alle thyng be spoke of hym, ywis.
That was the cause he gan so ny hym drawe
To his yeman, to herknen al his sawe.

And thus he seyde unto his yeman tho,

'Hoold thou thy pees, and spek no wordes mo,

For it thou do, thou shalt it deere abye.

Thou sclaundrest me heere in this compaignye,
And eek discoverest that thou sholdest hyde.'
'Ye,' quod oure Hoost, 'telle on, what so bityde,
Of al his thretyng rekke nat a myte.'

'In feith,' quod he, 'namoore I do but lyte.'

And whan this Chanoun saugh it wolde nat bee,
But his Yeman wolde telle his pryvetee,

He fledde awey for verray sorwe and shame.
'Al" quod the Yeman, 'heere shal arise game.

Al that I kan, anon now wol I telle,

Syn he is goon, the foule feend hym quelle!
For nevere heer after wol I with hym meete,
For peny ne for pound, I yow biheete.

He that me broghte first unto that game,

Er that he dye, sorwe have he and shame.
For it is ernest to me, by my feith,

That feele I wel, what so any man seith.
And yet, for al my smert and al my grief,
For al my sorwe, labour, and meschief,

I koude never leve it in no wise.

Now wolde God, my wit myghte suffise

To tellen al that longeth to that art,

And nathelees yow wol I tellen part.

Syn that my lord is goon, I wol nat spare,
Swich thyng as that I knowe, I wol declare.

Heere endeth the prologe of the Chanouns yemannes tale.
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(After a lengthy account of the practice of alchemy by

his master, the yeoman tells how a priest is beguiled of
his money by a certain canon through trickery of a hollow
rod.)

Geoffrey Chaucer
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The Canterbury Tales; The Clerkes Tale (A)

Part 22

GROUP E.

THE CLERKES TALE-PROLOGUE

Heere folweth the Prologe of the clerkes tale of Oxenford.

'Sire clerk of Oxenford,' oure Hooste sayde,
'Ye ryde as coy and stille as dooth a mayde,
Were newe spoused, sittynge at the bord.
This day ne herde I of youre tonge a word.
I trowe ye studie about som sophyme;

But Salomon seith, “every thyng hath tyme.'
For Goddes sake, as beth of bettre cheere;
It is no tyme for to studien heere,

Telle us som myrie tale, by youre fey.

For what man that is entred in a pley,

He nedes moot unto the pley assente;
But precheth nat as freres doon in Lente,
To make us for oure olde synnes wepe,
Ne that thy tale make us nat to slepe.
Telle us som murie thyng of aventures;

Youre termes, youre colours, and youre figures,
Keep hem in stoor, til so be that ye endite
Heigh style, as whan that men to kynges write.
Speketh so pleyn at this tyme, we yow preye,
That we may understonde what ye seye.'

This worthy clerk benignely answerde,
'Hooste,' quod he, 'T am under youre yerde.
Ye han of us as now the governance;

And therfore wol I do yow obeisance

As fer as resoun axeth, hardily.

I wol yow telle a tale, which that I
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Lerned at Padwe of a worthy clerk,

As preved by his wordes and his werk.
He is now deed, and nayled in his cheste;
I prey to God so yeve his soule reste.

Fraunceys Petrark, the lauriat poete,
Highte this clerk, whos rethorike sweete
Enlumyned al Ytaille of poetrie,

As Lynyan dide of philosophie,

Or lawe, or oother art particuler.

But deeth, that wol nat suffre us dwellen heer
But as it were a twynklyng of an eye,

Hem bothe hath slayn, and alle shul we dye.
But forth to tellen of this worthy man,

That taughte me this tale as I bigan,

I seye, that first with heigh stile he enditeth
Er he the body of his tale writeth,

A prohemye in the which discryveth he
Pemond, and of Saluces the contree,

And speketh of Apennyn, the hilles hye,

That been the boundes of Westlumbardye;
And of Mount Vesulus in special,

Where as the Poo out of a welle smal
Taketh his firste spryngyng and his sours,
That estward ay encresseth in his cours

To Emeleward, to Ferrare, and Venyse;
The which a long thyng were to devyse.
And trewely, as to my juggement,

Me thynketh it a thyng impertinent,

Save that he wole convoyen his mateere;
But this his tale, which that ye may heere.'
Part 23

THE CLERKES TALE

Heere bigynneth the tale of the Clerk of Oxenford.
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Ther is, at the west syde of Ytaille,

Doun at the roote of Vesulus the colde,

A lusty playne, habundant of vitaille,

Where many a tour and toun thou mayst biholde
That founded were in tyme of fadres olde,

And many another delitable sighte,

And Saluces this noble contree highte.

A markys whilom lord was of that lond,

As were hise worthy eldres hym bifore,

And obeisant and redy to his hond

Were alle hise liges, bothe lasse and moore.
Thus in delit he lyveth, and hath doon yoore,
Biloved and drad thurgh favour of Fortune,
Bothe of hise lordes and of his commune.

Therwith he was, to speke as of lynage,

The gentilleste yborn of Lumbardye;

A fair persone, and strong, and yong of age,

And ful of honour and of curteisye,

Discreet ynogh his contree for to gye,

Save that in somme thynges that he was to blame,
And Walter was this yonge lordes name.

I blame hym thus, that he considereth noght
In tyme comynge what hym myghte bityde,
But in his lust present was al his thoght,

As for to hauke and hunte on every syde.
Wel ny alle othere cures leet he slyde;

And eek he nolde,-and that was worst of alle-
Wedde no wyf, for noght that may bifalle.

Oonly that point his peple bar so soore,

That flokmeele on a day they to hym wente,
And oon of hem, that wisest was of loore,

Or elles that the lord best wolde assente,

That he sholde telle hym what his peple mente,
Or elles koude he shewe wel swich mateere,
He to the markys seyde as ye shul heere:

'O noble Markys, youre humanitee
Asseureth us, and yeveth us hardinesse,
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As ofte as tyme is of necessitee

That we to yow mowe telle oure hevynesse.
Accepteth, lord, now for youre gentillesse
That we with pitous herte unto yow pleyne,
And lat youre eres nat my voys desdeyne,

Al have I noght to doone in this mateere
Moore than another man hath in this place;
Yet for as muche as ye, my lord so deere,
Han alwey shewed me favour and grace,

I dar the bettre aske of yow a space

Of audience to shewen oure requeste,

And ye, my lord, to doon right as yow leste.

For certes, lord, so wel us liketh yow

And al youre werk, and evere han doon that we
Ne koude nat us-self devysen how

We myghte lyven in moore felicitee,

Save o thyng, lord, if it youre wille be,

That for to been a wedded man yow leste,

Thanne were youre peple in sovereyn hertes reste.

Boweth youre nekke under that blisful yok

Of soveraynetee, noght of servyse,

Which that men clepeth spousaille or wedlock;
And thenketh, lord, among youre thoghtes wyse
How that oure dayes passe in sondry wyse,

For thogh we slepe, or wake, or rome, or ryde,
Ay fleeth the tyme, it nyl no man abyde.

And thogh youre grene youthe floure as vyit,
In crepeth age alwey, as stille as stoon,

And deeth manaceth every age, and smyt

In ech estaat, for ther escapeth noon;

And al so certein as we knowe echoon

That we shul deye, as uncerteyn we alle

Been of that day, whan deeth shal on us falle.

Accepteth thanne of us the trewe entente
That nevere yet refuseden thyn heeste;
And we wol, lord, if that ye wole assente,
Chese yow a wyf in short tyme atte leeste,
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Born of the gentilleste and of the meeste
Of al this land, so that it oghte seme
Honour to God, and yow, as we kan deeme.

Delivere us out of al this bisy drede,

And taak a wyf for hye Goddes sake,

For if it so bifelle, as God forbede,

That thurgh your deeth your lyne sholde slake,
And that a straunge successour sholde take
Youre heritage, o wo were us alyve!

Wherfore we pray you hastily to wyve.'

Hir meeke preyere and hir pitous cheere
Made the markys herte han pitee.

'Ye wol,' quod he, 'myn owene peple deere,
To that I nevere erst thoughte, streyne me.
I me rejoysed of my liberte,

That seelde tyme is founde in mariage.
Ther I was free, I moot been in servage.

But nathelees I se youre trewe entente,

And truste upon youre wit, and have doon at;
Wherfore of my free wyl I wole assente

To wedde me, as soone as evere I may.

But ther as ye han profred me this day

To chese me a wyf, I yow relesse

That choys, and prey yow of that profre cesse.

For God it woot, that children ofte been
Unlyk hir worthy eldres hem bifore.
Bountee comth al of God, nat of the streen,
Of which they been engendred and ybore.

I truste in Goddes bontee; and therfore

My mariage, and myn estaat and reste,

I hym bitake, he may doon as hym leste.

Lat me allone in chesynge of my wyf,

That charge upon my bak I wole endure;

But I yow preye, and charge upon youre lyf

That what wyf that I take, ye me assure

To worshipe hir, whil that hir lyf may dure,

In word and werk, bothe heere and everywheere,
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As she an emperoures doghter weere.

And forthermoore, this shal ye swere, that ye
Agayn my choys shul neither grucche ne stryve,
For sith I shal forgoon my libertee

At youre requeste, as evere moot I thryve,
Ther as myn herte is set, ther wol I wyve!

And but ye wole assente in this manere,

I prey yow, speketh namoore of this matere.'

With hertely wyl they sworen and assenten
To al this thyng, ther seyde no wight nay,
Bisekynge hym of grace er that they wenten,
That he wolde graunten hem a certein day
Of his spousaille, as soone as evere he may,
For yet alwey the peple somwhat dredde
Lest that this markys no wyf wolde wedde.

He graunted hem a day, swich as hym leste,
On which he wolde be wedded sikerly,

And seyde he dide al this at hir requeste;
And they with humble entente, buxomly,
Knelynge upon hir knees ful reverently

Hym thonken alle, and thus they han an ende
Of hir entente, and hoom agayn they wende.

And heerupon he to hise officeres
Comaundeth for the feste to purveye,

And to hise privee knyghtes and squieres
Swich charge yaf, as hym liste on hem leye.
And they to his comandement obeye,

And ech of hem dooth al his diligence

To doon unto the feeste reverence:

Explicit prima pars.
Incipit secunda pars.
Noght fer fro thilke paleys honurable

Ther as this markys shoop his mariage,
Ther stood a throop, of site delitable,

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 248



In which that povre folk of that village
Hadden hir beestes and hir herbergage,
And of hir lobour tooke hir sustenance,
After that the erthe yaf hem habundance.

Amonges thise povre folk ther dwelte a man
Which that was holden povrest of hem alle;
(But hye God somtyme senden kan

His grace into a litel oxes stalle)

Janicula men of that throop hym calle.

A doghter hadde he, fair ynogh to sighte,
And Grisildis this yonge mayden highte.

But for to speke of vertuous beautee,

Thanne was she oon the faireste under sonne,
For povreliche yfostred up was she,

No likerous lust was thurgh hir herte yronne.
Wel ofter of the welle than of the tonne

She drank, and for she wolde vertu plese

She knew wel labour but noon ydel ese.

But thogh this mayde tendre were of age,

Yet in the brest of hire virginitee

Ther was enclosed rype and sad corage;

And in greet reverence and charitee

Hir olde povre fader fostred shee.

A fewe sheepe, spynnynge on feeld she kepte,
-She wolde noght been ydel, til she slepte.

And whan she homward cam, she wolde brynge
Wortes, or othere herbes tymes ofte,

The whiche she shredde and seeth for hir lyvynge,
And made hir bed ful harde and no thyng softe;
And ay she kepte hir fadres lyf on lofte

With everich obeisaunce and diligence

That child may doon to fadres reverence.

Upon Grisilde, this povre creature,

Ful ofte sithe this markys caste his eye,
As he on huntyng rood paraventure.

And whan it fil that he myghte hire espye,
He noght with wantowne lookyng of folye
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Hise eyen caste on hir, but in sad wyse,
Upon hir chiere he wolde hym ofte avyse,

Commendynge in his herte hir wommanhede
And eek hir vertu, passynge any wight

Of so yong age, as wel in chiere as dede.
For thogh the peple hadde no greet insight
In vertu, he considered ful right

Hir bountee, and disposed that he wolde
Wedde hir oonly, if evere he wedde sholde.

The day of weddyng cam, but no wight kan
Telle what womman that it sholde be,

For which merveille wondred many a man,
And seyden, whan that they were in privetee,
'Wol nat oure lord yet leve his vanytee?

Wol he nat wedde? allas, allas, the while!
Why wole he thus hymself and us bigile?'

But nathelees this markys hath doon make
Of gemmes set in gold and in asure
Brooches and rynges, for Grisildis sake,
And of hir clothyng took he the mesure,
By a mayde lyk to hir stature,

And eek of othere ornementes alle

That unto swich a weddyng sholde falle.

The time of undren of the same day
Approcheth, that this weddyng sholde be;
And al the paleys put was in array,

Bothe halle and chambres, ech in his degree;
Houses of office stuffed with plentee

Ther maystow seen, of deyntevous vitaille,
That may be founde as fer as last Ytaille.

This roial markys, richely arrayed,

Lordes and ladyes in his compaignye,

The whiche that to the feeste weren yprayed,
And of his retenue the bachelrye,

With many a soun of sondry melodye

Unto the village, of the which I tolde,

In this array the righte wey han holde.
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Grisilde (of this, God woot, ful innocent,

That for hir shapen was al this array)

To fecchen water at a welle is went,

And cometh hoom as soone as ever she may;
For wel she hadde herd seyd, that thilke day
The markys sholde wedde, and if she myghte,
She wolde fayn han seyn som of that sighte.

She thoghte, 'I wole with othere maydens stonde,
That been my felawes, in oure dore, and se

The markysesse, and therfore wol I fonde

To doon at hoom as soone as it may be

The labour, which that longeth unto me,

And thanne I may at leyser hir biholde,

If she this wey unto the castel holde.'

And as she wolde over hir thresshfold gon
The markys cam and gan hire for to calle,
And she set doun hir water pot anon
Biside the thresshfold in an oxes stalle,
And doun up-on hir knes she gan to falle,
And with sad contenance kneleth stille,
Til she had herd what was the lordes will.

This thoghtful markys spak unto this mayde
Ful sobrely, and seyde in this manere,
'Where is youre fader, O Grisildis?' he sayde,
And she with reverence in humble cheere
Answerde, 'Lord, he is al redy heere.'

And in she gooth, withouten lenger lette,
And to the markys she hir fader fette.

He by the hand thanne took this olde man,
And seyde thus, whan he hym hadde asyde,
'Janicula, I neither may ne kan

Lenger the plesance of myn herte hyde;

If that thou vouchsauf, what so bityde,

Thy doghter wol I take, er that I wende,

As for my wyf unto hir lyves ende.

