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PREFACE

In oFFERING to the readers of Chaucer this edition, which has been the interrupted
occupation of many years, I wish to make a few explanations and acknowledgments

It was my original plan, and my understanding with the publishers, that the text
should be based on such manusecript materials only as were accessible in print In
previous editions, even those of Skeat (1594) and the Globe editors (1898), very mcom-
plete account had been taken of modern mvestigations of Chaucer’s grammar, and I
felt that one of the chief services an editor could render would be in the grammatical
purtfication of the text Having that, perhaps, primanly in view at the outset, I pro-
ceeded to make my text afresh from the Chaucer Society’s reprints of the various
pieces, endeavoring, of course, at the same time to follow sound entical prineiples in the
determination of readings For certain works I found 1t necessary to supplement the
printed materials by photographs or copies of unpublished manuscripts, or even to
base my text (as 1 the case of the Boece and the Astrolabe) upon such reproductions of
unprinted sources But for most of the poems the accessible reprints and collations
were etther complete or extensive enough to serve as a satisfactory basis for a text

During the progress of my work there appeared a number of 1mportant investigations
of Chaucer manuscripts, of which I have made full use Miss Hammond’s study of
the manuscripts of the Parlhament of Fowls, for example, and the exhaustive analysis
of the manuscripts of the Trotlus by Professor Root and the late Sir Willam McCormick
were both published after I had first constituted my text of those poems, and I revised
my work 1n the light of them More recently, the Chaucer Tradition of the late Pro-
fessor Brusendorff has led to the further reconsideration of many matters I am greatly
indebted to all these studies, and to others that are cited 1n the textual notes

For my text of the Canterbury Tales I used primanly the eight printed manuseripts
and Thynne's edition I collated also the Cardigan and Morgan copies, and took ac~
count of the various textual stuches of Zupitza and Koch, McCormick, Tatlock, and
Brusendorff Although I knew I might have access to the photographie reproductions
of manuseripts assembled by my friend Professor Manly at the Umversity of Chicago,
1t did not seem to me erther proper or profitable to make a partial and piecemeal use of
the matenal which he and his associates are to publish m full I felt, too, that the
printed manuseripts represent so well the different classes of authomties that their
readimngs, supplemented by my collations and the publshed reports of other copies,
gave me 11 most cases the necessary evidence for the determination of the text But,
of course, 1n common with all other Chaucerians, I am eagerly awaiting the light that
the Chicago edition will throw upon doubtful passages and upon the history of the
composition of the tales

I at first mtended to publish a very full apparatus crifwcus, and collected at least
four times as many variant readings of all the poems as are actuslly printed i the
present volume A number of considerations — chiefly hmitations of space, the pub-
hication of Professor Root’s Troslus with copious vanants, and the announcement of
Professor Manly’s forthcoming edition of the Canterbury Tales — led me to change my
plan and restrict my textual notes to selected variants of especial interest I hope they
will be found to mnclude such readings as concern the student of Chaucer’s poetic vo-
cabulary or of his methods m revimson I may add that a good many readings not
printed in my notes were reported to Professor Tatlock when he was preparing s
Concordance, and were registered 1n that work

The explanatory notes, though much more extensive than those on the text, have
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also been limited by considerations of space I had very little room for purely ilus-
trative material, for which the reader may profitably consult the previous commen~
taries, especally those mn Skeat’s Oxford Chaucer and Professor Manly’s selections
from the Canterbury Tales I have also not undertaken to give the history of inter-
pretations or to hist i full the opuions of commentators, as would be done 1 a vark-
orum edition  But I have meant to supply the reader, erther m the notes or mn the
glossary, with all necessary help for the understanding of the text, and I have tried to
register fully, though mn brief form, such literary sources of Chaucer’s writings as have
been discovered  Matters of common knowledge are stated without citation of wthor-
ity, or with a general acknowledgment of indebtedness to previous editors  But where
special credit seems due, or further mformation may be desired, references are added,
and doubtful interpretations or new suggestions are occaswonally discussed al some
length

Bgoth 1o the notes and m the introductions to the varous works, besides citing Chau-
cer’s specific sources, I have given some account of the history of his :deas and the de-
velopment of the literary forms and fashions exemplified in his writings Such mmd-
cations have had o be extremely brief, and I have undoubtedly overlooked both sources
and parallels for which T might well have found room, even i my Lmited space But
I hope that my notes may help the reader who 18 unfamihar with Chaucer and his
period to understand the place of his works 1 the history of hiterature Perhaps some
of the discussions will pomt the way to profitable mnvestigation And 1t may be con-
venlent even for the seasoned Chaucerian and the expert m other fields of Iiterature to have
1 a coptinuous commentary a brief digest of the results obtamed in the numerous
source-studies of the past forty years

Throughout the course of my work I have been indebted to Chaucer scholars, both
friends and strangers, for mnnumerable courtesies, and I bave tried to acknowledge such
obligations 1 the proper places But I should like to repeat here the expression of
my thanks to the authorities of the Bodlelan Library for allowing me to have a photo-
graph of a manuseript of the Astrolabe, to the late hbraman of the Cambridge Univer-
sity Library, Mr Francis J H Jenkinson, for a photograph of the manuscript of the
Boece, to Migs Belle da Costa Greene, for generously placmng at my disposal the Morgan
manuscript of the Canterbury Tales, to President MacCracken of Vassar College, for
perruitting me to collate the Cardigan manuseript of the Canterbury Tales while 1t was
mn his possession, and to Mr G A Phmpton, for giving me access to his manuseripts
of the Canterbury Tales and the Asirelabe And I see no reason why, as & member of
Harvard University, I should take for granted the mestimable privileges of the Har-
vard Library and refrain from thanking the authonties of that mstitution for them
constant liberality and helpfuiness I wish to thank my friends Dr Grace W Landrum,
Dr J P Bethel, Dr B J Whiting, and Mr Joseph Butterworth for commumeating
to me the results of thewr unpublished mvestigations In the typewnting of my man-
ugeript and the verrfication of references and readings I had the assistance, in the early
stages of the work, of Professor Paull ¥ Baum, and more recently, of Dr Whitm
Dr Harold O Wh ‘ ; &

0 te, Dr Mark Eccles, and Miss Laura Gustafson, from all of whom

I have recerved mnformation and helpful suggestions beyond the ordmary range of secre-
tarial aid I am particularly indebted to Dr White for his untimng assistance 1n the
task of seemng the book through the press

My obhgations to & number of friends are so general that they could not be ade-
quately acknowledged in special notes  In the begmnmg of the work I had the adyan-
ftage of the advice of Premdent W A Neson, and I have receved mformsation and
counsel, at varous tunes, from Professors J M Manly, J 8 P Tatlock, and Karl
Young, and Mr Henry B Hinckley, and my friends and colleagues ab Hax,'vard, Pro-
fessors Lowes, Rand, Ford, and Magoun, have been constantly exposed, by near access
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and intimate association, to my appeals for help In this work as in everything I have
undertaken, I have owed most to Professor Kittredge, under whom I began the study
of Chaucer very long ago He has been my master since my student days, and I have
drawn freely upon lus learning and wisdom during a friendship of more than forty years

Other obhgations, which I shall, not attempt to describe, are acknowledged m the
dedication of the book to one who did not live to see it published, but who has shared and
sustained all my labors

FNR
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INTRODUCTION
THE LIFE OF CHAUCER

Ax eminent French critic, complaining that the biographers of men of letters have re-
cently given more attention to theiwr correspondence, diaries, and other intimate records
than to their iterary productions, expresses the fear that the present period i criticism
may be remembered as ‘“I’4ge des petits paplers ’ The writer of the ife of Chaucer 13
at least 1n no danger of gong to the extreme described He may resort too freely to
conjecture, as scholars have occasionally done m the attempt to use every scrap of
evidence for the reconstruction of Chaucer’s hfe and times But he will have no pr-
vate papers to draw upon, and the publhe records at his disposal deal almost entirely with
official appomtments and business transactions — the external facts of the poet’s career
In the end, for the most part, the biographer will have to let Chaucer’s works speak for
themselves, rather interpreting him by them than imnterpreting the writings by the
personal experiences of the author

Within their limited range, however, the recorded facts about Chaucer and his family
are rather numerous More than three hundred entries have been discovered, besides
many relating to Thomas Chaucer, and more are constantly coming to ight But the
gtory that they yield can be briefly recaprtulated

The year of Chaucer’s birth 1s unknown His own testimony, at the Scrope-Grosvenor
trial 1n 1386, that he was then “forty years old and more’” makes probable a date
somewhat later than 1840 The fact that he was 1n military service in France 1in 1359 18
also consistent with the assumption that he was born about 1343-44

His father was John Chaucer and his mother probably Agnes, mentioned as John
Chaucer’s wife in 1349  She 18 described in the same document as a relative and hewr
of Hamo de Copton, and 1s to be 1dentified, on the evidence of a recently discovered
cartulary of Holy Trimity, Aldgate, with his niece Agnes, daughter of James de Copton
She cannot have been married to John Chaucer before 1328, when, according to docu-
xnentary evidence, he was stall single, and a date considerably later seems likely 1n view of
the fact that she had been married earlier to a man named Northwell, kinsman of William
de Northwell, keeper of the King’s wardrobe, and that after John Chaucer’s death, in
1366 or 1367, she became the wife of Bartholomew atte Chapel John Chaucer, born
between 1310 and 1312, was the son of Robert Chaucer, who 1 1307 had married a
widow, Mary Heyroun (perhaps born Stace) Robert Chaucer died before 1316, and
m 1323 Mary marnied Richard Chaucer, perhaps & kinsman of Robert  She died before
April 12, 1349, as appears from Richard’s will, which was proved i July of the same
year

According to John Philpot’s Visitation of Kent, Geoffrey Chaucer had g sister Cather-
ine, who was married to Stmon Manning of Codham, and through her many New Eng-
land families trace a connection with the poet’s line  Of other children of Jobn Chaucer
nothing is known Elizabeth Chaucy, for whose admission to Barking Abbey John of
Gaunt gave £51-8-2 1 1381, 1s held by some to have been a sister of Geoffrey, and by
others to bave been his daughter

The name Chaucer or Chaucier (Fr “Chaussier’”’) would indicate that the family was
once oceupted with shoe-making, and their earbest known residence in London was m
Cordwuners’ Street  But Chaucer's immediate ancestors — hig father, grandfather,
and step-grandfather — were vintners or wine-moerchants They appear to have been
prosperous people, with rising fortunes and some standing at court In 1310 Robert
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Chaucer was collector of customs on wines from Aquitame John Chaucer attended
Edward ITI i Flanders m 1338, and 1 1348 he was appointed to collect the custom on
cloths 1n certan ports He was also deputy to the King’s Butler m Southampton
Thus the family had made a modest beginning i the career of public service which
Geoffrey Chaucer successfully contmued

The earhest known records of Geoffrey Chaucer himself are i the household accounts
of Elizabeth, Countess of Ulster and wife of Prince Lionel They state that m May,
1357, he received clothing from her wardrobe m London, and that mm December of that
year, at Hatfield in Yorkshire, he wag allowed twenty shillings ‘““for necessaries at
Christmas ” The same aceount-book records the journeys of Elizabeth to Reading,
Stratford-atte-Bowe, and other places, and her attendance at several great entertan-
ments, such as the Feast of St George, given by Edward III in 1358 to the King of
France, the Queen of Scotland, the King of Cyprus, and other notables It is probble
that Chaucer, as a page 1n the household, would have been present on many such occa-
sions, and his acquaimntance with John of Gaunt may date from Christmas, 1357, when
that nobleman, then Earl of Richmond, was a guest at Hatfield

It 18 not known how long Chaucer was 1 the service of Lionel and Eluzabeth In
1359-60 he was 1 the English army m France, and was taken prisoner near Reims  On
March 1, 1360, he was released for a ransom, to which the King contributed £16, and
May he returned to England Later 1n the year, during the peace negotiations, he was
back 1n France and carried letters from Calais to England  That he was still i Lionel’s
service 1s shown by the fact that his payment 1s recorded m the Prince’s expense book
But for the following seven years mformation about him 1s lacking, and at the end of
that period he seems to have been 1n the service of the King  On June 20, 1367, he re-
cerved from Edward a pension of twenty marks for life, and was described as ““dilectus
vallectus noster ” If he had been attached particularly to the train of Elzaheth, he
may have left Lionel’s household after her death i 1363, or he may have continued mn
the Prince’s service till 1367 In any case he can hardly have been with Lionel on the
oceasion of the Prince’s second marriage, May 28, 1368, to Violante, the daughter of
Barnabo Viscontr of Milan  For there has recently been discovered a bill of privy seal,
dated July 17, 1368, granting Chaucer a passport from Dover and an allowance of £10
for traveling expenses The purpose of his Journey 1s entirely unknown He may have
gone to Join Lionel m Italy, but 1t seems more probable that he was traveling in the
service of the King  In fact this may be the first of the series of diplomatic missions that
took him repeatedly to the Continent during a period of ten years  If Chaucer continued
to be attached to Lionel till 1366 or 1367, one other possibility must be considered It
has been suggested that he spent some time with the Prince in Ireland, and it 18
rather striking that the gap m our records of Chaucer very nearly comcides with the
period (1361-66) of Lionel’s service m Ireland as the Kmmg’s Lieutenant

Chaucer was probably marred as early as 1366 to Philippa, daughter of Sir Payne Roet,
and sister of Katherme Swynford, afterwards the third wife of John of Gaunt Inthatyear
Philippa Chaucer, i the service of the Queen, was granted an annual stipend of ten marks
In 1369 both Geoffrey and Philippa recerved cloth for mourning after the death of Queen
Phmbppa But Philippa Chaucer 18 not actually deseribed as Geoffrey’s wife until 1374,
when Chaucer receives & pension of ten pounds from John of Gaunt Two vears earlier
the Duke had granted & sumlar stipend to Philippa for her services to Constance, hus wife,
In 1374 Chaucer recerved from the Kmg an award of a daily pitcher of wine, which was
commuted, in 1378, to an additional pension of twenty marks The payments of the
zoyal pensions are recorded year by year, though with some nregularnity, in Philippa’s
case until 1387, when she apparently died, and m Chaucer’s case until May 1, 1388,
when he assigned his claim to John Sealby The nature of this transsction is not quite
dlear. Perhaps Chaucer made over the annuity to secure ready money On the {age of
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the royal grant 1t appears simply that at Chaucer’s request the pension was transferred
to Scalby, who 15 also described as a deserving subject It 13 unknown how long Chaucer
recerved the annuity from John of Gaunt When 1t was granted 1t was said to be for life,
but very few records of payments have been published, and the accounts in which they
would have been entered appear to be lost The Lancaster Register shows several pay-
ments by the Duke for New Year’s gifts for Philippa — 1n 1373 for a silver-gilt buttoner
with st buttons, and mn 1380, 1381, and 1382 for silver-gilt cups

To return to Chaucer’s offices at court and in the civil service, he 1s enrolled, 1n a list
apparently dating from 1368, among the Esquires of the Royal Household, and he s stall
called “scutifer regis” m Beverlee’s accounts 1n 1377 In 1368, as already noted, he was
abroad on unknown business In 1369 he saw military service for the second time 1n
France, doubtless in the campaign 1 Picardy conducted by John of Gaunt In 1370 he
received letters of protection from June till Michaelmas because of his absence abroad
1n the King’s service  The business on which he was engaged 18 again unknown From
December 1, 1372, till May 28, 1373, he was once more on the Continent, on what 18
asually regarded as hus first Italian journey He was commussioned to negotiate with the
Genoese about the choice of an English port for their commerce, but the records show
that he visited Florence as well as Genoa  From this famous journey, which has a place
in Chaucer’s mtellectual development comparable to that of the “Italienische Rewse” 1n
Goethe’s, has usually been dated his first acquaintance with the Itahan language and
hiterature  But he may have been chosen for the mission because he already had some
knowledge of Ttahan It 1s possible, too, though not very probable, that he had been 1n
Italy with Lionel four years before Shortly after s return to England in 1373, ac-
cording to a writ recently discovered, Chaucer was directed to mvestigate an affarr
relative to a Genoese tarit at Dartmouth This assignment has been reasonably taken as
evidence of his knowledge of Italian, but does not indicate how early he acquired 1t

On May 10, 1374, Chaucer obtained rent-free from the municipality the house above
Aldgate which he did not give up 111 1388  This seems to fix his settlement in the City,
after having hived seventeen years or more (with one interval of which we have no
record) in the households of Lionel and Edward It also marks the beginning of a long
series of official and professional appomntments On June 2, 1374, he was made
Controller of Customs and Subsidy of Wools, Skins, and Hides in the port of London,
on condition that he should write his rolls with his own hand The regular stipend of
this office was ten pounds a year, 1n addition to which Chaucer seems to have receirved
annually, as a reward for diligent service, a gift of ten marks Such payments, to the
controller are recorded as early ag 1373 (before Chaucer held the office), and the entries
continue with some wrregularty during his term of service

In November, 1375, Chaucer was granted the wardship of the lands and herr of
Edward Staplegate, 1n Xent, an appomtment which brought him in emoluments of £104,
and m December of the same year he recerved the wardship of another Kentish mnor,
William de Solys, 1o the parish of Nonington In July, 1376, he was granted the sub-
stantial sum of £71-4-6, the fine of John Kent for exporting wool without license or the
payment of custom Chaucer’s receipts from these grants, 1t has been estimated, must
have been equal to approximately five thousand pounds in modern currency A writ of
July, 1375, very recently reported, which shows Chaucer to have been manucaptor for
John de Romesey, treasurer of Calais, in an action connected with the seizure of goods of
Thomas Langton on a charge of felony, brings further evidence of Chaucer’s standing at
the time as a substantial man of affairs '

Between 1376 and 1381 Chaucer was again employed on several missions or embas-
mes, of some of which the exact nature 1s unknown In December, 1376, he received
with Sir John de Burley, a sum of money for secret service to the King But no record
of this journey appears to be preserved In February, 1377, according to the Ex-
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chequer Rolls, Chaucer was sent to Flanders with Sir Thomas Percy, agamm “on the
King's secret affairs ¥ Froissart says that he and Sir Guichard d’Angle and Sir Richard
Stury were commussioners to treat of peace But none of the three 1s mentioned 1n the
royal commssion of February 20 Chaucer’s accounts show that he was away from
London from February 17 to March 25, and that he actually went to Paris and Montreuil
He was m France agam, between April 30 and June 26, for fourteen days, and received
£26-13—4 for this service, which seems to have been connected with the second nego-
tiations for peace Though Chaucer 1s again not named in the commuission directed to
the Bishops of St Davids, Hereford, and others, Stow asserts, m his Annals, that he was
sent with the bishops  Because of his frequent absences 1n the King’s service Chaucer
was given permission, during that same year, to employ Thomas de Evesham, a sub~
stantial London merchant, as deputy for the controllership of wools and hides

On June 22, 1377, Richard II became King, and he at once confirmed Chaucer 1n his
office of controller The following March he confirmed the annuities awarded by Edward
IIT to both Chaucer and Philippa

According to a record of March 6, 1381, Chaucer took part, after Richard’s accession,
on a commussion to negotiate a marriage between the King and a daughter of the King of
France He may have accompanied the Earl of Salsbury and Sir Guichard d’Angle,
who were sent to France on this business i the summer of 1377 Another commission
was appointed for the same purpose mn January, 1378, but Chaucer 1s not mentioned as a
member If he did go to France at that time, he apparently returned to England before
March 9, when he became a surety for William de Beauchamp on matters pertaming to
Pembroke Castle But again in May he was sent abroad on the King’s service He
went in the retinue of Sir Edward de Berkeley to Lombardy to negotiate with Bernabo
Visconti, Lord of Milan, and Sir John Hawkwood “for certam affairs touching the expe~
dition of the King’s war ” Chaucer was absent from May 28 to September 19 He re-
ceived at the time, through Walworth and Philpot, the sum of £66-13—4 for wages and
expenses But his actual expenses exceeaed his allowance by fourteen pounds, and the
balance was apparently not paid him untd February, 1380 During his absence on this
second (or possibly third) Itahian journey he left powers of attorney with John Gower,
the poet, and Richard Forester

After the year 1378 there 18 only one record known of Chaucer’s service on a mission
abroad In July, 1387, according to an entry recently discovered, he was granted pro-
tection for a year, to go to Calais in the retinue of Sir William Beauchamp Thig time
again ks duties are unknown, and there 15 no mention of him 1n the account of W illiam
de la Pole, Beauchamp’s controller If Chaucer was away from England for any length
of time during that year, the question naturally arises (as raised by Miss Richert, who
called attention to the record) whether the date usually assumed for the beginning of the
Canterbury Tales should be put somewhat later

Except for this single mission, Chauecer’s pubhe services after 1378, so far as 18 known,
were performed m England In 1374, the year of his appomtment as Controller of the
Customs, as already noted, he had leased the house over Aldgate which he occupied for
the twelve years of his service at the Custom House His residence was of course inter~
rupted by the foreign journeys that have been mentioned, and also, 1t seems, by absences
on private business in 1383, when he obtamed leave to appoint a deputy for four months,
and 1 1384, when he was granted the same privilege for a month  In 1382 he was ap-
pomnted Controller of the Petty Custom on wines and other merchandise, with per-
mission to have a permanent deputy In February, 1385, he obtained leave to have a
permanent deputy 1n the wool custom But the following year his employment at the
Custom House came to an end — whether through voluntary resignation, or through
the hostile action of Gloucester’s commission, 18 unknown He gave up his house over
&ldgate, which was leased m October, 1386, to Richard Forster, or Forester He must
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have already retired to ive in Kent, for which county he had been appomted justice
of the peace 1n 1385, and was elected Knight of the Shire in the summer of 1386

At this point may be mentioned an meident of the period of Chaucer’s controllership
which has occasioned considerable discussion On May 1, 1380, a cerfamn Cecily
Chaumpaigne released Chaucer of every sort of action “tam de raptu meo, tam de alia
re vel causn ” It has sometimes been supposed that this referred to an act of physical
rape, and Skeat even suggested that “ILittle Lews,” for whom Chaucer composed the
Astrolabe, was Cecily’s son  But 1t 15 more probable, and 1s now generally believed, that
the case was one of civil “raptus,” or abduction Chaucer’s own father had been ab-
ducted as a child m an attempt to force him to marry Joan de Westhale, and mn 1387,
Chaucer hmself served on a commission to inquire into the “raptus,” or abduction, of
a Kentish heiress, Isabella atte Halle In the case of Cecily Chaumpaigne, the principal
offender seems to have been John Grove, who entered into & bond to pay her ten pounds

On February 19, 1386, Philippa Chaucer, whose close relation to the family of John
of Gaunt and Constance of Castile has already been mentioned, was admitted to the
fraternity of Lincoln Catbedral, along with Henry, Earl of Derby, John Beaufort, Sir
Thomas Swynford, and several members of the Duke’s household In the following year
she apparently died, for there 1s no record of the payment of her annwuity after June
18, 1387

It 18 uncertain, as has already been remarked, whether Chaucer’s retirement from the
Custom House was voluntary, or was due to the hostility of Gloucester and his faction
toward the King’s appointees Possibly Gloucester’s influence may be responsible, too,
for Chaucer’s failure to be reelected to Parliament, mn which he sat only for the session
of 1386 At any rate 1t was not until 1389, when Richard became of age and assumed
control of affairs, that Chaucer began to receive new preferments Nothing definite 1s
known about his financial condition in the mterval But a series of writs have been
discovered, 1ssued between April and June, 1388, enjoining his attachment for debt

In 1389 Chaucer was appointed to the important and responsible office of Clerk of the
King’s Works, which he held for twenty-three months He had charge of bwldings
and repairs in the Tower, Westminster Palace, and eight other royal residences, together
with lodges, mews, parks, and other belongings In 1390 he was given a special com-
mussion to attend to repawrs in 8t George’s Chapel, Windsor It was part of his busi-
ness, 1n the same year, to construct scaffolds for two tournaments at Smithfield, and, 1n
addition to the regular duties of his office as Clerk, he was appomted 1n March to a com-
nussion, headed by Sir Richard Stury, to look after the walls, bridges, sewers, and ditches
along the Thames from Greenwich to Woolwich Thus during his clerkship Chaucer
must have been a very active man of affairs He had the management of large numbers
of workmen and very considerable sums of money He must have been obliged to travel
constantly from place to place mn supervising his various pieces of construction The
records show that 1 September, 1390, he was robbed erther twice or three times within
four days, and on one of these occasions he was assaulted and beaten Perhaps as a
result of this experience, or because he found his office routine burdensome, or wished
to have leisure for writing, he gave up the clerkship in the following year The reasons
for his withdrawal are a matter of conjecture Some scholars have inferred from the
recorded writs requiring him to settle his accounts and turn his offices over to John
Gedney, his successor, that he was forced to resign because of dilatormess or other kind
of dehnquency It 18 even suggested that he was blarned for allowing himself to be
robbed But the assault and robhery 1s at least equally likely to have been a reason for
his voluntary resignation His accounts, moreover, when finally rendered, showed the
government to be 1n his debt for the sum of £21, the equivalent of approximately six
hundred pounds today On this score, then, also, Chaucer might have had reason for
voluntarily relinquishing the office
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At some date before June 22, 1391 — and perhaps before June 17, when he gave up the
Clerkship of the Works — he was appomnted deputy forester of the royal forest of North
Petherton m Somerset The appomntment was renewed m 1398  The manor of Newton
Plecy and the forestership, which was an appurtenance thereof, belonged to the Mor-
timers, earls of March, from 1359 until, by the failure of the Mortimer line, they passed
mto the hands of the Duke of York It has been supposed that Chaucer received his
first appomntment from Edward Mortimer, the third earl, and his second from Eleanor,
the dowager countess But 1t has been recently shown that Sir Peler Courtenty had
the administration of the forestership continuously from 1382 till 1405, first as custodian
during the mmority of the third earl, and after 1393 as lessee  So Chaucer appears to
bave owed s appomtments to Courtenay Smce Courtenay was Constable of Windsor
Castle during the time when Chaucer was 1n charge of the repairs of St George’s Chapel,
this Petherton appomtment may have some bearing on the theory that Chaucer’s
services as Clerk of the Works were terminated for meffictency It 1s not known how
long Chaucer continued his work as forester after the renewal of his appomtment m
1398

The Petherton forestership 1s the last regular office that Chaucer 1s known to have
held In the discharge of its duties he may have spent a good deal of time 11 Somerset
durmg the last decade of his ife But his designation, m April, 1396, as a member of
a board of Greenwich frecholders to represent Gregory Ballard in an action concerning
real estate would indicate that he retained his residence in Kent  Oceasional entries i
the records grve evidence of his presence m London, and show that he continued to enjoy
the royal favor In January, 1393, he received a gift of ten pounds for “good service
rendered to the King during the year now present ” In February, 1394, after he had re-
cerved all the arrears due him as Clerk of the Works, the King granted him a new an-~
nuity of twenty pounds, equal in value to about two-thirds of the annuity of forty marks
he had assigned to Scalby in 1388 It 18 possible that during the year 139596 Chaucer
was 1n attendance upon Henry, Earl of Derby (afterwards Henry IV)  For at Christ-
mas, 1395, and again 1 the following February, he appears to have delivered £10 to
Heunry from the clerk of the wardrobe He also received from Henry a gift of a scarlet
robe trimmed with fur, valued at over eight pounds In December, 1397, Chaucer re-
cewved a further mark of the King’s favor in the grant of a butt of wine yearly The
informa) promise apparently made at that time was confirmed by letters patent in the
followmng October Henry IV, immediately after his coronation m October, 1399, re-
newed Richard’s grants of the annuity of £20 and the hogshead of wine, and gave Chau-
cer an additional annuity of forty marks

The payments of these stipends in Chaucer’s last years appear from the records to
have been very uregular From the fact that he obtamed & number of advances or
loans from the Exchequer 1t has been mferred that he was in financial need  His beg-
ging poems, the Envoy fo Scogan and the Complawnt to has Purse, have also been cited
m support of the opimion  But the poems are not to be taken too seriously, and the
records give very httle evidence of poverty, though Chaucer may have been in temporary
embarrassment as the result of a swit for over £14 brought agsanst him by Isabella
Bukholt He was given letters of protection for two years, “that certain jealous persons
might not interfere wrth bus performance of the king’s business ”  The grounds of the
Bukholt claum are unknown, but since the claymant’s husband had been keeper of the
royal park at Clarendon and the mews at Charing Cross, and thus a subordinate of
Chaucer as Clerk of the Works, 1t has been reasonably mferred that the swit had to do
with the conduet of that office or the distribution of 1ts perqusites
¥ On December 4, 1399, Chaucer took a long lease, for fifty-three years, of 2 house i the
‘garden of Westmimnster Abbey But his actual occupation of 1t was brief  The last
tecorded payment of his pension was on June 5, 1400, and according to the generally
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accepted date mnscribed on his tomb in Westminster Abbey, he died on October 25,
1400

The foregoing summary, which has been of necessity in large part a recital of dates
and figures, includes all the more sigmificant of the recorded facts of Chaucer’s life that
have thus far come to ight The account has been condensed by the omission of many
entries relating to gifts, loans, and payments, and other transactions of minor importance
But the substance of the story, as it 1s now understood, has been here related  As shown
by the comments made in the course of the narrative, the records are often of uncertain
mterpretation  They also leave us without positive mformation on such mmportant
mastters as the dates of the poet’s birth and marrage, the circumstances of his education, or
the names and history of his children  They tell us hittle, except by implication, about
his more mtimate personal lfe or his ntellectual interests And, far from giving any
information about his hiterary work, the contemporary documents cited do not once
betray the fact that he was a man of letters

On some of these points, however, information 1s supplied by other sources, and the
story has been pleced out with tradition and conjecture, especially by the earher biogra-
phers In fact the more critical modern historians have rejected a whole series of tradi-
t1ons, which make up what Lounsbury called ‘““the Chaucer legend ”

It has not been easy to separate fact from legend 1n the case of assertions made on
entirely unknown authority With respect to Chaucer’s education, for example, the older
biographers reported a tradition that he studied at one or both of the universities
But no support has been found for the statement, and 1t 18 now generally rejected An-
other tradition, however, that Chaucer was a member of one of the Inns of Court, which
was rejected as legendary by Lounsbury, has lately been shown to be very probably true
It rests upon the declaration of Speght that Master Buckley had seen a record of the
Inner Temple to the effect that Chaucer was fined two shillings for beating a Franciscan
friar in Fleet Street The records of the Inner Temple for the period have perished or
disappeared, but since Master Buckley was their keeper 1n the sixteenth century his
testimony 1s entitled to respect The story in itself 1s perfectly credible, even the two-
shilling fine being the kind of penalty commonly exacted for such an offense as 18 de-
scribed  Legal traming, moreover, would have been a natural preparation for Chaucer’s
career 1 business and public affairs, and 1n his writings — though this pont should not
be unduly pressed as evidence — he shows considerable acquaintance with the law  His
study at the Temple may have fallen between 1361 and 1367 — a period, 1t will be re-
membered, dunng which we have no records of his domngs

With reference to Chaucer’s family very little information has been found outside the
records Mention has already been made of Catherine Chaucer, his sister, and of Eliza-
beth Chaucy, who may have been his daughter The “little Lewis” for whom he com-~
posed the Asirolabe was probably his son  Reasons have been given for identifying him
with the younger Lewis Clifford, who was perhaps Chaucer’s godson, and could therefore
have been addressed as “son” in the treatise But the recent discovery of the name of
Lewis Chaucer 1 a record supports the usual belef that the boy was Chaucer’s own
hld  He may have been a namesake and godson of Sir Lewis Chfford

It 18 commonly held, and 18 highly probable, that Thomas Chaucer, who rose to wealth
and fluence 1n the beginning of the fifteenth century, was also the poet’s son None
of the rather numerous documentary records that have been preserved of both men
gives direct evidence of their relationship, which 1s first positively asserted by Thomas
Gascoigne m his Dictionarium Theologicum  But Thomas Chaucer 18 known to have
used the poet’s seal, and the arms on his tomb clearly prove his connection with the
Roets, the famly of Chaucer’s wife In fact 1t 18 now generally agreed that Thomas was
the son of Philippa  But 1t has been suspected by a few investigators, and has recently
been ably argued by Dr Russell Krauss, that Thomas’s father was John of Gaunt In
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the lack of more positive evidence than we possess, such a theory can be nerther proved
nor disproved  But when all allowance 1s made for the laxity of standards m the English
court 1n the fourteenth century, and for the rather helpless position of retamers or sub-
ordinates mn the households of the great, and even for the notoriously loose life of John
of Gaunt, 1t still seems mmprobable that he injured and hurmliated Chaucer, and entered
mto a relation with two sisters which would have been regarded as incestuous  For 1t
18 well known that Katherine, Philippa’s sister, was first his mistress and afterwards his
wife The antecedent mprobability of such action the evidence so well presented by
Dr Krauss 1s not strong enough to overcome  Neither the Lancastrian arms on Thomas's
tomb, nor John of Gaunt’s gifts and favors to Philippa and her husband, and to Thomas
Chaucer himself, demand the explanation assumed Moreover, the silence of the poet's
conteraporaries with regard to his relationship to Thomas really proves nothme  For,
by hvpothesis, Thomas was the son of Geoffrey’s wife ~Simce he bote Chaucer’s name he
must have passed as his son, and this apparent relationship between the two men must
have been a matter of common knowledge If 1t was also an open secret that Thomas
was a bastard, and for that reason contemporary writers never refer to him as Geoffrey’s
gon, 1t 15 a Irttle strange that the fact was not disclosed by some of the scribes or chroniclers
who have preserved reports of other court scandals Moreover, Gascoigne’s testimony
deserves respect as coming from a man of standing and an Oxfordshire neighbor of
Thomas Chaucer

The bfe of Thomas Chaucer is not strictly a part of the present story But 1t may be
of interest to note that he was in the service of John of Gaunt and Henry IV, and received
annuities, like Geoffrey Chaucer, from both Richard and Henry About 1394-95 he
married Maud Burgersh  Thewr daughter, Alice, was marred successively to the Earl
of Salisbury and Wilham de la Pole, Iater Duke of Suffolk  After 1411 Thomas paid the
rent on the house at Westminster which Geoffrey had occupied at the end of hus hife
In 1413 he became forester of North Petherton, and 1s often referred to as Geoffrey’s
successor 1n that office  But 1t 18 more accurate to say that he followed Courtenay m
the lease of the baiiwick of the forests of Somerset Neither his occupation of the
Westminster house nor his Petherton forestership proves anything with regard to hig
relationship to Geoffrey  His public career was distinguished  He was chief butler to
Richard IT and his three successors, envoy to France, member of the King's Council,
and several times Speaker of the House of Commons

To return to Geoffrey Chaucer, the lfe-records, of which a chronologieal outline has
here been presented, tell a very incomplete story, but they show at least the range of his
experience and acquamntance From boyhood he had personal knowledge of the court,
hiving m close association successively with the households of Lionel, Edward III, and
John of Gaunt His biographers disagree as to the extent of patronage and protection
accorded to him by Lancaster But the Book of the Duchess s\ ggests that the poet stood
1n some dependent relation to the Duke, to whom he was certainly indebted for umportant
favors in the early seventies How long they were continued 18 not a matter of record,
and 1% 18 uncertain how far Lancaster concerned himself with Chaucer’s official appoint-
ments Chancer’s association with Henry of Derby in the mneties may have no connec-
tion with his earlier relations to Gaunt, though 1t indicates a continued adherence to the
Lancastrian house

T4 15 also uncertain to what degree Chaucer enjoyed the special favor of Richard and
Anne  Complimentary references to the Queen have been recognized 1 the Knight's
Tale and the Trovus, and the Legend was apparently to be presented to her, — perhaps
was written at the royal command But the evidence 18 not sufficient to show, what has
sometimes been conjectured, that Anne intervened personally m the appointment of &
deputy to relieve Chaucer i 1385 In one cage the King’s favor may have worked to
Chaucer’s dadvantage The loss of his controllership m 1386 he may have owed to the
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fact that he was regarded by Gloucester’s party, in Professor Tout’s phrase, as “one of
the King's gang ”

Throughout his long pubhe career Chaucer came mnto contact with most of the men of
importance 1n London, as well as with continental diplomats and rulers The list of
those with whom he appears to have had frequent dealings mcludes the great merchants
Sir Willilam Walworth, Sir Nicholas Brembre, and Sir John Philipot, and a number of
ambassadors and officials of various sorts — Sir Wiliam de Beauchamp, Sir Guichard
d’Angle, Sir John Burley, Sir Peter Courtenay, Walter Skirley, Bishop of Durham, and
the so-called Lollard Knights — at one time followers of Wy clif — Sir Lewis Chifford,
Sir Wilham Neville, Sir John Clanvowe, and Sir Richard Stury To these men, whom
the records show to have been 1 one way or another associated with Chaucer, may be
added, on the evidence of his own writings, Sir Philip de Vache, Clifford’s son-in-law,
and one of the Buktons, Sir Peter or Sir Robert

This 18 a brilhant cirele of courtiers and men of affairs With regard to Chaucer’s
Irterary friendships the records give hittle information, but 1t 18 fair to assume without
documentary evidence that he would have been acquainted with all the writers of 1m-
portance in London It 18 known that when he went to Italy in 1878 he named John
Gower as his attorney  From the dedication of the Trodus to Gower, and the complh-
mentary lines on Chaucer i the Confessio Amantis, 1t has been inferred that the two
poets were in friendly, if not infimate, relations Ralph Strode — philosophical
Strode, who shares with Gower the dedication of the Troilus — 1s also brought by at
least one record 1nto connection with Chaucer in a busmess transaction  Other hiterary
friends or acquamtances were Scogan, to whom he addressed hie Enwoy — doubtless
Henry Scogan, a younger poet and disciple, afterwards tutor to the sons of Henry IV
and author of a Moral Balade, probably Otes de Granson, a French poet who hived for
a time 1 England and to whom he makes complimentary reference m the Complawnt of
Venus, and certainly Eustache Deschamps, who sent Chaucer by the hand of Clifford
one of his productions with a request for a critical judgment upon1t  Chaucer may have
seen both Deschamps and Guilaume Machaut in France, though there appears to be no
record of such a meeting  In his youth he would naturally have seen Froissart, who was
attached to the household of Queen Philippa During his London life he must have come
mto contact with Thomas Usk, the political associate of Brembre, whose execution
shortly followed Brembre’s in 1388 Usk’s Testament of Love, 1t will be remembered, 18
full of borrowings from Chaucer’s wrntings Chaucer can hardly have failed also to
know Wyelif, who preached for a fime at the royal court, enjoyed the protection of John
of Gaunt, and numbered among his followers, as already indicated, several of Chaucer’s
friends

Chaucer’s literary acquaintance may well have extended beyond England and France
to Italy TFor it would have been possible for bim, at least, on his visits to that country
to see Sercambi, whose Novelle, hke the Canterbury Tales, describe a pilgrimage, Giovann
da Legnano, the great jurist whom he praises m the Clerk’s Prologue, and Boccacecio and
Petrarch, to both of whom he 18 indebted for important matenal But no record has
been found of his meeting any of these Italians, and the passage 1n the Clerk’s Prologue,
which 18 often cited to prove his personal acquaintance with Petrarch, 18 not really valid
evidence

This survey of Chaucer's friends and associates, though 1t discloses little of his more
intimate personal Life, helps us to reconstruct the world he hved mn, and makes 1t easier
to understand how he was able to give as complete a description as he did of the England
of hisday In a measure, too, 1t reveals the kind of man he was, and for that reason 18
not without bearmng on the hterary judgment of hus works For example, anyone who
contemplates his career will be slow to follow those critics who find m his writings the
quality of sumple-minded naiveté It would seem unnecessary to labor this pomnt did
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not the conception of a nayf Chaucer keep reappearing 1n critical comment  If the term
were used m the sense made famhar by Schiller i his essay Ueber Naive und Senti-
mentalische Dichtung, there would be no reason to object  For Chaucer may well be
classified with the naive rather than the sentimental poets But the critics here reterred
to appear to have 1n mind not the higher naiveté of genius, but rather the lower nuveté
of children and simple people It 1s easy, moreover, to see some of the reasons for‘the
persistent attribution of this quality to Chaucer There 15 a real stmplicity in the Eng-
Lish language of Chaucer’s period, as contrasted with modern Enghsh, and simple direct-
ness 1s & marked characteristic of Chaucer’s individual style He 18 fond, too, of using
the proverbs and other formulas of common speech The society he describes was doubt~
less less mature and sophisticated than that of today, though not so childhike as the con-
descending modern hikes to suppose  Perhaps some of the ideas Chaucer expresses about
science and religion make him now seem credulous and uncritical ~ But 1t 1s not neces-
sarily a mark of naiveté to accept the behefs of one's age, and as a matter of fact Chaucer
often shows 1ndependence and discrimination 1n his comments on recerved optnions In
actusl Iife he proved himself able to deal with the shrewdest and most sophisticated men.
of affars, and in his writings he displays an understanding of human nature that 1s alto-

gether extraordinary

CANON AND CHRONOLOGY OF CHAUCER’'S WRITINGS

The hfe-records, a8 already explamned, give no direct mformation about Chauecer’s
works For enidence about the date and authenticity of these 1t 18 necessary to go to the
writings themselves, to the statements of the copysts who have preserved them, and to
such testimony as ¢an be found n the Iiterature of the period Chaucer’'s own lists
the Introduction to the Man of Law's Tale, the Prologue to the Legend, and the Retracta-
#won (f 1t 18 genwne) are of course of prumary importance The mformation derived
from these various sources 18 treated with some fullness later, in the discussion of the
separate works, and a brief summary statement 1s all that 1s necessary here

In theearly editions of Chaucer, even down to the middle of the last century, many writ-
mgs were included, his authorship of which 18 exther unsupported by evidence or demon-
strably impossible Some of them were not attributed to Chaucer by the first editors, but
came gradually to be associated withhim  They finally swelled the volume of the works
which passed for his 1 the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries, and they must be
taken mto aceount m any study of the opmion of Chaucer held by English poets and
cntics of those periods

Skeat’s Osford Chaucer (s1x volumes, 1894) and the Globe Chaucer (1898) were the first
modern collected editions from which such spurious works were rigorously excluded Skeat
published an additional seventh volume of Chaucerian Pieces (1897), 1 which a number
of the most mportant writings of the Chaucer Apocrypha were made easily accessible
Of the preces meluded in the present edition, there 18 no serious question of the authorship
of any except the few short poems hsted as doubiful (printed on pages 636-39) and the
Romaunt of the Rose

With regard to the chronologieal order of the works there 1s more uncertamnty It 1s
perhaps surprismg that hardly any of them can be dated from a connection with a
definite event Among the longer poems the Book of the Duchess 18 the only exception,
and even 1n that case the traditional opimon has been called in question  But there 18
Bo strong reason for doubting that the work was composed to commemorate the death
«of Blanche, Duchess of Lancaster, which took place 1 1369 A very few of the short
Wieces — the Complasnt to hes Purse, less postively the envoys to Bukion and Scogan,
st possibly the Fortune — ean be brought into association with particular occurrences.
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“The Astrolabe, on the evidence of one of 1ts calculations, may be safely assigned to 1391
or 1392 A few other works, like the Knaght's Tale, the Trorlus, the Man of Law’s Tale,
can be approximately dated by more or less doubtful allusions But the greater number
of Chaucer’s writings can be only arranged m a probable order, based partly upon thewr
relations to one another, and partly upon the consideration of their sources  Of course
Chaucer’s own lists are helpful in determining thewr dates as well as their authenticity
The allegorical mterpretations that have been proposed for several pieces — the House
of Fame, the Anelda, the Parliament of Fowls, and a number of the Canterbury Tales —
are too dubious to be used as evidence

To illustrate some of the more positive data mn the solution of the problem, the Palamon
(the onginal form of the Knaght's Tale) and the Trovlus must both precede the Prologue
to the Legend, m which they are mentioned, and the Legend must have been at least
partly written before the Introduction to the Man of Law’s Tale, which refers to 1t It
has not been conclusively proved whether the Knught’'s Tale or the Trovlus was written
first But there i1s reason (in an astronomical allusion) for dating the completion of the
Troulus not earlier than 1385 The Trowlus appears, also, to have been followed at no
long interval by the Prologue to the Legend, and the first form of that has been reasonably
assigned, on the evidence of Chaucer’s use of Deschamps, to the vear 1386 The
Palamon, therefore, should probably be put before the Troulus, and there 1s nothing mn
the two poems themselves to make this order unlikely Some of the individual legends
of Good Women look bike rather early work, and may have preceded the Prologue If
the dates suggested for these various writings are accepted, the years from 1387 onward
remain fairly free for Chaucer’s consecutive work on the Canterbury Tales

By the use of such evidence as has been described, supplemented by literary con-
siderations, the following chronological table may be tentatively constructed

Before 1872 The ABC (f composed for the Duchess Blanche), The Book of the
Duchess (1869-70), and probably some of the early lyrics and complaints of the French
type

1372-80 Transitional works, partly of the French tradition, but showing the begin~
nings of Italian wnfluence, The House of Fame, Sawnt Ceciha (the Second Nun's Tale), the
tragedies afterward used for the Monk’s Tale, Anelida, some of the lyrics

1380-86 Works i which the Italian influence 1s fully assimilated, the Parhament of
Fowls (possibly a little earher), Palamon, Trowus, probably preceded shortly by the
Boece, some of the short poems, probably mcluding the Boethian group of ballades, the
Legend of Good Women

1387-92 The General Prologue and the earlier Canterbury Teles, the Astrolabe
(1391-92)

1393-1400 The later Canterbury Tales (including the “Marriage Group”), the latest
short poems, mcluding Scogan, Bukion, and the Complawni to his Purse

Some of the mmor poems of uncertain date have been omitted from the table, as has
also the Romaunt of the Rose, of which Chaucer’s authorship 18 altogether doubtful If
Fragment A 1s hus, the style and verse-form would pomnt to 1ts classifieation with the
Book of the Duchess m the French pertod But Chaucer’s version may have been in a
different form, and the association of 1t with the Troulus in the Prologue to the Legend has
ied some scholars to put 1t 1 the decade of the eighties

LANGUAGE AND METER

Professor Schenllo, 1n hus history of the engins of Itahan hterature, commenting upon
the slatement frequently made that Dante created the Italian language, remnds his
readers that this 1s claiming for the Itabian poet 2 function like that of Adam 1n Eden,
when he gave names to all the beasts of the field and the fowls of the ar! A suilar re-
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minder might appropriately have been addressed to those wrmiters who have called
Chaucer the creator of Enghsh  Such a statement of course totally misrepresents the
development of the language Chaucer employed the London speech of his time, and a
minute comparison of his usage with that of the contemporary London archives shows
the two to correspond m all essentials He not only did not mvent or alter the
grammatical inflections, but he also appears to have added few words to the Enghsh
vocabulary At least Mr Henry Bradley, n the light of his experience m editing the
New Enghsh Dictionary, was very cautious about attributing such conirbutions to
the poet It 18 even doubtful if Chaucer had any mmportant part in making the East
Midland the dominant dialect The speech of the capital would have become standard
English if he had never written a ine But he did add greatly to 1ts prestige and distme-
tion The very fact that he wrote in Enghsh mstead of French was significant  He de-
veloped the resources of the language for hiterary use, and set an example which was
followed by a long Line of poets

Chaucer’s language, then, 18 late Middle Enghsh of the South East Midland type
As compared with Anglo-Saxon or some of the other dialects of Middle English, 1ts m-
flections are simple and offer httle difficulty to the reader of today But many words
retained a syllabic -¢, etther final or i the ending -es or -en, which afterwards ceased to be
pronounced, and the vowels had in general their present continental rather than the.r
Englsh sound For metrical purposes, consequently, Chaucer’s language was very
different from ours, and 1t 1s 1mpossible to read his verse properly — to say nothing of
appreciating 1t — without having some knowledge of the older pronunciation and gram-
matical forms It 1s because this knowledge was lost from the fifteenth century down to
the middle of the mineteenth that many of Chaucer’s most enthusiastic adrurers among
English poets and eritics have regarded his meter as irregular and rough

The brief grammagtical outline that follows 1s intended to supply the reader or student
with such knowledge of Chaucer’s sounds and inflections as 18 necessary for the intellhgent
reading of the verse To save space, certain inflectional forms, such as the prineipal
parts of strong verbs, which are registered in the Glossary, are not repeated here The
Glossary also records exceptional forms, like the contracted third singular present indica~
tive of verbs or “petrified” datives of nouns, and 1t shows the nominative forms of nouns
and adjectives when they are hkely to give any trouble because of themr unlikeness to
modern English  In general, final ¢'s that appear 1n the present text may be assumed
to represent correct Chaucenian usage For 1t has been the editor’s intention to remove
all the incorrect semibal ¢’s, which abound 1n the manuscripts

PRONUNCIATION

VOWELS AND DIPHTHONGS There 1s considerable mconsistency mn the spelling
of the vowels and diphthongs Vowels are commonly, but not regularly, doubled to indi-
cate length—not only e, as in modern Enghsh e g “deed,” but also a and o, and rarely 1.

Sound Pronunciation Spelling Examples
i like ¢ 1n “father” a, a8 name, «aas
3 Lke g Ger “Mann” a can, that
& (close) hke @ m “fate’ e, ee sweele
2 (open) ll:ﬁe emn ‘:‘tliefe” e, ee heeth
e ¢ 1n ‘“‘get’ e tendre
e (the net;)tr&l like @ m **about” e yonge, sonne
vowe
§ i.xl‘:e 2m :: mtatc,:hme” LY ryden, shires
& (close) lik: lei “sziote ” o thas, thimg
0, 00 good, bote
§ (open) hke oo 1 “broad” 0, 00 holy, rood (vh)
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Sound Pronuneciation Spelling Exarmples

® hke 01 “hot” o oft, lot

G Like oo m“‘ boot " ou, ow, ogh Jowles, droghte

o hke w m “full” u, o but yong, songen (pt pl)
14 ke % 1n “mute” u, eu, ew Pruce, vertu, salewe
O hike g + 4 ) a1, ay, el, ey sayle day, wey

au ?fe ou1n “house” au, aw cause, draughte

&u ke ¢ + u eu ew knew

Géu bke ¢ + u eu ew lewed

o1 like oy in *boy” o1, oy coy, joye

c'_')u hike o: +u ou, ow growen

du hke § 4+ u ou, ow knowen, sowle

ou hke & + u o(u), before gh fo(u)ghte, tho(u)ght

Some of the pronunciations indicated in the preceding table are only approumaite,
and others are doubtful Chaucer’s close & and § did not quite correspond to the vowels
now heard mn “name’ and “note,” which are really diphthongal (¢4 a transitional ,
6+ u) It1shard to judge 1n how many cases Chaucer’s & preserved the sound of ¢ 1n
German ‘“ Mann,” and when 1t had the sound of @, as 1n modern English “that’’ (and AS
“Daet”) The combinations eu, ew, represented not only the descending diphthong &u,
gu (as 1n knew, from AS cneow, lewed, AS lewed), but also the ascending diphthong u
(as probably 1n salewen, Fr “saluer”) The first sound ultimately developed into the
second (as n modern English “knew,” “lewd”), and 1t 18 uncertain just what Chaucer’s
pronunciation was in mdividual cases Similarly, in the combinations ou, ow, the on-
ginal distinetion between ou (with close 5) and gu (with open §) was apparently breaking
down, and the two classes of words are not kept apart inrime  But the diphthong ou
(of various origins) before gh had a different sound, which developed mto the modern
long vowel 1n ““thought” and “fought”’ The pronunciation of the diphthongs variously
spelled av, ay, e, ey 15 a matter of disagreement The sounds concerned are of different
origins, some comuing from e+ or e+ g (as m seylen, wey, counseil), others from @+ g
(as 1 day, fayn), and others from a -+ 1 (as 1n batayle, fayle) They had all fallen to-
gether so as to rime acceptably one with another It 18 doubtful whether the pro-
nunciation was @ (asn “aisle”) or e (approaching the modern pronunciation of “way,”
“day”) But the latter seems the more probable

The distinction between open and close € and 3 does not appear in Chaucer’s spelling,
and no sumple rule can be given which will guide the reader 1n all cases  The modern
spellings ea and oa (“heath,” “boat”) usually pomnt to the broad pronunciation mn
Middle Enghsh, but there are many exceptions The modern pronunciation — 5 for
Chaucer’s § (as i “rode”) and oo (1 e, long u) for his  (as 1n “noon’) —1s a better test
1 the case of &, but 1t fails with &, where the two classes of sounds have fallen together
(as 1 “seek” and “heath”) Even the evidence of etymology 18 not always decisive,
for special conditions sometimes affected the development of words But as a general
rule & (close) corresponds to AS (or Old Mercian) &, &, ON ¢ and 8, OF (and Anglo-
Norman) # (close), § (open), to AS @, eg, and & (when lengthened 1n Middle English),
ON e, and OF (or Anglo-Norman) ¢, & (close), to AS & or 4 lengthened before conso-
nantal combinations, ON &, and OF (or Anglo-Norman) & (close), & (open), to AS or
ON d and & (when lengthened hefore a nasal or 1n open syllables) and OF & (when length-
ened m open syllables) For the assistance of readers who find 1t difficult to apply these
tests, cages of open & and & have been marked (¢ and §) m the Glossary of the present
edition  Full treatment of the history of the sounds will of course be found in the
Middle Enghsh grammars listed in the Bibliography, especially those of Luick and
Jordan

CONSONANTS Chaucer’s consonants are pronounced for the most part as in
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Modern Enghsh But there were no silent consonants, except k 1n French words like
honour and g m French gn, which had the sound of smgle n (as m resigne, riming with
medicyne)  Ordmanly i the combmations gn (in native English words), kn (or en),
and wr, g, k, and w were pronounced, and [ was pronounced before f, k, and m (a‘? n hab:;
folk, palmer) The sound of ng 1s held to have been regularly that of ng in . finger i
Double g had sometimes the sound of dg (as1n Juggen), sometimes that of gg i “bigger
{as 1n frogges) The modern pronunciation 1s a safe gude ch had the Enghsh sound (s
mm “church”), not the French (as i “machine”) The spirant gh, whlch” became
silent 1n later Enghsh, had the sound of the German ¢k m “ich” and “doch”(palatal
after a front vowel, and guttural after a back vowel) r was trilled s and th ought
regularly to have been unvoiced (1, with the sound of s m “sit” and th m “thin”’),
except when between vowels Between vowels they were voiced (sounded as in Mod
Tng “those”) But the distinction may not have been observed consistently, and the
later voicing in many words (th mn “these,” “those,” and s 1 “15,” “was”) may have
begun 1n Chaucer’s pertod  The suffix -cion (Mod Eng -tion) had two syllables, and
could rime with words m -on or in -oun  The spellings of the ending m the MSS are very
inconsistent For thewr treatment in the present edition see the mtroductory account of
the textual method, p xxx1x, below

INFLECTIONS

The imnflectional endings in Chaucer’s language which differ from those 1n modern
Enghsh can be briefly indicated for the various parts of speech In many cases they
consist simply of & final - which i later Enghsh ceased to be pronounced

NOUNS Many nouns have 1n the nommative case a final -e which 1s lost 1n modern
Enghish It 1s not strietly an inflectional ending, but usually represents a final vowel in
the language from which the word deseends or 1s derived Examples ende, from AS
“ende”, name, from AS “nama’, sone, from AS “sunu’, entente, from OF “entente "
When the -¢ does not have a correspondmg vowel 1n the source (as m carte, from AS
“craet™), 1t 18 called unhistone or morgame In a number of nouns Chaucer had two
forms, one with and one without final-¢ Such words are entered 1n the Glossary with an
-¢ 1 parenthesis — ag, for example, bliss(e)

The regular inflectional endings 1 the great majority of Chaucerian nouns are the
same as 1 Modern Enghsh — s or es in the genitive {or possessive) singular and i the
plural But there are a few excepironal forms to be noted, all of them obwvious survivals
of older mnflections  Of course some of them, hike the umlauting plurals, are famibar
modern Enghsh

Gen sg without ending o) m nouns of the AS n-declension (chirche, lady, herte), b) 1n
nouns of the AS r-declension (fader, brother), ¢, 1n nouns with final s (Venua sone)

Dat sg This 18 normally without ending 1 Chaucer (2n the hous, v my lyf) Butimn
certaun stereotyped phrases the old dative ending survived Examples on lyve, a-lyre,
Mod Eng “shve”, on fyre, “afire”, to bedde, lo shuppe, with childe Many of the
phrases in which this so-called “petrified”” dative survives are recorded in the Glossary

Plural without ending o) mm AS neuter nouns, and others, which had no ending in
the nom aee pl (yeer, but also yeres, deer, sheep, freend), b) nouns 1 ~s (caas, paas), ¢} in
umlauting nouns, whieh still form their plural by a change of vowel (men, gees, feet)

Plural in -en. now rare, but ¢ommon in AS and represented by a number of cases n
Chaucer {asshen, eyen or yen, hosen, fon, pesen, been)  Parallel forms in -es usually
also ocourred
» ADJECTIVES The adjective, hike the noun, sometmmes has s final -¢ 1 the nor-
native case (swete, grene, drye) Such forms are recorded m. the Glossary

"The English of Chaucer’s period still preserved the old Germanie distinction, since lost,
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between the strong and the weak declensions The latter occurs o) when the adjective
follows the article, a demonstrative or possessive pronoun, or a noun in the genitive (the
yonge sonne, ks halve cours, Epicurus oune sone), b) when 1t 1s used with a noun in the
vocative (O stronge God) , c) often when 1t 1s used with proper names (faire Venus), d) per-
haps i a few other cases when the adjective 15 used substantivally, though other expla-
nations of the ending can usually be found (the beste, where the article precedes, by
weste, perhaps a dative) The ending of the weak adjective 15 -¢, which 1s also the regular
ending of the strong plural The following paradigm represents Chaucer’s regular usage

Strong Weak Strong Weak
Singular yong yonge swete swete
Plural yonge yonge swele swete

The mflectional -¢, whether of the weak form or the plural, 18 usually not found 1n
predicate adjectives, which are undechned It 1s also rarely pronounced, though often
written, 1n adjectives of two syllables, where 1t does not fall 1n with the rhythm of the
verse (or, probably, of prose speech) In trnsyllabic adjectives, however, where 1t makes
3 fourth syllable, 1t 1s often preserved Compare the holy blisful martur with the seme-
heste man, O wommanliche wyf

In addition to the regular weak and plural endings, Chaucer’s adjectives show some
exceptional forms The old strong ending of the genmitive singular in -es 15 preserved
n alleskinnes, ‘‘ of every kind,” noskwnnes, “of no kind ” There appear to be a very
few datives m -e, survivals of the old strong dative inflection, though m most of the cases
concerned other explanations of the ending are possible Examples of olde tyme, wiih
harde grace, of purpos gre‘e, in salte see, by weste — some of which may be explained as
extensions of the use of the weak inflection An old accusative endingis preserved in the
combination halvendel (AS “healfne d&l”’) The AS strong gemitive plural survives
1 one word aller (also aller-, alder-, m composition), from “ealra’ There are a few ex-
amples of plural adjectives with the French ending -es (places delstables, houres ineguales)
“These occur chiefly i the works translated from the French

The regular suffixes for the comparison of adjectives are the same as 1n modern Englsh,
-er and -est In Anglo-Saxon both the comparative and the superlative took the weak
mflection, and the corresponding forms are often spelled with a final -e (-ere, -este) m
Chaucer But the endmng 18 seldom pronounced in the verse except where 1t constitutes
a second or a fourth syllable (the semelieste man) A few forms show the umlaut of the
root vowel, as 1 Anglo-Saxon (lenger, strenger, elder, ete ), or the doubling of a final
consonant (gretier, sonner) A number of adjectives are wrregularly compared good,
bettre, beste, bad, badder, or werse (worse), werste (worste), muche(l), more or mo, moste
(meste), lytel, lasse (lesse), leeste, etc  Such exceptional forms are registered in the
Glossary

ADVERBS The regular endings of Chaucer’s adverbs are -¢ and -ly or -liche (the
last two coming from the adjectival ending -lich with the adverbial ending) Examples
brighie, smerte, royalluche or royally There are a few adverbs in -es or -en, which corre-
spond to AS ending mn-esor-an Examples ones, fwyes, hennes, aboven, abuten  With
the forms m -es, properly gemtives in ongin, may be compared the adverbial phrase hus
thankes “willingly ” The exceptional form whilom appears to correspond to the AS
dat pl hwilum, but 18 probably to be explained as a late modification of Middle English
whilen, nto which the AS form normally developed

PRONOUNS The pronouns are mostly like those in modern Enghsh  Exceptional
forms, which might give thereader trouble, are registered in the Glossary  The following
special cagses may be noted here

In the first person, ich (Northern k) occurs bemde I The possessive adjectives
mun and thyn take the regular -e m the plural In the third person singular, the
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neuter genitive 15 the same as the masculine — %25 (not “1ts”)  The spelling hsse (“hus,”
“1t5”) 18 often found, in 1the manuscripts, with plural nouns, but the -e appears not to
have been pronounced and has been struck off in the present text The plural forms of
the personal pronoun 1n the third person were nom they, gen hire, here, dul , ace hem,
(the forms “their” and “them’ not having yet come mto London English) In the
plural possessives oure, youre, hire, the -2 seems to have been regularly unpronounced

In the demonstrative thise (these) the final -e was almost mnvariably silent, and usually
in the plural forms some, swiche, and whiche, when used pronomunally When used
adjectivally these words are more likely to show an inflectional -¢

VERBS Chaucer’s verbs show the characteristic Germanic distinetion belween the
weak and the strong conjugations Strong verbs, often called irregular, make their
preterite tense by the change of the root vowel (ablaut), and weak verbs, by the addition
of an ending (-de or -le) The principal parts of the strong verbs, which {or the most
part resemble those m modern Englsh so closely as to be easily recognizable, are fully
registered in the Glossary, as are also the forms of weak verbs that present any pecuhari-
ties The mflectional endings are shown 1n the following tables Parentheses are used
to mndicate alternative forms Thus n may always be dropped 1n the verbal ending -en.,
and the prefix y- may or may not be used with participles

Present tense (strong and weak ahke)

Indicative Subjunctive
Singular 1 singe Sngular singe
2 singest Plural singe(n)
3 sungeth
Plural singe(n)

A number of verbs have contracted forms m the second and thurd singular han
(liest), but (biddeth), fint (findeth), set (setteth), stont (stondeth), worth (wortheth) Such
forms, when not easly recognizable, are recorded 1n the Glossary

Preterite Indicative

Strong Weak
Singular 1 song, sang Singular 1 wende lovede

2 song(e) 2 wendest lovedest

3 song, sang 3 wende lovede
Plural songe(n) Plural wende(n)  lovede(n)

The preterite subjunctive, hke the present, has -¢ in the sngular and -c(n) m the
plural

Imperative
Strong Weak
Singular 2 sung Singular 2 loke her
Plural 2 singeth, -e Plural 2 loketh,-¢  hereth, -¢

Strong verbs and long-stemmed weak verbs of the first class 1 Anglo-Saxon have
regularly no -¢ m the second singular, other weak verbs have -e  But -e 18 often written
In the manuscripts, and sometimes pronounced 1n the verse, m forms not historically
entitled to 1t Example 4s sende love and pees butune hem two  Such forms, which
appear 1n long-stemmed weak verbs 1 late Anglo-Saxon, are perhaps sometimes to be
regarded as Jussive subjunctives

Infimtive — The ending 15 -en or -¢ 1n strong and wealk verbs altke sunge (n), wene(n)
In a very few verbs there 1s preserved an old gerundive or mflected infinitive with a
dative -¢ to done, to sene, fo seyne

Participles — The present active participle of all verbs, weak and strong, ends in -ng
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or -inge singing(e), lomng(e) The preterite passive participle of strong verbs ends
-e(n), of weak verbs, mn - or -t Examples (y-)sunge(n), (y-)loved, (y-)laught The
prefis y- (from AS ge-) 1 frequent with both strong and weak verbs The preterite
participle 18 ordinanly uninflected, but 1n a few cases has the adjectaval plural ending
in-e Exomples Sun they been tolde, unth eres spradde

Pretenite present (or strong-weak) verbs — There 1S a small class of verbs in the
Germanic languages m which an old strong preterite came to be used as a present tense,
and a new weak preterte was formed to express past time For example

Present Preterite
Singular 1 shal Singular 1 sholde

2 shalt 2 sholdest

3 shal 8 sholde
Plural  shull(en), shal Plural  sholde(n)

The other preterite-present verbs are can (pret kouthe, koude), dar (pret dorsie), may
(pret maghte), most (pret moste), owe (pret oughie), thar (pret thurfie, but confused
with dorste), and wopt (pret weste) The peculiar forms of all these verbs are entered
n the Glossary

Anomalous verbs — The following four verbs show exceptional wregularities

Goon, pret yede and wente

Doon, pret dide

Wal(e), wol(e), 2 sg wrlt, wolt, 3 sg wil(e), wol(e), pl, wrllen, unl, wollen, wol, pret
wolde The -¢ of the 1 and 3 sg present mdicative, though apparently always silent, 1s
ofte§1 found 1n the manuscripts, and 1s historically justified (AS wile, originally subjunc-
tive

Been Pres md sg am, art, 15, pl been, be, rarely are(n) Pres sby sg be, pl been, be
Pret md sg was, were, was, pl were(n) Pret sb] sg were, pl were(n) Imperative
sg be, pl beeth

VERSIFICATION

The various verse-forms used by Chaucer are discussed mn the introductions and notes
to the separate works But a few general directions may be grven here for the reading
of his lmes

The most important difference between Chaucer’s Enghsh and modern English, for
the purpose of versification, lies 1n the numerous final -¢'s and other light mflectional
endings described in the preceding pages These endings are ordmanly pronounced m
the verse. and indeed are essential to the thythm They are also pronounced e rime,
and Chaucer with almost complete consistency avoided rummg words i -e with words
not etymologiecally or grammatically entitled to that ending But within the verse final
~¢ 18 regularly elided before an initial vowel or before an h whach 1s erther silent (as in
honour) or slightly pronounced (as in he, hs, her, hum, hem, hadde, and a few other words)
Before mitial consonants -e 1s ordinarily sounded, though there are cases on almost every
page where 1t must have been either slurred or entirely apocopated These statements
apply, of course, only to the hght, unstressed final -¢, and not to the long & (often spelled
ee) m words like magestee or chariee

Most of Chaucer’s lines, if read naturally and with & proper regard to grammatical %
endings, have an ous thythm But there are many cases, apart from doubtful x
textual readings, where there 1s uncertamnty as to elision or apocopation, or even a reason-
able cholce between two ways of rendering a line  Probably no rules can ever be laxd
down to settle all such questions Certain characteristics of Chaucer’s versification may,
however, be bornemmind His lines — as contrasted, for example, with those of Gower —
have great freedom and vanety of movement He constantly shifts the position of tne %
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caesural pause He often reverses the rhythm of & foot, substituting a trochaic for an>
1ambic movement Like most Enghsh n requently has an extra light

sy lipe (a trisyllabic foot m place of the regular 1ambus), though in such
syllable 1n a lime (a y P y hin such

cases 1t 1s often 1mpossible to determine whether to resort to apocopation
ssmmﬁfﬁmost Trequent In the caesural pause  One other irregularity,
which some critics have condemned and the scribes themselves sometimes tried to
correct by emendation, Chaucer certamnly allowed himself  He not nfrequently omitted
the unaccented syllable at the begimning of a line
lines — seven-syllable 1n the case of the octosyllabic meter — are by no means objection-*
able when the mitial stress falls upon an important word When a preposition or con-’
junction gets this mitial accent, there 1s perhaps more reason for the objections of the*
critics, but the evidence of the manuscripts makes 1t necessary to admit many such lines »
to the text

In the followng short passage from the General Prologue, which will serve as a specimen
of scansion, the metrical stresses are marked with an accent (), syllabic hght ¢’s have
a diaeresis ( ), and ehded or apocopated ¢’s are underdotted It will be understood, of
course, that the metrical accents varied 1n strength, unmmportant words recerving only

a secondary stress
A Crtrx ther wés of Ozenférd als6,

Yet hddde hé but litel g6ld mn cbfre,

That unto 16gyk hddde l6nge ygb

As léene was his hérs as is a rdke,

And he nas n4t nght f4t, I dndertdke,

But l6oked hélwe, and thérto sébrely

Ful thredbare wés his vereste courtepy,

For he hadde géten hym yet no benefice,

Ne was so worldly f6r to bive office

For hym was lévere h4ve at his beddes
héed

Twénty bbokes, cldd 1n bldk or réed,

Of Amstétle and his philésophie,

Than rébes riche, or tithele, or giy
sautrie

But 41 be thit he wés a philoséphre,

But 4l that hé myghte of his fréendes
hénte,

On béokes 4nd on lérnynge hé 1t spénte,

And bisly gén for the séules préyc

Of hém that y4f hym whérwith t6 scollys

Of stidie t6ok he mébost cure and méost
héede

Noght 6 word spik he méore thdn wag
néede,

And th4t was séyd i fé6rme and réverénce,

And shért and quyk and fdl of hy senténce,

Séwnynge 1n méral vértu wis his spéche,

And glé.dllly wélde he lérne and glddly
téche

THE TEXT

In the Textual Notes on the separate works will be found lists of the manuseripts and
other authorities for the text, together with references to previous studies i their classi-
heation  Special problems, also, are discussed 1n the notes on the works 1n connection
with which they arise  But here, 1n the introduction, may properly be given some ac¢
count of the general method of the present edition

The entire text has been made afresh by the editor It 18 based upon his examnation
of all the pubhshed manuscript materals and photographs or collations of some of the
more important unpublished sources Account has been taken of the numerous studies
that have been made of the character and relations of the manuseripts, and it has been the
editor’s mtention to pay due regard to critical prineiples  In fact the text may be called
a enitical edition, with ene reservation  In the ease of some of the more important works,
meluding the Canterbury Tales, the manuseript maternals accessible to the editor have
not been exhaustive But the best coples of all the werks have been avatlable for use
a8 the bams of the edition, and enough others have Ieen ecompared to make posaible, in
the editor’s belef, the establishment, of trustworthy texts

v



INTRODUCTION XXX111

The Canterbury Tales, for example, are preserved m some minety manuseripts and
early prints, complete or fragmentary Photographs of all these copies have recently
neen brought together at the University of Chicago by Professor Manly and his asso~
ciates, who are preparing a great critical edition  Their work, which 1s eagerly awaited
by all Chaucerians, will shed new hght on doubtful readings, and will probably make 1t
possible for the first time to reconstruct the successive stages 1 the composition of the
Canterbury Tales But 1t does not appear hkely that a text based upon the complete
collation would be matenally different from one that can be constructed from the eight
published manuscripts which include the best copy, the Ellesmere MS, and are so
distributed as to represent all the important groups of authorities For the Pardoner’s
Prologue and Tale, of course, the editor has used the specimens published by the Chaucer
Society, representing m all over fifty copies upon which Zupitza and Koch based ther
classification of the authorities, and for the Clerk’s Tale he has had the published speci-
mens from eight additional manuscripts He has been further aided by the numerous
citations of the readings of special passages printed 1n such textual studies as Professor
Tatlock’s paper on the Harle:an Manuscript and the late Professor Brusendorfi’s
Chaucer Tradition In addition to all this printed materal, the editor has collated the
Cardigan MS , a superior copy which was not represented among the specimens printed
by the Chaucer Society, and the Morgan MS, which 15 classified with those of less
authornty

In textual method the present editor does not belong to the severest critical school
When the readings of the “critical text” or of a superior archetype appeared unsatis-
factory or manifestly inferior, he has accepted help from other authorities more often
than the striet constructionists might approve He has seen no way of avoiding the
exercise of personal judgment But he has not practiced mere eclecticism, and 1n making
hig decisions he has endeavored to give constant attention to the relation of the manu-
seripts and to all relevant consideration of language, meter, and usage Some of the
problems that have arisen — and they vary considerably m the different works of
Chaucer — may be briefly described

In the Canterbury Tales, for example, as 18 fully set forth i the Textual Notes below,
the A type of manuscripts, represented by Ellesmere, Hengwrt, Cambnidge Dd, and
Cambridge Gg — whether or not they all go back to a single archetype below the original
— 18 generally accepted as of superior authority to the B type, which mcludes Harlelan
7334, Corpus, Petworth, and Lansdowne They are the basis of the present text, as of
all recent editions In the Pardoner's Tale, for which nearly all ithe authorities have
been printed and compared, there seems to be no case where the reading of the more
numerous manuscripts of type B 1s preferable But elsewhere in the tales there are a
few passages where the B readings seem to the editor superior to the A readings, and he
has not hesitated to adopt them Thus m the General Prologue, I, 510 (where, of course,
only the eight published manuseripts and the Cardigan and Morgan copies were consid-
ered) chauntere (B) clearly affords a better and more Chaucerian rhythm than chauntrye
(A), which Professor Laddell, mn his critical edition, retaned 1n strict adberence to his
archetype Other examples of B readings accepted 1n the present text are ben (A leyn),
PrT, V11, 876, Odenake (A Onedake), MkT, V1L, 2072, out of the yerd (A wnto thas yerd),
NPT, VIL, 3422, gultelees (A qultlees), FranklT, V,1318, fayerye (A farrye), MerchT, 1V,1743

Although some editors would follow their archetype more strictly, the readings men-
tioned are of course entirely defensible from the pomt of view of eritical method, smnce
the original of the A manuseripts need not have been at all pomts superior to that of
type B More serious difficulties mn adhering to critical procedure arise 1n connection with
the baffling MS Harl 7334, the peculiar relations of which are said to have deterred
Mr Henry Bradshaw from editing the Canierbury Tales (lassified somewhat doubt-
fully by the textual critics among the manuscripts of type B the Harleian copy shows
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evidence of contamination with the superior type A, and has many unique readings of
great mierest Some editors, among them Professor Skeat and Mr Pollard, have held 1t
1o contam Chaucerian revisions, and they have consequently felt free to draw upon iny
of 1ts readings that seem imtrinsically attractive  Other scholars have doubted the spe-
cial authority of the manuscript, and, 1 the opimion of the present editor, 1t his been
virtually disproved by Professor Tatlock in hus study on the subject Takmg the more
important passages where the Harleian readings are unique among the eight published
manuseripts, Mr Tatlock collated them with some thirty-five other copies to discover
how much support they might have, and then examined the readings themselves to de-
termine their character and value He showed that many which have been adopted
by the editors were clearly serbal emendations, and 1n some cases very poor ones

The officious and entirely unnecessary substitution of cloysterlees for recchelees m the fa~
miliar passage of the General Prologue (I, 179) 1s typical of the procedure of this anony-
mous editor Agam, in KnT, I, 1906, the Harlelan reading And westward wn the mynde
and 1n memorye may safely be regarded as the scribe’s emendation of the defec{ive read-
ing of most manuscripts, And on (or wn) the westward wn memorye  Professor Tatlock n
the study 1 which he discredited the Harleian text as a whole was inclined to accept its
authority in this passage But the reading, And on the gate westward wn memorye, which
has been found m s few scattered manuscripts, 1s more likely to have been what Chaucer
wrote, and would explain easily the corrupted forms in which the Iine 1s preserved  Simu-
larly the greater number of unique Harleian readings appear on examination to be emen-
dations, and many of them can be traced to the scribe’s dishike of headless, or nine-
syllable, ines There remain, however, a few passages in which 1t 18 hard not to follow
the Harleian text In KnT, I, 2037, where all the printed manuseripts have the obvious
blunder sertres, cerires (or a variant thereof), the Harleian reads correctly sierres, which
all editors adopt (except Koch, who emends to cercles) Again mn Gen Prol, I, 485, And
sunch he was ypreved ofie sithes, all the manusenpts except the Harlelan read preved, to
the decided impairment of the rhythm In this case Professor Liddell, whose definitely
announced policy was to “boycott the Harleian,” adopted its reading, as he did also in
KnT, 1, 3104, And he hire serveth also gentilly (where all the other printed manuseripts
read so) On the other hand mn KnT, I, 2892, Mr Iiddell read Upon thse stedes grete
and white, rejecting the rehef afforded by the Harleian text (that weren grete and whate),
though the other reading compels us to accent upon unnaturally on the first syllable and
to pronounce the final -¢ of thuse which 1s usually silent  Possibly the correct reading of
this ine 1s Upon thase steedes grete and hlyewhyte, which s found in MS Cardigan Againin
KnT, 1,3071, Mr Laddell reads I rede we make of sorwes two, with objectionable rhythm
and questionable hiatus, and refuses to insert that on the sole authority of the Harleian It
18 difficult for any editor to proceed consistently, and mmprobable that any two editors
would always agree, n dealing with these readings In the present edition they are ac-
cepted sparmngly, and only when the alternative readings are so unsatisfactory, or those
of the Harleian manuscript so mtrinsically superior, as to justify the sk In 1ts whole-
sale correction of headless lines the editor has not followed the Harleian seribe, for there
13 abundant evidence that Chaucer wrote them m both his decasyllabic and his oetosyl
labic verse But in lines where the rhythm 1s otherwise objectionable or open to question
the help of the Harleian manuscript has sometimes been accepted, and special considern~
tiony have sometimes entered mto the editor’s deciston  Thus 1 Gen Prol, I, 752, the
Harleian reading, For to have been a marchal wn an halle, has been adopted m place of the
shorter For {0 been of the other manuseripts, not sumply because of the headless hne, but
because of the possibility that the Harlelan reading preserves, or restores, the good old
use of the perfect mfinitive to express action contrary to fact In the case of all doubtful
readings the editor has tried to give special consideration to old grammatioal forms or
1dioms which mught have been lost or corrupted by the soribes



XXV

The presence of correct unique readings in the Harleian copy may be explained either
sn the theory of emendation, or on that of contammation with some good lost manuseript,
and there 18 other evidence that the Harleian text 13 derived m part from a source which
belonged to iype A It 1s perhaps even possible that the Harleian preserved some good
readings which were coincidently corrupted m the A manuseripis and 1n the remaining
manuseripts of type B But of course the chances of this are shght

