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our coffers have been crammed .-
with stories such as thesé..
Now let our Lord, thorn-crowned,

2530 . bringusito:perfect peace. AMEN: - -

YT |

- - - .
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9. “Shame be to the man who has evil i5'his mind.” This is the Taotto .,OW thid Order of thi .menmm_..wgsmmm
.ca. 1350; appatently a copyist of the poeriidssbciated thisordérwith the dneifounded to honor Gawain.
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4 edieval social-theory: &oE “thatssociety: was made up-of three: ‘estates”: the
Snobility, composed of & small hereditary aristocracy; whosemission on earth
was to rule over and defehd the body politic; the chureh vizhose -dutyiwas to look

after the spiritual welfare of that body; and:evéxyone else, thie large-mass-of com-

moners who were supposed to do the work that provided for its physical needs. By,
the late fourteenth century, however, these basic ¢ategt were layered into com-
plex, interrelated, and unstable social strata among which birth, wealth, profession,
and personal ability all played a part in detexmining one’s status, in.aworld that was
rapidly changing economically; politically, and socially. Chaucer’s life and his works,
especially The Canterbury Tales, were profoundly influenced by these forces. A
growing and prosperous middle class was beginning to play.increasingly important
roles in church and state, blurring the traditional class boundaries, and it was into
this middle class that Chauceér was horn, =~~~ " T T ‘

Chaucer was the son of 2 prospéroiis wiri ant é@nd probably spent his boy-
hood in the mercantile atmosphere ‘of London’s Vintry, here ships docked with
wines from France and Spain. Here he 'would have mixed daily’with pedple of all
sorts, heard several languages’ spoken, become’ fliient”in” French; -and received
schooling in Latin. Instead of apprenticing‘Chaucer to the familybusitiess; however,
his father was apparently able to place him; irthis éarly teens; #s a pageisone of the
great aristocratic households of England, that of the countéssiaf Ulsteiwho was
married to Prince Lionel, the second ‘sonof -Edward 111. There -Chaucerwould have
acquired the manners and skills required for 2 ¢aréerzin the service of ithie’ rulirg
class, not only in the role of personal attendant:in royal-héuséholds:butin a series
of administrative posts. {(For:Chaucer’s porteait; see the/color insert; inrthisvelume.)

We can trace Chancer’s official and: personal: life-in:a considerable:mumber of
surviving historical documents, beginning with a reference, in Elizabeth-of Ulster's

household accounts;to-an outfit he received asa page {1357). He was-captired by the -

French and ransomed in one, of:Edward 1ll's campaigns: during-the, Hundred Years

War (1359). He was a member, of King Edward’s personal household.{1367) and took :

part in several diplomatic missions to, Spain (1366), France (1368), and Italy (1372).
As controller of customs on wool, sheepskins, and Jeather for_the port of London
(1374-85), Chaucer audited and kept books on the export taxes, which were one of

the Crown's main sources of revenue. During this'period he was living in a rent-free

- Edward’s grandson; who succeeded s
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toms: job.” He: served- 4¢-a. justice. of.: -
the ‘peace’and: knight;of  the ‘shire- ;.
(the-title:given:to members-of Parlia::

merit) for. thie: county. of Kent: (1385~
86):where-he moved after giving up:
the- controllership. A3 clerk: of :th
king’s: works2(1389+91),
was/ - responsible - for - the: vmainte-.
nance:of numerous royal residences;
parks; and otherholdings; his duties:
inicluded =sup@rvisiori ‘of : the:-con
struction .of the mave of Westminster. -
Abbey: and- of stands and lists:for:a. .
celebrated- :tournarhent ' staged: ' b
Richard-TI. While the records: show
Chaucer réceiving-many:grants ‘and
annuitiés in addition to.his:salary-for:
thesé services; they-also’show that &t «::
times hé was: béing preSsed by credi
tors:and obliged:to borrow mone
~"These-activities:brought Chiucer
into -association - with: - the: Fiding: ks
nobility of the kingdem with-Prifide <"
Eionel: zand .chis younger .-brother .
John::of Gaunt;:duke-of Lancaster,
England’s:most péwerful baron :dur-
img mmch 'of Chancer’slifetime; with
their father; King Edward; and-with: ::

toithe throne as-Richard:1l:-Near ithe:end of his: life:Chaiicer: wmmhmmm,mmnw. xcotic
Complaint 1o His Purse to Henry TV—John of Gaunt’s sen, “who had zisurped the
crown:from his: cousin Richard-—as a-reminder.that:the; treasury owed Chaucer his.
annuity.:Chaacer’s. wife; Philippaserved in the households of Edward’s queen‘and-
of:Johm:- of ‘Gaunt’s: second:wife, Constance;: danghter: of -the: king: of iCasfile..:A
.H.#mw:mw. Chaucer; who:was: probably Chaucer’s sof, was an eminent man’in the next
generation, .and Thomas’s: daughter. Alice was married successively: to! the: earl:of
alishury and the ditke-of Suffolk. ‘Fhe gap. between the commonérs and-the aristoé:
racy. would 'thus. have been-bridged by. Chaucer's family in -the .course. of-three
génerations. ol D s sl in T e wuenomn 0T s iae o i T
5None of these documents contains any. hint that-this hardworking civil servant
wrote poetry; although poetry would certainly have been amorig:the-diversions cul-
tivated at:English ‘courts: in; Chaucer’s youth. That- poetry, -however, - would -have
beénvin: French; which:still remained the fashionableilanguage and literatirreof the
English:aristocracy,-whose:culture in many ways' had more in common with that 6f
‘the:French noblés:with whom they warred than with:thai' of their English.siibjects.
.@wgwmmmmmmw:mwﬁ.wnmomm_mv_.ﬁom_nm..._u% Guillaume de Machaut (13002:1377) and Jean-
Eroissart (13337+1400%), the: leading French poets:of the day; were lyrics:and-harra-
tivessabout courtly love; oftert cast:in‘the form:of a dream in which the poet dcted:
as-a protagonist'or pasticipant in some aristocratic love affair. The poetry of Mach-
satiand Froissart derives from-the thirteenth-century Romance of the Rose, a: long
dreariv allegory inwhich the dreamer suffers Ihany agonhies and trials forthe lave of
Sspmbolic rosebud:-Chaucer’s apprentice work may well-have been a:partial-trans-
Jatfon of the_twenty-ene:thousanddine Romance His:first important o&wg‘m._"dom,a
wibhie-Book of the Duchiess, an.elegvin: the-forrm.of 4 . dream tision comimerhars Hrma

Sede 3T Ty
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Yhauder té Italy:in: 1372 was-in all-likeliheod:

._ <cobtactzwiththe mobility: he mce. ol
Although hé: fhay have. acquired:some; - he nobility, he must.ahways have been-conscious.of the fact that-he did:
. . K S : LLne-dia

”mHgﬂmeMWWMW”MWm@wWEQ fwhich birthalone could.make. one.a tiie.m ber:
torviEnith botheees oo of thése socialworlds, Chaucer had the.gift-of being able.
divérse: people ,,show.n%m _.&mm@ hurtior the behaviors; Jieliefs, and:pretensions u% r@
g sy Qmo&ﬂ%bmww ...,‘nWm“.F&o_w._bmy..mo&mm%.ormm_wﬂw.\,mwmmomw&wm g ¢
wodid mumﬂm&nmw\“mwwanﬂnm%w ,\ﬂ@mmuﬁ.;:ﬁ.mwm& ‘peciliarly: rumosﬁv dwﬁm&mm“mm
oo e appreciated.bya smallgrou-of riends-close.to Chaeer's s
Bt ot Bhilp de aVache, 1o wHom Chaticer-addressed the o
.,maumwionmgmm p—— mm b Hc_w%_,.no.\,mﬁ\m..mm wheb-poetry was read ”m.._o:,m.. ?emmnmm.pw
%ﬁwm.ww.mﬁw&w&dwm&“ mwﬁm. _ o %.S?m pictures;the poet’s public performarice, Wmm...: :
nﬁmhrmmﬁom&.m.&“.nomwﬂ >.wu.$. M: tiencé, and:he may well-have been ?&n&vmﬁﬁ?ﬁ,ﬂm

ﬁ.ﬁ%ﬁ&@mﬂ@ﬂ Ewn@, wbm\w.o _,._nww .o..m&mm..\mmﬂnﬂmmﬁwﬁq_ﬁﬂmﬁb@ mﬁ&mﬂnﬂ%@.&.&ﬁ@m: " o.

%ﬁﬁn&gw?.ﬂam e;:lines ,ﬂm.wmlpm.w_wﬂ.um“w%ﬂwmw Mﬂ.omn.mw.” _..ﬂ..wﬂww:%mwmﬂw .Amonwmwmﬂw_mu..mww@‘.
- heimight éxpéct:to.share-his sense of a inmind discriminating readers ivhom
g MW%WNMWMM&N Mﬁw@%@“M.»n_mmﬁwm%MMMMMMMWM%%MMNMEE&&.Sémmm...m.r@

e evemere is dromE. & Donaldson's G ice?’s Poetry ooy oo
. &RE@&NS wma&.mﬂ,GMm. 8; .wmwaw.@mgﬂgwgmwmwmwmwuwmﬁawmﬁ“ MM»MHWMM%%&

jot meet-them. These writers:provided it
ubject mattery and -néw:modes of repre~

il the birds. ineet:on’ St: Valentine's Day to:
rouslydepicts the ways in which differ’.
bout love; Boccaceio provided:souices

y Talés;:is based on-Boccaccio’s romande
: comipleted-poemy; Troilus and Griseyde
n Prince Trofius:loved and-finally-lost
B wmm.wmnmmou_.ombonnwn&o__m.“@m&o&“ﬁg
ed thie Tatter intorone of the greatesf love:poems:

powritten Fhe:Caiiterbury Tales; Troilus-woiild
major:Englishepoets. :- Y
¢ provides: the frame for:Chaiicér’s. first: experiment with-a
the unfinished Legend of Good -Wosmen: In.the dream, Chauceris
d'aritifen y Cupid, the:god of love himiself,-anid drdered
egends,” i.e., saints” lives; of Cupid'smartyrs;

+been: modeinized: Emo mmw as:is. i

e FIZed: Insso: +is:possible.
car .wmwmnm_om U@m‘__gn&m ‘English.:A mH.mn,ﬁWwH.ob. .GM
1928y Trosodydsincluded in:the ntroduc:

N vt

series_of tales,

accised ofhéresy and antifem
: o LHem
women who were betrayed By falsemien,
bssibly Quieen Annle, askéd the poet to write'something to miake: iip-for

O&mﬁnn.ﬁw.egm_ﬂ&.. ! for The G 2 A,
ers original planfor The Ganterbury Tales—
sthatwhick Hrﬁmnr.ob&,.,_.mowpwﬁovowowan.rm.wwmw

by false miehand died for-love. Perhaps:a Ticble patrom;
: telling

P

about. Criseyde’s betrayal of Troilus. ~ - - Tuisian s il i

- Throughont his life:Chatice also wrote moral and réligious. works, chiefly transs fostell-om the. wag porin s dabout nehundred fwentystories; twe foreach:

.EEE»&&ER%HEHFﬁEn‘?Sﬁww‘mon@d&m:m:wmm\mowHEEvmhmmﬁw:mPﬂmeznmw - E,nnmm onl Mﬁ@ munmiutw% and-twosmore ofi the: ném%.”_u,m.m._m:..ﬁvmnnw ;

also-read Litin: He made a prose tianslation-of the Latin Consolation of Philosophyy eh &wmw méw.”:mniowﬂ wsm‘aﬁﬁﬁo,.mmmhrm beginningsiof two .oﬁrnwm..,..ﬂmwa,?mﬂ w

written-by. the: sixth-century Romén. $tatesman Boethius whifle inprison’awaiting mxﬁmwﬂug_&wwuhﬁm: is: ﬂmﬁ noﬂwwwbwﬂewﬂ.ﬂrﬂ tells thedast-tale, ,.Hrmm.@womw@bm !
RES 0 piigrits: never even gét to dmuﬂmuwnwu? |

eaworkiwas ; ficeived:
m_nwgmm«wn bably-first oabn@em.mﬁ.gxm.wm@%rmu.hmwnmﬂ.éww,mﬁ 900 Green-
! 1 Llivvads:inangan. 33 b

: TIon W._:v ] ... LOT JQH‘H—OTW—O w..._.-».‘mm.\vﬁgﬂg._\:uwﬂ_ﬁ _, kS nH‘.ﬂ : ‘ : . - H *H_. T@ i n..—uﬁ .T :
~rith TIINES . g STin H.m%... WH»C\MHL HPAWOB&.H., .. il k) MLHHO...:W,QL .‘ - XY mmﬂ 3 een: m..mvHO to see:
m il ) 1 €a o) TOm ikt yYe-bee A=

becamé-a-Favorite-book for-the Middle Ages; providing.inspiration:and: comfort 3
through:its lessonthat worldly fortune is deceitful and ephemeral and-through:the 3
platonic:dectrine that thebody.itself is;only:aprisoit honse forithe: that-aspires
to-eternal things. The inflilence of Boethius is deeplyingrainedin The Kiight's Tale:
and Troilus: The. ballade Truth comprésses the Boethian and Christian: teachin,
into-three stanzas -of homely moraladvice:: -~ «-iins SOETEE :
-HThars:long before.Chaueer conceived of The i

.mﬁmqvgé\ ules;

many faceted: they-embrace prose dnd poetry; human and divine lov

jar, ‘and Latin’ sources;: secular-and:religious influences; comédy.an i

Moreover; different elements-are likely to. mix in:the. same-work,-often making: s o .

difficult-to.extraet from' Chaucer: simplé; direct; and certain meanings. . MMM

- This-Chaticerian complexity owes much:: e é.m@mmﬁmm;..om..@&m:mom ,. lea . o, nterbury Tale : gous to plots found
i ithi ! ¢ hem : : ad, and there is no

and his-exposuré to-new literary:currents. on-the:Continent bat:perkaps also
se; dlfogether: )
i Bocca

in: eithe gh:
moners in: his official life; he did not:live :2s; a:commoner;-and-although histraf
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listening to 'oné another tell tales in-verse:. The variety of tellers:is matched byithe
diversity:of theirtales: tales are -assigned-to apprepriate narrators.and jixtaposedito
bring. out’ contrasts "in' genre; style, tone, and. values:: Thie ‘the: Knight's ccourtly
roimance-about:the rivalry of two noble lovers for:a lady is:followed: by the Miller’s
fablian: of the'seduction-of an.old carpenter'syoung wife by-a student: I several of
The Canterbury Tales: there is-a:fascinating accord betwéen' the:narrators:and:their
stories, so.that the story takesion rich overtories fromiwhatwe have:learned ‘of its
tellerin: The General Prologue-and-elsewhere;and the character itselfgrows:and is
revealed: by, the:story:: Chancer-conducts ‘two-fictions simultaneotisly—that-of the
individual tale and that of the pilerim to whom hehas. assigned itz He'develops the!
second fiction not only through. The:General Prologue:but:alsothroughthe: links,™
the:interchanges-among pilgrims ‘connecting the stories. These interchanges somes:
times lead to quarrels. Thus:The Miller’s Tale offends the-Reeve, who' takés:the figs
ure-of the:Miller's foolish; cuckolded carpenter as. directed personally. at himself;
and he retaliates with a story satirizing anarrogant millervery much like the-pilgrim
Miller. The antagonism of the'two tellers provides comedy in the links and enhances
the comedyof their tales. The links alsc offer interesting literary commeéntary on the
tales by.members of the pilgrim:aiidience;: especially the Host, whom the pilgrims:
have declared “governour’and “juge” of the storytelling: Further dramaticinterestis'
created by the fact that several-tales respond to'topics takenup by previous tellers:
The Wife of Bath's-thesis that women should have sovereignty over men-in marriage
gets a Teply from the Clerk; ‘which: in turn elicits responises from:the Merchant and
the Franklin. The tales have their own logic arid interest quite apart from'the frams
ing fiction; no other medieval framing fiction, however, has such varied and lively
interaction between the frame and the individual staries.
The composition of none of the tales can be accurately dated; most of them were
writfen during the'last fourteen years of Chaucer’s lifé,althotigh. 4 féw iwére prob-
ably written earlier and inserted into: The: Ganterbury Tales. "The popularity of:the
poernin late medieva] England is atfested by:the number-of surviving manuscripts:
more.than-eighty, none from Chaucer's:lifetime: It:was also: twice printed: by Wil=
liar Caxton, who introduced printing: to England in'. 1478, and often: reprinted by.
Caxton’s- éarly -successors. . The manuscripté: reflect the: unfinished state of ‘the:
poem=—the fact that whenthe died Chaucer hadnot made up his mindabout:a num-
ber of details-and hence left- many-inconsisténcies: The poem; appears in-the:manii-
scripts a5 nine or ten“fragments?-ot-blocks of tales;the. oerder-of the:poems withim
each>fragmént is-‘generally-the same; bat the order: of the fragments themselves
varies widely:. The fragment.containing The General Prologue; the night's; Mill=
er's,:and Reeve’s tales; and-the:Cook’s unfinisheditale;always comes first, andsthie
fragmient-consisting of The Parsén’s Tale:and The Retraction always comes Tast. But.
thezothers, sucha$ that containing the Wife of Bath, the: Friar,‘and:the Summoner
orthat consisting of the Physician and Pardoner.orithe longest fragmenit; consisting:
of six-tales concluding with the:Nun’s Priest’s; are by no-means stable in, relation: to
one:another. The-order-followed here,.that of the Ellesmere manuseript; has been

adopted.as the most nearly satisfactory. - - 7 e s Tl

Gl TE GENERAL PROLOGUE

Chaucer did not-need.to.make a ._n..HHm_E.nwmm _.E._umm_mao Emmﬂ wmﬁnﬁ.umw Om@mom&.@ &umn
his fictitious pilgrimage-includes, because.most of them had long inhabited literature

as well.as life; the ideal Knight, who had taken part.in.all the major expeditions and,

battles.of the crusades during the.last half-century; his fashionably-dressed son,-the
Squire, a typical young lover; the lady, Prioress, the hunting Monk, and the flattering,

Friar, who practice the little vanities and Jarger vices for which-such ecclesiastics were
conventionally attacked;:the prosperous Franklin; the fraudulent Doctor; the: lusty,

. P
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w&m—.m to that spellbinding preacher and: INEFCENALY, ﬁTm..Wm&Ql&h.v&m.ﬁ.umwﬁ%mmﬁmu
indulgences and phony relics. One meetsall: these types throughont-medieval Yitera-
nw..:.nu but particularly in a genre'called estates. wm._mwmu svhich mM.nw ‘ont o expose and
pillory.typical examples of corruption at allJévels:of society. (For Eow.m“?,monﬂwmow on
estates satire; see the “Medieval Estates and.Orders? topic .mrodmnﬁw_mimmn& ebook.)
A remarkable number of details in, The ‘General %@.waamm. oEm.mem ‘been ,.ﬁ.mrnw
straight out of books as well as ‘drawn_ fromlife Hnrocm_,.:n has, been argued that
some of the pilgrims are portraits of actual people, the Hiww,mwm?m.._.“_www.,ﬁwwuﬁ.,wuwm_.mwmib
mm,.oB life is more likely to be a function of Chaucer's.azt, which is able to endow types
with a .Rmmnw we generally associate on] .ﬁwrf\mﬁmm? we know. The salient features of
each pilgrim leap out randomly at the reader;as they, might to an observer concerned
only with what meets the eye. This imitation of the way our minds mﬁ:m:% perceive
nmmHmQ may H.”.._mrm us fail to notice the éare wi h.which Chaticer has.sele cted ,r..wm.,.mmﬂmw_m
to give an integrated sketch of the pérson being described. Most of thése details give
something more than mere verisimilitude o 'the de iption. The pilgtimis’ fatial fea-
tures; the ¢lothes they wear, the foods they like to eat, the things the

thiey do are all clues not only to their'social rank Bt to theif moral and spiritial condi-
tion and; through the accumulation 6f detail. to the condition-sf _mn‘.ml..imm-.m«u;wnmmn

m,mw_c_...mw? collectively, they are representative: What .:i&.mm@.‘&w&iqt?fmq@mmmnawu.”
E..ﬁ.,_omm.m from more conventional estates satire, suchi as the .,3.&0%&% to Piers Plow-
%Sﬁm the- suppression in all but a-few flagrant instarices of Gvert ‘motal‘fudgment.
..Hmnm..ﬁwm_.mﬂoﬁl_: fact, seems to be -eXpressing’ chiefly. admiration: and praise at the
superlative:skills and accomplishments ‘of this ‘particular group; even such’ dubious
ones as’ the Friar's begging techniques :or. the Manciple’s ‘success:im- cheating the
_,.wmhbmn_ lawyers who employ liim. The reader is-left free to draw:out the ironic implica-
tions of details presented with such seeming-artlessness, even while falling in with the
asygoing mood.-of “felaweship” that pervades Chaucer's prologue .H.O,.H? ‘..‘Wmmaammm. .