Thou lovest me, I woot it wel certeyn,
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And art my feithful lige man ybore,

And all that liketh me, I dar wel seyn,

It liketh thee; and specially therfore

Tel me that poynt that I have seyd bifore,
If that thou wolt unto that purpos drawe,
To take me as for thy sone-in-lawe.'

This sodeyn cas this man astonyed so,

That reed he wax abayst and al quakyng

He stood, unnethes seyde he wordes mo,
But oonly thus, 'Lord,' quod he, 'my willynge
Is as ye wole, ne ayeyns youre likynge

I wol no thyng, ye be my lord so deere;
Right as yow lust governeth this mateere.’

'Yet wol I,' quod this markys softely,
'That in thy chambre I and thou and she
Have a collacioun, and wostow why?

For I wol axe, if it hir wille be

To be my wyf, and reule hir after me;
And al this shal be doon in thy presence,
I wol noght speke out of thyn audience.'

And in the chambre whil they were aboute
Hir tretys which as ye shal after heere,

The peple cam unto the hous withoute,

And wondred hem in how honeste manere
And tentifly she kepte hir fader deere.

But outrely Grisildis wondre myghte

For nevere erst ne saugh she swich a sighte.

No wonder is thogh that she were astoned
To seen so greet a grest come in that place;
She nevere was to swiche gestes woned,
For which she looked with ful pale face-

But shortly forth this tale for to chace,
Thise arn the wordes that the markys sayde
To this benigne verray feithful mayde.

'Grisilde,' he seyde, 'ye shal wel understonde

It liketh to youre fader and to me
That I yow wedde, and eek it may so stonde,
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As, I suppose, ye wol that it so be.

But thise demandes axe I first,' quod he,
'That sith it shal be doon in hastif wyse,
Wol ye assente, or elles yow avyse?

I seye this, be ye redy with good herte

To al my lust, and that I frely may,

As me best thynketh, do yow laughe or smerte,
And nevere ye to grucche it nyght ne day,

And eek whan I sey ye, ne sey nat nay,
Neither by word, ne frownyng contenance?
Swere this, and heere I swere yow alliance.'

Wondrynge upon this word, quakynge for drede,
She seyde, 'Lord, undigne and unworthy

Am I to thilke honour, that ye me beede,

But as ye wole yourself, right so wol I.

And heere I swere, that nevere willyngly

In werk ne thoght I nyl yow disobeye,

For to be deed, though me were looth to deye.'

'This is ynogh, Grisilde myn,' quod he,

And forth he gooth with a ful sobre cheere

Out at the dore, and after that cam she;

And to the peple he seyde in this manere,

'This is my wyf,' quod he, 'that standeth heere;
Honoureth hir, and loveth hir, I preye,

Whoso me loveth; ther is namoore to seye.'

And for that nothyng of hir olde geere

She sholde brynge into his hous, he bad

That wommen sholde dispoillen hir right theere;
Of which thise ladyes were nat right glad

To handle hir clothes, wherinne she was clad-
But nathelees, this mayde bright of hewe

Fro foot to heed they clothed han al newe.

Hir heris han they kembd, that lay untressed
Ful rudely, and with hir fyngres smale

A corone on hir heed they han ydressed,

And sette hir ful of nowches grete and smale.
Of hir array what sholde I make a tale?
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Unnethe the peple hire knew for hir fairnesse
Whan she translated was in swich richesse.

This markys hath hir spoused with a ryng
Broght for the same cause, and thanne hir sette
Upon an hors, snow-whit and wel amblyng,

And to his paleys, er he lenger lette,

With joyful peple that hir ladde and mette
Convoyed hir; and thus the day they spende

In revel, til the sonne gan descende.

And shortly forth this tale for to chace,

I seye, that to this newe markysesse

God hath swich favour sent hir of his grace,
That it ne semed nat by liklynesse

That she was born and fed in rudenesse

As in a cote or in an oxe-stalle,

But norissed in an emperoures halle.

To every wight she woxen is so deere

And worshipful, that folk ther she was bore
And from hir birthe knewe hir yeer by yeere,
Unnethe trowed they, but dorste han swore
That she to Janicle, of which I spak bifore,
She doghter nere, for as by conjecture,

Hem thoughte she was another creature.

For though that evere vertuous was she,
She was encressed in swich excellence,

Of thewes goode, yset in heigh bountee,
And so discreet and fair of eloquence,

So benigne, and so digne of reverence,
And koude so the peples herte embrace,
That ech hir lovede, that looked on hir face.

Noght oonly of Saluces in the toun

Publiced was the bountee of hir name,

But eek biside in many a regioun,

If oon seide wel, another seyde the same;

So spradde of hir heighe bountee the fame
That men and wommen, as wel yonge as olde,
Goon to Saluce upon hir to biholde.
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Thus Walter lowely, nay! but roially
Wedded with fortunat honestetee,

In Goddes pees lyveth ful esily

At hoom, and outward grace ynogh had he,
And for he saugh that under low degree
Was ofte vertu hid, the peple hym heelde
A prudent man, and that is seyn ful seelde.

Nat oonly this Grisildis thurgh hir wit

Koude al the feet of wyfly humblenesse,

But eek, whan that the cas required it,

The commune profit koude she redresse.
Ther nas discord, rancour, ne hevynesse

In al that land, that she ne koude apese,
And wisely brynge hem alle in reste and ese.

Though that hir housbonde absent were anon

If gentil men, or othere of hir contree

Were wrothe, she wolde bryngen hem aton.

So wise and rype wordes hadde she,

And juggementz of so greet equitee,

That she from hevene sent was, as men wende,
Peple to save and every wrong tamende.

Nat longe tyme after that this Grisild

Was wedded, she a doghter hath ybore-

Al had hir levere have born a man child;
Glad was this markys and the folk therfore,
For though a mayde child coome al bifore,
She may unto a knave child atteyne

By liklihede, syn she nys nat bareyne.

Explicit secunda pars.

Incipit tercia pars.

Ther fil, as it bifalleth tymes mo,

Whan that this child had souked but a throwe,

This markys in his herte longeth so
To tempte his wyf, hir sadnesse for to knowe,
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That he ne myghte out of his herte throwe
This merveillous desir his wyf tassaye.
Nedelees, God woot, he thoghte hir for taffraye.

He hadde assayed hir ynogh bifore,

And foond hir evere good; what neded it

Hir for to tempte and alwey moore and moore?
Though som men preise it for a subtil wit,

But as for me, I seye that yvele it sit

To assaye a wyf, whan that it is no nede,

And putten hir in angwyssh and in drede.

For which this markys wroghte in this manere;
He cam allone a nyght, ther as she lay,

With stierne face and with ful trouble cheere,
And seyde thus, 'Grisilde,' quod he, 'that day
That I yow took out of your povere array,

And putte yow in estaat of heigh noblesse,

Ye have nat that forgeten, as I gesse.

I seye, Grisilde, this present dignitee

In which that I have put yow, as I trowe
Maketh yow nat foryetful for to be

That I yow took in povre estaat ful lowe

For any wele ye moot youreselven knowe.
Taak heede of every word that y yow seye,
Ther is no wight that hereth it but we tweye.

Ye woot yourself wel how that ye cam heere
Into this hous, it is nat longe ago.

And though to me that ye be lief and deere,
Unto my gentils ye be no thyng so.

They seyn, to hem it is greet shame and wo
For to be subgetz, and to been in servage,
To thee that born art of a smal village.

And namely, sith thy doghter was ybore,
Thise wordes han they spoken, doutelees;
But I desire, as I have doon bifore,

To lyve my lyf with hem in reste and pees.
I may nat in this caas be recchelees,

I moot doon with thy doghter for the beste,
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Nat as I wolde, but as my peple leste.

And yet God woot, this is ful looth to me!

But nathelees, withoute youre wityng

I wol nat doon, but this wol I,' quod he,

'That ye to me assente as in this thyng.
Shewe now youre pacience in youre werkyng,
That ye me highte and swore in youre village,
That day that maked was oure mariage.'

Whan she had herd al this, she noght ameved
Neither in word, or chiere, or countenaunce;
For as it semed she was nat agreved.

She seyde, 'Lord, al lyth in youre plesaunce,
My child, and I, with hertely obeisaunce

Been youres al, and ye mowe save and spille
Your owene thyng, werketh after youre wille.

Ther may no thyng, God so my soule save,
Liken to yow, that may displese me,

Ne I ne desire no thyng for to have,

Ne drede for to leese save oonly yee;

This wyl is in myn herte, and ay shal be;

No lengthe of tyme or deeth may this deface,
Ne chaunge my corage to another place.'

Glad was this markys of hir answeryng,

But yet he feyned as he were nat so.

Al drery was his cheere and his lookyng,
Whan that he sholde out of the chambre go.
Soone after this, a furlong wey or two,

He prively hath toold al his entente

Unto a man, and to his wyf hym sente.

A maner sergeant was this privee man,

The which that feithful ofte he founden hadde

In thynges grete, and eek swich folk wel kan

Doon execucioun on thynges badde.

The lord knew wel that he hym loved and dradde;-
And whan this sergeant wiste the lordes wille,

Into the chambre he stalked hym ful stille.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 257



'Madame,' he seyde, 'ye moote foryeve it me
Though I do thyng to which I am constreyned,
Ye been so wys, that ful wel knowe ye

That lordes heestes mowe nat been yfeyned,
They mowe wel been biwailled and compleyned,
But men moote nede unto hir lust obeye;

And so wol I, ther is namoore to seye.

This child I am comanded for to take.'

And spak namoore, but out the child he hente
Despitously, and gan a cheere make

As though he wolde han slayn it er he wente.
Grisildis moot al suffren and consente,

And as a lamb she sitteth meke and stille,
And leet this crueel sergeant doon his wille.

Suspecious was the diffame of this man,
Suspect his face, suspect his word also,
Suspect the tyme in which he this bigan.
Allas, hir doghter that she loved so!

She wende he wolde han slawen it right tho;
But nathelees she neither weep ne syked,
Consentynge hir to that the markys lyked.

But atte laste speken she bigan,

And mekely she to the sergeant preyde,

So as he was a worthy gentil man,

That she moste kisse hire child, er that it deyde,
And in hir barm this litel child she leyde,

With ful sad face, and gan the child to kisse,
And lulled it, and after gan it blisse.

And thus she seyde in hir benigne voys,
'Fareweel, my child, I shal thee nevere see,
But sith I thee have marked with the croys
Of thilke fader blessed moote thou be,
That for us deyde upon a croys of tree.

Thy soule, litel child, I hym bitake,

For this nyght shaltow dyen for my sake.’

I trowe, that to a norice in this cas
It had been hard this reuthe for to se;
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Wel myghte a mooder thanne han cryd "allas!
But nathelees so sad and stidefast was she,
That she endured al adversitee,

And to the sergeant mekely she sayde,

'Have heer agayn your litel yonge mayde.'

'Gooth now,' quod she, 'and dooth my lordes heeste;
But o thyng wol I prey yow of youre grace,

That, but my lord forbad yow atte leeste,

Burieth this litel body in son place

That beestes ne no briddes it torace.'

But he no word wol to that purpos seye,

But took the child, and wente upon his weye.

This sergeant cam unto his lord ageyn,

And of Grisildis wordes and hir cheere

He tolde hym point for point, in short and pleyn,
And hym presenteth with his doghter deere.
Somwhat this lord hath routhe in his manere,
But nathelees his purpos heeld he stille,

As lordes doon whan they wol han hir wille;

And bad his sergeant, that he pryvely

Sholde this child ful softe wynde and wrappe,
With alle circumstances tendrely,

And carie it in a cofre or in a lappe,

But upon peyne his heed of for to swappe
That no man sholde knowe of his entente,

Ne whenne he cam, ne whider that he wente.

But at Boloigne to his suster deere,

That thilke tyme of Panik was Countesse,

He sholde it take, and shewe hir this mateere,
Bisekynge hir to doon hir bisynesse

This child to fostre in alle gentillesse,

And whos child that it was, he bad hire hyde
From every wight, for oght that may bityde.

The sergeant gooth, and hath fulfild this thyng,
But to this markys now retourne we,

For now gooth he ful faste ymaginyng,

If by his wyves cheere he myghte se
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Or by hir word aperceyve that she
Were chaunged, but he nevere hir koude fynde,
But evere in oon ylike sad and kynde.

As glad, as humble, as bisy in servyse,

And eek in love, as she was wont to be,

Was she to hym in every maner wyse,

Ne of hir doghter noght a word spak she.
Noon accident for noon adversitee

Was seyn in hir, ne nevere hir doghter name
Ne nempned she, in ernest nor in game.

Geoffrey Chaucer
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The Canterbury Tales; The Maunciples Tale

Part 29

PROLOGUE TO THE MAUNCIPLES TALE
Heere folweth the Prologe of the Maunciples tale.

Woot ye nat where ther stant a litel toun,
Which that ycleped is Bobbe-up-and-doun
Under the Blee, in Caunterbury weye?

Ther gan oure Hooste for to jape and pleye,
And seyde, 'Sires, what, Dun is in the Myre!

Is ther no man for preyere ne for hyre,

That wole awake oure felawe al bihynde?

A theef myghte hym ful lightly robbe and bynde.
See how he nappeth, see how for Cokkes bones,
That he wol falle fro his hors atones.

Is that a Cook of London, with meschaunce?

Do hym com forth, he knoweth his penaunce,

For he shal telle a tale, by my fey,

Although it be nat worth a botel hey.

Awake, thou Cook,' quod he, 'God yeve thee sorwe,

What eyleth thee, to slepe by the morwe?
Hastow had fleen al nyght, or artow dronke?
Or hastow with som quene al nyght yswonke
So that thow mayst nat holden up thyn heed?'
This Cook that was ful pale, and no thyng reed,

Seyde to oure Hoost, 'So God my soule blesse,
As ther is falle on me swich hevynesse,

Noot I nat why, that me were levere slepe
Than the beste galon wyn in Chepe.'

'Wel,' quod the Maunciple, 'if it may doon ese

To thee, Sire Cook, and to no wight displese
Which that heere rideth in this compaignye,
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And that oure Hoost wole of his curteisye,
I wol as now excuse thee of thy tale,
For, in good feith, thy visage is ful pale.

Thyne eyen daswen eek, as that me thynketh,
And wel I woot, thy breeth ful soure stynketh.
That sheweth wel thou art nat wel disposed,
Of me, certeyn, thou shalt nat been yglosed.
See how he ganeth, lo, this dronken wight!

As though he wolde swolwe us anonright.
Hoold cloos thy mouth, man, by thy fader kyn,
The devel of helle sette his foot therin.