The problem of unique readings arses sometimes with superior manuscripts, hike the
Ellesmere copy of the Canterbury T'ales or the Cambridge Gg copy of the Parliament of
Fouls Inthe case of Ellesmere the editor has had no such means of testing them as was
afforded for the Harleian manuseript by Professor Tatlock’s study The Chicago colla-
tions, when published, will show just how much scattered support such readings may have
But from the evidence furnished by printed texts and the editor’s collation of the Cardi-
gan and Morgan manuscripts 1t does not appear that they are to be accepted without
scrutiny on the bare autbority of Ellesmere That manuseript, though superior to all
others, has its proportion of errors, some of which 1t shares with other manuscripts of the
agroup It therefore cannot be regarded as an mdependent witness to the origmnal text,
nor do its pecubiar readings look like revisions by the author It does, however, preserve
some hines, apparently genuine, and marginal glosses, very likely due to Chaucer, which
are not found 1n any of the other published texts These passages, at least, 1t seems to
have derived from a good copy outside 1ts immediate scurce and now unknown There
18 consequently justification for considering 1ts unique readings, and the editor has ac-
cepted them 1n a very few cases, especially where they preserve good old forms or 1dioms
that might have been lost through seribal corruption  Examples of the cases where this
consideration has affected the decision are KnT, I, 1176, unstest, KnT, I, 1573, after he
(rest, afterward he, with variants), KnT, I, 1260, unten (vest, woot, wote, ete ), MLT, 11,
336, hastyfiuche (vest, hastiliche, hastily) In mere matters of orthography, when verbal
vanants are not involved, the Ellesmere copy has been followed, as representing a good
seribal tradition  But throughout all Chaucer’s works, as explammed below, the spell ngs
of the manuscripts have been corrected for grammartical accuracy and for the adjustment
of rimes

The question of the authority of a superior manuscript arises again In connection with
the Parlhament of Fowls The Cambridge MS Gg 1 27, like the Ellesmere copy of the
Canterbury Tales, belongs to the best group of authorities, and is commonly adopted as
the basis of the text But there are two opmions as to the value of 1ts testimony when
1t stands alone or has very shght support from other manuseripts Miss Hammond, m
an admirably sound and thorough study of the manuscripts of the Parliament, granted
that some of the umque Gg readings are almost certainly right, but argued that they are
the result of seribal emendation, and are therefore not to be adopted by an editor without
special justification 1 every case  Professor Koch, on the other hand, bas defended the
opmion that Gg goes back 1n some fashion to an origimal above the archetype of the
other manuseripts, and that 1ts variants may therefore be accepted freely in preference
to readings determined by the “critical” method It 1s not easy to decide this question
The present editor finds about twenty readings, either pecuhar to Gg or having slight
support m other manuscripts, which are clearly right or so strongly preferable to the
critical text as practically to demand adoption  Some thirty-five more appesar to deserve
gerious consideration, and a few of them have been hesitatingly adopted  Still other Gg
readings would have a strong claim for adoption if the manuscript were known to be de-
rived mm any fashion from a source independent of all the rest  But the evidence of thisis
msufficient, and 1t has seemed safest to give the preference 1n general to a critical text,
resorting to Gg only where there 18 special need or justification A few of its readings
have been adopted for reasons connected with grammar or meter Gg varants 1 mere
phraseology have been 1n nearly every case rejected, though some of them are tempting
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The ‘act that the manuscript preserves the umque copy of the revised Prologue fo the
Legend of Good Women makes easier the assumption that 1t contains the author's cor-
rections of the text of the Parliament But the variants themselves do not seem to bear
out this theory

A textusal problem fundamentally different from that offered by the Canterbury T'ales
or the Parluament 1s presented by the Troslus In the Canterbury Tales, although there
are numerous cases of correction, cancellation, or rearrangement, there 1s no thorough-
gomg and systematic revision In fact, far from having prepared 2 second edition,
Chaucer never completed a first  But m the Trovlus 1t 18 agreed that the manuscripts
show exther two or three distinet stages of composition  Details about the classihication
of the authorities are given below m the Textual Notes and need not be repeated here
The essential facts are that all scholars recognize a first version, a, which stands i many
respects closest to the Italian onigmal, and a second (or third) version, v, which 1s pre-
served m the most correct and best authenticated manuseripts A third form of the text,
preserved m manuseript not wholly distmnet from those which contain a and v, 1s held
by Professor Root, as by his predecessor mn the study of the problem, the late Sir William
MeCormuck, to represent a separate version 8, which those two scholars have conceived
m different ways McCormick, m the Globe edition, took version 8 (as his leitermg
would mdicate) to be mtermediate between a and v, though the excellence of one of the §
manuscripts (St John's College I 1) led him to make considerable use of 1ts readings IHe
held the v text to have been “erther carelessly corrected by the author, or collated by
some hand after Chaucer’s death ” More recently Professor Root, who continued and
completed McCormuck’s thorough and elaborate study of all the mannscripts, has arrived
at the opimnion that § represents Chaucer’s final revision — that 1s, the third stage of his
text Whale he recognizes the superiority of the best v manuseripts, he holds that to ar-
rive at Chaucer’s authontative version an editor should correct the v text by 8 readings
wherever these are susceptible of sure determination The deseription and classifica-
ton of manuscripts by MeCormick and Root the present editor has found to be thorough
and trustworthy It 1s, i fact, one of the most substantial achievements of Chaucerian
scholarship  Professor Root’s selection of the Corpus manuscript as the best basis for
the text confirms the editor’s choice of nearly twenty years ago But with the preference
accorded by Mr Root to the pecubar readings of the 8 version he has not been able to
agree Those readings appear to hum to be rather sembal than authoritative — to
stand, m short, somewhat in the position of the unique readings of MS Harletan 7334 1n
the Canterbury Tales It 18 doubtful, as Professor Tatlock long ago argued, whether
more than a single revision of the Troulus can be made out But even f {wo stages apve
recognized, that represented by the ¥ manuscripts has, n the opmion of the present
editor, the best authority The 8 readings have consequently not heen aceepted mn this
text, which s based consistently on the v version The reconstruetion of v has of course
not been m 1itself always eagy, since the v manusenipts contain errors and omissions
Exclusive v readmgs have been examined with especial care because of the uncertanty
whether they are due to Chaucer or a seribe  But the authonty of the ¥ group, even when
1t stands alone, seems better to the present editor than 1t does to Mr Root It should
be added, bowever, that the differences between the v text and Mr Root’s 8 version are
few and unumpertant

The question of revison arwes m relation to several other works of Chaucer besides
the Trouus, but 1t nowhere else presents so serioms a practical problem to the editor
En the case of several of the Canterbury Tales, 1t has been argued that Chaucer made over
early poems for use tn the collecison There 18 no guestwon m editing, however, of a
shoice between versions  Simmlaaly m the case of passages possibly unsuthentio or can
eeled by the auther, the editor has mmply to decids whether and where t0 admit thans
to his text  Im the Prolagus 4 the Legend alone 15 there amether mstsnce of thoroughs



INTRODUCTION XXXVIi

going revision, resulting in parallel versions, and 1n this case 1t 18 clear that both texts
should be printed side by side, as has been done m most recent editions

An editorial problem somewhat different from those thus far discussed 1s raised by the
Book of the Duchess and, i less degree, by the House of Fame It may be illustrated by
some account of the character of the text in the former of these works There are only
four authorities — the Fairfax, Bodley, and Tanner manuscripts, and Thynne’s edition
Faurfax and Bodley are, as usual, closely related, and m this poem they offer the best
text Thynne furmshes & number of good corrections of their readings The critical
text 18 easy to construct, and there are very few cases where a choice of readings s difficult
But there are many cases where the authorities agree 1in readings unsatisfactory i sense
or 1 meter, and 1t 18 hard to decide how far an editor should go 1n mending such passages
Skeat transposed or supplied words freely, with the result that he secured a fairly smooth
Chaucerian movement for the lines Mr Heath, the Globe editor, was much more
conservaiive, retaining many words that clog the movement of the verse, and leaving
many hnes defictent m a syllable This procedure seems to the present editor the
safer, though no two men might agree as to the exact appheation of 1t It may be freely
admitted that the manuseripts are late and none too trustworthy At the same time 1t
should be remembered that some roughness of workmanship might be expected in so
early a work as the Book of the Duchess and 1n a meter of such free traditions as the
English octosyllabic couplet Headless lines were quite as natural there as in the deca-~
syllabic verse, and extra syllables within the line are not hard to accept, though some of
them may be due to scribes who supplied words to take the place of final-¢’s they had
wrongfully suppressed Lines which lack an unaccented syllable in the middle are very
unlkely to be right  For verses so constructed, with two abutting stresses — a metrical
type sometimes called Lydgatian because of 1ts frequent occurrence 1 Lydgate’s poems
— are almost unknown 1n those works of Chaucer of which a good text 18 preserved
All these rrregularnities, which occur commonly 1 the Book of the Duchess, are easy to re-
move if an editor feels at hiberty to emend his manusceripts at will  The present text 15
less freely corrected than Skeat’s, and for that reason less smooth 1 many places, as the
editor 1s well aware But one kind of emendation, the restoration of full grammatical
forms apocopated 1 the manuseript to the detriment of the meter, 1s certainly justifiable
and has been freely employed

The editor of Chaucer, after he has settled the matter of authorities and readings and
made his entical texts, still has to consider the question of grammatical rectification
For the best manuscripts contain many forms that are demonstrably mcorreet — nouns
and adjectives with meaningless final -¢'s, or strong preterites with the same ending 1n-
correctly added in the singular number These errors cannot be removed by a critical
companson of the manusceripts, they must be treated, if regulated at all, 1n the hght of
Middle English grammar Fortunately the matenals are abundant for constructing a
grammar of Chaucer’s dialect, and the inflections he employed are very fully and pre-
cisely known It 1s therefore possible to correet with confidence most of the grammatical
errors of the scribes But the practice of editors in making such corrections has varned
considerably Skeat’s general policy was to normalize both the spelling and the grammar
of his texts, though he was not quite thorough or consistent in removing erroneous forms
The Globe editors differed one from another m their practice, but many mecorrect endings
were allowed to stand 1n their text Professor Root, in his edition of the Trovlus, though
recognizing that numerous final-¢’s in hig text did not represent a sylable, thought 1t most
consistent with his purpose to follow the actual usage of his seribes  His method and
that of the Globe edition 18 of course defensible, and 1t has 1ts advantage, especially for
an mvestigator of the history of English orthography For many of the forms under
discussion are not, strictly speaking, meorrect, but are rather specimens of a system of
spelling divergent from the ordinary practice m Middle English  According to that
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system final -¢ may denote not only a pronounced final syllable but algo, as 1 modern
English, the long quantity of a preceding vowel (a8 m ‘“hate,” over against “pat”) This
prineiple 1s doubtless to be recogruzed 1n some of the spellings of the Chaucerian scribes
But 1n a library edition, like the present one, there seems to be no purpose i preserving
two meonsistent systems of orthography, or in printing final -¢’s which would appear to
imdicate meorrect endings, and so would confuse the reader or student  The editor has
consequently gone farther than any of his predecessors In removing such scribal, or un-
grammatical, -¢’s  In the great majonty of cases the Chaucerian form or nflection 13
well known, and the correction of the text 15 easy But there are a few words, or classes
of words, mm which the application of the method 18 not so clear In a small number of
nouns and adjectives 1t 18 not certamn whether Chaucer’s nominative form had a final -,
and 1 others he clearly used two forms, one with -¢ and one without Words of the
latter sort are entered m the Glossary of this edition with a bracketed -e (e g , bluss(e),
eler(e)), and n the text ihe form which occurs 1n manuseript 18 usually preserved But
the editor’s practice has probably not been perfectly consistent m this matter, and the
final -¢ may sometimes have been struck off when unpronounced i the verse  In the case
of nouns m the dative construction 1t 18 sometimes difficult to decide whether to allow
the inflectional -¢ outside of the stereotyped or “petrified” phrases to which 16 18 mainly
restricted  Its use undoubtedly spread somewhat, even to cases other than the dative,
but Chaucer’s dative was usually without ending, and the dative-¢’s have been struck off
m this text unless there was special reason for supposing them to have been preserved
Perhaps the inflectional form that makes most trouble with regard to this matter of
final -e 18 the second person simgular of the imperative of strong verbs and of long-
stemmed wesk verbs of the first Anglo-Saxon conjugation Stnetly speaking these
forms should have no ending (sing, send, heer, etc) But they are commonly spelled
with a final -¢, and the ending 18 occasionally demanded by the rime or verse-rhythm
It can be accounted for as a subjunctive form used 1n a jussive sense, or as an ending
which was developed 1 the wmperative of the verbs mentioned above because of the
analogy of the subjunctive and the other weak classes m the mmperative It would he
defensible to keep such forms in the text when they occur i the manugeript In this
edition the practice 18 again not wholly consistent, but in most cases the -¢’s have been
struck off and the correct historical forms restored  One other form, of frequent occur~
rence, may be cited to dlustrate this editorial problem The possessive pronoun hus,
when used with a plural noun, frequently takes a final -e (A1s¢) 1n the best manuseripts
This 18 very common, almost regular, with the Ellesmere scribe  But the ~¢ 18 not just:-
fied by the Anglo-Saxon form (hs) and appears never, or slmost never, to be pronounced
1n Chaucer’s verse It has been struck off in the present edition  But since the form
with -e clearly occurs o Middle Enghish, an editor might with equal propriety allow 1t to
stand where his manusecript has 1t

The examples cited will show the method of the present edition m the grammatical
rectification of the text Errors and omussions excepted, incorrect final -¢’s (in the sense
explamed above) have been removed In the {reatment of final -¢'s that are m some re-
spect xregular but not madmissible there has been some inconsstency durng the long
period of the preparation of the edition  But the text throughout, it 1s hoped, will be
found to give a true representation of Chaucer’s language

In matters of speling, apart from questions of inflections or dialect, the procedure of
the edator has been conservative The lack of any autograph manuseripts leaves us
without an authoritative Chaucerian standard, and any attempt to construct such a
standard (like that of Professor Koch m his early edition of the Minor Poems) 18 sure to
encounter many uncertamties The ordinary eritical method fails entirsly at this pomt,
since the seribes modified spelling rather freely i copymg A variety of practices 1s
consequently open to the editor, ranging from the “diplomaitic’ reproduetion of a given



INTRODUCTION XXXIX

manusenipt to the mtroduction of 2 new phonetic spelhng of his own  For the purpose
of teaching pronunciation and meter thig last method would bave its advantages, and
1t has been adopted with selected specimens of the verse (as, for example, with the whole
Manciple’s Tale 1n Dr Plessow’s edition) But there are obvious objections to 1ts use
1n a bbrary edition of the entire works of the poet, and half-way normahzation, Iike that
of Skeat’s edition, though 1 some respects convement, 15 hardly worth while The
present text, therefore, in the case of those works that are preserved m the best manu-
seripts, follows the spelling of the scribe where 1t 18 not absolutely or probably mncorrect
Final -¢’s omitted in the manuseripts have not been supphed if they were elided or apoco-
pated m the verse, but they have been restored when necessary to the meter Gram-
matical errors, as already explamned, and dialectal spellings, where not appropriate and
presumably intentional, have been mended with care  But no effort has been made to
mtroduce uniformity m less important matters, such as the use of » and w or of 2 and ¥,
or the doubling of long 0 and long e  Such shght modernization as has been adopted
prmmting will be explamed below
In the case of nearly all Chaucer’s works 1t has been possible to follow this method of
close adherence to the spelling of the manuseripts Indeed such 1s the excellence and
general agreement in these matters, of the Ellesmere copy of the Canterbury Tales and
the Corpus and Campsall copies of the Troilus, that those manuseripts may be reasonably
supposed to represent practices closely similar to Chaucer’s own But there are a few
poems 1 which the manuseript of best verbal authority presents a dialectal or otherwise
vagarious orthography This is notably true of the Legend of Good Women, where the
Cambridge Gg manuseript 1s the only source of the revised text of the Prologue, and the
case 18 simular with the Parlament of Fowls and some of the short poems Under such
errcumstances an edrtor has to choose between printing a text of strange and un-Chau-
cerian appearance and making the spelling conform to Ellesmere and Corpus standards
The latter method seems decidedly preferable, and the orthography of the Legend and
of & number of the mmor poems has accordingly been freely normalized
In minor matters of printing — spacing, caprtalization, punctuation, and the hke —
modern usage has been followed as far as cuwcumstances permit Capitals have been
used at the beginning of lines of verse  Capital F has been substatuted for ff, which often
takes the place of a majuscular sign m the manuscripts, ih for the archaic “thorn” (p),
and 7 for the capital I which sometumes represents 1t The letters w and » have been
adjusted to modern practice (use, vertu, love, for the manuseript spellings vse, uertu,
loue) The apostrophe has been employed with »’, ¢, and ¢h’, when the vowel of ne, fo,
and the (or thee) 18 ehded before a following mitial Contractions, hike the stroke which
designates a final nagal, have been silently expanded unless there was real doubt about
therr meaning In the case of words in -on, -oun (nactoun, condicroun, ete ), which are
spelled very mmconsistently and may be pronounced with the sound of erther o or oy,
1t has been necessary to adopt an arbitrary practice The ending 18 commonly abbre-
viated in the manuscript, sometimes with #» (n with an upper return stroke), sometimes
with 7 or @ These signs are used mnconsistently by the scribes In the present text,
when words of this class have their pronunciation determined by rme (as by such
unambiguous rime-words as foun or oon), they are spelled accordingly When two
words of the nacioun (nacion) type rime with each other, n with the return stroke 1s
expanded as n, and » or » with the makron as un  When the seribes use both abbre-
viations 1n a simgle pair of rime-words (nacion  condicio®n), as oceasionally happens, both
are normalized with the spelling -oun
In spacing (which varies greatly in the manuscripts) modern usage has been followed
except when Middle Englhish appears to have had a different sense of umty Thus upon,
unto, wilo, therto, theron, withoute, also, whoso, nowher, and the participial compound with
y- and for- are regularly printed without spacing or hyphen But combinations which
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were less clearly recognized as units (such as for sothe, but of, by cause, over al,in the senge
of the German uberall) are erther hyphenated or separated entirely In this second elasg
of words consistency of practice has been hard to attamn, just 28 1n modern spelling there
18 considerable variation m the use of the hyphen

To the foregomng explanations of editorial method may be added a word about the
Textual Notes in the present edition They contain accounts of the manuseripts and
other authorities for the text of each work, with information about their relations, and
bsts of the more important vanant readings It was the editor’s original plan to regisier
variants much more fully than he has finally done m print  But v wrious conaiderations
—Iack of space, the appearance of Professor Root’s edition of the Troulus with full
textual apparatus, and the announcement of Professor Manly's projected work on the
Canterbury Tales—led him to reduce his citations to about one quarter of those origmally
collected  The selected list now printed 1s not intended to exhibit the characterstics
of manuseripts or to supply adequate materials for textual mnvestigation Scholars
having these mterests in mind will naturally resort directly to the manuscripts or to
complete reprints and reproductions But 1t 18 hoped that the variants here given will
be found to mnclude such alternative readings as have any hiterary mterest The dif-
ferent versions of the Trorlus have been recorded with some fullness, algo rejected pas-
sages (including some that are spurious) from the Canterbury Tales Some varnants m
phraseology have been registered because they have 8 bearing on the poet’s voeabulary
Fmally, 1 2 good many cases wheie the readmgs are doubtful the editor has supphed his
readers with the material for testing his decisions
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CEAUCER’S most comprehensive work, The Canterbury Tales, was without doubt largely
the production of hislater years But 1t mncludes writings of his early and middle hfe, and
cannot be given a definite place in the chronological sequence of higs poems  Since 1118 the
one of his works first approached by most readers, 1t may fitly stand at the beginning of
an edition

The plan of the tales was probably adopted soon after 1386, in which year there 18 good
reason for supposing Chaucer to have composed the Prologue to the Legend of Good Women
How long he was occupied with the Legend 1s not defimitely known A passage in The
Man of Law’s headhnk, written when The Canterbury Tales maust have been well under
way, imphes that Chaucer still meant to compose additional accounts of “Good Women,”’
and he appears to have made his revimion of the Prologue to the Legend as late as 1394
For several years, then, he had both collections of tales 1n hand, or at least m muind But
1t 18 clear that the rather conventional scheme of the Legend was rapidly superseded in his
interest by the far more absorbing drama of the Canterbury pilgrimage

The composition of the General Prologue to the tales 1s commonly associated with 1387
It has even been assumed that Chaucer humself took part 1n a pilgnmage 1n Apnl of that
year, perhaps because of the 1llness of lus wife Phulippa, who probably died a few months
later The calendar of the year, 1t has been shown, would provide very well for the dates
mentioned in the tales Buf these mndications prove nothing, and, 1 general, 1t 1s alto-
gether uncertain how much there 1s of fact, and how much of fiction, n the account of the
pllgrimage On the whole, 1387 seems a reasonable date for the General Prologue, unless
Chaucer’s absence in Calais (of which evidence has recently come to light) makes 1t
necessary to assurne a longer interval between the Prologue to the Legend and the Canter
bury Tales

There 1s also no sure mdication of how long Chaucer worked on the Canterbury col-
lection Reasons have been found for dating certain talesn 1393 or 1394, and no tale has
been definitely proved to be later The unfinished state of the work as & whole might be?
taken as enidence that Chaucer was occupied with 1t t1ll the very end of hislife But such
an mference would not be safe n the case of the man who left successively mcomplete the
House of Fame, the Anehda, the Legend of Good Women, and the Astrolabe Infact very
hittle 18 positively known about the productions of Chaucer’s last years

There has been much speculation as to what suggested to Chaucer the 1dea of a pil-
grnnmage He may, of course, have been describing an actual experience, or more than
one At all events he had no oceasion to resort to books for knowledge of the pilgnmage
95 an institufizon  In the general dewice of a frame-story, or series of tales withm an en-
closing narrative, 1t has often been thought that he imitated the Decameron But 1t
now appears mmprobable that Chaucer knew Boccaccio’s great collection of novelle, and
the 1dea of tales within a tale was so fannhar that no particular model need be sought
Popular from antiquity in the orent (from which Europe derived mm modern times one of
the most famous examples, The Thousand and One Nights), the type was well known
clasmcal and mediaeval Iiterature Ovid’s Melamorphoses, The Disaiphna Clercahs of
Peter Alphonsus, the romance of the Seven Sages, Gower’s Confesmo Amantis, and
Chaucer’s own Legend of Good Women all occur to the mind at once as illustrations, very
dufferent one from another But the Canterbury Tales are unlike most collections of the
sort 1n the fact that the enclosing narrative 18 not formal or mechameal or merely mtro-
ductory, but provides, and keeps 1n action, a social group engaged naturally m mutual
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entertainment In this respect it resembles the Decameron, which, as already remarked,
Chaucer 15 believed not to have known A litle group, sumlarly engaged wn story-telling,
18 represented m Ovid’s account of the daughters of Minyas, m the fourth book of the
Metamorphoses, and another appears In Boccacc1o’s prose romance, the Ameto But 1t
may be doubted whether Chaucer owed & suggestion to either of these mere episodes A
more significant parallel 1s afforded by the Novelle of Giovanm Sercambi, & work which
actually employs the setting of a pilgrnimage It was probably written about 1374, and
both the collection and the author may have been known to Chaucer If so, Sercambi
may have given him the hint upon which he wrote But Chaucer’s debt to the Novelle, if
he owed one, was for ittle more than the bare suggestion of the pilgrimage Sercambl’s
plan 18 very different from that of the Canterbury Tales His brigata of prigrims 1s large,
and wanders all over Ttaly The stores are told, not by the various fellow-travelers, but
by the author, who, like Chaucer, represents humself as a member of the company Of
the individual tales only two are analogues of those 1n the Canterbury collection, and
nerther of these appears to have been the version used by Chaucer And although in
the conduct of Sercambr’s pilgrims and of the Proposto, who corresponds in a way to
Chaucer’s Host, there are mcidents which remind one of the Canterbury pilgrimage, no
clear evidence has been found that Chaucer borrowed from Sercambi 1n matters of detail
¢+ Whatever the reason for 1ts adoption, the device of the pilgrimage 18 one of the hap-
plest ever employed 1 a collection of stories It afforded Chaucer an opportumty to
bring together & representative group of varous classes of society, unted by a common
religlous purpose, yet not so dominated by that purpose as to be unable to give them-
selves over to enjoyment Whether such a company would ever have mngled as
Chaucer’s pilgrims do, or would have entered upon such a round of story-telling, 1t 1s1dle
to discuss, as idle as to question whether the speakers could have been heard from horse-
vack on theroad Iateral truth of fact the Canterbury Tales obviously do not represent
In therr very metrcal form there 1s, if one chooses to be literal-minded, a convention of
unreabty But there 1s essential, poetic truth i the portrayal of the characters, n their
sentiments and personal relations, and, no less, In the representation of the pilgrimage as
a social assemblage
The plan of the Canterbury Tales was never brought anywhere near to completion It
18 provided 1n the Prologue that each pilgrim shall tell four tales, two on the outward and
two on the homeward journey But the company never reaches Canterbury, and only
twenty-three of the thirty pilgrims get their turn  Some tales are left unfimshed, others
are manifestly unadapted to the tellers The Second Nun, for example, refers to herself
as an “unworthy son of Eve,” and the Shipman several times classes humself among
women These and many other trfling oversights and discrepancies show that Chaucer
never really prepared his text for publication  Nor, apparently, did he get to the pomnt
of arrangmg the tales he had written They have come down in o senes of fragments
(usually lettered A to I), and 1n the best group of manuscripts some of the tales told near
Canterbury precede those which are put at an earlier stage of the journey In most re-
cent editions this mconsistency 15 removed, but the order they adopt 18 & modern ar-
rangement due to the editor of the Six-Text reprint, and has no real authority In the
present edition the inconsistent arrangement of the best manuscripts 18 followed, and no
attempt 18 made to correct discrepancies left standing by the author, or to reconstruct the
stages of a pilgrimage which he seems never to have completely planned

FRAGMENT I (GROUP A)

The General Prologue For the Prologue, as for the general device of the Cunterbury
pilgrimage, no real model has been found = Individual sketches of kmghts or priests or
peasnnts are common enough m the mediaseval literature of France and England, and
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some of them — hke the lazy priest in Piers Plowman, who knew his Robin Hood better
than his paternoster — have often been adduced to 1llustrate one or another of Chaucer’s
characters 'The allegorical writings of the age, both sacred and secular, abound in per-
sonified types — Courtesy, Gentleness, Envy, Slander, Hypocrisy — some of which
Chaucer clearly maitates Whole works, too, were devoted to the description of the
various orders of society, and others to the clasmfication of men and women by physical
and temperamental characteristics With this lore of the physiognomusts and social
philosophers Chaucer was doubtless famihar  But in none of lus predecessors has there
been found a gallery of portraits hike that in the Prologue, and there 1s very little that 1s
comparable 1n later Enghsh poetry except in Chaucer’s avowed 1mtators  As repre-
sentative figures Chaucer’s portraits suggest in a way lhe formal “characlers’” of the
type brought to perfection by La Bruyere But Chaucer can hardly have known the
Theophrastan tradition, and character-writing 1n French and Enghsh did not come 1to
vogue until the stxteenth century

Chaucer’s pigrims are far more vivid and personal than either the Theophrastan
characters or the mediaeval figures with which they have been compared This 18 perhaps
sufficiently aceounted for bv Chaucer’s creative imagmation But 1t 1s hard to beheve
that s men and women were not in some measure drawn from hfe, and & number of
facts confirm this suspicion  Harry Bailly, the Host, has the same name as Henricus
Bailly or Baillif, known to have been an innkeeper in Southwark and a member of Parlia-
ment from that borough The other pilgrims are not mentioned by surname, and 1t
would be hard to identify in records Roger, the Cook, Hubert, the Friar, or Dame Alice,
the Wife of Bath  But 1n these and several other instances details of locality, occupation,
and character are given with so much particulanty that the temptation has proved 1r-
resistable to look for higtorical counterparts A certain Peter Risshenden, known to have -
salled a ship “The Maudelayne,” was long ago pointed out as a possible model for the
Shipman The Kmght’s career has been shown to correspond in part to that of & number
of Chaucer’s contemporaries And recently Professor Manly has brought together a
large body of mnteresting biographical data about men whose personal history or eircum-
stances m life resemble those of various pilgnims  For one, at least, the Man of Law, he
has found a very hikely omgimal For the names are recorded of the small group of bar-
risters who held the hugh rank of Sergeant-at-Law, and Thomas Pmchbek alone appears
to fit the description  The case for the 1dentification of other pilgrims 15 usually not so
strong because the field of search 1s less precisely mited But even where he has no mn-
dividual prototypes to suggest, Professor Manly has sometimes been able to show that
the localities mentioned are sigmficant In such 1dentifications demonstration 1s not to
be looked for It 1s hard enough to establish them in the work of hving novehsts, or to
mduce an author to adout them  But the probability 1s strong that Chaucer had con-
temporary models for his characters And curosity on this subject, it 18 proper to add,
15 not merely tmvial  Such inguiries and conjectures, hike the search for iterary sources,
help toward an understanding of the poet’s imagination and of the maternal on which 1t
worked

Individual as the pigrims are, they are also repmasenta}aveu Many of them exhibit
types of character or of professional conduct — the gentle Knight, the venal Friar, the
hypocrite m the person of the Pardoner — such as were famibiar 1n the hterature of
the age And taken together, they cover nearly the whole range of hie m Chaucer’s
England The circle of the royalty and the higher nobility, to be sure, 1s not directly
represented Men of such rank and station could hardly have been mcluded m the
company But the mind and manners of courtly society are well expressed by the
Kmght, who had seen honorable service at home and abroad, by s son, the Squire, the
typieal courtly lover, again, from a different angle, by the Prioress, who “peyned hire
to countrefete chere of court”, and, best of all, by Chaucer himself, the accomphshed
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courter and man of the world, who ag author creates the atmosphere and medium of the
whole narrative The clergy, regular and secular, are meluded in liberal number, and
there are also represented the learned professions of law and medicine, the merchants
and the craftsmen of the guild, officials of the manor, the sailor, and the common pessant
farmer Possibly Chaucer did not set out deliberately to make the group so inclusive and
well distbuted  But whatever chance or purpose governed his choice, 1 would be bard
to find such a description of Enghsh society between the Beowulf, with 1ts preture of the
berotc age, and the broader canvas of the Ehzabethan drama

In keeping with the mscellaneous character of the company 18 the wide ringe of 1 1stes
and nterests represented by the stores they relate  The romance of chivalry, the courtly
lay, the coarse realstic fabliau, the beast-epic, the legend or saint’s life, the mork sermon
with 1ts 1llustrative exzemplum — all are mcluded, along with tbe moral illegory and the
ethical treatise, which only by a stretch of termunology can be called a tale 1t i1 Nearly
every type of medineval fiction appears, and anpears at 1ts best Just as Milton, in the
geventeenth century, took up one literary form after another—the masque, the pastoral
elegy, the epic, the Greek drama — and gave us a supreme example of each, so Chaucer
used every important narrative type of his age, and 1n each was unsurpassed

In almost every case Chaucer assigned to a pilgrim a tale suited to hus character and
vocation He represents the party as engaged 1n free and natural social intercourse, and
oftener than not the tales are evoked by the talks along the way Sometimes they are
told to 1lustrate a pownt or enforce an argument, sometimes they grow out of an alterca-
taon, as when the Friar and the Summoner abuse each other’s callings  Sometimes they
are given stmply 1n response to the request of the Host, who 1s chosen at the outset to be
toastmaster, or “lord and governour” But Chaucer found ways of reheving the mon-
otony of this procedure, and from the time when the drunken Miller insists on being heard
after the Knmight the company shows frequent inchnation to take things mnto s own
hands In fact, from one point of view, the pgrimage 1s a continuous and hvely drama,
1n which the stories themselves contrbute to the action Because of this sustaimed dra~
matic mterest and the vivid reality of the characters, as well as for the inclumve repre-
sentation of Englsh society, the Canterbury Tales has been called a Human Comedy
The mmphed comparison with Balzac’s great sertes of stores of the hife of modern France
18 not mappropriate  Chaucer might have used without exaggeration the words of the
Frepchman, “J’aura1 porté une société entiére dans ma téte” Like Balzac he achieved
“Yévocation vivante de tout un monde ”

The Kmght's Tale ‘The Kmght very properly begins the story-telling with a specimen
of chivalric romance To speak more strictly, his tale of Palamon and Arate combines
the traditions of mediaseval romance and classical epie, though the ancient type 18 more
apparentan the title and structure of the Itahan original, Boceaccio’s Teserde, or epic of
Theseus The classical forerunner of both poets was Statius, the author of the Thehaud,
whom Chaucer, somewhat misleadingly, cites as a source  In the Kmght's Tale, as in
the Anelida and the Troilus, he chooses to claim ancient authority for his mediseval fiction,
but 1n all the essentials of the story he actually follows the Teserde Even m character~
1zation, 1n which he usually showed independence, he here departs very little from Boo~
cacco  Yef the Knight's T'ale 18 a very different poem from 1ts Itahan source In the
first place 1t 15 only about a quarter as long as the ongmal At the outset Chauoer strikes
his pace and passes over i a dozen swift hnes the campaign of Theseus aganst the
Amazons, to which Boceaceio devotes his whole first book  And he continues to hasten
the development, of Boceacc1o’s very leisurely narrative  Nevertheless he finds room for
agmficant addifions of s ownt  Only about a third of the Enghsh poem 18 actually
translated from the Itahean, and some of 1ts most memorable features — the deseriptions
of the temples, the aceount of the tournament, the passages of philosophical reflection ~—
aren large part independent, of the Tesaide By adapting both action and setting to the
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Iife of his tune Chaucer made the tale more real and vivid  Its pervading humor, too, he
greatly heightened, so that some critics have been led, unjustifiably, to pronounce the
Kmight's Tole a satire on chuvalry or courtly love Ot course in the drastic reduction of
the scale of the Italian narrative some charming descriptions and much delightful poetry
had to be sacrificed But on the whole, Chaucer improved on his omginal  Yet huis debt
to Boceacero, both here and 1n the Trotlus, can hardly be overstated Professor Manly
has justly observed that Chaucer did not borrow the Itahan techmque But he found n
the Teserde and the Filostrato examples of narrative structure far supertor to most of the
French and Enghsh romances and allegores that he knew in hig youth  And though he
always told a story 1n lus own way, there1s a vast difference between lus early tales and
those that he wrote after he came imto contact with Itahan poetry

The Knight's Tale, at least mn 1ts omginal form, was not written for the Canterbury
series For the story of Palamon and Arate 1s included among the works of Chaucer
mentioned in the Prologue to the Legend of Good Women, and this first version of his
translation or redaction of the Teseide 18 now generally asmgned to the early eighties
Its precise relation to the version preseryed as the Kmght's Tale 18 unknown But there
18 httle support for the theory held by some eminent Chaucenans, that the omgmal
Palamon was 1n seven-hine stanzas, some of which Chaucer used m the Anelda and the
Trowlus before he transposed the poem into decasyllabic couplets The Kmght's Tale
bears obvious marks of adaptation to the teller But there 1s no evidence that the
Palamon was seriously altered i form or substance

The Tales of the Miller, Reeve, and Cook In determining the order of the earher tales
1n the sertes Chaucer was evidently governed by the prineiple of contrast For tha.
stories that follow the Kmght's and complete Group A are of an utterly different charac-
ter They are introduced by a sumple dramatic device When the Kmght hag fimshed
speaking, the Hosi turns to the Monk as a smtable personage to follow im  But the
Muller mmsists on being heard, and the Host, seemng that he 1s “dronke of ale,” lets him
have his way The Miller’s story 1s at the expense of a carpenter, and the Reeve, who
has followed that craft, takes offense and makes an immediate rejomder with a story of a
dishonest miller And now that the churls have got under way, the Host makes no at-
tempt to check the Cook, when he claims the next turn  Of the Cook’s tale only a frag-
ment was written, but enough to show that it was of the same scurrilous character as the
stories of the Miller and the Reeve All three belong to the narrative type most ex-
tensively cultivated in mediaeval France, and known as the fabhau The term fabliou
means by its derivation siraply “short story,” and cannot be safely given a much more
precise definition  For stortes of many vaneties were designated by the name But the
majority were tales of the bourgeois or lower social orders, they were reahstic in character,
generally humorous, and often indecent, and they turned more upon plot and mtrigue
than upon description or sentiment In Chaucer’s hands they retain their essential
character They remsain short, though the setting 18 somewhat elaborated, and Chaucer
finds an opportumty for descriptions which might be compared to the genre painting ot
the Dutch artists They remain plain-spoken and even indecent But the emphasis in
them 18 perhaps less on pure animahsm than 1 the usual French fabhau, and a land of
moral quality has been observed m their tendency to emphasize poetic justice No
defimite source 1s known for any of the three here grouped together, and the Cook’s
fragment 1s hardly long enough to disclose what the plot was to be  But for the Mauller's
Tale and Reeve’s T'ale numerous analogues have been found in vanous languages
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FRAGMENT II (GROUP B !)

Man of Law's Prologue and Tate The first group of tales (A) ends with the Cook’s
fragment, which, because of 1ts incompleteness, gives no mdication of what was to follow
But 1n the regular arrangement of the rest, the next tale is that of the Man of Law, pre-
ceded by an interesting and somewhat puzzling introduction or headlink At ten o’clock
1n the morning of April eighteenth (the mention of this precise date lends some color to
the belief that Chaucer had in mind a real pilgnmage), the Host rerunds the pilgrims
that time 15 passing and exhorts them to go on with therr story-teling He appeals
particular to the Man of Law to keep his contract and entertamn the company 'lhe
lawyer, with some parade of technical terms which are not without bearing on the theory
that Chaucer himself had a legal education, promises to fulfill lus obhgation But he
protests that Chaucer, “m such Enghsh as he can,” has spotled all the good stortes He
mentions by name the tales of lovers m the Book of the Duchess and the Legend of Good
Women (including some that are not there), gets in what appears ta be a bumorous fling at
Gower for telling such tales as he and Chaucer do not approve, and ends by declaring that
he will not eourt comparson with the Muses but will tell us tale in prose  Then he pro-
ceeds to relate the story of Constance 1n seven-hine stanzas' Doubtless when Chaucer
wrote the headlink, he meant to assign a prose tale to the Man of Law But the Con-
stance story, though not so conspicuously adapted to the teller as the tales of many of
the other pilgrims, 1s sufficiently appropnate

It purports to be an account of the adventures of a daughter of the Roman Emperor
Tiberius Constantinus In reality, though attached to hstorical characters, 1t 15 o
marchen found m many forms the world over and known to students of folk-lore as the
story of the Calummated Wife Of the special type to which Chaucer’s tale belongs some
sixty versions, popular and literary, have been collected The best known Middle-
Enghsh analogues are the Lay of Emare and Gower’s account of Constance 1n the Con-
fessio Amantis  The latter was pretty surely known to Chaucer In fact he appears to
refer to 1t 1n his version, and he and Gower used the same mmmediate source, Nicholas
" Trvet’s Anglo-Norman Chronicle  But Chaucer handled the material with conmderable
freedom, punctuating the narrative, 8o to speak, with moral and philosophical reflections
hke those of a Greek chorus He tells the whole story in the manner and spint of a
legend The interest centers m the sufferings and miraculous deliverances of Con-
stance, which are compared with those of biblical heroes or of the Chmstian sants
Husband, kindred, and the ¢chuld Maurice are mere incidents 1n this spintual hife-hustory
And the character of Constance, 1n contrast to the highly realistic figures which fill most
of the works of Chaucer’s maturity, 18 drawn m the mediaeval manner She 18 almost an
allegorical symbol, and as Griselda mn the Clerk’s Tale represents Patience, so Constance
18 an mearnation of Fortitude

In the best manuseripts the Man of Law’s Tale constitutes a fragment by itself, and 1a
not attached to the followmg story But mn a consmderable number of copies 1t 15 fol-
lowed by a very hvely Eplogue The Host, enthusiastic about the Man of Law's
performance, calls upon the Parson, another “learned man n lore;” to follow im  “Sir
Pansh Preest,” quod he, “for Goddes bones, tel us a tale!” But the Parson takes oo~
casion to rebuke him for his profamty, and the Host ironically calls upon the company to
hsten to a sermon  Thereupon another pilgrim, variously referred to i the manusenpts
as the Squire, the Summoner, or the Shipman — obviously, 1 any case, not the Squire,
but one of the ruder members of the company — springs up a8 & defender of the faith and
protests that the Lollard Parson would corrupt therr rehigion  So he, & plain man, with
“httle Latin 1 hug maw,” will tell & tale which, he mmplies, will keep them awske better
than that of his predecessor The name of the speaker 18 uncertain, as 18 also the story
which the dialogue was meant to mtroduce In most modern editions the speech 1s
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aseribed to the Shipman and prefixed to hus tale  But the authority for this arrangement
18 very shght From the fact that the Eplogue 18 rssing in the best manuseripts 1t1s a
reasonable inference that Chaucer himself meant to cancel1t But there can be no doubt
of its genwineness It 18 one of the most spirted of the talks by the way and gives &
preture of the Parson 1n his “smbbing” mood, which we should not willingly spare

FRAGMENT III (GROUP D)

Wife of Bath’s Prologue and Tale With the third fragment (Group D in the Six-Text
arrangement) begins a series of seven tales which, though not completely welded to-
gether, seem to have recerved something ke therr final arrangement at Chaucer’s hands
They have been commonly known as the Marnage Group, since they were so designated
by Professor Kittredge in an essay m which he pointed out the continuily which sets
them apart from the rest of the Canterbury Tales They deal — though, to be sure, with
skillfully managed dramatic interruptions — with a single subject or topic, the seat and
conduct of authonty in marred ife The wife argues for the supreme authority — the
souverawnetee — of a woman over her husband The Friar and Suramoner then break 1n
with an altercation and tell their stories at each other’s expense After they have had
their quarrel out, the Clerk follows with hus tale of the complete subjugation of the Wife
i the person of the mecredibly patient Griselda In the Merchant’s Tale the tables are
turned again, and the poor old dotard, January, 18 decerved by his young wife Though
her conduct 18 more than half-excused by his folly, the whole picture of matrimony 1s
bitterly satirical The romantic story of the Squire, though 1t deals also with unfaith-
fulness 1 love, does not continue the treatment of the domestic 1ssue and may be re-
garded as a second interruption in the discussion Then follows the Franklin's Tale,
which, at least inaidentally, provides a solution of the problem The two morals ex-
plicitly taught in the story are the duties of “keeping truth’” and practicing courtesy
But while exemphfying these virtues Arviragus and Dorigen glso live in 1deally harmoni-
ous relations as man and wife Whether Chaucer wrote the tale with this fact in iew
has been disputed, and reasons have even been adduced for dating 1t, before the Canter-
bury series, 1n the period of the Knaght's Tale But thereis a clear connection of thought
running from the W+fe’s Prologue to the Franklww’s Tale The Clerk and the Merchant
both refer expheitly to the Wife, and the Franklin’s digcussion of sovereignty, once men-
tioned by name, has a relevance that can hardly bave been unintentional If Chaucer
did use an early composition for the Franklin’s Tale, he must have adapted 1t to 1its
posttion It 1s happily placed at the end of the series, if only for the contrast 1t affords
with the varous kinds of domestic infelicity that precede Not only are the iales of the
Marnage Group bound together in subject, in the way that hag been indicated, but there
are also reasons for believing, at least 1n the case of the Wife’'s Prologue and Tale and the
Merchant’s Tale, which give the tone for the seres, that they were composed at about the
same tume, and rather late in the Canterbury period

The Waife of Bath’s Prologue 18 one of the most remarkable of Chaucer’s productions
It 15 at once a confessmon, an apologia, and a program of matrimonial reform  Out of a
nich expenence, as she herself declares, but with no lack of knowledge of the auctoritees,
the “hterature of her subject,” she expounds and defends two theses first, that the
married state 18 not to be held inferior to virgimity, and second, that m marnage the
sovereignty should rest with the wife She relates at length — the Friar complained
that 1t was a long preambel of o tale — the hife she hag hived with her five husbands, and
shows triumphantly how all went for the best when she exercised control The character
revealed 1n the Prologue became a type for later Enghsh hiterature, but m 1tself 1t 1s far
more than a type and possesses ndividualizing traits which make 1t one of the most regl
and complex of all the personalities drawn by Chaucer From another point of view t
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Prologue 18 s most brilhant discussion of the “woman question” as 1t was understood m
Chaucer’s epoch  Nothmg could be more skillful than the way m which Chaucer has
put into the mouth of this ““arch-wife”” the confession, boastful and cynucal, but none the
iess engaging, of all the decets and vices charged agamst women 1n satire from antiquity
down And the author enters so dramatically nto the spiit of the speaher that it
mught well be debated whether the Prologue 18 a document on the femininist or the
anti-fermminist side of the controversy

The Wife's Tale 18 a brlhant continuation of her argument It illustrates and con-
firms her doctrine, serving, as has often been noted, as a kand of exemplum 1n 5 lay ser-
mon She uses the familiar and widely disseminated popular tale of the Loathly Lady,
skillfully adapted to the purpose in hand  In 1ts more typical and oniginal form a hag,
the victim of enchantment, 18 released from her spell by the embrace of a hero, to whom
she first offers the choice of having her “fair by day and foul (that 1s, ugly) by might” or
“faar by night and foul by day ” Chaucer substitutes the alternative of having her foul
and faithful, or fair and free to bestow her favors where she will The Kmight, courte-
ously — and, as 1t turns out, wisely — leaves the decision to her When she 1s assured
that she has the sovereignty securely in her hands she promuses to be to him both fair and
true Themoralisobvious The story itself 18 one of the best of the fairy tales that have
recerved literary treatment In an early Irsh versmon, with which Chaucer’s has been
held to be mdirectly related, the hag 18 made to stand allegonically for Royal Rule, at
first hard to obtamn, but afterwards pleasant and honorable In Gower's Confesso
Amants the same tale 13 told as an illustration of the virtue of Obedience In the ballad
of the Marriage of Gawam and 1n the romance of the Wedding of Gawain and Dame
Ragnell, as m Chaucer’s version, the adventure 1s attached to a Knight of Arthur’s court
These analogues are interesting m themselves and as showing the kind of material with
which Chaucer was working But m 1ts delightful combmation of romantic adventure
and fairy mythology with shrewd humor the Wife of Bath's Tale far surpasses them all

The Friar's Tale and the Summoner’s Tale The Friar’s Tale and the Summoner’s Tale
are both fabliauz, for which various parallels have been found In neither case 18 Chau-
cer’s source known, and its discovery would probably be unimportant  For the shight
anecdotes are richly overlaid by deseription, characterization, and witty dialogue ob-
viously origimmal with the poet The satirical account of the ecclesiastical (ourt, the
highly comical encounter of the Summoner with the diabolical ““bailly,” the deseription
of the Friar’s wisit to the house of Thomas, the villager — all these are spewmens of
Chaucer's most accomphshed workmanship Though the tales contain no defimte -
dication of date, the free handling of the material places them unquestionably at the pe-
r10d of the full development of Chaucer’s art

FRAGMENT IV (GROUP E)

The Clerk’s Tale Inthe Clerk’s Tale of Patient Gniselda Chaucer 18 once agam dealing
with what was originally a story from folk-lore  But 1t had been given literary form hy
two of the greatest men of letters on the continent Boccaecio, who, whatever materiat
he had to work with, must be regarded as the creator of the character of Gnaselda as it s
actually known to hterature, mcluded the story in his Decameron as the tenth tale of the
tenth day Then Petrarch made a Latin rendermg of 1t; and this was Chaucer’s source,
a8 he acknowledges gracefully, and by the use of a recognized convention, when he makes
the Clerk declare that he learned the story from Petrarch in Padus  In sall the essentials
of the narrative Chancer’s version follows 1tg omginal It 1s a close rendering, as poetical
translations go  Though some detalls have been pomted out 1 which 1t resembles
Boceaoeio’s; Itahian rather than Petrareh’s Latin, Chaucer’s knowledge and use of the
‘Derameron remain uncertam, if not unbkely Other small varations from Petrarsh's
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Latin have been shown to agree with a contemporary French trapslation which Chaucer
may have used In 1ts ultimate origin the tale 1s related to the ancient legend of Cuprd
and Psyche which was somewhere combined 1n popular tradition with another marchen
of the type represented in the ballad of Fair Anme  As narrated by Boccaceio, Petrarch,
and Chaucer, 1t 18 2 beautaful and sympathetic narrative of the sufferings infhicted ox
Griselda by her misguided husband It 18 not only sympathetic but moving if we accept,
as we must, the convention 1n conformity to which 1t was wnitten Judged by the
standards of reahstic fiction, the action 1s preposterous and the character of Griselda, 1n
1ts imperturbable meekness, neither real nor admirable Petrarch recogmzed this and
explained, 1n pointing a moral which the Clerk repeats, that her behavior 1s meant to
teach how human beings should submit to the Providence of God Chaucer saw the
absurdities of the tale just as clearly, and his humorous comment finds expression 1n the
Clerk’s rollicking envoy, 1n which he declares that 1t would be mtolerable if women were
Iike Griselda, and bids wives to stand at defense and be as “egre as 18 a tygre yond 1n
Ynde ” Yet Petrarch also testifies that he found an Italian, after the reading of the tale,
dissolved 1n tears, and the primary effect of Chaucer’s poem 1s and was unquestionably
meant to be, pathetic To accept the action calls for no more suspense of critical
judgment then is required by many a myth or drama or tale of adventure And to
understand Griselda 1t 1s necessary to bear in mind that she was not drawn as a complex
human creature hike the Pardoner or the Prioress or the Wife of Bath She belongs
rather, ike Constance 1n the Man of Law’s Tale, with the sumple, almost allegorical, types
which the Middle Ages loved to contemplate From the mediaeval character of the
Clerk’s Tale and Man of Law’s Tale eritics have wferred that both were wrnitten rather
early But such uncertain indications of date as have been noted pomnt rather to thetr
composttion during the Canterbury perod

The Merchant's Tale In the Merchant’s Tale of January and May, once again the
kernel of the story 1s a popular marchen. It 18 known to folk-lomsts as the “Pear-Tree
Epwsode,” and 15 widely dissemimated m Europe and Asia. It serves the Merchant as an
example of the wicked wiles of women But the pear-tree story, which supphes the final
meident of the deception of the husband, 1s only a small part of the Merehant’s discourse
Here, as in the case of most of Chaucer’s latest writings, the simple plot 1s richly elabor-
ated by description, comment, and characterization. In the story itself there 1s in-
troduced, with serio-comuc effect, a bit of “machinery” from fary mythology about
Pluto and Proserpina  The figure of January affords one of the most vivid portrayals 1n
hiterature of the type, at once amusing and repulsive, of the superannuated lover, senex
amans And the whole story 1s handled with great dramatic effect by the Merchant,
mmself unhappily mated, to give point to hus bitter condemnation of matrmony and of
the women to whose evil devices 1t exposes men

FRAGMENT V (GROUP F)

The Squire’s Tale With the Squire’s Tale, as has been already remarked, Chaucer
drops the theme of the marmage problem and turns to an mterlude of pure romance
The Squure tells a story of adventure and enchantment, laid 1n the distant land of Cam-
bynskan It contains, to be sure, the sad history of a deserted lady, but even this 1s
made less real by the metamorphosis of the actors into birds The tale 18 a perfect ex-
pression of the joy and wonder and mmple human feehng which gives enduring charm
to the numerous metrical romances, many of them defective m hterary form, of medizeval
Europe It s clear that Chaucer, with all the skepticism and sophistication that have
been attributed to him, could enter heartily into the spint of this literature He “left
half-told the story of Cambuscan bold,” probably because he had mn mind no plan for
continwing 1t No defimte source bas been discovered for the tale, and Chaucer was not
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much given to mventing plots For what he did write he very hkely found suggestions
1n the romance of Cleomades and m accounts then current of travels m the East He
may have picked up some of his lore from the oral reports of the traders and sailors with
whor# he was in frequent contact 1n the port of London  For 1t 18 not to be assumed that
everything he used came out of books And though 1t 1s seldom possible to trace non-
hiterary channels of information, 1t 1s interesting to speculate about them and important
10 recognize their existence

The Franklin's Tale 18 of a genre not elsewhere represented among Chaucer’s writings
It purports to be & “Breton lay,” that 15, a short romance or tale of adventure such as
the “ancient gentle Britons’’ were behieved to have composed 1n their Celtic tongue  No
poems of the exact type appear to have been preserved in early Welsh or Breton, but a
number have come down 1n French and Enghsh  The finest specimens are the lays of
Marie de France, the truly British character of which — whatever exact sources lay be-
bind them — appears in therr setting, 1n madents and other features paralleled in Welsh
and Imsh saga, 1n occasional traces of the Breton language, and in the dehcate faney
commonly recognized as characteristic of Celtic Iiterature  Among the Englsh lays that
of Le Frasne, translated from Mare, and that of Sir Orfeo, perhaps best illustrate the
same Celtic qualities Whether Chaucer actually had a Breton lay (he would doubtless
have known 1t 1 French or Enghsh) from which he derived the Frankhin's Tale, 18 a
maitter of disagreement At first sight the names of Arviragus and Dorgen and the local-
1zation m Brittany seem to favor the supposition But the substance of the story s
sufficiently accounted for by Boccaccio’s version i the Filocolo, which was probably
known to Chaucer, and 1t 18 now the prevalent opinion that he had no other source He
could eamly have supplied the Celtic names of persons and places, though the deseription
of Brittany, if due to hum, affords an mstance of unusual care in providing an appropriate
setting for a tale If he did not have a Breton lay as his source and model, he at all
events knew very well what a lay ought to be The romantic theme, the resort to magie
or other meidents of supernatural character, the spint of chivalry and courtesy — all
these features of the Frankhin’s Tale are charactenstic of the poems of Marie and her
successors Beyond this, 1n 1ts urbanmity and humor, the Franklhn’s Tale 18 both ap-
proprate to the fictihous teller and dehghtfully expressive of the author It is happily
placed, as has already been observed, 1 the sequence of the tales of the Marrage Group
Thus conadered 1n 1ts relation to the Canterbury senes, 1t fulfills a dramatic purpose, and
considered by 1tself, 1t 18 an example of an interesting hiterary type, which 1t at once re-
produces and transcends

FRAGMENT VI (GROUP C)

The Physician’s Tale 'With the end of Fragment V (Group F) the contmuty of the
Canterbury Tales 18 once more broken In the best manuscnpts the Frankln's Tule 18
{ollowed by those of the Doctor and the Pardoner, but this par {Group C) are not con-
nected by genwne links with any of the other tales

The Physician’s Tale 1s the old Roman story of Appius and Virgiia  It1s told on the
authonty of Livy, but Chaucer’s actual source seems clearly to have been the Roman de
12 Rose, from which he took even the citation of the Latin hustorian  In the sumpheity of
1ts structure and the directness with which 1t follows 1ts source the Physicuan’s T'ale differs
strikingly from the tales of the Marmage Group which we have been considenng, and
ranges 1tself rather with the narratives that make up the Legend of Good Women It
has even been conjectured that Chaucer onginally meant the story of Virgime for that
collection Like the legends, the Physician’s Tale 18 by no means without art, but 1t 18
certainly not 1o what we have come to recognize as Chaucer’s latest manner The
somposition should perhaps be assigned to the late eightaes, a date which 1s supported by
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personal allusions conjecturally recognized in the tale The narrative, in general simple
and straightforward, 18 interrupted by a long digression on the character and education of
young guls This discussion may have been prompted by a scandalous occurrence in
the farmly of John of Gaunt The remarks are also not inappropriate to the Doctor, and
were perhaps mtroduced by way of adapting the tale to the teller

The Pardoner’s Prologue and Tale Jowned to the Physician’s Tale are the prologue and’
tale of the Pardoner, which constitute one of Chaucer’s most remarkable productions
They contain no defimte indication of date, but clearly belong to a time when the plan
of the Canterbury Tales was fully developed The rascally Pardoner, suitably deseribed
by Professor Kittredge as ‘“perhaps the one lost soul on the pilgrimage,”’ begins with a
confession, or rather a boastful relation, of all hus vices and fraudulent acts Then he
preaches a sample sermon, such as he 15 1n the habit of using to extract money from his
congregations Feeling, no doubt, that in such a company of “good felawes,” whatever
he tells will be privileged information, he keeps nothing back, but confesses all s dis~
honest motives and evil practices At last, reaching the height of 1nsolent joculanty, he
recommends his false rehics to his fellow-pilgrims and mvites the Host, as most “en-
voluped 1n synne,” to make the first offering Thereupon ensues a bitter quarrel which
1t takes the best offices of the Kmght to compose

In spite of hus contemptible nature, phymecal and moral, the Pardoner 18 one of the
most intellectual figures among the pilgrims and his performance 1s worthy of s powers
His tale has sometimes been called the best short story in existence Embodied 10 the
sermon as an exemplum, or llustrative example, 1t 18 the old anecdote of the three revel-
ers who found death in a heap of gold It has been current in Asia as a moral fable from
the time of the birth-tales of the Buddha, and Mr Kiphng mncluded & modern version 1n
his Jungle Book Numerous Buropean analogues have been collected, some of which are
stmilar to Chaucer’s version, but no one of them appears to have been his source Cer-
tainly the tale was never better told than by the Pardoner In the management of the
1ntngue and the swift denouement 1t 18 a model of short-story method In atmosphere
and characterization 1t 18 vividly concerved, and in the dialogue not a word 18 wasted
And the Old Man, the Messenger of Death, in his mystery and moral sublimity 1s one of
the most 1mpressive apparitions in poetry

FRAGMENT VII (GROUP B?)

The Pardoner’s Tale ends another fragment It 18 followed in the best manuseripts
by the series of tales (Group B?) which i most recent editions come after that of the
Man of Law But there 1s no reason for supposing that Chaucer meant to put them in
that position Within the group there seems to be no principle of arrangement save
that of contrast or vanety

The Shipman’s Tale 18 a fabliau and relates how a merchant was doubly cheated by a
monk, first of his wife’s favors, and second of hus money The anecdote 18 widely dis~
persed 1 popular tradition and 18 still current 1n America, where 1t 18 told at the expense
of nationahties reputed to be parsmonious The best known literary version except
Chaucer’s 18 1n Boccaceio’s Decameron

The Prioress’s Tale In complete contrast with the scandalous anecdote of the Ship-
man 18 the Tale of the Prioress which follows Requested by the Host, 1 what may be
called without exaggeration the polifest speech 1n Enghsh hterature, to tell her story, the
Prioress first recites an Invocation to the Blessed Virgin, and then relates a legend of a
Iittle “clergeoun,” or school-boy, murdered by the Jews A vast cycle of such stories
have been current smnce the early Chrigtian centurtes, and they still spring up when
hostile feehngs develop between Jews and Chmstians In the special form which the
legend takes 1n the Prioress’s Tale and related versions, 1t 18 a “muracle of Our Lady,”



12 THE CANTERBURY TALES

and the murdered child, by the intervention of the Virgin, 18 made to speak and declare
the manner of us death In most accounts of the miracle, and probably 1n 1ts ongmz}l
form, the story ends happily with the restoration of the child to hfe But Chaucer’s
version, and without doubt his source, have a tragic ending, probably {aken over fx‘-om
the story of Hugh of Lincoln long famuliar in popular ballads  The Prioress’s Tale,
though 1 the stanzaic form characteristic of Chaucer’s middle period, 1s generally as-
signed, by reason of its flawless workmanship and 1ts perfect adaptation to ihe teller,
to the tume of the fully developed plan of the Canterbury Tales By a companson of
the numerous extant versions of the miracle 1t 18 possible to discover almost exactly what
Chaucer had before him 1n his source  And we find that working here on a small scale
and with almost fragile delicacy of materals he contributed the same new clements of
descriptive setting and dramatic characterization which he brought to lis larger works
But here, in the mterest of dramatic propriety, s humor was held completely 1 abey-
ance and the story 1s told 1n a spirit of consistent pathos Surely that criticism 1s per-
verse which maintaans that Chaucer wrote the Prioress’s Tale as a satire on childish
legends He 1s a4 far from showing disrespect for the story as for the devout lady whe
tellsit And when the miracle was related even the ruder and more bosterous members
of the company were reduced to sience

The adaptation of the story to the Prioress 13 almost too obvious to mention  Every-
where 1n it are apparent her religious devotion, her elegance and refinement, her “con-
saience and tendre herte” — unhappily not incompatible with a bigoted hatred for the
“cursed Jewes ” The story and, hardly less, the revealing introductory dislogue with
the Host, serve admirably to complete the portrait of the Prioress in the Prologue

The Rume of Sur Thopas  To recall the company from the solemn mood mduced by the
Prioress’s legend, the Host calls upon Chaucer, who looks as if he could contribute some-
thing good, for the next story The creator of all the pilgrims modestly protests that he
has nothing to offer but an old rime he learned long ago, and then launches out mto
the doggerel jog-trot of the stanzas of Sw Thopas He 1s allowed to fimsh only one
canto, or “fit,” and begin a second, when the Host declares he can stand no more of 1t
Chanucer asks, wath injured sensibility, why he should be stopped mn his tale more than
any other man, but the Host 18 obdurate and tells him he shall no longer rime  Chaucer
obediently accepts the ruling of the “lord and governour,” and tells the prose tale of
Melibee

The rime of Sir Thopas s hardly a tale at all It starts out, in the language and
meaaure of the more popular minstrel romances, to recount the adventures of the paragon
of knighthood whose name 1t bears, and before 1t 18 cut short 1t relates his enamourment
with & farry queen and one mglonous exploit against a g1ant “with hevedes three  The
whole piece 18 preposterous 1n the extreme and obviously satineal in purpose But there
18 some difference of opimon as to the object of the satire It has long been recognized
that the rme reproduces many of the absurd features of the poorer romances — thewr
padded style and doggerel movement, their catalogue method of deseription, with end-
less hists of food and clothing, birds and trees, or the physical features of men and women,
their stock adventures of heroes i love or war, their commonplaces of sentiment or of
moral teaching  To the reader farmhar with the metrical romances nearly every hine of
Sur Thopas recalls some figure or incident or trick of style, not necessanly absurd 1n 1tself,
and makes 1t ridiculous It has been coramonly held that Chaucer’s main purpose in the
parody was to show up these defects of the romances, and some readers have drawn the
unwarrantable inference that he meant to disparage the whole body of such composttions
But recent cnties have seen 1 Swr Thopas, m addition to the literary satire, or even In
place of 1t, social satire at the expense of the Flemush kmghthood Tt 1s clear, especially
rom saccounts cited by Miss Winstanley and Professor Manly, that the knights of
Flanders were the subject of ridicule at the French and English courts, and Su Thopas,
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born at “Poperyng, in the place,” was very likely intended as a representative of the type
The descriptions of his food and clothing, appearance, and behavior all seem to convey
such jokes as were made by the older anstocracy in contempt for the Flemmsh nouveauz
riches, bourgeols mtruders mnto the circle of chivalry This application of the satire in
8w Thopas, when once ponted out, appears altogether reasonable But 1t does not
exclude the older interpretation, and 1t 1s probable that we should recognize 1n the poem a
twofold satire, hiterary and soctal  And after all, the Host’s comments, which, here and
elsewhere, afford some indication of Chaucer’s purposes, pomnt rather to the former
He makes no reference to Flermsh or other upstart knights, but condemns Swr Thopas as
2 wretched rime

The Tale of Melibee “Cut off 1n the midst of Sir Thopas,” one Amenican critic ob-
serves, “Chaucer revenges himself by telling the dull tale of Melibee”” Most modern
readers will doubtless agree in this apprasal of the “ moral tale and virtuous ”” of Melibeus
and Dame Prudence Chaucer’s prose, at its best 1s heavy in comparison with his verse
Allegory 18 now out of fashion, and the moral mstruction 1 Melbee 13 commonplace and
tiresomely schematic  Except for the collector of proverbs and apophthegms 1t has now
small hterary 1nterest Yet some allowance must undoubtedly be made for change of
taste The Host — who, to be sure, has in mind practical rather than artistic considera-
tions — recerves the tale enthusiastically This 18 the more ssgnificant since he has just
cut short Ser Thopas, and since the Monk's Tale, which immediately follows, 1s mter-
rupted by the Kmght when he can no longer endure the dismal tragedies In so far as
the pilgrims’ comments are mtended to represent the taste and fashion of the time, the
Melabee at least escapes condemnation Lydgate, writing in the next generation, speaks
of 1t with respect Chaucer humself, too, had enough interest 1n the plot, shght as 1t 1s,
to utilize 1t 1n the Monk’s Tale On the whole, there 1s no reason to suppose that he or
lug age thought 11l of Melwbee And the Parson’s Tale, on the seven Deadly Sins, and the
lost translation of Pope Innocent’s De Contemptu Mund testify to his interest in much
more uninviting specimens of what Lord Bacon would call “friar’s books of edification
and mortification 7

The Melibee 15  close translation of the French Livre de Mehbé et de Dame Prudence,
ascribed to Jean de Meun, and this 1n turn 1s a free rendering of the Liber Consolationis
et Consiln of Albertanus of Brescia The date of Chaucer’s version 18 unknown, but 1t
probably belongs among the earher productions of the Canterbury pertod

The Monk's Tale After an extremely personal outburst, 1n which the Host laments
that Godelief, his wife, 13 not more hke Dame Prudence, and shows that she uses all the
arguments of a Lady Macbeth to make him resort to violence against the men who have
given her offense, he turns for the second time to the Monk and asks him for a tale
Presuming, 1t would seem, upon the jovial character of the hunting cleric, he beginsmn a
famihar tone to ask him his name, becomes more and more personal, and ends by de-
claring that if he were pope such a vigorous man would not be restrained from begetiing
offspring This eugemec argument, which 18 repeated in the canceled Epilogue to the
Nun's Prest’s Tale, 18 rather unusual in the contemporary discussions of sacerdotal
cehbacy Pursuing lus attack, and confident of provoking a hvely response, the Host
asks for an entertamning story, and in particular, for something about hunting The
Monk, unexpectedly — but, 1n view of the Host’s rather impudent onslaught, not un-
naturally — preserves the dignity of the eloth Without taking direct offense he 1gnores
the Host’s challenging remarks and offers to relate, for the edification of the company,
either a hife of St Edward or a series of “tragedies,” of which he has a hundred in hig cell
Then after giving, with pedantic solemmty, a dictionary defimtion of a tragedy, be tells a
string of dismal tales of the fall of men from high estate When he has finished some
fifteen of hus 1nexhaustible supply the Knmght stops him, declanng that he cannot endure
to hear any more about “wo and hevinesse ” The Host gives the Monk one more chance
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to tell a tale which would be in character  But he refuses to play the expected part, and
the Host turns to the Nun’s Priest, who proves more tractable
For the scheme of the Monk’s Tale, Chaucer was indebted prinaipally to two sources*
the Roman de la Rose, which supplied him with the moral concerming Fortune and with
some of the indrvidual 1ngtances, and Boccaccio’s De Casibus Virorum et Feminarum
Iilustrium, wiich gave hum his sub-title and also several of the tragedies The other
esamples he gathered from Boccaceto’s De Muhertbus Clans, the Bible, Boethius and
Dante, and n three mstances — Peter of Spain, Peter of Cyprus, and Barnabo Viscont:
— from contemporary Iife  In the case of a few, which contan farmhar historical in-
formation, the exact source has not been determined The date of the collection, except
for the account of Barnabo, was almost certainly early The death of Barnabo — one of
the very few contemporary events speafically mentioned by Chaucer — did not take
#lace untal December, 1385, and Chaucer’s hines about 1t could hardly have been written
before the early weeks of 1386 But the single stanza bears every indication of having
been interpolated, and the rest of the work belongs to the period of transition from French
{0 Itahan mfuence The early seventies seem the most reasonable date The hiterary
interest of the compilation 1s small, as was mevitable with a series of encyclopedic
gketches of the “falls of princes ” The Barnabo stanza has vigor and warmth of feelng,
and the tragedy of Ugolno, alone perhaps, has moving power For this deals, not with
the summary of a career, but with a tragic moment which could be presented 1n the small
compass of the poem, and Chaucer had a supremely excellent model 1n Dante’s Inferno
The Nun’s Priest’'s Tale The tale of the Nun’s Priest, in contrast to the apprentice
work of the Monk’s tragedies, shows Chaucer again at the height of his powers It war
not merely wnitten with the Nun’s Priest 1n mind, but was adapted with more than usual
care to the character and calling of the teller His hahit of hife as a preacher appears in
pulpit mannensms and 1 the frequent use of homiletic material Fhs relation to the
Prioress as father confessor and spintual adviser, and at the same time social dependant
or beneficiary, seems to bereflected 1n the cautious protest, I kan noon harm of no woman
divyne” His own character, in 1ts combination of modesty and good humor with quick
wnt and hugh inteligence, 1s one of the most vivid armong the pigrims  Yet 1t 18 revealed
only as 1t appears dramatically in s tale, for there 18 no sketch of him 1n the General
Prologue  The story 1tself 18 the faruhiar incident of the cock who was seized by a fox
and made his escape by imnducing his captor to open lis mouth m speech It is preserved
both 1n fables and 1 an episode of the beast-epic known 1n various languages as the ro-
mance of Renard It used to be held that Chaucer's version was derived {rom the fable,
Dou Coc et Dou Werpil, of Mane de France But a careful comparison of numerous
forms of the story has shown that the Nun’s Priest’s Tale belongs rather with the epic
than with the fables The type of hiterature with which Chaucer was working can be
best observed 1n the old French Roman de Renart or the Netherlandish Remaert Vos,
and 1t recerved its classic treatment 1n modern times in Goethe’s Remnecke Fuchs But
Chaucer’s source, or, for that matter, the simple 1neident 1tself which constitutes the
action, counts for hittle in the poem compared with the brilhant presentation In none
of Chaucer’s tales — perhaps 1n no story that could be cited — 18 the narrative more en~
hivened by vanety of method, by apt deseription, witty dialogue, or wealth of hiterary
allusion and philosophical comment The cock’s tragic adventure 18 presented, almost
from the outset, against a background of universal history and divine providence In
the discussion of dreams and destiny the Priest draws upon the sermon-books, which are
great treasure-houses of mediaeval fiction The catastrophe, thus prepared for, 1s related
1 the grand style, making the poem the first notable English example of mock-heroic.
And this method 15 extended with amazing subtlety of humor, to the presentation of the
characters of Chauntecleer and Pertelote The balance 18 most deheately maintained
between the barnyard and the boudowr — or, in contemporary language, the bower At
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one moment the characters are in most physical literalness the cock and hen, and in the
next Chauntecleer1s an educated gentleman, quoting auctoruees and translating Latin for
the ladies, and Pertelote, the object of hus courtly attentions, 1s a practical and rather
dimllusioned woman of the world In her skeptical habit of mind, as Professor Kittredge
long ago pomted out, she 18 an amusing counterpart of the tragic heromne, Criseyde

The Nun’s Priest’s Tale 1s followed by an Emlogue which repeats in a measure the
argument of the earher words of the Host to the Monk, and which, probably for that
reason, appears to have been canceled by Chaucer Even if retained it does not furmsh a
definite mtroduction to any following tale It therefore marks the end of the seventh
fragment

FRAGMENT VIII (GROUP G)

The Second Nun's Tale 'The ‘““nonne chapeleyne,” like her superior, the Prioress,
relates a Christian legend It is the hife of the famous Roman martyr, 8t Ceciha, and
was taken by Chaucer from the Legenda Aurea, or a version almost identical with that
of Jacobus Januensis Chaucer’s text closely follows the Latin ornginal, and 1s regarded
by common consent as the work of his early years The Prologue, which some scholars
hold to have been composed later than the legend, 1s partly based upon the noble prayer
of St Bernard to the Virgin 1n the thirty-third canto of Dante’s Paradiso  So at least
that passage may be assigned to the period after Chaucer’s first Itahan journey, and the
whole composition, along with the Monk’s Tale, which also shows the beginming of Itahan
influence, probably belongs to the early seventies The legend, by reason alike of subject-
matter and of treatment, lacks the vivid and varied human mnterest of Chaucer’s later
writings But with all its ssmphaty, 1t 18 by no means devoid of poetic beauty, and the
truly reverent spirit of the narrative — which was not dramatically composed for the
Nun — should be taken into account by those critics who think of Chaucer as out of
sympathy with the religion of his age To the student of literary history it 1s an ex-
cellent specimen of the saints’ lives, which constituted a very large part of the narrative
writings of the Middle Ages It also gives, as Professor Tatlock has remarked, an ex-
pression rarely to be matched in hiterature, of the triumphant spint of early Christiamty

The Canon’s Yeoman’s Tale The Nun’s account of the remote martyrdom of St
Cecilia 18 followed 1mmediately by what 1s perhaps the most closely personal and con-
temporaneous story in the collection, the Canon’s Yeoman’s anecdote of a swindhing
alchernist It has even been conjectured that Chaucer wrote the tale 1n imndignation at
his own treatment by a follower of the “shding craft,” and a particular canon of Wind-
sor, Wilham Shuchirch, known to have practiced the art, has been 1dentified as a pos-
sible subject of the satire Be that as 1t may, the tale reveals keen interest if not strong
feelng, and the exposure and denunciation of the alchemust’s trickery 1s thorough-
going It does not follow, of course, that Chaucer regarded alchemy as wholly an 1m-
posture The tale shows that he had g conmderable acquaintance with alchemica.
wntings, which did have seientific standing 1n hus age, and 1t would be strange if he did
not recognize that there was a legitimate practice of the art

The Yeoman 18 represented as overtaking the pilgrims after a mad gallop with his
master, who takes abrupt leave upon discovenng that s rascality 1s to [oe revealed
Whether the pair were really an afterthought with Chaucer we do not know  The
device by which they are brought in may have been m his mind from the beginning
In any case 1t gives variety to the narrative, and provides a natural and dramatic imntro-
duction for the Yeoman’s story He begins, hike the Wafe of Bath and the Pardoner,
with a personal confession, though in this case the speaker 18 not the principal culprit
He 18 himself the victim of his dishonest lord, from whom he set out to learn the art of
“pultiplymg ” He describes at considerable length the processes of alchemy, and then
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tells of a double swindling trich played by a canon upon a priest No hterary source
need be sought for the anecdote, though records have been found of very similar mna-
dents Probably they were a matter of too common experience They make a good
story, and! the Canon and his Yeoman, whether or not drawn from life, are among the

most hfelike of Chaucer’s characters

FRAGMENT IX (GROUP H)

The Manciple’s Prologue and Tale When overtaken by the Canon’s Yeoman, the
pilgrims are said to bave been at ‘“Boughton-under-Blee ” In the Manecple’s Pro-
logue, which begins the next fragment, they are at Bob-up-and-Down, 1dentified con-
jecturally as Harbledown, or a field i the viaimity between Boughton under Blean and
Canterbury It 1s usually understood that the company was now approaching Canter-
bury, and that the tales of the Manciple and the Parson were intended to close the out~
ward journey But 1t 18 entirely possible, as has been recently suggested, that Chaucer
meant the Manciple’s Tale to be told early on the way back to London, and that he was
holding the Parson’s Tale in reserve for the very end

The subject of the Manciple’s story 1s the Tell-tale Bird, famous 1n popular tradition in
both onent and occident The tale obtained wide diffusion in the Middle Ages as one of
the stories in the romance of the Seven Sages, and 1n this form was very probably known
to Chaucer But his own version 18 derived rather from the Metamorphoses of Owid,
conmderably elaborated by description, llustrative ezempla, and other digressions The
treatment 18 rhetorically formal, even somewhat pedantie, and seems to indicate early
composition  This supposition is supported, positively, by the extensive use of the
Roman de la Rose and, negatively, by the fact that the tale bears no mdication of having

been wntten for one of the Canterbury pilgrims

FRAGMENT X (GROUP I)

The Parson’s Prologue and Tale The Parson, when called upon by the Host to play
hus part in the game, refuses to tell a “fable,” or “1dle story,” but declares himself willng
1o speak of “moralitee and vertuous matere ” Bemng a Southern man, however, he
cannot compose alliterative verse (which in Chaucer’s century was especially ¢ultivated
in the dialects of the north and northwest), and he “holds mme but little better ”, so he
offers to tell what he calls a “merry tale 1n prose ¥ Ths description 18 50 tudicrously 1o~
appropriate to the discourse that follows — a treatise on the Seven Deadly Sms — that
soroe critics bave thought that Chaucer must have meant 1t to imntroduce a different tale
They have even questioned whether he intended what 1s known as the Parson’s Tale to
be mcluded at all in the Canterbury collection  But, after all, the treatise 18 exactly the
kind of entertainment the Parson saxd he was willing to provide, and in calling 1t &
“merry tale’” he was only having his hittle joke — very much as Chaucer dil 1n intro-
Jducing s Mehbee Inspite of the Host’s exhortation, “Beth fructuous, and that m hitel
space,” the Parson’s Tale 18 by far the longest i the series  Whatever claim 1t had to
consideration m the competition of the pilgrims certainly rests rather upon “sentence”
than upon “solas ” It deals with the Deadly Sins aecording to the usual classihestion
and by the regular method of & manual of confession The greater pert hag been shown
to correspond closely to & portion of the third book of the De Poeratenta of Raymond de
Pennaforte Into this has been mserted a section derived from the Summs de Vatiis of
Guihelmus Peraldus The exact form m which Chaucer had these trestises 18 not yet
known, and 1t 18 not even posmble to say whether he first made the combinstion. But
1t seems probable that he found 1t ready to hand in the work of & predecessor

Chaucer’s Retracerouns The Parson’s Tale 18 followed by the much discussed Retrac-
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crouns, or Retractations, of the author In them Chaucer revokes all s ““translacions
and enditynges of worldly vanitees,” mentioming by name not only those Canterbury
tales “that sownen 1nto synne” but also some works whieh seem quite 1noffensive
Partly because of the mmclusion among disavowed writings, of the Book of the Duchess, the
House of Fame, the Parlwament of Fowls, and the Legend of Good Women, some eritics have
demied the authenticity of the Refraccsouns But 1t 1s to be observed that the authoris
repudiating not merely downright sin, but all worldly vanities, and the poems in question
celebrate, 1 one aspect or other, romantic love To Chaucer, 1n the mood in which he
wrote the Retracciouns, nothing seemed worthy except works on philosophy and rehgion,
and he speafically excepts from his condemnation only the translation of Boethius “and
other bookes of legendes of seintes, and omelies, and moralitee, and devocion ” Sucha
sepudiation of most of his hfe work may be deplored as weakness of mund or explained as
a mign of broken health 1n old age But 1t can hardly be regarded as impossible, or even
mmprobable Literary hstory affords many examples, from St Augustine down to
modern times, of similar changes of heart In Chaucer’s own century Boceaccio, who is
so much hke him in temperament, 1s reported, while still 1n middle life, to have undergone
a religious exverience which led him to renounce his frivolous and heentious writings in
the vernacular and devote humself to learned treatises 1n Latin  And 1t was not only
men of letters who were moved m old age to make amends for what they regarded as sin~
fullives Chaucer’s own friend, Sir Lewis Clifford, the Lollard Knight, was another con~-
spicuous example It 18 not to be supposed that Chaucer was necessanly immune from
such revulsion of feehng Moreover, many of his writings contain passages which, by
the standards of any age, would be pronounced vulgar and indecent If we are more
lenzent toward them than was the aged author himself, 1t 18 partly because some of the
““cherles tales” are examples of his most masterly narrative art, and partly because 1n the
work of a great reahist vice and depravity cannot be excluded And 1t may at least be
saad for Chaucer, 1 contrast to many of the modern practitioners of realism, that he 18
never morbid or unhealthy, and that he sees ife 1n a true perspective