From THE CANTERBURY TALES -~ *.

© ' The General Prologue

- S.rmd that April with rumamwoéwmm soote®
The droughte of March hath perced to the roote,”

>wm.vwﬁrmm_ every veine! in swich® licour,® S :ww.nr.\,mms&
Of which vertu? engendred is theflowr; ~ ¢ 7 oEI ‘
s Whan Zephyrus eek® with his'swedte breeth =~~~

. .. - B - Hh
Inspired® hath in every holt® and heeth® ) grove / .M&M
The tendre croppes,® and the yonge sonne* . shoots

‘Hath-in the Ram his halve cours yronne,
And sriale fowles® maken melodye
at sleepen 2l the night with open yé°—

So priketh hem® Nature iry hir'coragess— L H.HFMWM

: Thanne longén folk t6 soon®.on pilgrimages, A
=:oAnd palmeres fo to seeken straunge strondes : .
$,% couthe®.in sondry® londes; " " - 4 ki { varions

5. Their hearts, . -
&.:Far-off :shrines. -

et ‘Palmeres”: piltners, wide-
us™: the west wind D e sods

0 . v - ranging pilgrims—especially those who sousht
odngbecause it has'run only half. out the “straunge strandes” (foreign sho i
sreoursein - Aries. the Rame tha Lo Tone T ) ondes nm.ou.mumﬂ shores) ..um.. ﬂ__.._m..
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"ConrenTs
The Words of the Franklin and the Host : 223
The Franklins Prologue e INTRODUCTION
The Franklin's Tale (abridged) - 225
The Physician’s Tale 241
The Pardoner’s Prologue , . 249
The Pardoner’s Tale . 252 CHAUCER's LIFE
The Shipman’s Tale 266
The Prioresse’s Prologue 278 Geoffrey Chaucer was born in the early 1340s though no one knows the o .
The Prioresse’s Tale 279 act year. Both his parents belonged to rich merchant families, and his father,
The Prologue to Chaucer’s Tl . ) John, had served as an officer of the royal courgiHe was educated in Lon-
s M.M - ucer's Tale of Sir Thopas 286 don, possibly ac Saint Pauf’s Cathedral, and later in the grear aristocratic
aucer’s Tale of Sir Thopas . , . 287 courts, where he played 2 variety of roles. Although a commoner, he moved
Chaucer’s Tale of Melibee (suremary) 294 in the highest circles, beginning as 2 page in the household of Elizabeth,
The Monk's Prologuc . X Countess of Ulster, the wife of Prince Lionel, one of the sons of King Ed-
The Moak' ) ‘ 295 ward IIL There he came to know John of Gaunt, another of Edward’s sons
€ ome Tele (abridged) 297 and father of the furure King Henry IV. .
"The Nua's Priest’s Prologue 302 3 Before he was twenty, Chaucer took part in a military expedition to France,
The Nun's Priest’s Tale one episode in the Hundred Years’ War that smoldered with episodic flare-ups
Boil o 303 throughout his lifetime. He was captured near Reims and promptly ransomed
pilogue to the Nun's Priest’s Tale 319 along with other prisoners. Though this was the beginning and end of his mil-
The Second Nun's Prologue - . - itary career, he later came to know parts of Europe well through extended trips
320 . . _
The Second Nun’s Tale 3 to France, Spain, Flanders, and Traly, generally on government business.
The Canom , . 323 In 1366 Chaucer married Phillipa de Roet, a court lady from northern
€ Canon’s Yeoman's Prologue (summary) 337 : France whose life, like his, intertwined with the English royal family’s. She-
The Canon’s Yeoman's Tale (summary) 337 _ was lady-in-waiting to the queen and later to Constance of Castile, John of
The: s : Gaunt’s second wife. Her sister, Katherine Swynford, was John of Gaunt’s
.Hrn Hmhnw@_num Prologue (summary) 340 mistress and later his wife.
& Manciples Tale (summary) 340 In his twenties Chaucer was recognized as an esquire, the first degree of
The Parson’s Prologue : knighthood though stilt somewhat below the aristocracy. He may also have
: 342 I o -
The Parsor’s Tale (s ary) been studying then at one of the Inas of Court, the London law societies
Chaucer ] 344 . that governed the legal profession. There is no record he ever artended Ox-
aucer’s Retraction 345 ford or Cambridge, the two British universities of the time. .
Sereer B _ : In 1372, still only about thirty years old, Chaucer traveled as part of an
ECT DIBLIOGRAPHY . 347 embassy to Genoa and later visited Florence, where he might have met Pe-

trarch and Boccaccio, two famous poets he draws on repeatedly chroughout

his work. . .
Soon after, he was appointed controller of duties on wool for the port of

London, a critical post he held for the next dozen years. Wool was England’s
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chief exchange commuodity, and the export tax on wool was a vital source of
government funds. As conmroller, Chaucer saw to it that the tax collecrors
were honest. When he wrote about graft and corruption, as he often does jn
The Canterbury Tales, he. undoubtedly understood precisely what he was
tafking abour, S -

Edward III died in 1376, but Chaucer continued to prosper under
Richard II. In 1382 he became controller of customs on wine and other goods
as well as wool. But not long after that his life began to change, pardy in re-
sponse to political upheavals in both Parliament and the court. Phillipa died,
apparently in 1387, and by 1388 Chaucer had quit the customs post and was
living in nearby Kent, where he was elected to the House of Commons.

In 1388 a dissatisfied faction in Parliament executed several of King
Richard’s supporrers, including theee who were associated with Chaucer,
Chaucer survived the purge and went on to be appointed clerk of the king’s
works, responsible for special projects and royal properties including West-
minster Palace and the Tower of London. Three yeass later, he became depury
forester for North Petherron, where he was involved in overseeing forests,
commons, villages, farms, roads, and rents in a large tract of Somerser.

In 1399 Henry Bolingbroke, John of Gaunt's exiled son, returned to En-
gland, overthrew King Richard, and was recognized as Henry IV. Chaucer
was in London that year, living on the grounds of Westminster Abbey. Once
again he weathered the political storm bandily. Henry IV confirmed his royal
grants and even added to them. .

According to an inscription carved on his tomb many years later, Chaucer
died on October 25, 1400, He was buried in Westminster Abbey, where his
grave became the nucleus of the famous “Poets’ Corner.”

Orther records of Chaucer’s personal life are generally sketchy. He and
Phillipa had two sons, Lewis and ‘Thomas, and probably rwo daughters,
Agnes and Elizabeth, who became a nun. Thomas enjoyed a brilliant career
as speaker of the House of Commons and envoy to France. His grandson—
Chaucer’s great-grandson—was later Earl of Lincoln and desigrated heir 1o
King Richard ITI before the king was killed at Bosworth Field.

In 1380 Chaucer was released from legal actions concerning the raptus,
o rape, of an heiress, Cecilia Chaumpaigne. The event sounds more dra-
matic than it probably was. Chaucer may have been involved in helping the
girl elope or in abducting her to marry someone else. In 1324 his own fa-
ther had been abducted for the same purpose.

Six years later Chaucer was called o testify in a dispute abour a coat of
arms, and in 1388 he was sued for debrs [eft over from his customs days.
This does not mean he was poor; probably, like the government that paid
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him, he was just slow to settle his accounts. Finally, in 1390 as nowm_.,&naw,
he was robbed and apparently wounded, presumably while carrying royal
funds for wages or building materials.

.CHAUCER’S WORLD

Although he traveled widely throughout his carcer as a court m.,_bnnwosmg
diplomar, and administrator, Chaucer was essentially a Londoner, growing
up in a merchant enclave near the Thames and living in and around che city
the rest of his life. With only abour 40,000 people, London was 2 small town
by modern standards, bur it was also the cosmopolitan center of a diverse
and energetic nation. As a wine-importer’s son, Chaucer met forcigners from
all over Europe. He must have known at least a few well enough to learn
their languages, especially Parisian French and Italian, which were oot taught
in schools.

Chaucers London teemed with 2 variety of people and professions.
Tradespeople tended to live and keep shops in neighborhoods associated
with their crafts or guilds—goldsmiths, clothiers, stationers, butchers, and
so on—so a short walk would present 2 kaleidoscope of sense impressions,
especially within the city walls, which still stood in Chaucer’s days. Ousside
the walls to the west ran The Strand, a mile-long thoroughfare lined with
law courts and palaces he would have passed as he went to conduct vzm.mmnmm
at the royal court in Westminster. This to-and-froing between the rqm_%,
mercantile city and the aristocratic court provides a good emblem of .&n di-
versity of Chaucer’s experiences and his own ambiguous social standing.

Away from London, where Chaucer must often have gone as royal &m.nr
and deputy forester, the countryside quickly became rougher and wilder. Vil-
lages like Chaucer’s “Bob-up-and-down” on the way to Canterbury stood
close together along the road, which was sormetimes no more than a muddy
erack. Most were quite small, perhaps only a huddle of poor houses .E.o:.n&
a &:,mmo pond and communal green. Market towns were spaced at wider in-
tervals among a patchwork of manors, woodlands, chases, parks, and com-
mons. Estares belonging to nobie lords or monasteries controlled much of
economic life through the labor of serfs who worked for just their keep or
villains who tended plots thar they rented for a pottion of their crops. Both
groups were bound to the estates they served. In good years &nuw leda rmnnm-
scrabble life like old Janicula in “The Clerk’s Tale” or the widow in the Nurs

Priest’s. In bad years many starved. :
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Overseas, as Chaucer had several occasions to observe, new ideas were in

the air. In northern Iraly the Renaissance was already stirring in city-states

like Florence, then more than twice the size of London. Dante and Chaucer’s
later favorites Petrarch and Boccaccio led the way in literature, while Giotto
set 2 new standard of realism in painting, France excelled in music, largely
through the Ars 7ovz compositions of Guillaume de Machaur, whose poems
Chaucer translated. The leading thinker of the age, though he was often in
disgrace, was the revolutionary William of Ockham, an Englishman who
spent most of his life on the Conrinent. Like other progressives of the time,
Ockham mistrusted elaborate systems based on untestable principles such
as natural law. He tried to make sense of the world on the simplest possible
terms using direct experience. Cléser to home, John Wycliffe, an Oxford che-
ologian, called for a new simplicity in spiritual life, sending ouc “poor
priests” to beg and preach. Wycliffe also denied the doctrine of transubstan-
tiation, which he thought insufficienily grounded in the Bible, and started
2 movement to translate the Bible into English so thar people would be less
dependent on priests to tell them what it said. Though they came at the is-
sue in different ways, both Ockham and Wcliffe sought to flatten the reli-
gious bureaucracy that had grown up berween ordinary people and God. In
particular, both opposed the vast wealth and convoluted hicrarchy the
Church had acquired over centuries.

Although his era in England is usually thought to belong to the Middle
Ages, Chaucer clearly felt a new world coming into being and responded to
it in his writings, especially in The Canterbury Tales. In spite of the turbu-
lence and misforrunes of the time—the historian Barbara Tuchman called

it “the calamitous fourteenth century”—people were increasingly interested

in breaking with the past and assuming greater control of their lives. In
this, as in many ways, Chaucer was a leader. Even when his work is based
on medieval forms like the romance or fabliau, its spirit is crisply modern—
critical, innovative, diverse, and strongly interested in individual identity
and experience.

CHAUCER’s TIMES

The 14th century was calamitous indeed. Two cold, wet growing seasons in
1314 and 1315 led to The Great Famine, in which not only peasants bur also
churchmen and nobles died across Europe. I have already mentioried the
Hundred Years’ War, 1337-1453, an ugly; interminable contest berween En-
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gland and France. A succession of English kings considered they had a claim
to the French throne and pursued it through a series of brilliant battles, such
as Crécy and Poitiers. But each victory was swallowed up by long periods of
stagnarion, and the war settled nothing until well after Chaucer’s death. In the
meantime, conscription, taxes, destruction, and lost crops eroded economic
and civic life, especially in France, where most of the fighting took place.

This was the petiod, too, of the Avignon Papacy, 1305-78, when for over
seventy years popes ruled the Catholic Church not from Rome, bur from
Avignon in France and in a way generally friendly to French interests: If there
had ever been a doubr that secular politics could shape church policy, Avi-
gnon is where it died. From 1378 to 1414 marters deteriorated even further
during che supremacy of fwo popes, one at Rome and one in France, each
putting the other and bis supporters under excommunication. Berween con-
sternation in Rome and Avignon at the top, a thoroughly un-Christlike ac-
cumulation of wealth in the middle, and widespread corruption at the bot-
tom, no other era has been more damaging to the credibility of the Church.

Another defining event of Chaucer’s time was the Black Plague. In the
middle of the century (1348, with later outbreaks), this epidemic stood so-
cial and economic life on its ear. After plague carried off a third of the pop-
ulation of Europe—more in crowded cities like London—Iabor grew scarce,
threatening the cherished privileges of the aristocracy and the Church. At the
same time, talented professionals like Chaucer himself began to blur the line
between commoner and aristocrat in one direction and, because the Church
no longer held a monopoly on learning, between commoner and cleric in
the other.

in the second half of the century worries associated with the social and
economic implications of these developments broughr a backlash from the
properiied interests—who tried to curb the new independence of those be-
neath them—and a violent counterbackiash in the form of the 1358
Jacquerie uprising in France and the Peasants’ Revolt of 1381 in England,
when Wat Tyler and his rebels marched on London and beheaded the Arch-
bishop of Canterbury in the Tower, only a short walk from where Chaucer
lived at the time.

TeE CANTERBURY TALES

With all the turmoil of his times swirling around him Chaucer could easily
have been a different writer, wringing his bands in uncertainty or looking
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mo.n targets to rail against. In fact he is nothing like that. In place of uncer-
tainty, he appears to have been exhilarated by the new possibilities in the ajr.
Hwaﬁnmm of combativeness, he seems eager to take characrers ar their own es-
umnate. Located berween commoners and aristocrats; moving between high
ns._ﬁﬁn on the one hand and tax receipts on the other; interested in every-
thing along the way; familiar with the classics, but also popular English liz-
erature and contemporary trends in France and Italy; hie became onc of the
most inventive and unpredictable writers in the English canon, and this is
nowhere more evident than in The Canterbury Tales.

Start anywhere you like and Chanucer sutprises you. His idea of a series of
tales within a frame narrative was not new, but only he would think ro draw
m_..ﬁ tale-tellers from afl over Englend and from a vaztety of economic and so-
clal classes, giving his stories and narrative framework a vitality and social
nn_n.<mbnn no other collection approaches. The firse Canterbury story, “The
Knight's Tale,” is a courtly romance, bur jts stylized action and noble senti-
Bnn.afmuo as they are—are followed immediately by a racy fabliau (a
comic story of everyday life)-that the Miller insists on telling out of order.
While there is no way of knowing for sure how Chaucer meant to atrange

the tales, it is probable that many of them would have arisen from outbursts

between individual pilgrims like the Wife's quarrel wi i
: ith the
Miller’s feud with the Reeve. ! e , e
Chaucer writes in prose and poetry, using couplets, rime royal, ballade
stanzas, and other verse forms in eight-syllable to ten-syllable lines. His sto-
ries range from mp.wmwﬁm to saints’ lives, from beast fable to courtly romanee,
from the popular jingle of “Sir Thopas” to the Parson’s monumental sermon,.

. Even more diverse are the modes and conventions found within the tales: dj-

alogue, set speeches, myth, theology, biblical and classical allusions, narural
mb& allegorical description, dreams, visions, astronomy, alchemical nnnhm.mm,
philosophical arguments, and insults, to name a few. Sometimes Orm:nnm
goes out of his way to upset readers’ expectations, as he does in “The Wife
.om Bacli's Tale,” 2 notbly un-Arthurian Arthurian romance in which fight-
ing &uE.aw is irrelevant, women hold ail the power, and ideas count more
than actions. Variety is everywhere, from the burgeoning springtime setting

- to the shifting scenes along the pilgrims’ route to the exchanges among the

pilgrims themselves and the commplex play of different viewpoi

: nd ewpoints between
_..T.QH tales. .Hra Mook dismal strearmn of twagedies is cut off not just because
it is depressing bur also because it saws away at the same theme. No author

since OSA 4.&;& variety as bighly as Chaucer or was so ingenious at inject-
ing it into his work.

ks

TR

e e e e e

- - e e b e

T

THE CANTERBURY TALES 7

Griselda is a monstrously long-suffering wife; the Wife of Bath will butc
heads with anyone. Husbands can be sweet and understanding, or they can
box you on the ear. The Church is God’s kingdom on earth for the Parson or
Saint Cecelia, or a flagrant swindle in the hands of the Summoner or the Par-
doner. Humans have free will in one place but ate bound by God’s foreknowl-
edge in another. Whar they think is based sometimes on the stars, sometimes
on the state of their bowels. They range from unthinking hedonists like Ali-
son in “The Miller’s Tale” to stern pillars of morality like Virginius in the
Physician’s. The Clerk is steeped in book knowledge; the Cook seems utterly
unlearned. The Parson is a saint; the Shipman a murderous pirate. Chaucer’s
imagination contains them all, and he considers all their tales worth retelling,
refusing 1o be bound by any one poetic style or philosophical vision.

With few exceptions Chaucer seems more concerned to understand his
characters than to judge them. Even a charlatan like the Pardoner is called
“a fine ecclesiast,” because he no doubt appeared no less than that in his own
eyes. There is irony in such descriptions, as when the narrator tells us how
the generous Friar paid for the weddings of girls he had debauched, but there
is generally a note of fellow-feeling too. For all his deplorable opportunistm,
the Friar's eyes sparkle with the joy of life. Listening to the Wife of Bath's
story of her life shows us with perfect clarity how she became whar she is.
Even the repellant January in “The Merchant’s Tale” can see that his obses-
sion with May is irrational, and when he discovers her in the pear tree with

Damian he lets out a cry “as mothers do when babies die.” No one who lived
through the plague years could have made that comparison without feeling
a degree of compassion for the wicked old sensualist.

All this diversity and the lifelike roundness of his characters define
Chaucer’s sort of realism, a poetic vision especially in tune with a time when
old assumptions were passing away, hurried along by skeprical thinkers like
Wycliffe 2nd Ockham. Ockham in particular thought human minds impose
a system of meanings on things that may or may.not correspond to what
they really are. Particular rocks and houses and trees exist. But they would
exist as well if they were called something else and thought of some other
way. The categories “rock,” “house,” and “tree” are human inventions, and
50, of course, are all institutions, which would include things such as monag-
chies and organized religion. Grant Ockham’s arguments and the implica-
tions for any entrenched form of government or special privilege are enot-
mous. Longstanding customs mean nothing. Social arrangements and
beliefs might just as well be reinvented every other week. Experience, not re-
ceived opinions, is the touchstone of truth. For Ockham, the world order,
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which had occupied much of medieval philosophy, is a mere construct, far
less interesting than the individual beings within it.

While thete is no evidence that Chaucer knew Ockhams work, there is
often a similar spirit in The Canterbury Tales. The old hag in “The Wife of
Bath’s Tale” comes close to Ockham when she insists that nobility means act-
ing nobly yeurself not just occupying a slot in 2 system that declares you no-
ble. In the same vein, old and poor and mean are merely words society has
come to condemn. Look at the realities they represent, she says, and they
may be worthy of celebration instead.

Chaucer’s pilgrims are types—the Knight, the Monk, the Summoner,
and so on—and sometimes lictle more than that. Everything he says about
the m‘no.ﬂmh or the Franklin, for instance, is rooted in conventional stereo-
types. Bur other figures, including some of his most notable ones, are so in-
dividual it s as if the rype were being shattered from within to let a real per-
son rise out of it. The secretive Reeve indulges himself, out of character, with
an especially good horse. Chaucer also reveals that the Reeve was trained as
carpenter and that his disposition is remarkably vengeful and smutty, unan-
ticipared derails that make him a person, not just a reeve. The spaces between
the Wife of Baths teeth may be a conventional sign of lechery, but who
would have guessed her incessant talking, which is part of the antifeminist
caricature of 2 mettlesome woman, would be driven by a respectable degree
of learning, which is not?

Chaucer’s diversity and realism come through just as clearly in his style,
or rather his styles, for his language is beautifully responsive to his matter,
so that, to take the opening of “The Nun's Priest’s Tale,” for example, he can
sound like a dispassionate sociologist talking abour a needy widow:

She kept three sows, for breed, not slaughter,
And three thin cows and Moll, the sheep.
Her house was sooty, hard to keep.

From this dry treatment he passes mom.B_nwm_% to sympathetic irony:

And there she served, despite her wishes,
No piquant sauce nor far-fetched dishes.
No dainty morsels passed her throat;

To 2 mock-heroic celebration of Chanticleer, the cock:

His voice outdid the ample organ
Thar rang our when the Mass began.

SIS RO Y
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To the language of scientific objectivity:

He knew the stations of cach sphere
Above that town throughout the year.