Thy cursed breeth infecte wole us alle,

Fy, stynkyng swyn! fy, foule moothe thou falle!

A, taketh heede, sires, of this lusty man!
Now, sweete sire, wol ye justen atte fan?
Therto me thynketh ye been wel yshape,

I trowe that ye dronken han wyn-ape,

And that is, whan men pleyen with a straw.'

And with this speche the Cook wax wrooth and wraw,
And on the Manciple he gan nodde faste,

For lakke of speche, and doun the hors hym caste,
Where as he lay til that men up hym took;

This was a fair chyvachee of a Cook!

Allas, he nadde holde hym by his ladel!
And er that he agayn were in his sadel
Ther was greet showvyng bothe to and fro,
To lifte hym up, and muchel care and wo,
So unweeldy was this sory palled goost.

And to the Manciple thanne spak oure hoost,
'By cause drynke hath dominacioun,

Upon this man, by my savacioun,

I trowe he lewedly wolde telle his tale.

For were it wyn, or oold or moysty ale,

That he hath dronke, he speketh in his nose,
And fneseth faste, and eek he hath the pose.
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He hath also to do moore than ynough
To kepen hym and his capul out of slough,
And if he falle from his capul eftsoone,

Thanne shal we alle have ynogh to doone
In liftyng up his hevy dronken cors.

Telle on thy tale, of hym make I no fors;
But yet, Manciple, in feith thou art to nyce,
Thus openly repreve hym of his vice.

Another day he wole peraventure
Reclayme thee and brynge thee to lure.

I meene he speke wole of smale thynges,
As for to pynchen at thy rekenynges,
That were nat honeste, if it cam to preef.’

'No," quod the Manciple, 'that were a greet mescheef,
So myghte he lightly brynge me in the snare;

Yet hadde I levere payen for the mare,

Which that he rit on, than he sholde with me stryve

I wol nat wratthen hym, al so moot I thryve;

That that I speke, I seyde it in my bourde.
And wite ye what, I have heer in a gourde
A draghte of wyn, ye, of a ripe grape,

And right anon ye shul seen a good jape.
This Cook shal drynke therof if that I may,

Up peyne of deeth, he wol nat seye me nat.'
And certeynly, to tellen as it was,

Of this vessel the Cook drank faste; allas,
What neded hym? he drank ynough biforn!
And whan he hadde pouped in this horn,

To the Manciple he took the gourde agayn,

And of that drynke the Cook was wonder fayn,
And thanked hym in swich wise as he koude.
Thanne gan oure Hoost to laughen wonder loude,
And seyde, 'l se wel it is necessarie

Where that we goon, that drynke we with us carie.
For that wol turne rancour and disese
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Tacord and love and many a wrong apese.
O thou Bacus, yblessed be thy name,
That so kanst turnen ernest into game!

Worship and thank be to thy deitee!

Of that mateere ye gete namoore of me,

Telle on thy tale, Manciple, I thee preye.'

'Wel, sire,"' quod he, 'now herkneth what I seye.'

THE MAUNCIPLES TALE

Heere bigynneth the Maunciples tale of the Crowe.

Whan Phebus dwelled heere in this world adoun,
As olde bookes maken mencioun,

He was the mooste lusty bachiler

In al this world, and eek the beste archer.

He slow Phitoun the serpent, as he lay

Slepynge agayn the sonne upon a day;

And many another noble worthy dede

He with his bowe wroghte, as men may rede.
Pleyen he koude on every mynstralcie,

And syngen, that it was a melodie

To heeren of his cleere voys the soun.
Certes, the kyng of Thebes, Amphioun,
That with his syngyng walled that citee,
Koude nevere syngen half so wel as hee.
Therto he was the semelieste man,

That is or was sith that the world bigan.
What nedeth it hise fetures to discryve?
For in this world was noon so fair on lyve.
He was therwith fulfild of gentillesse,

Of honour, and of parfit worthynesse.

This Phebus that was flour of bachilrie,
As wel in fredom as in chivalrie,

For his desport, in sighe eek of victorie
Of Phitoun, so as telleth us the storie,
Was wont to beren in his hand a bowe.
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Now hadde this Phebus in his hous a crowe,
Which in a cage he fostred many a day,

And taughte it speken as men teche a jay.
Whit was this crowe, as is a snow-whit swan,
And countrefete the speche of every man

He koude, whan he sholde telle a tale.
Therwith in al this world no nyghtngale
Ne koude, by an hondred thousand deel,
Syngen so wonder myrily and weel.

Now hadde this Phebus in his hous a wyf

Which that he lovede moore than his lyf;

And nyght and day dide evere his diligence
Hir for to plese and doon hire reverence.

Save oonly, if the sothe that I shal sayn,
Jalous he was, and wolde have kept hire fayn,

For hym were looth byjaped for to be-

And so is every wight in swich degree;

But al in ydel, for it availleth noght.

A good wyf that is clene of werk and thoght
Sholde nat been kept in noon awayt, certayn.

And trewely the labour is in vayn

To kepe a shrewe, for it wol nat bee.
This holde I for a verray nycetee,

To spille labour for to kepe wyves,
Thus writen olde clerkes in hir lyves.

But now to purpos, as I first bigan:

This worthy Phebus dooth al that he kan

To plesen hir, wenynge that swich plesaunce,
And for his manhede and his governaunce,

That no man sholde han put hym from hire grace.

But God it woot, ther may no man embrace
As to destreyne a thyng, which that nature
Hath natureelly set in a creature.

Taak any bryd, and put it in a cage,

And do al thyn entente and thy corage
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To fostre it tendrely with mete and drynke,
Of alle deyntees that thou kanst bithynke;
And keepe it al so clenly as thou may,

Al though his cage of gold be nevere so gay,
Yet hath this bryd, by twenty thousand foold,

Levere in a forest that is rude and coold
Goon ete wormes, and swich wrecchednesse;
For evere this bryd wol doon his bisynesse
To escape out of his cage, whan he may.

His libertee this bryd desireth ay.

Lat take a cat, and fostre hym wel with milk,
And tendre flessh, and make his couche of silk,
And lat hym seen a mous go by the wal,

Anon he weyveth milk and flessh and al,

And every deyntee that is in that hous,

Swich appetit he hath to ete a mous.
Lo, heere hath lust his dominacioun,
And appetit fleemeth discrecioun.

A she wolf hath also a vileyns kynde,
The lewedeste wolf that she may fynde,

Or leest of reputacioun wol she take,

In tyme whan hir lust to han a make.

Alle thise ensamples speke I by thise men,
That been untrewe, and no thyng by wommen,
For men han evere a likerous appetit

On lower thyng to parfourne hire delit,

Than on hire wyves, be they nevere so faire,
Ne nevere so trewe, ne so debonaire.

Flessh is so newefangel, with meschaunce,
That we ne konne in no thyng han plesaunce

That sowneth into vertu any while.

This Phebus, which that thoghte upon no gile,
Deceyved was, for al his jolitee;

For under hym another hadde shee,

A man of litel reputacioun,
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Nat worth to Phebus in comparisoun.

The moore harm is, it happeth ofte so,

Of which ther cometh muchel harm and wo.
And so bifel, whan Phebus was absent,

His wyf anon hath for hir lemman sent;

Hir lemman? certes, this is a knavyssh speche,
Foryeveth it me, and that I yow biseche.

The wise Plato seith, as ye may rede,

'The word moot nede accorde with the dede.’
If men shal telle proprely a thyng,

The word moot cosyn be to the werkyng.
I am a boystous man, right thus seye I.
Ther nys no difference trewely

Bitwixe a wyf that is of heigh degree-

If of hire body dishoneste she bee-

And a povre wenche, oother than this,
If it so be they werke bothe amys,

But that the gentile in hire estaat above,
She shal be cleped his lady as in love,
And for that oother is a povre womman,

She shal be cleped his wenche, or his lemman;
And God it woot, myn owene deere brother,
Men leyn that oon as lowe as lith that oother.
Right so bitwixe a titlelees tiraunt

And an outlawe, or a theef erraunt,

The same I seye, ther is no difference.

To Alisaundre was toold this sentence,

That for the tiraunt is of gretter myght,

By force of meynee for to sleen dounright,

And brennen hous and hoom, and make al playn,

Lo, therfore is he cleped a capitayn!

And for the outlawe hath but smal meynee,
And may nat doon so greet an harm as he,
Ne brynge a contree to so greet mescheef,
Men clepen hym an outlawe or a theef.
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But for I am a man noght textueel,

I wol noght telle of textes nevere a deel;

I wol go to my tale as I bigan.

Whan Phebus wyf had sente for hir lemman,
Anon they wroghten al hir lust volage.

The white crowe that heeng ay in the cage
Biheeld hire werk, and seyde nevere a word,

And whan that hoom was com Phebus the lord,
This crowe sang, 'Cokkow! Cokkow! Cokkow!"
'What bryd!" quod Phebus, 'what song syngestow?

Ne were thow wont so myrily to synge

That to myn herte it was a rejoysynge

To heere thy voys? allas, what song is this?'
'By God,' quod he, 'I synge nat amys.
Phebus,' quod he, 'for al thy worthynesse,

For al thy beautee and thy gentillesse,
For al thy song and al thy mynstralcye,
For al thy waityng, blered is thyn eye
With oon of litel reputacioun

Noght worth to thee, as in comparisoun

The montance of a gnat, so moote I thryve,

For on thy bed thy wyf I saugh hym swyve.'
What wol ye moore? the crowe anon hym tolde,
By sadde tokenes and by wordes bolde,

How that his wyf han doon hire lecherye,

Hym to greet shame and to greet vileynye,
And tolde hym ofte, he asugh it with hise eyen.
This Phebus gan aweyward for to wryen,

And thoughte his sorweful herte brast atwo,
His bowe he bente and sette ther inne a flo,

And in his ire his wyf thanne hath he slayn.

This is theffect, ther is namoore to sayn,

For sorwe of which he brak his mynstralcie,
Bothe harpe, and lute, and gyterne, and sautrie,
And eek he brak hise arwes and his bowe,
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And after that thus spak he to the crowe.
'"Traitour,' quod he, 'with tonge of scorpioun,
Thou hast me broght to my confusioun,
Allas, that I was wroght! why nere I deed?
O deere wyf, O gemme of lustiheed,

That were to me so sad and eek so trewe,
Now listow deed with face pale of hewe,
Ful giltelees, that dorste I swere, ywys.

O rakel hand, to doon so foule amys!

O trouble wit, O ire recchelees!

That unavysed smyteth gilteles.

O wantrust, ful of fals suspecioun,

Where was thy wit and thy discrecioun?

O, every man, be war of rakelnesse,

Ne trowe no thyng withouten strong witnesse.

Smyt nat to soone, er that ye witen why,
And beeth avysed wel and sobrely,

Er ye doon any execucioun

Upon youre ire for suspecioun.

Allas, a thousand folk hath rakel ire

Fully fordoon, and broght hem in the mire!
Allas, for sorwe I wol myselven slee!’

And to the crowe, 'O false theef,' seyde he,
'l wol thee quite anon thy false tale;

Thou songe whilom Iyk a nyghtngale,

Now shaltow, false theef, thy song forgon,
And eek thy white fetheres everichon.

Ne nevere in al thy lyf ne shaltou speke,
Thus shal men on a traytour been awreke.
Thou and thyn ofspryng evere shul be blake,

Ne nevere sweete noyse shul ye make,

But evere crie agayn tempest and rayn,

In tokenynge that thurgh thee my wyf is slayn.'
And to the crowe he stirte, and that anon,

And pulled hise white fetheres everychon,
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And made hym blak, and refte hym al his song,
And eek his speche, and out at dore hym slong,
Unto the devel-which I hym bitake!-

And for this caas been alle Crowes blake.
Lordynges, by this ensample I yow preye,

Beth war and taketh kepe what I seye:
Ne telleth nevere no man in youre lyf
How that another man hath dight his wyf;
He wol yow haten mortally, certeyn.
Daun Salomon, as wise clerkes seyn,

Techeth a man to kepen his tonge weel.

But as I seyde, I am noght textueel;

But nathelees, thus taughte me my dame;

'My sone, thenk on the crowe, on Goddes name.

My sone, keepe wel thy tonge and keepe thy freend,

A wikked tonge is worse than a feend.

My sone, from a feend men may hem blesse.
My sone, God of his endelees goodnesse
Walled a tonge with teeth and lippes eke,
For man sholde hym avyse what he speeke.

My sone, ful ofte for to muche speche

Hath many a man been spilt, as clerkes teche.
But for litel speche, avysely,

Is no man shent, to speke generally.

My sone, thy tonge sholdestow restreyne

At alle tymes, but whan thou doost thy peyne
To speke of God in honour and in preyere;

The firste vertu sone, if thou wolt leere,

Is to restreyne and kepe wel thy tonge.

Thus lerne children, whan that they been yonge,

My sone, of muchel spekyng yvele avysed,

Ther lasse spekyng hadde ynough suffised,

Comth muchel harm-thus was me toold and taught.-
In muchel speche synne wanteth naught.

Wostow wherof a rakel tonge serveth?
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Right as a swerd forkutteth and forkerveth
An arme atwo, my deere sone, right so

A tonge kutteth freendshipe al atwo.

A jangler is to God abhomynable;

Reed Salomon, so wys and honurable,

Reed David in hise psalmes, reed Senekke!

My sone, spek nat, but with thyn heed thou bekke;
Dissimule as thou were deef, it that thou heere

A jangler speke of perilous mateere.

The Flemyng seith, and lerne it if thee leste,

That litel janglyng causeth muchel reste.
My sone, if thou no wikked word hast seyd,
Thee thar nat drede for to be biwreyd;

But he that hath mysseyd, I dar wel sayn,
He may by no wey clepe his word agayn.

Thyng that is seyd is seyd, and forth it gooth;
Though hym repente, or be hym leef or looth,
He is his thral to whom that he hath sayd

A tale, of which he is now yvele apayd.

My sone, be war, and be noon auctour newe

Of tidynyges, wheither they been false or trewe,
Wherso thou com, amonges hye or lowe,
Kepe wel thy tonge, and thenk upon the Crowe.'

Heere is ended the Maunciples tale of the Crowe.

Geoffrey Chaucer
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The Canterbury Tales; The Persouns Tale

Part 30

PROLOGUE TO THE PERSOUNS TALE
Heere folweth the Prologe of the Persouns tale.

By that the Maunciple hadde his tale al ended,
The sonne fro the south lyne was descended
So lowe, that he nas nat to my sighte
Degrees nyne and twenty as in highte.

Ten of the clokke it was tho, as I gesse,

For ellevene foot, or litel moore or lesse,
My shadwe was at thilke tyme as there,
Of swiche feet as my lengthe parted were
In sixe feet equal of proporcioun.
Therwith the moones exaltacioun,

I meene Libra, alwey gan ascende,

As we were entryng at a thropes ende.