THE CANTERBURY TALES

FRAGMENT I (GROUP A), GENERAL PROLOGUE
Here bygynneth the Book of the Tales of Caunterbury

Whan that Aprille wath hus shoures soote
The droghte of March hath perced fo the
roote,
And bathed every veyne 1n swich licour
Of which vertu engendred 1s the flour,
‘Whan Zephirus eek with hissweete breeth 5
Inspired hath 1n every bolt and heeth
The tendre croppes, and the yonge sonne
Hath in the Ram his halve cours yronne,
And smale foweles maken melodye,
That slepen al the nyght with open ye 10
(So priketh hem nature in hur corages),
Thanne longen folk to goon on pilgrimages,
And palmeres for to seken straunge
strondes,
To ferne halwes, kowthe 1n sondry londes,
And specially from every shires ende 15
Of Engelond to Caunterbury they wende,
The hooly bhsful martir for to seke,
That hem hath holpen whan that they
were seeke
Bifil that mn 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 was come into that hostelrye
Wel nyne and tweanty 1 a compaignye,
Of sondry folk, by aventure yfalle 25
In fehmﬁashlpe, and pigrimes were they
alle,
That toward Caunterbury wolden ryde
The chambres and the stables weren wyde,
And wel we weren esed atte beste 29
And shortly, whan the sonne was to reste,
So hadde I spoken with hem everichon
That I was of hir felaweshipe anon,
And made forward erly for to ryse,
To take oure wey ther as I yow devyse
But nathelees, whil I have tyme and
35

20

space,
€r that I ferther 1n this tale pace,

Me thynketh it acordaunt to resoun

To telle yow al the condicioun

Of ech of hem, so as 1t semed me,

And whiche they weren, and of what de-
gree, 40

And eek in what array that they were inne,

And at a knyght than wol I first bigynne

A KNyYGHT ther wasg, and that a worthy

man,

That fro the tyme that he first bigan

To riden out, he loved chivalre, 45

Trouthe and honour, fredom and curteisie

Ful worthy was he in his lordes werre,

And therto hadde he riden, no man ferre,

As wel 1n eristendom as 1 hethenesse,

And evere honoured for his worthynesse 50

At Alisaundre he was whan 1t was wonne

Ful ofte tyme he hadde the bord bigonne

Aboven alle nactons in Pruce,

In Lettow hadde he reysed and 1n Ruce,

No Cristen man so ofte of hus degree 55

In Gernade at the seege eek hadde he be

Of Algezir, and rnden 1n Belmarye

At Lyeys was be and at Satalye,

‘Whan they were wonne, and in the Grete
See

At many a noble armee hadde he be 80

At mortal batailles hadde he been fiftene,

And foughten for oure feith at Tramyssene

In lystes thries, and ay slayn hs foo

This 1lke worthy knyght hadde been also

Somtyme with the lord of Palatye 65

Agayn another hethen i Turkye

And everemoore he hadde a sovereyn prys,

And though that he were worthy, he was

Wys,

And of bis port as meeke as 15 2 mayde
He nevere yet no nileynye ne sayde

In al s Iyf unto no maner wight

He was a verray, parfit gentil knyght
But, for to tellen yow of his array,

70
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His hors were goode, but he was nat gay

Of fustian he wered a gypon 75

Al bismotered with his habergeon,

For he was late ycome from his viage,

And wente for to doon his pilgrymage
With hym ther was his sone, a yong

Squizr,
A lovyere and a lusty bacheler, 80
With lokkes crulle as they were leyd mn
presse

Of twenty yeer of age he was, I gesse
Of hus stature he was of evene lengthe,
And wonderly delyvere, and of greet
strengthe
And he hadde been somtyme 1 chyvachie
In Flaundres, in Artoys, and Pycardie, 86
And born hym weel, as of so hitel space,
In hope to stonden in lus lady grace
Embrouded was he, as 1t were a meede 89
Al ful of fresshe floures, whyte and reede
Syngynge he was, or floytynge, al the day,
He was as fressh ag 15 the month of May
Short was his gowne, with sleves longe and
wyde
Wel koude he mitte on hors and fare ryde
He koude songes make and wel endite, 95
Juste and eek daunce, and weel purireye
and write
So hoote he lovede that by nyghtertale
He sleep namoore than dooth a nyghtyn-~
gale
Curters he was, lowely, and servysable,
And carf biforn his fader at the table 100
A Yemaw hadde he and servantz namo
At that tyme, for hym hste rde so,
And he was clad m cote and hood of grene
A sheef of pecok arwes, bright and kene,
Under lus belt he bar ful thnftly, 105
(Wel koude he dresse his takel yemanly
His arwes drouped noght with fetheres
lowe)
And 1 his hand he basr & myghty bowe
A pot heed hadde he, with a broun visage
Of wodecraft wel koude he al the us-
age 110
Upon hus arm he baar a gay bracer,
And by his syde a swerd and 2 bokeler,
And on that oother syde a gay daggere
Harneised wel and sharp as point of spere,
A Cristopher on his brest of silver sheene
An horn he bar, the bawdryk wes «of
grene,

A forster was he, soothly, as I gesse 117
Ther was also & Nonne, a PrIOREDSSE,
That of hir smylyng was ful symple and

¢y,
Hire gretteste coth was but by Semte Loy,
And she was cleped madame Eglentyne
Ful weel she soong the service dyvyne, 122
Entuned 1n hir nose ful semely,
And Frenssh she spak ful faire and fetsly,
After the scole of Stratford atte Bowe, 125
For Frenssh of Parys was to hire unknowe
At mete wel ytaught was she with alle
She leet no morsel from hir hppes falle,
Ne wette hur fyngres in hir sauce depe,
Wel koude she carie a morsel and wel kepe
That no drope ne fille upon bire brest 131
In curtesie was set ful muchel hir lest
Hir over-lippe wyped she so clene
That 1n hir coppe ther was no ferthyng

sene
Of grece, whan she dronken hadde hir
draughte 135

Ful semely after hur mete she raughte

And sikerly she was of greet desport,

And ful plesaunt, and amyable of port,

And peyned hire to countrefete cheere

Of court, and to been estatlich of manere,

And to ben holden digne of reverence 141

But, for to speken of hure conscience,

She was so chanitable and so pitous

She wolde wepe, if that she saugh & mous

Kaught 1n a trappe, 1f 1t were deed or
bledde 145

Of smale houndes hadde she that she fedde

With rosted flessh, or rmlk and wastel-
breed

But soore wepte she 1if oon of hem were
deed,

Or if men smoot 1t with a yerde smerte,

And al was conscience and tendre herte

Ful semyly hir wympul pynched was, 153

Hir 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, 155

For, hardily, she was nat undergrowe

Ful fetys was hir cloke, as I was war

Of smal coral aboute hire arm she bar

A peire of bedes, gauded al with grene,

And theron heng a brooch of gold ful
sheene, 180
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On which ther was first write a crowned A,
And after Amor vincit ommaa

Another Nonne with hire hadde she,
That was hir chapeleyne, and preestes

thre
A Monx ther was, a fair for the mazstrie,
An outnidere, that lovede venene, 166

A manly man, to been an abbot able
Ful many a deyntee hors hadde he in sta-

ble
And whan’ he rood, men myghte his brydel
heere 169

Gynglen 1in a whistlynge wynd als cleere
And eek as loude as dooth the chapel belle
Ther as this lord was kepere of the celle,
The reule of seint Maure or of seint Beneit,
By cause that 1t was old and somdel streit
This 1lke Monk leet olde thynges pace, 175
And heeld after the newe world the space
He yaf nat of that text a pulled hen,
That serth that hunters ben nat hooly men,
Ne that a monk, whan he 15 recchelees,
Is likned til a fissh that 18 waterlees, — 180
Thas 18 to seyn, a monk out of his cloystre
But thilke text heeld he nat worth an
oystre,
And I seyde his opinion was good
What sholde he studie and make hymselven
wood, 184
Upon a book 1 cloystre alwey to poure,
Or swynken with his handes, and laboure,
As Austyn bit? How shal the world be
served?
Lat Austyn have hus swynk to hym re-
served'
Therfore he was a prikasour anght
Grehoundes he hadde as swft as fowel 1n
fhght, 190
Of prikyng and of huntyng for the hare
‘Was al his lust, for no cost wolde he spare
T geigh his sleves purfiled at the hond
With grys, and that the fyneste of a lond,
And, for to festne his hood under his
chyn, 105
He hadde of gold ywroght a ful curious pyn,
A love-knotte in the gretter ende ther was
His heed was balled, that shoon as any
glas, 198
And eek his face, as he hadde been enoynt
He was 8, lord ful fat and 1n good poynt,
His eyen stepe, and rollynge 1n lus heed,
That stemed as a forneys of a leed,

His bootes souple, his hors 1n greet estaat
Now certeinly he was a fair prelaat,
He was nat pale as a forpyned goost 205
A fat swan loved he best of any roost
Has palfrey was as broun as 1s a berye

A Frerp ther was, a wantowne and a

merye,
A lymytour, a ful solempne man
In alle the ordres foure 1s noon that kan 910
So muchel of dahaunce and fair langage
He hadde maad ful many a mariage
Of youge wommen at his owene cost
Unto his ordre he was a noble post
Ful wel biloved and famulier was he 213
With frankeleyns over al in Ius 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 hicenciat 220
Ful swetely herde he confessioun,
And plesaunt was his absolucroun
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 225
Is signe that a man 1s wel yshryve,
For if he yaf, he dorste make avaunt,
He wiste that a man was repentaunt,
For many a man so hard 1s of his herte,
He may nat wepe, althogh hym soore
smerte 230

Therfore m 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 fawre wyves
And certemnly he hadde a murye note 235
Wel koude he synge and pleyen on a rote,
Of yeddynges he baar outrely the prs
His nekke whit was as the flour-de-lys,
Therto he strong was as a champioun
He knew the tavernes wel m every toun
And everich hostiler and tappestere 241
Bet than a lazar or a beggestere,
For unto swich & worthy man as he
Acorded nat, as by his facultee,
To have with sike lazars aqueyntaunce 245
It 13 nat honest, 1t may nat avaunce,
For to deelen with no swich poraille,
But al with niche and selleres of vitalle
And over al, ther as profit sholde anse,
Curteis he was and lowely of servyse 250
Ther nas no man nowher 5o vertuous
He was the beste beggere in his hous,
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[And yaf a certeyn ferme for thegraunt, 252%
Noon of s bretheren cam ther m his

haunt,} 2520
For thogh a wydwe hadde noght & sho,
So plesaunt was his “In principro,” 254

Yet wolde ke have a ferthyng, er he wente
His purchas was wel bettre than his 1ente
And rage he koude, as 1t were right a whelp
In love-dayes ther koude he muchel help,
For ther he was nat Iyk a cloysterer
With a thredbare cope, s 1s & povre scoler,
But be was lyk a maister or a pope 261
Of double worstede was his semycope,
That rounded as a belle out of the presse
Somwhat he hpsed, for his wantownesse,
To make his Enghssh sweete upon his

tonge, 265
And m his harpyng, whan that he hadde
songe,

His eyen twynkled m his heed aryght,

As doon the sterres in the frosty nyght

This worthy lymytour was cleped Huberd

A MarceaNT was ther with a forked

berd, 270

In mottelee, and hye on horse he sat,

Upon his heed a Flaundryssh bever hat,

His bootes clagped fawre and fetsly

His resons he spak ful solemprely,

Sownynge alwey th’ encrees of s wyn-
nyng 275

He wolde the see were kept for any thyng

Bitwixe Miaddelburgh and Orewelle

Wel koude he m eschaunge sheeldes selle

This worthy man ful wel us wit bisette 279

Ther wiste no wight that he was n dette,

So estatly was he of his governaunce

With his bargaynes and with his chevys-
saunce

For sothe he was a worthy rman with alle,

But, sooth to seyn, I noot how men hym
calle

A CrErxk ther was of Oxenford also, 285

That unto logyk hadde longe ygo

As leene was his hors as 15 & rake,

And he nas nat nght fat, I undertake,

But looked holwe, and therto sobrely 289

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 1n blak or reed,

Of Anstotle and his philosophie, 295
Than robes riche, or fithele, or pay sautrie
But al be that he was a philosophbre,

Yet hadde he but itel gold m cofre,

But al that he myghte of his freendes

hente,

On bookes and on lernynge be 1t spente,
And bisily gan for the soules preye 301
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, 304

And that was seyd m forme and reverence,
And short and quyk and ful of hy sentence,
Sownynge 1n moral vertu was his speche,
And gladly wolde he lerne and gladly
teche

A BERGEANT oF THE LAWY, warand wys,
That often hadde been at the Parvys, 310
Ther was also, ful niche of excellet ce
Discreet he was and of greet 1everence —
He semed swich, hus wordes weren so wise
Justice he was ful often 1n assze, 314
By patente and by pleyn comnussioun
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 m effect, 319
His purchasyng myghte nat Leen mnfect
Nowher so bisy a man as he ther nas,
And yet he semed bister than he was
In termes hadde he caas and doomes alle
That from the tyme of kyng Wilham were

falle 324

Therto he koude endite, and make a thyng,
Ther koude no wight pynche at his wnt-

yng,

And every statut koude he pleyn by rote
Herood but hoomly 1n 8 medlee cote,
Gart with & cemnt of silk, with barres smale,
Of hus array telle I no lenger tale 330

A FRANKELEYN was In his compaignye
Whit was s berd as 18 the dayesye,
Of his complexioun he was sangwyn
Wel loved he by the morwe a sop m wyn,
To lyven 1 delit was everc his wone, 835
For he was Epicurus owene sone,
That heeld opinioun that pleyn dehit
Was verraily felicatee parfit
An housholdere, and that a greet, was he,
Semnt Juhan be was in his contree 80
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His breed, his ale, was alweys after oon,
A bettre envyned man was nowher noon
‘Withoute bake mete wasnevere hishous 343
Of fissh and flessh, and that so plentevous,
It snewed 1 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 m
stuwe 350
Wo was his cook but if hug sauce were
Poynaunt and sharp, and redy al his geere
His table dormant 1n his halle alway
Stood redy covered al the longe day
At sessiouns ther was he lord and sire, 355
Ful ofte tyme he was knyght of the shire
An anlaas and a gipser al of sk
Heeng at s girdel, whit as morne milk
A shirreve hadde he been, and a countour
‘Was nowher swich a worthy vavasour 360
AN HABERDASSHERE and a CARPENTER,
A Weesr, a Dyerg, and a TAPYCER, —
And they were clothed alle 1n o lyveree
Of a solempne and a greet fraternitee 384
Ful fressh and newe hir geere apiked
was,
Hur knyves were chaped noght with bras
But al wmth silver, wrognt ful clene and
weel
Hire girdles and hir pouches everydeel
‘Wel semed ech of hem a fair burgeys
To sitten 1 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 1t wel assente,
And elles certeyn were they to blame 375
It 1s ful fair to been ycleped “madame,”
And goon to vigihes al bifore,
And have a mantel roialliche ybore
A Coox they hadde with hem for the
nones 379
To boille the chiknes with the marybones,
And poudre-marchant tart and galyngale
Wel koude he knowe a draughte of Lon-~
doun ale
He koude rooste, and sethe, and broille,
and frye,
Maken mortreux, and wel bake a pye 384
But greet harm was 1t, as 1t thoughte me,
That on his shyne a mormal hadde he

870

For blankmanger, that made he with the

beste
A Smreman was ther, wonynge fer by

weste,

For aught I woot, he was of Dertemouthe

Hs rood upon a rouncy, as he kouthe, 390

In a gowne of faldyng to the knee

A daggere hangynge on a laas hadde he

Aboute s nekke, under his arm adoun

The hoote somer hadde maad his hewe al
broun,

And certeinly he was a good felawe 395

Ful many a draughte of wyn had he ydrawe

Fro Burdeux-ward, 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 400

But of lus craft to rekene wel his tydes,

His stremes, and his daungers hym bisides,

Higs herberwe, and his moone, his lode-
menage,

Ther nas noon swich from Hulle to Car-
tage

Hardy he was and wys to undertake, 405

With many a tempest hadde his berd been
shake

He knew alle the havenes, ag they were,

Fro Gootlond to the cape of Fynystere,

And every cryke m Britaigne and m
Spayne 409

His barge ycleped was the Maudelayne

‘With us ther was a Docrour or PHISIE,

In al this world ne was ther noon hym hk,

To speke of phusmk and of surgerye,

For he was grounded 1n astronomye

He kepte his pacient a ful greet deel

In houres by his magyk natureel

Wel koude he fortunen the ascendent

Of hus ymages for his paclent

He knew the cause of everich maladye,

Were 1t of hoot, or coold, or moyste, or

415

drye, 420

And where they engendred, and of what
humour

He was a verray, parfit praktwsour

The cause yknowe, and of s harm. the
roote,

Anon he yaf the sike man his boote

Ful redy hadde he his apothecaries 425

To sende hym drogges and his letuaries,
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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, 430

Olde Ypocras, Haly, and Galyen,

Serapion, Razis, and Avycen,

Averros, Damascien, and Constantyn,

Bernard, and Gatesden, and Gilbertyn

Of his diete mesurable was he, 435

For 1t was of no superfluites,

But of greet norssyng and cigestible

His studie was but hitel on the Bible

In sangwyn and m pers he clad was al,

Lyned with taffata and with sendal, 440

And yet he was but esy of dispence,

He kepte that he wan 1 pestilence

For gold in phisik 18 a cordaal,

Therefore he lovede gold 1n special 444

A good Wir was ther or hiside BATHE,

But she was somdel deef, and that was
scathe

Of clooth-makyng she hadde swich an
haunt,

She passed hem of Ypres and of Gaunt

In al the parisshe waf ne was ther noon

That to the offrynge bifore hire sholde

goon, 450
And if ther dide, certeyn so wrooth was
she,

That she was out of alle chartee

Hir coverchiefs ful fyne weren of ground,

I dorste swere they weyeden ten pound 454

That on a Sonday weren upon hir heed

Hor hosen weren of fyn gearlet reed,

Ful strerte yteyd, and shoes ful moyste and
newe

Boold was hir face, and fawr, and reed of
hewe

She was a worthy womman al hir lyve

Housbondes at chirche dore she hadde
fyve, 460

Withouten oother compaignyein youthe,—

But therof nedeth nat to speke as nowthe

And thries hadde she been at Jerusa-
lem, 463

She hadde passed many a straunge strem,

At Bome she hadde been, and at Boloigne,

In Gahice at Semt Jame, and at Coloigne

She koude muchel of wandrynge by the
weye

Gat-tothed was she, soothly for to seye

,Upon an amblere emly she sat,

Ywympled wel, and on hir heed anhat 470

As brood as 1s & bokeler or a targe,

A foot-mantel aboute hir hipes large,

And on hir feet a paire of spores sharpe

In felaweshipe wel koude she laughe and
carpe 474

Of remedies of love she knew per chaunce,

For she koude of that art the olde daunce

A good man was ther of religioun,

And was 2 povre PErRsoUN OF A ToUN,

But riche he was of hooly thoght and werk

He was also a lerned man, a clerk, 480

That Cristes gospel irewely wolde preche,

His pansshens devoutly wolde he teche

Benygne he was, and wonder diligent,

And 1n adversitee ful pacent,

And swich he was ypreved ofte sithes 48

Ful looth were hym to cursen for his tithes,

But rather wolde he yeven, out of doute,

Unto lus povre pansshens aboute

Of his offryng and eek of his substaunce

He koude 1n litel thyng have suffisaunce

Wyd was his parisshe, and houses fer
agonder, 401

But he ne lefte nat, for reyn ne thonder,

In mknesse nor in meschief to visite

The ferreste 1n. s pansshe, muche and bite,

Upon his feet, and 1n his hand a staf 407

This noble ensarple to his sheep he yaf,

That first he wroghte, and afterward he
taughte

Out of the gospel he tho wordes caughte,

And this figure he added eek therto,

That if gold ruste, what shal iren do? 500

For if a preest be foul, on whom we truste,

No wonder 18 o lewed man to ruste,

And shame 1t 15, 1f a prest take keep,

A shiten shepherde and a clene sheep

Wel oghte a preest ensample for to yive,

By hus clennesse, how that his sheep sholde
lyve 508

He sette nat hus benefice to hyre

And leet lus sheep encombred m the myre

And ran to Londoun unto Semnte Poules

To seken hym a chaunterte for soules, 516

Or with a bretherhed to been withholde,

But dwelte at hoom, and kepte wel s
folde,

So that the wolf ne made 1t nat myscane;

He was a shepherde and noght a mer-
cenarie 514

And though he hooly were and vertwous,
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He was to synful men nat despitous,

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, 521

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, 526

But Cristes loore and his apostles twelve

He taughte, but first he folwed 1t hym-
selve

‘With hym ther was a PLowMmaN, was his

brother,

‘That hadde ylad of dong ful many a fother,

£ trewe swynkere and a good was he, 531

Lyvynge mn pees and parfit charitee

God loved he best with al his hoole
herte

At alle tymes, thogh him gamed or smerte,

And thanne his neighebor nght as hym-

selve 535
He wolde thresshe, and therto dyke and
delve,

For Cnistes sake, for every povre wight,
Withouten hire, if 1t lay m his myght
His tithes payde he ful faire and wel,
Bothe of s propre swynk and his catel
In a tabard he rood upon a mere 541
Ther was also a REvVE, and a MiLLERE,
A SomNoOUR, and a PArDONER also,
A Mauncreie, and myself — ther were
namo
The MiuLerE was a stout carl for the
nones, 545
Ful byg he was of brawn, and eek of
bones
That proved wel, for over al ther he cam,
At wrastlynge he wolde have alwey the

ram 7

He was short-sholdred, brood, a thikke
knarre,

Ther was no dore that he nolde heve of
harre,

Or breke 1t at a rennyng with his heed

His berd as any sowe or fox was reed,

And therto brood, as though 1t were a
spade

Upon the eop right of hus nose he hade

A werte, and theron stood a toft of herys,

Reed as the brustles of a sowes erys, 556

His nosethirles blake were and wyde

A swerd and bokeler bar he by his syde

Ihis mouth as greet was as a greet forneys

He was a janglere and a gohiardeys, 560

And that was moost of synne and har-
lotnes

Wel koude he stelen corn and tollen thries,

And yet he hadde a thombe of gold, par-
dee

A whit cote and a blew hood wered he

A baggepipe wel koude he blowe and
sowne, 565

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 m byynge of vitaille,

For wheither that he payde or took by
taille, 570

Algate he wayted so in his achaat

That he was ay biforn and 1n good staat

Now 18 nat that of God a ful fair grace

That swich a lewed mannes wit shal pace

The wisdom of an heep of lerned men? 575

Of maistres hadde he mo than thres ten,

That weren of lawe expert and curious,

Of which ther were a duszeyne in that
hous

Worthy to been stywardes of rente and
lond

Of any lord that 18 m Engelond,

To make hym lyve by his propre good

In honour dettelees (but if he were wood),

Or lyve as scarsly as hym hst deswre,

And able for to helpen al a shire 584

In any caas that myghte falle or happe,

And yet this Manciple sette hur aller cappe

The ReVE was a sclendre colemk man
His be;d was shave as ny as ever he
an,

His heer was by hus erys ful round yshorn,

His top was dokked lyk a preest biforn

Ful longe were his legges and ful lene, so1

Ylyk a staf, ther was no calf ysene

‘Wel koude he kepe a gerner and a bynne,

Ther was noon auditour koude on hum

580

wynne
Wel wiste he by the droghte and by the
reyn 595
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The yeldynge of his seed and of his greyn

His lordes sheep, his neet, his dayerye,

His swyn, his hors, his stoor, and hus pul-
trye

Was hoolly 1n this Reves governyng,

And by his covenant yaf the rekenyng, 600

Syn that his lord was twenty yeer of age

Ther koude no man brynge hym in ar-
rerage

Ther nas bailhf, ne hierde, nor oother
hyne,

That he ne knew his sleighte and ls
covyne, 604

They were adrad of hym as of the deeth

His wonyng was ful faire upon an heeth,

With grene trees yshadwed was s place

He koude bettre than his lord purchace

Ful niche he was astored pryvely

His lord wel koude he plesen subtilly, 610

To yeve and leae hym of hig owene good,

And have a thank, and yet a cote and hood

In youthe he hadde lerned a good myster,

He was a wel good wrighte, a carpenter

This Reve sat upon a ful good stot, 615

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 thus Reve of which I telle,

Biside a toun men clepen Baldeswelle 620

Tukked he was a8 1s a frere aboute,

And evere he rood the hyndreste of oure

route
A Somonour was ther with us in that
place, 623

That hadde a fyr-reed cherubynnes face,

For saucefleem 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-smlver, lytarge, ne brym-
stoon,

Boras, ceruce, ne oille of tartre noon, 630

Ne oynement that wolde clense and byte,

That hym myghte helpen of his whelkes
white,

Ner of the knobbes sittynge on hus chekes

Wel loved he garleek, oynons, and eek
lekes,

And for to drynken strong wyn, reed as
blood, 635

Thanne wolde he speke and crie as he were
wood

And whan that he wel dronken hadde the

wyn,
Thanne wolde he speke no word but Latyn
A fewe termes hadde he, two or thre,
That be had lerned out of som decree —
No wonder 1s, he herde 1t al the day, 61
And eek ye knowen wel how that a jay
Kan clepen “Watte” as wel as kan the
pope
But whoso koude in oother thyng hym
grope,
Thanne hadde he spent al s philosoplhue,
Ay “Questrio quad turts” wolde he e 646
He was a genial harlot and a kynde,
A bettre felawe sholde men noght fynde
He wolde suffre for a quart of wyn
A good felawe to have hus concubyn 650
A twelf month, and excuse hym atte fulle,
Ful prively a fynch eek koude he pulle
And 1f he foond owher a good felawe,
He wolde techen hum to have noon awe
In swich caas of the ercedekenes curs, 655
But if a mannes soule were i his purs,
For 1n his purs he sholde ypunysshed be
“Purs 15 the ercedekenes helle,” seyde he
But wel I woot he lyed night i dede, 6%
Of cursyng oghte ech gilty man him drede,
For curs wol slee night as assoillyng savith,
Axnd also war hym of a Signaficant
In daunger hadde he at his owene gise
The yonge girles of the diocise,
And knew hir conse1l, and was al hir reed
A gerland hadde he set upon his heed 666
As greet as 1t were for an ale-stake
A bokeleer hadde he maad hym of a
cake
‘With bym ther rood a gentil ParponLn
Of Rouncivale, his freend and his compeer,
That streight was comen fro the court of

Rome 871
Ful loude he soong *Com hider, love, to
me!”
This Somonour bar to hym a stf bur-
doun,

Was nevere trompe of half o greet a soun
This Pardoner badde heer s yelow as wex,
But smothe 1t heeng ag dooth a stnke of
flex, 676
By ounces henge hus lokkes that he hadde,
And therwith he his shuldres overspradde,
But thynne 1t lay, by colpons oon and oon
But hood, for jolitee, wered he noon, 680
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For 1t was trussed up 1n his walet
Hym thoughte he rood al of the newe jet,
Dischevelee, 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 1n his lappe, 686
Bretful of pardoun, comen from Rome al
hoot
A voys he hadde as smal as hath a goot
No berd hadde he, ne nevere sholde have,
As smothe 1t was as 1t were late shave 690
I trowe he were a geldyng or a mare
But of his craft, fro Berwyk nto Ware,
Ne was ther swich another pardoner
For 1n his male he hadde a pilwe-beer,
‘Which that he seyde was Qure Lady veyl
He seyde he hadde a gobet of the seyl 696
That Semnt Peter hadde, whan that he
wente
Upon the see, tal Jhesu Crist hym hente
He hadde a croys of latoun ful of stones,
And 1n a glas he hadde pigges bones 700
But with thise relikes, whan that he fond
A povre person dwellynge upon lond,
Upon a day he gat hym moore moneye
Than that the person gat in monthes
tweye, 704
And thus, with feyned flaterye and japes,
He made the person and the peple his apes
But trewely to tellen atte laste,
He was 1n chirche a noble ecclesiaste
‘Wel koude he rede a lessoun or a store,
But alderbest be song an offertorie, 710
For wel he wiste, whan that song was
songe,
He moste preche and wel affile his tonge
To wyane silver, as he ful wel koude,
Therefore he song the munerly and loude
Now have I toold youshortly, in a clause,
Th'estaat, th’array, the nombre, and eek
the cause 7168
Why that assembled was this compaignye
In Southwerk at this gentil hostelrye
That highte the Tabard, faste by the Belle
But now 18 tyme to yow for to telle 720
How that we baren us that ilke nyght,
Whan we were m that hostelrie alyght,
And after wol I telle of our viage
And al the remenaunt of oure pilgrimage
But first I pray yow, of youre curteisye,
That ye n’arette 1t nat my vileynye, 726

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 al so wel as I, 730

Whoso shal telle a tale after a man,

He moot reherce as ny as evere he kan

Evernich a word, if 1t be 1n his charge,

Al gpeke he never so rudehche and large,

Or ellis he moot telle his tale untrewe, 735

Or feyne thyng, or fynde wordes newe

He may nat spare, althogh he were his
brother,

He moot as wel seye o word as another

Crist spak hymself ful brode 1 hooly wnt,

And wel ye woot no vileynye 1s 1t 740

Eek Plato seith, whoso that kan hym rede,

The wordes moote be cosyn to the dede

Also I prey yow to foryeve 1t me,

Al have I nat set folk in hir degres

Heere 1in this tale, as that they sholde
stonde 745

My w1t 1s short, ye may wel understonde

Greet chiere made oure Hoost us even-

chon,

And to the soper sette he us anon

He served us with vitaille at the beste,

Strong was the wyn, and wel {o drynke us
leste 750

A semely man Oure Hooste was withalle

For to ban been a marchal 1 an halle

A large man he was with eyen stepe —

A farer burgeys 1s ther noon m Chepe —

Boold of his speche, and wys, and wel
ytaught, 755

And of manhod hym lakkede right naught

Eek therto he was nght a myrie man,

And after soper pleyen he bigan,

And spak of myrthe amonges othere
thynges, 759

‘Whan that we hadde maad our rekenynges,

And seyde thus “Now, lordynges, trewely,

Ye been to me right welcome, hertely,

For by my trouthe, if that I shal nat lye,

I saugh nat this yeer so myrne a com-
paignye

Atones 1n this herberwe as 1s now 765

Fayn woldeIdoon yow myrthe, wisteI how

And of a myrthe I am night now bythoght,

To doon yow ese, and 1t shal coste

noght
Ye goon to Caunterbury — God yow
speede, 769
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The bhisful 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 18 noon
To nide by the weye doumb as a stoon,
And therfore wol I maken yow disport, 775
As I seyde erst, and doon yow som confort
And of yow bketh 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, 780
Now, by my fader soule that 1s deed,
But ye be myrie, I wol yeve yow myn heed!
Hoold up youre hondes, withouten moore
speche ”’
Oure conseil was nat longe for to seche
Us thoughte 1t was noght worth to make 1t
wys, 785
And graunted hym withouten moore avys,
And bad im seye his voirdit as hym leste
“Lordynges,” quod he, “now herkneth for
the beste,
But task 1t nought, I prey yow, 1n desdeyn
This 15 the poynt, to speken short and
pleyn, 790
That ech of yow, to shorte with oure weye,
In this viage shal telle tales tweye
To Caunterbury-ward, I mene 1t so,
And homward he shal tellen othere two,
Of aventures that whilom han hifalle 795
And which of yow that bereth hym best of
alle,
That 18 to seyn, that telleth in this caas
Tales of best sentence and moost solaas,
Shal have a soper at oure aller cost
Heere m this place, sittynge by this post,
Whan that we come agayn fro Caunter-
bury 801
And for to make yow the moore mury,
I wol myselven goodly with yow ryde,
Right at myn owene cost, and be youre
gyde, 804
And whoso wole my juggement withseye
Shal paye al that we spenden by the weye
And i ye vouche sauf that 1t be so,
Tel me anon, withouten wordes mo,
And I wol erly shape me therfore
This thyng was graunted, and oure
othes swore 810
With ful glad herte, and preyden hym also
That he wolde vouche sauf for to do so,
. And that he wolde been oure governour,

And of our tales yjuge 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, 820

Withouten any lenger taryynge

Amorwe, whan that day bigan to

sprynge,

Up roos oure Hoost, and was oure aller
cok,

And gadrede us togidre alle n & flok,

And forth we riden a hitel moore than paas

Unto the wateryng of Seint Thomas, 82

And there oure Hoost bigan hishors areste

And seyde, “Lordynges, herkneth, if yow
leste

Ye woot youre foreward, and I 1t yow re-
corde

If even-song and morwe-song accorde, 830

Lat se now who shal telle the firste tale

As evere mote I drynke wyn or ale,

‘Whoso be rebel to my juggement

Shal pave for al that by the wey 18 spent

Now draweth cut, er that we ferrer

815

twynne, 835

He which that hath the shorteste shal
bigynne

Sire Knyght,” quod he, “my mayster and
my lord,

Now draweth cut, for that 1 myn ac-
cord

Cometh neer,” quod he, “my lady Prior-

esse

And ye, sire Clerk, lat be youre shamefast-
nesse, 840

Ne studieth noght, ley hond to, every
man!”

Anon to drawen every wight bigan,

And shortly for to tellen as it was,

Were 1t by aventure, or sort, or cas,

The sothe 1s this, the cut fil to the Knyght,

Of which ful blithe and glad was every
wyght, 848

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 men saugh that it
was 80, 850

Ag he that wys was and obedient

To kepe his foreward by hs free assent,
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And with that word we ryden forth oure
weye,

And be bigan with nght a myrie cheere

His tale anon, and seyde 1o this manere

I(A) 853-924]

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 "’ 855

THE KNIGHT'S TALE
Heere bigynneth the Knyghtes Tale

Iamque domos patrias, Scithice post aspera gentis

Prelia, laurigero, &c

‘Whilom, as olde stores tellen us,
Ther was a duc that lighte Theseus, 860
Of Atthenes he was lord and governour,
And in lus tyme swich a conquerour,
That gretter was ther noon under the
sonne 863
Ful many a riche contree hadde he wonne,
What with s wysdom and his chivalne,
He conquered al the regne of Femenye,
That whilom was ycleped Scithia,
And weddede the queene Ypolita,
And broghte hire hoom with hym in hs
contree 869
Wath muchel glorme and greet solempnytee,
And eek hir yonge suster Emelve
And thus with victone and with melodye
Lete I this noble duc to Atthenes ryde,
And al hus hoost in armes hym bisyde 874
And certes, 1if 1t 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 chavalrye,
And of the grete bataille for the nones
Bitwixen Atthenes and Amazones, 880
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 that thyng I moot as now forbere
I have, God woot, a large feeld to ere, 886
And wayke been the oxen 1 my plough
The remenant of the tale 18 long ynough
Y wol nat letten eek noon of this route,
Lat every felawe telle hus tale aboute, 890
Axnd lat se now who shal the soper wynne,
And ther I lefte, I wol ayeyn bigynne
This due, of whom I make mencioun,
Whan he was come almoost unto the toun,

In al hus wele and in his mooste pride, =w
He was war, as he caste hus eye aside,
Where that ther kneled in the heighe weye
A compaignye of ladyes, tweye and
tweye, 898
Ech after oother, clad i clothes blake,
But swach a cry and swich a wo they make
That 1n this world nys creature lyvynge
That herde swich another waymentynge,
And of this ery they nolde nevere stenten
Til they the reynes of s brydel henten
“What folk been ye, that at myn hom-
comynge 905
Perturben so my feste with criynge?”
Quod Theseus “Have ye so greet envye
Of myn honour, that thus compleyne and
crye?
Or who hath yow mysboden or offended?
And telleth me 1f 1t may been amended,
And why that ye been clothed thus
blak ” 911
The eldeste lady of hem alle spak,
Whan she hadde swowned with a deedly
cheere,
That 1t was routhe for to seen and heere,
And seyde, “Lord, to whom Fortune hath
yiven 915
Victorie, and as a conqueror to lyven,
Nat greveth us youre glorie and youre
honour,
But we biseken mercy and socour 918
Have mercy on oure wo and oure distresse'
Som drope of pitee, thurgh thy gentillesse,
Upon us wrecched wormmen lat thou falle
For, certes, lord, ther 1s noon of us alle,
That she ne hath been a duchesse or a
queene
Now be we caytyves, as 1t 18 wel seene,
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Thanked be Fortune and hire false wheel,
That noon estaat assureth to be weel 928
And certes, lord, to abyden youre presence,
Heere in this temple of the goddesse
Clemence
We han ben waitynge al this fourtenyght
Now help us, lord, sith 1t 1s m thy myght
I, wrecche, which that wepe and wayle
thus, 931
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, 935
We losten alle oure housbondes at that toun,
Whil that the seege theraboute lay
And yet now the olde Creon, weylawa,y!
That lord 1s now of Thebes the citee,
Fulfild of 1re and of miquites,
He, for desprt and for s tirannye,
To do the dede bodyes vileynye
Of alle oure lordes whiche that been
yslawe,
Hath alle the bodyes on an heep ydrawe,
And wol nat suffren hem, by noon assent,
Neither to been yburyed nor ybrent, 946
But maketh houndes ete hem in despit ”
And wath that word, withouten moore
respit,
They fillen gruf and criden pitously,
“Have on us wrecched wommen som
mercy, 950
And lat oure sorwe synken 1n thyn herte "
This gentil due doun from his courser
sterie
With herte pitous, whan he herde hem
speke
Hym thoughte that hus herte wolde breke,
Whan he saugh hem so pitous and so
maat, 955
That whilom weren of so greet estaat,
And 1n his armes he hem alle up hente,
And bem conforteth in ful good en-
tente,
And swoor lus ooth, as he was trewe
knyght,
He wolde doon so ferforthly hus myght 960
Upon the tiraunt Creon hem to wreke,
That al the peple of Grece sholde speke
How Creon was of Theseus yserved
As he that' hadde his deeth ful wel de-
served 964

940

And night anoon, withouten moore abood,
His baner he desplayeth, and forth rood
To Thebes-ward, and al his hoost Inside
No neer Atthenes wolde he go ne nde,
Ne take his ese fully half a dav,
But onward on his wey that nyght he lay,
And sente anon Ypolita the queene, 971
And Emelye, hir yonge suster sheene,
Unto the toun of Atthenes to dwelle,
And forth he nit, ther 1s namoore to telle
The rede statue of Mais, with spere and
targe, 975
So shyneth 1n his white baner luree,
That alle the feeldes glyteren up aund doun,
And by his baner born 1s his penoun
Of gold ful riche, 1n which ther was yhete
The Mynotaur, which that he slough 1
Crete 980
Thus nit this due, thus rit this conquerour,
And 1 his hoost of chuvalrie the flour,
Til that he cam to Thebes and ahghte
Faire 1n a feeld, ther as he thoughte to
fighte
But shortly for to speken of this thyng,
With Creon, which that wis of Thebes
kyng, 988
He faught, and slough hym manly as a
knyght
In pleyn batalle, and putte the folk to
flyght,
And by assaut he wan the atec after,
And rente adoun bothe wall and sparre and
rafter, 290
And to the ladyes he restored agayn
The bones of hir housbondes that were
slayn,
To doon obsequies, a8 was tho the gyse
But 1t were al to longe for to devyse 904
The grete clamour and the waymentynge
That the ladyes made at the hrennynge
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 18 myn entente
Whan that this worthy due, this The-
geus, 1001
Hath Creon slayn, and wonne Thebes thus
Stille 1n that feeld he took al nyght hus
reste,
And dide with al the contree as hym leste
To ransake 1 the taas of bodyes dede,
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Hem for to strepe of harneys and of wede,
The pilours diden bisynesse and cure 1007
After the bataille and disconfiture
And so bifel that in the taas they founde,
Thurgh-girt with many a grevous blody
wounde, 1010
Two yonge knyghtes Liggynge by and by,
Bothe in oon armes, wroght ful richely,
Of whiche two Arcita highte that oon, 1013
And that oother knyght highte Palamon
Nat fully quyke, ne fully dede they were,
But by hir cote-armures and by hir gere
The heraudes knewe hem best 1n special
As they that weren of the blood roial
Of Thebes, and of sustren two yborn 1019
Out of the taas the pilours han hem torn,
And han hem carled softe unto the tente
Of Theseus, and he ful soone hem sente
To Atthenes, to dwellen 1n prisoun
Perpetuelly, — he nolde no raunsoun 1024
And whan this worthy duc hath thus ydon,
He took his hoost, and hoom he 11t anon
With laurer crowned as a conquerour,
And ther he lyveth in joye and 1n hon-

our

Terme of his lyf, what nedeth wordes mo?

And 1 a tour, in angwissh and m wo,

This Palamon and his felawe Arcite 1031

For everemoore, ther may no gold hem
quite

This passeth yeer by yeer and day by

day,

Till 1t fil ones, 1n a morwe of May,

That Emelye, that fairer was to sene 1035

Than 18 the lylie upon his stalke grene,

And fressher than the May with floures
newe —

For with the rose colour stroof hire
hewe,

I noot which was the fyner of hem two —

Er 1t were day, as was hur wone to do, 1040

She was arsen and al redy dight,

For May wole have no slogardie a-nyght

The sesoun priketh every gentil herte,

And maketh hym out of his slep to sterte,

And seith “Arys, and do thyn observ-
aunce ”’ 1045

This maked Emelye have remembraunce

To doon honour to May, and for to ryse

Yeclothed was she fressh, for to devyse

Hir yelow heer was broyded 1n a tresse

Bihynde hir bak, a yerde long, I gesse 1050

And 1n the gardyn, at the sonne uprniste,

She walketh up and doun, and as hire hste

She gadereth floures, party white and
rede,

To make a subtil gerland for hire hede,

And as an sungel hevenysshly she soong

The grete tour, that was so thikke and
stroong, 1056

Whach of the castel was the chief dongeoun,

(Ther as the knyghtes weren i pn-
soun

Of which I tolde yow and tellen shal)

Was evene joynant to the gardyn wal 1060

Ther as this Emelye hadde hur pleyynge

Bright was the sonne and cleer that mor-
wenynge,

And Palamoun, this woful prisoner,

As was his wone, by leve of his gayler,

Was risen and romed m a chambre an
heigh, 1085

In which he al the noble citee seigh,

And eek the gardyn, ful of braunchesgrene,

Ther as this fresshe Emelye the shene 1088

‘Was 1n lure walk, and romed up and doun

This sorweful prisoner, this Palamoun,

Goth 1n the chambre romynge to and fro,

And to hyrmoself compleynynge of his wo

“That he was born,” ful ofte he seyde,
I3 allas ‘ 2

And so ifel, by aventure or cas,

That thurgh a wyndow, thikke of many a
barre 1075

Of wen greet and square as any sparre,

He cast his eye upon Emelya,

And therwithal he bleynte and cnde,
CAY 1078

As though he stongen were unto the herte

And with that cry Arcite anon up sterte,

And seyde, “Cosyn myn, what eyleth
thee,

That art so pale and deedly on to see?

Why cridestow? who hath thee doon of-
fence?

For Goddes love, taak al 1n pacience 1084

Oure prisoun, for 1t may noon oother be

Fortune hath yeven us this adversitee

Som wikke aspect or disposicioun

Of Baturne, by som constellacioun,

Hath yeven us this, although we hadde 1t

sworn,
So stood the hevene whan that we were
born 1090
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We maste endure 1t, this 1s the short and

playn ”
This Palamon answerde and seyde

agayn,

“Cosyn, for sothe, of this opinioun

Thow hast a veyn ymagimsacioun

This prison caused me nat for to crye, 1095

But I was burt night now thurghout myn

ye

Into myn herte, that wol my bane be

The fairnesse of that lady that I see

‘Yond 1n the gardyn romen to and fro

Is cause of al my criyng and my wo 1100

I noot wher she be womman or goddesse,

But Venus 18 1t soothly, as I gesse ”

And therwithal on knees doun he fil,

And seyde “Venus, if 1t be thy wil

Yowin this gardyn thus to transfigure 1105

Bifore me, sorweful, wrecched creature,

Out of this prisoun help that we may
scapen

And 1if s0 be my destynee be shapen

By eterne word to dyen 1n prisoun,

Of oure lynage have som compassioun, 1110

That 15 so lowe ybroght by tarannye "’

And with that word Arcite gan espye

Wher as this lady romed to and fro,

And with that sighte hir beautee hurte
hym so, 1114

That, if that Palamon was wounded sore,

Arecite 18 hurt as muche as be, or moore

And with a sigh ke seyde pitously

“The fresshe beautee sleeth me sodeynly

Of hire that rometh 1n the yonder place,

Andbut I have hir mercy and hir grace,

That I may seen hire atte leeste weye, 1121

I nam but deed, ther ni1s namoore to seye ”’

This Palamon, whan he tho wordes

herde,

Dispitously he looked and answerde,

“Wheither seistow this m ernest or i

pley?” 1125
“Nay,” quod Arcite, ‘‘in ernest, by my
fey!

God helpe me go, me hst ful yvele pleye ”’
This Palamon gan knyite his browes
tweye
“It nere,” quod he, “to thee no greet
' honour
For to be fals, ne for to be trattour 1130
To me, that am thy cosyn and thy brother
'¥sworn ful depe, and ech of us til cother,

That nevere, for to dyen 1n the peyne,
Tl that the deeth departe shal us tweyne,
Nerther of usin love to hyndre oother, 1135
Ne 1n 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 with
seyn 114¢
Thus artow of my consell, out of doute,
And now thow woldest falsly been aboute
To love my lady, whom I love and
serve, 1143
And evere shal til that myn herte stexve
Nay, certes, false Arcite, thow shalt nat so
I loved huire first, and tolde thee mv wo
As to my consell and my brother sworn
To forthre me, as I have toold hiforn
For which thou art ybounden as a knyght
‘To helpen me, of 1t lay 1 thy myght, 1150
Or elles artow fals, I dar wel seyn
This Araite ful proudly spak ageyn
“Thow shalt,” quod he, “be rather fals
than I,
And thou art fals, I telle thee outrely,
For paramour I loved hire first er thow
What wltow seyn? Thou wistest nat yet
now 1156
Wheither she be a wormman or goddesse!
Thyn 1s affeccioun of hoolynesse,
And myn 1s love, as to a creature,
For which I tolde thee myn aventure 118t
As to my cosyn and my brother sworn
I pose that thow lovedest hure biforn,
‘Wostow nat wel the olde clerkes sawe,
That “who shal yeve a lovere any lawe?”
Love 18 a gretter lawe, by my pan, 1185
Than may be yeve to any erthely man,
And therfore positif lawe and swich decree
Is broken gl day for love 1 ech degree
A man moot nedes love, maugree his heed
He may nat fleen 1t, thogh he sholde be
deed, 1176
Al be she mayde, or wydwe, or elles wyf
And eek 1t 18 nat bkly al thy lyf
To stonden i hir grace, namoore shal

H
For wel thou woost thyselven, verraly,
That thou and I be dampned to prisoun
Perpetuelly, us gayneth no raunsoun 1176
We s‘rrgve as dide the houndes for the
oon.,
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They foughte al day, and yet hir part was

noon

Ther cam 2 kyte, whil that they were so
wrothe,

And baar awey the boon bitwixe hem
bothe 1180

And therfore, at the kynges court, my
brother,

Ech man for hymself, ther i1s noon oother
Love, if thee list, for I love and ay shal,
And soothly, leeve brother, this 1s al
Heere 1n this prisoun moote we endure,
And everich of us take his aventure ” 1186
Greet was the strf and long bitwix hem
tweye,
If that I hadde leyser for to seye,
But to th’effect It happed on a day,
To telle 1t yow as shortly as I may
A worthy duc that highte Perotheus,
That felawe was unto duc Theseus
Syn thllllke day that they were children
te,
Was come to Atthenes his felawe to visite,
And for to pleye as he was wont to do, 1195
For 1n 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

1190

telle
His felawe w’ivente and soughte hym doun 1n
helle, — 1200

But of that stone hist me nat to wnte

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, 1205

Duc Theseus hym leet out of prisoun

Frely to goon wher that hym histe over al,

In swich a gyse as I you tellen shal

This was the forward, pleynly for

t’endite,

Bitwixen Theseus and hym Arcite 1210

That if so were that Arcite were yfounde

Evere 1n s hf, by day or nyght, oo
stounde

In any contree of thuis Theseus,

And he were caught, 1t was acorded thus,

That with a swerd he sholde lese s heed

Ther nag noon oother remedie ne reed,

Buf taketh his leve, and homward he him
spedde 1217

Lat hym be war! hus nekke lith to wedde
How greet a sorwe suffreth now Arcite!

The deeth he feeleth thurgh his herte
smyte, 1220

He wepeth, wayleth, crieth pitously,

To sleen hymself he waiteth prively

He seyde, “ Allas that day that I was born*

Now 18 my prisoun worse than biforn,

Now 18 me shape eternally to dwelle, 1225

Noght 1n purgatorie, but m helle

Allas, that evere knew I Perotheus!

For elles hadde I dwelled with Theseus,

Yietered 1n his prisoun everemo

Thanne hadde I been mn blisse, and nat n
wo 1230

Oonly the sighte of ure whom that I serve,

Though that I nevere hir grace may de-

serve,

Wolde han suffised rght ynough for me

O deere cosyn Palamon,’” quod be,

“Thyn 1s the victore of this aventure 1235

Ful blisfully in prison mastow dure, —

In prison? certes nay, but in paradys!

Wel hath Fortune yturned thee the dys,

That hast the sighte of hwe, and I th’-
absence 1239

For possible 15, syn thou hast hire presence,

And art a knyght, a worthy and an able,

That by som cas, syn Fortune 1s chaunge-
able,

Thow maist to thy desir somtyme atteyne

But I, that am exiled and bareyne

Of alle grace, and 1n so greet disperr, 1245

That ther nys erthe, water, fir, ne err,

Ne creature that of hem maked 1s,

That may me helpe or doon confort in

this
Wel ought:a I sterve 1n wanbope and dis-
tresse 1249

Farwel my uf, my lust, and my gladnesse!
Allas, why pleymen folk s0 In coramune
On purvelaunce of God, or of Fortune,
That yeveth hem ful ofte in many a gyse
Wel bettre than they kan hemself devyse?
Som man desireth for to han richesse, 1258
That cause 18 of his mordre or greet sk-
nesse,
And som man wolde out of his prisoun
fayn,
That in his hous 18 of his meynee slayn
Infinite harmes been 1 this mateere 1259
We witen nat what thing we preyen heerc
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We faren as he that dronke 1s as a mous
A dronke man woot wel he hath an hous,
But he noot which the nghte wey 18 thuder,
And to a dronke man the wey 1s shder
And certes, 1 this world so faren we, 1265
‘We seken faste after feliatee,
But we goon wrong ful often, trewely
Thus may we seyen alle, and namely I,
That wende and hadde a greet opimoun
That if I myghte escapen from prisoun,
Thanne hadde I been m joye and perfit
heele, 1271
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, 1275
Whan that he wiste Arcite was agon,
Swich sorwe he maketh that the grete tour
Resouneth of s youlyng and clamour
The pure fettres on s shynes grete
Weren of his bittre, salte teeres wete 1280
“ Allas,” quod he, “Arcita, cosyn myn,
Of al oure strf, God woot, the fruyt 1s
thyn
Thow walkest now in Thebes at thy large,
And of my wo thow yevest litel charge
Thou mayst, syn thou hast wisdom and
manhede, 1285
Assemblen alle the folk of oure kynrede,
And make a werre so sharp on this atee,
That by som aventure or som tretee
Thow mayst have hire to lady and to wyf
For whom that I moste nedes lese my lyf
For, as by wey of possibilitee, 1201
Sith thou art at thy large of prisoun free,
And art a lord, greet 18 thyn avauntage
Moore than 1s myn, that sterve here 1n a
cage 1294
For I moot wepe and wayle, whil I Iyve,
With al the wo that prison may me yive,
And eek1 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 hum by the
herte 1300
Bo woodly that he lyk was to biholde
‘The boxtree or the asshen dede and colde
Thanne seyde he, “O crueel goddes

that governe
This world with byndyng of youre word
eterne, 1304

And writen 1n the table of atthamaunt
Youre parlement and youre elerne graunt,
What 18 mankynde moore unto you holde
Than 1s the sheep that rouketh in the
folde?
For slayn 15 man right as another beest,
And dwelleth eek in prison and arreest, 1310
And hath siknesse and greet adversitee,
And ofte tymes giltelees, pardee
What governance 18 1n this prescience,
That giltelees tormenteth mnocence? 1314
And yet encresseth this al my penaunce,
That man 18 bounden to his observaunce,
For Goddes sake, to letten of hus wille,
Ther a8 a beest may al his lust fulfille
And whan a beest 1s deed he hath no peyne,
But map after his deeth moot wepe and
pleyne, 1320
Though 1n this world he have care and wo
Withouten doute 1t may stonden so
The answere of this lete I to dyvynvs,
But wel I woot that 1n this world greet
pyne ys
Allas, I se a serpent or a theef, 1328
That many a trewe man hath doon mes-
cheef,
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, 1329
That hath destroyed wel nv al the blood
Of Thebes with his waste walles wyde,
And Venus sleeth me on that oother syde
For jalouste and fere of hym Arcite ¥
Now wol I stynte of Palamon a lite,
And lete hym 1n his prisoun stille dwelle,
And of Arcita forth I wol yow telle 1338
The somer pasgseth, and the nyghtes
longe
Encressen double wige the peynes stronge
Bothe of the lovere and the prisoner
I noot which hath the wofuller mester 1340
For, shortly for to seyn, this Palamoun
Perpetuelly 18 dampned to prisoun,
In cheynes and mn fettres to been deed,
And Arcite 18 exiled upon his heed
For everemo, as out of that contree, 1845
Ne nevere mo he ghal s lady see
Yow loveres axe X now thus questioun,
‘Who hath the worse, Arcite or Palamoun?
That oon may seen g lady day by day,
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But in prison he moot dwelle alway, 1350
That oother wher hym list may nde or go,
But seen lus lady shal he nevere mo

Now demeth as yow liste, ye that kan,

For I wol telle forth as I bigan 1354

Expheat prima pars

Sequitur pars secunda

‘Whan that Arcite to Thebes comen was,
Ful ofte a day be swelte and seyde “ Allag!”’
For seen hus lady shal he nevere mo
And shortly to concluden al his wo,

So muche sorwe hadde nevere creature
That 1s, or shal, whil that the world may

dure 1360
His slep, his mete, lus drynke, 15 hym
biraft,

That lene he wex and drye as 1s a shaft,

His eyen holwe, and grisly to biholde,

His hewe falow and pale as asshen colde,

And solitarie he was and evere allone, 1365

And waillynge al the nyght, makynge his
mone,

And if he herde song or mstrument,

Thanne wolde he wepe, he myghte nat be
stent

So feble eel were his spiritz, and so lowe,

And chaunged so, that no man koude

knowe 1370
His speche nor his voys, though men 1t
berde

And m his geere for al the world he ferde,

Nat oonly ik the lovenis maladye

Of Hereos, but rather lyk manye,

Engendred of humour malencolik,

Biforen, n 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 T al day of us wo endite?

‘Whan he endured hadde a yeer or two 1381

This crueel torment and this peyne and

wo,

At Thebes, mn his contree, as I geyde,

Upon & nyght 1 sleep as he hym leyde,

Hym thoughte how that the wynged god

1375

Mercune 1385
Brorn hym stood and bad hym to be
ure

His slepy yerde in hond he bar uprighte,
An hat he werede upon his hens 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, 1391
Ther 1s thee shapen of thy wo an ende ”
And with that word Arcite wook and
sterte
“Now trewely, hou soore that me smerte,”
Quod he, “to Atthenes right now wol I
fare, 1395
Ne for the drede of deeth shal I nat spare
To se my lady, that I love and serve
In hire presence I recche nat to sterve ”
And with that word he caughte a greet
mivour, 1399
And saugh that chaunged was al his colour,
And saugh his visage al in another kynde
And night anon 1t ran hym 1n his mynde,
That, sith his face was so disfigured 1403
Of maladye the which he hadde endured,
He myghte wel, if that he bar hym lowe,
Lyve 1 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 hs cas,
Which was disgised povrely as he was,
To Atthenes 1s he goon the nexte way
And to the court he wente upon a day,
And at the gate he profreth his servyse
To drugge and drawe, what so men wol
devyse 1418
And shortly of this matere for to seyn,
He fil 1n office with a chamberleyn
The which that dwellynge was with
Emelye,
For he was wys and koude soone espye 1420
Of every servaunt 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 long and big of bones
To doon that any wight kan hym devyse
A yeer or two he was 1 this servyse, 1426
Page of the chambre of Emelye the brighte,
And Philostrate he seyde that he ighte
But half so wel biloved a man as he
Ne was ther nevere m court of hus degree,
He was so gentil of condicioun 1431
That thurghout al the court was his
renoun

1410
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They seyden that 1t were a charitee
That Theseus wolde enhauncen his degree,
And putten hym m worshipful servyse,
Ther as he myghte his vertu excercise 1436
And thus withinne a whie his name 13
spronge,
Bothe of his dedes and s goode tonge,
That Theseus hath taken hym so neer,
That of s chambre he made hym a
squier, 1440
And gaf hym gold to mayntene s degree
And eek men broghte hym out of lus
confiee,
From yeer to yeer, ful pryvely his rente,
But honestly and slyly he 1t spente,
That no man wondred how that he 1t
hadde 1445
And thre yeer 1n this wise his Iif he ladde,
And bar hym s0, 1n pees and eek 1n werre,
Ther was no man that Theseus hath derre
And 1n this bhsse lete I now Arcite,
And speke I wole of Palamon a hte 1450
In derknesse and hormble 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 1455
That wood out of hig wit he goth for wo?
And eek therto he 18 2 prisoner
Perpetuelly, noght oonly for a yer
Who koude ryroe in Englyssh proprely
His martirdom? for sothert am nat X, 1460
Therfore I passe as hghtly as I may
It fel that i the seventhe yer, m May,
The thndde nyght, (as olde bookes

seyn,
That al this stone tellen moore pleyn)
Were 1t by aventure or destynee — 1465
As, whan a thyng 1s shapen, 1t shal be —
‘That soone after the mydnyght Palamoun,
By helpyng of a freend, brak s prns-

oun,

And fleeth the citee faste as he may go
For he hadde yeve his gayler drynke so
Of a clarree maad of a certeyn wyn, 1471
With nercotikes and opie of Thebes fyn,
That al that nyght, thogh that men wolde

+ lum shake, 1473
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 Pal-
amon

For, shortly, this was his opinion, 1480

That i that grove he wolde hym hyde al
day,

And 1 the nyght thanne wolde he take his
way

To Thebes-ward, his freendes for to
preye

On Theseus to helpe him to werreye,

And shortly, outher he wolde lese his Iif,

Or wynnen Emelye unto his wyf 1484

Ths 18 th'effect and his entente pleyn

Now wol I turne to Arciie agevn,

That hitel wiste how ny that was his care

Til that Fortune had broght him mn the
snare 1490

The bisy larke, messager of day,

Salueth 1n hir song the morwe gray,

And firy Phebus riseth up so bnight 1493

That al the orient laugheth of the hight,

And with his stremes dryeth i the greves

The silver dropes hangynge on the leves

And Arcita, that m the court roial

With Theseus 1s squier prinapal,

Is r1sen and looketh on the myxie day 1489

And for to doon his observaunce to May

Remembrynge on the poynt of his desrr,

He on a courser, startlynge as the fir,

Is niden mto the feeldes hym 1o pleye,

Out of the court, were 1t a myle or tweye

And to the grove of which that I yow tolde

By aventure his wey he gan to holde, 1506

To maken hym a gerland of the greves

Were 1t 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, freashe May, 1511

In hope that I som grene gete may »

And from s courser, with a lusty herte,

Into the grove ful hastily he sterte,

Andin a path he rometh up and doun, 1518

Ther as by aventure this Palamoun

‘Was In & bussh, that no man myghte hym
se,

For soore afered of lus deeth was he 1518

No thyng ne knew he that it was Arate,

God woot he wolde have trowed 1t ful ite

But sooth .s seyd, go mthen many veres,
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That “feeld hath eyen and the wode hath
ereg
It 18 ful fair & man to bere hym evene,
For al day meeteth men at unset stevene
Ful Iitel woot Arcite of his felawe, 1525
That was so ny to herknen al his sawe,
For 1n the bussh he sitteth now ful stille
Wha,frixl that Arcite hadde romed al his
le,
And songen al the roundel lustily,
Into a studie he £l sodeynly, 1530
As doon thise loveres 1n hir queynte
geres,
Now 1n the crope, now doun 1n the breres,
Now up, now doun, as boket 1n a welle
Right as the Friday, soothly for to telle,
Now 1t shyneth, now 1t reyneth faste, 1535
Right so kan geery Venus overcaste
The hertes of hir folk, mght as hir day
Is gereful, right so chaungeth she array
Selde1s the Friday al the wowke ylike
Whan that Arcite had songe, he gan to
stke, 1540
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 1s to confusioun 1545
The blood roial of Cadme and Am-
phioun, —
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 hus ofspryng 1550
By verray ligne, as of the stok roal,
And now I am so caytyf and so thral,
That he that 18 my mortal enemy,
{ serve hym as hus squier povrely 1854
And yet dooth Juno me wel moore shame,
For I dar noght biknowe myn owene name,
But ther as I was wont to highte Arcite,
Now highte I Philostrate, noght worth a
myte
Allas, thou felle Mars! allag, Juno! 1559
Thus hath youre ire oure lynage al fordo,
Save conly me and wrecched Palamoun,
That Theseus martireth 1n prisoun
And over al this, to sleew me outrely,
Love hath s firy dart so brennyngly 1564
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, 1570

So that I koude doon aught to youre
plesaunce ”’

And with that word he fil dounn a traunce

A longe tyme, and after he up sterte

This Palamoun, that thoughte that

thurgh hus herte 1574

He felte a coold swerd sodeynhche glyde,

For 1re he quook, no lenger wolde he byde

And whan that he had herd Arcites tale,

As he were wood, with face deed and
pale, 1578

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 thus peyne and

wo,

And art my blood, and to my consell
sworn,

As I ful ofte have seyd thee heerbiforn,

And hast byjaped heere due Theseus, 1585

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 1590

And though that I no wepene have mn 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!”’ 1595

This Arcite, with ful despitous herte,

‘Whan he hym knew, and hadde his tale
herd,

As fiers as leon pulled out hus swerd,

And seyde thus “ By God that sit above,

Nere 1t that thou art stk and wood for love,

And eek that thow no wepne hast 1n thig

place, 1601
Thou sholdest nevere out of this grove
pace
That thou ne sholdest dyen of myn
hond
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For I defye the seurete and the bond
Which that thou seist that I have maad to

thee 1605
What, verray fool, thynk wel that love 1s
free,

And I wol love hire maugree al thy myght!
But for as muche as thou art a worthy
knyght,
And wilnest to darreyne hire by bataille,
Have heer my trouthe, tomorwe I wol nat
falle, 1610
Withoute wityng of any oother wight,
That heere I wol be founden as a knyght,
And bryngen harneys mght ynough for

thee,

And ches the beste, and leef the worste for
me

And mete and drynke this nyght wol I
brynge 1615

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 EH
This Palamon answerde, “‘I graunte 1t
thee ” 1620

And thus they been departed fal amorwe,

Whan ech of hem had leyd s feith to
borwe

O Cupide, out of alle chantee!

O regne, that wolt no felawe have with
thee!

Ful sooth 18 seyd that love ne lordshipe

Wol noght, lus thankes, have no felawe-
shipe 1626

‘Wel fynden that Arcite and Palamoun

Arcite 18 riden anon unto the toun,

And on the morwe, er 1t were dayes hght,

Ful prively two harneys hath he dight, 1630

Bothe suffisaunt and mete to darreyne

The bataille 1 the feeld hatwix hem
tweyne,

And on his hors, allone as he was born,

He caneth al the harneys hym biforn 1834

And 1 the grove, at tyme and place yset,

This Arcite and this Palamon pben met

Tho chaungen gan the colour 1 hur face,

Right as the hunters in the regne of
Trace,

That stondeth at the gappe with a spere,

Whan hunted 15 the leon or the bere, 1640

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, 1645
Or he moot sleen me, if thit me mys-
happe,”’ —

8o ferden they mn 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 re-
hersyng, 1850

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 1654

Thou myghtest wene that this Palunon

In his fightyng were a wood leon,

And as a crueel faigre was Arcite,

As wilde bores gonne they to smyle, 1658

That frothen whit as foom for ire wood

Up to the ancle foghte they i hur blood

And m this wise I lete hem fightyng
dwelle,

And forth I wole of Theseus yow telle

The destinee, mumstre general,
That executeth m the world over al
The purveraunce that God hath seyn

biforn, 1668
So strong 1t 1s that, though the world had
sworn

The contrarie of a thyng by ye or nay,

Yet somtyme 1t shal fallen on o day

That falleth nat eft withinne & thousand
yeer

For certemly, oure appetites heer, 167C

Be 1t of werre, or pees, or hate, or love,

Al 1s this reuled by the sighte above

This mene I now by myghty Theseus,

That for to hunten 1s so desirus,

And namely at the grete hert 1n May, 1878

That 1n s bed ther daweth hym no day

That be nys clad, and redy for to ryde

With hunte and horn and houndes hyma
bisyde

For 1 hus buntyng hath he swich delit

That 1t 18 al his joye and appetit 1680

To been hymself the grete hertes bane,
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For after Mars he serveth now Dyane

Cleer was the day, as I have toold er
this,

And Theseus with alle joye and bls,

With his Ypolita, the faire queene,

And Emelye, clothed al 1n grene,

On huntyng be they riden roally

And to the grove that stood ful faste

1885

by,
In which ther was an hert, as men hym
tolde, 1689

Duc Theseus the streighte wey hath holde

And to the launde he ndeth hym ful nght,

For thder was the hert wont have his
flight,

And over a brook, and so forth on his
weye .

This due wol han a cours at hym or tweye

With houndes swiche as that hym st

comaunde 1695
And whan this duc was come unto the
launde,

Under the sonne he looketh, and anon

He was war of Araite and Palamon,

That foughten breme, as 1t were bores two

The brighte swerdes wenten to and fro 1700

So hadously that with the leeste strook

It semed as 1t wolde felle an ook

But what they were, no thyng he ne
woot

This due his ecourser with his spores smoot,

And at a stert he was bitwix hem two, 1705

And pulled out a swerd, and cride, “Hoo!

Namoore, up peyne of lesynge of youre
heed! 1707

By myghty Mars, he shal anon be deed

That smyteth any strook that I may seen

But telleth me what myster men ye been,

That been so hardy for to fighten heere

Withouten juge or oother officere,

As 1t were 1n & lystes roially ”

This Palamon answerde hastily, 1714
And seyde, *“Sire, what nedeth wordes mo?
We have the deeth disserved bothe two
Two woful wrecches been we, two cay-

tyves,
That been encombred of oure owene
lyves,
And as thou art a rightful lord and juge,
Ne yif us nerther mercy ne refuge, 1720
But sle me first, for seinte charitee!
But sle my felawe eek as wel as me,

Or sle hym first, for though thow knowest
1t lite,

This 15 thy mortal foo, this 18 Areite, 1724

That fro thy lond 15 banysshed on lus
heed,

Tor which he hath deserved to be deed

For this 1s he that cam unto thy gate

And seyde that he lghte Philostrate

Thus hath he japed thee ful many a yer,

And thou hast maked hym thy chief squer,

And this 1s he that loveth Emelye 1731

For sith the day 18 come that I shal dye,

I make pleynly my confesstoun

That I am thilke woful Palamoun

That hath thy prisoun broken wikkedly

I am thy mortal foo, and 1t am I 1738

That loveth so hoote Emelye the brighte

That I wol dye present 1 hir sighte

Wherfore I axe deeth and my juwise,

But sle my felawe 1n the same wise, 1740

For bothe han we deserved to be slayn ”’

This worthy duc answerde anon

agayn,

And seyde, “This1s a short conclusioun

Youre owene mouth, by youre confessioun,

Hath dampned yow, and I wol 1t recorde,

It nedeth noght to pyne yow with the
corde 1746

Ye shal be deed, by myghty Mars the
rede!”

The queene anon, for verray womman-

hede,

Gan for to wepe, and so dide Emelye,

And alle the ladyes in the compaignye 1750

Greet pitee was 1t, as 1t thoughte hem alle,

That evere swich a chaunce sholde falle,

For gentil men they were of greet estaat,

And no thyng but for love was this

debaat,
And saugh hir blody woundes wyde and
soore, 1758

And alle eneden, bothe lasse and moore,

“Have mercy, Lord, upon us wommen
alle!”

And on huir bare knees adoun they falle,

And wolde have kist s feet ther as he
stood,

Til at the laste aslaked was his mood,

For pitee renneth soone 1n gental herte

And though he first for iwre quook and
sterte,

He hath consdered shortly, in a clause,

1760
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The trespas of hem bothe, and eek the
cause, 1764
And although that his e hur gilt accused,
Yet m his resoun he hem bothe excused,
As thus he thoghte wel that every man
‘Wol helpe hymself in love, if that he
kan,
And eek dehivere hymself out of prnisoun
And eek lus herte hadde compassioun 1770
Of wommen, for they wepen evere 1n oon,
And 1 his gentil herte he thoughte anon,
And softe unto hymself he seyde,”“Fy
Upon a lord that wol have no mercy,
But been a leon, bothe 1n word and dede,
To bhem that been in repentaunce and
drede, 1776
As wel a5 to a proud despitous man
That wol mayntene that he first bigan
That lord hath litel of discrecioun,
That 1 swich cas kan no divisioun, 1780
But weyeth pride and humblesse after
oon
And shortly, whan his ire 15 thus agoon,
He gan to looken up with eyen lighte,
And spak thise same wordes al on highte
“The god of love, a, benedicite! 1785
How myghty and how greet a lord 1s he!
Ayeyns s myght ther gayneth none
obstacles
He may be cleped a god for his myr-
acles,
For he kan maken, at hus owene gyse, 1789
Of everich herte as that hym hst divyse
Lo heere this Arcite and this Palamoun,
That quitly weren out of my prisoun,
And myghte han lyved in Thebes roally,
And witen I am hir mortal enemy, 1704
And that hor deth hith 1n my myght also,
And yet hath Jove, maugree hir eyen two,
Broght hem hyder bothe for to dye
Now looketh, 18 nat that an hegh
folye?
‘Who may been a fool, but if he love?
Bihoold, for Goddes sake that sit above,
Se how they blede! be they noght wel
arrayed? 1801
Thus hath hir lord, the god of love, ypayed
Hir wages and har fees for har servyse!
And yet they wenen for to been ful wyse
That serven love, for aught that may
bifalle 1805
But this 1s yet the beste game of alle,

That she for whom they han this jolitee
Kan hem therfore 2s muche thank
as me 1808
She woot namoore of al this hoote fare,
By God, than woot a cokkow or an hare!
But 2ll moot ben assayed, hoot and coold,
A man moot ben a fool, or yong or oold, -~
1 woot 1t by myself ful yore agon,
For 1n my tyme a servant was I oon 1s14
And therfore, syn I knowe of loves peyne,
And woot hou soore it kan a man distreyne,
As he that hath ben caught ofte 1 lus
laas,
I yow foryeve al hoolly this trespass,
At requeste of the queene, that kneleth
heere,
And eek of Emelye, my suster deere 1820
And ye shul bothe anon unto me swere
That nevere mo ye shal my contree dere,
Ne make werre upon me nyght ne day,
But been my freendes 1n al that ye may
I yow foryeve this trespas every deel 7’ 1825
And they hym sworen Ins axyng faire and
weel,
And hym of lordshipe and of mercy preyde,
And he heclln graunteth grace, and thus he
3
“To speke of roinl lynage and richesse,
Though that she were a queene or a
princesse, 1830
Ech of you bothe 1s worthy, doutelees,
To wedden whan tyme 18, but nathelees
I speke as for my suster Emelye,
For whom ye have thig strif and jalousye
Ye woot yourself she may nat wedden two
Atones, though ye fighten everemo 1838
That oon of you, al be hym looth or hef,
He moot go pipen 1n an yvy leef,
This 1s to seyn, she may nat now han bothe,
Albe ye never so jalouse ne so wrothe 1840
And forthy I yow putte i this degree,
That ech of yow shal have his destynee
As hym 18 shape, and berkneth in what

wyse,
Lo heere youre ende of that I shal devyse
My wylis thus, for plat conclusioun, 1845
Withouten any repphicacioun, —
If that you liketh, take 1t for the beste
That e}rer;:h of you shal goon where hym
es
Frely, withouten raunson or daunger;
And this dey fifty wykes, fer ne ner, 1880
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Evenich of you shal brynge an hundred
knyghtes

Armed for lystes up at alle nghtes,

Al redy to darreyne hire by bataille

And this bihote I yow withouten faille,

Upon my trouthe, and as I am a knyght,

That wheither of yow bothe that hath
myght,— 1856

This 18 to seyn, that wheither he or thow

May with his hundred, as I spak of now,

Sleen his conframe, or out of lystes

dryve,
Thanne shal I yeve Emelya to wyve 1860
To whom that Fortune yeveth so far a
grace
Tho lystes shal I maken 1n this place,
And God so wisly on my soule rewe,
As T shal evene juge been and trewe 1864
Ye shul noon oother ende with me maken,
That oon of yow ne shal be deed or
taken
And of yow thynketh this 1s weel ysayd,
Seyeth youre avys, and holdeth you
apayd 1868
This 1s youre ende and youre conclustoun ”’
Who looketh hightly now but Palamoun?
Who spryngeth up for joye but Araite?
Who kouthe telle, or who kouthe 1t endite,
The joye that 18 maked m the place
Whan Theseus hath doon so fawr a grace?
But doun on knees wente every maner

wight, 1875
And thonked hym with al hir herte and
myght,

And namely the Thebans often sithe

And thus with good hope and with herte
blithe

They taken lur leve, and homward gonne
they nde

To Thebes, with his olde walles wyde 1880

Expheit secunda pars

Sequitur pars tercia

I trowe men wolde deme 1t nechgence
If I foryete to tellen the dispence
Of Thegeus, that gooth so by
To maken up the lystes roally,
That swich a noble theatre as it was, 1885
I dar wel seyen 1n this world ther nas
The circuit a myle was aboute;
Walled of stoon, and dyched sl withoute

Round was the shap, in manere of
compas, 1889
Ful of degrees, the heighte of sixty pas,
That whan & man was set on o degree,
He letted nat his felawe for to see
Estward ther stood a gate of marbul

what,
Westward mnight swich another m the
opposit 1894

And shortly to concluden, swich s place

Was noon 1 erthe, as in so litel space,

For 1n the lond ther was no erafty man

That geometrie or ars-metrike kan,

Ne portreyour, ne kervere of ymages,

That Theseus ne yaf hira mete and wages,

The theatre for to maken and devyse 1901

And for to doon his ryte and sacrifise,

He estward hath, upon the gate above,

In worshipe of Venus, goddesse of love,

Doon make an auter and an oratorie, 1905

And on the gate westward, 1n memorie

Of Mars, he maked hath mght swich
another,

That coste largely of gold a fother

And northward, i a touret on the wal,

Of alabastre whit and reed coral, 1910

An oratorte, riche for to see,

In worshipe of Dyane of chastitee,

Hath Theseus doon wroght in noble wyse

But yet hadde I foryeten to devyse 1914

The noble kervyng and the portreitures,

The shap, the contenaunce, and the figures,

That weren 1n thise oratories thre

First 1n the temple of Venus maystow se

Wroght on the wal, ful pitous to biholde,

The broken slepes, and the sikes colde, 1920

The sacred teers, and the waymentynge,

The firy strokes of the desirynge

That loves servantz in tlus Iyf enduren,

The othes that hur eovenantz assuren,

Plesaunce and Hope, Desir, Foolhardy-
nesse, 1925

Beautee and Youthe, Bauderie, Richesse,

Charmes and Foree, Lesynges, Flaterye,

Despense, Bisynesse, and Jalousye,

That wered of yelewe gooldes a gerland,

And a cokkow sittynge on hur hand, 1980

Festes, mstrumentz, caroles, daunces,

Lust and array, and alle the creum
staunces

Of love, ghmh that I rekned and rekne
sh
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By ordre weren peynted on the wal,
And mo than I kan make of mencioun 1935
For soothly al the mount of Citheroun,
Ther Venus hath hir principal dwellynge,
‘Was shewed on the wal 1n portreyynge,
With al the gardyn and the lustynesse
Nat was foryeten the porter, Ydelnesse,
Ne Narcisus the faire of yore agon, 1941
Ne yet the folye of kyng Salomon,
Ne yet the grete strengthe of Ercules —
Th’enchauntementz of Medea and Cur-
ces —
Ne of Turnus, with the hardy fiers corage,
The riche Cresus, kaytyf in servage 1946
Thus may ye seen that wysdom ne richesse,
Beautee ne sleighte, strengthe ne hardy-
nesse,
Ne may with Venus holde champartie, 1949
For as hur hst the world than may she gye
Lo, alle thise folk so caught were i hir las,
11l they for wo ful ofte seyde “allag!”
Suffiseth heere ensamples oon or two,
And though I koude rekese a thousand
mo
The statue of Venus, glorious for to se,
Was naked, fletynge in the large see, 1956
And fro the navele doun al covered was
With wawes grene, and brighte as any glas
A catole in hir nght hand hadde she,
And on hir heed, ful semely for to se, 1960
A rose gerland, fressh and wel smellynge,
Above hir heed hir dowves flikerynge
Biforn hire stood bir sone Cupido,
Upon his shuldres wynges hadde he two,
And blynd he was, as1t 18 often seene, 1985
A bowe he bar and arwes brighte and kene
Why sholde I noght as wel eek telle
yow al
The portrerture that was upon the wal
Withinne the temple of myghty Mars the

rede?
Al peynted was the wal, i lengthe and
brede, 1970

Lyk to the estres of the grsly place

That highte the grete temple of Mars m
Trace,

In thilke colde, frosty regioun

Ther as Mars hath his sovereyn mansioun

First on the wal was peynted a forest,

In which ther dwelleth neither man ne
best, 1976

With krotty, knarry, bareyne treds olde

Of stubbes sharpe and hidouse to hi-
holde,

In which ther ran a rumbel in a swough,

As though a storm sholde bresten cvery

bough 1980

And dounward from an hille, under a
bente,

Ther stood the temple of Mars army-
potente,

Wroght al of burned steel, of which the
entree

Was long and streit, and gastly for to see

And therout came a rage and swich a veze

That 1t made al the gate for to rese 1988

The northren lyght 1n at the dores shoon,

For wyndowe on the wal ne was ther
noon,

Thurgh which men myghten any hght
discerne

The dore was al of adamant eterne,

Yeclenched overthwart and endelong

With wren tough, and for to make 1t strong,

Every pyler, the temple to sustene,

‘Was tonne greet, of iren bright and shene

Ther saugh I first the derke ymaginyng

Of Felonye, and al the compassyng, 199r

The crueel Ire, reed as any gleede,

The pykepurs, and eek the pale Drede,

The smylere with the knyf under the cloke

The shepne brennynge with the blake

1990

smoke, 2000
The tresoun of the mordrynge m the
bedde,

The open werre, with woundes al hibledde,
Contek, with blody knyf and sharp
manace
Alful of charkyng was that sory place 2004
The sleere of hymself yet saugh I ther, —
His berte-blood hath bathed al his beer,
The nayl ydryven in the shode a~-nyght,
The colde deeth, with mouth gapyng up-
right
Amyddes of the temple sat Meschaunce,
With disconfort and sory contenaunce
Yet saugh I Woodnesse, laughynge n his

rage, 2011
Armed Compleint, Outhees, and fiers
Outrage,
The careyne in the busk, with throte
yeorve,

A thousand slayn, and nat of qualm
ystorve,
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The tiraunt, with the pray by force yraft,

The toun destroyed, ther was no thyng
laft 2016

Yet saugh I brent the shippes hoppesteres,

The hunte strangled wih the wilde
beres,

The sowe freten the child mght mn the
cradel,

The cook yscalded, for al hus longe ladel

Noght was foryeten by the infortune of
Marte 2021

The cartere overryden with his carte,

Under the wheel ful lowe he lay adoun

Ther were also, of Martes divisioun,

The barbour, and the bocher, and the
smyth, 2025

That forgeth sharpe swerdes on his styth

And al above, depeynted 1n a tour,

Saugh I Conquest, sittynge n greet
honour,

With the sharpe swerd over his heed

Hangynge by a soutil twynes threed 2030

Depeynted was the slaughtre of Juhus,

Of grete Nero, and of Antonius,

Al be that thilke tyme they were un-
born,

Yet was hir deth depeynted ther-biforn

By manasynge of Mars, night by figure

So was 1t shewed in that portrerture, 2036

As 18 depeynted 1n the sterres above

Who shal be slayn or elles deed for
love

Suffiseth oon ensample 1n stores olde, 2039

I may nat rekene hem alle though I wolde

The statue of Mars upon a carte stood

Armed, and looked grym as he were wood,

And over his bheed ther shynen two
figures

Of sterres, that been cleped 1n scriptures,

That oon Puella, that oother Rubeus —

This god of armes was arrayed thus 2046

A wolf ther stood biforn hym at his feet

With eyen rede, and of & man he eet,

With soutil pencel depeynted was this
storie

In redoutynge of Mars and of his glone

Now to the temple of Dyane the chaste,

Ag shortly as I kan, I wol me haste, 2052

To telle yow al the descripsioun

Depeynted been the walles up and doun

Of huntyng and of shamefast chastitee

Ther saugh I how woful Calistopee, 2056

Whan that Diane agreved was with here,

Was turned from a w.mman tu a bere,

And after was she maad the looce-sterre,

Thus was 1t peynted, I kan sey yow no
ferre 2060

Hir sone 18 eek a sterre, ag men may see

Ther saugh I Dane, yturned til a tree, —

I mene nat the goddesse Diane,

But Perneus doghter, which that highte
Dane

Ther saugh I Attheon an hert ymaked, 2085

For vengeaunce that he saugh Diane al
naked,

I saugh how that his houndes have hym
caught

And freeten hym, for that they knewe
bhym naught

Yet peynted was a hitel forther moor

How Atthalante hunted the wilde boor,

And Meleagre, and many another mo, 2071

For which Dyane wroghte hym care and
wo

Ther saugh I many anpother wonder
storie,

The which me list nat drawen to memorie
This goddesse on an hert ful hye seet,
‘With smale houndes al aboute hir feet, 2076
And undernethe hir feet she hadde a

moone, —
Wexynge 1t was and sholde wanye soone
In gaude grene hir statue clothed was,
‘With bowe 1n honde, and arwes 1n a cas
Hir eyen caste she ful lowe adoun, 2081
Ther Pluto hath s derke regioun
A womman travaillynge was hire biforn,
But for hir child so longe was unborn,
Ful pitously Lucyna gan she calle, 2085
And seyde, “Help, for thou mayst best of
alle!”
‘Wel koude he peynten hifly that1t wroghte,
‘With many a floryn he the hewes boghte
Now been thise lystes maad, and
Theseus,
That at s grete cost arrayed thus 2090
The temples and the theatre every deel,
Whan 1t was doon, hym lyked wonder
weel
But stynte I wole of Theseus a lite,
And speke of Palamon and of Arcite
The day approcheth of hur retournynge,
That everich sholde an hundred knyghtes
brynge 2096



44

THE CANTERBURY TALES

1\A) 2007-2179

The bataille to darreyne, as I yow tolde

And til Atthenes, hir covenant for to
holde,

Hath everich of hem broght an hundred
knyghtes,

Wel armed for the werre at alle nghtes

And sikerly ther trowed many a man 2101

That nevere, sithen that the world bigan,

As for to speke of knyghthod of hir hond,

As fer as God bath maked see or lond,

Nas of so fewe so noble & compaignye 2105

For every wight that lovede chivalrye,

And wolde, lus thankes, han a passant
name,

Hath preyed that he myghte been of that
game,

And wel was hym that ther to chosen was

For if ther fille tomorwe swich a cas, 2110

Ye knowen wel that every lusty knyght

That loveth paramours and hath his
myght,

Were 1t 1n Engelond or elleswhere,

They wolde, hir thankes, winen to be
there, —

To fighte for a lady, benediciice!