To a parody of the avid descriptions of the heroes in popular romances:

His comb was red as brightest coral
And scalloped like a caste wall.

It would be hard to name another writer (though once again Ovid comes to
mind) whose poetic voice moves so deftly berween different registers.

OT1aeEr WORKS

Though lisele in Chaucer’s life records hints that he was a poet, he must a-
ways have had a project or two going on throughout his adule life. He needed
to have in order to compile such a distinguished literary record while also puz-
suing a government career that would have been a full life's work by iself.

Around 1370, when he was abour thirty, Chaucer translared pare of one
of the most influential works of the time, The Romance of the Rose, an unfin-
ished allegory of courtly love by the French writer Guillaume de Losris. The
same period gave birth to The Book of the Duchess, a dream-vision elegy based
on the death of Blanche of Lancaster, John of Gaunt’s first wife, in 1368.

In the later 1370s it is likely Chaucer wrote the story of Saint Cecilia that
became “The Second Nun's Tale” and also some of the tragedies rehearsed
by the Monk. The House of Fame, another dream-vision poem, also dates
from the 70s, and so does Anelida and Arcite, an unfinished narrative set in
ancient Thebes. _ o

The 1380s saw Chaucer complete The Parliament of Fowls, a dream-vi-
sion of birds discussing the nature of love and perhaps a tribute o young
Richard II's macriage in 1382. “The Knight's Tale” also dates from this
period, along with the unfinished Legend of Good Wemen, Chaucer’s first
poem in iambic pentameter couplets. .

But Chaucer’s signal achievement of the 80s was Troélus and Criseyde, his
greatest single poem—over 8,000 lines of thyme royal stanzas on infatua-
tion, morality, betrayal, and free will that also manages to be a brilliant nar-
rative of events associated with the Trojan War. No one has ever writeen

o
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When April’s fruitful rains descend
And bring the droughts of March to end,
Bathing each vine in such sweet showers,
That young buds burst and unfurl flowers,
When West Wind too, with his mild airs
Inspires in fields and hidden lairs
Fresh-minted leaves, and when the sun
Halfway toward the Bull has run;
When small birds sing for all they’re worth,
Wide-eyed all night with reckless mirch,
Mad for love in trees and hedges,
Why, then folks go on pilgrimages
And pilgrims yearn for foreign strands
And distant shrines in sundry lands.
In England, from every plot or skerry,
They make their way to Canterbury,
Seeking the shrine of great Saint Thomas,
To pay for sins or keep a promise.

And thus in Southwark one spring day
At the Tabard, where I lay,
Ready to journey from the place
And seek the holy martyr’s grace,
A merry group arrived to dine,
A mounted crowd of twenty-nine.
Pilgrims all of every station,
And every corner of the narion,
Riding toward Saint Thomas’ shrine.
The rooms were good, the food was fine,
The fires were warm, the wine went round,
And by the time the sun was down,
I had agreed with every one
To join their fellowship anon.
The next day we'd begin at dawn,
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The tale I'll tell you mcn.&nn on. : w__,. Yet he made litde of his station.

Bue first grant me a little space . As meek and mild as any maid,
Wamonnm_., mMM another pace, He practiced no deceit nor said 70
.HM set forth, as an author should, ¢ . Insulting words or words of spite.

e mcm.re.nmv both bad and mo.m.nr 3 He was 2 true and perfect knight,
These pilgrims showed a man like me, . 1 Not overweening or contentious.
Mq.rmﬂ wmnr one was, of what &n.mnon. 40 His horse was good but uapretentious.
>MM& o Mu oE..mmm that m.ﬁw an in, | 3 He wote a shirt of homespun stuff,

> MA a kaight I will vom:.r 4 Armor-rusty, coarse, and rough,
v IGHT was there, 2 worthy man, v For he had lately been abroad
5 t .HME.nrn tme wn. first began, And rode to make his peace with God.
.}bnMonn hiraself to chivalry Beside him rode his son and SQUIRE i
A truth and Ema.&am.m courtesy. 3 A lovesome, lusty bachelor, 80
o 5 name was ro._& in ?m.r repure | Whose locks were crisped as in a press— .

every camp §ﬁvocm m.;vsnn.. . 3 Some twenty years of age I guess.
In every pagan or Christian nation 4 His build was of the middling sort,
He won the greatest acclamation. 50 2 Well knit and apt for every sport,
He warched as Alexandria fell, - B He too had been in chivalry
Hu.nﬂ.wﬁon_. dt the citadel, . . . In northern France and Picardy,
First knight among the troops in Prussia, . - And served well in thar litde space
And mo:m.rﬂ in Lettow .m_bm in Russia, Lithuania m To win a cerrain lady’s grace.
The bardiest man of EM degree. In robes like meadows, as we said,
He smote the Moors with savagery . 3 Picked out in flowers of white and red, 20
In hot assaults from southern Spain He sang and whistled all the day,
To the parched Moroccan plain. - 1 As fresh as is the month of May.
From western seas to Turkish towps, His gown was short; its cut was fair.
an moz.oénm war with great n.nbwﬁ? 60 - He sat his horse withour a care,
; nwwmhbm mmﬁnnb.aoﬂ& vHo.Lm. Inventing songs and poems at will,
n Africa U..qg Christ, Ewm spoils, : A handy lad with lance or quill,
He met picked champions of the Alcoran A fover too, warm blooded, hale,
Three times and always E:.a«._ his man. , .. And sleepless as a nightingale.
Onn.n.rm upbeld 2 Hﬁ_ucmr lord Yet he was courteous. He knew his part,
>m.m5mﬁ another pagans row.n_n. . ﬂ‘ And served his knight with courty art.
With no loss to his reputation. . , : AYEOMAN, their subordinate

5. Chanees mencions b bt oF odher ataes o (They fared abroad with little state),

. tons here a number of other places where the Knight had igned ] i i

{Granada mnm.Emn&am in .mmﬁ.? Ayash, Aralia, and Balat in Turkey; and wgﬁbﬁwﬂm%nwu E Mq.n“ ¢ M,M&mnrng o Mm.yoom om&mHMnnD.
ubn.q_nﬂonu in North Africa). He means to show thar the Knight has fought on alf three fronts A sueath OF arrows, 4 _,._W?.r. and Beeth
.manm Western Europe in the 14ch century: in the Baltic Seates with the Teutonic Knighrs fac- Womn at his belt, beside his hand.
Ing forces from the east, in the Middle East confronting Islam, and in North Africa and Spain : There was no yeoman in the land

warring against the Moots. ¥ Whose tackle made a finer show,
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From polished straps to mighty bow.
Short-cropped hait, a creased, brown face,
A horse well suired to the chase,

An archer’s guard upon his arm,

A sword and shield to ward off harm,

A silver dagger on his haunch,

To part a joint or rip 2 paunch,

A Chiristopher upon on his breast,

A horn, a baldric, and the rest,
Proclaimed him woodsman, and the best.

A nun there was, a PRIORESS,

Her smiling seemed a harmless folly,

Her strongest oath was “gosh” or “golly.”
They called her Madame Eglantine,

And claimed her singing was divine,
Tuned through her nose with elegance.
She used the rongue and airs of France,
But used them with outlandish features,
As raught to her by English teachers.
At meals she coyly sipped or nibbled,
And never missed her mouth nor dribbled.
Her fingers barely skimumed her sauce,
Transporting food without a loss

To slide or trickle down her chest,

And mar the manners she professed.

She wiped her lips with such great pain
That in her cup no drop remained

Of grease when she had sipped a drink.
Her grace made common people shrink!
Behaving well with such facility,

She seemed far nobler than nobility,

All dignity, the height of faskion.

But ler me mention her compassion:
Holding all God’s crearures dear,

She could not watch without a tear

A mouse, even, if she saw it suffer. ,
Her lap dogs’ lives were scarcely rougher,
She fed them roast and fine white loaves, -
And wept if one should die, or oafs
Walioped it and made it smart—
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All conscience and a tender heacr.
Her wimple styled the latest way,
A well-formed nose and eyes of gray,
A dainty mouth, pursed soft and red,
And over them a broad forchead—
About a hand’s-breath wide, I own.
You'd hardly call her undergrown.
Her cloak was soft and finely napped;
And round about her arm was wrapped
A rosary of coral and green.
Its golden brooch, fit for a queen,
Showed 2 proud, crowned 4 without a flaw,
Then Amor vincit omnia.
With her came her secretary,
And three tame priests to fetch and carry.
A forceful MONK rode near the front,
A chief and master of the hunr,
A manly man, fir for an abbor,
But horseman first by choice and habit.
His bridle’s jingling was as clear
And sounded sweetly on the ear
As church bells tolling to the people
Around his lictle chapel’s steeple.
The holy Rule of Benedict,
Because he thought it somewhat strict,
This Monk was eager to renounce
And live instead among his mounts.
He wouldn’t ber a half-plucked hen
That hunters aren’t holy men
Or that 2 monk who hunts.and shoots
Is pointless as a fish in boots—
That is, 2 monk out of his cloister.
Such maxims aren’t worth an oyster.
I found his logic ironclad;
Why should he study and go mad,
Through ceaseless reading in his cell,
Or work until he grew unwell,
As Angustine bids? What a dunce!

4. A secular motto that could also have a religious meaning.
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Let Augustine labor if he wants!
This Monk rode with all his right.
His hounds were swift as birds in fligh.
At his pet pastime, hunting hare,
There was no outlay he would spare, 190
His sleeves were lined, and warm as felt,
With the finest squirrel pelts.
To gather his hood beneath his chin,
He wore a well-wrought golden pin.
This love knot held the fabric fast.
His head was bald and shown like glass,
As did his features, red and gleaming.
He was full fat and hearty seeming,
With glaring eyes, a bit bloodshot, :
Fierce as the fire beneath a pot. , 200
His proud steed, preening like a pigeon,
Did further credit to religion.”
This Monk was no one’s bloodless ghost,
A fat swan was his favorite roast.
His horse was brown as any berry. .
A FRIAR there was, wanton and merry,
A beggar of most rare disparch.
" No friar anywhere could match
The way he flattered girls and Birted, :
Made free with them and then diverted 210
Funds to wed them at his expense.
He was 2 man of consequence,
‘Well beloved and widely known
In neighborhoods he called his own,
On wives he made a great impression
For he had power of confession,
Far greater than a lesser cleric,
A brand-name shriver, nort generic.
He'd crown the grossest peccadilloes,
With admonitions soft as pillows 220
And a gentde penance ar the close
If you were rich, for Heaven knows,
Far offerings against perdition
Bespeak a most sincere contrition.
A penitent dispensing alms
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Earned this Friar’s smoothest balms.
For many have a stony heart
And cannot weep although they smart,
And therefore in default of weeping,
Place silver in the Church’s keeping,
This Friar’s hood was packed with knives
And pins to offer pretty wives,
And he could sing and strum a chord
To start a dance or please a lord.
His ballads brimmed with piquancy.
His neck was white as fleurs-de-lys.
Bullish as a champion,
He knew the bars in every town
And thought more of a tavern schlepper
Than any homeless wreich or leper,
For such a worthy man as he,
In keeping with his dignity,
Must hold himself above the gutters
In every act and word he ucrers.
Fie on the sickly, unwashed hordes!
Give him the moneyed class and lords.
That was where his profic lay.
He filled his role in every way,
Begging well enough to be
Awarded by his friary
A rich, exclusive territory,
A princely mendicant signore.
A widow withour board or batten
Encounzering his euphonious Latin,
Would give, despite her indigence.
His income trebled his expense.
And he could gambol like a pup,
Step in and make a quarrel up.
He was no skinny anchorite
Nor shared a scholar’s squalid plight.
No, he went proudly like a pope.
Of double worsted was his cope,
Creased like a'bell from careful pressing.
He lisped to sound miore prepossessing
And mince the Englisk on his tongue.
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I noticed when he harped or sung,

His eyes shown from his head as bright

As stats do on a frosty night.

Huberd was this worthy’s name.

Next a bearded MERCHANT came; 270

In partj-colored clothes he sat,

Beneath a Flemish beaver hat.

His boots were of the finest sort,

His proclamartions round and short

And mostly of the deals he made

And growing threats to foreign trade

Up and down the English coast.

A financier, to hear him boast,

His eyes were turned beyond the seas

Manipulating currencies . 280
And leveraged debts and deals in kind.

No one could sound his bottom line.

He was 2 worthy man, I guess.

I missed his name, though, I confess.

There was an Oxford CLERK as well,

A logic student unexcelled,

Astride a horse built like a rake

And lean, himself, as any snake,

Hollow looking, a bit remote.
All threadbare was his overcoat. . 296
He had no sinecure in Kent,

Parish ladies, lands to rent,

Bur lined up books around his bed
Twenty tomes in black and red,
Of sober Aristotle’s teaching,
No fancy robes or fiddle screeching,
He relished only ancient learning
Although it rarely led to earning.
The pirtances his friends provided
He spent on books, although they chided, 300
And prayed for them in shrines and churches,
For underwriting his researches.
With all those axioms in his head,
He seldom looked about or said
A needless word, but still you knew
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 Thar he had thought things through and through.

Careful reading shaped his speech.
He was glad to learn and glad to teach.
 AMAN-OF LAW was on our jaunt,
Well known in every lawyers’ baunt,
A fount of ancient legal fribbles,
To tie up courts with lawyers’ quibbles.
His wit was deepest, opinions wisest,
A frequent justice of assizes
By royal appointment and commission.
His standing and his great ambition
Brought streams of gold in gleaming spate
Which he deployed in real estate.
Confronting such a legal idol,
No one would dare dispute his titles.
He made the air around him buzz,
Yet seemed far busier than he was.
He knew each law and precedent,
How it applied, and what it meant,
Since William's reign-—each lawyers’ fix
Dating 10 1066.
No instrument this man dicrated
Had ever been invalidated.
He rede in a silk-belted coat
With stripes, but nothing else of note.
Beside the lawyer rode a FRANKLIN,
A snow-white beard adorned his chin.
With ruddy cheeks and shining head,
He broke his fast with wine and bread.
He'd long enjoyed 2 Life luxurious,
For he had found with Epicurus,
Abundant pleasure, not simplicicy,
The truest measure of feliciey.
A potentate in his locality
And patron saint of hospitality,
His bread and ale were unsurpassed,
The holdings of his cellar, vast.
His table groaned with smoking dishes
Of roasted game and seasoned fishes.
The house snowed first-rate meat and drink,
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With delicacies to malke you blink,
Pegged to the season of the year,
From berry pies 1o autumn deer,
He raised fat partridges in runs
And served up perch and pikes well done. 350
Woe to the cook if the sauce was bland:
“Hot and sharp!” was his command.
His board stayed mounted in the hall
Spread like 2 food seller’s stall,
As local justice, he'd béen sent
By his home shire to Parliament.
A short sword and a purse of silk
Hung at his belt as white as milk,
A sheriff once, and court commissioner,
He was his borough's prime parishioner. 360
. A CARPENTER and a TRINKET BUYER,
Two WEAVERS, and a PIECE-GOODS DYER,
Rode solemnly and fitly horsed
In livery their guilds endorsed.
Each item of their gear was new.
With finest silver, bright as dew, :
Their knives were trimmed and pouches filled.
Each one was burgherhood distilled:
They kaew each scrap of Tocal trade,
Sat in their merchanss’ hall and weighed 370
The latest deals, who lost or wog,
Each rumbling like an alderman.
Their properties and rents spread wide;
Their wives surveyed the town with pride,
And well they should. They knew their worth.
Ladies by custom if not by birth, -
They ruled at large in their domains,
With serving boys to bear their traigs.
A COOK was there, the very man
To braise a chicken in 2 pan 380
With marrow bones and sweet-sour spicés,
Or quaff, left to his own devices,
Good London ale, or poach o fty,

~ Or heat a hash or bake a pie.

He had, although it seemed a sin,
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A runny uleer on his shin,
For his white mousses were the best.
There was a SHIPMAN from the west.
From Dartmouth or nearby, I guessed.
Bouncing on a low-bred nag,
His wool gown drooping like a bag.
His knife hung from a sailor’s lanyard,
And he was as brown as any Spaniard
Where the sun had buined his skin—
A thruster with a wolfish grin,
The first upon his ship who crept
To sample the wine while the shipper slepr.
Remorselessly, beneath the waves,
He sent sea caprives to their graves.
He knew the lore of winds and tides,
And currents, rocks, and reefs besides,
Harbors, moons, and navigation,
No better man in any nation.
He faced the blackest storms at sea
With perfect equanimiry,
No sea-borne danger made him falter
From Oslo down beyond ‘Gibraltar.
. Each inler town from France to Spain
Had seen his ship, the Magdelaine.
Next came a prominent PHYSICIAN,
A proper medical patrician.
His dosages and surgery
Were grounded in astrology.
In fact, he treated all his cases
By the stars’ great wheeling traces,
Interpreting the sky’s aspect
With charts and figures to detect
The hidden causes of each malady,
Whether hot or cold or moist or dry,
Where it grew and what it fed on,
So he could stop its progress head on.
When he knew the cause for sure,
He'd prescribe the proper cure,
And if the patient was unwary,
He'd also pick the apothecary.
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For years they'd greased each other’s palms
With graft and kickbacks, merchant’s alms.
Aesculapius, Dioscorides,
He knew the best authoriries,
Each pill purveying theory spinner
From Hippocrares to Avicenna,
Through every modern theory, thus -
Down 10 Gilberms Anglicus. .
Seldom lavish ac his meat,
This doctor’s food was plain and nea,
Moderare dishes, healthful, fit.
He took no joy in Holy Writ.
His clothes matched any of our ceew’s,
Rich taffetas in reds and blues.
Yet he'd got most of them for free
From sufferers, to setele fees.
Gold is good for many an ill,
So he sought gold with all his skill.

A WIFE OF BATH rode in the crowd,
Half deaf, uniess your voice was loud.
The trade she drove in woven stuffs
Surpassed the Belgians right enough.
No wife, however fond of glory,
Preceded her to Offertory,
Or if one did, then she would vow
An awful vengeance on the cow.
Her coverchiefs would weigh, when starched,
‘Ten pounds apiece and grandly arched
Each Sunday high above her head.
Her stockings were of scarlet red,
Shaping the calves above her shoes.
Her looks were bold and ruddy roo.
Her taste for fights and bold carouses
Had quite undone her first five spouses
And sundry boyfriends in her youth.
{To mention these would be uncouth.}
On three trips to the Holy Land,
She mastered hardships like a man.
She'd gone to Rome and to Boulogne,
Galicia and then Cologne.

two thousand years' woreh of medical
luminaries from Greece
{Aesculapius and Dioscorides)
to England (Gilbertus
Anglicus) .
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Love was her life’s leitmorif,
As shown by gaps between her teeth.
Upon an ambling horse she sat,
Wimpled well beneath a hat
As broad as any soldier’s shield.
Below her waist 4 robe revealed

Sharp, gleaming spurs. She was
A boon companion, but one with claws,
And knew as well as any dance

Each stage and gambit of romance.

A PARSON of a town came next,

Poor in gold, but one suspects

Richer than most in holy works.

He was a learned man, a clerk.

Deep gospel-loge informed his preaching,
And daily life and moral teaching.

He was benign and diligent,

Even tempered and content,

Though life for him was seldom blithe.
He'd curse no one who couldn’ tithe,

Bur gave out food and clothes and more—
All that he could to help the poor—
Drawn from the Church and his own savings.
Long remperance had quelled his cravings.
Although his flock was widely scattered,
Storms or distance never martered:

Near or faz, great or small,

He'd visit anyone at all,

Tramping on foot the direst traces.

He put things in their proper places,

For, “First he wrought, and then he taught
Because the Gospel said ke oughe.”

He had another motto too:

“If gold rusts, whart will iron do?”

if a priest is foul, with souls in trust,

Why should 2 layman curb his hust?

This sight must make the angels weep:

A shepherd shitter than his sheep.

A priest’s commitment should be ample
To lead his people by example.
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This Parson never hired a curate

To tend his patish and secure it,

While he himself besieged the Church
For an easy job that he could shirk

Or 2 post as chaplain to some guild, 510
No, he stayed home to watch and build
Against the wolf, lest sheep miscasry,

A shepherd, not a mercenary:

Buc though a priest of sterling worth,
He spurned no other man on earth
Nor took a domineering tone.

Indeed, his fellow-feeling shown

In every word, for saving souls

~ He used his brawn and piston thighs
In wrestling and won each prize.
He was broad, short-shouldered, thick—
Unhinging doors was his per trick,
Or breaking through them with his head! 550
His outspread beard was foxy red
And broad and solid as a spade.
The skin upon his nose had made
A wart, crowned with a tuft of hairs,
Red as the bristles in an old sow’s ears.
His nostrils were hairy, black, and wide.
He bore a short sword at his side.
His mouth gaped open like a cauldron,

Was always first among his goals
K € : Spewing language that appailed one,
But m.mnnm with hardened, stiff-necked scoffers, - , 520 kpw.._ .mm.wam of Ma.m%b& wmmomwﬁ 560
MmMga.menﬂ of full cheir coffers, ‘He doubled every rightful fee
ZM vwﬂﬂﬂ maMM gnw_w% “nwwmv m bound. And weighed out flour with a golden thumb. That is, be used bis thumb
parson co ound, In white and blue clothes, all and some, 0 depress the scales.