For which our Hoost, as he was wont to gye,
As in this caas, oure joly compaignye,
Seyde in this wise, 'Lordynges everichoon,

Now lakketh us no tales mo than oon,

Fulfilled is my sentence and my decree;

I trowe that we han herd of ech degree.
Almoost fulfild is al myn ordinaunce,

I pray to God, so yeve hym right good chaunce

That telleth this tale to us lustily!

'Sire preest,' quod he, 'artow a vicary,

Or arte a person? sey sooth by thy fey.

Be what thou be, ne breke thou nat oure pley;
For every man save thou hath toold his tale.

Unbokele and shewe us what is in thy male,
For trewely, me thynketh by thy cheere
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Thou sholdest knytte up wel a greet mateere.
Telle us a fable anon, for Cokkes bones.'
This Persoun him answerede, al atones,

'Thou getest fable noon ytoold for me,

For Paul, that writeth unto Thymothee,
Repreveth hem that weyveth soothfastnesse,
And tellen fables, and swich wrecchednesse.
Why sholde I sowen draf out of my fest

Whan I may sowen whete, if that me lest?
For which I seye, if that yow list to heere,

Moralitee and vertuous mateere;

And thanne that ye wol yeve me audience,
I wol ful fayn, at Cristes reverence,

Do yow plesaunce leefful, as I kan.

But trusteth wel I am a southren man,

I kan nat geeste Rum, Ram, Ruf by lettre,
Ne, God woot, rym holde I but litel bettre,
And therfore if yow list, I wol nat glose,

I wol yow telle a myrie tale in prose

To knytte up al this feeste, and make an ende,
And Jesu, for his grace, wit me sende

To shewe yow the wey, in this viage,

Of thilke parfit glorious pilgrymage

That highte Jerusalem celestial.

And if ye vouchesauf, anon I shal
Bigynne upon my tale, for which I preye,
Telle youre avys, I kan no bettre seye.
But nathelees, this meditacioun

I putte it ay under correccioun

Of clerkes, for I am nat textueel;

I take but sentence, trusteth weel.
Therfore I make a protestacioun
That I wol stonde to correccioun.'

Upon this word we han assented soone;
For, as us semed, it was for to doone
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To enden in som vertuous sentence,
And for to yeve hym space and audience;
Adn bede oure Hoost he sholde to hym seye

That alle we to telle his tale hym preye.
Oure Hoost hadde the wordes for us alle:
'Sire preest,' quod he, 'now faire yow bifalle,
Sey what yow list, and we wol gladly heere.'
And with that word he seyde in this manere,

'Telleth,' quod he, 'youre meditacioun;
But hasteth yow, the sonne wole adoun.
Beth fructuous, and that in litel space,

And to do wel God sende yow his grace.'

Geoffrey Chaucer
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The Canterbury Tales; The Phisiciens Tale

Part 16

THE PHISICIENS TALE
Heere folweth the Phisiciens tale.

Ther was, as telleth Titus Livius,

A knyght that called was Virginius,

Fulfild of honour and of worthynesse,

And strong of freendes, and of greet richesse.
This knyght a doghter hadde by his wyf,

No children hadde he mo in al his Iyf.
Fair was this mayde in excellent beautee
Aboven every wight that man may see.
For Nature hath with sovereyn diligence
Yformed hir in so greet excellence,

As though she wolde seyn, 'Lo, I, Nature,
Thus kan I forme and peynte a creature

Whan that me list; who kan me countrefete?
Pigmalion noght, though he ay forge and bete,
Or grave, or peynte, for I dar wel seyn

Apelles, Zanzis sholde werche in veyn
Outher to grave or peynte, or forge, or bete,
If they presumed me to countrefete.

For He that is the former principal

Hath maked me his vicaire general

To forme and peynten erthely creaturis
Right as me list, and ech thyng in my cure is
Under the Moone, that may wane and waxe,
And for my werk right nothyng wol I axe.
My lord and I been ful of oon accord;

I made hir to the worship of my lord,
So do I alle myne othere creatures,
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What colour that they han, or what figures.'
Thus semeth me that Nature wolde seye.
This mayde of age twelf yeer was and tweye,

Is which that Nature hadde swich delit.
For right as she kan peynte a lilie whit,
And reed a rose, right with swich peynture
She peynted hath this noble creature,

Er she were born, upon hir lymes fre,

Where as by right swiche colours sholde be.
And Phebus dyed hath hir treses grete,

Lyk to the stremes of his burned heete;
And if that excellent was hir beautee,

A thousand foold moore vertuous was she.

In hire ne lakked no condicioun

That is to preyse, as by discrecioun;
As wel in goost as body chast was she,
For which she floured in virginitee
With alle humylitee and abstinence,

With alle attemperaunce and pacience,
With mesure eek of beryng and array.
Discreet she was in answeryng alway,
Though she were wise Pallas, dar I seyn,
Hir facound eek ful wommanly and pleyn,

No countrefeted termes hadde she

To seme wys, but after hir degree

She spak, and alle hir wordes, moore and lesse,
Sownynge in vertu and in gentillesse.

Shamefast she was in maydens shamefastnesse,

Constant in herte, and evere in bisynesse
To dryve hir out of ydel slogardye.

Bacus hadde of hire mouth right no maistrie;
For wyn and youthe dooth Venus encresse,
As man in fyr wol casten oille or greesse.

And of hir owene vertu unconstreyned,
She hath ful ofte tyme syk hir feyned,
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For that she wolde fleen the compaignye
Wher likly was to treten of folye,
As is at feestes, revels, and at daunces

That been occasions of daliaunces.

Swich thynges maken children for to be
To soone rype and boold, as men may se,
Which is ful perilous, and hath been yoore;
For al to soone may they lerne loore

Of booldnesse, whan she woxen is a wyf.
And ye maistresses, in youre olde lyf,
That lordes doghtres han in governaunce,
Ne taketh of my wordes no displesaunce;
Thenketh that ye been set in governynges

Of lordes doghtres, oonly for two thynges;
Outher for ye han kept youre honestee,
Or elles ye han falle in freletee,

And knowen wel ynough the olde daunce,
And han forsaken fully swich meschaunce

For everemo; therfore for Cristes sake,

To teche hem vertu looke that ye ne slake.
A theef of venysoun, that hath forlaft

His likerousnesse, and al his olde craft,
Kan kepe a forest best of any man.

Now kepeth wel, for if ye wole, ye kan.
Looke wel that ye unto no vice assente,
Lest ye be dampned for your wikke entente.
For who so dooth, a traitour is, certeyn;
And taketh kepe of that that I shal seyn,

Of alle tresons, sovereyn pestilence

Is whan a wight bitrayseth innocence.

Ye fadres and ye moodres, eek also,
Though ye han children, be it oon or two,
Youre is the charge of al hir surveiaunce

Whil that they been under youre governaunce.
Beth war, if by ensample of youre lyvynge,
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Or by youre necligence in chastisynge,
That they perisse, for I dar wel seye,
If that they doon ye shul it deere abeye;

Under a shepherde softe and necligent

The wolf hath many a sheep and lamb to-rent.
Suffyseth oon ensample now as here,

For I moot turne agayn to my mateere.

This mayde, of which I wol this tale expresse,

So kepte hirself, hir neded no maistresse.
For in hir lyvyng maydens myghten rede,
As in a book, every good word or dede
That longeth to a mayden vertuous,

She was so prudent and so bountevous.

For which the fame out-sprong on every syde
Bothe of hir beautee and hir bountee wyde,
That thurgh that land they preised hire echone
That loved vertu; save encye allone,

That sory is of oother mennes wele,

And glad is of his sorwe and his unheele-
The doctour maketh this descripcioun.
This mayde upon a day wente in the toun
Toward a temple, with hir mooder deere,
As is of yonge maydens the namere.

Now was ther thanne a justice in that toun,
That governour was of that regioun,

And so bifel this juge hise eyen caste
Upon this mayde, avysynge hym ful faste
As she cam forby, ther as this juge stood.

Anon his herte chaunged and his mood,

So was he caught with beautee of this mayde,
And to hymself ful pryvely he sayde,

'This mayde shal be myn, for any man.'

Anon the feend into his herte ran,

And taughte hym sodeynly, that he by slyghte
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The mayden to his purpos wynne myghte.
For certes, by no force, ne by no meede,
Hym thoughte he was nat able for to speede;
For she was strong of freends, and eek she

Confermed was in swich soverayn bountee,
That wel he wiste he myghte hir nevere wynne,
As for to maken hir with hir body synne.

For which, by greet deliberacioun,

He sente after a cherl, was in the toun,

Which that he knew for subtil and for boold.
This Juge unto this cherl his tale hath toold
In secree wise, and made hym to ensure
He sholde telle it to no creature,

And if he dide, he sholde lese his heed.

Whan that assented was this cursed reed,

Glad was this juge, and maked him greet cheere,
And yaf hym yiftes preciouse and deere.

Whan shapen was al hir conspiracie

Fro point to point, how that his lecherie

Parfourned sholde been ful subtilly,

(As ye shul heere it after openly)

Hoom gooth the cherl, that highte Claudius.
This false juge, that highte Apius,

So was his name-for this is no fable,

But knowen for historial thyng notable;
The sentence of it sooth is out of doute-
This false juge gooth now faste aboute
To hasten his delit al that he may.

And so bifel soone after on a day,

This false juge, as telleth us the storie,
As he was wont, sat in his consistorie,
And yaf his doomes upon sondry cas.
This false cherl cam forth a ful greet pas
And seyde, 'Lord, if that it be youre wille,

As dooth me right upon this pitous bille
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In which I pleyne upon Virginius;

And if that he wol seyn it is nat thus,

I wol it preeve, and fynde good witnesse
That sooth is, that my bille wol expresse.'

The juge answerde, 'Of this in his absence,

I may nat yeve diffynytyve sentence.

Lat do hym calle, and I wol gladly heere.
Thou shalt have al right and no wrong heere.'
Virginius cam to wite the juges wille,

And right anon was rad this cursed bille.
The sentence of it was, as ye shul heere:
'To yow, my lord, Sire Apius so deere,
Sheweth youre povre servant Claudius,
How that a knyght called Virginius

Agayns the lawe, agayn al equitee,

Holdeth expres agayn the wyl of me

My servant, which that is my thral by right,
Which fro myn hous was stole upon a nyght,
Whil that she was ful yong; this wol I preeve

By witnesse, lord, so that it nat yow greeve.
She nys his doghter, nat what so he seye.
Wherfore to yow, my lord the Juge, I preye
Yeld me my thral, if that it be youre wille.'
Lo, this was al the sentence of his bille.

Virginius gan upon the cherl biholde,

But hastily, er he his tale tolde,

And wolde have preeved it as sholde a knyght,
And eek by witnessyng of many a wight,

That it was fals, that seyde his adversarie,

This cursed juge wolde no thyng tarie,

Ne heere a word moore of Virginius,

But yaf his juggement and seyde thus:

'l deeme anon this cherl his servant have,
Thou shalt no lenger in thyn hous hir save.

Go, bryng hir forth, and put hir in our warde.
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The cherl shal have his thral, this I awarde.'
And whan this worthy knyght Virginius,
Thurgh sentence of this justice Apius,
Moste by force his deere doghter yeven

Unto the juge in lecherie to lyven,

He gooth hym hoom, and sette him in his halle,
And leet anon his deere doghter calle,

And with a face deed as asshen colde,

Upon hir humble face he gan biholde

With fadres pitee stikynge thurgh his herte,
Al wolde he from his purpos nat converte.
'Doghter,' quod he, 'Virginia, by thy name,
Ther been two weyes, outher deeth or shame
That thou most suffre, allas, that I was bore!

For nevere thou deservedest wherfore

To dyen with a swerd, or with a knyf.

O deere doghter, ender of my Iyf,

Which I have fostred up with swich plesaunce,
That thou were nevere out of my remembraunce.

O doghter, which that art my laste wo,

And in my lyf my laste joye also,

O gemme of chastitee, in pacience

Take thou thy deeth, for this is my sentence,
For love and nat for hate, thou most be deed;

My pitous hand moot smyten of thyn heed.
Allas, that evere Apius the say!

Thus hath he falsly jugged the to day.'
And tolde hir al the cas, as ye bifore

Han herd, nat nedeth for to telle it moore.

'O mercy, deere fader,' quod this mayde,

And with that word she bothe hir armes layde
About his nekke, as she was wont to do.

The teeris bruste out of hir eyen two,

And seyde, 'Goode fader, shal I dye?

Is ther no grace? is ther no remedye?’
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'No certes, deere doghter myn,' quod he.
'Thanne yif me leyser, fader myn,' quod she,
'My deeth for to compleyne a litel space,
For, pardee, Jepte yaf his doghter grace

For to compleyne, er he hir slow, allas!
And God it woot, no thyng was hir trespas
But for she ran hir fader for to see

To welcome hym with greet solempnitee.'
And with that word she fil aswowne anon;

And after whan hir swownyng is agon

She riseth up and to hir fader sayde,

'Blissed be God that I shal dye a mayde;

Yif me my deeth, er that I have a shame.

Dooth with youre child youre wyl, a Goddes name.'

And with that word she preyed hym ful ofte
That with his swerd he wolde smyte softe,
And with that word aswowne doun she fil.
Hir fader with ful sorweful herte and wil

Hir heed of smoot, and by the top it hente,

And to the juge he gan it to presente

As he sat yet in doom, in consistorie.

And whan the juge it saugh, as seith the storie,
He bad to take hym and anhange hym faste.
But right anon a thousand peple in thraste

To save the knyght for routhe and for pitee;
For knowen was the false iniquitee.

The peple anon hath suspect of this thyng,
By manere of the cherles chalangyng,

That it was by the assent of Apius-

They wisten wel that he was lecherus;
For which unto this Apius they gon
And caste hym in a prisoun right anon,
Ther as he slow hymself, and Claudius
That servant was unto this Apius,

Was demed for to hange upon a tree,
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But that Virginius, of his pitee,

So preyde for hym, that he was exiled;

And elles, certes, he had been bigyled.

The remenant were anhanged, moore and lesse,

That were consentant of this cursednesse.

Heere men may seen, how synne hath his merite.
Beth war, for no man woot whom God wol smyte
In no degree, ne in which manere wyse

The worm of conscience may agryse

Of wikked lyf, though it so pryvee be

That no man woot therof but God and he.
For be he lewed man, or ellis lered,

He noot how soone that he shal been afered.
Therfore I rede yow this conseil take,
Forsaketh synne, er synne yow forsake.

Heere endeth the Phisiciens tale.