It were & lusty sighte for to see

And nght so ferden they with Palamon

Wath hym ther wenten knyghtes many on,

Som wol ben armed 1 an haubergeoun,

And m a brestplate and a hight gypoun,

And som wol have a paire plates large, 2121

And som wol have a Pruce sheeld or a
targe,

Som wol ben armed on lus legges weel,

And have an ax, and som a mace of steel —

Ther 18 no newe gyse that 1t nas old 2125

Armed were they, as I have yow told,

Everych after his oprnioun

Ther maistow seen, comynge with

Palamoun,

Liygurge hymself, the grete kyng of Trace

Blak was his berd, and manly was his face,

The cercles of his eyen 1 his beed, 2131

They gloweden hitwixen yelow and reed,

And bk a grifphon locked he aboute,

With kempe heeris on his browes stoute,

Hig lymes grete, hus brawnes harde and

2115

stronge, 2135
His shuldres brode, hus armes rounde and
longe,

And as the gyse was m hig contree,
Ful hve upop a chaar or gold stood he,

‘With foure white boles 1n the trays

In stede of cote-armure over s harnays,

With nayles yelewe and brighte as any
gold, 2141

He hadde 2 beres skyn, col-blak for old

His longe heer was kembd bibynde s
bak, 2143

As any ravenes fethere 1t shoon for blik,

A wrethe of gold, arm-greet, of huge wighte,

Upon his heed, set ful of stones brighte,

Of fyne rubyes and of dyamauntz

Aboute his chaar ther wenten white
alauntz,

Twenty and mo, as grete as any steer,

To hunten at the leoun or the deer, 215¢

And folwed hym with mosel faste ybounde,

Colered of gold, and toureties fyled rounde

An hundred lordes hadde he in his route,

Armed ful wel, with hertes stierne and
stoute

With Arcita, in stories as men fynde,

The grete Emetreus, the kyng of Inde, 2156

Upon a steede bay trapped in steel,

Covered m clooth of gold, dyapred
weel,

Cam ndynge lyk the god of armes, Mars

His cote~armure was of clooth of Tars 2160

Couched with perles white and rounde and
grete,

His sadel was of brend gold newe ybete,

A mantelet upon his shulder hangynge,

Bret-ful of rubyes rede as fyr spark-
lynge,

His crispe heer lyk rynges was yronne, 2165

And that was yelow, and glytered as the
sonne

His nose was heigh, his eyen bright atryn,

His hppes rounde, hus colour was sang-

wyn,
A fewe frakenes i his face yspreynd,
Bitwixen yelow and somdel blak ymeynd,
And as 2 leon he us lookyng caste 2171
Of fyve and twenty yeer his age I caste
His berd was wel bigonne for to sprynge;
Higs voys was as a trompe thonder-
yoge
Upon his heed he wered of laurer grene
A gerland, fressh and lusty for to sene 2176
Upon his hand he bar for his deduyt
An egle tame, as any lilye whyt
An hun;lired lordes hadde he with hym
there,
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Al armed, save hir heddes, 1n al hir gere,
Ful richely in alle maner thynges 2181
For trusteth wel that dukes, erles, kynges
Were gadered 1n this noble compaignye,
For love and for encrees of chivalrye
Aboute this kyng ther ran on every part
Ful many a tame leon and leopart 2186
And 1n this wise thise lordes, alle and some,
Been on the Sonday to the citee come
Aboute pryme, and 1n the toun alight
This Theseus, this due, this worthy
knyght, 2190
Whan he had broght hem into lus ctee,
And mned hem, everich at his degree,
He festeth hem, and dooth so greet
labour
To esen hem and doon hem al honour,
That yet men wenen that no mannes wit
Of noon estaat ne koude amenden 1t 2196
The mynstraleye, the service at the
feeste,
The grete yiftes to the meeste and leeste,
The riche array of Theseus paleys,
Ne who sat first ne last upon the deys,
What ladyes fairest been or best daun-
synge, 2201
Or which of hem kan dauncen best and

synge,
Ne who moost felyngly speketh of love,
What haukes sitten on the perche above,
What houndes hggen on the floor adoun,—
Of al this make I now no mencioun, 2206
But al th’effect, that thynketh me the

beste
Now cometh the pomnt, and herkneth iof
yow leste
The Sonday nyght, er day bigan to

sprynge,
Whan Palamon the larke herde synge, 2210
(Although 1t nere nat day by houres two,
Yet song the larke, and Palamon also)
With hooly herte and with an hegh
corage,
He roos to wenden on his pilgrymage
Unto the bhsful Citherea bemgne, — 2215
I mene Venus, honurable and digne
And 1n hir houre he walketh forth a pas
Unto the lystes ther hire temple was,
And doun he kneleth, and with humble
cheere 2219
And herte soor, he seyde as ye shal heere
“Fareste of faire, o lady myn, Venus,

Doughter to Jove, and spouse of Vui-
canus,

Thow gladere of the mount of Citheron,

For thilke love thow haddest to Adoon,

Have pitee of my bittre teeris smerte, 2225

And taak myn humble preyere at thyn
herte

Allas! I pe have no langage to telle

Th'effectes ne the tormentz of myn
helle,

Myn herte may myne harmes nat biwreye,

I am so confus that I kan noght seye 2230

But, ‘Mercy, lady brnght, that knowest
weele

My thought, and seest what harmes that
I feele!”

Considere al this and rewe upon my
soore,

As wisly as I shal for everemoore, 2234

Emforth my myght, thy trewe servant be,

And holden werre alwey with chastitee

That make I myn avow, so ye me helpe!

I kepe noght of armes for to yelpe,

Ne I ne axe nat tomorwe to have victone,

Ne renoun 1 this cas, ne veyne glorie 2240

Of pris of armes blowen up and doun,

But I wolde have fully possessioun

Of Emelye, and dye in thy servyse

Fynd thow the manere hou, and m what

wyse
I recche nat but 1t may bettre be 2245
To bave victorie of hem, or they of me,
So that I have my lady in myne armes
For though so be that Mars 15 god of
armes,
Youre vertu is 80 greet in hevene above
That if yow hst, I shal wel have my love
Thy temple wol I worshipe everemo, 2251
And on thyn auter, where I ride or go,
I wol doon sacrifice and fires beste
And if ye wol nat so, my lady sweste,
Thanne preye I thee, tomorwe with a spere
That Arcita me thurgh the herte bere 2256
Thanne rekke I noght, whan I have lost
my lyf,
Though that Arcita wynne hire to his
wyf 2258
This 13 th’effect and ende of my preyere
Yif me my love, thow bhsful lady deere 7
Whan the orison was doon of Palamon,
His sacnfice he dide, and that anon,
Ful pitouasly, with alle eircurastaunces, 2263



40

THE CANTERBURY TALES

[T (A) 2264-2351

Al telle I noght as now his observaunces,
But atte laste the statue of Venus shook,
And made a signe, wherby that he took
That his preyere accepted was that day
For thogh the signe shewed a delay,

Yet wiste he wel that graunted was his

boone,
And with glad herte he wente hym hoom
ful soone 2270

The thridde hourenequal that Palamon

Bigan to Venus temple for to gon,

Up roos the sonne, and up roos Emelye,

And to the temple of Dyane gan hye

Fir maydens, that she tluder with hire
ladde, 2275

Ful redily wmith hem the fyr they hadde,

Th'encens, the clothes, and the remenant al

That to the sacrifice longen shal, 2278

The hornes fulle of meeth, as was the gyse

Ther lakked noght to doon hir sacnfise

Smokynge the temple, ful of clothes faire,

This Emelye, with herte debonaire,

Hir body wessh with water of a welle

But bou she dide hir ryte I dar nat telle,

But 1t be any thing in general, 2285

And yet 1t were 2 game to heeren al

To hym that meneth wel 1t were no charge,

But 1t 15 good a man been at his large

Hir brighte heer was kembd, untressed al,

A coroune of a grene ook ceral 2290

Upon hir heed was set ful fair and meete

Two fyres on the auter gan she beete,

And dide hir thynges, as men may bi-
holde

In Stace of Thebes and thise bookes olde

‘Whan kyndled was the fyr, with pitous
cheere 2295

Unto Dyane she spak as ye may heere

“O chaste goddesse of the wodes grene,

To whom bothe hevene and erthe and see
18 sene,

Queere of the regne of Pluto derk and
lowe,

Goddesse of maydens, that myn herte hast
knowe 2300

Ful many a yeer, and woost what I desire,

As keepe me fro thy vengeaunce and thyn

1re,
That Attheon aboughte cruelly
Chaste goddesse, wel wostow that I
Desire to ben a mayden sl my Iyf,
Ne nevere wol I be no love ne wyf

2305

I am, thow woost, yet of thy compaignye,
A mayde, and love huntynge wnd venerye,
And for to walken 1n the wodes wilde,
And noght to ben a wyf and be with childe
Noght wol I knowe comp ugnyeof man 2311
Now help me, lady sith ye may and Lan,
For tho thre formes that thou hast m
thee 2313
And Palamon, that hath swich love to me,
And eek Arcite, that loveth me so soore,
(This grace I preye thee withoute moore)
As sende love and pees bitwise hem two,
And fro me turne awey bir hertes so
That al hire hoote love and hir desir,
And al hur bisy torment, and hir fir 2320
Be queynt, or turned in another place
And if so be thou wolt nat do me grace,
Or if my destynee be shapen so0
That I shal nedes have oon of hem two,
As sende me hym that moost desireth me
Bihoold, goddesse of clene chastitee, 2326
The bittre teeris that on my chehes falle
Syn thou art mayde and kepere of us

alle,
My maydenhede thou kepe and wel
conserve, 2320

And whil I lyve, a mayde I wol thee sexve
The fires brenne upon the auter cleere,
Whil Emelye was thus in hur preyere
But sodeynly she saugh a sghte
queynte, 2333
For right anon oon of the fyres queynte,
And quyked agayn, and after that anon
That oother fyr was queynt and al agon,
And as 1t queynte 1t made s whistelynge,
As doon thige wete brondes in hur bren-
nynge,
And at the brondes ende out ran anon
As 1t were blody dropes many oon,
For which so soore agast was Emelye
That she was wel ny mad, and gan to crye,
For she ne wiste what 1t signyfied,
But oonly for the feere thus hath she eried,
And weep that 1t was pitee for to heere
And therwithal Dyane gan appeere, 2348
With bowe in honde, right a8 an hunter-

2340

esse,
And seyde, “Doghter, stynt thyn hevy-
nesse
Among the goddes hye it 15 affermed, 2349
And by eterne word writen and confermed,
Thou shalt ben wedded unto oon of tho
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That han for thee so muchel care and wo,
But unto which of hem I may nat
telle 2353
Farwel, for I ne may no lenger dwelle
The fires which that on myn auter brenne
Shulle thee declaren, er that thou go henne,
Thyn aventure of love, as in this cas ”
And with that word, the arwes in the
caas
Of the goddesse clateren faste and rynge,
And forth she wente, and made a vanyssh-
ynge, 2360
For which this Emelye astoned was,
And seyde, ““What amounteth this, allas?
I putte me in thy proteccioun,
Dyane, and m thy disposicioun 2364
And hoom she goth anon the nexte weye
This 18 th’effect, ther 1s namoore to seye
The nexte houre of Mars folwynge this,
Arcite unto the temple walked 18
Of fierse Mars, to doon his sacrifise,
With alle the rytes of his payen wyse 2370
With pitous herte and heigh devocioun,
Riaght thus to Mars he seyde huis orisoun
“QO stronge god, that in the regnes
colde
Of Trace bonoured art and lord yholde,
And hast 1n every regne and every lond
Of armes al the brydel in thyn hond, 2376
And hem fortunest as thee lyst devyse,
Accepte of me my pitous sacrifise
If so be that my youthe may deserve,
And that my myght be worthy for to serve
Thy godhede, that I may been oon of
thyne, . 2381
Thanne preye I thee to rewe upon my

pyne
For thilke peyne, and thilke hoote fir
In which thow whilom brendest for desir,
Whan that thow usedest the beautee 2385
Of faire, yonge, fresshe Venus free,
And haddest hire 1n armes at thy wille —
Although thee ones on a tyme mysfille,
Whan Vulcanus hadde caught thee mn his

lag,
And foond thee hggynge by his wif,
allag! — 2390

For thilke sorwe that was in thyn herte,

Have routhe as wel upon my peynes
smerte

I am yong and unkonnynge, as thow
woost,

And, as I trowe, with love offended moosé
That evere was any lyves creature, 2304
For she that dooth me al this wo endure
Ne reccheth nevere wher I synke or fleete
And wel I woot, er she me mercy heete,

I moot with strengthe wynne hire in the

place,

And, wel I woot, withouten help or grace
Of thee, ne may my strengthe noght

avallle 2401
Thanne help me, lord, tomorwe in my
bataille,

For thilke fyr that whilom brente thee,

As wel as thilke fyr now brenneth me,

And do that I tomorwe have victorie 2405

Myn be the travaile, and thyn be the
gloret

Thy sovereyn temple wol I moost hon-
ouren

Of any place, and alwey moost labouren

In thy plesaunce and i thy craftes
stronge, 2409

And n thy temple I wol my baner honge

And alle the armes of my compaignye,

And everemo, unto that day I dye,

Eterne fir I wol bifore thee fynde

And eek to this avow I wol me bynde

My beerd, myn heer, that hongeth long
adoun, 2415

That nevere yet ne felte offensioun

Of rasour nor of shere, I wol thee yive,

And ben thy trewe servant whil I lyve

Now, lord, bave routhe upon my sorwes
soore, 2419

Yif me the victone, I aske thee namoore ”

The preyere stynt of Arcita the stronge,

The rynges on the temple dore that honge,

And eek the dores, clatereden ful faste,

Of which Arcita somwhat hym agaste 2424

The fyres brenden upon the auter brighte,

That 1t gan al the temple for to lighte,

A sweete smel the ground anon up yaf,

And Arcita anon his hand up haf,

And moore encens into the fyr he caste,

With othere rytes mo, and atte laste 2430

The statue of Mars bigan his hauberk

ryuge,
And with that soun he herde 8 murmurynge
Ful lowe and dym, and seyde thus,
“Victorie!”
For which he yaf to Mars honour and
glorze
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And thus wath joye and hope wel to fare

Arcite anon unto his in 1s fare, 2436

As fayn as fowel 13 of the brighte sonne

And right anon swich stmf ther is

bigonne,

For thilke grauntyng, 1n the hevene above,

Bitwixe Venus, the goddesse of love, 2440

And Mars, the stierne god armypotente,

That Juppiter was bisy 1t to stente,

Tl that the pale Saturnus the colde,

That knew so manye of aventures olde,

Foond 1n his olde experience an art 2445

That he ful soone hath plesed every part

As sooth 18 seyd, elde hath greet avantage,

In elde is bothe wysdom and usage,

Men may the olde atrenne, and noght
atrede 2449

Saturne anon, to stynten strif and drede,

Al be 1t that 1t 15 agayn his kynde,

Of al this strif he gan remedie fynde

“My deere doghter Venus,” quod

Saturne, 2453

“My cours, that hath so wyde for to turne,

Hath moore power than woot any man

Myn 15 the drenchyng m the see so wan,

Myn 1s the prison 1n the derke cote,

Myn 18 the stranglyng and hangyng by the
throte,

The murmure and the cherles rebellyng,

The groynynge, and the pryvee empoy-
sonyng, 2460

I do vengeance and pleyn correccioun,

Whil I dwelle 1n the signe of the leoun

Myn 15 the ruyne of the hye halles,

‘The fallynge of the toures and of the
walles

Upon the mynour or the carpenter

1 slow Sampsoun, shakynge the piler,

And myne be the maladyes colde,

The derke tresons, and the castes olde,

My lookyng 1s the fader of pestilence 69

Now weep namoore, I shal doon dihgence

That Palamon, that 1s thyn owene knyght,

Shal hawve hus lady, as thou hast han ight

Though Mars shal helpe hig knyght, yet
nathelees

Bitwixe yow ther moot be som tyme pees,

Al be ye noght of o compleccloun, 2475

‘That causeth al day swich divisioun

T aan thyn asel, redy ai thy wille,

Weep ’%ﬁallf’ nagoore, I wol thy lust ful-

2465

Now wol I stynten of the goddes ohove
Of Mars, and of Venus, goddesse of love,
And telle yow as pleynly 1 I kan 2481
The grete effect, for which that T hygan

Explieit tereia pars

Sequitur pats quarta

Greet was the feeste in Atthenes that

day,

And eek the lusty seson of that May

Made every wight to been 1 swich ples-
aunce 2485

That al that Monday jusien they and
daunce,

And spenden 1t m Venus heigh servyse

But by the cause that they sholderyse

Eerly, for to seen the grete fight,

Unto hir reste wenten they at nyght 2400

And on the morwe, whan that day gan
sprynge,

Of hors and harneys noyse wnd claterynge

Ther was 1n hostelryes al aboute,

And to the paleys rood ther many a route

Of lordes upon steedes and palfrevs 2495

Ther maystow seen devisynge of harneys

So unkouth and so riche, and wroght so
weel

Of goldsmythrye, of browdynge, and of
steel,

The sheeldes brighte, testeres, and trap-

pures,
Gold-hewen helmes, hauberhes, cote-
armures, 2500
Lordes mn parements on dur courseres,
Knyghtes of retenue, and eck squicres
Nailynge the speres, and helmes boke-

lynge,

Giggynge of sheeldes, with layneres
lacynge

(There as nede 18 they weren no thyng
ydel), 2508

The formy steedes on the golden brydel

Gnawynge, and faste the armurers also

With fyle and hamer prkynge to and
fro,

Yemen on foote, and communes many oon

With shorte staves, thikke as they may
goon, 2510

Pypes, trompes, nakers, clariounes,

That 1n the bataille blowen blody sounes,

The paleys ful of peples up and doun,
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Heere thre, ther ten, holdynge hir ques-

tioun,

Dyvynynge of thise Thebane knyghtes
two 2515

Somme seyden thus, somme seyde ““1t shal
be so n’

Somme helden with hym with the blake
berd,

Somme with the balled, somme with the
thikke herd,

Somme seyde he looked grymme, and he
wolde fighte,

“He hath a sparth of twenty pound of
wighte ” 2520

Thus was the halle ful of divynynge,
Longe after that the sonne gan to sprynge
The grete Theseus, that of his sleep

awaked

With mynstralcie and noyse that was
maked,

Heeld yet the chambre of his paleys riche,

Til that the Thebane knyghtes, bothe
yliche 2526

Honured, were 1mnto the paleys fet

Due Theseus was at a wyndow set,

Arrayed right as he were a god 1n trone

The peple preesseth thiderward ful soone

Hym for to seen, and doon heigh reverence,

And eek to herkne s heste and s
sentence 2532

An heraud on a scaffold made an “Qo!”

Til al the noyse of peple was ydo,

And whan he saugh the peple of noyse al
stalle, 2535

Tho shewed he the mayghty dukes wille

“The lord hath of his heigh discrecioun

Considered that 1t were destruccioun

To gentil b.ood to fighten in the gyse 2539

Of mortal bataille now in this emprise

Wherfore, to shapen that they shal nat
dye,

He wol lus firste purpos modifye

No man therfore, up peyne of los of Ivf,

No maner shot, ne polax, ne short knyf

Into the lystes sende, or thider brynge,

Ne short swerd, for to stoke with poynt
bitynge, 2546

No man ne drawe, ne bere 1t by his syde

Ne no man shal unto his felawe ryde

But o cours, with a sharpe ygrounde spere,

Foyne, if hym list, on foote, hymself to
were 2550

And he that 18 at meschief shal be take

And noght slayn, but be broght unto the
stake

That shal ben ordeyned on erther syde,

But thider he shal by force, and there
abyde

And if so falle the chieflayn be take 2555

On outher syde, or elles sleen his make,

No lenger shal the turneiynge laste

God spede you! gooth forth, and ley on
faste!

With long swerd and with maces fighteth
youre fille

Gooth now youre wey, this is the lordes
wille 2560

The voys of peple touchede the hevene,

So loude crrde they with murne stevene,

“QGod save swich a lord, that 1880 good,

He wilneth no destruccion of blood!”’

Up goon the trompes and the melodye, 2565

And to the lystes rit the compaignye,

By ordinance, thurghout the citee large,

Hanged with clooth of gold, and nat with
sarge

Ful bk a lord this noble duc gan ryde,

Thise two Thebans upon either syde, 2570

And after rood the queene, and Emelye,

And after that another compaignye

Of oon and oother, after hir degree

And thus they passen thurghout the citee,

And to the lystes come they by tyme 2575

It nas nat of the day yet fully pryme

‘Whan set was Theseus ful riche and hye,

Ypolita the queene, and Emelye,

And othere ladys 1n degrees aboute

Unto the seetes preesseth al the route 2580

And westward, thurgh the gates under
Marte,

Arecite, and eek the hondred ot his parte,

With baner reed 1s entred right anon,

And in that selve moment Palamon

Is under Venus, estward m the place, 2585

With baner whyt, and hardy chiere and
face

In al the world, to seken up and doun,

So evene, withouten variacioun,

Ther nere swiche compaignyes tweve, 2589

For ther was noon so wys that koude seye

That any hadde of oother avauntage

Of worthynesse, ne of estaat, ne age,

So evene were they chosen, for to gesse

And 1n two renges faire they hem dresse
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Whan that hir names rad were everichon,

That o hir nombre gyle were ther noon,

Tho were the gates shet, and cried was
loude 2597

“Do now youre devolr, yonge knyghtes
proude!”’

The heraudes lefte hir prikyng up and

doun,

Now ryngen trompes loude and clarioun

Ther 18 namoore to seyn, but west and est

In goon the speres ful sadly in arrest, 2602

In gooth the sharpe spore into the syde

Ther seen men who kan juste and who kan

ryde,
Ther shyveren shaftes upon sheeldes
thikke, 2605
He feeleth thurgh the herte-spoon the
prikke

Up spryngen speres twenty foot on ighte,

Out goon the swerdes as the silver
brighte,

The helmes they tohewen and toshrede,

Out brest the blood with stierne stremes

rede, 2610

With myghty maces the bones they
tobreste

He thurgh the thikkeste of the throng gan
threste,

Ther stomblen steedes stronge, and doun
gooth al,

He rolleth under foot as dooth a bal, 2614
He foyneth on his feet with his tronchoun,
And he hym hurtleth with his hors adoun,
He thurgh the body 18 hurt and smthen

take,

Maugree his heed, and broght unto the
stake

As forward was, nght there he moste
abyde

Another lad 1s on that oother syde 2620
And som tyme dooth hem Theseus to reste,
Hem to refresshe and drynken, if hem leste
Ful ofte a day han thise Thebanes two
Togydre ymet, and wroght s felawe wo,
Unhorsed hath ech oother of hem tweye
Ther nas no tygre in the vale of Galgo-
pheye, 2626
‘Whan tha{ hir whelp 1s stole whan 1t 18 lite,
So crueel on the hunte as 18 Arcite
For jelous herte upon this Palamon
Ne 1n Belmarye ther nys so fel leon, 2630
That hunted 18, or for his hunger wood,

Ne of hus praye desireth so the blood,
As Palamon to sleen his foo Arcite,
The jelous strokes on hir helmes byte, 2634
Out renneth blood on bothe hir svdes rede,
Som tyme an ende ther 18 of every dede
For er the sonne unto the reste wente,
The stronge kyng Emetrcus gan hente
This Palamon, as he fwight with Arate,
And made his swerd depe i his flesoh to
byte, 2640
And by the force of twenty 1s he take,
Unyolden, and ydrawe unto the stake
And 1n the rescus of this Palamoun 2643
The stronge kyng Lygurge 1s born adoun,
And kyng Emetreus, for al his strengthe,
Is born out of his sadel a swerdes lengthe,
So hitte him Palamoun er he were take,
But al for noght, he was broght to the
stake
His hardy herte myghte hym helpe naught
He moste abyde, whan that he was caught,
By force and eek by composicioun 2651
Who sorweth now but woful Pilunoun,
That moot namoore goon agayn to
fighte?
And whan that Theseus hadde seyn this
sighte,
Unto the folk that foghten thus echon 2645
He cryde, “Hoo! namoore, for 1t 18 doon!
I wol be trewe juge, and no partie
Arcite of Thebes shal have Emelie,
That by his fortune hath hire faire
ywonne
Anon ther s anoyse of peple bigonne 2860
For joye of thig, so loude and heighe
withalle,
It semed that the lystes sholde falle
What kan now faire Venus
above?
What seith she now? What dooth this
queene of love, 2664
But wepeth so, for wantynge of ur wille,
Til that har teeres 1 the lystes fille?
She seyde, “I am ashamed, doutelees ”
Saturnus seyde, ‘‘Doghter, hoold thy

doon

pees!
Mars hath his walle, his knyght hath al his
boone,
And, by myn heed, thow shalt heen csed
soone ”’ 2670
The trompes, with the loude myn-
stralcle,
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The heraudes, that ful Joude yelle and
crie,
Been in hire wele for joye of daun Areite
But herkneth me, and stynteth noyse a
Iite,
Which a myracle ther bifel anon 2675
Thas fierse Arcite hath of hus helm ydon,
And on a courser, for to shewe lus face,
He priketh endelong the large place
Lokynge upward upon this Emelye, 2679
And she agayn hym caste a freendlich ye
(For wommen, as to speken 1n comune,
The: folwen alle the favour of Fortune)
And was al lus chiers, as 1n his herte
Qut of the ground a fure infernal sterte,
From Pluto sent at requeste of Saturne, 2685
For which his hors for fere gan to turne,
And leep asmide, and foundred as he leep,
And er that Arcite may taken keep,
He pighte hym on the pomel of his heed,
Thatn the place helay as he were deed, 2690
Hhg brest tobrosten with his sadel-bowe
As blak he lay as any cole or crowe,
So was the blood yronnen 1n his face
Anon he was yborn out of the place,
‘With herte soor, to Theseus paleys 2695
Tho was he korven out of his harneys,
And 1n a bed ybrought ful faire and blyve,
For he was yet in memorie and alyve,
And alwey criynge after Emelye 2699
Duc Theseus, with al his compaignye,
Is comen hoom to Atthenes his citee,
With alle bhisse and greet solempnitee
Al be 1t that this aventure was falle,
He nolde noght disconforten hem alle 2704
Men seyde eek that Arcite shal nat dye,
He shal been heeled of his maladye
And of another thyng they weren as fayn,
That of hem alle was ther noon yslayn,
Al were they soore yhurt, and namely oon,
That with a spere was thirled us brest
boon 2710
To othere woundes and to broken armes
Somme hadden salves, and somme hadden
charmes,
Fermacies of herbes, and eek save
They dronken, for they wolde hir lymes
have 2714
For which this noble duc, as he wel kan,
Conforteth and honoureth every man,
And made revel al the longe nyght
Unto the straunge lordes, as was right

Ne ther was holden no disconfitynge

But as a justes, or a tourneiynge,

For soothly ther was no disconfiture

For fallyng nys nat but an aventure,

Ne to be lad by force unto the stake

Unyolden, and with twenty knyghtes take,

O persone allone, withouten mo, 2725

And haryed forth by arme, foot, and too,

And eke his steede dryven forth with
staves

With footmen, bothe yemen and eek
knaves, —

It nas arretted hym no vileynye,

Ther may no msan clepen 1t cowardye 2730

For which anon due Theseus leet erye,

To stynten alle rancour and envye,

The gree as wel of o syde as of oother,

And eyther syde yhk as ootheres brother,

And yaf hem yiftes after lur degree, 2735

And fully heeld a feeste dayes three,

And conveyed the kynges worthily

Out of his toun a journee largely

And hoom wente every man the righte way

Ther was namoore but “Fare wel, have
good day!”’ 2740

Of this bataille I wol namoore endite,

But speke of Palamon and of Areite

Swelleth the brest of Arcite, and the

soore

Encreesseth at hus herte moore and moore

The clothered blood, for any lechecraft,

Corrupteth, and 1s in his bouk ylaft, 2748

That neither veyne-blood, ne ventusynge,

Ne drynke of herbes may ben his helpynge

The vertu expulsif, or animal,

Fro thilke vertu cleped natural

Ne may the venym voyden ne expelle

The pipes of his longes gonne to swelle,

And every lacerte in his brest adoun

Is shent wath venym and corrupcioun

Hym gayneth neither, for to gete his hf, 2755

Vomyt upward, ne dounward laxatif

Al 18 tobrosten thilke regioun,

Nature hath now no dominactoun

And certeinly, ther Nature wol nat wirche,

Fare wel phwk! go ber the man to
chirche! 2760

This al and som, that Arcita moot dye,

For which he sendeth after Emelye,

And Palamon, that was his cosyn deere

Thanne seyde he thus, as ye shal after
heere

2720

2750
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“ Naught may the woful spirit 1n myn
herte 2765

Declare o point of alle my sorwes smerte

To yow, my lady, that I love moost,

But I biquethe the servyce of my goost

To yow aboven every creature,

Syn that my lyf may no lenger dure 2770

Allas, the wo! allas, the peynes stronge,

That I for yow have suffred, and so longe!

Allas, the deeth! allas, myn Emelye!

Allas, departynge of oure compaignye!

Allas, myn hertes queene! allas, my wyf!

Myn hertes lady, endere of my lyf! 2776

What 15 this world? what asketh men to
have?

Now with his love, now m s colde
grave

Allone, withouten any compaignye

Fare wel, my sweete foo, myn Emelye! 2780

And softe taak me i youre armes tweye,

For love of God, and herkneth what I seye

I have heer with my cosyn Palamon

Had stnf and rancour many a day agon

For love of yow, and for my jalousye 2785

And Juppiter so wys my soule gye,

To speken of a servaunt proprely,

With alle circumstances trewely —

That 1s to seyn, trouthe, honour, knyght-

hede,
Wysdom, humblesse, estaat, and heigh
kynrede 2790

1
Fredom, and al that longeth to that art—
So Jupputer have of my soule part,
As m this world night now ne knowe I
non
So worthy to ben loved as Palamon,
That serveth yow, and wol doon al tus lyf
And if that evere ye shul ben a wyf, 2796
Foryet nat Palamon, the gentil man ”
And with that word his speche faille
gan,
For from his feet up to hus brest was come
The coold.of deeth, that hadde hym over-
come, 2800
And yet mooreover, for m his armes two
The vital strengthe 15 lost and al ago
Oonly the mtellect, withouten moore,
That dwelled in his herte syk and soore,
Gan faillen whan the herte felte deeth 2305
Dusked lus eyen two, and faitled breeth,
But on his lady yet caste he lus ye,
s laste word was, ‘“Mercy, Emelye!”’

His spirit chaunged hous and wente
ther, 2806
As I cam nevere, I kan nat tellen wher
Therfore I stynte, I nam no divinstre,
Of soules fynde I nat m this repistre,
Ne me ne hst thilke opinions to telle
Of hem, though that they writen wher they
dwelle
Arate 15 coold, ther Mars his soule gye!
Now wol I speken forth of Emelye 2816
Shrighte Emelye, and howleth Palamon,
And Theseus his suster took anon
Swownynge, and baar hire fro the corps
away
What helpeth 1t to tarer forth the day
To tellen how she weep bothe eve and
morwe? 2823
For mn swich c¢as wommen have swich
sorwe,
Vi han that hir housbondes ben from hem
2go,
That for the moore part they sorwen so,
Or elhs fallen 1n swich maladye, 2828
That at the laste certeinly they dve
Infinite been the sorwes and the tecres
Of olde folk, and folk of tendre yeeres,
In al the toun for deeth of thig Theban
For hym ther wepeth bothe child and
man, 2830
So greet & wepyng was ther noon, certayn,
‘Whan Ector was ybroght, al fressh yalayn,
To Trove  Allas, the pitee that was
ther,
Cracchynge of chekes, rentynge eek of
heer
“Why woldestow be deed,” thise wommen
crye, 2838
“And haddest gold ynough, and Ilmelye?”
No man myghte gladen Theseus,
Savynge hs olde fader Egeus,
That knew this worldes transmutseioun,
As he hadde seyn 1t chaunge hothe up and
doun, 2840
Joye after wo, and wo after gladnesse,
And shewed hem ensamples and hiknesse
“Rught as ther dyed nevere man,” quod

“That he’ ne lyvede i erthe in som degree,
Right so ther lyvede never man” he

seyde, 2845
“In al this world, that som tyme he ne
deyde
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This world nys but a thurghfare ful of wo,
And W? been pilgrymes, passynge to and
TOo
Deeth 18 an ende of every worldly soore ”
And over al this yet seyde he muchel
moore 2850
To thus effect, ful wisely to enhorte
The peple that they sholde hem reconforte
Duc Theseus, with al us bisy cure,
Casteth now wher that the sepulture
Of goode Arcite may best ymaked be, 2855
And eek moost honurable 1n his degree
And at the laste he took conclusioun
That ther as first Arcite and Palamoun
Hadden for love the bataille hem bitwene,
That m that selve grove, swoote and
grene, 2860
‘Ther as he hadde his amorouse desires,
His compleynte, and for love s hoote
fires,
He wolde make a fyr in which the office
Funeral he myghte al accomplice 2864
And leet comande anon to hakke and hewe
The okes olde, and leye hem on a rewe
In colpons wel arrayed for to brenne
His officers with swifte feet they renne
And ryde anon at his comandement
And after this, Theseus hath ysent
After a beere, and 1t al over spradde
With clooth of gold, the richeste that he
hadde
And of the same suyte he cladde Arcite,
Upon his hondes hadde he gloves white,
Eek on his heed a coroune of laurer

2870

grene, 2875
And m his hond a swerd ful bright and
kene
He leyde hym, bare the visage, on the
beere,

Therwith he weep that pitee was to heere

And for the peple sholde seen hym alle,

‘Whan 1t was day, he broghte hym to the
halle, 2880

That roreth of the criyng and the soun

Tho cam this woful Theban Palamoun,

With flotery berd and ruggy, asshy
heeres,

In clothes blake, ydropped al with teeres,

And, passynge othere of wepynge, Eme-
lye, 2885

The rewefulleste of al the compaignye

In as muche as the servyce sholde be

The moore noble and riche 1 s degree,
Duce Theseus leet forth thre steedes

brynge,
That trapped were in steel al gliter-
ynge, 2890

And covered with the armes of daun Arcite

Upon thise steedes, that weren grete and
white,

Ther seten folk, of whiche oon baar hiy
sheeld,

Another his spere up on his hondes heeld,

The thridde baar with hym his bowe

Turkeys 2805
(Of brend gold was the caas and eek the
harneys),

And nden forth a paas with sorweful cheere
Toward the grove, as ye shul after heere
The nobleste of the Grekes that the.
were
Upon hir shuldres caryeden the beere, 2900
With slakke paas, and eyen rede and wete,
Thurghout the citee by the maister strete,
That sprad was al with blak, and wonder
hye
Right of the same 1s al the stiete ywrye
Upon the nght hond wente olde Egeus, 2905
And on that oother syde duc Theseus,
With vessels 1n hir hand of gold ful fyn,
Al ful of hony, mulk, and blood, and

wyn,

Eek Palamon, with ful greet compaignye

And after that cam woful Emelye, 2010

With fyr in honde, as was that tyme the
gyse,

To do the office of funeral servyse

Heigh labour and ful greet apparal-

Iynge

Was at the service and the fyr-makynge,

That with hisgrene top the heveneraughte,

And twenty fadme of brede the armes
straughte, 2918

Thus 18 to seyn, the bowes weren so brode

Of stree first ther was leyd ful many a
lode

But how the fyr was maked upon highte,

Ne eek the names that the trees highte,

As ook, firre, birch, aspe, alder, holm,
popler, 2021

Wylugh, elm, plane, assh, box, chasteyn,
lynde, laurer,

Mapul, thorn, bech, hasel, ew, whippel-
tree, —
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How they weren feld, shal nat be toold for
me,

Ne hou the goddes ronnen up and doun,

Dishenited of hire habitacioun, 2026

In whiche they woneden in reste and pees,

Nymphes, fawnes and amadrides,

Ne hou the beestes and the briddes alle

Fledden for fere, whan the wode was
falle, 2930

Ne how the ground agast was of the hght,

That was nat wont to seen the sonne
bright,

Ne how the fyr was couched first with stree,

And thanne with drye stikkes cloven a thre,

And thanne with grene wode and spic-

erye, 2035

And thanne with clooth of gold and with
perrye,

And gerlandes, hangynge with ful many a
flour,

The mirre, th'encens, with al so greet
odour,

Ne how Arcite lay among al this,

Ne what richesse aboute his body 1s, 2040

Ne how that Emelye, as was the gyse,

Putte in the fyr of funeral servyse,

Ne how she swowned whan men made the
fyr,

Ne what she spak, ne what was hir desir,

Ne what jeweles men 1n the fyre caste,

Whan that the fyr was greet and brente

faste, 2046

Ne how somme caste hir sheeld, and somme
hir spere,

And of hire vestimentz, whiche that they
were,

And coppes fulle of wyn, and milk, and
blood,

Into the fyr, that brente as 1t were
wood, 2950

Ne how the Grekes, with an huge route,

Thres rden al the fyr aboute

Upon the left band, with a loud shoutynge,

And thnes with hir speres claterynge,

And thries how the ladyes gonne crye, 2055

Ne how that lad was homward Emelye,

Ne how Arcite 15 brent to asshen eolde,

Ne how that lyche-wake was yholde

Al thilke nyght, ne how the Grekes pleye

The wake-pleyes, ne kepe I nat to seye, 2060

Whe wrastleth best naked with oille
enoynt,

Ne who that baar hym best, in no disjoynt

I wol nat tellen eek how that they
goon

Hoom til Atthenes, whan the pley 1s doon,

But shortly to the pomt thanne wol I
wende, 2065

And maken of my longe tale an ende

By processe and by lenglhe of certeyn

yeres,

Al stynted 15 the moornynge and the teres

Of Grekes, by oon general assent 2969

Thanne semed me ther was 2 pairlement

At Atthenes, upon certein pointz and caas,

Among the whiche pointz yspoken was,

To have with «ccrtemn contrees all-
aunce,

And have fully of Thebans obeisaunce

For which this noble Theseus anon

Leet senden after gentil Palamon,

Unwist of hym what was the cause and
why,

But 1n his blake clothes sorwefully

He cam at his comandement in hye

Tho sente Thesgeus for Emelye 2980

Whan they were set, and hust was al the
place,

And Theseus abiden hadde a space

Er any word cam fram his wise hrest,

His eyen sette he ther as was his lest,

And with a sad visage he siked stille, 2085

And after that right thus he seyde his wille

“The Firste Moevere of the cause above,
Whan he first made the faire cheyne of

2975

love,

Greet was th'effect, and heigh was hws
entente

Wel wiste he why, and what therof he
mente, 2900

For with that faire cheyne of love he bond

The fyr, the eyr, the water, and the lond

In certﬂt::yn boundes, that they may nat
ee

That same Prince and that Moevere,” quod

€,
“Hath stablissed 1 this wrecched world
adoun 2005
Cerleyne dayes and duracioun
To al that 18 engendred 1n this place,
Over the whiche day they may nat pace,
Al mowe they yet tho dayes wel abregge
Ther mnedeth noght noon auctoritee
t'allegge. 8000



I (A) 3001-3083]

THE KNIGHT'S TALE

55

For 1t 13 preeved by experence,

But that me hst declaren my sentence

Thanne may men by this ordre wel dis-

cerne

That thitke Moevere stable 1s and eterne

Wel may men knowe, but it be a fool, 3005

That every part dirryveth from his hool,

For nature hath nat taken his bigynnyng

Of no partie or cantel of a thyng,

But of a thyng that parfit 1s and stable,

Descendynge so til 1t be corrumpable 3010

And therfore, of his wise purvelaunce,

He hath so wel biset his ordinaunce,

That speces of thynges and progressiouns

Shullen enduren by successiouns,

And nat eterne, withouten any lye 3015

This maystow understonde and seen at ye
Loo the ook, that hath so long a noris-

shynge
From tyme that 1t first bigynneth to

sprynge,
And hath so long a Iif, as we may see,
Yet at the laste wasted 1s the tree 3020
Considereth eek how that the harde
stoon
Under oure feet, on which we trede and
goon,
Yet wasteth 1t as 1t Iyth by the weye
The brode ryver somtyme wexeth dreye,
The grete tounes se we wane and
wende 3025
Thanne may ye se that al this thyng hath
ende
Of man and womman geen we wel also
That nedeth, 1n oon of thise termes two,
This 15 to seyn, 1n youthe or elles age,
He moot be deed, the kyng as shal a page,
Som 1n his bed, som 1n the depe see, 3031
Som 1n the large feeld, as men may see,
Ther helpeth noght, al goth that ilke

weye
Thanne may I seyn that al this thyng
moot deye
What maketh this but Juppiter, the
kyng, 3035
The which 18 prince and cause of alle
thyng,

Convertynge al unto his propre welle

From which 1t 1s dirryved, sooth to telle?

And heer-agayns no creature on lyve,

Of no degree, availleth for to stryve 3040
Thanne 18 1t wysdom, a8 1t thynketh me,

To maken vertu of necessitee,

And take 1t weel that we may nat eschue,

And namely that to us alle 15 due

And whoso gruccheth ought, he dooth
folye, 3045

And rebel 1s to hym that al may gye

And certeinly a man hath moost honour

To dyen 1 his excellence and flour,

Whan he 1s siker of his goode name,

Thanne hath he doon his freend, ne hym,

no shame 3050
And gladder oghte his freend been of his
deeth,

Whan with honour up yolden 1s his breeth,
Than whan his name apalled 1s for age,
For al forgeten 1s his vassellage
Thanne 18 1t best, as for a worthy fame,
To dyen whan that he s best of name 3056
The contrane of al this 1s walfulnesse
Why grucchen we, why have we hevynesse,
That goode Arcite, of chivalrie the flour,
Departed 1s with duetee and honour 3060
Out of this foule prisoun of this lyf?
‘Why grucchen heere his cosyn and his wyf
Of his weltare, that loved hem so weel?
Kan be hem thank? Nay, God woot never

a deel,
That both s soule and eek hemself
offende, 3085

And yet they mowe hir lustes nat amende
‘What may I conclude of this longe serye,
But after wo I rede us to be merye,
And thanken Juppiter of al his grace? 306
And er that we departen from this place
I rede that we make of sorwes two
O parfit joye, lastynge everemo
And looketh now, wher moost sorwe 1is
hennne,
Ther wol we first amenden and bigynne
“Suster,” quod he, “this 15 my fulle
assent, 3075
With all th'avys heere of my parlement,
That gentil Palamon, youre owene knyght,
That serveth yow with wille, herte, and

myght,

And ever hath doon syn ye first hym
knewe,

That ye shul of youre grace upon hym
rewe, 3080

And taken hym for housbonde and for lord
Lene me youre hond, for this s oure accord
Lat se now of youre wommanly pitee
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He 1s a kynges brother sone, pardee,

And though he were a povre bacheler, 3085

Syn he hath served yow so many a yeer,

And had for yow so greet adversitee,

It moste been considered, leeveth me,

For gentil mercy oghte to passen nght ”’

Thanne seyde he thus to Palamon the

knight 3090

“1 trowe ther nedeth hitel sermonyng

To make yow assente to this thyng

Com neer, and task youre lady by the
hond ”

Titwixen hem was maad anon the bond

That highte matrnimoigne or marnage, 3095

By al the consel and the baronage

And thus with alle bhisse and melodye

Hath Palamon ywedded Emelye
And God, that al this wyde world hath

wroght,
Sende hym his love that hath it deere
aboght, 3100

For now 18 Palamon in alle wele,

Lyvynge i bhsse, mn richesse, and 1n
heele,

And Emelye hym loveth so tendrely,

And he hire serveth al so gentilly,

That nevere was ther no word hem bi-
twene 3105

Of jalousie or any oother teene

Thus endeth Palamon and Emelye,

And God save al tlus faire compaignye!
Amen

Heere 15 ended the Knyghtes Tale

THE MILLER'S PROLOGUE

Heere folwen the wordes bitwene the Hoost and the Millere

Whan that the Koyght had thus his tale

ytoold,

In al the route nas ther yong ne oold 3110

That he ne seyde 1t was a noble stone,

And worthy for to drawen to ruemone,

And pamely the genfals everichon

Qure Hooste lough and swoor, “So moot
I gon, 3114

This gooth anght, unbokeled 13 the male

Lat se now who shal telle another tale,

For trewely the game 15 wel bigonne

Now telleth ye, sir Monk, if that ye konne

Somwhat to quite with the Knyghtes tale ”

The Millere, that for dronken was al
pale, 8120

So that unnethe upon his hors he sat,

He nolde avalen neither hood ne hat,

Ne abyde no man for his curteste,

But m Pilates voys he gan {o crie,

And swoor, * By armes, and by blood and
bones, 3125

I kan a noble tale for the nones,

With wl:lch ’I wol now quite the Knyghtes

v tale’

Qure Hmaal te saugh that ke was dvonks of

o,

And seyde, ‘“Abyd, Robyn, my leeve
brother, 3120
Som bettre man shal telle us first another
Abyd, and lat us werken thnftily
‘‘By Goddes soule,” quod he, “that wol
nat I,
For I wol speke, or elles go my wey
Oure Hoost answerde, “Tel on, a devel
wey!
Thou art a fool, thy wit 18 overcome * 2138
“Now herkneth,” quod the Millere,
“alle and some!
But first I make a protestaciqun
That I am dronke, I knowe 1t by mv soun,
And therfore if that I mysspeke or seye,
Wryte 1t the ale of Southwerk, I you preve
For I wol telle o legende and a lyf 3141
Bothe of a carpenter and of his wyf,
How that a clerk hath set the wnghtes
cappe
The Reve answerde and seyde, “Stynt
thy clappe!
Lat be thy lewed dronken harlotrye 3145
It 18 & synne and eek g greet folye
To apeyren apy man, or hym defame,
And: eels to bryngen wyves 1 swach fame.
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Thou mayst ynogh of othere thynges

seyn »
This dronke Millere spak ful soone

ageyn 8150

And seyde, “Leve brother Osewold,

‘Who hath no wyf, he 18 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 3155

That knowestow wel thyself, but 1 thou
madde

Why artow angry with my tale now?

T 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 mqusityf

Of Goddes pryvetee, nor of his wyf

So he may fynde Goddes
there,

Of the remenant nedeth nat enquere ”

3160

foyson
3165

What sholde I moore seyn, but this
Maillere
He nolde his wordes for no man forbere,
But tolde his cherles tale in his manere 3169
M’athynketh that I shal reherce 1t heere
And therfore every gentil wight I preye,
For Goddes love, demeth nat that I seye
Of yvel entente, but for I moot reherce
Hr tales alle, be they bettre or werse,
Or elles falsen som of my mateere
And therfore, whoso hst 1t nat yheere,
Turne over the leef and chese another tale,
For he shal fynde ynowe, grete and
smale,
Of storal thyng that toucheth gentillesse,
And eek morahitee and hoolynesse 3180
Blameth nat me if that ye chese amys
The Millere 1s a cherl, ye knowe wel
ths,
So was the Reve, and othere manye mo,
And harlotrie they tolden bothe two 3184
Avyseth yow, and put me out of blame,
And eek men shal nat maken ernest of
game

3175

THE MILLER’'S TALE
Heere bigynneth the Millere his tale

Whilom ther was dwellynge at Oxenford
A niche gnof, that gestes heeld to bord,
And of s craft he was a carpenter
With hym ther was dwellynge a poure

scoler, 3190
Hadde lerned art, but al his fantasye
‘Was turned for to lerne astrologye,
And koude a certeyn of conclusiouns,
To demen by interrogaciouns, 3194
If that men asked hym in certen houres
‘Whan that men sholde have droghte or
elles shoures,

Or if men asked hym what sholde bifalle
Of every thyng, I may nat rekene hem alle

Ths elerk was cleped hende Nicholas
Of deerne love he koude and of solas, 3200
And therto he was sleigh and ful privee,
And lyk a mayden meke for to see
A chambre hadde he 1 that hostelrye
Allone, withouten any compaignye,

Ful fetisly ydight with herbes swoote, 3205

And be hymself as sweete as 1s the roote

Of lycorys, o1 any cetewale

His Almageste, and bookes grete and

smale,

His astrelabie, longynge for his art,

His augrym stones layen faire apart, 3210

On shelves couched at hus beddes heed,

His presse ycovered with a faldyng reed,

And al above ther lay a gay sautrie,

On which he made a-nyghtes melodie

So swetely that all the chambre rong, 3215

And Angelus ad v ginem he song,

Angd after that he song the kvnges noote

Ful often blessed was his myrie throte

And thus this sweete clerk his tyme spente

After his freends fyndyng and his rente
This carpenter hadde wedded newe a

wyi, 3221
Which that he lovede moore than hs lyf,



58 THE CANTERBURY TALES

{I (A) 3223-3306

Of exghteteene yeer she was of age

Jalous he was, and heeld hire narwe 1n cage,

For she was wylde and yong and he was
old, 3225

And demed hymself been hk a cokewold

He knew nat Catoun, for lus wit was rude,

That bad man sholde wedde his mmyhtude

Men sholde wedden after hire estaat, 3229

For youthe and elde 1s often at debaat

But sith that he was fallen 1n the snare,

He moste endure, as oother folk, his care

Fair was this yonge wyf, and ther-

withal

As any wezele lar body gent and smal

A ceynt she werede, barred al of silk, 3235

A barmeclooth eck as whit as morne milk

Upon hir lendes, ful of many a goore

Whit was hir smok, and broyden al bi-
foore

And eck bihynde, on hur coler aboute,

Of col-blak sk, withinne and eek with~
oute 3240

The tapes of hir white voluper

Were of the same suyte of hir coler,

Hir filet brood of silk, and set ful hye

And sikerly she hadde a hkerous ye, 3244

Ful smale ypulied were hure browes two,

And tho were bent and blake as any sloo

She was ful moore blisful on to see

Than 18 the newe pere-jonette tree,

And softer than the wolle 1s of a wether

And by hir girdel heeng a purs of lether, 3250

Tasseled with silk, and perled with latoun

In al this world, to seken up and doun,

There nys no man so wys that koude
thenche

So gay a popelote or swich & wenche

Ful bnghter was the shynyng of hir
hewe 3255

Than 1o the tour the noble yforged newe

But of hur song, 1t was as loude and yerne

As any swalwe sittynge on a berne

Therto she koude skippe and make game,

As any kyde or calf folwynge his dame

Hir mouth was sweete as bragot or the
meeth, 3261

Or hoord of apples leyd 1n hey or heeth

Wynsynge she was, 2s 15 2 Joly colt,

Long a8 a mast, and upright as a bolt

A brooch she baar upon bir lowe coler, 3265

As brood as 18 the boos of a hokeler

Hor shoes were laced on hur legges hye

She was a prymerole, a piggesnye,

For any lord to leggen 1n his bedde,

Or yet for any good yeman to wedde 3270

Now, sire, and eft, sire, so bifel the cas,

That on a day this hende Nichols

Fil with this yonge wyf to rige and
pleye,

Whl that hur houshonde was 2t Oseneve,

As clerkes ben ful subtile and ful que-
ynte, 9275

And prively he caughte hire by the queynte,

And seyde, “Ywis, but i ich hwe my

wille,

For deerne love of thee, lemman, I
spille ”

And heeld hire harde by the haunche-
bones,

And seyde, “Lemman, love me al atones,
Or I wol dyen, also God me save!” 3281
And she sproong asa.colt doothin the trave
And with hir heed she wryed faste awey,
And seyde, “I wol nat kisse thee, by my

fey!
Why, lat be,” quod she, “lat be, Nich-
olas, 3280

Or I wol enie ‘out, harrow’ and ‘allag’!
Do wey yourehandes, foryoure curtersye!"’
This Nicholas gan mercy for to crye,
And sak so faire, and profred him so faste,
That she hir love hym grounted aife

laste, 3200
And swoor hir ooth, by semnt Thomas of
Kent,

That she wol been at s comandement,
Whan that she may hir levser wel espre
“Myn housbonde 15 80 ful of jalousie
That but ye wayte wel and heen privee,
1 woot mght wel I nam but deed,” quod
she 3206
‘“Ye moste been ful deerne, as1n this eas,”
“Nay therof care thee noght,” quod
Nicholas
“A clerk hadde itherly hiset hug whyle,
But if he koude a carpenter gyle ' 3300
And thus they heen accorded and ysworn
To wayte a tyme, as I have told biforn
Whacrlz Il\hcholas had doon thus everi-
eel,
And thakked hire aboute the lendes wael,
He kiste hire sweete and taketh ks saw-
trie, 3306
And pleyeth faste, and maketh melodie
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Thanne fil 1t thus, that to the paryssh | That of no wyf ne took he noon off-
chirche, rynge, 3350

Cnistes owene werkes for to wirche,

This goode wyf went on an haliday

Hir forheed shoon as bright as any day, 3310

So wag 1t wasshen whan she leet hir werk

Now was ther of that chirche a parissh
clerk,

The which that was ycleped Absolon

Crul was hig heer, and as the gold 1t shoon,

And strouted as a fanne large and
brode, 3315

Ful streight and evene lay s joly shode

His rode was reed, his eyen greye as goos

With Poules wyndow corven on ks
shoos,

In hoses rede he wente fetsly

Yeclad be was ful smal and proprely

Al a kartel of a lyght waget,

Ful faire and thikke been the poyntes set

And therupon he hadde a gay surplys

As whit as 18 the blosme upon the rys

A mymne child be was, so God me save 8325

‘Wel koude he laten blood and clippe and
shave,

And maken a chartre of lond or acquit-
aunce

In twenty manere koude he trippe and
daunce

After the scole of Oxenforde tho,

And with his legges casten to and fro, 3330

And pleyen songes on & smal rubible,

Therto he song som tyme a loud quynyble,

And as wel koude he pleye on a giterne

In al the toun nas brewhous ne taverne

That he ne visited with his solas, 3335

Ther any gaylard tappestere was

But sooth to seyn, he was somdeel squay-
mous

Of fartyng, and of speche daungerous

This Absolon, that jolif was and gay,

Gooth with a sencer on the haliday, 3340

Sensynge the wyves of the parnsshe faste,

And many a lovely look on hem he caste,

And namely on this carpenteris wyf

To looke on hire hym thoughte a myne Iyf,

She was so propre and sweete and hker-
ous 3345

I dar wel seyn, 1f she hadde been a mous,

And he a cat, he wolde hire hente anon

This panssh clerk, this joly Absolon,

Hath 1n hus herte swich a love-longynge

3320

For curteisie, he seyde, he wolde noon

The moone, whan 1t was nyght, ful
brighte shoon,

And Absolon his gyterne hath ytake,

For paramours he thoghte for to wake

And forth he gooth, jolif and amorous, 33556

Ti he cam to the carpenteres hous

A htel after cokkes hadde ycrowe,

And dressed hym up by a shot-wyndowe

That was upon the carpenteris wal

He syngeth in his voys gental and smal,

“Now, deere lady, if thy wille be, 3361

I praye yow that ye wole rewe on me,”

Ful wel acordaunt to us gyternynge

Thas carpenter awook, and herde hum synge,

And spak unto lns wyf, and seyde anon, 3365

“What! Alison! herestow nat Absolon,

That chaunteth thus under oure boures

wal?”

And she answerde hir housbonde ther-
withal,

“Yis, God woot, John, I heere 1t every
deel ”

This passeth forth, what wol ye bet than

weel? 3370

Fro day to day this joly Absolon

So woweth hire that hym 18 wo bigon

He waketh al the nyght and al the day,

He kembeth his lokkes brode, and made
bym gay, 3374

He woweth hire by meenes and brocage,

And swoor he wolde been hir owene page,

He syngeth, brokkynge as a nyghtyngale,

He sente hire pyment, meeth, and spiced
ale,

And wafres, pipyng hoot out of the gleede;

And, for she was of towne, he profred
meede 3380

For som folk wol ben wonnen for richesse,

And somme for strokes, and sorame for
gentillesse

Somtyme, to shewe hig hghtnesse and

maistrye,

He pleyeth Herodes upon a scaffold hye

But what availleth hym as 1n this cas? 3385

She loveth so this hende Nicholag

That Absolon may blowe the bukkes horn,

He ne hadde for lus labour but a scorn

And thus she maketh Absolon hire ape,

And al his ernest turneth til a jape 3390



60

THE CANTERBURY TALES

(L (A) 3301~3470

Tul sooth 15 this proverbe, 1t 18 no lye,
Men seyn night thus, ¢ Alwey the nye slye
Maketh the ferre leeve to be looth ”
For though that Absolon be wood or
wrooth, 3304
By cause that he fer was from hire sight,
This nye Nicholas stood i hus hght
Now ber thee wel, thou hende Nicholas,
For Absolon may waille and synge “allas
And so bifel 1t on a Saterday,
This carpenter was goon til Osenay,
And hende Nicholas and Absoun
Acorded been to this conclusioun,
That Nicholas shal shapen hym a wyle
This sely jalous housbonde to bigyle,
And if so be the game wente arnght,
She sholde slepen m his arm al nyght,
For this was hus desir and hire also
And nght anon, withouten wordes mo,
Thus Nicholas no lenger wolde tarie, 3409
But dooth ful softe unto hus chambre carte
Bothe mete and drynke for a day or tweye,
And to hire houshbonde bad hire for to
seye,
If that he axed after Nicholas,
She sholde seye she nyste where he was,
Of al that day she saugh hym nat with
ye, 3415
She trowed that he was in maladye,
For for no cry hir mayde koude hym calle,
He nolde answere for thyng that myghte
falle
This passeth forth al thilke Saterday,
That Nicholas stalle in ns chambre lay, 3420
And eet and sleep, or dide what hym leste,
Til Sonday, that the sonne gooth to reste
Thus sely carpenter hath greet merveyle
Of Nicholas, or what thyng myghte hym
eyle,
And seyde, “I am adrad, by Seint Thomas,
It stondeth nat anght with Nicholas 3426
God shilde that he deyde sodeynly!
Thas world 18 now ful tikel, mkerly
I saugh to-day a cors yborn to churche
That now, on Monday last, I saugh hym
wirche 3430
“Go up,” quod he unto his knave anoon,
“Clepe at his dore, or knokke with a stoon
Looke how 1t 18, and tel me boldely
This knave gooth hym up ful sturdily,
And at'the chambre dore whil that he
stood, 3435

3400

3405

He cnide and knokked as that he were
wood,

“What'! how! what do ye, maister Nicho-
lay?

How may ye slepen al the longe day?”’
But al for noght, he herde nat a word
An hole he foond, ful lowe upon a bord, 3440

Ther as the cat was wont 1n for to crepe,

And at that hole he looked in ful depe,

And at the laste he hadde of hym a sight

This Nicholag sat evere capyng up-
right,

As he had kiked on the newe moone 3445

Adoun he gooth, and tolde his maister
soone

In what array he saugh this ilke man

This carpenter to blessen hym bigan,

And seyde, “Help us, seinte Frydeswyde!

A man woot hitel what hym shal bityde 3450

This man 15 falle, with us astromye,

In som woodnesse or 1n som agonye

I thoghte ay wel how that 1t sholde be!

Men sholde nat knowe of Goddes pryvetee

Ye, blessed be alwey a lewed man 3485

That noght but conly his bileve kan!

So ferde another clerk with astromye,

He walked 1n the feeldes, for to prye

Upon the sterres, what ther sholde bifalle,

Til he was 10 a marle-pit yfalle, 3460

He saugh nat that Buf yet, by seint
Thomas,

Me reweth soore of hende Nicholag

He shal be rated of hus studiyng,

If that I may, by Jhesus, hevene kyng!

Get me a staf, that I may underspore, 3165

‘Whil that thou, Robyn, hevest up the dore

He shal out of lus studiyng, as I gesse”’ ——

And to the chambre dore he gan hym
dresse

His knave was 2 strong carl for the nones,

And by the haspe he haaf 1t of atones, 3470

Into the floor the dore fil anon

This Nicholas sat ay as stille as stoon,

And evere caped upward into the ewr

Thus carpenter wende he were 1n desperr,

And hente hym by the sholdres myght-
iy, 8478

And shook hym harde, and eride spitously,

“What! Nicholay! what, how! what, looke
adoun!

Awak, and thenk on Cnistes passioun!

I crouche thee from elves and fro wightes
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Therwith the nyght-spel seyde he anon-
rghtes 3480
On foure halves of the hous aboute,
And on the thresshfold of the dore with-
oute
“ Jhesu Crist and seinte Benedight,
Blesse this hous from every wikked wight,
For nyghtes verye, the white pater-
noster! 3485
‘Where wentestow, seinte Petres soster?”
And atte laste this hende Nicholas
Gan folr to sike soore, and seyde, ‘“Al-
as!
Shal al the world be lost eftsoones now?”
This carpenter answerde, “What sey-
stow? 3490
What! thynk on God, as we doon, men that
swynke "’
This Nicholas answerde, ‘“Fecche me
drynke,
And after wol I speke in pryvetee
Of certeyn thyng that toucheth me and
thee
T wol telle 1t noon oother man, certeyn
This carpenter goth doun, and comth
ageyn, 3496
And broghte of myghty ale 2 large quart,
And whan that ech of hem had dronke Ins
part,
This Nicholas hs dore faste shette,
And doun the carpenter by hym he sette
He seyde “John, myn hooste, hef and
deere, 3501
Thou shalt upon thy trouthe swere me
heere
That to no wight thou shalt this conseil
wreye,
For 1t 18 Cristes consell that I seye,
And if thou telle 1t man, thou art for-

lore, 3505

For this vengeaunce thou shalt han ther-
fore,

[hat if thou wreye me, thou shalt he
wood

“Nay, Cnst forbede 1t, for his hooly
blood!”

Quod tho this sely mar, ‘I nam no labbe,

Ne, though I seye, 1 nam nat lef to
gabbe 3510

Sey what thou wolt, I shal 1t nevere telle

To chid ne wyf, by hym that harwed
helle!”

“Now John,” quod Nicholas, “I wol
nat lye,
I have yfounde 1n myn astrologye,
As I have looked 1n the moone bright, 3515
That now a Monday next, at quarter

nyght,
Shal falle a reyn, and that so wilde and

wood,

That half so greet was nevere Noees
flood

This world,” he seyde, “in lasse than an
hour

Shal al be dreynt, so hidous 1s the shour
Thus shal mankynde drenche, and lese
hur lyf 3521
This carpenter answerde, ‘“Allas, my
!
And shal she drenche? allas, myn Alwsoun!”’
For sorwe of this he fil almoost adoun,
And seyde, “Is ther no remedie m this

cas?”? 3525
“Why, w8, for Gode,” quod hende
Nicholas,

“Tf thou wolt werken after loore and reed
Thou mayst nat werken after thyn owene
heed,
For thus serth Salomon, that was ful trewe,
‘Werk al by consell, and thou shalt nat
rewe’ 3530
And if thou werken wolt by good conseil,
I undertake, withouten mast and seyl,
Yet shal I saven hire and thee and me
Hastow nat herd hou saved was Noe,
‘Whan that oure Lord hadde warned hym

biforn 8535
That al the world with water sholde be
lorn?”
“Yis,” quod this Carpenter, “ful yoore
ago 2}
‘“Hastou nat herd,” quod Nicholas,
“also

The sorwe of Noe with his felaweshipe,
Er that he myghte gete s wyf to

shipe? 3540
Hym badde be levere, I dar wel undertake,
At thilke tyme, than alle his wetheres blake
That she hadde had a ship hirself allone
And therfore, woostou what 15 best to

doone? 3544
This agketh haste, and of an hastif thyng
Men may nat preche or maken tarnyng

Anon go gete us faste mto this mn
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A knedyng trogh, or ellis a kymelyn,
For ech of us, but looke that they be large,
In which we mowe swymme as mn a
barge, 3550
And han thernnne vitaille suffisant
But for 2 day, — fy on the remenant!
The water shal aslake and goon away
Aboute pryme upon the nexte day 3554
But Robyn may nat wite of this, thy knave,
Ne eek thy mayde Giile I may nat save,
Axe nat why, for though thou aske me,
I wol nat tellen Goddes pryvetee
Suffiseth thee, but if thy wittes madde,
To han as greet a grace as Noe hadde 3560
Thy wyf shal I wel saven, out of doute
Go now thy wey, and speed thee heer-
aboute
But whan thou hast, for hire and thee
and me,
Ygeten us thise knedyng tubbes thre,
Thanne shaltow hange hem 1 the roof ful
hye, 3565
That no man of oure purvelaunce spye
And whan thou thus hast doon, as I have
seyd,
And hast oure vitaille faire i hem yleyd,
And eek an ax, to smyte the corde atwo,
Whan that the water comth, that we may
£0, 3570
And broke an hole an heigh, upon the gable,
Unto the gardyn-ward, over the stable,
That we may frely passen forth oure way,
Whan that the grete shour 1s goon away,
Thanne shaltou swymme as myre, I
undertake, 3575
As dooth the white doke after hire drake
Thanne wol I clepe, ‘How, Alison! how,
Jobn!
Be myrie, for the flood wol passe anon’
And thou wolt seyn, ‘Hayl, master
Nicholay! 3579
Good morwe, I se thee wel, for 1t 18 day’
And thanne shul we be lordes al oure lyf
Of al the world, as Noe and his wyf
But of o thyng I warne thee ful nght
Be wel avysed on that 1lke nyght
That we ben entred 1nto shuppes bord, 3585
That noon of us ne speke nat a word,
Ne clepe, ne crie, but be 1n s preyere,
For 1t 18 Goddes owene heeste deere
Thy wyf and thou moote hange fer

atwynne,

For that hitwixe yow shal be no synne, 3590
Namoore 1 lookyng than ther shal in
deede,
Thisordmanceisseyd Go, God theespeede!
Tomorwe at nyght, whan men ben alle
aglepe,
Into oure knedyng-tubbes wol we crepe,
And sitten there, abidyng Goddes
grace 3505
Go now thy wey, I have no lenger space
To make of this no lenger sermonyng
Men seyn thus, ‘sende the wise, and sey no
thyng ’
Thou art so wys, 1t needeth thee nat teche
Go, save oure lyf, and that I the -
geche ” 3600
This sely carpenter goth forth his wey
Ful ofte he seade “allas’” and “weylawey,”
And to his wyf he tolde his pryvetee,
And she was war, and knew 1t bet than he,
What al this queynte cast was for to
seye 3608
But nathelees she ferde as she wolde deye,
And seyde, ““ Allas! go forth thy wey anon,
Help us to scape, or we been dede echon!
I am thy trewe, verray wedded wyf,
Go, deere spouse, and help to save oure
1yt ” 3610
Lo, which a greet thyng 18 affeccioun!
Men may dyen of ymaginacioun,
So depe may 1mpressioun be toke
This sely carpenter bigynneth quake,
Hym thynketh verrasly that he may
see 3615
Noees flood come walwynge ag the see
To drenchen Alisoun, his hony deere
He wepeth, weyleth, maketh sory cheere,
He siketh wth ful many a sory swogh,
He gooth and geteth hym a knedyng
trogh, 3620
And after that a tubbe and a kymelyn,
And pryvely he sente hem to us 1n,
And heng hem 1n the roof 1n pryvetee
His owene hand he made laddres thre,
To clymben by the ronges and the
stalkes 3628
Unto the tubbes hangynge 1n the balkes,
And hem vitailled, bothe trogh and tubbe,
With breed and chese, and good ale mn a
jubbe,
Suffisynge right ynogh as for a day 3620
But er that he hadde maad al thig array,
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He sente his knave, and eek his wenche
also,
Upon his nede to London for to go
And on the Monday, whan 1t drow to
nyghs,
He shette his dore withoute candel-lyght,
And dressed alle thyng as1t sholde be 3635
And shortly, up they clomben alle thre,
They seten staille wel a furlong way
“Now, Pater-noster, clom'” seyde Nicho-
lay,
And “clom,” quod John, and ‘“clom,”
seyde Ahsoun
This carpenter seyde hus devocioun, 3640
And stille he sit, and biddeth s preyere,
Awaitynge on the reyn, if he 1t heere
The dede sleep, for wery bisynesse,
Fil on this carpenter right, as I gesse,
Aboute corfew-tyme, or litel moore, 3645
For travaille of his goost he groneth soore,
And eft he routeth, for his heed myslay
Doun of the laddre stalketh Nicholay,
And Alsoun ful softe adoun she spedde,
Withouten wordes mo they goon to
bedde, 3650
Ther as the carpenter 1s wont to lye
Ther was the revel and the melodye,
And thus ith Alison and Nicholas,
In bisynesse of myrthe and of solas,
Tl that the belle of laudes gan to rynge, 3655
And freres 1n the chauncel gonne synge
Thus parssh clerk, this amorous Absolon,
That 18 for love alwey so wo bigon,
Upon the Monday was at Oseneye
With compaignye, hym to disporte and
pleye, 3660
And axed upon cas a closterer
Ful prively after John the carpenter,
And he drough hym apart out of the
chirche,
And seyde, “I noot, I saugh hym heere nat
wirche
Syn Saterday, 1 trowe that he be went 3665
For tymber, ther oure abbot hath hym
sent,
For he 1s wont for tymber for to go,
And dwellen at the grange a day or two,
Or elles he 1s at hus hous, certeyn
‘Where that he be, I kan nat soothly seyn
Thig Absolon ful joly was and hight, 3671
And thoghte, “Now 18 tyme wake al
nyght,

For sikirly I saugh hym nat stirynge
Aboute his dore, syn day bigan to sprynge
So moot I thryve, I shal, at cokkes
crowe, 3675
Ful pryvely knokken at his wyndowe
That stant ful lowe upon his boures wal
To Alison now wol I tellen al
My love-longynge, for yet I shal nat mysse
That at the leeste wey I shal hire kisse 3680
Som maner confort shal I have, parfay
My mouth hath 1cched al this longe day,
That 18 a signe of kissyng atte leeste
Al nyght me mette eek I was at a feeste
Therfore I wol go slepe an houre or
tweye, 3685
And al the nyght thanne wol I wake and
pleye
Whan that the firste cok hath crowe,
anon
Up nist this joly lovere Absolon,
And hym arraieth gay, at poynt-devys
But first he cheweth greyn and lycorys, 3690
To smellen sweete, er he hadde kembd lus
heer
Under his tonge a trewe-love he beer,
For therby wende he to ben gracious
He rometh to the carpenteres hous,
And stille he stant under the shot-wyn-
dowe — 3695
Unto hus brest 1t raughte, 1t was so lowe —
And softe he cougheth with a semysoun
“What do ye, hony-comb, sweete Al-
soun,
My faire bryd, my sweete cynamome?
Awaketh, lemman myn, and speketh to
me! 3700
‘Wel hitel thynken ye upon my wo,
That for youre love I swete ther I go
No wonder 1s thogh that I swelte and
swete,
I moorne as dooth a lamb after the tete
Ywis, lemman, I have swich love-long-
ynge, 3705
That ik a turtel trewe 18 my moornynge
I may nat ete na moore than a mayde ”
“Go fro the wyndow, Jakke fool,” she

sayde,

“As help me God, 1t wol nat be ‘com pa
me’

I love another — and elles I were to
blame — 3710

Wel bet than thee, by Jhesu, Absolon
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Go forth thy wey, or I wol caste a ston,
And lat me slepe, a twenty devel wey!”
“ Allas,” quod Absolon, “and weylawey,
That trewe love was evere so yvel bi-
set! 3715
Thanne kysse me, syn 1t may be no bet,
For Jhesus love, and for the love of me ”
“Wiltow thanne go thy wey therwith,”
quod she!
“Ye, certes, lemman,” quod this Ab-
solon
“Thanne make thee redy,” quod she,
“1 come anon ”’ 3720
And unto Nicholas she seyde stille,
“Now hust, and thou shalt laughen al thy

-

e flle”
This Absolon doun sette hym on his
knees

And seyde, “I am a lord at alle degrees,
For after this I hope ther cometh

moore 3725
Lemman, thy grace, and sweete bryd, thyn
) oore!”’

The wyndow she undoth, and that m
haste
“Have do,” quod she, “com of, and speed
the faste,

Lest that oure neighebores thee espie
This Absolon gan wype s mouth ful

drie 3730
Derk was the nyght as pich, or as the
cole,

And at the wyndow out she puite hur hole,
And Absolon, hym fil no bet ne wers,
But with bis mouth he kiste hir naked ers
Ful savourly, er he were war of this 3735
Absk he stirte, and thoughte 1t was amys,
For wel he wiste a2 womman hath no berd
He felte a thyng al rough and long yherd,
And seyde, “Fy! allag! what have I do?”
“Tehee!” quod she, and clapte the wyn-
dow to, 3740
And Absolon gooth forth a sory pas
“ A berd! a berd!”’ quod hende Nicholas,
“By Goddes corpus, this goth fare and
weel
This sely Absolon herde every deel,
Andon his hppe he gan for anger byte, 8745
And to hymself he seyde, “I shal thee
quyte H
Who rubbeth now, who foteth now hus
hppes

Wath dust, with sond, with straw, wmth
clooth, with chippes,

But Absolon, that seith ful ofte, “Allag!

My soule bitake I unto Sathanas, 3750

But me were levere than al this toun,”
quod he,

“Of this despit awroken for to be

Allag,” quod he, “allas, T ne hadde
ybleynt!”