A lowly man and free from vice,
Not finely dressed. nor over-nice,
Bur like Christ’s humble first artendants,

He clamped a bagpipe between his lips
And led us forward on our trip.
The MANCIPLE labored, by reporr,

InH s b
EZMM.WMHHWWFHM wmgamﬁnbmnbr 2 Purchasing goods for an Inn of Court, ome of several legal socieries
Who shovel &m d . » the Parson’s brother; A model man in these affaizs, in London
An Mo“nomﬂn_pv er o __WM o n,_ﬂvﬂ.. o Buying food or wine or wares
o 530 In such a wily, complex fashion, 570

Living in peace and charity.

He worshipped God with all he had -
On all oceasions, good or bad,

And Joved his neighbors selflessly.

He always got his private ration.
Now isn't it an act of God,

When such a plain, untirtored clod
Can bilk a canny; learned crew?

He had no faults that I could see, For all his thircy masters knew
For he ﬁ.&Em freely plow and more Every law from A to Z.
Woﬂ O_.,Emn. mr.ubn ¥ m.nm the poor, Most were fit to keep the keys
¢ mmﬁ his tithes without a question, And defily manage large estates
ME percenc of his possessions. . Por any rw.n d rom.,mgﬁ.mmamﬂ
nzmmﬁwmwm%ﬁm&mwﬂw 540 g And make him dwell within his means 580
a . .
g ; And pay his debes and cool his spleen
A SUMMO ” pay pieen,
. KPZOHMMMUN M wﬂ.ﬂ%OZm? To live as sparsely as they said—
Myself, the last uom m&u Mﬁ wmnﬂwﬁ, 3 Or they could lead a shire instead
Th o -~ Through any crises or mishaps—
¢ MILLER was both stout and heary. ) And yert this scamp set all their caps!
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The choleric REEVE was next to pass.
He scraped his cheeks as smooth as glass
And trimmed his hair on front and sides,
Like a poor priest’s coif down to the hide.
His legs were lean as any seaff, 590
Straight sticks without 2 trace of calf. .
His record keeping was arcane,
So no one else could count his gains,
Transforming nature’s starts and stops
To meat and hay and milk and crops.
Whole herds of cows and other stock
From sheep to pigs and poultry flocks
Were solely in this steward’s hands.

His scaling brows and scabby beard
Made up a visage children feared.

No lead-based salve or keen attar—
Brimstone, borax, cream of tartar—

No paste with sharp astringent bite : 630
Could tame his pimples, red and white,
Or dry the pustules on his cheeks.

He lived on garlic, onions, lecks,

And wine as strong and red as rubies—
Too strong at least for this poor booby—
For when the wine had seized his reins
Scraps of Latin filled his brains,

He knew some terms, just two or three,

.P.: nEb.mm had run at his commands, That he had plucked from some decree,

Since his lord came of age at twenty. . 600 Words he encountered every day. 640
No one rmm seen him steal a penny. (Of course you know a brainless jay

No underling on his estate Can call out “Walter” like the pope.)

Could hoodwink him. He ruled their fate,
And kept them honest out of fear.

He owned 2 fine house standing near
Upon a stately, shaded plot. :

He could afford it. His lord could nor.

But then he soon ran out of rope.

We saw his lack of wit for sure as

He bawled his nonsense tag, “Quid iurus?” “Which law {applies here]?”
He was a loose, confiding fellow,

A veteran barfly, kind and mellow;

He romhmmm_ up his secret riches, . For no more than 2 quart of wine,
And sometimes scratched his lordship’s jrches He'd let you keep a concubine
With funds he skimmed from the estate; 610 Twelve months and then excuse you for ir. 650

Or else he let the young lord wait.

In youth he'd learned a trade aright,
He was a carpenter, a wood wright.
He rode a stylish dappled gray
Named Scot. This was his one display.

He liked himself to pluck 2 puller.
As he would tell his fellow sinners,
Fear of the Church is for beginners
Unless your soul is in your purse,
For gifts will trump a deacon’s cuese.

His surcoat was a dark blue shade, ‘ ‘ o E “You pay to play,” was his pet line.
Hung with a poor, rust-pitted blade. ) 5 " At worst youd pay a church court’s fine.
A man of Norfolk, as I heard tell, . , {But I rejected all he said.
Near a town called Baldeswell, - Myself, T hold the Chusch in dread.
He Enw& bis skirts up like a friar, 620 Church curses are the spirit’s bane! 660
And trailed behind in this atrire, s Church courts can lock you up in chains!)
The SUMMONER with us in that place - - He kept young girls beneath his thumb.
Borea mh.n-H&. cherub’s face Chasicer’s reference here is obscure, w They did his will to keep him mum,
Wich raging acne, puffy eyes, For he could publicize each sin.
A flaming lecher by his guise. 4 Now strong ale made him reel and grin.
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A tavern garland crowned his head;
He bore a shield, a loaf of bread,

Beside him rode 2 PARDONER
Om.Wozbﬁﬁ.._P his friend and peer. " areligious institution in London
This man, though lately come from Rogme, . 670

Sang all the latest songs from home.

The Summoner caught the beat and thumped i,

And sang along, loud as a trampet.

This Pacdoner’s hair was pale like wax

And hung as limp as beaten flax,

Spreading across his back in hanks,

Damp, oily locks, and stringy ranks.

Though it was thinning, he was vain;

He wore no hood in sun or rain,

But rode uncovered mile on mile . . 680
In whar he thought the latest style.

His head was bare but for a cap.

His glaring eyes would dart and snap.
His badge recalled Veronica’s veil.

His wallet bulged like a pouch of mail,
Brim full with pardons signed and sealed.
His fluting treble voice revealed,

A girlish nature. He never shaved

And never had to. He behaved

Much like a gelding or a mare. 690
Still, in his pardoner’s craft nowhere

Was anyone with more audacity.

A pillowcase, by his rhendaciry,.

Became Our Blessed Mother’s veil.

He had a piece of thar same sajl

Saint Peter raised the day he tried

To walk the sea at Jesus® side.

He rattled a brass cross full of stones
And a fusty jar of moldy bones.
With tools like these to gain him entry 700
He fleeced the country clods and gentry,
Clearing enough in just one day
To match two months of parson’s pay.
His lurid talk and phony treasures
Made money flow in at his pleasure.

with ity N.W.Ehm of Christ
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For one of his distrusted caste,

He was a fine ecclestast,
A great hand for a psalm or story, -
Still better singing Offertory.
Because he knew when this was done 710
It would be time 1o file his tongue
And preach to win a great oblation,
He sang with rare anticipation.
And so I have described for you
The state and nature of our crew—
How we mert and joined ro ride
From Southwark by the mild Thames’ side
Ar the Tabard, near the Bell.
Now it’s time for me to tell
All the plans we settled on 720
Before we left the inn at dawn.
And then T'll undertake to say
What fell to us along the way.
Burt first, I beg your courtesy.
Good friends, don't count it villainy
If 1 speak plainly in my tale;
I have to, or my work will fail!
I must convey the things I heard
And tell my stories word for word.
An author who is conscientious 730
Must be objective, not tendentious.
Every word must be related
Or he can justly be berated
For telling lies or feigning matters,
Leaving honest truth in tasters.
He must spare no one, not his brother,
Noble pa, or saintdy mother.
Christ himself spoke plainly in
Holy wrir, condemning sin. :
Plato adds, if you can read, 740
Words must be brother to the deed.
To head off other criticism,
I'm hardly preaching social schism
By purting pilgrims out of order.
I'm not their marshal—just recorder.
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Our HOST drew us into accord
As we assembled round hijs board
With food and smiles, a nod, a wink,
And all the wine we cared to drink.
A seemly man in form and fearure, ,
The perfect after-dinner speaker. >
He ran the house.to suir his whims,
The finest landlord on the Thames—
The life and breath of any party,
Bold and witty, warm and hearty,
And in all ways a tnerry man.
Just after supper he began,
When we had paid our reckonings,
To speak of mirth and other thin X
And said, “Now, gentle people all, . 76
You're surely welcome in this hall, . ’
T tell you, and I never lie,
D've seen no finer company
Assembled this year ar my inn,
Seldom have my feelings been
So well engaged. Now, if might,
Let me propose a plan tonight.
“You go to Ompnﬂ._uzawl.moomu Godspeed;
Saint Thomas help you in your need!
But nothing makes the way seem short 7
Like travelers’ games or other sport; "
All it takes to make you drag
Is sitting dumbly like a bag
Of senseless rocks. A, you agree!
Why then, my friends, attend 10 me.
Pledge one and all o join my plan,
And put yourselves ar my command.
Ifyou do everything I say,
Tomorrow, riding on your way,
I swear by my dead father’s name,
You'll think this journey’s just 2 game. e
Show your hands if you assent!”
We gave unanimons consent.
No one wanted to debare ir.
We were too jolly and elated,

Lo
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And begged him to expound his scheme.
“Friends,” he said, “T'd never dream

Of drawing out my words in vain.

I'll say my piece both short and plain.
Swear each of you will tell two tales
Along the Canterbury trail;

Two more as you come back again.

- Four tales won't tax the lightest brain;

Just tell of old things from the past.
The pilgrim we shall judge ar last
Preeminent in storytelling—

The one whose tale is most compelling—
Will have a supper at our cost,

‘Our’ meaning all the folks who lost.
The journey finished, by Our Lord,
We'll reassemble ar my board.

And with you I myself will ride;

I'll pay my way and be your guide.
Anyone refusing my behests

Must bear the costs for all che rest.
Tomozrow, if this concord suiss,
We'll all set out along your route.”

We relished all he said and swore.
That done, we asked him one thing more:
Thar he would ovessee the contest,
Assign the tales, judge which was best,
And set the winner’s bill of fare.

We would honer, for our share,
All his commands. Thus by accord
We took our landlord at his word.
More wine was brought. We shared a toast.
Each pledged the others and our Host,
And then we yawned our way to bed.
Next morning when the east was red,

Qur wakeful Host—he was our cock—
Drew us rogether in a flock,

And led us at an ambling pace

Oug to 2 pilgrims’ watering place.
There he stopped and peered around.
“Friends,” he said, “I've always found
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It’s best to reaffirm a contract

The morning after. If our pact
Survived the night, now I will name
The first tale-teller and start our game.

This is where your E&mm commences. 830

Comply, ot pay the rest’s expenses.

Draw straws, and let shortest win.

The one who holds it will begin.

Sir Knight,” he said, “respected lord,

Draw first to honor our accord.

You next,” he told the Prioress,

“And then the Clerk and all the rest.”

We weren't shy; we crowded near; -
Compared our straws with lively cheer;
And in truth, it turned out well 840
For what we wished was what befell;

The Knight had plucked the shortest straw.
1 swear that no one rigged the draw.

Bue we all thought it for the best

The noblest man should lead the rest.
Thax should be plain to anyone.

When the knight learned he had won,

We knew he'd do just as he should,

And rell the finest tale he could.

" He said, “I shall begin the game, 850

And nothing loath, in God’s great name!
So listen now to what [ say.”

We set our horses on their way,

As he began with pleasant cheer

To tell his tale, 25 you may hear.
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Tae KnigHT

Tae Knieut's TALE

The Knight tells a long story based on 1| Teseida, an ftalian poem of Boccacciol.
The great Athenian hero Theseus bas defeated the Amazons and married their
queen, Hippolyte. Returning to Athens, he meers a company of Theban ladies
grieving because the dictator Creon killed their husbands and will not allow the

bodies ty be buried.

Enraged, Theseus sacks Thebes, kills Creon, and rerurns the bones of the slain
husbands to their wives. Meanwhile bis pillagers find two royal cousins half alive
among the wounded, the young Theban knights Palamon and Arcite (Ar-SEET).
Theseus transports these two to Athens and locks them, without hope of ransom,
in a tower overlooking the palace where he lives with Hippolyte and her lovely
sister Emaly.

Unzil one blooming dawn in May

Emily stepped forth like a queen,

Soft white amid the gardens green,
As fresh as any flower that grows.

Her cheeks could match the chastest rose;
No eye could choose between the two.
Thar day, as she was used to do,

The girl walked our to take the air,

For May allowed no sluggards there.
That month unlocks each gentle heart 10
From winter with resistless art,

And says, “Arise, and honor me!”

Swift to heed sweet May's decree,

Young Emily rose in reverence,

And dlothed herself without pretense.
Her hair, coifed in a golden braid,

Hung down a yard behind the maid.

Qurdoors she watched the mild sun rise
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THE MILLER’S PROLOGUE -

No sooner was the knight's tale ended
Than each of us proclaimed it splendid.
We called it memorable and moving,
Declared its noble thoughs mproving,
Especially those who ranked as gentry.
Our Host was just as complimentary.
“The pouch is open now,” he cried.
“Ler’s see what else we find inside.
No one could wish 2 berter starr.
Now let this Monk display his arr,
And rell a tale 1o top the Knight!”
The Miller, full of drink and fight,
Where he sat reeling in his saddle,
Would not be ruled without a bartle..
He waved the Host's commands away
And roared like Pilate in a play:
“By God’s arms and blood 2nd bones,
I'll rell 72y noble tale at once,
And it shall quit the good Knight's tale.”
Our Host saw he was drink with ale .
And said, “No, Robin, that’s not right,
Our betters should succeed the Knighe.
Pipe down now. Observe proptiery!”
“By God’s great soul and my sobriety,”
The Miller said, “I wont obey.
Fll tell my eale or go my way.”
“Well, rell it then,” our Host replied,
“Since you're too drunk to be denied.”
“Listen,” this Miller shouted round,
“Im drunk. I know it by my sound.
If T misspeak or miss my mark,
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Blame it on the ale of Southwark.
Now hear a story drawn from life
About a carpenter and wife
And how a clerk set both their capst”
Up shot the Reeve with “Shut your trap!
Hold back your drunken harlotry.
You sin against the bourgeoisie
To slander honest men in game,
And undermine 2 wife’s good name. 40
Give over. Choose another tale.”
The Miller roared back like a gale:
“Ah, rmy blessed brother Oswald,
No wifeless man can be a cuckold.
Bur I don’t say that you are one.
There are good wives beneath the sun.
For each one mucky, thousands glitrer—
Or have you reason to be bitter?
Why sputter venom like a shrew?
I have a wife as well as you. 50
A cuckold! Not to save my ox
Would I put myself in that box,
Just for fear that I was one.
No! I'll believe that f am none.
No man should pry throughout his life
To learn God’s secrets, or his wife’s.
If you enjoy her guelgue chose,
Why grudge the rest, wherever it goes?”
Thart illustrates this Miller's mood—
Drunken, mean, combative, Jewd. 60
His story’s more licentious yer, .
But I'm committed to rehearse it.
Now, gentle reader, I implore you,
When I put his tale before you,
Don’ think me lecherous or shameless.
Most of my stories are quite blameless,
Bur I must tell the bad ones too0,
Or shirk what I set out to do.
Turn the page and choose another;
My tamer tales would suit your mother. , 70
They praise good morals and embody

French: “Something”
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The opposite of all things bawdy.

Just don't blame me for what you choose.
The Miller was far gone in booze,

A hopeless churl. So was the Reeve.
What else could men like these conceive
Bur sluttishness? I'm innocent.

So take these stories as they’re meant.

Hmm MiriLER’s TALE

Once upon a time in Oxford ,
A tradesman offered room and board , 80
To guests, a thriving carpenter.

A needy scholar living there,

Having mastered basic arts,

Took astrology to heart,

And learned, by sundry calculations,

To answer men’s interrogations.

He knew on given dates and hours

If they would suffer droughts or showers,

And other things that would befall— .

No one could ever name them all. : : 20

This clerk, called handy Nicholas,

Relished love and lovers’ bliss,

But slyly worked to hide his weakness
And seem a blushing maid for meekness.
He had a chamber of his own,

Where he retired 1o be alone.

He hung fresh herbs in this retreat,
Chewed spices 100, 10 smell more sweet.
Of mint or ginger root he savored
As on his Almagest he labored

astronomy text
Beside his astrolabe and books.
His auguring stones lay in a nook Jor predicting the furure
Above the headboard of his bed.
His cupboard bore a scarf of red
And a hollow, jangling psaltery stringed instrument

Which filled the nights with melody-

Tae MiLiLER’s TALE

So sweetly that his chamber rang

As Angelus ad Virginem he sang. .

Each time he piped the song “King’s Note,”

His housemates blessed his tuneful throar.

In such pursuits his time was spent,

With friends to help him pay the rent.
The carpenter had wed a wife,

And valued her above his life.

This girl was eighteen years of age,

And he kept her in a narrow cage,

For being old and full of phlegm,

He went in fear she'd cuckold him.

He'd not read Cato (his wit was rude),

Who said, “Wed your similitude.

Marry your own generation

Or live in constant trepidation.”

So now his head was in the snare,

And he watched the girl with jealous care.
The wife was fair, as I've determined,

As sleek and slender as an ermine.

She wore a belt with stripes of silk

Above an ‘apron white as milk,

Arranged in pleats across her thighs.

Her smock was white. What drew all eyes

Was her white collar, neatly chased

In coal-black stitcching, interlaced

To match the ribbons of her cap,

.A studied fashion, no mishap.

Her broad silk headband sat on high.
“Come hither” twinkled in her eve.
Her brows were neatly plucked and narrow,
Bent like bows to launch an arrow.

She was a finer sight to see

Than 2 slender, blooming pear tree,
And softer than the wool of wethers;

At her waist, a purse of leather

With siliken fringe and gleaming beads.
No, matter where your wandering leads,
You'll never find another such,

So pert a doll, so sweet o wuch.
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I swear her skin gave off 2 glint
As bright as coins fresh from the mint.
Her singing was as clear and able
As any swallow’s on a gable. 150
She skipped as lightly as 2 larpb
Thar frisked and gamboled by his dam.
Her mouth was sweet as mead’s bouquer
Or a hoard of apples stored in bay.
Skirtish as a tender colt,
Long as a mast, straight as & bolr.
She wore a brooch upon her breast
Broad as a shield-boss or a crest.
She laced her shoes up tight and high.
She was a primrose, a sweet: pig’s eye,
Fit for 2 Jord to roll in bed
Or any lesser man to wed.

Now then, sirs, this was the case:
One day our handy Nicholas
Approached the wife to flirt and play.
{Her husband was at Osenay.)
As clerks are subtle beyond measure,
He briskly grabbed her nether treasure
And said, “For love of you I cry.
Surrender, dear, or I must die!” 170
And grappled her around the hips
And groaned, “Now let me Liss your Lips,
Or I'will perish by your face.”
The girl sprang like 2 colt in trace.
She wrenched away her head with speed
And said, “Whar? Never by my creed!
You must unhand me Nicholas,
Or Iwill shour out ‘Help! Alas!”
You mustn’t grope me in this way,”

Bur Nicholas moaned “Welladay!™ 180
And spoke so sweetly and so fast
That she relented at the last
And swore by holy martyred Thomas
Shed comfort him. She'd keep the promise
When she saw an open field.. -
“My husband’s jealous eye is peeled,”

round ornament on a shicld
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She said, “Take care! Tiptoe with dread;
If we're discovered, sweet, I'm dead)
You must be stealthy in this case.”
“Of course I will,” said Nicholas. 190
“A clerk has but himself to blame
If he can't win a thinking game
Against a woodwright.” So they agreed
To wait their chance to do the deed.
Once Nicholas knew that she'd be kind,
He ran his hands up her behind
And kissed her well and took his psaltery
And strummed 2 thunderous melody.
One day Alison went to church
To pray and do Chyist’s holy wotk 200
Upon a solemn holiday.
Her forehead gleamed as clear a5 day
Where she had washed it after work.
The parish had a brisk young cletk,
A handsome lad named Absolom.
His golden hair was curled and shone,
Glistening and arranged wich art,
On either side beside his part.
Red checks, eyes of a grayish hue,
Rose windows carved on either shoe,
He minced his way down all life’s paths
In tight red hose that showed his calves,
And a pale blue tunic like the sky,
With fancy lacing to catch the eye.
Then 10 he wore a fine crisp surplice,
As white as blossoms in a mist.
He was a merry fad, I swear,
And he could shave, let blood, clip hair,
Or execute a deed or quitclaim.
His dancing brought him yer more fame, 2320
For he could trip with nods and smiles
In twenty different Oxford styles
And saw upon a dainty fiddle
And sing falsetto, high and brirtle,
Or finger tunes on his guirar.
There was no tavern, brewhouse, bar

perced work resembling church windows
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Where any pretty waitress was
He did not vie for her applause.
Bu still his speech was 100 fastidious,

And he considered farting hideous. 230
This Absoloms, so blithe and gay,
Carried the censer on holidays, incense pot

Censing the girls and young wives first
With killing looks that he'd rehearsed,
And most of all the woodwright's wife,
Just now the focus of his life.
She was so sweet and lecherous,
If only she could be 2 mouse,
And he a cat, she'd be his dinner. .
He set his heart and soul to win her. 240
She dazzled him. Ah, he was suffering.
From no wife would he take an offering,
He claimed his courtesy forbid it.
That night was fine; a bright moon lit ir.
Absolom took his guitar abroad.
He couldn't sleep; love’s urgent prod
Pricked up his pulse. His heart was méoc_bm
He made his way to Alisox’s dwelling,
Abour the time the cocks had crowed :
And stood before his mother lode, . 250
Ourside a lirtle shurtered window.
There he sang out soft and low:
“Ab now, dear apple of my eye,
Pity me, or I must die,”
With tremolos upon the strings.
The carpenter waked and heard him sing,
And rurned to face his wife in bed.
“What is this, Alison?” he said.
“Absolom out calling by our wall?”
“Yes, John, I heard him caterwaul,” 260
She answered. “Whar a shameful mess!”
Well, this went on, as you might guess.
For days to come young Absolom
Could think of only Alison.
Awake all night, blear-eyed all day,
He combed his locks and made them gay,

Tee MivLier's TaLe

Wooing her with emissaries
And following her to fetch and carry.
He warbled like 2 nightingale.