Geoffrey Chaucer
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The Canterbury Tales; The Prioresses Tale

THE PRIORESSES TALE
The prologe of the Prioresses tale.
Domine dominus noster.

O lord oure lord, thy name how merveillous
Is in this large world ysprad-quod she-

For noght oonly thy laude precious
Parfourned is by men of dignitee,

But by the mouth of children thy bountee
Parfourned is, for on the brest soukynge
Somtyme shewen they thyn heriynge.

Wherfore in laude, as I best kan or may,

Of thee, and of the whyte lylye flour

Which that the bar, and is a mayde alway,
To telle a storie I wol do my labour;

Nat that I may encreessen hir honour,

For she hirself is honour, and the roote

Of bountee, next hir sone, and soules boote.

O mooder mayde! O mayde mooder fre!

O bussh unbrent, brennynge in Moyses sighte,
That ravysedest doun fro the deitee

Thurgh thyn humblesse, the goost that in thalighte,
Of whos vertu, whan he thyn herte lighte,
Conceyved was the Fadres sapience,

Help me to telle it in thy reverence.

Lady, thy bountee, thy magnificence,

Thy vertu, and thy grete humylitee,

Ther may no tonge expresse in no science,
For somtyme, lady, er men praye to thee,
Thou goost biforn of thy benyngnytee

And getest us the lyght, thurgh thy preyere,
To gyden us unto thy sone so deere.

My konnyng is so wayk, O blisful queene,
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For to declare thy grete worthynesse,

That I ne may the weighte nat susteene,
But as a child of twelf monthe oold, or lesse,
That kan unnethes any word expresse,
Right so fare I; and therfore I yow preye,
Gydeth my song that I shal of yow seye.

Heere begynneth the Prioresses Tale.

Ther was in Asye, in a greet citee,

Amonges cristene folk a Jewerye,

Sustened by a lord of that contree

For foule usure and lucre of vileynye,

Hateful to Crist and to his compaignye,

And thurgh this strete men myghte ride or wende,
For it was free and open at eyther ende.

A litel scole of cristen folk ther stood

Doun at the ferther ende, in which ther were
Children an heep, ycomen of cristen blood,
That lerned in that scole yeer by yeer

Swich manere doctrine as men used there,
This is to seyn, to syngen and to rede,

As smale children doon in hir childhede.

Among thise children was a wydwes sone,

A litel clergeoun, seven yeer of age,

That day by day to scole was his wone,

And eek also, wher as he saugh thymage

Of Cristes mooder, he hadde in usage

As hym was taught, to knele adoun, and seye
His Ave Marie, as he goth by the weye.

Thus hath this wydwe hir litel sone ytaught
Oure blisful lady, Cristes mooder deere,

To worshipe ay; and he forgate it naught,
For sely child wol alday soone leere.

But ay, whan I remembre on this mateere,
Seint Nicholas stant evere in my presence,
For he so yong to Crist dide reverence.

This litel child, his litel book lernynge,
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As he sat in the scole at his prymer,

He 'Alma redemptoris' herde synge

As children lerned hir anthiphoner;

And as he dorste, he drough hym ner and ner,
And herkned ay the wordes and the noote,

Til he the firste vers koude al by rote.

Noght wiste he what this Latyn was to seye,
For he so yong and tendre was of age,

But on a day his felawe gan he preye
Texpounden hym this song in his langage,
Or telle hym why this song was in usage;
This preyde he hym to construe and declare
Ful often tyme upon hise knowes bare.

His felawe, which that elder was than he,
Answerde hym thus, 'This song, I have herd seye,
Was maked of oure blisful Lady free,

Hir to salue, and eek hir for to preye

To been our help, and socour whan we deye.

I kan namoore expounde in this mateere,

I lerne song, I kan but smal grammere.'

'And is this song maked in reverence

Of Cristes mooder?' seyde this innocent.
'Now, certes, I wol do my diligence

To konne it al, er Cristemasse is went;
Though that I for my prymer shal be shent
And shal be beten thries in an houre,

I wol it konne, oure lady for to honoure.'

His felawe taughte hym homward prively
Fro day to day, til he koude it by rote;

And thanne he song it wel and boldely

Fro word to word acordynge with the note.
Twies a day it passed thurgh his throte,

To scoleward, and homward whan he wente;
On Cristes mooder set was his entente.

As I have seyd, thurghout the Jewerie

This litel child, as he cam to and fro,
Ful murily than wolde he synge and crie
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'O Alma redemptoris' evere-mo.

The swetnesse hath his herte perced so

Of Cristes mooder, that to hir to preye

He kan nat stynte of syngyng by the weye.

Oure firste foo, the serpent Sathanas,

That hath in Jewes herte his waspes nest,

Up swal, and seyde, 'O Hebrayk peple, allas,
Is this to yow a thyng that is honest,

That swich a boy shal walken as hym lest

In youre despit, and synge of swich sentence,
Which is agayn oure lawes reverence?'

Fro thennes forth the Jewes han conspired

This innocent out of this world to chace.

An homycide therto han they hyred

That in an aleye hadde a privee place;

And as the child gan forby for to pace,

This cursed Jew hym hente and heeld hym faste,
And kitte his throte, and in a pit hym caste.

I seye that in a wardrobe they hym threwe,
Where as this Jewes purgen hire entraille.

O cursed folk of Herodes al newe,

What may youre yvel entente yow availle?
Mordre wol out, certeyn, it wol nat faille,
And namely ther thonour of God shal sprede,
The blood out crieth on youre cursed dede.

O matir, sowded to virginitee,

Now maystow syngen, folwynge evere in oon

The white lamb celestial-quod she-

Of which the grete Evaungelsit Seint John

In Pathmos wroot, which seith that they that goon
Biforn this lamb and synge a song al newe,

That never, fleshly, wommen they ne knewe.
This povre wydwe awaiteth al that nyght
After hir litel child, but he cam noght;

For which, as soone as it was dayes light,
With face pale of drede and bisy thoght,
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She hath at scole and elles-where hym soght,
Til finally she gan so fer espie,
That he last seyn was in the Jewerie.

With moodres pitee in hir brest enclosed,

She gooth, as she were half out of hir mynde,
To every place where she hath supposed

By liklihede hir litel child to finde,

And evere on Cristes mooder, meeke and kynde
She cride, and atte laste thus she wroghte,
Among the cursed Jewes she hym soghte.

She frayneth, and she preyeth pitously

To every Jew that dwelte in thilke place,
To telle hir if hir child wente oght forby.
They seyde nay; but Jesu, of his grace,
Yaf in hir thoght, inwith a litel space,

That in that place after hir sone she cryde,
Wher he was casten in a pit bisyde.

O grete God, that parfournest thy laude

By mouth of innocentz, lo, heer thy myght!
This gemme of chastite, this emeraude,
And eek of martirdom the ruby bright,
Ther he with throte ykorven lay upright,
He 'Alma redemptoris' gan to synge

So loude, that al the place gan to rynge.

The cristene folk that thurgh the strete wente
In coomen, for to wondre upon this thyng,
And hastily they for the Provost sente.

He cam anon withouten tariyng,

And herieth Crist that is of hevene kyng,

And eek his mooder, honour of mankynde;
And after that, the Jewes leet he bynde.

This child, with pitous lamentacioun,
Uptaken was, syngynge his song alway,
And with honour of greet processioun
They carien hym unto the nexte abbay;
His mooder swownynge by his beere lay,
Unnethe myghte the peple that was theere
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This newe Rachel brynge fro his beere.

With torment and with shameful deeth echon
This Provost dooth the Jewes for to sterve,
That of this mordre wiste, and that anon.

He nolde no swich cursednesse observe;
Yvele shal have that yvele wol deserve.
Therfore with wilde hors he dide hem drawe,
And after that he heng hem, by the lawe.

Upon his beere ay lith this innocent

Biforn the chief auter, whil masse laste,

And after that, the abbot with his covent

Han sped hem for to burien hym ful faste,

And whan they hooly water on hym caste,

Yet spak this child, whan spreynd was hooly water,
And song 'O Alma redemptoris mater.'

This abbot, which that was an hooly man,
As monkes been-or elles oghte be-

This yonge child, 'and, as by wey of kynde,
I sholde have dyed, ye, longe tyme agon,
But Jesu Crist, as ye in bookes fynde,

Wil that his glorie laste and be in mynde,
And for the worship of his mooder deere,
Yet may I synge 'O Alma' loude and cleere.

This welle of mercy, Cristes mooder swete,

I loved alwey as after my konnynge;

And whan that I my lyf sholde forlete,

To me she cam, and bad me for to synge

This antheme, verraily, in my deyynge,

As ye han herd, and whan that I hadde songe,
Me thoughte she leyde a greyn upon my tonge.

Wherfore I synge, and synge I moot certeyn
In honour of that blisful mayden free,
Til fro my tonge oftaken is the greyn.
And afterward thus seyde she to me,
"My litel child, now wol I fecche thee,
Whan that the greyn is fro thy tonge ytake;
Be nat agast, I wol thee nat forsake."
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This hooly monk, this Abbot, hym meene I,

His tonge out-caughte, and took awey the greyn,
And he yaf up the goost ful softely;

And whan this Abbot hadde this wonder seyn,
Hise salte teeris trikled doun as reyn,

And gruf he fil al plat upon the grounde,

And stille he lay, as he had been ybounde.

The covent eek lay on the pavement,
Wepynge, and heryen Cristes mooder deere.
And after that they ryse, and forth been went,
And tooken awey this martir from his beere,
And in a temple of marbul stones cleere
Enclosen they his litel body sweete.

Ther he is now, God leve us for to meete!

O yonge Hugh of Lyncoln, slayn also

With cursed Jewes, as it is notable,

For it nis but a litel while ago,

Preye eek for us, we synful folk unstable,
That of his mercy God so merciable

On us his grete mercy multiplie,

For reverence of his mooder Marie. Amen.

Heere is ended the Prioresses Tale.

Geoffrey Chaucer
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The Canterbury Tales; The Reves Tale

PROLOGUE TO THE REVES TALE
The prologe of the Reves Tale.

Whan folk hadde laughen at this nyce cas

Of Absolon and hende Nicholas,

Diverse folk diversely they seyde,

But for the moore part they loughe and pleyde,
Ne at this tale I saugh no man hym greve,

But it were oonly Osewold the Reve;

Bycause he was of carpenteres craft,

A litel ire is in his herte ylaft;

He gan to grucche, and blamed it a lite.

'So theek,' quod he, 'ful wel koude I you quite,

With bleryng of a proud milleres eye,

If that me liste speke of ribaudye.

But ik am oold, me list no pley for age,
Gras-tyme is doon, my fodder is now forage,
This white top writeth myne olde yeris,

Myn herte is also mowled as myne heris,
But if I fare as dooth an openers;

That ilke fruyt is ever leng the wers,

Til it be roten in mullok or in stree.

We olde men, I drede, so fare we,

Til we be roten kan we nat be rype.

We hoppen ay whil that the world wol pype,
For in oure wyl ther stiketh evere a nayl

To have an hoor heed and a grene tayl,

As hath a leek, for thogh oure myght be goon,

Oure wyl desireth folie evere in oon.

For whan we may nat doon, than wol we speke,
Yet in oure asshen olde is fyr yreke.

Foure gleedes han we whiche I shal devyse,
Avauntyng, liyng, anger, coveitise;
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Thise foure sparkles longen unto eelde.
Oure olde lemes mowe wel been unweelde,
But wyl ne shal nat faillen, that is sooth.
And yet ik have alwey a coltes tooth,

As many a yeer as it is passed henne

Syn that my tappe of lif bigan to renne.

For sikerly whan I was bore, anon

Deeth drough the tappe of Iyf, and leet it gon,
And ever sithe hath so the tappe yronne,

Til that almoost al empty is the tonne.

The streem of lyf now droppeth on the chymbe;
The sely tonge may wel rynge and chymbe

Of wrecchednesse that passed is ful yoore.

With olde folk, save dotage, is namoore.'

Whan that oure Hoost hadde herd this sermonyng,

He gan to speke as lordly as a kyng,

He seide, 'What amounteth al this wit?
What shul we speke alday of hooly writ?
The devel made a reve for to preche,
And of a soutere, shipman, or a leche.

Sey forth thy tale, and tarie nat the tyme.
Lo Depeford, and it is half-wey pryme;

Lo, Grenewych, ther many a shrewe is inne;
It were al tyme thy tale to bigynne.'

'Now sires,' quod this Osewold the Reve,

'l pray yow alle, that ye nat yow greve,

Thogh I answere, and somdeel sette his howve,
For leveful is with force force of-showve.

This dronke Millere hath ytoold us heer,

How that bigyled was a Carpenteer,

Peraventure in scorn, for I am oon;

And by youre leve I shal hym quite anoon.
Right in his cherles termes wol I speke,

I pray to God his nekke mote breke!

He kan wel in myn eye seen a stalke,
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But in his owene he kan nat seen a balke.'

(Simkin, a rich thieving miller of Trumpington Mill, near
Cambridge, is well served by two Cambridge clerks of the
north country, who beguile his wife and daughter, recover
the stolen meal which he had hid, and leave him well beaten.)

Part 5
THE PROLOGUE TO THE COKES TALE.
The prologe of the Cokes Tale.

The Cook of London, whil the Reve spak,

For joye him thoughte, he clawed him on the bak.
'Ha! ha!' quod he, 'for Criste passioun,

This miller hadde a sharp conclusioun

Upon his argument of herbergage.

Wel seyde Salomon in his langage,

“Ne brynge nat every man into thyn hous,’
For herberwynge by nyghte is perilous.
Wel oghte a man avysed for to be,

Whom that be broghte into his pryvetee.

I pray to God so yeve me sorwe and care,
If evere sitthe I highte Hogge of Ware,
Herde I a millere bettre yset awerk.

He hadde a jape of malice in the derk.
But God forbede that we stynte heere,

And therfore, if ye vouche-sauf to heere

A tale of me that am a povre man,

I wol yow telle, as wel as evere I kan,

A litel jape that fil in oure citee.'

Oure Hoost answerde and seide, 'I graunte it thee,

Now telle on, Roger, looke that it be good,
For many a pastee hastow laten blood,

And many a Jakke of Dovere hastow soold
That hath been twies hoot and twies cold.
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Of many a pilgrim hastow Cristes curs,

For of thy percely yet they fare the wors,
That they han eten with thy stubbel-goos,
For in thy shoppe is many a flye loos.

Now telle on, gentil Roger, by thy name,
But yet I pray thee, be nat wroth for game,

A man may seye ful sooth in game and pley.'
'Thou seist ful sooth,' quod Roger, 'by my fey;

But "sooth pley quaad pley,' as the Flemyng seith.
And ther-fore, Herry Bailly, by thy feith,

Be thou nat wrooth, er we departen heer,

Though that my tale be of an hostileer.