His hoote love was coold and al yqueynt,

For fro that tyme that he hadde kist hir
ers, 3755

Of paramours he sette nat a kers,

For he was heeled of his maladie

Ful ofte paramours he gan deffie,

And weep as dooth a child that 18 ybete

A softe paas he wente over the strete 3760

Until 2 s;myth men cleped daun Gerveys,

That m g forge smythed plough har-
neys,

He sharpeth shaar and kultour bisily

This Absolon knokketh al esly,

And seyde, “Undo, Gerveys, and that

anon ”’ 3765
“What, who artow?” “It am I, Ab-
golon "’

“What, Absolon' for Cristes sweete tree,
Why nise ye so rathe? ey, benedicitee!
‘What eyleth yow? Som gay gerl, God 1t
woot, 3769
Hath broght yow thus upon the viritoot
By seinte Note, ye woot wel what I mene
This Absolon ne roghte nat a bene
Of al lus pley, no word agayn he yaf,
He badde moore tow on hig dstaf
Than Gerveys knew, and seyde, “Freend
so deere, 3775
That hoote kultour 1n the chymenee heere,
As lene 1t me, I have therwith to doone,
And I wol brynge 1t thee agayn ful soone ”
Gerveys answerds, * Certes, wereit gold,
Or mn 2 poke nobles alle untold, 3780
"Thou sholdest have, as I am trewe smyth
Ey, Cristes foo! what wol ye do therwith?”
“Therof,” quod Absolon, “bhe as be may
I shal wel telle 1t thee to-morwe day’ —
And caughte the kultour by the colde
stele 8788
Tul softe out at the dore he gan to stele,
And wente unto the carpenterss wal.
He togheth first, and knokketh ther~
withal
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Upon the wyndowe, right as he dide er
This Alison answerde, ‘ Who 1s ther 3790
That knokketh so? I warante 1t a theef ”
“Why, nay,” quod he, “God woot, my
sweete leef,
I am thyn Absolon, my deerelyng
Of gold,” quod he, “I have thee broght a

ryng
My mooder yaf 1t me, so God me save, 3795
Ful fyn 1t 18, and therto wel ygrave
This wol I yeve thee, if thou me kisse ”
This Nicholas was risen for to pisse,
And thoughte he wolde amenden al the
jape,
He sholde kisse his ers er that he scape
And up the wyndowe dide he hastily, 3801
And out his ers he putteth pryvely
Over the buttok, to the haunche-bon,
And therwith spak this clerk, this Ab-

solon,
“Spek, sweete bryd, I noot nat where thou
art”’ 3805

This Nicholas anon leet fle o fart,
As greet as 1t had been a thonder-dent,
That with the strook he was almoost
yblent,
And he was redy with his wen hoot,
And Nicholas amydde the ers he smoot 3810
Of gooth the skyn an hande-brede
aboute,
The hoote kultour brende so his toute,
And for the smert he wende for to dye
As he were wood, for wo he gan to crye,
“Help! water! water! help, for Goddes
hertel” 3815
This carpenter out of his slomber sterte,
And herde oon crien “water” as he were
wood,
And thoughte, “ Allas, now comth Nowels
flood!”
He s1t hym up withouten wordes mo,
And with his ax he smoot the corde
atwo, 3820

And doun gooth al, he foond neither to
selle,

Ne breed ne ale, til he cam to the celle

Upon the floor, and ther aswowne he lay

Up stirte hure Alison and Nicholay,

And eniden, “out” and “harrow” in the
strete 3825

The neighebores, bothe smale and grete,

In ronnen for to gauren on this man,

That yet aswowne lay, bothe pale and
wan,

For with the fal he brosten hadde his arm

But stonde he moste unto hus owene
harm, 3830

For whan he spak, he was anon bore doun

With hende Nicholas and Ahsoun

They tolden every man that he was wood,

He was agast so of Nowels flood

Thurgh fantasie, that of his vanytee 3835

He hadde yboght hym knedyng tubbes
thre,

And hadde hem hanged 1n the roof above,

And that he preyed hem, for Goddes love,

To sitten 1 the roof, par compargnye

Thefolk gan laughen at hisfantasye, 8840

Into the roof they kiken and they cape,

And turned al his harm unto a jape

For what so that this carpenter answerde,

It was for noght, no man s reson herde

With othes grete he was so sworn
adoun 3845

That he was holde wood 1n al the toun,

For every clerk anonright heeld with
oother

They seyde, “The man 1s wood, my leeve
brother”’,

And every wight gan laughen at this stryf

Thus swyved was this carpenteris wyf, 3850

For al his kepyng and s jalousye,

And Absolon hath kst hur nether ye,

And Nicholas 1s scalded in the towte

This tale 18 doon, and God save al the
rowte!

Heere endeth the Mallere his tale
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THE REEVE’S PROLOGUE
The prologe of the Reves Tale

Whan folk hadde laughen at this nyce
cas 3855
Qf 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 bhym greve,
But 1t were oonly Osewold the Reve 3880
By cause he was of carpenters craft,
A hitel 1re 18 in hus herte ylaft,
He gan to grucche, and blamed 1t a hite
“So theek,” quod he, “ful wel koude I
yow quite
With bleryng of a proud muilleres ye, 3865
If that me histe speke of mbaudye
But 1k am oold, me hist not pley for age,
Gras tyme 15 doon, my fodder 18 now for-

age,
This white top writeth myne olde yens,
Myn herte 18 also mowled as myne
hens, 3870
But if I fare as dooth an open-ers
That 1lke fruyt s ever lenger the wers,
Til 1t be roten in mullok or in stree
We olde men, I drede, so fare we
Til we be roten, kan we nat be rype, 3875
‘We hoppen alwey whl the world wol pype
For 1n oure wyl ther stiketh evere a nayl,
To have an hoor heed and a grene tayl,
Ag hath 2 leek, for thogh oure myght be
goon,
Oure wyl demireth fohe evere i oon 3880
For whan we may nat doon, than wol we
speke,
Yet 1 oure asshen olde 1s fyr yreke
Foure gleedes ban we, which I shal
devyse, —
Avauntyng, hyng, anger, coveitise,
Thise foure sparkles longen unto eelde 3885
Oure olde lemes mowe wel been unweelde,
But wyl ne shal nat faillen, that 18 sooth
And yet 1k have alwey a coltes tooth,

As many a yeer as 1t 1s passed henne
Syn that my tappe of Iif bigan to renne 3890
For sikerly, whan I was bore, anon
Deeth drough the tappe ot 1yf and leet 1t
gon,
And ever sithe hath so the tappe yronne
Til that almoost al empty 1s the tonne
The streem of lyf now droppeth on the
chymbe 3895
The sely tonge may wel rynge and chymbe
Of wrecchednesse that passed 1s ful voore,
With olde folk, save dotage, 15 namoore!”
Whan that oure Hoost hadde herd this
sermonyng,
He gan to speke as lordly as a kyng 3900
He seide, “What amounteth al this wat?
What shul we speke alday of hooly wnt?
The devel made a reve for to preche,
Or of a soutere a shipman or a leche
Sey forth thy tale, and tarie nat the
tyme 3905
Lo Depeford! and 1t 1s half-wey pryme
Lo Grenewych, ther many a shrewe 1s
mne!
Tt were al tyme thy tale to bigynne ”
“Now, sires,” quod this Osewold the
Reve,
“1 pray yow alle that ye nat yow
greve, 2910
Thogh I answere, and somdeel sette his
howve,
For leveful 1s wath force force of-showwe
This dronke Mallere hath ytoold us heer
How that bigyled was a carpenteer,
Peraventure i scorn, for I am oon 8913
And, by youre leve, I shal hym qute
anoon,
Raght 1n us cherles termes wol I speke
I pray to God hus nekke mote to-hreke,
He kan wel ;n myn eye seen a stalke,
But in his owene he kan nat seen a
balke 3920
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THE REEVE’S TALE
Heere bigynneth the Reves Tale

At Trumpyngtoun, nat fer fro Cante-

brigge,

Ther gooth a brook, and over that a brigge,

Upon the whiche brook ther stant a
melle,

And this 1s verray sooth that I yow telle

A millere was ther dwellynge many a
day 3328

As any pecok he was proud and gay

Pipen he koude and fisshe, and nettes
beete,

And turne coppes, and wel wrastle and
sheete,

Ay by lus belt he baar a long panade,

And of a swerd ful trenchant was the
blade 3030

A joly poppere baar he 1n his pouche,

Ther was no man, for peril, dorste hym
touche

A Sheffeld thwitel baar he in his hose

Round was his face, and camus was lug
nose,

As piled as an ape was s skulle

He was a market-betere atte fulle

Ther dorste no wight hand upon hym legge,

That he ne swoor he sholde anon abegge

A theef he was for sothe of corn and mele,

And that a sly, and usaunt for to stele 3940

His name was hoote deynous Symkyn

A wyf he hadde, ycomen of noble kyn,

The person of the toun hir fader was

With hire he yaf ful many a panne of bras,

For that Symkyn sholde 1m his blood
allye 3945

She was yfostred in a nonnerye,

For Symkyn wolde no wyf, as he sayde,

But she were wel ynonssed and a mayde,

To saven his estaat of yomanrye

And she was proud, and peert as 1s &
pye 3950

A ful farr sighte was 1t upon hem two,

On halydayes nforn hire wolde he go

With his typet bounden aboute his heed,

And she cam after 1n a gyte of reed,

And Symkyn hadde hosen of the same 3955

Ther dorste no wight clepen hire but
113 dame,!’

8935

Wasnoon so hardy that wente by the weye
That with hire dorste rage or ones pleye,
But if he wolde be slayn of Symkyn 3939
‘With panade, or with knyf, or boidekyn
For jalous folk ben perilous everemo,
Algate they wolde hire wyves wenden so
And eek, for she was somdel smoterhch,
She was as digne as water in a dich,
And ful of hoker and of bisemare 3965
Hir thoughte that a lady sholde hire spare,
What for hire kynrede and hir nortelne
That she hadde lerned 1n the nonnene
A doghter hadde they bitwizxe hem two
Of twenty yeer, withouten any mo, 3970
Savynge a child that was of half yeer age,
In cradel 1t lay and was a propre page
This wenche thikke and wel ygrowen was,
With kamus nose, and eyen greye as glas,
With buttokes brode, snd brestes rounde
and hye, 3975
But nght fair was hire heer, I wol nat lye
This person of the toun, for she was ferr,
In purpos was to maken hire s herr,
Bothe of his catel and his mesuage,
And straunge he made 1t of hir mariage
His purpos was for to bistowe hire hye 3981
Into som worthy blood of auncetrye,
For hooly chirches good moot been de-
spended
On hooly chirches blood, that 1s descended
Therfore he wolde his hooly blood hon-
oure, 3085
Though that he hooly chirche sholde de-
voure
Greet sokene hath this millere, out of
doute,
‘With whete and malt of al the land aboute,
And namehche ther was a greet collegge
Men clepen the Soler Halle at Cante-

bregge, 3950
Ther was hir whete and eek hir malt
ygrounde

And on a day 1t happed, 1n a stounde,

Sik lay the maunciple on a maladye,

Men wenden wisly that he sholde dye

For which this mllere stal bothe mele and
corn 3008
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An hundred tyme moore than biforn,
For therbiforn be stal but curtesly,
But now he was a theef outrageously,
For which the wardeyn chidde and made
fare
But therof sette the millere nat a tare, 4000
He craketh boost, and swoor 1t was nat so
Thanne were ther yonge povre scolers
two,
That dwelten 1 this halle, of which I seye
Testif they were, and lusty for to pleye,
And, oonly for hure myrthe and rev-
elrye, 4005
Upon the wardeyn bisily they erye
To yeve hem leve, but a htel stounde,
To goon to mulle and seen hir corn
ygrounde,
And hardily they dorste leye hir nekke
The mullere sholde not stele hem half a
pekke 4010
Of corn by sleighte, ne by force hem reve,
And at the laste the wardeyn yaf hem
leve
John highte that oon, and Aleyn highte
that oother,
Of o toun were they born, that highte
Strother,
Fer 1n the north, I kan nat telle where 4015
This Aleyn maketh redy al ns gere,
And on an hors the sak he caste anon
Forth goth Aleyn the clerk, and also John,
Wath good swerd and with bokeler by hir
syde
John knew the wey, — hem nedede no
gyde, — 4020
And at the nulle the sak adoun he layth
Aleyn spak first, “Al hayl, Symond,
fy-fayth!
Hou fares thy faire doghter and thy wyf®”
“ Aleyn, welcome,” quod Symkyn, “by
my lyf! 4024
And John also, how now, what do ye heer?”’
“Symond,” quod John, “by God, nede
has na peer
Hym boes serve hymself that has na
swayn,
Or elles bhe 1s a fool, as clerkes sayn
Oure maneciple, I hope he wil be deed,
Swa werkes ay the wanges in hus heed, 4030
And forthy 18 I come, and eek Alayn,
To grynde oure corn and ceme 1t ham
agayn,

1 pray yow spede us heythen that ye may ”
“Tt shal be doon,” quod Symkyn, “by

my fay!
What wol ye doon whil that 1t 13 m
hande?”’ 4035

“By God, right by the hopur wil I stande,
Quod John, “and se how that the corn gas

m
Yet saugh I nevere, by my fader kyn,
How that the hopur wagges til and fra ”
Aleyn answerde, ‘“John, and wiltow
swa? 4040
Thanne wil I be bynethe, by my croun,
And se how that the mele falles doun
Into the trough, that sal be my disport
For Jobn, y-farth, I may been of youre
sort,
I1s as 1lle a mllere asar ye ”
This mullere smyled of hur nycetee,
And thoghte, “ Al this nys doon but for a
wyle
They wene that no man may hem bigyle,
But by my thrift, yet shal I blere hur ye,
For al the sleighte i hir philosophye 4050
The moore queynte crekes that they make,
The moore wol I stele whan I take
In stide of flour yet wol I yeve hem bren
‘The gretteste clerkes been noght wisest
men,’ 4054
As whilom to the wolf thus spak the mare
Of al hir art I counte noght a tare "
Out at the dore he gooth ful pryvely,
‘Whan that he saugh his tyme, softely
He looketh up and doun t1l he hath founde
The clerkes hors, ther as 1t stood
ybounde 4080
Bihynde the mulle, under a levesel,
And to the hors he goth hym faire and wel,
He strepeth of the brydel rght anon
And whan the bors was loos, he gynneth
gon 4064
Towsard the fen, ther wilde mares renne,
And forth with “wehec,” thurgh thikke
and thurgh thenne.
This mllere gooth agayn, no word he
seyde,
But dooth lus note, and with the clerkes
pleyde,
Til that hir corn was fawre and weel
ygrounde
And whan the mele 18 sakked and
ybounde, 4070

4045
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This John goth out and fynt his hors away,
And gan to crie “Harrow!” and “Weyla-
way!
Oure hors 1s lorn, Alayn, for Goddes banes,
Step on thy feet! Com out, man, al atanes!
Allas, our wardeyn has his palfrey
lorn” 4075
This Aleyn al forgat, bothe mele and corn,
Al was out of his mynde his housbondrie
“What, whilk way 1s he geen®”’ he gan to
erte
The wyf cam lepynge inward with a ren
She seyde, “Allas! youre hors goth to the
fen 4080
With wilde mares, as faste as he may go
Unthank come on hig hand that boond
hym so,
And he that bettre sholde han knyt the
reyne!”’
“ Allas,” quod John, “ Aleyn, for Cristes
peyne, 4084
Lay doun thy swerd, and I wil myn alswa
I1s ful wight, God waat, as 1s a raa,
By Goddes herte, he sal nat scape us
bathe!
Why nadstow pit the capul in the lathe?
Tlhayl! by God, Alayn thou 1s a fonne!”
Thise sely clerkes han ful faste
yronne 4090
Toward the fen, bothe Aleyn and eek John
And whan the millere saugh that they
were gon,
He half a busshel of hir flour hath take,
And bad his wyf go knede 1t 1n a cake
He seyde, “I trowe the clerkes were
aferd 4095
Yet kan a mllere make a clerkes berd,
For 2] lus art, now lat hem goon hir weye!
Lo, wher they goon! ye, lat the children

pleye
They gete hym nat so lLghtly, by my
croun ” 4099

Thuse sely clerkes rennen up and doun

With “Xeep! keep! stand' stand! jossa,
warderere,

Ga whstle thou, and I shal kepe hym
heere!”

But shortly, til that 1t was verray nyght,

They koude nat, though they do al hir
myght, 4104

Hir capul cacche, he ran slwey so faste,

Til in a dych they caughte hym atte laste

Wery and weet, as beest 18 1n the reyn,
Comth sely Jobn, and with lum comth

Aleyn
“ Allas,” quod John, “the day that I was
born! 4100

Now are we dryve til hethyng and tal scorn
Oure corn 18 stoln, men wil us fooles calle,
Bathe the wardeyn and oure felawes alle,
And namely the millere, weylaway!”
Thus pleyneth John as he gooth by the
way 4114
Toward the mille, and Bayard in s hond
The mullere sittynge by the fyr he fond,
For 1t was nyght, and forther myghte they
noght,
But for the love of God they hym bisoght
Of herberwe and of ese, as for lur peny
The millere seyde agayn, “If ther be
eny, 4120
Swich as 1t 15, yet shal ye have youre part
Myn hous 1s streit, but ye han lerned art,
Ye konne by argumentes make a place
A myle brood of twenty foot of space
Lat se now if this place may suffise, 4125
Or make 1t rowm with speche, ag 18 youre
gise
“Now, Symond,” seyde John, “by seint
Cutberd,
Ay 1s thou myrie, and thus 1s feire answerd
I have herd seyd, ‘man sal taa of twa

thynges
Slyk as he fyndes, or taa slyk as he
brynges’ 4130

Buf specially I pray thee, hooste deere,

Get us som mete and drynke, and make us
cheere,

And we wl payen trewely atte fulle

With empty hand men may na haukes
tulle, 4134

Loo, heere oure silver, redy for to spende "

This millere into toun his doghter sende

For ale and breed, and rosted hem a goos,

And bolond hire hors, 1t sholde namoore go
008,

And 1n his owene chambre hem made a bed,

With sheetes and with chalons faure

yspred, 4140
Noght from lis owene bed ten foot or
twelve

His doghter hadde a bed, al by hirselve,
Right 1n the same chambre by and by
It myghte be no bet, and cause why?
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70
Ther was no roumer herberwe in the This John answerde, “Alayn, avyse
place 4145 o tljlgeev 1 o 5
d they speke, hem to so- he mullere 18 2 perilous man,” he seyde,
They soupen and fhey SpeRs “And gf that he out of his sleey

And drynken evere strong ale atte beste
Aboute mydnyght wente they to reste
Wel hath s mullere vernysshed his
heed, 4149
Ful pale he was for dronken, and nat reed
He yexeth, and he speketh thurgh the nose
As he were on the quakke, or on the pose
To bedde he goth, and with hym goth s

wyt
As any jay she hght was and jolyf,
8o was hir joly whistle wel ywet
The eradel at hir beddes feet 1s set,
To rokken, and to yeve the child to sowke
And whan that dronken al was mm the
crowke,
"To bedde wente the doghter rght anon,
‘To bedde goth Aleyn and also John, 4160
‘Ther nas na moore, — hem nedede no
dwale
This rullere hath so wisely bibbed ale
‘That as an hors he snorteth in his sleep,
Ne of hig tayl bthynde he took no keep
s wyf barhym a burdon, a fulstrong, 4165
Men myghte hir rowtyng heere two fur-
long,
The wenche rowteth eek, par compargnye
Aleyn the clerk, that herde this melodye,
He poked Jobn, and seyde, “Slepestow?
Herdestow evere slyk a sang er now? 4170
Lo, swilk a complyn 1s ymel hem alle,
A wilde fyr upon thar bodyes falle!
‘Wha herkned evere slyk a ferly thyng?
Ye, they sal have the flour of il endyng
This lange nyght ther tydes me ns
reste, 4175
But yet, nafors, al sal be for the beste
For, John,” seyde he, “als evere moot I
thryve,
If that I may, yon wenche wil I swyve
Som esement has lawe yshapen us,
For, John, ther s a lawe that says thus, 4180
That gif 2 man 1n a pownt be agreved,
That 1 another he gal be releved
QOure corn 1s stoln, sothly, 1t 18 ns nay,
And we hon had an 1l fit al this day,
And syn 1 sal have neen amenderment 4185
Agayn my los, I will have esement
By Goddes sale, 1t sal neen other bee!”

41565

abreyde, 419(
He myghte doon us bathe a vileynye
Aleyn answerde, “I counte hvm nat a
ﬁye ”
And up he nst, and by the wenche he
crepte
This wenche lay uprighte, and faste slepte,
Til he so ny was, er she myghte espie, 4195
That 1t had been to late for {o cne,
And shortly for to seyn, they were aton
Now pley, Aleyn, for I wol speke of
John
This John lith stalle a furlong wey or two,
And to hymself he maketh routhe and
wo 4200
“Allas!” quod he, “this 1s a wikked jape,
Now may I seyn that I 1s bui an ape
Yet has my felawe somwhat for hs
harm,
He has the milleris doghter 1in his arm
He auntred bym, and has lus nedes
sped, 4205
And I lye as a draf-sak m my bed,
And when this jape 1s tald another day,
I sal been halde a daf, a cokenay!
I wil anse and auntre 1t, by my fayth!
‘Unhardy1s unseely,’ thusmen savth ” 4210
And up he roos, and softely he wente
Unto the cradel, and 1n his hand 1t hente,
And baar 1t softe unto his beddes feet
Soone after this the wyl hir rowtyng
leet, 4214
And gan awake, and wente hire out to pisse,
And cam agayn, and gan hir cradel mysse,
And groped heer and ther, but she foond
noon
“Allas!”’ quod she, “I hadde almoost mys-
goon,
I hadde almoost goon to the clerkes bed
Ey, benediaite! thanne hadde I foule
ysped ! 4220
And forth she gooth til she the cradel fond
She gropeth alwey forther with hir hond,
And foonddthe bed, and thoghte noght but
gooaq,
By cause that the cradel by 1t stood, 4224
And nyste wher she was, for 1t was derk,
But faire and wel she creep in to the clerk,



T (&) 4227-4306}

THE REEVE'S TALE 71

And hth ful stille, and wolde han caught a
sleep
Withinne a while this John the clerk up

leep,
And on this goode wyf he leith on soore
So mymne s fit ne hadde she nat ful
yoore, 4230
He priketh harde and depe as he were mad
Ths joly lyf han thise two clerkes lad
Til that the thridde cok bigan to synge
Aleyn wax wery 1n the dawenynge, 4234
For he had swonken al the Ionge nyght,
And seyde, “Fare weel, Malyne, sweete
wight!
The day 1s come, I may no lenger byde,
But everemo, wher so I go or ryde,
I 1s thyn awen clerk, swa have I seell”
“Now, deere lemman,” quod she, “go,
fareweel! 4240
But er thow go, o thyng I wol thee telle
Whan that thou wendest homward by the
melle,
Right at the entree of the dore bthynde
Thou shalt a cake of half a busshel fynde
That was ymaked of thyn owene mele, 4245
Which that I heelp my sire for to stele
And, goode lemman, God thee save and
kepe!”
And with that word almoost she gan to
wepe
Aleyn up nst, and thoughte, ‘“‘Er that it
dawe,
I wol go crepen 1n by my felawe”, 4250
And fond the cradel wath his hand anon
“By God,” thoughte he, “al wrang I have
mysgon
Myn heed 18 toty of my swynk to-nyght,
That makes me that I ga nat anght 4254
I woot wel by the cradel I have mysgo,
Heere lith the millere and his wyf also ”
And forth he goth, a twenty devel way,
Unto the bed ther as the millere lay
He wende have cropen by his felawe John,
And by the millere in he creep anon, 4260
And caughte hym by the nekke, and softe
he spak
He seyde, “Thou John, thou swynes-heed,
awak,
For Cnstes saule, and heer a noble game
For by that lord that called 18 semt Jame,
As T have thries in this shorte nyght 4265
Swyved the milleres doghter bolt upright,

Whil thow hast, as a coward, been agast
“Ye, false harlot,” quod the mllere,
“hast?
A, false trartour! false clerk!” quod he,
Thow shalt be deed, by Goddes digratee!
‘Who dorste be so boold to disparage 4271
My doghter, that 1s come of swich lynage? ”’
And by the throte-bolle he caughte Alayn,
And he hente hym despitously agayn,
And on the nose he smoot hym with his
fest 4275
Doun ran the blody streem upon his brest,
And 1n the floor, with nose and mouth to-
broke,
They walwe as doon two pigges 1n a poke,
And up they goon, and doun agayn anon,
Til that the millere sporned at a stoon, 4280
And doun he fil bakward upon his wyf,
That wiste no thyng of this nyce stryf,
For she was falle aslepe a lite wight
‘With John the clerk, that waked hadde al
nyght, 4284
And wath the fal out of hir sleep she breyde
“Help! hooly croys of Bromeholm,” she
seyde,
In manus tuas! Lord, to thee I calle!
Awak, Symond! the feend 1s on me falle
Myn herte 18 broken, help! I nam but

deed!
Ther lyth oon upon my wombe and on
myn heed 4290

Help, Symkyn, for the false clerkes fighte!”
This John sturte up as faste as ever he

myghte,

And graspeth by the walles to and fro,

To fynde a staf, and she stirte up also,

And knew the estres bet than dide thus
John, 4295

And by the wal a staf she foond anon,

And saugh a htel shymeryng of a light,

For at an hole 1n shoon the moone bright;

And by that hght she saugh hem bothe
two,

But sikerly she nyste who was who, 4300

But as she saugh a whit thyng in hir ye

And whan she gan this white thyng espye,

She wende the clerk hadde wered a volu-

peer,
And with the staf she drow ay neer and

neer, 4304
And wende han it this Aleyn at the fulle,
And smoot the millere on. the pyled skulle,
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That doun he gooth, and cnide, “Harrow!
Idye!”

Ths clerkes beete hym weel and lete hym
lye,

And greythen hem, and tooke hur hors
anon,

And eek hire mele, and on hir wey they
gon 4310

And at the mille yet they tooke hir cake

Of half a busshel flour, ful wel ybake

Thus 15 the proude millere wel ybete,

And hath ylost the gryndynge of the

whete,

And payed for the soper everideel 4315

Of Aleyn and of John, that bette hym
weel

His wyf 15 swyved, and his doghter als

Lo, swich 1t 18 a millere to be fals!

And therfore this proverbe 1s seyd ful

sooth,
“Hym thar nat wene wel that yvele
dooth”, 4320

A gylour shal hymself bigyled be

And God, that sitteth heighe 1 mages-
tee

Save al th’xs compaignye, grete and smale!

Thus have I quyt the Millere 1n my
tale 4324

Heere 1s ended the Reves tale

THE COOK’S PROLOGUE
The prologe of the Cokes Tale

The Cook of Londoun, whil the Reve

spak,

For joye hum thoughte he clawed hum on
the bak

“Ha! hal” quod he, “for Cristes passion,

This millere hadde a sharp conclusion

Upon his argument of herbergage!

Wel seyde Salomon 1n his langage, 4330

‘Ne bryng nat every man into thyn hous’,

For herberwynge by nyghte 1s pertous

Wel oghte 8 man avysed for to be

Whom that he broghte imnto hus pryvetee

I pray to God, so yeve me sorwe and
care, 4335

If evere, sitthe I lnghte Hogge of Ware,

Herde I a mullere bettre yset a-werk

He hadde a jape of malice 1n the derk

But God forbede that we stynte heere,

And therfore, if ye vouche-sauf to
beere 4340

A tale of me, that am a povre man,

I wol yow telle, as wel as evere I kan,

A htel jape that fil in oure citee ”

Oure Hoost answerde and seade, “I

graunte 1t thee 4344

Now telle on, Roger, looke that 1t be good,

For many a pastee hastow laten blood,

And many a Jakke of Dovere bastow soold

That hath been twies hoot and twies
coold

Of many a pilgrym hastow Cristes curs,

For of thy percely yet they fare the

WOrs, 4350
That they han eten with thy stubbel
£00s,

For 1n thy shoppe 18 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 1 game and
” 4385
“Thou sesst ful sooth,” quod Roger, “by
my fey!
But ‘sooth pley, quaad pley,’ as the Flem-
yng seith

And therfore, Herry Bailly, by thy feith,
Be thou nat wrooth, er we departen heer,
Though that my tale be of an hosta-
leer 4360
But nathelees I wol nat telle 1t y1t,
But er we parte, ywis, thou shalt be qut ”
And therwithal he lough and made
cheere, 4363
And seyde his tale, ag ye shul after heere.
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THE COOK’S TALE
Heere bigynneth the Cookes Tale

A prentys whilom dwelled 1 oure citee,
And of a craft of vitailliers was hee
Gaillard he was as goldfynch i the shawe,
Broun as a berye, a propre short felawe,
‘With lokkes blake, ykembd ful fetisly
Dauncen he koude so wel and jolhly
That he was cleped Perkyn Revelour
He was as ful of love and paramour
As 1s the hyve ful of hony sweete
Wel was the wenche with hym myghte

meete 4374
At every bridale wolde he synge and hoppe,
He loved bet the taverne than the shoppe
For whan ther any ridyng was in Chepe,
Out of the shoppe thider wolde he lepe —
T1l that he hadde al the sighte yseyn,
And daunced wel, he wolde nat come
ayeyn — 4380
And gadered hym a meynee of his sort
To boppe and synge and maken swich dis-
port,
And ther they setten stevene for to meete,
To pleyen at the dys mn swich a streete
For 1n the toune nas ther no prentys 4385
That fairer koude caste a paire of dys
Than Perkyn koude, and therto he was
free
Of hus dispense, n place of pryvetee
That fond his maister wel 1n his chaffare,
For often tyme he foond his box ful bare
For sikerly a prentys revelour 4391
That haunteth dys, not, or paramour,
His maister shal 1t 1n s shoppe abye,

4370

Al have he no part of the mynstraleye
For thefte and riot, they been convertible,
Al konne he pleye on gyterne or ribible
Revel and trouthe, as1n alowe degree,
They been ful wrothe al day, as men may
see
This joly prentys with his maister bood,
Til be were ny out of his prentishood, 4400
Al were he snybbed bothe erly and late,
And somtyme lad with revel to Newegate
But atte laste his maister hym bithoghte,
Upon a day, whan he lis papir soghte,
Of a proverbe that seith this same word,
“Wel bet 18 roten appul out of hoord 4406
Than that 1t rotie al the remenaunt ”
So fareth 1t by & riotous servaunt,
It 1s ful lasse harm to lete hym pace,
Than he shende alle the servantz in the
place 4410
Therfore lus maister yaf hym acquitance,
And bad hym go, with sorwe and with
meschance'
And thus this joly prentys hadde his leve
Now lat hym riote al the nyght or leve
And for ther 15 no theef withoute a
lowke, 415
That helpeth hym to wasten and to sowke
Of that he brybe kan or borwe may,
Anon he sente us bed and s array
Unto a compeer of his owene sort, 4419
That lovede dys, and revel, and disport,
And hadde a wyf that heeld for contenance
A shoppe, and swyved for hir sustenance
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Ourg HoosTs saugh wel that the brighte

sonne

The ark of s artifical day hath ronne

The ferthe part, and half an houre and
moore,

And though he were nat depe ystert 1n
loore,

He wiste 1t was the eightetethe day 5

Of Apnll, that 1s messager to May,

And saugh wel that the shadwe of every
tree

Was ag 1n lengthe the same quantitee

That was the body erect that caused 1t

And therfore by the shadwe be took his
wit 10

That Phebus, which that shoon so clere and
brighte,

Degrees was fyve and fourty clombe on
highte,

And for that day, as in that latitude,

It was ten of the clokke, he gan conclude,

And sodeynly he plighte hus hors aboute

“Lordynges,” quod he, “I warne yow,

al this route, 18

The fourthe party of this day 1s gon

Now, for the love of God and of Seint John,

Leseth no tyme, as ferforth as ye may

Lordynges, the tyme wasteth nyght and
day, 20

And steleth from us, what pryvely
slepynge,

And what thurgh nechgence in oure wak-

ynge,
As dooth the streem that turneth nevere

agayn,

Descendynge fro the montaigne into playn

Wel kan Senec and many a philosophre 25

Biwaillen tyme moore than gold i cofre,

For “los of catel may recovered be,

But los of tyme shendeth us,” quod he

It wol nat come agayn, withouten drede,

Namoore than wole Malkynes mayden-
hede, 30

Whan she hath lost 1t 1n hur wantownesse

Lat us nat mowlen thus m ydelnesse

“Sire Man of Lawe,” quod he, “so bave

ye bls,
Telle us a tale anon, as forward 18
Ye been submytted, thurgh youre free
assent, 35
To stonden 1n thig cas at my juggement
Acqurteth yow now of youre biheeste,
Thanne have ye do youre devoir atte
leeste ”
“Hooste,” quod he, “depardieuz, 1ch as-
sente,
To breke forward 1s nat mvn entente 40
Biheste 1s dette, and I wole holde fayn
Al my biheste, I kan no bettre s1yn
For swich lawe as a man yeveth another
wight,
He sholde hymselven usen 1t, by mght,
Thus wole oure text But nathelees,
certeyn, 45
1 kan nght now no thrifty tale seyn
That Chaucer, thogh he kan but lewedly
On metres and on rymyng craftily,
Hath seyd hem in swich Enghssh ashe kan
Of olde tyme, as knoweth many a man, 50
And if he have noght seyd bhem, leve
brother,
In o book, he hath seyd hem in another
For he hath toold of lovens up and doun
Mo than Ovide made of mencioun
In his Episteles, that been ful olde 55
What sholde I tellen hem, syn they been
tolde?

In youthe he made of Ceys and Alcione,
And sitthen hath he spoken of everichone,
Thise noble wyves and thise lovens eke
‘Whoso that wole hig large volume seke,
Cleped the Seintes Legende of Cumde, 61
Ther may he seen the large woundes wyde
Of Lucresse, and of Babilan Tesbee,

The swerd of Dido for the false Enee,
The tree of Phallis for hire Demophon, 65
The pleinte of Dianure and of Hermyon,
Of Adriane, and of Isiphilee,
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The bareyne yle stondynge 1n the see,
The dreynte Leandre for ns Erro,

The teens of Eleyne, and eek the wo 70
Of Brixseyde, and of the, Ladomya,

The crueltee of the, queene Medea,

Thy htel children hangynge by the hals,
For thy Jason, that was of love so fals!

O Ypermystra, Penelopee, Alceste, 75
Youre wifhod he comendeth with the
beste!

But certeinly no word ne writeth he

Of thilke wikke ensample of Canacee,

That loved lur owene brother synfully,

(Of swiche cursed stones I sey fy!) 80

Or ellis of Tyro Appollonius,

How that the cursed kyng Antiochus

Brrafte his doghter of hir maydenhede,

That 1s so horrible a tale for to rede,

Whan he hir threw upon the pavement 85

And therfore he, of ful avysement,

Nolde nevere write in none of his sermons

Of swiche unkynde abhomynacions,

Ne I wol noon reherce, if that I may

But of my tale how shal I doon this

day? 90

Me were looth be likned, doutelees,

To Muses that men clepe Piendes —

M ethamorphosios woot what I mene,

But nathelees, I recche noght a bene

Though I come after hym with hawe-
bake 95

I speke 1n prose, and lat hum rymes make ”

And with that word he, with a sobre
cheere,

Bigan his tale, as ye shal after heere

The prologe of the Mannes Tale of
Lawe

O hateful harm, condicion of poverte!

With thurst, with coold, with hunger so
confoundid! 100

To asken help thee shameth 1n thyn herte,

If thou noon aske, with nede artow so
woundid

That verray nede unwrappeth al thy
wounde hd!

Maugree thyn heed, thou most for mdi-
gence
Or stele, or begge, or borwe thy despence!

Thow blamest Crist, and seist ful ntierly,
He mysdeparteth richesse temporal, 107
Thy neighebor thou wytest synfully,

And sest thou hast to lite, and he hath

al

“Parfay,” seistow, “somtyme he rekene
shal, 110

Whan that his tayl shal brennen in the
gleede,

For he noght helpeth needfulle in hir
neede ”

Herkne what 1s the sentence of the wise
“Bet 1s to dyen than have indigence”,
“Thy selve neighebor wol thee despise '’
If thou be povre, farwel thy reverence! 116
Yet of the wise man take this sentence
¢ Alle the dayes of povre men been wikke ”
Be war, therfore, er thou come to that

prikke!

If thou be povre, thy brother hateth thee,

And alle thy freendes fleen from thee,
allag! 121

O riche marchauntz, ful of wele been
yee,

O noble, o prudent folk, as in this cas'

Youre bagges been nat fild with ambes

as,
But with sys cynk, that renneth for youre

chaunce, 125
At Cristemasse myrie may ye daunce’

Ye seken lond and see for yowre wyn-
nynges,

Ag wiee folk ye knowen al th’estaat

Of regnes, ye been fadres of tidynges

And tales, bothe of pees and of debaat 130

I were night now of tales desolaat,

Nere that a marchant, goon 15 many a
yeere,

Me taughte a tale, which that ye shal
heere
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Heere begynneth the Man of Lawe his tale

In Surrye whilom dwelte a compaignye
Of chapmen riche, and therto sadde and
trewe, 135
That wyde-where senten hir spicerye,
Clothes of gold, and satyns riche of hewe
Fir chaffare was so thrifty and so newe
That every wight hath deyntee to chaffare
With hem, and eek to sellen hem hire
ware 140

Now fil 1t that the maistres of that sort

Han shapen hem to Rome for to wende,

Were 1t for chapmanhod or for disport,

Noon oother message wolde they thider
sende,

But comen hemself to Rome, this 18 the
ende, 145

And m swich place as thoughte hem av-
antage

For hire entente, they take hir herbergage

Sojourned han thise marchantz in that
toun
A certemn tyme, as £il to ure plesance
And so bifel that th’excellent renoun 150
Of the emperoures doghter, dame Custance,
Reported was, with every circumstance,
Unto thise Surryen marchantz . swich

wyse,
Fro day to day, as I shal yow devyse

This was the commune voys of every
man 158
“Oure Emperour of Rome — God hym
seel —
A doghter hath that, syn the world bigan,
To rekene as wel hir goodnesse as beautee,
Nas nevere swich another as 18 shee
I prey to God 1n honour hire susteene, 160
And wolde she were of al Europe the
queene

“‘In hire 18 heigh beautee, withoute pride,
Yowthe, mithoute grenehede or folye,
To alle hire werkes vertu 18 hir gyde,
Huroblesse hath slayn 1n huire al tirannye
She1s mirour of alle curtesye, 168

Hir herte 1s verray chambre of hoolynesse,
Hir hand, mmstre of fredam for almesse ”

And al this voys was sooth, as God 1s trewe

But now to purpos lat us turne agayn 170

Thse marchantz han doon fraught hr
shippes newe,

And whan they han this bhsful mayden
sayn,

Hoom to Surrye been they went ful fayn,

And doon hir nedes as they han doon
yoore,

And lyven n wele, I kan sey yow namoore

Now fil 1t that thige marchantz stode in

grace 178

Of hym that was the Sowdan of Surrye,

For whan they cam from any strange
place,

He wolde, of his benigne curteisye,

Make hem good chiere, and hisily es-
pye 180

Tidynges of sondry regnes, for to leere

The wondres that they myghte seen or
heere

Amonges othere thynges, specially,

Thise marchantz han hym toold of dame
Custance

So greet noblesse in ernest, certously, 185

That thus Sowdan bath caught so greet
plesance

To han hir figure 1n his remembrance,

That al s lust and al his bisy cure

Was for to love bire while hus lyf may dure.

Paraventure 1n thilke large hook 190
Which that men clepe the hevene ywriten
was

With sterres, whan that he his tarthe took,
That he for love sholde han s deeth, allas!
For 1n the sterres, clerer than is glas,

Is writen, God woot, whoso koude 1t rede,
The deeth of every man, withouten drede

In sterres, many a wynter therbiforn, 197
Was writen the deeth of Eetor, Achilles,
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Of Pompel, Julus, er they were born,
The strif of Thebes, and of Ercules, 200
Of Sampson, Turnus, and of Socrates
The deeth, but mennes wittes ben so dulle
That no wight kan wel rede 1t atte fulle

This Sowdan for his privee congel sente,
And, shortly of this matiere for to pace, 205
He hath to hem declared his entente,
And seyde hem, certein, but he myghte

have grace
To han Custance withinne a litel space,
He nas but deed, and charged hem 1 hye
To shapen for his Iyf som remedye 210

Diverse men diverse thynges seyden,
They argumenten, casten up and doun,
Many a subtil resoun forth they leyden,
They speken of magyk and abusioun
But finally, as 1 conclusioun, 215
They kan nat seen 1n that noon avantage,
Ne 1n noon oother wey, save manage

Thanne sawe they thennne swich diffi-
cultee 218
By wey of reson, for to speke al playn,
By cause that ther was swich diversitee
Bitwene hir bothe lawes, that they sayn
They tIf'owe, “that no Cristen prince wolde
ayn
Wedden his child under oure lawe sweete
That us was taught by Mahoun, oure
prophete 224

And he answerde, “Rather than I lese
Custance, I wol be cristned, doutelees
I'moot been hires, I may noon oother chese
I prey yow hoold youre argumentz 1n pees,
Saveth my lyf, and beth noght recchelees
To geten hire that hath my lyf m cure, 230
For m this wo I may nat longe endure ”

What nedeth gretter diatacioun?
I seye, by tretys and embassadne,
And by the popes mediacioun,
And al the chirche, and al the chivalre, 235
That m destruccioun of mawmetire,
And 1n encrees of Cristes lawe deere,
They been acorded, so as ye shal heere

How that the sowdan and his baronage
And alle his biges sholde yenstned be, 246

And he shal han Custance 1n manage,

Angd certemn gold, I noot what quantitee,

And heer-to founden sufficient suretee

This same accord was sworn on eyther
syde,

Now, farre Custance, almyghty God thee
gyde!

Now wolde som men waiten, as I gesse,
That I sholde tellen al the purvelance
That th’emperour, of his grete noblesse,
Hath shapen for his doghter, dame Cus-

tance
Wel may men knowen that so greet or-
dinance 250

May no man tellen in a hitel clause
As was arrayed for so heigh a cause

Bisshopes been shapen with hire for to
wende,

Lordes, ladies, knyghtes of renoun,

And oother folk ynowe, this1s th’ende,

And notafied 1s thurghout the toun 256

That every wight, with greet devocioun,

Sholde preyen Crnist that he thus marage

Receyve m gree, and spede this viage

The day 18 comen of hir departynge, 260
I seye, the woful day fatal 18 come,
That ther may be no lenger tanynge,
But forthward they hem dressen, alle and

some
Custance, that was with sorwe al over-
come, 264

Ful pale anst, and dresseth hire to wende;

For wel she geeth ther 15 noon ocother ende.

Allas! what wonder 18 1t thogh she wepte,

That shal be sent to strange nacioun 268

Hro freendes that so tendrely hire kepte,

And to be bounden under subjeccioun

Of oon, she knoweth nat his condicroun?

Housbondes been alle goode, and han ben
yoore,

That knowen wyves, I dar sey yow na
moore

“¥Fader,” she seyde, ““thy wrecched child
Custance, 274
Thy yonge doghter fostred up so softe,
And ye, my mooder, my soverayn plesance
Over alle thyng, out-taken Crist oun-lofte,
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Custance youre chid hre recomandeth
ofte

Unto youre grace, for I shal to Surrve,

Ne shal I nevere seen yow moore with ye

“ Allas! unto the Barbre nacioun 281
T moste anoon, syn that 1t 18 youre wille,

But Cnst, that starf for our redempeioun
So yeve me grace his heestes to fulfille’

1, wrecche womman, no fors though I

spille! 285
Wommen are born to thraldom and pen-
ance,

And to been under mannes governance ”

I trowe at Troye, whan Pirrus brak the

wal,

Or Thon brende, at Thebes the ctee,

N’at Rome, for the harm thurgh Hanybal

That Romayns hath venquysshed tymes
thre, 291

Nas herd swich tendre wepyng for pitee

As1n the chambre was for hire departynge,

But forth she moot, wher-so she wepe or
synge 294

O firste moevyng!' crueel firmament,
With thy diurnal sweigh that crowdest ay
And hurlest al from est til occident
That naturelly wolde holde another way,
Thy crowdyng set the hevene i swich ar-

Tay
At the bigynnyng of this fiers viage, 300
That crueel Mars hath slayn this manage

Infortunat ascendent tortuous,

Of which the lord 1s helplees falle, allas,

Out of lus angle mto the derkeste hous!

O Mars, o atazr, as 1n this cas! 305

O fieble moone, unhappy been thy paas!

Thou knyttest thee ther thou art nat re-
ceyved,

Ther thou were weel, fro thennes artow
weyved

Imprudent emperour of Rome, allas!

Was ther no philosophre in al thy toun?
Is no tyme bet than oother 1 swich cas?
Of viage 18 ther noon elecoioun, 312
Naxely to folk of heigh condicioun?
Noght whan a roote 18 of a burthe yknowe?
ABss, we been to lewed or to slowe! 315

To shippe 18 brought this wotul fare
mayde
Solempnely, with every drcumstance
#Now Jhesu Crist be with yow alle!” ghe

sayde,

Ther nys namoore, but “Farewel, faire
Custance!”

She peyneth hire to make good ¢onten-
dance, 320

And forth I lete hire saille 1 this manere,
And turne I wole agayn to my matere

The mooder of the sowdan, welle of vices,

Espied hath hir sones pleyn entente,

How he wol lete his olde saunfices, 325

And nght anon she for hir consell sente,

And they beeh come to knowe what she
mente

And whan assembled was this folk in-feere,

She sette hire doun, and seyde as ye shal
heere

“Lotrdes” quod she, “ye knowen everi-
chon, 330

How that my sone 1n point 1s for to lete
The hooly lawes of oure Alkaron,
Yeven by Goddes message Makomete
But oon avow to grete God I heete,
The lyf shal rather out of my body sierte
Or Makometes lawe out of myn herte! 336

“What sholde us tyden of this newe lawe
But thraldom to oure bodies and penance,
And afterward 1 helle to be drawe,

For we reneyed Mahoun oure creance? 340
But, lordes, wol ye maken agsurance,

Ag 1 shal seyn, assentynge 10 my loore,
And I shal make us sauf for everemoore?”

They sworen and assenten, every man,

To lyve with hire and dye, and by hire
stonde, 345

And evench, 1n the beste wise he kan,

To strengthen hure shal alle his frendes
fonde,

And she hath this emprise ylake on honde,

Which ye shal heren that I shal devyse,

And to hem alle she spak night in this wyse

“We shul first feyne us enstendom to
take, ~— 351
Coold water shal nat greve us but a hiel



I (B) 353~423}

THE MAN OF LAW'S TALE

And I shal swich a feeste and revel make
That, as I trowe, I shal the sowdan quite
For thogh s wyf be cristned never so

white, 355
She shal have nede to wasshe awey the

rede,
Thogh she a font-ful water with hire lede ”

O sowdanesse, roote of 1mquitee!

Virago, thou Sermayrame the secounde!

O serpent under femynynytee, 360
Lik to the serpent depe 1n helle ybounde!
O feyned womman, al that may confounde
Vertu and mnocence, thurgh thy malce,
Is bred 1n thee, as nest of every vice!

O Sathan, envious syn thilke day 385
That thou were chaced from oure heritage,
Wel knowestow to wommen the olde way!
Thou madest Eva brynge us in servage,

Thou wolt fordoon this Cristen manage

Thyn instrument so, weylawey the whle!
Makestow of wommen, whan thou wolt

bigile 371
This Sowdanesse, whom I thus blame
and warye,

Leet prively hire conseil goon hire way

‘What sholde I 1n this tale lenger tarye?

She rydeth to the sowdan on a day, 375

And seyde hym that she wolde reneye hir
lay,

And enstendom of preestes handes fonge,

Repentynge hire she hethen was so longe,

Bisechynge hym to doon hire that honour,

That she moste han the Cmsten folk to
feeste, — 380

“To plesen hem I wol do my labour ”

The sowdan serth, “I wol doon at youre
heeste’’,

And knelynge thanketh hire of that re-
queste

So glad he was, he nyste what to seye

She kiste hir sone, and hoom she gooth hir
weye 385

Explicit prima pars

Sequitur pars secunda

Arryved been thus Cristen folk to londe
In Surrye, with a greet solempne route,

79

And hastifiche this sowdan sente his
sonde,

First to his mooder, and al the regne
aboute,

And seyde his wyf was comen, out of

doute, 390

And preyde hire for to ryde agayn the

queene,
The honour of his regne to susteene

Greet was the prees, and riche was th’array
Of Surryens and Romayns met yfeere,
The mooder of the sowdan, riche and gay,
Receyveth hire with also glad a cheere

As any mooder mvghte hir doghter deers,
And to the nexte citee ther bisyde 398
A softe paas solempnely they ryde

Noght trowe I the triumphe of Juhus,
Of which that Lucan maketh swich aboost,

‘Was rotaller ne moore curius 402
Than was th’assemblee of this bhsful
hoost

But this scorpioun, this wikked goost,
The sowdanesse, for al hire flaterynge, 405
Caste under this ful mortally to stynge

The sl?lwda,n comth hymself soone after

this

So rowally, that wonder 1s to telle,

And welcometh hire with alle joye and bhs.

And thus m murthe and joye I lete hem
dwelle, 410

The fruyt of this matiere 1s that I telle

Whan tyme cam, men thoughte 1t for the
beste

That revel stynte, and men goon to hir
reste

The tyme cam, this olde sowdanesse
Ordeyned hath this feeste of which I tolde,
And to the feeste Cristen folk hem aresse
In general, ye, bothe yonge and olde 417
Heere may men feeste and roialtee biholde,
And deyntees mo than I kan yow devyse,
But al to deere they boghte 1t er they ryse.

O sodeyn wo, that evere art suceessour

To worldly blsse, spreynd with bitter~

nesse! 422

The ende of the joye of oure worldly la-
bour!



8o

THE CANTERBURY TALES

[I1 (B) 424~497

Wo occupieth the fyn of oure gladnesse
Herke ths conseil for thy sikernesse 425
Upon thy glade day have m thy mynde
The unwar wo or harm that comth bithynde

For shortly for to tellen, at o word,

The sowdan and the Cristen everichone

Been al tohewe and stiked at the bord, 430

But 1t were oonly dame Custance allone

This olde sowdanesse, cursed krone,

Hath with hir freendes doon this cursed
dede,

For she hirself wolde al the contree lede

Ne ther was Surryen noon that was con-
verted, 435

That of the conseil of the sowdan woot,

That he nas al tohewe er he asterted

And Custance han they take anom, foot-
hoot,

And m a ship al steerelees, God woot,

They han hir set, and bidde hire lerne
saille 440

Out of Surrye agaynward to Ytaalle

A certemn tresor that she thider ladde,

And, sooth to seyn, vitaille greet plentee

They han hire yeven, and clothes eek she
badde,

And forth she sailleth 1n the salte see 445

O my Custance, ful of bemgnytee,

O emperoures yonge doghter deere,

He that 18 lord of Fortune be thy steere!

She blesseth hure, and with ful prtous voys
Unto the croys of Crist thus seyde she 450
“0 cleere, o welful auter, hooly croys,
Reed of the Lambes blood ful of pitee,
That wessh the world fro the olde miquitee,
Me fro the feend and fro hus clawes kepe,
That day that I shal drenchen 1 the depe

Victorious tree, proteccioun of trewe, 456

That oonly worthy were for to bere

The Kyng of Hevene with s woundes
newe,

The white Lamb, that hurt was with a
spere,

Flemere of feendes out of hym and here 460

On which thy lymes feithfully extenden,

Me kep;, Ba!’);d yif me myght my lyf t’amen-

en

Yeres and dayes fleet this creiture

Thurghout the See of Grece unto the
Strayte

Of Marrok, as 1t was hire aventure 4¢3
On many a sory meel now may she bayte,
After hur deeth ful often may she wayte,
Er that the wilde wawes wol hire dryve
Unto the place ther she shal arryve

Men myghten asken why she was nat

slayn 470
Eek at the feeste? who myghte hir body
save?

And T answere to that demande agayn,

Who saved Danyel 1in the hornble cave

Ther every wight save he, master and
knave,

Was with the leon frete er he asterte? 475

No wight but God, that he bar in his herte

God biste to shewe his wonderful myracle
In hire, for we sholde seen his myghty
werkis,
Cnist, which that 1s to every harm tnacle,
By certeine meenes ofte, as knowen ¢lerkis,
Dooth thyng for certern ende that ful
derk 18 481
To mannes wit, that for oure 1gnorance
Ne konne noght knowe his prudent pur-
velance

Now sith she was nat at the feeste

yslawe,
Who kepte lure fro the drenchyng 1 the
see? 485

‘Who kepte Jonas in the fisshes mawe
Tl be was spouted up at Nynyvee?
‘Wel may men knowe 1t was no wight but

ke
That kepte peple Ebrayk from hur drench-
ynge, 489
With drye feet thurghout the see passynge

‘Who bad the foure spirites of tempest
That power han t’anoyen lond and see,
Bothe north and south, and also west and

est,
“ Anoyeth pesther see, ne land, ne tree”?
Soothly, the comandour of that was he 495
That fro the tempest ay this womman
kepte
As wel whan she wook as whan she slepte.
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Where myghte this womman mete and

drynke have

Thre yeer and moore? how lasteth hire
vitalle?

Who fedde the Egipcien Marie imn the
cave, 500

Or m desert? No wight but Crist, sanz
faille

Fyve thousand folk 1t was as greet mer-
vaille

With loves fyve and fisshes two to feede
God sente his foyson at hir grete neede

She dryveth forth into oure occian 805
Thurghout oure wilde see, tal atte laste
Under an hoold that nempnen I ne kan,
Fer in Northhumberlond the wawe hire

caste,
And 1n the sond hir ship stiked so faste
That thennes wolde 1t noght of al a tyde,
The wyl of Crist was that she sholde
abyde

The constable of the castel doun 1s fare
To seen this wrak, and al the ship he
soghte, 513
And foond this wery womman ful of care,
He foond also the tresor that she broghte
In hir langage mercy she bisoghte, 516
The lyf out of hir body for to twynne,
Hire to dehivere of wo that she was inne

A maner Latyn corrupt was hir speche,

But algates therby was she understonde

The constable, whan hym lyst no lenger
seche, 521

This woful womman broghte he to the
londe

She kneleth doun and thanketh Goddes
sonde,

But what she was she wolde no man seye,

For foul ne faiwr, thogh that she sholde
deye 525

She seyde she was 80 mazed 1n the see
That she forgat hir mynde, by hir trouthe
The constable hath of hire so greet pitee,
And eek his wyf, that they wepen for
routhe

She was so dibigent, wathouten slouthe, 530
‘To serve and plesen everich in that place,
That alle huir loven that looken 1n hir face

This constable and dame Hermengyld,

s wyf,

Were payens, and that contree everywhere,

But Hermengyld loved hure nght as hir Iyf,

And Custance hath so longe sojourned
there, 536

In orisons, with many a bitter teere,

Til Jhesu hath converted thurgh his grace

Dame Hermengyld, constablesse of that
place

In al that lond no Cristen dorste route, 540

Alle Cnisten folk been fled fro that contree

Thurgh payens, that conquereden al
aboute

The plages of the north, by land and see

To Walys fledde the Cristyanytee

Of olde Britons dwellynge mn this ile, 545

Ther was hir refut for the meene while

But yet nere Cristene Britons so exiled

That ther nere somme that in hir privetee

Honoured Crist and hethen folk higiled,

And ny the castel swiche ther dwelten

three

That oon of hem was blynd and myghte
nat see,

But 1t were with thilke eyen of his mynde

With whiche men seen, after that they ben
blynde

Bright was the sonne as in that someres

day,

For which the constable and his wyf also

And Custance han ytake the righte way

Toward the see a furlong wey or two, 557

To pleyen and to romen to and fro,

Apd 1n hir walk this blynde man they
mette,

Croked and oold, with eyen faste yshette

“In name of Crst,” cride this blinde

Brnitoun, 561
“Dame Hermengyld yif me my mghte
agaynl!”

This lady weex affrayed of the soun,

Lest that hir housbonde, shortlyfor to sayn,

Wolde hire for Inesu Cristes love han
slayn,

Til Custance made hire boold, and bad
bire wirche

The wyl of Crist, as doghter of his charche.
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82
The constable weex abasshed of that
sight,
And seyde, “What amounteth al this
fare?”
Custance answerde, “Sire, 1t 15 Cristes
myght, 570

That helpeth folk out of the feendes snare ™’

And so ferforth she gan oure lay declare

That she the constable, er that it was
eve

Converted, and on Crist made hym bileve

This constable was nothyng lord of this
place 575

Of which I speke, ther he Custance fond,

But kepte 1t strongly many a wyntres
space

Under Alls, kyng of al Nortbhumbrelond,

That was ful wys, and worthy of his
hond

Agayn the Scottes, as men may wel heere,

But turne I wole agayn to my mateere 581

Sathan, that evere us waiteth to higile,
Saugh of Custance al hire perfeccroun,
And caste anon how he myghte quite hir

while,
And made a yong knyght that dwelte m
that toun 585

Love hire so hoote, of foul affecaocun,

That verraily hym thoughte he sholde
spille,

But he of hire myghte ones have his wille

He woweth Iure, but 1t availleth noght,
She wolde do no synne, by no weye 500
And for despit he compassed 10 hig thoght
To maken hire on shameful deeth to deye
He wayteth whan the constable was aweye,
And pryvely upon a nyght he crepte

In Hermengyldes chambre, whil she slepte

Wery, forwaked in hire orisouns, 596
Slepeth Custance, and Hermengyld also
This knyght, thurgh Sathanas tempta-

clouns,
Al softely 18 to the bed ygo,
And Intte the throte of Hermengyld atwo,
And leyde the blody knyf by dame Cus-
tance, 601
And wente s wey, ther God yeve hym
meschance!

Soone after cometh this constable hoom

agayn,

And eek Alla, that kyng was of that lond,

And saugh his wyf despitously yslayn, eos

For which ful ofte he weep and wroong hus
hond,

And in the bed the blody knyf he fond

By Dame Custance Allas' what myghte
she seye?

For verray wo hir wit was al aweye

To kyng Alla was toold al this mes

chance, 816

And eek the tyme, and where, and 1n what
wise

That m a ship was founden this Custance,

As heer-biforn that ye han herd devyse

The kynges herte of pitee gan agrvse,

‘Whan be saugh so bemigne a creature 615

Falle 1n disese and m mysaventure

For as the lomb toward his deeth 18 broght,
So stant this imnnocent bifore the kyng
This falee knyght, that hath this tresoun

wroght,
Berth hire on hond that she hath doon
thys thyng 620

But nathelees, ther was greet moornyng

Among the peple, and seyn they kan nat
gesse

That she had doon so greet a wikkednesse,

For they han seyn hire evere so vertuous,
And lovynge Hermengyld night as bar Iyf
Of this baar witnesse everich 1 that hous,
Save he that Hermengyld slow with hus
knyf 827
This gentil kyng hath caught a greet motyf
Of this witnesse, and thoghte he wolde en-
quere
Depper 1n this, a trouthe for to lere 630

Allas! Custance, thou hast no cham-

piloun,

Ne fighte kanstow noght, so weylaway!

But he that starf for our redempeioun,

And bcl:m)d Sathan (and yet lith ther he

Y,

So be thy stronge champion this day! ess

For, but if Cnst open myracle kithe,

Withouten gilt thou shalt be slayn as
swithe
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She sette hire doun on knees, and thus she
sayde,

“TImmortal God, that savedest Susanne
Fro false blame, and thou, merciful mayde,
Marne I meene, doghter to Seint Anne, 641
Bifore whos child angeles synge Osanne,
If 1 be giltlees of this felonye,

My socour be, for elhis shal I dye!” 64

Have ye nat seyn somtyme a pale

face

Among a p,rees, of hym that hath be lad

Toward his deeth, wher as hym gat no
grace,

And swich 2 colour m his face hath had,

Men myghte knowe hig face that was bis-
tad,

Amonges élle the faces in that route? 650

So stant Custance, and looketh hire aboute

O queenes, lyvynge in prosperitee,
Duchesses, and ye ladyes everichone,
Haveth som routhe on hire adversitee!
An emperoures doghter stant allone, 655
She hath no wight to whom to make hir

mone
O blood roial, that stondest 1n this drede,
Fer been thy freendes at thy grete nede!

This Alla kyng hath swich compassioun,
As gentil herte 1s fulfild of pitee, 660
That from his eyen ran the water doun
“ Now hastily do fecche a book,” quod he,
“And if {lus knyght wol sweren how that

she
This wornman slow, yet wol we us avyse
‘Whom. that we wole that shal been oure
justise ” 865

A Britoun book, written with Evaungiles,
‘Was fet, and on this book he swoor anoon
She gilty was, and 1n the meene whles
An hand hym smoot upon the nekke-boon,
That doun he fil atones as a stoon, 670
And bothe us eyen broste out of hus face
In sighte of every body in that place

A voys was herd 1n general audience,
And seyde, ““Thou hast desclaundred, gilte-

lees
The doghi,;er of hooly chirche in hegh
presence, 675

Thus hastou doon, and yet hoide I my
pees!”’

Of this mervaille agast was al the prees,

As maged folk they stoden everichone,

For drede of wreche, save Custance allone

Greet was the drede and eek the repent-

ance 680

Of hem that hadden wrong suspecioun

Upon this sely 1nnocent, Custance,

And for this miracle, in conclusioun,

And by Custances mediacioun,

The kyng —and many another i that
place — 685

Converted was, thanked be Cristes grace!

Thus false knyght was slayn for us un-

trouthe

By juggement of Alla hastifly,

And yet Custance hadde of s deeth greet
routhe

And after this Jhesus, of his mercy, 690

Made Alla, wedden ful solempnely

This hooly mayden, that is so bright and
sheene,

And thus hath Crist ymaad Custance a
queene

But who was woful, if I shal nat lye,

Of this weddyng but Donegild, and namo,
The kynges mooder, ful of tirannye? 698
Har thoughte hir cursed herte brast atwo
She wolde noght hir sone bad do so,

Hir thoughte a despit that he sholde take
So strange a creature unto his make 700

Me hist nat of the chaf, ne of ihe stree,
Maken so long a tale as of the corn
What sholde I tellen of the roialtee
At maniage, or which cours goth biforn,
‘Who bloweth in a trumpe or 1n an horn?
The fruyt of every tale 1s for to seye 706
They ete, and drynke, and daunce, and

synge, and pleye

They goon to bedde, as 1t was sgkle and
night,

For thogh that wyves be ful hooly thynges,

They moste take 1n pacience at nyght 710

Swiche manere necessaries as been ples-

yoges
To folk that han ywedded hem with rynges,
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Thanne fil 1t thus, that to the paryssh | That of no wyf ne took he noon ofi-
chirche, e 3350

Cnstes owene werkes for to wirche,

This goode wyf went on an haliday

Hir forheed shoon as bright as any day, 3310

So was 1t wasshen whan she leet hir werk

Now was ther of that chirche a parssh
clerk,

The which that was ycleped Absolon

Crul was hig heer, and as the gold 1t shoon,

And strouted as a fanne large and
brode, 3315

Ful streight and evene lay s joly shode

His rode was reed, his eyen greye as goos

With Poules wyndow corven on his
shoos,

In hoses rede he wente fetisly

Yeclad he was ful smal and proprely

Al a kirtel of a lyght waget,

Ful faire and thikke been the poyntes set

And therupon he hadde a gay surplys

As whit as 18 the blosme upon the rys

A myne child be was, so God mesave 38325

‘Wel koude he laten blood and chippe and
shave,

And maken a chartre of lond or acquit-
aunce

In twenty manere koude he trippe and
daunce

After the scole of Oxenforde tho,

And with his legges casten to and fro, 3330

And pleyen songes on a smal rubible,

Therto he song som tyme a loud quynyble,

And as wel koude he pleye on a giterne

In al the toun nas brewhous ne taverne

That he ne visited with s solas, 3335

Ther any gaylard tappestere was

But sooth to seyn, he was somdeel squay-
mous

Of fartyng, and of speche daungerous

This Absolon, that jolif was and gay,

Gooth with a sencer on the haliday, 3340

Sensynge the wyves of the pansshe faste,

And many a lovely look on hem he caste,

And namely on this carpenteris wyf

To looke on hire hym thoughte a myrie lyf,

She was so propre and sweete and hker-
ous 3345

I dar wel seyn, 1f she hadde been a mous,

And he a cat, he wolde hire hente anon

This parssh clerk, this joly Absolon,

Hath 1 lus herte swich a love-longynge

3320

rynge,
For curteisie, he seyde, he wolde noon
The moone, whan 1t was nyght, ful
brighte shoon,
And Absolon hig gyterne hath ytake,
For paramours he thoghte for to wake
And forth he gooth, jolif and amorous, 33556
Ti he cam to the carpenteres hous
A hitel after cokkes hadde ycrowe,
And dressed hym up by a shot-wyndowe
That was upon the carpenteris wal
He syngeth in lis voys gental and smal,
“Now, deere lady, if thy wille be, 3361
I praye yow that ye wole rewe on me,”
Ful wel acordaunt to us gyternynge
Thas carpenter awook, and herde um synge,
And spak unto his wyf, and seyde anon, 3365
“What! Ahson! herestow nat Absolon,
That chaunteth thus under oure boures

wal?”

And she answerde hir housbonde ther-
withal,

“Yis, God woot, John, I heere 1t every
deel ”

This passeth forth, what wol ye bet than

weel? 3370

Fro day to day this joly Absolon

So woweth hire that hym 18 wo bigon

He waketh al the nyght and al the day,

He kembeth s lokkes brode, and made
bym gay, 3374

He woweth hire by meenes and brocage,

And swoor he wolde been hir owene page,

He syngeth, brokkynge as a nyghtyngale,

He sente hire pyment, meeth, and spiced
ale,

And wafres, pipyng hoot out of the gleede;

And, for she was of towne, he profred
meede 3380

For som folk wol ben wonnen for richesse,

And somme for strokes, and sorame for
gentillesse

Somtyme, to shewe hig hghtnesse and

mastrye,

He pleyeth Herodes upon a scaffold hye

But what availleth hym as 1n this cas? 3385

She loveth so this hende Nicholag

That Absolon may blowe the bukkes horn,

He ne hadde for his labour but a scorn

And thus she maketh Absolon hire ape,

And al his ernest turneth tal a jape 3390
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He drank, and wel his girdel underpighte,
He slepeth, and he snorteth 1n hus gyse
Al nyght, t1l the sonpe gan aryse 791

Eft were his lettres stolen everychon,
And countrefeted lettres 1n this wyse
“The kung comandeth his constable anon,
Up peyne of hangyng, and on hegh

juyse, 795
That he ne sholde suffren 1 no wyse
Custance in-with his reawme for t'abyde
Thre dayes and o quarter of a tyde,

““But 1n the same ship as he hire fond,
Hire, and hir yonge sone, and al hur

geere, 800
He sholde putte, and croude hire fro the
lond,
And cha.rgen hire she never eft coome
theere ”
O my Custance, wel may thy goost have
feere,
And, slepynge, in thy dreem been 1n
penance,

Whan Donegild cast al this ordinance 805

This messager on morwe, whan he wook,
Unto the castel halt the nexte way,
And to the constable he the lettre took,
And whan that he this pitous lettre say,
Ful ofte he seyde ‘‘ Allas! and weylaway!'”
“Lord Cmst,” quod he, “how may this
world endure, 811
So ful of synne 18 many a creature?

“0O myghty God, if that 1t be thy wille,
Sith thou art nghtful juge, how may 1t

e

That thou wolt suffren mnocentz to
spille, 815

And wikked folk regne in prosperitee?

O goode Custance, allag' so wo 18 me

That I moot be thy tormentour, or deye

On shames deeth, ther 18 noon oother
weye ”’

‘Wepen bothe yonge and olde 1n al that
place, 820
Whan that the kyng this cursed lettre gente,
And Custance, with a deedly pale face,
The ferthe day toward har ship she wente
But nathelees she taketh 1n good entente

The wyl of Crst, and knelynge on the
stronde,

She seyde, “Lord, ay welcome be thy
gonde!

“He that me kepte fro the false blame
While I was on the lond amonges yow,
He kan me kepe from harm and eek fro
shame

In salte see, althogh I se noght how 830
As strong as evere he was, he 1s yet now
In hym tnste I, and 1n his mooder deere,
That 18 to me my seyl and eek my steere ™

Har hitel child lay wepyng 1 hir arm,

And knelynge, pitously to hym she
seyde, 835

“Pees, itel sone, I wol do thee noon harm *’

Wath that hir coverchief of hir heed she
breyde,

And over his litel eyen she 1t leyde,

And 1n hir arm she lulleth 1t ful faste,

And into hevene hire eyen up she caste

“Mooder,”” quod she, “and mayde
bright, Marte, 841
Sooth 18 that thurgh wommanes eggernent
Mankynde was lorn, and damned ay to
dye,
For which thy child was on & croys yrent
Thy bhsful eyen sawe al hus torment, 845
Thanne 18 ther no comparison bitwene
Thy wo and any wo man may sustene

‘‘Thow sawe thy child yslayn bifore thyne
yen,

And yet nc,)w lyveth my htel child, parfay!

Now, lady bright, to whom alle woful
cryen, 850

Thow glone of wommanhede, thow fare
may,

Thow have’n of refut, brghte sterre of day,

Rewe on my child, that of thy gentillesse,

Rewest on every reweful in distresse

“0 hitel child, allas! what 1s thy glt,
That nevere wroghtest synne as yet
pardee?
Why Wll thyn harde fader han thee spllt?
O mercy, deere constable,” quod she,
“As lathmy Itel chld dwelle heer with
thee,



And if thou darst nat saven hym, for
blame, 860
So kys hym ones in his fadres name'”’

Therwith she looked bakward to the londe,
And seyde, ““Farewel, housbonde routhe-

lees!”

And up she nst, and walketh doun the
stronde

Toward the ship, —hir folweth al the
prees, — 865

And evere she preyeth hire (huld to holde
his pees,

And taketh hir leve, and with an hooly
entente

She bhsseth hire, and mto ship she wente

Vitaalled was the ship, 1t 15 no drede,
Habundantly for hure ful longe space, 870
And othere necessaries that sholde nede
She hadde ynogh, heryed be Goddes grace!
For wynd and weder almyghty God pur-

chace,

And brynge lure hoom! I kan no bettre
seye

But m th,e see she dryveth forth hir
weye 875

Expliert secunda pars

Sequitur pars tercia
Alla the kyng comth hoom soone after
this

Unto his castel, of the which I tolde,

And asketh where his wyf and his child
18

The constable gan aboute his herte colde,

And pleynly al the manere he hym tolde

Asye han herd — I kap telle1t no bettre —

And sheweth the kyng his seel and eek
his lettre, 882

And seyde, “Lord, as ye comanded me

Up peyne of deeth, so have I doon, cer-
tem 121

This messager tormented was t1l he 885

Moste biknowe and tellen, plat and pleyn,

Fro nyght to nyght, 1o what place he had

eyn

And thus, t;y wit and sotal enquerynge,

Ymagmed was by whom thig harm gan
sprynge

The hand was knowe that the lettre

wroot, 890

And al the venym of this cursed dede,

But 1n what wise, certeinly, I noot

Th'effect 15 thus, that Alla, out of drede,

His mooder slow — that may men pleynly
rede —

For that she traitour was {o hire ligeance

Thus endeth olde Donegild, with mes-
chance! 898

The sorwe that this Alla nyght and day

Maketh for his wyf, and for his child
also,

Ther 1s no tonge that 1t telle may

But now wol I unto Custance go, 900

That fleteth in the see, 1n peyne and wo,

Fyve yeer and moore, 88 hhed Crisfes
sonde,

Er that hir ship approched unto londe

Under an hethen castel, atte laste,
Of which the name 1 my text noght I

fynde, 905
Custance, and eek hir clild, the see up
caste

Almyghty God, that saveth al mankynde,

Have on Custance and on hir child som
mynde,

That fallen 15 1n hethen hand eft, soone,

In point to spille, as I shal telle yow soone

Doun fro the castel comth ther many &
wight 911
To gauren on this ship and on Custance
But shortly, from the castel, on a nyght,
The lordes styward — God yeve hym
meschance! —
A theef, that hadde reneyed oure creance,
Cam 1nto ship allone, and seyde he sholde
Hir lemman be, wher-so she wolde or
nolde 917

Wo was thus wrecched womman tho

bigon,

Hir chuld eride, and she ende piiously

But blisful Marne heelp hire right anon,

For with lur struglyng wel and myghtily

The theef fil over bord al sodeynly,  e22

And 1n the ses he dreynte for vengeance,

And thus hath Cnst unwemmed kept
Custance.



O foule lust of luxune, lo, thyn ende!
Nat oonly that thou feyntest mannes
mynde, 926

But verraily thou wolt his body shende
Th'ende of thy werk, or of thy lustes

blynde,

Is compleynyng Hou many con may
men fynde

That noght for werk somtyme, but for
th’entente 930

To doon this synne, been outher slayn or
shente!

How may this wayke womman han this
strengthe

Hire to defende agayn this renegat?

O Golas, unmesurable of lengthe,

Hou myghte David make thee so maat,

So yong and of armure so desolaat? 936

Hou dorste he looke upon thy dredful face?

Wel may men seen, 1t nas but Goddes
grace

Who yaf Judith corage or hardynesse

To sleen hym Olofernus in his tente, 940
And to delrveren out of wrecchednesse
The peple of God? I seye, for this entente,
That nght as God spirit of vigour sente
To hem, and saved hem out of meschance,
So sente he myght and vigour to Custance

Forth gooth hir ship thurghout the

narwe mouth 946

Of Jubaltare and Septe dryvynge ay

Somtyme west, and somtyme north and
south,

And somtyme est, ful many a wery day,

Til Cnstes mooder — blessed be she ay! —

Hath shapen, thurgh hir endelees good-
nesgse, 951

To make an ende of al hur hevynesse

Now lat us stynte of Custance but a

throwe,

And speke we of the Romayn emperour,

That out of Surrye hath by lettres knowe

The slaughtre of cmsten folk, and dis-
honour 956

Doon to his doghter by a fals traytour,

I mene the cursed wikked sowdanesse

That at the feeste leet sleen bothe moore
and lesse.

For which this emperour hath sent anon
His senatour, with roial ordinance, 961
And othere lordes, God woot, many oon,
On Surryens o taken heigh vengeance
They brennen, sleen, and brynge hem to
meschance
Ful many a day, but shortly, this 18 th'-
ende, 965
Homward to Rome they shapen hem to
wende

This senatour repawreth with victorie

To Rome-ward, sallynge ful roally,

And mette the ship dryvynge, as seith the
storze,

In which Custance sit ful pitously 970

Nothyng ne knew he what she was, ne
why

She was in swich array, ne she nyl seye

Of hire estaat, althogh she sholde deye

He bryngeth hire to Rome, and to his wyf
He yaf hire, and hir yonge sone also, 975
And with the senatour she ladde hir 13f
Thus kan Qure Lady bryngen out of wo
Woful Custance, and many another mo
And longe tyme dwelled she in that place,
In hooly werkes evere, as was hur grace

The senatoures wyf hir aunte was, 981
But for al that she knew hire never the
moore

I wol no lenger tarien 1n this cas,

But to kyng Alla, which I spak of yoore,
That for s wyf wepeth and siketh soore,
I wol retourne, and lete I wol Custance
Under the senatoures governance 987

Kyng Alla, which that hadde his moode”

slayn,

Upon a day fil in swich repentance

That, if I shortly tellen shal and playn,

To Rome he comth to receyven his pen-
ance, 991

And putte hym in the popes ordinance

In heigh and logh, and Jhesu Crist bisoghte

Foryeve his wikked werkes that he
wroghte

The fame anon thurgh Rome toun 1s
born, 995
How Alla kyng shal comen 1n pilgrymage,



By herbergeours that wenten hym biforn,
For which the senatour, as was usage,

Rood hym agayns, and many of his lynage,
As wel to shewen huis heighe magmificence
As to doon any kyng a reverence 1001

Greet cheere dooth this noble senatour
To kyng Alla, and he to hym also,
Evench of hem dooth oother greet honour
And so bifel that 1n a day or two 1005
This senatour 18 to kyng Alla go
To feste, and shortly, if I shal nat lye,
Custances sone wente 1n his compaignye

Som men wolde seyn at requeste of

Custance 1009

This senatour hath lad this child to feeste,

I may nat tellen every circumstance, —

Be as be may, ther was he at the leeste

But sooth 18 this, that at his moodres heeste

Biforn Alla, durynge the metes space,

The child stood, lookynge in the kynges
face 1015

This Alla kyng hath of this cluld greet
wonder, '
And to the senatour he seyde anon,
“Whos 1s that fawre chuld that stondeth

yonder?”’

“I noot,” quod he, “by God, and by semt
John!

A mooder he hath, but fader hath he
noon 1020

That I of woot’’ —and shortly, 12 a
stounde,

He tolde Alla how that thig child was
founde :

“But God woot,” quod this senatour also,

“So vertuous a lyvere in my lyf

Ne saugh I nevere as she, ne herde of
mo, 1025

Of worldly wommen, mayde, ne of wyf

T dar wel seyn hur hadde levere a knyf

Thurghout hir brest, than ben a womman
wikke,

There 18 no man koude brynge hire to that
prikke ”

Now was this child ag lyk unto Custance
As posmble 18 a creature to be 1081
This Alla hath the face 1n remembrance

Of dame Custance, and ther on mused he
If that the childes mooder were aught she
That 18 his wyf, and pryvely he sighte,
And spedde hym fro the table that he
myghte 1036

“Parfay,” thoghte he, “fantome 15 1n myn
heed!

I oghte deme, of skilful juggement,

That 1n the salte see my wyf 13 deed ”

And afterward be made his argument

“What woot I if that Crnst have hyder
ysent 1041

My wyf by see, as wel as he hire sente

To my contree fro thennes that she
wente?”’

And after noon, hoom with the senatour
Goth Alla, for to seen this wonder chaunce
This senatour dooth Alla greet honour, 1046
And bastifly he sente after Custaunce
But trusteth weel, hire histe nat to daunce,
Whan that she wiste wherfore was that
sonde,
Unnethe upon hir feet she myghte stonde

Whan Alla saugh his wyf, fare he hire
grette, 1051
And weep, that 1t was routhe for to see,
For at the firste look he on hire sette,
He knew wel verraily that 1t was she
And she, for sorwe, as doumb stant as a
tree, 1055
So was hir herte shet 1n hir distresse,
Whan she remembred his unkyndenesse

Twyes she swowned 1n his owene sighte,
He weep, and hym excuseth pitously
“Now God,” quod he, “and alle lus
halwes brighte 1060
So wisly on my soule as have mercy,
That of youre harm as giltelees am I
As 18 Maurice my sone, so Iyk youre face,
Elles the feend me fecche out of this place!”