- He boughr her sweetened wine and ale.

He sent her hot cakes every day.

Since she was town-bred, he offered pay.

(With sorne gitls tender words will jibe,

While others hold out for a bribe.,)
Once, to show his depth of soul,

He appeared onstage in Herod's role,

But nothing served his case, alas,

For she loved only Nicholas.

Absolom might as well flip sand;

He'd never bring this bird to hand.

Instead, she laughed at him and scoffed:

. His pains were slighr; his wits were soft.

It’s very true, as all men say,
The nearby sly one wins the day,
While the far-off lover loses.
Ler Absolom do just as he chooses;
As he was seldom in her sight,
Our Nicholas eclipsed his light.
Rejoice, you lucky Nicholas;
Let Absolom sing our “Alas!”

It happened on a Saturday,
When John was gone to Osenay,
That Nicholas and Alison
Mer to plan their liaison.
Young Nicholas would use his wile
To trap the husband with his guile
And then, if all their plans went right,
He'd lie in her smooth arms all night.
(She clearly wished as much as he did
To see her jealous husband cheated.)
The lad was one who never tarried.
He slyly to his chamber carried
Meat and drink to last two days.
Then he told Alison to say,
When John should ask her where he was,
She'd no idea at all, because

o
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She hadn't seen him, quick or still,
Indeed, she feared thar he was ill.
No cry of hers or servants stirred him.
If not some sickness, what deterred him?
The day passed uneventfully
- With Nicholas waiting quietly,
Dozing and eating at his desk,
Till, Sunday evening just at dusk,
John wondered where the lad had got 1o,
What sort of pass had he been brought 1o?
“T am afraid, by holy Thomas,
There’s something wrong with Nicholas.
God grant that he’s not sick or dead!
The world is fickle now,” he said.
“Today I saw a corpse in church,
And Monday last I saw him worl,
Go up, Robin” (to his knave),
“Call him out wich voice or stave.
Let me know what you discover.”

The lad went forth to rouse dur lover,
Outside the room that Nicholas rented
He knocked and called like one demented:
“What? How! Master Nicholay!

Say, do you mean to sleep all day?”
He paused o listen. Not a word!

He found a hole, low in a board,

The house cat’s passage to the room,

And peeped inside despite the gloom.

At length he made our Nicholas

Gaping like a man possessed,

Or someorne addled by the moon!

He dashed downstairs again and soon

Explained that Nicholas seemed enchanted.
The carpenter roused himself and ranted:

“Help us, dear Saint Frideswide!

You never know what will betide!

The man has softened his psychology

By his long study of astrology!

[ knew he would, the silly sod!

No one can learn the mind of God!
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. Blessed is 2 man indeed,

Knowing nothing but his creed.
Another seeking hidden lore
Roamed looking upward evermore
Into the stars. Hal As was fic,

He tumbled in an open pit.

He hadn’t seen it! By Saint Thomas,
I pity handy Nicholas.

+ T'll cure him of his studying;
- I'll find a way, by Heaven'’s King!

Here, ler me pry against the floor,

© While, Robin, you heave up the door.

We'll roust him from his queer fir yet.”

" He pulled up on the staff and let
. His lad, who relished smashing things,
. Heave the door from its fastenings.

It fell in with a thunderous sound,
Bur Nicholas never moved or frowned.

" He kept on goggling up in 2ir,

A picture of abject despair.
John shook him sharply by the arm
And called to him in great alarm:
“What! Nicholay! Why, look down here!
Think of Christ, whom we revete!
1 cross you against all elves and feys!”
He said a night spell several ways—
Toward each quarter of the floor
And by the threshold of the door.
“Christ Jesus and Saint Benedictus
Let no unholy thing afflictus.
I call upon white paternoster
And every saint from here to Gloucester!”
Finally, handy Nicholas
Began to stir and sigh, “Alas!
Must all the world be lost again?”
“What?” said John. “Are you insane?
Think on God like working men.”
Burt. Nicholas called for drink and then
Said they must counsel privately.
“My vision touches you and me;
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So pack the others off to bed.” watning him, to his great wonder, ,
His news was secret, so he said. ow-floods would wash the whole wotld under.”
The carpenter went to play his part, e heard the tale of this,” said John.
Returning with a bricaming quart #.-And have you heard how, later on, 0
Of mighty ale for them to share. “Noah argued and implored
Nicholas shut the door with care. are he got his wife aboard?” popular scene in myswery plays
He said, “Now, John, beloved host, % 8id Nicholas. “She made him wish
“Swear on your blessed father’s ghost at he had fed her to the fish!
That you won't pass on what I tel] yow Or that he'd buile the stubborn crone
I call on Jesus to compel you. ship thar she could sail alone!
Betray me and your soul is lost! ow here’s my plan. It calls for haste.
And while you live, to your great cost, ﬂm have no further time to waste,
You shall be mad. I Swear it’s true.” “Go out at once and carry off
“Why, you don't think I'd babble, do you?” 400 brewing tub or kneading trough 440
Said the silly Carpenter. ‘ . or each of us. They must be large—
“Christ’s blood forbid that I shonld err Enough to float in like a barge.
By talking loosely. In God’s name, rovision each with drink and food.
Tl spill no word to child or dame.” A single day’s worth will be good.
“John,” said Nicholas, “I will not lie. + The flood will slack and drain away
I've found by my astrology, “The morning of the second day.
Looking in the moor’s dear light, - No other soul must give you aid;
Near one AM tomorrow night “We cant save Robin or your maid.
A rain will fall, with hail and mud, Don't ask me why, for I won't tell,
To more than double Noak’s flood. 410 * But know this too is great God’s will. 450
In just an hour our world and we Content yourself, unless you're mad
Shall all be drenched beneath the sea. - To have the grace thar Noah had.
Each one of us shall lose his life.” I'll rescue Alison, by my salvation.
Joha answered, “Op, alas, my wifel But not without this preparation.
What? Must she drown? My Alison!” “Here’s mote to do. You must agree,
His anguish _&w him quite undone. When you have tubs for just us three,
“Is there no help for this?” he asked. To hang them high among the beams,
“Of course there Is,” said Nicholas, But no one else must know our schemes.
“If you will do Emn as] say. Next, when you've done as I have said,
You mustart try some other way, 420 Supply each craft with beer and bread 460
For Solomon's advice was good: And an ax apiece, to cut the lashings.
‘Do what men tell you, as you should.’ When the water rises, splashing,
If you obey, and do not fail, We'll chop a passage through the gable,
Il save us without mast or sail, Garden-ward, above the stable,
The three of us, that is, for look So we can float, secure, elated,
How God saved Noah in the Book Gen, 69 Although the world is inundated.
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You'll bob along, I undertake,
Just like a duck behind her drake.
T'll call, ‘Alison, John, what cheer?
The flood is passing, never fear”
And you will say, ‘Ah, Nicholay!
Your plan has worked. We're well aweigh.’
Then we will rule the world for life,
Great lords, like Nozh and his wife,
 “One thing could still spoil our delight:
We must be sure on thar same might
When we have got ourselves onboard,
Not one of us shall speak 2 word
Or cry out, even in a prayer,
That’s God’s command in this affair, ‘ 480
“If noise is bad, why, sin is worse. .
You and Alison must have no commerce,
Not in looking nor in deed,
Hang far apart. And now, Godspeed!
Tomotrow when the world’s asleep,
Into our kneading tubs we'll creep,
And wait there as God wills we should.
Get to it. Show you've understood.
I will not offer more direction. .
Men say, “Wise agents are perfection.’ 490

His mind’s eye sces, with no more urging,
Noali's flood rampaging, surging,
To drown young Alison, his dear.
He quakes and wails with sorry cheer. 510
His throat constricts, he starts to cough.
He runs to feich a kneading trough,
A mighty brew tub, and a cistern,
And haul each to his house in turn,
And hang them up beneath the rafters.
He made three ladders shortly after,
Bored the uprights, set each rung,
To climb up where the vessels hung.
Then he provisioned every tub
With ale and cheese and other grub-—— . 520
Sufficient for a day afloat.
Before he finished with each boat,
He made up errands to employ
' His maid in London with the boy.
As iz grew dark on Monday night,
Without so much as candle light,
In silence and grear secrecy,
Into their tubs they climbed, 2ll three.
They sertled in as each preferred,

470

1t rak lerk to h And Nicholas hissed: “Now, mum’s the word!” 230
: €s no n.nH to hang a trough. “Mum,” said Alison; “Mum” said John,
0 save us wisely. Now, be off” But he began w pray anon,

The silly woodwright went his way,
Often sighing, “Welladay,”
And told his wife what you have heard.
Of course she knew it, every word,
And knew what lay behind it 100,
Buz cluzched her heart and changed her hue
And said, “Alas! Defend us John!
Save us or we are undone! 500
I'am your true and wedded wife, |
Look to rhe now. Preserve my life!”
Ah, the power of affection!
Men can die of false dejection,
So deeply can impressions root.
John is gaping, stricken mute:

Softy whispering each refrain,

With both ears cocked to hear the rain.
John was dred. His fears were deep.

He slipped into a labored sleep

About the time the last light glimmered.

His troubled spirit seethed and simmered.

Then too, he snored. His head mislay.

Down from his tub sneaked Nicholay. 540

Down Alison as softly sped.

Without 2 word they wenrt to bed—

John's bed, that is, where they delighted,

Leaving the carpenter benighred.

There Alison and Nicholas

Did all they'd dreamed they would at last

89
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Until the bell for lauds was ringing . zbour 3 AM
And clerics filled the church with singing.
Qur other wooer, Absolom,

The lad that love so worked upon, 550
Thaz week had gone to Osenary,

Among a group on holiday.

He asked a passing cloisterer

For news of John the carpenter

As they stood there beside the church.

The monk had not seen John at work

All week, he said. “T understood, |

We sent him out to cut some wood,

Just as he must often do, .

And sleep abroad a night or two. 560
Or maybe he’s at home today. _ _

He might be there. I couldn’t say.”

Young Absolom heard this with delighe,
And thought: “Lord, will I prow] tonight!
I surely haven't seen the man
About his house since day began.
“When the first cock.crow is uttered

I'll knock where Alisor’s room is shuttered,
"The lowest window, close at hand. ,
By God, I'll make her understand 570
My love and longing, I can't miss.
I know I'll get at least a kiss.
At last some comfort for my pay!
My mouth has itched the livelong day.
That must mean kissing at the least.
Last night I dreamed a richer feast!
I'lt lie down for an hour or two,

And then may all my dreams come true!”

At length, the first cocls crowing done,

Up rose this jolly Absolom, 580

Donned his best clothes, bright and rich,
Chewed cardamom and licorice

To smell more sweet. He dressed his hair,
And underneath his tongue, with care,
He placed a sprig of herb-of-Paris—

perhaps Paris quadrifolia
A charm thar would debauch an heijress—

Tae MriLer's TALE

"‘And hastened to the woodwright's house
‘To catch the wife without her spouse.
- Sidling up ourtside her window,
About waist-high, it satso low,
He coughed once with a modest sound
¢ " And said, “My sweetest Alison,
- My honeycomb, my cinnamon,
. Awake, my dear, or I'm undone.
You never think abour my woe,
How hot I burn wherever I go.
T hunger for you, I admir,
Like 2 lamb keprt from the tit.
My only longing is for you.
A wirtdedove would seem untrue
Compared to me. Ah, dear, be swayed.”
“Clear off, Jack Fool,” she said.
“So help me God, I will not kiss you.
I love another—he’s my bliss, too,
As you are not. Christ, Absolom,
Get out or I will throw a stone.
Now let me sleep, by twenty devils!”
“Alas,” said Absclom, “how evil, .
That true love should be spurned this way,
But kiss me, dear; ease my dismay,
For love of Jesus and of me.”
“And will you go at once?” asked she.
“Yes, darling,” said this Absclom.
“Make ready, then, I come anon.”
“Hush,” she hissed to Nicholas, .
“And you shall laugh your fill at last.”
Young Absolom sank to his knees
And said, “T'm lord of all T see.
Surely this is just the start!
Darling! Your grace! Sweet Bird! Your heart!”
The window opened with a click.
“Come here,” she said, “and kiss me quick,
Before our nosey neighbors seel”
Absolom wiped his mouth with glee.
The night was darck as pitch or coal,
And out the window she put her hole.
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Absolom fared no better or worse,
But with his mouth he kissed her arse,
' And savored it, before he guessed
And gagged and spit in rare distress, 630
For he knew women have no beard. .
He'd felt a thing all roughly haired.
“Ack,” he said, “alas, ugh, phurt.”
“Tee-hee-hee!” she said, and shut
The window in the young clerk’s face.
“A beard! A beard!” roared Nicholas,
“By God'’s dear body, what a skit!”
Poor Absolom heard him, every bir,
And paused just long enough to hiss:
“I swear, by God, you'll pay for this!” 640
Who's rubbing now and scrubs his lips
With dust and sand and straw and chips,
But Absolom? “T’ll give my soul,”
He said, “ro fry on Satan’s coals,
If I now swerve aside or rest
Till I avenge this pretty jest.
O God, ¥ T had only flinched!”
His eager love was wholly quenched,
For from the time he kissed her anus
All thought of paramours was heinous, 650
Indeed, his lust was dissipated.
He found all women vile and hated
Their gender so he almost wept.
But luckily the town still slept.
He went to see the smith Gervaise,
At work before the cartle grazed,
mrm.ﬂwwbmbm coulters and cq&&bm mwoﬁ..m. a blzde thar goes before 2 plowshare
His knock was just enough 1o rouse
The smith from work and make him come.
“Who's there?” he said. .
“Ir’s Absolom!” 660
“What, Absolom, by Christ’s sweet cross!
Up 50 early? Are you lost?
Some saucy girl, I swear it's true,
Has got her grappling hooks in you.

Szint Note above knows what I mean.” Saint Neot, @ Cornish bermis
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Absolom dido’t care a bean
For jokes like these. He found them thin.
He had a lot more wool to spin

Than Gervaise knew. He said, “Dear friend,

“This coulrer heated white to mend,

Is what | need. Please ler me take it.

-You'll get it back. No fear Fll break it.”

Gervaise agreed. “If it were gold
Or bag of precious coins untold,
I'd give it 2o you; that’s no lie,
Bur, by the Devil, tell me why.”

“Let that,” said Absolom, “be as it may.
I'll el you later, when it’s day.”
He caughr the iron where it was cool
And went at once to wield the tool.
Back at the window in a trice,
He coughed discreetly, knocking twice,
Just as he had done before.
Pert Alison answered him once more;
“Who can this be? A thief, I swear.”
“Oh, no,” he said, “it’s me, my dear.
Your Absolom, my chicken wing,
And I bave brought a golden ring,
My mother’s ring. It’s well engraved,
The finest gold, or I'm not saved.
And you shall have it for a kiss.”

Now Nicholas was up to piss
And thought he could improve the joke.
He'd have Ais ass kissed by the bloke.
He opened up the window wide
And thrust his derriere ourside,
Beyond the butrocks ro the waist.
Absolom strained to see the place:
“Speak,” he said, “my bird, my heart.”

This Nicholas let fly a farr
Greater than a thunder stroke.
It almost made our lover choke.
But he swung his iron into the farce

~ And smote young Nicholas on the arse.

‘Nicholas’ hind end popped and fried,
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Around the iron a hand’s breadth wide,
And thinking he would surely die,
The lad began to bawl and ery:
“Water! Water! By God’s heart!”
The carpenter woke up with a start,
Heard someone shouting, “Water! God!”
And thought: “Ah! This is Noal's flood!”
He sat straight up without a word
And swung his ax to cut the cord.
His tub fell with a fearsome crash.
He bad no time to stir his hash,
But lay upon the floorboards, stunned.
Then Nicholas and Alison
Called, “Help! Awake! Alack! Alas!”
Their clamor couldn’t be surpassed,
As neighbors rushed to gawk at John
Where he lay still and pale and wan.
His arm was broken in the fall.
He woke up wincing, but that’s not all;
Each word he said was shouted down,
By Nicholas and Alison. -
They told the neighbors he'd gone mad
With fear of Noah’s flood and had, .
Because his silly wits were soft,
Brought home three mighty kneading troughs,
And hung them up beneath the roof
And made them sit with him for proof
That they believed his fears were just.
The neighbors laughed, as people must,
At such a tale. They peered and poked
About the place, retold the joke,
And howled whenever John protested.
They guessed, of course, how he'd been bested,
Bur none would credit his contentions.
They held him mad without dissention.
Nicholas was backed by all the clezks,
Condemning John's distempered quirks.
The whole town laughed to see John humbled
And know his pretty wife was tumbled.
Though Absolom thought that he would die,
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All knew he'd kissed her nether eye,
And Nicholas was scalded on the bum.
That’s it. God save us, 2ll and some!

Heere endeth the Millere his rale.




THE REEVE’Ss PrOLOGUE

We laughed our loud, I must confess

At Absolom and Nicholas.

Then different folks said differently,

Bur everyone at length agreed

We liked the tale and weren’t aggrieved.

Our one dissenter was the Reeve.

Because he was himself a woodwright,

He took John's downfall as a slight;

And stared around and looked perverse.

“By God,” he said, “I could rehearse 10
The blacking of a miller’s eve,

But I'm too old for ribaldry.

My grass-time’s gone, I must eat hay.

An old man mustn’ talk that way,
This white top shows my age and cares;
My lusts should freeze to march my hairs,
Unless I'm like an open-arse,

Thar fruic that just keeps getting worse
Till tossed out on a garbage pile. !

Old men go bad in medfar style. 20
Unless we're rotten, we're not ripe, |

But dance like fools 1o any pipe.
We hope, as sure as men drink ale,
For a white top and 2 green tail.

a medlar, an apple-like fruir

1. Medlar freirs have 2n anatomical-looking opening at the biossom end and lend thes-
selves to scatological references (See Romeo and Julier, 2.1.37-8). They are also best caten when
they've mom...nn& to the consistency of apple buster, As Chancer demonstrates, the Reeve can
never get .wa metaphors straighr. He may be saying tha thar unless he controls his passions in
age, he will go on rorting like 2 medlar. Or he may mean thar, like a mediar, he will never be
worth anything until his flesh is fully rotren, The medlar’s crude common name also shows the
Reeve is no 100 old for ribaldry.
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But we're not leeks. Our wares hang down
Despite our will to car around.
Though we can’t use it, lust’s not dead.

Its fires are only banked instead.

“Pour other coals match lust indeed—

Boasting, anger, lying, greed. 30
These never lose their glow with age.

Though limbs grow creaky by that stage,

The will’s still spry, and that’s the truth. -

I boil with lust like any youth.
My life has ebbed, and death’s approached

Quite near since my life’s cask was broached.

When I was born, too long ago,

Death tapped that keg and let it flow;

Since then my busy spigot’s run.

The emptying is nearly done. 40
The stream of life runs almost dry,

And though my rongue keeps up its cry

Of misery, that too has passed.

Dotage is all we're left at last.”

Our Host despised this sermonizing

And shouted like an angry king:

“Why plague us with your dismal wit?

We might as well read Holy Wrid

We'll have no preaching from a reeve

Till cobblers captain ships and weave! 50
Tell us vour tale, and mind the time.

Here's Deptiord, and we're half through prime!l 7% abour 7:30 AM: sheyre five
Greenwich next, the home of shrews,
Your tale, and briefly, if you choose!”

“Then hear it,” said chis Reeve, Oswald,
“But promise you won be appalled.
My tale must dabble in the mire, -

IfI'm to counter fire with fire.