But nathelees I wol nat telle it yit,

But er we parte, ywis, thou shalt be quit.'
And ther-with-al he lough and made cheere,
And seyde his tale, as ye shul after heere.

THE TALE (Unfinished).

(Perkin, a London apprentice, being dismissed by his
master, seeks his companions in dice, revel and disport.)

Geoffrey Chaucer
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The Canterbury Tales; The Shipmannes Tale

Part 8
PROLOGUE TO THE SHIPMANNES TALE

Here endith the man of lawe his tale. And next folwith
the Shipman his prolog.

Oure Ost upon his stiropes stood anoon,
And seide, 'Good men, herkeneth everychoon;
This was a thrifty tale for the nonys.

Sir parisshe preste,' quod he, 'for Godis bonys,
Telle us a tale, as was thi forward yore;

I se wel, that ye lernede men in lore

Can meche good, bi Godis dignite.’

The parson him answerde, 'Benedicite,

What eyleth the man so synfully to swere?'

Oure Ost answerde, 'O Jankyn, be ye there?

I smelle a Lollere in the wynde,' quod he,

'Howe, goodmen,' quod oure Hoste, 'herkeneth me,
Abyde for Godis digne passioun,

For we shul han a predicacioun,

This Lollere here wol prechen us somwhat.'
'Nay, bi Godis soule, that shal he nat,’

Seyde the Shipman, 'here shal he not preche,
He shal no gospel glosen here, ne teche.

We leven alle in the grete God,' quod he,
'He wolde sowen som difficulte

Or sprengen cokkel in oure clene corn.
And therfore, Ost, I warne the biforn,
My joly body shal a tale telle

And I shal clynkyn yow so mery a belle
That I shal wakyn al this companye;
But it shal not ben of Philosophie,

Ne phislyas, ne termes queynte of lawe;
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Ther nis but litil Latyn in my mawe.'

Here endith the Shipman his prolog. And next folwyng
he bigynneth his tale.

THE TALE.

(Daun John, a monk of Paris, beguiles the wife of a

merchant of St. Denis by money borrowed from her husband.
She saves herself, on the point of discovery, by a ready
answer.)

END-LINK

Bihoold the murie wordes of the Hoost to the Shipman
and to the lady Prioresse.

'Wel seyd, by corpus dominus,' quod our Hoost,
'Now longe moote thou saille by the cost,

Sir gentil maister, gentil maryneer.

God yeve this monk a thousand last quade yeer!
A ha! felawes, beth ware of swich a jape.

The monk putte in the mannes hood an ape,
And in his wyves eek, by Seint Austyn;
Draweth no monkes moore unto your in.
But now passe over, and lat us seke aboute
Who shal now telle first of al this route

Another tale?' and with that word he sayde,
As curteisly as it had ben a mayde,

'My lady Prioresse, by youre leve,

So that I wiste I sholde yow nat greve,

I wolde demen that ye tellen sholde

A tale next, if so were that ye wolde.
Now wol ye vouchesauf, my lady deere?'

'Gladly,' quod she, and seyde as ye shal heere.

Geoffrey Chaucer
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The Canterbury Tales; The Wyves Tale Of Bathe

Part 19

PROLOGUE OF THE WYVES TALE OF BATH
The Prologe of the Wyves tale of Bathe.

Experience, though noon auctoritee

Were in this world, were right ynogh to me
To speke of wo that is in mariage;

For, lordynges, sith I twelf yeer was of age,
Thonked be God, that is eterne on lyve,

Housbondes at chirche-dore I have had fyve-
For I so ofte have ywedded bee-

And alle were worthy men in hir degree.

But me was toold, certeyn, nat longe agoon is,
That sith that Crist ne wente nevere but onis

To weddyng in the Cane of Galilee,

That by the same ensample, taughte he me,

That I ne sholde wedded be but ones.

Herkne eek, lo, which a sharpe word for the nones,
Biside a welle Jesus, God and Man,

Spak in repreeve of the Samaritan.

'Thou hast yhad fyve housbondes,' quod he,

'And thilke man the which that hath now thee

Is noght thyn housbonde;' thus seyde he, certeyn.
What that he mente ther by, I kan nat seyn;

But that I axe, why that the fifthe man
Was noon housbonde to the Samaritan?
How manye myghte she have in mariage?
Yet herde I nevere tellen in myn age
Upon this nombre diffinicioun.

Men may devyne, and glosen up and doun,
But wel I woot expres withoute lye,
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God bad us for to wexe and multiplye;
That gentil text kan I wel understonde.
Eek wel I woot, he seyde, myn housbonde

Sholde lete fader and mooder, and take me;
But of no nombre mencioun made he,

Of bigamye, or of octogamye;

Why sholde men speke of it vileynye?

Lo, heere the wise kyng, daun Salomon;

I trowe he hadde wyves mo than oon-

As, wolde God, it leveful were to me

To be refresshed half so ofte as he-

Which yifte of God hadde he, for alle hise wyvys?
No man hath swich that in this world alyve is.

God woot, this noble kyng, as to my wit,
The firste nyght had many a myrie fit

With ech of hem, so wel was hym on lyve!
Blessed be God, that I have wedded fyve;
Welcome the sixte, whan that evere he shal.

For sothe I wol nat kepe me chaast in al;
Whan myn housbonde is fro the world ygon
Som cristen man shal wedde me anon.

For thanne thapostle seith that I am free,
To wedde a Goddes half where it liketh me.

He seith, that to be wedded is no synne,
Bet is to be wedded than to brynne.

What rekketh me, thogh folk seye vileynye
Of shrewed Lameth and of bigamye?

I woot wel Abraham was an hooly man,

And Jacob eek, as ferforth as I kan,

And ech of hem hadde wyves mo than two,
And many another holy man also.

Whanne saugh ye evere in any manere age
That hye God defended mariage

By expres word? I pray you, telleth me,
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Or where comanded he virginitee?
I woot as wel as ye it is no drede,
Thapostel, whan he speketh of maydenhede;
He seyde, that precept therof hadde he noon.

Men may conseille a womman to been oon,

But conseillyng is no comandement;

He putte it in oure owene juggement.

For hadde God comanded maydenhede,

Thanne hadde he dampned weddyng with the dede;

And certein, if ther were no seed ysowe,
Virginitee, wherof thanne sholde it growe?
Poul dorste nat comanden, atte leeste,

A thyng of which his maister yaf noon heeste.
The dart is set up of virginitee;

Cacche who so may, who renneth best lat see.
But this word is nat taken of every wight,

But ther as God lust gyve it of his myght.

I woot wel, the apostel was a mayde;

But nathelees, thogh that he wroot and sayde

He wolde that every wight were swich as he,
Al nys but conseil to virginitee;

And for to been a wyf, he yaf me leve

Of indulgence, so it is no repreve

To wedde me, if that my make dye,

Withouten excepcioun of bigamye.

'Al were it good ho womman for to touche,’
He mente, as in his bed or in his couche;

For peril is bothe fyr and tow tassemble;

Ye knowe what this ensample may resemble.

This is al and som, he heeld virginitee
Moore parfit than weddyng in freletee.
Freletee clepe I, but if that he and she
Wolde leden al hir lyf in chastitee.

I graunte it wel, I have noon envie,

Thogh maydenhede preferre bigamye;
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Hem liketh to be clene, body and goost.
Of myn estaat I nyl nat make no boost,
For wel ye knowe, a lord in his houshold,
He nath nat every vessel al of gold;

Somme been of tree, and doon hir lord servyse.
God clepeth folk to hym in sondry wyse,

And everich hath of God a propre yifte,

Som this, som that, as hym liketh shifte.
Virginitee is greet perfeccioun,

And continence eek with devocioun.

But Crist, that of perfeccioun is welle,

Bad nat every wight he sholde go selle

Al that he hadde, and gyve it to the poore,
And in swich wise folwe hym and his foore.

He spak to hem that wolde lyve parfitly,
And lordynges, by youre leve, that am nat I.
I wol bistowe the flour of myn age

In the actes and in fruyt of mariage.

An housbonde I wol have, I nyl nat lette,

Which shal be bothe my dettour and my thral,
And have his tribulacioun withal

Upon his flessh whil that I am his wyf.

I have the power durynge al my lyf

Upon his propre body, and noght he.

Right thus the Apostel tolde it unto me,

And bad oure housbondes for to love us weel.

Al this sentence me liketh every deel,-

Up stirte the Pardoner, and that anon,

'Now, dame,' quod he, 'by God and by Seint John,

Ye been a noble prechour in this cas.

I was aboute to wedde a wyf, allas!

What sholde I bye it on my flessh so deere?
Yet hadde I levere wedde no wyf to-yeere!'
'Abyde,' quod she, 'my tale in nat bigonne.

Nay, thou shalt drynken of another tonne,
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Er that I go, shal savoure wors than ale.

And whan that I have toold thee forth my tale
Of tribulacioun in mariage,

Of which I am expert in al myn age,

(This to seyn, myself have been the whippe),
Than maystow chese wheither thou wolt sippe
Of thilke tonne that I shal abroche,

For I shal telle ensamples mo than ten.
Whoso that nyl be war by othere men,

By hym shul othere men corrected be.

The same wordes writeth Ptholomee;

Rede it in his Almageste, and take it there.'
'Dame, I wolde praye yow, if youre wyl it were,'
Seyde this Pardoner, 'as ye bigan,

Telle forth youre tale, spareth for no man,
And teche us yonge men of your praktike.'
'Gladly,' quod she, 'sith it may yow like.
But yet I praye to al this compaignye,

If that I speke after my fantasye,

As taketh not agrief of that I seye,

For myn entente nis but for to pleye.'

-Now sire, now wol I telle forth my tale,

As evere moote I drynken wyn or ale,

I shal seye sooth, tho housbondes that I hadde,

As thre of hem were goode, and two were badde.
The thre men were goode, and riche, and olde;
Unnethe myghte they the statut holde

In which that they were bounden unto me-

Ye woot wel what I meene of this, pradee!

As help me God, I laughe whan I thynke
How pitously anyght I made hem swynke.
And by my fey, I tolde of it no stoor,

They had me yeven hir gold and hir tresoor;
Me neded nat do lenger diligence

To wynne hir love, or doon hem reverence,
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They loved me so wel, by God above,

That I ne tolde no deyntee of hir love.

A wys womman wol sette hire evere in oon
To gete hire love, ther as she hath noon.

But sith I hadde hem hoolly in myn hond,
And sith they hadde me yeven all hir lond,
What sholde I taken heede hem for to plese,
But it were for my profit and myn ese?

I sette hem so a-werke, by my fey,

That many a nyght they songen weilawey.
The bacoun was nat fet for hem, I trowe,
That som men han in Essex at Dunmowe.
I governed hem so wel after my lawe,
That ech of hem ful blisful was, and fawe

To brynge me gaye thynges fro the fayre.
They were ful glad whan I spak to hem faire,
For God it woot, I chidde hem spitously.
Now herkneth hou I baar me proprely,

Ye wise wyves, that kan understonde.

Thus shul ye speke and bere hem wrong on honde;
For half so boldely kan ther no man

Swere and lyen, as a womman kan.

I sey nat this by wyves that been wyse,

But if it be whan they hem mysavyse.

A wys wyf, it that she kan hir good,

Shal beren hym on hond the cow is wood,
And take witnesse of hir owene mayde,
Of hir assent; but herkneth how I sayde.
'Sir olde kaynard, is this thyn array?

Why is my neighebores wyf so gay?
She is honoured overal ther she gooth;
I sitte at hoom, I have no thrifty clooth.
What dostow at my neighebores hous?
Is she so fair? artow so amorous?

What rowne ye with oure mayde? benedicite,
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Sir olde lecchour, lat thy japes be!
And if I have a gossib or a freend
Withouten gilt, thou chidest as a feend
If that I walke or pleye unto his hous.

Thou comest hoom as dronken as a mous
And prechest on thy bench, with yvel preef!
Thou seist to me, it is a greet meschief

To wedde a povre womman, for costage,
And if she be riche and of heigh parage,

Thanne seistow it is a tormentrie

To soffren hir pride and hir malencolie.
And if she be fair, thou verray knave,
Thou seyst that every holour wol hir have;
She may no while in chastitee abyde

That is assailled upon ech a syde.

Thou seyst, som folk desiren us for richesse,

Somme for oure shape, and somme for oure fairnesse,
And som for she kan outher synge or daunce,

And som for gentillesse and daliaunce,

Som for hir handes and hir armes smale;
Thur goth al to the devel by thy tale.

Thou seyst, men may nat kepe a castel wal,
It may so longe assailled been overal.

And if that she be foul, thou seist that she

Coveiteth every man that she may se;

For as a spaynel she wol on hym lepe

Til that she fynde som man hir to chepe;

Ne noon so grey goos gooth ther in the lake
As, seistow, wol been withoute make;

And seyst, it is an hard thyng for to welde

A thyng that no man wole, his thankes, helde.
Thus seistow, lorel, whan thow goost to bedde,
And that no wys man nedeth for to wedde,

Ne no man that entendeth unto hevene-

With wilde thonderdynt and firy levene
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Moote thy welked nekke be to-broke!

Thow seyst that droppyng houses, and eek smoke,
And chidyng wyves maken men to flee

Out of hir owene hous, a benedicitee!

What eyleth swich an old man for to chide?
Thow seyst, we wyves wol oure vices hide

Til we be fast, and thanne we wol hem shewe.
Wel may that be a proverbe of a shrewe!

Thou seist, that oxen, asses, hors, and houndes,

They been assayd at diverse stoundes;

Bacyns, lavours, er that men hem bye,

Spoones and stooles, and al swich housbondrye,
And so been pottes, clothes, and array;

But folk of wyves maken noon assay

Til they be wedded, olde dotard shrewe!
Thanne, seistow, we wol oure vices shewe.
Thou seist also, that it displeseth me

But if that thou wolt preyse my beautee,
And but thou poure alwey upon my face,

And clepe me " faire dame' in every place,

And but thou make a feeste on thilke day
That I was born, and make me fressh and gay,
And but thou do to my norice honour,

And to my chamberere withinne my bour,

And to my fadres folk and hise allyes-

Thus seistow, olde barel ful of lyes!

And yet of oure apprentice Janekyn,

For his crisp heer, shynynge as gold so fyn,
And for he squiereth me bothe up and doun,

Yet hastow caught a fals suspecioun.

I wol hym noght, thogh thou were deed tomorwe.
But tel me this, why hydestow, with sorwe,

The keyes of my cheste awey fro me?

It is my good as wel as thyn, pardee;

What wenestow make an ydiot of oure dame?
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Now, by that lord that called is seint Jame,

Thou shalt nat bothe, thogh that thou were wood,
Be maister of my body and of my good;

That oon thou shalt forgo, maugree thyne eyen.