Long was the sobbyng and the batter
peyne, 1065
Er that hir woful hertes myghte cesse,
Greet was the pitee for to heere hem pleyne,
Thurgh whiche plemntes gan hir wo eno
cresse
I pray yow alle my labour to relesse,



I may nat telle hir wo until to-morwe,
T am so wery for to speke of sorwe 1071
But finally, whan that the sothe 18 wist
That Alla giltelees was of hir wo,
I trowe an hundred tymes been they kist,
And swich a bhsse is ther bitwix hem two
That, save the joye that lasteth everemo,
Ther 13 noon lyk that any creature 1077
Hath seyn or shal, whil that the world may
dure

Tho preyde she hir housbonde mekely,
In relef of hir longe, pitous pyne, 1080
That he wolde preye hir fader specially
That of his magestee he wolde enclyne
To vouche sauf som day with hym to dyne
She preyde hym eek he sholde by no weye
Unto hir fader no word of hire seye 1085

Som men wolde seyn how that the child
Maurice

Dooth this message unto this emperour,
But, as I gesse, Alla was nat so nyce
To hym that was of so sovereyn honour
As he that 15 of Cristen folk the flour, 1090
Sente any child, but 1t 1s bet to deeme
He wente hymself, and 0 1t may wel seeme

This emperour hath graunted gentilly
To come to dyner, as he hym bisoughte,
And wel rede I he looked biaily 1005
Upon this child, and on his doghter thoghte
Alla goth to his m, and as hym oghte,
Arrayed for this feste in every wise
As ferforth as his konnyng may suffise

The morwe cam, and Alla gan hym
dresse, 1100
And eek hs wyf, this emperour to meete,
And forth they ryde in joye and m glad-
nesse
And whan she saugh hur fader in the strete,
She hghte doun, and falleth hym to feete
“Fader,” quod she, ‘“youre yonge child
Custance 1105
Is now ful clene out of youre remembrance

I am youre doghter Custance,” quod she,
“That whilom ye han gent unto Surrye
It am I, fader, that in the salte see 1109
‘Was put allone and dampned for to dye

Now, goode fader, mercy I yow crye!

Sende me namoore unto noon hethenesse,

But thonketh my lord heere of his kynde-
nesse ”’

Who kan the pitous joye tellen al
Bitwixe hem thre, syn they been thus
ymette? 1115
But of my tale make an ende I shal,
The day goth faste, I wol no lenger lette
This glade folk to dyner they hem sette,
In joye and bhisse at mete I lete hem

dwelle
A thousand foold wel moore than I kan
telle 1120

This child Maurice was sithen emperour
Maad by the pope, and lyved cristenly,
To Cristes chirche he dide greet honour
But I lete al hus storie passen by,

Of Custance 1s my tale specially 1125

In the olde Romayn geestes may men
fynde

Maurices lyf, I bere 1t noght in mynde

This kyng Alla, whan he his tyme say
With hus Custance, his hooly wvf so sweete,
To Engelond been they come the mghte

way, 1130
Wher as they lyve m joye and 1n quiete
But litel while 1t lagteth, I yow heete,
Joye of this world, for tyme wol nat
abyde,
Fro day to nyght 1t changeth as the tyde

Who lyved euere in swich delit o day 1135
That hym ne moeved outher conscience,
Or 1re, or talent, or som kynnes affray,
Envye, or pride, or passion, or offence?

I ne seye but for this ende this sentence,
That litel while in joye or 1n plesance
Lasteth the bhsse of Alla with Custance

For deeth, that taketh of heigh and logh
hus rente, 1142
Whan passed was a yeer, evene as I gesse,
Out of this world this kyng Alla he hente,
For whom Custance hath ful greet hevy-
nesse 145
Now lat us prayen God his soule blesse!
And dame Custance, finally t~ seye,
Toward the toun of Rome goth hir weye
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To Rome 18 come this hooly creature,
And fyndeth hire freendes hoole and
sounde, 1150
Now 15 she scaped al hire aventure
And whan that she hir fader hath yfounde,
Doun on hir knees falleth she to grounde,
Wepynge for tendrenesse 1n herte blithe,
She heryeth God an hundred thousand
sithe 1155

In vertu and 1 hooly almus-dede

They lyven alle, and nevere asonder wende,

Til deeth departeth hem, this 1yf they lede

And fareth now weel! my tale1s at an ende

Now Jhesu Crist, that of his myght may
sende 1160

Joye after wo, governe us in his grace,

And kepe us alle that been mn this place®
Amen

Heere endeth the tale of the Man of Lawe

THE EPILOGUE OF THE MAN OF LAW’'S TALE

[Owre Hoost upon his stiropes sitood

anon,

And seyde, “Goode men,
everych on!

This was a thnfty tale for the nones! 1165

Sir Pansshe Prest,” quod he, “for Goddes
bones,

Telle us a tale, a8 was thy forward yore

1 se wel that ye lerned men 1 lore

Can moche good, by Goddes dignitee!”

herkeneth

The Parson hem answerde, *“ Benediciie!
What eyleth the man, so synfully to

swere?”’ 1171
Oure Host answerde, “O Jankin, be vye
there?

I smelle a Lollere in the wynd',” quod he
“Now! goode men,” quod éure Hoste,
“herkeneth re,

Abydeth, for Goddes digne passioun, 1175

For we schal han a predicacioun,

Thas Lollere heer wil prechen us somwhat
“Nay, by my fader soule, that schal he

na‘t')!
Seyde the Shipman, ‘“heer schal be nat
preche, 1178

He schal no gospel glosen here ne teche

We lev]fn alle mn the grete God,”” quod
e,

“He wolde sowen som difficulte,

Or springen cokkel in our clene corn

And therfore, Hoost, I warne thee hiforn,

My joly body schal a tale telle, 1185

And T schal elynken you so mery a belle,

That I schal waken al this compaignie

But 1t schal not ben of philosophe,

Ne phislyas, ne termes queinte of lawe

Ther ¢ but litel Latyn in oy mawe!”’] 1186



FRAGMENT III (GROUP D)
THE WIFE OF BATH’S PROLOGUE
The Prologe of the Wyves Tale of Bathe

“Experience, though noon auctorites
Were 1n this world, 18 rght ynogh for me
To speke of wo that 15 In mariage,

For, lordynges, sith I twelve yeer was of

age,
Thonked be God that 18 eterne on lyve, 5
Housbondes at chirche dore I have had
fyve, —
If T 80 ofte myghte have ywedded bee, —
And alle were worthy men in hir degree
But me was toold, certeyn, nat longe

agoon 13,
That sith that Crist ne wente nevere but
onis 10

To weddyng, 1n 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 sharp word for the
nones,

Biside a welle, Jhesus, God and man, 15

Spak 1n repreeve of the Samaritan

‘Thou hast yhad fyve housbondes,” quod
he,

‘And that 1lke man that now hath thee

Is noght thyn housbonde,’ thus seyde he
certeyn

What that he mente therby, I kan nat
seyn, 20

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 1n myn age

Upon this nombre diffinicioun 25

Men may devyne and glosen, up and doun,

But wel I woot, expres, withoute lye,

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 to
me 31

But of no nombre mencion made he,

Of bigamye, or of octogamye,

Why sholde men thanne speke of 1t
vileynye?

Lo, heere the wise kyng, daun Salomon,
I trowe he hadde wyves mo than oon 36
As wolde God 1t were leveful unto me
To be refresshed half so ofte as he!
Which yifte of God hadde he for alle his
wyvys!
No man hath swich that in this world alyve
18 0
God woot, this noble kyng, as to my wit,
The firste nyght had many a myre fit
With ech of hem, so wel was hym on lyve
Yblessed be God that I have wedded fyve'!
Welcome the sixte, whan that evere he
shal 45
For sothe, I wol nat kepe me chaast in al
Whan myn housbonde 1s fro the world
ygon,
Som Cristen man shal wedde me anon,
For thanne, th’apostle seith that I am free
To wedde, a Goddes half, where 1t hiketh
me 50
He serth that to be wedded 1s no synne,
Bet 1s to be wedded than to brynne
‘What rekketh me, thogh folk seye vileynye
Of shrewed Lameth and his bigamye?
I woot wel Abraham was an hooly man,
And Jacob eek, as ferforth as T kan, 56
And ech of hem hadde wyves mo than two,
And many another holy man also
Wher can ye seye, 1n any manere age,
That hye God defended mariage 60
By expres word? I pray yow, telleth me
Or where comanded he virgimtee®
I woot ag wel as ye, 1t 1s no drede,
Th’apostel, whan he speketh of mayden-

hede,
He seyde that precept therof hadde he
noon 85

1 44a-44f

Of whiche I have pyked out the beste,
Bothe of here nether purs and of here cheste
Diverse scoles maken parfyt clerkes

And diverse praetyk in many sondry werkes
Maketh the werkman parfyt sekirly,

Of fyve husbondes scoleryng am I
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Men may conserlle a womman to been oon,

But conseillyng 18 no comandement

He putte 1t 1n oure owene juggement,

For badde God comanded maydenhede,

Thanne hadde he dampned weddyng with
the dede 70

And certes, 1f ther were no seed ysowe,

Virgimtee, thanne wherof sholde it growe?

Poul dorste nat comanden, atte leeste,

A thyng of which s maister yaf noon

heeste
The dart 1s set up for virginitee 75
Cacche whoso may, who renneth best lat
see
But this word is nat taken of every
wight,

But ther as God lust gyve 1t of his myght
I woot wel that th’apostel was a mayde,
But nathelees, thogh that he wroot and

sayde 80
He wolde that every wight were swich as
he,

]
Al nys but conseil to virgimtee
And for to been a wyf he yaf me leve
Of indulgence, so nys 1t no repreve
To wedde me, if that my make dye, 85
Withouten excepeion of bigamiye
Alwereit good no wommanfor to touche, —
He mente as 1n his bed or in Ius couche,
For peril 15 bothe fyr and tow t’assemble
Ye knowe what this ensample may re-
semble 90

This 18 al and som, he heeld virginitee
Moore parfit than weddyng 1n freletee
Freletee clepe I, but if that he and she
Wolde leden al hir Iyf in chastitee

I graunte 1t wel, I have noon envie, 95
Thogh maydenhede preferre bigamye
It bketh hem 1o be clene, body and goost,
Of myn estaat I nyl nat make no boost
For wel ye knowe, a lord 1n lus houshold,
He nath nat every vessel al of gold, 100
Somme been of tree, and doon har lord

servyse

God clepeth folk to hym 1n sondry wyse,
And evench hath of God a propre yifte,
Som this, som that, as hym hketh shifte

Virginitee 18 greet perfeccion, 1056
And continence eek with devocion,
But Crist, that of perfeccion 18 welle,
Bad nat every wight he sholde go selle
Al that he hadde, and gyve 1t to “he poore

And 1n swich wise folwe hym and s foore

He spak to hem that wolde lyve parfitly,

And lordynges, by youre leve, that am
nat I 112

I wol bistowe the flour of al myn sge

In the actes and 1n fruyt of mariage

Telle me also, to what conclusion 114

Were membres maad of generacuion,

And for what profit was a wight ywroght

Trusteth right wel, they were nat maad for
noght

Glose whoso wole, and seye bothe up and
doun,

That they were maked for purgacioun 120

Of uryne, and oure bothe thynges smale

Were eek to knowe a femele from a male,

And for noon oother cause, — sey ye no?

The experience woot wel 1t 1s noght so

So that the clerkes be nat with me wrothe,

I sey this, that they maked ben for bothe,

This 18 to seye, for office, and for ese 127

Of engendrure, ther we nat God displese

Why sholde men elles in hir bookes sette

That man shal yelde to his wyf hire dette?

Now wherwith sholde he make s pae-
ment, 131

If he ne used his sely instrument?

Thanne were they maad upon a creature

To purge uryne, and eek for engendrure

But I seye noght that every wight 1s

holde, 135

That hath swich harneys as I to yow tolde,

To goon and usen hem 1n engendrure

Thanne sholde men take of chastitee no
cure

Crist was a mayde, and shapen as a man,

And many a semt, sith that the world
bigan, 140

Yet lyved they evere mn parfit chastitee

I nyl envye no virgimtee

Lat hem be breed of pured whete-seed,

And lat us wyves hoten barly-breed,

And yet with barly-breed, Mark telle
kan, 145

Oure Lord Jhesu refresshed many a man

In swich estaat as God hath cleped us

I wol persevere, I nam nat precius

In wyfhod I wol use myn instrument

As frely as my Makere hath 1t sent 180

If I be daungerous, God yeve me sorwe!

Myn housbonde shal 1t have bothe eve and
morwe,
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Whan that hym lhist come forth and paye
s dette

An housbonde I wol have, I wol nat lette,

Which shal be bothe my dettour and my
thral, 155

And have his tribulacion withal

Upon his flessh, whil that I am s wyf

I have the power durynge al my lyf

Upon his propre body, and noght he

Raght thus the Apostel tolde 1t unto me,

And bad oure housbondes for to love us
weel 181

Al this sentence me hketh every deel” —

Up stirte the Pardoner, and that anon

“Now, dame,” quod he, “by God and by
semt John!

Ye been a noble prechour 1n this cas 185

I was aboute to wedde a wyf, allas!

‘What sholde I bye 1t on my flessh so deere?

Yet hadde I levere wedde no wyf to-yeere!”’

“ Abyde'” quod she, “my tale 1s nat bi-

gonne 169

Nay, thou shalt drynken of another tonne,

Er that I go, shal savoure wors than ale

And whan that I have toold thee forth my
tale

Of trbulacion m manage,

Of which I am expert 1n al myn age,

This 18 to seyn, myself have been the

whippe, — 175
Than maystow chese wheither thou wolt
sippe

Of thilke tonne that X shal abroche
Be war of 1t, er thou to ny approche,
For I shal telle ensamples mo than ten
‘Whoso that nyl be war by othere men, 180
By hym shul othere men corrected be’
The same wordes writeth Ptholomee,
Rede m his Almageste, and take 1t there
“Dame, I wolde praye yow, if youre wyl
1t were,”
Seyde this Pardoner, “as ye bigan, 185
Telle forth youre tale, spareth for no man,
And teche us yonge men of youre praktike
“Glal.dly,” quod she, “sith 1t may yow
1ke,
But that I praye to al this compaignye,
If that I speke after my fantasye, 190
As taketh not agrief of that I seye,
For myn entente 1s nat but for to pleye
Now, mres, now wol I telle forth my
tale —

As evere moote I drynken wyn or ale,
I shal seye sooth, tho housbondes that I
hadde, 195
As thre of hem were goode, and two were
badde
Tke thre were goode men, 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, par-
dee! 200
As help me God, I laughe whan I thynke
How pitously a-nyght I made hem swynke!
And, by my fey, I tolde of 1t no stoor
They had me yeven hirlond and hir tresoor,
Me neded nat do lenger diligence 205
To wynne hir love, or doon hem reverence
They loved me so wel, by God above,
That I ne tolde no deyntee of ur love!'
A wys womman wol bisye hire evere 1n con
To gete hire love, ther as she hath noon 210
But sith T hadde hem hoolly in myn hond,
And sith they hadde me yeven al hir lond,
What sholde I taken keep hem for to plese,
But 1t were for my profit and myn ese?
I sette hem so a-werke, by my fey, 218
That many a nyght they songen ‘weila-
wey!’
The bacon 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 bhsful was and fawe
To brynge me gaye thynges fro the fayre
They were ful glad whan I spak to hem
faire, 222
For, God 1t woot, I chudde hem spitously
Now herkneth hou I baar me proprely,
Ye wise wyves, that kap understonde 225
Thus shulde 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 1t be whan they hem mysavyse 230
A wys wyf shal, if that she kan hir good,
Bere hym on honde that the cow 18 wood,
And take witnesse of hir owene mayde
Of lur assent, but herkneth how I sayde
‘Sire olde kaynard, 1s this thyn array?
Why 18 my neighebores wyf so gay? 236
She 18 honoured over al ther she gooth,
I sitte at hoom, I have no thnfty clooth
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What dostow at my neighebores hous? FTII we be fast, and thanne we wol hem
Is she so fair? artow so amorous? 240 shewe, —

What rowne ye with oure mayde? Bene- | Wel may that be a proverbe of a shrewet

dreate!
Sire olde lecchour, lat thy japes be!
And if T have a gossib or a freend,
Withouten gilt, thou chudest as a feend,
If that I walke or pleye unto s hous! 245
Thou comest hoom as dronken as a mous,
And prechest on thy bench, with yvel preef!
Thou seist, to me 1t 18 a greet meschief
To wedde a povre womman, for costage,
And if that she be riche, of heigh parage,
Thanne seistow that it 15 a tormentrie 251
To soffre hire pride and hire malencohe
And if that she be fair, thou verray knave,
Thou seyst that every holour wol hire have,
She may no while 1n chastitee abyde, 255
That 1s assailled upon ech a syde
Thou seyst som folk deswren us for
richesse,
Somme for oure shap, and scmme for oure
falrnesse,
And som for she kan outher synge or
daunce, 259
And som for gentillesse and daliaunce,
Som for hir handes and hir armes smale
Thus goth al to the devel, by thy tale
Thou seyst men may nat kepe o castel wal,
It may so longe assailled been over al
And if that she be foul, thou sest that
she 265
Covetteth every man that she may se,
For as a spaynel she wol on hym lepe,
Tl that she fynde som man hire to chepe
Ne noon 80 grey goos gooth ther in the lake
Ag, seistow, wol been withoute make 270
And seyst 1t 18 an hard thyng for to welde
A thyng that no man wole, hs thankes,

helde
Thus seistow, lorel, whan thow goost 1o
bedde, 273

And that no wys man nedeth for to wedde,
Ne no man that entendeth unto hevene
With wilde thonder-dynt and firy levene
Moote thy welked nekke be tobroke!
Thow seyst that droppyng houges, and
eek smoke,
And chudyng wyves maken men to flee
Out of hir owene hous, a' benedicitee! 280
W%;t eyleth swich an old man for to chade?
ow seyst we wyves wol oure vices hide

Thou seist that oxen, asses, hors, and
houndes, 285
They been assayed at diverse stoundes,
Bacyns, lavours, er that men hem bye,
Spoones and stooles, and al swich hos
bondrye,
And so been pottes, clothes, and array,
But folk of wyves maken noon assay, 290
Til they be wedded, olde dotard shrewe!
And thanne, seistow, we wol oure vices
ghewe
Thou sest also that 1t displeseth me
But if that thou wolt preyse my beautee,
And but thou poure alwey upon my face
And clepe me “faire dame’’ 1 every place
And but thou make a feeste on thlke
day 297
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 his allyes, —
Thus seistow, olde barel-ful of Iyes! g0z
And yet of oure apprentice Janekyn,
For his crispe heer, shynynge as gold so

fyn,

And for he squereth me bothe up and
doun, 305

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 thy cheste awey fro me?

It 18 my good as wel as thyn, pardee! 310

‘What, wenestow make an ydiot of oure
dame?

Now by that lord that called 1s Semnt Jame,

Thou shalt nat bothe, thogh thou were
wood,

Be mayster of my body and of my good;

That oon thou shalt forgo, maugree thyne
yen 315

What helpith 1t of me to enquere or spyen®

I trowe thou woldest loke me 1n thy chuste’

Thou %soldest seye, “Wyf, go wher thee

te,
Task youre disport, I wol nat leve no talys
I knowe yow for a trewe wyf, dame Alys "
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We love no man that taketh kep or

charge 321
Wher that we goon, we wol ben at oure
large

Of alle men yblessed moot he be,

The wise astrologien, Daun Ptholome,

That seitth this proverbe 1n s Alma-
geste 325

“Of alle men his wysdom 1s 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? 330

For, certeyn, olde dotard, by youre leve,

Ye shul have queynte nght ynogh at eve

He 18 to greet a nygard that wolde werne

A man to highte a candle at his lanterne,

He shal have never the lasse hight, pardee

Have thou ynogh, thee thar nat pleyne
thee 336

Thou seyst also, that if we make us gay

‘With clothyng, and with precious array,

Than 1t 18 peril of oure chastitee,

And yet, with sorwe! thou most enforce

thee, 340
And seye thise wordes in the Apostles
name

“1In halit 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, 346
I wol nat wirche as muchel as a gnat
Thou seydest this, that I was lyk a cat,
For whoso wolde senge a cattes skyn,
Thanne wolde the cat wel dwellen 1n his
in, 350
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 18 to seye, f I be gay, sire shrewe, 355
I wol renne out, my borel for to shewe
Sire olde fool, what helpeth thee to
spyen?
Thogh thou preye Argus with his hundred
yen
‘To be my warde-cors, as he kan best,
In feith, he shal nat kepe me but me
lest, a0

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 may endure the ferthe
O leeve sire shrewe, Jhesu shorte thy
Iyf! 385
Yet prechestow and seyst an hateful wyf
Yrekened 1s 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? 370
Thou hiknest eekk wommenes love to helle,
To bareyne lond, ther water may nat
dwelle
Thou hiknest 1t also to wilde fyr,
The moore 1t brenneth, the moore 1t hath
desir
To consume every thyng that brent wole
be 375
Thou seyest, right as wormes shende a tree,
Raght so a wyf destroyeth hire housbonde,
This knowe they that been to wyves
bonde ’
Lordynges, nght thus, as ye have under-
stonde,
Baar I stifly myne olde bousbondes on
honde 380
That thus they seyden in hir dronkenesse,
And al was fals, but that I took witnesse
On Janekyn, and on my nece also
O Lord! the peyne I dide hem and the wo,
Ful giltelees, by Goddes sweete pyne! 385
For as an hors I koude byte and whyne
I koude pleyne, and yit was m the gt,
Or elles often tyme hadde I been spilt
‘Whoso that first to mille comth, first grynt,
I pleyned first, so was oure werre ystynt
They were ful glade to excuse hem blyve
Of ihyng of which they nevere aglte hir
Iyve 392
Of wenches wolde I beren hym on honde,
Whan that for syk unnethes myghte he
stonde
Yet tikled 1t Ins herte, for that he 305
Wende that I hadde of hym so greet
chiertee!
I swoor that al my walkynge out by nyghte
‘Was for t’espye wenches that he dighte,
Under that colour hadde I many a myrthe
For al swich wit 18 yeven us 1 oure byrthe,
Decette, wepyng, spynnyng God hath yive
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To wommen kyndely, whil that they may
yve 402
And thus of o thyng I avaunte me,
Atte ende I hadde the bettre 1o ech degree,
By sleighte, or force, or by som maner
thyng, 405
As by contmueel murmur or grucchyng
Namely abedde hadden they meschaunce
Ther wolde I chide, and do hem no ples-
aunce,
I wolde no lenger in the bed abyde,
If that I felte his arm over my syde, 410
Tu he had maad his raunson unto me,
Thanne wolde I suffre hym do his nycetee
And therfore every man this tale I telle,
‘Wynne whoso may, for al 1s for to selle,
With empty hand men may none haukes

lure 415
For wynnyng wolde I al his lust endure,
And make me a feyned appetit,

And yet 1n bacon hadde I nevere delit,
That made me that evere I wolde hem

chide

For thogh the pope hadde seten hem b~
side, 420

I wolde nat spare hem at hir owene
bord,

For, by my trouthe, I quitte hem word for
word

As helpe me verray God omnipotent,

Though I night now sholde make my testa-
ment,

I ne owe hem nat a word that 1t nys quit

I broghte 1t so aboute by my wit 426

That they moste yeve 1t up, as for the
beste,

Or elles hadde we nevere been 1n reste

For thogh he looked as a wood leon,

Yet sholde he faille of his conclusion 430

Thanne wolde I seye, ‘Goode hef, taak

keep

How mekely looketh Wilkyn, oure sheep!

Com neer, my spouse, lat me ba thy cheke!

Ye sholde been al pacient and meke,

And han a sweete spiced conscience, 435

Sith ye so preche of Jobes pacience

Suffreth alwey, syn ye so wel kan preche,

And but ye do, certen we shal yow teche

That 1t 18 fair to have a wyf m pees

Oon of us two moste bowen, doutelees,

And stth a man 1s moore resonable 441

Than worman 18, ye moste been suffrable

What eyleth yow to grucche thus and
grone?

Is 1t for ye wolde have my queynte allone?

Wy, taak 1t al! lo, have 1t every deel! 445

Peter! I shrewe yow, but ye love 1t weel,

For if I wolde selle my bele chose,

I koude walke as fressh as 1s a rose,

But I wol kepe 1t for youre owene tooth

Ye be to blame, by God! I sey jow

sooth ’ 450
Swiche manere wordes hadde we on
honde

Nowwol I speken of my fourthe housbonde
My fourthe housbonde was a revelour,
This 18 to seyn, he hadde a paramour,
And I was yong and ful of ragerye, 455
Stibourn and strong, and joly as a pye
How koude I daunce to an harpe smale,
And synge, ywis, as any nyghtyngale,
Whan I had dronke a draughte of sweete
wyn!
Metellus, the foule cher], the swyn, 460
That with a staf birafte his wyf hir Iyf,
For she drank wyn, thogh Y hadde been his

wyi,

He sholde nat han daunted me fro drynke!
And after wyn on Venus moste I thynke,
For al so siker as cold engendreth hayl, 465
A likerous mouth moste han a Iikerous tayl
In wommen vinolent is no defence, —
This knowen lecchours by experience

But, Lord Cnst! whan that 1t remem-

breth me

Upon my yowthe, and on my jolitee,
It tikleth me aboute myn herte roote
Unto this day 1t dooth myn herte boote
That I bave had my world a5 in my tyme
But age, allag! that al wole envenyrme,
Hath me biraft my beautee and my pith
Lat go, farewel! the devel go therwith! 478
The flour 1s goon, ther 18 namoore to telle,
The bren, as I best kan, now moste I selle,
But yet to be nght myrie wol I fonde
Now wol I tellen of my fourthe housbonde

I seye, I hadde 1in herte greet despit 481
That he of any oother had delt
But he was quit, by God and by Seint Joce!
I made hym of the same wode a croce;
Nat of my body, 1n no foul manere, 485
But certeinly, I made folk swich cheere
That m his owene grece I made hym frye
For angre, and for verray jalousye 488

470
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By God' in erthe I was hus purgatore,
For which I hope his soule be 1n glorie
For, God 1t woot, be 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, 495
And hth ygrave under the roode beem,
Al 18 his tombe noght so curyus
As was the sepulere of hym Daryus,
Which that Appelles wroghte subtilly,
It nys but wast to burye hym preciously
Lat hym fare wel, God yeve his soul
reste! 501
He 1s now 1n his grave and mn lis cheste
Now of my fifthe housbonde wol I telle
God lete his soule nevere come 1n helle!
And yet was he to me the mooste shrewe,
That feele I on my ribbes al by rewe, 508
And evere shal unto myn endyng day
But 1n oure bed he was so fressh and gay,
And therwithal so wel koude he me glose,
Whan that he wolde han my bele chose, 510
That thogh he hadde me bete on every bon,
He koude wynne agayn my love anon
I trowe I loved hym best, for that he
Was of his love daungerous to me
We woramen han, if that I shal nat lye,

In this matere a queynte fantasye, 516
Wayte what thyng we may nat hghtly
have,

Therafter wol we crie al day and crave
Forbede us thyng, and that desiren we,
Preesse on us faste, and thanne wol we
fle 520
With daunger oute we al oure chaffare,
Greet prees at market maketh deere ware,
And to greet cheep 18 holde at hitel prys
This knoweth every womman that 1s wys
My fifthe housbonde, God lis soule
blesse! 525
Which that I took for love, and no richesse,
He som tyme was a clerk of Oxzenford,
And hadde left scole, and wente at hom to
bord 528
With my gossib, dwellynge 1n oure toun,
God have hir soule! hir name was Alisoun
She knew myn herte, and eek my privetee,
Bet than oure pamsshe preest, so moot I
thee!
To hire brwreyed I my consell al

For hadde myn housbonde pissed on a wal,

Or doon a thyng that sholde han cost hus
Lyf, 535

To hire, 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 1t woot,

That made his face ful often reed and hoot

For verray shame, and blamed hymself for
he 541

Had toold to me so greet a pryvetee

And so bifel that ones 1n a Lente —
So often tymes I to my gossyb wente,

For evere yet I loved to be gay, 545
And for to walke in March, Avenll, 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 Londoun al that
Lente, 550

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 556

To vigihies 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, 860

Upon my perl, frete hem never a deel,

And wostow why? for they were used weel

Now wol I tellen forth what happed me

I seye that 1n the feeldes walked we,

T.1 trewely we hadde swich dalhance, 565

Ths clerk and I, that of my purveiance

I spak to hym and seyde hym how that

he,
If I were wydwe, sholde wedde me
For certenly, I sey for no bobance,
Yet was I nevere withouten purveiance
Of marnage, n’of othere thynges eek 571
I holde a mouses herte nat worth a leek
That hath but oon hole for to sterte to,
And if that faille, thanne 1s al ydo
Ibar bym onhonde he hadde enchanted
me, — 575
My dame taughte me that soutiltee
And eek I seyde I mette of hym al nyght,
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He wolde ban slayn me ag I lay upnight,
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 581
And al was fals, I dremed of 1t right naught,
But as I folwed ay my dames loore,
As wel of this as of othere thynges moore
But now, swre, lat me se, what I shal
seyn? 585
A ha! by God, I bave my tale ageyn
Whan that my fourthe housbonde was
on beere,
1 weep algate, and made sory cheere,
As wyves mooten, for 1t 1s usage,
And with my coverchief covered my
visage 580
But for that I was purveyed of a make,
T wepte but smal, and that I undertake
To chirche was myn housbonde born

a~-morwe
With neighebores, that for hym maden
sorwe, 594

And Jankyn, 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 597

Of legges and of feet so clene and faire

That al myn herte I yaf unto his hoold

He was, 1 trowe, a twenty wynter oold,

And I was fourty, if I shal seye sooth,

But yet I hadde alwey a coltes tooth

Gat-tothed I was, and that bicam me weel,

T hadde the prente of seinte Venus seel

As help me God! I was a lusty oon, 605

And faire, and riche, and yong, and wel
bigon,

And trewely, as myne housbondes tolde
me,

1 hadde the beste quoniam myghte be

For certes, I am al Venerien

In feelynge, and myn herte 18 Marcien 610

Venus me yaf my lust, my Iikerousnesse,

And Mars yaf me my sturdy hardynesse,

Myn ascendent was Taur, and Mars ther-
mne

Allas! allag! that evere love was synne!

I folwed ay myn 1nchnacioun 615

By vertu of my constellacioun,

Fhat made me I koude noght withdrawe

My chambre of Venus from s good felawe

Yetvhave I Martes mark upon my face,

And also mn another privee place 620
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 what,
I took no kep, so that he ithed me, 625
How poore he was, ne eck of what de-
gree
What sholde I seye? but, at the monthes
ende,
Thas joly clerk, Jankyn, that was so hende,
Hath wedded me wilh greet solempnytee,
And to hym yaf I al the lond and fee 630
That evere was me yeven therLifoore
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, 635
That of the strook myn ere wax al deef
Stibourn I was as 1s 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 1t
sworn, 640
For which he often tymes wolde preche,
And me of olde Romayn geestes teche,
How he Symphecius Gallus lefte his wyf,
And hire forsook for terme of al hs lyf,
Noght but for open-heveded he hir say 645
Lookynge out at his dore upon a day
Another Romayn tolde he me by name,
That, for his wyf was at a someres game
Withouten hig wityng, he forsook hire eke
And thanne wolde he upon his Bible seke
That ilke proverbe of Ecclesiaste 851
Where he comandeth, and forbedeth faste,
Man shal nat suffre hus wyf goroule aboute
Thanne wolde he seye right thus, with
outen doute
‘Whoso that buyldeth his hous al of

salwes, 855
And prnketh 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 n’of his olde sawe, 660
Ne I wolde nat of hym corrected be

I hate hym that iy vices telleth me,
And so doo mo, God woot, of us than I
This made hym with me wood al outrely,
I nolde ngght foxbere hym 10 no cas  ¢as
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Now wol I seye yow sooth, by semt

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, 670

He cleped 1t Valerie and Theofraste,

At which book he lough alwey ful faste

And eek ther was somtyme a clerk at
Rome,

A cardinal, that hghte Seint Jerome,

That made a book agayn Joviman, 875

In which book eek ther was Tertulan,

Crnsippus, Trotula, and Helowys,

That was abbesse nat fer fro Parys,

And eek the Parables of Salomon,

Owides Art, and bookes many on, 680

And alle thise were bounden 1n 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, 685

He knew of hem mo legendes and lyves

Than been of goode wyves 1n the Bible

For trusteth wel, 1t 1s an 1mpossible

That any clerk wol speke good of wyves,

But if 1t be of hooly seintes lyves, 690

Ne of noon oother womman never the mo

‘Who peyntede the leon, tel me who?

By God! if wommen hadde wniten stores,

As clerkes ban withinne hire oratones,

They wolde han writen of men moore wik-
kednesse 695

Than al the mark of Adam may redresse

The children of Mercurie and of Venus

Been i hir wirkyng ful contranus,

Mercurte loveth wysdam and science,

And Venus loveth ryot and dispence 700

And, for hire diverse disposicioun,

Ech falleth in otheres exaltacioun

And thus, God woot, Mercure 18 desolat

In Pisces, wher Venus 1s exaltat,

And Venus falleth ther Mercure 1s reysed

Therfore no womman of no clerk 1s

preysed 706
The clerk, whan he 18 oold, and may noght
do

Of Venus werkes worth lus olde sho,

Thanne sit he doun, and w1t 1n us dotage

That wommen kan nat kepe hir marage!
But now to purpos, why I tolde thee 71.

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 hur wikkednesse 715
Was al mankynde broght to wrecchednesse,
For which that Jhesu Crist hymself was
slayn,
That boghte us with his herte blood agayn
Lo, heere expres of wornman ruay ye fynde,
That womman was the los of al mankynde
Tho redde he me how Sampson loste his

heres 721
Slepynge, his lemman kitte 1t with hir
sheres,
Thurgh which treson loste he bothe his
yen
Tho redde he me, if that I shal nat lyen,
Of Hercules and of hug Dianyre, 725

That eaused hym to sette hymself afyre
No thyng forgat he the care and the wo
That Socrates hadde with his wyves two,
How Xantippa caste pisse upon his heed
This sely man sat stille as he were deed,
He wiped his heed, namoore dorste he

seyn, 731

But ‘BEr that thonder stynte, comth a
reyn!’

Of Phasipha, that was the queene of
Crete,

For shrewednesse, hym thoughte the tale
swete,

Fy! spek namoore — 1t 18 8 grisly thyng —
Of lure horrible lust and hir ikyng 788
Of Clitermystra, for hire lecherye,
That falsly made hire housbonde for to
dye,
He redde 1t wath ful good devacioun
He tolde me eek for what occasioun 740
Amphiorax at Thebes loste his lyf
Myn housbonde hadde 2 legende of his

wyi,
Eriphilem, that for an ouche of gold
Hath pnively unto the Grekes told
‘Wher that hir housbonde lidde hym mn a
place, 745
For which he hadde at Thebes sory grace
Of Lyvia tolde he me, and of Lucye
They bothe made hur housbondes for to
dye, 748
That oon for love, that oother was for hate
Lyvia hir housbonde, on an even late,
Empoysoned hath, for that she was lus fo,
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Lueia, hikerous, loved hire housbonde so
That, for he sholde alwey upon hire thynke,
She yaf hym swich a manere love-drynke
That he was deed er 1t were by the morwe,
And thus algates housbondes han sorwe
Thanne tolde he me how oon Latumyus
Compleyned unto lus felawe Armus 758
That 1n his gardyn growed swich a tree
On which he seyde how that his wyves thre
Hanged hemself for herte despitus 761
‘O leeve brother,” quod this Arrus,
‘Yif me a plante of thilke blissed tree,
And i my gardyn planted shal 1t bee ’
Of latter date, of wyves hathhered 785
That somme han slayn hir housbondes
har bed,
And lete hir lecchour dighte hure al the
nyght,
Whan that the corps lay 1 the floor up-
night
And somme han dryve nayles i hir brayn,
Whil that they slepte, and thus they han
hem slayn 770
Somme han bem yeve poysoun m hire
drynke
He spak moore harm than herte may bi-
thynke,
And therwithal he knew of mo proverbes
Than m this world ther growen gras or
herbes
‘Bet1s,’ quod he, ‘thyn habitacioun
Be with a leon or a foul dragoun,
Than with a womman usynge for to
chyde’
‘Bet 18,” quod he, ‘hye 1n the roof abyde,
Than with an angry wyf doun 1n the hous,
They been so wikked and contranous, 780
They haten that hir housbondes loven ay ’
He seyde, & ‘womman cast hir shame
away,
Whan she cast of hir smok,’
forthermo,
‘A fair womman, but she be chaast also,
Is lyk a gold ryng 1n a sowes nose’ 785
‘Who wolde wene, or who wolde suppose,
The wo that 1 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 790
Out of his book, right as he radde, and eke
I with my fest 50 took hym on the cheke
That m oure fyr he fil bakward adoun

775

and

And he up stirte as dooth a wood leoun,
And with his fest he smoot me on the
heed, 795
That 1 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, 800
‘And for my land thus hastow mordred
me?

Er I be deed, yet wol I kisse thee’
And neer he cam, and kneled fawre

adoun,

And seyde, ‘Deere suster Alisoun,

As belp me God! I shal thee nevere
smyte 805

That I have doon, 1t 1s thyself to wyte

Foryeve 1t 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’ 810

But atte laste, with muchel care and wo,

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 hus tonge, and of lus hond also,

And made hym brenne his book anon
right tho 816

And whan that T hadde geten unto me,

By maistrie, al the soveraynetee,

And that he seyde, ‘Myn owene trewe

wyi,
Do as thee lust the terme of al thy lyf,
Keep thyn honour, and keep eek myn
estaat’ — 821
After that day we hadden never debaat
God helpe me so, I was to hym as kynde
As any wyf from Denmark unto Ynde,
And also trewe, and 5o was he to me 825
I prey to God, that sit 1n magestee,
So blesse hus soule for hus 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

ths,
“Now dame,” quod he, ‘“so have I joye
or bhs, 830

This 18 a long preamble of & talel”
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And whan the Somonour herde the Frere

gale,
“Lo,” quod the Somonour, “Goddes
armes two!

A frere wol entremette hym everemo
Lo, goode men, a flye and eek a frere 835
Wol falle 1n every dyssh and eek mateere
What spekestow of preambulacioun?
What! amble, or trotte, or pees, or go st
doun!
Thou lettest oure disport mn this manere
“Ye, woltow so, sire Somonour?” quod
the Frere, 840
““Now, by my feth, I shal, er that I go,
Telle of 2 somonour swich a tale or two,
That alle the folk shal laughen in thig
place ”
“Now elles, Frere, I bishrewe thy face,”

Quod this Somonour, “and I bishrewe
me, 845
But 1if 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 1s gon ”’
Oure Hooste cride ‘“Pees! and that

anon!”’ 850
And seyde, “Lat the womman telle hire
tale

Ye fare as folk that dronken ben of ale
Do, dame, telle forth youre tale, and that
18 best
“ Al redy, sire,’”’ quod she, “night as yow
lest,
If I have licence of this worthy Frere ”’ 855
“Yis, dame,” quod he, “tel forth, and
T wol heere ”’

Heere endeth the Wyf of Bathe hir Prologe.

THE WIFE OF BATH'S TALE
Heere bigynneth the Tale of the Wyf of Bathe

In th’olde dayes of the Kyng Arthour,
Of which that Britons speken greet honour,
Al was thus land fulfild of fayerye 859
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 .he grete charitee and prayeres

Of lymytours and othere hooly freres, 866

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

For ther as wont to walken was an elf,

Ther walketh now the lymytour hymself

In undermeles and 1n morwenynges, 875

And seyth s matyns and hs hooly
thynges

As he gooth 1n his lymytacioun

Wommen may go now saufly up and doun

870

In every bussh or under every tree,
Ther 1s noon oother incubus but he, %80
And he ne wol doon hem but dishonour
And so bifel 1t that this kyng Arthour
Hadde 1n his hous a lusty bacheler,
That on a day cam ridynge fro ryver,
And happed that, allone as she was
born, 885
He saugh a mayde walkynge hym biforn,
Of which mayde anon, maugree hir heed,
By verray force, he rafte hire maydenhed,
For which oppressioun was swich clamour
And swich pursute unto the kyng Arthour,
That dampned was this knyght for to be

deed, 891
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, 805

Tl be hus lyf hym graunted 1n the place,

And yaf hym to the queene, al at hir wille,

To chese wheither she wolde hym save or
spille
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The queene thanketh the kyng with al
hir myght,

And after this thus spak she to the

knyght, 900

‘Whan that she saugh hir tyme, upon a day

“Thou standest yet,” quod she, “1n swich

array
That of thy Iyf yet hastow no suretee
I grante thee lyf, if thou kanst tellen me
What thyng 1s 1t that wommen moost

desiren 905
Be war, and keep thy nekke-boon from
wen!

And if thou kanst nat tellen 1t anon,
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, 910
Axnd suretee wol I han, er that thou pace,
Thy body for to yelden in this place ”’
Wo was this knyght, and sorwefully he
stketh,
But what! he may nat do al as hym hiketh
And at the laste he chees hym for to
wende, 915
And come agayn, night at the yeres ende,
With swich answere as God wolde hym
purveye,
And taketh hls leve, and wendeth forth
his weye
He seketh every hous and every place
‘Where a8 he hopeth for to fynde grace, 920
To lerne what thyng wommen loven moost,
But he ne koude arryven 1n no coost
Wher as he myghte fynde in this mateere
Two creatures accordynge m-feere
Somme seyde wommen loven best
richesse, 925
Somme seyde honour, somme seyde joly-
nesse,
Somme riche array, somme seyden lust
abedde,
And oftetyme to be wydwe and wedde
Somme seyde that oure hertes been moost
esed 929
‘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
¢“Andgomme seyen that we loven best 985
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 no thyng
nyce
For trewely ther 1s noon of us alle,
If any wight wol clawe us on the galle, 940
That we nel kike, for he setth us sooth
Assay, and he shal tynde 1t that so dooth,
For, be we never so viaous withinne,
We wol been holden wise and clene of
synne
And somme seyn that greet dehit han
we 945
For to been holden stable, and eek secree,
And 1n o purpos stedetastly to dwelle,
And nat biwreye thyng that men us telle
But that tale 1s nat worth a rake-stele
Pardes, we wommen konne no thyng
hele, 950
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, 955
Ful subtilly from every mannes sighte,
That, save his wyf, ther wiste of 1t namo
He loved hire moost, and trusted hire also,
He preyede hire that to no creature
She sholde tellen of hus disfigure 960
She swoor him, “Nay,” for al this
world to wynne,
She nolde do that vileynye or synne,
To make hir housbonde han so foul 2 name
She nolde nat telle 1t for hir owene shame
But nathelees, hir thoughte that she
dyde, 965
That she so longe sholde a consell hyde,
Hir thoughte 1t swal so soore aboute hir
herte
That vedely som word hire moste asterte,
And sith she dorste telle 1t to no man,
Doun to a mareys fagte by she ran — 970
Tl she cam there, hir herte was a-{yre —
And as 2 bitore bombleth 1n the mvre,
She leyde hir mouth unto the water doun
“Biwreye me nat, thou water, with thy
soun,’
Quod she, “to thee I telle 1t and namo, $75
Myn housbonde hath longe asses erys two!
Now 18 myn herte al hool, now 1s 1t oute
I myghte no lenger kepe 1t, out of doute ”
Heere may ye se, thogh we & tyme abyde,
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Yet out 1t moot, we kan mno consel
hyde 980

The remenant of the tale if ye wol heere,

Redeth Ovyde, and ther ye may 1t leere

This knyght, of which my tale 1s

speaally,

Whan that he saugh he myghte nat come
therby,

This 18 to seye, what wommen love moost,

Withinne his brest ful sorweful was the
goost 986

But hoom he gooth, he myghte nat so-
journe,

The day was come that homward moste
ke tourne

And 1n lus wey 1t happed hym to ryde,

In al hus 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 cam fully there, 995

Vanysshed was this daunce, he nyste where

No creature saugh he that bar Iyf,

Save on the grene he saugh sittynge a

990

A fouler wight ther may no man devyse

Agayn the knyght this olde wyf gan
ryse, 1000

And seyde, “Sire knyght, heer forth ne
Iith no wey

Tel me what that ye seken, by youre fey!

Paraventure 1t may the bettre be,

Thuse olde folk kan muchel thyng,” quod

she
“My leeve mooder,” quod this knyght,
“certeyn 1005

I nam but deed, but if that I kan seyn
What thyng 1t 1s that wommen moost
desire
Koude ye me wisse, I wolde wel quite
youre hure
“Phght me thy trouthe heere mn myn
hand,” quod she,
“The nexte thyng that I requere thee, 1010
Thou shalt 1t do, 1f 1t lye m thy myght,
And T wol telle 1t yow er 1t be nyght ”
“Have heer my trouthe,” quod the
knyght, “I grante ”
“Thanne,” quod she, “I dar me wel
avante

Thy lIyf 18 sauf, for I wol stonde therby,
Upon my lyf, the queene wol seye as I 1016
Lat se which 1s the proudeste of hem alle,
That wereth on a coverchief or a calle,
That dar seye nay of that I shal thee teche
Lat us go forth, withouten lenger speche *
Tho rowned she a pistel 0 hus ere, 1021
And bad hym to be glad, and have no fere
Whan they be comen to the court, this

knyght
Seyde he had holde his day, as he hadde
hight, 1024

And redy was his answers, as he sayde

Ful many a noble wyf, and many a mayde,

And many a wydwe, for that they been
wise,

The queene hirself sittynge as a justise,

Assembled been, his answere for to heere;

And afterward this knyght was bode
appeere 1030

To every wight comanded was silence,

And that the knyght sholde telle 1n audi-
ence

What thyng that worldly wommen loven
best

This knyght ne stood nat stille as doth a
best,

But to his questioun anon answerde 1035

With manly voys, that al the court i1t
herde

“My lge lady, generally,” quod he,

“Wommen demiren have sovereynetee

As wel over hir housbond as hir love,

And for to been in mastrie hym above

This 18 youre mooste desir, thogh ye me

klle 1041
Dooth as yow hst, I am heer at youre
wille ’

In al the court ne was ther wyf, ne mayde,
Ne wydwe, that contraried that he sayde,
But seyden he was worthy han his Iyf 1045
And with that word up stirte the olde wyf,
Whach that the knyght saugh sittynge on
the grene,
“Merey,” quod she, “my sovereyn lady
queene!
Er that youre court departe, do me right
I taughte this answere unto the knyght,
For which he phghte me hs trouthe
there, 1051
The firste thyng that I wolde hym requere,
He wolde 1t do, if 1t lay m his myght
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Bifore the court thanne preye I thee, air
knyght,”
Quod she, “that thou me take unto thy
, 1055
For wel thou woost that I have kept thy
Iyt
It I seye fals, sey nay, upon thy fey!”
This knyght answerde, ‘“Allas! and
weylawey!
I woot right wel that swich was my biheste
For Goddes love, ag chees a newe re-
queste! 1080
Taak al my good, and lat my body go ”
‘““Nay, thanne,” quod she, “I shrewe us
bothe two!
For thogh that I be foul, and oold, and
poore,
I nolde for al the metal, ne for oore,
That under erthe 1s grave, or hith above,
But if thy wyf I were, and eek thy

love ” 1066
“My love?” quod he, “nay, my damp-
nacioun'

Allas! that any of my nactoun

Sholde evere so foule disparaged be!”

But al for noght, the ende 1s this, that
he 1070

Constreyned was, he nedes moste hire
wedde,

And taketh his olde wyf, and gooth to
bedde

Now wolden som men seye, paraventure,

That for my nechgence I do no cure 1074

To tellen yow the joye and al th’array

That at the feeste was that ilke day

To which thyng shortly answeren I shal

I seye ther nas no joye ne feeste at al,

Ther nas but hevynesse and muche sorwe

For prively he wedded hire on a morwe,

And al day after idde hym as an owle, 1081

So wo was hym, hus wyf looked so foule

Greet was the wo the knyght hadde in

s thoght,

Whan he was with hus wyf abedde ybroght,

He walweth and he turneth to and fro 1085

His olde wyf lay smylynge everemo,

And seyde, “O deere housbonde, bene-
ducitee!

Fareth every knyght thus with s wyf
as ye?

Is this the lawe of kyng Arthures hous?

Is every knyght of his so dangerous? 1000

I am youre owene love and eek youre wyf,
I am she which that saved hath youre

Iyf,
And, certes, yet ne dide I yow nevere un-
nght,
Why fare ye thus with me tlus firste nyght?
Ye faren Iyk a man had lost his wit 1095
What 18 my git? For Goddes love, tel
me 1t;
And 1t shal been amended, if I may ”
“Amended?”’ quod this knyght, “allas!
nay, nay!
It wol nat been amended nevere mo
Thou art so loothly, and so oold also, 1100
And therto comen of so lough a kynde,
That hitel wonder 15 thogh I walwe and
wynde
So wolde God myn herte wolde breste!”
“Is this,” quod she, “‘the cause of youre

unreste?”’
“Ye, certeinly,” quod he, ‘“no wonder
18” 1108
“Now, sire,” quod she, “‘I koude amende
al this,

If that me hste, er it were dayes thre,
So wel ye myghte bere yow unto me
But, for ye speken of swich gentillesse
Ag 18 descended out of old richesse, 1110
That therfore sholden ye be gentil men,
Swich arrogance 18 nat worth an hen
Looke who that 13 moost vertuous alway,
Pryvee and apert, and moost entendeth ay
To do the gentil dedes that he kan, 1115
Taak hym for the grettest gentil man
Cnist wole we clayme of hym oure gen-
tillesse,
Nat of oure eldres for hire old richesse
For thogh they yeve us al hir herttage,
For which we clayme to been of heigh
parage, 1120
Yet may they nat biquethe, for no thyng,
To noon. of us hir vertuous lyvyng,
That made hem gentil men ycalled be,
And bad us folwen hem m swich degree
Wel kan the wise poete of Florence, 1125
That laghte Dant, speken 1 this sentence
Lo, 1 swich maner rym 18 Dantes tale
‘Ful selde up niseth by hus branches smale
Prowesse of man, for God, of hus goodnesse,
Wole that of hym we clayme oure gental-
lesse’, 1130
For of oure eldres may we no thyng clayme
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But temporel thyng, that man may hurte
and mayme
Eek every wight woot this as wel as I,
If gentiilesse were planted natureelly
Unto a certeyn lynage doun the lyne, 1135
Pryvee and apert, thanne wolde they
nevere fyne
To doon of gentillesse the faire office,
They myghte do no vileynye or vice
Taak fyr, and ber 1t In the derkeste hous
Bitwix this and the mount of Kaukasous,
And lat men shette the dores and go
thenne, 1141
Yet wole the fyr as fawre lye and brenne
As twenty thousand men myghte 1t bi-
holde,
His office natureel ay wol 1t holde,
Up peril of my lyf, tal that 1t dye 1148
Heere may ye se wel how that genterye
Is nat annexed to possessioun,
Sith folk ne doon hir operacioun
Alwey, as dooth the fyr, lo, i his kynde
For, God 1t woot, men may wel often
fynde 1150
A lordes sone do shame and vileynye,
And he that wole han pris of hus gentrye,
For he was boren of a gentil hous,
And hadde Ius eldres noble and vertuous,
And nel hymselven do no gentil dedis, 1155
Ne folwen his gentil auncestre that deed 1s,
He nys nat gentil, be he due or erl,
For vileyns synful dedes make a cherl
For gentillesse nys but renomee
Of thyne auncestres, for hire hegh
bountee, 1160
Whach 13 a strange thyng to thy persone
Thy gentillesse eometh fro God allone
Thanne comth oure verray gentillesse of
grace,
It was no thyng biquethe us with oure
place
Thenketh hou noble, as seith Valerius,
Was thilke Tulhus Hostilhus, 1166
That out of poverte roos to heigh noblesse
Reedeth Senek, and redeth eek Boece,
Ther shul ye seen expres that 1t no drede 1s
That he 1s gentil that dooth gentil dedis
And therfore, leeve housbonde, I thus
conclude 171
Al were 1t that myne auncestres were rude,
Yet may the hye God, and so hope I,
Grante me grace to lyven vertuously

Thanne am I gentil, whan that I bigynne
To lyven vertuously and weyve synne 1176
And ther as ye of poverte me repreeve,
The hye God, on whom that we bileeve,
In wlful poverte chees to lyve his lyf
And certes every man, mayden, or wyf,
May understonde that Jhesus, hevene
kyng, 1181
Ne wolde nat chese a vicious lyvyng
Glad poverte 1s an honest thyng, certeyn,
This wole Senec and othere clerkes seyn
Whoso that halt hym payd of lus poverte,
I holde hym riche, al hadde be nat a
sherte 1188
He that coveiteth 1s a povre wight,
For he wolde han that 1s nat in his myght,
But he that noght hath, ne coveiteth have,
Is nche, although ye holde hym but a
knave 1190
Verray poverte, 1t syngeth proprely,
Juvenal seith of poverte mymly
‘The povre man, whan he goth by the
weye,
Bifore the theves he may synge and pleye ’
Poverte 1s bateful good and, as I gesse,
A ful greet bryngere out of bisynesse, 1198
A greet amendere eek of sapience
To hym that taketh 1t in pacience
Poverte 1s this, although 1t seme alenge,
Possessioun that no wight wol chalenge
Poverte ful ofte, whan a man 1s lowe, 1201
Maketh his God and eek hymself to
knowe
Poverte a spectacle 1s, as thynketh me,
Thurgh which he may his verray freendes

see
And therfore, sire, syn that I noght yow
greve, 1205

Of my poverte namoore ye me repreve
Now, sire, of elde ye repreve me,

And certes, sire, thogh noon auctoritee

Were 1n no book, ye gentils of honour

Seyn that men sholde an oold wight doon

favour, 1210
And clepe bym fader, for youre gentil-
lesse,

And auctours shal I fynden, as I gesse
Now ther ye seye that I am foul and old,

Than drede you noght to been a cokewold,

For filthe and eelde, also moot I thee, 1215

Been grete wardeyns upon chastitee

But nathelees, syn I knowe youre delit,
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1 shal fulfille youre worldly appetit
Chege now,” quod she, “oon of thise
thynges tweye
To han me foul and old til that I deye, 1220
And be to yow a trewe, humble wyf,
And nevere yow displese 1n al my Iyf,
Or elles ye wol han me yong and fair,
And take youre aventure of the repair
That shal be to youre bhous by cause of
me,
Or m som oother place, may wel be 1226
Now chese yourselven, wheither that yow
Iiketh ”
This knyght avyseth hym and sore
siketh,
But atte laste he seyde 1mn this manere
“My lady and my love, and wyf so deere,
I put me 1n youre wise governance, 1231
Cheseth youreselfl which may be moost
plesance,
And moost honour to yow and me also
I do no fors the wheither of the two,
For as yow bketh, 1t suffiseth me 1235
“Thanne have I gete of yow maistre,”
quod she,
“8ynImay chese and governe as me lest?”
“Ye, certes, wyf,” quod he, “T holde 1t
best ”
“Kys me,” quod she, “we be no lenger
wrothe,

For, by my trouthe, I wol be to yow
bothe, 1240
Ths 18 to seyn, ye, bothe fair and good
I prey to God that I moote sterven wood,
But I to yow be also good and trewe
As evere was wyf, syn that the world was
newe
And but I be to~morn as fair to scene 1245
As any lady, empence, or queene,
That 18 bitwixe the est and eke the west,
Dooth with my lyf and deth right as yow
lest
Cast up the curtyn, looke how thatits”
And whan the knyght saugh verraily al
this, 1250
That she so fair was, and so yong therto,
For joye he hente hire mn his armes two,
His herte bathed in a bath of bhsse
A thousand tyme a-rewe he gan hire kisse,
And she obeyed bym 2 every thyng 1255
That myghte doon hym plesance or ikyng
And thus they lyve unto hir lyves ende
In parfit joye, and Jhesu Crist us sende
Housbondes meeke, yonge, and fressh
abedde, 1259
And grace t'overbyde hem that we wedde,
And eek I praye Jhesu shorte hir lyves
That wol nat be governed by hir wyves,
And olde and angry nygardes of dispence,
God sende hem soone verray pestilence!

Heere endeth the Wyves Tale of Bathe

THE FRIAR’S PROLOGUE
The Prologe of the Freres Tale

This worthy this noble

Frere, 1265

He made alwey a maner louryng chiere

Upon the Somonour, but for honestee

No vileyns word as yet t¢ hym spak he

But atte laste he seyde unto the wyf,

“Dame,” quod he, “ God yeve vow mght
good lyft 1270

Ye han beer touched also moot I thee,

In scole-matere greet hufficultee

Yo hanseyd muche thyng mght wel, I seye,

But, dame, heere as we ryde,oy the weye,

lymytour,

Us nedeth nat to speken but of game, 1275
And lete auctontees, on Goddes name,
To prechyng and to scole eek of clergye
But of 1t lyke to this compaignye, 1278
I wol yow of a somonour telle a game
Pardee, ye may wel knowe by the name
That of a somonour may no good be
sayd,
I praye that noon of you be yvele apayd
A somonour 18 a renuere up and doun
‘With mandementz for formicacioun,

And 18 ybet at every townes ende 7 1285
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Oure Hoost tho spak, “A'! swe, ye
sholde be hende
And curteys, as & man of youre estaat,
In compaignye we wol have no debaat
Telleth youre tale, and lat the Somonour
3
“Nay,” quod the Somonour, “lat hym
seye to me 1290
What s hym list, whan 1t comth to my
lot,
By God! ’ I shal hym quiten every grot

T shal hym tellen which a greet honour

It 1s to be a flaterynge lymytour,

And eek of many another manere cryme

Which nedeth nat reheicen at this
tyme, 1296

And his office I shal hym telle, ywis”

Qure Hoost answerde, ‘‘ Pees, namoore

of thas!”

And after this he seyde unto the Frere,

“Tel forth youre tale, my leeve master
deere ”’ 1300

THE FRIAR'S TALE
Heere bigynneth the Freres Tale

Whilom ther was dwellynge mm my

contree

An erchedeken, a man of heigh degree

That boldely dide execucroun

In punysshynge of fornicacioun,

Of wicchecraft, and eek of bawderye, 1305

Of diffamacioun, and avowtrye,

Of chirche reves, and of testaments,

Of contractes and of lakke of sacramentz,

Of usure, and of symonye also

But certes, lecchours dide he grettest wo,

They sholde syngen if that they were
hent, 1311

And smale tytheres weren foule yshent,

If any persoun wolde upon hem pleyne

Ther myghte asterte hym no pecunyal
peyne

For smale tithes and for smal offrynge 1315

He made the peple pitously to synge

For er the bisshop caughte hem with hs
hook,

They weren 1n the erchedeknes book,

And thanne hadde he, thurgh his juns-
diccioun,

Power to doon on hem correccioun 1320

He hadde a somonour redy to his hond,

A slyer boye nas noon in Engelond,

For subtilly he hadde s espraille,

That taughte hym wel wher hym myghte
availle

He koude spare of lecchours oon or two,

To techen hym to foure and twenty
mo 1326

For thogh this Somonour wood were as an
hare

To telle hls, harlotrye I wol nat spare,

For we been out of his correccioun

They han of us no junisdiccioun, 1330

Ne nevere shullen, terme of alle hr

lyves —
“Peter! so been the wommen of the
styves,”
Quod the Somonour, “yput out of oure
eure!”’
“Pees! with myschance and with mys-
aventure!”
Thus seyde oure Hoost, “ and lat hym telle
Ius tale 1335
Now telleth forth, thogh that the S8omon-
our gale,
Ne spareth nat, myn owene maister
deere ”? —
This false theef, thus somonour, quod
the Frere,

Hadde alwey bawdes redy to lus hond,

As any hauk to lure in Engelond, 1340

That tolde hym al the secree that they
knewe,

For hire scqueyntance was nat come of
newe

They weren huis approwours prively

He took hymself a greet profit therby,

His maister knew nat alwey what he
wan 1345

Withouten mandement a lewed man

He koude somne, on peyne of Cristes curs,
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And they were glade for to fille his purs,
And make hym grete feestes atte nale
And night as Judas hadde purses smale,
And was a theef, nght swich a theef was
he, 1351
His master hadde but half s duetee
He was, if I shal yeven hym his laude,
A theef, and eek a somnour, and a baude
He hadde eek wenches at his retenue, 1355
That, wheather that sir Robert or sir Huwe,
Or Jakke, or Rauf, or whoso that 1t were
That lay by hem, they tolde 1t 1 his ere
Thus was the wenche and he of oon assent,
And he wolde fecche a feyned mande-
ment, 1360
And somne hem to chapitre bothe two,
And pile the man, and lete the wenche go
Thanne wolde he seye, “ Freend, I shal for
thy sake
Do striken hire out of oure lettres blake,
Thee thar namoore as In this cas tra-
vaille 1365
I am thy freend, ther I thee may availle ”
Certeyn he knew of briberyes mo
Than possible 18 to telle in yeres two
For 1n this world nys dogge for the bowe
That kan an hurt deer from an hool
yknowe 1870
Bet than this soranour knew a sly lecchour,
Or an avowtier, or a paramour
And for that was the fruyt of al his rente,
Therfore on 1t he sette al his entente
And so bifel that ones on a day 1375
This somnpour, evere waltyng on his pray,
Rood for to somne an old wydwe, a ribibe,
Feynynge a cause, for he wolde brybe
And happed that he saugh bifore hym ryde
A gay yeman, under a forest syde 1380
A bowe he bar, and arwes brighte and
kene,
He hadde upon a courtepy of grene,
An hat upon ls heed with frenges blake
“Swre,” quod this somnour, ‘‘hayl, and
wel atake!”
“Welcome,” quod be, “and every good
felawe! 1385
Wher rydestow, under this grene-wode
shawe?”’
Seyde this yeman, “ wiltow fer to day?”
This ﬁc&mnour bym answerde and seyde,
ay,
Heere faste by,” quod be, ‘‘1s myn entente

To ryden, for to reysen up a rente 1390
That longeth to my lordes duetee
“Artow thanne a bailly?”  “Ye,”

quod he
He dorste nat, for verray filthe and shame
Seye that he was a somonour, for the name
“Depardievz,” quod this yeman, ‘ deere
broother, 1395
Thou art a bailly, and I am another
I am unknowen as 1 this contree,
Of thyn aqueyntance I wolde praye thee,
And eek of bretherhede, if that yow leste
I have gold and silver in my cheste, 1400
If that thee happe to comen 1n oure shire,
Al shal be thyn, nght as thou wolt desire ”
“Grantmerey,” quod this somonour,

“by my feth!”

Everych in ootheres hand s trouthe
leith,

For to be sworne bretheren til they
deye 1405

In dahance they ryden forth and pleye
This somonour, which that was as ful of
jangles,
As ful of venym been thise waryangles,
And evere enqueryng upon every thyng,
“ Brother,” quod he, ‘‘where 1s now youre
dwellyng, 1410
Another day if that I sholde yow seche?”
This yeman hym answerde in softe speche,
“Brother,” quod he, ‘‘fer in the north
contree,
Where-as I hope som tyme I shal thee

see
Er we departe, I shal thee so wel wisse 1415
That of mvn hous pe shaltow nevere
mysse EH
““Now, brother,” quod thig somonour,
“1 yow preye,
Teche me, whil that we ryden by the weye,
Syn that ye been a bahf as am I,
Som subtiltee, and tel me ferthfully 1420
In myn office how that I may moost
wynne,
And spareth nat for conscience ne synne,
But as my brother tel me, how do ye ”
“Now, by my trouthe, brother deere,”
seyde he,
“ As I shal tellen thee a feithful tale, 1425
My wages been ful streite and ful smale
My lord 1s hard to me and daungerous,
And myn office 18 ful laborious,
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And therfore by extorcions I lyve

For sothe, I take al that men wol me
yive 1430

Algate, by sleyghte or by violence,

Fro yeer to yeer I wynne al my dispence

I kan no bettre telle, fexithfully

“Now certes,” quod this Somonour, ‘“so

fare I

I spare nat to taken, God 1t woot,

But if 1t be to hevy or to hoot

What I may gete in conseil prively,

No maner conscience of that have I

Nere myn extorcioun, I myghte nat lyven,

Ne of swiche japes wol I nat be
shryven 1440

Stomak ne consecience ne knowe I noon,

I shrewe thise shnfte-fadres everychoon

Wel be we met, by God and by Seint Jame!

But, leeve brother, tel me thanne thy

1435

name,”
Quod this somonour In this meene
while 1445

This yeman gan a htel for to smyle
“Brother,” quod he, “ wiltow that I thee
telle?
I am a feend, my dwellyng 15 i helle,
And heere I ryde aboute my purchasyng,
To wnte wher men wol yeve me any
thyng 1450
My purchas 1s th'effect of al my rente
Looke how thou rydest for the same
entente,
To wynne good, thou rekkest nevere how,
Right so fare I, for ryde wolde I now
Unto the worldes ende for a preye '’ 1455
“A' quod this somonour, “benedicite’
what sey ye?
I wende ye were a yeman trewely
Ye han a mannes shap as wel as I,
Han ye a figure thanne determinat
In helle, ther ye been 1n youre estat?”’ 1460
“Nay, certemly,” quod he, “ther have
we noon,
But whan us hketh, we kan take us oon,
Or elles make yow seme we been shape
Somtyme lyk a man, or Iyk an ape,
Or lyk an angel kan I ryde or go
It 13 no wonder thyng thogh 1t be so,
A lowsy jogelour kan deceyve thee,
And pardee, yet kan I moore craft than he »
“Why,” quod this somonour, “ryde ye
thanne or goon

1465

In sondry shap, and nat alwey in oon?”
“For we,” quod he, “wol us swiche
formes make 1471
As moost able 18 oure preyes for to take ”
“What maketh yow to han al this
labour?”’
“Ful many a cause, leeve sire somonour,”
Seyde ths feend, ‘‘but alle thyng hath
tyme 1475
The day 1s short, and 1t 18 passed pryme,
And yet ne wan I nothyng in this day
I wol entende to wynnyng, if I may,
And nat entende oure wittes to declare
For, brother myn, thy wit 1s al to bare 1480
To understonde, althogh I tolde hem thee
But, for thou axest why labouren we —
For somtyme we been Goddes instru-
mentz,
And meenes to doon s comandementz,
Whan that hym Ist, upon lis crea-
tures, 1485
In davers art and in diverse figures
Withouten hym we have no myght,
certayn,
If that hym hst to stonden ther-agayn
And somtyme, at oure prayere, han we
leve 1489
Oonly the body and nat the soule greve,
Witnesse on Job, whom that we diden wo
And somtyme han we myght of bothe two,
This 1s to seyn, of soule and body eke
And somtyme be we suffred for to seke
Upon a man, and doon s soule unreste,
And nat lhis body, and al 1s for the
beste 1496
‘Whan he withstandeth oure temptacioun,
It 18 a cause of s savacioun,
Al be 1t that 1t was nat oure entente
He sholde be sauf, but that we wolde hym
hente 1500
And somtyme be we servant unto man,
As to the erchebisshop Seint Dunstan,
And to the apostles servant eek was I ”
“Yet tel me,” quod the somonour,
“ferthfully,
Make ye yow newe bodies thus alway 1505
Of elementz?” The feend answerde,
W, ay
Somtyme we feyne, and somtyme we aryse
With dede bodyes, 1 ful sondry wyse,
And speke as renably and faire and wel
As to the Phitonissa dide Samuel 1510
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{And yet wol som men seye 1t was nat he,
I do no fors of youre dyvynytee )
Buto thyng warne I thee, I wol nat jape, —
Thou wolt algates wite how we been shape,
Thou shalt herafterward, my brother
deere, 1515
Come there thee nedeth nat of me to leere
For thou shalt, by thyn owene expenence,
Konne 1n a chayer rede of this sentence
Bet than Virgile, while he was on lyve,
Or Dantalso Now lat us ryde blyve, 1520
For I wole holde compaignye with thee
Til 1t be so that thou forsake me ”
“Nay,” quod this somonour, ‘‘that shal
nat bityde!
T am a yeman, knowen 1s ful wyde,
My trouthe wol I holde, as n this cas 1525
For though thou were the devel Sathanas,
My trouthe wol I holde to my brother,
As I am sworn, and ech of us til cother,
For to be trewe brother in this cas,
And bothe we goon abouten oure pur-

chas 1530
Taak thou thy part, what that men wol
thee yive,

And T ghal myn, thus may we bothe lyve
And if that any of us have moore than

oother,

Lat hym be trewe, and parte 1t with his
brother

“I graunte,” quod the devel, “by my

fey " 1535

And with that word they ryden forth hr
wey

And nght at the entryng of the townes
ende,

To which thig somonour gshoop hym for to
wende,

They saugh a cart that charged was with
hey,

‘Which that a cartere droof forth m his
wey 1540

Deep was the wey, for which the carte
stood

The cartere smoot, and cryde as he were
wood,

“Hayt, Brok' hayt, Scot! what spare ye
for the stones?
The feend,” quod he, “yow fecche, body
> and bones,
As ferforthly as evere were ye foled, 1545
8o muche wo 28 I have with yow tholed!

The devel have al, bothe hors and cart and

hey!”
This somonour seyde, “Heere shal we
have a pley ”
And neer the feend he drough, as noght
ne were

Ful prively, and rowned 1n s ere 1550
“Herkne, my Dbrother, herkne, by thy
festh!
Herestow nat how that the cartere seith?
Hent 1t anon, for he hath yeve 1t thee,
Bothe hey and cart, and eek his caples
thre ”
“Nay,” quod the devel, “God woot,
never a deel! 1555
It 18 nat us entente, trust me weel
Axe hym thyself, if thou nat trowest me,
Or elles stynt a while, and thou shalt see ”
This cartere thakketh lhis hors upon the
croupe,

And they higonne to drawen and to
stoupe 1560

“Heyt! now,” quod he, “‘ ther Jhesu Crst
yow blesse,

And al his handwerk, bothe moore and
lesse!

That was wel twight, myn owene lyard boy

I pray God save thee, and Semte Loy!

Now 18 my cart out of the slow, pardee!”

“Lo, brother,” quod the feend, “what

tolde I thee? 1566

Heere may ye se, myn owere deere brother,

The carl spak oo thing, but he thoghte
another

Lat us go forth abouten oure viage,

Heere wynne I nothyng upon canage " 1870

Whan that they coomen somwhat out

of towne,

This somonour to hus brother gan {0 rowne

“Brother,” quod he, ‘“ heere woneth an old
rebekke,

That hadde almoost as hef to lese hire
nekke

As for to yeve a peny of hir good 1576

I wole han twelf pens, though that she be
waod,

Or 1 wol sompne hire unto oure office,

And yet, God woot, of hure knowe I no
vice

But for thou kanst nat, as i this contree,

Wymne thy cost, taak heer ensargple of
roe ”’ 1580
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This somonour clappeth at the wydwes
ate
‘Com tgmt,” quod he, “thou olde virytrate!
I trowe thou hast som frere or preest with
thee ”
““Who clappeth there?” seyde this wyf,
“beneducitee!
God save you, sire, what 1s youre sweete
wlle?”’ 1585
“T have,” quod he, “ of somonce here a
hille,
Up peyne of cursyng, looke that thou be
To-morn bifore the erchedeknes knee,
T’answere to the court of certeyn thynges ”’
“Now, Lord,” quod she, “Crnst Jhesu,
kyng of kynges, 1590
So wisly helpe me, as I ne may
I have been syk, and that ful many a day
I may nat go so fer,” quod she, “ne ryde,
But I be deed, so priketh 1t in my syde
May I nat axe a hibel, sire somonour, 1595
And answere there by my procutour
To swich thyng as men wole opposen me?”’
“Y1s,” quod this somonour, *‘pay anon,
lat se,
Twelf pens to me, and I wol thee acquite
I shal no profit han therby but hite, 1600
My maister hath the profit, and nat I
Com of, and lat me ryden hastily,
Yif me twelf pens, I may no lenger tarye ”
“Twelf pens'” quod she, “now, lady
Seinte Mane
So wisly help me out of care and synne, 1605
This wyde world thogh that I sholde

wynne,
Ne have I nat twelf pens withinne myn
hoold
Ye knowen wel that I am povre and oold,
Kithe youre almesse on me povre
wrecche
“Nay thanne,” quod he, “the foule
feend me fecche 1610
If I th’excuse, though thou shul be spilt!”
“ Allas!” quod she, ““God woot, I have
no glt
“Pay me,” quod he, “or by the sweete
geinte Anne,
As T wol bere awey thy newe panne
For dette which thou owest me of old 1615
Whan that thou madest thyn housbonde
cokewold,
I payde at hoom for thy correccioun

“Thou bxt!” quod she, “by my sava-
croun, 1618
Ne was I nevere er now, wydwe ne wyf,
Somoned unto youre court 1n al my lyf,
Ne nevere I nas but of my body trewe!
Unto the devel blak and rough of hewe
Yeve I thy body and my panne also!”
And whan the devel herde hare cursen so
Upon hir knees, he seyde in this manere,
“Now, Mabely, myn owene mooder
deere, 1626
Is this youre wyl 1n ernest that ye seye?”
“The devel,’ quod she, ‘‘so fecche hym
er he deye,
And panne and al, but he wol hym re-
ente!”’
“Nay, olde stot, that 1s nat myn en-
tente,”’ 1630
Quod this somonour, “for to repente me
For any thyng that I have had of thee
I wolde I hadde thy smok and every
clooth!”’
“Now, brother,” quod the devel, “be
nat wrooth,
Thy body and this panne been myne by
night 1635
Thou shalt with me to helle yet to-nyght,
‘Where thou shalt knowen of oure privetee
Moore than a maister of dyvynytee ”’
And with that word this foule feend hym
hente,
Body and soule he with the devel wente
Where as that somonours han hir hen-
tage 1641
And God, that maked after hus ymage
Mankynde, save and gyde us, alle and
some,
And leve thise somonours goode men
bicome!
Lordynges, I koude han toold yow, quod
this Frere, 1645
Hadde T had leyser for this Somnour heere,
After the text of Crist, Poul, and John,
And of oure othere doctours many oon,
Swiche peynes that youre hertes myghte
agryse,
Al be 1t so no tonge may 1t devyse, 1650
Thogh tlﬁat I myghte a thousand wynter
telle
The peynes of thilke cursed hous of helle
But for to kepe us fro that cursed place,
‘Waketh, and preyeth Jhesu for his grace
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So kepe us fro the temptour Sathanas 1655

Herketh this word! beth war, asn this cas

“The leoun sit 1n his awayt alway

To sle the mnocent, if that he may ”

Disposeth ay youre hertes to withstonde

The feend, that yow wolde make thral and
bonde 1660

He may nat tempte yow over youre myght,

For Cnst wol be youre champion and
knyght

And prayeth that thise somonours hem
repente

Of hir mysdedes, er that the feend hem

hente!

Heere endeth the Freres Tale

THE SUMMONER'’S PROLOGUE

The Prologe of the Somonours Tale

This Somonour i1n his styropes hye
stood, 1685
Upon this Frere hus herte was so wood
That lyk an aspen leef he quook for wre
“Lordynges,” quod he, “but o thyng I
desire,
I yow biseke that, of youre curteisye,
Syn ye han herd this false Frere lye,
As suffreth me I may my tale telle
This Frere bosteth that he knoweth helle,
And God 1t woot, that 1t 1s htel wonder,
Freres and feendes been but lyte asonder
For, pardee, ye han ofte tyme herd
telle 1675
How that a frere ravysshed was to helle
In spint ones by a visioun,
And as an angel ladde hym up and doun,
To shewen hym the peynes that ther were,
In al the place saugh he nat a frere, 1680
Of oother folk he saugh ynowe i wo
Unto this angel spak the frere tho
‘Now, are,” quod he, ‘han freres swich
a grace
That noon of hem shal come to this
place?’
‘Yis, quod this angel, ‘many a mil-
houn!’ 1685

1670

And unto Sathanas he ladde hym doun

‘And now hath Sathanas,’ seith he, ‘a
tayl

Brodder than of a carryk 1s the sayl

Hold up thy tayl, thou Sathanas! quod
he, 1689

‘Shewe forth thyn ers, and lat the frere se

Where 18 the nest of freres in this place!’