“The Miller told, God curse his spite,
How Alison beguiled 2 woodwright, 6o
I fele his scorn, for I'm one too,

So here's whar I intend to do.
I’ll pay him back in his own terms.
My tale will prick him dill he squirms. ==

B>

miles on their way,
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. Mﬂmﬂ%ﬂ»h%ﬁ“nﬂhﬂ“gﬂ”ﬂ . Mazt. 7:3; Luke 6:41-2 - he, tripping in a gown of red, Working people weren't supposed to wear red.
) Gy His fiery hose dyed just the same.
Everybody called her “dame.”
No man dared seduce this wife,
THE REEVE's TaLe For Simkin would cut short his life—
Corner him and go to work

With cutlass, bodkin, knife, and dirk.
Such men are hor as boiling rar
(Oz want the wown to think chey are).

At Trumpingron, just outside Cambridge,
A brook runs down beneath a bridge,

And i : \
In p:ﬂMMMWM M wmu&ﬂ__wm En.»m - w..HF -As she was born beneath a cloud,
The jolt 5...:: n_u m%“ is 2 mill. 70 " She made it up by being proud, . 119
oy . er cwelling there And went about with nose in air.

Was peacock-proud and free of care,
For he could pipe or catch a fish
Or shoot an arrow where he wished,
Play drinking games o wrestle hard;
And at his belt he wore 2 sword,
A dagger too, well ground and slira.

She thought no lady living there
© Could match her blood or noble carziage
The nuns taught her before her marriage.
" They had a danghter, you should know, /
A girl of twenty years or so,
And a jolly infant less than one,

N .
>nm. ME%E man would HHEHEQ him. A litle boy, their only son.
A w&ommnﬁhuw..mm tucked in his hose, : The girl was large—she grew up fast—
o mHoMHmmn ce ﬁmw mmﬂobnn_ nose, 80 A pushed-in nose, eyes gray 2s glass, 120
Prochin o mared o bis skl A big, broad bum, and pillowy breast,

e¢ the man a savage bull. But her hair was striking, 1 attest.

Few neighbors ever dared 1o anger
This vile and vengeful noggin-banger.
Then too he pilfered grain and meal,
A sly deceiver, born to steal.

Insolent Simkin was his name.

His wife was of some local fame.

The parson had begotten her,

And paid her dowry, I infer,

At least the parson thought her fair.
He meant to make the girl his heir:
She'd have his goods and household stuff,
And more, if she wed well enough.
He hoped she'd win a noble match,
The grandest suitor she could catch.
Since holy church goods must go wholly o .
To churchmen and their families solely, 130

. . . 90
Mﬂﬁﬁnﬂﬂmﬁ“ﬂ:ﬂaﬂom@ He'd make her rich, her and her lord,
For Sirakin wanted to be ud, By skimming from the Church’s hoard.
The girl was cently rai nn_mﬁ.a Our miller had exclusive rights
gt was gently raised and pure, . To grind for all surrounding sites,

And fir to be a yeoman’s wife,

She grew up spoiled for common life,

On holidays, no one could see

A vainer pair of their degree,

He, with his hood wound round his head,

Especially one Cambridge college,
Hﬂbmvm Hall, a noble fount of Wboﬁwnnﬁmn. Laser merged inzo Triniry college
He ground the scholars’ whear and malt.

It happened once, through no one’s fault,

Their manciple became unwell, business agent

B
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Confined entirely to his cell. _ 140

If Sirnkin robbed their flour of old,

He stepped it up a hundredfold.

Where once he stole a little bic

He now filched all that he could get.

Let the warden rage and curse.

That only made his fosses worse,

While Simkin sulked and acred hurr.
Tiwo ragged scholars, bright and pert,

Were living in this same King’s Hall,

master of the college

Apt lads for any prank or brawl. 150

Each thought he spied a chance for fun,

And begged the warden, two on one,

To let them journey as they willed

To see a load of dry grain milled,

Theyd foil the miller, by their neck,

He couldn’t short them halfa peck.
Just lex him try! Of course they'd know.

At length the warden let them go.

One was John, Allan the other,

Both from a liztle town called Strother, 160

. Far to the north. I don’t know where.

They chose a horse for this affair,
Brought out the grain and strapped it on,
And set out jingling, just at dawn,
With swords and bucklers by their side.
John knew the way withour a guide.
At the mill they dumped the grain,
With “Fresh work, Simkin, in your vein!
How are your daughrer and your wifer”
“Welcome,” said Simkir, “by my life. 170
Allan and John, what brings you here?”
“Ach, friend,” said John, “need has no peer.
Without a servant one can't shirk;
As need determines, he must work.
Our manciple is nearly dead,
To bear the teeth clash in his head,
So I'have corne, and Allan oo,
To bring our unmilled grain to you.
Perhaps you'll grind the load today?” .
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“Done,” said Simkin, “right away! : 180
What will you do while it is milling?”
“Stand by the hopper, if you're willing,”
Said John, “and watch the grain go in.
1 never saw, by all my kin,
How hoppers shuttle 1o and fro.”
Then Allen said, “And I will go
Below the millstone, by my crown,
And watch the flour tumble down
Inzo the trough, a pleasant sport,
For, John, I'm one of your own sort, 190
A novice miller, as you say.”
“Ah,” Simkin thought, “my lucky day.
How can they think I'm not aware
They mean to hold me to my share?
Ler’s see them match my roguery
For all of their philosophy!
The more smart tricks they try to play,
The more I mean to steal today.
In place of flour, I'll give them bran!
Your scholar’s not the wisest man, 200
Or so the wolf heard from the mare 2
So let them watch. As if I care!”
He stepped ourside beyond their sight,
And when he saw the time was right
He made a circuit of the mill
And found their horse well hirched and still,
. In a little arbor’s shade.
The miller slipped into the glade,
Removed the bridle, set it free. :
The horse let out a glad “Weehee!” 210
Toward a swamp where wild mares ran
And made off as the miller planned.
Saying nothing of the horse,
The man left things to run their course
Until the flour was fairly ground,
Neatly sacked, securely bound.

2. The mare told the learned wolf the price of her foal was written on the bottom of her
hind hoof, When he looked, she kicked him.

"
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Then John found out the nag was gone
And called out, “Allan, we're undone!
The horse has bolted, by God’s trumpet!
Stir yourselfl Come on, mag, hump it!

“Alas,” said John, “that I was born!
Al we've achieved is shame and scorn.
The grain is gone, and we're two fools.

.MM_HMn ﬁﬁmﬁﬂ sure to have us brained!? 0 .MM..MM“% NWWWMHMHM“MMWWWQ. 260
0 ; i
All ﬁromanMM.anHMMM.MMM gram. And so John grieved along the way,
Hesared st him adlpaed. Trey s e e s B
,Ewwwwq“nrnﬁmﬂmmm“wﬂﬂmﬁm _ES a hen; ‘Now it was late and they were caughz,
Those mares will lead him MP ' They wrung their hands and humbly sough:
Curse the hand s A lodging there. They said they'd pay.

houd b e him siray; ' Sly Simkin answered, “Welladay!
W..Ho ,mro_im W_mﬁ been much better ded! Su nwwmm T own, you'l ru”ﬁw 2 parc ¥

ouve lost hy » . s .

“Allan.” HM DMM mm;, suze, ” she cried. 230 The house is small, but cant your art, 270
And T m_,n. PMR“M% NumEﬁ omqwown word By argument, stretch any place—
I can outrun any mxhnw o et A mile from twenty feet of space?
We'll carch him Eﬂr m. lirdle luck See if my room will suit you each,
You should have puc him WM m:u, 8.: : Or make it bigger with a speech.”
My God, have ¥ou 10 sense at all>” me“gw” DMMM chw wa Mm&wﬂs ghost, Saint Cuzhberr, c. 635~87
ﬁwmﬁn“mmw MMM@MM& mMSnM ﬂMEb & course I've heard men say, ‘Have one of two:

Meanwhile ﬁmn SM:mhnau iy mn”_.munr Whar's there or what you brought with you.’
And halfa _u:m&n_ of E&meﬁn o If you provide us meat and beer,
He gave it 1o his wife to SWM - 240 Allan and T will hold you dear, 280
And knead into 2 mighty cake, And we shall pay. Don’t think we'll balk.

No empty hand can catch a hawk.
Look now, here’s silver, by my head.”
The girl was sent for beer and bread
While smiling Simkin broiled a goose,
Secured Bayard from getting loose,
And made a bed in his own room,
Spread sheets and blankets in the gloom,
Close to where the couple slepe
And where his daughter’s bed was kept— 290
Three beds together, side-by-side, C
Because, for all the miller’s pride,
There was no other room 1o use.

He said, “Just watch those scholars work! .
A miller’s too much for a clerk.
Their learned arts ger in their way.
But, Lord, they're nimble! Warch them play!
The horse is faster, by my erown.”

The silly clerks ran up and down,
With “Whoa!” and “Stop!” and “Watch out there!”
“T'll head the beast! He's gone! Now where?”
Buc it was far into the night
Before the horse gave up the fighr,
Splashing in mud as black as pich,

250

They got him bri i ;
..._._MMH worn wwﬁhﬂmmkmmmvw.ﬂmr.. . The scholars supped and ﬂm@mm news,
They led him to the mill Pmmmmbm 10 rain And fele the brew go to their heads,

Till midnight came, and time for bed.
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The miller’s brain was turned by ale,
Sheer drunkenness had left him pale.
. He burped and snorted through his nose :
And babbled hoarsely in his throes, .
He climbed in bed beside his wife moo
And found her keen as any kaife,
For she hiad wet her whiste too,
The baby’s crib, as such things do,
Sat by the footboard of her bed.
Now that the crock of ale was dead,
The girl retired with litcle noise,
And so did both the college bays.
They didnt need 2 sleeping draught.
The miller had drunk himself so daft
He let out horse-snores in his sleep e
And thunderous farts both long and deep,
His wife sang tenor to his bass.
The walls shook in that litte space.
The girl snored to0, for company.
When Allan heard this melody,
He shook his friend and said, “Asleep?
I swear their snorting makes me weep.
God, how they sing their midnight hymns!
May wild fire buen their heads and limbs!
Their snores have set me wondering; e
How to repay such thundering?
I'll never ger a bit of resy;
Stdl, . . . that may turn our for the best,
Hal John, as I'm a proper bloke,
I'll give that girl 2 manly poke.
Some compensation’s owed 1o us,
For, Jobn, T swear the law reads thus:
If in one thing you're aggrieved, .
Choose another to be relicved.’
Qur whear is stolen, John, I say, 0
And we've been badly used today.
Well, since I've had no quid pro quo,
I'lt pay myself before T go.
By God, I'll have that gir indeed!”
“But, brother,” said his friend, “take heed!

Tuz REEVES TaLlE

The miller plays for heavy stakes.
Suppose she squeals and he awakes.
He'll do us grievous injuryl”
Allan said, “Just wait and see.”
The room was steeped in darkest black.
He found the gitl upon her back,
And got to work when he came nigh
So swiftly that she couldn’t cry,
Ner that she cared, once he was on.
Let Allan play; consider John.
John lay still 2 little space,
Stark consternation on his face.
“Alas,” he said, “a wicked jape!
Of ali of us, I am the ape.
Allan has something for his harms,
To wit, the daughter in his arms,
He took a chance, and now he’s sped,
While 1 lie like a chump in bed;
And when this joke is told one day,
'l be the nirwit of the play!
Well, let me rise and try my luck.
No one succeeds without some pluck!”
He rose up then and felt around,
Secking the cradle, which he found
And moved discreetly by his bed.

The wife soon shook her muddled head,
And stumbled our to have a piss.
Then back. But soft now, what's amiss?
There was no cradle by her way!
“Alas,” she said, “T've gone astray.

This must be the young clerks’ bed.
God’s providence great,” she said.

She found the cradle with her hand,
And then the bed, just as she planned.
As nothing happened to recall her,

She snuggled down beside the scholar
And lay quite still and would have slept,
Burt John ler out a snort and leapr,

And clasped the wife in such 2 way,

She knew what game he meznt to play,
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And Jet him delve for all his worth.
Ab, now both scholars swam in mirth,
Until the cock began to sing.
Allan was running out of string, 380
The lad had worked beyond his strength.
“Farewell, Moll,” he said at length,
“It’s morning now; I mustn't wait.
But from this hour, I tell you straight,
This scholar will remember you.”
“Ah, love,” she said, “I hope that’s true!
But hear this, Allan; listen well:
As you go out by Father’s mill,
Step in the door and look around.
You'll find a cake of fifteen pounds. 390
That cake was made of your own meal,
Fresh flour I helped my pa to steal.
Farewell,” she said, and turned aside,
And with the word she almost cried.
Allan thought: “Before it’s dawn,
I'll creep back into bed with John.”
He found the cradle with his toes.
“By God,” he murmured, “that was close!
My head’s so woozy from my work, .
T've come the wrong way by some quirk. . 400
This cradle marks the miller’s bed.
Let’s try the other one instead.”
And so ke crawled, the devil’s prey,
Into the bed where Simkin lay.
He thought the miller there was John,
Climbed in beside him with a yawn,
And grabbed his neck and whispered low,
“Pig’s head! Here’s something you should know.
For Christ’s sake hear a noble story,
For by Saint James in all his glory, 410
Three times so far in this short night,
U've swived the girl with great delight,
While you lay quailing in your bed!”
“Muck!” said the miller, “Fil have your head!
Traitor! Scholar! Wheres my knife?
By God, you'll pay me with your life!
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Whar? Would you ruin and degrade
My daughter, such a well-born maid?”
He gripped the scholar’s Adam’s apple
And held him down to knee and grapple 420
And smorte him roundly on the nose.
Hot blood shot out as from a hese.
The miller freshened his attack.
They writhed like two pigs in 2 sack.
Never was a fight more stark,
Till Sirnkin stumbled in the dark,
And fell down backward on his wife.
Now she knew nothing of their strife,
For she was sleeping like the dead,
Worn out by serving John in bed. . 430
She started up, called out in mmmrn.
“Grear.Cross of Bromeholm, give me light!
I manus tuas! Set me freel
Alack! The devil’s taken me!
My heart is shattered; T am dead;
He's crushed my womb and cracked my head!
Up, Simkin, for the scholars fight!”
Next, John awoke withour a lighe,
And groped about to find a staff.
The wife did too on her behalf. 440
She knew the layour brick by brick,
And by the wall she found a stick.
A sliver of the moon’s bright light
Gleamed in the room, though it was slight.
Two shadows tussled to and fro,
But who was who, she couldn’t know.
Just then she saw 2 whitish patch
Jounce up and down with grear dispatch.
“Ah, that’s the scholar’s cap!” she thought.
Edging up to where they foughe, 450
She swung the staff with alt her mighe,
But missed the lad for want of light,
And cracked her husband’s hairy skull.

@ skrine in Norfolk
Tnso your hands” [Lovd, I commend
my spirig)—Luke 23:46

“That did for him. She heard him fall:

“Help!” he said. “T die today!”
The two clerks thrashed him where he lay,
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Then gathered up their horse and traps
And took their flour, and more perhaps.
They found their cake inside the mill,
The full half-bushel by its feel. 460
And thus the miller was lambasted, ,

And lost his flour and cake untasted,
And cooked his goose for free, by God,
For two who flayed him with 2 rod.
His wife's debauched, his daughzer too,
To give the churlish knave his dye.
He proved the saw, a bitter pill:

- Tuae Coox’s TaLE

The Cook’s story starts out to be a rough and tumble narravive like the Millers
and the Reeve’, but it takes place among a lower sorr of people, and in

“The wi ir»

A SMMMMWEMHMEH w_wm.mnn ill - London—the Cook’s hometown—nor Oxford or Cambridge. The prologue be- -

Suits God in his hi mmu\dc. agres, gins with a good-narured guarrel, when Harry Bailey, the Host, accuses the
[majesty. 470 Cook of unsavory practices—selling dried-out and warmed-over mear pies and

Christ save all pilgrims without fill

And thus T've capped the Miller’s tale! roasted geese with spoiled stuffing. The Cook promises to retaliare with a tale
er’s tale!

against innkeepers, but not now. His present story will concern “a jest that hap-
pened in our city” .

The sale, just a fragment, never gets off the ground. The Cook introduces
Perkin Reveler, a grocer’s apprentice marked for trouble. His life is fill of loose
living and short bouss of jail time. He can roll dice with suspicious faciliry and
enjoys spending maoney, no doubt the reason his master often finds the strongbox
empty. Upset by all this, the grocer discharges Perkin, who moves in with a fel-
low scamp. This fellow has a wife who pretends to keep a shop but really supporrs
berself by whoring . . . and az this point the story breaks off One manuseript
conzains the note, “Of this cokes tale maked Chauter na moore.”

Heere is ended the Reves Tale.
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EriLoGUE TO THE MaN OF Law’s TarLr

Up spoke the Host with this tale done,
“Good men, listen, every one!

This was a thrifty story and no Joss.

Sir Patson, now, by Jesus’ cross,
Where's the tale you pledged before?
Wise men like you, well steeped in loze,
Can do us good, by God’s simplicity!”

The Parson answered, “Benedicity! bless us
What makes him swear so sinfully?”
“Ah,” said the Host, “a saint, is he? . 10
I'smell a Loflard in the wind.!

Now listen,”—here the fellow grinned—

“Hear me, gentles, it’s deterrnined,

We'll now enjoy a wholesome sermon.

This Lollard here will preach somewhat!”
“No, by my father, he shall not!”

The Shipman said, “nor will he teach,

Or gloss God's word with lying speech.

" Weall believe in Christ,” said he,

“Why stir us up to disagree, . 20

And sow sharp thistles in our corn?

No, Host, as sure as I was born,

I miyself will tell a tale,

A merry story without fail,

A tale to wake this company,

And one without philosophy!

No quiddities or terms of law.

There’s litde Latin in my maw!”

1. A general term for carly puritans who condemned worldliness in of out of the church
and objected to nonbiblical practices, like pilgrimages.

THE dS_mm OF BATH

Tur Wire OF BaTH'S PROLOGUE

My life gives me authority,

Enough and more, it seems to me,
To speak of all the woe in marriage,
For since [ was twelve years of age,
By God, who's evermore alive,
Of wedded husbands, I've had five

(If they were all legitimate),
And each a man of worth and weight.

But someone szid, upon that heading,
As Christ artended just one wedding— 10
Ar Cana, it was, in Galilee— Jobn 2.1
That fact alone should prove to me

That I should marry only once.

Then there’s that texr where Christ confronts

Beside a well, 2s God and man, Jobn 4.6-26
A neighborly Samaritan:

“You've married five,” he said, “but stay.

1 say the man with you today

Is not your husband.” So he said,

But who knows what went through his head? 20
No one can explain his grounds

For placing five men out of bounds.

How many husbands mighr she marry?

Now I don’t wish to be contrary,

But no one has defined that number.

Priests may reproach, condemn, encumber,

Bur I know well, without a lie,

God bade us wax and multiply. - Gen. 1.28
That.gente text I understand!

This too: that when 1 take a man, 30
Sirs, 1 become his chief concern Mazt. 19.5
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Not his relations, though they burn.
These rules define the wedded state,
And not how many men you mate.
Bigamy, octogamy—
To me such rerms are value free.

How many wives had Solomon?
Why, hundreds when the count was done.
I wish it were permirtted me
To taste love half as oft as he! 40
Ah, whar a gift he had for wives!
No living man could match his drives.
God knows, and why should we forger,
That king had many a merry fit
With each of them while yer alive!
So I praise God I've had my five,
Then t00, I always picked the best
For manly wares and all the rest.
As many schools irnprove a clerk,

And widespread practice in his work 50 .

Corrects a craftsman, all agree,

Five husbands have perfected me.
Welcome the sixth when he appears!
I'won't live chaste through all my years,
But when my spouse is dead and gone,
I'll wed another man anon.

Saint Paul himself says I am free

To wed a man who pleases me.

He sanctions martiage, though he’s stern.

Far betrer that we wed than burn! 1 Cor 7-9
Though folks may call it villainy,
Lamech inverited bigamy. Gen. 4.19

Abraham was a holy man,

And Jacob too, I understand,

Yer each of them had several wives
Like other men of holy lives.

Who has ever heard or read

That God forbid mankind ro wed?!

1. The Wife silently shifts the subject from multiple marriages to vicginity, a much easier
topic to discuss from her point of view:

Tuze Wirs oF Bares PrOLOGUE

 Why, no one, ot it’s news to me.

Did he require virginity?

Of course he never did, nor could.
Where Paul discusses maidenhood,
He says it is 2 blessed state

When women live without a mare.
That's all he says, and though it’s true,

~ Ids not a law——a good thing too.

Say God commanded chastity:
No one could wed by his decree.
With no seeds sown in marriage then,
He'd lose all virgins—and all men!
Paul couldn’t bar, despite his bent,
What God ordained. No, he was sent
To make the virgin life a goal
For those already chaste of soul.
But that’s not all of us, you know.

God designates. And rightly so.