What nedeth thee of me to enquere or spyen?
I trowe thou woldest loke me in thy chiste.
Thou sholdest seye, " Wyf, go wher thee liste,
Taak youre disport, I wol not leve no talys,

I knowe yow for a trewe wyf, dame Alys.'

We love no man that taketh kepe or charge
Wher that we goon, we wol ben at our large.
Of alle men yblessed moot he be,

The wise astrologien, Daun Ptholome,

That seith this proverbe in his Almageste:

*Of alle men his wysdom is the hyeste,

That rekketh nevere who hath the world in honde.'
By this proverbe thou shalt understonde,

Have thou ynogh, what thar thee recche or care
How myrily that othere folkes fare?

He is to greet a nygard, that wolde werne

A man to lighte his candle at his lanterne;
He shal have never the lasse light, pardee,
Have thou ynogh, thee thar nat pleyne thee.
Thou seyst also, that if we make us gay

With clothyng and with precious array,

That it is peril of oure chastitee;

And yet, with sorwe, thou most enforce thee,
And seye thise wordes in the apostles name,
“In habit, maad with chastitee and shame,

Ye wommen shul apparaille yow,' quod he,
“And noght in tressed heer and gay perree,
As perles, ne with gold, ne clothes riche.'
After thy text, ne after thy rubriche

I wol nat wirche, as muchel as a gnat!

Thou seydest this, that I was lyk a cat;
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For whoso wolde senge a cattes skyn,
Thanne wolde the cat wel dwellen in his in.
And if the cattes skyn be slyk and gay,
She wol nat dwelle in house half a day,

But forth she wole, er any day be dawed,
To shewe hir skyn, and goon a caterwawed.
This is to seye, if I be gay, sire shrewe,

I wol renne out, my borel for to shewe.
Sire olde fool, what eyleth thee to spyen,

Thogh thou preye Argus, with hise hundred eyen,
To be my wardecors, as he kan best,

In feith he shal nat kepe me but me lest;

Yet koude I make his berd, so moot I thee.

Thou seydest eek, that ther been thynges thre,

The whiche thynges troublen al this erthe,
And that no wight ne may endure the ferthe.
O leeve sire shrewe, Jesu shorte thy lyf!

Yet prechestow, and seyst, an hateful wyf
Yrekened is for oon of thise meschances.

Been ther none othere maner resemblances
That ye may likne youre parables to,

But if a sely wyf be oon of tho?

Thou likenest wommenes love to helle,

To bareyne lond, ther water may nat dwelle.

Thou liknest it also to wilde fyr;

The moore it brenneth, the moore it hath desir
To consume every thyng that brent wole be.
Thou seyst, right as wormes shendeth a tree,
Right so a wyf destroyeth hir housbond.

This knowe they, that been to wyves bonde.'
Lordynges, right thus, as ye have understonde,
Baar I stifly myne olde housbondes on honde,
That thus they seyden in hir dronkenesse,

And al was fals, but that I took witnesse

On Janekyn and on my nece also.
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O lord, the pyne I dide hem, and the wo
Ful giltelees, by Goddes sweete pyne!

For as an hors I koude byte and whyne,
I koude pleyne, thogh I were in the gilt,

Or elles often tyme hadde I been spilt.

Who so that first to mille comth first grynt;

I pleyned first, so was oure werre ystynt.
They were ful glad to excuse hem ful blyve
Of thyng of which they nevere agilte hir lyve.

Of wenches wolde I beren hym on honde,
Whan that for syk unnethes myghte he stonde,
Yet tikled it his herte, for that he

Wende that I hadde of hym so greet chiertee.

I swoor that al my walkynge out by nyghte

Was for tespye wenches that he dighte.

Under that colour hadde I many a myrthe;

For al swich thyng was yeven us in oure byrthe,
Deceite, wepyng, spynnyng, God hath yeve

To wommen kyndely whil they may lyve.

And thus of o thyng I avaunte me,

Atte ende I hadde the bettre in ech degree,
By sleighte, or force, or by som maner thyng,
As by continueel murmure or grucchyng.
Namely a bedde hadden they meschaunce;

Ther wolde I chide and do hem no plesaunce,
I wolde no lenger in the bed abyde,

If that I felte his arm over my syde

Til he had maad his raunsoun unto me;
Thanne wolde I suffre hym do his nycetee.

And therfore every man this tale I telle,
Wynne who so may, for al is for to selle.

With empty hand men may none haukes lure,-
For wynnyng wolde I al his lust endure

And make me a feyned appetit;

And yet in bacoun hadde I nevere delit;
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That made me that evere I wolde hem chide.
For thogh the pope hadde seten hem biside,

I wolde nat spare hem at hir owene bord,

For by my trouthe I quitte hem word for word.

As help me verray God omnipotent,

Though I right now sholde make my testament,
I ne owe hem nat a word, that it nys quit.

I broghte it so aboute by my wit,

That they moste yeve it up as for the beste,

Or elles hadde we nevere been in reste.

For thogh he looked as a wood leoun,

Yet sholde he faille of his conclusioun.
Thanne wolde I seye, 'Goode lief, taak keepe,
How mekely looketh Wilkyn oure sheepe!

Com neer, my spouse, lat me ba thy cheke,
Ye sholde been al pacient and meke,

And han a sweete spiced conscience,

Sith ye so preche of Jobes pacience.
Suffreth alwey, syn ye so wel kan preche,

And but ye do, certein we shal yow teche
That it is fair to have a wyf in pees.

Oon of us two moste bowen, doutelees,
And sith a man is moore resonable,

Than womman is, ye moste been suffrable.’

Swiche maneer wordes hadde we on honde.
Now wol I speken of my fourthe housbonde.
My fourthe housbonde was a revelour,

This is to seyn, he hadde a paramour,

And I was yong and ful of ragerye,

Stibourne and strong, and joly as a pye.

Wel koude I daunce to an harpe smale,

And synge, ywis, as any nyghtyngale,

Whan I had dronke a draughte of sweete wyn.
Metellius, the foule cherl, the swyn,

That with a staf birafte his wyf hire lyf,
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For she drank wyn, thogh I hadde been his wyf,
He sholde nat han daunted me fro drynke.

And after wyn on Venus moste I thynke,

For al so siker as cold engendreth hayl,

A likerous mouth moste han a likerous tayl.
In wommen vinolent is no defence,

This knowen lecchours by experience.

But, Lord Crist! whan that it remembreth me
Upon my yowthe and on my jolitee,

It tikleth me aboute myn herte-roote.
Unto this day it dooth myn herte boote
That I have had my world, as in my tyme.
But age, allas, that al wole envenyme,
Hath me biraft my beautee and my pith!

Lat go, fare-wel, the devel go therwith!
The flour is goon, ther is namoore to telle,
The bren as I best kan, now moste I selle;
But yet to be right myrie wol I fonde.

Now wol I tellen of my fourthe housbonde.

I seye, I hadde in herte greet despit

That he of any oother had delit;

But he was quit, by God and by Seint Joce!
I made hym of the same wode a croce;
Nat of my body in no foul manere,

But certeinly, I made folk swich cheere
That in his owene grece I made hym frye
For angre and for verray jalousye.

By God, in erthe I was his purgatorie,
For which I hope his soule be in glorie,

For God it woot, he sat ful ofte and song

Whan that his shoo ful bitterly hym wrong!
Ther was no wight save God and he, that wiste
In many wise how soore I hym twiste.

He deyde whan I cam fro Jerusalem,

And lith ygrave under the roode-beem,
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Al is his tombe noght so curyus

As was the sepulcre of hym Daryus,
Which that Appelles wroghte subtilly.

It nys but wast to burye hym preciously,

Lat hym fare-wel, God yeve his soule reste,
He is now in his grave, and in his cheste.
Now of my fifthe housbonde wol I telle.
God lete his soule nevere come in helle!
And yet was he to me the mooste shrewe;

That feele I on my ribbes al by rewe,

And evere shal, unto myn endyng day.
But in oure bed he was ful fressh and gay,
And therwithal so wel koude he me glose
Whan that he solde han my bele chose,

That thogh he hadde me bet on every bon
He koude wynne agayn my love anon.

I trowe I loved hym beste, for that he
Was of his love daungerous to me.

We wommen han, if that I shal nat lye,

In this matere a queynte fantasye;

Wayte what tthyng we may nat lightly have,
Ther-after wol we crie al day and crave.
Forbede us thyng, and that desiren we;
Preesse on us faste, and thanne wol we fle;

With daunger oute we al oure chaffare.
Greet prees at market maketh deere ware,
And to greet cheep is holde at litel prys;
This knoweth every womman that is wys.
My fifthe housbonde, God his soule blesse,

Which that I took for love and no richesse,

He somtyme was a clerk of Oxenford,

And hadde left scole, and wente at hom to bord
With my gossib, dwellynge in oure toun,

God have hir soule! hir name was Alisoun.

She knew myn herte and eek my privetee
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Bet than oure parisshe preest, as moot I thee.
To hir biwreyed I my conseil al,

For hadde myn housbonde pissed on a wal,
Or doon a thyng that sholde han cost his Iyf,

To hir, and to another worthy wyf,

And to my nece, which that I loved weel,

I wolde han toold his conseil every deel.
And so I dide ful often, God it woot!

That made his face ful often reed and hoot

For verray shame, and blamed hym-self, for he
Had toold to me so greet a pryvetee.

And so bifel that ones, in a Lente-

So often tymes I to my gossyb wente,

For evere yet I loved to be gay,

And for to walke in March, Averill, and May,
Fro hous to hous to heere sondry talys-

That Jankyn Clerk and my gossyb, dame Alys,
And I myself into the feeldes wente.

Myn housbonde was at London al that Lente;

I hadde the bettre leyser for to pleye,
And for to se, and eek for to be seye

Of lusty folk; what wiste I, wher my grace
Was shapen for to be, or in what place?
Therfore I made my visitaciouns

To vigilies and to processiouns,

To prechyng eek, and to thise pilgrimages,

To pleyes of myracles, and to mariages;

And wered upon my gaye scarlet gytes.

Thise wormes ne thise motthes, ne thise mytes,

Upon my peril, frete hem never a deel-
And wostow why? for they were used weel!
Now wol I tellen forth what happed me.

I seye, that in the feeldes walked we,

Til trewely we hadde swich daliance,

This clerk and I, that of my purveiance
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I spak to hym, and seyde hym, how that he,
If I were wydwe, sholde wedde me.

For certeinly, I sey for no bobance,

Yet was I nevere withouten purveiance

Of mariage, nof othere thynges eek.

I holde a mouses herte nat worth a leek

That hath but oon hole for to sterte to,

And if that faille, thanne is al ydo.

I bar hym on honde, he hadde enchanted me-

My dame taughte me that soutiltee.

And eek I seyde, I mette of hym al nyght,
He wolde han slayn me as I lay upright,
And al my bed was ful of verray blood;
But yet I hope that he shal do me good,

For blood bitokeneth gold, as me was taught-
And al was fals, I dremed of it right naught,
But as I folwed ay my dames loore

As wel of this, as of othere thynges moore.
But now sir, lat me se, what I shal seyn?

A ha, by God! I have my tale ageyn.

Whan that my fourthe housbonde was on beere,
I weep algate, and made sory cheere,

As wyves mooten-for it is usage-

And with my coverchief covered my visage;

But for that I was purveyed of a make,
I wepte but smal, and that I undertake.
To chirche was myn housbonde born amorwe
With neighebores that for hym maden sorwe;
And Janekyn oure clerk was oon of tho.

As help me God, whan that I saugh hym go
After the beere, me thoughte he hadde a paire
Of legges and of feet so clene and faire,

That al myn herte I yaf unto his hoold.

He was, I trowe, a twenty wynter oold,

And I was fourty, if I shal seye sooth,
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But yet I hadde alwey a coltes tooth.
Gat-tothed I was, and that bicam me weel,
I hadde the prente of Seinte Venus seel.
As help me God, I was a lusty oon,

And faire, and riche, and yong, and wel bigon,

And trewely, as myne housbondes tolde me,
I hadde the beste quonyam myghte be.

For certes, I am al Venerien

In feelynge, and myn herte is Marcien.

Venus me yaf my lust, my likerousnesse,
And Mars yaf me my sturdy hardynesse.
Myn ascendent was Taur, and Mars therinne,
Allas, allas, that evere love was synne!

I folwed ay myn inclinacioun

By vertu of my constellacioun;

That made me I koude noght withdrawe
My chambre of Venus from a good felawe.
Yet have I Martes mark upon my face,
And also in another privee place.

For God so wys be my savacioun,

I ne loved nevere by no discrecioun,

But evere folwede myn appetit,

Al were he short, or long, or blak, or whit.
I took no kepe, so that he liked me,

How poore he was, ne eek of what degree.
What sholde I seye, but at the monthes ende
This joly clerk Jankyn, that was so hende,
Hath wedded me with greet solempnytee,
And to hym yaf I al the lond and fee

That evere was me yeven therbifoore;
But afterward repented me ful soore,
He nolde suffre nothyng of my list.

By God, he smoot me ones on the lyst
For that I rente out of his book a leef,

That of the strook myn ere wax al deef.
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Stibourne I was as is a leonesse,

And of my tonge a verray jangleresse,

And walke I wolde, as I had doon biforn,
From hous to hous, although he had it sworn,

For which he often-tymes wolde preche,
And me of olde Romayn geestes teche,
How he Symplicius Gallus lefte his wyf,
And hir forsook for terme of al his Iyf,
Noght but for open-heveded he hir say,

Lookynge out at his dore, upon a day.
Another Romayn tolde he me by name,
That for his wyf was at a someres game
Withoute his wityng, he forsook hir eke.
And thanne wolde he upon his Bible seke

That like proverbe of Ecclesiaste,

Where he comandeth, and forbedeth faste,

Man shal nat suffre his wyf go roule aboute,
Thanne wolde he seye right thus, withouten doute:
'Who so that buyldeth his hous al of salwes,

And priketh his blynde hors over the falwes,
And suffreth his wyf to go seken halwes,

Is worthy to been hanged on the galwes!'
But al for noght, I sette noght an hawe

Of his proverbes, nof his olde lawe,

Ne I wolde nat of hym corrected be.

I hate hym that my vices telleth me;
And so doo mo, God woot, of us than I!
This made hym with me wood al outrely,
I nolde noght forbere hym in no cas.

Now wol I seye yow sooth, by seint Thomas,
Why that I rente out of his book a leef,

For which he smoot me so that I was deef.
He hadde a book that gladly, nyght and day,
For his desport he wolde rede alway.

He cleped it "Valerie and Theofraste,’
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At whiche book he lough alwey ful faste.