And er that half a furlong wey of space,

Right so as bees out swarmen from an hyve,

Out of the develes ers ther gonne dryve

Twenty thousand freres on a route, 1695

And thurghout helle swarmed al aboute,

And comen agayn as faste as they may
gon,

And in his ers they crepten everychon

He clapte his tayl agayn and lay ful stille

This frere, whan he looked hadde s
fille 1700

Upon the tormentz of this sory place,

His spinit God restored, of his grace,

Unto his body agayn, and he awook

But natheles, for fere yet he quook,

So was the develes ers ay in his mynde, 1705

That 18 his hentage of verray kynde

God save yow alle, save this cursed Frere|

My prologe wol I ende 1n this manere 7
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THE SUMMONER'S TALE
Heere bigynneth the Somonour his Tale

Lordynges, ther 18 1n Yorkshire, as I
gesse,

A mersshy contree called Holdernesse, 1710
In which ther wente a lymytour aboute,
To preche, and eek to begge, 1t 1s no doute
And so bife]l that on a day this frere
Hadde preched at a chirche 1n his manere,
And specially, aboven every thyng, 1715
Excited he the peple 1n his prechyng
To trentals, and to yeve, for Goddes sake,
‘Wherwith men myghte hooly houses make,
Ther as divine servyce 1s honoured,
Nat ther as it 18 wasted and devoured, 1720
Ne ther 1t nedeth nat for to be yive,
As to possessioners, that mowen lyve,
Thanked be God, in wele and habun-

daunce
“Trentals,”” seyde he, “dehveren fro
penaunce 1724

Hor freendes soules, as wel olde as yonge, —
Ye, whan that they been hastily ysonge,
Nat for to holde a preest joly and gay,
He syngeth nat but o masse 1n a day
Debvereth out,” quod he, “anon the

soules!
Ful hard it 18 with flesshhook or with
oules 1730

To been yelawed, or to brenne or bake
Now spede yow hastily, for Cristes sake!”’
And whan thizs frere had seyd al his
entente,
With qus cum paire forth his wey he wente
Whan folk in chirche had yeve him what
hem leste, 1735
He wente his wey, no lenger wolde he reste
With scrippe and tipped staf, ytukked hye,
In every hous he gan to poure and prye,
And beggeth mele and chese, or elles corn
His felawe hadde a staf tipped with horn,
A peyre of tables al of yvory, 1741
And a poyntel polysshed fetisly,
And wroot the names alwey, as he stood,
Of alle folikt that yaf hym any good,
Ascaunces that he wolde for hem
preye 1745
“Yif us a busshel whete, malt, or reye,
A Goddes kechyl, or a trype of chese,

Or elles what yow lyst, we may nat cheese,

A Goddes halfpeny, or a masse peny,

Or yif us of youre brawn, if ye have
eny, 1750

A dagon of youre blanket, leeve dame,

Oure suster deere, — lo! heere I write youre
name, —

Bacon or beef, or swich thyng as ye
fyn de »

A sturdy harlot wente ay hem brhynde,
That was hir hostes man, and bar a

sak, 1755
And what men yaf hem, leyde it on his
bak

And whan that he was out at dore, anon
He planed awey the names everichon
That he biforn had writen 1n hus tables,
He served hem with nyfles and with
fables 1760
“Nay, ther thou hixt, thou Somonour!”’
quod the Frere
“Pees,” quod oure Hoost, “for Cristes
mooder deere!
Tel forth thy tale, and spare 1t nat at al ”’
“So thryve 1,” quod ths Somonour,

“so I shall”
So longe he wente, hous by hous,
til he 1765

Cam t1l an hous ther he was wont to be

Refresshed moore than m an hundred
placs

Syk lay the goode man whos that the place
18,

Bedrede upon a couche lowe he lay

¥ Deus hac!” quod he, “ o Thomas, freend,
good day!” 1770

Seyde this frere, curteisly and softe

“ Thomaf,s,” quod he, “God yelde yow! ful
ofte

Have I upon this bench faren ful weel,

Heere have I eten many a myrie meel ”’

And fro the bench he droof awey the
cat, 1775

And leyde adoun his potente and hs hat,

And eek lus serippe, and sette hym softe
adoun

His felawe was go walked mto toun
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Forth with his knave, mto that hostelrye
Where as he shoop hym thilke nyght to
lye 1780
“0O deere maister,” quod this stke man,
“How han ye fare sith that March bigan?
I saugh yow noght this fourtenyght or
moore ”’
“God woot,” quod he, ‘‘laboured bave I
ful soore,
And specially, for thy savacion
Have I seyd many a precious orison,
And for oure othere freendes, God hem
blesse!
I have to day been at youre churche at messe,
And seyd a sermon after my symple wit,
Nat al after the text of hooly wnit, 1780
For 1t 1s hard to yow, as I suppose,
And therfore wol I teche yow al the glose
Glosynge 18 a glorous thyng, certeyn,
For lettre sleeth, so as we clerkes seyn
There have I taught hem to be chan-
table, 1795
And spende hir good ther 1t 15 resonable,
And there I saugh oure dame, — a! where
18 she?”’
“Yond 1n the yerd I trowe that she be,”
Seyde this man, *‘ and she wol come anon ”
“Ey, master, welcome be ye, by Seint
John!” 1800
Seyde this wyf, ‘“how fare ye, hertely?”
The frere anseth up ful curtesly,
And hire embraceth 1 his armes narwe,
And kiste hire sweete, and chirketh as a

1785

sparwe
With his lyppes “ Dame,” quod he, “nght
weel, 1805

As he that 18 youre servant every deel,

Thanked be God, that yow yaf soule and
lyf!

Yet saugh I nat this day so far a wyf

In al the chirche, God so save me!”’

“Ye, God amende defautes, sire,” quod

ghe 1810

‘‘ Algates, welcome be ye, by my fey!”

“Graunt mercy, dame, this have I founde
alwey

But of1 youre grete goodnesse, by youre

eve,

1 wolde prey yow that ye nat yow greve,

T wole with Thomas speke a hitel throwe

Thise curatz been ful nechigent and
slowe 1818

To grope tendrely a conscience

In shnift, 1 prechyng 1s my diligence,

And studie 1n Petres wordes and 1in Poules

I walke, and fisshe Cristen mennes
soules, 1820

To yelden Jhesu Crist lus propre rente,

To sprede lus word 18 set al myn entente ”’

“Now, by youre leve, o deere are,”

quod she,

“Chideth him weel, for semnte Trinitee!

He 15 as angry as a pissemyre, 1825

Though that he have al that he kan desire,

Though I hym wrye a-nyght and make hym
warm,

And over hym leye my leg outher myn

arm,
Fe groneth I3k oure boor, lith 1 oure sty
Cother desport nght noon of hym have I,
I may nat plese hym in no maner cas ” 1831
“Q 'Thomas, je wous dy, Thomas!
Thomas!'
This maketh the feend, this moste ben
amended
Ire 13 a thyng that hye God defended,
And therof wol I speke a word or two "’ 1835
“ Now, maister,” quod the wyf, “er that
I go,
What wol ye dyne? I wol go theraboute
“Now, dame,” quod he, “sevous dy sanz
doute,
Have I nat of a capon but the lyvere,
And of youre softe breed nat but a shyvere,
And after that a rosted pigges heed — 1841
But that I nolde no heest for me were
deed —
Thanne hadde I with yow hoomly suffi-
saunce
I am a man of litel sustenaunce,
My spintt hath his fostryng 1o the Bible
The body 18 ay so redy and penyble 1846
To wake, that my stomak 18 destroyed
I prey yow, dame, ye be nat anoyed,
Though I so freendly yow my consel
shewe 1849
By God! I wolde nat telle 1t but a fewe
“Now, sire,” quod she, ‘“but o word er
Igo
My child 18 deed wathinne thise wykes two,
Soone after that ye wente out of this toun "'
s deeth saugh I by revelacioun,”
Seide this frere, ‘“‘at hoom in oure dor-
tour 1455
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1 dar wel seyn that, er that half an hour

After hus deeth, I saugh hym born to blisse

In myn avision, so God me wisse!

So dide oure sexteyn and oure fermerer,

That han been trewe freres fifty yeer, 1860

They may now — God be thanked of his
loone! —

Maken hir jubilee and walke allone

And up I roos, and al oure covent eke,

With many a teere triklyng on my cheke,

Withouten noyse or claterynge of belles,

Te Deum was oure song, and nothyng
elles, 1866

Save that to Crist I seyde an omnson,

Thankynge hym of his revelacion

For, sire and dame, trusteth me right weel,

Oure orisons been moore effectueel, 1870

And moore we seen of Cristes secree
thynges,

Than burel folk, although they weren
kynges

We lyve 1n poverte and 1n abstinence,

And burell folk 1 nichesse and despence

Of mete and drynke, and in hir foul
delst 1875

We han this worldes lust al 1n despit

Lazar and Dives lyveden diverslv,

And divers gerdon hadden they therby

Whoso wol preye, he moot faste and be
clene,

And fatte hus soule, and make s body
lene 1880

We fare as seith th’apostle, clooth and
foode

Suffisen. us, though they be nat ful goode

The clennesse and the fastynge of us freres

Maketh that Crist accepteth oure preyeres

Lo, Moyses fourly dayes and fourty

nyght 1885

Fasted, er that the heighe God of myght

Spak with hym in the mountayne of Synay

With empty wombe, fastynge many a day,

Receyved he the lawe that was wnten

With Goddes fynger, and Elye, wel ye
witen, 1890

In mount Oreb, er he hadde any speche

With hye God, that 1s oure lyves leche,

He fasted longe, and was in contem-
plaunce

Aaron, that hadde the temple 1n gov-

ernaunce,

And eek the othere preestes evenchon, 1805

Into the temple whan they sholde gon
To preye for the peple, and do servyse,
They nolden drynken in no maner wyse
No drynke which that myghte hem dronke
make, 1899
But there i abstinence preye and wake,
Lest that they deyden Tlaak heede what
I seye!
But they be sobre that for the peple preve,
War that I seye — namoore, for 1t suf-
fiseth 1903
Oure Lord Jhesu, as hooly wnt devyseth,
Yaf us ensample of fastynge and preyeres
Therfore we mendynantz, we sely freres,
Been wedded to poverte and continence,
To charite, humblesse, and abstinence,
To persecucioun for nghtwisnesse,

To wepynge, nusericorde, and clen-
nesse 1910

And therfore may ye se that oure prey-
eres —

I speke of us, we mendynantz, we fieres —
Been to the hye God moore acceptable
Than youres, with youre feestes at the
table
Fro Paradys first, if I shal nat lye,
Was man out chaced for his glotonye,
And chaast was man i Paradys, certevn
But herkne now, Thomas, what I shal
seyn
I ne have no text of 1t, as I suppose,
But I shal fynde 1t 1n a maner glose, 1920
That specially oure sweete Lord Jhesus
Spak this by freres, whan he seyde thus
‘Blessed be they that povere in spirit
been’
And so forth al the gospel may ye seen,
Wher 1t be likker oure professioun, 1926
Or hirs that swymmen 1n possesstoun
Fy on hire pompe and on hire glotonye!
And for hir lewednesse I hem diffve
Me thynketh they been lyk Jovinyan,
Fat as a whale, and walkynge as 8 swan,
Al vinolent as botel m the spence 1031
Hir preyere 1s of ful greet reverence,
Whan they for soules seye the psalm of
Dawit,
Lo, ‘buf!’ they seye, ‘cor meum eructavt!’
Who folweth Cristes gospel and lus

1915

foare, 1035
But we that humble been, and chaast, and
poore,
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Werkens of Goddes word, nat aucitours?
Therfore, nght as an hauk up at a sours
Up sprngeth into th’eir, nght so prayeres
Of chantable and chaste bisy freres 1840
Maken har sours to Goddes eres two
Thomas! Thomas! so moote I ryde or go,
And by that loxd that clepid 18 Sewnt Yve,
Nere thou oure brother, sholdestou nat
thryve
In our chapitre praye we day and nyght
To Crst, that he thee sende heele and
myght 1946
Thy body for to weelden hastily ”
“God woot,” quod he, ““no thyng therof
feele I
As help me Crist, as 1 a fewe yeres,
I have spent upon diverse manere freres
Ful many a pound, yet fare I never the
bet 1951
Certeyn, my good have I almoost biset
Farwel, my gold, for 1t 18 al ago!”
The frere answerde, “O Thomas,
dostow so?
What nedeth yow diverse freres seche? 1955
What nedeth hym that hath a parfit leche
To sechen othere leches 1n the toun?
Youre mconstance 18 youre confusioun
Holde ye thanne me, or elles oure covent,
To praye for yow been msuffictent? 1960
Thomss, that jape nys nat worth a myte
Youre maladye 1s for we han to lyte
Al yif that covent half a quarter otes!
A wif that covent foure and twenty grotes!
A' ynf that frere a peny, and lat hym
go' 1965
Nay, nay, Thomas, 1t may no thyng be so!
‘What 18 2 ferthyng worth parted in twelve?
Lo, ech thyng that 1s oned 1 himselve
¥s moore strong than whan 1t 18 toscatered
Thomas, of me thou shalt nat been
yilatered, 1970
Thou woldest han oure labour al for noght
The hye God, that al this world hath
wroght,
Seith that the werkman worthy 15 hishyre
Thomas, noght of youre tresor I desire
As for myself, but that al oure covent 1975
To preye for yow 18 ay so dibgent,
And for to buylden Cristes owene chirche
Thomas, if ye wol lernen for to wirche,
Of buyldynge up of chirches may ye fynde,
If 1t be good, in Thomas lyf of Inde 1080

Ye lye heere ful of anger and of ire,

With which the devel set youre herte afyre,
And chiden heere the sely innocent,
Youre wyf, that 1s so meke and pacient
And therfore, Thomas, trowe me 1t thee

leste, 1985
Ne stryve nat with thy wyf, as for thy
beste,

And ber this word awey now, by thy feith,

Touchynge swich thyng, lo, what the wise
seith

‘Withinne thyn hous ne be thou no leon,

To thy subgitz do noon oppression, 1990

Ne make thyne aqueyntances nat to flee’

And, Thomas, yet eft-soones I charge
thee,

Be war from hire that i thy bosom
slepeth,

War fro the serpent that so shly crepeth

Under the gras, and styngeth subtdly 1995

Be war, my sone, and herkne paciently,

That twenty thousand men han lost hr
lyves

For stryvyng with hir lemmans and hir
wyves

Now mth ye han so hooly and meke a wyf,

What nedeth yow, Thomas, to maken
stryf? 2000

Ther nys, ywys, no serpent so cruel,

Whan man tret on his tayl, ne half so fel,

As womman 1s, whan she hath caught an
ire,

Vengeance 1s thanne al that they desire

Ire 1s a synne, oon of the grete of sevene,

Abhomynable unto the God of hevene,

And to hymself 1t 15 destruccion

Thig every lewed viker or person

Kan seye, how 1re engendreth homyade

Ire 15, 1n sooth, executour of pryde 2010

I koude of ire seye so muche sorwe,

My tale sholde laste il to-morwe

And therfore preye I God, bothe day and
nyght,

An irous man, God sende hym litel myght!

It 15 greet harm and eke greet pitee 2015

To sette an wous man m heigh degree

‘Whilom ther was an wwous potestat,

As gerth Senek, that, durynge his estaat,

Upon a day out ryden knyghtes two,

And as Fortune wolde that 1t were so, 2030

That oon of hem cam hoom, that oother
noght

2007
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Anon the knyght bifore the juge 1s broght,

That seyde thus, ‘Thou hast thy felawe
slayn,

For which I deme thee to the deeth,
certayn’

And to another knyght comanded he, 2025

¢ Go lede hym to the deeth, I charge thee’

And happed, as they wente by the weye

Toward the place ther he sholde deye,

The knyght cam which men wenden had

be deed
Thanne thoughte they 1t were the beste
reed 2030

To lede hem bothe to the juge agayn
They seiden, ‘Lord, the knyght ne hath
nat slayn
His felawe, heere he standeth hool alyve’
‘Ye shul be deed,” quod he, ‘so moot I
e!
That 1s to seyn, bothe oon, and two, and

thre!’ 2035
And to the firste knyght rnight thus spak
he,

‘I dampned thee, thou most algate be deed
And thou also most nedes lese thyn heed,
For thou art cause why thy felawe deyth’
And to the thmdde knyght nght thus he

seith, 2040
‘Thou hast nat doon that I comanded
thee ’

And thus he dide doon sleen hem alle thre
Irous Cambises was eek dronkelewe,
And ay delited hym to been a shrewe

And so bifel, a lord of lis meynee,
That loved vertuous moralitee,
Seyde on a day bitwix hem two right thus
‘A lord 1s lost, if he be vicius,
And dronkenesse 18 eek a foul record
Of any man, and namely 1n a lord 2050
Ther 1s ful many an eye and many an ere
Awaatyng on a lord, and he noot where
For Goddes love, drynk moore attemprely!
Wyn maketh man to lesen wrecchedly
His mynde and eek his lymes everichon’
‘The‘ revers shaltou se,” quod he,
anon, 2056
And preeve 1t by thyn owene experience,
That wyn ne dooth to folk no swich offence
Ther 18 no wyn bireveth me my myght
Of hand ne foot, ne of myne eyen sight’
And for despit he drank ful muchel
moore, 2061

2045

An bondred part, than he hadde don
bifoore,

And night anon this wrous, cursed wrecche

Leet this knyghtes sone bifore hym fecche,

Comandynge hym he sholde bifore hym
stonde 2065

And sodeynly he took his bowe 1n honde,

And up the streng he pulled to hus ere,

And with an arwe he slow the child right
there

‘Now wheither have I a siker hand or
noon?’

Quod he, ‘13 al my myght and mynde
agon? 2070

Hath wyn bireved me myn eyen sight?’

What sholde I telle th’answere of the
knyght?

His sone was slayn, ther 1s namoore to seye

Beth war, therfore, with lordes how ye
pleye

Syngeth Placebo, and ‘I shal, of T kan,’

But if 1t be unto a povre man 2076

To a povre man men sholde his vices telle,

But nat to a lord, thogh he sholde go to
helle

Lo wous Cirus, thilke Percien,

How he destroyed the ryver of Gysen, 2080

For that an hors of his was dreynt
therinne,

Whan that he wente Babiloigne to wynne

He made that the ryver was so smal

That wommen myghte wade 1t over al

Lo, what geyde he that so wel teche kan?

‘Ne be no felawe to an wrous man, 2086

Ne with no wood man walke by the weye,

Lest thee repente,” I wol no ferther seye

Now, Thomas, leeve brother, lef thyn

ire,

Thou shalt me fynde as just as 18 a squyre

Hoold nat the develes knyf ay at thyn

herte — 2091
Thyn angre dooth thee al to soore
smerte —

But shewe to me al thy confessioun ”’
“Nay,” dtod the stke man, “by Sent
Symoun!
I have be shryven this day at my curat
I have hym toold hoolly al myn estat, 2008
Nedeth namoore to speken of 1t,” seith he,
*But 1f me hst, of myn humylitee ”’
“Yif me thanne of thy gold, to make
oure cloystre,”
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Quod he, “for many a muscle and many
an oystre, 2100

Whan othere men han ben ful wel at eyse,

Hath been oure foode, our cloystre for to
reyse

And vet, God woot, unnethe the funde-
ment

Partourned 18, ne of our pavement

Nys nat a tyle yet withinne oure wones

By God' we owen fourly pound for
gtones 2106

Now help, Thomas, for hym that

harwed helle!

For elles moste we oure bookes selle

And if yow lakke oure predicacioun,

Thanne goth the world al to destruc-
croun 2110

For whoso wolde us fro this world bireve,

So God me save, Thomas, by youre leve,

He wolde bweve out of this world the
sonne

For who han teche and werchen as we
konne?

And that 1s nat of iitel tyme,”” quod he,

“But syn Elye was, or Else, 2116

Han freres been, that fynde I of record,

In chantee, ythanked be oure Lord!

Now Thomas, help, for semnte charitee!”

And doun anon he sette hym on his
knee 2120

This sike man wax wel ny wood for 1re

He wolde that the frere had been on-fire,

With his false dissymulacioun

“Swich thyng as 18 1n my possessioun,”’

Quod he, “that may I yeve yow, and noon

oother 2125
Ye sey me thus, how that I am youre
brother?”’
““Ye, certes,” quod the frere, ““trusteth
weel
1 took oure dame oure lettre with oure
seel ”
“Now wel,” quod he, “and somwhat
shal I yive

Unto youre hooly covent whil T lyve, 2130
And 1n thyn hand thou shalt 1t have anon,
On this condraion, and oother noon,
That thou departe 1t so, my deere brother,
That every frere have also muche as
cother
Tid ghaltou swere on thy professioun, 2135
Withouten fraude or cavillagioun ”

T swere 1t,” quod this frere, “by my
feith!”
And thermthal lus hand m s he laith,
“ Lo, heer my feith, 1n me shal be no lak ”
‘‘Now thanne, put 1n thyn hand doun
by my bak,” 2140
Seyde this man, “and grope wel bihynde
Bynethe my buttok there shaltow fynde
A thyng that I have hyd in pryvetee ”
‘“A'” thoghte this frere, ‘‘that shal go

with me!”
And doun his hand he launcheth to the
chfte, 2145

In hope for to fynde there a yifte

And whan this sike man felte this frere
Aboute his tuwel grope there and heere,
Amydde his hand he leet the frere a fart,
Ther nys no capul, drawynge in & cart, 2150
That myghte have lete a fart of swich a

soun
The frere up stirte as dooth a wood
leoun, —
“Al false cherl,” quod he, “for Goddes
bones!

This hastow for despit doon for the nones
Thou shalt abye this fart, if that I may!”
His meynee, whiche that herden this
affray, 2156
Cam lepynge m and chaced out the frere,
And forth he gooth, with a ful angry
cheere,
And fette his felawe, ther as lay his stoor
He locked as 1t were a wilde boor, 2160
He grynte with his teeth, so was be wrooth
A sturdy paas doun to the court he gooth,
Wher as ther woned a man of greet honour,
To whom that he was alwey confessour
This worthy man was lord of that wil-
lage 2165
This frere cam as he were in a rage,
Where as this lord sat etyng at his bord,
Unnethes myghie the frere speke a word,
Til atte laste he seyde, ‘‘God yow see!”
This lord gan looke, and seide, ’‘ Bene-

ducrtee! 2170
What, frere John, what maner world 1s
thig?

I se wel that som thyng ther 1s amys,

Ye looken as the wode were ful of thevys

Sit doun anon, and tel me what youre
grief 1s,

And 1t shal heen amended, if I may 7’ 2175
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“I have,” quod he, “had a despit this
day,
God yelde yow, adoun 1n youre village,
That in this world 1s noon so povre a page
That he nolde have abhomynacioun
Of that I have receyved in youre toun 2180
And yet ne greveth me nothyng so soore,
As that this olde cherl with lokkes hoore
Blasphemed hath oure hooly covent eke "
“Now, master,” quod thus lord, “I yow

biseke
“No maister, sire,” quod he, “but
gervitour, 2185

Thogh I have had 1n scole swich honour

God liketh nat that ‘Raby’ men us calle,

Neither 1n market ne 1n youre large halle
“No fors,” quod he, ‘‘but tel me al youre

ef 2
“‘Sire,” quod this frere, “an odious
meschief 2190

This day bityd 18 to myn ordre and me,
And so, per consequens, to ech degree
Of hooly chirche, God amende 1t soone!”’
““Sire,” quod the lord, ‘“ ye woot what 1is
to doone
Distempre yow noght, ye be my con-
fessour, 2195
Ye been the salt of the erthe and the
savour
For Goddes love, youre pacience ye holde!
Tel me youre gnef”, and he anon hym
tolde,
As ye han herd iforn, ye woot wel what
The lady of the hous ay stille sat 2200
Til she had herd what the frere sayde
““Ey, Goddes mooder,” quod she, ““Bhsful
mayde!
Is ther oght elles? telle me ferthfully ”
“Madame,” quod he, “how thynke ye
herby?”’
“How that me thynketh?” quod she,
“s0 God me speede, 2205
I seye, a cherl hath doon a cherles dede
What shold I seye? God lat hym nevere
theel
His mke heed 1s ful of vanytee,
I holde hym 1n a manere frenesye
“Madame,” quod he, “by God, I shal
nat lye, 2210
But I on oother wyse may be wreke,
I shal diselaundre hym over al ther I speke,
“This false blasphemour, that charged me

To parte that wol nat departed be,
To every man yhche, with meschaunce!”
The lord sat stille as he were m a

traunce, 2210

And 1n Is herte he rolled up and doun,

“How hadde this cherl ymagiacioun

To shewe swich a probleme to the frere”

Nevere erst er now herde I of swich
mateere 2220

I trowe the devel putie 1t 1n his mynde

In ars-metrike shal ther no man fynde,

Baiforn this day, of swich a question

Who sholde make a demonstracion

That every man snolde have yliche his
part 2225

As of the soun or savour of a fart?

O nyce, proude cherl, I shrewe his face!

Lo, swes,” quod the lord, “with harde
grace!

Who evere herde of swich a thyng er now?

To every man yhke, tel me how? 2230

It 18 an 1npossible, 1t may nat be

Ey, nyce cherl, Gaod lete him nevere thee!

The rumblynge of a fart, and every soun,

Nis but of err reverberacioun, 2234

And evere 1t wasteth hitel and htel awey

Ther 1s no man kan deemen, by my fey,

If that 1t were departed equally

What, lo, my cherl, lo, yet how shrewedly

Unto my confessour to-day he spak!

I holde hym certeyn a demonyak! 2240

Now ete youre mete, and lat the cheil go
pleye,

Lat hym go honge hymself a devel weye!”

The wordes of the lordes squier
and his kervere for departynge of
the fart on twelve

Now stood the lordes squier at the bord
That karf lus mete, and herde word by

word
Of alle thynges whiche I have vow
sayd 2245
“My lord,” quod he, “be ye nat yvele
apavd,

I koude telle, for a gowne-clooth,
To yow, sire frere, so ve be nat wrooth,
How that this fart sholde evene deled be
Among youre covent, if 1t lyked me ”* 2250
“Tel,” quod the lord, “and thou shalt
have anon
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A gowne-clooth, by God and by Semt

John!”
“My lord,” quod he, “ whan that the

weder 1s fair,

Withouten wynd or perturbynge of ar,

Lat brynge a cartwheel heere into this
halle, 2255

But looke that 1t have his spokes alle, —

Twelve spokes hath a cartwheel comunly

And bryng me thanne twelve freres, woot
ye why?

For thrittene 1s a covent, as I gesse

Youre confessour heere, for s worthy-

nesse, 2260
Shal parfourne up the nombre of his
covent
Thanne shal they knele doun, by oon
assent,

And to every spokes ende, 1n this manere,

Ful sadly leye his nose shal a frere

Youre noble confessour — there God hym
save! — 2265

Shal holde his nose upright under the nave

Thanne shal this cherl, with bely stif and
toght

Ag any tabour, hyder been ybroght,

And sette hym on the wheel night of this
cart, 2269

Upon the nave, and make hym lete a fart

And ye shul seen, up perl of my Iyf,

By preeve which that 138 demonstratif,
That equally the soun of 1t wol wende,
And eke the stynk, unto the spokes ende,
Save that this worthy man, youre con-
fessour, 2275
By cause he 1s a man of greet honour,
Shal have the firste fruyt, as resoun 18
The noble usage of freres yet 1s this,
The worthy men of hem shul first he
served, 2279
And certeinly he hath 1t weel disserved
He hath to-day taught us so muche good
With prechyng 1 the pulpit ther he stood,
That I may vouche sauf, I sey for me,
He hadde the firste smel of fartes thre,
And so wolde al hus covent hardily, 2985
He bereth hym so faire and hoolly ”
The lord, the lady, and ech man, save
the frere,
Seyde that Jankyn spak, in this matere,
As wel as Euchide dide or Ptholomee
Touchynge the cherl, they seyde, sub-

tiltee 2290
And heigh wit made hvm speken as he
spak,

He nys no fool, ne no demonyak

And Jankyn hath ywonne a newe gowne —

My tale 18 doon, we been almoost at
towne

Heere endeth the Somonours Tale



FRAGMENT 1V (GROUP E)
THE CLERK’'S PROLOGUE
Heere folweth the Prologe of the Clerkes Tale of Oxenford

“Qire Clerk of Oxenford,” oure Hooste
sayde,
¥ Yeryde as coy and stille as dooth a mayde
Were uewe spoused, sittynge at the bord,
This day ne herde I of youre tonge a word
I trowe ye studie aboute som sophyme, 5
But Salomon seith ‘every thyng hath
tyme’
For Goddes sake, as beth of bettre
cheere!
It 18 no tyme for to studien heere
Telle us som myme tale, by youre fey!
For what man that 1s entred 1n a pley, 10
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 mume thyng of aven-
tures 15
Youre termes, youre colours, and youre

figures,
XKeepe hem 1 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 ’ma,y understonde what ye
e’ 20

This worthy clerk bemgnely answerde
“Hooste,” quod he, “I 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 25
I wol yow telle a tale which that I

Lerned at Padowe of a worthy clerk,

As preved by his wordes and his werk

He 15 now deed and nayled in his cheste,

I prey to God so yeve his soule reste! 30
Fraunceys Petrak, the lauriat poete,

Highte this clerk, whos rethonke sweete

Enlumyned al Ytaille of poetne,

As Lynyan dide of philosophie .

Or lawe, or oother art particuler, 35
But deeth, that wol nat suffre us dwellen
heer,

But as i1t were a twynklyng of an ye,

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, 40

I seye that first with heigh stile he en-
diteth,

Er he the body of his tale writeth,

A prohemye, 1n the which discryveth he

Pemond, and of Saluces the contree,

And speketh of Apennyn, the hulles hye, 45

That been the boundes of West Lum-
bardye,

And of Mount Vesulus 1n speaal,

Where as the Poo out of a welle smal

Taketh his firste spryngyng and s sours,

That estward ay encresseth in his cours 50

To Emele-ward, to Ferrare, and Venyse,

The which a long thyng were to devyse

And trewely, as to my juggement,

Me thynketh it a thyng mmpertinent,

Save that he wole conveyen his mateere,

But this s tale, which that ye may
heere ”’ 56
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THE CLERK’'S TALE
Heere bigynneth the Tale of the Clerk of Oxenford

Ther 18, night at the west syde of Ytaille,
Doun at the roote of Vesulus the colde,
A lusty playn, habundant of vitaille,
Where many a tour and toun thou mayst

biholde, 60

That founded were m tyme of fadres olde,
And many another dehitable mghte,
And Saluces this noble contree highte

A markys whilom lord was of that lond,
As were his worthy eldres hym bifore, 65
And obesant, ay redy to his hond,

Were alle his hges, bothe lasse and moore

Thus 1n deht he lyveth, and hath doon
yoore,

Biloved and drad, thurgh favour of For-
tune,

Bothe of his lordes and of his commune 70

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 hs contree for to gye, 75
Save m somme thynges that he was to
blame,
And Walter was this yonge lordes name

I blame hym thus, that he considered

noght

In tyme comynge what myghte hym
bityde,

But on his lust present was al hus thoght, 8o

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 pomt his peple bar so soore
That flokmeele on a day they to hym
wente, 86
And oon of hem, that wisest was of loore —
Or elles that the lord best wolde assente
That he sholde telle hym what s peple
mente,

Or elles koude he shewe wel swich mat-
cere — 80
He to the markys seyde as ye shul heere

0 noble markys, youre humanitee
Asseureth us and yeveth us hardinesse,
As ofte as tyme 18 of necessitee,

That we to yow mowe telle oure hevy-
nesse o5

Accepteth, lord, now of 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 m this
place, 100

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 105

“TFor certes, lord, so wel us hketh 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 1t youre wille be, 110:

That for to been a wedded man yow leste,

Thanne were youre peple i sovereyn
hertes reste

“ Boweth youre nekke under that bhisfull
yok
Of soveraynetee, noght of servyse,
Which that men clepe spousaille or wed-

lok, 118
And thenlketh, lord, among youre thoghtes
wyse

How that oure dayes passe i sondry wyse,

For thogh we slepe, or wake, or rome, or
ryde,

Ay fleeth the tyme, 1t nyl no man abyde

“And thogh youre grene youthe floure a8,
Ylt, 1200



IV (E) 121-104]

THE CLERK’S TALE

123

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 125
Been of that day whan deeth shal on us
falle

“Accepteth thanne of us the trewe en-

tente,

That nevere yet refuseden thyn heeste,

And we wol, lord, if that ye wole assente,

Chese yow a wyf, in short tyme atte
leeste, 130

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

“Delvere us out of al this bisy drede,
And taak a wyf, for hye Goddes sake! 135
For if 1t so bifelle, as God forbede,

That thurgh youre deeth youre lynage
sholde slake,

And that a straunge successour sholde take

Youre hentage, O, wo were us alyve!

‘Wherfore we pray you hastily to wyve "’ 140

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
1 me rejoysed of my lhiberte, 145

‘That seelde tyme 1s founde 1n mariage,
"Ther I was free, I moot been 1n servage

“ But nathelees I se youre trewe entente,

And truste upon youre wit, and have
doon ay,

Wherfore of my free wyl I wole assente 150

To wedde me, as soone as evere I may

But ther as ye han profred me to-day

To chese me a wyf, I yow relesse

That choys, and prey yow of that profre
cesse

“‘For God 1t woot, that children ofte been
Unlyk hir worthy eldres hem bifore, 156
Bountee comth al of God, nat of the streen
Of which they been engendred and yhore
I truste :n Goddes bountee, and therfore

My marage and myn estaat and reste 160
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

That Wha.% wyf that I take, ye me assure
To worshipe hire, whil that hir lyf may

dure, 166
In word and werk, bothe heere and every-
wheere,

As she an emperoures doghter weere

“And forthermoore, this shal ye swere,

that ve
Agayn my choys shul neither grucche ne
stryve, 170

For mth I shal forgoon my libertee

At youre requeste, as evere moot I thryve,

Ther as myn herte 15 set, ther wol I wyve,

And but ye wole assente 1n swich manere,

I prey yow, speketh namoore of this
matere 175

With hertely wyl they sworen and as-
senten
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 s spousaille, as soone as evere he
may, 180
For yet alwey the peple somwhat dredde,
Lest that the 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 hur re-
queste 185

And they, with humble entente, buxomly,

Knelynge upon hir knees ful reverently,

Hym thonken alle, and thus they han an
ende

Of hure entente, and hoom agayn they
wende

And heerupon he to his officeres 190
Comaundeth for the feste to purveye,
And to his privee knyghtes and squieres
Swich charge yaf as hym hste on hem leye,
And they to lus comandement obeye,
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And ech of hem dooth al us diligence 195
To doon unto the feeste reverence

Explheit prima pars

Incipit secunda pars

Noght fer fro thilke paleys honurable,
Wher as this markys shoop hus mariage,
There stood a throop, of site dehtable,

In which that povre folk of that village 200
Hadden huir beestes and huir herbergage,
And of hire labour tooke ur sustenance,
After that the erthe yaf hem habundance

Amonges thise povre folk ther dwelte a

man

Which that was holden povrest of hem
alle, 205

But hye God somtyme senden kan

His grace mto a htel oxes stalle,

Jamcula men of that throop hym calle

A doghter hadde he, fair ynogh to sighte,

And Gnsildis this yonge mayden highte

But for to speke of vertuous beautee, 211

Thanne was she oon the fawreste under
sonne,

For povreliche yfostred up was she

No bkerous lust was thurgh hire herte
yronne

‘Wel ofter of the welle than of the tonne 215

She drank, and for she wolde vertu plese,

She knew wel labour, but noon ydel ese

But thogh thismayde tendre were of age,
Yet in the brest of hure virginitee
Ther was enclosed rype and sad corage, 220
And n greet reverence and charitee
Hir olde povre fader fostred shee
A fewesheep, spynnynge, on feeld she kepte,
She wolde noght been ydel til she slepte

And whan she homward cam, she wolde

brynge 228

Wortes or othere herbes tymes ofte,

The whiche she shredde and seeth for hir
lyvynge,

And made hir bed ful hard and nothyng
softe,

And ay she kepte hir fadres Iyf on-lofte

With everich obeisaunce and diligence 280

That chuld may doon to fadres reverence

Upon Grisilde, this povre creature,
Ful ofte sithe this markys sette lus ye
As he on huntyng rood paraventure,
And whan 1t fil that he myghte hwe

espye, 235

He noght with wantown lookyng of folye
His eyen caste on hire, but in sad wyse
Upon huir chiere he wolde hym ofte avyse,

Commendynge 1 his herte b wom-

manhede,

And eek hir vertu, passynge any wight 240

Of so yong age, as wel 1n chiere as dede

For thogh the peple have no greet 1nsight

In vertu, he considered ful nght

Hir bountee, and disposed that he wolde

Wedde hire oonly, if evere he wedde
sholde 245

Tae day of weddyng cam, but no wight

kan

Telle what womman that 1t sholde be,

For which merveille wondred many a man

And seyden, whan they were 1n privetee,

“Wol nat oure lord yet leve his vanytee?

Wol he nat wedde? allas, allas, the
whale! 251

Why wole he thus hymself and us bigile?”

But nathelees this markys hath doon
make

Of gemmes, set m gold and mn asure,
Brooches and rynges, for Gnsildis sake, 255
And of hir clothyng took be the mesure
By a mayde lyk to hire stature,
And eek of othere aornementes alle
That unto swich a weddyng sholde falle

The time of undren of the same day 280
Approcheth, that this weddyng sholde be;
And al the paleys put was 1o array,

Bothe halle and chambres, ech in hs
degree,

Houses of office stuffed with plentee

Ther maystow =seen, of deyntevous
vitaille 265

That may be founde as fer as last Ytaille

This rowal markys, richely arrayed,
Lordes and ladyes in hus compaignye,
The whiche that to the feeste weren

yprayed,
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And of his retenue the bachelrye, 270
With many a soun of sondry melodye,
Unto the wllage of the which I tolde,

In this array the righte wey han holde

Grmlde of this, God woot, ful mnocent,
That for hire shapen was al this array, 275
To fecchen water at a welle 15 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 280

She thoghte, “I wole with othere may-
dens stonde,

That been my felawes, 1n oure dore and se
The markysesse, and therfore wol I fonde
To doon at hoom, as soone as 1t may be,
The labour which that longeth unto me, 285
And thanne I may at leyser hire 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, 290
Biside the thresshfold, 1 an oxes stalle,
And doun upon hur knes she gan to falle,
And with sad contenance kneleth stille,
Tl she had herd what was the lordes wille

This thoghtful markys spak unto this

mayde 295

Ful sobrely, and seyde 1n this manere

“Where 18 youre fader, O Gnsildis?” he
sayde

And she with reverence, 1n humble cheere

Answerde, “Lord, he 1s al redy heere ”

And 1m she gooth withouten lenger lette,

And to the markys she hir fader fette 301

He by the hand thanne took this olde
man,
And seyde thus, whan he hym hadde
asyde
“Jameula, I nerther may ne kan
Lenger the plesance of myn herte hyde 305
If that thou vouche sauf, 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 1t wel certeyn,
And art my feithful lige man ybore, 310
And al that hketh me, I dar wel seyn
It hiketh thee, and spectally 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 ” 315

This sodeyn cas this man astonyed so
That reed he wax, abayst and al quakynge
He stood, unnethes seyde he wordes mo,
But oonly thus “Lord,” quod he, “my

willynge 319
Is as ye wole, ne ayeynes youre likynge
I wol no thyng, ye be my lord so deere,
Raght as yow lust, governeth this mateere "

“Yet wol 1,” quod this markys softely,
“That in thy chambre I and thou and she
Have a collacioun, and wostow why? 325
For I wol axe if 1t hire wille be
To be my wyf, and reule hire after me
And al this shal be doon m thy presence,
I wol noght speke out of thyn audience ”’

And m the chambre, whil they were
aboute 330
Hir tretys, which as ye shal after heere,
The peple cam unto the hous withoute,
And wondred hem m how honest manere
And tentifly she kepte hir fader deere
But outrely Grisildis wondre myghte, 335
For nevere erst ne saugh she swich a sighte

»
No wonder 18 thogh that she were
agtoned
To seen so greet a gest come 1n that place,
She nevere was to swiche gestes woned,
For which she looked with ful pale face 3¢0
But shortly forth this matere for to chace,
Thise arn the wordes that the markys
sayde
To this berugne, verray, feithful mayde

““Gnailde,” he seyde, “ye shal wel un-
derstonde
It hketh to youre fader and to me 345
That I yow wedde, and eek 1t may so
stonde,
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As T suppose, ye wol that 1t so be

But thise demandes axe I first,” quod he,
“That, sith 1t shal be doon mn hastif wyse,
Wol ye assente, or elles yow avyse! 350

“1 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 1t, nyght ne day?
And eek whan I sey ‘ye,’ ne sey nat
‘nay,’ 355
Nerther by word ne frownyng contenance?
Swere this, and heere I swere oure alli-
ance ”’

Wondrynge upon this word, quakynge

for drede,

She seyde, ‘“ Lord, undigne and unworthy

Am T to thilke honour that ye me beede, 360

But as ye wole youreself, nght 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 18 ynogh, Grimlde myn,” quod

he 365

And forth he gooth, with a ful sobre cheere,

Out at the dore, and after that cam she,

And to the peple he seyde 1n this manere

“This 18 my wyf,” quod he, ““that stand-
eth heere

Honoureth bire and loveth hire, I preye,

Whoso me loveth, ther is namoore to
seye ”’ 371

And for that no thyng of hir olde geere
She sholde brynge into his hous, he bad
That wormmen sholde dispoillen hire nght

theere,
Of which thise ladyes were nat nght
glad 375
To han«ille har clothes, whertnne she was
clad

But nathelees, this mayde bnght of hewe
Fro foot to heed they clothed han al newe

Hor heris han they kerbd, that lay un-
tressed
Pul rudely, and with hir fyngres smale 380
A corone on hire heed they ban ydressed,

And sette hire ful of nowches grete and
smale

Of hire array what sholde I make a tale?

Unnethe the peple hir Lnew for hire

fairnesse,
Whan she translated was i swich mch-
esse 385

This markys hath hire spoused with a
ryng
Broght for the same cause, and thanne hire
sette
Upon an hors, snow-whit and wel amblyng,
And to hus paleys, er he lenger lette,
With joyful peple that hwe ladde and

mette, 390
Conveyed hire, and thus the day they
spende

In revel, tal the sonne gan descende

And shortly forth this tale for to chace,
I seye that to this newe markysesse
God hath swich favour sent hire of hs

grace, 305

That 1t ne semed nat by liklynesse
That she was born and fed 1n rudenesse,
As1n 2 cote or m an oxe-stalle,
But norissed in an emperoures halle

To every wight she woxen 15 s0 deere 400
And worshipful that folk ther she was bore,
And from hire birthe knewe hire yeer by

yeere,
Unnethe trowed they, — but dorste han
swore —
That to Janicle, of which I spak bifore,
She doghter were, for, as by conjecture, 405
Hem thoughte she was another creature

For though that evere vertuous was she,
She was encressed 1n swich excellence
Of thewes goode, yset 1 heigh bountee,
And so discreet and fawr of eloquence, 410
So benigne and so digne of reverence,
And koude 80 the peples herte embrace,
That ech hire lovede that looked in hur

face

Noght oonly of Saluces in the toun
Pubhiced was the bountee of hir name,
But eek biside 1n many & regioun, 416
If oon serde wel, another seyde the same,
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So spradde of hire heighe bountee the
fame

That men and wommen, as wel yonge as
olde,

Goon to Safluce, upon hire to biholde 420

Thus Walter lowely — nay, but roially —
Wedded with fortunat honestetee,
In Goddes pees lyveth ful esily
At hoom, and outward grace ynogh had

he, 424

And for he saugh that under low degree
Was ofte vertu lud, the peple hym heelde
A prudent man, and that 1s seyn ful seelde

Nat oonly this Grismildis thurgh hir wit
Koude al the feet of wyfly hoomlinesse,
But eek, whan that the cas required 1t, 430
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 m reste and

ese

Though that hire housbonde absent were
anon, 435
If gental men or othere of hire contree
Were wrothe, she wolde bryngen hem aton,
8o wise and rype wordes hadde she,
And juggementsz of so greet equitee,
That she from hevene sent was, as men
wende, 440
Peple to save and every wrong t'amende

Nat longe tyme after that this Gniald
Was wedded, she a doghter hath ybore
Al had hire levere have born a knave child,
Glad was this markys and the folk ther-

fore, 445
For though a mayde child coome al bifore,
She may unto a knave child atteyne
By liklihede, syn she nys nat bareyne

Exphet secunda pars

Inapit tereia pars

Ther fil, as 1t bifalleth tymes mo,
Whan that this child had souked but a
throwe, 450
This markys i his herte longeth so
To tempte his wyf, hir sadnesse for to
knowe,

That he ne myghte out of his herte throwe

This mervelllous deswr his wyf t’assaye,

Nedelees, God woot, he thoghte hire for
t’affraye 455

He hadde assayed hire ynogh hifore,
And foond hire evere good, what neded 1t
Hire for to tempte, and alwey moore and

moore,
Though som men preise 1t for a subtil wit?
But as for me, I seye that yvele 1t st 460
To assaye a wyf whan that 1t 18 no nede,
And putten hire in angwyssh and in drede

For which this markys wroghte 1n this
manere
He cam allone a-nyght, ther as she lay,
With stierne face and with ful trouble

cheere, 465
And seyde thus, “Gmnsilde,” quod ne,
“that day

That I yow took out of youre povere array,

And putte yow in estaat of heigh no-
blesse, —

Ye have nat that forgeten, as I gesse? 469

“I seye, Gmsilde, this present dignitee,
In which that I have put yow, as I trowe,
Maketh yow nat foryettul for to be
That I yow took 1n povre estaat ful lowe,
For any wele ye moot youreselven knowe
Taak heede of every word that y yow

seye, 475
Ther 18 no wight that hereth 1t but we
tweye

“Ye woot youreself wel how that ye cam

heere

Into this hous, 1t 18 nat longe ago,

And though to me that ye be hef and deere,

Unto my gentils ye be no thyng so 480

They seyn, to hem 1t 18 greet shame and
wo

For to be subgetz and been 1n servage

To thee, that born art of a smal willage

“ And namely mth thy doghter was ybore.
Thise wordes han they spoken, doute-
lees
But I desire, as I have doon bifore,
"To lyve my lyf with hem m reste and pees,
I may nat i this caas be recchelees,
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I moot doon with thy doghter for the
beste,
Nat as I wolde, but as my peple leste 490

“ And yet, God woot, this s ful looth to
me,
But nathelees withoute youre wityng
I wol nat doon, but this wol L,” quod he,
“That ye to me agsente as 1n this thyng
Shewe now youre paclence in youre

werkyng, 405
That ye me highte and swore m youre
village

That day that maked was oure mariage "’

Whan she had herd al this, she noght

ameved

Neither i word, or chiere,
tenaunce,

For, as 1t semed, she was nat agreved 500

She seyde, “Lord, al lyth m youre ples-
aunce

My child and I, with hertely obeisaunce,

Been youres al, and ye mowe save or
spille

Youre owene thyng, werketh after youre
wille

or con-

“Ther may no thyng, God so my soule

save, 505

Liken to yow that may displese me,

Ne I desire no thyng for to have,

Ne drede for to leese, save oonly yee

This wyl 1s 1n myn herte, and ay shal be,

No lengthe of tyme or deeth may this
deface, 510

Ne chaunge my corage to another place ”

Glad was this markys of hire answeryng
But yet he feyned as he were nat so,
Al drery was lis cheere and s lookyng,
Whan that he sholde out of the chambre

g0 515

Soone after this, a furlong wey or two,
He prively hath toold al his entente
Unto a man, and to hus wyf hym sente

A maner sergeant wags this privee man,
The which that feithful ofte he founden
hadde
In thyiges grete, ana eex swich folk wel
an.

Doon execucioun on thynges badde
The lord knew wel that he hym loved and

dradde,

And whan this sergeant wiste s lordes
walle,

Into the chambre he stalked hym ful
stille 525

“Madame,” he seyde, “ye moote for-

yeve it me,

Though I do thyng to which I am con.
streyned

Ye been so wys that ful wel knowe ye
That lordes heestes mowe nat been

yfeyned,
They mowe wel been biwailled or com-
pleyned, 530

But men moote nede unto hire lust obeye,
And so wol I, ther 1s 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 535

Asthoughhe wolde han slaynt er he wente

Gnasildis moot al suffre and al 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, 540

Suspect his face, suspect his word also,

Suspect the tyme i which he this bigan

Allas! hur doghter that she loved so,

She wende he wolde han slawen 1t right tho

But nathelees she neither weep ne syked,

Conformynge hire to that the markys
lyked 546

But atte laste to speken she bigan,
And mekely she to the sergeant preyde,
So as he was a worthy gentil man,

That sl&e moste kisse hire child er that 1t
eyde
And hn- barm this hitel child she 1eyde
With ful sad face, and gan the child to
kisse,
And lulled 1t, and after gan 1t blisse

And thus she seyde 1n hire benigne voys,
“Fareweel my chuld' I shal thee nevere
see 555
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But sith I thee have marked with the croys

Of thilke Fader — blessed moote he be! —

That for us deyde upon a croys of tree,

Thy soule, hitel child, I hym bitake,

For this nyght shaltow dyen for my
sake 560

I trowe that to a norice in this cas

Tt had been hard this reuthe for to se,

Wel myghte a mooder thanne han cryd
[13 alla’s‘ 73

But nathelees so sad stidefast was she

That she endured al adversitee, 565

And to the sergeant mekely she sayde,

“Have heer agayn youre htel 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 570

Buneth this litel body in som place

That beestes ne no briddes 1t torace ”

But he no word wol to that purpos seye,

But took the child and wente upon his
weye 574

Ths sergeant cam unto his lord ageyn,
And of Gnsmldis wordes and hure cheere
He tolde hym point for powmnt, in short and

pleyn,
And hym presenteth with his doghter
deere
Somwhat this lord hadde routhe m his
manere,
But nathelees lng purpos heeld he stille, 580
Ag 10“\1::11 doon, whan they wol han hir
€,

And bad this sergeant that he pryvely

Sholde this child ful softe wynde and
wrappe,

With alle circumstances tendrely,

And cane 1t 1n a cofre or 1n a lappe, 585

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 hts suster deere,
That thilke tyme of Pamk was countesse,

He sholde 1t take, and shewe lre thie
mateere, 591
Bisekynge hire to doon hire bisynesse
This child to fostre 1n alle gentillesse,
And whos child that it was he bad hire

hyde
From every wight, for oght that may
bityde 595

The sergeant gooth, and hath fulfild

this thyng,

But to this markys now retourne we

For now gooth he ful faste ymaginyng

If by lus wyves cheere he myghte se,

Or by hire word aperceyve, that she 600

Were chaunged, but he nevere hire koude
fynde

But evere m oon ylhke sad and kynde

As glad, as humble, as bisy in servyse,
And eek 1n love, as she was wont to be,
Was she to hym 1n every maner wyse, 605
Ne of hir doghter noght a word spak she
Noon aceident, for noon adversitee,

Was seyn 1n hire, ne nevere hir doghter
name
Ne nempned she, 1n ernest nor in game

Expheit tercia pars

Sequitur pars quarta

In this estaat ther passed been foure

yeer 610

Er she with childe was, but, as God wolde,

A knave child she bar by this Walter,

Ful gracious and fair for to haholde

And whan that folk 1t to his fader tolde,

Nat oonly he, but al lus contree merye 615

Was for this child, and God they thanke
and herye

Whan 1t was two yeer old, and fro the
brest

Departed of his norice, on a day
This markys caughte yet another lest
To tempte hus wyf yet ofter, if he may 620
O nedelees was she tempted 1 assay!
But wedded men ne knowe no mesure,
Whan that they fynde a pacient creature

“Wyf,” quod this markys, “ye han herd
er thlﬂ\
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My peple mkly berth oure marage, 625

And namely sith my sone yboren 18,

Now 1s 1t worse than evere m al oure age

The murmur sleeth myn herte and my
corage,

For to myne eres comth the voys so smerte

That 1t wel ny destroyed hath myn
herte 830

“Now sey they thus, ‘Whan Walter 18

agon,
Thanne shal the blood of Janicle succede
And been oure lord, for cother have we

noon’

Swiche wordes seith my peple, out of
drede

Wel oughte I of swaich murmur taken
heede, 635

For certeinly I drede swich sentence,
Though they nat pleyn speke 1n myn
audience

“T wolde lyve 1n pees, if that I myghte,
Wherfore I am disposed outrely,
As I lus suster servede by nyghte, 640
Right so thenke I to serve hym pryvely
This warne I yow, that ye nat sodeynly
Out of youreself for no wo sholde outreye,
Beth pacient, and therof I yow preye ”

“I have,” quod she, “seyd thus, and
evere shal 045
I wol no thyng, ne nyl no thyng, certayn,
But as yow hst Naught greveth me at al,
Though that my doughter and my sone be
slayn, —
At youre comandement, this 1s to sayn
I have noght had no part of children
tweyne 650
But first siknesse, and after wo and peyne

“Ye been oure lord, dooth with youre

owene thyng

Raght as yow hst, azeth no reed at me

For as I lefte at hoom al my clothyng,

Whan I first cam to yow, nght so,” quod
she, 855

“ZLefte I my wyl and al my libertee,

And took youre clothyng, wherfore I yow
preye,

Dooth youre plesaunce, I wol youre lust
obeye

“And certes, if I hadde prescience

Youre wyl to knowe, er ye youre lust me
tolde, 660

I wolde 1t doon withouten nechigence,

But now I woot youre lust, and what ye
wolde,

Al youre plesance ferme and stable I
holde,

For wiste I that my deeth wolde do yow
ese, 664

Right gladly wolde I dyen, yow to plese

“Deth may noght make no comparnsoun

Unto youre love > And whan this markys
say

The constance of lus wyf, he caste adoun
His eyen two, and wondreth that she may
In pacience suffre al this array, 670
And forth he goth with drery contenance,
But to his herte 1t was ful greet plesance

This ugly sergeant, 1n the same wyse
That be hire doghter caughte, rght so he,
Or worse, if men worse kan devyse, 675
Hath hent hire sone, that ful was of

beautee
And evere 1n oon 8o pacient was she
That she no chiere maade of hevynesse,
But kiste hir sone, and after gan 1t blesse,

Save this, she preyede hym that, if he

myghte, 880

Hir litel sone he wolde 1n erthe grave,

His tendre lymes, dehcaat to sighte,

Fro foweles and fro beestes for to save

But she noon answere of hym myghte have

He wente his wey, as hym no thyng ne
roghte, 685

But to Boloigne he tendrely 1t broghte

This markys wondred, evere lenger the

moore,

Upon hir pacience, and if that he

Ne hadde soothly knowen therbifoore

That parfitly hir children loved she, 690

He wolde have wend that of som subtiltee,

And of malice, or for crueel corage,

That she hadde suffred this with sad
visage

But wel he knew that next hymsgelf, cer-
teyn,
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She loved hir children best i every
wyse 695

But now of wommen wolde I axen fayn

If thise assayes myghte nat suffise?

What koude a sturdy housbonde moore

devyse
To preeve hir wyfhod and hir stedefast-
nesse, 699

And he continuynge evere 1n sturdinesse?

But ther been folk of swich condicion
That whan they have a certemn purpos take,
They kan nat stynte of hire entencion,
But, mght as they were bounden to a stake,
They wol nat of that firste purpos slake
Right so this markys fulliche hath pur-

posed 706
To tempte lus wyf as he was first disposed

He wateth 1f by word or contenance
That she to hym was changed of corage,
But nevere koude he fynde variance 710
She was ay oon 1n herte and 1 visage,
And ay the forther that she was in age,
The moore trewe, if that 1t were posaible,
She was to hym 1n love, and moore penyble

For which 1t semed thus, that of hem
two 715

Ther nas but o wyl, for, as Walter leste,
The same lust was hire plesance also
And, God be thanked, al fil for the beste
She shewed wel, for no worldly unreste
A wyf, as of hurself, nothing ne sholde 720
Wille 1n effect, but as hir housbonde wolde

The sclaundre of Walter ofte and wyde

spradde,

That of a crueel herte he wikkedly,

For he a povre womman wedded hadde,

Hath mordred bothe s children prively

Swich murmur was among hem comunly

No wonder 18, for to the peples ere 727

Ther cam no word, but that they mordred
were

For which, where as us peple therbifore
Hadde loved hym wel, the sclaundre of his
diffame 730
Made hem that they hym hatede therfore
To been a mordrere 18 an hateful name,
But nathelees, for ernest ne for game,

He of his crueel purpos nolde stente,
To tempte his wyf was set al his entente

Whan that his doghter twelve yeer was
of age, 736
He to the court of Rome, 1n subtil wyse
Enformed of his wyl, sente lus message,
Comaundynge hem swiche bulles to
devyse
As to his crueel purpos may suffyse, 740
How that the pope, as for hus peples reste,
Bad hym to wedde another, if hym leste

I seve, he bad they sholde countrefete
The popes bulles, makynge mencion
That he hath leve his firste wyf to lete, 745
As by the popes dispensacion,
To stynte rancour and dissencion
Brtwixe his peple and hym, thus seyde the

bulle,

The which they han pubhced atte fulle

The rude peple, as 1t no wonder 1s, 750
Wenden ful wel that 1t hadde be nght so,
But whan thise tidynges came to Grsildis,
I deeme that hire herte was ful wo
But she, yhike sad for everemo,

Disposed was, this humble creature, 755
The adversitee of Fortune al t'endure,

Abidynge evere hus lust and hus plesance,
To whom that she was yeven herte and al,
As to hire verray worldly suffisance
But shortly if this storie I tellen shal, 7éo0
This markys writen. hath 1n special
A lettre, m which he sheweth his entente,
And secreely he to Boloigne 1t sente

To the Exl of Panyk, which that hadde
tho
Wedded lus suster, preyde he specially 7é5
To bryngen hoom agayn his children two
In honurable estaat al openly
But o thyng he hym preyede outrely,
That he to no wight, though men wolde

enquere,
Sholde nat telle whos children that they
were, 770

But seye, the mayden sholde ywedded be
Unto the markys of Saluce anon
And as this erl was preyed, so dide he,
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Tor at day set he on his wey 18 goon
Toward Saluce, and lordes many oon 775
In niche array, this mayden for to gyde,
Hir yonge brother rndynge hire hisyde

Arrayed was toward hir manage

This fresshe mayde, ful of gemmes cleere,

Hir brother, which that seven yeer was
of age, 780

Arrayed eek ful fressh in his manere

And thus in greet noblesse and with glad
cheere,

Toward Saluces shapynge hir journey,

Fro day to day they ryden in hir wey

Expheit quarta pars

Sequitur pars quinta

Among al this, after his wikke usage, 785
This markys, yet his wyf to tempte moore
To the outtreste preeve of hir corage,
Fully to han experience and loore
If that she were as stidefast as ifoore,
He on a day, 1n open audience, 790
Ful baistously hath seyd hire this sentence

“Certes, Grimlde, I hadde ynogh ples-

ance

To han yow to my wyf for youre goodnesse,

As for youre trouthe and for youre ober-
sance,

Noght for youre lynage, ne for youre
richesse, 795

But now knowe I 1n verray soothfastnesse

That 1 greet lordshipe, if I wel avyse,

‘Ther 18 greet servitute in sondry wyse

I may nat doon as every plowman may
My peple me constreyneth for to take 800
Another wyf, and crien day by day,

And eek the pope, rancour for to slake,
Consenteth 1t, that dar I undertake,

And trewely thus muche I wol yow seye,
My newe wyf 18 comynge by the weye 805

‘“Be strong of herte, and voyde anon hir
place,
And thilke dowere that ye broghten me,
Task 1t agayn, I graunte 1t of my grace
Mewar]r;eth to youre fadres hous,” quod
€,
 Nowmen may alwey han. prosperttes. 810

With evene herte I rede yow t’endure
The strook of Fortune or of aventure ”

And she agayn answerde 1n pacience,

“My lord,” quod she, “I woot, and wiste
alway,

How that bitwixen youre magnificence 815
And my poverte no wight kan ne may
Maken comparison, 1t 1s no nay
I ne heeld me nevere digne 1n no manere
To be youre wyf, no, ne youre chamberere

“And m this hous, ther ye me lady
maade — 820
The heighe God take I for my witnesse,
And also wysly he my soule glaade —
I pevere heeld me lady ne maistresse,
But humble servant to youre worthynesse,
And evere shal, whil that my lyf may
dure, 825
Aboven every worldly creature

“That ye so longe of youre bemgnitee
Han holden me 10 honour and nobleye,
Where as I was noght worthy for to bee,
That thonke I God and yow, to whom I

preye 830
Foryelde 1t yow, ther 18 namoore to seye
Unto my fader gladly wol I wende,

And with hym dwelle unto my lyves ende

“Ther I was fostred of a chuld ful smal,
Til I be deed my lyf ther wol I lede, 835
A wydwe clene 1n body, herte, and al
For mth I yaf to yow my mavdenhede,
And am youre trewe wyf, it 1s no drede,
God shilde swich a lordes wyf to take
Another man to housbonde or to make! 840

“And of youre newe wyf God of hi
grace
So graunte yow wele and prosperitee!
For I wol gladly yelden hire my place,
In which that I was blsful wont to bee
For sth 1t Liketh yow, my lord,” quod
shee, 846
“That whilom weren al myn hertes reste,
That I1 shal goon, I wol goon whan yow
este

“ But ther as ye me profre swich dowawre
Ag I first broghte, 1t 18 wel 10 my mynde
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It were my wrecched clothes, nothyng

faire, 850
The whiche to me were hard now for to
fynde

O goode God! how gentil and how kynde

Ye semed by youre speche and youre
visage

The day that maked was oure manage!

“But sooth 13 seyd — algate I fynde 1t
trewe, 855
For 1n effect 1t preeved 1s on me —
Love 1s noght oold as whan that 1t 18 newe
But certes, lord, for noon adversitee,
To dyen 1n the cas, 1t shal nat bee
That evere in word or werk I shal re-
pente 860
That I yow yaf myn herte in hool entente

“My lord, ye woot that m my fadres
place
Ye dide me streepe out of my povre weede,
And nichely me cladden, of youre grace
To yow broghte I noght elles, out of

drede, 865
But feith, and nakednesse, and mayden-~
hede,

And heere agayn your clothyng I restoore,
And eek your weddyng ryng, for evere-
more

‘' The remenant of youre jueles redy be
Inwith youre chambre, dar I saufly sayn
Naked out of my fadres hous,” quod

she, 871
“I cam, and naked moot I turne agayn
Al youre plesance wol I folwen fayn,
But yet I hope 1t be nat youre entente
That I smoklees out of youre paleys
wente 875

“Ye koudenat doonso dishonest a thyng,

That t}:]ulke wombe in which youre chaldren
eye

Sholde biforn the peple, mm my walkyng,
Be seyn al bare, wherfore I yow preye,
Lat me nat lyk a worm go by the weye 880
Remembre yow, myn owene lord so deere,
I was youre wyf, though I unworthy weere

““Wherfore, 1n gerdon of my mayden-
hede

Whach that I broghte, and noght agayn I

bere,
As voucheth sauf to yeve me, to my
meede, 885

But swich a smok as I was wont to were,

That I therwith may wrye the wombe of
here

That was youre wyf  And heer take I my
leave

Of yow, myn owene lord, lest I yow greve "’

“The smok,” quod he, “that thou hast

on thy bak, 890

Lat 1t be stille, and bere 1t forth with thee

But wel unnethes thilke word he spak,

But wente lus wey, for routhe and for
pitee

Biforn the folk hirselven strepeth she,

And m hir smok, with heed and foot al
bare, 895

Toward hir fader hous forth 1s she fare

The folk hire folwe, wepynge 1n hir weye,
And Fortune ay they cursen as they goon,
But she fro wepyng kepte hire eyen dreye,
Ne m this tyme word ne spak she noon 900
Hir fader, that this tidynge herde anoon,
Curseth the day and tyme that Nature
Shoop hym to been a lyves creature

For out of doute this olde poure man
Was evere 1n suspect of hur manage, 90z
For evere he demed, sith that it bigan,
That whan the lord fulfild hadde s

corage,
Hym wolde thynke 1t were a disparage
To Ius estaat so lowe for t’ahghte,
And voyden hire as soone as ever he
myghte 910

Agayns his doghter hastily goth he,

For he by noyse of folk knew hire comynge,

And with hire olde coote, as 1t myghte be

He covered hire, ful sorwefully wepynge

But on hire body myghte he it nat
brynge, 915

For rude was the clooth, and moore of age

By dayes fele than at hire mariage

Thus with huire fader, for a certeyn space,
Dwelleth this flour of wyfly pacience,
That neither by hire wordes ne hire face,
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Biforn the folk, ne eek 1n hire absence, 921
Ne shewed she that hire was doon offence,
Ne of hire heighe estaat no remembraunce
Ne hadde she, as by hire contenaunce

No wonder 1s, for 1n hire grete estaat 925
Hire goost was evere 1n pleyn humyhtee,
No tendre mouth, noon herte delicaat,
No pompe, no semblant of rowaltee,

But ful of pacient benyngnytee,

Discreet and pridelees, ay honurable, 930

And to hire housbonde evere meke and
stable

Men speke of Job, and moost for his
humblesse,
As clerkes, whan hem lst, konne wel
endite,
Namely of men, but as in soothfastnesse,
Though clerkes preise wommen but a

hte, 935
Ther kan no man m humblesse hym
acquite

As womman kan, ne kan been half so trewe
As wommen been, but 1t be falle of newe

[PART V1]

Fro Boloigne 1s this Erl of Panyk come,

Of which the fame up gprang to moore and
lesse, 940

And to the peples eres, alle and some,

Was kouth eek that a newe markysesse

He with hym broghte, 1n swich pompe and
richesse

That nevere was ther seyn with mannes ye

So noble array 1n al West Lumbardye 945

The markys, which that shoop and knew

al this,

Er that this erl was come, sente his mes-
sage

For thilke sely povre Gnailds,

And she with humble herte and glad visage,

Nat with no swollen thoght i hire corage,

Cam at s heste, and on hire knees hire
sette, 951

And reverently and wisely she hym grette

“ Grsilde,” quod he," my wyl1s outrely,
This mayden, that shal wedded been to
me,

Received be to-morwe as rowally 955
As 1t possible 15 1n myn hous to be,

And eek that every wight 1n his degree
Have his estaat, in sittyng and servyse
And heigh plesaunce, as I kan best devyse

“I have no wommen suffisaunt, cer-
tayn, 960
The chambres for t’arraye i ordmaunce
After my lust, and therfore wolde I fayn
That thyn were al swich manere gover-
naunce
Thou knowest eek of old al my plesaunce,
Thogh thyn array be badde and yvel
biseye, 965
Do thou thy devorr at the leeste weye ”

“Nat oonly, lord, that I am glad,” quod
she,
“To doon youre lust, but I desire also
Yow for to serve and plese mn my degree
Withouten feyntyng, and shal everemo,

Ne nevere, for no wele ne no wo, 971
Ne shal the goost withinne myn herte
stente
To love yow best wath al my trewe en-
tente ”
And with that word she gan the hous
to dighte,

And tables for to sette, and beddes make,
And peyned hire to doon al that she

myghte, 978
Preyynge the chambereres, for Goddes
sake,

To hasten hem, and faste swepe and shake,

And she, the mooste servysable of alle,

Hath every chambre arrayed and his
halle 980

Abouten undren gan this erl ahighte,
That with hym broghte thise noble chil-
dren tweye,
For which the peple ran to seen the mghte
Of hire array, so richely biseye,
And thenne at erst amonges hem they

seye 985
That Walter was no fool, thogh that hym
leste

To chaunge his wyf, for 1t was for the beste

For she 18 fairer, as they deemen alle,
Than 15 Grimlde, and moore tendre of age,
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And fawrer fruyt bitwene hem sholde
falle, 990

And moore plesant, for hire heigh lynage

Hir brother eek so fair was of visage

That hem to seen the peple hath caught
plesaunce,

Commendynge now the markys gover-
naunce —

“0O stormy peple! unsad and evere

untrewe! 995

Ay undiscreet and chaungynge as a fane!
Delitynge evere 1n rumbul that 1s newe,

For lyk the moone ay wexe ye and wane!
Ay ful of clappyng, deere ynogh a jane!

Youre doom 1s fals, youre constance yvele

preeveth, 1000

A ful greet fool 18 he that on yow leeveth ”

Thus seyden sadde folk in that citee,
Whan that the peple gazed up and doun,
For they were glad, right for the noveltee,
To han a newe lady of hir toun 1005
Namoore of this make I now mencioun,
But to Grisilde agayn wol I me dresse,
And telle hir constance and hir bisy-

nesse —

Ful bisy was Grisilde 1n every thyng
That to the feeste was apertinent 1010
Raght noght was she abayst of hwre cloth-

yng,
Thogh 1t were rude and somdeel eek
torent,
But with glad cheere to the yate 1s went
With oother folk, to greete the markysesse,
And after that dooth forth hire bigynesse

With so glad chiere s gestes she re-
ceyveth, 1016
And konnyngly, everich in his degree,
That no defaute no man aperceyveth,
But ay they wondren what she myghte bee
That 1n so povre array was for to see, 1020
And koude swich honour and reverence,
And worthily they preisen hire prudence

In al this meene while she ne stente
This mayde and eek ir brother to com-

mende
With al lur herte, ;n ful benyngne en-
tente, 1025

So wel that no man koude hir pris amende

But atte laste, whan that thise lordes
wende

To aitten doun to mete, he gan to calle

Grsilde, as she was bisy 1n his halle

“Gnslde,” quod he, as 1t were 1 s

pley, 1030
“How lhketh thee my wyf and e
beautee?”’
“Raght wel,” quod she, “my lord, for, 1n
good fey,

A farrer saugh I nevere noon than she

I prey to God yeve hire prosperitee,

And =0 hope I that he wol to yow sende
Plesance ynogh unto youre lyves ende 1038

“0O thyng hiseke I yow, and warne also,
That ye ne prikke with no tormentynge
This tendre mayden, as ye han doon mo,
For she 1s fostred 1n hire norissynge 1040
Moore tendrely, and, to my supposynge,
She koude nat adversitee endure
As koude a povre fostred creature ”

And whan this Walter saugh hwre
pacience,

Hir glade chiere, and no malice at al, 1045
And he so ofte had doon to hire offence,
And she ay sad and constant as a wal,
Continuynge evere hire mnnocence overal,
This sturdy markys gan his herte dresse
To rewen upon hire wyfly stedfastnesse

“This 18 ynogh, Grisilde myn,”’ quod
he, 1051
“‘Be now namoore agast ne yvele apayed.
I have thy feith and thy benyngnytee,
As wel ag evere womman wag, assayed,
In greet estaat, and povreliche arrayed
Now knowe I, dere wyf, thy stedfast-
nesse,” — 1056
Angd hire 10 armes took and gan hire kesse

And she for wonder took of 1t no keep;
She herde nat what thyng be to hire seyde,
She ferde as she had stert out of a sleep,
Tl she out of hire mazednesse abreyde
“Gnalde,” quod he, “ by God, that for us

deyde, 1062
Thou art my wyf, ne noon oother I have,
Ne nevere badde, as God my soule save!
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““This 15 thy doghter, which thou hast
supposed 1085
To be my wyf, that oother ferthfully
Shal be myn hexr, as I have ay disposed,
Thou bare hym 1n thy body trewely
At Boloigne have I kept hem prively,
Task hem agayn, for now maystow nat

seye 1070
That thou hast lorn noon of thy children
tweye

“ And folk that ootherweys han seyd of
me
I warne h,em wel that I have doon this
deede
For no malice, ne for no crueltee,
But for t’assaye in thee thy womman-

heede, 1075
And nat to sleen my children — God for-
beede! —

But for to kepe hem pryvely and stille,
Til I thy purpos knewe and al thy wille

‘Whan she this herde, aswowne doun she

falleth

¥or pitous joye, and after hire swownynge

She bothe hire yonge children to lure
calleth, 1081

And m hire armes, pitously wepynge,

Embraceth hem, and tendrely kssynge

Ful lyk a mooder, with hire salte teeres

She bathed bothe hire visage and hire
heeres 1085

O which a prtous thyng 1t was to se
Hir swownyng, and hire humble voys to
heere!
“ Grauntmercy, lord, God thanke 1t yow,”
quod she,
“That ye han saved me my children deere!
Now rekke I nevere to been deed nght

heere, 1090
Sith I stonde 1 youre love and in youre
grace,

No fors of deeth, ne whan my spu1t pace!

“0 tendre, o deere, o yonge children
myne!
Youre woful mooder wende stedfastly 1094
That crueel houndes or som foul vermyne
Hadde eten yow, but God, of his mercy,
And youre benyngne fader tendrely

Hath doon yow kept,”’ —and in that
same stounde
Al sodeynly she swapte adoun to grounde

And 1 hire swough so sadly holdeth

she 1100

Hire children two, whan she gan hem
t’embrace,

That with greet sleighte and greet diffi-
cultee

The children from hire arm they gonne
arace

O many a teere on many a pitous face

Doun ran of hem that stooden hire
bisyde, 1108

Unnethe abouten hire myghte they abyde

Walter hire gladeth, and hire sorwe
slaketh,

She riseth up, abaysed, from hire traunce,

And every wight hire joye and feeste

maketh
Til she hath caught agayn hire con-
tenaunce 1110

Walter hure dooth so ferthfully plesaunce
That 1t was deyntee for to seen the cheere
Bitwixe hem two, now they been met

yleere

Thise ladyes, whan that they hir tyme

say,

Han taken hire and into chambre gon, 1115

And strepen hire out of hire rude array,

And 1n a clooth of gold that brighte shoon,

‘With a coroune of many a riche stoon

Upon hire heed, they into halle hire
broghte,

And ther she was honured as hire oghte

Thus hath this pitous day a bhsful

ende, 1121
For every man and womman dooth s
myght

Thig day 1 murthe and revel to dispende
Til on the welkne shoon the sterres lyght
For moore solempne m every mannes

syght 1125
This feste was, and gretter of costage,
Than was the revel of hire mariage

Ful many a yeer in heigh prosperitee
Lyven thise two 1 concord and i reste,
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And richely his doghter maryed he 1130
Unto a lord, oon of the worthieste

Of al Ytaille, and thanne in pees and reste
His wyves fader in is court he kepeth,

Tu that the soule out of Ius body crepeth

His sone suceedeth mn hig heritage 1135
In reste and pees, after us fader day,
And fortunat was eek 1n mamnage,

Al putte he nat his wyf 1n greet assay
This world 1s nat so strong, 1t 1s no nay,
As 1t hath been 1n olde tymes yoore, 1140
And herkneth what this auctour seith

therfoore

This store 1s seyd, nat for that wyves

sholde

Folwen Gnisilde as 1n hurnyhtee,

For 1t were mportable, though they wolde,

But for that every wight, 1n hus degree, 1145

Sholde be constant 1n adversitee

As was Gnsilde, therfore Petrak writeth

This storte, which with heigh stile he
enditeth

For, sith & womman was 8o pacient
Unto a mortal man, wel moore us oghte
Receyven al 1n gree that God us sent, 1151
For greet skile 1s, he preeve that be

wroghte
But he ne tempteth no man that he
boghte,
As seith Semnt Jame, if ye his pistel rede,
He preeveth folk al day, 1t 1s no drede, 1155

And suffreth us, as for oure excercise,
With sharpe scourges of adversitee
Ful ofte to be bete 1n sondry wise,
Nat for to knowe oure wyl, for certes he,
Er we were born, knew al oure freletee, 1160
And for oure beste 18 al lus governaunce
Lat us thanne lyve 1n vertuous suffraunce

But o word, lordynges, herkneth er I go
It were ful hard to fynde now-a-dayes
In al a toun Grsildis thre or two, 1165
Forif that they were put to swiche assayes,
The gold of hem hath now so badde alayes
‘With bras, that thogh the coyne be fair at

e,
It wolde rather breste a-two than plye

For which heere, for the Wyves love of

Bathe — 1170

Whos lyf and al hire secte God mayntene

In heigh maistrie, and elles were 1t scathe

I wol with lusty herte, fressh and grene,

Seyn yow & song to glade yow, I wene,

And lat us stynte of ernestful matere 1175

Herkneth my song that serth 1 this
manere

Lenvoy de Chaucer

Gnslde 1s deed, and eek hire pacience,
And bothe atones buryed in Ytaille,
For which I crie 1 open audience,
No wedded man so hardy be t’assaalle 1180
His wyves pacience 1n trust to fynde
Grnsildss, for 1n certein he shal faille

O noble wyves, ful of beigh prudence,
Lat noon humyhitee youre tonge naille,
Ne lat no clerk have cause or dihigence 1185
To vmte of yow a storie of swich mervaille
As of Gnsldis pacient and kynde,
Lest Chichevache yow swelwe m lure
entraille!

Folweth Ekko, that holdeth no silence,
But evere answereth at the countretaille
Beth nat bidaffed for youre innocence, 1191
But sharply taak on yow the governalle
Emprenteth wel this lessoun 1n youre

mynde,
For commune profit sith 1t may availle

Ye archewyves, stondeth at defense, 1195
Syn ye be strong as 1s a greet camaille,
Ne suffreth nat that men yow doon

offense
And sklendre wyves, fieble as 1n bataille,
Beth egre as 18 a tygre yond i Ynde,
Ay clappeth as a mille, I yow consaille 1200

Ne dreed hem nat, doth hem no rever-

ence

For though thyn housbonde armed be in
maille,

The arwes of thy erabbed eloguence

Shal perce his brest, and eek his aventaille

In jalousie I rede eek thou hym bynde, 1205

And thou shalt make hym couche as doth
8 qualle
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If thou be fair, ther folk been 1n presence
Shewe thou thy visage and thyn apparaille,
If thou be foul, be fre of thy dispence,

1o gete thee freendes ay do thy travaille,

Be ay of chiere as light as leef on lynde,

And lat hym care, and wepe, and wrynge,
and waille! 1212

[The following stanza, 1l 12128-g seems
to have been the ongmal ending of the
tale It stands after the Envoy mn most
of the manuseripts which preserve it, but
1t may have been meant to follow 1 1162
orl 1169

Bihoold the murye wordes of the Hoost

This worthy Clerk, whan ended was his

tale, 1212 &
Oure Hooste seyde, and swoor, * By Goddes
bones,

Me were levere than a barel ale

My wyf at hoom had herd this legende
ones!

This 18 a gentil tale for the nones,

As to my purpos, wiste ye my walle,

But thyng that wol nat be, lat 1t be stille ”’;

Heere endeth the Tale of the Clerk of Oxenford

THE MERCHANT'S PROLOGUE
The Prologe of the Marchantes Tale

“Wepyng and waylyng, care and oother

sorwe

T knowe ynogh, on even and a-morwe,”

Quod the Marchant, “and so doon other
mo 1215

" hat wedded been I trowe that 1t be so,

1 or wel I woot 1t fareth so with me

I have a wyf, the worste that may be,

Y or thogh the feend to hire ycoupled were,

She wolde hym overmacche, I dar wel
swere 1220

What sholde I yow reherce m special

Hir hye malice? She 1s a shrewe at al

"Ther 18 a long and large difference

Bitwix Gnsildis grete pacience

A nd of my wyf the passyng crueltee

W ere I unbounden, also moot I thee!