Saint Paul himself was always chaste,
Abstemious in every taste.

He wished the same for every man

But never issued that command.

Thus [ have leave to wed again.

No single man should think it sin

Or bigamy, once my mate’s dead,

To take me up and share my bed.
Though Paul held women bad to touch,
Reclining on a couch or such

(Thar put the fire to the flax,

And you've seen how that mixture actsh),
He only termed virginity

A berter chotce than frailty;

He calls us merely frail, you see, .
Who moderate our chastity. ?@

I grant his point. Virginity ©

Surpasses sexuality.

Virgins are clean, body and soul;

We wives must play a lesser role.

Buz even in a lord’s household

Not every dish is made of gold.
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Some are wood, and yet they serve.

God calls us just as we deserve. 110
Each person has z gift, we're told: . 1Cor 7.7
Some formed to give and some, withhold.

Virginity’s a great perfection.

A life is crowned by that election,
Bur Christ, who is petfection’s fount,
Knew well not everyone would want

To sell his all and feed the poor, Mar. 19.21
Though he himself did that and more.

Only the best of us should try. :

Only the best, my lotds, not L. 120

No, I'll bestow my flowers in life
On husbands, as befits a wife.
Just tell me your interpretation
Of members shaped for generation.
Why were the sexes made that way?
Sure, nature didn't go astray.
I¢'s only half an explapation
To say they’re simply for purgation,
Or to pretend that such details
Just set us fernales off from males. 130
That's simpleminded as you know;
Our whole lives say it isnt so.
Though clerks may blame me, on my oath,
I say we have these tools for both:
For daily tasks and as a way
Of getting children, if we may.
Why else would this old saw be true,

“A man must pay his wife her due”? 1Com 73
By “man must pay” what could be meant
But serve her with his instrumens? 140

No, those parts have a dual causation—
For purging and for procreation.
Of course I don't say everyone
Must use his gear as [ have done,
That is to say, engendering.
For chastity’s a noble thing.
Christ was a maid shaped as a man, . virgin
And ever since the world began, .
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Saints have lived in chastity.
I'll not decry virginicy. 150
Virgins are bread of finest wheat,
Wives, barley bread, more coarse and sweet.
Yer barley loaves of God’s creation,
Fed Jesus and his congregation. John 6.9
So just as God’s hand molded us
1l live my life in open trust e
And use my wifely instrument <
Without restraint, as it was sent.
If 'm standoffish, give me sorrow!
My man shall have it night and morrow, 160 .
Whenever he comes to pay his debt.
My husband, sirs, must be my thrall,
A man to.angwer every call,
And rire his flesh, while I'm his wife.
For I have power throughout my life
To rule his body, and not he.
That’s what Paul’s teaching means to me.

He bid our husbands love us well. : Col, 3.19
Lords, I agree, as you can tell!
Up spoke the Pardoner anon, 170

“Ach now, good lady, by Saint John,
You preach right nobly, on my life,
For I was set to take a wife.
But now you've made the cost so clear,
I vow that I'll not wed this year!”

Be still! said she. I've just begun.
I'll make you taste, before I've done,
A drink that savors worse than ale!
And when you've heard to good avail
The martial triaks of married life 180
{And I have been a warlike wife;
That is to say, I was the whip),
Then et me know if you will sip
The barrel I shall tap for you.
But hear my tale before you do.
I'll give examples of my wiles.
“Who will not learn from others’ trials,
Must be the butt of others’ tales.”
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Prolemy knew what that entails; .
Consult his Almagest and see. 190
“Grant mercy, lady, pardon me,” _
The Pardoner said. “As you began,
Please tell away and spare no man.
But teach us youths your strategies.”
1 shall, she said; just as you please.
Bur first T ask the company:
If I seem overbold and free,
Don't be aggrieved at what I say.

I governed them with such dispatch

Thar they were happy just to catch

"My smile with gay things from the fair.

But my compliant moods were rare,

ForI could sting them piteously. 230
Now listen close and follow me,

All wives who want o understand

The fittest way to treat a man.

Men can't rival, though they try,

A woman'’s gift to swear and lie.

I om.@ mean to H.n.v_mm and play. (Of course I don't mean proper wives,
N o,ms sirs, :.q_.z tell my tale. 200 But those perniciously advised.)
truly as I relish ale, An able wife who knows her good

Of those five husbands that I had,
Three were good, and two were bad.
The three good men were rich and old
And scarcely able to uphold

The contract binding them to me—
You take my meaning, as I see.

Can make men trust her as they should,
Believe her maid and not the town. 240
Here'’s what I said to beat them down:
“Sit, only dotards ralk that way.
Why is out neighbor’s wife so gay?
She’s honored over all che rest.

I swear I'm laughing even yet I sit ar home and poorly dressed.
At r.oé I made them heave and sweat, What are you up to over there?
Their antics gave me little pleasure 210 Are you so fond? Is she so fair?

Once I controlled their land and weasure.
With that I ceased my diligence,

My wifely love and reverence.

They loved me so, by God above,

That I thought nothing of their love.

A woman’s work is never done

To capture love when she has none.

But once I had them in my hand,

Their bodies, purses, and their land,
Why should I care if they were pleased? 220
Iwas the one 1 be appeased.

I made them sweat, placating me.

They toiled whole nights in agony,

Yet never won for all their woe

The bacon prize set up at Dunmow,2

What do you whisper to our maid?
A common lecher and his jade!
But let me have a passing friend 250
In innocence, why you contend
T've lost my virtue at his house.
You drag home drunken 25 a mouse,
And preach to me upon your bench!
‘A man just digs an endless trench,’
You say, ‘to wed a needy wife.
And if she's rich, of gentle life,
Why, she repays his loving folly
By being proud or melancholy.
And if she's fair, then he must dread 260
Some gigolo will turn hef head.’
You say our virtue's soon untied
When it’s assailed from every side.
“You say some mer: admire our wealth.
Or else our shape, good looks, or health.

P?U_.Egoég h&ﬂn»mﬂnomvmoobsﬁvaﬂnﬁ&smb% couple who avoided quarrels
for a year and a day. :
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Perhaps they watch us sing or dance,
Or love our style of dalliance,
Or praise our hands or slender arms,
Or woo us for our other charms.
‘No man can hold a wall,’ you say, 270
“Whea it’s assaulted night and day.’
“Nor is an ugly wife secure.
You say her spanief looks ensure
She’ll wag her tail for any man
Unutil she finds one she can land.
“There’s not a goose but soon or late,’
You say, ‘she’ll find herself a mate.’
A husband’s helpless, doomed, you hold.
No living wife can be controlled.
I've even heard you preach in bed. . . 280
You say no man’s required to wed,
Nor should he, if he'd save his soul.
May lightning blasts consume you whole!
Go break your scrawny neck and choke!
 “You say that falling walls and smoke
. And chiding wives cause men to fly
From their own houses. What a lie!
What makes old dotards drivel so?
“You say wives let their vices show
Once they are wed and feel secure: 290
A fitting proverb for 2 boor!
“You say a hound or ox or horse
Is boughs on trial by common course,
Like bowls and washports that one tries,
Spoons and srools and such supplies,
Or basins, clothes, and knives and files,
But wives aren’t subject to such erials
Till they are wedded—dotard, shrew!—
It's only then our faults come through.
“You say that now your daily duty, 300
Is coining tributes to my beausy. ;
You say I make you scan my face
And call me fair and praise my grace,
And make a feast to mark my birthday,
And work to keep me fresh and gay,
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And give my old nurse help and aid,
And cultivate my chambermaid,
And kowtow to my father’s kin—
Ach, what a sink of lies and sin!
“Yet Jenkin drives you to despair, 310
The apprentice with the golden hair—
Shining, crisped, upon his crown—
Because he squires me up and down.,
I'd spurn him if you died tomorrow!
Buc tell me why, to my great sorrow,
You hide your treasure chest and key,
When half your goods belong to me.
Would you hoard money from your wife?
No, you shall not, upon my life!
You cant contrive by force or stealth 320
To rule my body and my wealth,
One will elude you, curse your eyes,
For all your prying and your spies.
You'll never lock m¢ in your chest!
Just say, ‘Dear, do as you think best.
I'll not attend to tales or malice;
[ love and trust you, dearest Alice!’
No woman will be kept in charge.
We must be free and roam at large.
“A man as leatned as men may b, 330
The astrologer Don Prolemy,
Pur this down in his Almagess:
‘Of all wise men, that one is best,
Who doesn’t care who rules the world.’
Prolemy’s saying, when uncurled,
Means ‘Have enough, and never care
However well your friends may fare.’
That is, old fool, for all your spite,
You ger your fill of me each night.
Ounly a miser blind 1o shame 340
Would grudge to share his lantern’s flame.
No sharing burts his lighr, indeed.
Enough is plenty. More is greed.
“And then you carp, if wives are gay
With clothes and gauds and fine array,
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Those goods can harm our chastiry.
Because you know I disagree,
You cire these words in Saint Paul’s name:

‘Chaste array and modest shame,’

Paul said, ‘These are a woman’s rules, 350
And not cusled hair and precious jewels,

Or pearls or gold or costly gowns.’ 1Tim 2.9

Faugh! I reject both text and grounds.
They move me no more than a gnat.
“And then you say I'm like a cat:
To keep a preening car inside,
You spoil her looks. You singe her hide,
For if her coat is sleek and gay,
She won't stay by you half a day.
Shell escape and go 2-calling, 360
Stretching, putring, caterwauling.
I T'tn well dressed, to hear you rant,

I only mean to gailivant,

“Peer as you like and set your spies.
Call Argus with his hundred eyes, sent by Hera
To guard me as no other could. 20 guard Io
I'd hoodwink Argus, if T would.
I could set his cap, I know.

“You say that three bad things work so Prov 30.21 ff
To plague men and destroy their mirth, 370

That no one can endure a fourth 3
1 pray that Jesus blunt your knife!
You tell me thar a hateful wife
Is one of these supreme mischances.
Say, are there never other answers
‘To your foul riddles, on my life,
‘Than those that denigrate a wife?
“You say a woman's love is hell,
A desert land without a well,
An unrestrained and raging fire 380
That burns its fuel and then desires
To spread as far as one can see.

3. The four bad things: a servant in charge, a fool who eass well, an odious wife, mbn_ a
haedmaid who inherizs from her mistress.
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You say as worms consume a tree
So does 2 wife consume a man—

A truth all husbands understand. .

Friends, that’s the way I dealt with scrife,

. I'made those old men rue their life.

I damned their drinking and caprice,
1 called on Jenkin and my niece,

~To swear their charges were untrue.

Ah, Lord, the grief I put them chrough!

All innocent, as God is kind,

But, like 2 horse, I bit and whined.

Though guilcy, I got off by squawking.

I cowed them with torrential talking.

The first in line is first to grind.

I started first and nagged them blind.

They'd confess (T'd growl and glower!)

Offenses quite beyond their power.

I'd damnn their lust—and plump their égos—

When Liness made them rasp and doze.
(How they managed to suppose

That I was jealous, heaven knows.)

I swore I only walked at night

To keep their fancy girls in sight.

Thar pretext won me hours of mirth.

We wives are fitted out at birth

For such deceiving. God supplies

Us arts to make men doubt their eyes.

Why, even now it makes me proud:

I beat them all, as I've allowed,

With tricks or force or loud complaints,

Or rmurmars that would try a saint.

Their luck was even worse in bed.

I scolded so, they went in dread.

I'd leave the bed jtself in pride

If they so much as touched my side

Before they had rewarded me.

Then I'd endure their nicety.

No doubt you understand this cale.

Prepare to pay; it’s all for sale.

No empty hand can lure a hawk;
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For money, though, I'd never balk. Bold and stubborn as a jay.

I'd even feign an appetite, How I could dance! I wasn't frail.

Though bacon’s far from my delight. drizd, oid flesh I'd outsing any nightingale

And thus, my lords, I'd scold and mope,
For though they sat beside the pope
They'd get no peace ac their own board.
In short, I paid them word for word.

When I had drunk a draught of wine.
Merellius, the Roman swine,

Beat his poor wife to death for toping.
Hal I'd have cured his interloping!

I swear by God omnipotent, 430 He never could bar me from wine! 470
['ll say in my last testament, . Still, drinking leads to Venus’ shrine, -
I gave back every word I owed. For just as sure as cold breeds hail, }

I made my tongue so sharp a goad

A liquorish mouth has a lecherous tail.
They had to yield—I'd never cease—

A drunken woman has no defense—

Or give up any hope of peace. Ask lechers their experience!
They snapped and snarled; you understand, But, Christ, when I look back and see
But knew I had the upper band. My youth and strength and jollity,
Then I would say, “Dear, don be silly, It tickles me, and well it should.
Do what I say like our sheep, Willy. . Even now it does me good.
Come, husband, let me kiss your cheek. 440 I had the world once in my time. 480

A good man should be mild and meek,
Wrapped in parience like a robe.

I've heard you say you honor Job;

So bear with us, the ones you preach to.
If not, depend on me to teach you
How sweet peace is compared to strife.
Now, you or I must rule our life.

As men are mild, disposed to thoughr,
Give way 10 me, dear, as you ought.

But age dims everything with grime.

I've lost my beauty and my pith.

So whart? The Devil go therewith!

The flour is gone now, sad to tell,

But 1 still have the bran to sell.

1l still be genial and jocund.

Now let me speak of my fourth husband.
Although it gave me great despite,

Some strumpet was his chief deligh.

Why must you always grouch and groan? 450 But I got even, to his cost. 490
Perhaps you want my crotch alone? I hung him on the seifsame cross,

Have it! Take it! Every bit! Not by adultery as such, -

By God, I'm glad you relish ir; Bur making people think as much.

If 1 should sell my sweet belle chose presy thing I fried the man in his own grease.

I'd walk as fresh as any rose. . His fancies seldom gave him peace.

But, no, 1 keep it for your tooth.
Your fears are groundless. Thats the truth.”
Three husbands sank beneath such lores

Now let me speak of number four:

God sent me for his purgatory,

For which I hope his soul’s in glory.
He sang for woe and hung his jaw.
I was the shoe that rubbed him raw.

Ah, that one was a reveler; 460 God alone knows how I wrung him, : 500
Thar is to say, he had a paramour— Thwarced him, deceived him, stung him!
And I was young and ripe for play, When I'd been to Jerusalem,
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He died, and so I buried him

Beneath the rood screen in our church—4%

No Persian tomb. I didn’t search

For some Appelles’ sepulture, Appelles designed the lavish 20mb of Darins
Why spend a fortune to immure

A man like him? Why be so brave?

.‘H_m.n&.ran mbﬁrwbmmam.:. w\.ro
If my poor man pissed on a wall :

Or did a thing thar meant his life,

To her {(and to one other wife,

And to my niece, whom I loved then)

T'd detail where and how and when.

His coffin suits bim in his grave. I blabbed so often, by my head,
Now of the fifth one ler me tell. 510 My husband’s face was always red.
I pray his soul is not in helll He knew no man of average sense
He was the sharpest one, God knows! Would trust me with his confidence.
Why, even now I fee] his blows It happened that one time in Lent— 550
And will undl my dying day, A season I as much as spent
But in our bed he was so gay, With Alison to flirc and play

And wheedled with so fine a grace

To pleasure me in his embrace

That though he beat on every bone,

He held my heart, and he alone.

Iloved him best of all, for he : 520
Withheld his love to punish me. .

We women harbor, I'Hl not lie,

A strange and wayward fantasy:

Whatever we can’t have at will,

We clamor for it, good or ill.

Forbid a thing, and we pursue ir.

Approve of it, and we won’t do it.

Some men act scornful to entice us

And thus inflate their asking prices.

Too cheap a conquest lacks appeal. , 530

And gad abroad from March to May—
That Jenkin, Alison, and [

Walked out into the fields neacby.

My husband was in town that spring,
Which left me free as any king,

To see the people and be seen.

How could I live out what was fated,
Unless I weat where it awaited? 560
So I embarked withour discretion

On. churchly vigils and processions
And pilgrim jaunts and Bible plays,
And sermons and gay wedding days,
And elways in my scarlet gown.

No moth or worm in all our town
Could gnaw a hole in thart array.

At least that’s how most women feel. And why? I wote it every day!
My fifth man, then, God bless his Spirit, Across the fields we tripped along,
Was not a tycoon—nowhere near it. Caught up in foolish play and song. 570
No, he was once a clerk at Oxford, We blushed and mooned and flirted so
And later he returned to board That 1 at last let Jenkin know

With my best friend in all our town—
God save her soull—my Alison.

She knew my heart and seerets too

Far better than our priest could do.

He was the man, and only he,

T'd wed if I were ever free,

For 'm the sort, sirs, understand,
Who's never caughe withour 2 plan
In love or in my other interests.
There’s no heart in a mouse’s breast

4. A screen, usually ornate, between the nave, or congregation’s part of 2 church, and the - .
. That has but one poor hole to hide him.

choir, or chancel.
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He's dead if thar one hole’s denied him. 580 Mars made me bold and treacherous.

I claimed he had enchanted me ‘Born in the Bull when Mars was there, she conseellasion Taurus
(My mother’s brand of subtlery) Supplied with love and pluck to spare, 620
And said I dreamed of him all pight— I followed every inclination i}

He slew me as I lay upright Thrust on me by my constellation.
And all the bedclothes swam in blood, Thats why [ never could withhold

But I took comfort in that flood,

For blood betokens gold, I though:z.

A pack of lies, for I dreamed naught,

But spoke as Mother said I should.

Her love advice was always good. 590
But tell me, siss, . . . what was I saing? |

Ies here, by God. My tale again!
When Husband Four was on his bier,

I moaned and groaned with sorry cheer,

As good wives must, for that’s our place.

Yer I took care to hide my.face.

Because I'd found another man,

' My Venus box when well cajoled.
Yet I have Mars’ mark on my face this mark is unidentified
And in another secret place. - .
As God may witness my confession,
1 never used the least discretion,
But chose my men by appetite.
Short or tall or dark or light, 630
{ never cared, if someone loved me,
How poor he was, or what degree.
What can 1 say? A few weeks later,
This pretry Jenkin, ne one greater,
Married me with pomp and pleasure.

My tears held back, as dry as sand. I gave him all my land and treasure,
Men bore the corpse 1o church next day All the gains I'd won before,
With neighbors sighing “Welladay!” 600 And afterward repented sore.
Jenkin himself was in the erowd I'd ask for things. He wouldn’t hear.
Behind the bier, and I allowed, He cuffed me so upon the ear 640
I'd never seen another pair . (I ripped a leaf our of his book),
Of legs and feet so clean and fair. My ear went dead where I was struck.
I gave him all my heart 1o hold. But I was cross-grained as 2 cat

Now he was twenty winters old,

And talked him down in every spar.
And I'was forty; that’s the truch.

I vowed I'd roam just as before,

1 always had a young col’s tooth, , yosthfil desives No matrer how he scowled and swore.

I had gap teeth, and thar was fine. He paid me back, for be would quarry

Who else should wear Dame Venus’ sign?® 510 His book for every hurtful story—

By God, I was a lusty one, How Simplicius Gallus left his wife

Fair and rich, excelled by none, And stayed away throughout his life. 650
And truly all my husbands said He saw her bare head, nothing more,

My gueynt was fit for any bed. “Aainzy pars” When she was peering out his door.

From birth the working of my stars , Another Roman, much the same, Sempronius Sophus
Was ruled by Venus and by Mars. Because his wifé went to some game

Withourt his leave, he cast her off.
He'd also cite his favorite scoff
From sour Ecclesiasticus, 25.25

T,

()

As Venus made me lecherous,

5. Gaps berween the weeth, showed a Jecherous disposition.
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A proverb dripping with distruse

Of wives who roam and gad about.6

And nexr he'd trot old verses our: : 660
“Who builds a house of willow switches,
Rides a blind horse through dikes and ditches,
And trusts his wife with other bitches,

Should surely hang and lose his riches”

Such maxims aren’t worth a haw.

Not this, nor all his other saws,

Could ever make me feel corrected.

I hate to have my faults detected,

And so do other wives as well.

He'd gnash his teeth when I'd rebel, 670
Bur I'd not give an inch, ] promise.

Now let me tell, by holy Thomas,

The reason I ripped out the page,
For which he struck me in his rage.

Than there are names in Holy Writ,
‘No clerk will willingly admit

“That any good is found in wives,
"Except in some saints’ pious lives.
They slander us. You know they do.
“Who paints the lion, tell me, who?®
By God, if women wrote these tales,
- As dlerks do, or some other males, . 700
We'd hear more of men’s wickedness
. Than 2ll their gender could redress.
Scholars ate ruled by Mercury.

That god and Venus don agree.