And eek ther was som tyme a clerk at Rome,
A cardinal that highte Seint Jerome,

That made a book agayn Jovinian,

In whiche book eek ther was Tertulan,
Crisippus, Trotula, and Helowys,

That was abbesse nat fer fro Parys,
And eek the Parables of Salomon,
Ovides Art, and bookes many on,

And alle thise were bounden in o volume,
And every nyght and day was his custume
Whan he hadde leyser and vacacioun
From oother worldly occupacioun

To reden on this book of wikked wyves.

He knew of hem mo legendes and lyves
Than been of goode wyves in the Bible.

For trusteth wel, it is an inpossible

That any clerk wol speke good of wyves,
But if it be of hooly seintes lyves,

Ne noon oother womman never the mo.

Who peyntede the leoun, tel me, who?

By God, if wommen hadde writen stories,

As clerkes han withinne hire oratories,

They wolde han writen of men moore wikkednesse

Than all the mark of Adam may redresse.
The children of Mercurie and Venus

Been in hir wirkyng ful contrarius,
Mercurie loveth wysdam and science,
And Venus loveth ryot and dispence.

And for hire diverse disposicioun

Ech falleth in otheres exaltacioun,

And thus, God woot, Mercurie is desolat
In Pisces, wher Venus is exaltat;

And Venus falleth ther Mercurie is reysed.

Therfore no womman of no clerk is preysed.
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The clerk, whan he is oold and may noght do
Of Venus werkes worth his olde sho,

Thanne sit he doun, and writ in his dotage
That wommen kan nat kepe hir mariage.

But now to purpos, why I tolde thee
That I was beten for a book, pardee.
Upon a nyght Jankyn, that was oure sire,
Redde on his book as he sat by the fire
Of Eva first, that for hir wikkednesse

Was al mankynde broght to wrecchednesse,
For which that Jesu Crist hymself was slayn,
That boghte us with his herte-blood agayn.
Lo, heere expres of womman may ye fynde,
That womman was the los of al mankynde.

Tho redde he me how Sampson loste hise heres,
Slepynge, his lemman kitte it with hir sheres,
Thurgh whiche tresoun loste he bothe hise eyen.
Tho redde he me, if that I shal nat lyen,

Of Hercules and of his Dianyre,

That caused hym to sette hymself afyre.
No thyng forgat he the penaunce and wo
That Socrates hadde with hise wyves two,
How Xantippa caste pisse up-on his heed.
This sely man sat stille as he were deed;

He wiped his heed, namoore dorste he seyn
But, 'er that thonder stynte, comth a reyn.'

Of Phasifpha, that was the queene of Crete,

For shrewednesse hym thoughte the tale swete-
Fy, speke namoore! it is a grisly thyng

Of hir horrible lust and hir likyng.

Of Clitermystra for hire lecherye,

That falsly made hir housbonde for to dye,
He redde it with ful good devocioun.

He tolde me eek for what occasioun

Amphiorax at Thebes loste his lyf.
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Myn housbonde hadde a legende of his wyf
Eriphilem, that for an ouche of gold

Hath prively unto the Grekes told

Wher that hir housbonde hidde hym in a place,

For which he hadde at Thebes sory grace.
Of Lyma tolde he me, and of Lucye,

They bothe made hir housbondes for to dye,
That oon for love, that oother was for hate.
Lyma hir housbonde, on an even late,

Empoysoned hath, for that she was his fo.
Lucia likerous loved hir housbonde so,

That for he sholde alwey upon hire thynke,
She yaf hym swich a manere love-drynke
That he was deed, er it were by the morwe.

And thus algates housbondes han sorw.
Thanne tolde he me, how that Latumyus
Compleyned unto his felawe Arrius,

That in his gardyn growed swich a tree,

On which he seyde how that hise wyves thre

Hanged hemself, for herte despitus.
'O leeve brother,' quod this Arrius,
'Yif me a plante of thilke blissed tree,
And in my gardyn planted it shal bee.'
Of latter date of wyves hath he red,

That somme han slayn hir housbondes in hir bed,
And lete hir lecchour dighte hir al the nyght,

Whan that the corps lay in the floor upright.

And somme han dryve nayles in hir brayn

Whil that they slepte, and thus they han hem slayn.

Somme han hem yeve poysoun in hir drynke.
He spak moore harm than herte may bithynke,
And therwithal he knew of mo proverbes

Than in this world ther growen gras or herbes.
'Bet is,' quod he, 'Thyn habitacioun

Be with a leoun, or a foul dragoun,
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Than with a womman usynge for to chyde.'
'Bet is,' quod he, 'hye in the roof abyde
Than with an angry wyf doun in the hous,
They been so wikked and contrarious.

They haten that hir housbondes loveth ay.'

He seyde, 'a womman cast hir shame away
Whan she cast of hir smok,' and forther mo,
'A fair womman, but she be chaast also,

Is lyk a goldryng in a sowes nose.'

Who wolde leeve, or who wolde suppose
The wo that in myn herte was, and pyne?
And whan I saugh he wolde nevere fyne
To reden on this cursed book al nyght,

Al sodeynly thre leves have I plyght

Out of his book, right as he radde, and eke
I with my fest so took hym on the cheke,
That in oure fyr he ril bakward adoun.

And he up-stirte as dootha wood leoun,
And with his fest he smoot me on the heed

That in the floor I lay, as I were deed.
And whan he saugh how stille that I lay,
He was agast, and wolde han fled his way,
Til atte laste out of my swogh I breyde.
'O, hastow slayn me, false theef,' I seyde,

'And for my land thus hastow mordred me?
Er I be deed, yet wol I kisse thee.'

And neer he cam and kneled faire adoun,
And seyde, 'deere suster Alisoun,

As help me God, I shal thee nevere smyte.

That I have doon, it is thyself to wyte,
Foryeve it me, and that I thee biseke.'

And yet eftsoones I hitte hym on the cheke,
And seyde, 'theef, thus muchel am I wreke;
Now wol I dye, I may no lenger speke.'

But atte laste, with muchel care and wo,
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We fille acorded by us selven two.

He yaf me al the bridel in myn hond,

To han the governance of hous and lond,
And of his tonge, and of his hond also,

And made hym brenne his book anon right tho.
And whan that I hadde geten unto me

By maistrie, al the soveraynetee,

And that he seyde, 'myn owene trewe wyf,

Do as thee lust the terme of al thy Iyf,

Keepe thyn honour, and keep eek myn estaat,’
After that day we hadden never debaat.

God help me so, I was to hym as kynde

As any wyf from Denmark unto Ynde,

And also trewe, and so was he to me.

I prey to God, that sit in magestee,
So blesse his soule for his mercy deere.
Now wol I seye my tale, if ye wol heere.

Biholde the wordes bitwene the Somonour and the Frere.

The Frere lough whan he hadde herd al this.-
'Now dame,' quod he, 'so have I joye or blis,
This is a long preamble of a tale.'

And whan the Somonour herde the Frere gale,
'Lo,' quod the Somonour, 'Goddes armes two,

A frere wol entremette hym evere-mo.

Lo goode men, a flye and eek a frere

Wol falle in every dyssh and eek mateere.
What spekestow of preambulacioun?

What, amble, or trotte, or pees, or go sit doun,

Thou lettest oure disport in this manere.'

'Ye, woltow so, sire Somonour?' quod the frere,
'Now by my feith, I shal er that I go

Telle of a Somonour swich a tale or two

That alle the folk shal laughen in this place.’

'Now elles, frere, I bishrewe thy face,’
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Quod this Somonour, 'and I bishrewe me,
But if I telle tales two or thre

Of freres, er I come to Sidyngborne,

That I shal make thyn herte for to morne,

For wel I woot thy pacience in gon.'

Oure Hooste cride, 'Pees, and that anon!'

And seyde, 'lat the womman telle hire tale,

Ye fare as folk that dronken were of ale.

Do, dame, telle forth youre tale, and that is best.’

'Al redy, sire,' quod she, 'right as yow lest,
If I have licence of this worthy frere.'
'Yis, dame,' quod he, 'tel forth, and I wol heere.'

Heere endeth the Wyf of Bathe hir Prologe.

Part 20

THE TALE OF THE WYF OF BATH

Here bigynneth the Tale of the Wyf of Bathe.

In tholde dayes of the Kyng Arthour,

Of which that Britons speken greet honour,
All was this land fulfild of Fayerye.

The elf-queene, with hir joly compaignye,
Daunced ful ofte in many a grene mede;

This was the olde opinion, as I rede.

I speke of manye hundred yeres ago;
But now kan no man se none elves mo,
For now the grete charitee and prayeres
Of lymytours, and othere hooly freres,

That serchen every lond and every streem

As thikke as motes in the sonne-beem,
Blessynge halles, chambres, kichenes, boures,
Citees, burghes, castels, hye toures,

Thropes, bernes, shipnes, dayeryes,

This maketh that ther been no Fayeryes.
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For ther as wont to walken was an elf,

Ther walketh now the lymytour hymself

In undermeles and in morwenynges,

And seyth his matyns and his hooly thynges

As he gooth in his lymytacioun.
Wommen may go saufly up and doun;
In every bussh or under every tree
Ther is noon oother incubus but he,
And he ne wol doon hem but dishonour.

And so bifel it that this kyng Arthour
Hadde in his hous a lusty bachelor,

That on a day cam ridynge fro ryver;
And happed that, allone as she was born,
He saugh a mayde walkynge hym biforn,

Of whiche mayde anon, maugree hir heed,
By verray force he rafte hir maydenhed;

For which oppressioun was swich clamour
And swich pursute unto the kyng Arthour,
That dampned was this knyght for to be deed

By cours of lawe, and sholde han lost his heed,
Paraventure, swich was the statut tho,

But that the queene and othere ladyes mo

So longe preyeden the kyng of grace,

Til he his lyf hym graunted in the place,

And yaf hym to the queene al at hir wille,

To chese, wheither she wolde hym save or spille.
The queene thanketh the kyng with al hir myght,
And after this thus spak she to the knyght,
Whan that she saugh hir tyme, upon a day,

'Thou standest yet,' quod she, 'in swich array
That of thy lyf yet hastow no suretee.

I grante thee Ilyf, if thou kanst tellen me
What thyng is it that wommen moost desiren.
Be war and keep thy nekke-boon from iren,

And if thou kanst nat tellen it anon,
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Yet shal I yeve thee leve for to gon

A twelf-month and a day to seche and leere
An answere suffisant in this mateere;

And suretee wol I han, er that thou pace,

Thy body for to yelden in this place.’

Wo was this knyght, and sorwefully he siketh,
But what! he may nat do al as hym liketh;
And at the laste he chees hym for to wende,
And come agayn right at the yeres ende,

With swich answere as God wolde hym purveye;
And taketh his leve, and wendeth forth his weye.
He seketh every hous and every place,

Where as he hopeth for to fynde grace

To lerne what thyng wommen loven moost;

But he ne koude arryven in no coost

Wher as he myghte fynde in this mateere

Two creatures accordynge in feere.

Somme seyde, wommen loven best richesse,
Somme seyde honour, somme seyde jolynesse,

Somme riche array, somme seyden lust abedde,
And oftetyme to be wydwe and wedde.

Somme seyde, that oure hertes been moost esed
Whan that we been yflatered and yplesed-

He gooth ful ny the sothe, I wol nat lye,

A man shal wynne us best with flaterye;
And with attendance and with bisynesse
Been we ylymed, bothe moore and lesse.-
And somme seyn, how that we loven best
For to be free, and do right as us lest,

And that no man repreve us of oure vice,
But seye that we be wise, and nothyng nyce.
For trewely, ther is noon of us alle,

If any wight wol clawe us on the galle,

That we nel kike; for he seith us sooth;

Assay, and he shal fynde it that so dooth.
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For be we never so vicious withinne,

We sol been holden wise, and clene of synne.
And somme seyn, that greet delit han we
For to been holden stable and eke secree,

And in o purpos stedefastly to dwelle,

And nat biwerye thyng that men us telle.
But that tale is nat worth a rake-stele,
Pardee, we wommen konne no thyng hele.
Witnesse on Myda-wol ye heere the tale?

Ovyde, amonges othere thynges smale,
Seyde, Myda hadde under his longe heres
Growynge upon his heed two asses eres,

The whiche vice he hydde, as he best myghte,
Ful subtilly from every mannes sighte;

That, save his wyf, ther wiste of it namo,

He loved hir moost and trusted hir also.

He preyede hir, that to no creature

She sholde tellen of his disfigure.

She swoor him nay, for al this world to wynne,

She nolde do that vileynye or synne,
To make hir housbonde han so foul a name,
She nolde nat telle it for hir owene shame!

But nathelees, hir thoughte that she dyde,
That she so longe sholde a conseil hyde,

Hir thoughte it swal so soore aboute hir herte
That nedely som word hir moste asterte.

And sith she dorste telle it to no man,

Doun to a mareys faste by she ran,

Til she came there, hir herte was afyre,

And as a bitore bombleth in the myre,

She leyde hir mouth unto the water doun;-
'Biwreye me nat, thou water, with thy soun,’
Quod she, 'to thee I telle it and namo,

Myn housbonde hath longe asses erys two!

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 323



Now is myn herte al hool, now is it oute,

I myghte no lenger kepe it, out of doute.'

Heere may ye se, thogh we a tyme abyde,
Yet out it moot, we kan no conseil hyde.-

The remenant of the tale, if ye wol heere,

Redeth Ovyde, and ther ye may it leere.-

This knyght, of which my tale is specially,

Whan that he saugh he myghte nat come therby,
This is to seye, what wommen love moost,
Withinne his brest ful sorweful was the goost.

But hoom he gooth, he myghte nat sojourne;

The day was come that homward moste he tourne,
And in his wey it happed hym to ryde

In al this care under a forest syde,

Wher as he saugh upon a daunce go

Of ladyes foure and twenty, and yet mo;
Toward the whiche daunce he drow ful yerne,
In hope that som wysdom sholde he lerne.
But certeinly, er he came fully there,
Vanysshed was this daunce, he nyste where;

No creature saugh he that bar lyf,

Save on the grene he saugh sittynge a wyf,

A fouler wight ther may no man devyse.

Agayn the knyght this olde wyf gan ryse,

And seyde, 'Sire knyght, heer-forth ne lith no wey;

Tel me what that ye seken, by your fey.
Paraventure it may the bettre be,

Thise olde folk kan muchel thyng,' quod she.
'My leeve mooder,' quod this knyght, 'certeyn,
I nam but deed, but if that I kan seyn

What thyng it is, that wommen moost desire.

Koude ye me wisse, I wolde wel quite youre hire.'
'Plight me thy trouthe, heere in myn hand,' quod she,
'The nexte thyng that I requere thee,

Thou shalt it do, if it lye in thy myght,

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poet