I wolde nevere eft comen in the snare

We wedded raen lyven in sorwe and care

Assaye whoso wole, and he shal fynde

1225

That I seye sooth, by Seint Thomas of
Ynde, 1230
As for the moore part, I sey nat alle
God shilde that 1t sholde so bifaile!
Al goode sire Hoost, I have ywedded bee
Thise monthes iwo, and moore nat,
pardee,
And yet, I trowe, he that al hus lyve 1235
Wiyflees hath been, though that men wolde
hum ryve
Unto the herte, ne koude i no manere
Tellen so muchel sorwe as I now heere
Koude tellen of my wyves cursednesse!”
“Now,” quod oure Hoost, “Marchaunt,
80 God yow blesse, 1240
Syn ye so muchel knowen of that art,
Ful hertely I pray yow telle us part”
“Gladly,” quod he, “but of myn owene
soore,
For soory herte, I telle may namoore *’
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Heere bigynneth the Marchantes Tale
Whilom ther was dwellynge 1n Lum- | In hibertee, and under noon arreest,
bardye 1245 | Ther as a wedded man 1n his estaat
A worthy knyght, that born was of Pavye, | Lyveth a lyf bhsful and ordinaat,
In which he lyved in greet prosperitee, Under this yok of mariage ybounde 1285

And sixty yeer a wyflees man was hee,
And folwed ay his bodily delyt

On wommen, ther as was his appetyt, 1250
As doon thise fooles that been seculeer
And whan that he was passed sixty yeer,
Were _t for hoolynesse or for dotage,

I kan nat seye, but swich a greet corage
Hadde this knyght to been a wedded

man 1258
That day and nyght he dooth al that he
kan

T’espien where he myghte wedded be,

Preyinge oure Lord to graunten him that he

Mighte ones knowe of thilke bhsful Iyf

That 1s bitwixe an housbonde and his
wyf, 1260

And for to lyve under that hooly boond

With which that first God man and wor-
man bond

““Noon oother Iyf,” seyde he, “‘1s worth a
bene,

For wedlok 1s s0 esy and so clene,

That in this world 1t 1s a paradys”’ 1265

Thus seyde this olde knyght, that was so

wys
And certemnly, as sooth as God 1s kyng,
To take a wyf 1t 15 a glorous thyng,
And namely whan a man 1s oold and hoor,
Thanne s a wyf the fruyt of hus tresor 1270
Thanne sholde he take a yong wyf and
aferr,
On which he myghte engendren hym an
herr,
And lede his lyf 1n joye and m solas,
Where as thise bachelens synge “allas,”
‘Whan that they fynden any adversitee
In love, which nys but childyssh vanytee
And trewely 1t st wel to be so, 1277
That bacheleris have often peyne and wo,
On brotel ground they buylde, and brotel-
nesse
They fynde, whan they wene sikernesse
They lyve but 28 a bryd or as a beest, 1281

Wel may his herte 1 joy and bhsse
habounde,
For who kan be so buxom as a wyf?
Who 1s so trewe, and eek so ententyf
To kepe hym, syk and hool, as1s his make?
For wele or wo she wole hym nat for-
sake, 1200
She nys nat wery hym to love and serve,
Thogh that he lye bedrede, til he sterve
And yet somme clerkes seyn 1t nys nat so,
Of whiche he Theofraste 1s oon of tho
What force though Theofraste liste lye?
“Ne take no wyf,” quod he, “for hous-
bondrye, 1296
Asg for to spare i houshold thy dispence
A trewe servant dooth moore diligence
Thy good to kepe, than thyn owene wyf,
For she wol clayme half part al hur lyf 1300
And if that thou be syk, so God me save,
Thy verray freendes, or a trewe knave,
Wol kepe thee bet than she that waiteth ay
After thy good and hath doon many a day
And 1if thou take a wyf unto thyn hoold,

Ful lightly maystow been a coke-
wold 1306

This sentence, and an hundred thynges
worse,

Writeth this man, ther God his bones
corse!

But take no kep of al swich vanytee,
Deffie Theofraste, and herke me
A wyf 18 Goddes nfte verraily,
Alle othere manere yiftes hardily,
As londes, rentes, pasture, or commune,
Or moebles, alle been yiftes of Fortune,
That passen as a shadwe upon a wal 1315
But drede nat, if pleynly speke I shal,
A wyf wol laste, and in thyn hous endure,
'Wel lenger than thee hst, paraventure
Manage 18 a ful greet sacrement
He which that hath no wyf, I holde hym
shent, 1320
He lyveth helplees and al desolat, —

1310
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1 speke of folk 1n seculer estaat
And herke why, I sey nat this for noght,
That womman 18 for mannes helpe

ywroght
The hye God, whan he hadde Adam
maked, 1325

And saugh him sl allone, bely-naked,
God of his grete goodnesse seyde than,
“Lat us now make an helpe unto this man
Lyk to hymself”, and thanne he made hum

Eve
Heere may ye se, and heerby may ye
preve, 1330

That wyf 1s mannes helpe and s confort,

His paradys terrestre, and his disport

So buxom and so vertuous 1s she,

They moste nedes lyve in umtee

O flessh they been, and o fleesh, as I
gesse, 1385

Hath but con herte, 1n wele and 1n dis-
tresse

A wyf! a, Seinte Mane, benedicite!

How myghte & man han any adversitee

That hath a wyf? Certes, I kan nat seye

The blisse which that 18 bitwixe hem
tweye 1340

Ther may no tonge telle, or herte thynke

If he be povre, she helpeth hym to swynke,

She kepeth his good, and wasteth never

a deel,

Al that hire housbonde lust, hire hketh
weel,

She seith nat ones “nay,” whan he seith
uye » 1345

“Do this,” seth he, “Al redy, sire,’
serth she

O bhstul ordre of wedlok precious,

Thou art so murye, and eek so vertuous,

And so commended and appreved eek

That every man that halt hym worth a
leek, 1350

Upon hig bare knees oughte al his lyf

Thanken his God that hym hath sent a

wyf,
Or elles preye to God hym for to sende
A wyf, to laste unto his lyves ende
For thanne his Iyf 1s set in sikernesse, 1355
He may nat be deceyved, as I gesse,
So that he werke after s wyves reed
Thanne mey he boldely beren up his heed,
They been so trewe, and therwithal so

wyse;

For which, if thou wolt werken as the
wyse, 1360
Do alwey so as wommen wol thee rede
Lo, how that Jacob, as thise clerkes rede,
By good conseil of hus mooder Rebekke,
Boond the kydes skyn aboute his nekke,
For which his fadres beny son he wan 1365
Lo Judith, as the storie eek telle kan,
By wys conseil she Goddes peple kepte,
And slow hym Olofernus, whil he slepte
Lo Abigayl, by good conseil, how she
Saved hir housbonde Nabal, whan that
he 1370
Sholde han be slayn, and looke, Ester also
By good conseil delyvered out of wo
The peple of God, and made hym Mar-
dochee
Of Assuere enhaunced for to be
Ther nys no thyng in gree super-
latyf, 1875
As seith Senek, above an humble wyf
Suffre thy wyves tonge, as Catoun bit,
She shal comande, and thou shalt suffren
1t,
And yet she wole obeye of curteisye
A wyf 18 kepere of thyn housbondrye, 1380
Wel may the sike man biwaille and wepe,
Ther as ther nys no wyf the hous to kepe
I warne thee, if wisely thou wolt wirche,
Love wel thy wyf, as Cnst loved his
chirche
If thou lovest thyself, thou lovest thy
wyi, 1385
No man hateth his flessh, but 1n his lyf
He fostreth 1t, and therfore bidde I thee,
Chensse thy wyf, or thou shalt nevere
thee
Housbonde and wyf, what so men jape or
pleye,
Of worldly folk helden the siker weye, 1300
They been so knyt ther may noon harm
bityde,
And namely upon the wyves syde
For which thig Januarie, of whom I tolde,
Considered hath, mwith lus dayes olde,
The lusty lyf, the vertuous quyete, 1395
That 15 10 mariage hony-sweete,
And for lus freendes on a day he sente,
To tellen hem th'effect of his entente
‘With face sad his tale he hath hem toold
He seyde, ‘‘Freendes, I am hoor and
oold, 1400
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And almoost, God woot, on my pittes
brynke,

Upon my soule somwhat moste I thynke

I have my body fohly despended,

Blessed be God that 1t shal been amended!

For I wol be, certeyn, a wedded man, 1405

And that anoon 1n al the haste I kan

Unto som mayde fair and tendre of age,

I prey yow, shapeth for my mariage

Al sodeynly, for I wol nat abyde,

And I wol fonde t’espien, on my syde, 1410

To whom I may be wedded hastaly

But forasmuche as ye been mo than I,

Ye shullen rather swach a thyng espyen

Than I, and where me best were to allyen

But o thyng warne I yow, my freendes

deere, 1415

I wol noon oold wyf han 1n no manere

She shal nat passe twenty yeer, certayn,

Oold fissh and yong flessh wolde I have
ful fayn

Bet 18,” quod he, “a pyk than a pykerel,

And bet than old boef is the tendre
veel 1420

I wol no womman thrntty yeer of age,

It 18 but bene-straw and greet forage

And eek thise olde wydwes, God 1t woot,

They konne so muchel craft on Wades
boot,

So muchel broken harm, whan that hem
leste, 1425

That with hem sholde I nevere lyve m
reste

For sondry scoles maken sotile clerkis,

Womman of manye scoles half a clerk 1s

But certeynly, a yong thyng may men gye,

Right as men may warm wex with handes
plye 1430

‘Wherfore I sey yow pleynly, 1 a clause,

I wol noon oold wyf han nght for this
cause

For if so were I hadde swich myschaunce,

That I 1 hire ne koude han no plesaunce,

Thanne sholde I lede my lyf mn avoutrye,

And go streight to the devel, whan I
dye 1436

Ne children sholde I none upon hire geten,

Yet were me levere houndes had me eten,

Than that myn heritage sholde falle

In straunge hand, and this I telle yow
alle 1440

1 dote nat, I woot the cause why

Men sholde wedde, and forthermoore
woot I,

Ther speketh many a man of marnage

That woot namoore of 1t than woot my
page,

For whiche causes man sholde take a
wyf 1445

If he ne may nat lyven chaast s Iyf,

Take hym a wyf with greet devocioun,

By cause of leveful procreacioun

Of cmildren, to th’onour of God above,

And nat oonly for paramour or love, 1450

And for they sholde leccherye eschue,

And yelde har dette whan that 1t 1s due,

Or for that ech of hem sholde helpen oother

In meschief, as a suster shal the brother,

And lyve 1n chastitee ful holily 1455

But sires, by youre leve, that am nat 1

For, God be thanked! I dar make avaunt,

I feele my lymes stark and suffisaunt

To do al that a man bilongeth to,

I woot myselven best what I may do 1460

Though I be hoor, I fare as dooth a tree

That blosmeth er that fruyt ywoxen bee,

And blosmy tree nys neither drye ne deed.

I feele me nowhere hoor but on myn heed,

Myn herte and alle my lymes been as
grene 1465

As laurer thurgh the yeer 1s for to sene.

And syn that ye han herd al myn ententie,

I prey yow to my wyl ye wole assente ”

Daverse men diversely hym tolde

Of mariage manye ensamples olde 1470

Somme blamed 1t, somme preysed 1it,
certeyn,

But atte laste, shortly for to seyn,

As al day falleth altercacioun

Bitwixen freendes i disputisoun,

Ther fil a stryf bitwixe bis bretheren
two, 1475

Of whiche that oon was cleped Placebo,

Justinus soothly called was that oother

Placebo seyde, “O Januare, brother,

Ful hitel nede hadde ye, my lord so deere,

Conseil to axe of any that 1s heere, 1480

But that ye been so ful of sapience

That yow ne liketh, for youre heighe pru~
dence,

To weyven fro the word of Saloron

Thig word seyde he unto us everychon

‘Wirk alle thyng by consell,” thus seyde
ke, 1485
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‘ And thanne shaltow nat repente thee’

But though that Salomon spak swich a
word,

Myn owene deere brother and my lord,

8o wysly God my soule brynge at reste,

I holde youre owene consell 1s the
beste 1490

For, brother myn, of me taak this motyf,

I have now been a court-man al my lyf,

And God 1t woot, though I unworthy be,

T have stonden 1n ful greet degree

Abouten lordes of ful heigh estaat, 1495

Yet hadde I nevere with noon of hem
debaat

I nevere hem contraned, trewely,

1 woot wel that my lord kan moore than I

What that he seith, I holde 1t ferme and

stable,
I seye the same, or elles thyng sem-
blable 1500

A ful greet fool 18 any conserllour
That serveth any lord of heigh honour,
That dar presume, or elles thenken it,
That his conseil sholde passe hus lordes wit
Nay, lordes been no fooles, by my fay' 1505
Ye han youreselven shewed heer to-day
So heigh sentence, so holly and weel,
That I consente and conferme everydeel
Youre wordes alle and youre opimoun
By God, ther nys no man m al this toun,
Nen Ytalle, that koude bet han sayd!
Crnst halt hym of this comsel ful wel
apayd 1512
And trewely, 1t 18 an heigh corage
Of any man that stapen 1s 1n age
To take a yong wyf, by my fader kyn, 1515
Youre herte hangeth on 2 joly pyn!
Dooth now 1 this matiere nght as yow
v leste,

For finally I holde 1t for the beste ”
Justinus, that ay stille sat and herde,
Right i this wise he to Placebo an-

swerde 1520
“‘Now, brother myn, be pacient, I preye,
8yn ye han seyd, and herkneth what I seye
Senek, among hig othere wordes wyse,
Seith that a man oghte hym nght wel avyse
To whom he yeveth his lond or his catel
And syn I oghte avyse me nght wel 1526
To whom I yeve my good awey fro me,
Wel muchel moore I oghte avysed be
To whom I yeve my body for alwey

I warne yow wel, it 1s no childes pley 1a3p
To take a wyf withouten avysement
Men moste enquere, this 1s myn assent,
Wher she be wys, or sobre, or dronkelewe,
Or proud, or elles ootherweys a shrewe,
A chidestere, or wastour of thy good, 1538
Or riche, or poore, or elles manny ssh wood
Al be 1t so that no man fynden shal
Noon 1n this world that trotteth hooln al,
Ne man, ne beest, swich as men koude
devyse,
But nathelees 1t oghte ynough suffise 1540
With any wyf, f so were that she hadde
Mo goode thewes than hire vices badde,
And al this axeth leyser for t’enquere
For, God 1t woot, I have wept many a
teere
Ful pryvely, syn I have had a wyf 1545
Preyse whoso wole a wedded mannes lyf,
Certein I fynde 1 1t but cost and care
And observances, of alle blisges bare
And yet, God woot, my neighebores
aboute,
And namely of wommen many a 1oute, 1550
Seyn that I have the mooste stedefast wyf,
And eek the mekeste oon that bereth Iyf,
But I woot best where wryngeth me my
sho
Ye mowe, for me, nght as yow liketh do,
Avyseth yow — ye been a man of age —
How that ye entren into manage, 1556
And namely with a yong wyf and a fair
By hym that made water, erthe, and air,
The yongeste man that 18 1 al this route
Is bisy ynough to bryngen 1t aboute 1560
To han his wyf allone Trusteth me,
Ye shul nat plesen hire fully yeres thre,
This 18 to seyn, to doon hire ful plesaunce
A wyf axeth ful many an observaunce
I prey yow that ye be nat yvele apayd ”
“Wel,” quod ths Januane, “and
hastow sayd? 1566
Straw for thy Senek, and for thy proverbes!
I counte nat a panyer ful of herbes
Of scole-termes  Wyser men than thow,
As thou hast herd, assenteden nght
now 1570
To my purpos Placebo, what sey ye?”’
“I seye 1t 18 & cursed man,’”’ quod he,
“That letteth matnmoigne, sikerly ”’
And with that word they rysen sodeynly,
And been assented fully that he sholde 1575
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Be wedded whanne hym hste, and where
he wolde
Heigh fantasye and curious bisynesse
Fro day to day gan in the soule impresse
Of Januarie aboute his manage 1579
Many fair shap and many a fair visage
Ther passeth thurgh his herte nyght by
nyght,
As whoso tooke a mirour, polisshed bryght,
And sette 1t 1 a commune market-place,
Thanne sholde he se ful many a figure pace
By s murour, and in the same wyse 1585
Gan Januarie mawith his thoght devyse
Of maydens whiche that dwelten hym
bisyde
He wiste nat wher that he myghte abyde
For 1if that oon have beaute m hir face,
Another stant so 1n the peples grace 1590
For hire sadnesse and hire beny ngnytee
That of the peple grettest voys hath she,
And sornme were riche, and hadden badde
name
But nathelees, bitwixe ernest and game,
He atte laste apoynted hym on oon, 1595
And leet alle othere from s herte goon,
And chees hire of his owene auctoritee,
For love 1s blynd alday, and may nat see
And whan that he was 10 his bed ybroght,
He purtreyed mn us herte and mn hs
thoght 1600
Hir fresshe beautee and hir age tendre,
Hir myddel smal, hire armes longe and
sklendre,
Hir wise governaunce, hir gentillesse,
Hir wommanly berynge, and hire sad-

nesse
And whan that he on hire was conde-
scended, 1605
Hym thoughte his choys myghte nat ben
amended
For whan that he hymself concluded
hadde,
Hym thoughte ech oother mannes wit so
badde

That inposatble 1t were to repplye

Agayn hig choys, this was hus fantasye 1610

His freendes sente be to, at his mstaunce,

And preyed hem to doon hym that
plesaunce,

That hastily they wolden to hym come,

He wolde abregge hir labour, alle and
some

Nedeth namoore for hym to go ne ryde,
He was apoynted ther he wolde abyde 1618
Placebo cam, and eek his freendes soone,
And alderfirst he bad hem alle a boone,
That noon of hem none argumentes malke
Agayn the purpos which that he hath
take, 1620
Which purpos was plesant to God, seyde
he,
And verray ground of his prosperitee
He seyde ther was a mayden n the toun,
Which that of beautee hadde greet renoun
Al were 1t 80 she were of smal degree, 1625
Suffiseth hym hir yowthe and hur beautee
‘Which mayde, he seyde, he wolde han to
his wyf,
To lede 1n ese and hoolynesse lus Iyf,
And thanked God that he myghte han
hure al,
That no wight his blisse parten shal 1630
And preyed hem to laboure in thig nede,
And ghapen that he faille nat to spede,
For thanne, he seyde, hus spinit was at ese
“Thanne 18,” quod he, “no thyng may me
displese,
Save o thyng priketh in my conscience, 1653
The which I wol reherce 1n youre presence
I have,” quod he, ‘“herd seyd, ful yoors
ago,
Ther may no man han parfite blisses two,
This 15 to seye, 1n erthe and eek i hevene
For though he kepe hym fro the synncs
sevene, 1610
And eek from every branche of thilke tree,
Yet 18 ther so parfit felicitee
And so greet ese and lust 1n manage,
That evere I am agast now 1n myn age
That I shal lede now so myrie a lyf, 1643
So delicat, withouten wo and stryf,
That I shal have myn hevene in erthe
heere
For mth that verray hevene 1s boght so
deere
With tribulacion and greet penaunce,
How sholde I thanne, that lyve in swich
plesaunce 1850
As alle wedded men doon with hure wyvys,
Come to the blisse ther Crist eterne om
lyve ys?
This 18 my drede, and ye, my bretheren .
tweye,
Assolleth me this question, I preye
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Justinus, which that bated his folye, 1655

Answerde anon right m his japerye,

And for he wolde his longe tale abregge,

He wolde noon auctoritee allegge,

But seyde, ““Sire, so ther be noon obstacle

Oother than this, God of hig hygh myr-
acle 1660

And of hus mercy may so for yow wirche

That, er ye have youre nght of hooly
chirche,

Ye may repente of wedded mannes lyf,

In which ye seyn ther 1s no wo ne stryf

And elles, God forbede but he sente 1665

A wedded man hym grace to repente

Wel ofte rather than a sengle man!

And therfore, sire — the beste reed I kan —

Disperre yow noght, but have in youre
memorle,

Paraunter she may be youre purgatore!'

She may be Goddes meene and Goddes

whippe, 1671
Thanne shal youre soule up to hevene
skippe

Swifter than dooth an arwe out of a bowe
I hope to God, herafter shul ye knowe
That ther nys no so greet fehicitee
In mariage, ne nevere mo shal bee,
That yow shal lette of youre savacion,
So that ye use, as skile 15 and reson,
The lustes of youre wyf attemprely, 1679
And that ye plese hure nat to amorously,
And that ye kepe yow eek from oother
synne
My tale 18 doon, for my wit 13 thynne
Beth nat agast herof, my brother deere,
But lat us waden out of this mateere
The Wyf of Bathe, 1f ye han understonde,
Of manage, which ye have on honde, 1685
Declared hath ful wel i hitel space
Fareth now wel, God have yow in his

1675

ace »
And with this word this Justyn and s
brother
Han teke hir leve, and ech of hem of
oother 1690
For Wh]:n they saughe that 1t moste nedes
e

H
They wroghten so, by sly and wys tretee,
That she, this mayden, which that Mayus
highte,
As hastily a8 evere that she myghte,

I trowe 1t were to longe yow to tare,

If T yew tolde of every scrit and bond

By which that she was feffed 1n his lond,

Or for to herknen of hur riche array

But finally yecomen 15 the day 1700

That to the chirche bothe be they went

For to receyve the hooly sacrement

Forth comth the preest, with stole aboute
s nekhe,

And bad hire be lyk Sarra and Rebekke

In wysdom and in trouthe of manage, 1705

And seyde his orisons, as 1s usage,

And croucheth hem, and bad God sholde
hem blesse,

And made al siker ynogh with hoolynesse

Thus been they wedded with sol-

empnitee,

And at the feeste sitteth he and she 1710

‘With othere worthy folk upon the deys

Al ful of Joye and bhsse 1s the paleys,

And ful of instrumentz and of vitaille,

'The mooste deyntevous of al Ytaulle

Biforn hem stoode instrumentz of swicl
soun 1716

That Orpheus, ne of Thebes Amphioun,

Ne maden nevere swich a melodye

At every cours thanne cam loud myn-~
straleye,

That nevere tromped Joab for to heere,

Nor he Theodomas, yet half so cleere, 1720

At Thebes, whan the citee was in doute

Bacus the wyn hem shynketh al aboute,

And Venus laugheth upon every wight,

For Januarie was bicome hir knyght,

And wolde bothe agsayen his corage

In libertee, and eek 1n maringe,

And with hire fyrbrond 1a hure hand ahoute

Daunceth biforn the bryde and al the
route

And certemnly, I dar nght wel seyn this,

Ymeneus, that god of weddyng 1s, 1730

Saugh nevere hig lyf so myrie a wedded
man

Hoold thou thy pees, thou poete Maraan,

That writest us that ilke weddyng mure

Of hure Philologie and hym Mercurie,

And of the songes that the Muses songe!

To smal 18 bothe thy penne, and eek thv
tonge, 1736

For to deseryven of this marage

Whan tendre youthe hath wedded stoup-

1725
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Ther 18 swich myrthe that 1t may nat be

writen
Assayeth 1t youreself, thanne may ye
witen 1740

If that I lye or noon 1n this matiere
Mayus, that sit with so benyngne g
chiere,
Hire to biholde 1t semed fayerye
Queene Ester looked nevere with swich an
ye
On Assuer, so meke a look hath she
I may yow nat devyse al hir beautee
But thus muche of hire beautee telle I may,
That she was lyk the brighte morwe of
May,
Fulfild of alle beautee and plesaunce
This Januarie 1s ravysshed 1n a traunce
At every tyme he looked on hir face, 1751
But 1n lus herte he gan hire to manace
That he that nyght 1n armes wolde hire
streyne
Harder than evere Parys dide Eleyne
But nathelees yet hadde he greet pitee 1755
That thilke nyght offenden hire moste he,
And thoughte, “ Allag! O tendre creature,
Now wolde God ye myghte wel endure
Al my corage, 1t 18 so sharp and keene!
I am agast ye shul 1t nat susteene 1760
But God forbede that I dide al my myght!
Now wolde God that 1t were woxen nyght,
And that the nyght wolde lasten everemo
I wolde that al this peple were ago ”
And finally he dooth al lus labour, 1765
As he best myghte, savynge his honour,
To baste hem fro the mete in subtil wyse
The tyme cam that resoun was to ryse,
And after that men daunce and drynken

1745

faste,
And spices al aboute the hous they
caste, 1770

And ful of joye and bhsse 18 every man, —

Al but a squyer, highte Damyan,

Which carf biforn the knyght ful many a
day

He was so 1avysshed on s lady May

That for the verray peyne he was ny
wood 1775

Almoost he swelte and swowned ther he
stood,

8o soore hath Venus hurt hym with hire
brond,

As that she bar 1t daunsynge i hire hond,

And to his bed he wente hym hastily
Namoore of hym as at this tyme speke I,
But there I lete hym wepe ynogh and
pleyne, 1781
Til fresshe May wol rewen on his peyne
O penlous fyr, that m the bedstraw
bredeth!
O famubher foo, that his servyce bedeth!
O servant traytour, false hoomly hewe, 1785
Lyk to the naddre in bosom sly untrewe,
God shilde us alle from youre aqueyn-
taunce!
O Januarne, dronken m plesaunce
In mariage, se how thy Damyan,
Thyn owene squier and thy borne man, 1790
Entendeth for to do thee vileynye
God graunte thee thyn hoomly fo t’espye!
For 1n this world nys worse pestilence
Than hoomly foo al day 1n thy presence
Parfourned hath the sonne his ark
diurne, 1795
No lenger may the body of hym sojurne
On th’orisonte, as 1 that latitude
Night with his mantel, that 15 derk and
rude,
Gan oversprede the hemysperie aboute,
For which departed 1s this lusty route 1800
Fro Januarie, with thank on every syde
Hoom to hir houses lustily they ryde,
Where as they doon hir thynges as hem
leste,
And whan they sye hir tyme, goon to
reste
Soone after that, this hastaf Januare 1805
Wolde go to bedde, he wolde no lenger tarye
He drynketh ypocras, clarree, and vernage
Of sprces hoote, t'encreessen his corage,
And many a letuane hath he ful fyn,
Swiche as the cursed monk, daun Con-
stantyn, 1810
Hath wrten in s book De Cortu,
To eten hem alle he nas no thyng eschu
And to g privee freendes thus seyde he
“For Goddes love, as soone as 1t may be,
Lat voyden al this hous m curteys wyse
And they han doon nght as he wol
devyse 1816
Men drynken, and the travers drawe anon
The bryde was broght abedde as stille ag
stoon,
And whan the bed was with the preest
yblessed,
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Out of the chambre hath every wight hym
dressed, 1820
And Januarne bath faste 1n armes take
His fresshe May, huis paradys, his make
He lulleth hire, he kisseth hire ful ofte,
With thikke brustles of his berd unsofte,
Lyk to the skyn of houndfyssh, sharp as
brere — 1825
For he was shave al newe 1n his manere —
He rubbeth hire aboute hir tendre face,
And seyde thus, “ Allag' I moot trespace
To yow, my spouse, and yow greetly
offende,
Er tyme come that I wil doun descende
But nathelees, considereth this,” quod
he, 1831
“Ther nys no werkman, whatsoevere he be,
That may bothe werke wel and hastily,
This wol be doon at leyser parfitly
Tt 18 no fors how longe that we pleye, 1835
In trewe wedlok coupled be we tweye,
And blessed be the yok that we been inne,
For 1n oure actes we mowe do no synne
A man may do no synne with his wyf,
Ne hurte hymselven with lhis owene
knyf, 1840
For we ban leve to pleye us by the lawe’
Thus laboureth he il that the day gan
dawe,
And thanne he taketh a sop 1n fyn clarree,
And upright 1n his bed thanne sitteth he,
And after that he sang ful loude and

cleere, 1845
And kiste hus wyf, and made wantown
cheere

He was al coltassh, ful of ragerye,
And ful of jargon as a flekked pye
The slakke skyn aboute his nekke shaketh,
‘Whil that he sang, so chaunteth he and

craketh 1850

But God woot what that May thoughte in
hir herte,

Whan she hym saugh up sittynge m his
sherte,

In hlslnyght—cappe, and with his nekke
ene,

She preyseth nat his pleyyng worth a bene

Thanne sexde he thus, “My reste wol 1
take, 1855

Now day 1s come, I may no lenger wake ”

And doun be leyde his heed, and sleep til
pryme

And afterward, whan that he saugh hs
tyme,
Up ryseth Januane, but fresshe May
Heeld hire chambre unto the fourthe
day, 1880
As usage 18 of wyves for the beste
For every labour somtyme moot han
reste,
Or elles longe may he nat endure,
This 1s to seyn, no lyves creature,
Be 1t of fyssh, or bryd, or beest, or
man 1865
Now wol I speke of woful Damyan,
That langwissheth for love, as ye shul
heere,
Therfore I speke to hym in this manere
I seye, “ O sely Damyan, allas!
Andswere to my demaunde, as in this
cas 1870
How shaltow to thy lady, fresshe May,
Telle thy wo? She wole alwey seye nay
Eek if thou speke, she wol thy wo biwreye
God be thyn helpe! I kan no bettre seye
This stke Damyan i Venus fyr 1875
So brenneth that he dyeth for desyr,
For which he putte his Iyf i aventure
No lenger myghte he 1n this wise endure,
But prively a penner gan he borwe,
And 1n a lettre wroot he al his sorwe, 188;
In manere of a compleynt or a lay,
Unto hs farre, fresshe lady May,
And m a purs of sylk, heng on his sherte
He hath 1t put, and leyde 1t at his herte
The moone, that at noon was thilke
day 1885
That Januane hath wedded fresshe May
In two of Tawr, was into Cancre glyden,
So longe hath Mayus 1 hir chambre
abyden,
Ag custume 18 unto thise nobles alle
A bryde shal nat eten 1 the halle 1860
Til dayes foure, or thre dayes atte leeste,
Ypassed been, thanne lat hire go to feeste
The fourthe day compleet fro noon to
noon,
Whan that the heighe masse was ydoon,
In halle sit this Januane and May, 1805
As fressh as 1s the brighte someres day.
And so bifel how that this goode man
Remerbred hym upon this Damyan,
And segde, “Seynte Mane! how may this
e,
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That Damyan entendeth nat to me? 1900

Is he ay syk, or how may this bityde?”’

His squeres, whiche that stooden ther
bisyde,

Excused bym by cause of his siknesse,

Which letted hym to doon his bisynesse,

Noon oother cause myghte make hym

tarye 1905
“That me forthynketh,” quod this
Januare,

‘““He 15 a gental squer, by my trouthe!
If that he deyde, 1t were harm and routhe
He 15 as wys, discreet, and as secree
As any man I woot of his degree, 1910
And therto manly, and eek servysable,
And for to been a thnfty man right able
But after mete, as soone as evere I may,
I wol myself visite hym, and eek May,
To doon hym al the confort that I kan "
And for that word bhym blessed every
man, 1916
That of lus bountee and his gentillesse
He wolde so conforten in stknesse
His squuer, for 1t was a gentil dede
“Dame,” quod this Januane, “taak good
hede, 1920
At after-mete ye with youre wommen alle,
Whan ye han been in chambre out of this
halle,
That alle ye go se this Damyan 1923
Dooth hym disport — he 15 a gentil man,
And telleth hym that I wol hym wisite,
Have I no thyng but rested me a lite,
And spede yow faste, for I wole abyde
Til that ye slepe faste by my syde ”
And with that word he gan to hym to calle
A squier, that was marchal of his halle, 1930
And tolde hym certeyn thynges, what he
wolde
Ths fresshe May hath streight hir wey
yholde,
‘With alle hir wommen, unto Damyan
Doun by his beddes syde sit she than,
Confortynge hym as goodly as she may
This Damyan, whan that his tyme he
say, 1936
In secree wise his purs and eek his hille,
In which that he ywnten hadde his wlle,
Hath put into hire hand, withouten moore,
Save that he mketh wonder depe and
gOOTe, 1940
And softely to hire nght thus seyde he

“Mercy! and that ye nat discovere me,

For I am deed if that this thyng be kyd

This purs hath she imnwith hir bosom hyd,

And wente hire wey, ye gete namoore of
me 1945

But unto Januarie ycomen 1s she,

That on his beddes syde sit ful softe

He taketh hire, and kisseth hire ful ofte,

And leyde hym doun to slepe, and that
anon

She feyned hire as that she moste gon 1950

Ther as ye woot that every wight moot
neede,

And whan she of this hille hath taken
heede,

She rente 1t al to cloutes atte laste,

And 1n the pryvee softely it caste

Who studieth now but fawe fresshe

May? 1958

Adour by olde Januarie she lay,

That sleep tal that the coughe hath hym
awaked

Anon he preyde hire strepen hire al naked,

He wolde of hire, he seyde, han som

plesaunce,
And seyde hir clothes dide hym encom-
braunce, 1960

And she obeyeth, be hire hef or looth

But lest that precious folk be with me
wrooth,

How that he wroghte, I dar nat to yow
telle,

Or whetther hire thoughte 1t paradys or
helle

But heere I lete hem werken in hir wyse

Til evensong rong, and that they moste
aryse 1966

Were 1t by destynee or aventure,

Were 1t by mfluence or by nature,

Or constellacion, that in swich estaat

The hevene stood, that tyme fortunaat

Was for to putte a bille of Venus werkes —

For alle thyng hath tyme, as seyn thise
clerkes — 1972

To any womman, for to gete hire love,

I kan nat seye, but grete God above,

That knoweth that noon act 18 causelees,

He deme of al, for I wole holde my

pees 1976
But sooth 1s this, how that this fresshe
May

Hath take swich impression that day,
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For pitee of this sitke Damyan,

That from hire herte she ne dryve kan 1980

The remembrance for to doon hym ese

‘“‘Certeyn,” thoghte she, “ whom that this
thyng displese,

I rekke noght, for heere I hym assure

To love hym best of any creature,

Though he namoore hadde than his
sherte ”’ 1985

Lo, pitee renneth soone 1n gentil herte!

Heere may ye se how excellent franchise

In wommen 1s, whan they hem narwe
avyse

Som tyrant 1s, as ther be many oon,

That hath an herte as hard as any

stoon, 1990

Which wolde han lat hym sterven in the
place

Wel rather than han graunted hym hire
grace,

And hem rejoysen in hire crueel pryde,

And rekke nat to been an homycide

This gental May, fulfilled of pitee, 1995

Rught of hire hand a lettre made she,

In which she graunteth hym hire verray
grace

Ther lakketh noght, oonly but day and
place,

Wher that she myghte unto his lust suffise,

For 1t shal be nght as he wole devyse 2000

And whan she saugh hir tyme, upon a day,

To visite this Damyan gooth May,

And sotally this lettre doun she ihreste

Under his pilwe, rede 1t if hym leste

She taketh hym by the hand, and harde
hym twiste 2005

So secrely that no wight of 1t wiste,

And bad hym been al hool, and forth she
wente

To Januarie, whan that he for hire sente

Up nseth Damyan the nexte morwe,

Al passed was hug siknesse and his sorwe

He kembeth hym, he proyneth hym and
pyketh, 2011

He dooth al that s lady lust and lyketh,

And eek to Januane he gooth as lowe

As evere dide a dogge for the bowe

He 18 s0 plesant unto every man

{For craft 1s al, whoso that do 1t kan)

That every wight 158 fayn to speke hym

good,
And fully m his lady grace he stood

2018

Thus lete I Damyan aboute his nede,
And 1in my tale forth I wol procede
Somme clerkes holden that fehaiee
Stant in deht, and therfore certeyn he,
This noble Januarie, with al us myght,
In honest wyse, as longeth to a knyght,
Shoop hym to lyve ful deliciously 2025
His housynge, his array, as honestly
To his degree was maked as a kynges
Amonges othere of his honeste thynges,
He made a gardyn, walled al with stoon,
So fair a gardyn woot I nowher noon
For, out of doute, I verraily suppose 2031
That he that wroot the Romance of the
Rose
Ne koude of 1t the beautee wel devyse,
Ne Priapus ne myghte nat suffise,
Though he be god of gardyns, for to
telle 2035
The beautee of the gardyn and the welle,
That stood under a laurer alwey grene
Ful ofte tyme he Pluto and his queene,
Proserpina, and al hire fayerye,
Dasporten hem and maken melodye 2040
Aboute that welle, and daunced, as men
tolde
This noble knyght, this Januarie the olde,
Swich deyntee hath m 1t to walke and
pleye,
That he wol no wight suffren bere the keye
Save he hymself, for of the smale wyket
He baar alwey of silver a clyket, 2046
With which, whan that hym leste, he 1t
unshette
And whan he wolde paye hus wyf hir dette
In somer seson, thider wolde he go,
And May his wyf, and no wight but they
two, 2060
And thynges whiche that were nat doon
abedde,
He i the gardyn parfourned hem and
spedde
And 1n this wyse, many a murye day,
Lyved this Januane and fresshe May
But worldly joye may nat alwey dure 2055
To Januare, ne to no creature
O sodeyn hap! o thou Fortune unstable!
Lyk to the scorpion so deceyvable,
That flaterest with thyn heed whan thou
wolt stynge,
Thy tayl 1s deeth, thurgh thyn envenym-
ynge 2060

2020
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O brotil joye'! o sweete venym queynte!

O monstre, that so subtilly kanst peynte

Thy yiftes under hewe of stidefastnesse,

That thou deceyvest bothe moore and
lesse!

‘Why hastow Januarie thus deceyved, 2065

That haddest hym for thy fulle freend
receyved?

And now thou hast biraft hym bothe his
yen,

For sorwe of which desireth he to dyen

Allas! this noble Januarne free,

Amydde his lust and his prosperitee, 2070

Is woxen blynd, and that al sodeynly

He wepeth and he wayleth pitously,

And therwithal the fyr of jalouste,

Lest that his wyf sholde falle in som
folye, 2074

So brente his herte that he wolde fayn

That som man bothe hire and hym had
slayn

For peither after lus deeth, nor in hus Iyf,

Ne wolde he that she were love ne wyf,

But evere lyve as wydwe i clothes blake,

Soul as the turtle that lost hath hire
make 2080

But atte laste, after a month or tweye,

His sorwe gan aswage, sooth to seye,

For whan he wiste 1t may noon oother be,

He paciently took his adversttee,

Save, out of doute, he may nat forgoon 2085

That he nas jalous everemoore m oon,

Which jalousye 1t was so outrageous,

That neither 1 halle, n’yn noon oother
hous,

Ne 1 noon oother place, neverthemo,

He nolde suffre hire for to ryde or go, 2090

But if that he had hond on hire alway,

For which ful ofte wepeth fresshe May,

That loveth Damyan so benyngnely

That she moot outher dyen sodeynly,

Or elles she moot han hym as hir leste 2085

She wayteth whan hir herte wolde breste

Upon that oother syde Damyan

Bicomen 1s the sorwefulleste man

That evere was, for neither nyght ne day

Ne myghte he speke a word to fresshe
May, 2100

As to his purpos, of no swich mateere,

But if that Januarie moste 1t heere,

That badde an hand upon hire everemo

But nathelees, by writyng to and fro,

And privee signes, wiste he what she
mente, 2105
And she knew eek the fyn of his entente
O Januare, what myghte 1t thee availle,
Thogh thou myghte se as fer as shippes
saille?
For as good 1s blynd deceyved be
As to be deceyved whan a man may se 2110
Lo, Argus, which that hadde an hondred
yen,
For al that evere he koude poure or pryen,
Yet was he blent, and, God woot, so been
mo,
That wenen wisly that 1t be nat so
Passe over 18 an ese, I sey namoore 2115
This fresshe May, that I spak of so
yoore,
In warm wex hath emprented the clyket
That Januarie bar of the smale wyket,
By which into us gardyn ofte he wente,
And Damyan, that knew al hire entente,
The chiket countrefeted pryvely 2121
Ther nys namoore to seye, but hastily
Som wonder by this clvket shal bityde,
Which ye shul heeren, if ye wole abyde
O noble Ovyde, ful sooth seystou, God

woot, 2125
What sleighte 18 1t, thogh 1t be long and
hoot,

That Love nyl fynde 1t out 1n som manere?

By Piramus and Tesbee may men leere,

Thogh they were kept ful longe streite
overal,

They been accorded, rownynge thurgh a
wal, 2130

Ther no wight koude han founde out swich
a sleighte

But now to purpos er that dayes eighte

Were passed, er the month of Juyl, bifil

That Januarie hath caught so greet a wil,

Thurgh eggyng of s wyf, hym for to

pleye 2135
In his gardyn, and no wight but they
tweye,

That m a morwe unto this May seith he

“Rys up, my wyf, my love, my lady free!
The turtles voys 18 herd, my dowve sweete,
The wynter 18 goon with alle his reynes

weete 2140
Com forth now, with thyne eyen col-
umbyn!

How fawrer been thy brestes than 18 wyn!l
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The gardyn 1s enclosed al aboute,
Com forth, my white spouse! out of doute
Thou hast me wounded m myn herte, O
! 2145
No spot of thee ne knew I al my lyf
Com forth, and lat us taken oure disport,
I chees thee for my wyf and my confort ”
Swiche olde lewed wordes used he
On Damyan a signe made she, 2150
That he sholde go biforn with his chiket
This Damyan thanne hath opened the
wyket,
And mn he stirte, and that in swich manere
That no wight myghte 1t se neither yheere,
And stille he sit under a bussh anon 2155
This Januarie, as blynd as1s a stoon,
With Mayus i ns hand, and no wight mo,
Into his fresshe gardyn 1s ago,
And clapte to the wyket sodeynly
“Now wyf,” quod he, “heere nys but
thou and I, 2160
That art the creature that I best love
For by that Lord that sit 1n hevene above,
Levere 1ch hadde to dyen on a knyf,
Than thee offende, trewe deere wyf!
For Goddes sake, thenk how I thee chees,
Noght for no coveitise, doutelees, 2166
But oonly for the love I had to thee
And though that I be cold, and may nat
see,
Beth to me trewe, and I wol telle yow why
Thre thynges, certes, shal ye wynne
therby 2170
Furst, love of Crist, and to youreself honour,
And al myn heritage, toun and tour,
I yeve 1t yow, maketh chartres as yow
leste,
This shal be doon to-morwe er sonne reste,
So wisly God my soule brynge in blisse
I prey yow first, in covenant ye me kisse,
And though that I be jalous, wyte me
noght 2177
Ye been so depe enprented m my thoght
That, whan that I considere youre beautee,
And therwithal the unhkly elde of me, 2180
I may nat, certes, though I sholde dye,
Forbere to been out of youre compaignye
For verray love, this 18 withouten doute
Now kys me, wyf, and lat us rome aboute "
This fresshe May, whan she thise wordes
herde, 2185
Benyngnely to Januarie answerde,

But first and forward she bigan to wepe

¢ I have,” quod she, “a soule for to kepe

As wel as ye, and also myn honour,

And of my wyfhod thilke tendre flour, 2190

Whach that I have assured in youre hond,

Whan that the preest to yow my body
bond,

‘Wherfore I wole answere m this manere,

By the leve of yow, my lord so deere

I prey to God that nevere dawe the day

That I ne sterve, as foule as womman
may, 2196

If evere I do unto my kyn that shame,

Or elles I empeyre so my name,

That I be fals, and if I do that lak,

Do strepe me and put me mn a sak,

And 1n the nexte ryver do me drenche

I am a gentil womman and no wenche

Why speke ye thus? but men been evere
untrewe,

And wommen have repreve of yow ay
newe

Ye han noon oother contenance, I leeve,

But speke to us of untrust and re-

2200

preeve "’ 2206
And with that word she saugh wher
Damyan

Sat 1n the bussh, and coughen she bigan,
And with hir fynger signes made she
That Damyan sholde clymbe upon s

tree, 2210
That charged was with fruyt, and up he
wente

For verraily he knew al hure entente,

And every signe that she koude make,

Wel bet than Januarie, huir owene make,

For 1n o lettre she hadde toold hym al

Of this matere, how he werchen shal 2210

And thus I lete bym sitte upon the pyne,

And Januarie and May romynge ful myrie

Bnght was the day, and blew the {irma-~

ment,

Phebus hath of gold his stremes doun
ysent, 2220

To gladen every flour with his warmnesse

He was that tyme m Gemunis, as I gesse,

But litel fro his declynacion.

Of Cancer, Jovis exaltacion

And so bifel, that brighte morwe-tyde,

That 1n that gardyn, in the ferther syde,

Pluto, that 18 kyng of Fayerye,

And many a lady 1n hus compaignye,

2224
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Folwynge his wyf, the queene Proserpyna, | And bere hem doun that wolden hem
‘Which that he ravysshed out of Ethna 2230 accuse 2270

Whil that she gadered floures m the
mede —

In Claudyan ye may the stories rede,

How mn lus grisely carte he hire fette —

This kyng of Fairye thanne adounhym sette

Upon a bench of turves, fressh and grene,

And nght anon thus seyde he to his

queene 2236
“My wyf,” quod he, *“ther may no wight
seye nay,

Th’experience so preveth every day
The tresons whiche that wommen doon to
man
Ten hondred thousand [tales] tellen I kan
Notable of youre untrouthe and brotal-
nesse 2241
O Salomon, wys, and richest of rnichesse,
Fulfild of sapience and of worldly glorie,
Ful worthy been thy wordes to memorie
To every wight that wit and reson kan
Thus preiseth he yet the bountee of man
‘Amonges a thousand men yet foond I
oon, 2247
But of wommen alle foond I noon’
Thus seith the kyng that knoweth youre
wikkednesse
And Jhesus, filvus Syrak, as I gesse, 2250
Ne speketh of yow but seelde reverence
A wylde fyr and corrupt pestilence
So falle upon youre bodyes yet to-nyght!
Ne se ye nat this honurable knyght,
By cause, allas' that he 18 blynd and
old, 2255
His owene man shal make hym cokewold
Lo, where he sit, the lechour, in the tree!
Now wol I graunten, of my magestes,
Unto this olde, blynde, worthy knyght
That he shal have ayeyn his eyen syght,
Whan that his wyf wold doon hym
vileynye 2261
Thanne shal he knowen al hire harlotrye,
Bothe 1n repreve of hire and othere mo ™
“Ye shal?” quod Proserpyne, ‘“wol
ye so? 2264
Now by my moodres sires soule I swere
That I shal yeven hire suffisant answere,
And alle wommen after, for hur sake,
That, though they be m any gilt ytake,
With face boold they shulle hemself
excuse,

For lak of answere noon of hem shal dyen
Al hadde man seyn a thyng with bothe hig
yen,
Y1t shul we wommen visage 1t hardily,
And wepe, and swere, and chyde subtilly,
So that ye men shul been as lewed as
gees 2278
What rekketh me of youre auctoritees?
I woot wel that this Jew, this Salomon,
Foond of us wommen fooles many oon
But though that he ne foond no good
womman,
Yet hath ther founde many another man
Wommen ful trewe, ful goode, and ver-

tuous 2283

Witnegse on hem that dwelle in Cnstes
hous,

With martirdom they preved hire con-
stance

The Romayn geestes eek make remem-
brance

Of many a verray, trewe wyf also 2285

But, sire, ne be nat wrooth, al be 1t so,

Though that he seyde he foond no good
womman,

I prey yow take the sentence of the man,

He mente thus, that 1n sovereyn bontee

Nis noon but God, that sttin Trimitee 2290

Ey! for verray God, that nys but oon,

What make ye so muche of Salomon?

What though he made a temple, Goddes
hous?

What though he were riche and glorious?

So made he eek a temple of false goddis

How myghte he do a thyng that moore
forbode 18? 2296

Pardee, as faire as ye his name emplastre,

He was a lecchour and an ydolastre,

And 1n hus elde he verray God forsook,

And if that God ne hadde, as seith the
book, 2300

Yspared him for his fadres sake, he sholde

Have lost hus regne rather than he wolde

I sette nght noght, of al the vileynye

That ye of wommen write, a boterfiye!

I am a womman, nedes moot I speke, 2305

Or elles swelle til myn herte breke

For sithen he seyde that we been jangler-
esses,

As evere hool I moote brouke my tresses,



152

THE CANTERBURY TALES

"IV (E) 2300-2384

I shal nat spare, for no curteigye,
To speke hym harm that wolde us vil-
eynye ”’ 2310
“Dame,” quod this Pluto, “be no
lenger wrooth,
I yeve 1t up' but sith I swoor myn ooth
That I wolde graunten hym s sighte
ageyn,
My word shal stonde, I warne yow certeyn
I am a kyng, 1t st me noght to lye ” 2315
“And I, quod she, “a queene of
Fayerye!
Hur answere shal she have, I undertake
Lat us namoore wordes heerof make,
For sothe, I wol no lenger yow contrarie ”
Now lat us turne agayn to Januarie, 2320
That 1n the gardyn with s faire May
Syngeth ful muner than the papejay,
“Yow love I best, and shal, and oother
noon ”’
So longe aboute the aleyes 1s he goon,
Til he was come agaynes thilke pyrie 2325
Where as this Damyan sitteth ful myre
An heigh among the fresshe leves grene
Ths fresshe May, that 1s so bright and

sheene,

Gan for to syke, and seyde, “Allas, my
syde!

Now sire,” quod she, “for aught that may
bityde, 2330

I moste han of the peres that I see,

Or I moot dye, so soore longeth me

To eten of the smale peres grene

Help, for hir love that 18 of hevene queene!

I telle yow wel, a womman 1n my plit 23235

May han to fruyt so greet an appetit

That she may dyen, but she of 1t have
¢ Allas!”” quod he, *that I ne had heer a

knave
That koude clymbe! Allas, allas,” quod he,
“That I am blynd!” ‘“Ye, sre, no fors,”

quod she, 2340
‘But wolde ye vouche sauf, for Goddes
sake,

The pyrie nwith youre armes for to take,
For wel I woot that ye mystruste me,
Thanne sholde I clymbe wel ynogh,”

quod she,
“8o I my foot myghte sette upon youre
bak ” 2345

“Certes,” quod he, “theronshal be nolak,
Mighte I yowhelpen with myn herteblood ¥

He stoupeth doun, and on his bak she
stood,
And caughte hire by a twiste, and up she
gooth —
Ladyes, I prey yow that ye be nat wrooth,
I kan nat glose, I am a rude man — 2351
And sodeynly anon this Damyan
Gan pullen up the smok, and 1n he throng
And whan that Pluto saugh this grete
wrong,
To Januarie he gaf agayn his sighte, 2355
And made hym se as wel as evere he
myghte
And whan that he hadde caught his sighte
agayn,
Ne was ther nevere man of thyng so fayn,
But on hus wyf his thoght was everemo
Up to the tree he caste lus eyen two, 2360
And saugh that Damyan lus wyf had
dressed
In swich manere 1t may nat been expressed,
But if I wolde speke uncurtesly,
And up he yaf a roryng and a ery,
As dooth the mooder whan the child shal
dye 2365
“Out! help! allas' barrow!” he gan to crye,
“Q stronge lady stoore, what dostow?”’
And she answerde, “Sire, what eyleth
yow?
Have pacience and resoun 1n youre mynde!
I have yow holpe on bolhe youre eyen
blynde 2370
Up peril of my soule, I shal nat lyen,
As me was taught, to heele with youre eyen,
‘Was no thyng bet, to make yow to see,
Than strugle with a man upon a tree
God woot, I dide 1t m ful good entente
“Strugle!” quod he, “ye, algate 1 1t

wente! 2376
God yeve yow bothe on shames deth to
dyen!

He swyved thee, I saugh 1t with myne

yen,
And elles be I hanged by the hals!”
“Thanne 18,” quod she, “my medicyne
al fals, 2380
For certeinly, if that ye myghte se,
Ye welde nat seyn thise wordes unto me
Ye han som glymayng, and no parfit
sighte ”
“] se,” quod he, “as wel as evere I
myghte,
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Thonked be God! with bothe myne eyen

two, 2385
And by my trouthe, me thoughte he dide
thee 80

“Ye maze, maze, goode sire,” quod she,
“Ths thank have I for I have maad yow

see
Allas,” quod she, “that evere I was so
kynde!”
“Now, dame,” quod he, ‘‘lat al passe out
of mynde 2390

Com doun, my hef, and if I have myssayd,
God helpe me 50, as I am yvele apayd

But, by my fader soule, I wende han seyn
How that this Damyan hadde by thee leyn,
And that thy smok hadde leyn upon thy

brest ”’ 2395
“Ye, sire,” quod she, *‘ye may wene as
yow lest

But, sire, a man that waketh out of s sleep,
He may nat sodeynly wel taken keep
Upon a thyng, ne seen 1t parfitly,

Til that he be adawed verraily 2400

Right so a man that longe hath blynd ybe,

Ne may nat sodeynly so wel yse,

First whan his sighte 15 newe come ageyn,

As he that hath a day or two yseyn

Til that youre sighte ysatled be a while,

Ther may ful many a sighte yow bigile 2406

Beth war, I prey yow, for, by hevene
kyng,

Ful many a man weneth to seen a thyng,

And 1t 18 al another than 1t semeth

He that mysconceyveth, he mysdemeth ”

And with that word she leep doun fro
the tree 2411

This Januarie, who 18 glad but he?
He kisseth hire, and chppeth hire ful ofte,
And on hire wombe he stroketh hire ful

softe,
And to his palays hoom he hath hire
lad 2415

Now, goode men, I pray yow to be glad

Thus endeth heere my tale of Januare,

God blesse us, and his mooder Semnte
Mare!

Heere 18 ended the Marchantes Tale of Januare

EPILOGUE TO THE MERCHANT’'S TALE

“By! Goddes mercy!” seyde oure

Hooste tho,
“Now swich a wyf I pray God kepe me
fro! 2420

Lo, whiche sleightes and subtilitees

In wommen been! for ay as bisy as bees
Been they, us sely men for to deceyve,
And from the soothe evere wol they weyve,
By this Marchauntes tale 1t preveth weel
But doutelees, as trewe as any steel 2426
T have a wyf, though that she povre be,
But of hir tonge a labbyng shrewe 1s she,
And yet she hath an heep of vices mo,

Therof no fors! lat alle swiche thynges
go 2430

But wyte ye what? In conseul be 1t seyd,

Me reweth soore I am unto hwre teyd

For, and I sholde rekenen every vice

‘Whach that she hath, ywis I were to nyce,

And cause why, 1t sholde reported be 2435

And toold to hwe of somme of this
meynes, —

Of whom, 1t nedeth nat for to declare,

Syn wommen konnen outen swich chaffare,

And eek my wit suffiseth nat therto,

To tellen al, wherfore my tale 1s do 7’ 2440



FRAGMENT V (GROUP F)
INTRODUCTION TO THE SQUIRE'S TALE

“8QUIER, com neer, if 1t youre wille be,
And sey somwhat of love, for certes ye
Konnen theron as muche as any man ”
“Nay, aire,”’ quod he, “but I wol seye
as I kan

With hertly wyl, for I wol nat rebelle &
Agayn youre lust, a tale wol I telle

Have me excused if I speke amys,

My wyl 1s good, and lo, my tale 1s this ”

THE SQUIRE'S TALE
Heere bigynneth the Squieres Tale

At Sarray, 1n the land of Tartarye,

Ther dwelte a kyng that werreyed
Russye,

Thurgh which ther dyde many a doughty
man

This noble kyng was cleped Cambyuskan,

‘Which 1n his tyme was of so greet renoun

That ther was nowher 1 no regioun

So excellent a lord 1n alle thyng 15

Hym lakked noght that longeth to a kyng

As of the secte of which that he was born

He kepte his lay, to which that he was
sworn,

And therto he was hardy, wys, and nche,

And pitous and just, alwey yliche, 20

Sooth of 1h1s word, bemigne, and honur-
able,

Of his corage as any centre stable,

Yong, fressh, and strong, in armes de-
sirous

As any bacheler of al s hous

A far persone be was and fortunat, 25

And kepte alwey so wel roial estat

That ther was nowher swich another man

This noble kyng, this Tartre Cam-

byuskan,

Hadde two sones on Elphets his wyf,

Of whiche the eldeste highte Algarsyf, 30

That oother sone was cleped Cambalo

A doghter hadde this worthy kyng also,

That yongest was, and highte Canacee

But for to telle yow al har beautee,

It lyth nat 1n my tonge, n’yn my konnyng,

I dar nat undertake so heigh a thyng 328

Myn Enghssh eek 1s 1nsufficient

It moste been & rethor excellent,

That koude s colours longynge for that

art,

If he sholde hire diseryven every part 40

I am noon swich, I moot speke as I kan
And so bifel that whan this Cambyuskan

Hath twenty wynter born his diademe,

As he was wont fro yeer to yeer, I deme,

He leet the feeste of his nativitee 45

Doon cryen thurghout Sarray his citee,

The laste Idus of March, after the yeer

Phebus the sonne ful joly was and cleer,

For he was neigh his exaltacioun

In Martes face, and m his mansioun 50

In Anes, the colerk hoote signe

Ful lusty was the weder and benigne,

For which the foweles, agayn the sonne

sheene,
What for the sesoun and the yonge grene,
Ful loude songen hire affecciouns 55

Hem semed han geten hem protecciouns

Agayn the swerd of wynter, keene and
coold

This Cambyuskan, of which I have

yow toold,

In roial vestzment sit on his deys,

With diademe, ful heighe m his paleys, 60

And halt his feeste so solemapne and so
ryche

That m this world ne was ther noon 1t
lyche,
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Of which if T shal tellen al th’array, He seyde, “The kyng of Arabe and of
Thanne wolde 1t occupie a someres day, Inde, 110

And eek 1t nedeth nat for to devyse 65
At every cours the ordre of hire servyse
I wol nat tellen of hir strange sewes,
Ne of hir swannes, ne of hire heronsewes
Eek 1n that lond, as tellen knyghtes olde,
Ther 15 som mete that 18 ful deynte
holde, 70
That in this lond men recche of 1t but smal,
‘Ther nys no man that may reporten al
I wol nat taryen yow, for 1t 1s pryme,
And for 1t 18 no fruyt, but los of tyme,
Unto my firste I wole have my recours 75
And so bifel that after the thridde cours,
Whil that this kyng sit thus 1n his nobleye,
Herknynge his mymnstralles hir thynges
pleye
Biforn hym at the bord deliciously,
In at the halle dore al sodeynly 80
Ther cam g knyght upon a steede of bras,
And 1n his hand a brood mrour of glas
Upon his thombe he hadde of gold a ryng,
And by his syde a naked swerd hangyng,
And up he rideth to the heighe bord 85
In al the halle ne was ther spoken a word
For merveillle of ths knyght, hym to
biholde
Ful bisily they wayten, yonge and olde
This strange knyght, that cam thus
sodeynly,
Al armed, save his heed, ful nchely, 90
Saleweth kyng and queene and lordes alle,
By ordre, as they seten m the halle,
With so heigh reverence and obeisaunce,
Ag wel in speche as 1n his contenaunce,
That Gawayn, with hus olde curtaisye, 95
Though he were comen ayeyn out of Fairye,
Ne koude hym nat amende with a word
And after this, biforn the heighe bord,
He with a manly voys seith his message,
After the forme used 1n his langage, 100
Withouten vice of silable or of lettre,
And, for his tale sholde seme the bettre,
Accordant to s wordes was his cheere,
As techeth art of speche hem that 1t leere
Al be 1t that I kan nat sowne his stile, 105
Ne kan nat clymben over so heigh a style,
Yet seye I this, as to commune entente,
Thus muche amounteth al that evere he
mente,
If 1t so be that I have 1t 1n mynde

My hge lord, on this solempne day
Saleweth yow, as he best kan and may,
And sendeth yow, in honour of youre
feeste,
By me, that am al redy at youre heeste,
This steede of bras, that esily and weel 115
Kan in the space of o day natureel —
This 1s to seyn, m foure and twenty
houres —
Wherso yow lyst, m droghte or elles
shoures,
Beren youre body into every place
To which youre herte wilneth for to pace,
Withouten wem of yow, thurgh foul or
farr, 121
Oz, 1f yow lyst to fleen as hye in the ar
As dooth an egle, whan hym list to soore,
This same steede shal bere yow evere
moore, 124
Withouten harm, til ye be ther yow leste,
Though that ye slepen on s bak or reste,
And turne ayeyn, with writhyng of a pyn
He that 1t wroghte koude ful many a gyn
He wayted many a constellacion

Er he had doon this operacion, 130
And knew ful many a seel and many a
bond
This murour eek, that I have in myn
hond,
Hath swich a myght that men may 1n 1t
see

Whan ther shal fallen any adversitee
Unto youre regne or to youreself also, 135
And openly who 18 youre fieend or foo
And over al this, if any lady brght
Hath set hire herte on any maner wight,
If he be fals, she shal his tresoun see,
Hig newe love, and al his subtiltee, 140
So openly that ther shal no thyng hyde
‘Wherfore, ageyn this lusly someres tyde,
This mirour and this ryng, that ye may see,
He hath sent to my lady Canacee,
Youre excellente doghter that 1s heere 145
The vertu of the ryng, i ye wol heere,
Is this, that if hire lust 1t for to were
Upon hir thombe, or 1n hir purs it bere,
Ther 18 no fowel that fleeth under the

hevene
That she ne shal wel understonde his
stevene, 150
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And knowe his menyng openly and pleyn,
And answere hym 1n his langage ageyn,
And every gras that groweth upon roote
She shal eek knowe, and whom 1t wol do

boote,
Al be lis woundes never so depe and
wyde 155
This naked swerd, that hangeth by my
syde,
Swich vertu hath that, what man so ye
smyte,
Thurgh out his armure 1t wole kerve and
byte,

Were 1t as thikke as 15 a branched ook,
And what man that 1s wounded with the

strook 160
Shal never be hool il that yow hst, of
grace,
To stroke hym with the plat 1n thlke
place

Ther he 1s hurt, this 18 as muche to seyn,
Ye moote with the platte swerd ageyn
Stroke hym in the wounde, and 1t wol
close 165
This 15 a verray sooth, withouten glose,
It faalleth nat whals 1t 18 1n youre hoold ”
And whan this knyght hath thus hs
tale toold,
He nideth out of halle, and doun he lighte
His steede, which that shoon as sonne
bnghte, 170
Stant 1n the court as stille as any stoon
This knyght 1s to his chambre lad anoon,
And 1s unarmed, and unto mete yset
The presentes been ful rowally yfet,
This 18 to seyn, the swerd and the mirour,
And born anon 1nto the heighe tour 178
With certewne officers ordeyned therfore,
And unto Canacee this ryng 18 bore
Solempnely, ther she sit at the table

But sikerly, wmathouten any fable, 180
The hors of bras, that may nat be re-
mewed,

It stant as 1t were to the ground yglewed
Ther may no man out of the place 1t dryve
For noon engyn of wyndas or polyve,
And ceuse why? for they kan nat the
craft 188
And therfore m the place they han 1t laft,
Til that the knyght hath taught hem the
manere
To voyden hym, as ye shal after heere

Greet was the prees that swarmeth to
and fro
To gauren on this hors that stondeth so,
For 1t so heigh was, and so brood and
long, 191
So wel proporcioned for to been strong,
Right as it were a steede of Lumbardve,
Therwith so horsly, and so quyk of ye,
As 1t a gentil Poilleys courser were 19>
For certes, fro s tayl unto hus ere,
Nature ne art ne koude hym nat amende
In no degree, as al the peple wende
But everemoore hir mooste wonder was
How that 1t koude gon, and was of bras,
It was of Fairye, as the peple semed 201
Drverse folk diversely they demed,
As many heddes, as manye wittes ther
been
They murmureden as dooth a swarm of
been,
And maden skiles after hir fantasies,
Rehersynge of thise olde poetries,
And seyden 1t was Ivk the Pegasee,
The hors that hadde wynges for to flee,
Or elles 1t was the Grekes hors Synon,
That broghte Trole to destruccion,
As men moun in thise olde geestes rede
“Myn herte,” quod ocon, “1s everemoore
1n drede,
T trowe som men of armes been therinne,
That shapen hem this citee for to wynne
It were night good that al swich thyng
were knowe ”’ 215
Another rowned to his felawe lowe,
And seyde, “He lyeth, for 1t 18 rather lyk
An apparence ymaad by som magyvk,
As jogelours pleyen at thisc feestes grete ”’
Of sondry doutes thus they jangle and
trete, 226
As lewed peple demeth comunly
Of thynges that been maad moore subhlly
Than they kan i hir Jewednesse compre-
hende,
They demen gladly to the badder ende
And somme of hem wondred on the
mirour, 228
Theat born was up mto the maister-tour,
Hou men myghte i 1t swiche thynges se
Another angwerde, and seyde 1t myghte
wel be
Naturelly, by composiciouns
Of anghs and of slye reflemouns,

205

210

230
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And seyde that 1n Rome was swich oon
They speken of Alocen, and Vitulon,

And Anistotle, that writen in hur lyves

Of queynte mirours and of perspectives,
As knowen they that han hir bookes

herd 235
And oother folk han wondred on the
swerd

That wolde percen thurghout every thyng,

And fille 1n speche of Thelophus the kyng,

And of Achilles with his queynte spere,

For he koude with it bothe heele and
dere, 240

Right 1n swich wise as men may with the
swerd

Of which mght now ye han youreselven
herd

They speken of sondry hardyng of metal,

And speke of medicynes therwithal,

And how and whanne 1t sholde yharded
be, 245

Which 18 unknowe, algates unto me

Tho speeke they of Canacees ryng,

And seyden alle that swich a wonder thyng

Of craft of rynges herde they nevere noon,

Save that he Moyses and kyng Salomon 250

Hadde a name of konnyng in swich art

Thus seyn the peple, and drawen hem
apart

But nathelees somme seiden that 1t was

Wonder to maken of fern-asshen glas,

And yet nys glas nat lyk asshen of fern, 255

But, for they han yknowen 1t so fern,

Therfore cesseth hir janglyng and hir
wonder

As soore wondren somme on cause of
thonder,

On ebbe, on flood, on gossomer, and on
myst, 259

And alle thyng, til that the cause 18 wyst

Thus jangle they, and demen, and devyse,

Til that the kyng gan fro the bord aryse

Phebus bath laft the angle mendional,

And yet ascendynge was the beest roial,

The gentil Leon, with his Aldiran, 265

Whan that this Tartre kyng, this Cam-
byuskan,

Roos fro his bord, ther that he sat ful hye

Toforn hym gooth the loude mynstralcye,

Til he cam to his chambre of parementsz,

Ther as they sownen diverse mstru-
mentz, 270

That 1t 18 lyk an hevene for to heere
Now dauncen lusty Venus children deere,
For 1n the Fyssh hir lady sat ful hye,
And looketh on hem with a freendly ye
This noble kyng 1s set upon his trone 275
This strange knyght 1s fet to hym ful soone,
And on the daunce he gooth with Canacee
Heere 1s the revel and the jolitee
That 18 nat able a dul man to devyse
He moste han knowen love and his servyse,
And been a feestlych man as fressh as
May, 281
That sholde yow devysen swich array
Who koude telle yow the forme of
daunces
So unkouthe, and so fresshe contenaunces,
Swich subtil lookyng and dissymulynges
For drede of jalouse mennes aperceyv-
ynges? 286
No man but Launcelot, and he 1s deed
Therfore I passe of al this lustiheed,
I sey namoore, but in this jolynesse
I lete hem, til men to the soper dresse 200
The styward bit the spices for to hye,
And eek the wyn, 1n al this melodye
The usshers and the squiers been ygoon,
The spices and the wyn 1s come anoon
They ete and drynke, and whan this hadde
an ende, 295
Unto the temple, as reson was, they wende
The service doon, they soupen al by day
What nedeth yow rehercen hire array?
Ech man woot wel that a kynges feeste
Hath plentee to the meeste and to the
leeste, 300
And deyntees mo than been in my know-

yog
At after-soper gooth this noble kyng
To seen this hors of bras, with al a route
Of lordes and of ladyes hym aboute
Swich wondryng was ther on this hors
of bras 305
That syn the grete sege of Trole was,
Theras men wondreden on an hors also,
Ne was ther swich a wondryng as was tho
But fynally the kyng axeth this knyght
The vertu of this courser and the myght,
And preyde hym to telle lus governaunce
This hors anoon bigan to trippe and

daunce, 312
Whan that this knyght leyde hand upon
his reyne,
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And seyde, ‘‘ Sire, ther s namoore to seyne,
But, whan yow hst to ryden anywhere, 315
Ye mooten tnlle a pyn, stant 1n his ere,
‘Whach I shal telle yow bitwix us two
Ye moote nempne hym to what place also,
Or to what contree, that yow list to ryde
And whan ye come ther as yow hist abyde,
Bidde hym descende, and tmlle another
pyn, 321
For therin Iith th’effect of al the gym,
And bhe wol doun descende and doon youre
wille,
And 1n that place he wol abyde stalle
Though al the world the contrarie hadde
yswore, 325
He shal nat thennes been ydrawe ne ybore
Or, 1if yow liste bidde hym thennes goon,
Trille this pyn, and he wol vanysshe anoon
Out of the sighie of every maner wight,
And come agayn, be1t by day or nyght, 830
Whan that yow list to clepen hym ageyn
In swich a gyse as I shal to yow seyn
Bitwixe yow and me, and that ful soone
Ride whan yow list, ther 1s namoore to

doone ”’
Enformed whan the kyng was of that
knyght, 335

And hath conceyved 1n his wit anght

The manere and the forme of al this thyng,

Ful glad and blithe, this noble doughty
kyng

Reperreth to his revel as biforn

The brydel 15 unto the tour yborn 340

And kept among his Jueles leeve and deere

The hors vanysshed, I noot 1n what
manere,

Out of hur mghte, ye gete namoore of me

But thus I lete 1n lust and jolitee

This Cambyuskan his lordes festerynge 345

Tl wel ny the day bigan to sprynge

Expheit prima pars

Sequitur pars secunda

The norce of digestioun, the sleep,
Gan on hem wynke and bad hem taken

keep
That muchel drynke and labour wolde han

reste,
And with a galpyng mouth hem alle he
keste, 350

And seyde that 1t was tyme to lye adoun,

Tor blood was m his domynacioun
“ Chersseth blood, natures freend,” quod

he

They thanken hym galpynge, by two, by
thre,

And every wight gan drawe hym to his
reste, 355

As sleep hem bad, they tooke 1t for the
beste

Hire dremes shul nat now heen toold

for me,

Ful were hire heddes of fumositee,
That causeth dreem, of whach ther nys no
charge
They slepen tal that 1t was pryme large, 360
The mooste part, but it were Canacee
She was ful mesurable, as wommen be,
For of hir fader hadde she take leve
To goon to reste soone after 1t was eve
Hir hste nat appalled for to be, 365
Ne on the morwe unfeesthich for to se,
And slepte hwre firste sleep, and thanne
awook
For swich a joye she 1 hir herte took
Bothe of hir queynte ryng and hire mirour,
That twenty tyme she changed hir
colour, 370
And 1n hire sleep, rght for mmpressioun
Of hire murour, she hadde a visioun
‘Wherfore, er that the sonne gan up glyde,
She cleped on hir maistresse hire bisyde,
And seyde that hire liste for to ryse 375
Thise olde wommen that been gladly
wyse,
As 18 hire majstresse, answerde hire anon,
And geyde, “ Madame, whider wil ye goon
Thus erly, for the folk been alle on reste?”’
“I wol,” quod she, “arse, for me
- leste 380
Ne lenger for to slepe, and walke aboute ”
Hare maistresse clepeth wommen. a greet
route,
And up they rysen, wel a len or twelve,
Up nseth fresshe Canacee hirselve,
As rody and bright as dooth the yonge

sonne, 385
That in the Ram 18 foure degrees up
ronne —

Noon hyer was he whan she redy wag —
And forth she walketh esily a pas,
Arrayed after the lusty seson soote
Lightly, for to pleye and walke on foote,

389
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Nat but with fyve or sixe of hur meynee,
And m a trench forth m the park gooth
she
The vapour which that fro the erthe
glood
Made the sonne to seme rody and brood,
But nathelees 1t was so fair a sighte 305
That 1t made alle hire hertes for to hghte,
What for the seson and the morwenynge,
And for the foweles that she herde synge
For right anon she wiste what they mente,
Right by hir song, and knew al hire
entente 400
The knotte why that every tale 1s toold,
If 1t be taried t1l that lust be coold
Of hem that han 1t after herkned yoore,
‘The savour passeth ever lenger the moore,
For fulsomnesse of his prohxitee, 405
And by the same resoun, thynketh me,
I sholde to the knotte condescende,
And maken of hir walkyng soone an ende
Amydde a tree, for drye as whit as
chalk,
As Canacee was pleyyng in hir walk, 410
Ther sat a faucon over hire heed ful hye,
That with a pitous voys so gan to crye
That all the wode resouned of hire ery
Ybeten hadde she hirself so pitously
‘With bothe hir wynges, til the rede
blood 415
Ran endelong the tree ther-as she stood
And evere 1 oon she cryde alwey and
shnghte,
And with hur beek hirselven so she prighte,
‘That ther nys tygre, ne so crueel beest,
That dwelleth outher 1o wode or 1n forest,
That nolde han wept, if that he wepe

koude, 421
For sorwe of hire, she shrighte alwey so
loude

For ther nas nevere yet no man on lyve,

If that I koude a faucon wel diseryve,

That herde of swich another of fair-
nesse, 425

As wel of plumage as of gentillesse

Of shap, of al that myghte yrekened be

A faucon peregryn thanne seraed she

Of fremde land, and everemoore, as she

stood,
She swowneth now and now for lak of
blood, 430

Tl wel neigh 1s she fallen fro the tree

Ths faire kynges doghter, Canacee,
That on hir fynger baar the queynte ryng,
Thurgh which she understood wel every

thyng
That any fowel may wmn his leden seyn, 435
And koude answeren hym in his ledene
ageyn,
Hath understonde what this faucon seyde,
And wel neigh for the routhe almoost she
deyde
And to the tree she gooth ful hastily,
And on this faukon looketh pitously, 440
And heeld bir lappe abrood, for wel she
wiste
The faukon moste fallen fro the twiste,
Whan that 1t swowned next, for lak of
blood
A longe whil to wayten hire she stood,
Til atte laste she spak 1n this manere 445
Unto the hauk, as ye shal after heere

“What 1s the cause, if 1t be for to telle,
That ye be 1n this furial pyne of helle?”
Quod Canacee unto this hauk above
“Is this for sorwe of deeth or los of love?
For, as I trowe, thise been causes two 451
That causen moost a gentil heite wo,

Of oother harm 1t nedeth nat to speke
For ye youreself upon yourself yow wreke,
Which proveth wel that outher love or
drede 455
Moot been enchesoun of youre cruel dede,
Syn that I see noon oother wight yow

chace

For love of God, as dooth youreselven
grace,

Or what may been youre help? for west
nor est

Ne saugh I nevere er now no bryd ne
beest 460

That ferde with hymself so pitously
Ye sle me wath youre sorwe verraily,
I have of yow so greet compassioun
For Goddes love, com fro the tree adoun,
And as I am a kynges doghter trewe, 465
If that I verraily the cause knewe
Of youre disese, if 1t lay in my myght,
I wolde amenden 1t er that it were nyght,
As wisly helpe me grete God of kynde!
And herbes shal I right ynowe yfynde 470
To heele with youre hurtes hastily 7

Tho shnghte this faucon yet maore

pitously
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Then ever she dide, and fil to grounde
anon,
And hth aswowne, deed and lyk a stoon,
"T1l Canacee hath in hire lappe bire take 475
Unto the tyme she gan of swough awake
And after that she of hir swough gan
breyde,
Right m hir haukes ledene thus she seyde
“That pitee renneth soone in gentil herte,
Feelynge lus smilitude 1n peynes smerte,
Is preved alday, as men may 1t see, 481
As wel by werk as by auctoritee,
For gental herte kitheth gentillesse
I se wel that ye han of my distresse
Compassion, my faire Canacee, 485
Of verray wommanly bemgnytee
That Nature 1n youre principles hath set
But for noon hope for to fare the bet,
But for to obeye unto youre herte free,
And for to maken othere be war by me, 490
As by the whelp chastised 1s the leon,
Rught for that cause and that conclusion,
Whul that I have a leyser and a space,
Mymn harm I wol confessen er I pace ” 404
And evere, whil that oon hir sorwe tolde,
That oother weep as she to water wolde,
Til that the faucon bad hire to be stille,
And, W;l;?l a 8yk, night thus she seyde hr
e
“Ther I was bred — allas, that harde
day!' —
And fostred 1n a roche of marbul gray 500
So tendrely that no thyng eyled me,
I nyste nat what was adversitee,
Til I koude flee ful hye under the sky
Tho dwelte a tercelet me faste by,
That semed welle of alle gentillesse, 505
Al were he ful of treson and falsnesse,
It was so wrapped under humble cheere,
And under hewe of trouthe m swich
manere,
Under plesance, and under higy peyne,
That no wight koude han wend he koude
feyne, 510
So depe m greyn he dyed hig coloures
Right as a serpent ut hym under floures
Til he may seen his tyme for to byte,
Raght so this god of love, this ypocryte,
Dooth so his cerymonyes and obeisaunces,
And kepeth n semblaunt alle his ob-
servaunces 518
That sownen 1nto gentillesse of love

As 1n a toumbe 1s al the faire above,
And under 15 the corps, swich as ye woot,
Swich was this ypoerite, bothe coold and
hoot 520
And 1n this wise he served his entente,
Lhat, save the feend, noon wiste what he
mente,
Til he so longe hadde wopen and com-
pleyned,
And many a yeer his service to me feyned,
Til that myn herte, to pitous and to nyee,
Al mnocent of s crouned malice, 5%
Forfered of s deeth, as thoughte me,
TUpon his othes and his seuretee,
Graunted hym love, on this condicioun,
That everemoore myn honour and renoun
Were saved, bothe privee and apert, 531
This 15 to seyn, that after his desert,
I yaf hym al myn herte and al my thoght—
God woot and he, that ootherwise noght —
And took his herte i chaunge of myn
for ay 535
But sooth 15 seyd, goon sithen many a day,
‘A trewe wight and a theef thenken nat
oon’
And whan he saugh the thyng so fer ygoon
That I hadde graunted hym fully my love,
In swich a gyse as I have seyd above, 540
And yeven hym my trewe herte as free
As he swoor he yaf his herte to me,
Anon this tigre, ful of doublenesse,
Tl on his knees with so devout humblesse,
Wiath so heigh reverence, and, as by hs
cheere, 545
So lyk a gentil lovere of manere,
So ravysshed, as 1t semed, for the joye,
That nevere Jason ne Parys of Troye —
Jagon? certes, ne noon cother man
Syn Lameth wag, that alderfirst ngan 560
To loven two, as writen folk biforn —
Ne nevere, syn the firste man was born,
Ne koude man, by twenty thousand part,
Countrefete the sophymes of his art,
Ne were worthy unbokelen hus galoche,
Ther doublenesse or feynyng sholde ap-
proche, 556
Ne so koude thonke s wight as he dide me!
His manere was an hevene for to see
Til any womman, were she never so wys,
So peynted he and kembde at pomnt-
devys 580
As wel his wordes ag his contenaunce
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And I so loved hym for his obeisaunce,
And for the trouthe I demed 1n lis herte,
That if so were that any thyng hym smerte,
Al were 1t never so lite, and I 1t wiste, 565
Me thoughte I felte deeth myn herte
twiste
And shortly, so ferforth this thyng 1s went,
That my wyl was his willes instrument,
Thus 18 to seyn, my wyl obeyed his wyl

In alle thyng, as fer as reson fil, 570
Kepynge the boundes of my worshipe
evere

Ne nevere hadde I thyng so hef, ne levere,
As hym, God woot! ne nevere shal namo
This lasteth lenger than a yeer or two,
That I supposed of hym noght but good
But finally, thus atte laste it stood, 576
That Fortune wolde that he moste twynne
Out of that place which that I was mne
Wher me was wo, that 1s no questioun,
I kan nat make of 1t discripsioun, 580
For o thyng dar I tellen boldely,
I knowe what 1s the peyne of deeth therby,
Swich harm I felte for he ne myghte bileve
So on a day of me he took his leve,
So sorwefully eek that I wende verraily 585
That he had felt as muche harm as I,
Whan that I herde hym speke, and saugh
his hewe
But nathelees, I thoughte he was so trewe,
And eek that he repaire sholde ageyn
Withinne a litel while, so