He favors scholarship and reason.
She loves excess in any season.
That's why his star sign hovers low
When hers puts on its greatest show.

bawrhorn-apple

Thus Mercury is on the lees
H.H.m had some works that night and day When Venus rules the sky in Pisces,? 710
Hed read aloud to my dismay: And Venus falls as he is raised,
Valerius and Theophrastus ancient authors And women leave most clerks unfazed.
(Both hated women and harassed us); . When clerks are old and cannot do
Another clerk of ancient Rome, Dame Venis' labor worth a shoe,
That cardinal now called Saint Jerome, 680 They all endeavor to disparage
Who wrote a tract against Jovinian; The female sex along with marriage.
Crisippus and Terrulian; Bur, as I said, it was my luck
Trotula, too; and Heloise Heloise had a femous affeir with the To lose my hearing for 2 book!
(Yes, she affronted Church decrees); priest Peter Abelard Once Jenkin sat beside his fire
"The Parables of Solomon; Reading like a country squire, 720
And Ovid’s 4r2—n0 more, I'm done. The Art of Love Of Eve, who for her appetite
All these were bound in one great book,” Caused all of us to share the blight
And all the time he could he took, For which the Son of God was slain
Each time he had the least vacarion And boughr us with his blood again.
From other worldly occupation, : 690 Of course, it was a she who thus

To read to me of wicked wives,

: . " Loosed sin and death on all of us. -
For he knew more bad women’s lives

And then he read of Samgon’s hairs.

6. Ecclesiasticus actually rells husbands to cuzh their wives speech.

7. Jenkins collection of antifeminist writings is unique, though masuscripr books like it
are known. Crissipus may have been only a name to Chaucer. Trorula was 2 woman physician
and nor an antifeminist, though Chaucer may not have known thar.

8. Aman in a fable shows a lion a picture of a man killing a lion, “Ah,” says the lion, “who
painted that, 2 man or a lion?”

9. Venus is dominant in Pisces, and the influence of Mercury is at its lowest then. In Virgo
the positions are reversed.

0000000000800 00000000000000C00000000000
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His lover mowed them with her shears,

And that cost Samson both his eyes.
And next he read me, if you please,

Of Deianira and Hercules.

She made him beg for death’s release. 10
Then he declaimed another piece

About the wife of Socrares.

Xanthippe drenched his head with piss.

He scarcely knew what was amiss

Bur said, as he wiped off the stain,

“She thunders yet, but here’s the rain.”
Pasiphaé the Queen of Crete She made love to a bull

Was one of Jenkin’s favorite treats. ,

‘That in his garden on one tree

His wives had hung themselves, all thzee,

Each one with a broken heart.

“Hoo!” said Arrius, “For my parr,

Give me a slip of that same tree

To see if it will work for me.” , 770
Concerning later wives, he read

How some had killed their men in bed

And frolicked with a paramour, -

Their husbands dead upon the floor.

Some drove nails through their men’s brains

And watched the blood drip from their veins,

730

740 Or else put poison in their drink. .

Eugh! That was a grisly story— He spoke more karm than you can think.
The crown of all his oratory! And then hed start rehearsing proverbs.

Clytemnestras lechery They sprang up in his head like hesbs. 780
And how she killed her spouse with glee Agamemnon “You'd be,” he said, “far less at risk
Got our Jenkin’s full arrention. With lions or a basilisk, deadly serpens of myth

Then wo, he razely failed to mention Than with a woman prone to chide.” EBeclus. 1516
Armphiaraus, who lost his life . “Climb up on the roof and hide,”
Through the actions of his wife, He said, “from angry wives below.
Eriphyle. A clasp of gold They'’re always fractious, as you know.
Was all it took, and he was sold. 750 They hate whatever their men love.” Prov. 21.9
She told his foemen where he was, And “A woman’s shame s like 2 glove: .
They killed him, but she was the cause, It slides right off her with her smock.”
Livia and Lucilla nex; And “A fair face in the Devil’s flock 790
.mm..nr one cost her man his neck— Is a golden ring in a old sow’s nose.” Prov. 11.22
One for love and one for hate. 1 swear to you no nonwife knows
Livia despised her mate, Divsesuss How my rage grew with each new libel.
And poisoned him, his mortal foe. I saw he'd never quit his bible,
Lucilla loved her husband, though. the poer Lucretius His bale of lies, his book of sages,
To bold him fast, she took a notion: So I reached out and snatched three pages
To make him drink 2 true-love potion, 760 Clean from the book, beneath his nose.
He was dead before the morrow. T hit him to00, you may suppose,
Thus all wives bring their husbands sorrow. So he fell backward in the fire.

He told me how Latumius Up he jumped—his rage was dire— 800

Complained to his friend Arrius And punched me roundly in the head.

Lord! I collapsed and acted dead.
Now when he saw how still I lay,
He made as if to run away,

~ 10. By accident. Nessus, a dying cencaur, rricked her inzo smearing a robe with his blood.
When Hercules put it on, the robe clung to his skin and set him afire.
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*~ But I began to stir instead _
ey s L : ‘A friar jumps in anywhere. 840
aJNOﬂ ve killed me now; false thief,” I said, Afly mn_& mmmwn if W..Mqﬁ wish
Robbed and murdered, what a crime! Will ty cheir luck in any dish,

Burt come and kiss me one last time,”
He ventured near and knelr beside me,
And said, “No matter what betides me,

What do you know of preambulation?
Trot, shut up, or go sit down!

I X 810 Don't thrust your nose in others’ sport.”
Y pever w:ﬁun you agan. The Friar had 2 hot retoru
ou pushed till I was half insane. “Faith,” he said, “before I go

Forgive me, dear, that’s all I seek.”

By God, I clubbed him on the cheek!

And said, “There, thief, aceept your pay!
I'm dead. I have no more to say.”

Bur, still, at length with care and tact

We found our roles and made 2 pact.

He pur the bridle in my hand,

The governtment of house and land, 820
And of his tongue and his behavior.

We burnt his book, as God’s my savior.
And when I gathered in 1o me

All the rule and sovereignty, :

And when he said, “My own true wife,

Do as you will throughour your life:
Preserve your name and my possessions”—
We had no more head-knocking sessions.
As God’s my hope, I was as kind
As any wife you'll ever find, 830
And true to him, and he to me, .

I pray grear God in majesty
May bathe his soul in heaven’s glory.
And now, sizs, T will ell my story. ,

Il tell 2 comic tale or so
To make us laugh at your disgrace.”
. The Summoner said, “Well, damn your face, 850
And damn your gall, and God damn me,
If1 dont venture two or three
Of friars before Sittingbourne, , forty miles from London
Each guaranteed to make you mourn.
I see that you can’r take 2 joke.”
“Peace!” said the Host, “or may you choke!
Now let this woman tell her rale.
You speak like farm hands drunk on ale.
Dame, tell your story, for the best.”
" “T will,” said she, “at your behest, 860
I I have license of this Friar.”
“Tell on,” he said, “that’s my desire.”

Tar Wire or Bat’s TaLE

Once in good King Arthur’s days,
“Which Britons now revere and praise,
Fairies filled our pleasant land.

The elf-queen and her gay command

Danced on many a verpa! mead—

Or most men think they did, indeed—
Many hundred years ago.

But now they’re gone, as all men know. , 870
For now the great deserts and prayers
Of mendicants and other friars
Who wander all the fields and streamis

Like motes that swarm in bright sunbeams, \I./

WorDS BETWEEN THE SUMMONER AND THE FRIAR

The Friar laughed to hear all this.
“Good Dame,” he said, *upon my bliss,
A long preamble to 2 tale!”

The Summoner broke in like a gale:
“Lo,” he said, “for all God’s care,

)0 0000000000000 0000000000000000000000000
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Blessing chambers, halls, and bowers,

Cirjes, boroughs, castles, towers,

Towns and barns, stables, dairies,

Have routed out those ancient fairies.

For everywhere there was an elf,

You look and, lo, the friar himself 880
Going about, he prays and sings

His matins and his holy things

On his way to beg and bless.

Bur women now are safe, I guess.

Behind each bush and every tree,

There is no incubus but he, seductive sprite
And he will just subvert our virtue.

This Arthur I alluded to

Retained a lusty bachelor :

Who went one day along a shore . , 890
And happened, riding on his own, .

To meet a maid, like him, alone.

He threw her down, with litde said,

And robbed her of her maidenhead.

This villain's work raised such a pother

Thar soon it reached the court and Arthur,

Who damned the boorish knight to die.

His head must roll—nowhere to fiyt

Perhaps that’s what the sratutes said.

The queen had other plans instead 900
And asked her husband for the knight, .
To punish him as she thought right.
The courteous king gave up the man
To live or die at het coremand.
She thanked the king for what he gave,
Ther pondered how to treat the knave.

“See here,” she told him, “how your tricks,
Have put you in this wretched fix.
Your life is forfeit, sir; it's mine.
I send you on a quest to find 910
‘What one thing worrien most desire.
Fail me, and your fate is dire.
I'won't demand your answer now.
No, I'll have mercy and allow

Tae Wisr 0F Bari's Tare 131

The coming year for you to try
To find the single best reply.

Come swear to this, and vow to be

. Back here in time to answer me.”

The man was in a sorry plight.

His queen was well within her righz. 920
He had no reason to protesr, ,
And so he undertook the quest.

He prayed that God would save his neck, -

But feared he'd have a pointless trek.

He left the court and took his way

In hope someone he mer might say
What every woman most preferred.

But nothing that he ever heard

Convinced him that his trial was passed.

Each one he asked belied the last. 930
Some said that women lived for wealth.

Some said honos; some said health.

Some lust in bed; some, clothes and goods;

Some said frequent widowhoods.

Some said that our hearts are eased

When we are humored, praised, and pleased.

That's close to true, it seems o me,

For women thrive on flattery.

A sycophant who comes on call

Delights most women, great or small. 940

Some sajd we never rest until

We'te free to do just as we will,

And no man dares dispraise our habits,

But says we Live like pious abbots.

That covers most of us indeed,

For when men pay unseemly heed

To our shortcomings, we will bite.

Try if you will. You'll find I'm right.

For be what women may within,

We won't admit the smallest sin. 950

Still others said our favorite treat
Is being held to be discreer,
Trustworthy in affairs as well,

Aware of things we'll never tell.
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Sirs, that Eo:.%ﬁw hardly worth 2 flea,

‘He couldn’t find what women wanted.

No woman honors pri .
Midas’ stoty proves ﬂ“ﬂnﬂo Conflicting answers had him daunted.
The tales of Ovid E&E%.mw ow He must go home; the time was nigh.
That Midas had, beneath his hajz The queen awaited his reply.
Two asss ears—an ugly pair ’ _ Burt on the way he chanced to ride
Of defects thar he mocmrm to hide 960 Beside a forest where he spied
Oty i et e s e Danciog i e oot s
y his wife had s i : -
He trusted her for ummwmeMM@ . . He made toward the girls to ask
And placed her in his confidence If they could help him with his task.
) But when they saw him riding there,

(This showed his basic lack of sense.)
She swore, “No! Not for all of ‘Greece,

Would I destroy my husband’s peace

And undercyr his kingly name!

Besides, I'd have to share the shame.”

But nonetheless she almost died . e

Keeping this piece of news inside.

The secret swelled and pressed her heare

Till she muse tell at least 2 part; .

And since she couldn’t te]] 2 man,

Away into 2 marsh she ran.

Her breast burned so it seemed on fire,

They vanished lightly into air,

And on the green, sirs, by my life,

There sat an ancient, loathsome wife.

A fouler sight you'll never see.

She scrambled up beside his knee

And cackled, “Sir, there’s no path here.

But what explains your sorry cheer?

Tell me, young man, what you need.

Old heads like mine are wise indeed.”
“Dearest mother,” said the knight,

“I have to learn before tonight

What women want. I need advice.

And, as a bi in mi , _

Down to .nrwﬁ MMMM» .WMMM Wwﬂ MM@P widing bird If you can say, just name your price,”

“Don't tell a soul or ler this i 7 “Ah, that I could,” she said, “bur shan't

She said. “Make certain no one hears: 980 Unless you swear to me you'll grant

My husband has rwo 55t egrst” ' The next request I send your way,
And you will hear it, lad, today.”

Ifshe'd not let her secrer our,

It would have stifled her, no doubr,
You see, we women mighe delay,

But all we know comes our someday.

. “Done, mother,” said the knight, “I swear.”
“Then,” she said, “You're in my care.

Your life is safe, as you will see.

The queen herself must side with me.

For what became of Midas ‘
Read Ovid, where the M..La mn»? The proudest wife who wears a gown
Back now to0 our oafish WMWM»M@ Meramorphoses, x Cannot deny my answer's sound.
For all his wandering d . . They can't dispute whar I will say.
g day and nighe, 990 Let’s go and face the courr today.

She whispered something in his ear,
And said, “That’s all it is, my dear.”

They rode to court, not far away,
The knight relieved to keep his day.

?HEH.W ﬁh“nﬁwamombﬁn E«Wﬁ% R._“m »,Ma.mnnmaﬁmam Pan’s music to Apollo’s. In Owid however,
: t wite, but by a slave. His slave whispers the secret in2 b _v :
ers it up, but reeds grow from the Place and announce it 1o the world. sholesadeor
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He had his answer pat, he said.

Full many a wife and many 2 maid,
Full many a widow (for they're wise)
Sat with the queen in her assize.
They gathered there for his response,
While he affected nonchalance,

It soon grew quiet in the court.
The knight stood by with his retort—
The thing that women Jove the best—
Observing silence like the rest.

The high queen beckoned, and he spoke,
Standing stouty, ike an oak.
“My lady, most of all,” said he,
“You women value sovereignry:
To rule your hushand of your love
To do your will, By God above,
That's your iwish, although you kill me.
I'm at your mercy, as you see.”
In all the court, no wife or maid
Could disapprove of whar he said.
They all agreed he'd won his life,
And on that cue up spoke the wife
Whom he had mer upon the green,
“Mercy,” she said, “My lady! Queen! ~
Before you leave, grant me my right,
I taught that answer to this knight,
And in return at my behest
He said he'd gran: my next request.
He vowed to do it if he could,
And now, sir, make your Promise good:
Take me to you as your wife,
For as you know, T saved your [ife,
Is that not s0? What do you say>”
But all he said was “Welladay!
I know as well as you promised,
But, for God’s love, change your request.
Take all my goods, but et me gol”
“Twon't,” she said, “by Scorpio,
For though I'm old and foul and poor,
Not for all the gold and ore

1040
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‘Beneath the earth or here above

Will I forbear to be your love.” -
“My love!” he said. “No, ey damnarion!
No other man of my relations
Has ever tasted such disgrace!” .
Bur nothing worked. This was his case:
He was well canght; now he must wed
And take thar old wife to his bed.
Well, some mighrt think it mean of me
That I neglect, as you will see,
To tell che joy and rich array
That dignified their feast that day. .
But here’s my answer, short and ﬁmh.:
There was no joy that day, just pain
And heaviness and gnawing sorrow.
They wed in secret on m..:w IMOIIOW,
The knight hid all day like an owl.
His life was ruined. She was so foul.
Stilk greater woe welled in r.a head
That night when she was in his bed.
He writhed and wallowed to and fro.
His wife lay sweetly smiling though,
And said, “Now, benedicity,
Is this the way 2 knight should be?
Is this the law of Arthur’s house?
Are his knights so fastidious? .
I am your own, your loving §.mn.
The lady, si, who saved your life.
I'tasure [ never did you wrong.
So, sweetheart, why hold back so ._obm.v
You're like 2 man who's lost Em.sﬁ.
If 'm to blame, why, out with i, )
And T'll amend things right away.”,
“Amend?” he said, “and how, I pray?
By God, I'll never be consoled,
You are so loathly and so oE_.
You're Jow born, too. No family.
What else could you expect from me? )
The heart will burst within my breast! .
“And this,” she said, “prompts your unrest?
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“It does,” he said, “and 50 it gh »
« ’ g ould,
Well,” she said, “my dear, I could For fire is fire and won't be scotched— 1150
Correct all this within three days No, can’t be scotched until it dies.
fyou adopted kinder wa “True gentleness is not a euise
4 5. £ guise,
But do you think tha gentleness Nor does it come with wealth and lands;
Is just old mOney, more or less, ;. Rich men may shirk irs stern demands.
And that’s what malkes you gentlemen? -~ Is not a fire that always burns.

' No, every generation learns
Alord’s son may do villainy.
A man who claims nobility
Because he's from a noble house, .
Whose forebears honored all their vows, 1160
And yet won't do a gentle deed
Or pay his own best models heed,
Why, he's not gentle, duke or earl—
He’s just 2 rich but common charl.
Think of this: the glowing fame
Of your august and ancient name,
- Owes nor 2 blessed ching to you.
Now, God may make you gentle too,

Bah! That conceit’s not worth a hen!
The virtuous man whe works each day,
In town, alone, jn every way,
To do what gentle deeds he can, , e
Sir, he's the world’s true gentleman,
A Christian’s goodness comes from Chrigt
And not rich elders, duly priced. v
Though they may leave their wealth and fees
And old, deep-rooted family trees, o
They can’t pass on thejr virtuous lives
The reason thar their fame survives,
And their tue valye, if we know Mﬂ.v
“Tust listen ro the princely m..Onv

Dante, who has this 1o say, 1130 But thae rides on his will and grace.

At least his thinking runs this way: Purgaroriy 7:121-3 It's not a perquisite of place. 1170
‘Men seldom rise by human virtge: “You'll find a noble in Valerius,

Success falls under God’s purview, ’ A countryman called Tullius, third king of Rome
To him we owe our gentleness, Who scarcely owed his clan a thing,

Yer rose from herdsman to be king.

Read Seneca, Boerhius,

The doctrine they bequeathed to us

Is ‘Gentle is as genzle does.’

A lowborn wife’s no curse because

High God may grant, as birth cant do,

That she may be both good and true. 1180
A womar's only gentle when

She lives in virtue, not in sin.

And all true men will say no less.’
Goods, sir, are all thar we inherir,
>bn_ goods may work against our merir.
You shouldn’r have 1o learn from me
If virtue flourished naturally
In families, right down the line, .
Youd never see 5 large decline .
From goodness and true gentleness,
Each <hild wonld match, bis parents’ best.

“Take fire into the darkest house “You charge me next with poverty.
From England to the Caucasus, Well, Chuist, who ransomed you and me,
And shut the door and g0 away. Chose to live among the poor;

The fire will burn on anyway, And every Christian heretofore

Has known thac Jesus, Heaven’s king,

As brighr as if 5 thousand warched
’ Would hardly choose a vicious thing.

’ . - =z . . .
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Of course, glad poverty is best.
As men fike Seneca attest,
A mnnn content in poverry
Is rich, though some mighe disagree.
The man who covets things is poor,
For wants $pring up around his door.
mE... one with neither things nor wants
Is xich for all your lordship’s taunts.

ed stay throughout your life;

oung and fair and doubtless wild,

you must fear you'll be beguiled,

ind likely will be when I roam

r when you think I'm safe at home.

ow which arrangement suits you best?”

- The knight locked harried and oppressed.

Consternation made him say:

1230

Welcome poverty is
83y
mcﬁwa& has this o say: “You tell me, lady; I'll obey. -
Poor men are always free ro sing; I'll gladly follow your direction. .
As safe from thieves 25 any king.* . Choose yourself upon reflection
Poverty is harsh bue good; 1200 ‘What's advantageous for us both.
It makes men work as few things could .1 won' object, upon my ocath. 1240
%DMH offers priceless education What you think best will do for me.”
© those who master resignation “Ab,” she said, “full mastery!
| mc.ﬁ though it can depress and daunt, I'hold the reins, no second guessing?”
A gift that no one else would want, “Indeed,” he said, “and with my blessing.”
Huoﬁnq can be the prod “Kiss me,” she said, “and don’t be loath,
iyt e e o, ro o i i
aloo ss . at is to say, both good and fair.
Through which you see false friends, alas, . For may I die in black despair
P . 1210 If T don't stay as good and true
1250

As any wife you ever knew.

And if 'm not as fair of feature

This selfsame night as any creature
Between the farthest east and west,
Why, kill me, dear, at my behest.
Draw the curtain, now, and see.”

He looked at ber, and verily

She was so young and beauteous,
He clasped her in a glad caress.

%o:mm. right. I'm poor. That much js true
w:% sit, I'm quite as goodasyou. .
Then o0, you jeer because I'm old
The soundest books and thinkers on‘
Thar old age should be reverenced—
Certainly not gibed against..
OMd folks deserve one’s veneration
.M._mm holds for every time or nmnmoh.r
You say I'm foul. My lord, thar’s true.

Why then, don't fear I'l] cucl :
o old you, :
For S.MEEQ and seniliry 1220 He seemed to hear the heavens chime,
Are sovereign guards to chastity, He kissed her face a thousand times, 1260
And she complied with every measure

That mighe increase his joy and pleasure.
They lived in joy throughout their lives.

Now, sirs, may Jesus send all wives

Meek husbands who are fresh in bed

And strength to rule them when we wed.

Yer Ill take pity on your plight
And carer to your appetite.
“Sit, you may have me as
u please:
Foul and old a¢ alt degrees, o plase
Bue yet a erue and humble wife,




